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So there they were, Mom and Dad, just before I was born -- with
three boys under eight, all of them into everything and driving
Mom nuts. .

You'd think they'd want their fourth child to be some
nice quiet girl they wouldn't have to mess around with, right?

Wrong. I found out a few years ago that I was not
exactly what everybody had in mind. Mo;n started out wanting a |
girl but finé.lly decided that with three boys already, a fourth would
be a iot more practical. As for my brothers? I wasn't theirv.first choice -
-~ in fact, they used to threaten to send me back. But I think they're
finally getting used to me.‘

Mike is the oldest, 25. Jack is 23, and Steve is 19,
about a year older than me. Growing up with them has really been a
lesson in survival. But I ha\}evto .admit, it's brought av lét of fun = as

well (not to mention a fewvbruises).

| My brothers have been good for a lot of things --

- learning how to ski or p'lay'football or wrestié, for example. Or for

hashing -over dates late at night, or helping me figure out my other
problems. They've ¢ven been good for fixing me up with a date -

once in a while.

But I learned early that they can élso be counted on for



lectures if they don't like what I'm doing} for teasing that doesn't
stop; and for telling me when I look good, ~but never missing a
chance to let me know if I look too fat or my hair looks awful.
Since I'm a girl and the youngest, my brothers are incredibly
protective. And while that can be good, let me tell you, there are
plenty of times I can do without it.'b

For instance,l you'd better believe they were careful
about which of their frieﬁds they fixed me up with! With three
brothers, there have always been lots of nice looking guys around
our house./The  bad i’pa.rt is that the three vof‘them always
~ screened the guys I got to go out with.

We end up doubling alot of times, and we always have
a great time. But there's never any doubt tha-.t there's somebody
watching. .. AVJ"

}ﬂlen we were in Vail at Christmasf Steve sat me
down for.two hours and gave me a 'big brother'talk on whatI should
be doing and what I shouldn't. And even when we were little, Steve
made a point of w'atchi ng out for me. When we-lived in Alexandria,
he used to walk across the street to our neighbors, the Thornes,

to scout the place out. He'd always ask, "Can I bring my little

sister over?'" and then come back and take me over to play.



Mike, Jack and Steve were great on things like
looking after me in generai. But Mom never really trusted them
to babysit. I think she worried about what we'd do to each other.
For instance, they used to iike to go to the fuse box and turn off
all the lights.to scare me. Or they'd hide und.er my bed; when
I'd kneel down to say my prayers and Mom would tufn off the
lighté, they'd jump out and grab my légsv. They used to téll me that
Dracula and Wolf Man lived in the closet, and that alligators
crawled around under my bed.

Actu_al‘ly, 1;1 spite of their jokes and constant
teasing, we've gotten along almost forevgr; . I've always lookéd
‘up to them for advice, depénde'd on them to help me and counted on
them as friends. When I was little, I always wanted to go
everywhere they did and do everything with them (great fqr me,
but not so hot for them).

This worked out pretty well, except for a couple of
years when I was in fourth and fifth grades. My brothers were
go'ing throhgh their ‘cootie s?age'. You know, . the 'Girls—a:x‘e—yuk—
‘they—alll—have—cooties" bit. 'They'd 1oék their doors so I couldn't
get in, and wouldn't let me play with their toys. Eventually, though,
they céme to their senses.

We wmmembwaldy got back to the stage of déing' things

together againA Mom has never been great on the new math; so. -



Mom, the POOr ‘'man. Byt phe survived....')

There have also been loté of long trips in a
station wagon, with a million and two thingsg Piled in the car,
Once §vhen we were driving to Béyne Mountain in Michigan to

ski, Steve got sick in the car. Mom imrnediately gave each one

My brothers are really neat, They're good-looking

is married oW and lives near Boston with his wife Gayle. He'g
alike. They tenq to be traditiona] ip their views, €specially about

make sure J understand myself ang my relationships with otherg.
Steve ig natural andg outgoing, ang is Very much at €ase with the

world, Jack, my middle_ brother who lives in Utah, ig more



| independent and probably more political than the rest of us. When
we're all together, Jack and Daddy usually get into the issues and
the rest of us:jusf‘.catch up on what's b.éenvha..p}.)e.ning with the
family.

Anyway, if I had to sum it up, I'd say ‘tha.t ﬁy
brothers are a good deal.” Ewven if they did briginally.want té

send me back ...



So there they were, Mom and Dad, just before I was born -- with
three boys under eight, all of them into everything and driving
Mom nuts.

You'd think they'd want their fourth child to be some
nice quiet girl they wouldn't have to mess around with, right?

Wrong. I found out a few years ago that I was not
exactly what everybody had in mind. Mom started out wanting a
girl but finally decided that with three boys already, a fourth would
be a iot more practical. As for my brothers? I wasn't their first choice
-- in fact, they used to threaten to send me back. But I think they're
finally getting used to me.

Mike is the oldest, 25. Jack is 23, and Steve is 19,
about a year older than me. Growing up with them has really been a
lesson in survival. But I have to admit, it's brought a lot of fun .as
well (not to mention a few bruises).

My brothers have been good for a lot of things --
learning how to ski or play football or wrestle, for example. Or for
hashing over dates late at night, or helping me figure out my other
problems. They've even been good for fixing me up with a date
once in a while.

But I learned early that they can also be counted on for



lectures if they don't like what I'm doing! for teasing that doesn't
stop; and for telling me when I look good, but never missing a
chance to let me know if I look too fat or my hair looks awful.
Since I'm a girl and the youngest, my brothers are incredibly
protective. And while that can be good, let me tell you, there are
plenty of times I can do without it!

For instance, you'd better believe they were careful
about which of their friends they fixed me up with! With three
brothers, there have always been lots of nice looking guys around
our house..The bad part is that the three of them always
screened the guys I got to go out with.

We end up doubling alot of times, and we always have
a great time. But there's never any doubt that there's somebody

o
watching. . .

When we were in Vail at Christmas, Steve sat me
down for two hours and gave me a big brother'talk on whatI should
be doing and what I shouldn't. And even when we were little, Steve
]fn,a—,d,e,,a’ point of watching out for me. When we lived in Alexandria,
he used to walk across the street to our neighbors, the Thornes,
to scout the place out. He'd always ask, '"Can I bring my little

sister over?' and then come back and take me over to play.



Mike, Jack and Steve were great on things like
looking after me in general. But Mom never really trusted them
to babysit. I think she worried about what we'd do to each other.
For instance, they used to like to go to the fuse box and turn off
all the lights to scare me. Or they'd hide under my bed; when
I'd kneel down to say my prayers and Mom would turn off the
lights, they'd jump out and grab my legs. They used to tell me that
Dracula and Wolf Man lived in the closet, and that alligators
crawled around under my bed.

Actually, in spite of their jokes and constant
teasing, we've gotten along almost forever. I've always looked
up to them for advice, depended on them to help me and counted on
them as friends. When I was little, I always wanted to go
everywhere they did and do everything with them (great for me,
but not so hot for them).

This worked out pretty well, except for a couple of
years when I was in fourth and fifth grades. My brothers were
going through their 'cootie stage'. You know, the 'Girls-are-yuk-
they-all-have-cooties' bit. They'd lock their doors so I couldn't
get in, and wouldn't let me play with their toys. Eventually, though,
they came to their senses.

We eventually got back to the stage of doing things

together again. Mom has never been great on the new math, so



I had to count on my brothers' help for that. And besides that,
there've always been a million football games (one of them was
always in a game somewhere), picnics and vacations. Once,
when Mom's back acted up and she had to stay home, Dad took
all four of us to Rehoboth Beach in Delaware for week (Without
Mom, the poor man. But he survived...)

There have also been lots of long trips in a
station wagon, with a million and two things piled in the car.
Once when we were driving to Boyne Mountain in Michigan to
ski, Steve got sick in the car. Mom immediately gave each one
of us a boot to hold in case the power of suggestion got to be
too much,

My brothers are really neat. They're good-looking
and fun, but they've got it together as well. Mike, the oldest,
is married now and lives near Boston with his wife Gayle. He's

w
got a lot of common sense, and is,genuine and reasonable person.

N\
He and Steve, who lives on a ranch in Montana, are the most
alike. They tend to be traditional in their views, especially about
things like the family and how children should be raised. They're
both very protective, and Steve is especially into wanting to
make sure I understand myself and my relationships with others.

Steve is natural and outgoing, and is very much at ease with the

world. Jack, my middle brother who lives in Utah, is more



independent and probably more political than the rest of us. When
we're all together, Jack and Daddy usually get into the issues and
the rest of us just catch up on what's been happening with the
family.

Anyway, if I had to sum it up, I'd say that my
brothers are a good deal. Even if they did originally want to

send me back ...



Have you ever tried to sit down and write about
what you're going to be doing three months from now? Especially
when it seems like you should be talking about your plans for the
summer and you don't really know _What you'll be doing?

By the time you read this, it'll be late June or
early July. But in order to meet the p‘i';'{r.iting de'la'dlines‘, I’ve'.got.
to write this column three mo;ths in advance. Let ;qe tell you,
it's tough! Sometimes I can't tell you what I'll be doing tomorrow!! .

Well, I'll start with what I know for sure ﬁy
gréduation ivn Juné. There we'll be, 74 of us in my> senior class
at Holton Arms, forced out of ourb navy blue knee éocks aﬁd unifo-rms
into long, white, springy dresses -- maybe even looking halfway
adult. I already know it'll be a scene -- kissing, some crying, glad
to be out but wondering what happens next ... and everybody;' making
promises to sfay in touch i no matter where we go to school. It's
really exciting, I think, knowing some good things are on th.e way,
but kind of sad to know that certain kind of fun is over, too;

A few thiﬁgs my summer will involve for sure -- sun
and having fun in .it‘, relaxing with my friends, and spendiﬁg time
with my family. Catchipg up. on my mail. Irﬁproving my photo-
graphy. Doing some reading and getting ready for my first year
at Mount Vernon Junior Colle.ge hel;e in D.C. And hopefully, doing

some traveling as well.



T—

I always look forward to summer for lots of reasons,

but espec1a11y because I love the beach. The part I like the most is

the total feeling of relaxation and aloneness. I can sit by myself on

the beach, enjoy the : motion of the waves and fall asleep listening

to the seagulls with no problem at all, ":‘:And the‘;beach is a f:atntéstic
place to be with friends as well. What's better th.an 2 game of
frisbee or volleyball with a bunch of people who are as sunburned

as you, or watchmg the sun go down wh11\\{'5""1)d1ng a fire and getting
the hotdogs out?

I suspect most of my sun will be at the beach because
really, there are not a whole lot of places to sunbathe at the White
House. The place was not realliy built for privacy, and that's not a
complaint, especially, that'.s just the way it is. There's one spot on
the roof level, behind some balconies, that may work out, but that's
about the only way to get some sun around here other than the tennis
courts. W.ithbut causing some kind of commotion, anyway.

One thing I'll be able to do anywhere is work on

my photography. You may know that my senior project was to

i . )
take pictures of my father at work. That was fun, and gave me

some good experience. But I'm going to need all_ot more before I'm
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ready to show my pictures to anybody other _than my family! I'm already
getting - so I don't have to think of the mechanical part of workiﬁg a
camera as much, and can concenfra_xte more on the expressive part

- of a shot. 1I'll be the first to admit I have a long way to go, but I
should have lots of chances to improve thls sumn;;lé‘r. The beéch-is
a natural setting, but I also ;rant to do as much as.I can g.round
the city. I'd love to do a photo essay on Washington, D. C.b The city
is so alive -- with the monuments and things that a‘re alway:s here,
but with the thousands of visitors that stream in every year ;as ‘well.
I'm at the stage of not knowing how serious I am about phbtography,
and a éhoto essay like this would give me some good experience,

I think.

After having so rha.ny years of reading that's? required
for school, it'll be nice to ‘relax with things I don't have to read.
Also, I've been getting 100-150 letters a week, and it's beenj ha_rd
to keep up with them during school. So I hope to use this summer
as a kind of catch-up time on the mail as well.

One thing I'm crossing my fingers about is the
possibility of being able to tral.vel. I've never been outside of the
country, and if Mom and Dad do some foreign traveling, I'm hoping

I'll get to go. I'm anxious to know alot more about other countries,

about their cultures and about the people there. It seems like
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nothiﬁg is quite as educational or makes you want to learn more than
seeing a place firsthand and meeting the people who live there. If
the traveling works out, I'll want to spend %lqt of time studying about
‘the count;ries we'd visit.

I've also got to ".think about getting ready for college.
I know there'll be meetings and orientations toward thla end of '_the‘
sumn’ief which should be interesting. I wish there were a way to
save up on sileel.o ahead of time, so I'd be up for the all-night
studying marathons I know are going to happen. I want to do well,
and know it's important to be organized from the beginning.

I also plan to spend aﬁgt of time 'with my friends this
summer before they all go off to school -- this is really important
to me. Ar¥d with everything else I've mentioned, I should be fairly
busy --- and may even keep out of trouble!

So here's to the Summer of '75 -- hope. it's a good

one for you, wherever you are!








































































































