MY BROTHER, JULTAN.

The passage of time dims the memory of events of long ago but there are several
episodes involving my relationship with Julian which are still clear and vivid in
my minde I am sure there are many others which I have either forgotten or which I
would like to forget!

As T look back on our childhood in the early part of the century, living as we did
in a semi-rural atmosphere, I am grateful to have been born at that particular time
and to have grown up under those particular : circumstances. Ours was truly a
relaxed and slow-paced existence, undisturbed by the hustle and bustle of urban
development. Our lives were not cluttered with radio and television diversions.
The drug scene was unknown to us. The use of tobacco and alcohol was quite uncom—
mon in our community. Crime, as we know it today, was non-existent. All in all we
grew up in a happy environment.

As I try to recall events in my early life involving activities with Julian I am
reminded that although there was only about 3% years difference in our ages still we
were to some extent of different generations. That is to say, he had his friends and
spheres of interest and anyone 3-L years younger was generally not welcome in that
group. Still there were many situations where we were of necessity thrown together.

Sometimes he was called upon to protect me from abuse such as the many occasions

when we were playing football on the hard dirt (alomost gravelly) fields south of

the Cannon Ward chapel against the 26th Ward team, or even the tougher Poplar Grove
team. For some reason which I cannot now understand I always seemed to be the center
on our team even though I was much smaller than anyone else along the line. The cent-
er rush seemed to be the most often called play and invariably I found myself at the
bottom of a big pile of bodies with my face being ground into the dirt and rocks as
the two backfields surged at each other above me. I recall that on many occasions

of this kind how upset Julian would get at the "piling on" and would shove players

right and left to extricate me before I suffocated.

Probably my earliest recollection of him as "big brother" was a day when he, Elinor
and I went for a ride in the pony cart with our pony whose name I have forgotten. I
remember how much trouble Julian had in getting that pony togo in the direction we
wanted to go. It seems as though this animal preferred the comfort of his own stall
in the barn and was reluctant to leave ite However, when we finally reached our des-
tination and started back towards home things changed. That pony couldn't wait to
get home and took us along at a terrifying pace. I recall how Julian struggled with
all his strength to hold that pony to a safe speed and also how he tried to avoid
showing any fear himself lest Elinor and I should pamice How grateful we all were
when we arrived safely at the corral gate!

Julian was almost Victorian in his sense of modesty and propriety. As I look at the
permissiveness and worldliness which surrounds our children today I realize just how
different our world was. An incident which depicts his modesty occurred when I was
about nine or ten years of age which would put him in his beginning teens. In addi-
tion to the barn loft which was filled with hay each year we had a haystack adjacent
to the barnyard standing about 10-12 feet high around which there was a barbed wire
fence to keep the cows from getting to it. It was great fun to climb to the top of
this haystack and survey the countryside from that elevation. One day dJulian and I,
and I vaguely remember that there was another friend or tW&iﬁp there on top. In the
process of moving around Julian got too close to the edge of the rounded top and
started to slide down the side. He grabbed my arm to keep from falling and suddenly
I found myself being pulled headfirst over the rounded top of the stack. I remember
jetting out a yell and Jerking loose just in time to avoid being pulled down headfirst.

I vividly recall seeing Julian sliding down the stack, clawing desperately &t the hay

fer romething to stop his fall. He was not hurt by the fall because there was suffi-
clent hay on the ground to soften the landing, but he caught his trousers on the
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(My Brother, Julian - cont.)

barbed wire and ripped his trousers as well as part of his posterior. With a yell
which could have been heard in the next county he took off for the house, holding
his rear end. I scrambled down from the haystack via the ladder which we had used
to climb up and raced for the back door of the housee By the time I reached the
back porch Julian was dancing a jig with blood leaking through his fingers covering
the torn trousers while Mother tried to get him to let her lower his trousers to
assess the damage. He was violently refusing to drop his drawers because Elinor and
Sylvia were standing in the kitchen door all agog over the scene.

It wasn't until everyone, including myself, was ordered out of sight that he would
let Mother expose the damaged cheek and apply first aide As I recall the gash was
about one inch long and deep enough to cause considerable bleeding and paine I am
sure the scar remained visible throughout his life although I doubt that anyone else
has ever seen it!

Julian was a typically curious youngster and was also quite ingenious and mechanical-
ly inclined. One incident typifies these characteristics. In the upstairs of our
home at 1380 South 8th West there was one room which Father generally kept locked
because he kept many of his personal effects stored there. We found out alsoy through
Julian's curiosity and ingenuity, that this was also the place where "Santa Claus"
stored our Christmas gifts until Christmas Eve. dJulian found a way to get through

the locked door and in a moment of generosity, shortly before Christmas Eve, took me
in to see all of the gifts being accumulated. It was a rather shattering experience
for me to find that Santa Claus did not exist but I was nevertheless thrilled to see
the sled which I had so earnestly asked Santa for in my letter to him.

There was an unhappy aftermath to this episode several weeks later when, in a fit of
anger at something Julian did which I did not like, I spilled the beans about his
showing me the room. It was a cowardly thing for me to do because he had sSwWorn me
to secrecy. But he probably learned a lesson from it because I do not remember him
taking me into his confidence again for a long time! Father was not a believer in
today's permissive approach to raising children and Julian learned that the buggy
whip can be used for other things besides laying across the back of the pomny!

As T mentioned earlier, the difference in our ages was frequently a source of diffi-
culty for me and no doubt a source of irritation for him because I had a desire to
be included in the things he and his pals were doinge As I reflect back on some of
those episodes I can well understand and sympathize with his irritation. On one
occasion I went one step too far in intruding into the activities of his friends and
he took occasion to put me in my place.

One of the boys in his "gang" was Maury Rich whose folks owned a neighborhood grocery
stores Frequently Maury and his buddies would congregate in the store while he tend-
ed shop. I wanted badly to be included in the bull sessions which went on there and
this one particular day I found some pretext, along with another kid my age, Stevie
Moore, to slip into the store.

One of the main attractions there, at least to me, was a large barrel of peanut
butter. The days of individually packaged jars of peanut butter had not yet arrived
and one purchased peanut butter by the pound by scooping it out of the barrel with a
large wooden spoon and wrapping in a piece of waxed papaer. I had a passion for
peanut butter (and still do in spite of what happened on this occasion), and couldn't
resist the temptation to 1ift the 1id when I thought no one was looking, and dipping
two fingers into the barrel and filling my mouth with the delicious stuffe. Unfortun-
ately, Julian saw me just as my fingers went into my mouthi










