
trouble. If he said the reason was 
that he could not pay, she would 
yell, “Damn it to hell, you don’t 
need any money to eat in my place”. 
She would heap as much fwd on 
the table as the student could pos- 
sibly eat. If she thought that he 
was having trouble making both 
ends meet, she would put enough 
on the table SO he could put Some on a paper bag and take it home 

ARTIST TO THE RESCUE 
A story is told of an impress- 

ionist artist who sat in a choice 
spot in old Provincetown, sketch- 
ing nature’s beauties, when he 
suddenly saw a burglar escaping 
from a nearby building. Slapping 
a new canvas hurriedly on to his 
easel, he quickly made his im- 
pressionistic sketch of the bur- 
glar and handed it to the police. 

Then the police got busy. 
Guided by the artist’s sketch, 
the law promptly rounded up 
two hundred men, a horse, a 
hearse, a pair of old boots and a 
can opener. 

She had her eye on various gar- 
Ments. Every time my wife passed 
wearing a certain dress, she would 
holler Out, “Don’t you dare give 
that away. I need it for my hooked 
rug.” Her husband, Tony Barnes, 
still has one of her rugs. The de- 
signs depicts a light-house. 

Tony is in his eighties now and 
still lives at 33 Pearl Street. He is 
retired, though he still does occa- 

in her very loud voice. 
I She was the center of artist‘s life 
in Provincetown. Many times, they 

“People say, if Nellie didn’t give! 
SO much away, you would be a mil- 
lionaire now. But we do have 


