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- My lost plane
- and Daniel Ellsberg '

henIwas101 rece_i'ved a
_ . wonderful present—atoy

airplane with silver wings.
It came with a small fishing rod
used to et the plane out and reel it
in. Onawindy New Hampshire -
o spring
10 - dayin -
Occasional jj;
o tookthe
- Muse -

- plane
: e - outfor.

its first flight, and I lost it! 1t flew

away,rod or no rod. I must have '

mind him to send the plane. She
told me I could not write such alet-
ter. Apparently she thought it
undignified, a breach of an unwrit-
ten rule of decorum that only she
somehow knew. So, compliant
child that I was, I wrote no letter —
and I never got the plane.

I told this story recently to
Daniel Ellsherg, who was speaking
aboutthe Pentagon Papers case at
an American Bar Associate Com-
munications Law conference in
Califorpia. ihad known since

misread (or ignored)
the instructions. I1can
still see the plane, un-
tethered and birdlike,
soaring into the sky.

I walked home de-
jected and looked at
the box theplane
came in, There was
the name — Marx Toy
Company -—and an
address. Isatdown
and wrote aletter,
pouring out my 10-
year-old broken

1971, when Ellsberg
leaked the papers to
the New York Times,
that he was married to
Patricia Mar¥. Teven
thought, back then, of
writing to her father to
ask about my plane.
But, once again, I did-
n't. Maybe I was still
under my mother’s in-
fluence; or maybe it
justdidn’t seem like a
proper thing for a
Boston lawyer to do.

heart. - Asltoldthe story,
Within a weekor Fllsberg reacted to his

two a letter came from Joseph D' late father-in-law’s

the Marx Toy Compa- Steinfield | letter, “That sounds

ny, not a form letter
from some PR person but a person-
al letter fromthe president of the
company — Mr. Marx himself. It
was a kind response, compliment--
‘ing me on my well-written letter,
suggesting that perhaps the direc-
tions could have been clearer, but
pointing outthat Ishould have at-
tached the line to the rod before
letting the plane out. Then came
the best part: Mr. Marx promised
to send me a replacement plane.
Iwaited for the plane to arrive.

Days passed, then weeks. Finally, 1
toid my mother that I wantedto :

write a-letter to Mr. Marxtore-

_—_——_

justlike what he.
would do.” When I got to the point
where the plane didn’t arrive, he
said, “You should have written
him another letter.” I told him the
rest of the story. His face dropped.
Daniel Ellsberg, 57 years after my
plane flew away, shared my linger-.
ing disappointment. He asked for
my card, gave me his, and told me
he would tell the story to Pat when
he got home.

Joseph D. Steinfieldisa partner
in the Boston law firm Prince, Lobel
Glovsky & Tye LLP. He lives in
Boston and Jaffrey.




