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Small-Town Boys:
Growing Up in Mitchell
in the 1920s and 1930s
G. D. ("DON") LILLIBRIDGE

Editor's Note: G. D. ("Don") Lillibridge was bom in Mitchell, South
Dakota, in July 1921 to Bradley Lillibridge, a pharmaceutical salesman, and
Neva Soule Lillibridge, a former schoolteacher. In a scene reminiscent of others
played out in small towns across mid-America, his parents had met in 1919 at a
drugstore where his father, a recent widower, had stopped to make a call and his
mother was spending the summer working the soda fountain. After a short courtship, the pair married, with Bradley Lillibridge bringing to the union his eightyear-old daughter, Vera. Together, the couple had a daughter, Gail, born in
1920, and Don, born the next year.
In ¡926, the family moved to a new neighborhood, where Don Lillibridge met
Eddie Mizel, with whom he would form a friendship that lasted more than sixtyfive years. Eddie Mizel was the oldest child of Philip Mizel, a Rîissian immigrant
who dealt in metals, hides, fiirs, and used automobile parts, and Esther Martinsky, the daughter of an immigrant storekeeper in Kadoka, South Dakota. (See the
related article on Esther Mizel's mother. Bertha Martinsky, later in this issue.)
The meeting of the pair echoed that of the Lillihridges—Philip Mizel, beginning
his life in America as a peddler, met Esther Martinsky as she worked in her
mother's general store. They began their married life in Mitchell, sharing a small
house with Phil's mother and two sisters, whom he had recently brought to the
United States. Devoted to their Jewish traditions, the Mizels often took their children to Sioux Gity, Des Moines, or Minneapolis for religious observances and
occasionally engaged the services of a traveling rabbi.
Although they came from dißerent backgrounds, both boys had "hard-working
and generous fathers and equally hard-working and gentle mothers who ran their
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households without interference jrom their husbands, " recalls LilUbridge. Both sets
of parents, in turn, granted the hoys a good measure of freedom to play in and
explore their hometown environs. In the early î990s, LilUbridge began to u/rite
about his youth in Mitchell. The resulting memoir. The Innocent Years: Growing Up in a Small Town in the 1920s and 1930s, is soon to be published by
East Eagle Company of Huron, South Dakota. The portions presented here are
excerpted from the original manuscript and depict the Mitchell community and
boyhood activities of the 1920s and !930s, a time often forgotten because of its
very ordinariness. Lillibridge's account is a charming "child's-eye" view of growing up in small-town South Dakota.

A century before my time, the Sioux still pursued buffalo through the tall
prairie grass where two small boys later hiked through corn fields on their
way to the James River. Hunting parties once camped here or paused to
water their horses. Confined to South Dakota's teservations, the Sioux were
long gone from the Mitchell area by the time Eddie Mizel and I were born.
Gone, but still alive and in their prime in our imaginations. A scene from
some boyhood novel or movie inspired Eddie and me at ages seven and eight
to lightly slit our wrists and let merge the tiny rivulets of blood, thus making
us brothers forever, as we thought the Sioux had done before us to seal eternal friendship.
By the time we invoked that solemn ritual, there were no encampments of
Sioux on North Duff Street where the ceremony occurred. In their place
stood a small town of around nine thousand people principally of Scandinavian, German, and English descent, many first-generation immigrants yet
among them. Mitchell was not like those sleepy southern river towns that
have intrigued novelists from Mark Twain on, nor did it resemble the treeshaded New England village immortalized by the poets of that region. The
town was a bustling northern plains community serving an extensive farming
area, sprawled out on flat, open country where trees and shrubs struggled to
inch their way upward through long, cold winters and hot, dry summers. It
was an ordinary-looking town having its share of attractive homes, but memory cloaks them with an elegance more fancied than real.
The commercial heart of Mitchell was Main Street, an eight-block stretch
between the Chicago, Milwaukee, St. Paul & Pacific Railway station at one
end and the Chicago, St. Paul, Minneapolis & Omaha station at the other.
Additional businesses and offices occupied a half or full block on each street
off Main. Any buildings over two or three stories high lay beyond the horizon, seventy miles away in Sioux Falls.
The 1930-1931 city directory jogs my youthful memory and provides a
mass of information about all aspects of community life. Mitchell was not
what you would call an industrial town, although it did have a handfijl of
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small manufacturers, including a planing mill, a sheet-metal works, and a
producer of concrete products. A number of businesses directly reflected service to farmers, including four blacksmiths still at their anvils, grain and livestock dealers, and farm-implement and feed stores. A number of establishments served the customary needs of food, clothing, and shelter—grocery
stores, general department stores, clothing stores for men or women, tealestate agents, insurance agents, and restaurants and cafés. My father occasionally took the family to the best restaurant in one of the two main hotels (four
others laid dubious claim to the title of hotel), where you could get a complete Sunday dinner, the works, for fifty cents—not exactly gourmet cuisine,
but a solid meal nevertheless.
The lust for automobiles had hit Mitchell by the end of the twenties. Sixteen automobile dealers were selling still-familiar brands such as Chevrolet
and Ford and also those now-vanished terrors of the road (and later the bankruptcy courts) such as the Essex, the Hupmobile, and the Whippet. Of
course, there were also numerous auto mobile-repair shops and gasoline stations to keep these vehicles zipping about town and down country roads. But
the streets were not exactly crowded with speeding motorists. I can recall running to the grocery store for a last-minute dinner item for my mother and

By ¡930, a variety of businesses lined the rnain street of Mitchell
a bustling northern plains town of about nine thousand people.
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reporting back to her that I passed two Plymouths and a Ford on the way.
Eddie has a memory of escaping from his playpen while still in diapers and
making it two and a half blocks to Main Street, where his mother found him
sitting in the middle of the intersection while traffic swirled around him at
the rate of two or three cars an hour.
Three taxi companies delivered about town those without automobiles.
When I was in the fourth grade and had an operation to remove glass particles from my foot (we tended to go barefoot in those days, unfortunately),
my mother had a taxi take me to and from school, my father being home
with the car only at the weekend. The cost was twenty-five cents, including
tip.
Thirteen beauty patlors ministered to the famed beauty of Mitchell
women, but the men and boys beat them out with seventeen barber shops. I
daresay we were in greater need of artificial aid, for long hairstyles were out in
those days. As small boys, we had to make a fortnightly jaunt to Shorty in the
barbershop off Main Street, where we winced in agony as Shorty pushed our
heads down with one hand and with the other set to work with hand clippers
on our necks, pulling out as much hair as he clipped.
Mitchell residents apparently had a major sweet tooth (to the joy of the
town's thirteen practicing dentists), given the fact that eleven confectionery
stores managed to operate throughout the week. More wholesome food was
provided by six bakeries. Happily for my father's business as a pharmaceutical
salesman for the wholesale Brown Drug Company of Sioux Falls, there were
five drugstores in town, which he visited for orders every weekend. All in all,
Mitchell was a busy commercial community.
The health needs of the town were served more or less, given the medical
knowledge of the times, by twelve physicians, most of whom doubled as surgeons, and they all made house calls. If you were really ill, Methodist Hospital and the Roman Catholic Saint Joseph's awaited you at opposite ends of
town. Each maintained residential facilities for training nurses, a common
practice then. City Hospital, a small facility, provided for the indigent.
If you were inclined to be litigious, toward physicians or anyone else, an
even dozen lawyers were at the ready to represent you. For the unruly, a
police department of eight stalwarts in blue, including the chief and a police
matron, stood by to do their duty. The fire department relied heavily on volunteers, having only two professionals.
Financial needs were handled—badly, as it turned out—by the Commercial Trust and Savings Bank and the Mitchell National Bank (and its subsidiary, the Mitchell Trust Company), which competed across Main Street from
each other in the 200 block. The lattet institution, sometime after the bank
failures of 1933, paid off about ten cents on the dollar to depositors. I recall
the ten-dollar check I received for my small savings account, but by then I
had long since taken to squirreling my allowance away in a Chinese puzzle
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box. Some relied on the mattress, but my mother tucked her savings between
the sheets in her cedar chest.
Spiritual hunger was fed by fourteen denominations, the largest being the
Methodist Episcopal Church, with a membership of nineteen hundred. Hot
on their heels was the Holy Family Catholic Church with twelve hundred
fifty. The Congregationalists mustered five hundred fifty, the Baptists four
hundred forty, and the Presbyterians two hundred thirty-five, with the rest
trailing ofTwith as few as twenty or thirty faithful. Mitchell had no synagogue
for the Mizels, and no Church of the Indifferent for the Lillibridges.
Two funeral homes prepped you for the two cemeteries, one Roman
Catholic, one nondenominational. When I was in high school it was not unustial on a late summer evening for a bunch of girls and boys to drive out to
the cemetery and sit by the tombstones eating watermelon while discussing
such light-hearted topics as death. . . .
There was more to entertainment and recreation in Mitchell than eating
watermelons in the cemetery, however. Music lured all ages and catered to all
tastes. There was the Legion Drum Corps, a military band, a boys band, and
a municipal band that played summer concerts on the courthouse lawn. Five
dance orchestras allowed Mitchellites to trip the light fantastic at Dreamland,
the local dance hall, or at the numerous social events held by a multitude of
social, fraternal, and patriotic clubs and orders, such as the Masons, the Elks,
the Independent Order of Oddfellows, the Knights of Columbus, the Catholic Daughters of America, the American Legion, the Grand Army of the
Republic (the tempo had to be slowed down a bit for these chaps), and a
somewhat more agile group, the United Spanish War Veterans.
The community supported a number of private music teachers who tried
to pass on their skills to the young. I was sentenced to study piano beginning
in the second grade, but alas, having a tin ear and iron fingers, I never got
much beyond "The Happy Farmer." Eddie took up the cornet under che
tutelage of the Municipal Band director, a grizzled German disciplinarian by
the name of Joe Tschetter. Eddie did a great deal better than I, ending up
playing cornet solos with the Municipal Band.
Recreational facilities dotted the Mitchell area. There were three small city
parks and a major one, Hitchcock Park, where the Bridge Club held an
annual summer picnic for its families. Eddie and I taught ourselves tennis at
the Hitchcock clay tennis courts, gradually learning the rules of the game by
watching experienced players. We were so small when we started that we had
to hold the heavy, old wooden rackets halfway up the handles, an awkward
technique we finally abandoned when we hit our teens. No changing balls
every seven games then—every two years was more like it.
The town also had a baseball park and an athletic field where the high
school and college football teams played. In winter, the field was flooded and
turned into a skating rink. The local elite had their own private country club
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for golfers, but there was also a municipal golf course. My father tried to
learn to play golf on the public course in the twenties, but he was two decades beyond his athletic prowess on the baseball diamond and never got the
hang of it. I remember being with him on the course in the middle of a
round after he had sliced the ball into the rough for about the tenth time. He
stood for a moment and cursed quietly and then headed for the clubhouse,
breaking his wooden staff clubs as he went, while I trailed along behind picking up the pieces like a lone stretcher bearer. He was mad as hell, but by the

Young Don Li lli bridge posed proudly with his father. Bradtey LitlibHdge,
on the steps of their North Duff Street home in the late ¡920s.

time he got home he had completely calmed down, as was his custom, and he
never played again. He knew when he had been licked.
For those inclined to indoor recreation, there were three billiard halls and
pool rooms, but they had an aura of iniquity about them, and we averted our
eyes when passing them. The Young Men's Christian Association also had
indoor facilities, but they were rather meager and unattractive places.
Holidays, especially patriotic ones like the Fourth of July and Armistice
Day, were marked by elaborate parades that drew Mitchell residents as spectators along Main Street. The leader of such spectacles was former Major
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Vande Bosche, who acquired his rank in the Great War. He led off the
parade on his prancing white horse and was a stickler for starting on time. He
never forgot: everybody over the top when the whistle blows! On one occasion he took off solo, on schedule, with the rest of the parade far behind
struggling to catch up. Political parades at election time were not uncommon
either. I recall that in the election of 1928, my mother, then an ardent supporter of Gov. Al Smith for the presidency, talked Webb Ainsley and me into
wearing a donkey outfit for the parade to represent the Democratic party.
Unfortunately, I was the rump end and had to put up with a few boots from
hostile Republicans lining the route.
1 suppose the most common entertainment in Mitchell was the same as
elsewhere in the country—the movies. Mitchell in the twenties had two cinemas—"movie house" was the common term. The Metropolitan Theatre
(later Paramount), with a seating capacity of one thousand, showed first-run
movies and changed the bill three times a week. The Lyric Theatre, with a capacity of four hundred, tended to show B movies and specialized in cowboy
movies for kids on the weekends. Every Saturday without fail, Eddie and I
would "gallop" down to the Lyric, slapping our hips with our hands to imitate the sound of a galloping horse. Our early cowboy heroes were Tom Mix
and Buck Jones and then Hoot Gibson and Ken Maynard, a laconic duo
whose sense of humor, rare in cowboy movies, greatly appealed to us. A third
theater, the Roxy, appeared in the early thirties and offered special Saturday
morning movies and cartoons for children.
Movies cost ten cents for kids up to age twelve, a quarter for adults. There
was no such creature, or word for that matter, as "teenager." Adulthood presumably arrived at twelve years. Being as honest as a long summer day in the
Arctic north, Eddie and I put down our quarters on our twelfth birthdays,
but being as small as we were, we promptly got back fifteen cents in change.
At first we regarded this turn of events as an insult, but cupidity and our
sense of gamesmanship had us keeping up the sport until we were almost
fourteen.
Radio, via station KGDA, came to Mitchell in 1930 and quickly became a
popular source of entertainment, as reflected in the large number of stores
advertising radios by 1931. Eddie and I occasionally listened to WNAX in
Yankton when we were small boys, tuning in on the Mizels' storage-batterypowered radio. WNAX played a lor of country music, and our favorite was
"Ten More Months and Eleven More Days and I'll Be Out of the Calaboose." Fortunately, our tastes improved somewhat as the years went by.
Attendance at the beach at Lake Mitchell was de rigueur in the summertime, especially for the young. Firestecl Creek had been dammed in the
1920s. During the thirties, as a public-works project, the dam was enlarged
to increase the size of the lake, and the public beach was shifted from the
southwest side to a larger area on the north.
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Mitchell's only claim to outside attention, if hardly fame, was its Corn
Palace. No one who has driven through Mitchell on their way to somewhere
else could forget the passage once they sighted the Corn Palace, a magnificent
monstrosity occupying half a city block at the corner of Sixth and Main, only
two blocks from where I lived. The Corn Palace had its origins in an 1892
scheme by the Corn Belt Real Estate Association to revitalize immigration to
South Dakota by persuading people that corn and wheat could be profitably
grown in the area. An exposition—complete with band, street acts, and a
farm exhibit—opened in the original Corn Palace building that September.
The structure, slapped together in sixty-four days, was decorated on the outside with native grasses, grains, and a variety of colored corns. A new, enlarged version came into being in 1905, and then in 1921, presumably in celebration of my birth, the present structure was built. The pseudo-Turkish
minarets and domes were added in 1937.
Evety year a committee chose a theme—say, for example, "The Conquest
of the West"—and in late summer the outside of the building was decorated
according to design with bunches of dock, wild oats, brome grass, bluegrass,
rye straw, and wheat. Large murals were created by sawing colored corn in
half and nailing them flat side to the panels. It was quite a sight, and it still is.
The Corn Palace became a major center for entertainment. The vast interior
hosted high school and college basketball games and tournaments, commencement ceremonies, the local Boy Scout Jamboree, visiting artists, touring road companies, and a variety of exhibitions.
Legend has it that John Philip Sousa was hired for a Corn Palace appearance in the early years. When the train stopped at the station on a rainy, miserable day, he took one look at the muddy scene and refused to let his band
disembark until he had been paid, convinced that such a sad-looking dump
could never draw an audience large enough to pay his fee. He got his money
and the audience, and when the band near the end of the program launched
into his "Stars and Stripes Eorever," the audience rose as one and roared an
approval that echoed to the Corn Palace rafters.
The central point of the Corn Palace for the young was the annual celebration in September of Corn Palace Week. Main Street was blocked off for
its entire length, as were most side streets for a half or full block to accommodate the many carnival rides (Eerris wheel, merry-go-round, tilt-a-whirl),
bingo stands, fortune tellers, shooting galleries, hustlers peddling nostrums of
all kinds, and street performers. Eddie's favorite and mine was Sonny Boy
Campbell, who dove off a fifty-foot tower into a tank of water only three feet
deep. I always closed my eyes at the last split second.
Despite the time spent at the movies, on the beach, playing tennis in rhe
park, cavorting during Corn Palace Week, watching parades, and listening to
the radio, the major influence in the Uves of the young in Mitchell was, of
course, education. There were four public elementary schools, one junior
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festivities in 1937 were lije first to celébrate in the
shadow of the huilding's new onion-shaped domes.

high, one high school, and a private college—Dakota Wesleyan University, a
small Methodist-supported institution. The Roman Catholic church also
maintained its own school system through all twelve grades. Years ago at a
high school reunion, I quizzed a number of my former classmates about their
impressions of the school system as we experienced it long ago. Without
exception, the grade they gave was an A. Even with the romanticizing influence of reminiscence, this consensus was temarkable. These classmates, however, were all graduates from the system. Unavailable for questioning were
those who had dropped out at age fourteen (the legal age) or the few who had
done so before that time or a year or two later.
Two newspapers helped to keep us all abreast of the local, state, national,
and international news. The Mitchell Evening Republican (later the Daily
Republic) was published daily except for Sunday, while the Mitchell Gazette
was a weekly. The subscription rate for the Gazette was two dollars per year;
the Republican cost fifteen cents a week. The Sunday Minneapolis Journal
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brought the outside world to Mitchell in more detailed cover^e than the two
locals.
A number of the very young learned to read before entering first grade by
figuring out the comics in the daily paper. My first teacher, actually, was my
sister Gail, who deciphered the mysteries of the written word by this method.
Being a year older and having the advantage of first grade, she then passed on
to me the code for unraveling this mystery before I went to school. This skill
enabled me to astound the PTA two or three weeks into the first grade by an
oral reading of'The Little Red Hen" for their moral enlightenment.
It would be hard to underestirnate the importance, for some at any rate, of
the local Carnegie Library as an instrument for the expansion of our minds.
This library was an ugly stone building across from the Methodist church, its
basement floor devoted to books for children up to age twelve (there's that
magic number again). Only adults were admitted to the main upper floor.
The two were connected by a circular iron staircase that seemed literally to
beckon me onward and upward long before I had served my prescribed time
below. It took the equivalent of an act of Congress and a Supreme Court
decision to get me admitted at the age of ten.
So much in broad outline is the small town through which Eddie Mizel
and I wandered for the first eighteen years of our lives. Covering approximately four square miles, Mitchell was an easy walk in any direction. We
didn't know every square foot, but, as Professor Hill advised in The Music
Man., we knew the territory.
Our more immediate and comfortable worid, where much of our time was
spent outside of school, was the neighborhood in which we lived—a small
area one block in each direction from the intersection of West Sixth Avenue
and Norrh Duff" Street. Of the four residential blocks, only the one where my
home was located had no alley, which was about the ratio for the entire town.
The only fence in the neighborhood was a low wire fence about two feet high
along part of the far side and the rear of the house next door to us. Bent and
beaten down for most of its length, it proved no barrier to two small boys
taking a shortcut. The streets in the neighborhood were gravel, the fate of
many in Mitchell. Between the sidewalks and the street, telephone poles were
lined up at attention, each with steel spikes protruding alternately to make it
easier for linesmen to climb, but also providing such a temptation to small
boys that the lower ones were later removed by the telephone company.
Elm trees fought their way upward along the curbs. Cottonwood trees,
native to the region, were also present. We had a large one in our backyard,
and in season its white fluff drifted down upon the lawn like summer snow.
There was a special elm in the Mizel front yard, its low branches a lure for
easy climbing. After Eddie and I had been to an afternoon movie, we would
race home, climb the tree, settle down, and then each one in turn would tell
the movie to the other. We were, I daresay, the last, and surely the youngest.
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to keep alive the tradition stretching back to Homer of oral storytelling as the
basis of the literature of the western world. That tradition may have ended,
literally, up a tree, but we gave it our best shot at preservation. On occasion
when we hadn't seen a movie, we would look back at an earlier one and relate
it, ofi:en embellishing as we went along—that, too, if we had but known, was
part of the tradition.
A faint, aromatic reminder of rural life constandy drifted through the
neighborhood, bringing to mind how close we were to our farming origins.
Horses were still on the working stage in the twenties, though not to the
extent that they were before the appearance of the automobile and truck.
Before electric refrigerators were common, ice was delivered daily by horsedrawn wagon. One neighborhood father was a drayman and kept his horses
atid wagon in a small barn off the alley that ran past the Mizel home. Other
neighbors raised chickens, and one maintained a large rabbit hutch with its
rapidly multiplying residents. 1 also recall a pig or two rooting about.
There weren't a lot of kids in the neighborhood; three seemed to be the
cutoff number in a family. The multitude of siblings our parents grew up
with were a phenomenon of the past. Eddie and I always referred to those our
own age as "the neighborhood gang," no big city connotations implied. Over
the years there were five boys in the gang, and when girls (including my sister) were occasionally involved in our ventures, the number jumped to ten.
Most of the gang members were students in the Catholic school system, so
Eddie and I saw them only after school or in the summenime. The neighborhood was pleasant and friendly, but, curiously, parents had little or no contact socially, knowing the kids of the neighborhood far better than they did
each other.
Important as the neighborhood was to Eddie and me, the real centers of
our universe, like rotating twin stars, were of course our own homes. Eddie's
house was a small one-story clapboard bungalow fronted by a screened porch
with a long swing suspended by chains from the ceiling. In the summer we
often sat swinging while plotting our adventures for the day. A small entranceway into the house was dominated by a hand-cranked Victrola, a common feature in most homes, including mine. From the entryway, you walked
into the combined living-dining room that contained sofa, easy chair, radio, a
large mahogany dining table, chairs, and buffet. I remember that table clearly
because once when Eddie's mother was miffed at something he had done she
took off after him with a rolled-up newspaper. With the agility of the young,
so frustrating to the old, Eddie raced around the table one step ahead of her
until he finally made his getaway out the kitchen side door. The kitchen he
nipped through on his escape was small, with many ingenious cupboards and
a Roper gas stove. An oak table covered by an oilcloth provided a temporary
resting area for small boys to have peanut butter sandwiches and milk or pastries prepared by Eddie's grandmother. Off the kitchen was a tiny pantry
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containing basic kitchen supplies and an icebox with pan beneath to catch
the meltwater. An auxiliary icebox was created by a box that fitted beneath a
partially raised window and protruded outside, an early homemade freezer for
preserving food in the wintertime. . . .
My own home, a block away, was a rwo-story frame house with a plain
open porch on the front. My father converted this area into an unheated
enclosed porch with glass windows on all three sides when I was about seven
years old. To my parents' horror, 1 insisted on sleeping out there, winter and
summer, and with their remarkable tolerance they permitted me to do so.
Our dog, a toy fox terrier, helped keep me warm in wintertime by crawling
down beneath the covers and sleeping at the end with her nose just over the
edge. This experience enabled me many years later to endure sleeping in a
tent in the New Zealand winter, but, alas, there was no dog to keep my feet
warm.
From a small entryway into the hou.se, stairs led to the second floor and a
hallway ran straight back to the kitchen. Sliding doors to the right opened
into the living room, which housed a piano, sofa, easy chairs, and radio. . . .
A door off the kitchen led down to the basement, where a fire shortly after we
moved into the house prompted my father to replace the coal-burning furnace with an oil-burning one. After one of us got a chemical set for Christmas, the unused coal bin was transformed by Eddie and me into a chemical
lab, where we set out to make major discoveries that would set the world on
fire, metaphoricaliy speaking, of course. My parents, on the other hand,
became convinced that we would set the house on fire, literally speaking, so
the lab was closed down. So much for research by the new Edisons. . . .
The second story had three bedrooms and a bathroom with a large tub
with those claw legs elevating it above the floor. The back bedroom, where
my father kept a large roll-top desk, had twin windows opening onto the roof
of the back porch which provided a handy escape route on occasion. I would
slip out a window, cross the roof, and slide down a water pipe to che ground.
Free at last, free at last! . ..
How do you entertain the young? Mothers were probably asking that
question back when everybody was still living in caves. There were no easy
answers then, when the outside world was a menacing one, but in a small
town on the Northern Great Plains in the 1920s and 1930s, there were no
saber-toothed tigers to worry about, no threatening herds of buffalo to avoid,
no forest to get lost in. Of course, there were also no organized sports for the
young, no swim teams, no Little League, no amusement parks, no television,
no Nintendo, no video-game arcades, and no malls to wander idly through.
Our mothers, however, had no problem with the question. What do you do
with two small boys? Their answer was simply. You turn them loose. With
that kind of freewheeling mandate, there was little chance of our becoming
overweight couch potatoes. Eddie and I were constantly on the move as we
created our own entertainment.
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In ail our jogs down the memory lane of fian and games, Eddie and I recall
with special pleasure our ventures to what, with our unique talent for unimaginative sobriquets, we called the "Old Hiking Spot" (you can drop the
"g" to give it the proper small-boy pronunciation). Given the clarity of our
memories, you'd think that we went there all the time, but in reality we probably made those hikes only five or six times a summer, and they disappeared
altogether sometime after we entered junior high. The sense of exhilaration
we experienced on these jaunts must have been the same one that seized the
great explorers heading into the unknown. Even though the route never varied and the destination remained exactly the same, each time we had the feeling that we were coming upon a new world.
Neither of us recalls the first voyage, so to speak, which truly had to be an
adventure of discovery, but we made that journey enough times that we can
still recall it step by precious step. From the corner of North Duff and Sixth,
we walked down to the Corn Palace on Main Street, turned left and walked
two blocks to the railroad tracks, turned tight and walked down the tracks
past the water tower. Occasionally we took our BB guns with us and once
contemplated shooting at the water tower. But then the frightening thought
came to us that we would puncture the tower and tons of water would cascade down, flood the town, and drown everybody. With a sigh of relief that
we had foreseen this catastrophe in time, we sensibly withheld our fire.
Having saved Mitchell from disaster, we hiked on past the water tower,
turned left into a summer cornfield, and marched down between the rows. In
early summer, the corn was not as tail as we were, but later on we disappeared
between the rows and had to brush aside the stalks as we penetrated deeper
into the corn jungle. Finally, we broke into the clear at a small farmhouse,
outside of which was a massive round water trough for horses. A windmill
slowly pumped water into the trough, and often on a hot day we would lean
over and get a drink of cold artesian water from the pipe. Sometimes the farm
wife would come out and greet us as though we were weary pilgrims on the
road to Rome, offering us a glass of milk and a slice of homemade bread or a
cookie. Refreshed and ready to carry on, we thanked her and went down a
wooded ravine into a grove of trees through which flowed a creek that fed
into the James River a mile or so ftirther on.
Some trees had vines dangling from them, and now and then we would
pretend we were Tarzan, Lord of the Jungle, and swing from them, but carefully, only a foot or two above the ground. At the bottom of the ravine on
one side, a cliff about twenty or thirty feet high rose steeply above us, and if
we had remembered to bring a rope, we would link together and be alpine
climbets. Once when we got near the top of the cliff, with Eddie in the lead,
I slipped and started to fall. Quicker than a snake's delay (as Emily Dickinson
would say), Eddie dramatically threw himself to the othet side of a tree growing out of the cliff and, with our weights balanced, saved me from a serious
fall. Breathing hard ftom this singular brush with death, we managed to
climb to the top. After that we canceled our plans to climb the Swiss Alps.
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On a summer day in the late 1920s.
Eddie Mizel (Ufi) and Don Lillibridge paused long
enough to alloui a photographer to capture this snapshot.

The aftereffect was a fear of heights that never left me. One cold, windy
evening during Corn Palace Week when I was in high school, I wandered
down Main Street and bumped into Gordy Thune gazing at the Ferris wheel.
I asked if he was going up. "Not me," he said, "I'm scared to death of
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heights." "Well, you'd never get me on one," I told him, thinking of that
cliff. We looked at the Ferris wheel, at each other, and then without a word
marched to the ticket booth and purchased rides. Tom Swift, with his
remarkable derring-do, would have applauded. Once we were settled in our
seats, the Ferris wheel rose slowly, even majestically. Piece of cake! When we
reached the very top, the wheel stopped, a malfunction in the machinery. We
were there for fifteen minutes, swaying in the wind, our hands turning white
from gripping the safety bar. Cirls in the seat just below us shrieked with the
delight of terror, but Gordy and I could do little more than breathe hard.
Finally, the wheel began to turn again, and as we neared the bottom, we hollered, "Stop the world, we want to get off." And we did, to the boos of those
waiting their turn. Thereafter, the mere use of the word "heights" (as in
"climbing the heights of.. .") made me nervous.
The Old Hiking Spot never made me nervous, but it did turn our stomachs once. On one hike, I brought along a couple of my father's cigar butts,
and, sitting by the creek, we tried them out. Alas, we got violently ill and
abandoned that adult activity as quickly as we had alpine climbing. We often
took off our shoes and socks and just waded up and down in the cool waters
of the creek. Once while wading we spotted a gunnysack wedged underwater
with rocks. Convinced that we had found buried, or at least sunken, treasure,
we pried it out only to discover to our horror that the sack contained a batch
of drowned kittens. This little tragedy ruined our day, and we wandered
home saddened and puzzled by the ways of the world.
The incident did not mar the lure of the Old Hiking Spot. A small oasis
in an active world, its great attraction was the utter solitude, the peace and
quiet that prevailed except for the call of birds, the occasional rustle in the
brush of some creature we could not see, and the gurgling of the creek as it
passed over rocks and sand. We never saw anyone else there. We were isolated from houses, barns, roads, any sign of civilization. We were alone in a
distant forest.
The creek was too shallow for fishing. For that activity we went to the
James River, naturally called the "Jim." We often hiked out there, catching
rides with passing farmers, or, if my father was home with the car, my mother
would drive us out. The great thrill was persuading her to let us ride on the
running board, standing there with one hand looped through an open window and the other holding our fishing gear, the breeze in our faces, and a
plume of dust from the gravel road trailing behind us as though a troop of
cavalry were passing by. My mother was always reluctant to let us ride outside, but she gave in most of the time. The farmers never gave it a thought,
just telling us, "Hop on the running board, boys." And hop we did!
At first we fished with simple bamboo poles, but before long technology
got the better of us and we talked our parents into letting us have rods and
reels, which we bought at the F. W. Woolworth dime store for a couple of
dollars. We practiced developing the skill of casting from the riverbank, but

Copyright © 1995 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

16

South Dakota History

our lines frequently got hooked in the trees and bushes behind us or became
snarled on underwater obstacles. We devoted much of our time to untangling
them without snagging our fingers on the barbs. Even so, fishing often
hooked us in more ways than one.
Fishing at the Jim was often an all-day afBiir, so lunch was a part of our
baggage—the ubiquitous peanut butter-and-je!ly sandwiches, cookies, and
cold milk or water in Thermos bottles. When we reached the river in the
early morning, we were all alone. The trees along the river and a slight mist
rising from the water gave the scene an Arcadian air of tranquillity that appealed to us.
We deployed ourselves for action at a U-bend in the river that formed
what appeared to be a small island. A causeway led to this "island," and with
the water running over the causeway only a few inches deep, we would take
off our socks and shoes, tie the laces, hang our shoes around our necks, and
wade across. The whole area was wooded, and we had located a favorite spot
where a large tree branched out over the river. There we would perch and
fish. The only fish we ever caught were catfish, bullheads, and a kind of sunfish we called crappies. If we had any luck, we would take our haul home, but
my mother detested fish and never cooked it. Sometimes Eddie's mother
would prepare the catch for dinner, but most of the time the neighbors were
the beneficiaries of our Izaak Walton skills. As small boys we spent many
summer days at the Jim, but, like the Old Hiking Spot, it disappeared from
our recreational agenda sometime before we entered high school.
Water, however, remained on our schedule. Lake Mitchell was always a
temptation on hot summer days. In the early years, swimming suits were unisex, one-piece outfits, covering top and bottom. I remember one ten-year-old
tomboy who refused to loop one strap over her shoulder, shocking all within
view. Unfortunately, these suits were made of wool and often made you itch
so much that you were constantly twitching and squirming as though desperate to go to the bathroom. Eddie used to get a rash from the wool. His
mother solved the problem by requiring him to wear his underwear under his
swimming suit. Only the manufacturers' switch from wool to cotton eliminated his embarrassment.
When we were very young, our parents arranged for us to take swimming
lessons. Our instructor was a college student, and he would swing by with a
couple of other little kids to pick Eddie and me up at my house. Then,
jammed into his roadster, we would speed ofFto the beach at Lake Mitchell.
Although I was agile and well coordinated, I couldn't seem to get the hang of
swimming.
A raft was anchored off the beach out in deep water, and one day the
young instructor went out to the raft and had each kid in turn grab hold of a
life buoy while the instructor held the other end of the rope attached to it.
The idea was that as he slowly pulled you out to the raft you were supposed

Copyright © 1995 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

Small-Town Boys

17

to kick properly and propel yourself forward. When my turn came and I
reached deep water, the instructor gave an extra firm tug to keep me going. I
promptly lost my grip. As ! slowly sank down for a child's-eye view of Davy
Jones's Locker, I distinctly recall seeing a fish swim by somewhat above me,
which struck me at the time as rather odd. I don't remember anything after
that until I found myself face down on the beach with someone using the
then-approved technique to pump water out of me. Apparently my disappearance beneath the waves stirred visions of heroism in about five hundred people, who plunged into the water from the raft and the shore in a
competition to see who would get credit for the rescue. At any rate, when the
swimming instructor delivered to my mother this white-faced boy (who had
acquired on the drive home some sense of his narrow escape), my mother,
now a bit white-faced herself, immediately dismissed the instructor and
issued an ultimatum: no more lessons.
Considerable time passed before my mother allowed me to go to the lake
again. I was inclined to agree with this decision, having developed a certain
caution, if not outright aversion, in regard to water. Tensions eventually
eased in both of us, and before too long Eddie and I were at the beach again,
often walking there, as most kids did, since the hike on the dusty road was

Lake Mitchell something of a novelty on the ßar prairie,
became a popu¡ar summertime gathering spot in the late ¡ 920s and 1930s,
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only a mile or so. My mother had no cause to worty, for I never strayed into
water above my waist. Eddie, that rascal, of course learned to swim, having
had no reason to lose his nerve, and after a couple of years he taught me to
dog-paddle. It was a great day for cheering when I reached the raft in a mixture of terror and exultation. I was in high school before I fmally learned to
swim in a rather casual freestyle stroke, but I have never been fond of swimming. 1 did lose my fear of water during the war when I sailed off into the
mighty Pacific. After all, when there is nothing but water for hundreds of
miles in every direction, to say nothing of the five miles below you, fear of
the stuff is a pointless emotion.
If, as small boys, the world of nature lured us to the Old Hiking Spot, the
Jim River, and the lake, the world of machines drew us to Phil Mizei's business establishment, which we always called "The Place." Originally, The
Place had been a vast lumbetyard. Seeing the automotive future of America
(and himself), Eddie's father bought the property when the owner went
bankrupt and turned the main building into a small showroom for new cars,
an office, and a garage. He had a filling station built on one corner of the lot.
In the open area behind the building was a car lot and a junkyard from which
used parts wete cannibalized for repairs on cars in the garage.
The Place fascinated us, and we spent a great deal of time there. We sat in
the new cars in the showroom, spinning the steering wheels and pretending
to be Barney Oldfield winning the Indy 500. We crawled through the tunnels of stacked tires, burrowing secretly into the castle to rescue the beautiful
princess. We clambered over and around the wrecked automobiles in the
back like explorers prowling through the ruins of a lost civilization. The Place
was an imaginary Disneyland, and we made the most of it, in more ways than
one. If, on a summer afternoon, Eddie and I noticed a movie on at the Paramount that we were sure our mothers wouldn't allow us to see, we would
casually tell them we were going to The Place. And off we went to the theater. Afterwards, we would make a quick run to The Place, get a little dirt on
our faces and a touch of grease on our hands, and trot off for home with the
evidence in plain view that we had, indeed, been to The Place. Our mothers
were not the type ever to check up on us, but even so, we didn't pull that
switch very often.
Although Eddie and I created a lot of our own entertainment, we also
took to established sports and play requiring only two participants. We early
plunged into the mysteries of tennis, probably around the ages of seven and
eight. I assume that, like swimming, there was instruction available for
would-be tennis stars, but if so, we weren't aware of it. If our parents were,
my mother, remembering the swimming fiasco, probably saw a tennis
instructor whacking me one while demonstrating the overhead smash. So, off
we went on our own, on foot or bicycle, to the clay courts of Hitchcock Park.
Gripping our wooden rackets halfway up the handle, we played a curious
game, a combination of our own rules and legitimate ones picked up from

Copyright © 1995 by the South Dakota State Historical Society. All Rights Reserved.

Small-Town Boys

19

watching more knowledgeable players. By the time we got to high school, we
had more modern rackets, but they were still wooden—like our play, some
would say. Reluctant, as the young often are, to abandon the familiar, we still
clung to our peculiar grip. Now, however, we occasionally played with others, and the young also dislike being seen as different from their fellows.
Hoots of derision at our peculiar method, plus the obvious advantage of
adopting the right grip, prompted us finally to make the switch. Our play
improved, and we can still be found on the courts. . . .

Philip Mizel and Esther Martinsky Mizel, pictured here in the
late J930s, granted Eddie the same fi-eedom to explore that gave
Don Lillibridge an adventure-filled childhood.

We also played the indoor mini-version of tennis—Ping-Pong. This game
required a bit of improvisation and also some conning of my mother. Having
purchased paddles, balls, and net, we persuaded my mother to let us put two
extra leaves in the oak dining table. No, the clamps for the net wouldn't
scratch the table; no, the balls wouldn't nick it. If they did, the tablecloth
would conceal our misjudgment. If we weren't actually fooling her with this
spiel, she was surely the most tolerant of mothers.
Thus Ping-Pong became a weekend winter sport. Eddie became a good
player, but when my sister could be persuaded to put her book aside, her
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reflexes made mincemeat of me, and she could also tie up Eddie and ship him
off to Outer Mongolia. I don't know why she was so good at the game.
Though slim, trim, and In good shape, she had no interest In sports of any
kind, and to put the frosting on the cake of our humiliation, she wore glasses.
The outdoors, however, was our natural habitat for fun and games.
Although most kids regarded the bicycle simply as a means of transportation,
Eddie and I saw it as a mechanical steed. We spent an incredible amount of
time perfecting trick riding, modeled, with appropriate modifications, on
what we had seen movie cowboys accomplish on their horses and bareback
riders display at the circus.
We would ride at top speed and, while holding the handlebars, would leap
off on one side, vault back over the seat to the other, and then hop back in
the saddle again. We had some mishaps learning this stunt, not realizing that
we were possibly jeopardizing our fijture sex lives. We did abandon, after
only one attempt, leaping off the top steps of our front porch onto the bicycle seat. I think it was Eddie who made that clutch recommendation. A favorite trick was for one of us to ride with the other sitting sidesaddle on the
center bar and then to reverse our positions—a nifiy performance. We also
developed a kind of pony express without the mailbag. I would ride rapidly
down the street to where Eddie was waiting. Just before reaching him I
would jump off, sending the bike on its way. Eddie would already be running, and he would leap onto the riderless bike, giving a triumphant victory
wave. The bruises mounted up before we got the timing down right.
I'd be hard put, in retrospect, to say whether one of us was generally more
skilled than the other. We were probably rather evenly matched in whatever
game we tried. We were certainly never competitors in the real sense of the
word, in tennis or anything else. We played for the sheer fun of it. That was
not the case, however, when we had outside opposition. We took a ruthless
approach when we faced off against other opponents. Winning was then the
name of the game, show them no mercy our morro.
The game of marbles was played almost exclusively on the school grounds
before class, during recess, and after school. The first sign of real spring was
not the appearance of daffodils, but marbles. The accompanying signs were
scuffed shoes, caked dirt on the right knees of knickers, and left pockets sagging with the weight of marbles.
The game varied from region to region across the United States, but in
Mitchell players drew a small ring in the dirt, and each put an equal number
of marbles Into the ring. One player then scratched a line in the dirt some
distance from the ring. Each player, standing by the ring, tossed his shooter
toward the line. The one whose shooter landed closest to the line played first,
with the others following in order of their distance. This process was called
"lagging," and ¡f there was a tie, the cry went up, "Ties and kisses, all lag
over."
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The idea was to toss your shooter as close to the ring as possible, if you
were first. The rest of the players tossed their shooters to best position themselves. Lots of strategy was involved here, since you were out of the game if
another player's shooter hit yours. The object of the game was to knock as
many marbles as possible out of the ring. If you hit one out, you got to shoot
again, and the marbles you sbot out belonged to you utiless your shooter was
hit by another. If that happened, you had to give that player the marbles you
had shot out, and you were gone from the game. When the last marble was
out of the ring, each player, in turn, tried to hit the shooter of the player who
had gotten the last marble. Failure to do so meant giving him the marbles
you bad acquired. The game ended when one player was left with all the
marbles.
It was a cutthroat game-—no prisonets taken. If I came home downhearted and dejected and my mother said to my fother, "I think that boy has
lost all his marbles," she was not referring to my mental capacities. Actually, I

Marble playing was a serious sport, as the faces of
these aficionados show. This group was gathered in Mitchell to
participate in a Works Progress Administration tournament.
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became very good at the game. When I was in the eighth grade I reached the
championship game of the Junior High Marble Tournament, only to lose
ignominiously when my shooter skidded into loose sand and ended up next
to my opponent's shooter. He promptly and gleefully picked me off So
much for dreams of glory. Every boy had a special shooter, the greatest of
which were called "bull's-eyes," being marked with a bull's-eye target on one
half of the sphere. They were valuable, and sometimes up to a hundred regular marbles were traded for one special shooter. I still have mine.
Some boys developed great skill with their shooters, which were held
between the knuckle of the thumb and the top of the forefinger and shot
with a flick of the thumb. Some experts could spin the shooter so that when
they hit a marble out of the ring their shooter would spin back just outside
the ring, leaving them in close position for another shot. Or they could ricochet their shooter off an opponent's so that it glanced toward another
player's shooter, leaving an easy shot to get that player out of the game.
Although Eddie and I were often opponents when playing with others in a
game, we pooled our winnings—a sort of kid's version of price fixing or
insider trading. We won hundreds of marbles, keeping them in a large tin
bread box and drawing from our supply as needed.
I don't recall playing marbles in the neighborhood, but we certainly
turned our considerable energies to other games. The neighborhood gang,
girls and boys alike, would sometimes on a summer evening divide into sides
for a game involving the capture of the other side's flag. The target was not
really a flag, but a cap, a handkerchief, even a towel. The residential block
was divided into two parts, with each team occupying a home base. Your flag
could not be hidden but had to be placed somewhere in the open and
guarded against capture. Any enemy caught on your side of the block (you
only had to touch them) was out of the game. There was a great deal of
skulking around in this game, crawling through bushes, nipping behind trees,
and running like hell to the safety of your own side if the enemy spotted you.
There was also a fair amount of skullduggery when somebody left the boundaries of the game and circled around a couple of blocks to attack from the
rear. But it was great fun, and we got a lot of exercise.
Providing somewhat more mental exercise were treasure hunts involving
two teams. One team made up the clues, each clue leading to the next, while
the other team had to decipher the clues. These hunts sometimes stretched
out for days as we concocted elaborate puzzles, used lemon juice and more
dubious ingredients for invisible ink, and concocted codes with numbers substituting for letters. There was much lounging about in profound meditation
in this game until the moment of truth dawned, a clue was deciphered, and
with a whoop the team tore off to find the next clue. Sometimes, though, the
hunt draped on for so long that the game collapsed from the weight of its
players' frustration.
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The neighborhood boys (no girls allowed) played the customary sports in
season on front lawns or vacant lots, even if we only had a total of five
players. For baseball we depended upon a purchased bat and ball and played
in rotation a game we called one-o-cat. We improvised equipment for football and basketball. A leather helmet, stuffed with a stocking cap and tied up
with the helmet straps, served as a football. We didn't mess around with
touch football. Tackle football was the rule, and cuts and bruises were common. Unnecessaty roughness, however, sent tempers flying like tackles. In
fact, I now recall that the only time I ever saw Eddie lose his temper was
when Leo Titze tackled him hard and Doyle Smith came in for a late hit,
unintentionally piling on. Eddie lay there, his body twitching, his mouth
opening and closing without a sound. We thought it was a replay of the
death scene from The Last of the Mohicans, but in fact Eddie was struggling to
get air into his suddenly depleted lungs. Doyle kept leaning over him, asking
soHcitously, "Are you hurt, Eddie? Are you hurt?" When Eddie's lungs finally
filled with air, he wasted no time using them. Leaping to his feet, he shouted,
"Am I hurt? Am I hurt! Of course, I'm hurt, you dumb klutz!" and he sailed
off a roundhouse right that fortunately missed, or Doyle would have been
knocked into the middle of the week after next.
For basketball, we removed both ends of a coffee can and nailed the can to
a wall on Eddie's garage. A tennis ball became the basketball. In those days
players used the two-handed shot, but that was ridiculous with a tennis ball,
so, long before it came into use, we developed the one-handed shot (for
which historians of the game give us no credit whatsoever).
There were other arenas for these games. In those days, little kids were
admitted free to high school and college football and basketball games. There
was no organized entertainment for fans at half time, as there is today^no
marching bands, no kazoo corps, no high-stepping majorettes with flashing
thighs. So, at halftime, kids would swarm onto the football field carrying
their World War Iflyingcorps helmets stuffed with stocking caps and would
piay two or three games simultaneously for the crowd's entertainment (to say
nothing of ours). The spectators often cheered more for the kids than for the
regular players. They certainly laughed more, especially when we showed ofl^
some of our trick plays. Our gang had a fancy one conceived by Eddie in
which the center, after releasing the ball, zipped back and took a handoff
from the quarterback and then threw a pass downfield to the quarterback.
We called that play the old step-shuffle ball-change (after a tap-dancing routine Eddie learned when he took lessons). With equal joy and enthusiasm, we
invaded the floor at basketball games. Given the nutty hoopla of most
present-day halftime shows, a revival of the old days might well be in order.
I am not sure, however, that I would cheer on a revival of our warrior
days. As small boys, Eddie and I were normal brothers-in-arms, so to speak.
Our battlefields were playgrounds, vacant lots, and backyards; our swords.
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the staves from window shades; our revolvers, cap pistols and rubber guns;
our rations, peanut-butter sandwiches. We seemed to have such an enthusiastic interest in weapons—most of which we improvised—that you might
have thought we were preparing for guerrilla warfare in Bolivia.
We had quite an arsenal. We naturally had cap guns and lassos, like the
rest of the boys in the neighborhood with whom we played out cowboy dramas. We galloped wildly about the neighborhood, lurked in ambush, and
raided the enemy's hideouts. There were frequent shouts of "Cotcha" and
just as many denials as the targets dove for cover. We weren't very good at
roping the enemy with our lassos, and we abandoned that technique of capture after Doyle Smith complained that we always got him around the neck
instead of the legs. We didn't give up the lassos, though, turning instead to
trick twirling. A large washer placed below the knot of the loop, we finally
learned, enabled us to twirl both horizontally and vertically, but we never
acquired the knack of jumping through the loop and keeping it going.
We also made our own bows and arrows, using shaped razor blades for the
tips. We sensibly put aside the idea of trying these out on Doyle Smith and
sought to develop our skill by shooting at a target painted on Eddie's garage.
From a fellow salesman who sold sporting goods, my father once got a sample crossbow, which you wound up and then pulled a trigger to release. The
arrows were steel tipped, and the first time I tried out this remarkable (and
powerful) bow, the arrow flew about two blocks, burying itself in the wall of
a house just below an upper window. My father was watching this demonstration, and the crossbow promptly disappeared, never to be seen again.
We never did recover the arrow.
Undeterred by this setback, we tried our hand at throwing hatchets and
knives, another potentially dangerous acriviry lifted, no doubt, from movies
about early frontiersmen. Our mothers put a stop to this pastime after noticing that their kitchen knives seemed to be vanishing into thin air. Well, they
were certainly going through the air, no question about that. Never at a loss,
even after a defeat, we bought large two-inch steel staples from the hardware
store and practiced hurling them at the target on the garage wall formeriy
patronized by knives.
We also made small darts out of large kitchen matches, nipping off the
sulphur end and sticking a needle down into the match. Notching the other
end, we inserted small paper fins to guide the dart on its way to the target.
Always on the alert to expand our arsenal, we bought glass tubes that sick
folks used to sip drinks and then purchased putty at the hardware store,
which we packed into small aspirin tins. Twirling one end of the glass tube
into the putty packed a small wad into the tube. Voilai A blowgun! We also
made slingshots with thick wire twisted into the appropriate Y shape. Rubber
bands provided the tension, and kernels of corn became the bullets. And, of
course, we had those famous swords transfortned from window-shade staves,
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with cofFee-can lids serving as hand shields. Garbage-can covers provided protection against an opponent's thrust.
Eddie and I finally got permission from our parents to buy BB guns. Unlike some kids, we never shot at birds, however. In fact, despite our being
armed to the teeth, all creatures great and small were safe with us. As with
other weapons, so with BB guns; we simply sought to become experts in their
use. One of our specialties was to wedge a kitchen match into the bark of the
cottonwood tree in my backyard, pace off twenty feet, and then try to light
the match with a BB shot. I got rather good at that feat. We did have some
mishaps, however. Concealed under a bush in our front yard, we once tried
to shoot the heads off some flowers beneath the living-room window of the
house across the street. Alas, my aim wasn't as good at sixty feet as it was at
twenty. I put a small, neat hole In the window. Neither the story nor the BB
ended there, however. Mrs. Entsminger was entertaining a friend for tea, and
the BB shot continued on its errant path and shattered the cup she was holding. Chalk up another item on my father's window bill. After that incident,
we stuck to perfecting our technique for lighting matches on the cottonwood
tree.
Over the years, our favorite weapon was the rubber gun. Drawing the outline of a revolver about twelve to fifteen inches long on a board, we would
laboriously saw away until we had the weapon in hand. We then bound a
tension clothespin to the handle with thick rubber bands cut from tire inner
tubes, which were made of real rubber In those days. After cutting out a number of bands about half an inch in width, we pinched one end of a band Into
the clothespin trigger and then hooked the other over the end of the gun barrel. The gun was fired by squeezing the clothespin, which released the rubber
band and—zing!—away It went. The rubber bands traveled at a powerful
velocity, and if you got hit at close range on bare skin, they would leave red
welts for a time. These guns were great for turning on and off light switches
of the push-button kind, and they were deadly killers of house flies until my
mother objected to the mess the insects made when splattered against the
wall.
We also pounded a nail into the side of the gun's grip end, bent the nail,
and then hung it on our pants pockets as though it were in a holster. Armed
thus, we had many contests in drawing and firing, choreographed like a
shoot-out on a dusty street in front of an Old West saloon. All the kids in the
neighborhood had these guns, and there were numerous rubber-gun wars,
sometimes on the run, sometimes with each side having a fort.
In preparation for one of those wars, Eddie had a wild inspiration. We
would build a rubber machine gun! We sawed out a long barrel, attached a
wheel into which we had cut spokes, and hooked up about twenty rubber
bands. You fired the contraption by pulling out a pin that held the spokes in
place. Keeping this secret weapon hidden in our fort, we waited for the
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proper moment, moaned and groaned aloud that we were out of ammunition, and then when Leo Titze, Alvin Lowe, and Doyle Smith charged to
wipe us out, we hoisted up tbe machine gun, pulled the pin, and at close
range let them have the full impact of those heavy rubber bands. The carnage
was frightfial The casualties were red-faced from more than embarrassment at
how they had been suckered. Eddie and I agreed to a peace treaty, the key
provision of which was that we would never use that weapon of mass destruction again. Eddie subsequently palmed it off on a kid from the other side of
town for a bagful of marbles. As I recall, rubber guns were rendered obsolete
when science came up with synthetic rubber for inner tubes. Unfortunately,
synthetic rubber did not stretch.
1 think it was the machine-gun episode that prompted the battered trio
ftom the neighborhood gang to clean out a tool shed behind Alvin Lowe's
house as headquarters for their own private club. The first order of business
was blackballing Eddie and me from membership. Outraged at this mutiny,
Eddie and I went over one night determined to prove they were all wet—or
soon would be. We placed a large coffee can filled with water on a shelf above
the door and ran a string from it to the door. The plan was that the first
member entering the club would tip the pail and get a proper dousing.
Unfortunately, the first person to enter the shed the next morning was
Alvin's mother. Moreover, our knowledge of hydraulic engineering was somewhat faulty, and the can, instead of tipping, merely slid off the shelf, conked
Mrs. Lowe on the noggin (as we used to say), and put her down for an eightcount. Wlien she recovered, she was convinced one of the club members was
responsible, so she reclaimed the shed. The club disbanded, and the Gang of
Five resumed its normal operations. The mutiny was over.
Apart from guerrilla warfare in Bolivia and points north, Eddie and I
engaged in more conventional activities for the young. As small boys we went
to the plays put on each year by the junior and senior classes at the high
school. Invariably, these were mysteries, and I was always spooked when the
secret panel by the fireplace opened, a mysterious figure appeared, and the
lights went out as the curtain closed on act one. The audience gasped, girls
screamed, and I shivered in terror. Eddie remained unperturbed. (Wliere did
he get that calm in the face of obvious danger?) Dakota Wesleyan University
had a program of dramatic lessons for youngsters, and Eddie and I signed up
one year when we were about ten and eleven. My memory fails me, for once,
on what we actually learned. There was a great deal of memorizing of lines
and endless dress rehearsals, but I don't think the class ever performed before
an audience.
We were intrigued enough with the appeal of public performance, however, to produce our own shows as small boys. These took place in the rented
garage that my father never used. We specialized in trapeze acts and threeminute dramas we had written ourselves. Admission for the neighborhood
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Like other Mitchell mothers, Neva Soule LHUbridge,
pictured here in front of the famHy's ¡mme in 1924,
encouraged her son to develop his musical abilities.

kids was one penny. We never got an audience for a second performance.
Pennies were scarce in those days, about as rare as our talent.
Like many parents, our mothers had visions of their children as musical
virtuosos, dazzling audiences with talent and putting them one up on other
mothers. I passed through the hands of frustrated piano teachers off and on
for several years. I disliked doing the scales and finger exercises essential to
mastering that dastardly instrument. Moreover, I hated to practice and had
no self-discipline, a real handicap since my mother tended to leave my practicing up to me. Recitals were as frightening to me as those mystery plays. It
is difficult for adults to imagine the terror a shy child can experience at the
mere thought of being put on public display. When I remember those occasions of long ago, however, I can still feel a twinge of panic in the pit of my
stomach. My first recital took place in the teacher's living room, where the
mothers sat primly and proudly (except for my mother, to whom I had sensibly given the wrong date for the recital). The budding Paderewskis were in
the holding cell of the teacher's sun parlor, from which they were called one
by one. Right before my turn, fearful of displaying my lack of talent before
others, I quietly slipped out the side door and walked home.
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Eddie was fer more disciplined than I. Because he always practiced his cornet alone, however, he had no sense of timing with an orchestra, and his first
rehearsal with the Municipal Band was an embarrassing flop. The criticism
he got from the director in front of the rest of the band did not ease the
humiliation. But Eddie was a determined cuss who stuck with the program,
rehearsed, and eventually triple-tongued away at top speed in specialty numbers. He was a hit on tours the band made to small towns around Mitchell
during the summer months. A few years later, he found himself in the Northwestern University marching band, an experience that left him cold in more
ways than one, and he turned to other interests that did not require gloves for
performance.
Eddie also took tap-dancing lessons—great exercise, at the least. He really
got quite good at being one of the local Fred Astaires, had no such fears as I
did about appearing in public, and even developed a neat but curious routine
of tap dancing on roller skates. Eddie tried to teach me what he had learned,
but agile as I was I had no talent for the art. I did finally master one short
series of steps—the old step-shuffle ball-change—which I can still do.
Eddie and I even turned to bird watching one year. Dr. John Lindsey, the
superintendent of schools, was a member of the Audubon Society and a dedicated bird watcher. He persuaded a number of kids to join the bird-watching
group he led. The venture was not a resounding success. "See that redbreasted knuckle-headed beetle-snatcher on the third branch up on the aspen
tree?" he would say. I didn't know an aspen from spit, and I couldn't see the
bird, whatever it was, but I wasn't about to confess ignorance. I peered
through my binoculars. "Yes," I lied, "I see it." I was to remember this incident some ten years later when the colonel on Saipan said to me, "See that
cave up there? Take it out." I wondered if there was a red-breasted knuckleheaded beetle-snatcher fiying near as a marker since I couldn't spot the cave
even with my binoculars. "Yes," I lied. "I see it." Off 1 went. Thirty minutes
later I was lying shot full of holes in a swamp. So much for the virtues of bird
watching. Or of being a demolition expert, for that matter.
The only organizational activity Eddie and I participated in was the Boy
Scouts, which we joined when I was twelve and Eddie eleven. Even though
Eddie was below the magic age of twelve, the scoutmaster of the troop knew
that we were an inseparable duo. We didn't become sensational scouts, lasting just two years, but Eddie gained Scout First Class status. Not me. I
passed every test except signaling. Like my problem with all foreign languages, I could send but not receive.
We did have one memorable experience—attending Boy Scout camp on
the Jim River the following summer. It was the first, and last, time for us and
the first time also for the camp, as it turned out. There was almost nothing
there when we arrived, and the boys, ages twelve to sixteen, along with the
various scoutmasters, built the camp. Once underway, camp operated on the
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buddy system, which meant that if anything untoward happened, your
buddy was available to sound the alarm. Now and then a scoutmaster would
blow a whistle, and all buddies were supposed to hold hands and raise them.
This system worked well except when we were swimming. The whistle blew
once when Eddie and 1 were out in rhe middle of the river. 1 was still in my
dog-paddling days, and we had to stop, hold hands, raise them, and try to
tread water while the count was made. I damn near drowned before the allclear sounded.
The food was probably more than adequate, but some of us were turned
off by the cook. He had a cigarette permanently dangling from his lips, and
he would stand over a huge cauldron of French-toast batter with the cigarette
ashes steadily dropping into the pot. Eddie and I managed to swallow our
revulsion along with the French toast.
The most notable camp incident, for me, came when about half a dozen
of us decided to hike the eight miles to and from the litde town of Alexandria
to chalk up our sixteen-mile-hike test for First Class Scout status. There was
nothing unusual about that, but at the last minute the camp director handed
us a grocery list of items we were to purchase in town and bring back, saving
him a trip in his beat-up Ford. I ended up with two large paper sacks packed
with four dozen oranges. We were supposed to be hiking cross-country, but
after about two miles four of the boys decided that was nonsense. They took
off for the road, where they hitched a ride to within a half mile of the camp
and then waltzed the rest of the way in. The other boy and I stuck grimly to
the required hike. Oranges kept falling out of the sacks, and I kept jamming
them back in. Finally, one of the sacks burst. I solved the problem technically, if not comfortably, by stuffing oranges inside my shirt back and front.
At that moment, the other boy discovered he had lost his scout knife, as useless an instrument as I have ever seen. There was nothing for it but to backtrack through the field we had just crossed, trying to follow our footsteps in
the dirt in approved scout tracking style. We did this exercise twice before we
found the knife. Dusk was falling when we decided to hit the trail for the
road. There the camp director in his beat-up Ford finally found us, me still
bulging with oranges. We made a less than triumphant return to camp.
The eight days at camp concluded with an evening of more or less impromptu performances by each scout. Eddie tap danced, and I recited "The
Shooting of Dan McGrew." As I rolled through those rhythmic verses, 1 had
the camp director in mind as "that hound of hell," the villain of the piece.
If scouting was a reality for which we had limited tolerance, the movies
were a fantasy to which we were irresistibly drawn. Eddie and I became unrepentant movie buffs. In the days of silent films, before we had a respectable
command of the written word, my sister Gail would read the dialogue captions to us, to the annoyance of nearby patrons. When talking pictures, in the
phrase of the rime, arrived, joy to the world! What a miracle!
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There was, indeed, something slightly miraculous about the movies—
people moving and talking, literally larger than life, on the silver screen
(another apt, now lost, phrase). The theater itself was a magical place, a
spaceship transporting you to another world. Slipping into your seat in the
semldarkness, you experienced the tension of anticipation; the blinking off of
the lights heralded touchdown on a new planet; the faint swish of the curtains disclosing the screen and then the rolling of the film brought the discovery of another world. While the experience was always new, it was also familiar. The Pathe News flashed across the screen with abbreviated bursts of national and international news, followed by a cartoon comedy, a short comedy
with Andy Clyde or Charlie Chase, a western serial (if you were at the Lyric),
and, finally, the feature film.
We usually went to the movies twice a week, on Saturday and Sunday. In
summer we often tried to work in a weekday matinee, but that required getting permission from our mothers. Eddie's mother always checked in Parents
magazine to see whether the movie was rated "child," "youth," or "adult." If a
movie we wanted to see was rated for youths, Eddie's mother would turn

For the price of a dime, youthful moviegoers could spend Saturday
afiemoons at the Lyric Theatre enjoying news clips, cartoons,
comedies, western serials, and feature films.
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thumbs down on it, and Eddie, at age eight or nine, would vainly shout, "But
I'm a youth, I'm a youth!" As a consequence, we sometimes turned to the sly
fib, playing our mothers off against each other. We would tell Eddie's mother
that my mother had given her approval (my mother's judgment, we knew,
rated above Parents magazine), and then we would zip over to my house and
tell my mother what was essentially the truth, that Eddie's mother had
approved of our going. That clinched the deal, and off we would go.
We were great fans of cowboy movies, and we hit the trail for the Lyric
every Saturday without fail. Hundreds of these sixty-to-seventy-minute films
rolled out of Hollywood, and Eddie and I saw our share of them. We were
also swept away by romantic adventures such as those of Douglas Fairbanks
in The Three Musketeers, with its sentimental ending in which a dying
D'Artagnan sees his three buddies, who had perished earlier, striding across
the sky to welcome him. Comedies, musicals, and historical epics such as Ben
Hur all appealed to us. You'd think I'd never met a movie I didn't like, but
that would be going too far. Spooky shows, like the Fu Manchu pictures,
were not for me. Those were the kind I walked (make that ran) out on. Being
basically uneasy about water, I was also out of my element when it came to
any scene about drowning. I recall leaving one movie about submarine warfare in which a damaged submarine was stuck on the ocean floor. In order to
save the rest of the ship, one compartment was sealed off, leaving a crew
member stranded. By the time the rising water had reached his neck, I was on
the sidewalk outside the theater heading for home.
War movies had a special fascination for us, if you eliminated my rejection
of war at sea. The air, however, was a different matter entirely. Eddie and I
were deeply affected by the original Dawn Patrol with Richard Barthelmess.
That movie ranks in my memory among the top three, not of the greatest
movies ever made, but of those that made the greatest impression on me.
When I was younger than I am now and inclined to have a martini or two at
a dinner party, I often yielded to the temptation to dramatize DtJwn Patrol
for the benefit of my younger friends who had never heard of it, much less
seen it. Happily, my wife finally drew a curtain on my performance.
The drama came at the end of the movie. The hero has not returned from
his dawn mission over enemy lines. Then, while his comrades are scanning
the sky, a German plane nies over the airfield. The German ace tosses out the
hero's helmet with scarf attached and buzzes the airfield one last time as the
helmet and scarf spiral slowly to earth. Banking slightly, he gives a farewell
salute to the squadron on the ground. We got the distinct impression that the
war in the sky was the last gentlemen's war, that pilots were chivalric knights
of the sky.
All Quiet on the Western Front left a different impression. It was a far more
realistic movie, not only in its portrayal of the horrors of trench warfare, but
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also in its human portrait of the German soldier, whom we had always seen
as the vicious Hun. I watched this movie the other day for the first time since
Eddie and I saw it in 1933. The impact was still considerable. We were
shaken by the ending in which the young German soldier, played by Lew
Ayres, reached out for the butterfly from his position in the trench and was
spotted by an Allied sniper who shot and killed him. The image of his hand,
suddenly stilled, stayed with us through the years. I have never entertained
dinner parties with my version o^All Quiet on the Western Front.
From today's perspective, movies in our childhood were generally rather
innocuous. There was no such violence in our cowboy movies as marked The
Wild Bunch, which in 1969 set a new standard for film violence. Cowboy
movies were like kids playing: "bang, bang, you're dead," and then up and
away. Even in these films' awkward fistfights, the worst thing that happened
was that a cowboy had his hat knocked off. Violetice was limited, nonbloody,
or only hinted at.
As in Whittier School, obscenity was conspicuous by its absence. Not
until Gone With the Wind in 1939 was the swearing barrier broken with
Clark Gable's famous line, "Frankly, my dear, I don't give a damn," and special approval by the Hays Ofîice was needed for that single word. Sexual
activity was never portrayed and only vaguely hinted at. In the twenties, there
were some movies, principally epics on ancient times, in which orgy scenes
showed lustful behavior and one or two exposed breasts. But the appearance
of movie censorship with the creation of the Hays Office at the end of the
decade put a stop to that. In our cowboy movies of long ago, even when the
hero and the heroine leaned—not grappled—toward each other at the end,
the cowboy's horse invariably nosed his way between them, and the couple
found themselves kissing the horse, not each other. Surprisingly enough, in
the older films writers and directors managed to deal sensitively with the
same themes of human behavior that concern moviemakers today, even
though they operated under restraints that seem quaint and childlike to the
sophisticated cinematic palates of recent times... .
The greatest influence on American families in the 1930s was surely the
Great Depression. Farmers on the Great Plains had an uneasy time even in
the decade after World War I, but the depression of the thirties had a devastating impact on them and the communities they supported. Half the years
Eddie and I spent growing up in Mitchell were conditioned by the depression. Poor rainfall left crops mere stubble in the fields. 1 can remember once,
when traveling with my father, seeing fields that should have been lush and
green with four-foot-high corn being dry and barren with stalks maybe six
inches tall. Dust storms swirled up and passed through like tornadoes, blocking out the sun in their passage, burying fences under drifts of dirt, and
invading homes so insidiously that when you turned down your bed at night
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a film of fine dust lay exposed between the sheets. When you saw a storm
approaching there was a tush to close all the doors and windows, but it was a
losing battle. The dust would seep through the window sills and door cracks.
Clouds of grasshoppers, like the Biblical plagues of Egypt, swatmed down
periodically, eating everything in sight—the grass of the lawns, the leaves on
the trees, even undefended clothing on outdoor clotheslines. Highways
became slick with the bodies of grasshoppers crushed under tires, and the
multitudes of insects plastered car hoods and smeared windshields.
The sun beat down mercilessly on some summer days. You could see the
heat waves shimmer up on the cement, and the asphalt strips between sections of concrete would bubble up and turn into soft: globs you had to skip
over. One grim summer day I hung a thermometer under a tree in our front
yard, and the reading went to 120 degrees. A missionary from Africa visited
relatives in Mitchell one summer, and his native assistant collapsed from the
heat. Conditions weren't exactly ideal in winter either. There were days when
the temperature never rose above zero. I remember Eddie and I being bundled to the hilt in boots, heavy jackets, and stocking caps and struggling
through a snowstorm to school, wondering if Admiral Byrd could possibly be
having it this tough in Antarctica. . . .
For those of us—and Eddie and I are among that number—whom the
depression basically left untouched, it's a little like having been in a war but
having served far behind the fighting front and gone the distance without
even hearing a shot fired, much less having been shot at. There is an awkward
embarrassment, maybe even a touch of unwarranted guilt, at realizing that
others have borne the brunt of battle. . . .
Eddie and I weren't born with silver spoons in our mouths-^far from it—
but we were certainly born under lucky stars. Our families both had hardworking fathers who kept the family economic machines in running order
right through the depression. I'm sure our parents worried as they saw what
was happening to others, but if they did, that anxiety was never communicated to or sensed by their children. We never worried during those
years. Why should we? We had everything we needed. When the president
proclaimed that one-third of the nation was ill-housed, ill-clothed, and illfed, he certainly wasn't talking about us. He wasn't even close.
Shelter? Both families owned their homes, and the mortgages on them
were easily managed. Neither house was fancy, although in 1936 the Mizels
sold their small bungalow and moved to an attractive, two-story brick house
on East Third. Our home furnishings weren't elaborate, but they weren't
scruBy either. Clothing? Our needs were met on schedule, winter and summer, depending on whether our clothes were worn out or we had outgrown
them. No attention was paid to fashion or style, and clothes were bought off
the rack or plucked from piles. As a result, I have been indifferent to clothes
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all my life, leaving style decisions to my wife. I have, however, always hated
wide ties and shirts with long, pointed collars.
Food? Both the Mizels and the Lillibridges ate very well; the chow was
more than plentiful. We had chicken every Sunday without fail, turkey on
holidays, and, at my house, steak at least once a week; desserts galore—my
mother made marvelous apple, lemon, rhubarb, and pumpkin pies as well as
tempting chocolate cakes, and Eddie's mother was famous for pastries of all
kinds; fresh fruit in season, even that from the other side of the world in California; and both mothers canned vegetables and made preserves. There were
no exotic dishes or elaborate sauces, but we had solid and nourishing fare
despite the limited menu range. . . .
Our families did well in other respects. Eddie's father had his choice
among the many vehicles at The Place, and my father traded in his car fot a
new one every two years. Christmas and birthday presents arrived on their
appointed days. If we wanted something extra—-a BB gun, a fishing rod, a
Boy Scout uniform^—and could make a legitimare case for it, the money was
almost always forthcoming. Our allowances started at twenty-five cents a
week in elementary school, raises being negotiated as we acquired seniority in
our march out of childhood. Our desires, like our palates, were limited, and I
can't recall our asking for something merely because another kid (the lucky
dog!) had it. We tended to he satisfied with what we got.
Even so, as time passed and the economy faltered badly, we became aware
that all was not well with many other people. In 1932, for example, somewhere between one and two million Americans were on the road—mostly
single men, but also girls and women, and even whole families—seeking
work or aid from private charities ¡ike the Salvation Army or relying on the
generosity of families who were still functioning economically. A great many
traveled the rails in empty boxcars. When I heard the whistle from the station
two blocks away announcing the arrival of a freight train, I knew that within
a few minutes there would be someone at the back door asking for food. The
way in which these drifting people bypassed other houses on their way to
ours gave strong currency to the theory that certain homes were identified in
the railroad yards for the benefit of those passing through.
Today we tend to regard strangers with some caution, if not outright fear
as a potential threat to our health, but we never thought of the generally
young men who came to our doors during the depression as a threat of any
kind. There was an air about them, not of desperation but of bewilderment,
that saddened the heart. They were invariably polite and always asked if they
could do work around the yard, but unfortunately there were few odd jobs to
strengthen their pride. My mother never turned them down and hastily put
together makeshift meals. Occasionally, if one of these wandering souls
looked especially bedraggled and thin, she would give him a quarter as well—
good in those days for a quart of milk and a couple of loaves of bread. If my
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mother wasn't home, my sister and I would leap into the breach and make
fried-e^ sandwiches accompanied by milk, cofíce, and Oreo cookies. Perhaps both nature and nurture were at work here, but I developed a streak of
solicitude for the underdog and the down-and-out that has easily found
opportunity for expression ever since. Similar scenes of assistance were played
out at the Mizel home as well, giving Eddie the same chance to hone his culinary talents with skillet and eggs as I had. Although never envious that others
had more than we did, Eddie and I, it seems to me, have always been disturbed that some had less... .
Our relatives and friends on the farm also sufifered gready during these
years—little wonder, with wheat selling for forty cents a bushel and corn for
thirty-one. I can recall visiting relatives with my mother for a day and being
shocked by what I saw: weather-battered and patched-up farm houses, some
parts of which had only dirt floors, old and worn clothing on all family members, beat-up shoes with string for laces. Those who managed to hold on to
the farm were able to provide much of their own food, but they still needed
staples like sugar, salt, flour, and other vital items, all of which required cash.
My parents periodically aided them with money to enable them to get over
the harshest times. Although it was against his company's policy to do so, my
father frequently helped some of his pharmacist friends by tiding them over
when their cash flow diminished. Eddie's father was also a reliable source of
support for local groups struggling to provide aid to those hardest hit. I
remember being at The Place one day when a local character—an old man in
his eighties who had once been an opera singer-—came by requesting money
so he could help the unemployed. Eddie's father gave him a dollar, a munificent sum in those days. Eddie told me later that this was a weekly ritual between his father and the old man and only one sample of his father's generosity.
You would have to be blind not to see the impact of the depression on
some of your classmates—the worn and patched clothes they wore, their not
going home for lunch because there was nothing to go home to. With my
mother's permission I would sometimes invite such a classmate to come
home with me for dinner or lunch. They ate enough, it seemed to me, to
carry them through a multitude of hollow days. If they came home with me
after school to do homework or plan some class project, I always made peanut-butter sandwiches for a snack.
As the depression went on, some classmates simply disappeared from the
scene. Their families packed up and moved elsewhere in the hope of something better. They tended to move west, following an ingrained American
tradition. At least, I never heard of anyone moving east.
So was woven the fabric of our daily lives, at home and with our families,
during the twenties and the early years of the Great Depression. I have always
had a mild sense of guilt that I was brought up in such pleasant and unchal-
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lenged circumstances, but I frankly admit that it has not been a constant irritant on my conscience. Whether my fortunate upbringing had a beneficial or
a balefijl infiuence on my character is an issue still in doubt.

Eighteen-year-old Don Lillibridge left his hometown of Mitchell, South
Dakota, in 1939, when his family moved to Vermillion so that he and his sister
could attend the Univenity of South Dakota. After serving with the Marines in
the Pacific Theater during World War 11, Lillibridge attended the University of
Wisconsin at Madison, studied for a year in France, and then taught at State
University of New York at Albany. He later moved with his wife and family to
Ghico, in northern Galifornia, where he spent his career as a professor of history.
Ed Mizel graduated from high school in Mitchell and then attended Northwestern University at Evanston, Illinois. After serving in the Pacific with the
Navy during the war, he married and returned to Mitchell to join his father in
business. Soon, however, the entire family moved to Ghicago where Fd, his father,
and brothers founded the Midland Finance Gompany. In 1995, Lillibridge and
Mizel remain best friends.
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