What, search for a Melmac world of flamingo-pink amoeboid wall

sconces and tropic-acqua scallopedvalances? Of shark-finned auto-
mobiles and duck’s ass hairdos? Of Desi and Lucy and Ralph and
Alice? For what? Mom'’s still sitting somewhere sipping vodka tonics
—Ilooking for the third queen that will give her this round of gin—wish-
ing that Ellery Queen's latest would show up at the drugstore in

paperback.
No sense trying to smother all that and all it connotes under
an all-purpose blanket of nostalgia. it's with us yet: every night when
the young girl’s mind (what is she, twelve? thirteen?) assumes the
body ofher adultself, forcing misinterpretation of phrases overheard,
of events held by elders to be sacred—at worst, harmless—ritual.
Nightmares, like photographs and ancient myths, stestiios
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When critic David Elliott calls Patty Carroll Chicago’s *“Cham
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