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\ Bethesda, April 1, 1949

)

Dear Mamma,

I must sit right down and tell you all about Laurence John's
latest adventure: ) ‘ :

' He was missing on wWednesday from 10 A.M. till two in the after-
ncon. I didn't start Locking for him till about eleven thirty, bub
Krs., Meleny said she had seen him last at ten, so that's when I say
his adventure began. one o'clock I had loocked in all the places he
somebtimes goes- through the woods, out in back in the field wheee he
‘lost his rubbers, all through the brock, over in the “Yountry Club,

in every child's house, up and down Georgetown Road. NC Boy. Krs.
Meleney kindly hopped in her car and drove arcund looking for him, ’
I called the police and told t em what he locked like and what he

‘'was wearing, etc. Then I came home and ate my lunch as calaly as

I could and waited. At two the doorbell rang, and there was a very
muddy little boy and a man who had kindly brought him home. The man
was working on the construction of the new Hational Health center,
which 18 located about half a uile from here. He sald they had

found Laurence John rolling down a ruddy bank, happy as a lark. ,
when they asked him if he was lost, he said no, but he just didn't
wgnt to go home yet. They pointed out that thére we ¢ bulldozers
operating there, and sixty-fool deep holes for caissons we.e being

dug. '"Feachie and I will run after the bulldozers®, announced the

boy. Yes, Feachle was there, naturglly. "But do you know how to

get home?" they asked him. "Yes, I'm not lost- this dog named

Feachle led me astray, though." So-the men thought they had better
call the police and have thes take L.J. home. Then my friend who

had brought hia home asked him ifhe could show them the wap to his
house. "Yes, 1t's on Ylenwood Road, off Hazelwood", replied the boy.

. "That's a suart boy you got there, ma'am.” sald Sandy, the .
~construction worker. 1 asked hix to cone in snd have some beer and
a cigarette so I could thenk him properly. It was an unusually hot
day, well into the eighties.

Sandy sald that they brought L.J. over to the little office
of the construction site, and that he had asked them for four glasses
Sgﬂyater, which he drank all in a row, s

"shat's your name, little boy?"
"Laurence JOhn Erieg."” T -
"How old are you%?"
"Three years old."

Sandy sald they didn'i believe him, and thought he mut be
0ld er th:zn that. -

“where does ﬁour father work,do you know?"®
'At the State Departument.”
“8an you ttake me to where you live, if I drive you over

in my car.?" asked kind Sandy, who explained to me that he has a smual
bop of his own with ‘the same tendencies.

“uhat kind of car is 1t?™ enquired the boy !

“It's a station wagbn, “iould you like to go home nows™
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"I want to take a ride in a station wagon, but that naughty

dog Peaghle must walk home because she led me astray.” The little .
hypocrite! : -,

So Sandi found his other rubber for him (lost in the mud, as
befors) and he said Laurence John talked to him all the way.home.
He told him he was going to be an engineer when he grew up, and that
once he'd gone to wateh them build the new Methodist Church, and how
they had used an "ingenious wotocrane™ to help build it, and that

He (L.J.) was "never sick”, but sometimes had a tummy ache and drank
blcarbonate of-scda, and that his mother loved him all the tiue,
even when he was bad and ran awaye He told him that he had been on

a big ship called the Alcoa Clipper wihich had a bow and & stemn and
decks and a big whistle that frightened him because he was only

a little boy then. He told him that his father worked at the State
Gepartment "to pay the baker", as Sandy said it. “hereupon Laurence
John interrupted us and remarked "No, I sald he worked hard to bring
home the BACCN. The bacON!" Sandy apologized handsomely for the
aistake, warned him that he had better not go so far away from

home again or he, 3Sandy, would never hire him as an engineer when
he grew up. Laurence Jolm gave him his hand in a man t0 man fashion
and said "I'll never wun away again, I pwomlse!"™ Hmm, a likely tale!

Well well. what do we do now? I do wish we had the money for .
nurery- schcol, By gum, we'll have to find it scmehow because that
boy 1s getting seriously out of hand, and m{ feeling is that ifhe
had some stimulation in the mornings he would be willing to stay
c¢loser &b home in the aftemoons. He enjoys playing with Betsey and
Coit and the oth rs, but he i1s a little young for scme of their
games. and wanders off from th@ group when boredow or confusion arisesf
oessolime has passed. I got so Intrigued wit my own idea that I
c¢alled up the Lady Isabel nursery School, and learned that they could
take hia in now and until June 15, and that. the fees are, b, & 868sl0n,
25 dollzs a sonth, and by the month only, 30 dollars a month. That's
less than we thought it would be. I think we might possibly be able to
meke 1t ifwe couid work out some transportation armangement that werld
not be toc expe-sive. At leasst we might for two months or so, and every }
iittle bit helps, is my motto,. :

Cur soclal l1life has besen in the doldrums for the last three

weeks, and as usual is about to pick up all in a bunch. Wwe will have
the Harts and the Rewinckels in on Saturday night, go to the iills for
dinner on Sunday and to the home of one of the Canadian Embassy people

on Monday. I'm having Catherine Breuer to lunch on Tue@sday. why does
it all happen at once? .

OCh-oh, there he goes. Masasasammnial

Love,

20f2 1949-04-01 4-102 LPK To DSCM.Docx



