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THE POST-WAR KID 

BY 

Robert Traver 

The telegram came to me at the plant from San Francisco. "Put a case of beer 

on ice," it read. "Me and MacArthur are on our way. Clem." 

Nothing more. Not when he was arriving~ ether by plane train or jeep, or• 
~...,_.,.,.._I , " ,_, ~,hW ~_;_._ • ~ 

whether MacArthur was beast, bird or possibly a new sister-in-law./\ "I'll be 

you," he'd said to me and Lou when he'd enlisted in the Marines the day after Pearl 

Harbor. He'd just up and quit his swell job out at the plant and enlisted. The 

funny part was he could have been deferred like a damn if he'd just waited.-,Well, 

the next word had been a V-mail note from the South Pacific. "Dear Lou and Leo," it 

iilae read, "Wing Ho sends her love. It ain't true what they say about her and her 
~ 

sisters." H obllhtg u not a line until this wire from Frisco. In the meantime we Id 
'A 

heard he'd been through Guadacanal and had been wounded at Tarawa. And now he was back 

in the U.S. A. 

That night when I got home from the plant I showed the wire to Lou. She was 

standing by the electric range in the kitchen wearing one of those cute peasant aprons 

over her party dress. Her dark hair was swept up on her head, soft-like)with one c~ly 

strand running down her neck. I hated to see Lou having to mess around in the kitchen. 

CutR,_last maid had quit to work out at the plant,so Lou had to get the meals again, 

like she used to hen we were first married. But she was a good scout and never com­

plained. I never minded Lou golfing or playing bridge in the afternoon. After all, the 

poor kid had to keep herself occupied somehow, with me away all day. The Lord never 

blessed us with any children to tie her down. The best in the world is none too good 

,_for Lou. ~ 
Lou was staring down at .J;.weAtelegram. "Oh, 11 she said. "He's coming back. 11 She 

said it in a sort of flat tone of voice, like she was disappointed or something, so I 

went over and put my arms around her. 
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11.That's O. K. Lou," I said, patting her shoulder. "He won't stay long--he nev-er 

holds still very long, anywhere. We'll put him in the ma.id's old room and give him a 

key and he can run out .tom-catting to his heart's content. We've got to let him come 

here. After all, Lou, there's no where else for him to go since Mom died. Come on, 

smile for Leo like a good girl." I tried to kiss her, but she pulled away, pouting out 

her lower lip so prettily like she does. 

"Oh," Lou said again, still staring at the telegram, which had fallen to the floor. 

,Q., l ,4 J, f,-, ""'"., , I ••• nc ,I,. m.., J ~ ,/_ 
"Clem was lying on the sofa in the front roowvwith his feet up on Lou's new slip 

covers. I wondered how he worked it. What looked like a bright-eyed black and white 

teddy-bear was seated on bis chest.;ri:.';;;.";.;;::;---ing ~~;_;;~ktie was 

tied around~a j; Qrd ➔ neck.~h~ ':no~ ~mpty beer b~les standing around 

I\ " 
on the floor near the sofa. 

,"What in hell is that, 11 I said, pointing at the dwarf bear. 

"Oh hello, Kid," Clem said. Clem had always called me that, even though I was two 

\ years older than he was. 
• ~v-6 

over the beer bottles. 

He sat up, dumping the teddy-bear on the floor and knocking 
,.,,._,. ofwu.t l:awc;6,. 

"That I s my pal MacArthur, 11 Clem said_, 11 :Mac, meet me brudder, 
I\ 

Leo." Clem winked at the bear. "Leo's a brand new C-card assistant vice-,resident 

out at the plant--an essential occupation you know--in charge of production for the wahl .-
I could feel my face getting red as I shook hands w:it-h. Clem. ''Welcome home, Clem," 

~~(,,v-<,<PVU-~ _/ 

I said. It was the same old needling again. /\Clem always bad a smiling,sly waY@ of 

making me feel like a goddam fool. Clem reached down and clinked one. beer bottle against 

the other. 

11Hi out there!'' he called to the kitchen. "We've got a cash customer--fetch out a 

"" round of beer. Bring one for yourself, Sis. Clem winked at me, talking out of the side 

of his mouth like a caIJ»vf barker. 11Got to celebratlc_ the 
_yt~ . ~A.Al ~A->.,.~ 

hero of Tarawa--boom-dee-ay! He fell out of a landing barge 
(\ " 

an' got decorated!" 

return of Clem--the homicidal 

an' snapped his whizzle string-
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Lou came hurrying out from the kitchen with threeoold bottles of beer and no 

glasses. "Welcome home, Clem," I said again, as we stood around and clinkeq bottles 

and drank. I thought it was pretty fine the way Lou was entering into the spirit of ~ 

thing, especially w~en I knew how she loathed beer, on account of her figure, and 

would never drink~ bottle, even back in the dry days ~hen we used to go out and 
/\ ,bv 

park in my old roadster, «rtfiAit would have been damn handy ••• 

"Isn't that cute," Lou said to me, smiling and looking all flushed and pretty. Clem 

had given his bottle of beer to MacArthur, and the little devil was holding the bottle 

in his front paws, spilling some on the slip covers, and guzzling like a veteran. 

"Yeah," I said, "it's cute as hell. When do we eat?" 



~ ~~ 
-Steak!" Clem abouted across to me, as Lou came in ..-.fhree sizzling T-bones ~ • 

"How do you promote it?: Another priority you~ at the plant?" 

Lou laughed and started to expla~he ~ttle arrangement we had with~ 

the butcher, but I shook my head at her, no. "D:~l~o~ ~!J,:se in tbe mouth, 

dear brother Clement," I said real sarcastic-lik,~im1t1ta.11e 8~eur. Clem leaned back 

and laughed his loud, clucking laugh and cut off a piece or steak ror MacArthur. Mac 

sat on a kitchen stool beside Clem, swaying and blinking in wet-eyed adoration. n I swear 

he was a little potted-'"t,ie bear, I mean. 

Clem laughed and talked and told stories all during the meal. Come to thir.k or it 
tvJ.-J...t~~t,rvy,.tM/1;~~~~~~~~,u~t:;;'4 

all his lite he hacf laughed at everything. /\ Jlffhe sky' n t;be J imit, ll wa.■ Aii.s aetto, I • 

sat watching him devouring his steak and feeding and patting his goddam bear. During 
~ • • 

dessert he brought out eeae frayed and greasy
1
s~ts or soll)8 ~ve girls 

" -;u.;:.,._~ ~,.,~. ,.. 
they'd foun~ ~or those Hottent~t !slands.A Sometimes it makes me sick to think of 

our boys-tighting and .dying ror the likes or them. Sometimes I wonder what our boys 

are doing over there, anywq •.. These snaps were pretty disgusting, but Lou laughed 

and :U.ughed and saic;i something about Judy O I Grady and the Colonel I s lady. 

I tried to get Clem to tell us something about his war experiences, and1 ur grand 
J~.6-U- • •IA'f~j,,._t,1.,,,(4w-.h~• " 

overall strategye,as e saw it~ But~~ : ~ peered around stealthily and wagged his 

finger at me and said, "Ssh! Even the walls have ears •• • It's all a dark milit.anr secret. 
- H.fJvwvfvwttWV~? 

I'm on a Mission..Jt l(yst_ery. How do I know you' re not in the hire of ttoW Or the 
,,, - - -~ ~ jJJN,,i..&ctr,r.l, , ~ I\ 
~-" tool of Tojo?!' ~at the hell C:."you going to do with a man like tht1t? So I _,.,. let 

him go and~ r watched and listened. Lou sat with her head cupped in her hands, 
I\ 

gaily l•ughing and .,._ drinking in this line of guff Clem was dishing out. It kind of 

burned my cork. Clem did not seem to understand the significance and dignity of the 

± ),.;. 
Somehow.,.. thcr~ looked like 

thing~ for which we were fighting. 
~ L..-:- a,JJ,I 

_. sat there in his wrinkled Karine clothes. 
" L,. i,_;-

~"d been tailoredfo~ Pitth Avenue. That lllY always had a way of looking easy and 

" ~ graceful even in a suit ofcoveralls. 
~ 

He wad deeply tanned by beer and sun and Scotch, 



but he did not look health. His face was hungry-looking and kind of yellowish under­

neath. I noticed for the irst time his hair was definitely thinning. ~as getting 
A 

as gray as an outhouse rat. ~ - • ~ ~ ~ -t.L ~~-, .. ~ 
_ Clem was still at it. 11s0"1oe and S tossed~dice--my dice--and Joe lost. So he 

(\ . ~ 
married the girl. _Jilerle was her name. Joe~ that after . the fVa.r he and Merle~ ~ 
~~Ci) I\ 

ti.,, J.,..:t,i-:;"...,, ;;:!= iK S~ey. Her old man runs a pub there. Yup, 1-'od olot H 7 !' ~t.-.x: 
~I\ ~---

..Qf•'IJt«+an, ff40L ~ W vlL, ~4 ~ t ~14;''4~~ 

'~ ~ ,,.._._, ' .t» ~ -:>'' ~ /.)~ :,,, 
I/ k-- p., ~ ~ 1~-tl r;,, ~ ~ 4;_ .,,..;_ 1/-...e;, _J ,, fl& ~di ~ . 



After dinner I maneuvered Clem into the front hall. "For God I s sake man, don I t you 

ever wash'?"' I told him. "I thought they taught you guys cleanliness $n the army,,--" 

Clem wpeeled on me, and for a minute I thought he was going to let me have it. Then 

he laughed his irritating laugh and began whispering, "Marines, brother--M-a-r-i-n-e-s
111 

JI. ~ /fl" spelled/\.out in a stage whisper. 

"No offense, Cletaj' I said. "But you might wash the lip stick off your neck. What 

was she--a modern vampire?" 
uncertainl his neck 

"Oh, that, 11 Clem said and so help me I thought he was going to blush. That would 

have been something. "Yeah--I wired ahead and had one of my old babes meet me when I 

got in this afternoon. The little Farney number. Remember the lovely Francine'?" 

"Yes," I said. 11Her name's Novak now~nd she~...,/\in Seattle. Come again, 

brother. I don't mind who was mugging you but it looks like hell at the dinner table." 
I\ 

This time I swear he was blushing. I should have had my Brownie. 

F<?f, .. a a week I didn't see much of Clem. He seemed to sleep all day and was usually 
~ ti\.(,,, tp/JAI ~ !. $;tu 
out,._preparing to take a new/\beachhead by the time I got home from the plant. 

was out quite a few nights on her Red Cross work. ~ t Lou l~ft a note 
f\ 

~ 
AndALou 

that she 

and Clem had gone out to dine and dance. She didn't say where so I listened to Gabriel 

Heater and went to bed. I didn't mind Cl.em using the car as I had a C card and was on 

excellent terms with my gas station. My gas man and I had positi!ely fallen in love. 

Just the week before he'd picked me up three pre-war six-ply tires. And~; waf piling up 
.~~~4 

quite a collection of ear rings and bobby pins that I found ;in the-!ar,\ I figured 

they'd help out a lot in the next scrap metal drive. 

A couple of times I tried to get Clem out to the plant to meet the old gang. I 

told him that after all he should be building his fences for a good job after the war. 

We executives~ the plant were doing quite a lot of post-war planning. But Clem 

wouldn I t go an~ would just laugh and ~ 'fo'other beer. I tried to outline to Clem some 

" of our problems of conversion, when we wo~d all return to free American enterprise, 
-w~f"n-. -

without constant gov✓ernment~interference' ~ ~ t\~"1, , . 



I 



Clem just looked at me kind of dead pan. '""'ere do you get all those~:drooly 

words, brother?" he said. "Out of the Congressional tlecord?" 
.~ ----t $et LNSeRT · 

The~A-tl\Lou drove over to visit her mother in Fowlerville I trie~!: to get 
(\ 

Clem to go out to the plant. ffe were having a lecture on post-war planning by an expert 

we•tl~rom Washington. 

"Come on out and meet the boys, Clem," I said. "You and I haven't had a good visit 

since you came home." Clem just stared at me. "Come one, Clem, we'll visit the City 

Club after and hoist a few." I laughed. "Remember when we used to deliver papers at 

the Club? Now I'm on the goddam membership committee. Ain't that sumpin? Come on, 

Clem." 

Clem put his arm around my shoulder. I'd never seen him look 

"Leo," he said, and his voice was kind of husky. "Leo, I c:an't do 

sri:::::aa 
I\ 

it. In the first 

place I've got a date--but that doesn't ' matter." He looked at me and I swear there were 

tears in his eyes. "I can I t do it, Kid." He wearily shook his head. 111' d scream. I'm 

, telling you I I d scream and blow my top. Don't ask me why. 11 He paused and kind of sighed. 

"I wouldn't know why. All I know is that maybe you can reconvert your goddam plant--

but none of you will ever in Christ's world reconvert me. Goodnight, Kid. I'm sorry ... " 
~~~ . 

~~ night~! got home around midnight. I was just climbing in the hay when the 

phone rang. I took it on the upstairs extension. It was Lou. She said the car had 
~~ 

broken down at Grove~s Mill--a little town on the way to her mother's--she had to spend 

+ .. f(fW " 
the n~~here. It seeme~like she was on the v,erge of tears. 

• 
"I'll grab a cab and come and get you, Hon," I said. 
I\ "~"'~' 
11No--no. I'll be all rightJ ''But don't phone Mama or anything. She'll just worry. 

(\ 
I 111 see you--" Then we· were cut off. I tried to call her back but it was no dic-e. So 

I went downstairs and smoked a cigaret and had a bottle of beer. Then I went upstairs. 

I looked in Clem's darkened bedroom. I could hear someone breathing. I switched on the 

light. It was MacArthur/the Koko Kola b~1J ~itting up in bed, propped against a pillow. 



, 

-~ 
He looked at me, watchfully, blinking his~ 

"Goodnight, Mac," I said, snappimg off the light. Mac didn't say a word. 

The next day I got a phone call at the plant. It was Clem. 

"This is goodbye, Kid," he said. 111 just got my orders." 

"Look, Clem, 11 I said, 1' 111' 11 come right in. 11 

"No,no--I'm on my way." Clem said. ''Goodbye, Kid." 

11But Clem, wait--I'll--11 

"I'll write you from Tokyo, Kid. Goodbye," Clem said. 

"Goodbye) Clem. Good luck, 11 I said. 

It was just seven weeks later that we got word Clem had been killed at Saipan. "In 
~~ ~J ~ ~ ~. 

heroic defense of his country, 11 the notice read. '&u took the news pretty hard. [qr 
{\. Ot" LN-tc4--~ ~ /,-d., ~ f,wl(J.,1tw,, ~, 

days she acted like she was in a trance. /\ I tried to t:ake her outfout she wouldn 1 t go. So 

I spent nearly every night at home with her. Naturally, I missed quite a few lectures at 

the pla~t~ ,af: 

/4en~ got Dr. Krantz, the eminent psychologist, to fly outr.;::; ~ us. I 
" t .l,;t.,.. t. ~ ~ 

guess he is one of the best in his game. I tried to take Lou with me/\ but she wouldn't 

go. She said she was busy with the Red Cross ladies and for. me to go alone. Se I weat 

a:long t 6 -t tt£.l.;;t c ax ~ 

I'm surely glad I 

had yet . in our post-war 

.Jj ,/'~ I • 
I~-~ ;;e- , 

did ~ I was sorry Lou missedl\t+tie ii• st re, 
/\ .,,, ~ 

series. The-"'guy Krantz knows his it.uff. 
I\ • 

It was . the best we 

That night when I got 

home Lou was lying awake in her bed. undressed and climbed in my twin bed and we 

lay there in the df4rk and I told her about Doc Krantz's talk. It was call ed "Industry · 

and the Psychological Problems oi Demoblization. 11 

~ 
I told Lou how Doc had given us the low-down -on~ the physical problems of plant 

" reconversion were not the whole story. I repeated how Doc told us that one of our biggest 



problems was ~1'!et the returned veterans b~ck on the beam again--"once again attuned 

to ~e," is the way Doc put it. He said that many of the boys aut there would 

be soqmentally numbed by th~ horrors of war t9at f~;ighted industrialists would have to 
,) W- ,0cw,f') 

lay elaborate plans for mental re~-0nversion, just like we would have to change around our 
/\ 

machines to turn out refrigerators again instead of tanks. He said that "a blighted 

sense of social responsibility" on the part of many of the boys1rmight prove incompatible 

with the routine, assembly-line technique of the American WB;_Y of li~.~ e-"~ ~~ 
~ ~ ~}~~~~~,.,,._j .. .¥~<~ ~-F 

"You know, Lou~ 11 1 said. "'After hearing Doc _tonight I don't feel quite ao bad about t 
Clern ... 11 , 

Lou didn't answer. 

"Are you asleep, Lou?" I said. 

II 
11No, Leo, Lou said 

"Did you hear what I said about Clem?" 

"Yes, 11 Lou whispered in the dark. • ~ h\AJ/r,.1 
' ~ ~ .. 0 

So I told Lou·d how Clem nearly broke down th~night I asked him to go outf,o the 
1.!l )(\ l4'fl!' 

plant._ and what he ~d about blowing his top and all. I told iii=r .,I figured that Clem 
,, (\ •"1J ~ - ~ ·~ ~ 

was just the kind of guy Doc was tArf4ng about, and how afl1 ird I was-A'rie would m.ever ~ 
1J-iVf"' · " " ,,. 

MaClAable~take his place in the normail. life of the community-- -

-
~ 

Clementine. 

"Leo," she whlJP"red. / 

• t' 
have a baby," Lou said. ~ - TT ~ ~ 

/A,, ~~6,Q~r 

the ~.news to me. We're going to call it Clement or 
~ • (\ - ' 
~ ,., .'!8!-~ ... ~'- • I- I 

You see, we don't know yet~(ryt.G, ~ ~ ~ A,e • 
I\ .. ,- " 

"Leo," Lou whispered. 

Lou was crying. 

"Yes, Hon, 

I could hear her sobbing in the dark. 

What is it?" J ~ • 
11We--we 1re going to 

S:,.¼,1>'!"-, 
Ma/(hat's how Lou broke 
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THE POOT-WAR KID 

by 
Robert Traver 

The telegram came to me at the plant from San Francisco. 11Put a case of 

I beer on ice, 11 it read. 11:Me and MacArthur are on our way. Clem. 11 

Nothing o e. Not when ne was arrivin , whether by- plan train 

, or whether MacArthur was beast, bird or possibly a new sister-in-law. That 
I 

" 

was my brother Clem every time. 11 I' 11 be seeing you, 11 he' d said to me and Lou 

when he'd enlisted in the Marines the day after Pearl Harbor. He'd just up 

and quit his nell job out at the plant and enlisted. The fwmy part was he 

I could ha,re been deferred like a damn if he'd just waited. . . Well, the next 

word had been a V-mail note from the South Pacific. 11Dear Lou and Leo, 11 it 

read, ''Wing Ho sends her love. It ain't true what they say about her and her 

sisters." Then not a line until this wire from Frisco. In the meantime we'd 

1 heard he'd been through Guadacanal and had been wounded at Tarawa. And now he 

lwas bacK iri the U.S. A. 

That night when I got home from the plant I showed the wire to Lou. She 

was standing by the electric range in the kitchen wearing one of those cute 

peasant aprons over her party dress. Her dark hair was swept up on her head, 

isoft-like, with one curly strand running down her neck. I hated to see Lou 

I having to mess around in the kitchen. Our last maid had quit to work out at the 

plant, so Lou had to get the meals again, like she used to when we were first 

1, married. But she was a good scout and never complained. I never minded Lou 

golfing or playing bridge in the afternoon. After all, the poor kid had to 

keep herself occupied somehow, with me away.all day. The Lord never blessed us 

any children to tie her down. The best in the world is none too good for 

Lou was staring down at Clem's telegram. "Oh," she said. "He's coming 

back." She said it in a sort o! flat tone of voice, like she was disappointed 

something, so I went over and put rrr:, arms around her. 



"That's O. K. Lou," I said, patting her shoulder. 11He won't stay long-he 

I never holds still very long, anywhere. We'll put him in the maid's old room 

and give him a key and he can run out tom-catting to his heart's content. We've 

got to let him come here. After all, Lou, there's no where else for him to go 

since Mom died, Come on, smile for Leo like a good girl." I tried to kiss her, 

but she pulled away, pouting out her lower lip so prettily like she does. 

"Oh," l,ou-..a-ai.4 again, still staring at the telegram, which ad tall.en to 

the floor. 

Clem was lying on the sofa in the front room with his feet up on Lou's new 

slip covers. I wondered how he worked it. What looked like a bright-eyed black 
s✓ -Tf'i~·• 

and white teddy-bear was -eested on his chest. Clem was pulling its ears. His 

I Marine necktie was tied around its neck. The thing was alive. There was a 

flock of empty beer bottles standing around on the floor near the sofa. 

"What in hell is that," I said, pointing at the dwarf bear. 

"Oh hello, Kid," Clem said. Clem had always called me that, even though 

l was two years older- than he was. He sat up, dumping the teddy-bear on tba,;:::=i 

floor and knocking over some of the beer bottles. "That's my pal MacArthur," 

Clem said. 
rt'AJ.! 

11Mac, meet •/\brudder, Leo." Clem winked at the bear. "Leo's a 

II brand new C-card assistant vice-president out at the plant--an essential occupa-

1 tion you know-in charge of production for the!!!!,!" 

I I could teel my face getting red as I shook hands with Clem. "Welcome 

home, Clem," I said. It was the same old needling again. Ever since we were 

ll kids Clem always had a smiling, sly way of making me feel like a god.dam fool. 

Clem reached down and clinked one beer bottle against the other. 

"Hi out there!" he called to the kitchen. "We've got a cash customer--1 
ll fetch out a round of beer. Bring one for yourself, Sis. 11 

I talking out of the side of his mouth like a carnival barker. "Got to celebrate 

the return of Clem-the homicidal hero of Tarawa--boom-dee-ayl Yep! He was so 

goddam scared he fell out of a landing barge an' snapped his whizzle string-an' ! 

•I got decorated 111 

I 



Lou came hurrying out from the kitchen with three cold bottles of beer and 

I no glasses. ''Welcome home, Clem, 11 I said again., as we stood around and clinked 

I bottles and drank. I thought it was pretty fine the way Lou was entering into 

I the spirit ot things, especially when I knew _how she loathed beer, on account 

of her figure, and would never drink anything out of a bottle, even back in the 

l dry days when we used to go out and park in my old roadster, when it would have 

been damn handy ••• 

"Isn't that cute., 11 Lou said to me., smiling and looking all flushed and 

pretty. Clem had given his bottle of beer to MacArthur, and the little devil 

twas holding the bottle in his front paws, spilling some on the slip covers, and 

!guzzling like a veteran. 

''Yeah," I said, "it's cute aa hell. When do we eat?" 

"Steak!" Clem shouted across to me, as Lou came in carrying three sizzling 

T-bones on a platter. 11How do you promote it? Another priority you get at the 

plant?" 

Lou laughed and started to explain the little arrangement we had with Vogel, 

the butcher, but I shook my head at her, no. "Don't look a gift horse in the 

mouth, dear brother Clement, 11 I said real sarcastic-like.,· just as Clem would .o f 

:elem leaned back and laughed his loud., clucking laugh and cut oft a piece of 

steak for MacArthur. Mac sat on a kitchen stool beside Clem, swaying and blink-
1 

ling in wet-eyed adoration. I swear he was a little potted-the bear., I mean. 

Clem laughed and talked and told stories all during the meal. Come to 

.think of it all his life he had laughed at everything. When he laughed the 

corners ot bis eyes wrinkled and he showed his strong, white teeth. I sat watch 

• g him devouring his steak and feeding and patting his goddam bear. 
(:.· 

~essert he broughtAseveral frayed and greasy snap-shots of some grinning native 

!girls they'd found on one ot those Hottentot islands. They didn't have on a 
I -etitch. Sometimes it makes me sick to think of our boys-out there fighting and 

dying for the likes of them. Sometimes I wonder what our boys are doing over 

lbhere., anyway ... These snaps were pretty disgusting, but Lou laughed and laughed 

and said something about Judy O'Grady and the Colonel~ lady. 
I 

l 
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I tried to get Clem to tell us something about his war eiperiences, and of 

our grand overall strategy as he saw it. I had been reading a lot about it in 

the Reader's Digest. But Clem just peered around stealthily and wagged his 

finger at me and said, "~! :E.ven the walls have ears ••• It's all a dark 

I military secret. I'm on a Mission of Mystery. 

II hire of Herman the Vermin? Or the treacherous 

How do I know you're not in the 
~ 

tool of Tojo?" Clem~e&l"ed at 

me. What the hell were you going to do with a man like that? So I let him go 

and just watched and listened. Lou sat with her head cupped in her hands, 

gaily laughing and drinking in this line of guff Clem was dishing out. It kind 

of burned~ cork. Clem did not seem to understand the significance and dig­

nity of the things for which we were fighting. 

I watched him as he sat there in his wrinkled Marine clothes. Somehow his 

uniform looked like it had been tailored for him on Filth A-wenue. That guy 

"""" always had a way of looking easy and graceful even/\a dirty suit of coveralls. 

He was deeply tanned by beer and sun and Scotch, but he did not look healthy. 

His face was hungry-looking and kind of yellowish underneath. I noticed for 

the first time his hair was definitely thinning. And he was getting as gray 

as an outhouse rat. Another thing, he had developed a nervous twitch. Ji.very 

now and then he would wince and close his eyes as though he had a sharp pain 

inside. Or like a man that was trying to blot out a bad dream. But most of 

the time be laughed ••• 

Clem was still at it. "So~ pal Joe and this other Marine in our outfit 

tossed the dice--~ dice--and Joe lost. So he married the girl. Merle was 

I her name. Joe said that after the War he and ILerle and the kid were going to 

live in Sydney. Her old man runs a pub there. Yup. That's what good old Joe 

"Well, isn't he going to do it," Lou asked. 

"Isn't he going to do what?" Clem said. 

"Be a man and go back and live in Sydney?" Lou said, smiling. 

Clem answered very quietly: 11No, Joe isn't going back. You see, we left 

him behind at Tarawa. 11 
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Lou was all sympathy. 110h, I'm sorry, Clem. I didn I t know ••• 11 

Clem's face twitched again. It grew quiet around the table. Even the bear 

quit licking its chops. Then Clem smiled at Lou and said real softly. "Yes, 

Hon. I was there and saw it. Joe isn't going back-- How's for another round 

tj of beer?" 

After dinner I maneuvered Clem into the front hall. "For God's sake man, 

don't you ever wash?" I told him. "I thought they taught you guys cleanliness 

in the army--" 

Clem wheeled on me, and for a minute I thought he was going to let me have 

it. Then he laughed his irritating laugh and began whispering, "Marines, 

brother--M-a-r-i-n-e-s 111 He spelled it out in a stage whisper. 

"No offense, Clem," I said. "But you might wash the lip stick off your 

neck. What was she--a modern vampire'?" 

110h, that," Clem said, uncertainly feeling his neck, and so help me I 

thought he was going to blush. ~ would have been something. 11Yeah--I 

wired ahead and had one of my old babes meet me when I got in this afternoon. 

The little Farney number. Remember the lovely Francine?" 

"Yes," I said. "Her name's Novak now and she lives in Seattle. Come again 

brother. I don't mind who was mugging you-but it looks like hell at the 

dinner table." 

This time I swear he was blushing. I should ha~e. had my Brownie. 

For a week I didn't see much of Clem. He seemed to sleep all day and was 

usually out with the car preparing to take a new beachhead by the time I got 

home from the plant. And even Lou was out quite a few nights on her Red Cross 

work. Another night Lou left a note that she and Clem had gone 

and dance. She didn't say where so I lis 

bed. I didn't mind Clem using the car as I had a C card and was on excellent 

terms with my gas station. My gas man and I had positively fallen in love. 

Just the week before he'd picked me up three pre-war six-ply tires. And I was 

piling up quite a collection of ear rings and bobby pins that I found in the 

car after Clem's dates. I figured they'd help out a lot in the next scrap 

meta\ drive. 
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A couple of times I tried to get Clem out to the plant to meet the old 

gang. I told him that after all he should be building his fences for a good 

job after the war. We executives out at the plant were doing quite a lot of 

post-war planning. But Clem wouldn't go and would just laugh and call for 

another beer. I tried to outline to Clem some of our problems of conViersion, 

when we would all return to free American enterprise, without constant govern­

mental interference from the Washington bureaucrats. 

Clem just looked at me kind of dead pan. "Where do you get all those 

purty, drooly words, brother?" he said. "Out of the Congressional Rec~d?" 

"Why no, Clem, 11 I said. ''We get regular bulletins on these things from 

our Association. Besides, I've been reading quite a lot about it in the 

Readers' Digest. It's one of the vital problems of the day--" 

"Oh, so you get all these lovely original ideas all condensed and pre­

digested for you," Clem said, real bitter-like. "You don't even have to think, 

is that it?" 

"Clem, I don't think you're being fair about it," I said. 

"Yeah," Clem went on needling. "Yeah. Someday some genius is going 

condense the Gettysburg Address. Or maybe even the Lord's Prayer. Won't that 

be wonderful--when we can supplicate Him in, say, seven words!" 

The e,ening Lou drove over to visit her mother in Fowlerville I tried again 

to get Clem to go out to the plant. We were having a lecture on post-war 

planning by an expert we'd brought out from ashington. 

11 Come on out and meet the boys, Clem," I said. "You and I haven't had a 

good visit since you came home." Clem just stared at me. "Come on, Clem, 

after and hoist a few." I laughed. 11Remember when 

deliver papers membership 

committee. Ain't that sumpin? Come on, Clem. 11 

Clam put his arm around my shoulder. I'd never seen him look so grayish 

and old. "Leo," he said, and his voice was kind of husky. "Leo, .I can't do 

it. In the first place I've got a date--but that doesn't matter. 11 He looked 

at me and I swear there were tears in his eyes. 111 can't do it, lid. 11 He 
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wearily shook his bead. 11 I Id scream. I'm telling you I'd scream and blow my 

' top. Don't ask me why." He paused and kind of sighed. 111 wouldn't know why. 

II All I know is that maybe you can reconvert your goddam plant--but none o! you 

will ever in Christ's world reconvert me. Goodnight, Kid. I'm sorry ••• " 

That night after the lecture I got home around midnight. I was just 

climbing in the hay when the phone rang. I took it on the upstairs ex.tension. 

It was Lou. She said the car had broken down at Grovers Mill-a little town 

on the way to her mother's-and that she has to spend the night there. I seem& 

to me like she was on the verge of tears. 

"Look, I'll grab a cab and come and get you, Hon, 11 I said. 

"No--no. I'll be all right~ Lou said. 11But don't phone Ma.ma or anything. 

She'll just worry. I'll see you--" Then -we were cut off. I tried to call her 

back but it was no dice. So I went downstairs and smoked a cigaret and had a 

bottle of beer. Then I went upstairs. I looked in Clem's darkened bedroom. 

I could hear someone breathing. I switched on the light. It was MacArthur, 

the Koko Kola bear, sitting up in bed, propped against a pillow. He looked at 

me, watchfully, blinking his shiny black eyes. 

"Goodnight, l,!ac, 11 I said, snapping off the light. Mac didn't say a word. 

The next day I got a phone call at the plant. It was Clem. 

11This is goodbye, Kid," he said. 111 just got my orders." 

''Look, Clem, 11 I said, 111 111 come right in." 
,, 

"No, no--I'm on my way." Clem said. Goodbye, Kid." 

"But Clem, wait--I' 11--11 

"I'll write you from Tokyo, Kid. Goodbye, 11 Clem said. 

"Goodbye, Clem. Good luck," I said. 

2 

It was just seven weeks l ater t hat we got word Clem had been killed at 

Saipan. "In heroic defense of his country, 11 the Commandant's notice read. 

Somehow I wasn't too surprised. Lou took the news pretty hard. For days she 

acted like she was in a trance. It was really pretty bad. I tried to take her 

out dancing and the like, but she wouldn't go. So I spent nearly every night 

I 11 at home with her. Naturally, I missed quite a few lec::t.ures at the plant. 
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Then we got Dr. Krantz, the eminent psychologist, to fly out from New York and 

: talk to us. I guess he is one of the best in his game. I tried to take Lou 

I with me to listen to him, but she wouldn't go. She said she was busy with the 

I Red Cross ladies and for me to go alone. 

I I'm surely glad I didn't miss that lecture. I was sorry Lou missed it. 

It was the best we had 7et in our post-war series. That guy Krantz really 
- . 

knows his stuff. That night when I got home Lou was lying awake in her bed. 

I I undressed. and climbed in my twin bed and we lay there ~ the dark and I told , 

her about Doc Krantz•s talk. It was called "Industry and the Psychological 

Problems of DemobilJ.zation. 11 

I told Lou how Doc had given us the low-down on how the physical problems 

of plant reconversion were not the whole story. I repeated how Doc told us 

II that one of our biggest problems was to get the returned veterans back on the 

beam again--"once again attuned to the monotony- of the machine," is the way 

Doc put it. He said that many of the boys out there would be so "mentally 

I numbed by the horrors of war that far-sighted industrialists would ha-we to lay 

elaborate plans for mental reconversion," be said, just like we would haYe to 

change around our machines to turn out refrigerators again instead of tanks. 

He said that "a blighted sense of social responsibility" on the pa.rt of many of 

the boys '~ght prove incompatible with the routine, assembly-line technique 

of the A,rnerican way of life. 11 He really laid it out cold, in language any-one 

could understand. I could hear Lou turning in her bed. 

"You know, Lou," I said. "After hearing Doc tonight I don't feel quite 

so bad about Clem ... " 

Lou didn't answer. 

0 Are you asleep, Lou?" I said. 

"No, Leo," Lou said. 

11Did you hear what I said about Clem?" 

"Yes," Lou whispered in the dark. 

So I told Lou about how Clem nearly broke down that night, the night I 

asked him to go out to the plant--and what he had said about blowing his top 

and all. I told Lou I figured that Clem was just the kind of guy Doc was 
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talking about, and how I was afraid he would never have been able again to take 

his place in the normal lite of the community--

"Leo," Lou whispered. 

Lou was crying. I could hear her sobbing in the dark. "Leo," she whis-

I, pered. 

I 
"Yes, Hon. What is it?" I said. 

"We--we I re g oing to have a baby, 11 Lou said. 

So help me that's how Lou broke the big news to me. Just as simple as 

I that. And me running off at the mouth about post-war planning... We're 

I going to call it Clement or Clementine. You see, we don't know yet which one 

it I s going to be. 
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John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

THE POST-WAR KID 

by 
Robert Traver 

The telegram came to me at the plant trotn San Francisco. "Put a case ot 

beer on ice, n it read. "Ile and MacArthur are on our way. Clam. 11 

Nothing more. Not when he was arriving, whether by plcn•, train or jeep, 

or whether MacArthur was beast, bird or possibly a new sister-in-law. That 

was my brother Clem every time. "I'll be saeing you," he'd said to me and Lou 

when he'd enlisted in the Marines the day after Pearl Harbor. He'd just up 

and quit his swell job out at the plant and enliated. The funny part was he 

could haTe been deterred like a dam it he'd just~ itod •.. Well, the nex.t 

word had been a V-u:all note trom the South Paci.fie. ' 'T'loar Lou and Leo, 11 it 

read, "Wing Ho sends her love. It ain't true what they say about her and her 

sisters." Then not a line until this wire from Frisco. In the n:eantime we'd 

hoard he'd been through Guadacanal and had been wounded at Tarawa. 

was back in the U.S. A. 

d now he 

That night when I got home Crom the plant; showed tte wire to Lou. She 

was standing by the electric range in the kitchen wearing one of those cute 

peasant aprons over her party dress. Her dark hair waa swept up on her head, 

soft-like, with one curly strand running down her neck. 1 hated to see Lou 

having to mess around in the kitchen. Our last maid had quit to work out at the 

plant, so Lou had to get the meals again, lik she used to when we were first 

married. But ohe was a good scout and never complained. I never minded Lo11 

lgol!ing or playing bridge in the afternoon. After all, the poor kid had to 
I 
keep herself occupied somehow, with me away all day. The Lord never blessed us 

~ith any children to tie her down. The best in the world is none too good tor 

Lou. 

Lou was staring down at Clem's telegram. 110h, u she sa.iu. "He's coming 

back." She said it in a sort or flat tone of voice, like she was disappointed 

or something, so I went over and put my arrr~ around her. 



"That' a o. K. Lou, 11 I said, patting her shoulder. "He won't stay long-he 

never holds still very long, anywhere. We'll put him in the maid's old room 

and give him a key and he can run out to~'-'catting to his heart's content. We 1ve 

got to let him come here. After all, Lou, there's no where else for bilT' to go 

since lt.om died. 1 Come·on, smile !or Leo like a good girl. 11 I tried to kisa her, 

but she pulled away, pouting out her lower lip ao prettily like slie does • 

. "Oh,!' Lou said again, still staring at the telegram, which had fallen to 

the floor. 

Clom was lying on the sofa in the front room with his feet up on Lou's new 

slip covers. I wondered how he worked it. What looked lil<e a bright-eyed black 

~ and white teddy-bear was.l\e-ea••a on his chest. Clem was pulling its ears. His 

Marine necktie was tied around its neck. The thing was alive. There was a 

!'lock of empty beer bottles standing around on the floor near the sofa • . 

"What in hell 1s that," 1 said, pointing at the dwarf bear. 

"Oh hello, Kid," Clem said. Clem had always called me that, even though 

I was two years older than he was. He sat up, dumping the teddy-bear on the 

floor and knocking over some or the beer bottles. 11That•e my pal l!ac rthur, 11 

Clem said. "llac, meet me. brudder, Leo." Clem winked at the bear. "Leo• a a 

brand new C-card assistant vice-president out at the plant--nn essential occupa­

tion you know-in charge o! production for the .!!!ill!" 

I could teel my .f'ace getting red as I shook hands wit.h Clem. "Welcorr.e 

home, Clem," I said. It was the same old needling again. ~er since we were 

I 
ids Clem always had a smiling, sly way or making me reel like a goddwn fool. 

Clem reached dOlfll and clinked one beer bottle against the other. 

"Hi out there!" he called to the kitchen. 11 e•ve got a cash customer­

tetch out a round of beer. Bring one tor yourself, Sis." Clem winked at me, 

talking out of the aide of his mouth like a carnival barker. 11Got to celebrate 

he return o! Clem--the homicidal hero of Tarawa--boo~dee-ay l Yep! He was so 

goddam soared he fell out of a landing barge an 1 snapped his whizzle string-an' 

bot decorated 111 



Lou came hurrying out from the kitchen with three cold bottles of beer and 

no glasses. nwe1come home, Clem," I said again, as we stood aroW1d and clinked 

bottles and drank. I thought it was pretty tine the way Lou was entering into 

the spirit ot things, especially when I knc,w how she loathed beer, on account 

other figure, and would never drink anything out of a bottle, even back in the 

dry days when we used to go out and park in my old roadster, when it would have 

been damn handy ... 

nien•t that cute," Lou said to ·me, smiling and looking all flushed and 

I pretty. Clem had given his bottle ot beer to !racArthur, and the little devil 

was holding the bottle in hie front paws, spilling some on the slip covers, and 

guzzling like a veteran. 

"Yeah," I said, "it's cute as hell. When do we eat?" 

"Steak!" Cl~m shouted across to mo, as Lou came in carrying three sizzling 

·?-bonea on a platter. "Hew do you promote it'i Another priority you get at the 

'plant?" 

Lou laughed and started to explain the little arrangement we had with Vogel, 

the butcher, but I ahook my head at her, no. nnon•t look a gift horse in the 

iaouth, dear brother Clement," I said real. sarcastic-like, just as Clem would~ 

1Clem leaned back and laughed hie loud, clucking laugh and cut o!f a piece ot 

1
steak for liacArthur. Mac sat on a kitchen stool beside Clem, swaying and blink­

ling in wet- eyed adoration. I swear he was a little potted--the bear, I mean. 

Clem laughed and talked and told stories all during the meal. Come to 

think of it all his life he had laughed at everything. When he laughed the 

corners of his eyes wrinkled and he showed his strong, white teeth. l eat watch 

ing him devouring his steak and feeding and po.tting his goddam bear. During 
~ 

dessert he brou.ght/\,several frayed and greasy snap-shots o! acme grinning native 

girls they'd found on one of those Hottentot islands. They didn't have on a 

stitch. Sometimes it rr.akes me sick to think o! our boys--out there fighting and 

dying £or the likes ot them. Sometimes I wonder what our boys are doing over 

there, anyway ... These snaps were pretty disgusting, but Lou laughed and laughe 

land said something about Judy 01Grady and the Colonel~ lady. 



I tried to get Clem to tell us something about hie war experiences, and of 

our grand overall strategy as he saw it. I had been reading a lot about it in 

the Reader's Digest. But Clem just peered around stealthily and wagged his 

finger at me and said, "Ssh! E.'ven the walls have ears ... It's all a dark 

military secre~. I'm on a ~~ssion or ~ystery. How do I know you're not in the 

hire o! Herman tho Vertlin? Or the treacherous tool o! Tojo?" Clem leired at 

me. What the hell were you going to do with a man like that? So I let him go 

and just watched and listened. Lou sat with her head cupped in her hands, 

gaily laughing and drinking in this line of guff Clem was dishing out. It kind 

of burned my cork. Clem did not seem to Wlderstand the significance and dig­

nity o! the things for which we were fighting. 

I watched him as he sat there in his wrinkled liiarine clothes. Somehow his 

uniform looked like it had been tailored for him on Fifth Avenue. That guy 

always had a way of locking easy and graceful even"";f dirty suit of coveralls. 

He was deeply tanned by beer and sun and Scotch, but he did not look healthy. 

His face was hungry-lookir.g and kind o! yellowish underneath. I noticed for 

the first time his hair was definitely thinning. And he was getting as gray 

as an outhouse rat. Another thing, he had dev loped a nervous twitch. •very 

now and then he would wince and close his eyes as though he had a aharp pain 

inside. Or like a man that was trying to blot out a bad dream. But most o! 

the time he laughed ... 

Clem was still at it. 11s0 nry pal Joe and this other arine in our outfit 

tossed the dice-my dice--and Joe lost. So he married the girl. ~erle was 

her name. Joe said that a!ter the War he and Merle and the kid were going to 

live in Sydney. Her old man rWls a pub there. Yup. That's what good old Joe 

said ... n 

"Well, isn't he going to do it, 11 Lou asked. 

"Isn't he going to do what?" Clem said. 

"Be a man and go back and live in Sydney?" Lou said, smiling. 

Clem answered very quietJ.i: "No, Joe isn't going back. You see, we left 

him behind at Tarawa." 
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Lou was all sY!Jlpa.thy. 110h, I'm sorry, Clem. I didn't know ••• 11 

Clem's !ace twitched again. It grew quiet around the table. Even the bear 

quit licking its chops. Then Clem smiled at Lou and said real sottly. "Yes, 

Hon. I was there and saw it. Joe isn't going back-- How's tor another round 

ot beer? 11 

A.t'ter dinner I maneuvered Clem into the .tront hall. "For God's aake man, 

don't 7ou ev r wash? 11 I told him. "I thought they taught you guys cleanlineH 

in the army--1' 

Clem wheeled on me, and tor a minute I thought he was going to let me have 

it. Then he laughed hie irritating la~h and began whispering, "Marines, 

brother--M-a-r-i-n-e- s1 11 He sl)8lled it out in a stage whisper. 

"No offense, Clem," I said. "But you might wash the lip stick ott your 

neck. What was she--a modern vampire?" 

"Oh, tbnt," Clem said, uncertainly teoline his neck, and so help rr.-e I 

thought he was going to blush. ~ would have been something. 11Yeah--I 

wired ahead and had one ot my old babes meet me when I got in this afternoon. 

The little Farney nwnber. emember the lovely Francine?" 

"Yes," I said. "Her name's Novak now and she lives in Seattle. Come again 

brother. I don't mind who was mugging you- but it looks like hell at the 

dinner table." 

This ti.me I swear he was blushin ,. • I should have had my Brownie. 

For a week I didn ' t see much of Clem. He seemed to sleep all day and was 

usually out with the car preparing to take a new beachhead by the time I got 

home trom the plant. And ~ven Lou was out quite a few nights on her Red Cross 

work. Another night Lou lett a note that she and Clem had gone out to dine 
. t, 

and dance. She didn't say where so I listened to Gabriel Hea}er and went to 

bed. I didn't mind Clem using tho car as I had a O card and was on excellent 

terms with my gas station. ~Y gas man and I had positively fallen in love. 

Juot the week before he'd picked me up three pre-war six-ply tires. And I was 

piling up quite a collection ot ear rings and bobby pins that I found in the 

car after Clem's dates. I figured they'd help out a lot in the next scrap 

metal drive. 
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A couple of times I tried to get Clem out to the plant to meet the old 

gang. I told him that after all he should be building his tencea tor a good 

job after the •ar. We executives out at the plant were doing quite a lot of 

post-war planning.· But Cl m wouldn't go 'and would ·just laugh and call for 

another beer. I tried to outline to Clem some o! our problems ot conversion, 

when we· would all return to !re~ runerican enterprise, without constant govern­

mental interference from the Washington bureaucrats. 

Clem just looked at me kind ot dead pan. "here do you get all those 

purty, drooly words, brother'!" he said. "Out of the Congressional. Record?" 

n: hy no, Clem," I said. "We get regular bulletins on these things from 

our esociation. Besides, I've been reading quite a lot about it in the 

Readers' Digest. It's one o! the vital problems of the day-" 

110h, so you g6t all these lovely original ideas all condensed and pre­

digested for you," Clem said, real bitter-like. "You don't even have to think, 

is that it ?11 

11Clem, I don't think you're being !air about it., 11 I said. 

11Yeah," Clem went on needling. "Yeah. Someday some genius is going to 

condense the Gettysburg Address. Or maybe even the Lord's Prayer. Won't that 

be wondertul--when we can supplicate Him in, say) seven words!" 

The e,aening Lou drove over to visit her mother in Fowlerville I tried again 

to get Clere to go out to the plant. We were having a lecture on post-war 

planning by an expert we'd b~ought out trom ashington. 

''Come on out and meet the boys, Clem, 11 I said. "You and I haven't had a 

good visit since you came home." Clem just stared at me. 11Com.e on, Clem, 

we'll visit the City Club after and hoist a few. 11 I laaghed. u emember when 

we used to deliver papers at the Club? Now I'm on the goddam membership 

coirllllittee. Ain't that sumpin? Come on, Clem." 

Clem put his arm around my should r. I'd never seen him look so grayish 

and old. "Leo, 11 he said, and his voice waa kind or husky. "Leo, I can't do 

it. 1n the first place I've got a aate--but that doesn't matter." He looked 

at me and I swear there were tears in his eyes. "I can't do it, lid. 11 He 
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wearily shook his head. "I'd acream. I'm telling you I'd scream and blow l1f1' 

top. Don't ask me why." He paused and kind of sighed. "I wouldn't know why. 

All I know is ·that maybe you can reconvert your goddam plant--but none o! you 

will ever in Chriat 1 s world reconvert me. Goodnight, Kid. 1•r11 sorry .•. " 

That night after the lecture I got home around midnight. I was just 

climbing in the hay when the phone rang. I took it on the upstairs extension. 

It was Lou. She said the car had broken down at Grovers Uill--a little town 

on the way to her mother•s--and that she has to spend the night there. I seems 

to me like she was on the verge of tears. 

"Look, I'll grab a cab and com and get you, Hon," I said. 

8 nNo--no. I'll ba all right~ Lou said. "But don't phone l4ama or anything. 

She'll just worry. I'll see you--" Thon we were cut ott. I tried to call her 

back but it was no dice. So I went downstairs and sreoked a cigaret and had a 

bottle of beer. Then I went upstairs. I looked in Cle.m's darkened bedroom. 

I could hear someone breathing. I switched on the light. It was cArthur, 

. -t.he Koko Kola bear, sit ting up in bed, propped against a pillow. He looked at 

me, watchfully, blinking his ahiny black eye8. 

"Goodnight, liac, 11 l said, snapping off the light. llac didn't say a word. 

The next day I got a phone call at the plant. It was Clem. 

11This is goodbye, Kid, 11 he said. "I just got my orders." 

"Look, Clem, 11 I said, 111 1 ll come right in." 
,,. 

"No, no--l'm on l1f1' way." Clem said. Goodbye, Kid." 

11But Clem, wait--I' 11-11 

"I'll write you from okyo, Kid. Goodbye," Clem said. 

110oodbye, Cleru. Good luck," I said. 

2 

It was just seven weeks later that w got word Clem had been killed at 

Saipan. "In heroic defense of his country," the Commandant's notice read. 

, Somehow I wasn't too surprised. Lou took the news pretty hard. For days she 

acted like she was in a trance. It was really pretty bad. I tried to take her 

out dancing and the like, but she wouldn't go. So I spent nearly every night 

at home with her. Naturally, I missed quite a few lectures at the plant. 
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Then we got Dr. Krantz, the eminent psychologist, to fly out from ew York and 

. talk to us. I guess he is one or the best in his game. I tried to take Lou 

with me to listen to him, but she wouldn't go. She said she was busy with the 

Red Cross ladies and for me to go alone. 

I'm surely glad l didn't r:iiss that lecture. I was sorry Lou missed it. 

It was the best we had yet in our post-war series. That guy Krantz really 

I knows his stuff. That night when I got home Lou was lying awake in her bed. 

I undressed and climbed in my twin bod and· we lay there in the dark and I told 
' . • 

her about Doc Krantz 1s talk. lt was called "Industry and the Psychological 

Problemi, of Demobilization." 

I told Lou how Doc had given us the low-down on how tho physical problems 

or plruit reconversion were not tho whole story. l repeated how Doc told us 

that one of our biggest problems was to get the returned veterans back on the 

beam again--"on .::e again attun d to the monotony of the machine," is the way 
. ' 

Doc put it. He sa1~ that many ot the boys out there would be o "mentally 

numbed by the horrors ot war that tar-sighted industrialists would b~Ye to lay 

elaborate plans for mental reconversion," he said,' just like we would have to 

change around our ma.chines to turn o~t re!r1goratora again instead or tanks. 

He said thr.t "a blighted sense o! soc~al responsibility" on the i;art of many of 
rr the boys• might prove incompatible with the routine, assembly-line technique 

o! the .UJ.ericaJl w y or life." He really laid it out cold, in language anyone 

could underatand. I aouid hear Lou turning 1n her bed. 

ttYou know, Lou, 11 I said. 11, tter hearing Doc tonight I don't feel quite 

so bad about Clem •.• 11 

Lou didn't answer. 

11 Are you asleep, Lou'?" I said. 

11 ro, Leo," Lou said. 

"Did you hear what I said about Clem?" 

11Yes, 11 Lou whispered in the dark. 

So I told Lou about how Clem nearly broke down that night, the night I 

asked him to go out to the plant--and what he had said about blowing his top 

and all. I told Lou I figured that Clem was just the kind ot guy Doc was 
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talking about, and how I was afraid he would never have been able again to take 

I his place in the normal life of the community--

"Leo, 11 Lou whispered. 

Lou was crying. I could hear her sobbing in the dark. 11Leo," she whis-

pered. 

"Yes, Hon. What is it?11 l said. 

~l\fe---wa•re going to have a baby," Lou said. 

So help me that's how Lou broke the big news to me. Just as simple as 

that. And me running off at the mouth about post-war planning... e•re 

going to call it Clement or Ciementine. You see, we don't know yet which one 

it's going to be. 
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