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One night the girl who had been captain of the Sophomore 
team was alone in her room, when Vera entered, “ I've come 
to tell you, Gwen.’’ she began, “ that we had no right what
ever to the pennant for we didn’t win that last game fairly. 1 
tripped Grace in order to get the ball, when I threw that last 
basket. If 1 hadn’t tripped her, she would have gotten it and 
they would have won.’’

Gwen laughed and answered. “ No. my misguided child, 
you did not trip Grace. It was 1 whom you tripped. In your 
excitement, you did not look very cosely at your victim Grace 
had gotten away before the ball was thrown and I had taken her 
place. 1 did not fall, however. There wasn’t room. So you 
needn’t worry. You didn’t spoil any ,play of Grace’s, for she 
didn’t make any.’’

Very much relieved, Vera returned to her room and mentally 
registered a vow, which, it audible, would have sounded very 
much like “ Never again.’’

Madge and Allie? Well. Allie is congratulating herself 
that her high moral standard never did allow her to bet, and 
trying to convince Madge that it was not lack of abiilty that 
made the Juniors lose. Oh, no. It was luck, and Madge is still 
wishing that Allie had been game enough to risk those boxes of 
candy, and was a good enough loser not to try to find excuses 
tor the Juniors.

E. N. ’io.

Barriers Passed.
It was a great day at Greydon Hall. The election of sen

ior class officers had been held that morning, and Jerrine By- 
mm, the handsomest and most admired girl at the Hall, had 
been elected president. The class was justified in feeling proud 
of the new president, this tall, slender, young woman with the 
abundance of glossy,straight,black hair and wonderful black eyes.

“ Isn’t she beautiful!’’ some little freshman would exclaim.
“ Yes. if she didn’t hold her head so high and imagine she 

is so superior to us,” her sophomore companion would reply.
‘Call her beautiful if you wish.’’ a less fortunate senior


