She’s Wearing a Dead Bird on her Head! by Kathryn Lasky
“Revolting!” The single word rumbled down Commonwealth Avenue as noisily as a cannonball loose on a ship’s deck.

That a bird should be slaughtered just to make you feel pretty. 

“Oh yes, Harriet – perched in full flight on a bunch of silk roses with a veil.” 

Harriet and Minna are very persuasive. 

“I think,” said one gentleman, “that there should be an exception made for ducks.”

“What good is a law if it isn’t enforced,” Minna moaned one day as she stood looking out the window at a woman passing by with a pheasant’s wing raking the air above her.

She tapped her head lightly as if to give a little jostle to her brains.
They got as gussied up as two Boston ladies who loved birds and hated fashion could manage.

The two ladies swallowed their disgust and muffled their anger.

