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Magic is believing in yourself; if you can do that, you can make anything happen.


—Johann Wolfgang von Goethe






“Begin at the beginning,” the King said, very gravely, “and go on till you come to the end: then stop.”


—Lewis Carroll
















PROLOGUE


I nearly died when I was a baby. According to a palm reader I met when I was seventeen, I did. The lifeline on my right hand is severed by a short, deep crease that cuts across it at an angle, just after it begins. Then the line starts up again, ending in a star on each palm.


The fortune-teller held my right hand, bringing my palm closer to his face in the dim light. Silence. He lifted my left hand, which was resting on the table, to within inches of his eyes and squinted. “You, my dear,” he murmured in a deep, almost hypnotic voice, “are destined for stardom.”


If only he’d foreseen what a long, strange trip it would be.


It was the summer of 1981. A B-list movie actor had just become the new president of the United States; Raiders of the Lost Ark debuted in theaters across the country; and my favorite record, John Lennon and Yoko Ono’s Double Fantasy, won the Grammy for album of the year.


I lay in bed on the 5th of July, gazing out the window at the piercing, azure-blue Aspen sky, when an even more piercing sound jolted me from my reverie: the shrill ringing of the phone on my bedside table. Mark, my husband of just twenty-four hours, managed to pry himself off me just long enough for me to answer it.


“Mrs. Pierson?” the hotel receptionist asked. For a split second I thought she was looking for my new mother-in-law, then I realized she meant me. “You’ve just received a call from a Dawna Kaufmann asking you to call her back right away. She said it’s urgent.” With great fear and trepidation, not because I was afraid of what my friend Dawna had to say, but because I worried we couldn’t afford the long distance call, I had the front desk transfer me to Dawna’s apartment in Los Angeles.


“This better be good, Dawna-ski.” I sighed.


“Cassandra-ski, you’ve got to get back to LA right now!” she babbled into the phone. “A friend of mine is holding auditions for a TV horror host and you’d be perfect for it!” I’m not sure why we referred to each other with our version of Russian names, but we’d done it ever since our days working together as assistants on the ’70s musical variety TV show Don Kirshner’s Rock Concert. I imagine the names had something to do with the term “brewskis.”


There’s an old unspoken showbiz superstition that whenever you leave LA, you’re sure to get the call for that audition of a lifetime. I’d dragged my sorry ass back to Los Angeles one too many times, cutting short a multitude of pleasure trips, and had I ever aced the part? What do you think? If I had, Mark and I would be honeymooning at the Four Seasons in Bali instead of near my hometown in the Colorado Rockies.


“Are you out of your mind?” I sputtered into the receiver. My husband rolled off me, groaning like Frankenstein’s monster.


“First of all, what’s a horror host?” I asked. “You know damn well I just got married yesterday. There’s no way I’m coming home for another stupid audition that I won’t—”


“Listen! Just listen a minute,” Dawna interrupted.


I sighed and leaned back in bed, prepared for a huge long-distance bill.


“This guy I know, Larry Thomas, is a director at a local TV station in LA and he’s reviving their late-night horror movie show,” she rambled. “They’ve got tons of scary films they want to air but need someone to host them. The last guy they had was Sinister Seymour, but he died. Larry really likes the idea of replacing him with a sexy Morticia Addams type.”


KHJ Channel 9 had a long-standing tradition of showing late-night horror movies book-ended by a ghoulishly gruesome “horror host.” It began in the local Los Angeles market in 1954 with The Vampira Show, the very first horror host on TV. Her show lasted only a few months on KABC in LA but was later picked up by Channel 9. Again, it was short-lived, but marked the beginning of the horror-movie host, a tradition that would endure for decades. Vampira was followed in 1972 by Fright Night, hosted by Moona Lisa in her tight, black catsuit. The most recent KHJ horror host had been Sinister Seymour, played by Larry Vincent, who entertained the LA market until his demise in 1974. Since then, KHJ had remained horror host–less.


Now they were looking to fill two hours of late-night programming by bringing back their library of B-movie horror films.


“Dawna-ski, I really can’t,” I protested.


Dawna ignored me and barreled ahead. “I told him all about you and it turns out he’s seen you perform at the Groundlings. Small world, huh? He loved that valley-girl thing you do!” Dawna paused to catch her breath. “Anyway, he really wants an actress who can play both sexy and funny and he hasn’t been able to find one. You’d be perfect!”


Dawna was right about one thing: finding a woman who was both sexy and funny was a tall order in those days. Women were allowed to be sexy or funny, but not both. If you were the least bit attractive it was impossible to have a sense of humor. If you were funny, you needed to look like Phyllis Diller, Totie Fields, or Joan Rivers (with their original faces). I loved old horror movies and I’d been working in LA’s top comedy improvisational group, the Groundlings, for a little more than four years, so had the timing been better, horror host actually seemed like a bill I could have filled. Damn.


Dawna began to whine. “Cassandra-ski, please, please, please! You’ve gotta come back and try out!”


But at that time, I was very serious about performing my wifely duties. “I appreciate you thinking of me, Dawna-ski. I really, really do. Thanks soooo much,” I said. “But, seriously, no thanks.”


A week later, the happy couple returned home to our little one-bedroom love nest in the Hollywood hills. The first ten messages on my answering machine were from Dawna.


“Larry’s been posting audition ads in the papers and running commercials on TV and they still haven’t found anyone. Call him now!”


Beginning my new married life with both of us unemployed was a little daunting, so we were excited and hopeful about the possibility of me landing the gig.


“Hi Larry. I’m Dawna’s friend, Cassandra Peterson,” I said, trying to sound cool and vaguely uninterested.


“Oh hey, thanks for calling me! I don’t know if Dawna told you, but we’ve seen literally hundreds of girls for this part and still haven’t found anyone,” he explained. “We’re holding the final auditions here at KHJ tomorrow. I’d love it if you’d come in and read.”


When I hung up the phone, I threw my arms around Mark’s neck and squealed, “I can’t believe they still haven’t found anyone!”


“It’s a sign,” he beamed. “This part is meant for you.”


The next afternoon when I arrived at KHJ-TV, a brusque receptionist signed me in, shoved a page of copy into my hands, and escorted me to the morning-news team’s makeup area. The tiny room contained only a long countertop and a large chair in the center that looked like something you’d see in a dentist’s office. Fluorescent lights glared overhead and a large makeup mirror reflected a few metal folding chairs lined up against the wall. Until that moment, I thought I looked pretty hot in my summery turquoise minidress and white high-heeled sandals. But when I got a look at the girls crammed into that claustrophobic cubbyhole, my confidence took a nosedive. All six of the finalists were dressed in their full-on fiendish finery: pasty white makeup, skin-tight black leotards, and Bride of Frankenstein silver-streaked hair. A gaunt-looking girl wearing a Cher wig glared back at me like I was the freak. With my strawberry-blonde 1979 Farrah Fawcett do, I felt like one.


“Are you auditioning?” she asked, squinting her black-rimmed eyes and looking me up and down.


“Uh, I think so,” I mumbled.


“You were supposed to come in costume.” Oops. The room suddenly smelled like a funeral home. A combination of face powder and cheap perfume made me want to sneeze. “No shit,” I thought, but instead chirped a perky, “Oh right, thanks!”


A black leather–clad woman gazed up at me and attempted a sympathetic smile, but because she was wearing permanently affixed fangs on her incisor teeth, it came off more like a vicious snarl.


I wanted to melt into the woodwork, and because of the heat coming from the dozens of lightbulbs surrounding the makeup mirror, I almost did. Flop-sweat trickling from my armpits down the sides of my rib cage, I squeezed into a seat next to a busty vixen and buried my face in the copy.


Oh, did I mention the script they gave me sucked? It was full of tired, old, hackneyed horror-host-of-days-gone-by lines like, “Come in, darling, drink a glass of bloooood.” Considering myself a comedian—granted, an out-of-work comedian, but still—I couldn’t imagine delivering those lines and trying to sell them to an audience. One by one, the other girls left the room and took their turns reading for the station bigwigs. I thanked God that I was last to be seen, because it gave me time to fool around with the script, adding a few improvised lines in an attempt to make it my own, or at least, to get a laugh.




“I’m your hostess with the mostest, the toast of Tinseltown! Y’know why they call me the toast of Tinseltown? ’Cause I’m always workin’ for crumbs!”


“What’s this movie about, you ask? It’s about an hour and a half too long. This flick’s so bad, I’d walk out on it even if it was playing on a plane!”


“I may not be the sharpest tool in the shed, but hey, some of us got brains, and some of us just got a couple of nice consolation prizes.”





My ad-libs must have worked because I’d barely made it off the stage floor and out to the lobby before Larry Thomas ran up behind me and clapped a hand on my shoulder. I turned around to see him grinning from ear to ear. “Congratulations, you’ve got the job!”


Okay. Let me just get this out of the way. I’m seventy years old. There’s no hiding it from Wikipedia. My age is always announced in the first sentence of any interview I do. I’m going to do my absolute best to remember as much of my life as humanly possible even though nowadays I can barely remember what I did last night. I’ll try to recall every gory detail and be as factual as possible because I sure as hell don’t want to end up like that James Frey dude who got reamed by Oprah after she found out his autobiography was bogus. The bottom line is, this story is the truth. My truth.


My life has taken a lot of unusual twists and turns, to say the least. If I had a dime for every time someone told me I should write my life story, I’d be able to support my ex-husband in the style to which he’s become accustomed.


I’ve never come anywhere close to being what you’d call an A-lister. I’m more of a B- or even C-lister, not an actress as much as an underground-pop-culture thingy. Mine is a story of the tortoise and the hare. I eluded the short, hot burst of fame and fortune that many stars enjoy, in exchange for a long, slow, productive career that’s stretched for forty years and counting. And in the business of “show,” that’s a damn long time. I once read that the average successful Screen Actors Guild performer’s career is five years, so I’m pleased that I’ve made a pretty good living for myself and my family, doing what I love, for four decades. And I’ve got to admit, it still gives me goose pimples to hear Elvira referred to as an icon or a legend. Love her or hate her, if you’ve heard of Halloween, you’ve probably heard of Elvira.


As an actor, landing any job in Hollywood other than a temporary secretary gig sounded really good to me, so that day I walked out of KHJ happy as the proverbial clam. Sure, they were paying me only $350 a week, before taxes, but at that point in my career it felt like a fortune. It meant I would finally be able to cut down on the number of brain-numbing, data-entering temp jobs I’d been forced to suffer through between acting gigs, which was the majority of my time. Also, just by the hair of my chinny-chin-chin (Ew. Remind me to pluck that!) I’d managed to avoid the dreaded, self-imposed, arbitrarily set date of my thirtieth birthday, when—dun-dun-DUNNNN—I’d give up my showbiz aspirations for good. Yes, in a few short weeks I would hit the big three-O, stop this crazy showbiz shit, and get a “real” job for the first time in my life.


It was harder to come to this conclusion than you might imagine. I was throwing away a lifetime of working toward my goal—endless interviews, dance classes, voice lessons, and acting workshops—and felt like I’d be flushing all that time and money down the toilet. The thought of starting over at the age of thirty terrified me. I had no experience in anything except some form of show business. Now I’d go back to square one with no one to blame but myself.


I’d made a meager living going from one brief TV or movie appearance to the next while living in a run-down apartment and driving a cruddy, orange ’69 Volkswagen Beetle. In between auditions, I worked part-time as a secretary, a hatcheck girl, a restaurant hostess, and a model for Hugh Hefner’s agency, Playboy Models. I also sold a little weed on the side and used my ex-boyfriend’s old Nikon to take topless photos of my girlfriends, which I sold to Japanese men’s magazines. All this was going on while I performed two to four nights a week with the Groundlings. I was nothing if not enterprising.


But as you may have already guessed—because after all, you’re reading this book—it turned out I was one of the lucky ones. I happened to be in the right place at the right time and ready when the chance presented itself. As Elvira always says, “Opportunity only gives you knockers once!”


The decision to call it a day, as far as continuing to bang my head against the showbiz wall was concerned, had come just a few months earlier, when I lost my dream job (cue dreamy, trance-inducing flashback music).…


Yes, I’d miraculously landed the role of Ginger in the remake of one of my all-time favorite childhood TV shows, Gilligan’s Island. Every day after school, I’d rush my prepubescent self home to wade through another episode, just to see my favorite character, the sultry, sexy Ginger Grant. Then I’d spend hours in front of the mirror practicing everything she did and said—from her poor-man’s Marilyn Monroe breathy whisper to her slinky walk. I wanted to be the redheaded bombshell so bad that—okay, I know you won’t believe this, but I swear to God—I somehow grew the very same beauty mark that she had in exactly the same spot, next to the same eye!


Incredibly, I was one of two finalists for the new Ginger—my childhood dream was coming true! The one-hour special that would serve as the season opener for the revamped sitcom was called The Harlem Globetrotters on Gilligan’s Island. Catchy, right? In addition to playing one of my favorite characters, I was thrilled out of my mind at the possibility of being in a made-for-TV movie and then, if the show was a success, on an actual, honest-to-God weekly network TV series! After three separate, anxiety-inducing auditions—one for acting, one for singing, and one for dancing—the number of Ginger wannabes dwindled down to me and one other actress: coincidentally, my next-door neighbor, Judy Baldwin. Judy had played Ginger in a previous incarnation of the role, in a TV movie called The Castaways on Gilligan’s Island, but I’d privately been assured that the producers were looking for someone “fresh.” I was going to be the new Ginger Grant! The days that followed were a flurry of activity. I went to CBS Studios for wardrobe fittings, received my script to study, and made plans to pack up my apartment because—icing on the cake—we were shooting in Hawaii! As far as I was concerned, my days of pounding the pavement, poring through Variety, and attending humiliating cattle calls were over. I was going to star on a network television show—almost too good to be true!


Guess what? It was too good to be true. Days before I was to leave for Hawaii, I got a call from the producer and creator himself, Sherwood Schwartz, telling me that despite his wishes, the network had indeed decided to go with a fresh face. Judy was out—but for some unexplained reason, so was I. The part of Ginger was going to be played by newcomer Constance Forslund. I was beyond devastated. I couldn’t believe my dream job had slipped through my fingers. Many years later, I ran into Sherwood at a party. When I asked him why I didn’t get the part, he confided that one of the network heads had seen me in the comedy improv troupe, the Groundlings, doing a sketch in which I played a patient in a gynecologist’s office. It wasn’t that unusual because, during an improv, audience members are often asked to supply the character that each of the actors play. Other than hooker or stripper, gynecology patient was my number-one request. The network veep reported back to the producers that they didn’t need “that kind of element” in their programming. I, on the other hand, believe the job went south because, years before, I’d lost my shit when I walked in on the same network exec in bed with my boyfriend, Matt. Guess we’ll never know for sure.


Not only had I lost my dream job, but I’d just dropped my agent because he had a problem with his hands. He couldn’t keep ’em off me! I’d spent the previous month going from agent to agent without so much as a return call. The last agent I was unlucky enough to interview with was the appropriately named Edgar Small.


This one-man operation was comprised of a weathered, silver-haired Jewish agent who’d been around for an eternity but came highly recommended as someone who could open Hollywood doors. The walls of his musty office in a posh, older building on the “good” end of Sunset were lined with photos of his clients: the used-to-be-famous and hopefully-soon-to-be-famous. Sitting across from him, his cluttered, gray metal desk between us, I did my best to exude confidence while rattling off my credits. He grunted intermittently, which I took as a sign that he was impressed or at least interested. When I’d said all I could say about how fabulous I was, he sat for a silent moment, seeming to take it all in.


“How old did you say you were?” he asked in his raspy smoker’s voice.


“I didn’t. But I’m, uhhhh… twenty-nine,” I replied, slurring my words so he might miss the “nine” part.


But his hearing was still sharp. “Twenty-nine !?” he spat, before launching into a coughing fit. When he finally stopped hacking, I gave a tentative nod of my head. I’d been in town long enough to know that, by Hollywood standards, I might as well be dead.


“Well, I hate to be the one to break it to you, kiddo, but your days as an actress are over.” He wheezed. “No one, and I mean no one in this town is looking for a thirty-year-old actress. You might as well pack your bags and head back to wherever it is you came from because, and you’ll excuse me for being blunt here, you’re all washed up.” I managed to keep the tears that had welled along my lower lids from spilling over and ruining my mascara before standing up and leaving with what little dignity I still had intact. I think the door actually did hit me in the ass on the way out.


A gratifying postscript, for me anyway: The Harlem Globetrotters on Gilligan’s Island bombed and the series never materialized. In the forty years since, I’ve never hired an agent for acting roles again. I’ll always take solace in the fact that an agent would forever miss out on a sweet chunk of change from the luckiest over-the-hill actress in Hollywood.
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KANSAS


I was born on September 17, 1951. This is how long ago that was: Harry Truman was president, Patti Page was kicking record-chart butt with “Tennessee Waltz,” and All About Eve took home the Oscar for best picture. Oh, and the wheel had already been invented.


I was born at a very early age, an age that was too young to have a sense of good judgment, which I understand doesn’t kick in until around thirty. Unfortunately for me, it still hasn’t.


If I’d had better judgment, I wouldn’t have chosen to be born in Manhattan, Kansas. The Little Apple. The city that always sleeps. Not that Manhattan is a bad place; it’s actually a very pleasant small city. It’s just a bad place to be from if you’re destined for a life in show business.


My father, Dale Warren August Peterson, had barely finished high school before he left to join the Merchant Marines toward the end of World War II. Upon returning to his hometown of Randolph, Kansas, he encountered a beautiful eighteen-year-old redhead, Phyllis Schmidt, at the local swimming pool. A senior in high school, Phyllis aspired to become a nurse, and after graduating, she wasted no time in moving to Manhattan to sign up for nurse’s training. Dale followed her, and they married on Groundhog Day, 1951, shortly after Phyllis discovered she was pregnant.


After a quick courthouse wedding, they returned to Randolph. The town was too small to support a hospital, so I was born in the nearest “big city,” Manhattan. My parents chose the name Cassandra after one of my mother’s teachers whom my dad had dated. I know, right? Cassandra (pronounced Ka-SAWN-dra, not Ka-SAND-ra) was such a bizarre name for 1951 rural Kansas that I might as well have been called Zor-El. It was one of the things that would later contribute to my feelings of freakishness. For expediency’s sake, my name was shortened to Soni (Sawn-ee), a name everyone in my family could pronounce. Daddy enjoyed telling the story that upon hearing the name Cassandra, my German great grandmother exclaimed, “Accch! Zuch an uk-lee name ver zuch a bee-u-tee-ful baby!”


Broke, newly married, and with their first child, my parents were given the enticing offer of a free place to live. All they had to do was take over the farm Grandma and Grandpa had vacated because, as oldsters, it was becoming too much work. Mother and Daddy packed up their few belongings and their new, bee-u-tee-ful baby and headed to the farm, twenty-five miles away. They tried their hand growing milo, a type of corn used for cattle feed, and when that didn’t pan out, they used what little money they had to buy several calves. Despite being kept in the barn and fed with baby bottles, the poor little things died during the first winter, which was unusually cold. My mother hated every second of living on the farm. She told Daddy in no uncertain terms that if he didn’t find a normal job and get them the hell out of there, she was taking me and leaving.


Miraculously, Daddy found a job as a salesman in the Singer sewing-machine store in Manhattan. On the first day, he showed up for work in his overalls with no shirt and was given the job of vacuuming the store. He vacuumed all day, eight straight hours, which not only made the Singer store’s carpet the cleanest in town but earned Daddy enough to buy a secondhand suit (even though he was afraid it would “make him look like a queer”).


Although he had no experience as a salesman, he took to it as if selling had been in his blood his whole life. It was a perfect fit. He had a fierce competitive streak and had always been able to cajole, beg, or threaten people into doing whatever he wanted.


The drama began only a year and a half into my life.


Good Friday, 1953, seemed no different than any other day on the farm. Daddy took the Singer truck to work in Manhattan and left my mother alone to care for me and Jeannie, my eleven-year-old cousin who was visiting. It was the first warm April afternoon of the year. Crocuses popped their purple heads up through gray patches of snow and the first pink blossoms burst from the crab-apple tree in the yard. Jeannie helped my mother, who was eight and a half months pregnant, spread a blanket on the grass in the sun to color eggs for our Easter Sunday get-together at Grandma and Grandpa Peterson’s.


Meanwhile, I was left alone in the house to explore on my own, which always struck me as a little odd. According to my mother’s account of what happened next, at only eighteen months old, I apparently had the strength and ingenuity to drag a kitchen chair across the linoleum floor to our worn-out O’Keefe and Merritt stove. I climbed up on the chair to check out the sound the eggs made knocking against the sides of the kettle as it bubbled.


Sometimes I have to wonder about what happened next. I must have lost my balance and grabbed on to the closest thing to me, the enormous cast-iron pot of boiling water. When Mother heard my cries, she ran into the house to find me lying on the kitchen floor, bathed in scalding water, going into shock. She slathered me in lard (so much for nurse’s training), trying her best to ignore the skin that kept slipping off in her hands. Wrapping me in a clean sheet, she and Jeannie got me into her old Pontiac station wagon and hauled ass over the deep-rutted dirt roads to the hospital in Manhattan, twenty-five miles away.


Third-degree burns covered a third of my small body, so the prognosis wasn’t good. Back then, if more than twenty-five percent of your body was burned, you were pretty much history. Along with a good amount of skin, all the hair on my head had melted off and my eyelids were fused shut. When I was still alive after a night and a day, the doctor told Daddy he needed to get me to the University of Kansas Medical Center as fast as possible or there was no hope.


Once I was there, with no other option, the doctors suggested treating the raging infection that resulted from the burns with a new experimental derivative of penicillin, only recently mass-produced. They couldn’t make any promises, but what did my parents have to lose? My father gave the go-ahead and I was pumped full of the stuff. Several touch-and-go days went by and, miraculously, I was still alive. When the doctors finally declared me stable, skin was peeled from my stomach and thighs and grafted onto my back, shoulders, neck, and ankles. I stayed in the hospital for several weeks and over the next year would return to the burn center in Kansas City again and again.


While I was recovering, my mother was admitted to the hospital across the street from the burn center, where she gave birth to my baby sister, Melody. Once home, while Mother cared for my newborn sister, Daddy spent every night of the following year lying on the cool, bare floor of my parent’s bedroom rubbing my back, while I cried and squirmed from the relentless pain and itching.


Just take a look at the lucky things that happened. Penicillin had just come into widespread use. The nearest burn center was one of the best in the country. Okay, pulling a pot of boiling water on top of myself—not so lucky, but ironically, I’d eventually come to think of the accident as one of the best things to ever happen to me.
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My first press!








During my recovery, my parents gave up on farming and moved into town. Randolph was a sleepy little burg of 350 of the most white-bread residents ever assembled in one place, and it seemed the majority of them were my relatives. Before I left Kansas, I wasn’t aware there were Blacks, Asians, Latinos, Jews, or gays, only people who looked and acted like me.


My grandma, Ivah Singer, was a tall, big-boned gal with short, curly, apricot-colored hair. She was from strong German stock. Think Kaiser Wilhelm in a dress. My grandpa, who was a diminutive five foot one, exaggerated Grandma’s five-ten frame whenever he stood next to her. I still have old valentines she gave him calling him her “little man.”


Grandma had come west to Kansas with her family as a baby. She married my grandpa, August Peterson, when she was only fifteen and he was sixteen. He’d come from Sweden and had such a heavy accent that most of the time I had no idea what he was saying. His best English erupted when he got mad. Several times a day, we could hear him yell, “Yumpin’ Yiminy!” or “Ye-sus Christ!” which always cracked us kids up. Whenever I walked next door to Grandpa and Grandma’s house, past the lilac bushes with their intoxicating aroma, past Grandma’s huge bed of purple irises, and up the porch steps of their two-story, whitewashed house, Grandpa always opened the door and called out a cheery “Gudag!” I was almost nine before I realized he wasn’t mistaking me for the family pet.


Randolph was mainly populated by northern European immigrants—Petersons, Bergstoms, and Schmidts, oh my! It was a real-life version of The Andy Griffith Show nestled in a valley carved by the Snake River, a town full of people with nicknames like “Wuzzy,” “Hooney,” and “Dudd,” where every few feet of pavement was studded with bricks that commanded “DON’T SPIT ON THE SIDEWALK.”


In the center of town was a square dotted with enormous shade trees, surrounding a white wooden gazebo where, on Sunday afternoons, my grandpa led a band. On the streets bordering the square were a post office, a church, a beauty salon/barber shop, a grocery store, and my favorite place, Peterson’s Drugstore, which happened to be owned by my Uncle Lyle and Aunt Vergie.


I lived for the afternoons when one of my older cousins, usually Jeannie, would take me along with her to the drugstore, where we got to sit up on the high metal stools at the soda fountain. Jeannie, who was a teenager, hadn’t yet bleached her natural dishwater-blonde hair, but she made up for it by wearing short shorts to show some leg.


Peterson’s Drugstore looked like a place you might see in an old movie starring Lana Turner. The floor was made up of tiny, white mosaic tiles with a decorative black pattern running through it. The few small, round tables that dotted the room were flanked by twisted wire “ice cream parlor” chairs. Ornate tin ceiling tiles gleamed overhead and a long, polished-wood soda fountain ran the length of the store.


“What’ll it be, girls?” Uncle Lyle always asked, even though he already knew what we wanted.


“Chocolate phosphates, please!” we shouted back.


Uncle Lyle squirted a shot of chocolate syrup into each of two tall Coke glasses he took from the icebox, added the acid phosphate, and stirred in the fizzy seltzer water while we watched with anticipation. Finally, he set the drinks on the counter and slid them toward us.


“That’ll be twenty cents!” he bellowed. We both laughed because we knew he wouldn’t really make us pay. While the noisy ceiling fan hummed overhead, giving us a temporary break from the sticky Kansas-afternoon heat, we sipped our frosty drinks through paper straws and were allowed to peruse the comic books on a rickety, rotating wire rack. Superman was my favorite. I couldn’t get enough of him and his amazing adventures. He reminded me of Daddy, with his bulging, muscular arms and shiny blue-black hair slicked back over his perfect skull. I sometimes daydreamed that Daddy could fly. Then he would scoop me up, just like Lois Lane, and carry me away, zooming across the sky to Metropolis, far away from Randolph, away from Kansas, away from my mother.
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COLORADO BOUND


July 13 of the year I was born came to be known as Black Friday. That’s the day the rivers overflowed and caused a devastating flood in Manhattan and the surrounding towns.


Randolph was situated in the Blue Valley, a beautiful, serene place comprised of some of the richest farmland in Kansas. To prevent future disasters, the Army Corps of Engineers, in their wisdom, devised a plan: they would create a dam and flood the valley. A billboard reading “Stop the Big Dam Business” was erected in Randolph’s town square, and the 3,000 residents of the Blue Valley fought the federal government valiantly, protesting the flooding by petitioning the state. But by the time I was five, my family—including my grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins—was forced to pack up their belongings, sell their property to the government for a pittance, and evacuate. Randolph was where the Petersons had lived for decades, been born and raised, and owned homes, farms, and businesses that they’d built from scratch. Tuttle Creek Lake was created in the Blue River Valley, and Randolph disappeared forever.


When I took my last trip with my mother back to Kansas for her sixtieth Randolph High School reunion in 2013, we drove by Tuttle Creek Reservoir. It had been an unusually dry winter and the water level was low. To our surprise, there in the middle of the lake, we could see the steeple of the old Presbyterian Church rising from the murky, snuff-colored water like a derelict ghost.


The entire Peterson and Schmidt clan moved to Manhattan. My parents rented a small house not far from the Singer store, I finished first grade, and my mother gave birth to my youngest sister, her third and last child, Robin Dawn. A year later, we packed up again and moved to Colorado Springs to join my beloved Aunt Lorrayne, who had broken with family tradition and moved away with Uncle Carl a few years earlier.


Because my parents’ car was crammed full of my sisters and grandparents, I got to ride with one of my dad’s best friends, Alan Wagner, in his snazzy baby-blue and white Chevy. We traveled across miles of cornfields and endless flat prairie with the windows down all the way and the radio blasting the Everly Brothers’ hit “Wake Up Little Susie,” while we sang along at the top of our lungs.


Colorado Springs turned out to be cool, dry, and mountainous—a welcome break from the hot, humid scenery of Kansas. Somehow, I suspect with a little help from Grandma and Grandpa, my parents were able to buy a small house near them. Daddy had to be close to Grandma because he was the baby of the family and was tied tightly to her apron strings. Living just down the street from Grandma and Grandpa came in handy when my parents needed to get away. I was often left alone with Grandma Peterson. This gave her the opportunity to hoist me up onto her ample lap and lay her crazy Jehovah’s Witness shit on me.


“Your daddy’s going to die, Soni,” she’d say, looking me straight in the eye. “And if he doesn’t stop drinkin’ and cussin’ he’s going to hell where he’ll burn in eternal damnation.” Being the gullible five-year-old that I was, it terrified me beyond words. According to Grandma, he was (1) taking off to hell and abandoning me; and (2) going to burn, which I knew from experience was no fun. Daddy was my savior, my hero, my protector. He was Superman! If he wasn’t with me, I couldn’t exist.


Grandma’s gnarled, arthritic hands gripped my skinny arms and held me in place. Her face was so close to mine that all I could see were the dozens of tiny red lines radiating from her mouth into which her lipstick bled. She wore one of her usual flowery housedresses with a matching cap-sleeved bolero my Aunt Lorrayne had sewn for her. Her wrinkled skin smelled of roses, the cologne she always wore that made me so carsick on Sunday drives through the mountains with my family.


“Pray with me, Soni,” she commanded, bowing her head and squeezing her eyes shut.


I closed my eyes but couldn’t help peeking through the slits while pretending to pray. Sunlight slanted through the picture window in the dining room, making the leaves of her houseplants cast scary, jungle-like shadows across the faded Oriental rug. A crumpled, white Kleenex had fallen out of her flowered pocket and lay on the floor at her feet.


Years before, back in Randolph, Grandma had fallen through the ceiling of the garage, hitting the concrete floor below, breaking an arm, a leg, and her jaw while trying to escape from Grandpa, who had just discovered she’d been bestowing sexual favors on the town pharmacist in exchange for pain pills. For years, Daddy drove her back and forth to Kansas City for electroshock-therapy treatments, but they did little to help. Her addiction ran in the family and would be passed down to her children and grandchildren. After the infamous incident, she repented, and with Jesus’s help and a zealot’s fury, found God.


As I listened to the antique clock on the buffet ticking off the seconds to the “end of days,” I imagine I was thinking that I liked her a lot better as the happy, pill-popping Granny from before.


Our house at 1713 Arbor Way was my parents’ pride and joy. It was only a small two-bedroom, one-bath, faux ranch–style tract home, but it seemed like a palace to us. My dad soon landed a job at Sears selling Kenmore appliances, for which he received a twenty-percent employee discount, so every stick of furniture in our house and every shred of clothing on our backs came from Sears from then on. (Which explains why, to this day, I have no fashion sense.)


We were definitely in the lower income class, just slightly more sophisticated than “white trash.” Think about it: small-town farmers suddenly transported to the big city. We were like the Beverly Hillbillies, only without the mansion or the “cee-ment pond.” Money was scarce. Almost every day I was reminded that it didn’t grow on trees. When my mother overheard me asking Daddy for money to buy lunch at school, she made sure I felt guilty about taking my dad’s last dime, literally. “Thanks to you, Miss Selfish, he’ll have to go all day without a cup of coffee!”


When Daddy first started selling kitchen appliances at Sears, he liked to impress friends and relatives who stopped by with his famous garbage-disposal routine. While everyone stood around the kitchen sink, he would put a Coke bottle down the drain, turn on the disposal with the cold water running, and after a minute or so of ear-splitting noise and looks of horror from the guests, open the cupboard under the sink, remove the bottom of the disposal, and produce a fine ground powder that had once been a Coke bottle. But the show didn’t end there. He’d then scoop up a handful of the powder, rub it hard between his hands, and smooth it all over his face, spreading it on with gusto. The guests oohed and ahhed and stared in disbelief, probably because they couldn’t imagine anyone being crazy enough to do such a stupid thing. I absolutely loved seeing their reaction and couldn’t get enough of this crazy stunt that was performed every time we had company. Along with his hot pepper–eating contests, it became the highlight of that summer.


My family had this odd tradition of giving the oldest child of each of my dad’s brothers or sisters a rhyming middle name, thus, we were Jeannie Kay, Geraldine Fay, Danny Jay, Verne Ray, and me, Cassandra Gay (which would someday be good for lots of laughs when I was carded at gay discos).


I lived a chaotic life within a big group of grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins. Danny and Jeannie were the cousins I saw most because they lived with their single mom, “Boxer,” and my Grandma and Grandpa, right down the street. Danny and I played with marbles, Pick-Up Sticks, Lincoln Logs, Tonka trucks, and all the usual boy stuff together. Jeannie, ten years my senior, was my childhood idol. By this time, she had a bleached-blonde beehive, wore tight sweaters over pointy bras, and was “stacked.” She attended beauty school and often needed a willing model, and I was it. Even though I was only in grade school, she taught me all her tricks. She painted my nails, did my hair up in French twists, piled makeup on me, and paraded me down the street like a tiny hooker. She showed me how to use baby oil and iodine to get a tan (I only burned) and taught me how to “wiggle when I walked” by swinging my hips from side to side. She said it would attract boys. She had lots of guys after her, so she obviously knew whereof she spoke.


I started second grade at Ivywild Elementary, just a few blocks from our new house. My childhood might have seemed idyllic to the outside observer, but at home with my mother, it was anything but. She was a tough one, man. She didn’t take crap from anyone, least of all her kids. Mother came from the do-it-because-I-say-so-or-I’ll-give-you-something-to-really -cry-about school of parenting. She wasn’t the kind of person who should have had kids to begin with. She was a nervous, anxious woman of the ’50s who did what you were supposed to do in those days: get married and start a family.


At home, I walked on eggshells. There seemed to be no correlation between how I behaved and how I was treated. My mother was unpredictable, with no rhyme or reason for her moods. I could get kicked, pinched, hit, or even bitten for walking in the door just as easy as I could for talking back. She would haul off and hit me with whatever happened to be closest—a hairbrush, yardstick, you name it. All that was missing was the wire hanger. Oh, wait, that wasn’t missing.


What hurt more were the constant demeaning insults, the name-calling and humiliation. That shit would last a lifetime. It was uncanny how she could find the softest, most vulnerable spot in my psyche, then plunge an ice pick into it. Calling me “stupid” or “idiot” was the norm. When I was little, she called me “Dumbo” because she knew I was embarrassed that my ears stuck out. I was especially touchy about my receding chin line, so she added “Chinless” to her repertoire. When I went through puberty and was self-conscious about my weight, she enjoyed poking me in the stomach and calling me “Fatso,” which infuriated me. But Mother had her favorite way to hurt me. If I was moping around and she sensed I was sad or upset, she’d ask, “What’s your problem?” and when I made the mistake of replying, she’d attack the most sensitive part of me. “Of course boys don’t like you,” she’d hiss through clenched teeth. “Look at you! You think any man would want to be with someone with all those scars?”


I couldn’t fight back when I was a child. At least I didn’t want to because she was a lot bigger than me and could knock my block off. I held all the anger and rage inside where it became one big, burning ball of impotent rage that ate away at my stomach lining and eventually got released on others. I woke up each morning like any child of a narcissistic parent—with no idea what the crazy would be that day. I learned at an early age that avoiding my mother was the safest thing to do, and I stayed away from home as much as a little kid could.


On the other hand, I worshipped my dad, and he worshipped me.


“When they told me at the hospital you might not make it,” he’d tell me time and time again, “I swore that if you didn’t die, I’d give you everything in my power to give.” He made good on that promise, even going so far as buying me the expensive white French provincial canopied bedroom suite (or “suit” as Daddy called it) that I’d seen in the Sears catalog.


Daddy was my knight in shining armor. Unlike Mother, he was never angry with me. He didn’t hit me or yell at me, and he never called me names or made fun of me. Every night I counted the minutes until I heard his car pull in the driveway. After stopping off for a beer or two with the guys, he’d waltz through the front door and the first thing he’d do was grab me around the waist and swing me up over his head.


“How much do you love me?” he’d always ask. I’d sing-song back, “A bushel and a peck and a hug around the neck!” I threw my arms around him, kissed his stubbly cheek, and breathed in the faint, calming scent of Old Spice aftershave. After a tense dinner where Mother berated him for coming home late, not making enough money, or drinking too much, the dishes were done and Mother and my younger sisters were off to bed. That was my cue to grab Daddy a cold Coors from the fridge, while he stripped down to his “wife-beater” and Jockey shorts. Then he and I would stretch out on our thick shag carpeting to watch Gunsmoke, The Untouchables, or wrestling until I fell asleep, my head on his strong, tattooed bicep.


When I was a little girl, Daddy was magic. Daddy was my superhero. He was kind, funny, generous, and charming. He had a sweet tenor singing voice and played the trumpet like Louis Armstrong. He was a master storyteller, and listening to him recall times he’d had as a kid was magical. If you were a friend, there was nothing he wouldn’t do for you. He’d go out of his way to help anyone who was down on their luck.


But he could be rough and tough when he needed to be, like when he’d go hand-fishing in our pond on the farm or beat the crap out of someone who looked at him sideways. Once when we were tooling down the road in Daddy’s used, mist-green Cadillac, he started cussing to beat the band at the car behind us, which was tailgating, a major pet peeve of his. He pulled off the highway and motioned the other driver to the side of the road. Wondering what the problem was, the other driver pulled over and stopped. “Stay here,” my dad commanded, “I’ll be right back.” Daddy got out, calmly strolled up to the stranger’s car, and made a “roll-down-your-window” motion with his hand. Then he popped the guy straight in the kisser with all his might. Lucky for my dad, no one carried guns in those days.


Every other word out of his mouth was “damn,” “goddamn,” “son of a bitch,” “bastard,” or “hell.” And that wasn’t when he was angry; it was just his normal, everyday speech.


“I was just downtown,” he’d say. “Of course, it was hotter than hell, and there was that crazy bastard Garner, and goddammit if he wasn’t with that son of a bitch, Ted.”


If someone called Dale Peterson a dirty name, lied to him, or disrespected him or any member of his family, they were asking for serious trouble. I can’t count all the times he came home with a black eye or bloody nose. One Thanksgiving morning I woke up to find him sprawled on the living-room couch, his lips swollen and a raw steak over his eye. The night before, he’d gone to a nightclub on “the wrong side of the tracks” to repossess a sewing machine, a job he did for a little extra spending money. Apparently, the bar owner’s wife wasn’t quite ready to part with her new modern convenience, so Daddy was jumped by several drunken bar patrons who came to her defense. He was on crutches for the next several weeks and, to top it off, he didn’t get “the goddamned sewing machine back!”


Once, on one of our many family vacations to visit my Uncle Dorton and Aunt Arlene in Chino, California, my parents managed to cram Grandma and Grandpa and their suitcases into the back seat along with us three girls. Because there were no seat belts to bother with back then, my sisters and I spent the entire trip bouncing around the car, fighting like banshees, and getting slapped by my mother every few miles. We pulled over at every truck stop from Colorado to California so Grandma could pee. My grandparents didn’t believe in eating at restaurants, so my mom brought along a loaf of Wonder Bread, French’s mustard, bologna, and cans of Underwood deviled ham to make sandwiches. We ate them for breakfast, lunch, and dinner while my dad zipped down Route 66, whiskey and Coke propped between his legs. My mother was making sandwiches on the front seat when the open jar of mustard flew off the dashboard, splattering all over the turquoise upholstered seats of my dad’s precious Olympic white Cadillac El Dorado.


“Goddamn it to hell!” my dad yelled, jerking the steering wheel hard to the right and screeching to a halt on the side of the road. Using the only thing available, some Kleenex Grandma had floating around the bottom of her purse, Daddy and Mother mopped up what they could of the electric-yellow mustard while the rest of us watched in silence, trying not to breathe for fear of being sucked into the front-seat drama. We pulled off at the next town, Needles, to stay the night, so my parents could look for a dry cleaner that might be able to steam-clean the mustard stains. My sisters and I got to splash around in the motel pool, which was the highlight of our trip.


The supposed reason my grandparents came along was to visit my uncle and his family, but they were really in it to see Lawrence Welk, their favorite performer of all time. His show was broadcast from the Hollywood Palladium on Sunset Boulevard. Every week after our usual big Sunday dinner at Grandma and Grandpa Petersons, me, my sisters, and cousins were forced to watch him play his “champagne bubble music” on TV. If we didn’t sit patiently in front of the television for the entire show, we weren’t allowed to watch The Wonderful World of Disney afterward. Grandma had aspirations that we would one day become singers like the Lennon Sisters, or dancers like the dancing duo of Bobby and Sissy. They even forced me to take much-hated accordion lessons so I might one day follow in the footsteps of Myron Floren.


Back to the action. Once we finally made it to Chino, the grown-ups made a big to-do about taking Grandma and Grandpa into Hollywood to see their idol. It was an exciting night out for all of them. They dressed in their “Sunday best” and left me and my sisters at home with my older cousin, Rex. After many, many cocktails were imbibed and the show came to an end, they all piled back into my dad’s Caddy for the long drive back to Chino. As they cruised down Sunset Boulevard, just blocks away from the Palladium, Grandpa and Uncle Dorton got into it.


“I beleef dat Lawrence Velk is da best bandleader in da whole vorlt,” Grandpa sing-songed in his Swedish lilt. And he should have known. After all, Grandpa had been a bandleader most of his life.


Uncle Dorton was riding shotgun next to my dad. He’d drunk more than his share, as usual. He whipped his head around to confront his father.


“Best bandleader in the vorlt?” he mocked, his face growing red and his eyes swimming around in their sockets, trying to focus. “Better than Benny Goodman? Better than Tommy Dorsey? You’re outta your goddamn mind, old man. Those guys could run circles around your precious Lawrence Welk.”


This was too much for Grandma, who up to this moment had managed to keep her mouth shut. Her bony body quivering, she leaned forward and boxed her oldest son hard on the side of his head.


“Dorton, what in heaven’s name is the matter with you?” she blubbered. “How could you say something like that about Lawrence Welk?” The bright lights and snazzy clubs of Sunset whizzed past outside the windows as the tension in the car mounted.


Dorton pressed his palm against his ear where Grandma’s punch had landed.


“I’ll talk about him any goddamn way I want,” he slurred. He turned around and fixed his eyes on Grandma. “And as far as I’m concerned, Lawrence Welk is nothing but a little pissant!”


That was the final straw for my dad. No one called Lawrence Welk a pissant and got away with it. Daddy slammed on the brakes, got out, walked around to the passenger’s side door, and jerked his older brother out of the car. Dorton was an ex-Navy man, the biggest and toughest of my dad’s brothers, but a little detail like that would never stop my dad.


He and Dorton proceeded to beat the living crap out of each other right there on the hood of the Caddy in the middle of Sunset Boulevard. The sound of knuckles meeting flesh and bone rang out in the hot summer night as the brothers exchanged blows. From the safety of the car, Mother and Aunt Arlene screamed, begging them to stop. But they knew better than to get in the middle of this rumble. Passing cars honked their annoyance or approval. Drivers rolled down their windows and hooted, egging them on while Grandma and Grandpa cowered in the back seat, their Lawrence Welk “high” evaporating before their eyes.


Still wearing my baby-doll jammies, I was rousted from a sound sleep in the wee hours of the morning, and along with the luggage, my sisters, and my grandparents, tossed into the back seat of the car. I had no idea what was happening. Daddy’s face was bloody, which wasn’t all that unusual, and his indestructible Timex watch was smashed. I noticed the hood of the car was seriously scratched and dented, too. As the first rays of sun broke from behind the Chino hills, Daddy peeled out of the driveway and sped away from my Uncle’s house, headed for Colorado.
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HORROR, HOLIDAYS, AND HORMONES


Toward the end of the ’50s, when a little more money started coming in, Daddy embraced the latest craze and built a fallout shelter under our house. When the threat of the Cold War eased, he expanded it to a “rec” room, decorated with a fake leather couch and matching chairs featuring bucking broncs stitched on the seat backs and wooden wagon-wheel arms. The new wallpaper had a lovely cowboys-massacring-Indians motif. The floor was an array of multicolored individual linoleum tiles, and of course there was the all-important bar that my parents had adorned with bathroom-style pink mosaic tiles and lined with shelves stocked with every imaginable type of booze.


Liquor was a big deal in my family. Many of my relatives were alcoholics, but nobody called them that back then. They just liked to drink. When we went with my parents for family drives in the mountains on weekends, which we were frequently forced to do, it was normal for Daddy to have me drink the top third out of his Coca-Cola so he could fill it with Jim Beam while careening down the mountainside on cruise control. I couldn’t wait for him to fling the empty bottle from the window, because I knew what was coming—more Coke! I love those cute emails that used to circulate on the Internet about how great it was to grow up in the ’50s, before there were rules about drinking and driving or wearing seat belts. It’s a miracle anyone survived.


Beginning in junior high, because my room was in the basement right next to the rec room, which gave me easy access to the bar, I took a cue from my dad and uncles and used the contents to regularly top off my orange juice or soda pop.


My parents were very big on entertaining and threw lots of parties, inviting relatives and my dad’s coworkers. My mom rarely drank alcohol, but at these parties, she let her hair down. I wish she had drunk more because she was always so much nicer after she’d had a Tom Collins or two. They laughed, danced, smoked, and drank long after we kids were sent to bed. I can still hear the sounds of Nat King Cole’s “Stardust” wafting up from the rec room through the heater vents as I drifted off to sleep.


The holidays were almost always a good time for me and my family. At Christmastime, my mom wore her “outside face” because there was always company around. As far as I could tell, she had two completely different and separate faces: her mean “inside face,” reserved for us kids and Daddy; and her nice outside face that she presented to most relatives and all strangers. People were always telling me how much fun she was to be around and how lucky I was to have her for a mom, which confused the hell out of me. Were they were talking about the same person I lived with?


Christmas Eve festivities were usually held at our house and relatives would come from all over the Midwest. Because Grandpa Peterson was Swedish, we always celebrated Christmas with spicy sausages called potatiskorv (or “potato carve” as we called it), a long, coiled sausage that we cut into bite-size pieces and speared with toothpicks. The main course was lutfisk, creamed dry cod served over boiled potatoes. I was the only kid in the family who would eat the stuff.


My sisters and I loved Christmas Eve and Christmas Day. We were allowed to eat whatever we wanted and didn’t have to clean up afterward because there were so many aunts there to do the job, and my mother was distracted cooking, serving, and gossiping, so she paid no attention to us at all.


I remember only one bad Christmas, and that was when I was five and we still lived in Randolph. Mother and Daddy had been running around the house all day, cleaning like maniacs and making last-minute preparations before the onslaught of relatives began. The highlight of Christmas Eve was always Santa showing up with his big pillowcase full of toys for me, my sister, and my cousins. Santa always knew our names and exactly what was on our Christmas lists. He always seemed vaguely familiar, but it took me a few years to realize he was really just one of my uncles dressed in a cheap Santa suit and fake beard.


I’d been waiting weeks and weeks for this night and had been as good as I could stand to be, just so Santa didn’t pass us by. I’d made my list and asked him for a Terri Lee doll. My parents had gone to great lengths to get a Christmas tree. I stood before it, gazing up at the star on the top, and I remember thinking it was the biggest, most beautiful tree I’d ever seen—and it was in our living room! My mother had spent much of the day hanging the brand-new, shiny ornaments on the tree and stringing the multicolored bulbs. Melody and I weren’t allowed to do that part because the balls were so fragile, but we did get to toss sparkling silver tinsel on the branches after the ornaments were hung.


As my mother put the finishing touches on the tree, I heard a plaintive “meow” outside the front door and looked out the window to see my poor kitty-cat standing on the stoop in the snow, looking pathetic. I opened the door a crack, just enough to let him in and keep the cold air out, and he slipped into our tiny living room. “Don’t let that filthy cat in!” Mother snapped.


The fat, gray-striped tomcat skittered across the newly waxed wood floor and made straight for the Christmas tree. He batted a paw at a sparkly red ornament. Mother hollered, “Get away from that tree, you damned cat!” She rushed forward and just missed grabbing hold of his tail. He darted under the branches and before I could register what was happening, he shot up the trunk of the tree to the very tippy top and clung there for an endless second. Mother stood stock still, her hands covering her mouth. Her hair was still up in rollers and wrapped in a scarf that had little pictures of red and blue sailboats scattered across it. She wore her handmade turquoise apron, the one with the rows of rickrack, tied over her red, short-sleeved “Christmas dress.” Time seemed to stand still as the late afternoon light reflected off the snow and bathed the living room in an eerie, bluish glow.
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Cassandra Is Better

(Special to The Daily Tribune)
RANDOLPH—Cassandra Gay
Peterson, badly burned by hot wa-
ter Apr. 3, is improved, her aunt,

Mrs. Carl Bergman, reported
this morning on her return from
Kansas City, where the 18-
months old girl is in University
Medical Center. ;

Although Cassandra Gay’s gen-
eral condition is reported ‘as
“good,” it will be a week or 10
days before skm-graftmg can be
begun. %

Mrs. Dale Peterson, who live on
a farm north of Randolph, are
both in Kansas City with her.
Cassandra, who is° an only
child, was born Sept. 18, 1951..She
was seriously burned when she
grabbed for a sauce-pan in which
water was being heated for East-
er Egg dyes. V] -
Her aunt, Mrs. Beraman, was
called to Kansas City from her

home in Colorado Springs, dfter
the child was taken to the med-
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