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Deer Trail

IT  W AS w inter in the  m ountains. We had  followed the 
deer-tracks for several miles through deep woods, now 
along a p a th , now forcing our w ay through th ick  under

brush  w hich our gam e had cleared w ith  one effortless bound. 
T he tro u t stream s, rushing and tum bling hard ly  a m onth  
before, were frozen still. A th in  layer of sparkling ice covered 
each bare  black twig and every blade of yellow grass, m aking 
them  snap and crackle under our footsteps. T he dark-green 
branches of the fir-trees, w eighted down w ith a heavy  layer of 
snow, sen t an unwelcome shower upon us w henever we brushed 
by them .

A t last the trail brought us to  a standstill on the wide, flat 
top  of a hill. A typical soft g ray  w in ter sky brooded low over 
the  m assive w hite m ountains surrounding us.

W ith o u t any  w arning it began to  snow. We w ent on. There 
was no sound b u t th a t o f crunching snow under our shuffling 
feet. T here was no wind a t all, and  the th ick  w hite flakes 
cam e dow n slowly, softly, to  light silently and pile up in drifts 
deep, deep, and deeper. I t  was hard  to  walk. R ather, we 
ploughed through, kicking the  snow aside a t  every step.

Suddenly  m y com panion grabbed m y arm  and  pointed. 
H ard ly  tw en ty  y a rd s  ahead, not one b u t three or four w hite
tailed deer, barely discernible th rough  the  falling snow, tro tted  
across our tra il. T h e  leader, im m ediately s ta rtled , wheeled 
and  bounded off in ano ther direction. T he whole herd, more 
th an  tw en ty  in all, followed, running a t  full speed, m isty  
graceful forms, and vanished in to  the silent falling flakes.

P a t r ic ia  H e r r i n g , '3 2



M r. Millet

T H E  las t  b a s k e t  o f  a p p l e s  h a d  been ho i s t ed  i n to  t h e  
w ag on .  W i t h  a s a t is f ied  g r u n t  Air .  M i l l e t  h e a v e d  h is  
l arge  b lue -o ve r a l l ed  b u lk  o n t o  t h e  d r i v e r ’s p e r c h  a n d  

g a t h e r e d  t h e  re ins  i n t o  his  ha n d s .
“ B r in g  t h e m  p i c k i n ’ h o o k s  u p  t ’ t h e  b a r n  befor e  y o u  go 

ho m e ,  B il l , ”  he r e m a r k e d  o v e r  his  s h o u l d e r  t o  t he  b o n y  y o u t h  
w h o  c o n s t i t u t e d  h is  e n t i r e  s t a l l  ol f a r m  help .  “ A n d  h u r r y  
a b o u t  i t ! ” lie r o a r ed  w i t h  su c h  v e h e m e n c e  t h a t  t h e  b o n y  
y o u t h  l e aped  i n to  a c t i o n  as  t h o u g h  p u s h e d  v io l e n t l y  f r om 
beh ind .

M r .  Mi l l e t  c l u ck ed  t o  t h e  hor se ,  a n d  w i t h  a  c r e a k i n g  o f  
whee ls  a n d  sw i s h ing  of g r a s s  t h e  w a g o n  c o m m e n c e d  i ts  lei
su r e ly  cou r se  h o m e w a r d .  T h e  su n  w as  s e t t i ng ,  a n d  t h e  a r c h e d  
ais les  of t h e  o r c h a r d  b r i m m e d  w i t h  r u d d y  l ight .  I he  cold,  
d r y  a i r  wa s  f r a g r a n t  w i t h  t h e  s w e e t n e s s  o f  t h e  n ew ly  p i c ked  
appl e s ,  t h e  p l e a s a n t  c i d e r v  smel l  of t h e  r o t t i n g  f ru i t  on  t h e  
g ro un d ,  a n d  t h e  s h a r p  i ncens e  ol s m o k e  f r o m  t h e  leal fires in 
t h e  vi l lage.  M r .  M i l l e t ’s ey e  r o a m e d  w i t h  p l e a s u re  o v e r  t h e  
hi l lside,  d o w n  ac ro s s  t h e  va l l ey  w i t h  i t s  t o y  f a r m h o u se s ,  to 
w he re  low m o u n t a i n s  l ay  ve i l ed  in b lue  a n d  v iol e t  haze .

T h e  old ho r s e  s t o p p e d  a t  t h e  b a r n  ga t e ,  a n d  M r .  Mi l l e t  
c l a m b e r e d  d o w n  f r o m  his p e r c h  w i t h  c o n s i d e r ab l e  puff ing.  H e  
lef t  t h e  ho r se  for  t h e  b o n y  y o u t h  t o  u n h a r n e s s  a n d  en t e r e d  
t h e  twi l i gh t  d i m n e s s  o f  t h e  big b a r n .  T h e  l a t e  su n  c r e p t  in 
go lden  b a r s  t h r o u g h  t h e  c r a c k s  a n d  c h i n k s  u p  ne a r  t h e  root .  
I n  he r  s t a n c h i o n  t h e  J e r s ey  cow s h oo k  h e r  h ead  a n d  lowed 
hung r i l y .  M r .  Mi l l e t  s t r o d e  o v e r  t o  t h e  g r a i n  close t  w i th  t h e  
ieed m e as u re .  H e  r e a p p e a r e d  a n d  e m p t i e d  a  s t r e a m  of swee t  
m a s h  a n d  d r i e d  a l f a l f a  i n to  he r  t r o u g h ,  t h e n  s t o od  lor  a 
m o m e n t  t o  w a t c h  t h e  s o a p y  b l ue  m uz z l e  snuff  a n d  b low in t h e  
f r a g r a n t  pi le m  a n  e c s t a sy  ol e age rnes s .  P r e s e n t l y  he  t o o k  a  
b r i gh t  pa i l  f r o m th e  co r n e r  a n d  b a l a n c in g  his  h ug e  fo r m  u p o n  
a t h r ee - l egged  s t ool  s e n t  t h e  first s p u r t  h i s s ing a g a in s t  t h e  
e m p t y  b o t t o m .

T h .  ' o ugh  t h e  op e n  d o o r  a s t r i p  of t u m b l e d  s t o n e  wal l  wa s  
vis ible,  t h e  c r i m s o n  s t a r s  f r om (he  big m a p l e  s p l a sh in g  its 
s t o ne s  w i t h  v iv id  color .  A s t r i p e d  c h i p m u n k  w h i s k ed  d o w n  th e  
m a p l e ’s t r u n k  a n d  s t o p p e d  on  a  b r o a d  rock,  tw i t c h i n g  his 11 cift



of a tail and  scolding hoarsely. The next in s tan t he had van
ished, and  M r. M ille t’s eyes bulged w ith w rath . Along the 
wall a sinuous black body was gliding. I t  paused near the 
rock, crouching, and  its yellow eyes fixed them selves upon the 
hole w here the ch ipm unk’s ta il had  been a m om ent before.

“ So i t ’s you  again, you  durn  c a t! ’’ ejaculated  M r. M illet, 
rising w ith such rap id ity  th a t the pail overturned  and spilled 
its foam ing con ten ts over the  d u sty  floor. C rim son w ith  sup
pressed em otion, he tip toed  elaborately  to  the harness closet 
and cam e out again bearing a long old-fashioned shotgun. He 
peered around  the  corner of the  door and  beheld the ca t 
hunched up in a sphinx-like a ttitu d e , perfectly  m otionless. 
H e took aim , shu t his eyes so tig h t th a t they  d isappeared in 
the folds of his cheeks, and fired. T here  was a terrific bang— 
a wild yowl. G radually  M r. M illet opened his eyes and  forced 
him self to  look in the d irection of the wall. Among the scarlet 
m aple leaves a lim p black object lay crum pled.

H e shuddered, and after restoring His m urderous weapon to 
the harness closet ven tu red  fo rth  and concealed j th e  obect 
of his crim e beneath  several layers of ea rth  and  m aple leaves. 
H av ing  com pleted th is rite , he regarded the  small m ound 
gravely, then, m oved by  a sudden impulse, dislodged a lichen- 
em broidered rock from  the wall and placed it uprigh t upon 
the spot. W hereupon, ra th e r asham ed of this m audlin show of 
sen tim ent, he retu rned  to  the  barn  w histling A nnie  Laurie  and 
swinging the shovel.

T he m ilking even tually  finished, he w ent through the ritua l 
o f locking up w hich he had  perform ed in exactly  the  same 
m anner for tw enty  years. E ach  door had to  be closely in 
spected, even to the d u sty  old one leading to  the silo, which 
no one ever opened. As he approached th is door a small 
sound a ttra c te d  his a tten tio n . H e stopped and  listened—it 
cam e again, a tiny  th in  cry. A cold sensation penetra ted  M r. 
M ille t’s spine. T he sound was repeated  and seemed to  be 
issuing from an  old peach basket in the corner of a deserted 
horse-stall. H e clim bed over the steel en tanglem ent of a hay- 
rake and gingerly peered in to  the dep ths of the basket. A bit 
o f  the darkness far down in the bo tto m  wriggled and mewed 
fain tly . M r. M ille t’s large hand  descended and groped about 
un til it grasped a soft w arm  morsel of fur. T he next m om ent 
he stood gravely  regarding the  large-headed shapeless object



which nosed blindly over the  broad expanse of his palm . 
“ Well, I ’m  durned ,”  he m urm ured, and clum sily extended his 
little  finger tow ard the  place w here the k itten ’s nose ought to 
have been. T he little  c rea tu re  rubbed its  dam p muzzle against 
it, mewing fain tly ; then , opening a very  sm all p ink m outh , it 
m oistened the  extrem e tip  of the  finger w ith a rosy curl of 
tongue. M r. M illet presented his thum b  w ith  the sam e effect. 
A t th a t point an  idea bu rst upon him. H e restored the k itten  
to the peach basket and, clim bing back over the hay-rake 
w ith some difficulty, w ent across the y a rd  to  the  k itchen door.

Along the rail of the back porch a row of pot-bellied pum p
kins gleamed w arm ly in the light from the window. Peering 
cautiously in, he beheld his wife, her th in , pinched coun te
nance flushed to a dull brick-red, stand ing  before the  stove, 
stirring  som ething in a large crockery ja r.

H e w aited im patien tly  while she restored the ja r  to  the 
oven, rinsed the spoon in the sink, and a t last, blowing out 
the lam p, vanished in to  the  next room. Very slowly he lifted 
the latch  and opened the door a crack. A pplying his ear to 
the warm  slit, he listened in ten tly .

A t first there was no sound b u t the  spu tte ring  of wood in 
the  stove and the teasing p u rr of the k e ttle  boiling; then  from 
somewhere in the upper regions he heard  M rs. M ille t’s foot
steps reverberating  through the ceiling. T hrough the steam y, 
frag ran t darkness of the k itchen  the fire in the  stove burned 
w ith a steady  crim son glow. M r. M illet tip toed  over to  the 
p an try  door, carefully avoiding the  creaky board in fron t of 
the sink. In co n trast to  the delicious w arm th  of the kitchen, 
the narrow  little  room was chill as a tom b. H is hands, groping 
over the  shelves, cam e in con tac t w ith  the cold, slippery sides 
o f china bowls, then the spidery handles of his wife’s best 
teacups. Once, to  his disgust, th ey  sank in to  some g lu ti
nous com pound in  a low dish. F inally  he lighted a m atch  and 
in the pale flicker of its flame perceived the ro tund  blue milk 
p itcher a foot aw ay from his nose.

I t  was w ith extrem e self-satisfaction and elation  th a t ten 
m inutes la te r he rem oved the sm oking saucepan of m ilk from 
the stove and carried it w ith  great care across the floor. In  
his pocket was safely stored the  fam ily m edicine-dropper. As 
he approached the door a sudden noise from the  sta irs caused 
him  to d a rt forw ard, spilling a q u an tity  of boiling m ilk on his



leg. P an ting  and sw earing in a whisper, he stum bled down 
the steps and across the  ya rd . In  the sharp  cold of the evening 
a ir the  steam  from  the ho t m ilk looked like smoke. A fa in t 
greenish light still glim m ered in  the  sky, and above the corner 
of the barn  a single s ta r  glistened like a wet diam ond.

H e reentered the barn  and latched the door behind him. 
T he in terior was sm othered in soft darkness, and a fte r setting  
the saucepan dow n on the top  of a grain barrel he lighted the 
old tin  lan tern , which gave fo rth  a flickering radiance. H is 
shadow  loomed like a g ian t against the big door; the  corners 
were shrouded in obscurity , and the cow’s round furry  ears 
and lum inous eyes appeared through the gloom fram ed in the 
cobw ebby beam s of her stall.

H e sa t him self down w ith  the squirm ing k itten  clenched in 
one hand. T he k itten  wriggled, and as M r. M illet tigh tened  
his grasp it  em itted  an agonized wail. In s ta n tly  the  medicine- 
d ropper descended. T he k itten  sneezed, choked, snuffled, and 
wheezed; w arm  m ilk trick led  over M r. M ille t’s hand and up 
his sleeve. H e swore; then, refilling the m edicine-dropper, he 
p repared  for a second onslaught.

H a lf  an hour la te r found him  still seated upon the barrel. 
T he g rea ter p a r t  o f the m ilk had found its way onto  the  floor 
or various portions of his person, bu t enough had  been injected 
in to  the  k itten  to  give it  a b loated  appearance. I t  m oved 
feebly and  wagged its  m ilk-draggled head from  side to  side. 
M r. M illet produced a flaming bandanna  and gently  dried its 
sm all black face. T hen, w rapping the tiny  crea tu re  in the 
b an d an n a  u n til only its  head p ro truded , he carefully  deposited 
it in the peach basket and, feeling singularly  happy, re turned  
to  the house.

For tw o weeks these clandestine orgies of w arm  m ilk occu 
pied the g rea te r p a r t  of M r. M ille t’s spare tim e. C o n stan t 
p rac tice  w ith  the  m edicine-dropper m ade him  expert and the 
k itten  th rived  and began to  look m ore like a ca t and less like 
an in fan t goblin. E arlv  one evening he ex trac ted  his charge 
from  the peach basket as usual and blissfully installed him self 
on the grain  barrel. T he k itten , now a blue-eyed ball of coal- 
black fluff, welcomed each fresh cargo of m ilk w ith  an  eager 
pink p e ta l of a tongue and occasionally m ade light p a ts  w ith a 
tin y  paw  a t  M r. M ille t’s coat sleeve to  hasten  the process. 
W hen the  saucepan was half em pty  a sudden m urm ur of



voices becam e audible on the o ther side of the door. M r. 
M illet paused w ith  the m edicine-dropper suspended in m id
air, his lightheartedness swallowed up in dreadful an tic ipa
tion. H is wife’s voice, raised shrilly, pronounced his nam e in 
piercing tones; a m om ent la te r he heard her saying sweetly, 
“H e’s in here, I ’m sure; he’ll be glad to see y o u .”

H e toyed w ith  the idea of im m ediate flight, b u t rejected 
th is alm ost in stan tly  as unw orthy  of the  nam e of M illet. He 
rose ab ru p tly  and the astonished k itten  dropped to  the  floor 
w ith a light thum p  and stood there Huffily indignant, its  frag
m entary  ta il pointed  tow ard the ceiling. Flinging the  medicine- 
dropper in to  the  saucepan and the saucepan under the barrel, 
he seized the  k itten  and th ru s t it, p ro testing  fain tly , in to  an 
em pty  grain sack. Then, strid ing  tow ard the door, he opened 
it  and stepped fo rth  w ith d ram atic  suddenness onto the  feet 
o f a large gentlem an who was ju s t  on the po in t of entering. 
T he large gentlem an said som ething em phatic and staggered 
back in to  a small group composed of M rs. M illet, a large red
faced wom an, and  a large red-faced little  boy.

“ E benezer!” exclaimed M rs. M illet, staring.
“ I beg yo u r pardon ,” cried th a t em barrassed m an, grasping 

the large gentlem an’s hand and  sm iling benevolently  upon the 
rest of the  com pany. “ H ad n ’t the slightest notion there  was 
anybody around— th ink in ’ about o ther things, you  know .” 
H e avoided the icy gaze of his wife. “ Com e in and have a 
look around ,”  he said m agnificently; “ we’ve m ade a few im 
provem ents since you  were here la s t—new feeder’s one. If
y o u ’ll ju s t step  in  ”

H e stopped suddenly. There in the  cen ter of the  
g reat barn  floor, alone, very  small, very round and fuzzy, 
stood the k itten . I t  gazed a t M r. M illet inquiringly 
w ith two unusually  large blue eyes and then  mewed 
politely  b u t reprovingly. T he large gentlem an smiled benignly, 
the  red-faced w om an gave ven t to  a series of strange cooing 
noises, and the  large little  boy gave a whoop of ecstasy. 
"E benezer,”  said M rs. M illet, fixing him  w ith  her eye, “ w hat 
does this m ean?”

M r. M illet s ta rted  dram atically . “ W ell!” he thundered, 
"w h a t’s all th is!” H e lunged a t the  k itten  w ith such savage
ness th a t the  large w om an squealed in sym p ath y .

.“ C ats,”  said he, lifting the  squirm ing k itten  by the scruff
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of its  neck, “ are  one of the c ritte rs  th a t I c a n ’t hold with. 
D u rn  little  noosances, th a t ’s w hat I call ’em —alius squallin’ 
and scra tch in ’. H ere, y o u —hold still, confound y e—now!” 
H e advanced to  the  grain sack and lifting one corner dropped 
the k itten  in to  its  dusty  interior.

“ T h e re ,”  said M r. M ille t turning, “ I ’ll fix him la te r !”

J a n e t  W ic k s



A Handful of Piastres

OL D  and dignified lay C onstantinople by  the shores of 
the Bosporus. T he sun was reflected brigh tly  on 
the domes of the mosques and m irrored itself on the 

w aters of the stra it. H aving got over the  fear of the  new 
rule of the T urks, the people once m ore showed signs of 
prosperity .

It was m arket day. T he m erchants of the bazaars had 
carefully laid ou t their wares in  colorful rows. G reat baskets 
were piled high w ith rich fruits, vegetables carefully sorted, 
olives, da tes tigh tly  compressed together, and finally, huge 
bowls of flowers, still keeping th e ir exotic beau ty  and per
fume as they  wilted under the  burning sun. P erhaps a stall 
had rare tapestries suspended outside its narrow  window, and 
silks finely em broidered, and sq u a ttin g  there was the  m er
chant, very handsom e in his fez and dark  flowing abas, or 
cloak.

W ith  m uch spattering  of blood and w aving of a dangerous- 
looking knife, a wizened old A rab bu tcher was cu ttin g  m eat 
for a line of custom ers in fron t of him.

N ear the  bu tcher stood a sm all boy nam ed T askani, holding 
by a rope a very  fine b lack-and-w hite calf, on which his 
m iserable fam ily depended for food. H e was not looking a t 
the  m eat: he was w atching the old A rab to  see when th a t 
w orthy fellow would stop shouting a t the  top  of his lungs 
the price of a large leg of m u tto n  he was holding.

“ D o you  w an t to buy  a ca lf?” T askani a t  last m anaged to 
call. T he A rab stopped w ith his knife in m idair.

“ H ow  m u ch ?” he shouted, looking w ith beady eyes a t the  
calf's  fa t sides.

“ Ten p ia s tre s ,” was the answer.
“ Ten piastres! Oh, you  th ieving scoundrel! T en  p iastres 

for th a t  bag of bones! H e re ,” calling to  his assistan t, “ go 
and see if  the calf’s w orth  th a t  p rice .”

A brisk young m an cam e ou t and began feeling the anim al.
“ Five piastres a t the m o s t,” he said w ith feigned disgust. 

" T h a t  anim al has no t got an inch of flesh on him. ”
T askani hesita ted .
“ T h a t’s not enough ,” he ventured.
“ N o t enough!” roared the assistan t. W ith  an  oath  he
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kicked the ca lf in the shins and  sen t (he poor anim al off a t a 
gallop, w ith T askan i running desperately  behind. A shout 
of laugh ter w ent up from the crowd.

W ith  a sigh the boy trudged  dow n the busy stree t. H e was 
despairing of finding ano ther bu tcher w hen a sign caugh t 
his eye.

“ Live B easts Bought and  S o ld ,”  it read. T askan i hurried 
tow ards th e  dealer, a burly  T u rk  s itting  on his haunches 
strok ing  his long w hite beard . Business was ev idently  poor 
for h im /a s  his stall was deserted.

“ W an t to  buy  a fa t ca lf?” the boy ventured . T he T u rk  
w ent on gazing a t the d is tan t hills. T askan i repeated the 
question, adding, “ ten  p ia s tre s .” T he m ention of m oney 
seemed to  bring the fellow back to  his senses. H e stared 
lazily a t T askan i and ad justed  his abas.

" W h a ty o u  w a n t? ”  he dem anded in a surly voice. T askani 
repeated  the question.

“ W h at you  w ant to  sell?”
“ A good ca lf for ten p ia s tre s .”
“ A calf? W here?”
T he anim al was b rough t in to  view and  duly exam ined. 

T he poor c rea tu re  had still an unp leasan t m em ory o f his 
form er adven tu re  and tried  to  escape down a side street.

“ Nice c a lf ,” the m an rem arked.
“ H e’s nice and fat, to o ,” T askan i said eagerly. “ And he’s 

yours for only ten p ia s tre s .”
“ C ould be f a t te r ,” the  m an said indifferently. T here was 

a pause for some m inutes while the  m erchan t took ou t his 
dagger and  in a leisurely m anner began to  cu t his nails.

"W ell, don’t  you  w an t to  buy h im ?”  the boy asked im 
patien tly .

“ Buy him ? Oh, I don’t  w an t th a t calf. Go aw ay. Leave 
me alone. ”

A little  fa rth e r dow n there  was a m an selling cows and 
goats. T he fron t of his sta ll was already  too crowded, so 
T askan i w ent in to  the back y a rd , which was nearly  fdled 
w ith  skins of w ater and em pty  barrels. Beside one of these 
he saw a slave struggling w ith  an unru ly  goat.

“ D oes y o u r m aste r w an t to  buy a fat, h ea lthy  ca lf?” the 
boy called.

T he struggles ceased ab ru p tly , and T askani had an alarm -
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ing vision of a p a ir  of sharp  horns, flashing eyes, and a 
bristling  beard flying tow ards him . W ithou t ano ther word 
he disappeared around the  gate, dragging his charge behind 
him.

S tanding breath less in the  street, he was surrounded by a 
group of boys ou t for mischief, the ir ragged and filthy clothes, 
held together by a single lea ther belt, m arking them  of the  
lowest class.

"W h a t are you  doing w ith th a t ca lf?”  they  asked 
suspiciously.

"T ry in g  to  sell i t , ” he said, discouraged. H e was ready 
to  wash his hands of the  calf and the  ten  piastres. As he 
tu rned  to  go, a s tu rdy  fellow stepped in front o f him  and 
pointed  a grim y finger a t his face.

"L o o k ,” he said, " I  will fight you  for th a t  calf. I f  you  
win, I 'l l  give you  ten  piastres, bu t if I win, yo u 'll give me 
the calf. H ow ’s th a t? ”

T askani pondered the question. H is opponent being 
twice his size and  three tim es as strong, the  welfare of his 
fam ily seemed less im p o rtan t th a n  the  prospect o losing 
a fight. H e looked up the  s tree t behind him . I t  was p ra c ti
cally deserted, and the com panions of his an tagon ist were 
now some distance away.

W ithou t w arning, he darted  around the corner before the  
o ther’s dull b ra in  knew w hat had happened. T he swish 
of the  disappearing calf’s tail b rought him  back to  his senses.

D ashing up the road, T askani bum ped in to  a dignified 
and handsom e gentlem an. T he stranger steadied the boy 
w ith one hand while he scrutinized the  dust-covered and 
pan ting  anim al.

" T h a t  is a very good beast y o u ’ve got th e re ,”  he said. 
" I s  he for sale?”

" F o r  sale!” T askani gasped. "O h , sir, you  can have him 
a t  any p rice!”

"V ery  well, will tw en ty  piastres d o ?”  T he words were 
sweet m usic in the  boy’s ears. In  the  space of tw o m inutes 
a handfu l o f coins jingled in to  his w allet, and  he w ent singing 
up the road.

B u t his happy  m edita tion  was soon d isturbed  by a shout 
some distance behind him . T urn ing , he beheld his form er
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an tagon ist s tand ing  in the m iddle of the  road, a m urderous 
look in his eyes.

T askan i p a tted  his w allet tenderly . H e suddenly felt th a t 
he would like to  b a ttle  w ith  th is ruffian. H e had sold his 
calf, so w hat was there to  p revent him?

“ Well, come on and lig h t!"  he called bravely. B u t the 
w orthy  fellow hesita ted . To his eyes T askan i seemed to 
have sprung h ith e rto  unseen muscles. H e appeared bigger. 
“ W hy begin a useless lig h t,"  the  fellow th ough t to  himself, 
“ w'hen I have not near the w ealth of ten p iastres and he 
has no more his ca lf?” H e grinned sheepishly a t  T askani 
and fingered his belt. Then, peering around for a source 
of re trea t, he ducked down a side alley.

“ C ow ard !" called T askani, and w ent w histling on his way.
S u z a n n e  P a r i s , ’3 4 .

"Sally, Tell M y Mother I Shall Never 
Come B a ck ”

JOAN was th inking. H er small face was deeply serious 
and her m ou th  had an aggrieved look. She seemed lost 
in the dep ths of the  great arm chair. T he world was big 

and very  perplexing. G row n-ups were tunny  crea tu res— they 
had such foolish ideas. T hey  hugged you  when you  were good, 
scolded you  when you  were nau g h ty , sent you  to bed a t  eight 
o ’clock even if you  w'eren’t sleepy. D ad  yaw ned a g reat deal 
bu t he never w ent to  bed early . M other gave la te  parties, 
even w hen she was dreadfully  sleepy. G row n-ups m ade you  
drink  m ilk ’cause it "w as good for little  g irls", and  begged 
you  to  finish the  “ lovely sp inach". T hey  tried to  encourage 
you  by eating  it them selves, b u t they d idn’t  really. T hey  ju s t 
pretended . Spinach w asn’t lovely. M other had  m ade a face 
over it a t lunch today . She h ad n ’t  eaten  any. Joan h a d n 't 
either. M other had a rg u e d ; Joan had p ro tested . M o th er had 
insisted; Joan had  refused. M other had lost patience; Joan 
had rem ained stubborn . G row n-ups alw ays punished you  when 
th ey  lost patience. Joan contem plated  the arm chair in re
bellious silence. I t  w asn’t exactly  fair. G row n-ups were never 
punished. Joan  hated  to sit still, and M other had told her 
“ an hour". She kicked her heels.
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O utside, a furry  k itten  chased its  fa t self round and  round 
in the afternoon sunlight. T he leaves m ade a delightful c rack
ling noise and the wind blew in quick gusts. A grey squirrel 
d a rted  across the  ground. P e te r scam pered a fte r it  in excited 
curiosity. A grey streak  flashed up the  tru n k  of a huge oak- 
tree. P e te r looked astonished. T he squirrel, perched on the 
topm ost branch, expressed its w ra th  in  a b u rs t of incoherent 
language. P e te r fled. T he world was big and deliciously 
terrifying.

Joan ceased to  kick her heels. She slipped from her chair 
and m ade for the  kitchen. Sally was baking cherry  ta rts , and 
there was a p la te  on the tab le  w ith in  easy reach. Sally was a 
grown-up b u t she w asn’t like m ost grown-ups. She agreed 
w ith Joan on the hated  sub jec t of spinach, and  there were 
alw ays a few extra ta r ts  for Joan  on baking day. Sally was 
fa t and colored, and she possessed an  unfailing good natu re . 
Joan faced her, a defiant little  figure in a blue smock, clutching 
a ta r t  in either hand.

“ Sally, tell m y m other I ’m going aw ay and never, never 
com ing back!”

Sally chuckled.
“ Sho, honey.”
Peter, chasing a leaf across the  lawn, found him self sud

denly grabbed and tucked under Joan’s arm . T he leaf was 
caught up by the wind and w hirled in to  the air. P e te r had 
no regrets. T he leaf was discovering new adven tu res and so 
was he. H e began to  purr.

T he road w ent over the  hill and down and up ano ther hill. 
Beyond th a t, Joan couldn’t see. G row n-ups never explored 
roads: they always seemed to  know ju s t  w here they  w ent. On 
the top of the second hill she deposited the k itten  and looked 
around her. P e te r caught sight of a fa t black beetle scu ttling  
along in the dust. H e surveyed it gravely. T hen  he lifted an 
inquisitive paw and tapped  it  gently. T he beetle continued on 
its  way, paying no a tten tio n . P e te r cocked his head on one 
side and looked a t Joan in bew ilderm ent. Joan laughed. 
P e te r reached ou t a courageous paw  and tu rned  the beetle 
over. T hen  he sa t by  w ith  a grave air while the beetle regained 
its equilibrium . Joan picked him  up  and fed him  a b it of her 
cherry ta r t. H e w asn’t p articu larly  in terested  in the ta r t :  he 
preferred to  p lay  w ith his tail. Joan hugged him and p u t him



dow n again. H e proceeded to  chase his ta il around in circles. 
T h e  wind rum pled up his tu r  and a leaf w ent w hirling by. 
P e te r scam pered a fte r it and Joan followed. G row n-ups 
ceased to  be of great im portance; they  d idn ’t count. T he world 
was big and  full o f glorious adventure .

* * *

I t grew d ark ; one s ta r  cam e out. Joan blew it a kiss from 
the  top  of the  first hill. P e te r danced along beside her. A t 
the fron t gate  she stopped and picked him  up. H e purred  
softly  and snuggled under her arm . T here  were lights in the 
house. Joan w ondered w hy grow n-ups preferred lights instead 
of the  stars. G row n-ups were funny, though. Sally was in 
the k itchen cooking supper. Joan appeared in  the doorw ay, 
a sleepy figure in a crum pled linen sm ock, hugging a furry  
k itten .

"Sally , tell m y m other I ’ll forgive her now.”

C a r o l y n  M o r s e , ’3 2



Rodeo Town

HE Y , M ike, com 'ere. Lookit the  p u rty  spurs. See— 
ain’t they  handsom e? Lookit, B ud; doncha w isht 
you  had y a  a pa ir like ’em ?”  A freckled, grinning 

face peered from under a huge S tetson, and a long, brown, 
and ra th e r d irty  finger tw irled the rowels on the spurs. The 
little  boy, dressed like his b ro ther in fancy chaps w ith  a 
gay rodeo kerchief around his neck, m um bled incoherently, 
for his m outh  was full of chewing gum. For a m om ent 
he stood contem plating  the  spurs, which reposed on the 
heels of the  stock-yard  agent, asleep on a cracker barrel. 
T hen, shifting the  wad of gum  to  the  left side of his m outh , 
he stretched  him self out full on the sidewalk and began to  
tinker w ith the rowels. Using his knife, he soon loosened 
the tiny  screws and rising, he gravely p u t the  silver in his 
pocket. H is b ro ther was leaning on a friend who had come 
UP-

“ Doggone m e ,” he choked out. “ Jest look a t th a t  th a r  
kid a tak in ' them  row els.”  H e drew ano ther breath , and 
gave a great roar of laughter. Tw o cowhands, a sm all one 
w ith a ro tund  little  barrel o f a body, and a lean one dragging 
a q u irt behind him, crossed the s tree t tow ard the group. 
T hey  stopped, stared , and began to  laugh—not because they  
saw the po in t of the  joke, b u t because it  was rodeo day in 
th a t little  tow n and everybody was laughing. T he boy, 
standing  to  one side, w atched a m om ent and tro tte d  off 
w ith the grave air of one who can’t  be bothered abou t such 
trifles. T he m en looked after h im ; then, arm s around one 
another, ha ts  cocked a t crazy angles, they  sauntered  down 
the narrow  street, the  q u irt dragging behind. “ Doggone 
m e ,” cam e back fain tly  to  the  m an on the  cracker barre l as 
he opened one eye and grinned.

M a r t h a  L u t z , '3 4



The Mountain

TH E  rugged, craggy peak of M ullen Coire nan  D earg 
loomed m ysteriously th rough  a thundery  haze. In  the 
treeless coire below, poised upon the  top  of a sm all stone 

abo u t the  m iddle of a burn  (one of m any) which gurgled in to  
the  coire, was an  elderly  gentlem an. H e was clothed in the 
m anner of Sam uel Johnson and his figure showed a likeness 
also.

Upon e ither side of the  stream  stood tw o gillies in worried 
concern. T he one w ith  the G ran t ta r ta n , who was behind our 
p o rtly  gentlem an, was the  
first to  m ake a sug g estio n .

“Och, Lachlan, if y o u  
will be lending his L o rd 
ship the  handle of y o u r  
crom ach, and  y o u  will be 
holding the  o th e r  end, he 
co uld be p u ttin g  his foo t on

I

to  th a t stane  on yonder bank w ith no 
trouble w hateffer.”

“ T h a t would be so, P e te r G ra n t; and 
moreoffer, if you  were to  be lending his 
Lordship the whole o f yo u r ain b it o’ 
stick he could be holding it to  balance 
w ith  in his o ther h an d .’’

“ H e could then ,’’ said P e te r G ran t. 
T h u s aided, his L ordship was enabled



to  cross successfully, ge tting  only one foot dam p. In  a 
deep rum ble he announced,

Brr— r - r l  these d -d  -d -d— these brooks w ithou t bridges 
—ah well, where are we now, Jam esrodrickianlachlan?”

“H ere would be a nice way up by the  edge o f yon  scree, and 
begging y o u r Lordship’s p ardon—if you  had been weighing 
fifteen instead of fifteen stane, you  would be up on the  ridge 
before a young m an of fifty.”

“ B r - r - r - r —w hat—w hat?” asked his Lordship.
“ Aye, ju s t th a t,”  said P e te r soothingly.
The three arrived a t the top of the ridge a fte r a tw o-hour 

push. T he afternoon was w earing on—his Lordship though t it 
very wearing.

As chief guide P e te r felt in structive:
“ Y onder’s Craig D u b h ,”  said he, poin ting  to  the edge of a 

steep cliff which formed the o ther side of the  ridge.
“O h,”  mused his Lordship, w andering over in th a t  direction.
“Steep cliff—steep cliff—sort of place they  com m it suicide 

from .”
H is foot slipped and he suited his action  to  his though t.

* * *

Lachlan and P e te r solemnly took off the ir bonnets. A fter a 
m inu te’s though t Lachlan  rem arked,

“ I ’m th inking  it will beferra near tea-tim e.”
“ Aye,”  answered P eter, “ we’d b e tte r  be going down now .”

B e t t y  M e n z i e s ,  ’3 3
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The Lemon Who Wouldn't Be Squozed

TH E  tim e comes, m y children, when all good lemons are 
squozed, ’’ rem arked M rs. Lem on w ith  a certa in  air 
o f pride and m aternal w isdom ; and then, nestling into 

the corner o f the paper bag and regarding her six children 
w ith an approving eye, she proceeded: “ and, m y dears, 
you  m ust spend eve y  m om ent p reparing  yourself for th a t 
tim e when, as I have said, every lemon reaches the clim ax of 
his life ."

“ B u t w h a t’s it l ik : to  be squozed?" asked Lily Lem on, a 
shy pale-yellow little  child.

“ N o one know s," her m other answ ered; b u t she knew 
'w ay  dow n in her yellow h ea rt th a t no t only she bu t every 
o ther ad u lt lemon knew of the d isaster aw aiting  them  when 
they  stepped forth  from their paper-bag homes. H ad  no t 
her own husband, Lucius Lem on, gone to  his d eath  a t the  
squozer w ith  head held high and his skin w ithou t a single 
wTinkle? H ow  like the ir fa ther her little  lemons were: 
Lucius Jr., Lorna, Leonard, Lena, L aura, and even tim id 
little  L ily were so handsom e or p re tty , as the  case was. 
And they had such an  a ttrac tiv e  w ay w ith  them !

Suddenly M rs. Lem on was aw akened from  her sour reveries. 
W hat a com m otion! W hich one was m aking the  row this 
tim e? I t was Leonard! Leonard of all lem ons to  m ake a 
fuss! Leonard, who was so qu iet and full of sour yellow 
thoughts!

“ Leonard, stop  jum ping  around like th a t  and calm  down. 
Look, y o u ’re scaring poor Lily out o f her rind. And above 
all stop  yelling like th a t!  S top i t ! ” M rs. Lemon, her 
rind tigh ten ing  and w rinkling up, sank exhausted  in to  her 
corner. B u t Leonard, it  seemed, would no t stop. H e 
jum ped from L orna onto  Lucius Jr. and from Lucius Jr. onto 
Laura, and back again, crying out, “ I won’t  be squozed! 
I won’t be squozed! I won’t be squozed!" T his procedure 
was carried on un til M rs. Lem on could collect her juicy 
w its and hook the half-crazed Leonard by  the  nose un til he 
begged for m ercy.

" W h a t a fam ily !"  though t M rs. Lem on w hen Leonard 
final y  quieted  down.



I t  was a sad group of lemons who w ent to  bed th a t night, 
M rs. Lem on m orosely searching her m em ory for some an 
cestor who m ight have inflicted th is terrible individualism  
upon her L eonard’s little  yellow  brain, the  five o ther children 
snatching a wink now and then  and for the  m ost p a r t d ream 
ing night-lem ons of horrid  shapeless creatu res try ing  to  crush 
and devour them , and  Leonard m um bling ’w ay in to  the 
night, “ I w on 't be squozed! I won’t be squozed!”

T he next m orning found the Lem on fam ily in perhaps 
greater com m otion th an  the n igh t before. Lucius Jr. had 
seen him first, and then  L aura. Yes! Leonard had done the 
unheard-of! Leonard  had  done the unspeakable! As Lucius 
Jr. p u t it to  his m other, he h a d n 't  wanted to  spy, bu t he ju s t 
couldn’t help it. Leonard had  peeked over the  edge of 
the ir paper bag and giving a low ju icy , w histle had  a ttrac ted  
the a tten tio n  of Olga O range in the next one and had spoken 
to  her!

“ In  fact, lie’s doing it now ,”  concluded Lucius Jr. in  an 
awed tone, pointing  to  the top of the bag w here Leonard 
was jum ping  up and down, calling to  his neighbors on the 
righ t and left of him , the O range and L im e families 
respectively :

“ D o you  w ant to  be squozed? I  d o n 't either. Come 
on, le t’s see more of th is p a n try  shelf!”

T his was too m uch for M rs. Lemon. She broke down and 
cried acid tears. She cried and she w ept. In  fact, she 
w ept so m uch th a t  she soaked the bo ttom  of the  paper bag. 
Lucius Jr. was afraid  th a t she would fall ou t and be taken  
sooner to  the squozer, b u t every th ing  tu rn ed  ou t all righ t— 
except, o f course, Leonard. H e was uncontrollable! H e led 
a gay life and did as he pleased.

So the days passed un til one m orning a hand reached in to  
the  paper-bag  hom e and picked up Lily. So Lily was to  be 
the first to  go! T he rest of the  children said good-bye m ourn
fully to  the ir sister and gazed sadly a fte r the d isappearing 
little  lemon. M rs. Lem on, ever m indful of pride, called out 
a t the last m om ent,

“ R em em ber yo u r fa ther, L ily— how he w ent to  the  squozer 
w ith  his head held high and— ”

She was cu t short by the  sight of Lily Lem on hurtling



through the a ir back in to  the bag, and before anyone could 
say “ L im m ony L em o n ’’ Leonard was snatched  from sight!

T he cook, placing a lemon on the fable, rem arked to  the  
b u tle r w hat an  unbalanced  one it was, and how it w ou ldn 't 
stop  rolling. Ah, b u t had she known lem on-larguage and 
had she been one of the  m ournful Lem on fam ily, she surely 
would have heard poor Leonard crying as he was prepared  for 
the  squozer:

“ I w on’t be squozed! I won’t be squozed!’’
“ Ju s t like his Uncle L eo n a rd ,’’ sighed M rs. Lem on, and a 

large splishy-sploshy tea r rolled down her rind and splashed 
on the paper bag below.

J a n e  L e w i s , ’3 4

T H E  R E L IC

I am  an  ancien t R em ington, a derelict of time,
And no one knows m y tale of woes, m y ruined hopes sublime. 
T he groaning of m y cranks has no t been fixed in m any a year, 
N or the quaking  of m y cylinders, the aching of m y gear.

M y ribbon is a sight to  see— it only m arks in spots,
And afte r every o ther word it w rithes in granny-knots.
M y  cogs and wheels are full of squeals and all m y p a rts  are 

rusted ,
And, on m y word, a t every hour I m ust be readjusted.

M y  ow ner seems to  th ink  I am no wonderful m achine:
H e h a sn 't  oiled or cleaned me since the y ea r nineteen fifteen. 
N o dou b t there is enough of me to  m eet his small dem and, 
Since he only m akes im pressions w ith  the fingers of one hand.

M a r y  D a v is , ’3 2
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THE J>E/i TH 

ALL IN T H E  DAY’S RUN



T H E  L E A V E S
T he wind blows the  leaves 
D ow n in to  the  lake.
They  float along on the w ater.
F a r  off aw ay through the cities 
In to  the oceans,
And never come back again.

A n n e  H a m b l e n , Grade 1

L IT T L E  R A B B IT  
L ipp ity , lipp ity  lip, L ittle  R abb it,
L ipp ity , lipp ity  lip.
U ntil she comes to her hollow tree 
W here her babies are, one, two, three,
L ippity , lipp ity  lip.

S a l l y  P a r d e e , Grade 2

T H E  G IR L

ON C E  upon a tim e there  was a girl. She took a walk 
in the  woods and she cam e to  a place in the walk 
w here there  were some flowers. She s ta rted  to  

pick them  when she heard a noise in the woods. She looked



up, b u t she could no t see any th in g  a t all. She w ent a little  
fu rther and she saw  a little  house. She w ent and knocked 
a t  the door and a little  old woman in gray  cam e to  the door 
and said,

“ W hat do you w ant here, little  g irl?"
T hen she said, “ I f  you like you m ay come in and s tay  all 

night. ”
“ Oh, I have to  go hom e to n ig h t.”
“ But, little  girl, yo u r m other knows y o u ’re h e re .”
“ I know it, b u t m y fa ther doesn’t know !”
“ Yes, he knows lo o .”
“ All right, I will s tay  all n ig h t.”
“ H ere is y o u r b e d ,” said the old woman. “ I hope you 

sleep well. ”
“ I hope you sleep well to o .”
“ Oh, I don’t  go to sleep a t  n ig h t.”
“ W hy don’t you go to sleep a t n ig h t?” said the girl.
"W hy , this is fairy  land!—D o you  w ant to  be a p rincess?” 
“ Oh yes! M ay  I have a pa ir of wings to o ?”
“ Yes indeed! Come w ith me now. You will have to  go 

a little  way first. Be qu iet and careful th a t no one sees you  
tonight. We are going to  fairy  land. Come along and  walk 
softly. ”

T hey  reached fairy land in a m om ent. T hey  saw all the 
fairies flying around the  town. T hey  cam e to  the P rince’s 
palace. They knocked a t  the door. T he Prince cam e to 
the door.

"H e llo ,”  said the Prince, “ come in and sit down and tell 
me w hat you w ant. ”

“ H ere, this little  girl w ants a pa ir o f w ings,”  said the old 
woman.

" I  am going to  the  magic place where you  get the  wings 
and the gold slippers and the  m agic and a diam ond cane, 
and where you  can be m agic too. T hen there 's  the  crown 
of g Id and sapphires and rubies, bu t you  m ust rem em ber 
and be a very good g irl."

“ Oh, I will, dear Prince. You are as beautifu l as any  thing. ” 
So the Prince and Princess got the ir things in fairy  land 

and lived happily  ever after.

R o x a l e n e  H a r r i e t  N e v i n , Grade 2



Old G ran d fa th er Clock
You are sleepy
And you have lost time.
G ran d fa th er Clock, y o u 're  sleepy.
I ’ll give you  a wind.

M a t h i l d e  W o o d ,  Prim ary I I I .

T H E  M E A D O W  A N D  T H E  BRO O K

A m eadow  is a p re tty  th ing 
W ith  grass all green and swaying;
Som etim es a hum m ing brook runs through,
W here little  fish are playing.

In  w in ter the m eadow is covered w ith  snow,
T he brook no longer bubbles by;
I t  has to  w ait a long long tim e 
U ntil the spring is nigh.

In  sum m er i t ’s p re tty  to see the brook 
All nestled in the green;
T he trees all s tanding  so grand  and tall 
Seem to shelter this p re tty  scene.

D o r i s  S i n c l a i r , Intermediate I .

M O T H E R 'S  A R R IV A L

C hildren stand ing  in a row,
Fresh ami clean from head to  toe.
W hy is the clock so draggy and slow?
T his is the  day  we’ve been longing for so!
M other is coming!

T hen! F ootsteps heard  on the stair.
Down the house the children tear,
In  she comes, so sweet and dear.
L aughing voices, happy  faces—
M other is here!

M a r j o r i e  S. M u n n , Intermediate I I .
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A BO U T SCHOOL
The following officers of school organizations have been 

e lec ted :
S e n i o r  C l a s s  

President, P a t H erring  
Secretary, M ary  D avis

J u n i o r  C l a s s  
President, B arbara  M anning 
Secretary, E d y th  M iers

D r a m a t i c  A s s o c i a t i o n  
President, P a t H erring  
Vice-President, M ary  D avis 
Treasurer, G ertrude  Allen

M rs. R oberts, our one-tim e history  teacher M iss M arkley, 
has ju s t  re tu rned  from several years in  C hina and has given 
three talks in Assembly and the C urren t E v en ts  classes on 
C hina and the Chinese situation . W e wish she would come 
to every C urren t E v en ts  class and recite for us!

W ho is Jane? ah, w hat is she,
T h a t all our school com m end her?

T actfu l, fair, and wise is she;
And heaven such force did lend her

T h a t she m ight dean of scholars be.

Then to  Janie let us go
For every th ing  we w ant to  know.

She excels each m ortal th ing
In  M iss F ine’s spectacles finding.

To her book-agents we will bring.

E arn est pups now w ant to  know 
W hy the world is round, and so 
To M iss F ine’s they  come; and some. 
Seeking W isdom in her home,



T ry  to  join the U pper School 
In  the spacious stu d y  hall.
T hey  were welcomed there, bu t all 
Are now debarred  by Council rule 
For fear they m ight show up the school.

A T H L E T IC  N O T E S

WE  H A V E  had  good w eather and  a good hockey 
season. U nfo rtuna te ly  the interclass tournam ent 
has been som ew hat in te rru p ted  for varsity  practice, 

b u t the  con test will be decided a fte r the  C hristm as vacation .
W e have divided our unusually  large Sophom ore class in to  

tw o team s and form ed the o ther th ree classes in to  the Blues 
and the  G rays. T he Sophom ore cap ta ins are G ertrude  
R igh ter and Isabelle L aw ton ; Em ily  Cow enhoven leads the 
Blues and P a tric ia  H erring  the  G rays. T he G rays have 
won their tw o out o f three gam es against G ertrude  R ig h te r’s 
team , 4-1 and 6-1 , and the Blues lost the ir first gam e against 
Isabelle L aw ton, 4-0 , and won the second, 5-2.

Em ily  Cow enhoven has proved one of the best cap ta ins 
the v a rs ity  has ever had. M ost of the  school w ent up to  
Sum m it to  cheer for M iss F in e ’s in the gam e w ith K en t 
Place on N ovem ber 6. W e were beaten  4—1, b u t it was good 
fun and we w an t to  p lay  K  n t  P lace again soon.

On the 21st of N ovem ber H olm quist cam e up here to 
play  us. T hey  p u t up a splendid fight, and we had to  work 
to  defeat them  6-2.

W e wish (o extend h ea rty  th an k s to  M rs. Van Als-tyne, a 
form er all-A m erican hockey player, who has given us such 
splendid coaching and advice.

T he A lum nae hockey team , recently  formed by Jane 
M itchell, '31, m ust no t be forgotten. O f the tw o games we 
have played them , we lost the  first 2-0  and won the second 
4-3. (W e m ight m ention th a t  our opponents included M rs. 
Van A lstyne and  also H elen Foster, o f the  N . J. team .)



Alumnae JSoteg

WE  H A V E already in teresting  news from our m ost 
recent alum nae. Of the Class of '31:

C lare R aym ond was aw arded the W om en’s College 
C lub prize, open to  girls entering  college from Princeton  or the 
im m ediate vicinity . A fter a sum m er abroad, she entered 
V assar th is fall, and already is a m em ber of the V assar Choir.

Sarah Johnston, who also is a freshm an a t V assar th is 
fall, was chosen to  be a m em ber of the  varsity  hockey squad.

P a tsy  Jones has begun her college career a t  the  U niversity  
of Verm ont.

M argare t Brooks is now a t  S arah  Law rence College.
E d ith  Reed is working as an  assistan t in the  laboratories 

of the Rockefeller In stitu te .
Frances H ale was m arried to  M r. C harles Lindsley on the 

16th of June. She is now living in an ap a rtm en t on Aiken 
Aven*ie.

Jane t W icks has re tu rned  to  school this w in ter for post
g radua te  courses— and to  be the  ed itor of T h e  L i n k . She 
is expecting to  en te r M oun t H olyoke College next fall.

Jane M itchell has also re tu rned  to  the  school th is y e a r as 
assistan t to  M iss Fine.

B e tty  Bissell, ’30, entered V assar College th is fall, and 
holds her old position as goal-guard on the varsity  hockey 
squad.

M arian  Johnson, ’30, has m ade F irs t G roup in  th e  Sopho
m ore H onorable M ention  list a t  Wellesley.

B arbara  Reeves, ’30, entered W7ellesley th is  fall.
Olga Tom ec, ’30, has also entered W’ellesley, a fte r a y ea r 

abroad. She has been m ade F reshm an M anager of hockey 
and is also on the  F reshm an team . She is also first a lto  of 
the Wrellesley Choir.

Sarah S tockton, ’29, is a t school th is y ea r as M iss C um m ing’s 
assistan t a th le tic  director.

Cornelia M urray , '29, has had m any honors bestowed upon 
her a t Sweet B riar College, w here she is now a Junior. She 
is a m em ber of the  S tu d en t Council and has been elected 
H ouse P resident o f G ram m ar H all. In  a th le tics she is



cap ta in  of the  Junior H ockey team  as well as righ t halfback 
on the v a rsity  team .

Jan e t Spaeth , ’28, who was aw arded a Cresson T ravelling  
Scholarship in A rt last spring, spent the  sum m er visiting 
E uropean  a r t  centres. She is now a t C hester Springs, w here 
she has won a tu ition  scholarship.

T he consistency w ith  which our alum nae are announcing 
the ir engagem ents and m arriages is indeed qu ite  appalling; 
they  dem and the m onopoly o f our rem aining notes:

T he engagem ent of E lizab e th  Blackwell, ’27, to  M r. Louis 
H ollenback T w yeffort was announced on the  23rd of A ugust, 
of R ebecca A rm strong, ’23, to  the  R ev. C. R anson  C om fort, 
Jr., on the 6 th  of N ovem ber, o f M arg are t M aier, ’28, to  M r. 
G eorge B. de Forest on the 13th of N ovem ber, and of Polly 
M arden , ’22, to  M r. A rth u r H . D ean  on the 15th of N ovem ber.

N ancy  G oheen, '26, was m arried  to  M r. Josiah K endall 
W allis on the 10th of June and is now living in Philadelphia.

M ary  R eddan , ’25, was m arried  to  M r. Thom as Craw ford 
on the 19th o f June.

B etsy  H un , ’27, was m arried to  M r. R obert M cAllen on 
the  26th of June. T hey  are living in the ir ap a rtm en t in a 
dorm itory  of the  H un  School.

T he engagem ent of Peggy M ather, ’23, to  M r. Louis 
A lexander T u rn er was announced last June, and she was 
m arried on the 20th of Ju ly  and is living on M aple S treet, 
P rinceton.

D o ro thy  A uten, ’25, was m arried on the 6 th  of A ugust to 
the R ev. F red  P erry  S u tton . T hey  are m aking the ir home 
in R ay , Arizona.

E lizabeth  M itchell, ex-’29, was m arried to  M r. H arold 
A shton B ea tty  on the 10th of O ctober and is living in Yonkers, 
New  Y ork.

T he engagem ent of D oro thea  M atthew s, ’27, to  M r. John 
Dooling was announced in the early  p a r t of O ctober. They 
were m arried  on the  24th of O ctober a t  the sum m er home of 
Bishop and M rs. M atthew s in B atcave, N o rth  C arolina, and 
are now living on the  S. T . S. R anch, Jackson Hole, W yom ing.

T here is still one final note, w ith  congratu lations. M r. 
and M rs. H ervey Scudder (B e tty  M addock, ’27) have a baby  
boy, H ervey C lark  Scudder, Jr., who was born  on the 14th of 
N ovem ber.
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e x c h a n g e s ?

W e are a t  p resen t negotiating  exchange w ith the following 
m agazines:

Academe—A lbany A cadem y for Girls.
Astet P rospect Hill C oun try  D ay  School.
Bleatings—St. Agnes’ School.
Blue Pencil—W alnut H ill School.
Budget—V ail-D eane School.
Cargoes— K ent Place School.
Chronicle— M ary  In s titu te .
Green Lea f—G reenwich Academ y.
Ju n io r  Journal—P rinceton  C oun try  D ay  School.
Literary M onthly—H otchkiss School.
M ilestone— B aldw in School.
Question M ark—R osem ary H all.
Target-—H olm quist School.
Tiger Cub—P rinceton  P rep ara to ry  School.
T it-B its— St. T im othy’s School.
Triangle—E m m a W illard School.

W e acknowledge w ith thanks the receipt o f :

Irw in ian—Agnes Irw in School.
L it—Lawrenceville School.



TH E PRINCETO N  INN
PRINCETON, N. J.

The Princeton Inn

Solicits the Patronage of the Parents and Friends of 
the Students of Miss Fine’s School

The Inn is de ligh tfu l ly  situated facing 
the Graduate C o llege  and overlooking 
the Springdale G o l f  Course. G o lf  p r iv i
leges are extended to guests of the Inn.

Q J T q)

J. H O W A R D  S L O C U M , Manager



M A T T H E W S  
CONSTRUCTION 

C O M PA N Y
Inc.

B uilders

PR IN C ET O N , N. J.

A  GOOD HABIT TO FORM

SA VE S O M E TH IN G A
EACH M O N T H  O UT Jtk
O F YO UR A L L O W A N C E !

PRINCETON BANK & TRUST COMPANY
Chartered 1834



E a stm a n , D illo n , & C om pany
MEMBERS

NEW  YORK, PHILADELPHIA, PITTSBURGH 
A N D  C H IC A G O  STOCK EXCHANGES 

NEW  YORK CURB MARKET

TRENTON TRUST C O .  BUILDING

TRENTON, NEW  JERSEY

G ir ls ’ School and College Department

HEADQUARTERS FOR 

Official Athletic Equipment 
and Wearins Apparel

518 FIFTH A V E N U E  NEW  YORK CITY

VISIT

Qftjompson’s  Jflotoer iMjopS
and Compare Prices and 

Quality of Stock

Fresh Cut Flowers Daily from our Greenhouses

FLOWERS FOR ALL O C C A S IO N S

48 N A S S A U  STREET 256 N A S S A U  STREET
Phone 1140 Phone 433



W alter B. Howe, Inc.
REAL ESTATE AND INSURANCE

it
6 NASSAU S T R E E T  T e l e p h o n e  95

P R IN C E T O N , N . J

Insure in a Home Qompany

The
Standard Fire Insurance Company 

of New Jersey

T R E N T O N

Jan e Geer, Inc.
Successor to

CASE FLORIST

Now Located at

118 N A S S A U  STREET
Phone 472



P h o n e : 79
Phone 6814VOGEL BROS. CROASDALE

and
ENGLEHART

M E A T
and

“Higher in  Quality 
than in  Price''

PROVISIONS JE W E L E R S

rV\

104 NASSAU STR EET 7 S o u t h  M o n t g o m e r y  S t . 
T r e n t o n , N. J.

CUMMINS D EC ID E D LY
108 N a s s a u  S t r e e t

If it’s Decidedly Different,* Decidedly Exclusive and Chic 

It Comes From
TH E  G IF T SHOP  

of LISSNER’S
P R IN C E T O N 134-136 S t a t e  S t r e e t , E a s t

PEACOCK Compliments of

I N N TRENTON TRUST
20 BAYARD LANE COMPANY

28 W EST STATE ST.

Broad & M arket Broad & Hudson
U n d er  M a n a g e m e n t o f  

M a r th a ’s  K itc h e n
T R E N T O N  

N E W  JE R S E Y



FRANK’S L. L. ZAPF
W o m e n ’s  a n d  M isse s ’ 

W ea rin g  A p p a re l
HARDWARE

and
c+ J) ICE SKATES

35 W e s t  S t a t e  S t r e e t  

TREN TO N , N. J. 
Phone 4441

a
N E W A R K  E A S T  O R A N G E  
N E W  B R U N S W IC K  P L A IN F IE L D  
A L L E N T O W N  A S B U R Y  P A R K  
P A T E R S O N  P H IL A D E L P H IA

N A SSA U  S T R E E T

P r i n c e t o n  N e w  J e r s e y

HULIT &  HARRIS MARGARET McNALLY
Shoes and Hosiery 

SHOE DYEING
Harper M ethod Scalp  

T reatm ent

M A R C E L L IN G  M A N IC U R IN G  
FA C IA L  M A SSA G E

134 NAS SA U  STREET 

PRINCETON, N . J.

Phone 1753-W

First National Bank Building 
Entrance Witherspoon St.

P hones: Office 431 Res. 547

MORRIS MAPLE Marsh & Company

A r t is t  S u p p lie s  
P a in ts , S ta in s , E n a m els  
W a llp a p e rs — D ra p erie s

PHARMACISTS

30 N a s s a u  S t. 
P r i n c e t o n , N .  J .

&

F IN IS H E D  O R  U N F IN IS H E D  
F U R N IT U R E

p r e s c r i p t i o n s  c o m p o u n d e d

FR O M  P U R E S T  D R U G S  AND 
C H E M IC A L S  O B T A IN A B L E

200 NASSAU STREET
F U L L  L IN E  O F  T O IL E T  A R T IC L E S  

A N D  SIC K -R O O M  S U P P L IE S



154 N A S S A U  STREET
Tel. 1643

FLOWERS
That Satisfy

Use O u r Telegraph Service

Lunch Tea

Y e T a v e rn
20 N AS SA U  STREET 

PRINCETON, N. J.

Breakfast Dinner

G . R. M U R R A Y , INC. 

Real Estate 
and 

Insurance

♦

60 NAS SA U  STREET 

PRINCETON, N. J.

Telephone 15 and 1737

Phone: 149

S O U TH ’S G A R A G E  

Cadillac— LaSalle

Sales and Service

Garage Machine Shop 
A uto  Supplies

♦

2 -4  N A S S A U  STREET

The Westinghouse 
Refrigerator

Electrical Repair and 
WiringBrown’s Electric Shop

8 Chambers Street

Phone 521

Quality and Service

H eerem an^s
The Princeton F lower 

Shop
144 N A S S A U  STREET 

Anything in Flowers

Member Florists' Telegraph 
Delivery Association



S p ea k in g  
o f  S u b je c ts

The H is to r y  of A ltm an’s 
success in wearables for 
young people is recorded 
w herever you  go!

W e know th a t m ost sm art 
clothes spring from 
F ren ch  roots; bu t we 
also know when the  E n g
lish  touch  is good; we be
lieve th a t a b it of D ra m a  
m ay be perm itted  in an 
evening frock; we study  
the C h e m is tr y  of color— 
and  evolve some fascinat
ing com binations; and  as 
for M a th e m a tic s  —  we 
keep prices so low on all 
our things th a t they  mean 

. value in any  L an gu age!

D o n ’t  c u t  a  c la ss— b u t  
c o m e  in  so o n  to  see  
o u r  n e w  sh e e r  w o o l 

J  ro ck s.

B. ALTMAN & CO.
C entral Ave., east of H arrison 

S treet

E ast Orange, New  Jersey

Phone All W ork by
378 appo in tm ent

C h ristin e 's
W e Specialize in the new 
Scientific D octrovac Facial 
System  and  N estle 's  Circu- 

line P erm anen t W aving

m a r c e l  w a v i n g

SHAM POO F IN G E R  W AVING 

SCALP TREA TM EN TS 

M A N IC U RIN G , ETC.

Elsie Gallavan’s
For

Gowns of Individuality 

nr
116 N . M O N T G O M E R Y  ST. 

TRENTON, NEW  JERSEY

F. A. BAMMAN
$

A n y th in g  a n d  E v e ry th in g  

T h a t C o n s t i tu te s  an  

U p -to -D a te  G ro cery

Phone Exchange 1282








