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~v,(I, • . ...l,IA, f'vf°. '1-~~~.,.,, ~ 1 (}/~- '. ~~- Our Daughter Lizlbeth t1l'V ~-, 

fJJP" This year our daughter Lizbeth f• collectip& athletes." Every afternoon 

after school--Li zbeth is a sopho~~~e:i.'=--disorderly little 

regiments of high school athletes squire her l:-.ia MfPil from the hiJIIJ school 

to the local drugstore for ~l of the lemon "coke"; and finally fran 

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

stomp about filling the late afternoon air with ~oarse adoles~ent b,ra • gs • ~/. --~A-

/~---7''~ 
and hootings and extravagant guffaws, accompanied by shrill s,4ueals~~r / -?/. J ' ~ ~ 

~ (¥vu,_-fl~t,)~---......,.~r-: 
f.Mi,n""' delight from our little Lizbeth.0. ~~-~~.P-... """:,,,-( 
t;, _~~t>ff-T..i=Mv4-~~ ~~~ 

Of course the real hero, Lizbeth's current hearthrob,is missing from ' 

~~ these afternoon excursions. He is solemnly flinging himself about some 

(t\ 
game or a Friday night dance at the Youth (enter or, on more drab occasions, r 
merely from the library or the movies or glee club or cheerleading practice- - ti.t 
or from just downtown. . . The afternoon crew are really nothing more or less ~-{ • 

than romantic culls and throwouts: they haven~t made the current team; 
~~ 
their eAan1.is either just over or just around the corner. They will r-,, ~ 
doggedly have toavait their~sport. And they had damn better star in it, t oo. ~ 
Then and only then will they have their big chance to walk Lizbeth home alone~ \ 

~ the big gamefthe Friday night dance, etc, etc... j 
Last year as a freshman little Lizbeth had to content herself all tbe ~ 

gymnasium or playing field practicing football or basketball or track or 

baseball: whichever sport is ascendant at the moment. His big moment comes 

at night when--just he and Lizbeth alone--he "11alks her home" after the big 

~t 
• ~Jl 
l 

school year with a lone.,nember of the football squad, and a mere substitute 
Ditw-.41~~V• 

guard at that.JI This~~ the delicate emotional and intellectual balance 

of our little daughter that she ~ontrived to annex a yearly scholarship 

average of slightly under A. This year things are much better. 

went out for cheerleading last fall, and she applied herself so wholeheartedly to 

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

Little Lizbeth 

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



Lizbeth really came into her own. She could now follow ill the teams in 

all their wanderings: in every~yed everywhere. This has not only 

" ~•ut restored her delicate inner ~alance but has her grades into he~-4,4 c..,.,, 
~r,~, ~ ✓ ~ ,., • -~:. 

po ular and de,.c:;,tij_z~e~of~C average.~ ~. . - ---7 
~~~~~~~ ~ 

t now be g winter and in the midst of the basketball season, our • " 
.£,JJJ~~ t 

little Lizbeth has naturally ennoKo◄ a mamber of the Basketball s:iuad. 
A di 

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

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

tenacious and designing hussy, a junior called Doris, who had desperately t 
-"wN~) ~ 

clung to him clear from last season. Our little Lizb~th Pefexu '"° .~~~~ · ..,. --, 
~ .Qt ~14j 4 ~4' fw. oh,-.-.< ~ 

the real star and his Doris ... "drips." While Streak is not a star he is ' _J- f 
a "wheel." ,on ~, Ura; team; he l.JI. ".._re; ..!c"t:e" an<J, not ~ drip; and, what'• \' f l: 
~'TM~~~~ ,:• 

more, he lost a front tooth in the game with Central High. 1 
St::ak also enjoys the distinction of being the tallest of all the i 

• • 
athletes who ban ever oeen our Lizb'!,l;h bane. He ia six r°4~f: h~~., • ' 

A zv~ • .,. • ~UKA~ C~~ 
stocking feet and is still growing~ost daily.Al estimate tha our~ittle . • 

.I ~ ;n.s,,•, "f: _.,~, ~ ~ d~,, •• 
Lizbeth now comes up to about his nav . -io=am taking an almost paternal ~ 

A - ~ 

pride in Streak's developnent, which is perhaps not unnatural since Grace 
) 

and I seem to be involuntarily contributing considerably towards his diet--

mostly in the nature of evening raids on our refrigerator. 

But Streak has his uses, too. He is handy, for example, for replacing 

burned out light bulbs in our front porch light. (I have lat,1 observed 
~ ~U••~ 

that he is also rather handiy in unscrewin~the lighted ~ereh etl¼e that 

we have recently begun leaving on for little Lizbeth.) And then there was that 

business of the Christmas tree angel. Eac~ince Lizbeth was a little 

girl, I have toiled and perspired to fit the tree into a stand that was never 

" it, and to finally erect this uheasy marriage of tree designed to accommodate 
~ 

and stand~ a sort of precarious balance--all with 
I\. 

the aid of various hawsers 

~ 

§. 



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

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

mast of the tree. 
A.~ ' ,r, 

it'~no angel, no ~hristmas. AIMJ:,his year 

wqs no exception.fir~ AW 
wa,d 

In past years I h~• a~d to go 
~~~..J 

out,(cursing softly, and rummage around 
r,~JlJ,,.,,_ I\ 

in the'garlge for the step ladder, upon which I then teetered and careened 
~/\, .,L 

forAsui~ ages)with Grace clinging to me, trying to lean out and over 

the swollen base of the tree to impale that damned Christmas angel to the 

top of the tree. Two years ago Grace inadvertently relaxed her grip on 

the seat · of my pants and I, tree, ladder, guy wires, angel and all crashed 

to the livinj room floor in a fin, Yuletide snarl. Only the angel escaped 
~ ~ ..J ~ ~ ~ -"'--1 _,,,. -

unscathed. That was tne only year I ever managed to~ our angel p- from 
/\ ~ ~AU 

absolute floor level. But this year our little Lizbeth and Streak appeared 

while I was in the initial stage--out in the garage rummaging for the 

step-ladde~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~, angel bent, Grace and Lizbeth 
I\ 

and Streak were calmly trimming the tree--with the angel proudly flying 

from the very top. Streak had merely reached up and clapped her on. 
0 

Prest! 
/\ 

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

and kiss Streak on both cheeks. Instead I went out to t he kitchen and ~ 

whipped up Streai's nightly ration of roughly one-half bushel of buttered 

popcorn. 

grip of winter Lizbeth and her athletes Now that w~ a~hed in the 

have mo~ o the house. Both the afternoon and evening contingents. It 

is ~a~~f course. Better to have the young people home ~'t(.. 

~tcsd • ~ gall,lvanting around, I always ~ used to like to come 

home from the office after work, like?'~ husband, and read the ev ening 
- -

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

soon ... Little IJ.zbethLan~ her J,ackJ_~ a~d ~ and hundred-
lJ/ M ~ ~ 1/, ~ ~ , 

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



nothing had happened, and quietly thread my way through the maze of legs and 

empty pop bottles to my favorite chair with my paper. 

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

room. 

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

to respond in kind to this affecting show of youthful c e,a:e:i~ • 

i or a brief interval there would be a ~ncA ~-~-!!a; r;att'ti ld~ r;,f 
my newspaper. Then our little Lizbeth, ever resourcerul, would fill the 

breach by perhaps recollecting something that tte English teacher, Miss Dubois,~ 
c&,,w 

said or dad (or failed to say or do) in class that afternoon--they always 
A 

refer to~ this poor woman, evidehtly also a large one, as 

"S. s. Dubois"--and away would go the entire pack, hawing, chortling, wildly 

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

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

After that I t:o..9k_ to 1g{a.t the hotel bar until dinner timenwu••e.l;,•~ • 
t7k ~.P. ,)~~~~~ .,, 
siona~f~to come home for dinner ..• It was about then that· 

Grace finally suggested that our old spare room off the kitchen would make 

a perfect den for me. And hadn't I ~lways wanted a room where I coule sit 

and brood and keep my books and pipes and guns and fly-rods all together? 
/h1M.,~ 

So during the holidays we got it all fixed up: rug,j\drapes, leather-covered 

desk, studio couch, pipe rack, gun rack, everything ••• But you have guessed 

it. I am happy to report that our little Lizbeth and her athletes have found 

my new den the most congenial room in the house. I am seriously thinking 

of throwing out the desk and studio couch and installing some old lockers 

and wooden benches a~d rubb;r _matting and perhaps a medicine cabinet full 
ak~ ~~b~z; ~~~~ 

of assorted,.}~~- I\ 1,e want our little Liabeth ana her athletes to W ~ 
perfectlyfflappy. After all, I still have my old leather chair in the living ~. 

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

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



t J, is report on the progress of our daughter i!ilizabeth in my den. But s omehow 
,J..~ ~~,J ~.J 

it seems irrevere~lt and faintly obscene-=-like- play!ng basketball in church. 
A A 

I also find myself reflectively eyeing my favorite shotgun ••• 

The other night I was shuffling about the upper floors of our house 

in my new Christmas slippers and old bathrobe, waiting for the tumult and 
~ 

the shouting to die. Little Lizbeth and her teamAhad just beaten their 

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

teams, including substitutes, chi.5rleaders, masseurs, and a generous 
thL, ~ 

sprinkling of rival fans. I jud ed that the replay of the game must have 

~~~ " been in/\t~-qnartet> when I cast caution to the win "ds and stomped 

downstairs and stood on the landing. 

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

Lizbeth came running to the stairw~y. Her cheeks were flushed and 
.k.N~t;A.d 

her eyes sparkled. She looked radiant; likeAthe night I proposed to her,metk 1& 

"Look, 11 I said, struggling to keep my temper up. "We can I t sleep--
/J ? '\ 

ah--for wondering who won the game1'1't ltl~ - - Vll'I/U? ~' 

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

11What? 11 I guessed. 

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

Friday night." 

Buddy Pearson is the real star on the basketball team. I swayed a 
~,p~ 

little on the landingl\and. br1o1ahed these new vistas, fpom ~ sighlr. 

"Lizbeth, 11 I said wearily, because 1 was weary) ~t happened to that 

nice quiet boy you used to see occ~sionally last year? I think his name was 

~ Dudley something or bbher." 

"Oh, Darlrly--that old drip! He didn't even make substitute guard this 

year. He I s a perfect isosceles triangle--he gets all A's." 

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

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



~ 
~ :somewhere? After all, basketball season was nearly over, I reflected, 

A 
• , th are • b b 11 t th th ld and while it s true ere ~ men on a ase a earn, e wea er wou 

be warmer and I could probably erect a miniature diamond 

dugout in the side yead. Finally I fell into a troubled 
aAA1.t~uf.1Ni,.t,d_ 

in the middle of the night I suddenl"y-woke and wondered 
/\ 

put on our Christmas tree angel next year? 

and ba~l 

sleep.;<4ometime 

who was going to 



Our Daughter Lizbeth 

This year our daughter Lizbeth is collecting athletes. Every afternoon 

after school--Lizbeth is a sophomore in Chippewa High-~disePQBPl~ little 

regiments of high school athletes squire her from the school to the local 
~ 

drugstore for the noisy ritual of the lemon "coke"; and fiRllH)' from the 
• " 

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

these afternoon excursions. He is solemnly flinging himself about some 

gymnasium or playing field practicing football or basketball or track or 

baseball: whichever sport is ascendant at the moment. His big moment comes 

at night when--just he and Lizbeth alone--he "walks her home 11 after the big 

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

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

or from just. downto# .. , The afternoon crew are really nothing more or less . 
~CvU..U4~~~_; 

than romantic culls and throwouts: they haven't made-fbe current team;Atfieir 

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

have to await their particular sport. And they had damn better star in it, too. 
(rl-1/v 

Then and only then will they have their big chance to walkl\Lizbeth home~ from 

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



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

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

guard at that. It was a lean year. This circumstance so unseated the delicate 

emotional and intellectual balance of our little daughter that she .-iiQI" contrived 

to annex a yearly scholarship~ of~ghtly under A. This year things ~/ . 
.t} • ~ AZ,V14~r.,i.,r...W- ~ ~ t4 ~tn<, c~. ~ 

are much b~ • • ~went ou~' for cheerleading last fall. M1Ei$he 
~ ~ ~ ~~,---~4~ ~ '-~ 

/\applied herseff 6 so wholeheartedly to this enterprise that she and two other 

girls made the~g squad over a field of some forty other frustrated 
/\ 

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

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

played everywhere. This MMt ~ot only~restoref her delicate inner b~lanc~ b~\tL /. 7': 
~ ~ ~ vv.w ~ -1,w ~ , •• 

has ae¥aneed~her grades into the po?ular and democratic zone of C average./\ She~ 

launched the season ~ ~ ~g )ia).fback called Qrvill1:.._ ettt; ~d him 
~C~.hd"~ ~~lt7 ~a.-~4-U,"~-~ 

{ii:rore the smoke had dissipated from the gun announcing the ~of the • 

football · season/),-., ,~(,le 4,.,, '6-~": r ! :(, "'1. ~ ~~.,,,. ~ ,e/ ,/4,.;;,, 

It now being winter and in the midst of the basketball season, our little 

Lizbeth has naturally latched on to a member of the basketball squad. "Streak" 

is his name. Streak is not precisely the star--it seems the real star, a loyal 

young soul called Buddy Pearson, was still ensnared by some tenacious and 

designing hussy, a junior called Doris, who had desperately clung to him clear 

from last season. Our little Lizbeth, ever a realist, consequently called both 

the real star and his devoted Doris "drips." It seems that a drip is two degrees 

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

team; he is "real cute" 

enormous distinction of 

and not a drip; and, what's more, pe enjoy~ the ~ 

having lost a front tooth in th~~tigh. 

- 2 -



Streak also enjoys the distinction of being the tallest of all the ./4, £ '- 21/ 
athletes who have ever seen our Uzbeth home. He is six feet five in his 

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

calipers I estimate that our little Lizbeth now comes up to about his navel. 
~ ~ . A. ~ ri' 

I find myself" curious to ~ them dancing. . . We are lately taking aft al IJMM't 
" A A 

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

Grace and I seem to be involuntarily contributing considerably towards his 
~~~~ 

diet--mostly in the nature of e~afliftg raids e& our refrigerator. 
I\. " 

But Streak has his uses, too. He is handy, for exampl., for replacing 
pi~ 

burned out light bulbs in our front porch lig~ J\.!_ hJ~! lately observed 
/4,u,,~ ~~~4b-. ~\. 

that he ~ rather handy in unscrewing th s same beac~}•..t1RiAa.i;.t,.....,1111<~eA-,,4h1H1a~-Jl,A~ 

And then there if: that~ 

business of the Christmas tree angel. Each year now, since Lizbeth was a little 

girl, I have toiled and perspired to fit the Christmas tree into a stand that 

was never designed to accommodate it, and to finally erect this uneasy marriage 
~JMS!> -~ • 

of tree and stand into a sort of/\ pred'arious balance--all with the ai~ of various 
~ 

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

discover that I had forgotten to affix our Christmas angel to the to}:lllost mast 

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

no angel, no Christmas. 

In past years I used to go out into the night, cursing softly, and rummage 

around in the chilly garage for the step ladder, upon which I then teetered and 

careened for what seemed suicidal ages, with Grace clinging to me, trying to 

lea:/n out and over the swollen base of the tree to impale that damned Christmas 

angel to the top of the tree. Two years ago ~race inadvertently relaxed her grip 

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

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

- 3 -



Nor have I forgotten how Grace laughed. Tl)At was the only year I ever managed 
$u.,~U'UL~---

to install our angel from absolute floor level./\But this year our little 

Lizbeth and Streak appeared while I was in the initial stage--out in the garage 

rummaging for the step-ladder. When I finally charged into the house with the 

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

with the angel proudly flying from the very top. Streak had merely reached up 

and clapped her on. Presto! I was so overcome that I had to resist the impulse 

to dart up on the ladder and kiss Streak on both cheeks. Instead I went out to 

the kitchen and gratefully whipped up Streak's nightly ration of roughly one

half bushel of buttered popcorn. 

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

have moved from the porch into the house. Both the afternoon and evening 
. cf"~ 

contingents. It is the way we want it, of course. /\&tter to have the young 
~ 

people home under the parental tree 1..d::trb /\.than gallivanting around)' J 1 -eJ 114,:3 

~ Anyway, I used to like to ceme home from the office after work, like 

any housebroken husband, and r ead the evingng paper before dinner. Bui;,how all 

that is gone--gcne, alas, like our dreams, too soon ... Little Lizbeth and her 

tackles hundred-yard-dash men have taken 
~~~~~~~~~~a~~ 

over. Our home has beccme a d house. For a while I tried to brave it, as 

though not~had hap~and .,..;e..,,- ":J~/4 ::;ugh, the ,;,;;p~~ \ 

and empty pep bottles to my favorite chair. 1rt:ith 11 papM!r ~ ~ ~. ~ 
\\ I\ A (\ ci,id ~(lbp __/,,,,,~, 

"Hi, Ml. ,., &V. qll the athletes would chorus as I /\Hlill,;,k tlirough the; r,)o,. 

"Hi, boys, 11 I would gaily answer in their own idiom, gamely determined to 

respond u in kind to this affecting show of youthful cameraderie. 

For a brief interval there would be a bleak silence except for the~ 

rattling of my newspaper. Then our little Lizbeth, ever resourceful, would fill 

the breach by perhaps recollecting something that the ~nglish teacher, Miss Bubois, 

- 4 -



had said or D1ll done (or failed to say or do) in class th~t afternoon--they 

always refer to this poor woman, evidently also a large one, as "S. S. Dubois"-

and away would go the entire pack, hawing, chortling, wildly ~ch 
7' 

other, heartily agreeing that old Dubois was certainly a dope or a drip or a 

lame brain or--but I can't go~ ' 

After that I took t ~~ng at ~he hotel bar until dinner ~ime. The only n ~ 
~ .bf~•{,,r ~ ~~.P4s,:;a6 "'6 

athletes ever saw there tr~~o~~~a1i?:.:rA~ -..i forgot to 

come home for dinner ... ~was about th~n that' Grace fi d J:c,;~uggested that 

our old spare room off the kitchen would make a perfect den for me. And hadn •t 

I always wanted~m where l could sit and brood and keep my books and pipes and 

" guns and fly-rods all together? So during the holidays we got it all fixed up: so/,/" 

~J colorful drapes, leather-co~red des~, studio couch, Jipe rack, gun 
/\ ~ ~reg_, 

rack, everything ... But you have g se . am to report that our little 
e,,v-hv 

LizbEl!:,h and {her athletes have ~oun.9 ,,my new den t~e m?st congenial room in the . 
.ol~~ ~ ~~~~~ ~ ~ •• 

house. A I arri -s~~iously t'hinking of throwing out the desk and studio couch and ~ 
a~+ ~ 

installing semel\old lockers and wooden benches and rubber matting and perhaps a ~ 
A/ 

medicine cabinet full of assorted linaments. Also an ol~clothesline fcom which 
~ 

to dangle woolen socks and,Aelastic accessories. We want our little Lizbeth 

ad her athletes to feel perfectly at home. After all, I still have~ 
I\ 

leat r chair in the living room. And, too, except Friday nights, I can have the 

den to elf almost any night after midnight. In fact, right this very moment 

qin!., i':, report on Sla~ur daughter Lizbeth in ~den. But 

somehow seems i everent of/ me an • y obscene--something, say, like 
~ ~ !9•~1l6~ 

in ________ !\ alsc~,find myself reflectively eyeing my favorite 

shotgun. • • JU,,1/.,--~ ~ ~ 
1 

The other nigh\~ was shuffling about the upper floors of our house in my new 

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

- 5 -



Little Lizbeth and her teammates had just beaten their closet 

overtime game. Apparently she had brought home both teams, in ing substitutes, ~ 
-ck, ~ ~fA,~ - /7/k,G<J~ ~ . 

~ /\ che~r~eaaersA masseurs, af¼Q..l\a generous sprinkling of rival fans/\ I judged from 
~ 
the~din that the replay of the game must have been in its closing moments when I 

cast caution to the winds and stomped downstairs and stood on the landing. 

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

Lizbeth came running to the stairway. Her cheeks were flushed and her 

eyes sparkled. She looked radiant; like her mother did the night I proposed to 

her. 

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

wondering who won the game./\ tffnat-who won?" 

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

"What?" I guessed. 
,, 

"Buddy Pearson just asked me to the dance at the You~l Center next Friday. 

ei:~A~ - - tit, tynl tk;t- Ul'4 a, ~ ~ 
Buddy Pearson is .the real star on the basketball~ I swayed a little ' 

~ 1'Go I\ 
on the landing while l !!::ti£~ t~ese new vistas. 

-- - -- -I\ 

"Lizbeth," I said wearily, because I was weary,"what happened to that nice 

quiet boy you used to see occasionally last year? I think his name was Dudley 
-,I z:;,,-;,,,;n;~ - - ,, 

something-or-other.~ tuu£ u, de ~ ~~-.{u.... . . , 
"Oh, Daddy--that old drip! He didn't even~ substitute guard this ~ar.~J~ 

"' ''11 ~ J ,owJ ~ ~ , ~ ti 

He's a perfect isoceles tr
1
iangle--he gets all A's.If~ 

11 
~ i.t,WtJ · 

"Goodnight, de ~, I ~u~~l ppin my way upstairs. As I crept 
.-filu,~~~l!IW,4.,, • ~t, ~ . -t\ 

into bed I felt~~~l-ftEMl,elJIMew,~,-e,~~. wasn't there a bright spmt somewhere1 
After all, basketball season was nearly over, I reflected, and while it's true there 
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.. 
• 

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

~~diamond and huch•"'- dugout in the side yard.;~ X 
J [into-a t~ed :leep. ~iometime in the middle of the night I suddenly woke J 

.,,. ~ ~J 

and sat up in bed an~ondere~~o was going to put on our Christmas tree angel 

next year. 

- 7 -







q One night I tarried at the hotel bar not wisely but rather too long. 

There was no use going home--it was a game night and the house would be 

rocking with juveniles/ until all hours. Came midnight, then one o'clock, 

then two. By then, juveniles or no juvenile~ home seemed an unutterably 
a.,kL~~~~~W'4e~. 

dreary place to go;I "Gimme the same, -ito;ace. 11 o';>uddenly I became gripped 
~ 

by the happy idea of phoning Grace. I believe the symptom is known in some 
~ 

quarters as"telephonitis. 11 The idea became an obsession; the obsession found -~ • ~ 
me in a phone booth fwnblinj for a nickel. 11..,,~ ~ J ~, 

11~ 1 ~- V 

"664Jdarling, 11 I told the operator. /\errily rang and rang and rang•~ 

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

111~4 
all. !t Mt9'> grand to be married to a good-natured lass that appreciateJ one's 

~"' el'er-S: mood? 
~ 

"Dis 

"Hello, 11 Grace finally answered in a sleepy voice. 

"Look, Hon," I said, speaking out or the side or my mouth like a TV mobs~er. ,~ 
..&y-~/l'nL--t+-- .Pk.-e ~ t) ~J /-r-,._. . 

is Steve, Hon." Pause. "I jes' gotr out of stir, Hoo. 11 Don't hang up, Hon, 

cause honest, Hon, I'm goin' stra~· t dis time, Hon." P~~se.1- "Fi~ on 
~ ~ ~"'"''-" 4~J~W,,--~ ~ 

takin I off ton!'ght-Tor Denver, 7c ./\ Turnin I over a new ~eari ~ = paa'mn•, Hon. 

Jes• thought I'd call an' say good~ before I bl.4tw, Hon. fflJ sure had some real 
~~.a~ ~ ~/4-~,, ~--

swell times/, I! tl :; didn't we, Hon?A You sure was a rea~ell moll to Steve, 

Hon.~ ~ = e, t} en in a cracked voice. "Wonde:r-# ~/\ da kiddie11 4alP sleepin'~ 

Hon
1 

Kia:ybe 1 coulnf drop in quiet-like, Hoo, an' see dem before I blow, Hon ? Hates 
A '\. a.- :t, !:" 

to have da poor little -t, s see dere daddy jes' 9J1~ fJ~ir, }!~" Pa_use • • , 
,t oe~ ~ ~!fffhl,. 

11Wonder"1I kin I slip over an' say solong to you an' da ,{kiddies, Hca./\Kin I, Hon?" 
(7}'f, 

• There wa~ a deadly'/ ua,use. Then: "You come homL ~lf;,s:! get rj,ght to bed, you 
~-~~ " ·•~ ~,-r in,,;. ~!"j a_ harsh f~e voice gr~ ted pver the phone. A Then a loud click. Then 

~ .P~-{i,e,~~,,,.~" ~ 
silence./\ 11Musta got da wrong number, Steve," \ reflected--but somehow after that 

my idea didn't seem nearly so brilliant. 

After that interlude Grace ~isely ( ~ ~ t ; ~ /~✓ ~ 
~~~-~,d 



The D. A. at Home 

Despite a considerable opinion to the contrary, D. A.'s are after all 

human. Indeed, some specimens have been known ~ to marr iage 

and, in extreme cases, even t~childre:. In fact this one d~d~ 

Hollywo<ld to the contrary' notkithstanding, J.~~ A, ' s can't alq court 
(Yv ~r---: "'•>~-· • ~ 

aloft harrangin juri Jd or casti~atintwitnesses, nor yet 
, ' If'/, • ~ 

~,Nlo+t, .... 

a'!l!INl!ll5!ill!ll~""'lN~~ ~s across t eir bailiwicks in skidding squad cars. 

They must occasion~y go home, if only for a bath and a clean shirt. So I 
~~ //. 

suppose that no narrative about a D. A.)or ex-D. A. (I keep forgetting) would t.<JeA 
~ -~ A ~ ,..Vi)X 

1'e fillliisiheP aQMfiM.aie ep.l'aut antic without telling something about the home life 

of the subject. 

Picture, then, a beslippered fellow at home at eventide: The shades 
~ ~~/-rk ~---

drawn, the Franklin stove aglowA favorite pipe clampe~ ~y in his re-

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

at hand (preferably by f raver), a load of Toscanini on the record player, a 

glass of warm milk at his elbow--with rum in it. Oh yes--and the phone cut off. 
"to~~ 

Above all don't forget the phone. 
~? I\ 

Have you go~ bhc 15icb@ c'? Then promptly dismiss it from your mind. For 

you are~icturing one ex-D. A. 1 s fonde1~t1:l~dream. 110 lost and by the wind 

grieveJ4'r• You see, we have three youn[d; in our house: Lizbeth, Julie 
/\ 

and Graci~. Pe~aps the curious case o!:_pqr daughter risb; th can ~st 1riap 
-AHtu.•~ ..i~~--8.a.,,.,~-~ 

you to ~ie~a1"tne true state of affair¾ Be4:&g the oldest Lizbeth is pre-

sumably entitled to seniority rights in any vignette of the home beautiful. 

r 
rt~~l\~ 

I✓ s 



·Written by: 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

THREE CHEERS FOR DADDY 
by 

Robert Traver 

This year our daughter Lizbeth is collecting athletes. Every afternoon 

after school--I.izbeth is a sophomore in Chippewa High--little regiments of 

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

noisy ritual of the lemon "coke"; and thence from the drugstore to our front 

porch. There, for what seems hours on end, they stomp about filling the late 

afternoon air with their hoarse brayings and adolescent hootings and extrava

gant guffaws, accanpanied by shrill squeals of delight from our little Lizbeth. 

There was a time last autumn when, to gain access to hearth and home after a 

day at the office, I was obliged to conduct daily off-tackle smashes s~raight 

through Lizbeth's sturdy band of athletes. 

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

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

in through the kitchen door. 

Of course the real hero, Lizbeth's current hearthrob, is missing from 

these afternoon excursions. ~ is solemnly flinging himself about some gymna

sium or playing field practicing football or basketball or track or baseball: 

whichever sport is ascendant at the moment. His big moment comes at night 

when--just he and Lizbeth alone--he !'walks her home" after the big game or a 

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

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

downtown ... The afternoon crew are really nothing more or less than romantic 

culls and throwouts: they haven't made the current team; they sulk in tem

porary eclipse; their moment of triumph is either just over or just around the 

-corner. Ther ~ill doggedly have to await the arrival of their particular sport 

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

have their big chance to walk our Lizbeth home from the big game, or from the 

Friday night dance, etc., etc ... 

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

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



guard at that. It was a lean year. This bleak circumstance so unseated the 

delicate emotional and intellectual balance of our little daughter that she 

contrived to annex a yearly scholarship average of but slightly under A. Thi 

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

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

and gyrated and shouted and generally applied herself so wholeheartedly to 

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

over a field of some forty other frustrated young females. It was then · that 

our daughter Lizbeth really came into her own. She could now follow all the 

teams in all their wanderings: in every contest played everywhere. This not 

only served to restore her delicate inner balance but catapulted her grades 

into the popular and democratic zone of C average. And now she is just rollin 

in athletes ... She modestly launched the fall season by annexing a first

string halfback called Orville. But Orville had the bad taste to snap a 

clavicle in mid-season. Before the smoke had dissipated from the gun an

nouncing the last game of the football season our Lizbeth cooly dropped her 

Orville, snapped clavicle and all. 

It now being winter and in the midst of the baGketball season, 

Lizbeth has naturally latcned on to a member of the basketball squad. 

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

loyal young soul called Buddy Pearson, was unavailable. Buddy still found 

himself ensnared by a tenacious and designing hussy called Doris who had clung 

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

consequently labelled both the real star and his devotec;I Doris "drips." It 

seems that on this year's market a drip is two degrees lower than a dope ... 

While Streak is not an authentic star he is a "wheel" on the first team; he 

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

tinction of having lost a front tooth in the opening Fulton High. 

He also seems to be having a little trouble with the replacement. 

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

Streak also enjoys the distinction of being the tallest of all the 

athletes who have ever seen our Lizbeth home. He is six feet five in his 

stocking feet and is still growing. Almost daily. Without benefit of caliper 
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I estimate that our little Lizbeth now comes up to about his navel. Morbid 

is my curiosity to watch them dancing .•. I am lately taking a sort of paterna 

pride in Streak's development, which is perhaps not unnatural, since Grace 

and I seem to be contributing considerably towards his diet--mostly by way of 

his quick noctornal lunges into our refrigerator. 

But Streak has his uses, too. He is handy, for example, for replacing 

burned out light bulbs in our front porch light. (I have lately observed that 

he has also grown rather handy in unscrewing this same bea<:on when we leave 

it on at night for little Lizbeth.) And then there is that ghastly business 

of the Christmas tree angel. Each year, since Lizbeth was a little girl, I 

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

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

and stand into a sort of precarious balance--all with the aid of various 

supplemental hawsers and guy wires. And each year I stand back in moist 

triumph only to discover that I have again forgotten to affix our Christmas 

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

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

Christmas. T-his is an ed~ct straight rom..Lizbetb. 

In past years when I duly forgot to install the angel I used to go out 

into the night, cursing softly, and rummage around in the chilly garage for 

the tall stepladder, upon which I then teetered and careened for what seemed 

suicidal ages, with Grace clinging to me, trying to lean out and over the 

swollen base of the tree to impale Lizbeth's damned Christmas angel to the top 

of the tree. 1\10 years ago Grace inadvertently relaxed her grip on the seat 

of my pant~ . 1 i I, tree, ladder, guy wires, angel and all crashed to the living 

room floor ir, a splendid Yuletide snarl. Only the angel escaped unscathed. 

It was a miracle ... Nor have I forgotten how Grace laughed. That was the 

only year I ever managed to affix angel to tree from absolute floor level: 

that time she was well installed ... But this year our little Lizbeth and 

Streak appeared while I was in the initial stages--still out in the garage 

rummaging for the tall stepladder. When I finally charged into the house with 

the ladder, angel bent, Grace and Lizbeth and Streak were calmly trimming the 
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. . tree-with the angel proudly flying from the topmost mast. Streak had merely 

reached up and clapped her on. Presto! I was so overcome that I had to fight 

a Gallic impulse to dart up on the ladder and kiss Streak on both cheeks. 

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

ration of roughly one-half bushel of buttered popcorn. 

With the coming of chill winter Lizbeth and her athletes promptly moved 

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

It is of course the way we wanted it. Far better to have the yoW1g people 

home guzzling cokes under the parental tree rather than out gallivantin' 

aroW1d ••• Anyway, in Lizbeth's pre-cheerleading days I used to like to come 

home from the office after work, like any housebroken husband, and relax in 

my leather chair with a drink and stare at the evening paper until dinner. 

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

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

pitchers and hundred-yard dash men have moved in and taken over. Our home 

has become a field house. And I am reduced to the status of a doddering old 

grad occasionally suffered back for Homecaning. For a while I tried to brave 

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

as a broken field runner as I picked my way through the maze of sprawling 

legs and coke bottles to reach my favorite chair by the fireplace. I would be 

one of the boys if I broke a leg. 

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

living room. 

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

respond in kind to this affecting show of youthful camaraderie. 

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

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

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

would consult anything in a newspaper outside of the sport page or Dick Tracy. 

Then our little Lizbeth, ever resourceful, would fill the breach by perhaps 

recollecting something that the English teacher, Miss Dubois, had said or done 

(or failed to say or do) in class that_ afternoon-they always refer to this 
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poor woman, evidently also a large one, as 11 U. s. S. Dubois"-and away would 

go the entire pack into squalls of merriment: hawing, chortling, wildly 

pounding each other, hilariously agreeing that good old Dubois was indubitably 

a dope or a drip or a lame brain .•• 

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

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

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

athlete I ever beheld there flowered forth only under the treacherous therapy 

of seven Martinis ..• Anyway, I relaxed so successfully that occasionally I 

forgot to come home for dinner. Quite frequ,~ ~/)ft. For a time I 

even debated shacking up with the Rotarians... ft, ,,e:i, ebett+r bheu bhat: ttrned 

suggested that our old spare room off the kitchen would make a perfect den 

for me. Hadn't I always wanted a quiet room where I could sit and brood and 

keep my books and pipes and guns and flyrods all together? So during the 

holidays we got it all fixed up: soft carpeting, nice colorful drapes, 

leather-covered desk, studio couch, pipe rack, gun rack, everything ••• 

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

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

in the house. 

In fact I am 

installing a 

It is even beginning to look (and smell) like a small gymnasium. 

seriously thinking of throwing out the desk and studio couch and 
~ 

couple of~old lockers and wooden benches and some rubber matting; 

and perhaps even a medicine cabinet full of assorted linaments. Also a clothes 

line from which to dangle woolen socks and various elastic accessories. And do 

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

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

still have my comfy old leather chair in the living room. And, too, except on 

Friday nights, I can have the den to myself almost any night after midnight. 

In fact, right this very moment I am stealthily writing this progress report on 

our daughter Lizbeth in her den. But somehow this use of her favorite room see 

irreverent of me and faintly obscene--something, say, like playing poker in 

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

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

reflectively eyeing my favorite shotgun ••• 
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The crisis came the other night. Red-eyed and sleepless, I was shufflin 

about the upper reaches of our house in rny new Christmas slippers and old 

bathrobe, tossing off bumpers of aspirin and waiting for the tumult and the 

shouting to die. Little Lizbeth and her teammates had just beaten their 

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

teams, including substitutes, and even the cheerleaders and masseurs, not to 

mention a generous sprinkling of ri~al fans and plain bystanders. All seemed 

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

of the game must have been in its closing moments. This had gone too far. 

Squaring my jaw I cast caution to the winds and stomped downstairs and stood 

the landing. 

"Lizbeth ! 11 I shouted at the top of my voice. There was no lull. 

for a referee's whistle. "Lizbeth ! 11 I bellowed. 

Lizbeth came running to the stairway, still clad in her striped pants 

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

She looked radiant; like her mother did the night I proposed to her. 

"Look, Chwn," I said, struggling to keep my temper up. "We can't slee 

ah-for wondering who won the game. Er-lfhat--who won?" 

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

"What?" I guessed. 

11Buddy Pearson just asked me to the · dance at the Youth Center next 

Friday." 

Buddy Pearson is the real star on the basketball team-the one that was 

a drip it seemed but yesterday. I swayed a little on the landing while I 

contemplated these new vistas. 

"Lizbeth," I said wearily, because I was weary, "what happened to that 

nice quiet boy you used to see occasionally last year? I think his name was 

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

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

guard this year. He's a perfect isoceles triangle--and he gets all A1 s. 11 She 

turned to leave. "But I must hurry back. The whole team's in there. Gee, 

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

be too late." As I crept into my rumpled bed I felt like an inept running 

guard who'd been hustled to the showers. But wasn't there a bright spot some

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

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

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

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

din below, I finally fell into a troubled sleep. Sometime in the middle of 

the night I suddenly woke and sat up in bed filled with wonder. I wondered, 

irrelevantly enough, what manner of youth would install Lizbeth's angel come 

next Christmas. 
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Written by: 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Uichigan 

THREE CHEERS FOR DADDY 
by 

Robert Traver 

Thia year our daughter Lizbeth is collecting athletes. Every afternoon 

atter school-Lizbeth is a sophomore in Chippewa High--little regiments of 

high school athletes squire her, from the school to the local drugstore tor the 

noisy ritual ot the lemon @cokr/JJ/ and thence from the drugstore to our front 

porch. There, for what seems hours on end, they stomp about tilling the lata 

afternoon air with their hoarse brayings and adolescent hootings and extrava-

gant guffaws, accanpanied by shrill squeals of delight from our little Lizbeth 

There was a time last autumn when, to gain access to hearth and home attar a 

day at the office, I was obliged to conduct daily off-tackle smashes straight 

through Lizbeth's sturdy band of athletes. 

"Hi, l.fister Traver," Lizbeth 13 heroes would approvingly shout as I 

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

in through the kitchen door. 

Of course the real hero, Lizbeth's current hearthrob, is missing from 

these afternoon excursions. £!!. is solemnly .flinging himself' about some gymna-

sium or playing field practicing football or basketball or track or baseball: 

whichever sport is ascendant at the moment. His big moment comes at night 

when--just he and Lizbeth alone--he "walks her home" after the big game or a 

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

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

downtown ••• The afternoon crew are really nothing more or less than romantic 

culls and throwouts: they haven't made the current team; they sulk in tem

porary eclipse; their moment of triumph is either just over or just around the 

corner. They will doggedly have to await tha arrival of their particular sport. 

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

have their big chance to walk our Lizbeth home from the big game, or tram the 

Friday night dance, etc., etc ... 

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

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



guard at that. It was a lean year. This bleak oiroumstance so tmseated the 

delicate emotional and intellectual balance of our little daughter that she 

contrived to annex a yearly scholarship average of but slightly Wlder A. This 

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

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

and gyrated and shouted and generally applied herself so wholeheartedly to 

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

over a field of some forty other frustrated young femalesq/It was then that 

our daughter Lizbeth really came into her own. She could now follow ill the 

teams in all their wanderings: in every contest played everywhere. This not 

only served to restore her delicate inner baiance but catapulted her grades 
U)44,, 

into the popular and democratic zone of C average. And now she ~ just rollin 
A 

in athletes ... She modestly laWlched the fall season by annexing a first-

string halfback called Orville. But Orville had the bad taste to snap a 
. 

clavicle in mid-season. Before the smoke had dissipated from the gun an-

nouncing the last game of the football season our Lizbeth cooly dropped her 

Orville, snapped clavicle and all. 

It now being winter and in the midst ot the basketball season, our little 

Lizbeth bas naturally latched on to a member of the basketball squad. 11Streak 

is his name. Streak is not precisely the star--it seems tfl& real star, a 

loyal young soul called Budd7 Pea)"son, was unavailable. Buddy still found 

himself ensnared by a tenacious and designing hussy called Doris who had clung 

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

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

seems that on this year's JDarket a drip is two degrees lower than a dope ... 

While Streak is not an authentic star he is a "wheel" on the first team; he 

is "real cute" and not a drip; and, what's more, he enjoys the enormous .dis-
• ·-~ti, 

tinction of having lost a front tooth in the opening gaine with P.al:t-lm)iigh. 

He also seems to be having a little trouble with the replacement. 

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

Streak also enjoys the distinction of being the tallest of all the 

athletes who have ever seen our Lizbeth home. He is six feet five in his 

stocking feet and is still growing. Almost dally. Without benefit of caliper 
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I estimate that our little Lizbeth now comes up to about his navel. Morbid 

is my curiosity to watch them dancing ... I am lately taking a sort of paterna 

pride in Streak's development, which is perhaps not unnatural, since Grace 

and I seem to be contributing considerably towards his diet--mostly by way of 

~ his ~K noctornal lunges into our refrigerator. ,.. 
But Streak has his uses, too. He is •handy, for example, for replacing 

burned out light bulbs in our t-ront porch light. (I have lately observed that 

he has also grOV1n rather handy in unscrewing this same beacon when we leave 

it on at night for little Lizbeth.) And then there is that ghastly business 
I 

of the Christmas tree angel. Each year, since Lizbeth was a little girl, l 

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

signed to acco~.modnte it, and to finally erect this uneasy marriage of tree 

and stand into a sort of precarious balance--all with the aid of various 

supplemental hawsers and guy wires. And each year I stand back in moist 

triumph only to discover that I have again forgotten to affix our Christmas 

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

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

Christmas. This is an edict straight from Lizbeth. 

In past years when I duly forgot to install the angel l used to go out 

into the night, cursing softly, and rwnmage around in the chilly garage for 

the tall stepladder, upon which I then teetered and careened for what seemed 

suicidal ages, with Grace clinging to me, trying to lean out and over the 

swollen base of the tree to impale Lizbeth's damned Christ.mas angel to the 

of the tree. Two years ago Grace inadvertently relaxed her grip on these t 

of rey pants and I, tree, ladder, guy wires, angel and all crashed to the livin 

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

It was a miracle... Nor have I forgotten how Grace laughed. That was the 

only year I ever managed to at.fix ange~ to tl"i e £ abs-olute floor level: 

that time she was .!!11 installed ... But this year our little Lizbeth and 

Streak appeared while I was in the initial stages--still out 1n the garage 

rummaging tor the tall stepladder. When I finally charged into the house with 

the ladder, angel bent, Grace and Lizbeth and Streak were calmly trimming the 
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tree-with the angel proudly flying from the topmost mast. Streak had merely 

reached up and clapped her on. Presto! I was so overcome that I had to !igh 

a Gallic impulse to dart up on the ladder and kiss Streak on both cheeks. 

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

ration of roughly one-half bushel of buttered popcorn. 

With the coming of chill winter Lizbeth and her athletes promptly moved 

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

It is ot course the way we wanted it. Far better to have the young people 

home guzzling cokes under the parental tree rather than out gallivantin' 

around ... Anyway, in Lizbeth's pre-cheerleading days I used to like to come 

home from the office after work, like any housebroken husband, and relax in 

my leather chair with a drink and stare at the evening paper until dinner. 

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

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

pitchers and hundred-yard dash men have moved in and taken over. Our home 

has become a field house. And I am reduced to the status of a doddering old 

grad occasionally suffered back for Homecc:llii.Qg. 

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

as a broken field runner as I picked my way througn the maze of sprawling 

legs and coke bottles to reach my favorite chair by the fireplace. I would be 

one of the boys it I broke a leg. 

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

11 v ing room. 

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

respond in kind to this affecting show of youthful camaraderie. 

For a brief interval t·here would be a morose silence save .for the nervous 

rattling ot my newspaper. Lizbeth's athletes tell suddenly ruminant, stricken 

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

would consult anything in a newspaper outside of the sport page or Dick Tracy. 

Then our little Lizbeth, ever resourceful, would fill the breach by perhaps 

recollecting something that the English teacher, Miss Dubois, had said or done 

(or failed to say or do) in class that afternoon-they always refer to this 
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poor woman, evidently also a large one, as 11U. S. s. Dubois"-and away would 

go the entire pack into squalls of merriment: hawing, chortling, wildly 

pounding eaeh other, hilariously agreeing that good old Dubois was indubitably 

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

After that I took to relaxing at the hotel bar witil dinner time. I felt 

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

established a regular trair1ing table. The hotel bar was my refuge. The lone 

athlete I ever beheld there flowered forth only W1der the treacherous therapy 

of seven Martinis ..• oy'Nay, I relaxed ao sucoesstull7 that occasionally I 

forgot to come home for dinner. Quite frequent~it. For a time 1 

even debated shacking up with the Rotariaris ... /\~b wasaab &heR ihai GPaa& 

suggested that our old ap~ro room off the kitchen would make a perfect den 

tor me. Hadn't l always wanted a quiet room where I could sit and brood and 

keep my books and pipes and guns and flyrods all together? So during the 

holidays we got it all fixed up: soft carpeting, nice colorful drapes, 

leather-covered desk, studio couch, pipe rack, gun rack, everything ••• 

But 1ou ha~~ guessed it. I am happy, nay e~chanted, to report that our 

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

in the house. It is even beginning to ~ (and emell) like a small ~aeium. 

In fact I am seriously thinking of throwing out the desk and studio couch and 

installing a couple of old lockers and wooden benches and some rubber matting; 

and perhaps even a medicine cabinet full of assorted linaments. Also a clothes 

line from which to dangle woolen socks and various elastia accessories. And do 

modern gymnasiums still harbor those varnished rows or Indian clubs? We want 

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

still have my comfy old leather chair in the living room. ~nd, too, except on 

Friday nights, I can have the den to myself al.most any night after midnight. 

In tact, right this very moment I am stealthily writing this progress report on 

our daughter Lizbeth in her den. But somehow this use of her favorite room se 

irreverent of me and faintly obscene-something, say, like playing poker in 

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

burst in upon me and catch me at it? For so.me strange reason I also find myse 

reflectively eyeing my favorite shotgun ... 
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The criais came the other night. Red-eyed and sleepless, I was shuffl 

about the upper reaches of our house in my new Christmas slippers and old 

bathrobe, tossing off bumpers of aspirin and waiting for the tumult and the 

shouting to die. Little Lizbeth and her teammates had just beaten their 

closest rivals in an overtime ga.mo. Apparently she had brought home~ 

teams, including substitutes, and even the cheerleaders and masseurs, not to 

mention a generous sprinkling of ri~al funs and plain bystanders. All seemed 

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

of the game must have been in its closing moments. This had gone too far. 

Squaring my jaw 1 cast caution to the winds nnd stomped downstairs and stood 

the landing. 

"Lizbeth! 11 I shouted at the top of my voice. There was no lull. 

tor a referee's whistle. "Lizbeth ! 11 I bellowed. 

Lizbeth came running to the stain,ay-, still clad in her striped pants 

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

She looked radiant; like her mother did the night I proposed to her. 

"Look, Chum.,n I said, struggling to keep my temper up. "We can't sleep-

an-_tor wondering who won the game. Er--what-who won?" 

"Oh, Daddy,!!!! won--I'm so thrilledJ. And guess what?" 

"Whnt?" I guessed. 

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

Friday." 

Buddy Pearson is the real star on the basketball tea.m.--the one that was 

a drip it seemed but yesterday. I swayed a little on the landing while I 

contemplated these new vistas. 

"Lizbeth, 11 I said wearily, because I was weary, 11what happened to that 

nice quiet boy you used to see occasionally last year? I think bis name was 

Dudley something-or-other. You uaed to do your ilgeDra together. 11 

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

guard this year. He'e a perfect isoceles triangle--and he gets all A's. 11 She 

turned to leave. "But I must hurry back. The whole team's in there. Gee, 

am I thrilled." 

- 6 -



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

be too late." As I crept into my rumpled bed I felt like an inept running 

guard who'd been hustled to the showers. But wasn't there a bright spot some

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

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

and I could probably fashion n docoy baseball diamond and dugout 1n the side 

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

din below, I finally fell into a troubled sleep. Sometime 1n the middle of 

the night I suddenly woke and sat up in bed and wondered. I wondered, irrel

evantly enough, who would be the lucky athlete to install Lizbeth's Christmas 

tree angel next year. 
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- 7 -



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

be too late. 11 As 1 crept into my x•umpled bed I felt like an inept running 

gunrd who'd been hustled to the showers. But wasn't there a bright spot so~e

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

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

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

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

din below, 1 finally fell into a troubled sleep. Sometitle in the middle of 

the night l suddenly woke and sat up in bed filled -with wonder. I wondered, 

irrelevantly enough, what manner of youth would install Lizbeth's angel come 

next Christmas. 

.. 
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This year our daughter Lizbeth is collecting athletes 1 Every afternoon 

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

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

the noisy ritual of the lemon "coke"; and thence from the drugstore to our 

front porch. There, for what seems hours on end, they stomp about filling 

the late afternoon air with their hoarse brayings and adolescent hootings and 

extravagant guffaws, accompanieg,by shrill squeals of delight from our little 
:7ku- ~~~ ~ ~7~~ ~ 

Lizbeth. Fer a while, to gain a~ss to hearth and home after a day at the 
/\ 

office, I was obliged to conduct daiLy off-tackle smashes straight through 

Lizbeth's sturdy band of athletes. 
~·.......o ""'"--~ 

"Hi, Mister TraverJ, 11 •Lizbeth I s heroes would GIR@iPU.6 Aas I b~ttered my way 
~-" 

through the line. After a few weeks of this I sensibly 8ft@ake~hftbrough 

the kitchen~, 

Of course the real hero, Lizbeth's current hearthrob, is missing from 

these afternoon excursions. He is solemnly flinging himself about some 

field pr~cticing football or basketball 

baseball: whicheve sport is ascendant at the moment • .,His big momen~ comes 
at night when--just he and Lizbeth alone-he "walks her home" after the big 

-
game or a Friday night dance at the Youth Center or, on more drab occasions, 

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

or from just downtown .•• The afternoon crew are really nothing more~r less than 
.;E?vn tte ,~,,...~ ~ 
F~ti-& ill.ls and throwouts: they haven't made the current team; they ar:s in 

- ~ 
temporary eclipse; their moment of triumfh is eithir just over or just around 

. 1:4,~'4, 
the cor~ They will doggedly have to await,\ their particular sport. And they 

had danm.;\better star in it, too. Then and only then~ they have their big 

chance to walk our Lizbeth home from the big game~or/\the Friday night dance, 

etc., etc... .. 



Last year as a freshman little Lizbeth had to content herself a.l the ~ 

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

guard at that. It was a lean year. ThisAcircumstance so unseated the delicate 

emotional and intellectual balance of our little daughter that she ccntrived 

to annex a yearly scholarship average of but slightly under A. This year things. 

are much better. During the swmner Lizbeth evidently appraised the situation~~. 

e:;.ilf'i!tatE She "went out" for cheerleading last .fall. She leapt .and gyrated and 

shouted and generally applied herself so wholeheartedly to this enterprise that she a 
. tol 

and two other girls made the coveted chering squad over a .field o.f some .forty 

" other .frustrated young .females. It was tpen that our daughter Lizbeth really 

came into her own. She could no\Vfollow all the teams in all their wanderings: 

in every contest played everywhere. This not only served to restore her 

delicate inner balance but 1-- catapulte~;:des int9 the popular and 
~ /4.,- --0bl ... ~ 

democratic zone of C average. And~s~rolling in alhletes ••• She modestly 

launched th{:;~son by annexing a first-string halfback called Orville. But 

Orville had the bad taste to snap a clavicle in mid-season. Before the smoke 

had dissipated from the gun announc~.$ the last game of the football season 
kD~~ . ; 

our Lizbeth cooly dropped~~ d~ ~ p.££, 

It now beins winter and in the midst of the basketball season, our little 

Lizbeth has naturally latched on to a member of the basketball squad. "Streak" 
. 

is his name. Streak is not prectsely the star-it seems the real star, a loyal 

~~.~ ~~ ()/ young soul called Buddy Pearson:=st \ensnared by eeae ltenacious and 
. ,._ .,.. . Av' ~ 

designing huss~_.e a .~e• called Dori-../who had aeep•• t Jy clung£to him clear w .. -.~- .,, ~ 
from last season. Our little Lizbeth, ever a realist, consequently.A~ both 

Cl')\, ~~~ 

the real star and his devoted Doris "drips. 11 It seems tha~ a drip is two degrees 
~~ I\ 

lower than a dope... While Streak is not/\ star he is a "wheel" on the first 
:t. 

team; he is "real cutenand not a drip; and, what's more, he enjoys the enormous ol,ql)~ 

~ aving lost a front tooth in the opening &am• with Fulton High. M:,.-,.. 

. 'If "~ ~~?'¼;pio, - /Jn---, 
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1_:tff ,.., .. • •. ::,J• .. ,t;.,w, 
Streaklso enjoys the distinction of being the tallest of all the • athletes who have ever seen our Lizbeth home. He is six feet five in his 

stocking feet and is still growing. Almost daily. Without Jenefit of 

calipers I estimate that our little Lizbeth now comes up to about his navel. 
~ A(),, ~ ~ ~ J)~ 
~ find m,:HU mo;;z ~eee"i\ them dancing... We e:re !t1ately taking 

a sort of paternal pride in Streak's development, which is p rhaps not winatural, .,, .,, ~ . - . ,,. 
since Grace ,nd I seem to b& evoiwtbat il,~ contributing iderabi.,- towards his 

~~ • ,-- ----
diet--mostl;yA. .v1 ihe Mt&e of quick nocturnal lunges into our refr;c;i erator . . 

• ,, r~-~~ ~ 
...,.., '>J, ~.~ But Streak has his uses, too. He is handy, for example, for replacing ,-

burned out light bulbs in our front porch light. (I have lately observed 

that he ba~n rather handy in unscrewing this same beacon when we leave 
A 

it on at night for little Lizbeth) And then there is that ghastly business 

y;;:i..,,,,,. since Lizbeth was a little girl, of the Christmas tree angel. Each 

I h8" toil• and perspire.f to fit Mt& Christmas tree into a stand that was never 
/\· 

designed to accommodate it, and to finally erect this 

stand into a sort of precarious balance--all with the 

wieasy marriage of tree 

aidof~ 

and 

and ~ guy wires. And each year I .......a stand back in moist triumph only to 

discover that I ~r~o affix our Chri~tl to tho("ft,:.t meet 
A ~ ~ ~ ~ • ·#tN'&,,,k,,,.'-ac.,: 

of the tree. This yea~ro exception. An~.n -olfu- f~ly it•~ aAcas~ of ~ 

no angel, no Christmas. • ,--iL~~~ ~~~ 
• g ~~~~ 

In past ye*s to go out into the night, -cu.fsing softly, and rummage 
taa-~ . 

around in the chilly garage for theistep ladder, upon which I then teetered and 

careened for what 

lean o.J and over 

seemed suicidal ages, with Grace clingigg to me, trying to 
~ 

the swollen base of the tree to impale~ damned Christmas 
I\ 

angel to the top of the tree. Two years ago Grace inadvertently relaxed her grip 
~ 

on the seat of my pants and I,,tree,,ladder, guy wires, ange~ and all crjashed to 
✓, 1 W UZVU:' JCS ( JP 

the living room floor :in a -f.me;' Yuletide snarl. Only the angela,:.escaped unscathed. 

k ~ (A,, ~., , • -
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Nor have I forgotten how Grace laughed. That wa~s the only year I ever managed 
• to Duv ~ 

to~ w: angel from absolute floor level: /; was well installed ..• 
~ A ~ . 

But this year our little Lizbeth and Streak appeared while I was in the initiil 
• -t...u 

stagJ-tuf in the garage rummaging for the step'jladder. When I fiizially charged 
A f-. I\ 

into the house with the ladder, angel bent, Grace and Lizbeth and Streak were 

calmly trimming the tree-~ with the angel proudly flying from the 
~~, 
ve.,.- top A Streak had merely reached up and clapped her on. Presto! I was so 

~~J,,JJ.,,~ 
overcome that I had to~ 4'iall impulse to dart up on the ladder and kiss 

" " ' Streak on both cheeks. Instead I went out to the kitchen and gratefully whippe~ 

up Streak's nightl~ ration of roughly one-half bushel of buttered popcorn. 

cy (!)~--1].,J""' ,,,_,, ,j.;PJ $ 
• Na itzr.lF -&f'e")clutched in the/\grip of winter Lizbeth and her athletes ~r'Z, 

rtUJVi,:.;w U., 
hwe moved from the porch into the house. Both the afterrioon and evening 

• J\ -"' ~ contingents. It i ~ he way we want it• al an::na...,_ Far better to have the young 

people home under the rental tree rather than~ livant4around ..• Anyway, ~ 

~~- A ~~ AI used to like to come home from the office after work, like any housebroke • . 
,, ~ -It l'1W C,1·,,,-..,~~aZ • • • A 

• husband, a~ thee ining paper eelepa'ldinn~r. But now at s one--gone, '1 
"d.,,~~~ our dr••~ too soon ••. Little ~hand her tackles and forwards f~ 

. ----...,..---,~a..~ ~.+w~ ~~ l 
J~~-""'"'fi-laa...qeball pi che:: :;f[ ~dred~a~~ .. :::;el ~;;; ~ home h_as. 

ecome a 1.e ouse. For a ~ tried to brave ~~ug~ 
happened• ~~ly demonstrated my prowess as a broken field runner as I 

" picked my wv through the maze of legs and empty coke..Lttles to reach my favorite 
' ktk-~-
chaiiA I would be one of the boys if I broke a leg. 

,, . ~ 
"Hi, 11 the athletes would chorus a~ aliog!i:r, l hrough the living room. 

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

respond in kind to this affecting show of youthful camaraderie. 





ck 
by perhaps recollecting something that ~sh teacher, Mias Dubois, 

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

In fact I am seriously thinking of throwing out the desk and studio co__u~_ anp 1 , ~ 
~ ~ 

installing a couple of old lockers and wooden benches an~d rubbe mattinf,and . ~ . ') 

..t,v.(/1v' 
perhapsAa medicine cabinet full of a orted linaments. Also clothes ine 7 

~tJt.,- ,~ ,.,... ~ ~~ ~~~-
from which to dangle woolen socks an various elastic accessories. A We ·want our 

little Lizbeth and her athletes to feel perfectly at home. After all, I still 
t:rv'V' 

have my comfy old leather chair in the living room. And, too, except Friday l;... 
A: 

nights, I can have the den to myself almost any night after midnight. In fact, 

right this very moment I am stealthily writing this progress report on our daughter 
U/i.t-Pot~~~ 

Lizbeth in her den. But somehow thisAseems irreverent of me and faintly obscene--

something, say, like playing poker in church.~ knows when she will bw st: hr 
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• ,,~,Jr?'I ~ 
~ ~ ~ ~ vvrr 

~ a flying wedge of her athletes and catch me at it? For some strange reason 
A. I\ lw .. -A .. 

I also find myself reflectively eyeing my favorite shotgun... -v
1
v-r,~,J 

fl~~~ th~~-Tcu-~ . ~ .. , 
~ ot;hez 1dght;, :reel -e:, e~ and sleepless, I was shufflin~ the u per . . ~ 

fieeP&Aof our house in my new Christmas slippers and old bathrobe, wai ing or 
t• c:,,td M s . I\ 

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

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

~ teams, including substitutes, and eve/t~erleaders and masseurs, not 
atL~~#-~~ ~ -

to mention a generous sprinkling of rival fans ' ana 'plain bystanders. /\ ! judged 

from the rising din that the z,jplay o~ the gam? must have been in its closing 
~~~~~,sl~~rv-

moments .. WfieftJ\ I cast cau£'ion to the winds and stomped downstairs and stood on the 

landing. ~ 
"Lizbith !" I shoueed at the top of my v, ice ~~~~ rA11LL,z.,<.;~.....,..>""i, 

Lizbeth came running to the stain:;jf- -:;; cheeks were flushed and her 

eyes sparkled. She looked radiant; like her mother did the night I proposed to 

her. 
~) 

11Look~ 1 I said, struggling to keep my temper up. "We can't sleep-ah--for 

wondering who won the game. Er-what-who won?" 

"Oh, i addy, !! won--l'm so thrilled! And guess what?" 

''What?" I guessed. 

"Buddy Pearson just asked me to the dance at the Youth Cente·r next Friday. 11 

Buddy Pearson is the real star on the basketball team--the one that was a 
-d~ 

drip/\but yesterday. I swayed a little on the landing while I contemplated these 

new vistas. 

"Lizbeth, 11 I said wearily, because I was weary, 11what happened to that nice 

quiet boy you used to see ocaasionally last year? I think his name was Dudley 

something-or-other. You used to do your algebra together. 11 

i ~: 110h, Daddy-~ old dripJ He didn't even make substitute guard this year. 
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~ 
He's a perfect ♦soceles triangle--he ~ets all A's." She turned to leave. 

'7iLt~~::Vwu-,. 
11B ut I ~st hurry back. /\ Gee, am I thrilled. " 

"Goodnight, dear," I said, turning and .flapping my way upstairs. "Don't / 
1

~ ~ 
~~ ~ ~ ~ 

be too late. 11 As I crept int°;\bed ,I .felt like an ineptf~a7er beins sent to the t. 
showers. But wasn't there a bright ·spot somewhere? After all, basketball season t 
was nearly over, I reflected, and while it's true there are~ men on a 

baseball team, the weather would be warmer and I could probably ~coy 
~.,~~~~ --- · 

baseball diamond and dugout in the side yard.jrThen, despite the din below, I 
• ~ 

finally fell into a troubled sleep. Sometime in the middle of the night I 
~ - J~., /4 

suddenly~woke and sat up in bed and wondered,;\irrelevantly enough, who Wf!J:S ~ 

~~t~ Christmas tree angel next year. 
I\ 

7 



Written by: 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

THREE CHEERS 
by 

F O R D .k D D Y 

Robert ·rraver 

This year our daughter Lizbeth is collecting athletes. Every afternoon 

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

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

porch. There, for what seems hours on end, they stomp about filling 

afternoon air with their hoarse brayings and adolescent hootings and extrava

gant guffaws, accompanied by shrill squeals of delight from our little Lizbeth, 

There was a time last autwnn when, to gain access to hearth and home after a 

day at the office, I was obliged to conduct daily off-tackle smashes straight 

through Lizbeth's sturdy band of athletes. 

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

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

in through the kitchen door. 

-Bf course th ea-1 hero, Lizb~t-tr1 s current h~artthreb, i~ mi-s-s~ng 

these afternoon excursions. He is solemnly flinging himself about some gymna

sium or playing field practicing football or basketball or track or baseball: 

whichever sport is ascendant at the moment. His big moment comes at night 

when--just he and Lizbeth alone--he "walks her home" after the big game or a 

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

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

downtown... The afternoon crew are really nothing more or less than romantic 

culls and throwouts: they haven't ~Bde the current team; they sulk in tem

porary eclipse; their moment of triumph is either just over or just around the 

corner. They will doggedly have to await the arrival of their particular sport. 

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

have their big chance to walk our Lizbeth home from the big game, or from the 

Friday night dance, etc., etc ... 

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

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



guard at that. It was a lean year. This bleak circumstance so unseated the 

delicate emotional and intellectual balance of our little daughter that she 

contrived to annex a yearly scholarship average of but slightly under A. This 

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

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

and gyrated and shouted and generally applied herself so wholeheartedly to 

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

a field of some forty other frustrated young females. It was then that 

our daughter Lizbeth really came into her own. She could now follow 

teams in all their wanderings: in every contest played everywhere. This not 

only served to restore her delicate inner balance but catapulted her grades 

into the popular and democratic zone of C average. And now she is just rollin 

in athletes ... She modestly launched the fall season by annexing a first

string halfback called Orville. But Orville had the bad taste to snap a 

clavicle in mid-season. Before the smoke had dissipated from the gun announc· 

the last game of the football season our Lizbeth cooly dropped her Orville, 

snapped clavicle and all. 

It now being winter and in the midst of the basketball season, our little 

Lizbeth has naturally latched on to a member of the basketball squad. "Streak" 

is his name. Streak is not precisely the star--it seems the real star, a loyal 

young soul called Buddy Pearson, was unavailable. Buddy still found himself 

ensnared by a tenacious and designing hussy called Doris who had clung desper

ately to him clear from last season. Our little Lizbeth, ever a realist, con

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

that on this year's market a drip is two degrees lower than a dope ••• While 

Streak is not an authentic star he is a "wheel" on the first team; he is "real 

cute" and not a drip; and, what's more, he enjoys the enormous distinction of 

front tooth in the opening game wit.b Fulton High. 

to be having a little trouble with the replacement. 

"Ith Lithbith thome? 11 he engagingly greets me over the 'phone. 

Streak also enjoys the distinction of being the tallest of all the 

athletes who have ever seen our Lizbeth home. He is six feet five in his 

stocking feet and is still growing. Almost daily. Without benefit of calipers 
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I estimate that our little Lizbeth now comes up to about his navel. Morbid 

is my curiosity to watch them dancing ... I am lately taking a sort of paterna 

pride in Streak's development, which is perhaps not unnatural, since Grace 

and I seem to be contributing considerably towards his diet--mostly by way of 

his quick nocturnal lunges into our refrigerator. 

But Streak has his uses, too. He is handy, £or example, for replacing 

burned out light bulbs in our front porch light. (I have lately observed that 

he has also grown rather handy in unscrewing this same beacon when we leave 

it on at night for little Lizbeth.) And then there is that ghastly business 

of the Christmas tree angel. Each year, since Lizbeth was a little girl, I 

toil and perspire to £it our Christmas tree into a stand that was never de

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

and stand into a sort of precarious balance--all with the aid of various 

supplemental hawsers and guy wires. And each year I stand back in moist 

triumph only to discover that I have again forgotten to affix our Christmas 

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

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

Christmas. This is an edict 
;;;.---;.;====:U .. ..,..:.,::... from Lizbeth. 

In past years when I duly forgot to install the angel I used to go out 

into the night, cursing softly, and rummage around in the chilly garage for 

the tall stepladder, upon which I then teetered and careened for what seemed 

suicidal ages, with Grace clinging to me, trying to lean out and over the 

swollen base of the tree to impale Lizbeth's damned Christmas angel to the top 

of the tree. Two years ago Grace inadvertently relaxed her grip on the seat 

of my pants and I, tree, ladder, guy wires, angel and all crashed to the living 

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

It was a miracle ••• Nor have I forgotten how Grace laughed. That was the 

only year I ever managed to affix angel to tree from._absolute floor level: 

that time she was well installed ... But this year our little Lizbeth and 

Streak appeared while I was in the initial stages--etill out in the garage 

rummaging for the tall stepladder. ¥1hen I finally charged into the house with 

the ladder, angel bent, Grace and Lizbeth and Streak were calmly trimming the 
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tree--with the angel proudly flying from the topmost mast. Streak had merely 

reached up and clapped her on. Presto! I was so overcome that I had to figh 

a Gallic impulse to dart up on the ladder and kiss Streak on both cheeks. 

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

ration of roughly one-half bushel of buttered popcorn. 

With the coming of chill winter Lizbeth and her athletes promptly moved 

f'rom the-- porch into the hous~. Both the afternoon and evening contingents. 

It is of course the way we wanted it. Far better to have the young people 

home guzzling cokes under the parental tree rather than out gallivantin' 

around... Anyway, in Lizbeth's pre-cheerleading days I used to like to come 

home from the office after work, like any housebroken .husband, and relax in 

my leather chair with a drink and stare at the evening paper until dinner. 

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

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

pitchers and hundred-yard dash men have moved in and taken over. Our home 

has become a field house. And I am reduced to the status of a doddering old 

gra ec:ea-s-iQI18dl-y ut'.fered a-ck for, -0mec0ming F-or -a hile I 

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

as a broken field runner as I picked my way through the maze of sprawling 

legs and coke bottles to reach my favorite chair by the fireplace. I would be 

one of the boys if I broke a leg. 

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

living room. 

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

respond in kind to this affecting show of youthful ca.mAraderie. 

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

r-attling f Lizbeth's athletes fell suddenly ruminant, stricken 

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

would consult anything in a newspaper outside of the sport page or Dick Tracy. 

Then our little Lizbeth, ever resourceful, would fill the breach by perhaps 

recollecting something that the English teacher, Miss Dubois, had said or done 

(or failed to say or do) in class that afternoon-they always refer to this 
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poor woman, evidently also a large one, as 11U. S.S. Dubois 11 -and away would 

go the entire pack into squalls of merriment: hawing, chortling, wildly 

pounding each other, hilariously agreeing that good old Dubois was indubitabl 

a dope or a drip or a lame brain •.• 

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

reasonably safe to come home then because Grace and I had no~T,~:,~ormally 

established a regular training table. The hotel bar was myF- The lone 

athlete I ever beheld there flowered fort.h only under the treacherous therapy 

of seven Martinis .•. Anyway, I relaxed so successfully that occasionally I 

forgot to come home for dinner. ~uite frequently, in fact. For a time I 

even debated shacking up with the Rotarians •.. It was about then that Grace 

suggested that our old spare room off the kitchen would make a perfect den 

for me. Hadn't I always wanted a quiet room where I could sit and brood and 

keep my books and pipes and guns and flyrods all together? So during the 

holidays we got it all fixed up: soft carpeting, nice colorful drapes, 

leather-covered desk, studio couch, pipe rack, gun rack, everything ... 

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

l'ittte Lizbeth and he th-lete-s have d-- m:r new den t-he- most congenia 

in the house. It is even beginning to look (and smell) like a small gymna

sium. In fact I am seriously thinking of throwing out the desk and studio 
~ 

couch and installing a couple of/\old lockers and wooden benches and some 

rubber matting; and perhaps even a medicine cabinet full of assorted lina

ments. Also a clothesline from which to dangle woolen socks and various 

elastic accessories. And do modern gymnasiums still harbor those varnished 

rows of Indian clubs? We want our little Lizbeth and her athletes to feel 

perfectly at home. After all, I still have my comfy old leather chair in the 

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

almost- any night after dnight. In fact, right this very moment I am 

stealthily writing this progress report on our daughter Lizbeth in her den. 

But somehow this use of her favorite room seems irreverent of me and faintly 

obscene--something, say, like playing poker in church. And who inows when sh 

and a flying wedge of her muscular swains might burst in upon me and catch me 

at it? For some strange reason I also find myself reflectively eyeing my 

favorite shotgun ... 
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The crisis came the other night. Red-eyed and sleepless, I was shuffling 

about the upper reaches of our house in my new Christmas slippers and old 

bathrobe, tossing off bumpers of aspirin and waiting for the tum.ult and the 

shouting to die. Little Lizbeth and her teammates had just beaten their 

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

teams, including substitutes, and even the cheerleaders and masseurs, not to 

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

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

of the game must have been in its closing moments. This had gone too far. 

Squaring my jaw I cast caution to the winds and stomped downstairs and stood on 

the landing. 

"Lizbeth?" I shouted at the top of my voice. There was no lull. I longed 

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

Lizbeth came rwming to the stairway, still clad in her striped pants 

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

She looked radiant; like her mother did the night I proposed to her. 

"Look, Chum, 11 I said, struggling to keep my temper up. "We can I t sleep--

ah--fc. ondel!ing who won ..the.-;:~==;:;.!?,..--,wha-t.-who w.on1 11 

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

"What?" I guessed. 

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

Friday." 

Buddy Pearson is the real star on the basketball team-the one that was 

a drip it seemed but yesterday. I swayed a little on the landing while I 

contemplated these new vistas. 

"Lizbeth," I said wearily, because I was weary, "what happened to that 

nice quiet boy you used to see occasionally last year? I think his name was 

:Du ey something-or--ottier. togetner. 11 

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

guard this year. 

turned to leave. 

am I thrilled." 

He's a perfect isoceles triangle--and he gets all A's." She 

"But I must hurry back. The whole team's in there. Gee, 
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"Goodnight, dear," I said, turning and flapping my way upstairs. "Don't 

be too late." As I crept into my rumpled bed~ felt like an inept running 

guard who'd been hustled to the showers. But wasn't there a bright spot some

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

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

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

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

inhllY. elJ.: l<.l.!"-""LJ..S~ ~~ ;=~---ometim 

the night I suddenly woke and sat up in bed filled with wonder. I wondered, 

irrelevantly enough, what manner of youth would install Lizbeth's angel come 

next Christmas. 
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Written by: 
John D. Voell:.er 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

THREE CHEERS FOR DADDY 

by 

Robert Trav(;:r 

This .year our daughter Lizbeth is collecting athletes. Every afternoon 

after schcol-Lizbeth is a sophcmo!'e in Chippewa High--little regiments of 

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

noisy ritual of the lemon ''coke"; and thence from the drugstore to our front .. 
porch. There, for what seems hours on end, they stomp about filling 

afternoon air with their hoarse brayinge and adolescent bootings and 

gant guffaws, accompanied by shrill squeals of delight from our 

There was a time last autumn when, to gain access to hearth and home after a 

day at the office, I was obliged to conduct daily off-tackle smashes straight 

through Lizbeth's sturdy band of athletes. 

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

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

in through the kitchen door. 

Of Qourse Lizbeth's current hearthrob, is missing from 

these afternoon excursions. lli! is solemnly flinging himself about some gymna

sium or playing field practicing football or basketball or track or baseball: 

whichever sport is ascendant at the moment. His big moment comes at night 

when--just he and Lizbeth alone-he "walks her home" after the big gam~ or a 

Friday nigh~ dance at the Youth Center or, on more drab occasions, merely fro 

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

downtown . • . The afternoon crew are really nothing more or less than romantic 

culls and throwouts: they haven't made the current team; they sulk in tem

porary eclipse; their moment of triumph is either just over or just around the 

corner. They wil1 do;gedl" have to await the arriva of the1r particular spor. 

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

have their big chance to walk our Lizbeth home from the big game, or from the 

Friday night dance, etc., etc ... 
• 

Last year as a fr:.,ahman little Lizbeth had to content herself the entire 

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



guard at that. It was a lean year. This bleak circumstance so unseated the 

delicate emotional and intellectual balance of our little daughter that she 

contrived to annex a yearly scholarship average of but slightly under A. This 

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

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

and gyrated and shouted and generally applied herself so wholeheartedly to 

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

over a field of some forty other frustrated young females. It was then that 

our daughter Lizbeth really came into her own. She could now follov, all the 

teams in all their wanderings: in every contest played eV!3ryv1here. This not 

only served to restore her delicate inner halo.nee but catapulted her grades 

into the popular and democratic zone of C average. And now she is just rollin 

in athletes ... She modestly launched the fall season by annexing a first

string halfback called Orville. But Orville -had the bad taste to snap a 

clavicle in ~id-se~son. Before the smoke had dissipated from the gun announe 

the last game of the football season our Lizbeth cooly dropped her Orville, 

snapped clavicle and all. 

now being winter and in the midst of the basketball season, our little 

Lizbeth has naturally latched on to a member of the basketbtll squad. "Streak11 

is his name. Streak is not precisely the star--it seems the real star, a loya 

young soul called Buddy Pearson, was unavailable. Buddy still found himself 

ensnared by a tenacious and designing hussy called Doris who had clung desper

ately to him clear from last season. Our little Lizbeth, ever a realist, con

sequently labelled both the real star and his devoted Dorie "dripa. 11 It seems 

that on this year's market a drip is two degrees lower than a dope ... While 

Streak is not an authentic star he is a "wheel" on the first team; he is "real 

cute" and not a drip; and, what's more, he enjoys the enormous distinction of 

having lost a front tooth· the opening game with Fulton Higb. 

to be having a little trouble with the replacement. 

"Ith Lithbith thome'? 11 he engagingly greets me over the I phone. 

Streak also enjoys the dintinction of being the tallest of all the 

athletes who have ever seen our Lizbeth home. He is six feet five in his 

stocking feet and is still growing. Almost daily. Without benefit of calipers 
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I estimate that our little Lizbeth now comes up to about his navel. Morbid 

is my curiosity to watch them dancing ... I am lately taking a sort of paterna 

pride in Streak's develo}:l!lent, which is perhaps not unnatural, since Grace 

and I seem to be contributing considerably towards his diet--mostly by way of 

his quick nocturnal lunges into our refrigerator. 

But Streak has his uses, too. He is handy, for example, for replacing 

burned out light bulbs in our front porch light. (I have lately observed that 

he ha also grown rather handy in unscrewing this same beacon when we leave 

it on at night for little Lizbeth.) And then there is that ghastly business 

of the Christmao tree angel. Each year, since Lizbeth was a little girl, I 

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

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

and stand into a sort of precarious balance--all with the aid of various 

supplemental hawsers and guy wires. And ~~ch year I stand back in moist 

triumph only to discover that I have again forgotten to affix our Christmas 

angel to the top of the tree. This yearc was no exception. ,md the Christmas 

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

This is _an edict str 'ght fr Lizbeth.::~------= 

In past years when I duly forgot to install the angel l used to go out 

into the night, cursing softly, and rummage around in the chilly garage for 

the tall stepladder, upon which I then teetered and careened for what seemed 

suicidal ages, with Grace clinging to me, trying to lean out and over the 

swollen base of the tree to impale Lizbeth's damned Christmas angel to the top 

of the tree. Two years ago Grace inadvertently relaxed her grip on the seat 

of my pants and I, tr~ ladder, g\JY wires, angel and all crashed to the living 

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

It was a miracle ... lor have I forgotten how Grace laughed. That was the 

only year I ever managed to affix angel to tree from absolute floor level: 

that time she was well .installed ... But this year our little Lizbeth and 

Streak appeared while I was in the initial stages--still out in the garage 

rummaging for the tall stepladder. f;'hen I finally charged into the house with 

the ladder, angel bent, Grace and Lizbeth and Streak were calmly trimming the 
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tree--with the angel proudly flying from the topmost mast. Streak had merely 

reached up and clapped her on. Presto! I was so overcome that I had to figh 

a Gallic impulse to dart up on the ladder and kiss Streak on both cheeks. 

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

ration of roughly one-half bushel of buttered popcom. 

With the coming of chill winter Liibeth and her athletes promptly moved 

from tlie porch into the house. Both the afternoon and evening canting nts. 

It is of course the way we wanted it. Far better to have the young people 

home guzzling cokes under the parental tree rather than out gallivantin' 

• around. . . Anyway, in Lizbeth I s pre-cheer leading days I used to like to come 

home from the office after work, like any housebroken husbur.d, and relax in 

my leather chair with a drink and stare at the evening paper Wltil dinner. 

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

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

pitchers and hundred-yard dash men have moved in and taken over. Our home 

has become a field house. And I am reduced to the status of a doddering old 

back f'or Hotneco ing. Fo-r a -while 

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

as a broken field runner as I picked my way through the maze of sprawling 

legs and coke bottles to re3oh my favorite chair by the fireplace. I would be 

one of the boys if I broke a leg. 

"Hi, 11 the athletes would chorus as I did my evening minuet through the 

living room. 

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

respond in kind to this affecting show of youthful cam•raderie. 

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

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

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

would consult anything in a newspaper outside ot the sport page or Dick Tracy. 

Then our little Lizbeth, ever resourceful, would fill the breach by perhaps 

recollecting something that the English teacher, uiss Dubois, had said or done 

(or failed to say or do) in class that afternoon-they always refer to this 
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poor woman, evidently also a lurge one, as 11U. S. s. Dubois"--and away would 

go the entire pack into a:i.ualls of merriment: hawing, chortling, wildly 

pounding each other, hilariously agreeing that good old Dubois was indubitabl 

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

After that I took to relaxing at the hotel bar W1til dinner time. I fel 

reasonably safe to come home then because Grace and I had n~~J~:Aformally 

established a regular training table. The hotel bar was my~• The lone 
I\ 

athlete I ever beheld there flowered forth only under th trea'cherou the~apy 

of seven Martinis ... Anyway, I relaxed so successfully that occasionally I 

forgot to come home for dinner. ~uite frequently, in fact. For a time I 

even debated shacking up with the Rotarians ... It was about then that Grace 

•suggested that our old spare room oft the kitchen would make a perfect den 

for me. Hadn't I always wanted a quiet room where I could sit and brood and 

keep~ books and pipes and guns and flyrcds all together? So during the 

holidays we got it all fixed up: soft carpeting, nice colorful drapes, 

leather-covered desk, studio couch, pipe rack, gun rack, everything ... 

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

little Lizbeth and her athletes have foWld my new 

in the house. It is even beginning to ~ (and smell) like a small gymna

sium. In fact I am seriously thinking of throwing out the desk and studio 

couch and installing a couple of old lockers and wooden benches and some 

rubber matting; and perhaps even a medicine cabinet full of assorted lina

ments. Also a clothesline from which to dangle woolen socks and various 

elastic accessories. And do modem gymnasiwns still harbor those varnished 

rows of Indian clubs? We want our little Lizbeth and her athletes to feel 

perfectly at home. \fter all, 1 still have my comfy old leather chair in the 

living room. too, except on Friday nights, I can have the den to l!lYSelf 

almost any night after midnight. In fact, right this very moment I am 

stealthily writing this progress report on our daughter Lizbeth in her den. 

But somehow this use of her favorite room seems irreverent of me and faintly 

obscene--something, say, like playing poker in church. And who knows when sb 

and a flying wedge of her muscular swains might burst in upon me and catch me 

at it? For some strange reason I also find myself reflectively eyeing my 

favorite shotgun ... 
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The crisis came the other night. Red-eyed and sleepless, I was shuffling 

about the upper reaches of our house in my new Christmas slippers and old 

bathrobe, tossing off bumpers of aspirin and waiting !or the tumult and the 

shouting to die. Little Lizbeth and hor tsammates had just beaten their 

closest rivals in an overtime game. Apparently she had brought home .E.2!dl 

teams, including substitutes, and even the cheerleaders and masseurs, not to 

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

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

of the game must have been in its closing moments. This had gone too far. 

Squaring my jaw I cast caution to the winds and stomped downstairs and stood on 

the landing. 

"Lizbeth!" I shouted at the top of my voice. There was no lull. I longed 

for a referee's whistle. 11Lizbeth!" I bellowed. 

Lizbeth came running to the stairway, still clad in her striped pants 

and sloppy cheerleading sweater. Her cheeks were £lushed and her eyes sparkled 

She looked radiant; like her mother did the night I proposed to her. 

"Look, Chum," I said, struggling to keep my temper up. 11We can't sleep--

or wondering llho won tile game. Er-what--Vlho won?tt 

110h, Daddy,!!. won--I'm so thrilled! And guess wnat?" 

"What?" I guessed. 

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

Friday." 

Buddy Pearson is the real star on the basketball team-the one that was 

a drip it seemed but yesterday. I swayed a little on the landing while I 

contemplated these new vistas. 

"Lizbeth," I said wearily, because I was weary, "what happened to that 

nice quiet boy you used to see occasionally last year? I think his name was 

Dudley something-or-other. You used to do your algebra together. 11 

Scorn.fully: "Oh, Daddy--~ old drip! He didn't even make substitute 

guard this year. He's a per.feet isoceles triangle--and he gets all A's." She 

turned to leave. "But I must hurry back. The whole team's in there. Gee, 

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

be too late . " As I crept into my rumpled bed I !alt like an inept rwming 

guard who'd been hustled to the showers. But wasn't there a bright spot some-

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

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

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

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

din below, I finally fell into a troubled sleep. Sometime in the middle of 

the night I suddenly woke and sat up in bed and wondered. I wondered, irrel-

evantly enough, who would be the lucky athlete to install Lizbeth's Christmas 

tree angel next year. 




