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METROPOLIS IN SLEET
By Cora Glasgow

A mist of chilly, pungent rain

Was soaking all the street;

St. Louis on a winter day—

Metropolis in sleet.

People bustling through the streets

In slickers, shiny bright—

A newsboy, with his shoulders
bunched

To fend the coming night.

Above the soft and hazy line

Of buildings, blurred in smoke,

A sky of softest pigeon grey

Hung low, a drapped cloak

A city with the surging life

Of busy, happy crowds—

A city drowned in shades of
grey—,

Serene and calm with clouds.

Its spirit sank into the thoughts

Of those who sought its themes—

A sombre grey, and yet a grey

Of incense-heavy dreams.

FROM THE BANK
By Helen B. Wilson

Stretched flat upon my back, I
drowsed luxuriously upon thegreen
cushioned bank. Close beside my
sleepy ear, a clear little mountain
stream tinkled and swirled about
the pebbles painted in dull, warm
browns and reds. I crumbled the
rich, black soil in my inert hand. It
fell to creamy fragments just as
fudge melts into thick, moist bits
under crunching teeth. My idle eye
wandered up the brown trunk of a
near by tree, lingering on a decay-
ing chip of bark under which I
caught a glimpse of tender, white
wood, pausing to follow the course
of a tiny bettle whose glistening
black armor reflected the rays of
the low hung sun.

Then, my eye was caught by
the gleam of sprouting leaves
sketched upon thc hazy blue can-
vas of the sky misted here and there
by the trailing white chiffon of the
clouds. Then the flame of a robin’s
breast caught my glance and my
drowsy eyes followed his flight in-
to the green of the leaves until he
hovered over a tiny nest of dried
grass neatly tucked away among the
warm brown branches: Four half-
naked scrawny necks and glistening
yellow beaks gave evidence that the
familiar whirr of his wings was
eagerly welcomed, Perched upon
the nest's edge, he dropped a wrig-

gling white grubworm into a wide-

_ ly gaping bill, watching to see

that the fortunate one was not de-
prived for his spoil by clamorous
brothers. Then he flew out in
search of more fat worms or deli-
cious insects.

The April wind blew gently
through the swaying branches, lift-
ing my hair with tmid fingers. 1
drifted to sleep under the soft
music of its hum.

MERELY A BATH

By Edith Parker

If a bath means nothing to you
except the custom of this civilized
world of getting into a tub of
water, which is usually too hot or
too cold; scrubbing yourself until
you smart all over; getting soap in
both eyes; then jumping out onto
a slimy floor and nearly freezing—
well then, this essay was never
intended for you, so toss it aside.
But, if a bath to you means the
recreation of stepping into a nice
white tub of lukewarm water,
highly perfumed by bath salts: lei-
surely lying back while the water
folds about you; making delightful
foamy soapsuds: then after splash-
ing cold water, briskly rubbing
yourself until you feel as if you'd
visited the fountain of youth—
then you are my friend- To me a
bath is almost sacred. It is a rite I
perform every day of my life as
regularly as I eat my meals. The
old jokes of the Saturday night
bath only, I think, are simply vul-
gar,

When I was a child and grew
tired in the middle of the day, I
was put to bed for a nap. But
now, after a busy day at school I
take my bath and then I'm ready
for dinner, a dance, or whatever
the evening's program may be.

During my bath I have time to
relax and think over my day. If
something has gone wrong I try to
work it out or I plan what I want
the rest of my day to be like.

Sometimes I'm not concerned
with the present but wonder about
the future. Where will I be in ten
years? Twenty years? What is my
life work going to be? I love these
thoughts!

When I’m in a deep philosophi-
cal mood, I wonder about big
things. Reincarnation is one of
my favorite questions. I think that
maybe I was here before or will

come again—perhaps as some tal-
enteq person. 1 ponder over Mars
and enlarge upon H. G. Wells’
“Men Like Gods”.

If 1 have been reading either a
novel by Walpole or poems by
Sarah Teasdale, during my bath I
follow. Harmer John, trying to
solve his problem, or perhaps I re-
main in the mystic land of poetry-
If it is frivolous reading I've been
doing, for instance stories by Alice
Duer Miller, Temple [Bailey, or
Berta Ruck, I picture these carefree,
everyday characters as I lie on my
perfumed cushions of water.

I sing, too. My bath would
never be complete unless 1 rendered
two or three of my latest “favor-
ites””. At other times 1 dare not
open my mouth because 1 well
know that my voice is my failing.
But in the solitude of a bath I soar
high to the sky or down to the
very depths. I believe that I in-
herited this trait because at home it
was never the alarm that awakened
me in the morning, but my father
singing ‘‘I found a horse shoe’ as
he took his morning shower.

Best of all, though, 1 like to
build air castles. They loom up as
the bubbles of my soap. They last
for awhile, but as the bubbles
vanish when the water hits them,
so my castles disappear as I get
out, dress, and return to my right
mind, However, soap bubbles have
left their impression because I am
clean and refreshed. Thus my
‘bath dreams’ have cleared my
mind and I take up life again with
new vim and enthusiasm.

“I'VE MISSED YOU SO"

By Elisabeth Austin

“I've missed you so..____
Is all that I can say. :

How can I tell him
Of hours of tears?

Of longing, of pain?
Of hours of heartache?

That white moon yonder

Across the cedar trees

Only makes me long

For the red moon and windy hill
Of long ago.

tal

“I"ve missed you so.______
Is all that I can say.

Across a dull sky

Trails a haggard moon,

Her beauty dimmed by morning
veils.
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was built by Mrs. Sibley, and no
matter how many beautiful, new
buildings rise to take its place, we
will always remember the humble
little house as it has stood for so
many Yyears.

STUDENTS TUESDAY
RECITAL

The music students’ recital given
in Roemer Auditorium Tuesday,
March 5, consisted of two groups
of piano numbers and one group
of songs. In the first group were
Jennie Ruth Gamble who played
Elegie, by Nollet, and Phyllis Mc-
Farland who played Ballade, Op.
23 by Gilbert. These were charm-
ing selections and very well render-
ed.

Ann Hoefer sang beautifully
Jenne Fillette an 18th century Ber-
getette, and Snowflakes, by Mal-
linson. These were given in Ann’s
well-known charming manner.
Lillian Smith captivated her audi-
ence with The Blackbird’s Song,
by Scott and Little Shepherd's
Song, by Edwards, Hester Moore
sang dellghtfully Two Roses, by
Gilberte and Ma Little Banjo, by
Dichmont.

The two piano numbers, Jap-
anese Ballade, by Yamada, played
by Georgie Daniels and Valick by
Mokrejs, played by Hardy Al-
bright were very lovely.

ADVANCE STUDENTS
RECITAL

A very excellent program was
given at the Thursday assembly,
February 21, by the students of the
Mucic Department. The pianists
were: Ruth Correa, Ruth Ful-
ler Mary Catherine Craven,
and Virginia Ann Shrimpton. The
soloists were Ruth Thompson, and
Pauline Brown. Naida Porter, ac-
companied by Letha Bailey, played
two violin solos. A duet by Wilma
Rhinehart and Clara Bowles was
postponed on account of the for-
mers illness.

Miss Linneman of the Art De-
partment spent last week-end in
Columbia, Missouri as the guest
of Dean and Mrs. Jas: T. Quarles.
Dean Quarles was head of the
Music Deartment at Lindenwood.
Friday night, March 8, Miss
Linnemann with bher host and
hostess attended the Beaux Arts
Ball at the Tiger Hotel.

FRENCH INITIATES
PRESENT PLAY

The members of Beta Pi Theta
were delightfully entertained at
their meeting held the afternoon of
March 6, by the fraternity initiates,
who presented a clever little farce
by Schentove, entitled, ‘'L’Anglais
qu'on le parle”. These newly ini-
tiated members showed themselves
dramatically inclined, for the play
was given in a professional manner,

Betty Jack took the part of the
ardent lover, and was supported by
Dorothea McCulloh with whom
she was eloping. The heavy father
was played in a very characteristic
manner by Eleanor Richardson,
who took delight in embarassing
the interpreter, Frances Elliot. Pep
Perry was the pert efficient cashier
to perfection. She was aided by
Helen Diehr, the bell-boy. Helen
was particularly good in this part
and deserves a lot of credit. Clara
Nathan was the inspector and she
inspected very well. Ruth Lemen
played a dual role. She was The
Policeman. She also gave a sum-
mary of the play before it opened.
Marian Becker had charge of the
costumes and Doris Force of the
properties. As the first effort at en-
tertainment by these new members.
this play was remarkably popular.

“LIVING PLUS”
Subject at Vespers

Mr. Preston G. Orwig, a mem-
ber of the Youth’s Foundation of
St. Louis and an Elder in the First
Presbyterian Church spoke at Ves-
pers Sunday night, February 24 on
“Living Plus’’ which is living ac-
cording to the Jesus Way,

Van Dyke gave “Four things a
man must learn to do’’ If he would
make his living true: To think
without confusion clearly, To act
with honest motives purely, To
love your fellow men sincerely, To
trust in God and Heaven securely.”
Mr. Orwig believes that Van Dyke
bad “living plus’’ in mind when he
wrote this poem. ‘‘Religion is life.
The greatest comand is ‘Thou shalt
love the Lord thy God with all thy
heart with all thy soul and with
all thy mind, and thy neighbor as
thyself.” This tallies with Van
Dyke’s poem, with Luke in ‘And
the boy, Jesus increased in wisdom,
in stature, in favor with God and
his Fellow men.’'

SIRENS OF CAPRI
APPEAR IN TATLER

Views of Capri, that enchanting
isle at the Mediterranean gateway
to Naples, comprise this week’s
Roman Tatler, Capri is famous
for the sirens who used to lure
sailors to destruction on the rocky
coasts, These sailors sealed their
ears with sealing wax to avoid the
fateful songs. One of the pictures
shows the fabled rock from which
the sirens saw the “Winged Gal-
ley’* bear Ulysses safely by. An-
other shows a modern siren.

There is a view of their island
from the height of Monte Solaro,
and another of a distant summit
on which may be seen the ruins of
the Villa Jovis, where Tiberius,
stepson and successor to Augustus
Caesar, lived the last ten years of
his life. In the background is the
Sorrentine Peninsula on the main-
land. There are two other pictures,
One shows a corner of the garden
of a Capri villa, with lavish foli-
age, The other shows a garden of
pines on a Caprian hill. The Tat-
ler concludes with a note that
modern voyagers who wish to
escape the lure of this island should
wear blindfolds-

The Roman Tatler last week
was very unusunal for it gave, in the
literary section, a beauty talk by
Helen of Troy. She says that it is
the advertising that makes the
beauty because man never knows
what he wants until some other
man wants it. A woman must be
an artful deceiver. In the same
section was a short play showing
that Cupid and Psyche had matri-
monial troubles even as people of
today do. There was a very good
picture of the Greek Sculpture of
the fourth century B. C.—Aphro-
dite,

In the feature section was an
article about Ambrose, an Austrian
sculptor and his The Aviator's
End. In the Legend, Icarus fell
when his wax wings melted. The
agonized face and the position of
his body shows Ambrose’s genius.
rose’s genius.

The jokes were exceedingly
clever and the advertisement in red
certainly attractive. It is entitled
Thumbs Up and sets forth the fact
that perfect piston rings today are
just as important as oats were to
the Roman charioteer of Nero’s
time,
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SOPHS PLANS FOR PROM

PRINCIPALLY MEN

Once again the sophs come into
their own—this time with men.
Many are the carefully penned mis-
sives that are being dropped in the
mail boxes. The solution to the
mystery is none other than the
Sophomore Prom.

Rumors have been circulating
freely among the sophs, but they
were definitely affirmed last week
with the result that every sopho-
more who can possibly entice 2 man
squeals eagerly and frequently,
“Can’t wait till the twenty-sec-
ond,” for Friday, March 22 is the
date set for the Sphomore dinner
dance which will be begun at 6:30
P- M. in the dining room and con-
tinne—well, there are more
rumors as to how long it will be
continued. Let it suffice to say that
up to the present time mo sopho-
more has looked downcast at the
mention of it so the chances are
that the gentlemen friends will not
be leaving at the customary hour of
ten,

It seems as though there was a
reason after all for the class choos-
ing black and white for their colors.
Futuristic decorations are quite the
thing at present, and can anyone
imagine anything more clever than
a prom with black and white futur-
istic decorations.

MARCH TAKES THE LEAD
Spring Brings Vacation Thoughts

March had the leading masculine
role in the Springtime Musical
Comedy which was presented at 5
o'clock on a Friday morning. With
a chorus of cloud maidens, to the
lilting strains of a bird orchestra,
the fickle actor parted the orchard
and rose curtains which shielded
the Sun God and stepped forth to
be the central attraction for 31 days.

All this translated into Weather-
man English simply reads: Fair
Friday and Saturday, storm clouds
on Saturday and probably rain.
Only an energetic early bird or
Journalist intent on getting the
proper data would get up at 5
o'clock in the morning to watch
whether a2 mouth ‘“came in”" as the
proverbial lion or lamb. But early
birds, worms and journalists were
well repaid by the glorious sunrise.
Careful attention was paid to the
detail but no lambs were seen

gamboling on the campus, though
there were some dogs frisking over
the golf course.

March has a particular signifi-
cance for Lindenwood girlss On
its 27th day is the beginning of
Spring Vacation. April fairs not
so well in collegiate minds for its
showers are the accumulation of
the tears of those vacacionists who
had not had cuts to take or had
taken too many.

But first of all, the giddy lady
herself must be ushered in on the
21st. O. O. Mclntrye says ‘‘it’s
time for all the poets to begin com-
posing sonnets.” Not everybody
rhymes words, but not a few are
preparing lyrics in new spring out-
fits. Green bids fair to rival all
other colors in fashion notes. From
head to heel it is well expressed in
the range of shades, including the
mens’ bright soft felts and the re-
turn engagement of light tomed
pumps for the ladies.

For those who aren’t vitally in-
terested in clothes, but who isn't,
there are the seed catalogues to
cause an evolution in the soul.
Sweer pea seeds, what was it Keats
said about curling fingers, are al-
ready under the moist soil, and no
doubt in some places the crocuses
are croaking at the occasional cold
spells-

MUSIC AND ORATORY
FACULTY ENTERTAIN

Miss Criswell opened the faculty
recita] at Roemer Auditorium, Fri-
day Night, March 1, with three
short French songs: ‘“‘Je Suis Trop
Jeunette’” by Deems Taylor
(French Air of the 14th Century),
“Je pleure en reve” by Hue, and
“Le Coeur de Ma Mie” by Dal-
croze. She wore a blue chiffon
gown ornamented at the waist with
a large flat pink rose.

Miss Steeve, attired in a pink lace
gown which was very becoming to
ber tall blond beauty, read J. M.
Barrie’s “Twelve Pound Look’’,
and Miss Criswell followed with
Puccin’s "“Si mi chiamano Mimi”
(La Boheme).

Miss Rhodes then came on the
stage in a gown of shaded red and
white chiffon and played five num-
bers: “Aufshwing” by Schumann;
Chopin’s “‘Impromptu’’; silvery
‘“Peflets dans !'eau’’ by Debussy;
and Albeuiz’s spirited ‘‘Sequidilla.”
Her numbers were eathusiastically
received.

Miss Criswell then sang four

numbers in English: “Song of the
Robin” by Case, ‘‘Sanctuary” by
LaForge, *'Yesterday and Today”’
by Spross, and “Burtrerflies’ by
Seiler. Miss Gravely was her ac-
companiest.

Miss Steeve's last number, “‘Edith
Cavell” by Ruth Comfort Mitchell
gave an opportunity for portrayal
of emotion and character in the
personification of the martyred
Nurse Cavell-of the World Whr.
Miss Criswell, the soprano, Miss
Rhodes the pianist, and Miss Steeve
the reader, all received beautiful
flowers from admiring friends and
students.

TRAVELING BY HEART

Miss Gertrude Prack, secretary
of the young people’s work in the
Second Presbyterian Church of St.
Louis, spoke to the eleven o'clock
assembly, Thursday, February 28,
on the subject of “Traveling by
Heart.”” :

Miss Prack quoted from a poem
which says, “A little road says go
and a little house says stay.” ‘‘No
matter how happy we are, the
little road calls us to go to find the
country to which God calls us.

“Traveling by the heart is much
harder than by geography, for there
are no formulas for the journey of
life. However, it is easier if we
get some equipment. Some think
the guide can be found in books,
and they become students, but
there are places where we must go
alone,

Decisions and situations arise
that exist for only one person. God
does not want us to be in such
peril, so He has offered Christ to us
with the chance of choosing
whether we shall take him or go
our own way. This is one of the
greatest decisions which we have to
make in our lives,

SPEAKER AT VESPERS

Rev. R. W. Ely of the First
Presbyterian Church of St. Char-
les, was the speaker at the vesper
service in Roemer auditorium at
6:30 o'clock on Sunday evening,
March 3. Dr. Ely, who is a well-
known speaker here, chose his text
from John 8:12, where Jesus said,
“I am the light of the world: he
that followeth me shall not walk
in darkness, but shall have the
light of life.”’



