
 

 

 The salads arrived on china plates rimmed in gold. All began to eat, putting off further 

conversation. It was a welcome relief as Sally didn’t want to be caught dropping lettuce while 

answering questions. A few minutes later, the main courses arrived. 

 “You can’t go wrong here with the beef tenderloin. Can you, Steve?” 

 Mr. Looman sliced into the juicy beef as he said, “Well, I can’t wait for that whole 

discussion of that Equal Rights Amendment to go away in a few months. There’s no way it’s 

gonna be ratified in Illinois. They won’t get enough states.” Nick Looman predicted as he began 

to chew his steak. “That Phyllis Schlafly is absolutely right about a woman’s role.” Sally 

couldn’t help but giggle. 

 “What are you laughing about, Sally?” Nick straightened in his chair as he turned to 

consider her. His eyes bulged slightly as he frowned. 

 “Well, I mean like Phyllis Schlafly is sort of old-fashioned and my sister Lily says she’s a 

hypocrite.” 

 “Really . . . tell me more, young lady.” Nick laid down his knife and fork as he focused 

on Sally. 

 “Well, I’m not sure but isn’t marching to the Illinois legislature with a bunch of women 

and home-baked bread a little silly?” 

 “Not if you’re trying to make a point! And she makes a lot of very good points. Do you 

know what’ll happen if this ERA thing is passed?” Steve’s father leaned back in his chair and 

puffed out his chest. 

 Engrossed in the topic, Sally missed the warning look from Steve. 



 “Well, like it would make women equal . . . with men.” 

 “But they’re not equal. What I mean to say is that they’re not the same . . . come on 

Sally! Women are different and thank God for that!” Nick Looman smiled at his wife who 

graciously returned the smile in a sort of all-knowing parental volleyball. Steve squeezed Sally’s 

hand under the table as he shook his head. 

 “Sally, I believe that you’re simply misinformed. Do you realize what passage of that 

amendment will do?” Nick held up his fingers and began to count off his list. “Why, first it’ll end 

up with all those sick gay people getting married. Next, it’ll end up with taxpayers paying for 

anyone to get an abortion and women getting drafted so they can fight in wars with men. I mean 

do you really wanna go to combat? Then there’s the end of social security for widows and, of 

course, then it’ll probably also mean that men and woman will share public bathrooms. Now 

how can you be for any of that?” 

 “Um, well . . . ah well I mean, I guess not. But wouldn’t it also allow women to be paid 

the same as men?”  

 “Now why would that be a good thing? Men and women competing for the same job? 

What good would that do for the economy? Now come on, Sally, be realistic here. You know 

women just aren’t as well suited to the pressures of the corporate world. Trust me. I know from 

experience. Mrs. Schlafly believes that a wife should focus on children and her home. I mean 

who else is supposed to do that?” 

 “Well, she’s gotta a housekeeper. I know cuz Lily told me.” 

 “Well, that’s beside the point. She’s a busy woman. It just sounds as if your sister is one 

of these awful women libbers. You know they’re just a bunch of disgruntled lesbians.” 

 “Nick!” Mrs. Looman gasped. 



 “That’s not true, not Lily, or Gloria Steinem!” Sally protested. Steve abandoned all 

previous efforts at subtlety as he elbowed Sally while placing his finger to his lips. Sally finally 

received his warning and studied the tablecloth as she endeavored to choke down her chicken. 

 “For God’s sake, you must realize that Gloria Steinem is just a trouble maker, trying to 

sell more of her magazines and destroy Christianity. Are you planning to burn your bra too?”  

Steve’s father smirked at his own joke. 

 “I think we need to talk about something else for a while,” Mrs. Looman interjected. She 

was what was referred to as a “cool blond.” In other words, she looked as though she had just left 

an Alfred Hitchcock movie set: she was five feet eight inches tall with green eyes and platinum 

blond hair. Her aquiline nose topped off a patrician face that revealed only a hint of eyebrows. 

Her red lipstick exactly matched the red color of her wool dress and professionally manicured 

nails. 

 “Good idea,” said Steve. “Ah, is Uncle Henry coming over tomorrow night for Christmas 

Eve?” 

 The conversation continued regarding the Looman’s Christmas plans. Steve’s father 

glowered at Sally from across the table. She continued to stare at her plate. Her food had lost its 

taste. 

 “Are you done?” Randy had appeared by Mrs. Looman. 

 “Why thanks, I . . .” 

 “No, Randy, she’s not done. She’s finished.” Mr. Looman interjected and surveyed the 

table. “Why doesn’t anyone know proper English?” 

 “Any dessert?” Randy asked as he continued to clear away our dishes. He seemed 

unperturbed by the hostile correction. 



 “Yes, I think I’ll have some sherbet. Mrs. Looman and I both would also like some 

coffee.” The parents turned their attention to Sally. 

 Sally hiccupped. It wasn’t anticipated; instead it burst forth in a sort of spontaneous, 

celebration of the potential relief promised by desert. She clutched the linen napkin in her lap as 

she reminded herself to breathe. She spit slightly. Oh God! What was that! Instinctually, Sally 

dabbed the corners of her mouth as she peeked to her left at Steve whose own clenched 

expression mirrored his parent’s tension. The force of the combined Looman appraisal sought to 

suffocate her. Steve blinked as he sensed the unexpected heat of Sally’s scrutiny and adjusted 

himself in his chair. 

 “Dad, uh, like Sally’s gotta get home. She’s got some out of town relatives coming 

tomorrow.” While not true, Sally accepted the consolation of Steve’s rescue attempt. 

 “Yes, I’m sorry. Like, I shoulda told you earlier.” Sally added as they rose to leave. The 

parents’ pursed lips conveyed displeasure at the early escape. 

 


