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straighten the teeth and permit filling in the spaces between

Our Kdds With

CRIPPLED MOUTHS
By CLARENCE WOODBURY

B

ERTHA was a bad girl. When she was eight,
she made a practice of eating all the medicine she could lay her hands on, and her
mother had to hide the household remedies in a
chandelier she couldn't reach. When she was ten,
she attacked her older sister with an iron pipe.
When she was twelve, she stole a pretty red jacket
from another girl and ran away from home.
A psychiatric social worker who investigated the
case discovered that Bertha's behavior was not
traceable to a broken home, alcoholic parents, a
slum environment or any of the other gardenvariety causes of juvenile delinquency. The child's
unsocial conduct, she found, was directly attributable to her teeth.
Bertha's upper incisors jutted almost horizontally
from her mouth and that fact had warped her whole
development. From first-grade age on, she had
been stared at. People had said, in her bearing,
that she could eat an ear of corn through a picket
fence. At school, her fellow pupils called her
"Dripping Teeth." Bertha's reaction was quite
understandable. Since she felt hopelessly inferior
to other children, she sought recognition by being
bad.
This child is just one member of a great army

A pathetic host of American children
have mouths so deformed that without help they are doomed to misshapen personalities. Their future
is a matter of importance to us all
of crippled boys and girls in our midst, for whom
we do next to nothing. Public and private welfare
agencies of all kinds give generous aid and treatment to children victimized by infantile paralysis,
spastic conditions, cardiac disorders, blindness and
deafness, but we are shockingly neglectful of those
handicapped by deformities of their teeth.
There are approximately 500,000 of these dental
cripples under sixteen years of age in the United
States, and they are cripples in the truest sense.
Many of them have cleft palates or teeth which
are so malformed in other ways that they cannot
speak clearly. Thousands of them are unable to
chew properly and, consequently, are doomed to
lifelong digestive and nutritional difficulties. Worst
of all, misplaced teeth frequently result in mis-
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shapen personaUties, and a high percentage of children with dental handicaps find it impossible or
very difficult to adjust to Ufe in a normal and satisfactory way.
In many cases, like that of Bertha, these children
openly rebel against the society which has hurt
them. Nobody knows how much juvenile delinquency is due to dental deformities, and crooked
teeth also rank high among the causes of truancy.
When a child is taunted at school about his appearance, he simply won't go to school if he can avoid
it. Thousands of other children with deformed
mouths withdraw into themselves and display their
psychic sickness by becoming painfully shy.
Bob is typical of that kind of case. He is thirteen
and bright, according to I.Q. tests, but he makes
poor grades because he refuses to recite when the
teacher asks him to. That is because he is afraid
of showing his protruding lower teeth which have
brought him the nickname of "Ape." He never
smiles for the same reason, and he carries a folded
newspaper in front of his mouth when he goes out
in public. He won't play with other children, he
is already known as a "queer egg," and, in years to
come, he may require psychiatric care.
Other dental cripples are able to make surface
Collier's for July 16, 1949
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adjustments to life, but they often remain
so inwardly sensitive about their appearance that they give up normal goals at a
pathetically early age and attempt to retreat from the world.
Irene, sixteen, is one of these. She has
pretty Irish eyes and a lovely crop of
golden red hair, but a jaw which is
grotesquely lopsided because of an accident in early childhood, which was followed by dental neglect. She recently
graduated from high school with honors,
but instead of looking for an interesting
job she applied for work at an agency
which employs cleaning women for
nightwork in office buildings. At sixteen,
Irene already feels so defeated by life
that all she desires is a drudge's job
where nobody will see her deformity.
Bertha, Bob and Irene are just as
gravely handicapped as they would be if
they required wheel chairs. If they were
incurable we might try to forget about
them, but they are not incurable. The
dental specialty of orthodontics (formerly called orthodontia) could give
them straight teeth and thus mend their
appearance and cure their psychic sickness at the same time. But the tragic
truth is that orthodontic treatment is not
within the reach of these children or the
great majority of the 500,000 oilier boys
and girls similarly handicapped.

ship to the needs of our dental cripples.
More than half of all the nation's tooth
straighteners are concentrated in four
states. Dr. Klein found, while other
states have hardly any at all. New York
has 208 orthodontists, for example, but
North Dakota has only one. In 97 per
cent of our communities of less than
100,000 population there are no orthodontists; in 878 towns between 10,000
and 50,000 there are none; and in half
of the cities between 50,000 and 100,000
there are none. There just aren't enough
orthodontists to scratch the surface of
the public's needs.
As a result, a high percentage of the
dental cripples who hve in rural areas
and small communities have no chance
whatever of getting their deformed teeth
attended to unless their parents can af-

heavy, and they often use as much as $75
worth of platinized gold in a single appliance. On the whole they are not as
well paid as successful surgeons, they
say, or corporation lawyers.
That is doubtlessly true, and orthodontists cannot be accused of being any
more money-hungry than members of
other professions. Yet there are so few
of them, and they do so well in private
practice, that public health agencies find
it next to impossible to find one who is
willing to work for a salary.
Of the approximately 300,000 youngsters who are receiving orthodontic care
at the present time, the great majority
come from prosperous families, and
most of these are not really dental cripples. While Uttle Mary Manybucks gets
one or more slightly irregular teeth

Not for Small-Income Folk
This is because orthodontics is kept
high up on the luxury shelf of dental
services. With comparatively few exceptions, the children of families with
meager or moderate incomes can't get
much care because their parents can't
afford to pay for it. In no other category
of the handicapped are so many crippled
children deprived of treatment on purely
financial grounds.
There are several understandable reasons why orthodontic treatment is expensive. The job of rebuilding a crippled
mouth requires a great deal of time—
usually from one to three years—and a
great deal of skill, training and experience on the part of the orthodontist. The
teeth have to be moved slowly into the
correct position with bands and wires
which exert a gentle but steady pressure.
Then, after the teeth are moved, they
must be held in position with cemented
bands during a long "retention period"
while they gradually become anchored
in their new position.
This is not work for a blacksmith,
obviously, and since every mouth is different, every appliance or brace has to be
custom-built. Many dentists with little
orthodontic training succeed in pulling
one or more irregular teeth into alignment, but it is generally agreed in the
profession that a specialist is more qualified to treat the serious cases that need
treatment most. If a dentist isn't sufficiently trained, he may do the patient
more harm than good.
Consequently, orthodontists have set
high educational requirements for their
speciality. A year of postgraduate work
after a student has received his D.D.S.
degree, or two years of apprentice training under a practicing orthodontist
should ordinarily give a dentist sufficient
preparation to become a qualified practitioner. Learning to straighten teeth is
like learning to play the violin, orthodontists say. You must devote thousands
of hours to practice before you can be
proficient.
These high educational standards keep
the number of orthodontists low, and
there are so few of them, and their
specialty is so hard to get into, that other
dentists often refer to orthodontia as
a closed corporation. According to a
survey conducted recently by Dr. Henry
Klein, dental administrator of the United
States Public Health service, there are
only 1,315 full-time and part-time orthodontists in the United States. And they
are distributed without any real relation-

(1) Bring about general acceptance of
the fact that children with serious dental
deformities are handicapped children.
(2) Give more general dental care to
young children to prevent development
of dental defects which frequently result
in crippling conditions.
(3) Produce more orthodontists to
meet the tremendous need for them.
(4) Provide financial aid for those children whose parents cannot afford to pay
for private treatment.
A few steps have been taken toward
the first goal. The Children's Bureau
of the Federal Security Agency is spreading the gospel throughout the nation's
welfare agencies that a dental cripple is
a cripple, and it allots funds to help state
and municipal health departments study
othodontic needs. All 48 states now
recognize cleft palates as crippling defects, and 28 of them give a limited
amount of aid to the treatment of such
patients. But other serious dental defects which are just as handicapping are
almost completely ignored by governmental and private welfare agencies.
The main difficulty in driving home
the plight of the dentally handicapped
lies in the fact that the public is inclined
to confuse them with children who have
minor aesthetic defects. According to
surveys made in various places, approximately 25 per cent of all American
children, or about 8,000,000 boys and
girls, suffer from various degrees of malocclusion, or crooked teeth. Obviously,
all of them cannot have their teeth
straightened, but everybody must be
made to realize that 500,000 members of
this group need braces as much as amputees need artificial limbs.
To obtain more general dental care for
potential dental cripples also calls for
public action. For many years welfare
agencies of all kinds have been striving
to bring more young children under dental care, yet only one child out of three
visits a dentist regularly. This neglect
alone leads to thousands of deformities.
Trouble often starts, for example,
when a baby tooth is lost prematurely
and the remaining teeth close in and
cause crowding of the permanent teeth.
If more mothers were prevailed upon to
take their children to dentists regularly
and have devices called space-ma intainers inserted in the gaps left by lost baby
teeth, a great many youngsters would
not require orthodontic care later on.
Early Habits Damage Teeth

"If you're not going to propose, why
did you let me lead you on like I did?"
ford to move them to a big city for a
year or two or three. And most of the
poor and middle-class children who live
in the cities where orthodontic treatment
is available are just as badly off because
their parents can't pay for such treatment.
While fees vary greatly in different
places, an ordinary fee for a toothstraightening job is $100 in advance and
$25 a month. This means that a twoyear course of treatment costs $700, but
treatment often lasts longer than that,
and many orthodontists charge higher
fees. When it is considered that the average patient visits the orthodontist just
twice a month during most of his treatment, and usually remains in the chair
only 20 or 30 minutes per visit, this
sounds like very ample pay.
Members of the specialty point out
that they don't actually make one or
two or three dollars a minute as many of
them appear to. They have to spend
considerable time studying models of a
patient's teeth, their office expenses are

WILLIAM VON RIEGEN

coaxed into position to improve her already pretty appearance, the parents of
little Nellie Nodough. who has a mouth
like a chipmunk, are unable to pay for
the care which would give Nellie a chance
of leading a reasonably happy life.
This is inevitable, some people say,
under our free enterprise system and we
can't expect to give straight teeth to every child any more than we can expect
to give every child a college education.
But the argument won't hold water.
Under our system, society recognizes its
responsibility to crippled children of
other categories. We spend millions
every year, for example, to rehabilitate
the victims of infantile paralysis. The
victims of dental deformities often need
treatment just as desperately as polio
sufferers, and we have a similar responsibility to them.
There is wide difference of opinion
about how this responsibility should be
met. but four main courses appear plain.
If we are to reduce the number of our
dental cripples we must:

Parents could also forestall countless
cases of crooked teeth by having their
children's adenoids removed at an early
age, thus preventing mouth breathing,
and by breaking them of such bad habits
as thumb sucking, pencil biting, jaw
thrusting and resting their chins in their
hands. Since the bones of young children
are very soft and malleable, these habits
often result in badly deranged teeth.
The problem of increasing the size of
our shamefully small corps of orthodontists is one which must be solved by
the dental profession itself. It is a reflection upon the profession that it does not
produce enough specialists of this category to meet the needs of the great majority of handicapped children, and it is
up to dentistry to put this section of its
house in order.
Public-spirited leaders of the specialty
are aware of this responsibility. To make
more orthodontic service available. Dr.
Lowrie J. Porter, former president of the
American Association of Orthodontists,
recently recommended that the constituent societies of the association accept as
associate members those dentists who
have had one year of postgraduate university work in orthodontics or one year
of training under the preceptorship of a
member of the association. Then, after
five years of practice, the associate member would be eligible for full membership
intheA.A.O.
Collier's for July 16, 1949
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How this recommendation will be
acted upon by orthodontists as a whole
remains to be seen but, if it is accepted by
them, it will make it feasible for a D.D.S.
to start straightening Johnny's or Joan's
teeth after one or two years of specialized training, and it should encourage
many young dentists to enter the field.
Regardless of how many orthodontists are produced in the future, however,
the job of repairing a deformed mouth
will remain a slow and tedious task. Private treatment will thus continue to be
expensive and out of range for a large
proportion of poor children. To give
them orthodontic help, we must also give
them financial help just as we do the victims of other afflictions.
In a few of the larger cities, a handful
of clinics to which certain orthodontists
generously contribute their time provide
a limited amount of care for indigent or
poor children, but they are unable to
handle even a tiny fraction of the cases
which need treatment. And we cannot
expect private charity to assume the burden for our large army of dental cripples.
A much more promising approach to
the problem is a state-aid plan now being tried out in New York. Under this
program, the State Health Department
appropriates funds on a dollar-matching
basis to local communities for the treatment of children suffering fronj severe
dental abnormalities. Cases which are
reported to health officers by teachers,
dentists, doctors, social workers or other
persons in the welfare field are recommended to the Department of Health by
the Northeastern Society of Orthodontists. Then, if they fall into scientific
categories held eligible for treatment,
they are cared for at joint expense of the
community and the state.
Only children whose parents are not
able to pay for private care are accepted,
of course, but orthodontists give them
just as fine treatment as if they were the
sons and daughters of the rich, and they
are well paid for it. For the first year of
treatment, a $300 fee is allowed to them
per case, and they receive $200 annually
during the second and third years if prolonged treatment is needed.
This plan, which is the only one of its
kind in the nation, has been in operation
for four years and it has already
achieved highly encouraging results. In
New York City, for example, where the
program is supervised by Dr. Harry
Strusser, Director of the Bureau of
Dentistry of the City Health Department, 200 gravely handicapped boys and
girls have been rehabilitated, and 300

more are being salvaged from the junk
piles of society.
Among them is a fourteen-year-old
boy who was sentenced to a reformatory
after committing several serious offenses.
The state-aid plan has given him a new
chin where he appeared to have no chin
before and, as a result of his transformed
appearance, he has undergone an inner
transformation too. Instead of being
headed for a life of crime, he is now one
of the brightest and most co-operative
boys in his high-school class.
A Child D e p r i v e d of S p e e c h
Then there is a blue-eyed Uttle girl
who, at seven, was unable to talk because
of a cleft palate. She could only make
mumbling noises. Thanks to state-aid
orthodontics, she has been endowed with
speech and is so grateful for this priceless
gift that she recently told her orthodontist she intends to marry him when
she grows up.
Still another pathetic child in New
York, a girl who had been called "Saber
Tooth" by her schoolmates, got a job as
a baby sitter soon after her treatment
began and started sending dimes and
quarters to the Health Department. She
appreciated her brace so much, she said,
that she wanted to help pay for it.
While the New York program is still
in its infancy—and health officials admit that thus far it has reached only a
tiny minority of the children who need
aid—it provides a pattern which the
other 47 states would do well to study.
Only through publicly financed programs of one kind or another can we
hope to bring orthodontic care to the
500,000 boys and girls who require it.
Such programs would cost taxpayers
a great deal of money, some people
contend, but not so much as it appears
at first glance. If we make it possible
for thousands of handicapped children
to lead normal lives we will also increase
their earning capacity and thus add to
the nation's potential wealth. If we prevent misshapen jaws from giving them
warped psychological attitudes, we will
save money on the upkeep of hospitals,
prisons and mental institutions.
But the principal argument for more
orthodontics for more children is a humanitarian one. We owe our forgotten
army of dental cripples a fair chance in
life just as much as we owe a fair chance
to those who are handicapped in other
respects. For, to ignore them is to discriminate against them and that is disgraceful.
THE END
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Every road is full of punches. E v e n smooth concrete gives you a succession of light j a b s . Poor
roads throw everything a t you from left hooks
to right crosses t h a t m a k e your springs r a t t l e !
T h e Super-Cushion—Goodyear's new kind of
tire—is bigger and softer. I t actually rolls with

Softer Ride! Super-Cushions are bigger,
softer. 7^tiey soak up road shock.s and vibration! You get a wonderfully softer ride, fewer
rattles, fewer car repairs!

these punches—absorbs more.of the blow! So you
get a remarkably softer, more comfortable ride!
And Super-Cushions not only give you a softer
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contact area with the road. They hug the
curves. You get quicker, easier stops, .safer
steering, a new driving ease!
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m a k e Super-Cushions standard e q u i p m e n t on all
their new cars. I t ' s why millions of motorists h a v e
changed t o this new tire.
M a y we m a k e a suggestion? T a k e a ride on
Super-Cushions. J u s t one ride. T h e n , we're sure,
you'll p u t 'em on your car right nowl
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Super-Cushions will fit your present wheels! Your Goodyear dealer will buy all the unused mileage in your present tires—so there's every reason to trade 'em in on
a set of Super-Cushions right now! And when you get

TIRES T H A N O N A N Y OTHER

new tires, it's wise to get new tubes. The perfect cornbination is Super-Cushions with LifeGuard Safety Tubes
—the famous tubes that make a blowout harmless. You
can't get better protection to save your life!
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Animals Own Me

SISTER

CONTINUED FROM PACE 2 9

whatsoever to the party guessing who
gets out of bed these mornings and feeds
the mice caught in our traps to a pack
of yowling cats.
Now that a mother cat owned a piece
of me, the pleasing thought occurred to
me that it would no longer be necessary for the children to import any outside felines. But the first time she showed
signs of being with young, I made a sad
discovery. She became nauseated every
morning. By dint of great patience and
diligence I was able to persuade her to
go in the bathroom and "meow" for me
under such circumstances. But whenever she did it I would have to go and
hold her head.
Amazing Feline Fecundity
At last she produced her first litter. It
consisted of two scrawny kittens. But
when I looked in her bed a week later, I
found three more new-born kittens.
Such a phenomenon seemed worthy of
reporting to the world at large, and so I
called the county newspaper to tell them
about the cat who had borne two litters
of kittens within a week. Naturally, I
was disturbed a few days later when the
children, disappointed in a cat that
merely gave birth to two kittens, informed me that the second litter had
really come out of a cigar box they
found floating in the creek.
To acquire a share in me, an animal
merely has to appear around the place.
That is how we got Shep, the collie who
became our social arbiter for a time. He
showed up at mealtime one day, and the
children fed him. Eating was apparently
an unaccustomed luxury for this dog, so
he moved in. It was his function, he decided, to screen all visitors. Anyone he
didn't like he chased away. He didn't
like any of my friends, and seemed to
adore peddlers and bill collectors.
But when he refused to allow the gas

and light man on the place—thus bringing about the threat that these services
would be suspended—I ordered old
Shep away. My son located a family of
sharecroppers who admitted ownership
of the dog. The first time the boy took
the dog back to his owners, Shep made
his way back to our place five minutes
ahead of him. Every day we would take
him home and every day he would come
back. He would come back with small
pieces of rope around his neck, then
larger pieces and finally one day he was
dragging a piece of chain.
I should have known that in any contest with any members of the animal
kingdom, I was bound to come out second. Because one day, on his way back
from returning Shep, my son paused
along the way and acquired a pair of
ducklings. At that moment I was already
losing ground—having got rid of one
and added two. But the worst was yet
to come. One of the ducks broke away
and hid in the marsh back of our place.
Naturally enough, I was chosen to be
the one to catch the fugitive.
Under the broiling summer sun I
plunged into the swamp. Through mud
up to my knees, into grass and brambles
and past somnolent snakes, I chased the
duck. Finally, the bird stopped—exhausted. I staggered toward it, prepared
to gather it tenderly in my arms and
conduct it to a pen where it would be
fattened for the table. At last, here was
an animal which was going to serve me.
But at this moment the banished Shep
returned once more. He streaked past
me, seized the duck by its neck, shook it
quickly and laid the expiring little bird
at my feet. I let out such a roar that
Shep took off for home—without an
escort this time.
One day the children found a pointer
starving to death in the woods near their
school. For a while I had to pack extra
food in their lunches for the dog. Al-
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though I was performing many services
for animals, I could see no reason why
I should be putting up a picnic lunch for
one. So I told the children to bring the
pointer home.
My father was visiting us at the time
the dog arrived. He took one look at
him and claimed him for himself.
"He'll make a good hunting dog,"
Dad said.
This dog had apparently led a very
unhappy life, because he was the most
timid animal I had ever seen. He ran
away from anything bigger than a housefly. We spent weeks trying to build up his
self-respect, and then my father appeared again and decided to take him
hunting. The two of them set off happily
into the woods. I was hoping the dog
would do a good job and that my father
would then take him off- my hands. But
a few minutes later I saw the pointer
come tearing back toward the house. He
had flushed a bird, all right—an angry
mother robin, who was now chasing him
home, like a jet plane after a tank.
"I don't think this dog of yours is
much good," my father said, and I knew
that I was stuck again.
Waiting for the First Egg

". . . by the da-awn's early light,
What so prou-udly we hailed,
at tihe twilight's last gle-eamhig"

BARNEY TOBEY

The illusion that some animal might
turn out to be useful to me, instead of
vice versa, continually gets me into trouble. One day the children proposed that
we keep chickens. Chickens, I knew,
laid eggs. So I bought a number. I soon
learned, though, that they were a little
too young. For months I rushed water
and feed to them morning, noon and
night, waiting for them to get old enough
to lay an egg. One morning my oldest
daughter rushed in and proudly displayed our first egg.
"Boy, I bet it's going to taste good!"
she rhapsodized.
"It better," I said. "Not counting my
labor, it's cost me $42.50."
My son insisted that we get a rooster
to keep the hens in line.
"It isn't home for them, without a man
around to run things," he said.
The logic of this statement impressed
me and I permitted him to make a deal
with a farmer for a rooster. He came
riding home with the bird on the handle
bars of his bicycle. Or maybe the bird,
which had a wingspread slightly less than
that of a B-29, came home with the bicycle in tow. The rooster took an instant dislike to me. He chased me around

a tree a few times and then, having established himself as master, stalked off
to meet his harem. When I fed the
chickens that night, I wore a pair of
swimming trunks. The rooster saw my
bare legs and set upon me with the fury
of a Joe Louis. I was punctured in a
number of places before I could escape.
After that I would go into the chicken
run only when armed to the teeth. But
this rooster would hide behind doors or
under the roost and, when my back was
turned, would leap out and make off with
a piece of my hide.
In addition to this, he would crow all
night. And this he did for no other reason, I know, than to keep me awake.
Turkeys in the Living Room
When the children suggested that we
get a few turkeys, I was again deceived
by the argument that they would prove
useful. I ordered some day-old birds
and set up a brooder in which to keep
them warm. But the brooder was on the
front porch, and the day the birds arrived, the weather turned cold. The
children insisted that I must move the
brooder into the living room.
"All right," I said. "But just for a
couple of days."
The turkeys stayed there, of course,
during the longest cold spell on record
and had reached adolescence before I
could persuade the children to move
them out. It was possible to carry on a
conversation in the living room during
this period only if you knew how to
chirp like a young turkey.
One of the birds didn't get along with
his cellmates and, in the course of a
brawl, got his right eye closed up permanently. I was ready to write him off.
But not the children. They filled up with
sympathy for him and the next thing I
knew had established a turkey hospital
in a warm place on top of my phonograph. I was unanimously elected nurse
and orderly for the turkey, who was now
named One-Eye Connelly. I had to feed
him with an eye dropper and apply sulfa
to his eye several times a day.
In return for this, Connelly spent all
his waking hours—about 23 per day—
tapping steadily at the side of his box,,
like a Western Union operator gone
berserk.
The children decided that he might
be happier if we cut a little window in
the box so he could look out at the big,
wide, wonderful world.
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Viewed from any angle, One-Eye Connelly was no beauty. But long after
the other birds had been moved out of
doors, he remained in the living room.
He would pop his head out of the box
from time to time to examine the proceedings. Several of my drinking friends
were given bad turns when this bald bird,
with a neck as long as an ostrich's, poked
his head out of the box, fixed them with
a beady, one-eyed stare and gobbled disapprovingly.
Since I was such a sucker for a left
hook, it is easy to understand how the
children sold me the idea of getting
some goats.
"Goats give milk," someone remarked
sagely.
This is one of those Great Truths we
all love so much. It is not a Great Truth,
however, that all goats give miUc. I
should have known this.
At the time I was buying five quarts of
milk every day at the store. So I bought
two goats and informed the storekeeper
that, almost any week now, I was going
to reduce my milk order to only an occasional quart. There was going to be a
brief wait, it appeared, because the goats
had to give birth to young goats before
they would produce milk. So I cheerfully set about providing room service
for these animals, confident at last that
I was going to beat the racket and get
some return.
One night I found myself pacing the
floor of the barn while the older of our
goats gave birth to her first offspring.
But nothing ever comes easy for me, and
this goat had twins—with considerably
more assistance from me than I had anticipated. The mother goat then decided
that she had done her part and refused
to produce any milk. She developed an
internal infection and before long I
found myself performing some extremely personal services for her.
A few days after the twin kids were
born I found it necessary to have a talk
with the storekeeper about my milk order. The poor man had been worrying

about the threatened reduction, because
I think the milk bill I was paying was his
main support.
"Going to have to change my order,"
I said sadly.
"Yes?" he said, even more sadly.
"Yes," I said. "From now on, I'll need
seven quarts a day."
Four times a day I heated cow's milk
and fed it from a bottle to the young
goats. Then one of them managed to
hurt herself and the other one broke out
and ate a neighbor's azaleas.
O n the V e r g e of B r e a k d o w n
About this time the weight of the responsibility for this family-size Noah's
ark began to get me down. I couldn't
get much sleep at night, with One-Eye
Connelly tapping away in the living
room and that rooster crowing his head
off from 2:00 A.M. until 5:00. I had to
get up at dawn to feed the goats their
milk, feed the cats their mice and clean
up after Tonker. My waking hours were
devoted to hauling water and feed and at
mealtimes I was squaring things up with
the neighbors for the damage our beasts
had done.
I got to feeling so bad that I went to
town to see a doctor. He inspected me
carefully and finally said thoughtfully,
"You're worrying about something. Going to get stomach ulcers if you don't
look out.
"You're living down in the country
now," he continued. "Why don't you get
yourself a couple of goats? Goat's milk
is just what you need for that stomach."
I made my way home sadly that night.
When I got there, I found the children
in a state of great excitement.
"What's going on?" I asked.
"Oh, Daddy," said my oldest daughter, "we're fixing up our entry in a wonderful contest."
"Contest?" I said.
"Yes," she replied happily. "First prize
is a pony."
With my luck, they'll win it. THE END
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It had shattered him to look up, the candlestick still in his hajnd, and see that baby yowling fiercely at him
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OR the first twenty minutes after he had
clubbed Claudia to death with a brass
candlestick, Don Mason sat quietly on his
sun porch and waited for the police to come.
As the minutes stretched into an hour, he
began to wonder when they would come. A
little later, he wondered if they would ever come.
At the end of two hours, he was beginning to
believe he had committed the perfect crime.
Although the murder was impulsive, and
committed in sunlight on the jutting sun porch
of his apartment, he had had the good fortune to
have his drapes drawn on two sides. The third
side had been open, but no one had been visible
on the sun porch of the next apartment but a
baby in a play pen. It had shattered him to look
up, the candlestick still in his hand, and see that
baby yowling fiercely at him.
His growing belief that he was undetected
made him act swiftly. He finally managed to
get Claudia's body into his metal foot locker.
He put the locker into his car; and that night, he
drove to an abandoned stone quarry, whose
depth was unknown, and pushed the locker in.
In his preoccupation, he scarcely gave a
thought to the girl who had disenchanted him
so brutally. He hadn't meant to kill her; he had
only meant to hurt her as she had hurt him.
What had turned him into a killer was the smug,
taunting smile which had accompanied her announcement that she was leaving him and the
city to marry a man with money. He could see
that smile yet, before it froze on her lips. . . .
The next day he returned to the high school
where he taught. It was a nervous day, because
he couldn't quite reason away the fear that he
looked like a man who had murdered.
The days passed uneventfully. By a great
effort of will. Mason was able to achieve a kind
of calm. He knew it was unlikely that anyone
would notice very soon that Claudia had disappeared. None of his friends knew her—and the
management of her hotel would probably conclude that she had simply skipped town.
Mason's period of relative tranquillity ended
abruptly some ten days later. He was sitting
around a table in the school cafeteria with three
other teachers, when the conversation turned to
a forthcoming meeting of a child-study association. "I'm not going," Jane Peters said. "I was at
the last one. It was dull. All about the age a
baby starts to remember."
"At what age does he?" Mason asked.
"Oh," lane Peters said, "I think somebody
said a year and a half."
Don Mason's cup clattered to the table. He
stared at her. "You mean a child can remember
something he saw at a year and a half and tell
about it later?" His voice was flat.
"Guess so," Jane replied. "They documented
it pretty well."
"I can't believe it," he said.
She shrugged her shoulders. Just then the af-

ternoon class bell sounded. The other teachers
started up.
After they had gone. Mason reported ill, and
hurried home. In his building's courtyard, he
spied the woman next door, sitting alone on a
stoop, pushing her baby backward and forward
in a stroller.
He sauntered over. "Hi," he said to the baby.
The baby stopped chewing on the handle bars
of her stroller and looked up. Then she shrieked.
"Linda!" the baby's mother said reprovingly.
vShe turned to Mason. "Please don't pay any attention. She's been strange lately."
"How old is she?" he shouted above Linda's
increasing roar.
"Just a year and a half," the mother said,
bending to comfort the weeping child. Mason
bade the mother an agitated good-by and hurried up to his apartment.
For the next week, he tried to find out whether
the baby could talk. He watched the courtyard
but never saw her. One evening, in desperation,
he knocked at the door of the apartment. An
unfamiliar girl opened it. "Are they home?" he
asked.
"No," she said. "They went to the movies.
I'm the sitter."
"Oh," he said. "I live next door. I was wondering if the cleaners dropped anything off."
"Come in," she said. "I'll look around."
The baby was playing quietly in the play pen.
She turned around and looked at Mason, then
her face contorted and she screamed.
"Linda, Linda," the sitter called. "I don't
know what's the matter with her. She's been
acting strange lately." The sitter ran her eyes
over an array of clothing in a closet. "I don't
see anything."
"Does the baby talk?" Mason asked.
The girl looked at him curiously. "Yes. She's
very advanced. She says lots of things."
He grabbed her by the shoulders. "What, for
instance?"
She shook herself free and opened the door.
"I can't think right off," she said, and pushed
him quickly into the hall. He heard the night
lock slide into place.

H

E WENT back into his apartment and
slumped into a chair. So she could talk!
And the strange way that sitter had acted!
Mason stared at the brass candlestick. He'd
have to get rid of it. Nervously he rose, took
his car keys and went downstairs. A short ride
in the country might steady him.
Before he had driven a block, a police car
signaled him to the curb. His heart began to
pound. He bit his lip so hard he could taste the
blood. The policeman rested his foot on Mason's
running board. "Bud," he said gently, "you're
driving without your lights."
Relief surged through Mason's frame, leaving
him moist and drained. "Thanks," he said, and
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switched them on. The police car moved on,
and Mason drove back to his apartment.
He flopped on the davenport without bothering to switch on a light. In the darkened room,
he became acutely conscious of every footfall in
the corridor. Each time footsteps approached
his door, he rose, ready to swing it open and
shout, "Here I am! I did it." But the footsteps
always kept going. Except once.
He heard them coming down the hall—slowly
so that the number on each door could be read.
The footsteps were muffled, probably by rubbers. At his door, the steps stopped.
Mason stumbled through the darkness to. his
entrance. He clutched the doorknob and waited
for the pounding. The seconds passed in silence.
His hand became so moist that he could hardly
grip the knob. His heart beat so thunderously
that he was certain that the silent, Ustening figure
in the hall could hear it. Convulsively, Mason
pulled open the door.
There was a man right there in the hall. He
was half kneeling on the floor, tying his shoelace. He looked up, startled. Mason recognized
him vaguely as someone he had seen around the
building. He banged the door shut and collapsed on the davenport.

A

FTER a sleepless night, he called his school
- and reported ill. He had hardly replaced the
telephone when a knock sounded on his door. It
was the baby's mother.
"Oh, Mr. Mason," she said, "some of your
mail was dropped in our box the other day. I've
been meaning to drop it in yours, but never had
it when I was downstairs."
"Thanks," he said. "Won't you sit down?"
"No. Linda's out in the hall. This is the first
time I've seen your apartment. My, I wish we
could have ours done over." She walked admiringly around it. At the dinette table, she
reached over and picked up the brass candlestick. "How nice," she said. "I haven't seen one
since I was a little girl. An heirloom?"
Linda toddled into the apartment. At the
sight of Mason, she let out an unearthly scream.
Her mother quickly dropped the candlestick and
looked at Mason with embarrassment, almost
—it seemed—with guilt. "I'd better take her
home," she said. "She's being strange again."
Thjey left, and Mason dropped into a chair.
His face fell into his hands and his fingers shuffled through his hair. He got up and paced
around the room a few times. He hesitated at
the bureau; then he grabbed his car keys and
went down to the street. He drove rapidly to
the Central police s t a t i o n . . . .
Linda's mother read about his crime and confession in the morning newspaper. She was sitting in the apartment courtyard. Near by, Linda
was chewing on the handle bars of her stroller.
A laundryman passed. "Hi, baby," he called.
Linda looked up and shrieked.
THE END

