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: By LAUROSE WILKENS
. GILMANTON — No one
manton  could  believe

in
that

‘ had died. The news flash-
ied over television and radio, and
shattered the - little mountain

whu:h Grace Metalious,

3mous - authoress;, chose
er: her home.

gathered silently around
f the n@xt newscast

lxst@

and men eaming out of the Snowy
iwaods stayed to. avait . for con-
‘"fm'ria m‘n of what ‘at fzrst sesmed

: began ta :eahze that
“had! ‘gone .to. Boston for
'kénd and was HEeVer coming

'"ere A Famxly

of toa Bard to remember

je&c merit e
S TUD red' that a_blg pub-

-;Jt -a.keylong, t_éok only
: & fa reahze that
caus was‘ an extra-

“land fortune came her way,
! happmesa; followed the authoress.

GRACE METALIOUS of Gilmanton at the beginning of her career as a i

_novelist when she was advertised as Pandora of the Blue Jeans was photegraphed

by Larry Smith of the Evening Citizen at the flreplace of her close friend, La.urose :
*Wﬂkens, Gilmanton correspondent.

In those days Grace wore her hair in a pony tail Wh1ch she dist;ar&ed when
she learned that her daughter, Marsha, Mrs. Edward Dupuis of 185 Hishland St.

to  knew
‘that here was a real novel ,writ-
ten by a gifted' person.

; Never Ptinted

" “The quet P[ace,” that ficst
book of 1 Grace’s, - never was
pr‘mted The sformy career of
a talentedf glrl began shortly ‘af-
tez'

that ““Peyton Place” was pub-
hshed and Gilmanton struck the
front pages.of the country’s news-
papers. It seemecl that as famme
un-

‘The close knit fabric of fie
Metahous famlly life unraveled.
Pressures - from the business

iworld  troubled the gifted and
.|sensitive woman for whom: life

wag bigger than reality.
Grace’s novels were bought by

the movies for astronomical sums.

They. were reprinted in almost

-jevery country, so that travelers

It was a fuli three years alter,

abroad, waiting in railroad ter-
minals or airports, saw oil every
news stand the famous orange,
ted. and black of the "Peyton
Place” covers.

Refuses .to Leave

Grace clung to her home in|

Gilmanton, and . always refused
to leave the little town which
seemed home to her. She loved
her country home and finally re-
fused fo leave tiere for abyone
or any reason, letting those who
wished to see her come there.
Her children attended the town
school, and her oldest daughter
was married in the little white
church at the Corner. And the
world did come to her door, fa-f

mous folk bouncing down over
the divt roads,

asking the de-
lighted fownspeople for diree-
tions. :

For somehow, in Gilmanteon,
Grace was Grace, a human beingj
rather than a celebrity, a fascin-|
ating person ne more individusk

‘was to have a child. “Imagine a grandmother with a pony tail,” she latighed.

“lugal of the scnpt freely present-
aSled for our appralsal

neighbors. Here were the hearts

“knew her when’”, the children
who respt)nde«d to the love she
poured on them rather than to
her famous name.. . -

And here are the hearts thaf
lare heavy with grief at the loss
of a loved one, one would ask
nothing  more . than that she
should come dn the door once
more, electric with dxscovery,

listen to this—' and then bring]
a printed page or a graven rec
lord of flaming life in the bril-
liance of her imsight.

Hearts are heavy i Gilman-
ton, for as a hittle boy here in
the house on the hill wrete to

when we [learned the news:
“Grace, the mother of €indy, 1s

dead, and we are sad.”

iR

istic' than anyone of the sugged!

that loved her well, the folk who!

book or a record clutched in her
hand — to hear her say Just once:
more “Oh, listen, LISTEN —=- 1ust,

a friend this ill-fated Tuesday, |




