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IKE THE POLICE SAY to us,

there’s no sign of foul play

that’s been found,” says Mrs.
Schweiger. “And no news is good
news. We think she’s still alive and
being taken care of.”
But the clues are few. Neighbors
saw her on July 9, just 30 minutes af-
ter she finished lunch and went out to
play. She was walking down a street
six blocks from her home, clutching

the hand of a man about 60, 5-feet-8,
balding, with bad teeth, dressed shab-
bily in a blue shirt and gray pants,

¢
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Jennifer, a 12-year-old with Down’s
syndrome, wore a pink T-shirt with a {:
Sesame Street logo and a pair of ny-
lon striped shorts. She carried a
bright yellow pocketbook. She gazed
trustfully at her companion.

An employe of the old Willowbrook
mental institution, a sprawling, most-
ly abandoned 385-acre facility two
miles from the Schweigers’ home,
sighted Jennifer and the man walking
the grounds that afternoon.
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sun gees down, fading-his hopes, and
he knows that despite all his efforts
he is empty-handed. For his wife, the
mornings are most trying because she
wakes up nervous and thinks, “This
could be the day.” _ I .

But when it is not, Mfs. Schweiger
takes comfort in her daughter’s™
room-a perfectly beautiful little
girl’s bedroom with matching white
furniture and a baby-blue carpet and
blue-and-white gingham fabric on the
windows and lampshades. On the
shelves are toys and stuffed animals
and dolls' and brightly colored felt
pens and coloriiig~books. There are
trophies Jennifer won for ballet danc-
ing and bowling. There is a white
Fisher-Price record player that, until
this month, played Christmas songs
every Saturday morning, no matter
what the season.

THIS IS WHERE Karen
Schweiger seeks refuge. She
gathers her strength, sheds her
her child's playthings. .

And even for a person with no chil-

dren, it isn’t hard to imagine how very -
- painful it must be, ' SACTUSGS




