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Agony Column

Dear Aunl Marvy:

I have read yvour column, “Helpful
Advice for Young Ladies”, and I won-
dey 1f vou can help me. 1 am twenty
years pld, and not unattractive in ap-
pearance, vet boys do not like me.

I addition to my personal appear-
ance, [ am considered very intelli-
gent. Just the olher evening a young
man came to calll and ago a topic of
conversation 1 mentioned the London
Peosce Conference—a Lthing he seemed
to litow very little about OF course|
1 knew all about the Conference, aml]

we spent a most delightful evening
digcussing it |

And | am very good In all sorts '1f|
athletics, Last week 1 played golf with
o fellow, and I helped him in improving
hiz game. Why, his driving was ter-
rible, but after I told him how awful
it was, and where he was wrong, he |
really did guite well,

I have studied musie for years
(really play and sing guite well) zmai{-
am always willing to help others by
pointing out their mistakes. Last ni_‘:ltli
1 spent the whole evening trying to ex-
plain to a young man just why his
piano playing sounded so “chopped”.

But in spite of all my accomplisle
ments the boys seldom call me for 4
“gecond date”, Can yon tell me what
it is that I lack—why I am not more
popular?

Your forlorn friend,
BONNIE BEE.
Desr Boanie Bee:

My dear child, your place is not with
young men, either outdoors or indoors.
You seem to be ignored both places,
if I understand you correctly, I he-
lleve your case has heen used in that
famous advertisemenl—"You wuuhiu't[
care to meet Bonnie Bee”, or Marvin,|
a8 the case may he. Perhiaps | may he
olf on g wrong tangent. That may uot
be your trouble at all, Only a personal

interview will tell, Letters  don'l
ecarry such things.

There seems to be several things
wrong with you in addition to

I.l'_a;“
n

e hinted, Your conversation is
12, You must talk about something
vital, interesting, something I'.'{'!!l“F's".i'(;‘f"

. S . |
with eyery day living. The Lont
P s (onference is past histo
Why, my deay, the Avmiglice 'was

Ais
clas before that. I find that if|
you must talk to your date, it is !J(‘[If."l'!
to keep on present day subiects, And,!
» Bee. don't ever offer the willing
It s positively deadly, Dont'i
correct any young man, I'll
: need it, in more wiays |
i pne, but refrain. Play dumb in-|
d. It's muech safer. 1 always do,!
and you can't irii;-lf,tillsr how many
beatxs [ have, Plladmit it is a bBit haped |

ed in 1918, and you knew "all that
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Everybody Happy at

Dr. Roemer's Party

Last Formal Dance of the Year A
Huge Success.

Dr. Roemer's birthday was the oc-
casion for a big dinner dance on Fri-
day, May 2. Dinner was served at six-
thirty, and the dancing began at elght
with members of the student council
as hostesses.

Dr. Roemer and the faculty made
their grand entrance to the dining
roomt to the tune of the Tniversity

of Maine Stein Song, During the
course of the dinner Dr. Roemer made
a short speech of thanks and appre-
cialion of the celebration in his honor.
Then he introduced Mr. Motley and
Mr. Thomas who led the girls in sing-
ing many old time favorites. M.
Motley proved to be a fine master of

ceremonies and quite the life of the |

party.

All the tables were decorated with
flowers. Ia faet, the whole school
was filled with them, all kinds and
varilies, in baskets and wvases. All
day the zifts of flowers kept coming
in until Dr. Deemer's office bezan to
take on the appearance of a gavden
or a florist’'s shop.

And what a dinner, now really, isn't
it a shame that there isn't a bivth-

day dinner every Friday night. Dr.
Roemer was certainly “done up
proud”, At six o'clock the hungry

and expectant girls had already start-

) ed Hning up at the doors, and as the

titne dragged slowly on, they literally
piled up. Put the wait merely sharp-
ened the appetites for the bountiful
dinner.

As the 6:30 bell rang, and the girls
rushed to their tables. Dr. and Mrs.
Roemer headed the grand mavch, tol-
lowed by the faculty ,into the dining

room. And then the fun began;
Strawherries with powdered sugar
nuts

C'hicken patties
Pears and sweet potatoes

Salad
Olives anua ecelery
Rolls and butter

Strawberry ice cream and cake
Coffee

Ay dinner

redd

oul fthe red

glrawherries

I carried
notifi; nut-
1 powdered sugar, and strawberry

ice cream with red candles on the in-

85

dividual birthday cakes,
Mr. Motley was the jester for the
Vel With My, Thomas aced

ng him on the pianp
and made love—ri

Motley's eye, too. All the guests

it un

pre’s a long, long trail a-windin
"My Wild Irish yoand Me
Call You Sweetheart’”. Mo Motley
was requested Lo give a special num.
ber, but he refused for fear of be-

Roge™ “‘Lint

o do, when you are fairly hursting ¢oming homeless,

with intelligence and wit, but when you,
intend to stoop to. folly, everyihing:'
pays. And a parfing word, Bonnie,:
ive them just LOTS of house.

the
the

The climax of avening was
repched when all lights were
turned off, and the maids entered

(Continved on page §, col. 1)

in singing the t'\'m‘-])usl.mls_'s"

Sigma Tau Delta
Proud of Members

Six Appear In Rectangle

re-
cently had the lionor to have
work published in the May issue of
“The Reectangle”, which lg the official
publication of Bigma Tan Delta, the
national professional English fratern-
ity. Thig Is eapecially a great honor as
selections are senl in from all over the
[Tnited States, and there iz much com-
petitipn in deciding what pieces are to
be puhlished

|
! Six Lindenwood students have
|

honor o have three short poems print-
ed, Every one on the campus kunows
that Ruth is famous for her “niggah”
stories, and “Black Nocturne *Sis
Ann", and “You Nigzah" have all been
used in “The: Rectangle'.

Dorothy Turner, another Sophomore,
“and from Chicago, has written “Mih-
izan Boulevard”, deseribing the shops
along the boulevard and the people,
who looked longingly at the luxurious
things in the windows only to bhe wish-
ed for. The president of the Linden-
wood chapter of Sigma Tau Delta,,
Julia Thomson ol St. Charles. has writ-
ten “Saint Louis And
woods,” councerning the jealously of
Saint Touis of the “"upstart cotton-
woods™,

To add to her many other scholastic
honors Margarel Jean Wilhoit has had
a lovely poem, *To A Sunset” publish-
ed. *“The Effect of Love" by Jaue E,
Tomlinson i3 agay, carefree, and
allogether delightful little poem.

Mary Louise Wardley, secretary of
the local Sigma Tan Delta chapter
one the man of
physical strength, one of mental power
and the lagt with a "Haming sense of
infinite beaunty"”, o “singing soul”.

¥

wrote “Thres Men';

Beta Phi Theta
Picnic at Elm Point

Beta P1 Theta, national honorary
French fraternity, hag as its new viee-
tent for the next ye Mary Jo
fert. the
izition, ap-

ar,

Az publicity a=
Joseph

Pack 'was

night, al
aceompa

1 A

R not i
her, » Merry i Boint, Loy
Ing the collegs o'elock ‘gbout
e way wvin M

| Stone’s new car o fool,
typical spot, whers hu

ahurgers

ads, potato chips: ginger ale, lce
eream and all the other trimmings of

a really good plente were enjoyed. Na
ture lovers. food lovers, and

fled at this time when Beta Pi The

lagt time this year.

Reaqd the Lindeun Bark.

eir| i
the | about picnies and outings.

Ruth Dawzon: a Sophomore, had the|

The Cotton-|

c. to his thig |

gensral |

| m

| L

Motor Trip and Picnic
Family Breakfast

Such stories as this one should be
suppressed. It is hard enough to study
these days as it is, without reading
But this
Is too good to keep. Last Wednesday,
Mrs. Roemer, Miss Hough and Mra,
Wenger were Miss (Clement's zuesis
at her colttage at Champaign, [Il. They
were even lucky enough to have lovae
ly weather. Iarly in the morning,
they drove to Hiwood, tha cottage,
built between the bluffs and the Mis-
sissippi.

They cooked their own Ilunch of
mushroomsa and toast, coffes and rhu-
barh pie an ideal menu combining just

pugh of the rustic, and just enough
city, to make it thoroughly ens
jovable, In the afternoon they gath
ered colorful bits of rock, and Miss
Hough found st aplendid dirt, thae
very kind she nesded for her flowaers
—g0, she helped herself, and brought
it back. They had dinner in Alton on
Lheir way homs.

Student Board .
Dines In Tea Room

Guests of Dr. and Mrs, Roemer

Dr. and Mrs, Roemer entertained
the members of the sludent board and
housemothers Monday evening, May
5, at 6:00 o'clock in the tea room.
Miss Cook, Migs Sayre, and Miss
Clement were guests also. The color
scheme idea carried out in the nut
cups and place cards. Dr. Roemer
was head of-one table and Mrs. Roe-
mer was head.of the other. Aftar n
delicious dinnet of chicken, peas, po-

| tatoes, head lettuce salad, rolls, jelly,

ice cream with strawberrles, angel
food enke and coffes Mrs. Roemer ex-
vice of the student board and present-
ed lovely gifts to each one. The officers
of the hoard were presented with pur-
seg and the housemothers were given
hridge score-cards.

Bacon's 'n Eggs
At Latin Breakfast

M1 YUUM! What is sweeier than
proma of hagon, eges and coffee
iv o'clock in the morning? Well the

Deltss have had their day.

IFrances Kaiser and Janhe Babcock
were (e heads of lhe social committee
and 'hag e of the early breakfast,

Thursday, May 8. Mizs Hankins, the
spongor, is widely known for her coffee
The following was the loyely
menuy: fresh strawberries dipped in
nowdered sugar, hacon and eggs, buns,
id fee; The sugar for coffee was

maskine
MGINE,

ol

| supporters of a good time were salis iin the ghapes of clubs, hearts, dia-

g | monds, and spades.
members met together gocially for the i

Everyone had all
they could eat. Oh! why such cruelty?
his Ig the second year that the Geyer
Lwing have showed Lheir ability as egg-
iryers,
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The Linden Barlk;

i he Linden Bark:

Flowers are lovely; Love iz flower-like;
Friendship 18 a shelteving tree;
O! the joys, that come down shower-like,
Of Triendship, Love and Liberly.
—3Aamuel Taylor Coleridge
.

R i R

The American Family Breakfast

The American Family Breakfagt, In these words are contained the plot
for the second great American tragedy. As P. G, Wodehouse says, and to
which we agree, the family breakfast iy the cause of divorce, murder, and
many crimes. Think of the number of men that are tempted to kill the world
world with a word because the toast was burned, or hig wife had a headache,

In America, we do not have the leisurely hreakfast of the HEuropean.
fveryone is in a hurry, rushing down at different times, and demanding some
coffee in a hurry. There is no attempt to make the meal a sccial gathering or
anything of the gort. The poor meal is regarded as something to be gotten
over as soon as possible,

The alarm has gone off a few minutes too late, Mother does not have
breakfast ready, Father is late to work, Sister will not be able to walk to
school with Jack if she waitg for breakfast, and Brother will not get to school
in time to shoot a game of marbles. Conseguently the enfire family starts
the day in a had humor, and think of the other people whose day is ruined due
to this one family. Mother vigits a store, putting six salesladie in a bad
humor, the grocery, and the market, adding two more {o the list. IFather
palled out his secretary, who made those under him wretched for the day.
Sister hag a fight with Jack, and fights with hey two best girvl friends, Brother
gots in a fight with three boyg, and gets the worst of it.

So with the damage that mau be done at the bhreakfast family, would it
not he a very good idea if more time and thought were devoled to this

abused meal,

LR T ol

“On With The Show” at Lindenwood

“On with the show”. Familiar ag this quotation appears to the majority
of us, did the signifiance behind it ever solve itsell in your mind? . Talkigs,
sengational movies, and an occasional mediocre stage production constitute
the nucleus of the entertainment for the play going public today. Very few
really valuable legitimate stage shows have been set hefore the public lately,
and tlig number has heen decreasing in value and in actual number more and
more as the years have rolled away. ‘Indeed a pathetic climax for this art
that was at one time glorified. Did it ever occur to you just how much the
American colleges and universities have done to enhance the fame and endur-
ance of the stage show? What would college be without the usual nuniber
of plays, musgical comedies, operettas, with the roommate or best {riend saying
their six lines, leaving you alone night after night in order Lo practice and per-
fect even her minor part, Or maybe it is you yourself who ig fortunate enough
to possess soms degree of dramatic talent Well, whatever, it makeg. up
a lavge part of life, and in Lindenwood thig year, the productions have been
such ag to keep flickering that last flame of dramatic art,

The initial appearance was at Thanksgiving, and it the one that followed

#

Interviews With

were to be judged by the success of this one, there was certainly no cause to
worry. Then came the Alpha Psi Omegza Christmas play—another marvel
The musical comedy, even more interesting because of the presence of its
clever authoresses on the campus—score three, The dramatic fraternity still
further credited themselves with the spring play, and now the school is W ait-
ing with impatient interest for the seniors last success, and the ghow for the |
May Fete. What would college he like without them? Is it any wonder then.
tliat enconragement is being rendered even more than before to this type of
tli'iug—the American colleses have instituted and perfected lots of things, so

why not the stage!

Lehmpuml D*nner the present seabon was!
Meat Toaf
Frances {Phn‘ _'um entertained at Peas
her Home Ee. dinner, May 1, with Jellied vegetable solad with
Laecille Dillingham as host, end, ag mavonsisse

student guest, Pauline Brown, Yellow!
fea-roses graced the tahle, ‘
The menu particularly suitable for|

Plum jelly
Coffes

Farker house rolls
Pineanple sherbert
Sponge Cake

'e‘nt had brown

alented Seniors

In this manner of talented seniors
—gomething must be gaid ahout Rukh
Teter to make the story ecomplets.
There is not much in the way of news
to tell, Hveryone picks 'out Ruth at
the first dance of the year as one of
the best{ dancers on the flecor, and
keeps an eye on her forever niore,
waiting for an inning.

Perhaps the edifor couid surprise |
the campus with a 1iff¥e information
about her school life. Somebow jusi
because people never publicly cateh
her studying, they overlook Lhe fact
that she came here to get a degree-—-—
and iz getting it, an A, B. Since she |
ig taking a major in Sociclogy, she|
thinks, of course, therve iz ho one hke'I
Misg Schaper. And in public opinion, E
Ruth could also get a major in “ex-)
cellent taste”, if such a thing imight
he obtained,

Teter is awful busy right now bheing
stage manager for the Benicy play,
And if & sample of her talent is re-
guired, just notice how smoothly the
play runsg that night. She iz also a
member of the A. A, and intevested
principally in horgeback riding, al-!
though she might he seen on the golf
course, once in a while,

Ruth is seriously considering rum-
ning a ranch, some day, but her most
immediate plansg are a trip to Cali-
tornia next winter, and a trip back fo
Lindenwood next year, to see her sis-
ter, Helen, who ig envolling here, as
a freshman next September. Prefty
nice for Helen, to have a popular sis-
ter pave the way, but pretty harvd too,
to live up to campug expectations.

Downward Ho!
To Home Ec.

On May 6at 6§ p m.
served her dinner to Mrs. Roberts.|
Betty Brown, Barbara Ringer, her
“host”, and Miss Mortensen. According
to the guests, the dinuer was delicious
—and jngt to tease the luckless girlg
who do nol have chums or roommates
in the Home Economics Department)
from whom they ecan beg an invitation
for one of these partieg, the Bark will
give the menu: shattuch halibut, spin-
ach timhales, frozen pear and cheess
salad, parker house rollg and lelly,
lemon pie and iced tea.

Ning Snyder!

|

Tellin’ It To You

Merely Why and Becsause in Long
Skirts

By the Bark's

The Zoology classes, at present, are
studying this business of heredity.
Miss Sherman was explaining the fac-
tors in inheritance of eye color. “Now,
brown always dominateg hlue. If one
parent had brown eyes and the other
parent had blue eves, the ofispring
would have brown eyes.”

One atudent, erstwhile placidly
drawing pictures, sat up in dismay,
and chewed her fountain pen for a-
| while, “Er—Miss Sherman, il one pai-
eyes, and the other
parent had green eyves, and I—I mean
the offspring had blue eves, what
(The eclass egigelad) Miss Sherman,
c¢ooly observing the blushing student,
remarked that probably the brown:
eyed -parvents was not ahsolute dn
heredity for brown eyes, whereupsn
the blushing student becams highly
indignant—understanding shout thres
weeks later,

Tale

Reag the Linden Barw,

| 501L.

Dr. Dobson Explains

Most Tragic Word

Belieying “gone’ op “lost” to be the
most tragic word in the English lang-
nage, Dr. R. (. Debson, of the First
Presbyterfan Church of St. Louis, talk-
ed on this subject at the WVespers at
Lindenwood Sunday night, April 27.

Dr, Dobson explained the connotas
tion that many eminent men of the
country have given as to the most
tragic word, some of the commonest se-
lectiong being “home, love, death, evers
more, gt last. the afterwhile hope, and
logt'™.

Dr. Dobson gaid: “Jesus was the first
in our ranks to seek and save that
which iz lost. His mission in lite was
to reover the lost and replace the gone-
ness with something worthwhile,

“Among the factory and elements

{that go to make up our daily life the

valuation of lime is one of the coms
moensgt things we lose. Our time on
earth is briel eompared to the great
eternity of God. TFor a student; valued
time should be firgt of all prevequisite
of guccess. Christ valued his time, a3
ig illustrated when he said; ‘The time
cometh when no man cah work’

“Becondly, the value of friendship
and love is an important thing in ourn
lives, They mean more than any rich-
ness in life—the choice, conservation,
wreckage, renewal and eternal friend-
ship. In the field of love and friend-
ships there are more gerious losse
through neglect than any other one
cause. What ig our life work unless
it ig given for others, becauze life after
all is one wvolume of service, It is a
game of giving—service, devotion on
iehalf of others,

“The loss of faith is the third great
ervor in thiz most tragic word. It is
the greatest thing aflter all. To have
faith like the disciples of Chrigt who
would follow him to the end ef the
world iz a most precious valuation.
We should have a holy faith in our
fathers, for if you would have success

and gatisfaction in this world, you
mnust  give faith in return for faith,

For wthout faith in His blessed name
we cannol live the lives we ghould,
accomplish what we want, and know
that peace that passeth all understand-
ing”,

Seniors Sport Sweaters

Four vears of work, four years of
joy and then comes the day when a
Senior puts on har toga and face the
world, For the Lindenwood “A. B2
thers iz a preliminary dress, a distine-
tion garment which she wears hefore;
the cap and gown, and that is the
Senior Sweater.

Heads high, eyes sparkling the Sea-
ior class of 1930 marched inte the
dining room on Wednesday mnight,
May 7, to their song “Here we are
right now.” Every eve was focussed
on their sgweaters. mannish cut
white flannel with the Lindenwood
seal in red and white on the pockst.

Prom now en the clazz will sit at
three main tables reserved for them
in the most conspicious place in the
dining room. Wednesday nizht was
their night. They sang a new class
song compoged by two of their mem-
bers, Iris Fleischaker and Mary Ma-
On Thursday night they sang
apain, and thiz time to their honoreil
sponzors Mis.. Roemer and Miss
Schaper. The thres ofher glassas
complimented the Seniors with songs
of farewell

Dir. Roemer inivted the Clags of 30
to be hostesses to the members of the
Eighth Distriet Federated Women's
clubg whick wervs entertained heare on
last Friday.
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A REAL GUY

By Belsy Davig

“Jacqueline.”

“Uh huh.”

“Get up immediately or you'll be late
for school”.

Jackie turned over in bed with a
groan and wondered what ailed her.
Her bones ached, her nose was sore,
and her knuckles were bruiged. Then,
all that had happened yesterday came
to her in a rush. No wonder she was
nappy.

She remembered how she had
sloucheq down in her seal yesterday
afternoon in school and how Hank
Goisky, a tough orphan, who lived at
the “Home"”, had tied one of her curls
to the back of the seat. Hank was al-
ways bullying some girl; it was usual-
ly Jackie because she invariably put
up a fight.

On thig particular occasion Jackie
turned to see who was laughing and
why. Ag she turned, her hair gave a
terrific Jjerk. She tried to sit up
straight but it pulled like fury. By
this time all of the kids were laughing.
Jackie was awfully embarrassed. The
more ghe pulled Lo get her hair loose
the more it hurt and the more everyone
giggled. Jackie was furious, now.
Finally with a big yank she pulled her
curl free. Just as she turned around
to Hanl Miss Leib looked up.

“Jacqueline, you may stay in at re.
cess and explain to me just how you
were entertaining the room."”

Poor Jackie. She was almost in
tears. She wished she eould tell Miss
Leib the truth but, heck, she couldn’'t
be a tattle-tale. The kids would call
her a poor sport, then. Why did Hank
alwayg get the best of her? Why didn't
the teacher ever catch him?

“You have to stay in at recess, you
have to stay in at recess”, sneered
Hank into her ear.

Jackie didn't say a word but tried
to concentrate o the print that was
gwimming before her eyes.

That afternoon when the three-thirty
bell rang Jackie ran down the hall to
get Pete and Johnny. They were in
the sixth grade, she decided, and could
helpher. When Hank came out of the
building with several other “Home"
boys, the first thing he saw was Petle
and Johnny standing beside Jackie
making queer punching motions with
their fists.

The Orphans walked straight on to-
wardg the Home. They didn’t want
to gef into any trouble bhecause they
would be reported to the authorities
and made to work harder. But Jackie
wantedq revenge at least she
thought it would be revenge. BShe hur-
ried after Hank, feeling very brave
in the company of two sixth graders.

“raidy cat. Secared to fight a girl,”
sing-songed Jackie.

“Aw go home and play with your
dolls,” retorted Hank, feeling rather
embarrassed and confused at having a
girl challenge him to fight.

“Praid cat,” continued Jackie.

At this Hank turned around.

“If you want to fight, ¢'mon and do
it

Jackie was surprised. She hadn't
thought for a second that Hank would
fight when she was with two sixth-
graders,

“What are you waiting for?” asked
Pete.

Jackie seemed anchored to the
ground, She couldn’t move a mugcle.
She gimply stood and stared.

“Are you a baby?” said Johnny.

This made her mad. She would
show Johnny and especially Pete that
she wag a “real guy.” She gtepped for.
ward. Johnny put the c¢hip of wood on

(Continued on page 4)

HOUSES

By Helen Townsley

Isn't it queer how you can pass by
the same houses for years with unsee-
ing eyes, not even noticing their
shapes or colors, letting the personal-
ities of their owners completely blot
out the personalily of the house? And
some housges have such nice personal.
ities. It is lovely when the people and
the house match. IHowever, that is not
often the case.

How much fun it would be to fake
the little ‘ole’ open roadster some
misty moonlight night, in summer, and
ride about town, very late, when every-
one is agleep, at that hour just before
the moon goes down and the sun rises.
All the people are gone. The houses
drencheq in the soft moonlight, seem
to come to life,

That big brick one on the corner
with its wide encireling porch stands
guard through the night, smiling to me
wth proud window eyes, and holding
its occupants salely in its broad porch
arms,

And right next door the frail house,
s0 elegant in its day, seems to hold its
peaked gables even higher and the
faney lattices and railings are like lace
in the moonlight. It reminds me of a
little old fashioned spinster, shrinking,
yvet trying awfully hard to put up a
bold front.

Just around the corner, there ig that
darling white stucco cottage. Its
bright awnings and open veranda seem
wide awake, eagerly wailing for the
dawn gnd the life and joy which must
come with it. I do hope that the peo-
ple in this house mateh it.

Of course, the prim colonial lady
with her slim columns and modest
shutters is standing beside the gruff
pioneer of the plains, a very square
limegctone house, with small windows,
The front windows are most elaborate
and look as if they would be more than
willing to admit light if the jealous
jaws of the porch didn’t shut it out be-
fore they had a chance.

Then there are always those nonde-
script houses, just built for shelter.
The moonlight seems to cast a spell
even on them. Like wallllowers sitting
there gilently they seem to be wistful
wondering if a new porch or perhaps
another chimney would help to develop
their personalily.

YOou

By Mary Mason

You are like the leaping flame

Of gypsy bridal fires,

With your hair russet with carmined
leaves;

But you are too ardent

For me.

You gtifle the originality

Of my heart,

And beat down the stillness

Of my soul.

You should be like the silver silence

Of the youngest moon;

Like the jade hegitance

0Of a tremulous moth.

Your fragrance should be the violet-
geented memories

Of forgotten gardens.

But you are you.

SHOWERS
L}

- -
By Mary Mason

Drops of molten silver,

Dripping from the sighing leaves
Of weeping willows.

Streams of rippling gold,
Stealing the fading glories

Ol a dying sun.

Curtaing of obscuring log,
Hiding the gaudy glimmerings
Of a grimy world,

In robes of clinging bleakness.

OLD PETE

By Ielen Petty

“0Old Pete” they call him, and the
term is neither one of endearment nor
of dislike, The majority of the villagers
regard him with a tolerant, kindly,
more or leas contemptuous pity, being
amused by his freakish whims, never
seeing the wistful struggle of his lone-
Iy old heart.

All of his life he has been the same
queer, gently unkempt old fellow with
the same strange puzzled gleam in his
tired eyes that you see in those of a
homelesg old dog. Old, Pete is home-
less. Restlessly he is passed from the
household of his sister to that of his
widowed sister-in-law and taken to
that of hig niece. "I can't stand his nag.
ging”, declares Lindy, the sister-in-
law, and the others nod their heads in
gympathetic agreement. Why can't
they understand that it's only hig help-
less blundering attempt to find out
the reasons for the mad rush of the
moderng and his fumbling attempt at
reconecillation with modern ideas?
“They ain't got time for nobuddy but
themselves,” deplores Pete. He has
never heen able to understand why
passers-by in the city whoere his sister,
Sarah lives do not stop with a friendly
word as they do in the village where
he has always lived.

0ld Pete hag other annoying habits.
He takes a peculiar delight in clicking
his glittering false teeth, breaking the
choppy rhythm now and then by pro-
jecting them from between his wrink-
led lips in a shining are. Then he
sucks them in again with an audible
“sough”. He has an uncommon genins
for making one of his naive statements
in exactly the wrong place. “Well,
Sarah”, he will say jovially, “haven’t
grown gny thinner, hev ye? Peers like
ve're grown sgome heavier.” Sarah
smiley, but elinches her teeth together
to Lkeep from fossing some indignant
remark in his innocent old face. She
has been on a diet for weeks.

“He's a meddlesome old fool!” de-
clares hig niece, forgetting the check
he gave her last month “for a new
dress an' fixin's,” and remembering
the apilled coffee and the ruined lunch-
eon cloth.

“Nohody'd want a old feller like me
around,” says Old Pete, staunchly
denying the ache that looks out
through his faded eyes.

RAIN IN THE EAVES

By Helen Petty

There's a cool, grey mist behind the
hill,

And a wind in the poplar tree,

And it twirls and flufters the round,
silver leaves

And jingles the round, silver drops
in the eaves

And whispers and sings to me.

There's a cool, grey mist behind the
hill,

And g wind in the poplar tree,

And it mocks and bruises the round
silver leaves,

And the round silver drops trickle
into the eaves,

But they seem like tears to me.

SALT MARSH
By Charle Jean Cullum

Plaing stretch far

Under cloud-hidden stars,

A road windg over hay-strewn
sands,

Through marshes and wild
grass

Up to a lone cabin;

From the fireplace, through a door,

Crackling logs welcome you

To Salt Marsh.

MR. BRITON’S COMPANY

By Al Freda Brodbeck

The night was quiet and very dark.
From across the prairies outside of
town, the wind brought the smell of
new wheat growing. We had all felt
the same thing a thousand times be-
fore, yet it charmed us as much as
ever, It was pleasant on the porch,
just talking about what we should do
tomorrow and thinking how snug and
smoolh was our little world. Presently
Mother took Phyllis off to bed. We
could hear her snapping on lights as
she went through the houge on her
way upstairs, A little later Kathleen
unfolded her long body from a corner
of the swing and gtretehed her arms.

“I wonder why Mr. Briton’s porch
light has been on all evening”, she
yawned, “He's go frightfully stingy,
I think it would break his heart.”

“Lyle”, I sald, “maybe something
is wrong with the old fellow, He might
be ill, and since we're his next-door
neighborg we ought to look out for him
a little.”

“Aw gee, sis, nothin's wrong with
him., He's just forgotien to turn it
off, that's all.”

“Well, you ought to go tell him
about it anyway. He might leave it
burning all night.”

“0h, all right. T hate to go poppin’
in on him that way though. He prob-
ably has his reasons.”” And Lyle went
out the sereen door.

Since it was lonely on the porch now,
Kathleen and | went into the mugic
room to read a new duet. The thing
sounded very disjointed at first, but
when we caught the swing of it, we
kept right on doing it over and over.
Presently Mother came down and ask.
ed for Lyle. We told her where he had
gone, She looked at us a little queer-
ly.

“Do you girls realize what time it
is?"

“No, we haven’t any idea.”

“It'g nearly eleven-thirly, and Lyle's
been gone since nine at least. What-
ever could be keeping him over at
Mr, Briton's? I #hought he didn't
have much use for the poor old miger.”
She picked up her book and settled
herself to read.

*Oh, he'll be back any minute now,
I guess”, said Kathleen.

Somehow we didn't want to play
the gay little duet again, but we still
sat there on the piano bench as quiet
ag mice, My conscience was begin.
ning tp ache a little because it wag [
who had sent Lyle out into the dark.
What if a robber had got him?

Kathleen startled me by saying, “I
wonder what hag happened to Mr.
Briton?

Well, that was something different.
I just sat quiel without thinking, I
heard water drip from a faucet some-
where in the back of the house, but I
could not move to turn it off. Phyllis’
dog crawled away back behind the
plano and stared out al us with his
head on his paws. My eyes wouldn't
close, and I couldn’t take them from
a pol of red geraniums on the window
sill,  Mother kept looking over the top
of her book. A clock unwound with a
tiny click. I jumped. At twelve-thirty
Lyle came in

“The man next door has commitied
suicide”, he told us quietly.

It didn't surprise us somehow, I
didn't move. I still had to watch the
red goramiums,

“It. was carbolic acid”, Lyle said.
“The Dbottle wag sitting beside him.
His tongue was burnt to a crisp. Al-
ready the men are digging in the cellar
for hig gtrong box.”

Mother immediately asked us to go

(Continued on page 4)
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FIRST STREET BY NIGHT

By Martha Watson

It iz not the better section of town,
this street, so strangely silent and
sinister by night. The chance ohserver
has a weird, inexplicable fecling that
a hundred eyes are watching him
that at one signal teh hypocritical
street could be swarming with clamor.
ing, menacing life. Small, dingy
shapes, dark and uninviting, are separ-
ated occasionally by wyawning alleys,
gardonically mocking and terrorizing.
The street-car tracks, which clatier so
noisily by day, are silent now under
their ragged blankel of slush and mud.
Imphasizing rather than relieving the
gloom, a line of gas lamp-posts
stretehes away in the distance, each
blurred and flickering spot of light
growing smaller and fainter to the eye
of the ghserver.

Even now, at two o'clock in the
morning, the place is nol entirely de.
gerted. Against the nearest lamp-posts
leans g man a raggedly-clad, shitt-
less, angd shifty man., Hands in pockets,
he lollg idly, cewing gum and casting
glow and searching glances up the
street, down the streel, behind him, in
front of him, up the street again. A
little further on in the same block a
policeman leans against a shop door.
He, too, ig watching, The whites of his
hard eyes gleam under his storm hat
as he gtares relentlessly at the loatfer
on the corner.

An automobile passes slowly, caut-
iously, itg headlights throwing ghastly
rays on the wet pavement. The chugg-
ing of the motor fadeg into the night.
The gtreet iz gilent again. The cop
and the idler are alone once more,
watching, waiting.

(Continued from page 3)

to bed, We went, but many lights
were left burning that night. I do not
know why. Lyle says teh dead cannot
come hack., I couldn’t sleep for a long
time, and every now and then I could
cateh the sound of footsteps in Katho
leen's room. [ didn’t worry she
olten does that when she's thinking.

At breakfast the next morning 1
heard the scraps of the man's life,
They were commonplace enouglh
years of bad luck and poverty, then
wealth too late. All through ran a
strong, coarse Uhread ot s.tiflngi‘.-ness
with occasionally the glimpse of a
finer pne which was loneliness. Kath-
leen left the table after a few minutes.
For a moment [ wondered where she
had gone ag I heard a car back from
the garage, but then I heard a phrase
that interested me, and I turned back
to listen, After that I forgot her.

All day people went back and forth
from the house next door., They tied a
huge black wreath under the bell.
Mother was gone all the time, and the
gloomy death smell was in our house
even. Women went in over there and
glopped at our place Lo cry Women
who scarcely knew what Mr. Brilon
looked like when he was alive. The
telephone rang constantly as curious
neighborg called to ask us why he did
it. By evening [ wasg so cross 1 went
back into a corner of the garden to
hate everybody. I sat there thinking
a long while before Kathleen came out
to me, striding along like a happy
man.

“Big”, ghe said, “sis, he doesn't care,
He's been wanting to die. I'm not sorry
about it, and no one else ought to he
either. Dont you understand? Getting
away from hig lonely house will he a
peace to him,”

Reaq the Linden Bark.

NIGHT IN THE WQOQODS

By Mary Miller

All nature lovers have spent at least
one night in the open woods. Those
who love the outdoors should go alone
to get the full henefit of thisexperience
You ghould wear suitable clothing and
take only a shot-gun and a box of
matches, Try to start before nightfall
because you can then be ahle to view
the sunset from some grassy height
which prepares you for what is to fol-
low. After the paint pot of ever vari-
ant sunshine hag sunk to darkness,
slowly descend the hill and hreathe the
moist freshness of the early evening
air. I should advise tramping in some
underbrush all night because if one
slept most of the magic of the wood-
land would be lost. As the moon
shows its first light in the east the
crickets try to outchirp each other in
the overcrowded swamp. (The owl
hoots out its greeting to the children
of the night as a hawk croaks in the
tallest tree. Small animals rustle
acrosg your path into the thickly en-
twined weeds and grass of lhe mossy
earth. In the distance, you hear the
soft trickle and lisp of icy water cares-
sing worn stones. No stars shine.
Downtream a pergpiring animal laps
the water thirstily; while above, in the
budding branches of the oak, sleeping
birds flutter in their swinging homes.
As the moon goes behind a cloud a
moist breeze freshens the atmosphere
which soon turns to rain, You seek
shelter under a nearby tree watching
the downpour, A drenched airplane
droneg ity way overhead disturbing the
silencing rain which ceages as guickly
asg it comes, leaving a few gayIcolored
beads to splash on the paperlike
leaves, 'The crickets renew their
chirping with even more animation,
and, in gpite of all, you fall asleep.
'The firgt rays of the rising sun awaken
you to the glory of o freshoned world.
Yellow light gleams through the erack-
ed window shade of the last of the
clouds, and lightens the forked tree
topg of early spring. As soon as you
cateh your breath you are reminded
that you are living in a material world
and need food, so you march off home.

PHANTASM

By Maxine Luther

She gaid her garden was a lovely
thing, with dainty hyacinths and
glossy tulips, and a pool, shimmering,
when the moon was clear, She told me
it would comfort me when [ was lone-
ly. 8o I hurried there last night. But
the ghastly moon had transformed the
bheauty into distarted things—or was it
my mood? The ground was hlack and
darlk and tulips thrust up their heads
like little, livid, corpulent faces. A
blur of tantastic, marhle shapes stalk-
ed where lilies should have grown., I
knelt to feel the luxuriant grags but at
my touch it was changed to a wild,
tangleg mat, teeming with wanton
crawling things., The jet-hlack, silent,
gleaming pool could not have been the
one of which she spoke. I wasg fright-
ened and I turned away. Perhaps T'd
lost the path ad sntraved into Dark-
ness’ own weird dominion.

SILVER SHALLOPS

By Betty Palmer
Frail silver shallops
Bkim the dark seas,
Slim gilken sails
Raised high in threes.
Laden with spices,
They sweeten the breeze.
Slumbering shallops—
Silent and light—
Hest in the harbor
Still for the night,
Silver sails drooping—

Furleqg after flight.

(Continued from page 3)

Hanl'’y shoulder. Jackie tried to flip
it off with a nonchalant air but only
tremhled all the more. Hank gave her
the eustomary shove and the fight be-
gan in earnest.

From the beginning Jackie was on
the wrong end; Hank hit her first to
the right and then to the left. How-
ever, ghe got in some good blows., One
time ghe hit Hank on the nose. 'This
called forth some compliments from
the audience and she noticed that quite
a crowd had gathered around them.
While Jackie was looking around Hank
recovered and hit her in the stomach,
knocking all of the wind out of her.
She fell like a load of bricks. Right
then and there gshe knew she was go-
ing to die.

“Rough luck, old girl,” said Johnny,
pounding her on the back in an attempt
to get the wind back into her lungs,

“Better come over to my house and
wasgh pefore you go home,” was all that
Pete had to say.

Jackie felt infinitely hurt. She watch_
ed Iank walk down the street with a
erowd of “Home"” boys patting him on
the back and congratulating him. No
one wag with her except Pete and
Johnny, They didn’t gay much,

Johnny went on home while Pete and
Jackie slowly and gilently toward
Pete's house. They went in by the
way of the kitchen go that Mrs. Heppes
wouldn't gee them. Jackie managed
to get the streaks of blood and dirt
off of her face but her dress had a hig
rip right down the front. Boy. wouldn’t
Mom he sore? That wasg another thing
added tp her grievances, She wished
she wag dead. Why didn't Pete say
something? Jackie walked out of the
door.

“‘Bye, Pete.”

“Sorry you lost,” sald Pete as he
closed the door,

As svon as Jackie gol down (he
stairs the fears welled up in her eyes.
If she was bigger she’d run away from
home, Y

“Jackie,” Pete leaned out the win-
dow,

She turned around.

“YTou're sure a ‘real guy’ for trying
to beat up Hank.”

Jackies walked on air all the way
home. She was a “real guy”. Pete had
said so, Gee, he was a keen kid. He
knew gz “real guy” when he saw one,
thought Jackie visibly swelling.

“Jacqueline, wherever have you
been? ‘John, look at her!™ said Mrs.
Pattie ag Jackie walked into the house.

“What's the mater, Jackie? When
did you get the scratches and the
swollen eye?” asked Dad.

She was a ‘real guy’. Pete had

gaid
“Jacqueline, answer your father.”
“What oh me? Did you say

something, Dad?”

‘Go tp your room at once and we’ll
tallk it over in the morning,” put in
Mrs, Pattie.

Jackie gtarted up the steps.

“Who won?" asked Dad.

“He did, but I'm a real guy be-
cauge— H

“Jacqueline.”

“Fiuh?” Jaclkis sat up in bed dazed.

“Are you dressed yet?”

Ol she had lallen asleep after Mom
had called her. She'd never get to
school on time, now,

“Yep, nearly. T'll be down in a
‘sec’ ”, called Jackie, dressing furious.
Iy.

SEEN THROUGH
AN OPEN WINDOW

By Margery HaZen
Midnight
Deserted streets

And darkened windows. 1

dice, cards, or

THE CARNIVAL

By Frances Marie McPherson

Main street, transformed from Iits
usual everyday mottled grey to a
Kaleidoscope of brilliant colors! Gaudy
posters, tacked on horrified, dingy.
billboards, proclaimed the arrival of
“absolutely the World’s Greatest Car-
nival”, TFrom the tops of the telephone
poles, across the street, small triangu.
lar banners flapped wildly in the hot
breeze, A mob jostled and bumped
their way down the street. Window
shoppers stopped. and gazed at the
lizhted windows. Small urchins, whist-
ling at such a happy future in sight,
watched pessimistically all strangers.
Country people were there from miles
around, gaping in astonishment at the
pictures of the ferris wheel, merry-go-
round, and ridiculous freaks.

We started early for the carnival
grounds, because we knew we’d have
to go more slowly as we neared it
Bool we heard shrill eries of venders,
creaks of the ferris wheel, the wheeys.
the calliope of the merry-go-round
the roaring engines of the motor-
cycles, which were guided in a ‘truly
death-delying race, ladies and gentle-
men”, by two leather-faced, weather-
beaten stolid individuals. Crying
babies, misunderstood, hot and horri-
ly tired, added to the dim.

You could tell the true country
“vokel” by the way he grasped his
purse, full of coins, hard-earned, so
that he wouldn't be “gyped”, Be-
hold the same bewildered tfellow an
hour later holding an empty purse, the
money in the hands of the people he
was wathing but legitimately gained,
mingd you, in some of the “finest shows
in America."

Booths of varied amusements were
jumbled together. Here the air rifle
booth. Marvelous prizes, as beleather-
ad Kewpie dolls, larse and wickeod
Iknives, that with no amount of sharp-
ening could be made to ent. =at on
wobbly rafters; but for gsome peculiar
reason rare indeed was the large kew.
pie taken from its place, although the
air rifleg barked all afternoon. There
the gambling bhooth; with the wheels,
—anything, And the
gorgeous ‘hoxes of candy that were
rewardyg of luck, or something wrong
with the wheel machinery! *And the
fortune tellers’ hooths! See dark
corners, forbidding, therefore, entie-
ing! Men entered with supercilious
gring, and came out bewildered. The
more vague the fortune teller’s re-
marks, the more sure she fell of her
vietim’s belief. Years of experience
had taught her the ways of human
natureg well, with its superstitious and
itg credulity, and she made her living
therehy,

Broken pop bottles, popcorn sacks
and useless lottery tickets eluttered
the fair grounds. Dust was inches
thick. Stifling But we went on. A
carnival without heat? Without push-
ing: laughing, echildish crowds? It
merely symbolized general fellowship,
and hilarity., Noise and dust——Ilaugh_
ter angd exhilaration.

Roadg littered with the shreds

Of yesterday’s merriment,

Far off, the sound of a bruslh:

Ceasgeless, monotonous as time,

He comes into sight at last

An old, bent man

Sweeping up the remaing

Of some one’s pleasure,

Banana peels and empty wrap-
pers.

Wind whips through his tattered
coat,

His hands are gnarled, his thin face

Creaged with care.

For him life hag been

An empty wrapper.
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The sewing classes are now at work
on dresses made out of some variety
of cotton material. Some girls are
working on Shantaug some on Rajah
silk, 'a cotton material with a silk
sheen, some on heavy print material,
gome on pigue, and some on. light
prints,  All of the dresses are very
pretty and will he appropriate for the
warm gummer months,

The girls are also at work on “Sam-
plers”, which are pleces of material
bound in other colors, which will
form gp prominent part of their note-
boolks.

The girls made dresses of woolen
material during the winter months,
then they worked wilth silk material.
Before they started working with the
cotton material, they made lingevie,
and a spring suit,  Much work is done
in ‘a shorl time in this eficient de-
partment, 9

Six From College
Sing in St. Louis

Last Sunday evening six girls, Alll-
gon Platt, Iris Fleischaker, Dorothy
CGartner, Pauline Brown, Frances ¥lac-
Pergon and Nannie Ruthi Hunt, sang
at the IHome Heighls Presbyterian
Chureh in St. Lounis county,

Rev. Leigh 0. Wright, pasior of the
church ,is a graduate o the same
school as Miss Cora Edwards, Woos-
ter Clollege, Wooster, Ohio.

(Continued from page 1, col. 2)

with their trays of birthday eakes, all
lichted up. Dr. Roemer's own cake,
a mammoth white one, lead the way
for the emailer ones, and was a signal
gor jthe studenty to sing, “Happy
birthday to you”.

After everyone had eaten more than |
they could possibly have eatea uunder
ordinary civcumstances they adjourn-
ed to the dance. TIt's fortunate there's
alwave some way to help take off

CORA—By Ruth Suckow.

little from the eustomary lowa gray-
nesg of her usual style, and presents
what is, in spite of its innate tragedy,
i beautiful story.

Cora, daughter of a capable mother,
and ap incapable German father, re-
belling against the ¢haos of the fam-
ily life, determines to make something
of her gwn life, and, armed with a con-
tempt of the lovable speciez of man,
works until she finally achieves the
usual success, After years of striving,
she is senl on a much needed vaca-
tion by her employer, and goes to Yel-
lowstone Park, where she meets a cer-
tain Matlhews, with whom she falls
madly in love—and he with her. They
are married, and she goes back home
to brealk the news to the family, They
are very much surprised at the hitherto
self-sufficient Cora, but become rather
resizgned, though the reader suspects
that their mingled surprise’ and grief
comes mainly from the inevitable loss
of Cora's wages, Cora and her hus-
band gettle in another eity. then mi-
grate [from there to still another
where he, when he learns that there
ig to be another member of the family
to support, deserts her. Cora, sirong
again ip self-sufficiency, after having
been gloriously yielding in everything
as far az he was concerned, tdkes her
life in her own hands, and goes back
home to a hospital in Onowa, where
her ¢hild is born. After coming home,
she has o nervous breakdown, and
then, finally, starts work again, and is
happy—as much as she can ever be, in
that—and in buying clothes for her
child.

In this, Ruth Sueckow ghows some-
thing or he fechnigue of Sinclair
Lewis, with the eycepion of the story
of the dawning love in Yellowstone

| Park, which almost achieves the idyllic

heights, But, cynicsm, a4 hiz is—but
a kindly one, The tragedy of the story
Hes not In sentimentalily, but in its

some of that food.

The gym was decorated in red and
white, From each of the lights hung
red ang white drop® with huge red
pom-poms, and the walls were cover-
ed in white crepe paper. The mem-
bers of the Student Government had
charge of the dance—planned the
decorations and acted in the capacity
oi hostess during the dance.

In the middle of the evening every-
one joined in the grand march, and
were given, as Tavors, fluffy red balls,
with silver tipped petals. The favors
were distributed by the Student Goyv-

sympathetic reality.

{SAINT JOAN. a play, by Bernard Shaw

Everyone is familiar with the story
of Joan of Are, but that familiarity is
one akin to the knowledge of the story
of Saint George and the dragon, When
one reads Saint Joan, the same feeling
comes gag after reading Donn Byrne's
Brother Saul—that of a sense of reall-
Ly,

It isn't quite clear just how My, Shaw
does all this, He has a dellcions sense
of comedy—yes, even in this tragedy,
if anything of his could be so-called.

ernment members.
Everybody was, of course, all dress.
ed up for the occasion, looking their
nicest in new spring formafs and din-
ner frocks. Mother Ttoemer wore a
printed georgette frock. Dr. Reuter
wae dressed in a, rose colored dress.
Miss Stone’s frock was of red geot-
gette. Misgs Allyn wore & flowered
georgetle dress of pastel shades,
Almost every type of dress was to
be seen among the students-—plain
colors, and flowered prints—geors-
gettes, chiffon, lace, organdie, taffeta;
and crepe. Mary Sue Wisdom wore a
pink flowered taffeta, Charlotte Abild:
gaard wore a green and black printed
chiffon and Kathryn Datesman, a blue
printed chiffon.

Tatroe had on a moire frock of
“ewantheart blue”, and Marion Kilu-
bertanz an organdy of combined blue
and pink:

All the girls dancing togelher iu1
their light frocks made a pretty sight,
one that did justice to Dr. -Reemer's
birhtday party.

it

His Joan is not necessarily the pure
yvoung maid with a halo round her
head (in our childhood, it was a mys-
tery to us just what the salnts did with
their hales when they went to bed)
but a young girl, with a vision, and the
Benefit of modern psychology, who,
when she forgety hersell before the
Dauphin, says te him, “Sure’, She
really lived.

It is g pathetic story, the tragedy of
which jg enhanced with the sly humour
which it contains. The statesman of
that day are shown as pompous old
men, and, we are assured By our
| Dramg teacher that even a hand-paint-
|ed picture of the great Lloyd George

Blizabeth Burdick]a¥ be found among them.

wad dressed in green taffefa. Rnth‘

At any rate. we always learned.
| SATNT JOAN s a story with cleaw
beapt.i?ull}' drawn pictures—nat pe-
dantic, but human embodying in ity
characters that human trall—up in the
clonds one moment. and in the pit the
next tragedy and delicions humour.

Read (he Linden Bark,

Ruth Sukow, in this novel departs a

agsembly Lindenwood students took a
irip to Alaska under the gunidance of
lidgar €. Raine. Mr. Raine delivered
a most fascinating illustrated lecture
on the frozen North. Our first stop was
Montreal, which, according to Mr,
Raine, will soon be one of the loremost
c¢ities. From here we journeyed to
Juno, ecapital of Alaska, a charming
and medern town of five thousand pop-
ulation, Points of interest near here
were the grotesgue totem poles show-
ing the family history of inhabitants,
a4 majestic glacier, and a beautful
waterfall ¢alled Hair Falls because it
resembles @ woman's hair. My Raine
also called our attention fo a pleture
representing half the apple crop of the
country—which was one tree, At Skag-
way, our next stop, we found more
modern homes with lovely flower gar-
dens. The huge dahlias were unusually
beautiful. The rhubarb grown here is
espeeially large amd delicious.

We traveled on from British Colum-
bia to the Yukon terrvitory where oats,
wheat and vegetables are grown, In
fael everyvthing is raised except sweet
polatoeg and corn. Mr. Raine showed
two pictures of the famous Northern
lighits taken on June 21, and one of the
midnight sun. Then we followed a Lypi-
cal winter trail to Nome where we
passged through very narrow streets.
Here we saw an Iskimo Skin Boat and
a Reindeer Herd. Some of the Eski-
mos have made fortunes on their rein-
deers. Mr. Raine said that they shed
their horng every year and then grow
new ones in May, June and July. The
fox farms also bring considerable re-
muneration to the owners, Another oc-
cupatipn of the Hekimosg is harpooning
whales, It lpoked like rather a danger-

——

“In looking over themes appropriate
for Haster Pentecost servies”, Dr. iy
of the Jefferson Street Presbyterian
Church of St. Charles began his ad-
dress last Sunday night at vesper ser-
vices, “I choge one (hat seems to me
partleularly significant at thiz time,
namely, ‘Christ's Place in Penlecost’.
The text is taken from Acts, 2:58;
Let all the house of Israel know God
has made that same Jesus whom Ha
erucified both Lord and Christ’, Dur-
ing the lite of Chriat, it was the man
and His teaching, after the resurree-
tion, it was the Messiah,” continued
Dr. Ely. y

“Pentecost is thougll of as the he-
eining of the church. Pentecost is
the manifestation of power and pres.
ence of the Holy Spirit. The deciples
were gathered together gne night when
they hearvd the sound of rushing wind,
and tongues of flame settled on each
head, then they spoke in differeat
languages. Jesus was not present in
| bodily form hut the IHoly Spirvit wag
thers.”

“Jesns had exactly the same place in
Pentecost as facts have in history, or
as books and recitation have in the
accuplation of knowledge. Jesus was
the meaning of Pentecost. Peter
preached and three thousand were
converted because of the Holy Spirvit.
The Spirit used the Gospel of Christ
fo express this powenr”

“Christ mterpreted according to the
old testament meant observance of law
but in the new testament he means
love. Lord is understoed to mean one
who has power one who directs and
leads. He gees that everything comes
around according to hig plans and pur-

ous sport, but they seemed to be hand-
ling it very skillfully, From the Bski-|
mos we took a look at their homes—|
such curious little ice and snow igloos.
On St. Paul and St. George Islands
where the seal industry is carried, we
sow more seals of all sizes and des-
eription than we ever witnessed at all
the cireuses and zoos pat together, Be-
side all this Alaska s not without its
voleances. We saw one in action. And!
ag g climax the most beautiful glacier
in the worlil—Columbia Glacier,

Italian Lakes Rouse
Wander Fever

The new Roman Tatler features a
visit to the Italian Lakes, Como, Lu-
gano, Magegiore, and Garda, There is
a train that leaves Milan for the town
of Como, on Lake Como, about two-
thirty o‘clock In the afternoon. Arviv-
ing in the town, the frst thing one
sees is walls of towering mountains
all arcund it, mountains thal are over
geven thousand feet high. The Lake
is thirty miles long, two miles wide,
and over thirteen hundred feet desp
in some places. A uice place for a
swime- The water is a lovely blue. If
one wishes to take a ride up the lalke,
there iz a steamer there, the Plineo,
that makes trips for those who want
to see more of the beauty of the Lake.
The tewn of Como iz a very ancient
town, and the whole lake i surrounded
by resorts, onee ovcupied hy the cul-
tured Romans who found refuge from
the viglence of Rome.

The town of Gardone, on the western
border of Lake Carda, is alzo very
beautiful and impressive, Going farther
up Lake Gardd, the fown of Limone ig

posed, then He's wise, He knows that
which ig for our highest good. chief
joy and greatest blessing. He is en-
deavoring to make us heirs of God.
To do (hiz, said Dr. Ely, “we must al-
low him t¢ rale in our hearts, 'The
truth makes ug free and Jesus ig Lhe
emhodiment of truth. Tt is a pleasurs
for ne to do Jesus will,”

"Not onir iz He Lord but Christ?,
continwed Br. By, "He is Lotrd to ruls
and Christ to save. He ig the comple:
ment of both love and law. Al the
real law is lova. Law is authority.
Law and authority pre united fin
Christ who is love., Therefore Law g
love.”

“We have a flawless master, our
Lord and Christ. Youw're on the win-
ning side if you let him rule in your
hearts,” said Dr. Ely in conclusion,
“and you will recognize that He's not
only Lord, He's Christ.”

The Very Latest In Clubs

The Triangle of Sciznce

And now the Triangle club claims
attention, T is Lindenwooed's newest
honorary organization and was organ.
fzed by Miss Lear, Misg Kary, and D,
{ Ennis, Its membership includes the
best students from the chemisiry. the
mathematics and physics, and the bio-
logy departments,

The officers of this newly formed
club are: president, Lena Lewis; viees
president, Virginia' Green: secretary,
Anna Louise Kelley; treasprer, Cath-
erine Bernhoester.

Charter members of the Triangle
club are: Virginia Bear, Helen Bopp,
Flizabeth Burdick, Elizabeth Clark,

geen, the great center ol lemon and| Ruth (lement, Helen Davig, Mary Jane

olive growing,

Lavine, on Lake Maggiore, a typical
lake towzn, can best be remembered
hy its formally trimmed (rees, and
straight streets.

Goodwin, Dorothy Masters, Martha
Morris, Cathering Orr, Dorethy Taylor,
| Elizabeth Thomas, Helen Weber, Mary
Sue Wisdom and Murguerite Zimmer-
[ms.nn.
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College Calendar

Tuesday, May 13, 4:45 p. m.—Music
recital by Lucille GGabel and Genevieve
Lott.

Thursday, May 15, 11:00 a. m.—Ora-}

tory recital.
Bunday, May 18, 6:20 p. t.—Rev, R,
8. Kenaston at vesper service.

Faculty Pan-American

Miss Terhune, Dr. Tupper and Dr.
Ennis

During the weel end of May 1 to 3.
the Illinois Women's College at Jack-
sonville, IlL, held an Institute on Pan
American Relations, which Miss Ter-
hute, of the Spanish deparvtment, Dr.
Tupper, of the history department and
Dr. Ennis, head of the Biological
seience attended, Interesting and var-
ied in its program given by many emi-
nent men of the country, this meeting
marked an important milestons in the
history of Pan American relations in
conyeuning at a point in the midwest,

A reception was given to the speak-
ers and attending visitors on the open-
ing afternoon of the meeting, and that
night Prof, Edward A. Ross of the
University of Wisconsin gave the open-
ing address. On May 2, Fred Rippy
of Duke University, spoke on “Prob:-
lems involved in our Relationg with
Mexico”: Dr. Hubert C. Herring, Direc-
tor of the Commitee on Cultural Rela-
tions with Latin America, spoke! Prot.
Issac J. Cox of Northwestern Univer-
gity and Protf. Wiliam 8. Rober{son of
the University of Illinpls were also
speakerg on this day.

At the banguet held Friday evening,
the Senor Drv. Don Ricardoe J. Altaro,
Minister to the United States from
Panama, was the principal speaker,
addregsing the guests on the “Progress

of Arbitration and Conciliation on the

American Continent™.

Saturday concluded the session, and
Dir. Max Winkler, vice-president of
Bortram, Criscom and Company of
New York, spoke, as did Prof, Harry
T. Collings of the Universily of Penn-
slyvania on the subject, “International
Prablemg Invelved in the Growing In-
vestment of Capital from the United
States in Latin America”,

Mr, Chester D, Pugsley of New York
the donor of the Institute, presided at
all the sessious,

ing for those with a major interest in
these problems.

Officers Elected For

Delta Phi Delta:him to hasten on; the ghost of An-

Delta Phi Delta, the public school|leave all the weaklings in safety, and

music fraternity, held o meting Wed-
neday evening, May and elected
afficars for next yvear. They are Tearle
Seiling, St. Charles, Mo., president;
Katiesrving Davidson, DMarshalltown,

iy

lowa vice-president; Betty Leek, Den- | I-law, Py

ver, Colo, secretary;
Williams, Counecil Bluifs
urer.

Ty
. 1o

Playful Girls to Stephens

Saturday, May 10, nine of the givls
from Lindenwood’s A. A, went to Co-
lumbia to participate in the Play Day

held at Stephens Collezge. Louise
Tubls, Tuck Mitchell, La Verne
Wright, Rehecea Carr, Rose Keile,

Wleanor Eldridge Madeline Johnson,
Doily Kircher, and Dorothy Joslyn
went as A, A vepresentalives and of

course they had the biggest of bigl Lress
lstantly, Cne day he had the bad luck] Virgil, Elizabeth Pinkerton,

times.

Round table discus-|
giong were also a feature of this meet-|ave four very important visions; the

*Suttie’’, The Third
' Gives Recital

By P McP
Deorothy Sutton wag the last of the
famous thiee (Iris, Dottie, and Suttie)
to give her Senior recitali Dorothy
iy really an avtigt when it comes to
playing the pipe-organ. and she looked
very charming in a dress of pale pink

lace, tight walsted, and tiny puft
sleeves,
The opening number, Sonta in D

minor (first movement) by Guilmant,
was brilliantly executed and interpre-
ted. There was one long difficult pas-
sage for the pedals alone, and Suttie
can play as well with her [éet as with
her hands. It seemed almost a miracle
to the audience how one so small as
Suttie could get so much out of the
large organ. Bach's Prelude and Fugue
in' A minor was rather light, with nu-
merous runs, which were played very
evenly and perfect. In this selection
the theme could be played on the key-
bourd and then repeated on the pedals.

Cantilene by Pierne was a piece with
a heautiful singing melody. One could
imagine himsell on a high hill covered
with many trees and wild fiowers,which
overlooked a lake, and where soft
hreezeg swaved Lhe leaves of Lhe trees,
and coming to one in the peaceful qulet
was this melody floating out Lrom an
organ in a village church, The Concert
Piece in B by Pairker was a bright in-
teresting number from start to finish
and was followed by a number, Con
Grazia by Andrews, which was indeed
played with grace—a charming selec-
tion with a delightful, carefree melody.

Suttie finished her lovely recifal by
playing the Andante and Finale of the
Second Symphony of Widor, which ag
the other numbers did, proved her to
be a splendid organist.

Latin Club Meets

Pi Alpha Delta held its monthly
meeting in Sibley’s Y. W, parlors
Wednesday, April 30, at 8 o’clock. Ruth
Talbott and Auna Catherine Hurle
were initiated into the club.

As this vear is dedicated to the mem-
ory of Virgil, and Latin scholars all
over the world are making pilgrimages
to his birth place, it was fitting that
a Virgil program should be given.
Gieraldine Davies gave a short talk
on the Visiong in the Aeneid, There
vision of Hector when he warns
Aeneas (o escape burning Trov; the
ghost of Creusa, Aeneas' lost wile,
who apears to Aeneas and prophesies

and Winifred |and she was forced to flee to Africa
wal, treas. | for safety, When she had establis

concerning his future; the vision that
comeg to Aeneag in Crete and connsels

chises, Aenea’s father, who tells him to

to go and found a second Pergama in
[taly.

Cary Pankey gave a character sketeh
of Dide, the queen ol Ca 0 Dido
had & very tragic history Her brother-
l{on, killed her hushand,

w

Carthage, Aeneas came and Ven

caused her to be stricken by Cupld's

dart Aeneas and Dido lived togethar|
happily for some months, and then
Mercury was sent to Aeneas; to tell

him tp leave, Foor Dido plead in
vain, and az Aeneas’ ships sailed from
the harbor ol Carthage, Dido stabbed
herzelf pn a huge funerzsl pyre in tie
gourt yard, and died,

Julizg Thomson gave some extracts
from Dide's diary. This diary had
been paved [rom the fuweral pyre by

a davoted slave who worshiped his mis-

 baok).

He bhad kept it with him con-

Mr. Farmer Speaks

To Bark Reporter|

The Lindenwood farm is certainly
thriving and things are going on theve
in a big way. Five hundred new chicks
have made their appearance and also
fifteen modest little pigs,

My, Farmer told the reporter that al-
together he had [forty-five head of
hogs; four geese; two friendly dogs
(by the way, one didn't seem so very
friendly at the first approach); and
four horses. Then he told of his erops.
He has twenty-five acres of beautitul
green wheat, twelve acres of corn, six
of oats, and fifteen of hay, All are
doing fine.

While the reporter was gazing at
some hogg, peacefully lying in a cool
mud lhole, a terrible hissing sound al-
most scared her out of seven years'
growth., She turned and saw a big
grey goose coming toward her—Well,
the dust blinded the poor thing so
much that it decided to go on about its
own businesg, Thank goodness.

Veal Chop Dinner
Served by Verna

Will they never quit torturing the
poor working students with accounts
of the luscious Home He. dinners?
Here Verna Bredenbeck of St. Chavleg
save one at 6 o’clock, Thursday. May 8.
The menu consisted of:

Breaded veal chops
(ireen string beans Stuffed potatoes
Tomato Salad
Butter horns and ice tea
Apricot dainty

Misg Morris, Rosemary ‘.:‘ml.\.l‘ie.be'.r,1
Ruth Schifferer, and Miss Mortensen!
were guests at the dinner.

Irwin Houses Much Talent

ITrwin Hall presented the program at
Y. W. C. A. Wednesday evening, April:
30. It was an easy problem for them,
gince practically every girl in the
building has a talent, merely a matter
of gelection,

So, Maxine Woll played several pop-
ular songs When the audience finally
subsided, Reth Wollemann gave James
Whitcomb Riley's “That Old Sweet-
heart Of Mine” She was received
with enthusiasm, too.

The crowning number was “Mac's”
singing and playing, Her interpretation
of old favorites brought cheers along
with the applause. But when she gave
two of her own compositions, “Liking
You"”, and “Love Memories”, she was
met with an ovation, Poor Mac! She
has been called upon enough hereto-
fore, hut from now on!

to be eaten by a huge crocodile, and
the Diary was loat to view for cen-
turies,

But Richard Halliburton, while
1, chanced to go swim-
ile -and fort tely was
t reptile,
ore, and

[Mdo's Diary, (Miss Thom-
son gaig that this story would prob-
ably he publizshed in Halliburton's next
This priceless possession has
maiy pages burned away, but Rome
very interesting extracts-—prinicpally
concerning the courtship ol Aeneas—
are gtill readable,

Effie Blanche Martin read a Parody
on Virzil. This parody was a modern
version. of the leave-taking of Dido
antd Aeneas. It was regretted that
there was not time for the two re-
maining numbers; The Fall of Troy,
Margery Rlorence, and The Life of]

ng & bro

: in the

A
b, §
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Fluttering Chiffons
Grace Home Ec., Tea

The Home Economies department
entertained Wednesday alternoon
April 30, with a tea, honoring the col-
lege administration and faculty. In
addition to the guests, each girl in the
department invited a friend. The tea
was held from 4 to 5:30, in the Home
Beonomics parlors.

Those receiving were Misses Marie
Mortensen, Barbara Ringer. Madeline
Johnson, and Nina Snyder. Miss Mor-
tensen wore a blue crepe frock, with
white collar and cuffs. and white moire
slippers. Madeline was dressed in a
pastel pink georgette dress with
matehing slippers Barbara was in red
georgette and Nina in blue.

Tea was served in the dining room,
Mary Jane Goodwin and Dorothy Tay-
lor presiding the earlier part of the af-
ternoen, Alice MacLean and Jean Cald.
well the latter. Mary Jane was dressed
in a frock of beige lace, and Dorolhy
in one pf green crepe. Jean wore oxr-
chid orzandie and Alice, red.

The table was so very pretty, with

ity centerplece of ivory tea roses, and
the tall ivory candles buruing in silver
candle sticks. Tea, fruit punch, an as-
sortment of dainty sandwiches, cans
dies, frosted tea cakes, and salted al-
monds were served, Everything was
delightful, and the Home Economics
department is justly proud of its girls,
not alone as cooks, but as charming
hostesses,
' So many pretty dresses were worn
at the tea, Mrs. Roemer wore a green
and white printed crepe. Dr. Gregg's
dress was of printed chiffon, with a
black trim. and she wore a black hat.
Misgg Adyg Tucker's dress was of brown
georgette, Miss Morris was dressed
black crepe frock trimmed in
cream lace, and a black hat.

Helen Henderson wore o pink fower-
ed chiffon, Laura Hauck's frock was
orange georgette, and Elizabeth Buye
dick was dressed in green georette.
There were just ever so many other
pretty  dresses, flowered georgettes,
chiffons, plain and printed crepes, and
every pne looked so nice and “sum-
mery"”.

———
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STRAND

THEATRE

TUES. —WED.—THUR.—FRI1. NIGHT
SAT. MAT.

HAROLD LLOYD'S

First Talkie Mvictone

“Welcome Danger”

SATURDAY NIGHT
Two Road Shows—7:00 and 9:00 P. M.
Road Show Special

All In Natural Colors

The Vagabond King

with

Dennig King—Jeanette- McDonald




