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Our Daughter Lizgbeth g
This year our daughter Lizbeth ‘is collecting athletes.(Every afternoon
after school--Li zbeth is a sophomore % ; _-:—disorderly little
regiments of high school athletgs squire her inebsdwmph from the h‘ school
to the local drugstore for mal of the lemon "coke"; and finally fram

the drugstore to our front porch. There, for what seems hours on end, they

stomp about filling the late afternoon air w1th hoarse adolescent bra
# "’"‘“‘%; MW’%

“and hoot.:mgs and extravagant guffaws, accompanied by shrill fueals o

/)/%
ﬂ;::e delig fr.om our llt;/le Lizbeth. W M,,{ ../m "(’o(
Of course the real hero, Lizbeth's current hearthrob is missing from ‘efgz
t‘hesa afternoon excursions. He is solemnly flinging himself about some
gymnasium or playing field practicing football or basketball or track or
baseball: whichever sport is ascendant at the moment. His big moment comes §§

at night when--just he and Lizbeth alone--he "walks her home" after the big

game or a Friday night dance at theyouth Center or, on more drab occasions,

merely from the library or the movies or glee club or cheerleading practice— = g § %

or from just downtown... The afternocon crew are really nothing more or less

than romantic c.ulls and throwouts: they haven8t made the current team;
their Als either just over or just around the corner. They will
doggedly have toawait their Asport. And they had damn better star in it, tco.
Then and only then will they have their big chance to walk Lizbeth home alone %M/
W
aféer the big game, the Friday night dance, etec, etc...
Last year as a freshman little Lizbeth had to content herself all the
school year with a lone member of the football squad, and a mere substitute
Wae o Ycan/ -
guard at that. ‘A This Qso unseated the delicate emotional and intellectual balance
FrviCd
of our little daughter that she only contrived to annex a yearly scholarship
average of slightly under A. This year things are much better. Little Lizbeth
went out for cheerleading last fall, and she applied herself so wholeheartedly to

this enterprise that she and two other girls made the cheering squad over a

eld of some forty other frustrated young females. It was then that our daughter




Lizbeth really came into her own. She could now follow all the teams in
all their wanderings: in every g&meA played everywhere. This has not only
restored her delicate inner balance but hasmgmdes into the

J
popular ,and defiocratic zone of C'average. %
t now being winter and in the midst of the basketball season, our

onl
little Lizbeth has naturally mﬁ\ a mamber of the basketball squad.

"Streak" is his name. Streak is not precisely the star--it seems the real

star, a loyal young soul called Buddy Pearson, was still ensnared by some

tenacious and designing hussy, a junior called Doris, who had desperately

: Svers Q. >
clung to him clear from last season. Our little Lizbeth refers—4o both '
dvvvtiat W aemeThal a v, Lve
the real star and his Dorls as "drlps." While Streak is not a star he is % $

a "wheel" on t%flrst team; he i i "real cute" anjz not a drip; and, what's

more, heAlost a front tooth in the game with Central High. § ﬁg

Streak also enjoys the distinction of being the tallest of all the
athletes who have ever seen our Lizbeth home. He is six fee five in his 3 o
; ; ‘44'4%.(3,49
stocking feet and is still grow1ng‘f%most dally./\I estimate that our 1ttle >

: iy crntone b waTober L ol W

Lizbeth now comes up” to about his nav . #am taking an almost paternal 422
pride in Streak's development, which is perhaps not unnatura%>31nce Grace ‘%EL
and I seem to be involuntarily contributing considerably towards his diet--
mostly in the nature of evening raids on our refrigerator.

But Streak has his uses, too. He is handy, for example, for replacing
burned out light bulbs in our front porch light. (I have lately observed

> Byl

that he is also rather handfy in unscrewin%ﬂfhe—iighted—pereh—buib that
we have recently begun leaving on for little Lizbeth.) And then there was that
business of the Christmas tree angel. Each ieap now, since Lizbeth was a little
girl, I have toiled and perspired to fit thﬁntree into a stand that was never

designed to -accommoda'fe it, and to finally erect this uheasy marriage of tree

and stand vs':th/\a sort of precarious balance--all with the aid of various hawsers




fporsTis

and stray guy wires. And each year I would stand back in triumph only to

discover that I had forgotten to affix our Christmas angel to the topmost

A e oF
mast of the tree. J#& dur family it' s,no angel no “hristmas. And.rhls year

s

was no exceptlon.ﬂ}62:h4ﬂfawvv j ;
Ao # o |
In past years i 8 haduhed to go outfrcur51ng softly, and rummage around
in theﬁgargge for the step ladder, upon which I then teetered and careened
bl AT
fogﬂsuicidal ages)with Grace clinging to me, trying to lean out and over
the swollen base of the tree to impale that dammed Christmas angel to the
top of the tree. Two years ago Grace inadvertently relaxed her grip on
the seat  of my pants and I, tree, ladder, guy wires, angel and all crashed
to the living room floor in a fine Yuletide snarl. Only the angel e scaped
Do J 4éi~4~ s g htnt .
scathed. That was the only year I ever managed tg1?at our angel ggr from
Analall
absolute floor level. But this year our little Lizbeth and Streak appeared
while I was %p the initial stage--out in the garage rummaging for the
step-ladder. When I Arith the ladder, angel bent, Grace and Lizbeth
and Streak were calmly trimming the tree--with the angel proudly flying
]
from the very top. Streak had merely reached up and clapped her on. Pres&!

I was so overcome that I had to resist the impulse to dart up on the ladder

and kiss Streak on both cheeks. Instead I went out to the kitchen andépualﬁﬁko¢2%'

whipped up Streak's nightly ration of roughly onewhalf bushel of buttered

popcorn.

Now that we are clutched in the grip of winter Lizbeth and her athletes

4
have m0443:?;;0 the house. Both the afternoon and evening contingents. It

is tEe way wi aantltt, of course. Better to have the young people home WW

gnciead—oe\gallévantlng around, I always say... “nyway, I used to like to come

ey

home from the office after work, like A-modol husband, and read the evening

N~

paper before dinner. But now all that is goneA gone, alas, like our dreams, too

soon... Little ﬁizbeth and her fackle ndAeentere aqd pitchers and hundred-
MM e R W’

yard -dash men have taken over. For a while I tried to brave it, as though

A




nothing had happened, and guietly thread my way through the maze of legs and
empty pop bottles to my favorite chair with my paper.

"H}” Mr. Traver," the athletes would chorus as I slunk through the
room.

"Hi, boys," I would gaily answer in their wwn idiom, gamely determined
to respond in kind to this affecting show of youthful f;g‘li‘erle.

For a brief interval there would be a bleak s lence % of
my newspaper. Then our little Lizbeth, ever resourcerul, would fill the
breach by perhaps recollecting something that thre English teacher, Miss Dubois,4424{f
said orAdid (or failed to say or do) in class that afternoon--they always
refer to kkexxxgx this poor woman, evidehtly also a large one, as
ng, S. Dubois'"--and away would go the entire pack, hawing, chortling, wildly

punching each other, heartily agreeing that old Dubois was certainly a

dope or a drip or a lame brain or--but I can't go on...

e :
After that I togk to sfaying/at the hotel bar until dinner time-éne‘t%
ouoéfcbﬁélaéa.AZizAu;%;anauztaaanéfﬁ_owb iy Pnanttice
Occa51onall

forgot to come home for dinner...” It was about then that
Grace finally suggested that our old spare room off the kitchen would make
a perfect den for me. And hadn't I wlways wanted a room where I could sit
and brood and keep my books and pipes and guns and fly-rods all together?
So during the holidays we got it.all fixed up: rug,ﬁFrapes, leather-covered
desk, studio couch, pipe rack, gun rack, everything... But you have guessed
it. I am happy to report that our little Lizbeth and her athletes have found
my new den the most congenial room in the house. I am seriously thinking
of throwing out the desk and studio couch and installing some old lockers
and wooden benches and rubber matting and perhaps a medicine cabinet full

4 oy ok G langle coowler

of assorted lin ents./\We wantZour little Liabeth and her athletes to &=
perfectlx‘%appy. Afier all, I still have my old leather chair in the living

room. And, too, except Friday nights, I can have the den to myself almost

any night after midnight. In fact, right this very moment =X I am writing




this report on the progress of our daughter &lizabeth in my den. But somehow
0é/"\-(/ Mﬂz 2 Qe
it seems irreveren Aand faintly obscene--like playing basketball in church.
A
I also find myself reflectively eyeing my favorite shotgun...
The other night I was shuffling about the upper floors of our house
in my new Christmas slippers and old bathrobe, waiting for the tumult and
the shouting to die. Little Lizbeth and her teamxhad just beaten their

closest rivals in an overtime game. Apparently she had brought home both

teams, including substitutes, chezrleaders, masseurs, and a generous
A

sprinkling of rival fans. I judfed,that the replay of the game must have
o g Anomenta
been inﬁp . ] when I cast caution to the windds and stomped

downstairs and stood on the landing.
"Lizbeth!" I shouted at the top of my voice.
Lizbeth came running to the stairwgy. Her cheeks were flushed and
L rvthe ol
her eyes sparkled. She looked radiant; likeﬁphe night I proposed to her,methaits
"Look," I said, struggling to keep my temper up. '"We can't sleep--

21
ah--for wondering who won the game?™ What - - wlio o |

"Oh, daddy, we won--I'm so thrilled! And guess what?"

"What?" I guessed.

"Buddy Pearson just asked me to the dance at the Youth Center next
Friday night."

Buddy Pearson is the reél star on the basketball team. I swayed a

[N

. whle corlunploclou : :
little on the landing ,and-brushed these new vistas frem my-sight
A o

"Lizbeth," I said wearily, because 1 was weary, {W‘;t happened to that
nice quiet boy you used to see occasionally last year? I think his name was
Budkmysexxmmekiingxk Dudley something or bbher."

"Oh, Daddy--that old drip! He didn't even make substitute guard this
year. He's a perfect isosceles triangle--he gets all R

"Goodnight, dear, I said, turning and flapping my way upstairs. As I

crept into bed I felt old and somehow overcome. Yet, wasn't theee a bright




side somewhere? After all, basketball season was nearly over, I reflected,
and while it's true there gi;knine men on a baseball team, the weather would

be warmer and I could probably erect a miniature diamond and baseball

dugout in the side y:=as. Finally I fell into a troubled sleep./(tometime
wh i fed

in the middle of the night I suddenTy wokicnuiwondered who was going to

put on our Christmas tree angel next year?




l ‘ Our Daughter Lizbeth

This yearkour daughter Lizbeth is collecting athletes. Every afternoon
after school--Lizbeth is a sophomore in Chippewa High--diserdewly little
regiments of high school athletes squire her from the school to the local
drugstore for the noisy ritual of the lemon "coke'; an@ fiaaé&a from the
drugstore to our front porch. There, for what seems hours on end, they stomp
about filling the late afternoon air with their hoarse adeXeseent brayings and
hootings and extravagant guffaws, accompanied by shrill squeals of delight

from our little Lizbeth. MM%W
62 . ) — Z%Vgﬁa¢%,zl¢xuzzpfzz Arrre

ok / . : .
Kkitehemrdoexs after a day at the offlce,‘; was obliged ta conduct daily off-

4

J

tackle smashesAthrough Lizbeth's hfetes‘

<

Of course the real hero, Lizbeth's current hearthrob, is missing from
these afternoon excursions. He is solemnly flinging himself about some
gymnasium or playing field practicing football or basketball or track or
baseball: whichever sport is ascendant at the moment. His big moment comes
at night when--just he and Lizbeth alone--he "walks her home" after the big
game or a Friday night dance at the Youth Center or, on more drab occasions,
. merely from the library or the movies or glee club or cheerleading practice--
or from just downtoww... The afternoon crew are really nothing more or less :
than romantic culls and throwouts: they haven't made h;zii;:;nt team;;;Ez;r 4

moment of triumph is either just over or just around the corner. They will doggedly

have to await their particular sport. And they had damn better star in it, too.

our
Then and only then will they have their big chance to walkAPizbeth home ateme from

the big game or the Friday night dance, etc. etc...




Last year as a freshman little Lizbeth had to content herself all the
school year with a lone member of the football squad, and a mere substitube
guard at that. It was a lean year. This circumstance so unseated the delicate
" emotional and intellectual balance of our little daughter that she smisy contrived
to annex a yearly scholarship average of,slightly under A. This year things
dé?ap¢¢7%;,ZZQ::z:tz:;:figdﬁﬁluéquzbnzzap a7g¢21¢Za£¢4!lZQ,A;oZkadiaﬁ,ca4474?4%% .syab
are much better. “went out for cheerleading last fall, and She
/\applled herse SO wholeheartedly to this enterprlse that she and two other

girls made th?Acheerlng squad over a field of some forty other frustrated

young females. It was then that our daughter Lizbeth really came into her own.

She could now follow all the teams in all their wanderings: in every contest

Apanel T
played everywhere. This hee not only restora‘ her delicate inner balance but

caloprlid Al vra Rutlerng it o
has advaneeéhher grades into the popular and democratic zone of C average. She,4btmaéqu

cooty—

launched the season wi i flrst-stri g halfback called rv1lle,_ba%—dre¢gmxk+nmr
IEL /gmvvlzdnwaéﬁ Vi 4Vn4%éi6b “An /nvu%( Azt
fore the smoke had dissipated from the gun announcing the lgst game of the

4 4 oy -
football seasonM%MAW ¥4 %/r» i

It now being winter and in the midst of the basketball season, our little
Lizbeth has naturally latched on to a member of the basketball squad. "Streak"
is hié name. Streak is not precisely the star-—it seems the real star, a loyal
young soul called Buddy Pearson, was still ensnared by some tenacious and
designing hussy, a junior called Doris, who had desperately clung to him clear
from last season. Our little Lizbeth, ever a realist, consequently called both
the real star and his devoted Doris "drips." It seems that a drip is two degrees
lower than a dope... While Streak is not a star he is a "wheel" on the first

team; he is "real cute" and not a drip; and, what's more, he enjoys the

enormous distinction of having lost a front tooth in th;ﬁggﬁéyéizgﬂg;ataal Highe




Streak also enjoys the distinction of being the tallest of all the:‘é’!uérqz{
athletes who have ever seen our Lizbeth home. He is six feet five in his
stocking feet and is still growing. Almost daily. Without benefit of

calipers I estimate that our little Lizbeth now comes up to about his navel.

W o t ’4
I find myselg\curious to w&%ebAFhem dancing... We are lately takingA?n—almeit

paternal pride in Streak's develcpment, which is perhaps not unnatural, since

Grace and I seem to be involuntarily contributing considerably towards his
W oo

diet--mostly in the nature of eveaéag—raéds—enA?ur refrigerator.

A

But Streak has his uses, too. He is handy, for examply, for replacing
ol gl
burned out light bulbs in our front porch light. (I h ve lately observed

that he rather handy in unscrewing this same beacqg

soeenLlaLluuyasqbeawing/on-fs:fllbtla/ttzbeth“ﬁﬁ And then there was thatéf/ﬁzaiggL

business of the Christmas tree angel. Each year now, since Lizbeth was a little
girl, I have toiled and perspired to fit the Christmas tree into a stand that

was never designed to accommodate it{ and to finally erect this uneasy marriage
of tree and stand into a sort§g§:g?:§Z?;:::.balance—-all with the aid of various
hawseré and stray guy wires. And each year I would stand back iqAFriﬁmph only to
discover that I had forgotten to affix our Christmas angel to the topmost mast

of the‘tree. This year was no exception. And in our family it's a case of

no angel, no Christmas.

In past years I used to go out into the night, cursing softly, and rummage
around in the chilly garage for the step ladder, upon which I then teetered and
careened for what seemed suicidal ages, with Grace clinging to me, trying to
leafh out and over the swollen base of the tree to impale that damned Christmas
angel to the top of the tree. Two years ago Urace inadvertently relaxed her grip

on the seat of my pants and I, tre, ladder, guy wires, angel and all crashed to

the living room floor in a fine Yuletide snarl. Only the angel escaped unscathed.




Nor have I forgotten how Grace laughed. That was the only year I ever managed
e wweld avelatbea - -
to install our angel from absolute floor level.,\But this year our llttle
Lizbeth and Streak appeared while I was in the initial stage--out in the garage
rummaging for the step~ladder. When I finally charged into the house with the
ladder, angel bent, Grace and Lizbeth and Streak were calmly trimming the tree--
with the angel proudly flying from the very top. Streak had merely reached up
and clapped her on. Fresto! I was so overcome that I had to resist the impulse
to dart up on the ladder and kiss Streak on both cheeks. Instead I went out to
the kitchen and gratefully whipped up Streak's nightly ration of roughly one-

half bushel of buttered popcorn.

Now that we are clutched in the grip of winter Lizbeth and her athletes
have moved from the porch into the house. Both the afterncon and evening

I
contingents. It is the way we want it, of course.,vz:z;er to have the young

L
‘O

Natlcr
people home under the parental tree mAthan gallivanting aroundA Fadu=ys

SS¥<.s Anyway, I used to like to ceme home from the office after work, like
any housebroken husband, and read the evingng paper before dinner. Buthow all
that is gone--gcne, alas, like our dreams, too soon;.. Little Lizbeth and her
tackles and forwards and baseball pitchers and hundred-yard-dash men have taken
/ et Wwa
over. Our home has became a field house./ For a while 1 tried to brave it, as
though nothing had happened, and gquieddy]thread—my—wey through the maze of legs
Nécel

Dot Ae one off The /”?’f‘a‘ﬂé

and empty PoR, bottles to my favorite chair, ui£h=m;:pa§oav

A adageo Wz
"Hl,'Mr-<2===a=;B the athletes would chorus as I é::ék through th%1roo .
"Hi, boys," I would gaily answer in their own idiom, gamely determined to
respond &® in kind to this affecting show of youthful cameraderie.
For a brief interval there would be a bleak silence except for the nesay
rattling of my newspaper. Then our little Lizbeth, ever resourceful, would fill

the breach by perhaps recollecting something that the English teacher, Miss Bubois,




had said or kast done (or failed to say or do) in class thgt afternoon--they
always refer to this poor woman, evidently also a large one, as "S. S. Dubois"--
and away would go the entire pack, hawing, chortling, wildiy Weh
other, heartily agreeing that old Dubois was certainly a dope or a drip or a
lame brain or--but I can't go on...
After that I took t @;ﬁag at the hotel bar until dinner time. ’fge only ak (o
athletes 1 ever saw there : on dry Martm:.s%\f G fgxc:got to
come home for dinner.. .ﬁwas abouélthen tha Grace ﬁdﬂguggested that

our old spare room off the kitchen would make a perfect den for me. And hadn't

I always wantedia/\room where L could sit and brood and keep my books and pipes and

guns and fly-rods all together? So during the holidays we got it all fixed up: S(Jf[

)
W colorful drapes, leather-covered desk, studio couch, 1pe rack, gun
rack, everything... But you have W@\ réport that our little
s

lebe\h and er athletes have found my new den the most congenial room in the :
house.AI am seriously thinking of throwing out the desk and studio couch and

W

Al

Lot

a ¥
installing semerld lockers and wooden benches and rubber matting and perhaps a §:

a/
medicine cabinet full of assorted linaments. Also an-ci:dAclothesline foom which

il

/I/W‘W
'\X to dangle woolen socks and /\elastlc accessories. We want our little Lizbeth

9

-

a d her athletes to feel perfectly at home. After all, I still have monfg
leather chair in the living room. And, too, except Friday nights, 1 can have the
elf almost any night after midnight. In fact, right this very moment

1s report on the—pregress—of our daughter Lizbeth in g, den. But

%everent of /me an intly obscene--something, say, like
G e o
playmg in"churchs alsc:t find myself reflectively eyeing my favorite
shotgun...
Jud ~ W and 4[4%(’4“’ /

The other night)él was shuffling about the upper floors of our house in my new

e i wihon s oM
Catets 221¢ Al

w

Christmas slippers and old bathrobe, waiting for the tumult and the shouting to die.




Little Lizbeth and her teammates had just beaten their closet rivals in an
overtime game. Apparently she had brought home both teams, i ing substitutes, e+«
and bo e teon bgoZanclese
JhupwiAchegr%eadergA masseurs, aaéka generous sprinkling of rival fangﬂ I judged from

theAdin that the replay of the game must have been in its closing moments when I
cast caution to the winds and stomped downstairs andstood on the landing.

"Lizbeth!" I shouted at the top of my voice.

Lizbeth came running to the stairway. Her cheeks were flushed and her
eyes sparkled. She looked radiant; like her mother did the n%ght I proposed to
her. )

"Look," I said, struggling to keep my tempee up. '"We can't sleep--ah—-for

-

wondering who won the game. , #hat——who won?"

A
"Oh, daddy, we won--I'm so thrilled! And guess what?"

"What?" I guessed.
W

"Buddy Pearson just asked me to the dance at the Yough! Center next Friday.

dmhbrt ,TALML‘WW“’M{‘

Buddy Pearson is the real star on the basketball~€égﬁ?\ I swayed a little

on the landing while 1 phed _ﬂﬂthese new vistas.
"Lizbeth," I said wearily, because I was weary, "what happened to that nice
quiet boy you used to see occasionally last year? I think his name was Dudley

something-or-other.%u sz 510/4»«/2/ MW ;f’é%‘/

"Oh, Daddy--that old drip! He didn't even substltute guard thls y AT s

", ‘QMW J.n

He's a perfect isoceles trlangle-—he gets all A'

into bed I felt . wasn't there a brlght spbt somewhere3

After all, basketball season was nearly over, I reflected, and while it's true there




are nine men on a baseball team, the weather would be warmer and I could probably

Lacelintc
ﬂ erect a mind dlamond and baseba3d dugout in the side yard. %

into a t oubled sleep. Fhen -Sometlme in the middle of the nlght 1 suddenly woke
7
and sat up in bed and wondered who was going to put on our Christmas tree angel

R

next year.
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q One night I tarried at the hotel bar not wisely but rather too long.
There was no use going home--it was a game night and the house would be
rocking with juveniles/ until all hours. Came midnight, then one o'clock,

then two. By then, juveniles or no juveniles, home seemed an unutterably

WM%?& 0@y Ne03ta LACEE
dreary place to go,‘[ "Gimme the same, Horace." <“uddenly I became gripped

by the ha ppy idea of phoning Grace. 1 believekt.he symptom is known in some

quarters as"telephonitis." The idea became an obsession; the obsession found

Mt,éww

me in a phone booth fumbling for a nickel. W
"66L;Jdarllng, " I told the operator. Msrrﬂy rang and rang and rangg M

sadr I merrily smiled and smiled and smiled over the sheer inspiration of it

WoenZ &

all. Tt~was®grand to be married to a good-natured lass that appreciatel one's
e er;/r‘ mood.?
"Hello," Grace finally answered in a sleepy voice.

"Look, Hon," I said, speaking out of the side of mouth like a TV mobster.
’ ’ s Spe g my g 1 L ,/4 ;
"Dis is Steve, Hon." Pause. "I jes' got out of stir, Hon.ADon't, hang up, Hon,

cause honest, Hon, I'm goin' straight dis t:une, Hon." Paljlﬂ "F:Lguiln'
takin' off ton?ght % P nver, Hdf. nin' over a newﬁeaz:f o Bem,

Jes' thought I'd call an' say goodb e before I blgw, Hon. W& sure had some real
. é«w W i ,L.wédu;ww,, Mo,
swell times tagedtdheny didn't we, Hon?A You sure was a real swell moll to Steve,
) s
Hon." Long pause, then in a cracked voice. “Wonder*:’gf da kiddies ma= sleepin' M
: e e .
Hon, maybe # could/drop in quiet-like, Hon, an' see dem before I blow, Hon.? Hates

tc have da poor littlem/see dere daddy jes' ¢ gtir, Hon," Pause.
A %.«ze;ﬂ"
"Wonder“ kin I slip over an' say solong to you an' da dklddies, Hon. A Kln L Hon""

o
There was a deadly pause. Then: "You comeAhom here and get x&iﬁht to bed, you

W / (1) f’“
i"4a harsh female voice grated over the phone.AThen a loud click. Then
AT %&MW,M lotcalt,

"Musta got da wrong number, Steve," IAreflected-—but somehow after that

silence.

A
my idea didn't seem nearly so brilliant.

After that interlude Grace wisely / V(a7 ol M ; Mfﬂ&‘,{ d«f




The D. A. at Home

Despite a considerable opinion to the contrary, D. A.'s are after all
"human. Indeed, some specimens have been known toAlure mmen int.o marriage
and, in extreme cases, even to children. In fact this one did. :

Hollywood to the contrary‘ notwithstanding, A,'s can't always beAm court
ov Y, ;

waving papeps aloftyyharranging, juri or castigating witnesses, nor yet
g , 8 3 # g i A s
felens across their bailiwicks in skidding squad cars.

They must occasionAy go home, if only for a bath and a clean shirt. So I

O
suppose that no narrative about a D. A. orAex—D. A. (I keep forget.ting)}would &c

)
Mhen—%hautgentic without telling something about the home life
of the subject.

Picture, then, a beslippered fellow at home at eventide: The shades

Jncemrrvionta
d/\f-.'n-miy in his re-

maining teeth (the only way I know to keep a lawyer quiet), a good book close

drawn, the Franklin stove aglow)\ favorite/pipe clampe

at hand (preferably by Iraver), a load of Loscanini on the record player, a

glass of warm milk at his elbow--with rum in it. Oh yes--and the phone cut off.
To el opf '

Above all don't fo?rget;\ the phone.

Have you go'c;;45-l'fe-pa':wl:m-\s‘.L Then promptly dismiss it from your mind. For
you arzicturing one ex-D. A.'s fondes} pipe,dream. "O lost and by the wind
grieved?" You see, we have three younzAdynAmos in our house: Lizbeth, Julie
and Gracie. Peghaps the curious case of our daughter Lisbgth can best help

mwozéo ar %W _B8.G' 3 Emdv\\
you to piebm-%t e true state of affairsA Being the oldest Lizbeth is pre-

sumably entitled to seniority rights in any vignette of the home beautiful.
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| Written by:
John D. Voelker Ly F iy i
Ishpeming, Michigan e ;Laxk4% b‘daﬁf

THRE®S ' CHEERS FOR PRDDY
by

Robert Traver

This year our daughter Lizbeth is collecting athletes. Every afternoon
after school--lizbeth is a sophomore in Chippewa High--little regiments of
high school athletes squire her from the school to the local drugstore for the
noisy ritual of the lemon "coke"; and thence from the drugstore to our front
porch. There, for what seems hours on end, they stomp about filling the late
afternoon air with their hoarse brayings and adolescent hootings and extrava-
gant éuffaws, accompanied by shrill squeals of delight from our little Lizbeth.
There was a time last autumn when, to gain access to hearth and home after a
day at the office, I was obliged to conduct daily off-tackle smashes sﬁraight
through Lizbeth's sturdy band of athletes.

"Hi, Mister Traver," Lizbeth's heroes would approvingly shout as I

battered my way through the line. After a few weeks of this.I sensibly limped

in through the kitchen door.

Of course the real hero, Lizbeth's current hearthrob, is missing from
these afternoon excursioﬁs. He is solemnly flinging himself about some gymna-
sium or playing field practicing football or basketball or track or baseball:
whichever sport is ascendant at the moment. His big moment comes at night
when—-just he and Lizbeth alone--he "walks her home" after the big game or a
Friday night dance at the Youth Center or, on more drab occasions, merely from
the library or the movies or glee club or cheerleading practice--or from just
downtown... The afternoon crew are really nothing more or iess than romantic
culls and throwouts: they haven't made the current team; they sulk in tem-
porary eclipse; their moment of triumph is either just over or just around the
corner, They will doggedly‘héve to await the arrival of their particular sport

And they had damn well better star in it, too. Then and only then will they

have their big chance to walk our Lizbeth home from the big game, or from the
Friday night dance, etc., etc...
Last year as a freshman little Ligbeth had to content herself the entire

school year with a lone member of the football squad, and a mere substitute




guard at that. It was a lean year. This bleak circumstance so unseated the
delicate emotional and intellectual balance of our little daughter that she
contrived to annex a yearlyrscholarship average of but slightly under A. This|
year things are much better. During the summer Lizbeth evidently appraised
the situation with care. She "went out" for cheerleading last fall. She leap
and gyrated and shouted and generally applied herself so wholeheartedly to
this enterprise that she and two other girls made the coveted cheering squad
over a field of some forty other frustrated young females. It was then that
our daughter Lizbeth really came into her own. She could now follow all the
teams in all their wanderings: in every contest played everywhere. This not
only served to restore her delicate inner balance but catapulted her grades
into the popular and democratic zone of C average. And now she is just rollinj
in athletes... She modestly launched the fall season by annexing a first-
string halfback called Orville. But Orville had the bad taste to snap a
clavicle in mid-season. Before the smoke had dissipated from the gun an-
nouncing the last game of the football season our Lizbeth cooly dropped her
Orville, snapped clavicle and all.

It now being winter and in the midst of the bagketball season, our little
Lizbeth has naturally latched on to a member of the basketball squad. "Streak
is his name. OStreak is not precisely the star--it seems the real star, a
loyal young soul called Buddy Pearson, was unavailable. ‘Buddy still found
himself ensnared by a tenacious and designing hussy called Doris who had clung

desperately to him clear from last season. OQur little Lizbeth, ever a realist,

consequently labelled both the real star and his devoted Doris "drips." It

seems that on this y?ar'sAmarket a drip is two degrees lower than a dope...
While Streak is not an authentic star he is a “wheel" on the first team; he
is "real cute" and not a drip; and, what's more, he enjoys the enormous dis-
tinction of having lost a front tooth in the opening game with Fulton High.
He alsc seems to be having a little trouble with the replacement.

"Ith Lithbith thome?" he engagingly greets me over the 'phone.

Streak also enjoys the distinction of being the tallest of all the
athletes who have ever seen our Lizbeth home. He is six feet five in his

stocking feet and is still growing. Almost daily. Without benefit of caliperﬂ




I estimate that our little Lizbeth noﬁ comes up to about his navel. Morbid
is my curiosity to watch them dancing... I am lately taking a sort of paternal
pride in Streak's development, which is perhaps not unnatural, since Grace

and I seem to be contributing considerably towards his diet--mostly by way of
his quick noctornal lunges into our refrigerator.

But Streak has his uses, too. He is handy, for example, for replacing
burned out light bulbs in our front porch light. (I have lately observed that
he has also grown rather handy in unscrawing this same beacon when we leave
it on at night for little Lizbeth.) . And £hen there is that ghastly business
of the Christmas tree angel.  Each year, since Lizbeth was a little girl, I

toil and perspire to fit our Christmas tree into a stand that was never de-

signed to accommodate it, and to finally erect this uneasy marriage of tree

and stand into a sort of precarious balance--all with the aid of various
supplemental hawsers and guy wirés. And each year I stand back in moist
triumph only to discover that I have again forgotten to affix our Christmas
angel to the top of the tree. This yéar was no exception. And the Christmas
angel must fly in our house: in our family it's a sheer case of no angel, no
Christmas. This is an edict straight from Lizbeth.

In past years when I duly forgot to install the angel I used to go out
into the night, cursing softly, and rummage around in the chilly garage for
the tall stepladder, upon which I then teetered and careened for what seemed
suicidal ages, with Grace clinging to me, trying to lean out and over the
swéllen base of the tree to impale Lizbeth's damned Christmas angel to the top
of the tree. Two years ago Grace inadvertently relaxed her grip on the seat
of my pants ri I, tree, ladder, guy wires, angel and all crashed to the living
room floor in a splendid Yuletide snarl. Only the angel escaped unscathed.

It was a miracle... Nor have I forgotten how Grace laughed. That was the
only year I ever managed to affix angel to tree from absolute floor level:
that time she was well installed... But this year our little Lizbeth and
Streak appeared while I was in the initial stages--still out in the garage
rummaging for the tall stepladder. When I finally charged into the house with

the ladder, angel bent, Grace and Lizbeth and Streak were calmly trimming the




tree-—with the angel proudly flying from the topmost mast. Streak had merely
reached up and clapped her on. Preéto! I was so overcome that I had to fight
a Gallic impulse to dart up on the ladder and kiss Streak on both cheeks.
Instead I went out to the kitchen and gratefully whipped up Streak's nightly

ration of roughly one-half bushel of buttered popcorn.

With the coming of chill winter Lizbeth and her athletes promptly moved
from the porch into the house. Both the afterncon and evening contingents.
It is of course the way we wanted it. Far better to have the young people
home guzzling cokes under the parental tree rather than out gallivantin'
around... Anyway, in Lizbeth's pre-cheerleading days I used to like to come
home from the office after work, like any housebroken husband, and relax in
my leather chair with a drink and stare at the evening paper until dinner.
But now all that fine old gracious living is gone--gone, alas, like our
dreams, too soon... Little Lizbeth and her tackles and forwards and baseball
pitchers and hundred-yard dash men have moved in and taken over. OQur home
has become a field house. And I am reduced to the status of a doddering old
grad occasionally suffered back for Homecoming. For a while I tried to brave

it as though nothing had happened. Daily I modestly demonstrated my prowess

as a broken field runner as I picked my way through the maze of sprawling
legs and coke bottles to reach my favorite chair by the fireplace. I would be
one of the boys if I broke a leg.

"Hi," the athletes would chorus as I did my evening minuet through the

living room.

"Hi, boys," I would gaily answer in their own idiom, gamely determined to

respond in kind to this affecting show of youthful camaraderie.

For a brief interval there would be a morose silence save for the nervous
rattling of my newspaper. Lizbeth's athletes fell suddenly ruminant, stricken
dumb before the spectacle of genius grown so eccentric, so perverse, that it
would consult anything in a newspaper outside of the sport page or Dick Tracy.
"Then our little Lizbeth, ever resourceful, would fill the breach by perhaps
“recollecting something that the English teacher, Miss Dubois, had said or done

(or failed to say or do) in class that afternoon--they always refer to this
i




poor woman, evidently also a large one, as "U. S. S. Dubois"--and away would
go the entire pack into squalls of merriment: hawing, chortling, wildly
pounding each other, hilariously agreeing that good old Dubois was indubitably
a dope or a drip or a lame brain...

After that I took to relaxing at the hotel bar until dinner time. I felt
reasonably safe to come home then because Grace and I had not yet formally
established a regular training table. The hotel bar was my refuge. The lone
athlete I ever beheld there flowered forth only under the treacherous therapy
of seven Martinis;.. Anyway, I relaxed so successfully that occasionally I
forgot to come home for dinner. Quite frequigz}y, iﬁ?fa . For a time I
|l even debated shacking up with the Rotarians... b
suggested that our old spare room off the kitchen would make a perfect den
for me, Hadn't I always wanted a quiet room where I could sit and brood and
keep my books and pipes and guns and flyrods all together? So during the
{| holidays we got it all fixed up: soft carpeting, nice colorful drapes,
leather-covered desk, studio couch, pipe rack, gun rack, everything...

But you have guessed it. I am happy, nay enchanted, to report that our

little Lizbeth and her athletes have found my new den the most congenial room

in the house. It is evenvbeginning to look (and smell) like a small gymnasium,

In fact I am seriously thinking of throwing out the desk and studio couch and
installing a couple oonld lockéfs and wooden benches and some rubber matting;
and perhaps even a medicine cabinet full of assorted linaments. Also a clothest
line from which to dangie woolen socks and various elastic accessories. And do

{| modern gymnasiums still harbor those varnished rows of Indian clubs? We want

our little Lizbeth and her athletes to feel perfectly at home. After all, I

still have my comfy old leather chair in the living room. And, too, except on
Friday nights, I can have the den to myself almost any night after midnight.

In fact, right this very moment I am stealthily writing this progress report on
liour daughter Lizbeth in her den. But somehow this use of her favorite room seems
irreverent of me and faintly obscene--something, say, like playing poker in

l church. And who knows when she and a flying wedge of her muscular swains might

burst in upon me and catch me at it? For some strange reason I also find myself

reflectively eyeing my favorite shotgun...




The crisis came the other night. Red-eyed and sleepless, I was shuffling
about the upper reaches of our house in my new Christmas slippers and old
bathrobe, tossing off bumpers of aspirin and waiting for the tumult and the
shouting to die. Little Lizbeth and her teammates had just beaten their
closest rivals in an overtime game. Apparently she had brought home both
teams, including substitutes, and even the cheerleaders and masseurs, not to
mention a generous sprinkling of rival fans and plain bystanders. All seemed

to come equipped with megaphones. I judged from the rising din that the replay

of the game must have been in its closing moments. This had gone too far.
Squaring my jaw I cast caution to the winds and stomped downstairs and stood on
the landing.
"Lizbeth!" I shouted at the top of my voice. There was no lull. I longe
for a referee's whistle. '"Lizbeth!" I bellowed.
Ligzbeth came running to the stairway, still clad in her striped pants

and sloppy cheerleading sweater. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes sparkled.

She looked radiant; like her mother did the night I proposed to her.
"Look, Chum," I said, struggling to keep my temper up. "We can't sleep--

ah--for wondering who won the game, Er--what--who won?"
"Oh, Daddy, we won--I'm so thrilled! And guess what?"

i "What?" I guessed.

ﬂ "Buddy Pearson just asked me to the dance at the Youth Center next

|# Friday."

Buddy Pearson is the real star on the basketball team--the one that was
a drip it seemed but yesterday. I swayed a little on the ;anding while I
contemplated these new vistas.

"Lizbeth," I said wearily, because I was weary, "what happened to that
nice quiet boy you used to see occasionally last year? I think his name was
lIDudley something-or-other. You used to do your algebra together."

Seornfully: "Oh, Daddy--that old drip! He didn't even make substitute

guard this year. He's a perfect isoceles triangle--and he gets all A's." She
turned to leave. "But I must hurry back. The whole team's in there. Gee,

am I thrilled."




"Goodnight, dear," I said, turning and flapping my way upstairs. "Don't

be too late." As I crept into my rumpled bed I felt like ah inept running
guard who'd been hustled to the showers. But wasn't there a bright spot some-
where? After all, basketball season was nearly over, I reflected, and while
it's true there are nine men on a baseball team, the weather would be warmer
and I could probably fashion a decoy baseball diamond and dugout in the side
yard and lure them outside. Yes, that was the solution. Then, despite the
din below, I finally fell into a troubled sleep. Sometime in the middle of
the night I suddenly woke and sat up in bed filled with wonder. I wondered,
irrelevantly enough, what manner of youth would install Lizbeth's angel come

next Christmas.




Written by:
John D. Voelker
Ishpeming, Michigan

IRA B CRERRS. POR BDADDY
by
Robert Traver

This year our daughter Lizbeth is collecting athletes. Every afternoon
after school--Lizbeth is a sophomore in Chippewa High--little regiments of

high school athletes squire her from the school to the local drugstore for the

1 noisy ritual of the lemon @kokeﬁﬁ[and thence from the drugstore to our front

porch. There, for what seems hours on end, they stomp about £illing the late
afternoon air with their hoarse brayings and adolescent hootings and extrava-
gant guffaws, accompanied by shrill squeals of delight from our little Lizbeth.
There was a time last autumn when, to gain access to hearth and home after a
day at the office, I was obliged to conduct daily off-tackle smashes straight
thfough Lizbeth's sturdy band of athletes.

"Hi, Mister Traver," Lizbeth's heroes would approvingly shout as I
! battered my way through the line. After a few weeks of this I sensibly limped
in through the kitchen door.
| Of course the real hero, Lizbeth's current hearthrob, is missing from
these afternoon excursions. He is solemnly flinging himself about some gymna-
sium or playing field practicing football or basketball or track or baseball:
whichever sport is ascendant at the moment. His big moment comes at night
when--just he and Lizbeth alone--he "walks her home" after the big game or a

Friday night dance at the Youth Center or, on more drab occasions, merely from

the library or the movies or glee club or cheerleading practice--or from Just

downtown... The afternoon crew are really nothing more or less than romantic
culls and throwouts: they haven't made the current team; they sulk in tem-
porary eclipse; their moment of triumph is either just over or just around the
corner. They will doggedly have to await the érrival of their particular sport
And.they had damn well better star in.it, too. Then and only then will they
have their big chance to walk our Lizbeth home from the big game, or from the
Friday night dance, etc., etec...

Last year as a freshman little Lizbeth had to content herself the entire
|

school year with a lone member of the football squad, and a mere substitute




guard at that. It was a lean year. This bleak circumstance so unseated the
delicate emotional and intellectual balance of our little daughter that she
contrived to annex a yearly scholarship average of but slightly under A. This

year things are much better. During the summer Lizbeth evidently appraised

the situation with care. She "went out" for cheerleading last fall. S8he leapf

and gyrated and shouted and generally applied herself so wholeheartedly to
thie enterprise that she and two other girls made the coveted cheering squad
over a field of socme forty other frustrated young females. | It was then that
our daughter Lizbeth really came into her own. She could now follow all the
teams in all their wanderings: in every contest played everywhere. This not
only served to restore her delicate inner balance but catapulted her grades
into the popular and democratic zone of C average. And now she ;gbﬁﬁzl rollin#
in athletes... She modestly launched the fall season by annexin31: tirst—
string halfback called Orville. But Orville had the bad taste to snap a
clavicle in mid-season. Before the smoke had dissipated from the gun an-
nouncing the last game of the football season our Lizbeth cooly dropped her
Orville, snapped clavicle and all.

It now being winter and in the midst of the basketball season, our little
Ligbeth has naturally latched on to a member of the basketball squad. "Streak
is his name. Streak is not prebisely the star--it seems the real star, a
loyal young soul called Buddy Pearson, was unavailable. Buddy still found
himself ensnared by a tenacious and designing hussy called Doris who had clung
desperately to him clear from last season. Our little Lizbeth, ever a realist
consequently labelled both the real star and his devoted Doris "drips." It
seems that on this year's market a drip is two degrees lower than a doﬁe...
While Streak is not an authentic star he is a "wheel"” on the first team; he
is "real cute" and not a drip; and, what's more, he enjoys the enormous dis-
tinction of having lost a front tooth igdtha opening game wit; Pnitngﬂ?igh.
He also seems to be having a little trouble with the replacement.

"Ith Lithbith thome?" he engagingly greets me over-<the 'phone.

Streak also enjoys the distinction of being the tallest of all the
athletes who have ever seen our Lizbeth home. He is six feet five in his

stocking feet and is still growing. .Almost daily. Without benefit of calipers
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tree--with the angel proudly flying from the topmost mast. Streak had merely
reached up and clapped her on. Presto! I was so overcome that I had to fight
a Gallic impulse to dart up on the ladder and kiss Streak on both cheeks.

Instead I went out to the kitchen and gratefully whipped up Streak's nightly

ration of roughly one-half bushel of buttered popcorn.

With the coming of chill winter Ligbeth and her athletes promptly moved
from the porch into the house. Both the afternoon and evening contingents.
It is of course the way we wanted it. Far better to have the young people
home guzzling cokes under the parental tree rather than out gallivantin'
around... Anyway, in Lizbeth's prg-cheerleading days I used to like to come
home from the office after work, like any housebroken husband, and relax in
my leather chair with a drink and stare at the evening paper until dinner.

But now all that fine old gracious living is gone--gone, alas, like our

dreams, too soon... Little Lizbeth and her tackles and forwards and baseball

pitchers and hundred-yard dash men have moved in and taken over. Our home
has become a field house. 4And I am reduced to the status of a doddering old
grad occasionally suffered back for Homecoming. For a while I tried to brave
it as though nothing had happened. Daily I modestly demonstrated my prowess
as a broken field runner as I picked my way through the maze of sprawling
legs and coke bottles to reach my favorite chair by the fireplace. I would be
one of the boys if I broke a leg.

"Hi," the athletes would chorus as I did my evening minuet through the
living room.

"Hi, boys," I would gaily answer in their own idiom, gamely determined to
respond in kind to this affecting show of youthful camaraderie.

For a brief interval there would be a morose silence save for the nervous
rattling of my newspaper. Lizbeth's athletes fell suddenly ruminant, stricken
dumb before the spectacle of genius grown so eccentric, so perverse, that it
would consult anything in a newspaper outside of the sport page or Dick Tracy.
Then our little Ligbeth, ever resourceful, would fill the breach by perhaps
recollecting something that the English teacher, Miss Dubois, had said or done

(or failed to say or do) in class that afternoon—they always refer to this




poor woman, evidently also a large one, as "U. S. S. Duboia"-and'away would
go the entire pack into squalls of merriment: hawing, chortling, wildly
pounding each other, hilariously agreeing that good old Dubois was indubitably

a dope or a drip or a lame brain...

" After that I took to relaxing at the hotel bar until dinner time., I felt

_reasonably safe to come home then because Grace and I had not yet formally

established a regular training table. The hotel bar was my refuge. The lone

athlete I ever beheld there flowered forth only under the treacherous therapy
of seven Martinis.., Anyway, I relaxed so successfully that occasiocnally I
forgot to come home for dinner. Quite frequentay, in fagt. For a time 1
even debated shacking up with the Rotarians... /\ib—'ﬂ-émm
suggested that our old spare room off the kitchen would make a perfect den
for me. Hadri't 1 always wanted a quiet room where I could sit and brood and
keep my books and pipes and guns and flyrods all together? So during the
holidays we got it all fixed ﬁp: soft carpeting, nice colorful drapes,
leather-covered desk, studio couch, pipe rack, gun rack, everything...

But you have guessed it. I am happy, nay enchanted, to report that our
little Lizbeth and her athletes have found my new den the most congenial room
In the houss. It is even beginning to look (and smell) like a small gymnasium.
In fact 1 a;ﬂsariously thinking of throwing out the desk and studio couch and
installing a couple of old lockers and wooden benches and some rubber matting;
and perhaps even a medicine cabinet full of assorted linaments. Also a clothest
line from which to dangle woolen socks and various elastic accessories. And do
modern gymnasiums still harbor those varnished rows of Indian clubs? We want\
our little Lizbeth and her athletes to feel perfectly at home. After all, 1
still have my comfy old leather chair in the living room. And, too, except on
Friday nights, I can have the den to myself‘almost any night after midnight.

In fact, right this very moment I am stealthily writing this progress report on
our daughter Lizbeth in her den. But somehow this use of her favorite room seems
irreverent of me and faintly obscene--something, say, like playing poker in

church. 4nd who knows when she and a flying wedge of her muscular swains might
burst in upon me and catch me at it? For $qme strange reason I also find myself

reflectively eyeing my favorite shotgun...




The crisis came the other night. Red-eyed and sleepless, I was shufflin#
about the upper reaches of our house in my new Christmas slippers and old
bathrobe, tossing off bumpers of aspirin and waiting for the tumult and the
shouting to die. Little Lizbeth and her teammates had just beaten their
closest rivals in an overtime game. Apparently she had brought home both
teams, including substitutes, and even the cheerleaders and masseurs, not to
mention a generous sprinkling of rival fans and plain bystanders. All seemed
to come equipped with megaphones. I judged from the rising din that the repla#
of the game must have been in its closing moments. This had gone too far.
Squaring my Jjaw I cast caution to the winds and stomped downstairs and stood on

the landing.

"Ligbeth!" I shouted at the top of my voice. There was no L, I long#d

for a referee's whistle. "Lizbeth!" I bellowed.

Lizbeth came running to the stairway, still clad in her striped pants
and sloppy cheerleading sweater. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes sparkled
She looked radiant; like her mother did the night I proposed to her.

"Look, Chum," I said, struggling to keep my temper up. "We can't sleep--
ah--for wondering who won the game. Er--what--who won?"

"0h, Daddy, we won--I'm so thrilled! And guess what?"

"ﬂhat?“ I guessed.

"Buddy Pearson just asked me to the dance at the Youth Center next
Friday."

Buddy Pearson is the real star on the basketball team--the one that was
a drip it seemed but yesterday. 1 swayed a little on the landing while I
contemplated these new vistas.

"Lizbeth," I said wearily, because 1 was weary, "what happened to that
nice guiet boy you used to see occasionally last year? I think his name was
Dudley something-or-other. You used to do your algebra together.”

Scornfully: "Oh, Daddy--that old drip! He didn't even make substitute
guard this year. He's a perfect isoceles triangle--and he gets all A's." She
turned to leave. "But I must hurry back. The whole team's in there. Gee,

am I thrilled."




"Goodnight, dear," I said, turning and flapping my way upstairs. "Don't
be too late." As I crept into my rumpled bed I felt like an inept running
guard who'd been hustled to the showers. But wasn't there a bright spot some-
where? After all, basketball season was nearly over, I reflected, and while

it's true there are nines men on a baseball team, the weather would be warmer

and I could probably fashion a decoy baseball diamond and dugout in the side

yard and lure them outside. Yes, that was the solution. Then, despite the
din below, I finally fell into a troubled sleep. ‘Scmetime in the middle of
the night I suddenly woke and sat up in bed and wondered. 1 wondered, irrel-
evantly enough, who would be the lucky athlete to install Lizbeth's Christmas

tree angel next year.




"Goodnight, dear," I said, turning and flapping my way upstairs. "Don't
be too late." As I erept into my rumpled bed I felt like an inept running
guard who'd been hustled to the showers. But wasn't there a bright spot some-
where? After all, basketball season was nearly over, I reflected, and while

it's true there are nine men on a baseball team, the weather would be warmer

and 1 could probably fashion a decoy baseball diamond and dugout in the side

yard and lure them outside. Yes, that was the solution. Then, despite the
din below, I finally fell into a troubled slgep. Sometime in the middle of
the night I suddenly woke and sat up in bed/and wondered. I wondered, irrel-
evantly enough, who would be the lucky athlete to install Lizbeth's Christmas

tree angel next year.




"Goodnight, dear," I said, turning and flapping my way upstairs. "Don't
be too late." 4is 1 erept into my rumpled bed I felt like an inept running
guard who'd been hustled to the showers. Bubt wasn't there a bright spot some-

-

where? After all, basketball season was nearly over, I reflected, and while

it's true there are nine men on a baseball team, the weather would be warmer
a————— »

and I could probably fashion a decoy baseball diamond and dugout in the side
yard and lure them outside. Yes, that was the solution. Then, despite the
din below, 1 finally fell into a troubled slesp. Sometime in the middle of
the night I suddenly woke and sat up in bed filled with wonder. I wondered,
irrelevantly enough, what manner of youth would install Lizbeth's angel come

next Christmas.
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Our<Desughter=kizbeth
This year our daughter Lizbeth is collecting athletes, Every afternoon

3,& Prce Cfecra o Hnelely

after school--Lizbeth is a sophomore in Chippewa High~-little regiments of
high school athletes squire her from the school to the local drugstore for
the noisy ritual of the lemon "coke"; and thence from the drugstore to our
front porch. There, for what seems hours on end, they stomp about filling
the late afternoon air with their hoarse brayings and adolescent hootings and
extravagant guffaws, accompanie ,by shrill squeals of delight from our little
cwny v Zerres J/Z Zt2r3v/ Mew
Lizbeth. Fer-a~wh&ieiAPo gain acess to hearth and home after a day at the
office, I was obliged to conduct daily off-tackle smashes straight through

Lizbeth's sturdy band of athletes. ' 4 r
"Hi, Mister Travegf,"'Lizbeth's heroes would oheausﬁés 2 b?ttered my way

through the line. After a few weeks of this I sensibly eneakog\' through

the kitchen«v@#%”’9

Of course the real hero, Lizbeth's current hearthrob, is missing from
these afternoon excursions. He is solemnly flinging himself about some

Bymnasium or play1n- field practicing football or basketball or track or

baseball: whicheve <, sport is ascendantat the moment. gHis blg moment comes

at night when--just he and Lizbeth alone-~he "walks her home" after the big

game or a Friday night dance at the Youth Center or, on more drab occasions,
merely from the library or the movies or glee club or cheerleading practice--

or from jusg downtown..f The afternoon crew are really nothing more Or less than

W‘lm
romantiefulls and throwouts: they haven't made the current team; they szﬁkin

temporary eclipse; their moment of triumph is either just over or just around
€

the corner. They will doggedly have to awaigktheir particular sport. And they

had damEAbettor star in it, too. Then and only then will they have their big

chance to walk our Lizbeth home from the big gam§30ﬁhfhe Friday night dance,

etc.)etc...




Last year as a freshman little Lizbeth had to content herself add the ente
school year with a lone member of the football squad, and a mere substitute
guard at that. It was a lean year. This Acircumstance so unseated the delicate
emotional and intellectual balance of our little daughter that she contrived
to annex a yearly scholarship average of but slightly under A. This year things
are much better. During the summer Lizbeth evidently appraised the situationw;/m Cane,
curetulig. She "went out" for cheerleading last fall. She leapt and gyrated and
shouted and generally applied herself so wholeheartedly to this enterprise that she a

% . @
and two other girls made the coveted che'x\'ing squad over a field of some forty
other frustrated young females. It was then that our daughter Lizbeth really
came into her own. She could no¥Wfollow all the teams in all their wanderings:
in every contest played everywhere. This not only served to restore her
delicate inner balance but hes catapulted hef E;::ges into the popular and
t
Mypw” (A2
democratic zone of C average. #And smrolling in athletes.,.., She modestly
N
launched th  Season by annexing a first-string halfback called Orville. But
Orville had the bad taste to snap a clavicle in mid-season. Before the smoke
had dissipated from the gun announcing the last game of the football season
Herv oluv-'lé) .

our Lizbeth cooly dropped bAMW cbrville and all.

It now being winter and in the midst of the basketball season, our little
Lizbeth has naturally latched on to a member of the basketball squad. "Streéak"
is his name., Streak ‘is not precc:sely the star-—it seems the real star, a loyal

fea . o o/
young soul called Buddy Pearson,'\m t ensnared by nneﬁenacious and

&

designing hussy,.a==juméer called Dori ghgi‘k_ngi;i' M clungAto him clear

from last season. Our little Lizbeth, ever a realist, conseque’ntly/\ea-ﬂed both

the real star and his devoted Doris "drips." It seems tha ~ drip is two deprees

: G
lower than a dope... While Streak is not A star he is a "wheel" on the first "

team; he is "real cute" and not a drip; and, what's more, he enjoys the enormous Wuﬂ‘z"

distinction of having lost a front tooth in the opening game with Fulton High. “"A

PR LAI Horme? T e o P
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Streak*ziso enjoys the distinction of being the tallest of all the

athletes who have ever seen our Lizbeth home. He is six feet five in hls
stocking feet and is still growing. Almost daily. Without »‘onefit of
calipers I estimate that our little Lizbeth now comes up to about his navel.
> /‘&‘ » é ::I‘ : a {. ‘i 9' v/
Athem dancing... We—are Alately taking
a sort of paternal pride in Streak's development, which is p;rhaps not unnatt{xral,

‘ e ‘,fﬁ

since Grace z I seem to be mm contributing g&uﬂer&b&y towargs his

geigmics” B ,
diot-mcistls;\ar-bh%m of quick nocturnal lunges into our refrigerator.. 3
But Streak has his uses, too. He is handy, for example, fgft%imw :
burned out light bulbs in our front porch light. (I have lately observed
that he hasA grown rather handy in unscrewing this same beacon when we leave
it on at night for little Lizbeth) And then there is that ghastly business
of the Christmas tree angel, Each year mems since Lizbeth was a 1itrtle girl,
I hewe toildll and perspireff to fit ’eheA(_)hrist.mas tree into a stand that was never
designed to accommodate it, and to finally erect this uneasy marriage of tree and

stand into a sort of precarious balance-=-gll with the aid of various,‘hawsers

and s&ka¥ guy wires, And each year I wewdd stand back in moist triumph only to
aganv rever
discover that I hed forgotten to affix our Chri mas angel to the tam:_nut
% R i Y s
0 excoptlon. And famlly it!

of the tree. This year w a lcase of 54!

no angel, no Chrlstmas.
In past ye%
around in the chilly garage for t.heA‘steﬁadder, ’upon which I then teetered and
careened for what seemed suicidal ages, with Grace clingi 3 to me, :‘rying to
lean out and over the swollen base of the tree to impale bhutAdamed Christmas
angel to the top of the tree., Two jears ago Grace inadvertently relaxed her grip
on the seat of my pants and I,‘treo,’ladder, guy wires, angeJ: and all crpfashed to
the living room floor in a ﬁ:ns/\Yuletido snarl. Only the angel,escaped unscathed,

MW%&/WQOO

-3 -
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Nor have I forgotten how Grace laughed. That was.the only year 1 ever managed

mﬁ eur angeg‘gg absolute floor level,{&,z was well installed...
But this year our little Lizbeth and Streak appeared while I was in the initil
stage:—-l:cﬂgin the garage rummaging for th:::é;@adder. When I fignally charged
into the house with the ladder, angel bent, Grace and Lizbeth and Streak were

calmly trimming the tree——amsbxkimxamgmk with the angel proudly flying from the

AStreak had merely reached up and clapped her on. Presto! I was so
overcome that I had t:oA tie ’\impulse to dart up on the ladder and kiss

Streak on both cheeks. Instead I went out to the kitchen and gratefully whipped

up Streak's nightly ration of roughly one-half bushel of buttered popcorn.,

‘itv AP

Lot

arelclutched in theAgrip of winter Lizbeth and her athletes %Mﬂ.«%

hmAmcved from the porch into the house. Both the afternoon and evening

. el
contingents. It i&he way we want it, ef-eeumses. Far better to have'the young

people home under the :rental tree rather than;gallivantm‘ around... Anyway, L4

I used to ln.ke “to come home from the office after work, like any housebrok
2lare al

A Lentbors chtrins Mol -
husband, an the evéning paper before,dinner, But now at)ds gone--gone, g

Ji alag,‘ mtoo $00N.. . Little Lizbeth and her tackles and foruards
a ;

d-da.sh men ve taken over Our home hae
ot

For a w f tried to brave it’ as hough nothing ha
happened, a-mgtly demonstrated my prowess as a broken field runner as I
picked ny way through the maze of legs and empty coke Attles to reach my favorite
chai ’\MLI would be one of the boys if I brok.e a leg. L

through the living room.

A

”Hi, boys," I would gaily answer in their own idiom, gamely determined to

"Hi," the &thletes would chorus as I did adagio

respond in kind to this affectmg show of youthful cameraderie.
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by perhaps recollecting something that %ﬁsh teacher, Miss Dubois,

had said or done (or failed to say or do) in class that afternoon--they

oloe”
always pefer to this poor woman,‘evidently ah®e 2 large one, as "S. S. Dubois"--
/e vremnknl

M
and away'would'go the entire packA haw chortling, wildly pounding each
% eom=

other, hmbﬂ;ﬁagr ing that old ﬁub%

g — 'ﬂter that 1 took to rel K
athletes 1 ever saw)|ttéee beca.me $
 so successfully that I forgot to come home for dinner... Q t.e frequently, in

~——-—""‘T"€7‘ It was about then that Grace suggested that our old spare room off the

kitchen would make a perfect den for me, #nd/fadn't I always wanted a quiet

room where I could sit and brood and keep my books and pipes and guns and fly-

rods all together? So during the halidays we got it all fixed up: soft carpetingj

nice colorful drapes, leather-covered desk, studio couch, pipe rack, gun rack,

everything...ABut you have guessed it. I am happy, nay enchanted, to report

that our little Lizbeth and her athletes have found my new den the most congenial :
room in the house. It is even beginning to look (and smell) like a gymnasium.
In fact I am seriously thinking of throwing out the desk and studio couch an'd :

~and
/7

little Lizbeth and her athletes to feel perfectly at home. After all, I still
M

have my comfy old leather chair in the living room. And, too, exceptA.Friday *
nights, I can have the den to myself almost any night after midnight. In fact,
right this very moment I am stealthily writing this progress report on our daughter

wal Vs acad
Lizbeth in her den. But somehow this \Seems irreverent of me and faintly obscene--

something, say, like playing poker in chuch.%knows when she wilt—burst—in-




Arel unéélhwm’z'o;’b%éan/qn‘/

wibb a flying wedge of her athleteshand catch me at it? For some strange reason

I also find myself reflectively eyeing my favorite shotgun... 4ézb‘41?é514,‘gf
ﬁ?JzQ.64%4¢¢fC¢p”u;Z%a Ahgyétﬁz%%dﬂ-ﬁguq(
and sleepless, I was shuffling about the upper .
Aloches Z;%%ubyp e
-fieeaekof our house in my new Christmas slippers and old bathrobea<uai ing for
Orrrtetee,

the tumult and the shouting to die' Little Lizbeth and her teammates had just

beaten their closest rivals in an overtime game. Apparently she had brought home

corne
both teams, including substitutes, and eve the cheerleaders and masseurs, not

to mention a generous sprinkling of rlval fans plain bystanders.,\l Judged

from the rising din that the ;?play of the game must have been in its closing

k7
moments,whegﬁl cast caution to the winds and stomped downstairs and stood on the

landing. / : 7 ol kel

"Lizb@th!" I shoubed at the top of my v 1ce v
P% %71 %8 +y

Lizbeth came running to the stairway,X er cheeks were flushed and her
eyes sparkled. She looked radiant; like her mother did the night I proposed to
her, y

"Lojgg;ﬂilsaid, struggling to keep my temper up, "We can't sleep--ah--for
wondering who won the game., Er--—what--who won?"

"Oh, %daddy, we won--I'm so thrilled! And guess what?"

"What?" I guessed.

"Buddy Pearson just asked me to the dance at the Youth Center next Friday."

Buddy Pearson is the real star on the basketball team--the one that was a
d;ﬁgzgazé;:;terday. I swayed a little on the landing while I contemplated these
new vistas.

"Lizbeth," I said wearily, because 1 was weary, "what happened to that nice
quiet boy you used to see ocaaeionally last year? I think his name was Dudley

something-or-other. You used to do your algebra together,"

i’ éuaodoqfuﬁai "Oh, Daddy--that old drip! He didn't even make substitute guard this year.

e




He's a perfect ésoceles triangle--he gets all A's." She turned to leave.
"But I must hurry back. AGee, am I thrilled."
"Goodnight, dear," I said, turning and flapping my way upstairs. "Don't , ,
A . ,z“.,,..,,u,,: ?: "“¢¢MM
be too late." As I crept into/\bed _I felt like an inept[p!:eror-—be—:mg-—aent to the
showers. But wasn't there a bright-spot somewhere? After all, basketball season
was nearly over, I reflected, and while it's true there are nine men on a
baseball team, the weather would be warmer and I could probably m;ﬁyecoy
baseball diamond and dugout in the side yard.i,,%‘hen, despite the din below, I

finally fell into a troubled sleep. Sometime in the middle of the night I

& 7
suddenly woke and sat up in bed and wondered, .irrelevantly enough, who was (rzzcdel Le
i UL 7 -

gei’ag/\to ut on our Christmas tree angel next year.




Written by:
John D. Voelker
Ishpeming, Michigan

THRER CHERERS POR DR DY
by

o

Robert Traver

This year our daughter Lizbeth is collecting athletes, Every afternoon

after school--Ligbeth is a sophomore in Chippewa High--little regiments of

high school athletes squire her from the:school to the local drugstore for the

noisy ritual of the lemon coke; aﬂd thencé from the drugstore to our front
porch. There, for what seems hours on.end, they stomp about filling the late
afternoon air with their hoarse brayings and adolescent hootings and extrava-
gant guffaws, acconpanied by shrill squeals of delight from‘our little Lizbeth,
There was a time last autumn wher, to gain sceess’to hearth and home after a
day at the office, I was obliged to conduct daily off-tackle smashes straight
through Ligbeth's sturdy band of athletes.

"Hi, Mister Traver," Lizbeth's heroes would approvingly shout as I
battered my way through the line. After a few weeks of this I sensibly limped
in through the kitchen door.

Of course the real hero, Lizbeth's current heartthrob, is missing from
these afternoon excursions. He is solemnly flinging himself about some gymna-
sium or playing field practicing football or basketball or-track or baseball:
whichever sport is ascendant at the moment. His big moment comes at night
when--just he and Lizbeth alone--he "walks her home" after the big game or a
Friday night dance at the Youth Center or, on more drab occasions, merely from
the library or the movies or glee club or cheerleading practice--or from just
downtown... The afternoon crew are really nothing more or less than romantic
culls and throwouts: they haven't made the current team; they sulk in tem-
porary eclipse; their moment of triumph is either just over or just around the
corner. They will doggedly have to await the arrival of their particular sport.
And they had damn well better star in it, too. Then and only then will they
have their big chance to walk our Lizbeth home from the big game, or from the
Friday night dance, etc., etc...

Last year as a freshman little Lizbeth had to content herself the entire

school year with a lone member of the football squad, and a mere substitute
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I estimate that our little Lizbeth now comes up to about his navel, Morbid
is my curiosity to watch them dancing... I am lately taking a sort of paternal
pride in Streak's development, which is perhaps not unnatural, since Grace

and I seem to be contributing considerably towards his diet--mostly by way of
his quick nocturnal lunges into our refrigerator.

But Streak has his uses, too. He is handy, for example, for replacing
burned out light bulbs in our front porch light. (I have lately observed that
he has also grown rather handy in unscrewing this same beacon when we leave
it on at night for little Lizbeth.) And then there is that ghastly business
of the Christmas tree angel. Each year, since Lizbeth was a little girl, I
toil and perspire to fit our Christmas tree into a stand that was never de-
signed to accommodate it, and to fimally erect this uneasy marriage of tree
and stand into a sort of precarious balance--all with the aid of various
supplemental hawsers and guy wires. And each year I stand back in moist
triumph only to discover that I have again forgotten to affix our Christmss

angel to the top of the tree. This year was no exception. And the Christmas

angel must fly in our house: in our family it's a sheer case of no angel, no

Christmas. This is an edict straight from Lizbeth.

In past years when I duly forgot to install the angel I used to go out
into the night, cursing softly, and rummage around in the chilly garage for
the tall stepladder, upon which I then teetered and careened for what seemed
suicidal ages, with Grace clinging to me, trying to lean out and over the
swollen base of the tree to impale Lizbeth's damned Christmas angel to the top
of the tree. Two years ago Grace inadvertently relaxed her grip on the seat
of my pants and I, tree, ladder, guy wires, angel and all crashed to the living
room floor in a splendid Yuletide snarl. Only the angel escaped unscathed,

It was a miracle... Nor have I forgotten how Grace laughed. That was the
only year I ever managed to affix angel to tree from absolute floor level:
that time she was well installed... But this year our little Lizbeth and
Streak appeared while I was in the initial stages--still out in the garage
rummaging for the tall stepladder. When I finally charged into the house with

the ladder, angel bent, Grace and Lizbeth and Streak were calmly trimming the




tree--with the angel proudly flying from the topmost mast. Streak had merely
reached up and clapped her on. Prestol! I was so overcome that I had to fight
a Gallic impulse to dart up on the ladder and kiss Streak on both cheeks.

Instead I went out to the kitchen and gratefully whipped up Streak's nightly

ration of roughly one-half bushel of buttered popcorn.

With the coming of ehill winter Lizbeth and her athletes promptly moved
from the porch into the houses, -Both thé afternoon and evening contingents.
It is of course the way we wanted it. Far better to have the young people
home guzzling cokes under the parental tree rather than out gallivantin'
around... Anyway,“in Lizbeth's pre-cheerleading days I used to like to come
home from the office after work, like any housebroken husband, and relax in
my leather chair with a drink and stare at the evening paper until dinner.
But now all that fine old gracious living is gone--gone, alas, like our
dreams, too soon... Little Lizbeth and her tackles and forwards and baseball
pitchers and hundred-yard dash men have moved in and taken over. Our home
has become a field house. And I am reduced to the status of a doddering old
grad . occasicnally suf fered back for Homecoming. For a while 1 tried to brave
it as though nothing had happened. Daily I modestly demonstrated my prowess
as a broken field runner as I picked my way through the maze of sprawling
legs and coke bottles to reach my favorite chair by the fireplace. I would be
one of the boys if I broke a leg.

"Hi," the athletes would chorus as I did my evening minuet through the
living room.

"Hi, boys," I would gaily answer in their own idiom, gamely determined to
respond in kind to this affecting show of youthful camAraderie.

For a brief interval there would be a morose silence save for the nervous

rattling of my newspaper. Lizbeth's athletes fell suddenly ruminant, stricken|

dumb before the spectacle of genius grown so eccentric, so perverse, that it

would consult anything in a newspaper outside of the sport page or Dick Tracy.
Then our little Lizbeth, ever resourceful, would fill the breach by perhaps
recollecting something that the English teacher, Mjss Dubois, had said or done

(or failed to say or do) in class that afternoon-—they always refer to this




poor woman, evidently also.a large one, as "U. S. S. Dubois"--and away would
go the entire pack into squalls of merriment: hawing, chortling, wildly

pounding each other, hilariously agreeing that good old Dubois was indubitably
a dope or a drip or a lame brain...

After that I took to relaxing at the hotel bar until dinner time. I fel

reasonably safe to come home then because Grace and I had not éet formally

established a regular training table, The hotel bar was my The lone

A

athlete 1 ever beheld there flowered forth only under the treacherous therapy
of seven Martinis... Anyway, I relaxed so successfully that occasionally I
forgot to come home for dinner. Wuite frequently, in fact. For a time I
even debated shacking up with the Rotarians... It was about then that Grace
suggested that our old spare room off the kitchen would make a perfect den
for me. Hadn't I always wanted a quiet room where I could sit and brood and
keep my books and pipes and guns and flyrods all together? So during the
holidays we got it all fixed up: soft carpeting, nice colorful drapes,
leather-covered desk, studio couch, pipe rack, gun rack, everything...

But you have guessed it, I am happy, nay enchanted, to report that our
little Ligzbeth and her athletes have found my new den the most congenial room
in the house. It is even beginning to look (and smell) like a small gymna-
siume In fact I am seriously thinking of throwing out the desk and studio
couch and installing a couple ofnpld lockers and wooden benches and some
rubber matting; and perhaps even a medicine cabinet full of assorted lina-
ments. Also a clothesline from which £o dangle woolen socks and various
elastic accessories. And do modern gymnasiums still harbor those varnished
rows of Indian clubs? We want our little Lizbeth and her athletes to feel
perfectly at home. After all, 1 still have my comfy old leather chair in the
living room. 4And, too, except on Friday nights, I can have the den to myself
almost any night after midnight. In fact, right this very moment I am :
stealthily writing this progress report on our daughter Lizbeth in her den.
But somehow this use of her favorite room seems irreverent of me and faintly
obscene--something, say, like playing poker in church. And who knows when shq
and a flying wedge of her muscular swains might burst in upon me and catch me
at it? For some strange reason I also find myself reflectively eyeing my

favorite shotgun...




The crisis came the other night. Red-eyed and sleepless, I was shuffling
about the upper reaches of our house in my new Christmas slippers and old
bathrobe, tossing off bumpers of aspirin and waiting for  the tumult and the
shouting to die. Little Lizbeth and her teammates had just beaten their
closest rivals in an overtime game. Apparently she had brought home both
teams, including substitutes, and even the cheerleaders and masseurs, not to

mention a generous sprinkling of rival fans and plain bystanders. All seemed

to come equipped with megaphones. I judged from the rising din that the replay

of the game must have been in its closing moments. This had gone too far.
Squaring my jaw I cast caution to the winds and stomped downstairs and stood on
the landing.

"Lizbeth!" I shouted at the top of my voice. There was no lull., I longed
for a referee's whistle., "Lizbeth!" I bellowed.

Lizbeth came running to the stairway, still clad in her striped pants
and sloppy cheerleading sweater. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes sparkled
She looked radiant; like her mother did the night I proposed to her.

"Look, Chum," I said, struggling to keep my temper up. "We can't sleep--
ah-~for wondering who won the game. Er--what--who won?"

"Oh, Daddy, we won--I'm so thrilled! And guess what?"

"What?" I guessed,

"Buddy Pearson Jjust asked me to the dance at the Youth Center next
Friday."

Buddy Pearson is the real star on the basketball team--the one that was
a drip it seemed but yesterday. I swayed a little on the landing while I
contemplated these new vistas.

"Lizbeth," I said wearily, because I was weary, "what happened to that
nice quiet boy you used to see occasionally last year? I think his name was
Dudley something-or-other. You used to do your algebra together."

Scornfully: "Oh, Daddy--that old drip! He didn't even make substitute
guard this year. He's a perfect isoceles triangle--and he gets all A's." She
turned to leave. "But I must hgrry back. The whole team's in there. Gee,

am I thrilled.”




"Goodnight, dear," I said, turning and flapping my way upstairs. "Don't
be too late." As I crept into my rumpled bed i felt like an inept running
guard who'd been hustled to the showers. But wasn't there a bright spot some-
where? After all, basketball season was nearly over, I reflected, and while
it's true there are nine men on a baseball team, the weather would be warmer

and I could probably fashion a decoy baseball diamond and dugout in the side

yard and lure them outside. Yes, that was the solution. Then, despite the

din below, T finally fell into a troubled sleep, Sometime in the middle of
the night I suddenly woke and sat up in bed filled with wonder. . I wondered,
irrelevantly enough, what manner of youth would install Lizbeth's angel come

next Christmas.




Written by:
John D. Voelker
Ishpeming, Michigan

THREE GHEXERS AR DADDY
by
Robert Traver

This year our daughter Lizbeth is collecting athletes. Every afternoon

after schocol--Lizbeth is a sophemere in Chippewa High--little regiments of
high school athletes squire her from the school to the local drugstore for thd
noisy rituzl gf the'legon ﬁqu?"; and thqncg from the drugstore to our front

porch. There, fbr what seems hours on end, they stoﬁp about filling Lhe late
afternoon air with their hoarse brayings and adolescent hootings and extrava-
gant guffaws, accompanied by shrill squeals of delight from our little LizbetH.
There was a time last autumn when, to gain access to hearth and home after a

' day at the office, I was obliged to conduct daily off-tackle smashes straight
through Lizbeth's sturdy band of athletes.

"Hi, Mister Traver," Lizbeth's haroea would approvingly shout as I
battered m& way through the line. After a few weeks of this I sensibly limped
in through the kitchen door.

Of course the real hero, Lizbeth's current hearthrob, is missing from
these afternoon excursions. He is solemnly flinging himself about some gymna-
sium or playing field practicing football or basketball or track or baseball:
whichever sport is ascendant at the moment. His big moment comes at night
when--just he and Lizbeth alone--he "walks her home" after the big game or a
Friday night dance at the Youth Center or, on more drab occasions, merely from|
the library or the movies or glee club or cheerleading practice--or from Jjust
doﬁntown... The atternooh crew are really nothing more or less than romantic
cul;; ana throwouts: ‘they haveﬁ't made the current teamg they sulk in tem-
porary eclipse; their moment of triumph is either just over or just around the
corner. They will doggedly.have tb await the arrival of théi} pérticdiar sport
And they had damn well better star in it, too. Then and only then will they
have their big chance to walk our Lizbeth home from the big game, or from the
Friday night dance, etc., ete... '

Last year as a freshman little Lizbeth had to content herself the entire

school year with a2 lone member of the football squad, and a mere substitute
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poor woman, evidently also a large one, as "U. 8. 8. Dubois"--and away would
go the entire pack into squalls of merriment: hawing, chortling, wildly
pounding each other, hilariously agreeing that good old Dubois was indubitabl
a dope or a drip or a lame brain...

After that I took to relaxing at the hotel bar until dinner time. I fel

reasonably safe to come home then because Grace and I had not ;et formally

established a regular training table. The hotel bar was mqk lThe lone
athlete I ever beheld there flowered forth only under the treacherocus therapy
of seven Martinis... Anyway, I relaxed so successfully that occasionally 1
forgot to come home for dinner. <uite frequently, in fact. For a time I
even debated shacking up with the Rotarians... It was about then that Grace
'suggested that our old spare room off the kitchen would make a perfect den
for me. Hadn't I always wanted a quiet room where I could sit and brood and
keep my books and pipes and guns and flyrods all together? So during the
holidays we got it all fixed up: soft carpeting, nice colorful drapes,
leather-covered desk, studio couch, pipe rack, gun rack, everything...

But you have guessed it. I am happy, nay enchanted, to report that our
little Lizbeth and her athletes have found my new den the most congenial room
in the house. It is even beginning to look (and smell) like a small gymna-
sium. In fact I am seriously thinking of throwing out the desk and studio
couch and installing a couple of old lockers and wooden benches and some
rubber matting; and perhaps even a medicine cabinet full of assorted lina-
ments. Also 'a clothesline from which to dangle woolen socks and various
elastic accessories. And do modern gymnasiums still harbor those varnished
rows of Indian clubs?  We want our little Lizbeth and her athletes to feel
perfectly at home., After all, 1 still have my comfy old lesther chair in the
living room. And, too, except on Friday nights, I can have the den to myself
almost any night after midnight. in fact, right this very moment I am
stealthily writing this progress report on our daughter Lizbeth in her den.
But somehow this use of her favorite room seems irreverent of me and faintly
obscene--something, say, like playing poker in church. And who knows when she
and a flying wedge of her muscular swains might burst in upen me and catch me
at it? For some strange reason I also find myself reflectively eyeing my
favorite shotgun... |
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