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Introduction



      My mother wrote this book. It took her forty-four years.


      The letters in this book relate her side of an ongoing correspondence begun when I was eighteen and ended, upon her death,

         when I was sixty-two. Saving these letters since I was in college has been an unconscious act for which I have no explanation.

         It is the one area of my life where I’ve exhibited packrat-ism. The only reason I can think of is that the letters were just

         too good to part with. They were loving and tough and funny and gossipy … and of course filled with advice during any time

         of turmoil.

      


      It dawned on me only in the mid-1980s that I was amassing an ongoing written record of my mother’s thoughts. By then, I’d

         been living away from Chicago—and her—since 1977, when a new marriage took me to California. I never returned to Chicago.

         In 1991, I moved to Cambridge, Massachusetts, where I lived for the balance of her life, and where I live still.

      


      In addition to the letters occasioned by my living away from her, there was voluminous correspondence from her frequent travels.

         Mother loved pleasure trips and had friends everywhere. Her work-related travel was to build the Ann Landers name—to make

         speeches and meet editors. In this way she developed professional friendships across the country. When she died I was not

         surprised to hear from now-elderly editors and publishers, young themselves when Mother was just starting to write in 1955,

         at the age of thirty-seven.

      


      For whatever reason, my mother had what amounted to a 

         compulsion to stay in touch with me: to report on her life, remark on mine, discuss family matters, or just describe the passing

         scene. And being Eppie, it was some scene. Her influence, interests, and personality provided her with entrée to an eclectic

         group of accomplished and important people. And, of course, she corresponded with them.

      


      Letter writing for Mother was never a chore; it was a joy, as well as a way to strengthen friendships. A note, a clipping,

         a “this reminded me of you,” were the means by which she could reinforce a new relationship with people who interested her.

         Mother was known for being well connected, and letters were one way of maintaining the connection. Perhaps it is in the genes,

         because I, too, am a mad sender of notes and clippings. It is not work at all, but rather a way to express the feeling of

         friendship.

      


      This collection of letters bespeaks different things, one of which is the bond between us. It was strong and we were extremely

         close. I had no siblings and my mother was heavily invested in me, emotionally. As I understand my early years, I was an appealing

         child in looks and intelligence—things that mattered to her. I was an attention getter as a little girl, with golden ringlets,

         creamy skin, and precocious verbal skills. Mother swore my first words were a sentence: “How are you feeling, Mr. A.B.?” (A.B.

         was her beloved father.) Perhaps more than some mothers, she felt that my persona reflected on her. And in a way, I was also

         a replacement for the heretofore primary relative in her life: her identical twin sister, Pauline, or “Popo” to the family.

         (It was she who was to follow my mother into the advice business as “Dear Abby.”) First unconsciously, then deliberately,

         Mother refocused her attachment from her twin to her child. It was a choice she made not long after my birth and one from

         which she would never deviate.

      


      Putting aside the fact that ours was a mother-daughter relationship that worked, perhaps the foremost factor distinguishing

         letters from this particular mother is that letters were her art form. Her life, literally, was about letters. Though an engaging

         and piquant conversationalist, the essence of Mother’s personality was to be found in her correspondence. Stylistically conversational,

         her written communications used unvarnished, distinctive, vivid language—and a great deal of humor. Her feel for letters was

         no doubt refined by the sheer volume of mail she 

         handled. Unlike other people who were faithful correspondents, Mother received huge amounts of mail, daily, from people she

         didn’t know. And these she answered in newspapers around the world.

      


      One thing my mother and I held in common, as writers, was the ability to write as we speak. This informality made her letters

         like a conversation that happened to be articulated through typewriter keys, a pencil, or a pen. And the look of her letters

         was, let us say, distinctive. When she wrote to me it was seldom on engraved stationery—unless it was a thank-you note for

         a gift. About these she was quite formal. Mostly, though, she typed on yellow copy paper, a newsroom staple. To dash off a

         short note, she would use the small, square notepads with her photo and the Sun-Times logo, later the Chicago Tribune’s—her two home papers during a forty-seven-year newspaper career. At the bottom of these notepads was printed “Ann Landers,”

         which she always crossed out and substituted “Mother” or “Nonno.” We were wild with nicknames in our family. Some of mine,

         given me by my father, were a spin on Margo: I was Mugs, Mugsy, J. Fred (inspired by J. Fred Muggs, Dave Garroway’s chimp

         on the early Today show). And in many letters I am addressed as “Dear Thigs” because Mother found my handwriting mostly illegible, making my

         script signature “Margo” look to her like “Thigs.” In later years, we called each other Shirley or Shirley Ann. Who even knows

         how these things start? I was also L.B., short for Lolly Baby, whom I believe to be the daughter of the radio heroine Stella

         Dallas.

      


      Most often Mother’s letters to me were typed, the rethought words or lines blacked out with the heavy editing pencils common

         at newspapers, pre-computer. Although there may have been no “A” for neatness, there certainly would have been one for openness.

         The letters were always frank and straightforward—subtlety was no specialty of hers. I probably learned more of what she really

         thought from our decades-long correspondence than from in-person conversations.

      


      A constant in her letters were the misspellings. We thought perhaps it might be a congenital defect that neither of us could

         spell. Our delinquencies were sometimes too far off the mark for even a dictionary to be helpful, and we considered ourselves

         lucky to have copy desks to clean us up. (I went into the newspaper business in the late ’60s—accidentally, just as she had.)

         Alas, there was no copy desk when she 

          would write to me, so there were innumerable misspellings that were not even consistent: the same word could show up over

         a period of time, or even in the same letter, with different spellings. For ease of reading I have chosen, in this book, to

         use correct spellings except when a [sic] spelling is particularly interesting or revealing.

      


      In addition, I have redacted some names—those that would have no meaning for most readers or those that would be instantly

         recognizable. The names that appear as “[—],” or “Miss E.” or “Mr. X.,” for example, refer to people who are still living

         and whom I have no wish to embarrass with an unflattering reference or personal revelation. The stories do not suffer, however.

         Their meaning remains clear.

      


      Some letters are not dated—they merely say things like, “Monday, doing the laundry,” or “Friday—fish” … neither of which had

         anything to do with her. Often, though, I kept letters in their envelopes; hence I have postmarks to thank for dates. If she

         did not write dates I put them in brackets, having figured out the approximate time period. And at the top of some letters—on

         days during which she or I were away from home—I have written where she was or where I was. The frequent ellipses were her

         form of punctuation (as they are sometimes mine) and do not signify omissions. To denote a significant excision the ellipses

         will have their own line.

      


      When I got deep into these letters, I realized that the organizing principle which made the most sense would be to follow

         events in my life. At first this struck me as too Margocentric for a book of Mother’s letters, but then not. This way permits chronological

         clarity, as well as the chance to follow developing situations and changes of mind. The four sections include the Brandeis

         letters, written to me at college; letters from Mother’s travels during my first and second marriages, when we both lived

         in Chicago; letters during my subsequent fourteen-year marriage, when I lived in California; and letters from the last eleven

         years of her life, when I was in Cambridge and remarried. These later letters were mostly faxed. Though Mother said “no thank

         you” to answering machines, computers, e-mail, or any innovation more technically advanced than an IBM Selectric, she did

         manage to get the hang of the fax machine—sort of—and then there was no stopping her. Mother often kept vampire hours, working

         until dawn. This allowed her to sleep 

         late in addition to having a social life. It was not uncommon for her to come in from an evening event and work until three

         or four in the morning. And then the faxes would fly. Her office always had a stack waiting. And most mornings I, too, would

         have communiqués from the night. Letters—be they mailed or faxed—were all the same to Mother: She was simply hard-wired to

         stay in touch and be connected.

      


      Arranging this correspondence as a continuum makes clear what could only be seen in retrospect—leitmotifs made apparent by

         their repetition. Money was one. The references are numerous: who had it, what things cost, my extravagance, hers, and the

         sometimes loopy penny-pinching we both engaged in. Mother’s preoccupation with money came, as she well understood, from being

         a Depression-era kid. The wild card, however, was that my grandfather—a theater owner—received a good income even during the

         lean years, because, as someone put it, “Everybody had a few nickels to go to the pictures.” Mother’s explanation for this

         dissonance was that even though her family experienced no real hardship, the awareness of tough times was so pervasive that

         she, like most of her generation, was always afraid of a wolf at some future door. Then too, when she and my father were young,

         impecunious newlyweds, the belts were tightened to a degree she had not known as a child.

      


      Mother’s Jewishness becomes another theme in the letters. To have immigrant parents—from Russia, no less, in Sioux City, Iowa,

         in the 1920s—was certainly a way to feel set apart from the majority of one’s friends. The family’s Americanization was so

         gradual, in fact, that Mother and Popo, whose birthday was July 4th, thought until they were about seven years old that the

         fireworks and parades were for them. Without paying too much attention to her religious education, Mother felt her ethnic heritage on a gut level. I probably

         have less knowledge about the religion than she, but we both were given to ethnocentricity—mine obviously coming from her.

         Mother’s attachment to Yiddish, I believe, came from having immigrant parents speaking the mother tongue even when they’d

         learned English. The Yiddishisms Mother grew up with delighted her, and she taught many of them to me. Because her parents,

         Abe and Becky Friedman, died relatively young, I think continuing to use Yiddish phrases helped Mother feel tied to them 

         and to her girlhood. Interestingly, the greatest compliment she could pay someone was to say that he or she was “a mensch.”

         The following is from her first book, Since You Ask Me, published in 1961:

      


      I grew up in an atmosphere electric with Yiddish adages. My father was a sort of Jewish Lin Yutang. My mother had a talent

         for fitting an appropriate expression to any set of circumstances.

      


      One of her favorites (and perhaps the one which first stimulated me to think beyond the literal meaning of words) was “Zie

         a mensch.” In English it means, “Be a person.” Since everyone is a person I reasoned that “Zie a mensch” had to mean something

         more. So I asked. “A mensch,” explained my mother, “is a real person.”

      


      A real person is one who manages to be himself. This sounds elementary, and perhaps even naïve, but don’t be fooled. Being

         yourself is a challenging task because to be yourself you must know yourself. And few people do.

      


      Another recurring pattern is her thanking me for my letters, loving them, asking for more, and apologizing that hers were

         not longer/better/neater. Her concern for my well-being, my children’s, and whichever husband was in the picture shines like

         a beacon from one decade to the next. (My marriages and divorces never loosened our bond. In fact, even though she preferred

         my last two husbands to the first two, she was supportive of all of them when we were married, because that was her style.)

         Another feature of our letters, back and forth, was that we both sent clippings. They could be cartoons, political commentary,

         society dish, funny news photos … anything we thought the other might find amusing or useful. She teased me that I read everything because reading was my “job.” This may also have been a remark on my having a lot more time on my hands than she did.

      


      Mother’s letters reveal, in broad strokes, the evolution and politics of the newspaper business from the mid-1950s on, as

         well as the beginning and early years of my father’s company, Budget Rent-a-Car. Another ongoing thread is her desire, after

         her divorce from my father in 1975, for a stable relationship. (One might say that there were several, 

         or none.) Mother was always open with me about her romantic life, owing both to the nature of our relationship and my being

         a “grown-up.” I was thirty-five when my parents divorced. For a variety of reasons, I never cared for any of her suitors.

         Her choices simply baffled me, though I found some more appropriate than others. From conversations with her, my understanding

         was that she did not wish to remarry. The letters, however, make me think this was an incorrect assumption.

      


      Also, of course, and all the way through, is Mother’s ambivalence about Popo. She struggled with it her entire life and did

         not discuss it with many people. The tamped-down competitiveness between them had remained just under the surface until Popo followed Mother into the advice business, after which there were some very public, as well as private, eruptions. Popo’s

         behavior placed Mother on a constant emotional roller coaster, which engendered very confused feelings. In the letters to

         me it was as if she were thinking out loud, or talking to herself, saying, “Well, on the one hand … but on the other hand

         …”

      


      These letters, rich in impressions and real-time feelings, can be read as an unintentional diary sent to an only child with

         whom there had been a lifelong intimacy. The lack of intention to fashion a formal journal allowed for a spontaneity and emotional

         honesty that would have been hard to achieve in any form other than letters from home. This correspondence, which spans nearly

         half a century, is the most meaningful thing Mother left me; it is a record of our relationship, expressing thoughts we had

         about ourselves and each other at any given time. My letters to her are not included here because they would fill another

         volume. I was astounded to learn, however, after her death, that she had saved all of my letters … just as I had hers.

      


      On June 22, 2002, my mother’s voice was stilled. But editing these letters allowed me to go back and spend time with her again.

         They will let you spend time with her, too … only it will be a much more personal “her” than you knew from her column, her

         books, speeches, television appearances, or interviews. Even for people who knew her, I suspect these letters will offer a

         deeper, more nuanced understanding of who she was.

      


      There is evidence, now and then, of a little “do as I say/not as I do,” but I think that is common to all of us, famous and

         unknown alike. 

         Mother never aspired to be seen as saintly or beyond human frailty. I have made no effort to make her, after the fact, politically

         correct, or to mythologize her. The woman in the letters is who she was. About mistakes she once wrote:

      


      I have learned that each of us is capable of doing something completely irrational and totally out of character at some time

         during our lives. It simply means we are human.

      


      Eppie Lederer never exempted herself. Though flawed like all of us, she was a dazzling original, an important influence on

         American culture, and certainly human. And it was a clear-eyed understanding of the human condition that allowed her to meet

         its successes, setbacks, and ironies with equanimity—and often laughter. That she was my mother surprises and delights me

         to this day.

      


      Margo Howard, 2003
Cambridge, Massachusetts


   

      

         “The party is within.”

      


      —Terrell Lamb Janney 


   

      
 Part One:
College



      SEPTEMBER 1958–NOVEMBER 1961      


INTRODUCTION



      I was fifteen when Mother became Ann Landers. The excitement of a burgeoning career was still new, so her letters to me at

         college reveal the exhilaration of adding client papers, making speeches, and becoming a big-deal newspaperwoman. People have

         asked me—for decades—how I felt about my mother suddenly taking on a demanding, high-profile job. The truth is that it was

         like a gift from the gods. Finally, some of her focus was deflected from me. I was never one of those kids who could later

         complain I received short shrift in the attention department. On the contrary, my mother had always zeroed in on me like a

         laser. Probably because I was an only child, I was overprotected and the primary object of her concerns, hopes, and fears.

         I periodically rebelled … though in reasonably ladylike ways. I was considered 

         “sophisticated” even as a high school girl. I smoked and I drank scotch on the rocks; I was well traveled and a magnet for

         men. It was all restrained and decorous enough, however, so that Mother never felt she had to lower the boom.

      


      It is fair to say that my mother was ambitious for me, in the sense that she was, in spirit, a stage mother … without the

         stage. She wanted me to do well and to shine. She was similarly supportive of my father and his business endeavors. He loved

         to travel, and she never leaned on him to do less of it and spend more time with her. She was positive and optimistic. And

         when it came to me, she had an all-involved and unstinting love. Starting in college, and all throughout my life, those who

         knew us best and saw us together would remark that they’d never seen a mother-daughter relationship as close as ours. That

         closeness is the underpinning of the letters that follow.

      


      I went to Brandeis University because it was the school my mother was pushing for. I do believe that on some subconscious

         level she thought it would serve as a belated Sunday school. (The reason I’d had no proper religious education was that during

         my grade school years we lived in Eau Claire, Wisconsin, a small town with only thirty-two Jewish families. The best that

         could be managed was a sporadic, makeshift Sunday school.) Not to put too fine a point on it, there weren’t that many schools

         other than Brandeis to choose from. Vassar put me on a waiting list … too dicey a proposition to suit me. My “fallback school,”

         the University of Pennsylvania, didn’t even accept me. Sarah Lawrence was the only other school, besides Brandeis, to accept

         me on the straightaway. Mother pleaded with me not to go there; her argument being that given the kind of student I was, it

         would not be useful for me to park myself at a school that had no grades, no majors, and quite a bit of freedom. She was also

         concerned, given its location in Bronxville, that I would spend most of my time in Manhattan at Saks or Bergdorf Goodman.

         Having waltzed through high school with no discernible devotion to scholarship, it would be fair to say, quoting that sage,

         Diane Keaton, “I went to school as a social occasion.”

      


      In the late ’50s Brandeis was a school for intellectual heavy-hitters. That would not have been me, but I suspect my lack

         of seriousness was counterbalanced by quite strong board scores, a really good interview 

         with the dean of admissions, and recommendations from Supreme Court Justice William O. Douglas and then-Senator Hubert H.

         Humphrey.

      


      This is the last paragraph of a letter from Senator Humphrey to Mother, dated January 24, 1958:


      When are you coming to Washington? Tell Margo that I have written a recommendation for her to Brandeis University. She will

         not only be permitted to enter as a result of that recommendation, but most likely become the Dean of Women or Campus Queen

         on the day of registration. When Humphrey recommends they are recommended.

      


      Best wishes,


      Sincerely,


      Hubert H. [hand-signed]


      Hubert H. Humphrey


      It worked! There was no offer of Deanship, or reign as Campus Queen, but I was accepted. My academic career can be tracked

         in the following four years’ worth of letters. Well … not quite four years … and not always having to do with academics. What

         I now find most interesting is Mother’s sliding scale of supportiveness, acceptance, or motivational browbeating about my

         various approaches to school. I was going to graduate; I wasn’t going to graduate. Good grades didn’t matter; they did matter.

      


      Mother wanted me to date lots of different people—not choose a special one—but when such a person periodically appeared she

         was encouraging. She wanted me to take advantage of the social possibilities of the Ivy League, but she also endorsed putting schoolwork first. When it came to my college career, therefore, she was inconsistent and contradictory

         … but these approaches were indicative of her wish to be supportive. She was, I suspect, more involved with the social aspects

         of my college life than other girls’ mothers. What I did not understand, at the time, was that my love life was being quarterbacked

         by a world-recognized expert in Chicago.

      


      


      SEPTEMBER 20, 1958

      


      Dear Margo:


      Your letter from Boston was wonderful. Yes, I am saving this “gem” for Daddy. He will be home tomorrow morning. He couldn’t

         get home on an afternoon flight so he must fly all night. (His arms will sure be tired. I told him next time to take a plane.)

      


      I was struck by the neatness and accuracy of your typing. This made me very happy, as I am delighted you are a far better

         typist than your mother. Also, your phraseology was excellent. I guess it has been a long time since I have read a letter

         written by you. The last ones were from the camp days, and you have really grown up girl!

      


      Nothing new. I am working like a little beaver … and the house is quiet … and clean. Too quiet—and too clean, if you know

         what I mean. I have already taken your old leopard flats … maybe for sentimental reasons. Anyway, they are comfy!

      


      Bob the doorman asked if you had left … and when I said yes he expressed real sorrow at not having had the chance to say goodbye.

         Marshall [the other doorman] is still talking about your nice farewell. Miss Margo is a lovely lady he tells everyone.

      


      Write when you can, doll, and so will I. Fill us in on what’s going on. I am glad you find the roommates congenial. Bravo

         … and love,

      


      Mother
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      In the following letter, “Martin” is Marty Peretz, a Brandeis senior when I arrived as a freshman. The proverbial “Big Man”

            on Campus, he was editor of the Justice, the school newspaper, as well as a cause-oriented provocateur. We met during orientation week (of which he was chairman), dated briefly, and maintained a lifelong friendship. Himself the

            protégé of Max Lerner, a syndicated liberal columnist and an author, Marty essentially made me his Eliza Doolittle, involving

            me, for the first time, in things intellectual. When I mentioned in my first book that he’d played a big part in my education,

            he responded in the New Republic (which by then he owned and edited) that he could live without the honor and wanted no credit for my education! This referred

            to my social pose as a dumb blonde, a persona that later carried over into some of my writing. He was one of my friends who,

            while we were at school, met my mother and stayed in touch with her over the years.

      


      “Larry” is Larry Fanning, the gifted Sun-Times editor-in-chief for whom Mother first went to work. He became her close friend and, in effect, her journalism school. “The

            Fan,” or “Lare Bear” as we called him, polished her innate writing skills, helped her shape the column, and made her a star.

      


      Drew Pearson was a famous (and famously gruff) syndicated investigative reporter and muckraker.

      


      Milt Caniff drew the comic strip “Terry and the Pirates.”


      OCTOBER 20, 1958

      


      Dear Margo:


      I am at the paper … and wanted to get this note off to you today. Your letter (the long one) was excellent, and showed real

         thought. I think you are reasoning things out well. I like particularly the notion that you are NOT pushed to make any decisions.

      


      Marty’s piece on the beat generation was excellent. I asked Larry to read it for an objective evaluation and he said the boy

         is brilliant without a doubt. He also said if he is interested in newspaper work to drop him a line. So, pass it on for all

         it’s worth—which may be nothing.

      


      I am leaving for Canton and Akron on Thursday … 

         and will be at the Mayflower Hotel Thursday night … Akron … and Friday and Saturday in Canton, Ohio at the Soaper. … Last

         night Drew Pearson called me at home and Daddy answered. He said “This is Drew Pearson. Is Eppie home?” Daddy said “Of course

         it is. This is President Roosevelt!” Some joke. We didn’t get to accept Drew’s dinner invitation, as we had to go to a party

         for Milt Caniff. But it was good to talk with him on the phone. He wrote a new book called 

         USA Second Rate Power. Get it. I’LL PAY… . LOVE YOU … and am proud of your ability to think things through in a mature and patient way. Also, am

         very happy that you write to us so often. This demonstrates real consideration for us which is one of the great rewards of

         being a parent. There is no substitute … and you’ve got it.

      


      Love,


      Mother
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      I have no idea, now, of what the “jolt” was, but clearly it was of the college-girl-calamity variety. And I have no specific

            recollection of the professor being sacked, but I was always an enthusiastic acolyte to Marty’s antiauthority actions. He

            involved me in campus politics, usually opposing the university president, Abe Sachar; the civil-rights movement; and Sane

            Nuclear Policy, which at first I thought was a group honoring Saint Nuclear. (I’ve had a lifelong proclivity for hearing things

            wrong.) Although my mother, pre-column, was involved in Democratic politics and anti–Joe McCarthy efforts, before Brandeis

            I had no real interest in or particular knowledge of public-policy issues.

      


      Hubert Humphrey, from Minnesota, became a family friend when we lived in Wisconsin and Mother was a player in Democratic politics.

            They first met when she was in the Senate gallery listening to him deliver a speech and sent down a note asking to meet him.

      


      


      [NOVEMBER OR DECEMBER 1959]

      


      SUNDAY


      Dear Margo:


      I will try to phone you today and see how things are going. I know you will handle this last jolt well. It is all a part of

         the learning process … and I think you are getting a postgraduate there.

      


      This letter that arrived today, about the anthropology guy being sacked. I am afraid you are letting Martin open your head

         and shovel things in … like a coal chute. There must be another side to this. That guy is a crusading type, which is fine.

         BUT … I think he likes to be a nonconformist better than anything else. So long as he has something to be against he seems

         to be happy. Don’t let this attitude rub off on you. It is nice that he has “taught you to care.” But please be sure you are

         caring about the right things.

      


      All is well. Tomorrow Hubert comes to Chicago for a man of the year award dinner … (A Catholic group). He is going to spring

         himself after the dinner and the two of us are going to hide out up here for a nice long chat. He said on the phone yesterday

         he is not bringing any pals along. He just wants to talk to me … and I know about what. Last time he asked me if he should

         let them put his name up at the convention for V.P. I told him NO … but he didn’t listen, and the results were disastrous.

         Now I think he is ready to listen. He is going to ask what I think about his chances for the top of the ticket. And I think

         they are pretty good. It’s been a long time since the two of us have had a good political discussion without a bunch of hanger-oners

         around. The onlookers always fill him full of baloney and throw him into a state of megalomania. They tell him what a genius

         he is, and as a result, he lets them drag him into all sorts of losing situations. He can depend on me to give him the straight

         goods.

      


      


      Gotta scram. Be well … Be good … love you, kitten,


      Mother
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      Red Smith was one of the all-time great sports writers. My grandfather, “Mr. A.B.,” knew him before my mother did.

      


      Mike Di Salle was the Democratic governor of Ohio. Mother took me, as a pre-teen, to the wedding of one of his daughters,

            in Columbus, one week early. Just as I heard things wrong, Mother sometimes read things wrong. More than once she confused departure dates with flight

            numbers or times, until her secretaries started managing those kinds of details and simply told her where she was going, and

            when.

      


      “Our Boy” is Hubert.

      


      “Munnecke” is the late Wilbur C. Munnecke, a patrician gentleman of the old school whom I picked up on a train (the “400”)

            when I was twelve. He became a family friend, and because he was Marshall Field IV’s right-hand man when the Field family

            still owned the Sun-Times, he was instrumental in getting Mother into the contest to replace the previous “Ann Landers,” who had died suddenly.

      


      JANUARY 7, 1959

      


      Dear Margo:


      I will start on the unpleasant note and wind up in the key of C. Enclosed material speaks for itself. This is taking advantage

         and I won’t go for it. I’ll sail for one pair of “slippers” but not THREE. So send me a check for $9.90 … plus the $10 you

         owe me. Grand total $19.90. You are welcome.

      


      I have a marvelous letter from Red Smith which I will also send on when Daddy has seen it. This is in response to my $100

         in A.B.’s name … for the down-and-outers.

      


      I’m enjoying the Steve Lawrence record … which 

         reminds me … where is Bobby Short? You got the record for ME and took it along, did you? Please, gonnif,

         

            *

         

          if it’s around here tell me where to look for it.

      


      See where Mike Di Salle came out for Kennedy … dammit. I had a nice letter from Our Boy. He said he wrote to you. So—what

         are you doing for him on campus? You can’t just let it die on the vine now that you’ve committed. Got any bright ideas? Hubert

         is the only liberal in the race … so if Brandeis is a liberal school, he should be the front runner, the way I see it.

      


      I’m enclosing something that looks like a thank you from Judy Levin [my best friend from camp]. Pretty soon she’ll be a nice

         Jewish married lady. I can hardly believe that many years have rolled around. I can see her now … in the cubby … sitting on

         your bed!

      


      Munnecke was sorry he missed you. He said you called “at the last minute” whatever that means. I hope you can catch him next

         time. I think he feels put out a little. You can’t keep friends and use ‘em only when you need something.

      


      Oh … the telephone credit card number has been changed to 97-M … 561–3200. Call when you want to, but leave us not abuse the

         privilege.

      


      Write when you can, and remember the school work comes first.


      Love,


      Mother
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      The Minneapolis–Charley Ward mention is interesting because it is relevant to Mother’s relationship with her twin sister.

            Minneapolis was the home of Popo’s in-laws, the Phillipses, a high-profile, prominent family. Having left Eau Claire (where

            my father was with National Presto Industries, a Phillips-owned business) for Chicago, basically to live apart from Popo,

            my mother certainly wasn’t going to wind up in a town with her twin’s in-laws. And Charley Ward fascinated me, even as a little

            girl. He was in jail, for gunrunning to Mexico, where he met a fellow “resident” who was one of the principals of Brown and

            Bigelow, a calendar company. Upon Ward’s release, his jailhouse buddy brought him into the business, where he did exceedingly

            well, eventually becoming chairman.

      


      The “Grandma” Mother refers to was Gramma Gustie, my father’s mother who lived in Detroit.

      


      [JANUARY 1959]

      


      Dear Margo:


      Your mother has been sort of a shlepper

         

            *

         

          about writing, but as I explained on the phone, I have had one helluva busy two weeks. The speeches really take the time.

         I never give the same one twice, and the preparation for the Ad guys was really a time thief. Will [Munnecke] wanted it to

         be JUST right. He spent one whole day with me, just going over it and suggesting alterations. Anyway, it was well worth the

         trouble, as the audience sat in the palm of my hand and stayed there.

      


      It was good talking to you on the phone last night. I think it is amazing that kids in college haven’t got sense enough to

         move away from the phone when someone has a call. I KNOW you have better sense than that. Anyway, you are learning … PLENTY

         there. I am delighted with the academic strides. It would be nice if you could develop something of interest on the social

         

         side. Even if a guy has the personality of a fire hydrant, 

         GO … he may have a friend or a roommate. Interesting that the N.Y. friend faded. You’ll probably run into him somewhere. Don’t

         forget to be pleasant. No questions such as “What the hell happened to you … did you drop dead?”

      


      Drop Grandma a line if you have time. Also write to us. Daddy should be home Friday. Everything is going well. He ran into

         Charley and Yvette Ward in L.A. at the Beverly Hills Hotel. Charley wants your dad to go to Minneapolis and replace him as

         president of Brown and Bigelow. Don’t worry. I won’t let him do it. There ain’t that much money in the world as far as I’m

         concerned. It is flattering, however, nonetheless.

      


      Be well … Be good … write and I will try to do better.


      Love,


      Mother
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      “The Puerto Rican venture” was a miniature precision ball-bearing factory my father built in a San Juan suburb. He did this

            when he was president of the Chicago-based Autopoint Corporation, an advertising specialty firm dealing in, among other things,

            ballpoint pens. He served as the company president after leaving Presto but before starting Budget Rent-a-Car. Advantageous

            tax laws at that time allowed U.S. businesses to manufacture in Puerto Rico. For whatever reason, the factory was not as successful

            as anticipated; it created a cash drain for him, and took quite a while to sell.

      


      This letter carries just the first of many references to what my mother viewed as my father’s indulgence. He was always extremely

            generous where I was concerned (as he was with my mother), but she felt he was doing me no favor. Mother, perforce, became

            “the tight one.” They were playing good 

            cop–bad cop with money. Even when I was at camp, bills would fall out of the envelopes from Father’s letters to me. In addition,

            I received gifts such as a case of Bosco … I suppose his idea being, “Chocolate milk all around!” When I was in college, he

            arranged an account for me at Boston’s Locke-Ober’s, with the invitation to dine there with my friends whenever I wanted.

            And if I went to New York for a weekend, I was allowed to go to “their” hotel—the St. Regis—where the management almost acted in loco parentis. For example, when I went to visit prospective colleges as a high school junior, I went alone (!), and because weather changed

            my plans as to which school to visit and when, the head bell captain at the St. Regis took me to Grand Central Station and

            bought my ticket because I had no idea how to take a train by myself (That was the train trip during which I “picked up” Bobby

            Kennedy. He got on at Princeton Junction and took the seat next to me in the club car. We were both doing our “homework.”

            Mine was Shakespeare; his was a thick file for a Senate committee. He said he liked mine better. This lovely man looked out

            for me, took me with him to the dining car, and was most kind to a kid traveling alone. In addition to which, the encounter

            became the main topic of conversation at my admissions interview at Brandeis.)


      Mother’s speaking of my “resentment” toward my parents is now something I have to accept on faith. I have but a faint emotional

            memory of any rebellious feelings, but in hindsight it rings true because the selection of my starter husband could only have

            been an act of rebellion.

      


      FEBRUARY 24, 1959

      


      Dear Margo:


      Just had a lonnnn-nng conversation with you. I think you do get some good out of our lengthy conversations, although there

         is a good bit of dead (though costly) air!

      


      You mentioned Daddy … in detail. Your remarks were interesting, particularly in light of 

         his enthusiastic remarks on the time you two spent together.

      


      One of these days you’ll appreciate him for the great little guy that he really is. I’ve lived with him for almost 20 years

         and have seen him under every imaginable 

         kind of circumstance. Take my word for it—he’s a champion. He has real character, wonderful human qualities that you don’t

         see very often in this day and age of frantic money-grabbing. He has a sense of morality in business that is very rarely seen

         in ambitious men. He has never stuck anyone for a dime in his life—and he never would. Every deal he’s ever gone into has

         proven him to be a model of integrity. If this Puerto Rican venture didn’t come through, he would be 10 years paying everybody

         back. This is the only way he knows how to operate.

      


      But these good qualities are the least of it. He has a genuine goodness in his soul. The way he took care of his mother—when

         he was just a kid, living at the YMCA in Grand Rapids. He made $18 a week, and he sent his mother $12. He was only 18 then

         … and I defy you to show me many kids today who would do it. He never complained that life was rough, or that Fate had handed

         him a bum deal. There were days when he had to decide between breakfast and lunch—he could not afford both. He had two pairs

         of shorts and two pairs of socks. He washed one pair every night and put them on the radiator so he could have a fresh set

         every day. Yet these things never made him bitter or unhappy. He just dug in and worked harder and decided to make something

         of himself. I don’t have to tell you that he’s succeeded. But more important than the fact that he stands to be a millionaire

         pretty quick now … is the fact that everybody loves and respects him.

      


      Of course he has his limitations and weaknesses … who hasn’t? And one of his greatest weaknesses is YOU. He is so proud of

         you, and loves you so much that he has spoiled you badly. He is so eager for you to like him that he buys you off. He doesn’t

         KNOW this isn’t the way to do. He gets such pleasure from a smile or a kind word out of you that he keeps making the same

         old mistakes 

         year after year. It’s always been so, and it will never be any different.

      


      I know you must feel guilty about some of your thoughts where he is concerned, and this is natural. You are pretty tied up

         with 

         both your mother and father. After all, your parents are pretty young, and you, being an only child have had all the heavy artillery

         centered on you. This has been both good and bad … especially when you have a mother who is a plenty strong personality. True,

         I have influenced a lot of your thinking, but I have given you a great deal of freedom, too. There are times when I am sure

         you could cheerfully strangle me. I can understand this, and believe me, I don’t mind. I understand.

      


      I remember my own resentment against my parents. It wasn’t as deep as yours, but it was there. I recall well … when I didn’t

         do well in school one day, I came home and said to my father “You failed your children. You didn’t give us 

         CULTURE. There is never anything to read in this damn house but Elks magazines.” I can remember the hurt look in his eyes. After

         all, what did A.B. [her father] know about “culture”? Nothing, I can assure you. But he knew an awful lot about how to love

         people and make people love him. He was a master at this. And he taught me a great deal that has made me able to do the work

         that I am doing today. When a future candidate for the highest office in the land can write to me and say, “Eppie, please

         steer me and guide me. I value your opinions very much. I need your thinking,” … this means something. And where did I get

         it? A lot of it came from A.B… . who didn’t have any culture.

      


      If I had been honest with myself, I would have admitted that there were thousands of books in the public library. All I had

         to do was go get them. It was 

         easier to blame A.B. It took me 10 years to wake up to this.

      


      So don’t be so critical of your dad because he doesn’t measure up in every department. The important things he has. He has

         heart. He cares about people. And he has character and principle. He’s kind, and sweet, and good. And the world is a better

         place because he’s in it.

      


      Love,


      Mother
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      “The Bandler deal,” as I look back on it, was just remarkable, and today seems like something that might have happened in

            the early 1900s. Bernard Bandler was chief of psychiatry at the Massachusetts General Hospital. I wound up seeing him because

            I was concerned about having become romantically interested in a handsome, homosexual upperclassman. Both my mother and I

            thought this was rather strange behavior … hence the psychiatrist! My only rationalization for this, some forty-plus years

            later, is that the thinking was very different then. In any case, I veered away from my unavailable love object and bamboozled this eminent shrink into thinking

            that the standard five-course load was too taxing for me. His recommendation, which the school accepted, was that I be allowed

            to become a “special student,” taking only three courses a semester. It was at this point I made the decision that I was at

            school for a custom-tailored education, as opposed to a degree. (My custom tailoring included failing a freshman requirement,

            Physical Science, three years in a row by simply never showing up. I didn’t understand science then, and I don’t understand

            it now.)


      FEBRUARY 25, 1959

      


      Dear Margo:


      Hurray … your letter made the 

         Justice [the student newspaper]. I enjoyed seeing it, and I think it is quite a tribute to you, in such competitive surroundings

         to have 

         made print. Apparently they put the personnel guy’s picture in upside down, I take it. A very shoddy trick, to say the least.

         Your letter was very good. The only thing I would have edited out would have been the sentence about “breeding.” Breeding

         is strictly for animals. I never did fancy the idea that breeding was a factor in judgment or behavior … 

         training, yes … but breeding no.

      


      About the Bandler deal: If he decides you should go on a 3-a-week routine you had better learn where the bus stop is, and

         acquaint yourself with a schedule. A car you ain’t gonna have, and taxis are insane.

      


      Glad you see the sense in contributing something of your allowance in the way of a stipend. This will insure you getting more

         out of it. I would like to make something clear about money that apparently I have failed to get across to you all these years.

         What we can afford 

         has nothing to do with how much you can have at your disposal to spend. These things are totally unrelated. The Rockefeller kids were brought up

         to save one fourth of their allowance and they were also taught to tip everybody a DIME. The Ford boys had less money to spend

         than any kids in their fraternity. As a result they are now amounting to something. It’s the nouveau riche and the fools who

         throw dough around, don’t know the value of a dollar. Naturally, there is 

         never enough … and they succeed only in becoming bored and jaded, and to others look like jackasses. So, if Father should strike

         uranium you would still not get one more dollar. Your allowance is more than adequate. Make it do. And incidentally, if Martin

         has not crashed through with what he owes you, it is time now to remind him.

      


      Speaking of him … his editorial (his last one upon leaving) fairly drips with negativism and pessimism. If ever he writes

         anything big it will be the Great 

         American Tragedy. Oi what a merchant of gloom and doom!

      


      Well, petrenella, this is it … be well … and write when you can and I will do the same.


      Love,


      Mother
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      [FEBRUARY 26 OR 27, 1959]

      


      FRIDAY


      Dear Margo:


      I knew you would be excited to know that the 

         St. Louis Post Dispatch … second only in excellence to the 

         New York Times, bought my garbage.

      


      And guess what letter will be the first to appear in that paper? My definition of love! You liked it very much, I recall.

         It was a good omen.

      


      Love,


      Mother


      [Here is Mother’s definition of love]


      Love is friendship that has caught fire. It is quiet understanding, mutual confidence, sharing and forgiving. It is loyalty

         through good and bad times. It settles for less than perfection and makes allowances for human weaknesses.

      


      Love is content with the present, it hopes for the future and it doesn’t brood over the past. It’s the day-in and day-out

         chronicle of irritations, problems, compromises, small disappointments, big victories, and working toward common goals.

      


      If you have love in your life it can make up for a great many 

         things you lack. If you don’t have it, no matter what else there is, it’s not enough.
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      “The Pest house” was Mother’s term for either the infirmary at school or a hospital.

      


      Ralph Starr was a business friend of Father’s who Mother always held up as an example of understatement. He was a mainline

            Philadelphian whose father or grandfather (I forget which) was a backer of Andrew Carnegie. He not only eschewed finance and

            mortgage banking to run a spice company, he often appeared looking a little down at the heels. I remember one visit when he

            arrived with part of the hem of his coat hanging down. Mother retrieved the coat from the front closet, sewed the hem, then

            hung it back in the closet.

      


      FEBRUARY 28, 1959

      


      SATURDAY


      Dear Margo:


      Your last phone call came from the Pest house. I hope you are feeling better now. Me—I am back to normal … laughin’ and scratchin’

         (more scratchin’ than laughin’, however …) and I hope soon you will be back on the intellectual line … making with the pearls

         and the gems.

      


      I hope this letter reaches you altogether. I have no stamps to speak of … so had to salvage a few “seconds” from the drawers.

         You know … no glue. I pasted them on … with a hope and a prayer. Father mails his overseas stuff like crazy with MY stamps,

         and when I want to write a letter to my only child I have to look in the garbage can.

      


      Monday night the caterers move in and put on the party. I hope it will be nice. They have a good menu and it is costing a

         left lung … but the Cory Corp is paying so 

         I am not too concerned. They charge $7.50 a head … and we have to supply the booze. Of course the menu IS tenderloin steaks,

         and they will have five in help buzzing around, so I should not complain. A butler, two maids, a cook and a supervisor. Too

         bad you wont be here to “direct things.” This would be your cup of tea!

      


      Ralph Starr is in town … have to take him to dinner tomorrow. Rat soup. I hope the weather is nice or I may wind up cooking.

         I am pretty well over my cold but I don’t want to take any chances.

      


      Wednesday Pops and I are taking the syndicate to the Pump room for dinner … first cocktails here … this is long over-due …

         so I thought in celebration of the 

         St. Louis Post Dispatch and the 300th paper, I would crash through. It should be fun.

      


      Enough drivel for now. Just wanted to get a line off to you as you are probably still in the bed. And after all, this IS better

         than a poke in the eye with a sharp stick.

      


      Love,


      Mother
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      “E and P” is Editor & Publisher, the trade magazine for newspaper and magazine people.

      


      [APRIL 1, 1959]

      


      Dear Margo:


      Your letter today was wonderful. You DO write well. Now … How about writing often? (I’m a fine one to talk.)


      I am enclosing something which may interest you. It is a promotion from 

         E and P on 

         Charlotte’s Web. 

         Remember? Where is that book anyway? I recall it was one of your very most favorites.

      


      …


      Hubert just called. He’s in town for a dinner. Will Daddy and I be free tonight? Of course. Daddy will be home from Puerto

         Rico in about an hour. He missed the g.d. plane by THREE minutes. He called madder’n a hornet’s nest.

      


      NOW … a BEEF. Did you or did you NOT write to Bertha Olehausen. Immediate action requested! I went to see her for a few minutes

         last night (poor thing had ANOTHER operation) ………..and she didn’t say you had written. If you didn’t … do it right now, or

         your name is mud with Mother. She always says such nice things about you.

      


      …


      Well, doll … this letter isn’t short … the type is just small. Write to me … and I will do the same. The important thing is

         the WORK … school I mean … keep at it. It’s that day at a time plugging that makes the difference … a drop of water at a time

         can wear away a rock … so GET BUSY ROCK-HEAD.

      


      Love you,


      Mother
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      Mother’s use of the word “goyem,” while not politically correct then—or now—was the way many Jews of that generation referred

            to Christians. It was the most widely used Yiddish word for “other,” in terms of religion.

      


      [APRIL 1959]

      


      SATURDAY NIGHT


      Dear Margo:


      Here are some stamps … not stolen … paid for … or should I say “charged to” … after all … what’s a mother for?


      Also, a check for $70 rocks … Since I am paying for the straightening of the 

         INSIDE of your head, I think I should pay for the straightening of the outside. Also, have a heart to heart with of Doc Pandhandler

         … [the psychiatrist, Bandler] or whatever his name is and learn if this thing is going to continue … because if it is, you

         will have to start figuring ways and means to cut down on expenses so you can help lift that barge and tote that bale … (get

         a little drunk and you land in jail).

      


      We had a long winded conversation today … in which you accused me of not liking 

         ANYBODY you liked. Name me 

         TWO. The only one I ever knocked in the head was Mr. P. and I have a sneaking hunch you unloaded him emotionally long before

         I ever got into the act. And besides … like I said earlier … “What’s a mother for?” I just don’t want to see you get tangled

         up with 

         ONE guy for a while … and this goes for anybody. You just 

         MUST learn how to handle fellows casually for a while. I think you are in love with love. Just keep your feet on the ground and

         all doors open. You don’t have to make any commitments or give anybody the idea he has the inside track. At this stage of

         your life … the more the merrier.

      


      Wednesday I am going to the 

         Life Mag party at the Gaslight. [Singer, actor] Maurice Chevalier is going to be 

         there and other celebs who are in town. It should be fun. I shall report.

      


      All is well…. I will have Feuers send the fur piece along and they will clean it before they send it, natch. You will need

         it in Florida. Otherwise, how would they know you were Jewish? Goyem come with yarn stoles … Jews have fur.

      


      Well … doll, this is it. Love you like ca—razy … even though at times I am sure you don’t think so.


      Mother
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      Mother never drank or smoked, having decided when she was young that alcohol and tobacco could do nothing good for her body.

            On the other hand, I did both. This letter is an example of how she was able to be tougher in a letter than in a face-to-face

            conversation. This “stay out of the hay” lecture, for example, would not have been as easy for her at the breakfast table.

      


      [APRIL 9, 1959]

      


      Dear Margo:


      Well last night was the 

         Life party, and your old beat-up mother had a ball … a matzo ball, that is, as Passover is just around the corner. Several pictures

         were taken and I will try to snag you one or two.

      


      One of the more interesting guests was a guy you used to love … in your high school days, that is. Hank Bloomgarten. Remember?

         He is doing Public Relations work for 

         Life and came in especially for this party. When I was introduced to him I told him my daughter used to love to watch him on the

         $64 thousand question—and I was pleased that she became enamored of “a brain” rather than Howdy Doody or 

         Gunsmoke’s hero. We got to talking about politics and he is an ardent (and active) Democrat … and a really very bright and

         interesting boy. He asked me if it would be all right to call you as he is in Boston very often … and I said yes, and gave

         him your number. Now he may or may not call … but I wanted you to know that I said it was all right. He even suggested taking

         you out to dinner … and I said I wasn’t exactly sure about 

         THAT as he is married, has a son, and is 30 years old. He assured me that as far as HE was concerned it would be a very pleasant

         way to spend a couple of hours … and nothing else.

      


      As he spoke I churned over a few things in my mind and decided to O.K. it. So … if he calls and invites you to dinner I think

         it would be nice to go. This is, in my opinion, a real sign of progress, so far as 

         YOU are concerned. It means that I have enough confidence in you to know that you can handle yourself well under any and all

         conditions. I think you have the maturity now to begin to establish some good platonic relationships, and that you need no

         longer think of all males as potentials for the romance department. In other words, you can now operate on a good level—three

         steps higher than the most feminine plateau, which is of course clobbering ‘em with the sex appeal.

      


      You know how, over a period of the last several years, I have been able to maintain very good relationships with men in many

         fields, and I would like to see you begin to do the same. Hank could be one of those people. He is extremely bright, wonderful

         company and well worth knowing. I learned very early that if you have the stuff—and 

         I HAD IT … 

         and you have it too … the same stuff, kiddo … that you can establish relationships with men at any level you want to. Most men will take what

         they can get. The really worthwhile ones like Hubert and Will [Munnecke] and Soapy 

         [Williams] and Pearson, to name just a few, operate at a high level and they are not interested in making everything they

         see. Being human they could probably be knocked over the head and dragged into the boudoir, but once that happens, the relationship

         gasps a few dying groans and then dies. Nothing is as fatal to a relationship as getting intimate with people of high reputation,

         good conscience, or someone who is well known to the public. They can’t afford to be involved … so the minute they get back

         to their senses, they start to get panicky … then the guilt and the fear move in, and the friendship is kaput. I learned this

         lesson early. My instinctive good sense always kept me out of trouble and it really paid off. Wherever I go I have very good

         friends at the top, both in politics and the newspaper field. My friendships have lasted through the years … and I am constantly

         making more friends. Also, the word gets around. One tells another. This is why the no drinking and no smoking has fit into

         the picture so well. It adds an aura of wholesomeness that is somehow incongruous to a good-looking sexy woman. That is what

         I would like for YOU. A girl who can look like you … and speak well and intelligently … and not drink or smoke … and not lean

         on her sex appeal as her major weapon … well, this could be a gasser.

      


      This is a long letter, but it could be an important one. I just want you to get the fun out of life that I am getting … and

         I think this is one of the big secrets. Just keep this one tattooed on your cerebrum…. If you want a relationship to fold

         up fast—just hop in the sack with a guy and I can guarantee you something will happen to sour it. It may look like something

         that is completely unrelated, but it will definitely fall apart. If on the other hand, you want a relationship to flower and

         grow … remember that you are a real lady and that you have enough on the ball so that YOU can call 

         the shots … and be in command of the situation, and you don’t have to give away a damned thing.

      


      Love,


      Mother
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      Felix (McKnight) was a Dallas newspaper editor whom I knew and liked. He would later, to Mother’s way of thinking, double-cross

            her professionally, at which point she moved Ann Landers to the Dallas Morning-News.
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