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now ? Millicent thought, amused. What girl would not want to be
one of the elect, no matter if it did mean five days of initiation
before and after school, ending in the climax of Rat Court on
Friday night when they made the new girls members? Even
Tracy had been wistful when she heard that Millicent had been
one of the five girls to receive an invitation.

‘It won’t be any different with us, Tracy,” Millicent had told
her. ‘We’ll still go around together like we always have, and next
year you’ll surely get in.’

‘I know, but even so,” Tracy had said quietly, ‘you’ll change,
whether you think you will or not. Nothing ever stays the
same.’

And nothing does, Millicent had thought. How horrible it
would be if one never changed . . . if she were condemned to be
the plain, shy Millicent of a few years back for the rest of her life.
Fortunately there was always the changing, the growing, the
going on.

It would come to Tracy, too. She would tell Tracy the silly
things the girls had said, and Tracy would change also, entering
eventually into the magic circle. She would grow to know the
special ritual as Millicent had started to last week.

‘First of all,” Betsy Johnson, the vivacious blonde secretary of
the sorority, had told the five new candidates over sandwiches in
the school cafeteria last Monday, ‘first of all, each of you has a
big sister. She’s the one who bosses you around, and you just do
what she tells you.’

‘Remember the part about talking back and smiling,’ Louise
Fullerton had put in, laughing. She was another celebrity in high
school, pretty and dark and Vice-President of the Student
Council. ‘You can’t say anything unless your big sister asks you
something or tells you to talk to someone. And you can’t smile,
no matter how you’re dying to.” The girls had laughed a little
nervously, and then the bell had rung for the beginning of after-
noon classes.

It would be rather fun for a change, Millicent mused, getting
her books out of her locker in the hall, rather exciting to be part
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of a closely knit group, the exclusive set at Lansing High. Of
course, it wasn’t a school organization. In fact, the principal, Mr
Cranton, wanted to do away with initiation week altogether, be-
cause he thought it was undemocratic and disturbed the routine
of school work. But there wasn’t really anything he could do
about it. Sure, the girls had to come to school for five days without
any lipstick on and without curling their hair, and of course

everybody noticed them, but what could the teachers do?

Millicent sat down at her desk in the big study hall. Tomorrow
she would come to school, proudly, laughingly, without lipstick,
with her brown hair straight and shoulder length, and then
everybody would know, even the boys would know, that she was
one of the elect. Teachers would smile helplessly, thinking per-
haps: So now they’ve picked Millicent Arnold. I never would
have guessed it.

A year or two ago, not many people would have guessed it.
Millicent had waited a long time for acceptance, longer than
most. It was as if she had been sitting for years in a pavilion out-
side a dance floor, looking in through the windows at the golden
interior, with the lights clear and the air like honey, wistfully
watching the gay couples waltzing to the never-ending music,
laughing in pairs and groups together, no one alone.

But now at last, amid a week of fanfare and merriment, she
would answer her invitation to enter the ballroom through the
main entrance marked ‘Initiation’. She would gather up her
velvet skirts, her silken train, or whatever the disinherited prin-
cesses wore in the story books, and come into her rightful king-
dom. . .. The bell rang to end study hall.

‘Millicent, wait up!” It was Louise Fullerton behind her,
Louise who had always before been very nice, very polite,
friendlier than the rest, even long ago, before the invitation
had come.

‘Listen,” Louise walked down the hall with her to Latin, their
next class, ‘are you busy right after school today ? Because I'd like
to talk to you about tomorrow.’

‘Sure. I've got lots of time.’
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‘Well, meet me in the hall after home room then, and we’ll go
down to the drugstore or something.’

Walking beside Louise on the way to the drugstore, Millicent
felt a surge of pride. For all anyone could see, she and Louise
were the best of friends.

“You know, I was so glad when they voted you in,” Louise said.

Millicent smiled. ‘I was really thrilled to get the invitation,’
she said frankly, ‘but kind of sorry that Tracy didn’t get in, too.”

Tracy, she thought. If there is such a thing as a best friend,
Tracy has been just that this last year.

“Yes, Tracy,’ Louise was saying, ‘she’s a nice girl, and they put
her up on the slate, but...well, she had three blackballs
against her.’

‘Blackballs? What are they?

‘Well, we’re not supposed to tell anybody outside the club, but
seeing as you’ll be in at the end of the week I don’t suppose it
hurts.” They were at the drugstore now.

“You see,’ Louise began explaining in a low voice after they
were seated in the privacy of the booth, ‘once a year the sorority
puts up all the likely girls that are suggested for membership. . ..

Millicent sipped her cold, sweet drink slowly, saving the ice
cream to spoon up last. She listened carefully to Louise who was
going on, . ..and then there’s a big meeting, and all the girls’
names are read off and each girl is discussed.’

‘Oh ?’ Millicent asked mechanically, her voice sounding strange.

‘Oh, I know what you’re thinking,” Louise laughed. ‘But it’s
really not as bad as all that. They keep it down to a minimum of
catting. They just talk over each girl and why or why not they
think she’d be good for the club. And then they vote. Three black-
balls eliminate a girl.’

‘Do you mind if T ask you what happened to Tracy?’ Millicent
said.

Louise laughed a little uneasily. ‘Well, you know how girls are.
They notice little things. I mean, some of them thought Tracy
was just a bit foo different. Maybe you could suggest a few things
to her.”
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‘Like what?’

‘Oh, like maybe not wearing knee socks to school, or carrying
that old bookbag. I know it doesn’t sound like much, but well, it’s
things like that which set someone apart. I mean, you know that
no girl at Lansing would be seen dead wearing knee socks, no
matter how cold it gets, and it’s kiddish and kind of green to
carry a bookbag.’

‘I guess so,” Millicent said.

‘About tomorrow,” Louise went on. ‘You’ve drawn Beverly
Mitchell for a big sister. I wanted to warn you that she’s the
toughest, but if you get through all right it'll be all the more
credit for you.’

“Thanks, Lou,” Millicent said gratefully, thinking, this is be-
ginning to sound serious. Worse than a loyalty test, this grilling
over the coals. What’s it supposed to prove anyway? That I can
take orders without flinching? Or does it just make them feel
good to see us run around at their beck and call?

‘All you have to do really,’” Louise said, spooning up the last of
her sundae, ‘is be very meek and obedient when you’re with Bev
and do just what she tells you. Don’t laugh or talk back or try to
be funny, or she’ll just make it harder for you, and believe me,
she’s a great one for doing that. Be at her house at seven-thirty.’

And she was. She rang the bell and sat down on the steps to
wait for Bev. After a few minutes the front door opened and Bev
was standing there, her face serious.

‘Get up, gopher,” Bev ordered.

There was something about her tone that annoyed Millicent.
It was almost malicious. And there was an unpleasant anonymity
about the label ‘gopher’, even if that was what they always called
the girls being initiated. It was degrading, like being given a
number. It was a denial of individuality.

Rebellion flooded through her.

‘I said get up. Are you deaf?’

Millicent got up, standing there.

‘Into the house, gopher. There’s a bed to be made and a room
to be cleaned at the top of the stairs.”




