




















When The Woman’s Building

Was New—

E WERE sitting at dinner, such a

dinner as only Alice Cimmer, '00,
for 25 years head of the home eco-
nomics department of the Battle Creek
school system, could prepare. We hadn’t
seen each other for 35 years, but bound
by common memories of our Alma
Mater, we turned time back and were
young again.

“I saw in the last Record,” said
Alice, “the Woman’s Building is no
longer a dormitory. How strange that
seems! Remember the fall of 1900
when we moved in?”

“Do I remember? I should say I do.
The building was then the last word in
modern convenience, and we consid-
ered ourselves very fortunate to secure
rooms there after Abbot Hall and The
Terrace. But the floors were not yet
laid in the halls, and we had to trail
our long skirts through piles of mor-
tar and debris, leaving clouds of dust
behind us.”

[ UT what a happy bunch we were

as we sat in the alcove on the
second floor, in our stiff shirtwaists,
long skirts and enormous pompadors,”
~ Alice smiled. “Our greatest care in the
world was the incredible slowness of
the farm wagons in bringing our trunks
from the railroad station.”

“That was no small care,” I pro-
tested. “The word trunk still gives me
a nightmare. I came early that year
to spend a day on the river at Grand
Ledge, with three friends, before rules
began.”

“Rules were rules in those days,”
laughed Alice, “absolute quiet from 7
to 10 p. m., lights out at 10, two eleven
o’clock parties a term. Think of it, and
now they have a dating bureau!”

“Indeed they were! Well, I got there
ahead of the rules and had my day at
Grand Ledge. I remember I was wear-
ing quite the latest thing in sport
clothes, a short skirt (all of six inches
from the floor), low-heeled, heavy-
soled oxfords and the inevitable shirt-
waist. I shall never forget it. There
were no dress shops then. I wore that
same costume everywhere I went, for
one solid week while waiting for my
trunk. And all the while the first floor
hall was heaped with trunks which be-
longed over at Wells.”
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My hostess laughed heartily, “Yes
I well remember. I only hope that
some man over at Wells was suffering
similar tortures.”

“I am sure,” I said firmly, ‘“that no
mere mixup in baggage could ever
cause a man the humiliation that I suf-
fered as night after night I was forced
to wear that soiled shirtwaist and that
short skirt to dinner.

[0 ND what a scramble to get to din-
ner,” mused Alice. “There was

no elevator in the building and we
climbed the stairs to the third floor
three times a day besides taking our
turn at table waiting. How the girls
used to hate to sit at the Dean’s table!”
“I can’t forget the first time I sat at
her table. It was on a Saturday and
a little freshman asked permission to
go down town that afternoon. Miss

Buell Broadcasts

The dream of every radio script
writer and program director is to
see his show “make the big time.”
On April 9, Don Buell, instructor
in speech at M. S. C., wrote and
directed the program that was
presented by NBC via its “Farm
and Home” hour. The program
was sponsored by and built up
around the activities of the Mich-
igan Junior Farm Bureau.

Since last fall Mr. Buell has
been in charge of writing and pro-
ducing the Michigan Junior Farm
Bureau program heard weekly
over the college station WKAR.
The success of this series prompted
officials in charge of the “Farm
and Home” hour to ask Mr. Buell
to transfer his entire cast to Chi-
cago for a guest appearance. A
nationwide network -carried the
broadcast.

Besides his work on the Junior
Farm Bureau show Mr. Buell is
also known for his dialect comedy
skits, presented regularly over

WKAR.

Keller graciously consented and asked
the girl if she would get her some
dental floss. ‘Oh, with pleasure,” gushed
the grateful freshman, ‘what color do
you want?’”

“Speaking of Dean Keller, do you
remember our student council and
house committees?” Alice asked. “I get
a good laugh whenever I think of the
time they appointed you to go to the
cook and protest against his smoking.
Do you remember him? He was a little
man, who learned to cook in the navy.
He lived in a room in the basement
and every evening after the dinner was
over, the aroma of his cigar would
penetrate up our stairways and mingle
with the odors of powder and perfume
in the upper halls. And you refused to
remonstrate with him-—what an indi-
vidualist you were! I thought they
would surely have you on the carpet
for that.”

¢«TNDEED, I do remember! After the
meeting you urged me to go down
and tell the Dean I would go down. You
were a post-graduate that year, Alice,
and you knew, while I was a sopho-
more and only thought I knew. But
I still don’t see why the poor man
shouldn’t have been permitted to smoke
perfectly good cigars—they were ten-
cent ones, I'm sure—in his own room.
Anyway Miss Crow saved me. She
went. I never knew what she said to
him, but the little cook continued to
smoke. How customs have changed!”

Alice rose and brought in the dessert,
delicious ice topped with hot chocolate
syrup and nuts, just as we used to have
at Sunday dinner when the Woman’s
Building was new.

“The house organization was pretty
simple in those days,” she said. “The
Dean, the head of the home economics
department, her assistants, and the
physical education instructor, all lived
right there with us. They slept in
rooms adjoining the fire escapes so that
late loiterers on the campus wculd not
find it so simple to arrange with their
friends to leave the window unlatched.
That just about took care of the
discipline problem.”

“Oh, was that the system?” I ex-
claimed, “I, in my (Turn to page 23)
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