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First Senior Recital Proves
Tlo Be A Great Success

The first senior recital of the vear
o Mareh 28, placed o difficult goal in
slghl for the other three graduates in
music. Dorothy Gartner has mnever
sung so well, and never has an d@udi-
enee been go enthralled with the skill
and beauty of a volee. From the mo-
ment that Dorothy stepped out on the
stage, looking exquisite in a flowered
talfeta [roek, in which yellow and
grecy were the dominant colors, she
was in perfect command of her and-
lence,

| Know That My Redeemer Liveth,
from the Messiah of Haudel rang out
in beautiful, round tones, solemn, and
lovely, Dorothy's clear, high soprano
chrried ihe impressive words Lo the
hearts of the aadience. Then, a fast,
Joyous, and gay thing, with delightful
operatic trills, was A Pastoral by Ver-
acini, i tripped along like a merry
laugh, on a beautiful sunny day.

Three songs in French composed the
next group, all of the more modern
school. The first was Nuit o’eteiles by
Pelnissy, & piece so hauntingly melan-
choly of this beautiful thing, developed
into, the simple, sweet strain of
Plasir d’amour by Martini. This selec

tion Tollowed the rather convetional
thene of all songs of love, especially
tliode of the Prencli; the calin peace,

followed by a rather turbulent strain,
and finally the supreme peace of the
eud, 1L Neige by Bemberg, the lasl
number of the group., was Lhe gay,
swift tinkle of the snowfall, person.
ified. 1t seemed as it the snow could
net  fall rapidly as the French
phrases [ell from Dorothy’s Longue.
Shadow Song ol the Dinorah of
Meyverbeer was considered by the ma-

s

jority as the high-light ot Dovothiy's |

repital.  This song was also sung in |
French, The fone was minor, wilh
sories of ronsg and arias, showing

d wonderful flexibility, and range of

her voice. The echoes, the trills: the

wonderful vendition of this piece, with | the college coolrs, and the spirit or|
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Maor Sibley's Ghost
Walks in Dining Room

Dr. Roemer Opens Informal Dinner-
Dance

The ghost of Major Gorge Chaplin

Sihley —the same spirvit who scandal-
ized the good Presbyterians back in

1845 by danecing at a wedding—walked
abroad at Lindenwood Tuesday even-
ing, April 1. On his hundred and lorty
eighth bhirthday anniversary this gen-
ial shade left his comfortable resting
place in the little cemetery at the foot
aof the hill behind the college where
Lig old home once stood and took an
active part in the celebration.

Dr, Roemer opened the festivities in
the dining reom that night with a
short address on Major George Chap-
lin Sibley who founded Lindenwood
in 1827, Major Sibley was, aceording
to historians, the greatest man in (his
pioneer country, next to Jefferson. Tt
was e who saw possibility of Tailvoads |
extending beyvond the Rockies Lo the
coast when other men langhed al the
wild plan. It was he who was such a
greal flgure in the fur trade thal peo-
ple come here for information on him
when they write books on the develop-
ment of this part of the country. Ana
it was he who had the vision and fore-
sigh to see thatl some day on his prop-
erty might stand @ famous girl’s col-
lege.

In his speech Dr. Roomer called at
fention to the poster made by Lillian
Rasmussen; president of Kappa Pi. to
commemorafte the anniversary of Ma-
jor Sibley's birthday., [t was done in
red, blue and gold, with the Linden-
wood coat of arms and the words
“Major George Sibley, [ather of Lin-
denwood”.

All during the wonderfnl dinner
served by Miss Walter and her assist-
ants there was daneing to the mugie
ot band. Decorations around the
dining room werein yellow and white, |

el

its shades and echoes, thrilled the au- | Lindenwood and Major Sibley prevadl- |

tience heyond measure.

Three songs in German followe this,

ed over a gay orowil,

No one knows whether the major

Morgen by Strauss, was a beantifyl, ¢ paraded in Sibley hall at midnight.

tatalisgtic sounding affair, made superh|

by the splemn depth of the language,
Rispeto by Woli-Ferfrari was in the|
sme  mingr, but did not that|
lutalism, hut a hopeful tone, almost
that of the gonthern countries! laziness
The Swiss Echo Song of

have

and peace.

with Mra. Wenger, (the general opin-
ion is that he musi have been tiired
enough after the celebration to go
baek immediately to his quiet rest n
the Httle cemetery)y hul at any mtc'!
the girle of Lindenwoond were glad 11"
have him “in their party lield in his

Price 5¢

DEAN GIPSON’S NEW NOVEL

0o

Fascinating Love-Story Woven Around Homesteading
In Idaho.

s
A

Students and facully of Lindenwood  rare sunsel with

will he pleasantly surprised to learn
that Dr. Alice E. Gipson, Head of the
HEnglish Department and Dean of the
College, has press (Caxton Print-
ersl a new historical novel of
West. With the title, “Silence”
typifying the far, lonely stretches of
homesteading land in northern Idaho,
20 wears ago, “silent, smiling, wait.
ing", this arvid country is the
sronngd for incidenls in the life of a
young bride. Lillian Palmer, newly
married to Jack, who comes west for
his health by doctor's orders, is just
such g girl as one of Lindenwood's
gratdluates might be, a yvoung college

in

| gir]l from a home of comfort, going out

where dust.storms spoil the complex-
fon and discogragemenl tears at the
sonl—looking l)d,(;i( ruefnlly to “those

fine Alpha Sigma Tau sisters” (in
this case Alpha Delta Sigma), and try-
ing to be brave when she ig “so

atarved for entertainment that a candy

pull geems wildly exeiting™.

Dy, Gipson knows heyr Tdaho, and it
ig to those whom she knows that she
dedicates her book, “To the Pioneers
of the Far West"”. As she says in her
preface, the Par West of mining camps
and Indians and cowboys is fairly well
known to the average resident of the
Iasl and Middle West, but it is of the
latter (ype of ploneering (hat she
writes,—“homesteading in those parts
of the Wesl where irrigation is a
necessity before the land can bhe pul
under cultivation.” Dwellers in the
green lands ol States farther ISasy are

not nearly so well acquainted with this|

lind of Western lite as they arve with
the earlier, more spectacular Lype.

The author of “Silence” shows real
human beings there in the desert,
where “no (rees ov grass would grow,
no gardens were possible, every drop
ol water for household purposes had Lo
be pumped by hand or carried from the
river”, (Things different now
slpee irvigation came to Carson, bhut
this story tells of times when the re-
clamation project was still on paper.)

we

Not to reveal the plot or spoil the
expecltancy of those who may spend

lekert was clear and gay, showing the | honor, and they only hope that he was | hours of the summer vacation perusing

wide and the control of her
voice,

The program was closed by a group)|
of selected numbers in Knglish, Ang
Evening Song by Gilberte, showed!
Dovothy’s ability sing n beautiful!
simple song with tones of exquisite |
fuality, Wauare's By The Fountain, was
the ripplug of the watevtall come fo
life in the soloist throat. A beautitull
melody characterzed the Arpaggiss ot/
Sumuel Rosseau. The Ress Enslave |
the Mightingale by Rimsky.-Borsalow |
told o heautiful sad story, in charming

range,

3]

!

proud and happy to ses the rvesult nt‘|

the work which he began over a hun-
dred years ago. I

|
also in French, |

tone, and wag in a minor key. Dansons
la Gigue by Poldowski,
in the trnly zay spirit of that]
country, with a eatchy rhythm, and &
lilting tune. It ended a grand pruzmnﬂ
on the right neote. Her sccompanist|
wis Mrances McFhb

Wils

ATHON,

the Linden Bark |

Resd

sSilence after the hook appears in the
middle of June, one may pick out bits
of narrative here and there. Phil's
oldey brother, Jack, a satisfied settler,
walting with trepidation for the train
hearing the newly-weds to come in:
“Phil was always a delicaie kid. My
mother’s had to coldle him along his
whole life and now Lhe doctors have
advised him to change altitudes and
seenery and everything else for
while. I'm glad to have him, but I'm
afraid he's no pioneer. He likes peo-
ple tog well.,” Lillian, watching ldsho's

&

the |

back- |

lelt should be written.

apture and (hrilling
to the translation of Idaho, “the light
on the mountain”, vet sohbing herself
to sleep that night. The hotel_keeper,
with the pathos ol his beautiful young
wife, “killed by mistake”, a man of re.
gerve, vet the ring-leader in ducking
the sorry tramp who had ventured to
affrong Mrs. Pervking, And Mrs. Per.
kins herself, courazeous with her
apple-pies and her good advice: like.
wise the “program’” when the neigh.
bors all came in to the Palmers'
“shack™ (one sees a picture of it in
the frontispiece), to give them a chavi-
vt welcome: What would Linden.
wood think of thisg?

“Willie McLain persuaded to
give hig famous hornpipe to the musie
of Jim Daly's mouth harp. Accom-
panied in the same way, Bill Sharp,
former cowboy, sang some of the more
reputable of the songs of the ranges,
Jack  Barker, once a  professional
gamblep in Baker City, Oregon, recited
a sentimenfal poem called “The Death
of Nellie.," Truly, Vietorian Nellie, ge.
duced from the path of virtue, had died
of a broken heart. The program ended
with a selection from The Menr'y
Widow, sung by g male gquartette and
pncore they gave The Glow

was

as. an
Worm.”

It i nolt all so cheeriul, There is
Mrs. James, “with the general appeat-

ance of a shying horse”; Mrs: Jen.
kins, morose, silent, one of those
whom the desert has “got”; the

naughty Delsie, who works havoe in
of the on the prineiple
that men's wives grow dull and ugly,
and who chooses “the wicked sinners”
for hey eompanions, because the good
people, when she was little, regarded
her simply “as a kid with a dirty face
and a drunken tather”, but for all that
she says, “My old man would of skinn-
ed me it I'd been as ornery as he's al.
ways buen'.

some hom

There is nature lore of sage-brush
country and mountain, there is philo.
sophy and humanity in the story. Ths
author says, “It is o history that T have
The protagon-
ist of the story is not the people that
| have drawn, but the country itself”.
None (he less;, the plot is “couvincing"
as the publishers say, and, too, it has
a happy ending.

For {he past Lwo weeks, Doctor (iip-
son hasg been having conferences with
the sophomores finding just what they
intend to do after they leave Linden-
wood, oy inaniring as to their course of
study, if they are going to return in
the fall, Much good has beep derived
from _these short conferences.
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Eternal Spring, with smiling verdue. here
Warms the mild aiv, and erowns the yvouthful yeas,
—Garth

Holy Week

tloly Week 18 calebrated all over the Chvistian World as @ remembivance
of the Passion week, or the last week of Chvist on eavth, 1L heging this yvear
on-Sunday, April 18 and ends Saturday at noon.

April 13 iz kunown as Palm Sunday, symbolical of the palms strewn be.
fore Christ on his triumphant entry into Jerusalem. In many churches palms
are bleszed and distributed to the faithful on this day. Monday, Tuegday, and
Wednesday are known as days of peace and retreat. Holy Thursday, or Maun_
dy Thursday, s 20 named hecanze ol the iustitution of Holy Communion duy-
ing the last Supper. It was then that Chrigy predicted that he should he be-
trayed hefore the cock croweth thrice, Good Friday, Christ was betrayed by
Judas, and was denigd by Peter. On Friday Jesus was tried by Pontius Pilate,
given up tothe Jews who demanded him rather than the criminal Barnabus:
Crowuned with thorns, scouraged at the piliarv, subjected to insults, crucified on

Mouni Cavalry—Ilor all these onwrages Christendom moutrns and offers pen-

anee, Churches arve draped. worldly: interests are torgotten, This feeling of

v e = " o A & 1
deep emotion lasts until Saturday noon when the spiritc of Christ passes into!

Limbo. Then there is a glovious prepavation for the joy of BEasier, when
CUhrist aviges from the zepulcher,

Al this is an old story if the soul of the individual feels no new life, To |

those for whom these indulgences were crenled—all those who take advantage
ol Lthe graces of God--this wesk brings oul a new spiritual sense.

If one ix serious about Holy Week and takes the inventory of himself heI

will have aecomplished & manv_fold benefit to hims

£ % & Bl-o® B

College Work Advised For Hope Chest

*The systematic development and cultivation of the natwral powers by
incalenlation, exomples. ete”, Thus Webster defineg education, This goal is
uread in college for the henefit derived when undergraduate days ave over,
and now. especially, this question of whal to do after college eonfronts the
seniora, or perhaps, some nnderclassman, Caveers of all kinds unrvoll hefore
them: which will they reach out for? Which one of all opportunities will they
grasp as their real zoal? The institution of marriage will offer a happy cul-
mination of a college foundation to those who are expecting to make fhis their
life work, and to develop and cultivate natnral powers in this way. For, of
courge, a college education is as necessary Lo this career, a8 to any ofher
more professional turn,  Perhaps the blushing bride has, with o great moti-
vated knowledge of foresight, followed the home sconomics course, which has
equipped her with skill in sewing anything {rom unattached bhuttons, to tailoved
coats, and hats.  And then, what would marviage lite he without a good cook,
“laking mother's place”™? Well. hubby can never complain of the proverbial

leaden biscuits if she has learned the technlgue of college conking. After all,

since it is universully agreed that food, clothing, and shelter are the three
basic essentialg of lite, single or double, the zirl awith the eollege education
is adequately able to meet this demand rwo-thirds of the way. What more
cHn. g self-respecting man ask of any woman?

Winancial difficulties, stressed or unstresded, later in Lifte, may make it neces-
gary for the hongewits to turn to the commereial world to sarn o Hyving, and
to bear successtully o vesponsibility., Any number of protessions and desirahle
positions are open to the woman who has had a college sducation which has
prepared her to weet any situation of this sort which has come up in her lite.
Conpled with this contact with the business world. comes that ol the social
sphere, and obligations that must be met there, To be able intelligently to
meet people, conditions an dirving situations is a goal that every girl should
strive for, married or unmarred. To expound = -burst of inteléct before the
poss, may be just the turn that bronght the vaise hubby has been waiting for
s long.  Just think of the infinite possibllitles that adyantages from a collegs
edueation will helpg—isnt it worthwhile and necessavy to ineluda this four
e tratuing in the hride's hope chest?

- £ L3 1 ' r *

v » v

When Here It's There—When There It's Here!
The merry season of vaeation i approaching, and the aroblsm of, 0 cut,
or not to eut, loomy htgh in-ths schoolgirl mind, -Bui aven the gieatest of
Hfe' devs anust paks, and-back to the duily routine the homing-—oh, spartow

Aprit B 1530,

W. Contest 'Dr. Case Speaks on Religion

Starts With A Play At Sunday Lenten Service

e

WO LA sheld: e st (-um.esli “In point of world infinence and
meeting Wednesday night in Sibley [wide following Jesus is the preeminent
chapel, The various dormitorles ave|ficure in all world religion. Yet in all
sompeting tor the largest percentage | His ministey sl teaching, He nevep
at the six meetings.  Sibloy had the |attempted to define in words (bt
program last night. A talented young | thing ke represented, religion. He gum.
author, Miss Ruth Dawson, who graces imarvizeq the characteristics, values,
that dormitory with her genfus, rose to | motives. attitudes of religion, but He
the occasion with a delightful. oviginal Em-\‘er lﬁ-eosnlmt a tormal definition.
play written in her most enjoyabie jTheso were the opening ideas sat forih
style. The audience was kept in the by Dr. Casge, in his sermon at the
conventional gales of laughter through | ¥, W. . A. Lenten Service, Suncay
out the highly editying action. worning, March, 30,

The Great American Melodrama, (le- | =
Beta Pi Theta Ban-

|
quets At Coronada

signed to bring baclk the sturdy Ameri-|
can morals ol the good old days, \v:ls|
presented as the final dress reliearsal
tor the great Amevican epic of fildom.
Muriel Wieshaum, emoled. as the hav-|
assed director.

RBesalind B3achs Toastmistress

The story, charming: in, its original-
ity and epic structure, concerned the
crucial eplsode of a vivtuous daughter | Theta Xi Chapter Beta Pi Theta,
with Lier sister’s ¢hild being driven out | National Honoravy French Fraternity
in the blinding snowstorm iin the cli-|1eld its annual formal banquet at the
mate of elghty below (what?) to per- | Sorotiada Hotel, St. Louis. on Thurs-
ish., migerable with a trost bitten nose, |82y night, April 5. A program of
The old father is left alone in the cabin | FO8Sts waus arranged with the feur de
with the faithiful hound. Izzy Orr. who | s a5 the inspivation. Rosalind Sachs,
has herded cattle with him for many  President of Theta Xi, presided as
vears. The father was forced Lo this teastmistress introducing Geraldiue
dastardly action by the fact that while | Pavies who had as her subject Le Sol
he had ted the babe black berrvies all|#nd La Semence given by Doris Forca,
summer, there swas not o sufficlency | freaswrer ot the chapter for this year
of oatmeal to feed three mouths duving and ylee prestdent tavihe coming yeor,
the hard winter, especially the one Mizs Sachs as retiring president spole
mouth belonging to-the wee progeny ©h Le Bourgeon. and Kathryn Dales-
: man, president tor the next year gave
La Fleur De Lis.

Dy, John L. Roemer emphasized the
importance of langnage study in thig
modern day and gpoke in high praise
of what Theta X1 is doing in the fisld
at  Lindenwood. Myes. Roemer with
equisitely chosen words reterrved to the
girlg avound her as her towers, there
| being present hesides the fleur de 1ig,
|the pansy, violet and the rose. The
tlast speaker was Miss BE. Louise Stone
|who has been sponsor of the chapter
| since its organization. Theta Xi is

Welcoming arms took her baek into| proua ro announce that she has been
the Told with her progeny of 4 sheed- | chosey (o install a new chapter of Beta
man and the tatted rooster was Killed i pi Pheia in Lombard College, Guleg-
for the prodigal danghter. As l"?"fhurg. 1.
father had found out she had been lfb Avownd the table aveanged in the
forty million dollars. - She wits veryighape gr a ' were seated the members
welcome, And  this  powerful, heart!or pheta Xi: Dr. and Mrs. Roemer and
rendering melodrama was brought 10| yfise Frances Stumberg Honor Mem-
its l.uu.lp,\' finale with: the nn‘-llldiuusli,m._‘g of the chapter; Dean Gipson. Mrs.
strains of Home Sweet Home. 'Sudhindra Bose, Miss Mary Terhune,

Cast: Georgle Daniel, Father: N | Afiss Anna Wurster gnd her mother,
Dawson, girl and author; lzzy Orr, the | yips worsler,
tatthtul houwd, and Maxine Luther's

doll. the babe. | Read the Linden Bavk,

,ol the gheepman.
This melodrama was equipped with
IIssmm(l effects, produced by an orches-
i tra, composed of Miss Sally Grant, and
fa chorus whirled 1o the snowstorm,
said snowstorm produced hy the pow-
derblowing effvrts of AMiriam Courtney
Maxine Luther and Bonnie Burgett,
Later, while wandering in the storm,
lthe. voung girl completed the vicions
i circle g5 one usually does who wanders
in the snow, and tound hersell back
on her father's door siemn.

will return, and merrily sleep through classes tor the next week or so. There
is a certain weary peace to be found on the campus after these vacation
spasms—a tived aceeptance ol fate with all the attendanl class assiznments,

But that is not all relative. We are approaching the subject now of the
relative prefevence of city or ¢ounlbry lite. Quite g few ol us hail from metropo-
lis, in the state of 2omething-or-olher, with a population (growingy of arvound
five or six hundred, and since the one new family moved in, the town censps
has been proudly advanced to five hundred and eight.  But fis a city to us,
We arrive in the atoresaid city with bells on—the hand- painted pieture of the
college girl descending on the old home town. All the friends gaze enviously,
all one’s ltle sister's friends visit litele sister extraovdinavily often, while
little sister’s big sister who goes to college is there, and we very condescend-
ingly rave on—"0Oh. my dear, 1 just love it there. You know, it is so difersng,
The campus is very secluded, tho' it is rizht on the highway between Kansas
City and St Lonis, and, of course, we do all of our shopping in 8t Louis, and
have thiose advantages besides that of peace and quiet when we want it”. (And
then think grimly of the portable (n the suite-mate’s ronm,)

And then, baek to the aforesaid secluded spol where we iry vainly o got
a word in edeewlse and fmpress the friemnds, We add to the population of the
ol howe town simply by eounting the rransit visitors and remark that one of
the worst things about coming back from vaeation is missing the ¢ atinnal
and settlinz down o rhe mere pastoral existence of o girl's

ronnd of guyety

school,

The prel= * The el when ona’s dn the couRLRy

v ghen

Lenatg in the city.
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ALLIE HOMERICK

By Dorothy Comstock

“Chick, chick, chick!™ The despair-
ing wail of Allie Homerick's rose in
the stillness of the answer to her
summons, a doZen or so plump, white
leghorng fluttered around the corner
and greedily began snooping up the
bran that she was scatlering from a
hattered dish pan held on her hip. She
continued to scatter the meal until the
pan was empty! then with a resound-
ing thump, she knocked the last grains
from it,

She stood there in the warm sun-
light a dejected, rather pathetic figure.
It was astonishing Lo note how well
she fitted in with the drab, run-down
picture which the place presenied; the
buildings were paintless; boards were
torn off here and there, and doors
sagged from their hinges,
broken rusty machinery cluttered the
vard, adding to the aspect of neglect,
Folks gaid, “That there Bert Homerick
is a ghiftless good-for-nothing;
got herself into it when she married
him.” Fe was lazy; his form reflect-
ed it; his wite did also. People {elt
sorry for her, nevertheless they re-
garded her rather contemptuously.

She raised one long, bony hand and
threw bacl a straggly lock of reddish
brown hair over her head. She glanced
down at her tired feet thrust into

broken plow shoes long since discard-|

ed by the hushand., These, she med-

itated, would have to last her °til after|

the fair—an’ then perhaps— i things
turned gut all right—— For a second
a smile curved her lips. But if she
didn't get the prize—well—she had
done without things often before, she
decidegd with despairing optimizm.
Her eyeg rested on the chickens; she
smiled faintly. At timeg she almost
worghiped them.

With the profits from these snowy-
hacked fowls, she hoped to make a
vigit to her youngest sister, Elva, who
had married a voung clerk and moved
to a larger town (it seemed a ecity to
Allie) and had often asked Allie to
vigit her. Twice the money had been
saved for the trip; each lime she
found she must spend it on some more
immediate need. Once her hoard of
“egg money” had gone to complete the
amount due on the new plow; the
other precious um paid a hired girl’s
wages, the time Allie was down with
the “Hu”.

Therefore, when Allie ran across an
item, in the Guthrie Herald, which
gave a list of the poultry prizes to be
awarded at the County Fair in the
fall, she determined to get the award
for white leghorns. Her resolve was
strengthgned when she discovered that
the prize fowls coulld be sold to a
packing house for an ample sum. If she
won the prize and sold the chickens,
she would have the money for her
visit.

Mrs, Powell, a neighbor, wih a
large flock of the coveted leghorns,
gave her two dozen choice eggs. These
she distributed under several old set-
ting heng and waited patiently for re-
sults.
four fluffy, yvellow balls in a blanket
covered basket behind the kitchen
stove. All through the summer she
carefully nursed them. With pride
she watched them develop from
serawny, pin-feathery chicks to full
grown, pure white hens and roosters.
Now, ag she surveyed her charges, a
sort of peace come over her. They
were go plump, so shapely, their combs
s0 red, their feathers so white, that
surely they would take the prize. She
took a last approving look at them,

Parts of

Allie |

In three weeks she had twenty-|

THE SANTA FE TRAIL

By Camilla F. Luther

The ruts of the old Santa Fe trial,
blazed by the first fronters-men of
America are now smoothed and broad-
end into a beautiful highway on which
he crowds of the world pass.

From the grass of our front yard 1
have always watched the people and
wondered where they were going, It
ig great fun to figure out, just by a
fleeting glance, something of those who
travel gn the road that was once an
Indian path and even a bulfifalo track.

In summer comes the wheat in great
trucks that rumble heavily by on their
way to the elevators—the bread of the
world going to market over the Santa
Fe—Ileaving the road scattered with
yellow grain.

In summer come the tourists, too—
milliong of them: some in overloaded
Fords lopping along—Dbed, bedding and
children popping out from the most un-
expected places; some in handsome,
shiny touring ecars, flashing through,
gome in trim sturdy roadsters whizzing
by; —but all headed west to the
mountains or the coast away from the
hot stuffy cities, only to stream back
Ito them again in September.

One of the sights of the road that I
unsed to love was the covered wagon
slowly jolting along. Sometimes there
would be gypsies in it and I often wish-
ed they would pick me up and take me
1\’»’ith them just for the adventure.

So many things go by on the trail—
hay racks filled with sweet hay; horses
galloping to the country; herds of
caltle and yelling cowboys; iractors:

old horge and buggy.

These I have watched and wondered
about for years and now I think I'll
journey with them.

THREE ROADS AND A WAY

By Marjorie Taylor

Once upon a time there lived in the
country of Beginning a lad by the
name of Ambitious. He arose one
bright morning, put a ham sandwich
into his pocket and departed for parts
unknown—at least, they were un-
known to his mother.

However, Little Bishie, as his par
ents fondly called him, knew exactly
where he was going, He was going
out into the world. With this thought
in mind he walked and walked. Pretty
goon he came to a place in the road
where three broad avenues stretched
|ahead of him. One was the road of
[ Duty, one was the road of Beauty, and
| one was the road of Pleasure, He sat
down to ponder which way to go.

Now coming down the road ol Duty
there appeared a golden coach drawn
by six golden horses, with golden
plumes on their heads, and golden
shoes upon their feet. As the coach

old gentleman was its only occupant.
He was dressed like a stategsman in
long purple robes and his face wore a
solemn, mask-like expression.

“Al,” thought Little Bishie, “I will
see what this fellow has to say.” He
accosted the old gentleman and re-
ceived the following reply to hig in-
quiry: Al

“Aye, Lad! The road is long and
hard to the City of Fame. There are
many obstacles to pass, and there Iurk
amung the shadows many fearful
ginnts whom you must please, or thev
will feed you to the winds of Oblivion.
Among the fiercest of these ogres are
Market and Merit. They guard the
City of Mame with never-sleeping eyes
Go if you must! You will either return

beggars: “hitch-hikers”; and even the!

CHANGES

By Elisabeth Young

Nancy smiled sadly as she passed
the building in her smart car, Yes,
things did change, atter all, She re-
memhered hearing old men who had
gatherad on the street corners on Sat-
urday afternoon say that, but she had
forgotten it until now. The town was
changing, and undoubtedly she would
find things changed still more later on.
She dreaded this thought., In her heart
she longed to find things as they had
been when she was a care-diree little
girl, skipping happily down the street
to find at the end of it her Daddy,
whosg laugh did something to her little
insides that she could never under-
stand, and whose brigkly whiskers
made red dots on her checks.

There was the livery stable, This
was one of the most exciting things
she knew of. She would walk very
carefully around in it, holding fightly
to Mr., Hamington's blue-veined hand,
Her look would dart to the lofty heams
above and down to the hay-covered
floor underfoot. It was ever so grand
to walk into the clean smell of the
stable. The fine animals were so much
higger than she was! They flicked
their tails vainly, proud of their sleek-
ness, Then there was the harness
room, g room with the odor of greased
leatheyr. Here all sorts of things were
hung: thick work harnesses, fine rid-
ing saddles, and lines of whips along
the wall. There was one little whip
that old Mr, Hamington said would he
hers, someday, when she was a grown-
up young lady, and rode gide saddle.
(And here she wag, living in another
age, her lhusband exploring blue
regions that were not to be reached,
while® she drove a roadster with nas
much success as the old man had
handled the reins).

More (han the stable she loved the
old man, No matter when she passed

"the building, if she flattened her nose
"hard enough againgt the window-pane

and squinted her eyes until they were
glits, she could see into the room, If
he was there, it meant a hug and a
kigg,—seeing a hand go down, ever so
cautiously into a pocket and rather
apologetically slinping a dime into her
hand te buy pink and white pepper-
mints. There was one thing about it
though; one must buy pink and white
peppermints, nothing else. It was such
fun to run ever so hard to the corner,
and the long half a block to the
store for them. Then there was the
wash back again, and the losing of
vonr breath as yvou were tossed to the
ceiling gqueezing a little brown bag in
one hand and beating the rushing air
with the other, Oh! that delightful
second in mid air, when you were fly-
ing with the gods on a magiec carpet.
Shut—your eyes—make a wish—down
with a thud into the arms that hugged
you tight. Eating peppermints on ap
old man’s knee on a sunny spring day
when Mother let you wear thin dresses
for the first time; when you came
down into the early sunlight to find
Daddy and Mother out of doors, doing
gomething to the plants.

She'd fell badly, she remembered,
when Mother had told her Mr. Haming-
ton wouldn't buy her any more pink
and white peppermints.

Later someone bought the old stable
and made it into a garage. Black
grease then with rainbows in it where
here had been clean yellow hay, and
hoge and sprays where the harnesses
had hung.

If vou weren't careful when you
skipped acrosg the street on the way
for candy, the cling of the blacksmith
sledge against the steel would make

(Continued on next page, Column 1)

(Continued on next page, Column 3)

(Continued on next page, Column 2)

SEVENTEEN
By Helen Eiser

“Don't look around and we’ll eross
the street”, instructed Elizabeth: “I
thinit it's beginning to be almost dan-
zerous to live in a college town; why,
you can't walk down the street with-
out having some impertinent frehman
try to pick you up!”

“But, Beth, T know the one driving
wasn’'t a freshman. When he stopped
hig car in front of the last crossing I
saw a Kappa Sig ring on his finger;
besides he had on his coat, and dia
you see his moustache? You know
vourself that freshman never

A low swung maroon and tan roads-
ter was purring down the street. It
stopped along side the walk where
the sisters were wallking.

“Could we sell you a subseription
to the Farm and Home Magazine?
Just give us vour names and ad-
dresses; this is an opporutnity of a
lifetime, because, girls, we don’t do
this for everyhbody.”

“Come on, Jac", swhispered Betlh
tugging at her sleeve. “We'll walk
faster.”

Jacqueline obediently quickened
her pace, but she couldn’t resist the
temptation to turn her head and take
a last longing look at the flashy sport

| roadster.

“The police should stop this sort of
thing,” spluttered Beth indiznately.

Jac's eyes were dreamy. “Beth, I
think the one with curly hair was kind
of cute, T wish *

Jacqueline McKee! You ought to
he ashamed ol yoursell. T certainly
thank my lucky stars 1 was with you.
No telling what would have happened
if I hadn't heen here.”

They turned left off Main street and
walked in  strained silence toward
their home.

Jacqueline sniffed at the languid,

warm breeze, which carried the sweet
odor of 'honey-suckle to her. She was
still thinking of his curly hair.

Jac was seventeen.

RUNAWAYS

By Helen Patty

The sun was nearly a million miles
higher than the tallest ever green
tree in the big green yvard. It grinned
at ug, and its grin made me feel all
warm and lazy inside, like you do
gometimes when you've been sick and
you're wrapped up in a blanket and
your grandma rocks you.

And then the gate flew open and we
could see way down a white twisty
road to where there was a wide hend
and a big, big tree with a shaky,
sprawly green top that hung out ove.
the road. There was a wide, thick
shady gpof under it, and we could see
where the grass was all grown up
long and tangledy, but it was miles
and miles away. But, anyway, it just
spraddled and pulled and beckoned at
us until we had to go down there by
the sandy white road and see what it
was saying.

Buddy put one foot through the gate
and then hig other foot went after it
and he was outside. He took off his
shoes and his toes wiggled in tha
white sandy places. Then he said,
“C’mon,” and I went out the gate, too,
and I took off my shoes and dug my
toes down in the ghiny sand and wig-
gled them like Buddy did, but I hurt
my toe on a scrapy rock and put my
shoes back on again till Buddy laugh-
ed and said, “You're a baby. Girls is
no good for nothin’, not even going
bhare feet.,” Then T took my shoes off
again and waded through the sand
just like he did. But somehow litile
gharp stones just kept sliding up and
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picking at my feet and sometimes I
had to grin pretty hard not to let
tears get in my eyes; cause Buddy
says only girls and babies cry 'nd boys
never do, not big boys like him. And
I'm going to be a big boy like Buddy
gome day, even if [ am only a girl
NOW.

We walked and walked and walked
and Buddy wounldn’t stop to pick the
little pink flowers that grew beside
the road. Then I got tired and I tried
to pick a pretty, almost red one and
there was a little brown pin on it that
stuck my finger and made a Ilitile
speck of blood poze out that was red-
der than the flower, When we got to
the big, big tree, we could see way off
farther and there wag another bend
and a bridge and a little rambly erick,
and Buddy said he wanted to fish and
he wouldn’t stop In the tangled shade
and he said I could go back if I didn’t
want to grow up and be a man like him
and go fishin', so I went on, only [
couldn't keep up and he kept turning
around and talking to me over his
shoulder. He wanted a pin to hend
for a hook, and he tied it to a big,
long string and he fished and he flsh-
ed in the dust, I mean he plaved he
was fishing.

Pretty soon the sun guit grinning
and began to laugh, and it wasn't a
nice langh. He just ha-haed right out,
and it buzzed in my ears and little
red suns came out and danced around
in front of my eyes. My throat got
all wraped and blistery inside and I
wanted to ery, but I didn't ’cause if
T did T wouldn't grow up fo be a man
like Buddy.

Pretty soon we got to the crick and
we hung over the railing on the old
wooden bridge and Billy fished and
fished, but he didn’t find any fish ara
prefty soon he gave me the stick to
hold and he went down and hunted
for frogs, but he conldn't find any
frogs, so he went wadine in the water
and T gat up on the bridge and hung
on to the stick and fished,

When T was just about asleep and
had to prop my head azainst the rail-
ing T heard a funny, rumblv nofze and
I yelled at Buddy, real loud. “Buddy!
Brddy!” just like that. And then a
hig ecar stopved and my mother and
Boddy’'s mother got out and Mother
jerked me up and she sgcolded hard,
bt Boddy's mother hardly scolded at
all. 'eause he sald, “Well, she wanterd
to run away and T was afraid to lef
her go away all alone.”” Then I cried
and cried hecause I don’t want to be
a man like Buddy, anyway.

(Continued from page 2, Column 1)

and turned toward the house,

The place had a dejected appear-
ance. Its roof sagged like drooping
shoulders; a thin ray of smoke wound
feebly from the chimney. Allie enter-
ed. The room was spotlessly clean,
with a cleanliness which only empha-
sized its poverty.

Mechanically she placed the evening
‘meal on the table, warmed over pota-
toes from a skillet pushed back on the
gtove, side meat, some soggy spice
cake, and as a special delicacy, a plat-
fer of sliced tomatoes.

Bert came in, plunged his face into
the wash bowl, and fumbled for the
towel. He ate without speaking, ap-
pearing to swallow his food whole.
Allie did not mind his silence; she
knew nothing different,

- Dhree weeks later, the chickens
were crated and sent with Mr. Powell
to the fair. As Allie watched them
being driven off in the truck, she was
strangely uneasy. Would they be at-
tended to carefully? She wondered if
the ride would frighten them. They
meant so much that surely nothing
could happen . She wished she could
20 too; then she would be sure they

(Continued from page 3, Column 3)

|

{Continued from page 3, Column 2)

your feet go slower so that you might
watch the big man’s muscles, Then
there was always a chance that a
frightened horse might break away,
and stamp angrily down the little
wooden incline into the street. People
would be afraid and shout, “Runaway!
Runaway!” and dash for the nearest
door. That would be fun. Now a
stately red brick building fiaunted
hand-carved ornaments over the win-
dows, “each one costing $48.00 apiece”.
The words U. 8. Post Office were over
the door, and on the corner stone An-
drew Mellon's name in prominence.

Why did things change like this?
The peanut ghop ol the crippled boy
wag now a mere corner of the new
moving picture theatre. IIow many
times his face had lit to see school
children on tiptoes stretch up with a
precious nickel in thelr littie hands
for “some hot peanuls.,” Candy child-
ren squealed over was in the glass
case, and long, chewy licorice sticks.
Across the back there was & screen.
She had always wanted to run and
jump at the screen to see what would
be back of it when it fell. All this
100, Wag gone.

You no longer suddenly came upon
a delivery wagon with a broxen whees,
nor did you have tea with Mother on
afternoons when you stayed bhome
from gchool, Tea that Mother would
gulp quickiy, and aboul which you
could never understand until you
drank your own lictle girl's tea and
hated to tell her that sugar and water
wasn't so very pleasant. you no longer
mide leaf houses, and sank nto beds
of leaves, getting twigs down your
back, and in your nair.

You no longer were a little girl,
Nuney started the car, and tenderiy
wid aside the idea,

were all right, Of course that was out
of the guestion, she had no shoes, no
uecent dress.

T'hat day her house work went awry.
She could not keep her nmund on 1c
She planned her trip over and over
again and vhen catled hersell a fool
Lor “counting her chickens belore they
were hatcned’. She lelt the dinner
dishes to soak hall & doZen Limes
willle ghe ran to the lane ot see if Mrs.
Powell was coming with news, sShe
had ng telephone. Bert thought it a
new towntoolery, In the alternoon
she forgot her calke.
with haste as she took it out, one ot
her unsteady hands came too close to
the hot door, raising a firvy well, She
did not appear to Leel the pain at alw.

By five o'clock she had begun to
believe Mrs. Powell was not coming.
she wandered about listlessly., At six
she began to get supper. She was
.uing the tea kettle when she heard a
snock at the door.

“Ma sent me over', a shrill voice
way saying, “ta tell ya thet ya won a
prize. Not first but second, Ma says
the money’ll be enough though, Say,
kin I have a drink of water? It's hot
coming across the field".

Allie held the door for the small boy
and dumbly pointed to the water pail
The prize—not first, but second. But
enough! Suddenly Allie dropped her
head on the checked table cloth and
wept.

One who saw the “Great American
Melo-drama’ was deeply impressed by
the poor young thing driven out with
her baby by the cruel, cruel father.
Many tears were shed at the singing
of “Climb upon my knee Sonny Boy'—
The snow storm was particularly good.

A-a-ashoo; Katchoo!

in a golden carriage like mine, or n-
at all.”

Little Bishie thanked the old gentle-
man for his kindness and sat down to
think again., He thought of the old
mal's tired eyes and decided not to
go to the City of Fame.

After awhile—just about sunset, in
fact—Little Bishie raised his head aund
saw a carriage coming down the road
of Beauty. This carriage was crystal,
and it was drawn by six crystal
horses ,with erystal plumes on their
heads, and crystal shoes upon their
feet. The carriage shone with fthe
fhousand and one colors reflected
from the sunset.

Asg it drew nearer, Little Bishie saw
that it also contained a single occu-
pant, an old gentleman. He was tall
and dark, “with a erimson sash about
his hips and a smile of mocking on
his lips.” .

“ADh” though Little Bishie, T will ses
what this fellow tells me.” He accost
ed the old gentleman and again re-
ceived a courteous reply to hig in-
quiry,

“No indeed The road to the City of
Art is not as long nor as wearisome
as the one leading to the City of Fame
There are, however, many obstacles
to pass, and there lurks in the shad-
ows a [fearful demon, Inertia, who
soizes those who would go to the
glorious City of Art. Go if you must!
You will either return in a crystal car-
riage like mine, or not at all'

Little Bishie thanlked the old gentle-
man for his kindness and sat down
to think again. He thought of the
old man's twisted smile and decided
not to go to the City of Art.

By and by—along about midnight—
Bighie was aroused from his thoughts
by the sound of another carrviage ap-
proaching. This carriage was coming
down the road of Pleasure. It was of
tinsel and it was drawn by six tinsel
horses, with tinsel plumes upon their
heads, and {TS8el shoes upon their
feet. The carriage glittered and 1it
up the whole country-side with its ra-
diance, - Thig carriage also contained
one occupant, an old gentleman. Ie
was dressed in a suit of confetti, and
red and yellow balloons floated around
Lis jolly little face.

“Heigh-Ho, my boy!” he replied in
answer to Little Bishie’s questions.
“The road to the City of Whoopie is

Then shaking|fair and broad. Flowers grow along

the way, and the obstacles are few,
Boredom and Fatigue are the mosl
gruesome, However, if you get by
these you will find the city one of tas-
cinating revelry. Go by all means! I
can’t offer you the tinsel carriage, but
then, you have sturdy legs. Toodle-
eo.”

Little Bishie thanked the old gentle-
man for his kindness and sat down to
think again. He thought of the old
man's hollow laugh and decided ont to
go Lo the City of Whoopie,

By this time, Little Bishie was very
tired. Presently he fell asleep. No
one but the Sandman knows what
happened to Little Bishie while he
was asleep—and he won't tell.

When Little Bishie awoke the next
morning, he did not take any of the
three roads that stretched before him,
He cut out across the fields and over
the hills. He had taken the way of
Adventure,

Many, many years passed, One day
there appeared at the road where the
three broad avenues stetched away
into the sunlight, an old man, He was
not in a carriage; he was walking, He
was walking briskly toward Little
Rishie's home with a pack of dreams
on his back,

PAINT

By Dorothy Hull

It wag noon, and the sun beat down
mercilessly on the newly-painted roof,
sending little waves of heat about the
overalled figure that was sitting on
the edge of the saves, paint brush in
hand. Close to hig elbow was a bucket
of green paint, and leaning against
the house was a ladder. On the top
wing of this ladder sat two interested
youngsters, and arranged beneath
them were several others who had
been on their way home from school.

“Yes, gull, I'se a full-blooded Injun.”

“Yes, suh, I'se a full-blooded Injun”,
the Dblue-clad figure wag saying with
apparently visible effort, as he wiped
his perspiring brow with a soiled,
bright orange handkerchief.,” My
mother was a full-Llooded Blackhawk,
an' my daddy was a Cherokee.”

This news was relayved down, rung
by rung, “Claud says he’s an Indian”,
whispered one little fellow to another,
ag he stepped back to peer up at the
dark face above him, “Gee, hig hair is

kinda straight, ain't it? Indians do
have: straight hair 1 guess.” Claud
would never know the gervice his

latest purchase in pomade had render-
ed him,

I was born on a reservation up in
Kansas”, the old fellow resumed, pick-
ing up his discarded brush and slapp-
ing at the gleaming roof, “and’ ah has

ta' lot a' land down here that belongs

just to old Claud."

“Doesg it have coyotes on it, an’——
an’ buffaloes?'" queried one
interested spectator.

Claud scratched his head thoughtful-
ly, and the paint brush was again dis-
carded. *“Well, ah tell you,” he said,
with a puzzled look appearing on his
face, “I don' know—exactly. ‘Pears to
me there was—oncet, but that low-
down wife of mine done made me sell
it, and I can't remember —exacily.”

“You never told me there was no
Mrs. Claude Dbefore”, announced one
ot the members of the audience—the
one who held the high position of Lord
of the First Rung by right of pos-
gession, “What was her mother and
father, Comanche?"

“Lordy, no, child”, grimmed the old
reprobate, his pock-marked face wrink-
ling up like wet, red—onion skin.” She
wan’t no Co-man-chee. No suh!” he
added emphactically, My wife done
happens to be a while lady-like yo'
ma!” He wanted triumphantly for this
astounding piece of news to sink into
the ears of his small listeners.
“Course”, he added majestically”, she
don' live 'round here no place. Hast—
New—Yawk—is where she has to live,
She don't come to see me, even, 'less,
o' course, she eneds some clothes or
some money."”

His listeners had turned into ad-
mirers now. “Did he ever scalp any.-
chap?” The question was passed up-
wards.

“Scalp?" asked the entertainer.
“Law, yes, I'se scalped. Why, once 1
had a whole belt that was trimmed
with scalps what I'd scalped myself.
Sold that, though,” he reflected mag-
nanimously.” Too big a crowd hung
round it all he time, and I caused too
much attention, an’ trouble. Sold the
tommyhawl, too, that I allus’ used.”

“Tommy-hawk—" gasped his listen-
ers. “Oooh—", It was a long,
drawn-out gasp. “What did it look like,
Claud?”

Claud put down his brush and
squirmed uncomfortably.” Well, it was
like a—like a—There, you young ras-
cals! You—all run along home. Yo'
mammy’s will be a-takin’ a tommy-
hawk to Claud 'cause you're so late

(Continued on page 5, Column 1)




zottin' home from zchool. An'
Marse' Dick an’ Jack, vo' trot yo'selves
right in dat housge to lunch. Go long,
wit you now!™ and he resumed his
work multering indiguantly (o himself
aboul the troublesome yvoung raseals.

Inside, two greatly impressed little
bhoys were volubly informing a bustling
cld black woman aboul the wonders
they had just hearvd., “And Callie,
Clawd’s an honest-to-goodness Indian,
and has scalped people with a tommy-
hawl, and everyvthing, and Mrs. Claud

Yo,

ain't np Indian, either. She's real
white, Claud says, just like Mamma,
ai Claud say———

“Iidian!” snorted the old davky, “an’
wile am white! Well, dat ain't
what he done tol” me when he begged
me Lo go down to Hrother Johnsou's
with him an' git marvied. Why dat
lazy good-for-nothin' old nigguh!  You
—all wait, till ah lay my hands on him.
Lirdian—huh!” she ejaculated scorn-
1Tly,

Outgide Clavd paused in his labori-
ous descent of - the ladder, to listen, |
with ear cocled, to the tivade within.

“That Callieswoman,” he complained,
“dhie allus did have a long ment,”

fiis

On The Inside Looking Out

Some freshman, abowt thiviy_five or
somewhere around there, must be feel-
ing footloose and faney-lree by 1}1-1:‘,j
time. One wonders it they will ever
relapsn, or swhit have vou, into child-|
hood pranks again? }

APRIL FOOLMS DAY ! Well someone
certainly  did  believe in childhood
il In a certain dorm, the beds
were torn sheet from sheet, stripped
tothe very mattvess, and lovely grains
of SALT were scatteved hgde and
there, mostly here, - They didn't even

&fop atothis, they had to lose some of

their surplus enevgy, so they just
moved all the furniture. "Well let one
ave one's fun when one can!

anlis,

A genior was all hel up because she
was looking torward to a nice hot cup
ol coffes betore vetiving, and when she |
went visiting with her ‘therma’, itavas
taken, kiduapped, or misplaced before
she lett. Ask a little freshman and a
fenified .k:t)]_ai'mmn_g: how  good the
cofies was.

WHY ____ AND BECAUSE

By he Bark's Tale

Feverad ones have been running
around on the campus, and the l’avm-_l
ite dizcussion new, heside the good-]
decdoper-day arvgument:is: Just \\-lml‘.]
will he the skate of the mcon when one !
descends upon the old home town for
spiring vacation?  Good friends, the
Bark's Tale has gone into extended re-
arch, and we have good news. The
full moon comes on fhe thivteenth of
April. Now, veally, that is
to shed a goodly light on the nights of
the 17th and 18th, the first, and the
big nights home, Afn't it wondertul?
Maybe that why they put spring
bion when they did. |

[T

a0 young git'l{

] of

herve's Lthe tale
areund the campus-who has completely
changed her oways. The other day. af.
ter having arvived late {o her eight
o'clock eclass for three weeks running,
ahe was impressively told that it she
could: net make some. zpesd, to please |
vemnin out. The fest merming after
inat, she rose at sis and was!
sitting drmly in the clag a0

i
<y

i,

CRead stha sl

‘M. Mottensen Connoisseur | How Many Lumps Do You i

} Domestic
'-lc:wing vecipes have been approved:

sufficient |
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of The Best In Cakes

It surely is a “big break” for Linden-
waood givls to have DMiss Mortensen af
the head ot the Domestic Arts Depart.
ment. She's just getting too ritzy! In
a recent issue of the GLOBLE DEMO-
CRAT five recipes appeared, sponsor.
ail—or should the world he approved?

~by Miss Mortensen, They must place

2 lo of faith in the way we cook out

here! Innocent souls! Bul there,

awith all that experimenting with cake

recipes that the more ambitious Home
He. girlg did, it's no woender. That's
a good peputation for us to have, foo—
mavhe spmeday we'll have to get out
in the big world and make our own
living—doesn't thaf sound thrilling?—
and it will be such a help in applying
for the position of chef to be able to
gayv that we came from the Home
department of Lindenwood!

This ig what was on the Globhe-Dem.
ocrat’s tood page ol Marveh 270:

CAKE RECIPES

The IMoods Divigion of the Home Be.
onomic Deparment of Lindenwood Col-
lege has been experimenting with
various calke recipes under the super-
vigion of Migs Mavie Mortensen of the
Arvts Deparvtmenl, The [ol

0e.

Trilbys

L cup Hrown sugar.
1 eup bulter.
Lo eup sour milk,
2 elups flour.
1 teaspoon soda.
2 cupg rolled oats.
toll thin, Bake quickly.
©alter haking.,
Yo pound dates.
1 cup water.
1eup sugar.
Boil until thick.

Potate Cake
T cup hutter:
1cup almonds.
1 teagpoon cinpamon.
Ls leaspoon nuimes,
2 teaspoons baking powider.
1eup mashed potatoes,
Boalpy Sugar,
cup il or cream.

ill hetore

1l eups Hour.

Lo peaspoon eloves,

1a calke melted choeolate.
4 pzgs:

Cream Dbutter and sugar. add (he
finely mashed potatoes while warm,
fhen the yolks of eggs well beaten

then the millk or cream, melted choc:
olate and spices.  AMix and sift the
flonr and haking powder, cut nuts fine

amd dreedge with four.  Add tHone and
nubs  to the batter, and lastly the
whites of eggs heaten 8 Bake in a
gouare loaf paiy BTy o v minutes
in a moderate oven, Use chocolate
trosting.
Spice Cake

L 3o cups sugar.

dieggs,

1 teaspoon sodd.

1 teaspoon bhaking poswdsr.

1 feaspoon ground cloves,

2-3 oup butter,

1 cup seour milk,

2 ¢lpg door.

4 teaspoong clnnamon.

1 pinch salt.

Cream butter and sugar, add the
bheaten eggs, then the soda dissolved in

the wuille,  Siit the four and haking
powder together, add =pices and salt
Stir all ingredientz well

Mt Cake
4o cups sugar.

WL e

Take With Your Tee?

Last Mounday a week ago, Spring|
hegan in the physical eduecation depart:
ment. Girls took their goliing imple.
ments, and, under the direction of Miss
Reichert, began their Spring exercise.
The grass is green on the course, the |

"1':1‘21_\'3! of «characters, Tapa Juan being

fairwayeg are clipped aund the roughs
are very rough, In fact, everything con-
cering the universal exercise of goll
ig in its way in the happiest manner
possible for everyone to enjoy contest-
ing the knocking of a ball from here
to there, The only trouble is that most
of Lhe balls are knocked there——we
know not where,

Hikers, also yearning lor the clear,
erigsp Spring air, unpacked their knick-
ers or found bright ties to brighten the
darknesg of covduroy.

Announcements. of “open pool” no
longer throw listeners into convulsions |
of shivers. It is now warm enough !:0'|
think of great guantities of water with |
a reasonable degree of saneness,

IFor the fivst time since last Spring, |
there iz a group of givle out near the
tennds convt equipped with long hows
and leng -arrows. Yes, the archery
olags,

At dusk, white gplotches of celor in
the greyvness call to each other
between the dartings ol a white ball—
“Tioye 107, Peninis.

Even the walking class will enjoy
sprittging along on rubber heels with-
out the added weight of a coat. No
more red noses op chappad hands for
anyole. Spring ig here!

will

Girls Enjoy Otis Skinner
See the Play “"Papa Juan’’

Otls Skinmer playing in “Papa Juan”
at the Amevican last week allrvacted
several groups of students. Ou Monday
evening, March 31, Terhune
cliaperoned wroup of - givles to the
theatre, In the group were Kathervine
Datesman, Jane Reed, Genevieve WNic.
haelson, and uth Honnold.

On Wednesday evining, April
Adeline Brubaker, Kathevine Ovr, Dor-
olliy Sutton, Helenw Bopp, and Mary
i]..ouise Wardley wenl (o the same pro-
{duetion.

Otig Skinner played the part of Papa
Juan, with the love ot life ag the theme
of the glovy. The most charming thing
about the play was the excellent por-

ol

9

an old man of 100 years and the num-
arous members of his household char.
asterizing every type, Spanizh life and
customs were exceedingly interesting
a5 showed in the play. All that went
agreed it wasmost fascinating in every

irl\;—tai!,

1 teaspoon vanilla.

Cream butter and sugar, add the cold
water, the flour, halt of the beaten egg
whiites, then the nuig, cut and flouved;
the rest of the bealen egg, and lastly
fthe baking powder and the flavoring.
Balie in an oblong loat cake pan for 50
minutes, Frost with white, uncooked
(rosting.

|
1
|
i

Cup Cakes
| 23 cup butter.
o CUpPs Sugur.

1 cup milk.

A4 cups dour.

1 teaspoon haking

1 teaspeoon vanilla

Cream the  butter
volks of eszgs, heat hard; add
mille, and then the Hour, mized and
sifted with the bhakling powder. 1’!'(411.1!
in the ‘heaten whites, add E!m‘m*ing,.g
and bake in the individual tins. Cowvery

poveder.
or lemon.
and sugar, aidd

the

A eUes,

veached the adult stage, and have

Choral Club to Rolla

Dance and Entertainment Provided

For Girls 4

At fen minutes after one o'clock, i
Thursday afternoon, April the
thirty-two members of the choral elul,
accompatiied by their director, Miss
Gieselman, Miss Gertrude Isidor, and
Miss Mary Catherine Craven, their sc-
companist left Lindenwood by bus, Lo
2o to Rolla, Mo., where they were to
give a concert on Thursday evening,
at the Missouri School of Mines.

The program that was given con-
sistad of the same numbers that weio
civen at the concert in Roemer andi-
torivm on Monday evening., The fivst
eroup sung by the choral club 3
Sketches From ltaly by (
Bella ricciutella, In Venice, Carretia
Siciliana; and La Tarantella by Boyd.
Next, Mizs Gieselman, the divector,
sang The Last Hour by Kramer, and

.
oy

Sing Joyous Bird, by Phillips. The
next group sung by the choral club
wa made up of three numbers, Mona

But The Lonely Heart, Tschaikowgky
in which Delores Fisher took the =olo
part; and Gypsy Berehade, by Ant.
brose.  Miss Isidove than gave two
violin solos, Caprice Viennois, Kreig-
lev, and Airs Russe, by Wienianwski,
The last three numbers by the choral

“club  were  Lit Joys Dby Speaks-
Deis: On the Steppe Grelehaninoff;

and Spring by Denza.

The club was entertaTned at the
Kappa Sig house while in Rolla and
report that they had a wonderiul ti
FPerhaps the most importaul eves
was the dance given for them hyv the
Junior Class of the School of Minss,
after Lhe concert. The girls left Rolla
ab nine-thirty, Friday morning, an@
arrived in St Charles at noon.

Partial Eclipse of Moon
and Sun Visible in Aprit

In Septemebr, 1925, vears ago, gquite
sarly in Lthe anerning. our wvarious

aothers, no doubt, roused us from our

heds, told us the sun was geing toago
behing the moon, and furnished us
with gmoked glags sith which te oh.
serve the big event. We remember that
wessat uponithe stepsof the hack poreh
and loeked at the landseape, while the
maternal pavent vainky neged Sister o
look at the sun through the atoresaid
smwoked glass,  owas very inte
and will, no¢loubt, be more inker
bacause mwmow we ‘have practi

veloped o sclentific turn of mwing

The bhig event iz going to hapusi
again, Therve ds to be an eclipse —two
sclipges, to be exact, and, instend of
being vigsihle only in Timbucteo, or
some remote gorner of the world not
within weeliend trip rading, they are

w0 che vistble vight in 8t Louais.

A press dispateh from a St Louis
papel states:

A partial eclipse of the moon and
an aclipse of the sun, visible in Bt
[.ouis ag o partial eclipgse will ocepy
this month”, Dr, G. J. Krieger, instruc-
tor in mathematics and physics at St
Leniz University said today.

“Phe moon will be parvtially hidden
April 12, beginning at 11081 po Bk
reaching a maximum at 11058 spd
smelrgine  completely af 12086 4. m.

“Beginning at 12:88 p. m. Apvil 28,
the aolar eclipse will be noticeabls un.
tale sl anst

Thepe iz only one objection thai the
Barlk helds io this businsss of the
aclipse of the moon and thot it rveally
shonld have been arrangsd sometinie
hety veoeould

} H oot

Rl
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LINDEN=BARK Tue

sday, April §, 1930.

Cpllege Calendar
Thursday. April 8—
§ P. M. Oratory recital.

Sunday, April 13—
11280 A, M. Lantan  Services—Dr.
RRoemer,

g2 p. M, Baster services; Rey. R.
g Kenaston ol the Methodist
Church.

Recital by Virginia Thomp-
son and Donothy Sutton

The Sophomore Diploma  Recilal
ziven by Virginia Thompson and Dor-
othy Sutton, Tuesday afternoon, April
1. was most enjoyable, Virginia ap-
peared first on the program in a group
of three songs, “Die Lotosblume” by
Schumann: “Si Tusaviag” by Bulfe;
and Voi che Sapete” (from Le Nozze
di Fgaro) by Mozart. She wore an
attractive dress of tuchsia crepe, The
songs were given in a most delightiul
manner showing that Virginia is quite
consclentious in her work, She had
a most excellent accompanist in Gene-
vieve Lott.

Dorothy Sutton presented as her
flrst piano selection, “Allegro™ from
Sonata Op. 14, No. 2, by Beethoven,
In this number “Suttie” showed dilib-
erateness and preciseness, e8sen-
tial to a selection of Beethoven's. She

18]

wore a lovely green chiffon dress,
with #nake skin shoes.
Virginia nex{ sang “Jerusalem!

Thou that Kitlest the Prophets”™ (from
S, Paul), by Mendelsgohn, Dorolhy’s
other numbers were the over-popular
“Romance™ by LalPorge; Grieg's song-
ful “Morning Mood™: contrasting to
the latter,, the gay “Etud Caprice” by
MacFadvi; and “Nocturne”, F minor,
by Chopin, Dorothy plays with mueh
ease, and her performance was most
enjoyvable.

Virgiinia's last group of songs in-
cluded “Eestacy” by BReach; ‘‘Hay-
fields” by Del iego; Edgar's ‘Pleading””
and the colorful “In Ttaly” by Boyd.

Girl Scout Pat_r_ols

A Few Hints About The Roltine
And aboot thoge forty.two girle who
have been spending one night a week
in the gyvm this past month——one
hears that they are regular “tender-
foots" (tenderfeet?) now. NMiss Samp.
son ang Miss Bealér have heen in-
strueting them how always to “be pre.
pared” and do one's good desd daily.
There are seven patrols, composed
of six loyal scouts each, The patrols
are headed by Blizabeth Clarke, Helen

Duncan, Irene Grant, Helen Hender-
son, Rose
Ruth Clement. And the wild names| hour.

bestowe] on those patrols; the Beetle.|est on the subject in Lindenwood and

tailed Mouchalins——and the Daisies!

| Margaret

|

Irwin Hall Wins
Fencing Tournament

This year’s fencing tournament was
pronouanead & ereal snccess by all who
witnessed the exciting matches in the
auditorium on Thursday, March 27.
The tournament, arranged by Miss
Duggan and Miss Reichert, was won by
lrwin, with Butler second and Sibley
tied with Niccolls for third place.

Two glrls from  each hall were
chosen to play in the maitches. The
towrnament wasg playved in round-robin
faghion. IJrwin's victory was won hy
France MePherson and Lucille Tralles;
Butler was represented by Ruth Teter
and Margaret Bowman: Anna Jane
Harrigon and Marjorie Wycoll fought
for Niccollss and Camilla Luther and
Lois MelKeehan for Sibley.

The teams were designaled Dby
colors, green, blue, ved, and orange;
raviong  sections of  the aunditorium
were decorated in the colors of the
different teams, and the rooters [rom
ench hall sat in a body to cheer their
own particular fencers.

Tragic and Trivial Oratori-
cal Recital Held Thursday

The gratory recital given Thursday,
Marveh 27, at eleven o’clock ghapel, was
very entertaining and enjoyed by all,
The readers were: RBleanor NMeCown,
Pyle, Florence Schnedley,
Ruth Talbott, and Beth Wollenman.

Bleanor McCown's, “Her Pirst Call-
er”, presented the typical givl with her
first “date”, and Eleanor's southeru
accent was very entertaining,

“The Death Digk” given by Margaret

Pyle was a tragic story of a little
girl’s. power. Margaret gave this in

an inleresting way.

Florence Schnedler presented “On
Time'”, o very entertaining story of a
family, o cloek, and getting o boy o
sachool on time, It was humorous antd
was enjoved by everyone,

Rutly Talbott's reading, "Four Bars
In The Key OFf G, held the aftention

of the audience because it had a
mysterious element al the end. ‘
Beth 'Wollenman presented, “Red

Carnations”, a modern reading con-|
cerning (he complications of the name |
SMITH, This light, humorous]
and entertaining.

was

Daylight Saving Time
Plan Favored at L. C.

Daylight saving time is being dis-|
cussed in St. Leouis, sopn to be voted
on by the eity., There is much dis-
cussion on the guestion whither or,

Keile, Virginia Bear, and|whether not to push the clock up one!

Naturally there is some im.m'_l

the prosg and cons of an exira hour ;er—i

The scouts learned to tie five very! being discusgsed here as well as in St

complicated knols and to recite per-
fectly the and by.laws of the
Scoutg, This course enables the girls
to become and Instructors of
other seout groups, and the study is
very helpful for one majoring in Physi
cal Education.

One wonders when the will
e calleg upon to give a demonstiration
itor the edification of the =chool; and
one alsg wonders if the loyal scouis
daily salute the flagas it wavers in the
breeze,
at day-break would be good (raining
for them, Think of all the fime they
would have to siudy their lessons he.
fore breaktast And for the one

laws

leaders

s¢ouls

ne

pood deed a day——tor any seout hav-
ing trouble with that, pleaze send her} hour more.
around to the Journalism Department; | be

an employment would
gool idea, and

nloyers,

agency
w.hls

A flag.raising each morning

be a

|

{

Louis,

One girl said she believed it to be |
the best arrangement for summer hl"li
cause by getling up one hour sponer she |
would have time for an extra game of
solf or tennis. Anocther did not think:
the syvstem would work at Lindenwood
at all. Even if the practice '
carried on in St Louiz she IJe]ie\'r«i_ll
that =uch an institution as this, has|
too many conections with the outside |
world and that we would be mixed ul):
all the time, Several were in favor nt‘il
the plan because it would give them|
an extra hour to sleep. After the first
few morningg she gald the teuuisi
court would deserted as ever|
and every body would enjoy & wholel
She added -that it might!

rather contusing to the students
and more than copfusing to the teach-|

wWere |

be as

sRing to the em.lers to have the cless 21l walk in one| from Lindenwood,

! hovr late.

‘ter of HBeta Pi Theta. From there she

Faculty Vacations Show
Diversity of Plans,

Althongh all of the faculty have not
decided as to where they will spend
their gpring vacation, many of them
have made definite plans.

Dr. gnd Mrs. Roemer plan to spend
their time here at Lindenwood, as does
Dean Gipson—resting, and enjoying
spring on the campus.

D, Gregeg will spend her time in the
Ozarks, chiefly in and arvound Eureka
Springs, Ark,

Miss Morrig will go te Chicago for
a conference of teachers of Psychol-
ogy, on Contents of Psvchology
counrses and methods of teaching,

Misg Hankins will spend her time in
Webster Groves, and Miss Parker in
Alton, 1L

Misg Tucker will go to her home in
Lansing, Mich, and Miss Isidor to
Cincinnati, Ohio,

Misg Stone plans to go to Galesburg,
11, where she will install a new chap-

will go to Fureka Springs, Arkansas
for a yisit with her mother.

Misg Thurman and
bach will divide their

Dorothy Gell-
racation time,

Miss Thurman spending her time in
her home

in Columbia and Dorothy

Were You April Fooled?

Vote For More of the Day, After
Recent Success.

And how did the dear old April Fool
treat vou? He, or she, seems o have
been very busy avound the campus—
what with all the anonymous tele-
phone calls and mystervious letters.

The Bark itself came in for.a goodi
share of the fooling. In some slrange
manner, the heads were mixed (inci-
dentally, or accidentally?) and one
found under the heading of “Alpha
Mu Mu Regital,” “"Members of Art De-
partment to View Modern Art”, (Sev-
eral of these societies must have
changed their original calling). And
then, under the “Trip to the Art Mu-
seum”, Members of Musical Sorority

Give Interesting Program”. Last, but
not least, a very long nice Intevesting
article,—why, over six hundred words
—concerning the Jife and activities oy
Major Sibley was lost somewhere:
consequently, this joke was neither as
practical nor as amusing as the others
played on the paper. And how poor
Major Sibley must have felt to think
that the Bark did not appreciate his
birthday. |

Of course everyvomne knows about
that gzood old practice of saving “rab-
bit” the first of every month. Well,
there is a certain girl In a certain
building who every morning performs
the magnanimouns gevice of arousing
her less waketul friends; on the night
of May 31, she had faithinlly promised |
to awaken her friends and say “rab-
hit". On April 1, she commeneced her
rounds at 5:30, thus kindly benefitting
the sleepers.

But the greatest and niceat April|

Fool of fall,—that most appetizing in-
formal dinner en Major Siblev's birth-
day. At fivst, one thought that ther:
must he & cateh somewhere, surely
that chicken salad was not anite as
innocent as it looked; but Miss Wal-
ter woulldl not treat her hungly sti
dents in that matter, and so ail the
tootsome delicacles were simply gob-
bled up beween the dances, neverthe-|
igss, heing none the less appreciated.’

So-snother's April Fool Dayv is gone
Take heart, sad

ones, they'rt only a year apart.

Wiho'li Be The Brave Otie?r

Bring Your Would-be Hubby to
Lindenwood

Ciirls, heve is your chance! If you
are planning on getting married in the
near future, or in the future at all. ag
far as that is concerned and you fesl
that you just can't make plans lor the
wedding reception, and the rest of the
formalities, Just. plan on  getting
married before the students at dear
old Lindenwood. Of course, we know
that the groom would probably have
serious objections, but you ecan guiet
him in a minute by merely remarking
casually, “My dear, did you ever hear
of anyone noticing a groom at any
wedding?" If after this he still wants
to marry you, vou will have It any-
where vou desirve,

Dr. Roemer sald the other evening
that he would give a dinner, a recep.
tion, and a dance to any former Lin«
denwood girl who would be married
belore the student hody., Now, is thab
an opportunity or no? He told of one
girl who was married in Sibley chapel,
and all the students were allowed to
attend. e told only the laculty what
was goling to happen, that thejr
could make assignments before the
bell rang instead of alterwards, and
the students could get over there in
time, Waell, here is the joke on the
faculty: they were all there hefore the
students, and had seats in the front
row. May one add for safety, that hag
heen some years ago?

s50

Make vour plans early, and hand in
vour name for reservations, because
woe expecl a rush when this announce.
ment comes out. and you want a nice
day, you know, so come early and
avoid the rush. Another foctor that ig
favorable in considering this offer, if
the wedding is to be within the next
couple of years, is thal you may re-
celve a lew wedding presenfs {rom
college friends. If you are considering
thig, it would be wise to start culti
valing a few friends among the under-
classmen,
see Dr, Roemaer,

Read the Linden Bark.

STRAND

THEATRE

WED. THURS. and FRIL NIGHTS

Saturday Matinese
Yitaphone—Roail Show
MARILYN MILLER

“Bally”

SATURDAY NIGHT

All Talking
WILLIAM HAINES

in

“The Girl Said No”
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FFor further details, please:




