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     One of those nosy government clerks was the one who found the secret of 
the error on my birth certificate. He was filling out a form for my passport 
application. Like I’d known for years, the date on my driver’s license was 
the 17th of June and the date in my birth certificate was the 8th of June. 
     At the time I discovered the mistake I was six years old, give or take nine 
days. In those days, kids knew better than to mess with something as 
important as a birth certificate. 
     The wild flapper days of the ‘20s hadn’t worn off yet and the grim life of 
the depression was making folks mighty conscious of the size of their 
families. You didn’t have to be six years old to know you were vulnerable 
for a claiming race. I was 15 before I’d take a train trip to Fort Worth 
without a round trip ticket. 
     Schoolmasters, as I’ve told you before, had an awful job making parents 
publicly acknowledge their prodigies. On program nights or at graduation 
old gals that hadn’t missed a trick in a bridge game for 10 years couldn’t 
find their sons in a lineup of five students. It was mighty embarrassing to 
everyone for four mommas to stand up for the same kid.  
     What’s bad about not knowing your correct birthday is worrying whether 
you were registered prematurely, or maybe put on hold for a long call. 
     Every time I quiz my mother she becomes evasive. She says, “Son, all I 
know is you were born after May Day and before the Fourth of July. It was 
on a Sunday and you are three hours older that old Junior So-and-So that is a 
famous lawyer up in Dallas.” 
     She seems to want to drop the subject. I’ve been told that hospitals in 
those times had a big problem with mismatched and skip-outs in pediatrics. 
Lots of times I wonder what’s on her mind. You don’t suppose that way 
back there in that dark old Catholic hospital a soft hearted nun tried to help 
her change the tag on a crib of a pretty little baby girl born on the 8th of June 
from an ugly old baby boy that already had red hair. 
     It doesn’t seem too far fetched, judging by the mysteries that were written 
in the Saturday Evening Post and the stories of the Lindbergh kidnapping of 
the era. She always has been influenced by what she read. Last month she 
changed detergents twice just because of an ad….. I bet that’s what 
happened to my birth certificate records. 
     So much time has passed that nine days aren’t important. The passport 
clerk demanded that I straighten out the mistake to clear his files. I may just 
hire old Junior in Dallas to do the work, unless there’s a conflict of interest. 
 



      
 


