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INTRODUCTION 

The Older Americans Act of 1965 specified the following 

goals: "Older persons should have retirement in health, 

honor, dignity--after years of contribution to the economy" 

and "Freedom, independence and the free exercise of individual 

initiative in planning and managing their own lives." The 

mandated age at which people are eligible to participate in 

Older Americans Act programs is sixty with inclusion of the 

spouse of the individual who is sixty years of age or more. 

If the requirements of the act are to be met, it is essential 

that there is an understanding of the sort of person "The 

Older American" is and how that person developed as an indi

vidual. We cannot relive old lives in detail, but it is pos

sible to glean added insight if we have familiarity with some 

of the process that shaped the personal lives of a few of the 

people involved. 

"Bits and Pieces of Hither and Yon from Now and Then" is 

composed of vignettes about people born before 1926 as they 

either perceive themselves or as they are perceived in the 

1980s. The vignettes are appropriate in a creative communica

tion arts collection because if services are to be rendered 

satisfactorily to aging people it is necessary to understand 

the basic perceptions of these people. The vignettes deal 

with ethnicity, symbols and metaphors, media relationships, 

political viewpoints, knowingness, literacy, mythology and oc

casional poetry. Values and attitudes which people acquire 

are manifested in mores, customs and mannerisms which are 



communicated to each individual throughout existence even 

though specific instances are rapidly forgotten, and new val

ues and perceptions tend to become superimposed because memory 

tends to adjust facts as people accommodate themselves to 

their environment. 

Folklore or mythology which carries its own mystique was 

often based on a real and important need. To illustrate the 

point, there is the story of a young Scandinavian bride who 

wished to follow the lore of her Viking forebearers. Accord

ingly, when she prepared her Easter hams, she always sliced 

off the end pieces and slipped them into the sides of her 

roasting pan; this was correct for her mother had always done 

it this way. The hams were always tasty. Since the 

great-grandmother was living, the bride thought it would be 

nice to know why the procedure was correct. Four generations 

of the family had baked hams this way, and goodness knows how 

many before had known the secret of tasty ham preparation. 

The great-grandmother was delighted to oblige the bride 

by sharing her expertise. In speech filled with lovely Norwe

gian tones, the older woman answered, "Well, in the old days 

we never had pans big enough to hold a ham and we had to cut 

off the ends to make them fit, so we put the extra slices in 

the sides." Thus fact and need had created myth and lore in 

Wisconsin's wilderness for one immigrant Scandinavian family. 

The greater truth to be gleaned from this bit of one family's 

lore has nothing to do with Scandinavian cookery, but rather 

that if I wish to appreciate fully the art of communication, I 
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must understand that there are things told through myth and 

symbol that are not said in the sense of factual information. 

"Table Talk" is a story about an immigrant woman's per

ceptions of the "real" American competing in a manner she be

lieved to be socially acceptable. At the card table, Gretchen 

felt comfortable with "Amer-r-r-ica" and her fatherland, and 

at the same time she believed no one would challenge her basic 

values. In her mind, her external presence did not tell any-

thing about her internal and original self, and in her per

sonal perceptions, she had no accent. 

Life brings more than invited joys. "Polyanna" is un

real. The little girl in "Meta-knowing" carried an 

envisionment throughout life which was a sort of knowledge 

about things which were left unsaid. 

In updated parlance the elderly physician in "Metaphor" 

"did it his way." He diagnosed illness with insights he had 

collected for many years. At times he was crotchety and way

ward, but his real intent toward fellow beings was always 

kindly. His honesty, if not his beliefs, was unquestionable. 

He trued his values with his personal experience. He was 

ethical toward his patients. Perhaps the metaphor of his life 

was service to people, compared to the metaphor of a newer 

and glossier generation for whom the metaphor of existence was 

a properly filled out triplicate form or a multi-copied new 

program plan. 

"Tuesdays are Special Days" is about women who were born 

in the last quarter of the nineteenth century. The facts are 
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vaguely remembered but they attempt to characterize attitudes 

handed down to women born in the first quarter of the twenti

eth century, and probably to succeeding generations. Some 

values were emphasized by the fact that people still paid 

"poll taxes" and were required to be property holders if they 

wished to vote. Then more values and attitudes were formed by 

the effort to acquire Woman's Suffrage; the Volstead Act and 

gangsters, the Great Depression, Word Wars I and II, the 

Francis E. Townsend plan,- the Social Security Act, and nu

merous political scandals which were contemporaries or nearly 

so. 

"Reverse Prayer" illustrates that the beginnings and ends 

of the reverence cycle are hard to discern. Perhaps devo

tional prayer accomplishes its goals, but what of the miracles 

wrought by that reversal of reverence that makes the -complete 

cycle from pleadings to curses? John Manney, when he per

ceived a need for abnormal strength and ethereal aid accepted 

assistance where he found it. Contemplative persons might 

stop to think, reason, and hope, but John was not a man to 

fumble; he knew that action coupled with violent speech would 

produce results--some kind of results, so while his mother met 

life's reversals in importunings and piety, he resorted to 

profanity--in other words "reverse prayer." 

"Radio is Something New" is special in my life because I 

remember my first exposure to radio. Automobiles were common 

by the time radios were introduced, so they were not as im

pressive. There was another difference in the significance of 
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autos and radios. Autos created a tangible world which was 

different from the one we were accustomed to only inasmuch as 

it was larger, faster and newer, but the radio created an 

untouchable, but knowable magic world out there-

somewhere--and it stretched minds as nothing before had ever 

been able to do. Motion pictures were not comparable because 

they dealt mainly with fictional situations. Phonographs pre

sented only a few novel moments on a grooved platter, that 

could, at best, be only a simulation of something in the past, 

but the radio offered immediacy plus many new places to see in 

the mind's eye. We could know that the voices which spoke 

were speaking in the present tense, and they came from places 

that were realities we could visualize mentally and the check 

on a map. 

The ethnically oriented man, "Uncle_ Tyr" was an 

unpretentious man who lived his life conscientiously within 

his own understanding. He had no intentions of insult or 

snobbery toward his Yankee acquaintance. Within his frame of 

reference, he was being open, courteous, and complimentary. 

There are tales of the same sort which can be circulated about 

people of every ethnic background. 

"Family Affair" tells about the grievings of a seventeen 

year old youth and an elderly grandmother when the communica-

tive networks which support life run amuck. For want of open 

links to human communication which could operate sensitively, 

five lives were destroyed, and an uncounted number remained to 

reflect about the tragedy. Some people wanted to assess 
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blame, some to be vindictive, others to probe for reasons or 

to find lessons for future living. The penalty for general

ized lack of interest before the crime has been Skipper's life 

of dependence in prison at public expense; now we all pay 

dearly in dollars for something which could have been bought 

for smiles, friendship, and perhaps a few pennies. I have 

learned a lesson in compassion, and I recognize a responsibil

ity to my own discipline of communication, because I know that 

I have an ethical responsibility to act when there are signs 

of conflict, even when they are only in notional stages. 

It is intentional that there are two descriptions of a 

prairie home and its surrounding land. Each description is 

made from the perceptions of a different individual to an 

identical setting. One accepted isolation as a challenge to 

creativity and the other saw isolation as an imprisonment. 

A small amount of poetry is included because poetry 

is a metered metaphoric madness in humanity which compresses 

spirit reveries onto paper to be used and reused as time-worn 

edges accumulate. Poetry is word music without dutifully 

memorized scales to detract from freshness. 
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PURPOSE OF VIGNETTES 

Vignettes included in "Bits and Pieces of Hither and Yon 

from Now and Then" using "real life" occurences demonstrate 

that the values, attitudes, mores, and customs of older per

sons are accumulated throughout life, and communication is the 

means by which people have acquired the characteristics which 

serve them at any given time. Dr. Jurgen Ruesch in Communica

tion; The Social Matrix of Psychiatry states that" ••• mod

ern psychiatrists have come to the realization that theories 

are of little use because it is necessary to see the indi

vidual in the context of a social situation. 1 He then states 

that "communication is the matrix" 2 of human activity. 

Clearly, social administration, social organization, psy

chiatry and psychology depend on cross-disciplinary communica

tion in order to perform their tasks. 3 

1Jurgen Ruesch, M.D. and Gregory Bateson, Communication: 
The social Matrix of Psychiatry, p. 3. 

2Ruesch and Bateson, p 13. 

3Ruesch and Bateson, based on Ch. 1. 
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REVERSE PRAYER 

In the 

John, knew 

their farm. 

1920's, Bill and Martha Manney and their son, 

the value of new style mechanized equipment on 

Once the operation of such machinery was mas-

tered, life became easier than it had been before. They knew 

that money for new machinery could be borrowed from the local 

banker, but in addition they knew that while he was an out

wardly friendly fellow, this man was an inwardly crafty per

son. While he made open declarations of his sympathy for 

farmers' misfortunes, he quietly plotted strategies which did 

nothing to benefit them, but would enrich his own interests 

considerably. The Manneys knew of many farms which had been 

lost by original owners because of the connivances of the 

banker, who after repossessing property, also re-sold the 

farms to new buyers, who would repeat the process. 

The Manneys were doggedly determined that they would keep 

their own farm "free and clear" if at all possible and they 

invested heavily in toil and time to do so. The land and its 

buildings were the symbol of the fulfillment of American aspi-

rations to them. The farm gave them a feeling that they be-

longed in a place where once only grass, rocks and trees had 

been. 

Mechanical 

required great 

hay loaders were a boon to farmers 

quantities of hay stored in barns and 

who 

field 

stacks in order to provide food for cattle during the winter 

period. The Manneys perceived a need for this equipment, but 

rather than borrow from the banker, they saved small change 



and dollars diligently, hiding them in a once white but now 

grime stained envelope. The cache was kept under the steamer 

trunk which stood on the staircase ledge in the two-storied 

white frame house. Sometimes at night the three people 

removed the money and while they sat at the kitchen table, 

they counted their savings under the light of a kerosene lamp. 

When they had enough, they estimated they would be able to 

negotiate with the local implement dealer for the hay loader. 

Hay crops were usually abundant in late July; however 

weather conditions often became stiflingly hot and sultry. 

Bill Manney was aging and beginning to feel the effects of 

waning strength. Breathing was difficult in the humidity. 

The men decided they could wait no longer to purchase the 

loader, for hay must be cut when it is in prime condition in 

order to allow an opportunity for regrowth and one more 

cutting before the season for haying ends. 

The implement dealer in the nearby farming village was 

George Hawks; he, like the banker, grasped any and all oppor

tunities for immediate cash. "After all," he thought, "money 

in my hands means I don't need to worry about collecting and I 

won't hafta repossess the thing." 

The decision to purchase was made; the Manneys ate their 

noon meal in high spirits; along with the hearty food, they 

were relishing the notion of the new hay loader. 

"Today, we don't go to the field," Bill planned aloud. 

"I go get dressed," Martha announced. She wanted to look 

"nice" to be "up-town" to visit with women while the men bar-
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gained. She cleared the table hastily and washed the dishes 

in the galvanized and time-greyed kitchen sink. Bill and John 

used the same sink when they washed and shaved. After that 

they changed to clean Oshkosh B'Gosh overalls in order to 

present themselves to "up-town" men as folks of some means. 

Once chores were completed, Bill reached under the trunk 

to retrieve the treasured envelope and its contents. 

Unbelievably, the envelope with its savings was missing. "But 

dis can't be! Dat money can't be gone! 

John, too, reached beneath the trunk and found no 

envelope. Finally Martha, affirming her beliefs, said, "That 

money's dere-where else would it be?" Her heart pounded and a 

flush began to color her sunbrowned cheeks, ears, and neck. 

It was true; the envelope and its contents had vanished. 

The moment for Martha to rescue the family from adversity 

was at hand. This was a fact, clearly established, and since 

she was dressed for such a special purpose, she could present 

herself properly to God in a moment of dire need. In truth, 

the whole setting was correct; her favorite prayer space--the 

kitchen table--was covered with a freshly wiped oilcloth 

cover, the window shades were half drawn, the floor swept, and 

she was mindful of the fact that "Cleanliness was next to God

liness." She believed without question in the efficacy of 

prayer. With her elbows on the table, her face cupped in her 

hands, Martha sat at the table where she could tell a person

alized God in secret about her innermost thoughts and needs 

and she was certain that it was He who had helped her through 
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many trials in other times. He would help once again, if only 

she used the right words. 

"He answers in His time, not people's," Martha thought to 

herself as she reasoned that He needed time to consider the 

importunings of mortals. Then, as she waited, she drifted to 

her garden where she usually found comfort revelling at the 

magic of growth produced by her's and God's handiwork, but on 

this day there was no joy in looking at the lush green veg

etables, budding four o'clocks, cosmas, and marigolds. The 

men, too, moved aimlessly about outdoors in the barns and 

granaries as they tried to understand what had happened to the 

missing money. 

They ate their early supper in glum silence, contrasted 

against the gusto with which they had enjoyed dinner. Then 

they milked their cows; Martha fed her chickens, and lastly 

she washed the supper dishes while the men sat at the table, 

smoking their pipes and thinking men's thoughts. It was the 

ordinary farm routine, except that the sense of a full day of 

accomplishment was gone. 

John Manney, because he was young and still impulsive 

felt a sudden compulsion to walk outdoors one more time. As 

he went along the outdoor paths, he patted the dog, more from 

habit than from affection. Next, he inspected the pigs. But 

then a sudden frustration at the fickle injustice of his 

predicament enraged him, and so in the waning evening light, 

he tromped back into the house, each step punctuating his 

anger as his heavy, thick soled shoes met the slivered wooden 
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floor. He had already muttered a first curse aloud when he 

reached the screen door of the kitchen, and then in 

exhilaration at the sound of his eloquence, he began to swear 

with expanded creativity. Surprising himself, he bellowed 

loudly so that a Satan within earshot would have felt the need 

to bow in admiration and then retreat rapidly before a supe

rior force. 

"The-------------- money can't be gone! I worked 

from sun-up to sundown for that --- ---------dough! 

---!" 
Fury bred physical strength in complimentary fashion. 

Muscles strained for action. John went to the stairs, lunged 

at the black metal steamer trunk, upending it so that it lay 

on its hinged back instead of its upright position. 

to the mode of the time of its construction, the 

According 

trunk had 

been bound with molded wooden strips which were riveted to its 

enameled metal body and to the curved lid. Each rivet, driven 

though both wood and metal was secured by a small decorative 

tin daisy. Trunk lids from past eras were rounded for a pur

pose which would be forgotten in modern times when practical

ity would demand that trunks be flat for easy storage, but in 

days gone by, steamer trunks had rounded tops so that if a 

ship were caught in rough seas, the water would wash away 

quickly, and the contents of the trunk could be preserved. 

Martha and Bill Manney loved the trunk for, to them, it 

symbolized a few glorious months of their uneventful lives 

when love engendered happiness, casting an enchanting aura 
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about them. It and its contents encapsulated their goals and 

values in life. It held Martha's white wedding dress, her 

bridal gifts, a few letters, family mementos, an everyday 

doctor book, and one real picture print of God's angels with 

cherubic faces and arms behind which white feathers grew 

incongruously. The glass in the picture's frame had broken 

long ago and the mitered angles had warped, but the print, 

itself, was a symbol of beauty and ideas superior to the 

mental endowments of very ordinary people, so Martha preserved 

the picture, believing is destruction might remove her forever 

from something lovelier than she could dare to hope for in 

this world. To Martha the winged angels were symbolic of a 

soaring spirit far beyond earthly care. No one would even 

consider destroying such a holy work of art. 

John's brute strength as he attacked the- trunk, was 

matched by the protective benign power from on high, and the 

lock of the trunk held firmly so that the contents inside the 

trunk did not spill. In fact, the force of his thrust didn't 

even dent the trunk; even more miraculously, impaled on a 

sliver of the wooden binding of the trunk's underside, 

observable and reachable only when the trunk was overturned, 

the envelope and its money lay neatly flush against the body 

of the trunk. 

The capabilities of John Manney's reversed prayer--a 

curse to other unappreciative folks--had been underestimated, 

but in honest piety, before she retired, Martha Manney sat at 

her table, the source of all the richness of her life. The 
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summer moon shone past the starched, ruffle curtains, its 

muted light casting a mystical glow over the plain starkness 

of the room, and as she sat, she pondered how and why it is 

that the Lord works in such strange ways His wonders to 

perform. 
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SILENT TERROR 

This is a narrative about people who invested 

everything with which they had been endowed at birth. 

talents were not defined by respectful admirers, but 

they were displayed in a willy-nilly pattern 

in life 

Their 

instead 

as the 

opportunity presented itself. These are people who possessed 

a muted understanding of the world that is; they know nothing 

of a world that could be as they willed it to be. 

Gertie is very old and very proud; she walks slowly, 

carrying her oversized handbag in bejeweled hands. The gaudy 

rings are her barrier behind which poverty hides and consoles 

itself. 

"Nine dollars and thirty-nine 

explains the clerk in the pharmacy. 

crumpled dollar bills. 

cents, please ma-am," 

Gertie holds out two 

"That's the wrong amount. We need more." 

Flustered, Gertie holds out a different bill, squinting 

into the large bag. "I don't see so good." 

"This is fine. I'll give you change." 

Relieved, Gertie accepts the change without looking. Her 

tense facial muscles relax and soften. Once again she has 

matched wits with "them" and once again she has won. She 

didn't tell. 

Freddie plays the piano- any music he has ever heard. 

Freddie never had a music lesson; his style is esoterica and 

it's charming. He has another record of which he can boast. 
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"When we had the Big War, I was in it. I was strong. 

Nottin' else mattered." Freddie regards his uniformed service 

as his badge of honor, as it truly is. He enlisted when he 

heard he had a chance to serve; it was his golden opportunity, 

and then he survived. Toward the end of the war, he landed a 

plushy assignment in the Officers Club serving drinks and 

acting as the general handyman. 

The officers at the club discovered that Freddie had an 

affinity for the piano; then afterwards they found out about 

Freddie one day as he served drinks, and Freddie's comfortable 

place was no longer available to him. Very soon, he found 

himself discharged from the armed forces. 

A singer named Serena has a fine, steady voice. She is a 

gentle wisp of life, whole and perfect, physically so fragile 

that she seems more the sweet sensation of life than the 

physical reality. She knows intuitively when she is 

appreciated and safe. 

like the days when 

But there are those other danger times 

the chorus director asks members to 

assemble their music from a large table. Somehow, Serena gets 

her pages mixed up. It's funny, but the dots looked like the 

right ones. 

"Just a minute, Serena, it's easy for me. I'll bring 

yours along with mine. Just wait." 

A faint flush leaves Serena's pink, soft skin as she 

realizes that for one more time she is safe. 

Grandchildren were a source of pride for Sadie. It was a 

glorious day when she was an invited special guest for 
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festivities at the grade school. Then someone asked 

explain why her grandchild was so special to her. Her 

her to 

reply 

was the inappropriate, "I guesst we done the best we could." 

She wanted to cry, but if she did maybe "they'd" find out. 

Restaurant worker, Deelee admits she doesn't read, forgot 

most counting and never wrote letters. "Nobody cared when I 

was little- why would they care now? Anyhow, they makes lots 

of mistakes too. Nah, I ain't got no use for classes. I only 

went so far as third grade. There wasn't roads then like 

there is now. It was cold in winter. It don't matter 

anyways." 

Each of the characters has adopted a protective barrier, 

or a facade of ego, or a bravado, or even a continuing timid 

approach to an affliction from which none can flee undetected. 

No one wishes to admit the absolute truth of the statement, "I 

can't read." 
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METAPHORS AND SYMBOLS 

County homes and similar public institutions built in the 

1890 1 s to house and control the destitute and ill reflected 

the ideals of life style in vogue at the time. Buildings were 

designed to be sturdy, ornate, beautiful, and well landscaped. 

Signs of affluence were respected and expected in architecture 

just as they were in clothing. People of means were riding 

the tide of a rising economy and they carried an optimistic 

public along. 

By the standard of the day, county institutions, poor 

houses, and pest houses were a public demonstration of money 

in excess of that needed to provide "the good life" for the 

general populace. At the same time, these public houses of

fered a way to keep the unlovely and undesirable elements out 

of general view. Persons, once committed to an institution 

rarely left the premises until death intervened, in which 

event a Potter's field beckoned, or with a little luck, a rich 

relative might materialize and accept the remains in a family 

burial plot. 

Institutional buildings were usually placed at a reason

able, but still easily accessible, distance from area popula

tion centers; they usually had attached farms which provided a 

supply of food for residents. There was an expectation that 

surpluses would be available for sale to allay the expense of 

salaries and maintenance of these asylums, which were 

euphemistically called "homes". The surpluses were possible 

because most of the United States still consisted of an 
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agricultural society which knew how to make the land produce 

food in great quantities. There was a considerable amount of 

legal laxity and so sometimes employees sold produce for 

pocket money; sometimes the residents did the same; and some

times, even a certain amount of the proceeds of enterprises 

went through an official system which had been devised for the 

receipt of cash. 

The poor, unwanted, illiterate, insane, ill, developmen

tally disabled, and the old were lumped together in a haphaz

ard "catch-as-catch can" manner from which an effective 

talent pool tended to form without special direction from a 

trained staff. Natural leaders led, and natural followers 

followed. Only in rare instances were there attempts to re-

habilitate persons, although there may have been a few avant

garde establishments which experimented with new treatment 

notions. 

Since educated and trained professional management for 

public institutions was a rarity, superintendence was rather a 

matter of political patronage. Occasionally doctors were 

superintendents; in other instances, there were appointed as 

salaried superintendents who lacked the ability to read and 

write or even sign their names, and however diligently they 

might try to hide their shortcomings, the public learned about 

them, sometimes reacting with admiration and sometimes with 

condemnation of the system which permitted such an occurrence. 

There were no work performance evaluations and the "su

perintendent" usually had a life time appointment, spacious, 
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well furnished living quarters for himself and his family, and 

a full retinue of servants, either hired or provided gratis 

from the resident pool. Life was indeed gratifying for the 

chosen superintendent for a number of years, but that blissful 

state was bound to end sooner or later. 

At the end of World War II, there was a shift in public 

attitudes toward social problems coupled with willingness to 

create solutions for the growing number of handicapped per-

sons. It was obvious that much of the illness was caused by 

the horrors of war rather than obstinacy, carelessness, or 

"the will of God" as had formerly been a general belief. The 

public believed we owed a debt to returning service personnel 

and they were willing to spend great sums of money to care for 

the mentally ill. 

In the 1950's a wonderful discovery took hold of the 

public imagination. There was a rapid expansion in the number 

of chemical treatments available for mentally disturbed 

persons. Institutional personnel were discovering that they 

could control bizarre behavior of residents by simply admin

istering appropriate dosages of drugs. Professionals would 

learn later that there could be debilitating side effects from 

the very chemicals they were learning to rely upon. But for a 

time behavior modifying drugs seemed the perfect answer to the 

difficulties in the treatment of the mentally ill. As an 

example of the economies afforded by the mood altering drugs, 

where once institutional aides always worked in pairs for 

safety, and often kept patients in severe restraint now a 
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single worker could move freely in even the back wards where 

severely ill people were cared for. 

Governmental bureaucrats were observing these develop

ments and since they wanted to be considered "progressively 

oriented," they began to direct their attention to the orga

nization of treatment systems for mental disease which they 

began to view as potentially curable, 

lable. They held out a hope that 

or, at least, control

long-term patients or 

residents could be candidates for release to the communities 

from which they had come. They began to issue directives re

quiring documented treatment and release plans for patients 

who had once been regarded as "beyond redemption." Persons 

afflicted with alcoholism fell into such a class of patient/ 

client. 

Revolutionary viewpoints also provided revolutionary 

problems in the custody and treatment of ill persons. Some

times physicians considered documented evidence of diagnosis, 

treatment, and release planning a violation of the "confiden

tial doctor/patient" relationship. Moreover, they believed 

infringement into their area of expertise required a lot of 

time, paper, and personnel, and made no contribution to pa

tient well being. 

One particular physician, a James Corley, M. D., was di

rected by the state health department to devise a modern, hu

mane system for persons suffering from mental disease. The 

plan was to begin with those persons whom he considered to be 

alcoholics. In the peak of his career, Dr. Corley had been 
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regarded as a capable, compassionate man who endeavored to do 

his best to serve every patient in his charge. He had uncanny 

powers of observation and the ability to recall minute details 

about patients he had treated. He characteristically recorded 

all his data in his brain and none on the forms provided by 

the institution. He had another eccentricity which made him 

memorable to clerks who worked with his unique recording 

system. The state required a certification of the diagnosed 

cause of death for every patient. Dr. Corley, had a record of 

many years standing which attested to the fact that any 

deceased individual under psychiatric care had suffered from 

"chronic undifferentiated brain syndrome." It did not matter 

in the least how many guides to medical terminology were 

provided covering modern medical usage, he held fast to the 

one description which suited him. As he moved toward the last 

of his career, he remarked, "I don't intend to knuckle down to 

a bunch of 'smart aleck bastards' in the capitol who never did 

a decent day's work in their life anyhow." 

Nevertheless, the old guard was changing. Personnel who 

had grown comfortable with the idiosyncrasies of people within 

the system were finding the new professionals had new systems 

for the management of public care. A new, highly trained 

professional administrator had entered the world of Dr. 

Corley. This man was charged with the responsibility to per

suade the doctor that he MUST show on the forms provided that 

he had an "intent" to plan the treatment and rehabilitation of 

the group of persons termed alcoholics. In addition to his 
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training, the new administrator was intelligent, efficient, 

and ambitious; he sincerely wanted to be successful in the 

implementation of his new occupational field. He was a wary 

individual, and he knew the penalty for arousing the wrath of 

physicians and nurses was usually the loss of one's job and , 

as well, one's reputation. 

With the facts of his predicament planted firmly in his 

orderly administrative mind, the man approached Dr. Corley in 

his most subservient manner saying, "Come into my office for a 

few minutes." Respectfully, he pulled out a chair away from 

his desk to avoid the sensation of a barrier, as the training 

manuals had instructed; then he sat down at the side of the 

man who was his elder by many years. 

plan for alcoholics." 

"Let's talk about 'our' 

He intended to approach the manner participatively, and 

with humility rather than aggressively. Participative 

management theory intrigued him, though when it was realized 

that his total work experience consisted of life 

armed forces until his discharge, it was difficult to 

how this system had been applied when managing 

men. 

in the 

imagine 

enlisted 

the 

The 

day 

highly perceptive Dr. Corley had been anticipating 

when he would have to confront what he considered 

"flash in the pan" new ideas; he was ready. He would not be 

bound to obscure half-told schemes, and he intended to make 

his own feelings known with the full force of whatever ex

plicit speech was required from him. "Oh, hell, Mondy, you 
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know goddam well there's no such thing as an alcoholic. 

You've got to learn to be one, and you've got to want to be 

one. You know damn well what beer tasted like the first time 

you had any. It tasted like horse piss!" He continued his 

diatribe down the corridors and beyond the doors until the 

sound was lost except to memory. Temporarily the program for 

alcoholic treatment was set aside, never to materialize until 

after the retirement of the good doctor. 

17 



AS ROMAN DOES 

"Roman, you must say 'children' when you mean more than 

one child. 'Children•--that is the plural of child. 'Plural' 

means more than one of something in English." 

The student was a middle-aged East European immigrant who 

had been told in his native land that he must comply with the 

legalities of that nation or he would be forced to emigrate. 

other available choice. He could There was one 

imprisonment. Roman and his family chose the magic 

America and were accepted. 

accept 

land of 

Once the family arrived, they were given a temporary home 

by a variety of charitable host institutions. Everyone 

understood that Roman would need to find employment, but get

ting a job meant conquering the language obstacle to his suc

cess. First, Roman, and later his wife, would need to prove 

both oral and written literacy in American English. In order 

to acquire language skills, they needed tutoring. 

The American hosts found a tutor whose ethnic background 

matched that of the immigrant family. She was a respected 

former educator, now retired, who like many other leisured 

persons, often volunteered countless hours teaching new skills 

or assisting with the renewal of old ones for persons who 

needed help. Since she had plentiful leisure, she was able to 

devote additional time to casual bilingual social 

conversation. This, she thought, would be helpful for she was 

well aware of the difficulties new learners encountered when 
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they attempted to cope with the idioms of a new language which 

translated into absolutely nothing in the mother tongue. 

Roman sat patiently through long coaching sessions in 

American English which would become part of his admission to 

employment opportunities and financial independence. Speech 

and writing skills had become the most important part of life 

for Roman and his family. With this idea in mind, Roman 

practiced his heavily accented English with anyone who would 

spend time with him, noting however, that there were occa

sional differences between the tutor's precisely correct 

grammar and the vernacular of the stores and taverns nearby. 

Finally, he had had as much of the gruelling coaching, 

with the constant correction of nuances of the spoken and 

written word as he could tolerate. It had begun to seem 

picayunish. In a untutored explosion of outrage, he demanded, 

"How come I got to say 'childs' and 'childrens' now ven after 

I'm done vid you, I gonna say 'kids' like everyvun else iss?" 
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CONTINUITY 

Pillows propped against the walled sides of the window 

seat and a quilt folded into an envelope created a comfortable 

and secure spot from which to observe action outdoors beyond 

the window, and then, with ever so slight a turn, if one 

peered between the splats of chairs, it was delightful to 

watch the big, dark, varnished clock as it marked precise 

seconds of time. 

"Just watch when the big hand gets down here, then the 

clock'll strike one time for half past. " Ray pointed to the 

six at the bottom of the clock face. A half hour of time and 

a face on a clock were new concepts for a small girl. 

"When the big hand gets up here, it strikes the whole 

hour," and again Ray shows the child as he speaks and points 

to the Roman numeral XII. 

The idea of an hour with a "hole" in it was as difficult 

to grasp as the half hour. The reaction was blind, tearful 

rage. Some time later the idea that things could have a 

"whole" and a "hole" was grasped. The clock continued and 

measured its moments onward. People's squabbles were unim

portant to it. 

Once weekly, on Saturday afternoon, the glass door which 

protected the face of the clock was unlatched, the pendulum 

stopped, the winding key retrieved, and inserted into holes at 

the four and eight o'clock positions. When the springs were 

tightened, the key was replaced beneath the pendulum, which 

was once again set in motion, and for another week the clock 
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fulfilled its mission. The glass door was polished anew and 

shut. The clock did nothing more than that which its limited 

system permitted. 

The clock had been one of mama's wedding gifts in 1906. 

She brought it into the prairies, stored it for one winter and 

then, tightly wrapped, it was imbedded in loads of wheat to 

prevent breakage on its way to a farm. People who lived on 

the plains in those days were a resourceful group, and lacking 

excelsior for packing material, they used that which was 

readily available and plentiful. At the time, the bonanza 

lands were about to burst forth and great quantities of seed 

grain were needed. This seed provided excellent packing for 

china and other breakables for pioneers. The vision of 

bonanza proved to be only a mirage, and it disappeared into 

thin drought-parched air. Single crop, undiversified farmers 

who had placed their faith in illusionary metaphoric images 

were bitterly disappointed. But the clock and its owners 

survived. 

The clock was a symbol of order in life; when the sun 

reached its noon-time zenith, so too, did the hands of the 

clock as they positioned themselves at twelve. A small girl 

could sense the notion that the clock could also symbolize the 

marvel of the human mind coordinated with the wonders of all 

the universe but she would lack the ability to express her 

thoughts. 

When 1940 arrived, country life was abandoned for the 

ease of a small-town home. The clock was once more wrapped 
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carefully and sent along with loads of grain to be unloaded 

into a new small bungalow, and once again it and its owners 

survived to measure the remaining years of its owners as its 

monotonous tock moved onward. One change occurred in the 

stature of the clock for at last it would no longer require a 

high shelf, and so it was placed on the dining room buffet. 

but 

The keepers of the clock survived only a few more 

the clock stayed on measuring time, and the small 

years, 

girl, 

now an adult, became the custodian of the clock, but somehow 

in the passage of time, the mystique of watching it work had 

vanished. These was a fear that the timing mechanism could 

not tolerate continued use, and the endless tocking and the 

striking bell were no longer a welcome friend and instead were 

an intrusion of sound. The pendulum was stopped. 

A new generation received the clock, not as a guide to 

daily routine, but as a curio among electric, digital and 

battery driven time pieces. The clock became the grand an

cestor of svelte models of time fashion. Then still one more 

generation discovered the clock as proof of his links to a 

past. He displayed it to his fourth grade social science 

class. It had a special story to tell about the continuity of 

a family; it is the artifact of a pioneer and it has survived 

as a monument to continuity. 
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TUESDAY IS SPECIAL 

Proper grammar would have said that Mamma was manning her 

post, but, in fact, she was "womaning" her post, which was 

generally from the stove to the table--two steps to the left; 

from the stove to the kitchen sink--four steps to the 

from the stove to the cupboard--about one and one-half 

behind her. 

right; 

steps 

"How should I go about it now?" Clearly, to even a very 

small skirt yanker, something was about to happen. Mamma 

getting advice from Pappa? And in the kitchen? Looking 

pleased about itt That was very odd. Plainly, one had better 

stay close to spheres of interest or miss something. 

"Well, when we get to school, down at the end, there's 

booths with curtains. They'll ask you questions when you get 

there and then give you your papers. You don't tell them who 

you want though. That's your businesst Go back and pull the 

curtain shut. When you're done, drop your papers in the box 

with a kind of slot. I'll wait for you in the cloakroom." 

"I'd be for Albert, and Jack, and maybe Nels." The last 

was an inexplicable piece of advice. 

The last dish was washed and the towels hung to dry. 

Sharp light came through the east window. Mamma was always 

nicer on sunny days. 

"Come, child, let's hurry and get washed up and dressed 

so we can go." Things were getting better all the time. 

Well, it would be except that Mamma was always busy and hasty 

and expected small girls to know the right responses to clean 
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clothes. It wasn't even Sunday and Mamma wasn't impatient. 

What a relief! 

"A lot he knows who I want!" "Hnh!" The remark was au-

dible, but clearly Mamma was talking to herself. It was also 

a sure tip-off that one should toe the mark. 

on the way to the school house, there was time to re

flect. It was always better to sit primly and quietly, lis

tening and looking, instead of romping, once mamma had her 

children dressed. The school house had its own mystique for 

small children in those days. A child couldn't reason that 

the square white building defying the emptiness of space be

tween earth and sky was the announcement of civility that 

followed on the heels of civilization's plows and barbed wire 

fences. 

"Mm'm, maybe that's what all the meetings at people's 

houses were for." But still the pondering didn't clarify the 

relationship. The fact remained that we had to go somewhere, 

but nothing momentous seemed to be happening. 

Then another quick reflection came to mind. "Oh, 

it's best sometimes if one doesn't try to understand 

well, 

big 

people. They're always mixed up anyway. I won't say any-

thing." 

good 

play 

Finally, at home the fun of going "somewhere" was over; 

clothes were removed and hung away for another day and 

clothes substituted. The rest of the day was a normal 

progression of bruises, activities and various admonitions, 

which always seemed to begin with, "Don't." 
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At supper time, recounting the day's activities, Mamma 

remarked in her ordinary way, "My land, I'm tired. I had such 

a big day! With all the extra work in the garden, getting 

Helen dressed and undressed, and cooking and ironing----! But 

I never thought I'd see the day! Today I voted." 
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UNCLE TYR 

Uncle Tyr successfully adjusted to transplantation from 

his native land to the wilderness of Wisconsin. At last in 

retirement, he relished what he perceived as a fair reward for 

the diligence he had exercised in pursuit of the comforts 

afforded by prosperity. He knew that many of his Norwegian 

compatriots lived the last of their lives in poverty which was 

little improved from that of the Europe they fled. He had a 

sense of superiority as he concluded that his good fortune was 

the result of skill rather than luck. 

With neither sons or daughters, Tyr felt alone in the 

world even though he maintained pleasant relationships with 

nieces and nephews. He thought of Ingeborg, his wife, no 

longer living, and mourned silently, knowing his sorrow was 

not what Ingeborg would have demanded, but still he felt re

gretful that she couldn't share the relatively carefree life 

he envisioned now. At the last of life, realizing her fate, 

she had said in melodic, gentle Norwegian, "Look Tyr, see 

everything there is to see, if I leave the world first, and 

even if I'm not with you, you can tell me about it when we 

meet again." 

They shared a spiritual outlook, instilled in them during 

their youth which permitted them to grasp the idea of unknown 

realms of existence, while at the same time, it denied value 

to "common ungodly 

prospect of seeing 

fresh, deep breath, 

science nonsense." At 

Ingeborg in the afterlife, 

the pleasant 

Tyr took a 

straightened his bony shoulders, stood 
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tall, and walked toward a modern marvel, which had come to the 

midwest recently in the form of a passenger train. 

In those days trains stopped at the depots in wilderness 

business centers, bringing in fresh supplies of immigrants, 

and picking up freight and passengers from the same terminal. 

Tyr was fortunate to have been retired into a modern, future 

oriented community, which eagerly sought newly perfected me

chanical marvels of his day. 

"This is better than the old days, "Tyr thought to him

self. "Everybody should ride the iron horse at least once 

before he dies." 

He imagined himself sitting at ease in the coach with its 

red velvet upholstered seats, being carried along to a chosen 

destination, relieved of responsibility for a team of horses, 

completely encased and protected from the weather. Elegant 

upholstery and gilded decor were only fit for kings when he 

was young! This was, indeed, a time to marvel at God's 

wonders bestowed on man. Moreover, it was particularly 

gratifying for a man who had lived righteously, never inten

tionally being remiss in his primary duties to the Supreme 

Being. 

Tyr entered the train station depot, went directly to the 

window where the station master stood and asked for a ticket 

from Chippewa Falls to Eau Claire. In the background he could 

hear the clatter of the telegraph as it clacked out its 

constant message. "How," he wondered to himself, "do they 
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know what all that racket means? And then, how do they stand 

the noise?" 

He paid his fare, caressing each coin slowly and lov

ingly. To him, they were a symbol of accomplishment in life 

and relief from toil and drudgery. As he held the money, he 

noticed and thought for a first time that the heavy calluses 

and dark, stained lines had disappeared from his hands. He 

was no longer a laborer; instead he was a gentleman. 

Several people sat stiffly in the waiting room on 

straight backed benches of varnished oak. Some were waiting 

for passengers who would be arriving; others waited to leave 

for destinations of choice. It was not a matter of taking 

"the next train"; they would ride on "the train". Everyone 

knew a loud whistle would mourn the train's approach long be

fore it was in sight. Men and boys would gather outdoors on 

the wooden platform beside the track at the train depot to 

wait for the smoke belching metal horse to clang and screech 

as the wheels struck the tracks while it lurched to a halt. 

Women were expected to wait demurely in the waiting room away 

from the soot and noise. 

When the train had stopped a conductor assisted passen

gers off the train, and finally people waiting to board were 

allowed to enter after an inspection of their tickets. Tyr 

moved slowly along to be certain he wouldn't overlook any of 

the splendid details of the coach with its red velvet uphol

stered seats and gilded fixtures. After some time, the train 

groaned and began to move slowly away from the station. It 
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was a modern train fitted with a whistle which would sound 

loudly for some time. Tyr knew from his remembrance that as 

they rounded a curve near the lake, the sound would diminish 

at the station. In years to come this effect of sound through 

distances would be called the Doppler effect but to Tyr, 

enjoying the experience, the sound was only one more evidence 

of God's bounty to man. 

After he had seated himself, an unaccompanied man sat 

down in the seat facing him. Tyr eyed the man cautiously, 

hoping this would be a person with whom he could socialize. 

The other man was doing the same thing. 

"Nice day." 

"Ayah," and a slight clearing of the throat. 

"Going far?" 

"No, yust Eau Claire." 

"Oh' II 

The preliminaries were over, and each man surmising that 

he had a respectable seat mate gave his name and they traded 

friendly conversation about their lives and families. Tyr's 

companion was a Mr. Clark from York State. Genuinely curious, 

Tyr listened intently to the details of the other man's life. 

An earnest 

credit where 

and kindly man, Tyr had always striven 

it was earned and felt that Clark 

rewarded justly for his pleasant a civil behavior. 

ing words ought to be memorable and complimentary. 

his words carefully. 
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He was still in the process of planning how to leave Mr. 

Clark when he left the train and was greeted by his niece and 

nephew who were American born Norwegian-Americans. They had 

already begun the process of assimilation into the social 

melting pot, and often noted that the generation of people 

somewhat older than themselves had secretive, and somewhat 

stand-offish attitudes. Nevertheless when Tyr turned to Mr. 

Clark to introduce them, they could only smile inwardly as he 

elevated flattery to what he intended as an ultimate tribute, 

saying in slow, sincere Norwegian accented tones, "This iss my 

niece, Greta, and my nephew, Trygve, Mr. Clark. I must say, 

gutbye now; I enyoyed our talk so much, and I liked you very 

much, but I would have liked you so much better if you had 

been a Norvegian." 
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GETTING THE FACTS DOWN PET 

What do you do when you find yourself stuck in a snow 

bank? The answer is to find assistance in whatever manner 

presents itself. I resented the time I was spending on a down 

hill walk, but at the same time I had to admit that the walk 

was refreshing. I turned into a narrow stretch of tarred road 

which led to the only residence on Swamp Road. The house was 

yellow and a yellow school bus was parked beside it. I 

thought to myself, "At least, the bus is a modest sign that 

these are probably solid community citizens. Maybe, with a 

little luck, someone is home." 

My knock at the door brought the hospitable and sympa-

thetic Mrs. Corden. She was a person who dearly loved chat-

ting and after she heard my story, her reaction was, "I guess 

I won't go to work uptown today." 

"So there actually are people who control their lives to 

such a degree that they can determine whether they do or do 

not go to work." 

Mrs. Corden called a wrecker, and then located my daugh-

ter. Somehow she accomplished these things without inquiring 

about my finances or my insurance coverage, or even who and 

where my daughter might be. When I had come to her door I had 

only told her that my daughter worked in the village, and that 

I had been visiting, but Mrs. Corden had been able to de

termine from these small bits of information about us who I 

was and where we did business, plus where I might be going. 

Until this time, I had forgotten about the extraordinary 
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amount of perceptional expertise acquired by people who live 

in small communities. 

While my hostess was an obliging person, it was also 

evident from the disarray wherever one looked that this lady 

was definitely not a martinet about housekeeping. Now her 

conscience was piqued sufficiently, however, so that she began 

to wash dishes which seemed to have been stored somewhere in 

great quantities. It seemed a good idea to help her. As I 

wiped her dishes, we chatted and coffeed, and I commented on 

her cat which was busily parenting several lively kittens. 

"Cats are wonderful mothers, aren't they?" I volunteered 

sensing an obvious lover of felines. 

Mrs. Corden didn't respond directly to my observation, 

and instead said, "Come, Outside, say 'hi' to our company." 

"Ye gods, and little fishes too! What have I done? What 

ever have I done? This woman is lost!" 

"Oh, no, no! You see, this is outside. Inside is out

side these days." 

Mrs. Corden evidently sensed my confusion. "Let my tell 

you about my cats." 

"Please do." I was somewhat edgy, but I knew it was un

wise to betray anxiety. The best way to react would be to 

listen with interest to her explanation. 

"You see, we have another cat. Outside, here, was always 

outdoors. Inside stayed in the house." Images began to clear 

somewhat. 
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"One day Outside came in," she explained, "and 

Inside took one look at her and hissed and flew out the 

well, 

door. 

He stayed outdoors the whole night and the next day, and Out-

side wouldn't budge from the house, The next day was Satur-

day, and I didn't go to work, and as I was about to wash the 

boys' clothes, what do you think I found?" 

Remembering something about cats made it fairly easy to 

surmise what was next in the story. "Outside brought more 

inside with herself than fresh air, perhaps?" 

"You guessed it. Right in the clothes basket on the 

boys' jeans they were--three squeaky little kittens." 

Inside, as she related, continued to pout, and stayed 

outside the house for three weeks. Finally, unable to control 

his curiosity, he crept up on the plant ledge of the picture 

window. Not only had Inside's house been invaded by one 

brassy female, but, as he lived and breathed, there on the 

piano was a thing that looked something like an ordinary cat, 

except it was in miniature, and it was walking along the 

ivory blocks plinking from top to bottom and from bottom to 

top! Unforgiveable! Anybody with good sense would know piano 

keys are supposed to be approached with caution. One starts 

at the end where the houselady's petting hand is, then tries a 

few gently tings. If it seems a good idea, one might pause 

for flattery, and then next, get the paws in about the center 

of the white blocks, and if the houseperson seems 

amenable--then, and only then, try the long, low vibrating 

notes that tingle the spine. Of course, a smart cat would 
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always bear in mind, that no matter what one thinks, a good 

houseperson is hard to find, and moreover, even harder to 

train, these days anyway. "Hnh." 

"Those phony little make-believe cats are completely 

lacking in class! Pssst! 

As Mrs. Corden told her story, it was easy to believe 

that in all of her thoughts, the lives of her cats were fore

most. She was able to think and articulate the mind of a cat 

in the terms of a human being. Thus to relate the story from 

that view point, there was another day when Inside looked in 

the door from outside while the houseperson was running the 

vacuum cleaning thing and letting fresh air come indoors. One 

of the small catlike creatures sat nearby admiring the yarn 

basket. It batted a yarn ball with its paws and a string 

trailed out from the loosely wound ball which stopped in the -

middle of the room. The houseperson, as if she were out of 

her mind, just stood there snickering and giggling. 

In utter revulsion, Inside turned away and hid under the 

yellow bus. Maybe when the boys would come home later, they 

could straighten the poor lady around. And so, Inside mourned 

outside for one more day. 

Inside decided to have one more viewing from the big 

picture window. Things went along calmly until the house 

person opened the desk where people store things that came in 

the mailbox at the end of the road. Some shiny green eyes 

popped out. The attached body was covered with fur arranged 

in a most peculiar fashion; it was white on one side and de-
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cently black on the other, and then it had a rakish cap of 

orangish color on its head; then on the white side of its rump 

it had a patch of tortoise shell marking. It was, for 

certain, a cat of many colors. The thing stood up, arched its 

back, and yawned. Calico cats were something for people's 

poets to admire, but this was almost beyond anything a 

sensible cat could believe. 

"Impossible," Inside mused incredulously. 

such animal, or is there?" 

"There is no 

While Mrs. Corden's story was drawing to an end, my 

daughter was walking from her car to the front door of the 

house. "You see, it's really quite simple. For the time be

ing, Inside is outside, and Outside is inside. The small ones 

just prove that there are several issues in every situation. 

Is the wrecker coming? We've had a wonderful chat. It's nice 

to meet someone who understands things so well. Sometimes 

when I tell people these things, I feel as if I'm not reaching 

them." 

At this very moment, Inside came inside and rubbed my 

legs sympathetically, and Outside sensing that her days of 

raiding the territory of other cats and their persons were 

over, went outside, followed by her brood of imposters walking 

solemnly in single file with three cat tails held high and 

proud knowing that unquestionably, they reign over all the 

earth. 
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IF I HAD MY LIFE TO LIVE OVER, I'D 

Look for more sunrises and sunsets? 

Listen for more lark songs? 

Walk down quiet, shaded lanes? 

Pat more puppies, pet more kittens? 

Kiss more babies? 

Not on your Tintype! Yeuch! 
I'd seize the opportunity. Bingo! 
Some you win; some you lose. So? 
Get into the competitive mainstream. 
Altruism? Idealism? Nuts! 
Besides, Buster 
A hex on anybody in my way. 

Those were the "iffie" selves our Communication teacher 

termed the "super-ego" and the "id". They live in the shadow 

realms of the mind. "Super-ego" has its hide-away in a 

whipped-cream cloud, ethereal, dreaming self. "Id" hides in 

dark, dank mind cellar corners, plotting and scheming for 

mindless gratification. But, in between, for balance, there 

is an "ego/self" which deals in daylight realities as they 

happen. 

So, what to do on the next trip around? Maybe, just 

maybe, we've gotta do our humble best with the "me's" we can 

muster up wherever we are. Really, it seems the only way to 

go. 
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RADIO IS SOMETHING NEW 

Early radio changed the lives of persons who were young 

in the 1920's; therefore recognition of its early days is im

portant. It did not enter lives in the same manner as com

puters do in this day because no one really anticipated its 

effect. Nevertheless it burst into homes relieving monotony 

and widening horizons miraculously. People whose interests 

consisted of knowledge of only a few close communities sud

denly had a notion of many places and people. 

In my understanding, all early radios were battery pow

ered, and were a modest introduction to electrical power sys

tems. Re-charges of the batteries were a constant 

requirement, and shopping lists were planned for the days 

"when we go up town to get the batteries re-charged." A new 

sort of rhythm had entered the working system of homes where 

radio had been added. 

My first contact with radio came when my mother dressed 

me to go visiting on a mild spring evening, saying, "Tonight 

we'll visit the Noltemeyers." 

"H'm, good," was my reaction. After all, these people, 

with no children of their own, were especially attentive to 

me. 

The Noltemeyer's radio was set on top of a dresser-like 

piece of furniture in their living room. It was a dark box 

with a host of buttons and round knobs. Manipulation of the 

thing by Mr. Noltemeyer, only, produced much "static"--a brand 
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new word. There was very little meaningful tone. I was 

unimpressed and fell asleep. 

Several days later, I told school friends, "Maybe we're 

gonna git a radio." They had no experiences to share, and 

didn't seem to be interested. I had failed in my attempt to 

arouse their envy and the discussion was dropped. 

Fortunately, my friends lack of excitement hadn't phased 

my own people and very soon an apparatus similar to the one at 

the home of my parents' friends appeared in our house. Our 

new set was considerably smaller than the first one I had 

seen, and our family kept it on a low easily accessible table. 

It had fewer of those peculiar knobs that looked like drawer 

pulls, but were called "rheostats"--another new word in my 

life. Hidden from easy view, on a window seat, was an array of 

"D" and "C" batteries. The radio was a "Crosley" and the 

manufacturer provided owners with an instruction manual. The 

early radio had a removable lid because all radios of the time 

required "tubes" which constantly loosened or burned out 

leaving the set temporarily useless. We kept a fresh supply 

on hand and learned to insert them properly. 

Radios of the era had not yet progressed to the point 

where sound amplification was understood, so we listened using 

head receivers which could be halved in order for the family 

to share. I think that each set was equipped to accommodate 

two of these receivers; thus only four people could listen at 

any one time. Still, four people can produce heady arguments, 
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very few of which are won by small girls against two brothers, 

even if the small girl can garner parental support. 

Manufacturers were probably sensing dissatisfaction among 

set owners for we found out that something "new and improved" 

was in the brainstorming stage. This was the "loud speaker". 

The idea caught on very well and for a while no sets intended 

for head phones, only, were marketed. 

Summer reception from these sets ranged from poor to 

nonexistent, but during winter evenings these early sets pro

duced amazingly clear and distant reception. I can still re

member hearing the following stations KDKA-Pittsburgh, 

WLW-Cincinnati, KSL-Salt Lake City. KOA-Denver, WNAX

Yankton, WLS and WGN-Chicago, KMOX-St. Louis, WOW-DesMoines, 

KSTP-ST. Paul, and WCCO-Minneapolis, plus Schenectady, N.Y. 

Schenectady either did not use call letters or I have forgot

ten them. There were other radio stations, some of which 

produced poor signals and still other memorable ones which did 

much to shape my perceptions of people and places foreign to 

my immediate surroundings. 

Perhaps it was my mother who discovered a true value in 

our new possession. Canadian radio stations sent a par

ticularly clear signal and those of us in Central North Dakota 

received several of these stations. The Canadian Broadcasting 

Corporation broadcasting from Toronto, Ontario had found that 

there was value in late afternoon programming of high quality 

content, and each day from Monday through Friday a reader read 

from writers like Charles Dickens. The reader was skilled in 
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his art and I still remember Mr. Micawber "waiting for 

something to turn up." Although I have forgotten the plots of 

the stories he read, I do remember that knowledge of that 

man's identity put me in good standing with an English teacher 

for an entire year later on, and I know, too, that I would 

never have known about, or cared about good literature if that 

man had not offered his skill and apparent love of Charles 

Dickens to his public, since my other reading matter consisted 

largely of my bothers' Zane Grey westerns and James Oliver 

curwood novels, which I read concomitantly with the Bobbsey 

Twins and the various "yellow" journalism accounts that 

filtered into our house along with a local paper from our very 

small town, printed by the vanilla-favoring editor and called 

"The Magnet." (Vanilla being the accepted substitute for 

alcohol.) 

In contrast to the calm and expressive tones of the Ca

nadian reader, a cacophonous contribution to music was beamed 

out on radio, and variously called "old-time", "cowboy", 

"country", or "western". In retrospect, I know that the word 

'music' 

at the 

played 

was a misnomer, but such discordant sound was in vogue 

time, probably because the tune could be sung and 

by anybody--but absolutely anybody--and always with 

equality of skill and fervor. Specific favorite tunes were 

Pretty Redwing, Red River Valley, and May I Sleep in Your Barn 

Tonight, Mister. The nasal twang of it all is still perfectly 

clear in my memory. 

Looking back, it seems there must have been only minimal 
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surveillance of the air waves. While some stations broadcast 

almost entirely old-time music, inviting all amateurs to per

form, there were others seemingly devoted exclusively to what 

sounded like a mixture of religion and slanderous attacks on 

clearly specified, non-favored churches. They roared and ex

horted a unique combination of prayer, bombast and profanity. 

In oxymoronic terms, one could have heard the Lord blushing. 

My parents instructed me to find other programming, but to 

this very day when I hear either cute or pompous pocket book 

prayer evangelizing, I feel a sense of being a voyeur to du

plicity. 

Because radio technology was in a state of rapid im

provement, by the time my parents had purchased a receiving 

set, it was easier to separate stations which broadcast on too 

close wave lengths than it had been when we visited with our 

neighbors. Our new set had another endearing feature in the 

form of a semicircled dial equipped with a steel indicator 

which could rest on any one of a series of chrome covered 

buttons, also set in a semicircle. These buttons were sup

posed to be helpful in fine tuning and in the elimination of 

the skrawky and squeally static that plagued early radio. Now 

that I have an increased understanding of electrical phe

nomena, I have an idea that much of the scratchy static was 

caused by the fact that the aerial wire was either clamped or 

wound on the telephone wires outdoors and as constant motion 

produced by the prairie wind kept the wires swaying and 

swinging, the scratch was reproduced on our receivers. Prob-
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ably the times when our reception was especially good were the 

times when the wind was calm, but I, at least, had never made 

the connection. Nevertheless imagine the endless length of an 

antenna strung on telephone wires that never really end! 

The telephone wires and the rheostat working in conjunc

tion with each other were responsible for another feature of 

the new communication medium. The rheostat could be tilted, 

ever so slightly, 

the steel buttons. 

so that its indicator would be removed from 

Since the rheostat controlled the aerial 

wires rather than the radio wave lengths, it changed the radio 

receiver into a telephone receiver when one desired the 

effect. By now it should be clear what was happening. We had 

an excellent, if rudimentary, undetectable bugging system. 

All one had to do was wait for the party lines to ring their 

signals somewhere and we had the perfect "bug" sixty years 

before its time had come. 

Time does not stand still, and as we persevered with the 

tantalizing new medium, toying with new uses, trying to get 

more satisfying sounds out of thin air, we grew to accept it 

as part of our life, expecting to hear the latest news bul

letins, the newest weather forecasts, and enjoying comedy, 

tolerating advertisements, while criticizing the puffery with 

creative vehemence. As we listened, we traced names we heard 

on maps in geography books and on the occasional road maps we 

owned, and we learned much about the world "out there". We 

acquired new words in our vocabularies and some special skills 

that led us into the glitter and glamour of black and white 
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television, and gradually assimilated the still newer medium 

known as television into our daily lives. 
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META KNOWING 

Papa rouses the little girl, tells her to dress, and go 

to Mrs. Schuman down the road and pick up her school lunch. 

It is a peculiar situation with no previous similar experience 

for comparison. His tone is urgent so it's best not to ask 

questions about why he does things the way he does. As for 

lunch, it's all the better to take a chance on Mrs. Schuman 

than on Papa. Who can tell what he may think belongs in a 

lunch box? 

At school, the teacher hears of the strange events and 

makes only noncommittal responses. To the little girl they 

mean nothing. Finally school is done for the day and the 

little girl wanders home pondering a perplexing day. 

The bleakness of the early morning is reversed when she 

enters the warm kitchen, Mrs. Froelich is working around hur

riedly, asking for things she needs. With a sense of relief, 

the little girl thinks to herself, "At least she looks happy, 

and that's something." 

"Go upstairs in the east room and talk to your mama: and 

then you can come down here and help me find things. 

Quickly, the child goes through the kitchen and the liv

ing room, up the first three steps to the landing, past the 

stair door, which someone has neglected to close for the day, 

and then on up the stair flight, tuning to the left, past the 

dark, dark green wall papered hall, and on into the bedroom. 

Mama is a smiling person, except on this day, she didn't get 

up and dress. "Come see what we have." 
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There it is! It seems that perhaps mothers and fathers 

do hear our various wants and ambitions. They have been told, 

often and emphatically, that there is a need for a sister in 

the house--someone to talk to--to play with--a confidant. 

Until this moment, such a person has been an imaginary being 

who could fill any personal need which can be conceived. But 

this is a real being; it can be touched with the tips of ones 

fingers; it doesn't do anything but sleep for the moment, but 

no matter, she's here, and she's real, instead of something to 

wish for. 

In the early evening, supper is tasty. The world is set 

to rights. What fun to tell about tomorrow in school! Home

work is rushed through, then a short trip to see the sister, 

helping to pick out an appropriate name, and off to happy 

slumbers. 

The euphoria lasts only a few days. Mama's mood changes. 

She demands quiet. The baby's not acting quite right, she 

says. Then too soon, "Your sister has died." 

A first personal confrontation with death is bitter to a 

child because even though the word "death" has a vague mean

ing, there is no sense of loss to compare with other people's 

experiences. In the instant of "knowing" about death, grief 

is internalized and the world beyond the self seems brittle 

and shattered. Yellow sun, bright fresh air, and smiles dis

solve, and the child has a sense of knowing a burden in life 

from which one can never be freed. 
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While the rites of birth are practiced in secrecy in the 

early 1920 1 s, the rites of death are open and realism about 

the facts of death is the mode, so the child is taken to as

sist with funeral arrangements, up the stairs of the hardware 

store, where, on other days, no one ever goes. A small white 

casket with pillowed satin is chosen. 

Someone says, "Don't worry. You'll see her again some 

day." It's an awkward statement, well meant, but it fails to 

accomplish its intent. 

"But that's not now." The heart of a child cries in 

grief, deepened by grown ups who never seem able to comprehend 

that a child doesn't live "some other day." 

Schoolwork is an intervention in grief; the teacher is 

unmoved by the troubles of a little girl, and the former im

portance of learning is diminished into an habitual exercise 

of duty. April moves along, and the pace of life accelerates 

as the days lengthen. Skies are endlessly, brilliantly blue. 

Sunny sides of hills begin to yield their snow into valley 

ponds formed between the ridges; close to the ponds, narrow 

cattle paths begin to wear into winter deadened short prairie 

grass. 

On such days, a child can walk slowly homeward from 

school, inspect the water still warm in the slough centers, 

with lacy fingerlets of ice forming at the edges wherever the 

glow of the sun is lost to the shadows of afternoon earthturn. 

A sense of renewal wafts along the still winter-chilled breeze 

as it competes with the last intensified, slanting sun rays. 
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Benign stirrings of nature raise the spirits, and the little 

girl's tensed facial features relax into a responsive 

Her steps along the sloughside footpath quicken. She 

the barbed wire fence, inspects last fall's dried 

thistles, and ground covering pig weed for signs of 

smile. 

passes 

nettles, 

rebirth. 

Unmistakably, there they are! Yes, indeed! and crocuses and 

buttercups will return, and so will yellow breasted, black 

throated meadow larks who sing on fence posts. Spring is 

about to pop up out of the earth along with newly turned, 

fresh smelling sod! 

Up toward the big granary, a large-jowled, long-haired 

dog with gargantuan paws lumbers toward the child, and as she 

passes his inspection, she puts her arm around his neck and 

pats his foreleg. He is a permanent part of life; she has 

never known of his nonexistence. With a new dimension of 

knowingness, she muses in her mind, "Yes, life can be nice 

anyway, but now I know something about it all that I didn't 

know before, and nothing will ever be the same as it was." 

There is no further reflection on the loss of innocence, 

only the next impulsive thought, "I won't tell Mama about 

what I know now." She is at the cemented step, before the 

screened porch leading to the kitchen door. "Mama, I'm Home! 

I'm hungry! I got a hunnerd in spelling t'day! Teacher 

bawled Odus out and I'm glad! Can I play before supper?" 

47 



FAMILY AFFAIR 

Accoutrements of life continue the lingering breath of 

personhood in the spaces allotted to bodily existence after 

death has presented its rigid reality. Thus Anna Harmon 

understood the fact of her husband's death, but still she had 

the problem of the things of his life everywhere around her. 

Alan, her son, and the twins Avis and Ardyce were 

reminders of Norris. As she walked through rooms 

permanent 

of their 

home, she hung clothing away knowing it would never be worn 

again. She looked at the furniture, and remembered how thy 

had often quarreled over purchases they made. The stark white 

walls, adorned with his various collected pieces were a visual 

scream of his handiwork. She was drained of all the tears she 

could shed, and now she smiled as she recalled that Norris had 

had no compunctions about his methods of appropriating the 

things he admired. He regarded himself as an ethical and hon

orable thief as he had scoured attics and basements searching 

for exactly the frames he wanted. "After all," he had said, 

"if the owners wanted them, they should have been treasured 

and displayed instead of hidden in damp musty basements, or 

flung into attics gathering dust. Actually, I'm doing 

somebody a favor by keeping this stuff in good condition." 

Anna had begun to rationalize that happy memories and 

laughter, were after all, better than tears. Then, in a short 

time, practical economic considerations overcame Anna's grief, 

and she realized that she would need to earn money to provide 

for their children. Jobs of a sort, were fairly easy to find, 
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so when she was assured of an income, she and the children 

moved to a new city. With a helpful and supportive set of 

parents the move was easily accomplished. 

Adjustment to the life style of a sole wage earner and 

the creation of a new home kept Anna occupied for a time, and 

as her tensions began to ease, she realized that she needed to 

socialize with friends of her own age. Grief, she decided was 

unbecoming if it continued for an extended period of time. 

Furthermore, she had no intention of spending all the rest of 

her days alone. 

So it was, that one day she met a family friend of her 

school days, who after assessing her situation said, "Anna, 

I've got just the friend for you. Why don't you meet Bob 

Hutchins. He's divorced; he works here; he doesn't know what 

to do with himself." 

Anna and Bob met and romance flourished, as it can for 

people whose minds have been occupied with overwhelming 

problems for a time and then suddenly find that they have a 

need to fill the mind space which has become unoccupied. 

Grief and worry are still unlearned for such people, and 

because there is a void in their thoughts, they are vulnerable 

to whatever presents itself. Within a year of Norris' death, 

Anna and Bob were married, creating an integrated family of 

Bob Hutchins, his son Skipper, and Anna with her three 

children. Deeply in love, life again seemed rosy. To make 

matters even more agreeable, they had the added economic com

fort of two incomes. 
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Beyond love and the availability of "enough" money, there 

was one more pleasant characteristic in the new household. 

Bob had never experienced a home life quite like that which 

Anna was able to provide. For her, home life meant 

nutritiously planned, prompt meals, clean clothing, a clean 

household, and attention to ordinary homey facts of living. 

Whereas his former wife had been an uncaring person, 

disinterested in either Bob or Skipper, Anna was totally 

dedicated to domesticity. Bob thoroughly adored the whole 

bustling gamut of the new family experience. 

No one observed something that some of Anna's former 

friends had always known. She was more than a good 

housekeeper; she was compulsively insistent on cleanliness and 

order. Her own children had never known a life different from 

the ways of their mother so they accepted her demands as a 

necessary fact of life which would probably never change. And 

anyway, what difference did it make? After all, they felt a 

sense of pride when they compared their mother's simple, 

elegant cleanliness with the elaborate clutter they sometimes 

saw in the homes of their friends. 

On the surface, it seemed that Skipper, too, would adjust 

to the new life. He enjoyed the novelty of good food, fresh 

neat clothing, unlike anything he had ever had; he seemed to 

be proud when he spoke of this house as "home". For as long 

as Skipper could remember, meals, clothing, and the rhythm of 

life had been a matter of doing whatever was handy on a 

catch-as-catch-can basis. 
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Only one member of the entire household was an 

emotionally expressive person. Alan Harmon had a habit of 

indulging in explosive, short rages, only to forget about his 

furies in a few minutes. Generally, his friends and family 

accepted him just as they had always accepted Anna's attitudes 

toward cleanliness. Life might have continued serenely, 

except that Alan and Skipper shared a room, whereas neither 

had ever shared a space with anyone before. True, that each 

had been something of a team with his own father, but fathers 

are unlike brothers, most especially stepbrothers; fathers 

tend to be protective, while brothers compete. It was to be a 

fatal error in judgement that their rivalry was unobserved. 

From Skipper's point of view his father had certainly ac

quired some unfathomable behavioral traits. Bob Hutchins had 

been a sole influence in his life, but now he busied himself 

with the new home they had purchased, or at other times, he 

and Anna were socializing with new friends and neighbors, or 

they worked on projects alien to Skipper. No matter how 

thoughtfully Skipper mulled over his father's actions, nothing 

made sense. He simply had no previous model to use as a 

comparison for what was going on all around him. 

Neither Bob nor Anna concerned themselves about Skipper's 

alienation. They thought the children were as happy and 

satisfied as they were. So Skipper grieved silently. Bob had 

always been his sole confidant, but now he was totally alone 

in his world, and no one noticed or cared. 
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School life could have provided consolation for Skipper, 

but instead it was only an added affront to his being. Avis, 

Ardyce 

close 

and 

to 

Alan adapted to new and somewhat 

their new home with ease, their 

improving somewhat from the former experience. 

rural 

school 

schools 

grades 

On the other 

hand, Skipper, being older, was enrolled in a larger school in 

the city. Student expectations were too stringent for his 

ability to cope, and his grades were low. He failed to make 

friends, and soon began to chafe at the idea of daily 

attendance in classes he thought were irrelevant to his life, 

and from which he derived no satisfaction. He continued to 

brood over that which he perceived as failure in life. 

Only one special adult entered Skipper's life. He had 

never known anyone quite like Anna's mother, Mrs. Albertina 

Gracey. Mrs. Gracey was a large, lumbering, plain, 

round-faced motherly person with a loving heart. She made a 

special point of,interesting herself in anyone whose life 

affected Anna. She thought Anna had already carried burdens 

far too great for a young woman. She had the innate talent to 

understand that Skipper needed her homespun warmth, so she 

intentionally set aside special times for lunches with Skipper 

for interested talk and listening. She made a point of 

learning to play table games she knew Skipper liked in order 

to be certain that he knew she cared for him. In the il

logical pattern of love-hate relationships, Skipper was unable 

to explain exactly why she had seemed like the only person in 

the world who cared about him. Albertina, on the other had, 
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was aware that she was nurturing the spirit of a lonely youth, 

and she remained neither sentimentally demonstrative nor 

judgemental in her relationship with Skipper; she tried to be 

simply a warm, genuinely interested friend. 

Winter's arrival in the Hutchins integrated home was a 

time of confinement. Anna demanded more effort than ever in 

her quest for absolute cleanliness and order, but at last, 

there was a respite from cold, sleet, snow, wind, and ice. 

There was a balmy day when the spring-like spirit of optimism 

wafted about in the air; Skipper succumbed to his wish to be 

relieved of the discipline imposed by school, home, or for 

that matter, society in general. He did what comes naturally 

to seventeen year old boys who have a yen for freedom, 

adventure, and maybe mastery of all the world around them. It 

was Friday afternoon. He skipped school. 

He didn't have a plan for this unrestricted, stolen time, 

but his spirit was elated, like the sensation carried on the 

Chinook winds which blow over the mountains towards the 

plains. In such moments, an aura of total bliss envelops the 

afflicted, and for a while the spirit knows no defeat or 

momentary evil. It is, however, a short lived phenomenon. 

The glass display window of a sporting goods store 

beckoned; Skipper studied the contents for a moment, then 

walked into the store, looked at the merchandise, stopping 

specifically to admire the firearms. A salesman, alert for 

business, chatted with him, noting exactly which of the 

firearms appealed to him. Offering to sell the gun, he 
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learned that Skipper had no money, so he made a deal; Skipper 

could purchase the item with no money down, just easy to make 

installments. No identification, age, or parental permission 

check was made, although it must have been unusual for a 

person of obvious youth to be loitering on the street at that 

time of day with neither a job, money or the appearance of a 

student on free time. The weapon was sold in violation of a 

state law which required an age and responsibility check 

routinely for persons purchasing firearms. Had the salesman 

complied with the law, events would have been much happier. 

The fortuitously procured weaponry and the sense of power 

it gave Skipper buoyed his spirits, but he had no one with 

whom he could share his excitement, so somewhat later, he 

slipped into the bedroom he shared with Alan, but Alan was in 

the basement of their home and he was alone once more. He 

took the gun out of its case and ran his hand across the 

barrel. He knew Anna was out of the house, shopping for last 

minute supper items. His father was napping in the living 

room in front of the television, and the twin stepsisters were 

in their own room busied with their own projects. It was a 

perfect moment to obey an as yet unreleased compulsion. 

Skipper picked up the gun, walked down the stairs 

quietly, coolly approached his father--one shot and 

Hutchins had paid the ultimate price for having shut 

Bob 

the 

lonely boy out of his life. He would never do that again--you 

could bet on it! Alan, directly below the living room in the 

basement, heard the shot and ran up the stairs, and he, too, 
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was met with a single shot. 

torment Skipper--absolutely 

He would never again tease or 

never! Next the twin sisters 

decided they should see what was happening, so they ran down 

the stairs into the kitchen. They shared the same fate as 

Alan Harmon and Bob Hutchins. 

Alone in the house at last, with only the sound of the 

television set, Skipper sat down on a chair in the kitchen at 

the table neatly set in preparation for supper. An aura 

seemed to surround him in which he felt no need for logic or 

remorse. Any time he might have had for contemplation was cut 

short by the return of Anna as she drove into the driveway 

from her errands at the grocery store. He stood up, met her 

at the kitchen door and administered a single shot in her 

face. He was certain that she would never again order him to 

wipe his feet--take off his shoes--put away his clothes--clean 

his half of the bedroom--take out the garbage--shovel the 

walk--or any of the rest of that authoritarian trivia she 

seemed to dredge up constantly. He was cured forever of her 

administrative powers. 

No explanation was ever made of how or where Skipper 

spent his one night of absolute freedom. During the following 

morning, neighbors who were accustomed to a hubbub of activity 

noted instead an unusual quietness around the home. 

Eventually, when they were unable to contact anyone, they 

called the police who found the family exactly where Skipper 

had left them. At first they were unable to locate Skipper, 

but later they found him in the loft of a barn on the 
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property. He didn't attempt to resist arrest, had very little 

explanation or defense for his actions, and was seemingly 

mentally befogged. 

"They didn't care about me. I was left out of 

everything," was the only defense he made when he was 

questioned at police headquarters. Later, after some thought, 

he added, "I sort of liked Avis and Ardyce, and I really liked 

Mrs. Gracey, but that's all I cared about." 

Albertina Gracey, whom he liked, paid a heavy price for 

those affections. As the closest surviving relative, she was 

required to comply with legal requirements which called for 

identification by her of those persons who had been her 

complete concern in their lives, but Death is a harsh 

taskmaster to those who live. Policemen who escorted Mrs. 

Gracey tried to comfort her and knew they failed, and when 

they realized that she was mentally too numbed to care what 

they were saying, they decided she could find more comfort in 

her private thoughts, and they left her to her memories. 

On the long ride through the countryside, passing small 

towns, finally Mrs. Gracey broke into the silence of the squad 

car saying, "Poor Skipper, now he'll be even more alone than 

he ever was." 
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A LIFE OF LEARNING IS NEVER A LIFE WITH SOMETHING UNLEARNED 

People tend to think of themselves as free from 

colloquial dialect. origins don't show in speech. "Mebbe so, 

but I've got lots of other things to think about, yet too." 

While an adult student at the University of Wisconsin, 

there were frequent papers to be researched from texts, 

sometimes old and obscure. Diligent work was required to 

glean out the necessary detail. One communication class 

required material on ancient Greece. After a long hunt, I 

found one interesting book which had the proper information 

concisely stated and well organized. 

"Perfect! Now, why aren't all texts written like this?" 

I checked noting the author, publisher, date of publication, 

and remembered with passing interest the author's place of 

employment. I didn't really need to report information about 

the author's background, so I set it on a mental shelf. 

Months later, a completely unrelated situation came to my 

attention. A woman, much younger than I, seemed to go about 

her work happily with extraordinary efficiency. 

"Now there's a person for me to emulate. How I do admire 

her methods!" We became friendly and exchanged bits of 

conversation. It was nice to know about her. She had such a 

comfortable personality. 

Another unrelated situation came up several months later. 

As I sat reading in front of the television set, a woman's 

voice caught my attention. 
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"How lovely her voice! Perfect diction! How come 

everybody don't talk like that?" I set the book aside and 

listened to learn more. 

"So," you're saying, "such trivia. What's your point?" 

Well, in truth, these strangers from different historic 

eras have a unique bond. The author from 1936, the work 

friend, the television personality, and I are products of a 

specific geographic area, and even though I rarely return to 

my native state, somehow, someway, their motions, tones, 

sentence structure, and focus of attention communicates to me, 

and I am the captive of my birth. 
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SAM 

There are memories that hang like jeweled pendants in the 

mind. They have no special significance to the universe, and 

yet they would not have occurred except for an 

inter-relationship with overall political events of a given 

era. 

I remember Sam. He was a hard working, strong and 

healthy hired man. I was very small then,--perhaps less than 

three years old. He was a kindly man with a mustache of the 

handle bar type, worn at a time when fashion ordered clean 

shaven men. He had ruddy, windburned skin and sandy hair, was 

clean, and was one of the men for whom my mother consented to 

wash some clothing. It should be explained that refusal to 

have clothing mixed with that of other families or persons was 

not a matter of picayunish temperament, but rather because at 

the time there were no easy additives to insure sterilization 

of disease and germs or other filth that could have collected 

on clothing strangers wore. All clothing was boiled whenever 

colors permitted, and to the best of my memory, lye or 

kerosene could have been added during the washing process. 

Sam seemed to relish the idea of a small girl who 

obviously favored him, and he let me sit on his lap 

comfortably until, at times, I began to doze. My perceptions 

of the passage of time at that age were limited, so I'm not 

sure how long Sam lived with us, nor when I was aware that 

Sam's and my life would change, 

of excitement. Things were 
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apparent reason. My next memory is that our car, an Overland 

touring car, climbed the hill to the farm home where we lived. 

Two young boys and a lady, unintelligible to me, but talking, 

nonetheless, all spilled out of the open car. It was a sunny, 

warm day and the rambunctious boys jumped out of the auto and 

began to rum boisterously through the close-by hills, shouting 

loudly as they went. Their speech was not in English either. 

Miraculously, my mother was able to talk to the woman, 

since they each spoke a kind of German--my mother speaking a 

kind of "high" German which seems to blend satisfactorily into 

other German dialects. Now that I am older, I can appreciate 

that Mother had let the lady know that it was quite proper for 

the boys to run and yell to release pent-up tension after a 

long journey which must have seemed terrifying to the Russian 

farm woman. They had come to our prairie train station able 

to communicate only one word, which was also attached to their 

belongings on their point of destination information tag. The 

word was our family name. 

In the perceptive manner of people who had come to the 

prairie in early days, the train station master deduced that 

this woman belonged with our foreign hired man. Mr. Ward 

telephoned my parents and the lady was immediately brought to 

our home for her American initiation. The chances are that 

this was to be a first automobile ride for that family, and 

since cars of the time traveled slowly, the mother and her 

sons probably had a good opportunity to assess their 
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expectations of life on the prairies. I know that as Mrs. Sam 

sat in our kitchen she appeared smiling and happy. 

As an adult, I have those memories plus a small 

accumulation of other facts about these people. I have the 

sorrowful memory that I was chagrined when Sam's lap was no 

longer available to me. Another non-spectacular, but telling 

memory comes from many years later when my father went through 

old account books. He pointed our that Sam had worked for an 

entire year, leaving his salary in my family's hands. He 

would have had cash withdrawal privileges, but had elected to 

use them only one time--to draw out $1.35 for a pair of 

canvass work gloves. 

Now, I realize, also that this was immediately following 

World War I, and probably one of the Russian political 

upheavals. The family had settled from Germany into the 

Russian Ukraine to live as farmers, but then finding life 

extremely unstable, they moved once again--this time to 

America. 

Such matters never bother small children. 
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TABLE TALK 

Hilary was a novice at the card table tournament process. 

She was learning that it was difficult to be sociable and at 

the same time conform to the strict rules that governed 

discussion of card play in order to avoid giving out the 

secrets of strategy, or to discourage cheats who would prey on 

bits of information which could be gleaned from casual 

conversation. She had not yet discovered that experienced 

players know how to take advantage of inexperienced 

competitors. People who had weathered numerous fractious 

disputes in the past were fully aware of the penalties imposed 

by game directors when players erred, even in innocence. Such 

penalties detracted from the final results of the guilty and 

reflected favorably on the scores of astute and waiting 

experts. 

One player with a markedly non-American accent had caught 

Hilary's imagination as she sat waiting for the director's 

signal to begin play. She thought to herself, "Surely it 

would be all right to open conversation with that woman." To 

herself she cautioned, "It's not really proper to comment on 

her clothes, but really they are lovely, and wow! do they fit! 

like a dream!" She decided to begin with something else 

instead. 

"Gretchen, you have a lovely accent. What country do you 

come from?" 

"Vat? Iain' got no excent. 11 The reply indicated that 

Gretchen had clearly been offended. 
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A chastised Hilary thought, "OK, so I live and learn. 

Next time I'll know better than to blurt out the first thing 

that comes to mind. 

There were no moments to think about her wounded vanity 

now for the signal to begin play had just been announced. The 

remainder of the day passed with no major mishaps. Neither 

woman won, so one could say that psychological games had ended 

in a tie of oblivion. 

Several weeks after the tournament, as Hilary went about 

her chores trying to get settled in a new community, she 

received a telephone call from Gretchen. The apparent purpose 

of the call was nothing more than an invitation to visit at 

Gretchen's home, "On da hill, on da Highlandt Boulewardt, you 

know." 

Although she still smarted slightly at the idea of 

Gretchen's defensive umbrage at an innocent effort to make 

simple social chat, Hilary agreed to the visit. Once inside 

the home, she found that whatever Gretchen lacked in English 

language skill, she possessed in greater degree in beguiling 

craftiness. She was a strategist, nonpareil, in more than 

card play or table talk. Her hidden goal for the moment was 

to lure Hilary into volunteer work for the Tuesday cards Club 

(that met on Wednesday) and in order to do that she needed to 

endear herself to Hilary and in the process make amends for 

the tournament incident. 

After mulling over several solutions to her problem, 

Gretchen had deduced that her best course of action would be 
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to make revelations about herself. It would be a costly 

affront to her ego to penetrate the invisible walls she had 

built around herself to shut out remembrances of past psychic 

wounds, and yet informed by a sense of the pragmatics of the 

present, she knew it would be worthwhile if she could produce 

results. Experience had taught her that sometimes 

self-exposure paid off, and one should never let opportunities 

to achieve goals pass by unheeded. 

When the door chimes sounded at the home on Highland 

Boulevarde, Schnapsy, the aging and asthmatic dachshund, 

managed a feeble bark. As the mistress and her dog greeted 

Hilary, the dog was gently admonished that Hilary was company, 

"Company come to see us--yah." Social amenities completed, 

Gretchen conducted a tour of her immaculate home. As she led 

Hilary through the house, she identified and recalled the 

price of each piece of carpeting and furniture with pride--all 

"made in Amer-r-r-ica. 11 It was, however, the china pieces 

displayed about the home which held Gretchen's deepest 

affection, and she held each piece out cautiously, just beyond 

reach, expecting Hilary to admire them as befit their 

loveliness. The china came, not from America, but was 

"brought vid me from de oldt country, ven ve come." 

The tour ended with the comfortable informality of 

Gretchen's kitchen for coffee and cookies. "--or vouldt you 

like some schnapps? I got dot, too." But "no" Hilary's white 

anglo-saxon background had not yet acclimated itself to the 

repeal of the Volstead Act. It seemed inappropriate to offer 
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spirits in the early afternoon. But, no matter, with 

friendliness and fresh hot coffee, both women were at ease and 

the story was about to begin. 

This time Gretchen didn't wait for Hilary's curiosity to 

prod her into answers to questions she wanted to evade. She 

began, unasked. 

"Ve come here in nineteen tventy-thr-r-re, it vass--my 

momma undt my sister undt me. Ve come first by Ellz Islandt 

dere, but den de immigration vouldn' let momma go because she 

had dot sore on her legk--so my sister vent herself to 

Milvaukee, undt I staydt vid momma on Ellz Islandt to take 

care of her." 

"Dot vass so hardt--I tell you!" Gretchen's eyes watered 

with tears as she related how the ugly sore grew, inflamed, 

and then infected, and at last the mother had died never 

leaving the island. Gretchen was free, then, to make her lone 

way to the strange city known as Milwaukee, and after she had 

been there for a while, she married a crass, unloving man. 

"Chust tink--eight times he vass marriedt, undt never made 

tings go right." 

Finally, revolting against the life she could envision in 

future years, she divorced the man, and later married George, 

her present husband, becoming an American citizen, as well. 

She and George were comfortable and appreciative of one 

another. A practical viewpoint would define their attitude as 

simple human respect, but the romantics among us could know 

that this was true love. 
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"Heiss a gut man," Gretchen said in tribute to the man 

who had helped her to heal her wounded self-hood, and in the 

process had also offered her a materialistic, tangible piece 

of the New World. 

Conversation ceased, since Gretchen felt that she had 

purged herself of her sense of inferiority before a "real" 

American, and with no inferiority to hide, there were no 

barriers. She stared ahead silently, her blue eyes fixed on a 

nonexistent panorama of her life which had been generated by 

memories. 

Then to herself, as if Hilary were not present she said, 

"Yah, dot voss momma." She was quiet again in tribute to the 

dead mother. 

Her duty to her filial loyalty recognized and completed, 

she roused herself, coming back to the intimacy of the 

kitchen, and her responsibility as a hostess and began to 

clear her luncheon table dishes. "So, you see, I been here 

long time now, undt dots vy Iain' got no excent. 11 

"Vat I vant you to do, Hilary, iss to make a list uf all 

da people you tink wouldt be interested in dinner--undt cardts 

aftervard--." 
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NEW MYTHS FOR OLD 

Esso and Zann lived alone on Aeolis where they had been 

placed when they were twelve years of age. The Community of 

Allness had sent them to live there in solitude so that they 

might reflect in depth on the error of acting waywardly. 

According to the rules of the Grand Prior of Allisone, they 

could not be punished physically, but it was essential that 

they remain on Aeolis until they understood the EVIL of their 

act sufficiently so that they would be able to understand 

Purification. Then they would all be brought before their 

peers to renounce EVIL before all the Saved Ones. 

Renunciation of Evil would make them clean children in the Eye 

of Great Omni, and all of the peers would rejoice. 

Every day a food allotment and miscellaneous personal 

necessities were delivered to the island of Aeolis in a boat 

to the Receiving Box for their use. They cared for their own 

clothing, but when the seasons changed, they were provided 

with items suitable to the expected climate. They were able 

to keep their clothing in good repair because the Grand Prior 

of the Community of Allness had generously decreed that all 

children from the age of four should be skilled in the art of 

self care and survival skills to sustain life. Everyone knew 

that such learning was important and a desirable substitute 

for useless child's play which could only lead the hearts and 

souls of youth into modes of degradation. 

Only one mechanical device had been sent along with Esso 

and ·zann to Aeolis. A television set was to be tuned to the 
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Grand Prier's image and message to instruct them in correct 

interpretation of messages from Grand Omni. Outcasts and 

Indwellers shared the message of duties to Omni with absolute 

and irrevocable equality. The Community of Allisone knew that 

Esso and Zann would thus be persuaded to learn the ways of 

Perfection as told by Great Omni. There was no other way. 

The willfully committed sin of Esso and Zann had been 

their childhood avowal of affection for each other when they 

met privately. It had been a serious breach of propriety, for 

it was known by everyone that only the Grand Prior had 

sufficient enlightenment to determine who possessed true 

affection for another being in the Eye of Great Omni. Great 

Omni had a Master Plan for the chosen people, and it was known 

to the Grand Prior. Thus, the "Sin of Sins" was not a trivial 

matter like the instance of money appropriation from the 

wallets of the Unsaved which was always placed in the Love 

Offering Tank. In fact, the extraction of money from the 

unwary was nothing more than a daring escapade that expressed 

the deep affection of some adherents for the Community of 

Allness. In reality, it had been a lucky happenstance that 

the Grand Prior was in a lenient mood on the day of the 

Hearing; 

lifetime 

otherwise Esso and Zann might have received a 

banishment for their misdeed, but as it was, the 

Grand Prior reckoned that in about eight years of solitude and 

contemplation, Esso and Zann could learn understanding and 

respect for Great Omni's Enlightenment. 

68 



Food which was provided by the Community of Allisone was 

tasty and nutritious. The Plain Women in the Community began 

to learn the art of food preparation at the age of four, at 

which time they served an apprenticeship, learning to wash 

dishes, wash and scrape vegetables, peel potatoes with knives, 

and other simple, virtuous womanly chores as befitting their 

status. Clothing was sturdy and practical for there were 

other Plain Women who learned their trade following a similar 

apprenticeship. When the women received their life 

assignments they stayed in them to ensure their participation 

in the Communal Bliss of Allisone. 

While they were imprisoned on Aeolis, Esso and Zann were 

freed from lessons taught by the Grand Prier's Learning Room 

Staff; not that it mattered, for they had already absorbed 

most of the booklore required by him.- They knew how to read 

the Grand Prier's Tracts of Great Omni; they knew how to count 

money; they had survival skills. They wondered what on earth 

was there left to learn? 

After about six months on Aeolis, Esso and Zann made an 

amazing discovery inasmuch as they found that by moving a 

dial, one could find pictures on the television which were not 

sent from the Grand Prier's channel. It was thrilling to 

watch soap dramas and law enforcement shows, where most 

especially the "good guys" always won. There were fascinating 

shows about people and places they never dreamed possible 

which were presented on something called the public 

broadcasting system. The youngsters considered these highly 
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imaginative and speculated about the possibilities that might 

be found when one strayed away from the world they already 

knew about. There were also news programs, just as on the 

Grand Prier's station, but there was something very odd about 

the new news offerings. They never seemed to provide a 

definite and conclusive sense about what one "ought" to think. 

They forced the listener to come to some sort of opinion 

directly from his or her own mind. This was extremely 

confusing until one devised a sort of game of guessing what 

was right or wrong with the affairs of that mystical, unreal 

world. 

"Maybe Great Omni is testing us to see if we are learning 

anything." Zann was beginning to speculate and hypothesize, 

although she would not have had any idea that there was a way 

to analyze her new thoughts. 

"Maybe," Esso agreed. 

"Those pictures that come from the new places look as if 

they were made better somehow, don't they?" Zann was 

developing a judgemental sense of style and timing, but she 

had no way to know that the Grand Prier's station was 

presenting very old pictures especially selected by the Grand 

Prior so that they would not disturb his adherents. 

"You bet," Esso had been noting too that the 

they were accustomed to seeing had the appearance 

long worn out--like old clothes, one might have said. 

pictures 

of being 

"I was thinking," Zann said, "maybe one of these first 

nights we could get off Aeolis Island and find out what the 
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new places are really like. I think I know where that CBS 

place was in Allisone." 

Esso had made a very good guess, for the rear entrance of 

the CBS station was only a few feet from the river's edge, and 

so one night when a stray group of boaters stopped a Aeolis, 

they waited until they saw an opportunity to liberate the boat 

from the original owners. They didn't regard this as theft; 

the boat was there, so why not use it. 

The pair of youngsters used their innate sense of 

direction following the river, and finally when they had 

selected a secluded spot fairly close to the television 

station, they pulled the boat onto the shore. They loitered 

in the area of the television station until around midnight 

watching employees as they left the buildings. Some of the 

people resembled television personalities, except that they 

were carelessly dressed. Their faces were unattractive and 

blotchy and their hair uncombed. Instead of well modulated 

voices, they spoke in shrill, harsh tones, and generally 

affected cynical laughter. Worse yet, some of them even 

cursed! Unbelievably, they weren't struck dumb on the spot, 

and seemed relieved after a few refreshing blasphemies. 

The adventurous pair walked slowly back to the river and 

the untended boat, and finding it just as they had left it, 

they started back for the comfort of Aeolis. 

"Y'know, Zann, I'm not one bit sorry we went. Are you?" 

"No, Esso, but I sure hope that the Grand Prior never 

finds out that we've got the real world right out there on 
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Aeolis. I don't ever want to go back to Allisone; how about 

you? The Commune of Allisone is just make believe stuff, and 

we've got the real world with our very own TV images." 
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PRAIRIE VIEW I 

Mailboxes encapsulated the world for plains people. A 

half mile from the house at the end of the lane, the rural 

mail carrier deposited messages in every conceivable sort of 

weather. Westward from the mail stop, another half mile, 

across hills, and past ponds and snow breaks, lay a township 

road, a connection to the Black Trail, across which, in its 

heyday a conglomeration of castaways, reformers, believers, 

fortune hunters, dogged workers, and embittered souls moved to 

their pioneer destinies. Facing north, a seldom used, 

double-tracked, rutted lane cut into the black sod beside a 

fence that marked the end of "our place" and the beginning of 

someone else's. Eastward, there were no fences, only rolling 

fields transected by a private, wandering road of tan sand, 

coarse gravel and slippery clay. Sometimes the road was dry 

and covered with powdery dust, and at other times it was a 

mass of slippery, slushy clay. At the bottom of the hill, the 

clay texture disappeared and the soil was thick and black. 

The road meandered past a natural pond, past the front garden, 

and the single large cottonwood tree before it met the south 

lane and the entry-way to stock enclosures and pastures. On 

warm evenings, visiting relatives could watch the shiny, 

red-brown hided, cattle returning in slow, single file for an 

evening drink after grazing during the day in the burnished 

stubble of the harvested fields. They thought the view was 

picturesque and lovely, but they were unmindful of stark, 

silent, white winters when even long-eared jack rabbits and 
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sly weasels shed their colors to merge protectively into the 

landscape. 

A square, white house braced itself into the side of a 

hill in the center of the land. Its original planner had an 

inordinate fear of cyclones, and tried to create a storm proof 

residence that would withstand all violent storms. Someday, 

in the future, such houses would be called "split level," but 

at that time, the idea was novel in that area. In addition to 

the security provided, there were conveniences which 

accompanied such construction for the storage cellar required 

only a three step descent, and the upper floor was at ground 

level, just as the first floor. 

An upper and lower porch crossed the length of the front 

of the house facing into the morning sun. The lower porch was 

screened and accommodated all social and work traffic into the 

kitchen, while the upper porch was completed with spindle 

rails to balance the appearance. It was practical only when 

rugs were shaken or bedding refreshed. A door on the lower 

porch opened into six-foot square space fitted with hooks and 

bars on which heavy clothing could be hung immediately when 

one came indoors. The floor was covered with an 

indestructible brown cork square which met the 

linoleum. 

kitchen 

The dining table was placed close to the south window, 

the inside of which was equipped with a window seat, while on 

the outside a summer flower box reached from window to ground 

level. Close by, a wall held the important wooden telephone 
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with its protruding mouthpiece and hanging receiver with a 

short cord. Users did not sit down to talk, and if there were 

messages, they were written on the small ledge that was a part 

of the telephone. There was no telephone book for the simple 

reason that none had ever been issued. If one called a person 

on one's own party line, the ring code sequence was already 

known, and if the party being called was on another party 

line, the central operator placed the call. What on earth 

would anyone do with something so frivolous as a telephone 

book? 

For a while a great black iron stove shared the wall with 

the window and the telephone. It was later replaced by a much 

smaller and more attractive one. In either case, such stoves 

had value in addition to cooking, since they provided heat in 

winter, and a great deal of hot water. In the summer, 

kerosene stoves were placed conveniently near for use in order 

to avoid the terrible heat. 

steel 

Against the dark hillside wall, a long, grey, 

dry sink, of the sort that had once doomed 

galvanized 

luckless 

housewives, gave way to a shining white porcelain one. At 

about that same time, a resourceful workman devised a method 

by which he could cut a new window into the thick stone wall, 

bringing a shrine of light and enlightenement into the life of 

my mother. The new window was as important as the septic 

system, and it was immediately graced with new perennially 

green shrubs. 
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Handily close to the sink, the cellar with its three 

steps held a collection of cool storables, canning jars, fresh 

vegetables, and one venting window for air exchange. Upward 

from the cellar, to the left, a pantry was formed out of the 

empty space below the stairs to the upper floor. This pantry 

held cooking utensils, towels, aprons, and the large 

quantities of flour and sugar that were stored in metal 

containers by plains people of the era against cold, 

blizzarding winters. 

The north wall of the kitchen was equipped with a 

wainscoated series of cupboards which held dishes for daily 

use and provided work space for food preparation. The 

intriguing characteristic about the cupboards was that while 

they opened into the kitchen, if one went into the living 

room, presto! things were fascinatingly as accessible from 

that side, but the doors were painted a different color. 

The living room had obviously never been planned to 

achieve sociability. It was long and narrow. At the far end, 

the piano filled on a wall, created by the enclosed stairway, 

all the available space. It would never be 

important reason. As a part of the zeal of 

moved for an 

the original 

outer walls planner who wanted to overcome cyclonic hazards, 

had been constructed to withstand heavy battering. They were 

thick fieldstone and cement and tended to give out moisture in 

profusion. The wetness could have filled the air warping the 

piano and spoiling its tone, but the inside wall of the 

stairwell acted as a moisture barrier and the piano was safe. 
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For the most part, all life revolved around the 

happenings of the living room and the kitchen, and their minor 

adjuncts. Plans were devised, school homework was done, and 

musical basic training absorbed. Later, novelties like radios 

enriched and expanded life's horizons. Radio waves reaching 

skyward in electronic jags stretched the envisionments in the 

eye of the mind just as a climb up the tower of the windmill 

lengthened physical vision. 
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PRAIRIE VIEW II 

The mail box on a fence post at the end of the half-mile 

lane was a symbol of the outside world to plains people who 

lived far away from the rest of humanity. No painted coat 

enlivened its metal frame and the fence post on which it 

rested was bleached and split from its many encounters with 

wind and snow, sun and rain. On this particular mail stop, a 

township road moved along westward, beyond hills, ponds and 

snow breaks, meeting the Black Trail, across which in its 

heyday a motley assortment of castaways, reformers, believers, 

fortune hunters, workers, and embittered souls had been 

carried to the fulfillment of their preordained destinies. 

The mail box marked the south boundary of the land, while 

a rarely used rutted lane cut the black sod that marked the 

north boundary. It also met the Black Trail. Fences, 

composed of three tiers of barbed wire, ran along the sides of 

the roads, set back away from them discreetly. They were 

anchored on the same sort of pallid posts as the mail box, but 

they acquired a dramatic importance as they served the dual 

purpose of being the pulpit from which yellow breasted, black 

cravated meadow larks sent out their message proclaiming 

territorial lordship. 

When a day's mail was picked up, it would be distributed 

in the kitchen of the house which stood in the center of the 

land. The east half of the land was not fenced, and a sand, 

clay and graveled private road carried necessary traffic. The 

road curved past the garden fence and the single large 
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journey in a horse drawn carriage if necessary. It was a part 

of the routine of the prairie. There were no phone books, and 

no one perceived a need for one. 

A huge black stove covered a large portion of the kitchen 

wall. It required constant polishing and its smoke pipes had 

to be cleaned constantly since this was a part of the 

"treeless plain" where only incidental wood and brush were 

available to burn. Stoves were fueled by coal, anthracite by 

day and lignite by night because the anthracite burned quickly 

with intense heat, while the lignite tended to smoulder in 

large chunks during winter nights. It was the anthracite 

which created the soot which clogged pipes and plugged the up 

and down drafts required to regulate the fires. 

A dismal, grey galvanized dry sink shared the west wall 

of the house with the celiar door. The cellar, which had only 

a partially cemented floor was dark, damp, chilly and odorous 

whenever the venting window was lift unopened, and when its 

doorway was closed, one could look into an empty cavity beyond 

which gaped like an open toothless maw. The space was created 

by the sloping underside of the staircase to the upper floor 

and it was seemingly useless, airless space collecting 

gloom. 

On the wall opposite the kitchen stove, a dark grey 

kitchen cupboard held cooking utensils, daily use dishes and 

work space. It had been enamelled the gunmetal shade 

because that absence of color tended to absorb kitchen 
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grime, whereas an airy bright shade might highlight smoke 

and greasy smudge. 

It was in this kitchen that a parson's wife was 

imprisoned. 
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ETHOS, PATHOS, LOGOS 

Camaraderie happens even though a group may be diverse, 

young with old, professional with nonprofessional, if some 

sort of common goal has been established. The group I want to 

write about found common ground in a desire to find solutions 

to problems encountered in dealings with difficult persons--no 

matter that some of those persons have deliberately chosen to 

be cantankerous, or some must be so by virtue of life 

circumstances. 

attitudes 

session to 

is 

An unquestionable sign of our collective 

the fact that we have voluntarily come to the 

discover methods through which we can create 

sociability change. 

The woman next to me sits limply, staring, and I have a 

sensation of having seen her somewhere before. She is dressed 

in a shirt and a full gathered skirt, covered with a bib 

apron, pinned with two safety pins at the shoulders. She 

wears bobby sox and black canvas Mary Jane slippers. Her 

hair, a dulling reddish-blond with telltale wisps of gray 

hangs in oily strings. She has tired blue eyes, a button nose 

and a long thin strip of mouth set in a smallish round face. 

If she were animated, she would be perpetually smiling, but as 

she sits at the table, hers is a nondescript, expressionless 

face. My table companion's suntanned skin is both mottled and 

freckled. She reminds me of someone, but I'm not quite sure 

who it can be. 

Group attention focuses on the class moderator; skilled, 

sensitive and conscientious, he chooses participative ac-

82 



tivities, and invites commentary along with individual psychic 

self-exposure. I sense that we are being enjoyed and examined 

to the same extent that we are appreciating our leader as he 

offers his expertise to us. 

Among us, there are some who know that conflicts and 

failure in interpersonal relationships may originate in deep 

intra-personal turmoil, never quite reconciled. No matter, 

all of us are together in this room to learn to improve our 

sensitivity as we ply communicative skill. We want to be able 

to see into the selves of fellow beings, and do so with 

tolerance and tact. We will accomplish this by means of hy

pothetical situations such as, "What would you do if------?" 

Within our group are persons whose hope is for practical 

solutions; some of us have nameless petty fears, some are 

vindictive, some sad, some meet life head-on with creativity 

and humor. As experimental exercises proceed, group warmth 

increases, and the idea of introspection is introduced. 

My own work is limited to work with the aging population. 

It must be stated over and over again, that many of the 

persons now sixty-plus years of age, use as a "youth ref

erence" point the Great Depression rather the The Great War 

where "our boys" were victorious and when pride could overcome 

pain. The Depression, however, was different because its 

effects zeroed in on the individual and each person sensed 

hopeless inability to achieve even minor aspirations, suffer

ing silently and ashamed, believing the agony to be due to a 
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personal failing. It was an internalized hurt coupled with 

guilt that never quite stopped. 

At last we come to the sharing of childhood experiences. 

What can I share? Perhaps, again, luckless Myrtle who always 

copied my board work at school, having already appeared with 

the same hair style I had the day before. How I resented poor 

Myrtle! Finally, I solved the problem of board work by slyly 

placing a wrong answer on the blackboard for her to copy, then 

quickly erasing it, and replacing the wrong answer with a 

correct one. As a child, I didn't know that Myrtle was doomed 

never to know "right answers". No one had clued us into the 

psychological facts of learning disabilities. 

Now I've learned my seat mate's name is Ann and she is 

ready to tell me about her early life; in fact she is now ea

ger_ to do so. 

"There was so many of us, and I was the oldest. I didn't 

have no real childhood. I had to hoe and dig potatoes, milk 

cows, take care of babies, carry firewood and water--you name 

it. I only went to third grade. Nobody cared." Her speech 

pattern is colorless, dry, and monotonous; hurt and tears have 

been wrung out long ago. 

"Now I don't care no more, but one little thing I wanted. 

I never had I doll. I wish't I coulda had one." Her lips 

turn thinner as she bites down hard, having revealed her 

lifelong cherished symbol of that ultimate item of luxury--a 

doll. 

84 



The session ends and on my way home, I stop to shop at a 

garage sale where all the delights of earth can be seen and 

had for pennies. My eyes catch sight of a red-haired Raggedy 

Ann doll, with a small round face, a long, too long, yarn 

mouth, button nose and glassine blue eyes. Its face is be

smirched with the grime of neglect. I've seen that face be

fore. Let's see, where was it now? 
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Shadows of memory 
casting further 
in the warm afternoon of life 
until they find 
eternity. 
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Rummaging 
through mind clutter 
of used notions 
for renewal 
by collectors of generations. 
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LIFE REVISITED 

Remember 

Shiny, sunbrown prairies, stubble clipped sharp and harsh; 

Remember 

Notional hills scribbling lines on the sky; 

Remember 

How rutted ribbon roads meld sky and earth; 

Remember 

Great green gloves of velvet ragweed hung limp on bony arms; 

Remember 

Russian thistles that race the wind and always win; 

Remember 

Icy frozen sand that flies and stings; 

Remember 

White houses and screened porches with cisterns near; 

Remember 

Long lanes halted by mail boxes to catch the world; 

Remember 

Granaries and barns crouched where cyclones never spy; 

Because 

They're part of you and what you are. 
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Wind borne whispers of time and truth 
told by pine and spruce 
to the cloud veiled moon. 
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Is not mystical; 
Begins at birth 

AGE 

A time for reconciliation, not rebellion; 
For activism not action; 
Says. "I'm here too! Don't talk past me." 

Has a fragile loveliness 
To sweeten the last of life. 
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Forebears drudged and dreamed 

Phonographs, telegrams, telephones they found 
Made tones, voices and codes in sound, 
All messages and symbols to confound. 

Electricity, the miracle in sight, 
Motored power--man's delight, 
Motion picture and radio media might. 

It's not in vain they schemed. 

91 



IMAGES IN METAPHOR AND METRONOME 

Snow! Slush! Expectations! Mush! 

Prevue ads promise sight and sound 
Tilted sun rays, soft breezes challenge winter fiends 
Tease out smiles and friends find friends. 
I'll buy your charm if you'll buy mine. 

What now? 
Lady Earth's not yet dressed y'know, 
She hides from sun and bathes in raindrops modestly 
Clearly, she's preparing for her concert. 

Hush! A stage is set. The audience awaits 
Orchestration of the opening performance. 

Dried twigs, the metronome, snap underfoot to set a pace. 
Old grass and pods are castanets and snares. 
Kazooing flies and beetles and bumblers 
Mark time in the eternal symphony. 

Lights go dim and dark. 
Then morning's back and costumes changed 
Branches clothed in shades from shy, silvered green 
To dark spruce and random blends between. 

While bird and bug date and mate 
And sing their arias to life. 

The symphony's full blown! Tickets are for free! 
Come along and see. 
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CONCLUSION 

Perceptions presented here represent the view points of 

older persons in society. People problems are usually created 

by an absence of good rapport which is another way of saying 

that the communicative system isn't working properly. Older 

persons have been forced to assimilate many changes during 

their lives, each of which has created a unique outlook not 

immediately understood by subsequent generations. 

Thomas Collins' article from Retirement Living lists the 

changes. 1 In further confirmation, Bette Johnson editing 

Legislative News from the Wisconsin State Capitol 2 quotes 

Trudy Weibel saying that we assimilated new ideas such as "we 

got married first and then lived together. How quaint can one 

be?" and we "thought fast food was what you ate during Lent." 

The inference is that the current norms of thought and 

behaviour are considerably different from those of the past. 

The result of the difference will be the "disengagement 113 

referred to by Richard Kalish in The Later Years and will 

create a handicap unless we are able to communicate ef

fectively. 

The extent of the handicap created by an alienated social 

group can be realized if we study the population chart 

provided by the U.S. Bureau of the Census, using 1980 census 

d t d . t' 4 a a an proJec ions. The chart follows: 
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Year 

1950 
1970 
1980 
2000 
2010 
2020 
2030 

Number in 
Thousands 

12,397 
20,087 
24,927 
31,822 
34,837 
45,102 
55,024 

Percent of U.S. 
Population 

8.1 
9.9 

11.2 
12.2 
12.7 
15.5 
18.3 

Source: U.S. Bureau of the Census 

One can interpret from the statistics that while in 1950 

there were occasional elderly persons in the population, in 

the 1980's this group has grown into a large influential part 

of the citizenry with an endless variety of physical, mental 

and economic conditions. The projection for the future is 

that the numbers of the aged will increase even more. 

Literacy, or the lack of literacy, forms a barrier to 

communication for the aged. It is impossible to process in-

formation with persons with whom the individual must deal if 

one lacks the ability to read or even follow the vocabulary of 

others. It is as difficult for the person attempting to 

render service as it is for the receiver of services if one 

must cope with the added burden of illiteracy. 

The short story on "Reverse Prayer" illustrates a sort of 

spiritual literacy as perceived by two people with totally 

different, but equally enthusiastic personalities; the mother 

possessed a sort of literacy of a persuasion that is "elitist, 

formal, rational, distant, and esoteric115 and the son whose 

literary bent was such that "speech is used with popular and 

creative intensity. 116 Robert Pattison, writing in On Literacy 
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equates oral and written literacy, inasmuch as they have equal 

importance in life even though they are useful in different 

ways. He quotes Rousseau as follows: 

If the study of languages were only a study of 
words, that is to say, of the letters and sounds 
that serve as symbols, it would be a suitable study 
for children. But languages, in changing the sym
bols, modify also the ideas which those symbols 
represent. Our ideas are based on our language; our 
thoughts take a tincture of our idioms. Judgements 
of fact alone correspond; turns7of thought take a 
particular form in each language. 

In the three stories, "Reverse Prayer", "Silent Terror" 

and "Metaphors and Symbols", the people would all deny that 

they have anything in common, but their actual commonality is 

that they each allow their lives to be interpreted for them by 

their own individual symbolic reference. The Manneys rep-

resent a full circle of spiritual symbolic literacy; the 

people in "Silent Terror" lack the sort of literacy that 

reading and writing symbolize to them, and the doctor in 

Metaphors and Symbols" shares his symbolic literacy on both 

oral and written levels. 

One other story deals with literacy at still another 

level. The 1980s adult immigrant, Roman, coming to America to 

seek his fortune, is literate in his native language, but he 

needs proficiency in English. The new oral and written 

literacy he seeks will give him the opportunity to process 

information, but not necessarily thought. 8 

The clock in "Continuity" symbolizes order between sym

bol, object and person. As Littlejohn says, it is "the pri

vate image or meaning which fills in the detail of the common 
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picture •... A concept is all that a symbol really conveys. 

But just as quickly as the concept is symbolized to us, our 

own imagination dresses it up in a private, personal concep

tion by a process of abstraction." 9 

Looking at the ancient clock, from another point of view, 

one realizes that it is a perfect representation of a "closed 

system", since it does mechanically that which it is equipped 

to do and nothing more. It is "separate from its environment 

and comprized of a set of stable and easily identified 

participants" and is comparable to Boulding's thermostatic 

systems as described by w. Richard Scott in Rational. Natural 

and Open Systems. 10 The clock will function in response to 

programmed demands only. 

The short story "Tuesdays are Special Days" is about the 

reflections of an older woman who realizes that she is the 

recipient of political power bequeathed to her by preceding 

generations. George Mowry, editor of The Twenties: Fords, 

Flappers. and Fanatics demonstrates the influence of print, 

early radio and motion picture as they shaped public opinion 

of the particular groups he studied from that era. 11 Women 

whom he included in his study were just beginning to realize 

that they had the power to participate aggressively in 

religious and political life. However before the 1920s, the 

groundwork had been slowly constructed. Copies of Godey's 

Ladies Magazine beginning with 1857 issues showed no interest 

in women's participation in public life. Then, by the later 

1890s, it was obvious that some rather novel ideas were being 
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internalized, becoming increasingly popular until, eventually, 

in the 1920s women voted. 12 

Stephen Littlejohn in Theories of Human Communication 

discusses mass political communication emphasizing "condensa

tion symbols" as a "composite of many feelings in one act." 

The "rite" of voting and the "myth" he discusses were 

"persistent and enduring" into future generations. When the 

1920s mother voted she had undertaken a role of influence in 

American political life. That "mythology" has now shaped my 

life and that of two succeeding generations. 13 

"Uncle Tyr", the elderly Norwegian man, belongs in a 

study about communication, for Americans are a mixture of many 

ethnic heritages, Norwegian being only one. Leonard 

Dinnerstein and David Reimers, writing Ethnic Americans cov

ered thirty-seven different strains of ethnicity miraculously 

welded into Americanism, and accomplishing the act at many 

social and economic levels. 

Uncle Tyr is only one person, but the story of his ethnic 

behavior could be told many times over with many variations on 

the theme of ethnicity as it formed "real Americans". The 

lady who related this story originally had grandfathers in 

both Confederate and Union prisons during the Civil War. Tyr 

was her uncle, but in telling the stories of her ancestry, she 

was able to claim the following: English, Irish, Scotch, 

French, Norwegian, plus, and perhaps most enlightening of all, 

American Indian. 
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"Getting the Facts Down Pet" is a story with the facts 

woven into phantasy. It is about a lady and her cats, and it 

illustrates the fact that you cannot not communicate. Good 

communication would have kept less skilled drivers off the 

snowy, icy roads. Unlettered signs of the conditions were all 

about. 

The symbol "swamp" on the road sign (a word standing for 

the thing itself) is encoded in the road sign (a designative). 

Littlejohn informs, it "directs the interpreter to specific 

objects or particular types of denotata." In the instance of 

seeking assistance, a house with people about was the denotata 

"which would permit the completion of the response sequences 

to which the interpreter is disposed .... " As the 

"interpreter" of the sign, I use the "appraisive factor" to 

"particular qualities of relevance of the denoted objects." A 

"prescriptive factor" is involved inasmuch as I "know" the 

objective is possibly completed by using information provided 

in the . 14 sign. Littlejohn informs the student of 

communication, "It is often hard to know where one theory ends 

and another begins," but if one analyzes closely it seems 

clear that the "sign" is the entity that meets the eye and the 

"symbol" is the mind's interpretation of the meaning of the 

sign, creating a position of "symbolic interactionism11 •
15 

Information presented about the Corden's cat family 

points out the need for professional communicators to observe 

strict attention to facts which may be confusing, but may be 

relevant to the telling of a story. Personified animals pro-
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vide a pleasant model from which to observe theories of com-

munication. Combining factual information with phantasy 

permitted an insight into the truths of organizational com

munication. The book Watership Down by Richard Adams provided 

a full length model for the study of a total social and civil 

structure. Adams' warren is comparable to the Corden cattery 

with the exception of the fact that Adams devoted an entire 

novel to his study, whereas the Corden's cats cover only a 

short time in a short story. 16 

In an analysis of phantasy, Harvey G. Cox in The Feast of 

Fools, justifies and dignifies the process of attributing 

structured mental process to something other than the usual by 

calling it "the faculty for envisioning radically alternative 

life situations." He continues saying that phantasies are 

absolutely vital to human life." Of phantasy, he says, "There 

was a time when visionaries were canonized, and mystics were 

admired. 

committed." 

Now they are studied, smiled at, perhaps even 

He says, "Man is homo fantasia, the visionary 

dreamer and mythmaker." He says that it was man's propensity 

to dream and phantasize that first set him apart from the 

beasts. He believes that the present Western definition of 

reality is unfortunately a narrow one, and he quotes a Lewis 

Mumford statement that we have "forgotten that before man made 

tools, he made myths and rituals," and also Ray Bradbury 

statement that "The ability to 'fantasize' is the ability to 

survive." Harvey Cox believes that "dipsy-dreamers" are the 

ones responsible for research breakthroughs, and that advances 
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in science "come when someone leaps out of existing paradigms 

and creates a new way of envisioning things." Albert Camus, 

he says, considered unfettered imagination a way to "contest 

reality" and "create history" and imagination a part of a 

"metaphysical rebellion." According to Cox, phantasy is 

"advanced imagining." In phantasy, he says, "we soar", and 

"Fantasy is the habitat of dragons, magic wants, and instant 

mutations." He continues with "In fantasy there is an element 

of art and conscious creativity." Describing the human 

relationship to phantasy, Cox says, "Most of us are neither 

churls nor lunatics. We live on the border of factland and 

fantasia, and we commute back and forth, but we are secretly 

puzzled about how the two fit together." He has one more 

justifier of phantasy in J.R.R. Tolkien whom he quotes as 

follows: 

Fantasy is a natural human activity. It certainly 
does not destroy or even insult Reason; it does not 
either blunt the appetite for, nor obscure the per
ception of, scientific verity. On the contrary, the 
keener and the clearer is the reason, the better 
fantasy it will make. If men were ever in a state 
in which they did not want to know or could not 
perceive truth (facts or evidence) 17then Fantasy 
would languish until they were cured. 

The single page essay titled "If I Had My Life to Live 

Over" is the result of an assigned fantasy for a group of 

hobby writers. It is based on the concept of an improved re-

structuring of life, and is interwoven with a lecture by 

William Kelley, Ph.D. which considered the makeup of the mind 

of the individual. My own interpretation of lessons from day 

dreaming in the "super ego" and dark phantasizing in the "id" 
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is that we synthesize everything we have imaged mentally and 

the result is a newly internalized sense of "knowingness" that 

balances our reactions to the reality around us, thus creating 

the "ego" we present to our peers. 18 

The cat and the kittens in the story about pets and the 

daydream story about reliving our lives are examples of 

phantasy for entertainment; however, Richard A. Kalish, writ-

ing in The Later Years: Social Applications of Gerontology 

makes very practical applications of myth and phantasy in 

discussions of brainstorming to devise plans. The plans made 

in such a manner must be imagined and then considered very 

carefully in order to determine practical solutions to a par

ticular set of problems. 19 

"Radio is Something New" belongs in a study about the 

relationship of the aged and the discipline of communication 

because of the impact the mass media had on youth of the 

1920s. In a very short time the immediacy of things happening 

"right now" became part of everyone's life, rather than the 

remoteness of facts studied and analyzed after the event had 

occurred. People began to be participants in the world beyond 

immediate borders to a much greater degree than formerly. We 

could hear Adolph Hitler delivering a speech, or listen to 

political events and ball games as they were happening. Mass 

advertising from the radio was a novelty which lured gullible 

listeners until they learned just what a "guarantee" could 

actually guarantee. Radio introduced many people to new 

sounds of music from that of the unmelodious old time fiddler 
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to Sunday afternoon opera. It also provided a new perspective 

on religious thought. Hawkers of the "word of God" who had 

once reached only a few souls sitting on hard benches now had 

an unlimited range of sinners to save. The souls which needed 

saving existed in putrefied state in evil man's love of 

mammon, which grew in wallets and sugar bowls, but man could 

be purified and relieved of that terrible burden of corruption 

if "he" contributed to the expense involved in sending out 

"Gospel" truth. 20 George Mowry writing in The Twenties: 

Fords. Flappers and Fanatics describes the impact of radio in 

the twenties as follows: "The radio, like the movies, became 

a major stimulus and conveyor of the new mass culture; ... it 

became an indispensable prop for the mass consumption 

economy," asserting that radio's only historical antecedent 

was that of the "snake oil" purveyor in the patent medicine 

show of the nineteenth century. 21 

Grief is a subject which properly falls into the category 

of topics suitable for investigation by students of 

communication. Grief runs the gamut of perceived loss begin-

ning when one is in childhood and extending into old age. For 

the purposes of this study grief is defined as "intense 

suffering. II John Schneider writing in Stress. Loss, and Grief 

says that, "All significant losses result in a grieving 

process." He says further that "grief is a holistic process. 

It affects people physically, emotionally, and spiritually, 

and it is represented in our thought processes, perceptions, 
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and behaviours. 

observable." 22 

Thus, some aspects of grief are directly 

The little girl in "Meta Knowing" has her first personal 

grieving experience in the form of loss though death of a 

sister. Her need was for a healing from grief. Schneider 

describes such a process thusly, "Slowly, often painfully, the 

bereaved individual emerges from the exhausting phases of 

awareness and their interplay with strategies to limit aware

ness" and 

As the pangs of awareness begin to ebb, bereaved 
individuals enter into a time of rest, healing the 
scars of what is now missing in their lives. It is 
not an active time. More likely it is time spent 
quietly, often alone, listening to soothing music 
and reading reflective poetry or comforting books. 
It is a time for enjoying the quietness of nature-
sitting by a lake, absorbing the rays of the sun, or 
walking quietly in the woods. Healing is a time of 
rest and recuperation •••• Solitude is an essential 
characteristic for gaining perspective. Out of the 
benefits of aloneness comes the 23 capacity to 
appreciate self and life experiences. 

The description from Stress. Loss, and Grief oy Schneider 

in the preceding paragraph parallels the experiences of the 

little girl as she began to re-enter her world of normal 

activities. The idea to liken her experience to 

meta-knowledge is a perspective gained from a lecture by 

William Kelley, Ph.D. in a course entitled "Man and Communi-

cation." "The new understanding of life and finality tran-

scended all her past experiences, synthesizing them into a new 

awareness." 24 

"Family Affair" examines a group of grievants each trying 

to recover from losses as they separately perceived them. 
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