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Foreword




I feel like I’ve known Betsy, Tacy, and all their friends my whole life, but the truth is we didn’t meet until my early twenties. I was an editorial assistant at HarperCollins’s children’s division in 1994, and the series was being reissued with covers by Diane Goode. I can’t remember if I first picked up Betsy-Tacy as a work assignment—a big part of my job involved reading books and writing catalog or back cover copy for them, a gig which seemed too good to be true—or whether it was one of the dozens of books I devoured on the long subway ride home and brought back to work the next day. I do know that by the time Betsy and Tacy had recovered from their rocky start at Betsy’s fifth birthday party, I was hooked. I thought each new (to me) Maud Hart Lovelace book was my favorite until I encountered the next one. I felt forlorn when I finished Betsy’s Wedding, the final title on the list of Harper Trophy’s Lovelace reprints. That was it: The End. There were no more books in the series.

Or so I thought. A fellow editorial assistant, Susan Chang, told me there were three out-of-print companion volumes about characters who play supporting roles in the main books—or, in the case of Emily of Deep Valley, don’t appear in the Betsy books at all. When I heard there was such a book as Carney’s House Party, I shrieked. When I heard HarperCollins was going to reprint that book at long last, I shrieked louder. Carney is one of my favorite characters in Betsy’s high school Crowd, and if ever a character deserved her own book, it is Caroline Sibley, that warm-hearted, capable, mirthful, intelligent girl whose home is the setting of so many lively Deep Valley adventures. Carney, with her one dimple and her eyes twinkling behind glasses. Carney, hostess of countless parties. Carney, one of the first girls (or boys, for that matter) in Deep Valley to learn to drive an automobile.

Part of Maud Hart Lovelace’s genius was her ability to create real, believable, multifaceted, imperfect, likable characters—not just memorable eccentrics like the Ray family’s “hired girl,” Anna, with her quirky vocabulary and her penchant for invoking the perfect McCloskey family of her past, but everyone from teachers to townsfolk to the hordes of teenagers who descend upon the Ray house every Sunday night for Mr. Ray’s famous onion sandwiches. Over the course of the Betsy books, we meet dozens of her friends, and each of them is a vivid, fully realized character with a unique and quite recognizable—but never stock—personality.

There’s Cab Edwards, the affable neighbor boy who drops out of high school to take over the family furniture business after his father dies. Ralph Maddox, the gorgeous football hero who holds back for fear of damaging his handsome profile. Bashful Tacy who bubbles over with a rather impish spirit when she is comfortably out of the spotlight. Joe Willard of the swinging walk: proudly independent, stubborn, sensitive. Winona Root, mischief-maker, with her snapping eyes and white teeth, introducing a spark of competition into all the Crowd’s antics.

And there is Carney. When Betsy first meets Carney, in Heaven to Betsy, she isn’t at all sure she’s going to like her—and neither are we. After all, Betsy’s mother is pushing Carney so hard.


Mrs. Ray never mentioned Caroline Sibley without adding that she was a lovely girl, which always annoyed Betsy.

“Caroline Sibley is a stick,” she said.

“Why, Betsy, you hardly know her. I’m sure she isn’t a stick. And they have such a big beautiful lawn, and there’s always a crowd of young people there…”



When Betsy does get to know Carney, she immediately realizes she has been unfairly prejudiced against her. Although Carney is indeed the kind of impeccably tidy and beautifully mannered girl a mother is bound to gush about, she is also frank and funny and not a bit pretentious. What she has is a zest for fun, and the kind of natural enthusiasm that is irresistible to her friends. Many of the Crowd’s best in-jokes—O di immortales and the Triumvirate of Lady Bugs, for starters—originate with Carney.

When, at the beginning of Betsy and Joe, Carney goes off to Vassar, the Crowd misses her deeply. Evidently, so did Lovelace’s readers. As Amy Dolnick recounts in the appendix to this volume, “It was Carney’s popularity with readers that inspired Lovelace to expand her story after completing Betsy and Joe.” The real-life model for Caroline Sibley was Maud’s friend Marnie, a.k.a. Marion Willard Everett. (That’s right, Willard—as in the name Lovelace chose for Betsy’s true love, Joe.) And like Carney, Marion Everett went off to college with an unresolved romance hanging in the air. Lovelace touchingly captures the tender affection between Carney and her beau, Larry Humphreys, an affection that thrives even years after Larry has left Deep Valley, Minnesota, for sunny San Diego—a cataclysmic move that rocks Betsy’s Crowd at the end of Carney’s sophomore year.

When Carney’s House Party begins, four whole years have passed. Carney has just completed her sophomore year at Vassar, and her world is full of questions. Is she in love with Larry? Is he in love with her? Or rather, would they be in love if they could see each other? Their correspondence has been faithful and affectionate, but neither one of them seems able to move forward until they see each other again—and with a continent between them that seems all too unlikely.

But Carney has more matters to reconcile than her relationship with Larry. She is headed home for the summer, and her somewhat snobbish Eastern roommate is coming with her. Posh Isobel’s arrival in dear old Deep Valley causes Carney to see her hometown—and her home life—with new eyes. It is a rite of passage most of us must go through, and what is refreshing about Lovelace’s treatment of the topic is that her heroine is neither brooding nor cynical. Carney may be sorting out her personal ideals, but she is not at all self-absorbed. When she runs into a tangle of emotions, she is able to step back and examine them with candor and common sense. She approaches self-scrutiny with the same kind of energy that propels her circle of friends from one adventure to the next during what becomes a delightfully giddy summer of parties and houseguests.

All through the summer of her “house party”—for Betsy Ray and Bonnie Andrews have returned to Deep Valley as well, and as usual, the warm hospitality of the Sibleys attracts Carney’s friends like a magnet—Carney is reassessing relationships and examining life. Like many a college student back home for the summer, she finds herself scrutinizing the little things that make her home uniquely her home: the way her father and brothers polish their shoes every Saturday night; the suspense around the table as her father’s famous rarebit approaches readiness; the trunk of costumes in the attic that the young people raid for a masquerade—each article of clothing capturing some piece of Sibley family history. Carney cherishes these things and becomes aware of the love her parents pour into making their home a homey place.

The rigorous intellectual training she has received at Vassar prompts her to ponder the sort of traditions she wants to carry forward into her adult life. At times her present seems maddeningly full of unanswerable questions—Larry is coming for a visit! Will they click? What if they don’t? And what is she to make of that happy-go-lucky Sam Hutchinson, who zooms around town unshaven in his Locomobile, recklessly lavishing generosity upon his friends and then, horror of horrors, telling shopkeepers to “put it on the book”? But Carney faces each question with frankness and interest, even in painful circumstances. It’s that combination of honesty and enthusiasm that makes Carney one of Lovelace’s most likable characters. She’s a real girl, rapidly becoming a real woman: a woman with integrity and vision who doesn’t look to others to solve her problems for her but instead faces them head-on, confident in her own ability to untangle muddled thinking.

Carney’s high-school chum Winona Root—one of Betsy Ray’s earliest friends-slash-rivals—is another of Lovelace’s most vivid characters. From her first appearance in Betsy and Tacy Go Downtown, Winona, who is a composite of two of Lovelace’s real-life friends, adds a dash of spice to every scene she inhabits. I suppose it’s no accident that the word “dash” inserted itself into that sentence—Winona is always “dashing” somewhere with her eyes “flashing.” The summer of Carney’s house party, Winona hosts a gathering:


…a jolly party. Winona’s parties were just like Winona, full of careless gaiety. There were tables for cards but no one played much five hundred. They sang around the piano to Winona’s dashing accompaniment. They played wild games, and raced up and down stairs and in and out of doors.

Winona loved races, fights, and scuffles. She would be a teacher soon. She had learned how to assume an expression of gentle sweetness. But tonight her black eyes flashed and her white teeth gleamed….



Dashing piano accompaniment! There it is again! I love this description of the nearly adult Winona. It gibes completely with Lovelace’s depiction of the young girl who races Betsy to be the first kid in town to ride in Mr. Poppy’s automobile, way back in Betsy and Tacy Go Downtown. It’s especially fun to compare college student Winona’s party to eight-year-old Winona’s birthday party in the second book reprinted in these pages: Winona’s Pony Cart. Carney’s House Party was written first; Winona’s Pony Cart takes us back in time to Winona’s eighth birthday, when the thing she wants more than anything is her very own pony—just the thing for a girl who loves to dash around town, right?

It’s not surprising that Winona begins the book in disgrace; a girl with that much dash is bound to get into scrapes. In this case, it’s because she has soaked her best dress trying to ride the bird bath like a horse. Her mother wishes she would be more sedate and dignified. On party day, Mrs. Root will come to find her own sense of composure challenged when she discovers her friendly, outgoing daughter has unexpectedly doubled the guest list. Later it is the dignity with which Winona accepts a fate she cannot control—her mother is dead-set against Winona having a pony—that causes her parents to reassess the situation. Likewise, Winona’s openness and friendliness help her mother to look at people—such as the washerwoman’s twin daughters and some Syrian children from the other side of the Big Hill—in a new way.

Indeed, if it is dignity and manners Mrs. Root wants to foster in her daughter, she could hardly do better than the example of the children from Little Syria. One of Lovelace’s best themes is the slow unfolding of relationships between the German, Scandinavian, Irish, and New Englander residents of Deep Valley and the small community of Lebanese Americans over the hill—a subject she explores with great attention in what is arguably her finest book, Emily of Deep Valley. In Winona’s Pony Cart, we get just a hint of these broadening perceptions; and just as Winona’s mother gains a new understanding of her Syrian neighbors, Winona, too, gains a new perspective of a boy she would rather not have invited to her party, the seemingly odious Percy. Despite his aloofness and ruffled blouse, Percy proves to be quite courageous, keeping his head—and his seat—when a pony runs away with him.


Winona looked at Percy, thinking hard.

“Maybe,” she thought, “if I were a boy, Mother would make me wear a ruffled blouse.”




This subtle character growth is what Lovelace does best, and it is why her work endures. Winona—like Carney, like Betsy, like Joe, like Tony, like Tib, like Mr. and Mrs. Ray and Mr. and Mrs. Root and all the rest of our Deep Valley friends—is, to quote Betsy’s commencement address, “essentially human.” Betsy is referring there to the heroines of Shakespeare. I wish Lovelace had given us a peek at the rest of that address because I’d like to see how Betsy developed the thought. I suspect that what Betsy was getting at is that Shakespeare populated his plays with real, believable, imperfect, changeable people. They make mistakes. They puzzle things out. They struggle past their own weaknesses. They grow. As do the heroines of Lovelace, from eight-year-old Winona swallowing her tears and mustering gratitude for the presents she did get, to brokenhearted Betsy determinedly putting on a smile so as not to spoil Christmas Day for her family, to Carney searching her heart for her true feelings about Larry Humphreys.

I’m the mother of many daughters now—four of them, and two small sons—and as my girls grow to womanhood I hope they will become, to quote Dickens, the heroines of their own lives, facing life’s challenges with Carney’s integrity, Betsy’s determination, and Winona’s sense of fun.

They are reading my Betsy-Tacy and Deep Valley books to tatters, so I’d say we’re off to a good start.

—MELISSA WILEY
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1

Sunset Hill




CARNEY WAS CLIMBING Sunset Hill.

Far below she could hear a group of her classmates, like herself just released from examinations, singing as they strolled beside the brook.


“Where, oh where are the gay young Soph’mores,

Where, oh where are the gay young Soph’mores,

Where, oh where are the gay young Soph’mores,

Safe now in the Junior class.”




Well, she had passed all her exams, she felt sure. But sophomores wouldn’t be juniors, really, until fall. They were staying on for Class Day, seniors and sophomores being sister classes. Twenty-four of the prettiest sophomores, including Isobel, would carry the Daisy Chain. The rest had to pick the daisies, and there were awful rumors of a shortage. But then there were always such rumors, and always enough daisies in the end.


“They’ve gone out from their Soph’more Lit Oh,

They’ve gone out from their Soph’more Lit Oh…”



Carney began to hum it from force of habit, but she stopped because she didn’t feel like humming. She had a problem to think out, which was the reason she was climbing Sunset Hill. She didn’t like unsolved problems hanging over her, any more than she liked unpaid bills or unaccomplished duties. Whatever Carney Sibley had to do, she liked to do with efficiency and dispatch.

Sunset Hill was scattered on the lower reaches with small gnarled old apple trees and, of course, with evergreens. The spicy odor of evergreens was everywhere about the college. In the tall grass were red clover and white yarrow, buttercups and daisies like those the sophomores must gather next week.


Benches here and there invited one to stop and look at the brook, at the roofs of the college, at the flag on Main where Carney roomed with Isobel. But Carney wouldn’t stop until she reached the top. There was a bench up there, with a view of rolling blue hills, to which she had brought all her problems during her two years at college.

She passed the ancient apple trees, which had been part of Matthew Vassar’s orchard back in 1865. It was 1911 now, but the sophomores down by the brook were singing about him.


“Oh, young Matthew Vassar was a boy of no renown,

He was born in merry England o’er the sea,

He sailed across the ocean,

In Poughkeepsie settled down,

Where in course of time he built a brewery…”



And the brewery had made his fortune, Carney remembered. He had labored and prospered and when he came to dispose of his wealth it occurred to him that injustice had been done to woman’s brains.


“What a pity undeveloped they should be.

So Matthew, Matthew Vassar

Built a college then and there…”




The song died away, for Carney had left the sloping green meadow behind and was entering a growth of tall, dark evergreens. They were almost as tall as those down on the campus; the branches of the Norway spruces trailed on the ground like ladies’ skirts. She passed the outdoor theatre, a green knoll with a semicircle of pines behind it on a lower slope.

How lovely Isobel had looked there, in her Greek robe and fillet, at the Founder’s Day Pageant!

Carney reached the summit and her bench, made of wood and cement like all the Vassar benches, with V. C. carved on the side. The woodsy path went on, downward now, to a rendezvous with the brook in a green-gold glen. Sitting down in the aromatic shade, Carney looked off at the hills and felt at home. Hills also surrounded Deep Valley, the Minnesota town in which she had grown up.

She set herself at once to her problem.

“I believe I’ll pretend it’s a topic for Miss Salmon,” she thought, a smile bringing a dimple into her left cheek.

Miss Salmon was her history professor and Carney admired her clear orderly thinking. Miss Salmon would analyze the problem like this…

Not having a notebook and pencil, Carney addressed a chipmunk, peeping out from under a blackberry bush.


“One. Why don’t I want Isobel to visit me this summer?

“Two. Are my reasons valid or invalid?

“Three. Decision.”

The chipmunk ran away, and no wonder, Carney thought. Put into words, her dilemma was astonishing. Isobel was not only beautiful, but charming. Fascinating, the girls always called her. And Carney liked her. She had been as flattered as she was surprised at Isobel’s suggestion last spring that they room together. But in spite of living with her—happily, too—through the whole year, Carney didn’t want her to come to Deep Valley.

She knew that Isobel wanted to come. Not that she had said so! She had subtly insinuated the idea—by looking eagerly at Carney’s home pictures, by animated questions about the Deep Valley Crowd. Carney herself was direct to the point of bluntness, and she was always irritated by Isobel’s circumlocutions.

“She’s so Eastern,” Carney thought resentfully, and was immediately aware that Miss Salmon would not approve of such a label. There were plenty of frank Easterners and devious Westerners, of course.

Carney tried to search out the cause of her inhospitality.

“I’m not jealous of her,” she began.

This was true. Carney had never been jealous in her life. Yet she had been, she admitted, a little startled when Isobel was chosen for the Daisy Chain and she herself left out. In Deep Valley she was considered outstandingly pretty. Not that it had ever mattered. She just took it for granted.

She was pretty now as she sat under the pine tree. She had a dainty figure, softly pomped dark hair, bright eyes, and a skin as fresh as apple blossoms.

Part of her charm lay in her immaculate neatness. Her middy blouse was snowily white, the red taffeta tie crisp and spotless. Part of it lay in her bubbling gaiety, quenched now by earnest introspection.

Yes, she thought, having Isobel preferred to her had come as a bit of a shock.

“Though I ought to be used to shocks by now, after two years.”

She had come to Vassar wearing, she realized, a mantle of complacency. She was a Sibley of Deep Valley, Minnesota. But no one at Vassar had ever heard of the Sibleys or of Deep Valley either, and they didn’t know much even about Minnesota. Some girls thought there were Indians running wild in the streets out there.

Moreover, they thought that all culture and refinement ended at the Hudson. They were too polite to say so, but their opinion was implied in their kindly curiosity. They were astonished at how well she played the piano. They were amazed that her clothes were so modish, and it meant nothing to them when Carney explained that she and her mother had bought them in Minneapolis. They confused Minneapolis with Indianapolis and both cities seemed equally remote.

“They haven’t any idea how nice the Middle West is,” she thought, with a sudden longing for it. She had returned to Minnesota last summer feeling that nothing she had seen in the East was half so beautiful as that rolling green country, with its generous farms, its groves and fertile pastures, a tree-fringed lake around every turn of the road.

Of course, she liked the East, too.

She had spent a week-end with Isobel in East Hampton, glimpsing unfamiliar luxury, seeing her first golf course, eating her first shore dinner. (She thought lobster far inferior to chicken.) She had loved the Atlantic Ocean, the great crashing breakers drawing their ruffles of foam in proud retreat across the sands.

She was fascinated, too, by what she had seen of New York. It was as though, in that great city, folding doors were pushed apart and she was reluctantly introduced to wonders—Maude Adams in Chantecler, the Metropolitan Opera, Tschaikovsky’s Fifth Symphony.


Miss Chittenden, Vassar’s piano teacher, had been impressed with Carney’s talent and had taken her to play for Matthew Lang. Carney was still stung by what he had said to her. But meeting the famous pianist had been important. It was one of the experiences which had molded her.

She could almost feel herself being molded, a piece of wet clay, in the powerful hands of the East.

She loved Vassar. She was proud that in two years she had made a small place for herself—not so small either, for she was vice president of her class. And she warmed when she thought of the fun she had had with the girls—Sunday breakfasts in their rooms, bacon bats down by the brook, the secret preparations for dedicating their Class Tree this spring. How they had fooled the freshmen!

“Just the same,” she said aloud, “I’d like to see a few boys.”

At home she not only had three brothers, but boys were barging into the house all the time. One went riding, or walking, or picnicking with a boy as freely as with a girl.

At Vassar, for some mysterious reason, boys were put in a class with poison ivy. No young man was admitted unless he came laden down with references and credentials. And then he was entertained stiffly in the parlor in sight of everybody!


Dances were unbelievably stuffy, beginning at four in the afternoon. And whenever Carney went down the Hudson to attend a dance at West Point with her old friend Tom Slade, she had to take a chaperon and it cost twenty-five dollars.

“Twenty-five dollars just tossed away!” she thought. “Tom and I have never felt romantic about each other.”

Carney had never felt romantic about any boy, except Larry Humphreys. He had been her beau through her first two years in high school. When she was fifteen he had moved to California and for four years now they had never missed a week in writing to each other. Somehow he had kept her from getting interested in other boys although she had always had more than her share of attention.

Her friend Betsy Ray was visiting in California. Carney had had a letter from her, which she almost knew by heart.

“I’ve done gone seen him! And he’s most attractive. I don’t think you’ll be a bit disappointed in him, Carney. Maybe you’ll be a little afraid of him. I was. He always seems to be laughing at me, and he has a sort of…touch me not, I’m already spoken for…air. Now who has spoken for him, Miss Caroline Sibley?”

Carney shook herself.


“You came here to think about Isobel and whether you should ask her to come out to Minnesota,” she rebuked herself sternly.

She had written to her mother suggesting Isobel’s visit, secretly hoping her mother would settle everything by saying it was out of the question. But an answer had come today, and to her dismay it contained a cheerful acquiescence.

“The Andrews are back from Paris as you have probably heard. They are living in St. Paul, and I’ve invited Bonnie for July. Why don’t you have Isobel come at the same time? It would be a sort of house party.”

It would be a house party all right, Carney thought. But how much nicer to have just Bonnie! Bonnie had been her dearest friend before she went off to Paris. And Paris would not have changed Bonnie, Carney knew. She would be just the same. It would be Isobel who would seem strange and exotic in Deep Valley.

Carney had a sudden recollection of her home—the large frame house, its gray-blue paint faded; the wide vine-covered porch with its rain-washed chairs; the trampled side lawn where her brothers were allowed to play ball; the old barn transformed into a garage.

In Deep Valley the Sibley house was…the Sibley house. It was not the most modern or elegant in town but certainly one of the most important. Her father was the banker. He was a pillar of the Presbyterian church. His people and her mother’s, too, had come from fine eastern families, and had helped to lay the foundations of society in the Minnesota town.

But they didn’t have a tennis court or swimming pool. There wasn’t any wicker or cretonne on the porch. And there was just Olga, the hired girl, in the kitchen, no white-capped maids such as she had seen at Isobel’s.

It was a spacious comfortable home, with good furniture, her piano and her father’s books. Over all the airy rooms it bore the print of her mother’s exquisite housekeeping. But her father and brothers pressed their own suits and shined their own shoes on Sunday morning, and at the breakfast table they discussed the Sunday School lesson. Carney couldn’t picture Isobel there; she just couldn’t picture it!

“Good gracious!” she thought. “Am I getting ashamed of my home?”

Frowning, she brought herself back to Miss Salmon and the questions.

“I don’t want Isobel to come because she’s Eastern and I’m tired of the East. I don’t want her to come because she’s so grand. I don’t want her to come because I want to be alone with Bonnie. I’m a selfish pig. She shall come.”


With which announcement Carney jumped up and her dimple flashed. As always, her smile changed her look from demure primness to mischief. It showed white, slightly irregular teeth that folded in front into a piquant peak. It was irrepressibly mirthful.

Shaking out her white skirts, she started back down the hill.

As she came out of the pine woods into Matthew Vassar’s orchard, she heard the long whistle of the west-bound train. Her thoughts always followed it for at least a fleeting moment half across the continent and home. Next week she would be on it. And in July Isobel would be on it, too.

The sun was getting low now. Down on the campus girls in middy blouses and skirts, girls in ankle-length cotton dresses, girls in gym suits modestly concealed by skirts and coats, were hurrying along the paths to their rooms in the various buildings.


“Where, oh where are the gay young Soph’mores,

Where, oh where are the gay young Soph’mores…”



Carney hummed skipping down the hill, forgetting to assume the dignity of one who was “Safe now in the Junior Class.”
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Isobel’s Man




CROSSING THE PINE WALK which encircled the campus with a dim, pungently scented, green-roofed lane, Carney ran into her friend Sue. She almost literally ran into her, for Sue was advancing at a breakneck pace, her hair flying, her wide-set blue eyes big with excitement.

“Carney! I’ve been looking for you everywhere.”


“Why? What’s the matter?”

“You never could guess! Something absolutely thrilling!” She grasped Carney’s arm. “Isobel,” she announced dramatically, “is entertaining a man!”

“Jiminy! Who is he?”

“I haven’t any idea. But they’re down in the parlors. He’s terribly handsome, sitting with his arms folded, looking scared. Isobel looks as cool as ice cream. She’s talking and laughing away.”

“You’ve been peeking?”

“Of course. Everybody has.”

Carney’s chuckle was a small explosion of mirth. “Come with me?” she asked.

“Sure. There are Win and Winkie,” Sue added. “Let’s get them to go, too.”

Sue and Carney ran toward The Circle, an area quite properly round, rimmed first by pines and then by a border of flowers. The 1897 Class Tree spread its broad boughs in the center. Here croquet, tennis, hockey and basketball were played. There was a cinder path for track. At the Gate House, where equipment was stored, Win and Winkie were hooking skirts over their gym suits with that propriety decreed by Vassar’s supreme authority.

They were tennis stars, roommates and great friends. Win was tall, dark and vivacious; Winkie was short, with thick braids of light hair bound about her head, and deceptively grave eyes.

“Win! Winkie! What do you think?” Carney and Sue cried together.

“I’ve stopped thinking. Exams are over,” Winkie said.

“President Taylor has eloped with the Lady Principal?” offered Win.

“Don’t be silly. This is important,” said Carney, but she paused to let Sue deliver her own scoop.

“Isobel is entertaining a man!”

Win received the news with due excitement, but Winkie looked disappointed.

“What of it?” she asked, shouldering her tennis racket.

“We’re going to peek. Want to come?”

“Not me. I want a bath before dinner.”

“I’ll go,” said Win joyfully. “But oughtn’t we to get Peg? She’ll never forgive us if we don’t.”

They hurried into the back door of Main and into the elevator. Peg lived in a single alley on the fourth floor. There was a sign on her door.

“Engaged! Keep out! This means you!”

“Just ignore it,” advised Win. “She’s packing, but what’s that compared to a visiting man?”

A barrage of knocks brought a reluctant turn of the knob, and the three girls shouted: “Isobel’s entertaining a man!…They’re down in the parlors…We’re going to peek. Want to come along?”

“Of course,” said Peg, annoyance giving place to delighted interest. She was a large, gentle girl with curly hair. “Just wait till I wash my hands,” she added.

“Peg would wash her hands if she were running to a fire,” said Carney.

“So would you,” teased Sue.

“But a man! I haven’t seen a man who wasn’t faculty for weeks and months.”

“Neither have I,” said Win. “Not since I followed Peg’s father all over the campus to smell his cigar.”

“I almost swoon,” said Sue, “when Carney puts on her father’s dress suit for dancing in J.”

“You’re all nutty,” said Winkie. “So long.”

But Peg was ready now. Four strong again, they rushed back to the elevator.

Down on the second floor, they strolled with elaborate carelessness along the wide hall which ran from the dining room to the entrance stairs of Main. There were suites of connecting parlors on either side.

“They’re sitting on the right-hand side,” Sue whispered, and the girls turned their eyes to the right.

Isobel’s guest sat in a horsehair chair; Isobel was opposite on a sofa. He was indeed a handsome young man, wearing a stiff high collar. But he had relaxed now to the point of unfolding his arms. In fact he was leaning forward looking at Isobel.

She had already dressed for dinner in a soft pale silk and was wearing her coral necklace and bracelets, the ones that came from Florence. Her golden brown hair was, as usual, slightly disordered, breaking at every twist into airy curls. She didn’t so much as glance at the girls, but gazed at the young man with adoring interest. Now and then her low, lazy laugh floated out.

The girls traversed the hall once, twice, chatting with false vivacity and glancing furtively into the parlor.

“We’d better go now. She’ll be mad,” Carney whispered.

“He’ll be leaving in a minute anyway; it’s almost time for dinner.”

“And we have to dress.”

Reluctantly the four withdrew. But Isobel and her guest were not left unchaperoned for long. The elevator disgorged a group of freshmen.

“Is it true that Isobel Porteous is entertaining a man? Which parlor?” they asked.

Leaving Peg at her fourth-floor room, Carney, Sue, and Win proceeded along the corridor which was filled with the trunks, suitcases, and hatbags of departing students. It was enclosed by glass and looked out on the campus. Such corridors ran across the front of Main on every floor. Matthew Vassar had provided them so that his young ladies might take their constitutionals even in bad weather. A pioneer in many ways, he had believed that exercise was beneficial to young females. Unfortunately each corridor deprived a row of bedrooms of outside air. It was one of the reasons Carney liked rooming in North Tower.

They reached this retreat by a winding stair, which ascended all the way from the bottom floor and emerged into a small central hall with a skylight above it and doors all around. Carney and Isobel lived in the southwest corner room, Win and Winkie opposite, Sue alongside. These girls had been friends since they had met at supper on the first night of college, freshman year. Peg, too, was one of the group but she liked the comfort of the sitting room attached to the bedrooms in her alley.

The room Carney shared with Isobel was large, with two beds. It was furnished in golden oak which Carney thought very pretty, but Isobel had brought in her own mission oak desk and easy chair. There was a couch full of pillows, making a nest for Carney’s doll. Suzanne, her beloved baby since childhood, was now the mascot of North Tower.

There was a tea set with a spirit lamp. A built-in cupboard held Whitman’s Instantaneous Cocoa, sugar, crackers, jelly, and other supplies. On the wall were the banners of many colleges—Leland Stanford, a gift from Larry; West Point, representing Tom; Yale, from one of Isobel’s flames. There were pictures by Burne-Jones and Maxfield Parrish, framed photographs of friends. Larry’s photograph had the place of honor on Carney’s desk.

The two windows were high and opened in. Carney crossed to one now and looked out, into the treetops and the rooftops of old Main. She wasn’t romantic, like her friend Betsy Ray, but she liked living in Main.

It was the first and oldest building; originally it had housed the entire college. (Originally, she had heard, each room had been provided with just two hooks for dresses. When someone protested, old Matthew Vassar had said, “Why, that’s enough. One hook for her everyday dress, and one hook for her best dress.”)

It was a long brick building four stories high with groups of towers at either end. Isobel, who had been everywhere, said that it resembled the Tuileries. Above the main entrance, which looked down a tree-lined avenue to the Old Lodge Gate, was part of the original sign, “Vassar ——— College.” That blank had once held the word “Female.”


“An institution once there was

Of learning and of knowledge,


Which had upon its high brick front,

A ‘Vassar Female College’…”



But the “Female” had blown off one time in a windstorm.

“Let’s have a spread tonight,” Winkie called through the open door.

“Fine!” shouted Carney, pulling off her middy. “We can pump Isobel about her man.”

“What are you wearing?” cried Win. “She may introduce us.”

“A clean duck skirt and waist. I’ll be a vision in white.”

“I’m going to wear my smocked blue silk,” Sue chimed in. “And my lavaliere with the pearl drop. Do you think he would be impressed by pearls?”

“You idiots!” came Winkie’s voice.

“Maybe he’s been smoking cigars and Win can get a whiff of tobacco.”

This brought gratifying shrieks of laughter and Carney, stripped to her petticoat and corset cover, went happily into the attic to wash. The tower bathroom was housed out under the eaves.

She was glad she had decided to invite Isobel to Minnesota. Diving into the white waist and skirt, which with her dark hair and rosy cheeks were becoming enough to please even Isobel’s man, she planned to tell her at dinner.

But Isobel didn’t sit at her own table that night.

After grace was said, the big dining room broke into uproar. It was even more noisy than usual, due, perhaps, to the enlivening nearness of vacation. The Vice-president of the Students’ Association, whose duty it was to keep order, kept beating on a bell, but in spite of that shrill warning there was a clamor of voices.

There were ten girls at a table. The same groups ate together all year. But tonight there was an empty place at the table where the North Tower girls and Peg were seated.

“She’s certainly bidding him a fond farewell,” said Carney, serving the roast beef. The girls took turns serving, changing each week. Carney sat at the head of the table tonight.

“She’s just being mean. She knows we’re dying by inches,” said Win, filling her glass from the tall pitcher of milk.

“Maybe she’s so shattered by his departure that she can’t eat,” said Sue.

“Not Isobel…” but Carney broke off, for at that moment Isobel swept into the dining room with the handsome young man behind her. Not even glancing at her friends, she crossed to the table of the Lady Principal.


“Well, did you ever!” cried Sue.

“How did she talk Mrs. K into that?”

“I had a boy come to see me, he was a friend of my brother’s that I’d known all my life, and we could only…” but no one was listening. The visit of Sue’s brother’s friend, a momentous event in its day, was entirely eclipsed.

“I wonder if she’ll bring him to Chapel.”

“Oh, please! Please! She’d introduce us!”

“What’s for dessert?” asked Winkie. “Isn’t this peanuts-and-maple-sugar night?” Peanuts-and-maple-sugar was an endowed dessert, the gift of some peanuts-and-maple-sugar loving alumna.

But no one answered. No one else cared whether it was peanuts-and-maple-sugar night, or ice cream night, or Tombstone pudding night. Everyone was watching Isobel conversing elegantly with Mrs. K, the Lady Principal, and assorted faculty members, and her guest.

“That Isobel can wangle anything!” said Sue, and Carney thought with amusement of the Minnesota visit. Well, Isobel hadn’t wangled it exactly. Carney had made her own decision.

After dinner it was time to sing. Catching up scarfs or the light Liberty capes which were the fad that year, the students streamed out to the steps of Strong and Rockefeller Halls and sang until time for Chapel.


Step singing was a highly organized activity. Each class had song practise regularly. The juniors sang on the steps of Strong, with the freshmen down on the lawn facing them. The seniors and sophomores went to Rockefeller where the millstone from Matthew Vassar’s mill served as a rostrum.

Carney loved these nightly sings. She had grown up with a singing crowd in Deep Valley. And the campus was beautiful at this twilight hour, with the lamplighter making his rounds.

The sky was still full of tinted clouds. The air smelled of roses and pines, and of those Norway spruces which stood like stately ladies with their trailing skirts about them. When the singing stopped for a moment, you could hear the thrushes calling to one another.

But the thrushes didn’t have much chance when the Vassarites really got to going.


“The maidens fair could not enjoy,

Their bread and milk and porridge,

For graven on the forks and spoons

Was Vassar Female College

A strong east wind at last came by…”



Carney liked that one. It was such a satisfaction when “Female” blew off the sign. And she liked the one about Matthew Vassar’s brewery, and the one about Maria Mitchell, which went to the stirring tune of “The Battle Hymn of the Republic.”


“We’re singing for the glory of Maria Mitchell’s name.

She lived at Vassar College and you all do know the same—

She once did spy a comet and she thus was known to fame…”



Singing lustily, marching eight abreast, their song leaders in front, the girls crossed the lawn to the Chapel. They threw their wraps down at the entrance in a many-colored heap and filed inside.

Carney didn’t mind the fact that Chapel was compulsory and held every night. Not that she was especially religious. But she liked to sit relaxed in the dim light beneath the gilded angels and orient herself for the coming day.

But tonight neither Carney nor anyone else was thinking of much but Isobel’s guest.

He and Isobel sat in the special guest pew, near the front at the right, and everyone watched him. A man guest at Chapel was always the cynosure of eyes, and this one was so extremely handsome.

“He’s like a Gibson man,” Carney whispered to Win.


“She’ll certainly introduce us.”

“She’d better! The pill!”

“He’ll be going away. There couldn’t be a man on the campus after dark.”

And the Guest did indeed take leave of Isobel outside the Chapel door. But although her Tower-mates hung about, within easy beckoning distance, she didn’t introduce them.

“Stung!” said Carney as he lifted his hat and strode down the path to the Lodge Gate where a bobtailed trolley car bound for Poughkeepsie waited.

The girls fell upon Isobel.

“Who is he? Why didn’t you introduce us?…How did you ever talk Mrs. K into letting him stay for dinner?”

“I have my ways,” said Isobel inscrutably. “And as for introducing you…I wouldn’t do it after the way you behaved this afternoon…parading up and down the hall.”

“You paraded when my brother’s friend came!” cried Sue indignantly.

“You even paraded when my father came,” said Peg.

“You would have paraded if Tom Slade had come up from West Point the way he
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