Growing upin Cedar-
hurst in a big house
with servants largelv
substituting for par-
ents brought jovs and
sorrows that today's
appliance-laden nu-
clear families can
scarcely imagine.
By Johanna Garfleld

It has sometimes occurted to me
T my yEArs upon variouws psychoan-
alvtic couches that the earnest in-
terest of my therapins b parental
wctions and influences during my in-
{ancy and childhood was misplaced.

Wealthy children of my era (the
B0s* who lived in | houses 1o
prosperous suburbe
City were. to a greater or lesser ex-

tent. all rassed. not by parents at |

all. but by servants. That s to say. |
sometines heard them referred w
by others—or 10 Carvle Lombard
movies, or in English oovels—as
“servants” My mother's neric
term for them was “the belp” To
call therm “servants” would have
shocked my brother and me to the
depths of our democratic souls, to
say nothing of completely musrepre-
senting their true relabonshup to us
as chyldren

To us—to me—the help ocoupied
s wonderful limbo somewhere be-
tween family and friend. neither as
stickily close &s relatives (and far
leas judgmental) nor as dets
outsiders. They were arcund murh
more thang my parents w talk ta,
and were ofien my allies i strug-
gles with them (as L, to my mother's
ertreme annoyance, was theirs!
Some | loved passionately, and one
was & feared pemesis who sull n-
habits my mghtmares. But loved,
hated, or something in-between,
they were an iotegral part of my
growing up, of the way all of us—at
that time, in that miliev—grew up.

The number in residence st any
ooe ume generally ranged between
three and five, depending on such
variables as whether the cook’s hus-
band doubled ms chauffeur, the
chauffeur as butler, or the cook as
pari-time cleaner or laundress, or
whether the maid could drive. Some
were (rancient; some were with us
for 10 years or longer—the latter
the conmants of my early Idfe.

My mother was in fact & some-
what shadowy fi to me until |
was .JTJJ B ﬁH-l ore that, I-h:n:nmi-
nant female figure in m my
brother Frank's life was i-rlmmn, "
gentle, soft-spoken German nurse
whose departure to marry ber best
friend's widower while | was in sec-
ond grade broke my heart. Prior to
that, on thoss rare days when Hen-
nen (s childuh muspronuncistion of
"Helen™ went to visit ber sister and
weces in Brooklyn, | would become
»0 hystencal st the prospect of
day without her. under the unfamil-
iar mirustrations of my mother,
that Hennen would wometimes
change her mund and sy home
with me. For this she maked no ex-
tra pay, | found out later She sim-

ply felt that her duty, ber loyaity |
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and. | suspect, her real love, was !
with us—or rather with me, for my
brother Frank was older by then
and much more independent. .
It was fragile Hepnen. with ber |
fine brown haur parted in the middle
and tied in # knot behind her head, |

bo chupby body as | |
Eraggled o masier the small owo- |

whesler inherited & cousing |
Hennen who sat with the when | was t
sick; Hennen who jod me Lo

schoo] and met me afterwards
When she left, | Hﬁ.mhl real .
childhood depreasion, prototype
for all my mubsequent feelings of |
sbhandonmesnt. She wrote often—lov- |
ing letters in an often indecipherable
Germanic script—and | can remem- |

:'i'thh.un

cleaning while [ was ip school, but
who were i me after-
wards, and were hired on the

understacding that they would
share my room. This was not due to
a lack of
of my terrible fear of the dark. and
of being by mysell at the of
long, lonely ball. 1

to the wrival of sach oew room-
mate with great anticipation, and it
pever occurred to me that they
might resent having to sleep in my
room. Besides, the enforeed intima-
£y gave me unususl scoeas to their
besuty secrets and their private

. lives. | thoroughly enjoyed my wi-

carious particpation in their lives,

' and sspecially in their

rofmAnces.
dim-witted blonde
ki  Dose, who

Jeannie, &

mulﬁdqruhimmm

Mawnis) Ukasbruleh 57 Boo Hrwsac

mckname for Jeaonie! had wakes up
with bum at all, | was impressed with
the depths of his passion. [ beard that
ahe eventually did marry him but
that the marriage cdidn't last.

I ean't remember just when or
why Jars left, but one day a few
weels later, | was srubbornly refus-
ing the pleas of Clars, the current
ook, to get out of bed and go w
school (in mn}hm nfh:dnum-
maid, the task of doing sc ome
bow devolved upon the cook!. when
the door opened, and in stepped Bet-
ty Saunders. She was & precty. pep
Py brunetie from Syracuse who. |
quickly decided, hooked exactly hike
Loretta Young, one of my many
movie star ideals of beauty

“Now you get right out of that bed
this minute, young lady,” she said
with authority is & clear. musical
voice. | loved ber at once, gut out of
bed like a shot, and procesded to
transfer some of the passionate de-
votion I'd felt for Hennen to her

won the permanent respect
of my and me shortly afier

mother's 20-year-old "couturier”
m residence in our house, ap-
Ltrr under the impression that
ﬁmmh-nm“mm
foot by “the staff,” rather than to be
rt of it. Though in mctuality
wrence” (Donald Lawrence
Weinberg. that was! came from Tre-
mont Avenue in the Bronz, cne
would have thought him o the
manor born. It took Berry w put
“Miss Saunders, will you please
draw my bawth,” be drawled, the
first day of his arrival. Frank and 1.
who were cheerving the speech and
actions of this new addition o the
bousehold with fascination. were
appalied. Though we'd had help all

g ed & i i urence’s imperious
“.hﬁ#d douse hn-:;l.l'b;: mh:: D'I‘Itul;t b mpn
! pale lushes with Maybelline (the Betiy rose to nnullunln.l.l:mlg-
transformation was just like in the | SEBLY- She nu-u-dr :.lqr:-hl_-f 'm::m:
ads) and sail off with _Ginee ] | and with & look of witherng .
could pever get to sleep till she was tempt. and in 8 perfect imitation o
back. | was witness to the fact thay | bis afected manner. md]:-:i;f::
sbe ofen got in at 3 or 4, st which ﬂ-rﬁﬂﬂ.yo;:ip

time ahe was pever too tired to wind own goddamn - an
e hair into maticalous rows of tny Dnnm&ﬂﬂr-n-'mm -
pin curls. Though | didn't like Heo. | bim) burst eut laughing. an

' r"..l.nd..-ﬂd-ﬂd-iﬂy_‘ e & o PagT
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and Betty became fast friends. But alas,
Betty. 100, was loar to me by matrimony
to her longtime boyfriend, and [ was
alone again.

Sally. a regal and soft-spoken black
woman, remained with us for 20 vears,
and was my friend and staunch ally dur-
ing Lhat entire period—as | was alwa
hers. No matier what the ments of rﬁ:
case, [ always mssumed that she was
right and that my mather was wrong.
She Lied for me 1l | hadn't practiced the
piano, @ving exphot details of time and
effert. and once defused my mother's

at me for having spilled black ahoe
polish on my bedroom rug by spending
three hours on her knees removing the
spots with o mysterious but effective
homemade compound.

Jasper wis another matter. He seemad
quiet and pleasant encugh until ooe
night, after Ee and Sally had had a fight,
when he waited for her with an ax in the
garnge beneath their apartment. He
museed his targel only because of the
gloam. My mother ﬁm:rhim, but eventu-
ally, at Sally's urging (for once, her think-
ing was incomprehensible to mel, rehired
i, [t was at this point that Jasper be-
came the archetype for my adult fears of
violence, and for my methods of trying w
deal with it | smiled st him the placating
smiles wpually reserved for kidnapers in
my childheod nightmares ("Spare my life;
Tl be mice; Tl be good. Like me; et me
live™) And all the time | knew that behind
his siow walk and dreamy smile lurked &
man capable of murder,

And there were others—mnany more.
There were Lily and James, who wers
with us for a few years while Sally was
ill—my enly friends during a seli-imposed
period of isolation due to overweight: Otis,
2 homoeexual butler; and Annie, & maid
who slipped out of my reom mghtly to

meet her “friends” (I never told my moth-

erl. There was fat Marths, & laundress
with purplish veing in her face and wiry
red hair, who smelled of lye and other
cleansers. She got drunk on our liquor
regularly, and scared me terribly one
night when she stood reeling in the door ta
the butler's pantry during dinner, cursing
us all out as "damned infidels.”

But, a8 with Jasper, that wasn't the -

end of Martha. My mother fired her; then
relured her a few weeks later. I eouldn't
understand, then, why she had such poo-
ple back, but I'Wow realize that it was &
certain preference for the familiar, no
matter how awful, and the terrible de-
Eendenu she felt on the "help " The huge
ouses we lived in then weren't meant to
be run by one. It was another way of life,
and troubles with the “help,” gossip
abaut the "help,” and & general -
pation with the "help” took much of my
mother's time,
ln the gradunl demccratizstion—is
say nathing of mechanizstion—af the
United States, servants in & home have
become I?F'mulg“mm:dﬁrity. The “de-
it-yourself” era inv every
of life—and that applies to the I::lpf;?
PR

s well as the poor. With w

chines available, why hire |.i.|h1-|].-‘r;im?
With Emt;en ED-ng: and H:Dug.nlh::;_l. why
cope with another person an prob-
lems in the already tension-filled nucle-
ar household? Besides, domestic work is
considered menial by many, and perhaps
rightly so, theugh | sometimes wonder if
it i3 really any more menial than many
jobs today,

But to me and others of that time, the
help offered all the drama that was per-
haps present in the extended family of the
past and that was somehow miszsing in the
reat of gur lives, Because | lacked friends
my own age. | undoubtedly sought their
companionship more than most, and in
the kitchen, the garage, the laundry
roam, the back stairs, their lives becams
mine. They shaped and influenced me—
shaped and influenced all of us, I'm sure—
as much as our teachers or parents or
friends. It wouldn't work now—but it was
great fun while it lasted O
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‘Ted Kennedy, many voters have charged you with untrustworthiness
... 0o you have anything ambiguous to say in your defense?
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