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It's hopelessly old-fashioned —all of it. Tom
Lymanis "Papa," Mollieis "Mama," and the

children—all six—are obedient: they help with
whatever needs doing, and when they're fresh
they're sent to their rooms, and they go. They
sing grace before meals. They do things to-
gether, simple, fundamental things like seeding
grass around a pond on the acreage where they
hope one day to build a home. Their love for
one another also is fundamental. They touch
each other. They turn to each other for belp,
with a personal crisis or just homework. They
don't pretend to be perfect. They squabble;
words are spoken in anger, tears are shed. And
theres no money cushion—an associate pro-
fessor's pay divided by eight does not equal
affluence. What they have is love-a bottom-
less well of it- -and that's how Tom and Mollie
Lyman and the six Lyman children live to-
gether at 808 Main Street, Carbondale, Illinois.
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