Avr am Davi dson: Love Called This Thing

Nan Peter Baker Four This Is Nan Peter Baker How do

You Receive Me Over and now a word from Qur Sponsor
interviewed in his office the Conmissioner said but Ruth |
can explain everything there is nothing to explain David it's
all too obvious I'mBert Peel Oficer and this is ny brother
Harry a cold front com ng down from Canada and we've

got to get word to the Fort colon congestion is absolutely
unnecessary in men and wormen over forty at any one of the

ni nety-one offices of the dinton National Bank and
Trust. ..

"Enbarasse de richesse,” the French count had said when

he | ooked at all the pretty girls on the high school sw m
team and explained what it neant in English. Penny wasn't
really in love with him she only thought she was, after pre-
tendi ng she was, to nake David jeal ous, which she certainly
did. But after the count gently explained to her, she and
David made up just in tinme for the Spring From which

made the di stant observer very happy.

At | east he thought it did. "What is happy?" he often

asked hinmsel f. Maybe just pretend. You never really |oved
me Rick it was just a pretense wasn't it? Like the distant
observer thinking of hinself as "hin when, really, he knew
nowhad known | onghe was only an "it." it's about tine

we faced up to reality, Alison. Yes. It was about tine. W
can't go on like this. No, certainly not. It was tine.

In the beginning, there was no tine. There was sight

here dark, there bright. He did not know then, of course
and how |l ong had "then" |asted? Menory did not tell that
the bright was stars. And there was soundwhi speri ng,
crackling, shrilling. What do you nean. Professor, when you
say that outer space is not a place of silence? And then (he
knew now that this "then" was about fifty years ago) there
had begun a new ki nd of sound. Not steady, but interrupted,
and interrupted according to patterns. Awareness had
stirred, gradually, and wonder. He knew |l ater that this was
"wreless." CQ CQ CQ. . . SOS, SC5, SCS ...

And then the other kinds of sounds, oh, very different.
These were voices. This was "radio.” And nusic. It was too
different; the distant observer knew distress w thout even
knowi ng that it was distress. But he grew used to itthat

is, distress ceased: but not wonder. Urgency cane with the
voi ces. What? What ? He groped for meani ng, not even

knowi ng what meani ng was.

Presently there was another kind of sight, not just the
dark and the stars any |onger, but picturesflickering, fad-
i ng, dancing, clear, pictures upon pictures. Gadually he

| earned sel ectivityhow to concentrate upon one, howto
not - see, not-hear the others. Still later: how to see and hear
all without confusion. How to match sound and sight. That

t hi ngs had nanmes. What people were, who nmade the voices

and the music. What neani ng was.

Aboat hinself, he learned nothing directly. For a while,

he had tried to speak to them but it was apparent that
not hi ng of himreached Earth. He had | earned Earth, yes.
And knew what this place was, where he was. An asteroid.
How had he cone to be there? This was in space. There

wer e spaceshi pshe saw the scenes on tel evision. Mteors
wer e dangerous to spaceshi ps. He knew neteors. Sone-



ti mes spaceshi ps crashed. He scanned all his little world,
but there was no spaceship, crashed or otherw se.

You' ue got to help nmel don't know who | am But that

was nore easy, oh, so nuch nore sothat one was a man,

and there were many nen. The sponsors (in this case, Mils,

t he creany-snooth deodorant) were nmen, too. Everybody

was very kind to this nman. He had ammesi a. \Wat was odor?
This the observer could not understand. But to have no
menory, this he understood very well. This he shared with
nen.

Gradual ly he had come to share many things with nen.

They spoke different |anguages, but the one which cane

with the first pictures was English, English from America.
Later on, there was English from Engl and, there was

French, Russian, Spanish, Japanesebut American was first

and best. So much nore interesting than the Red Arny and

t he hydroel ectric dans, these stories of real life. O I|ove
and sadness and of happi ness.

Kid, there ain't no problemin all this world you can't lick
if youreally try. Very well, the observer would try. You
never know what you can do till you try. Hs first attenpt
at taking shape wasn't good. It didn't |ook rmuch like a nman.
So he tried again and again. Each time he grew better at

it. It was true, what the people said. It was all true, every
word and picture of it. There ain't no problem

And so when it cane tine for his favorite Wednesday

eveni ng program the distant observer was ready. Sunmon-

ing all his effort, husbanding all his energy, he passed al ong
the wave length as a man wal ks down a street. There was

a slight jar, a click. He realized that he could never undo
what had just been done. There was a new body now, a

new met aboli sm The past is dead, David. W have to live

for the future.

"And what is your nanemny, you got up here but quick!"
burbl ed Keith Kane, the MC of Cash or Credit. "I've never
known a vol unteer from our happy studi o audi ence to man-

age it quite so suddenly. This is just the warmup, sir, so
you needn't be nervous. Not that you need the reassurance
cool as a cucunber, isn't he, folks? Say, did you fol ks ever
hear the story about the little Sunday School boy who said
that King Sol onon had three hundred wi ves and six hun-

dred cucunbers? Ww! |'mreally naughty! You other folks

who vol unteered just take seats right there"

The first lady volunteer was old and pretty. Well, maybe

not so old. But maybe like Mary Cay who realized that she
was too old for young David Webster and after she cried

she accepted the fact and sent himback to Madge Barkl ey
whom he really loved all the while, only they had this silly
quarrel

The lady smiled at him He sniled back. |-feel-GREAT

"So that's the way the rules work, and now, folks, in just
five seconds we'll be on the air! Fivefourthreetwo

one Good evening, all you lovely people out there in TV
Land! This is Keith Kane, bringing you the greatthe
greaterthe GREATEST qui z program ever: Cash or

Credit?"

Now he felt his heart beating very fast. So that was what

it was likel And now he knew what was odor. But the
| ovely lady volunteer next to himsnelled, yes, that was
sweet. But if it was Muls or Van Art Nunber Three, this he



woul d learn |l ater.

"just rinse and dry, folks, that's all there is to it: dear-o,
the all-purpose vegetabl e detergent. And now whom have

we here? What is your name, sir?"

Here it was. And how terrible if he should break down

and press his hands to his head and sob, "11 don't know "

But he did know, he had it all ready. "David. My nane is
David Taylor." Al the ones naned David were good. OCh,

they had their troubles, but in the end everyone | oved

them And see: nice Keith Kane beanm ng. The | ady, too.

"Well, David, what'll it be? Cash-or-Credit? You know

the rules: If you pick Cash, we spin this little wheel. If it
cones up with a nunber, you go on to answerif you can,

hah- haa question worth however many thousand doll ars

follow that nunber. If it cones up blankyou' re out. \Were-
as, if you pick Credit, you take your place anong the vol -
unteers and if any contestant makes a boo-boo, why, you

step into his shoes and he is out. Soo007?"

"Take the cash and let the credit go," said David.

Ginning fromlobe to | obe, Keith Kane asked the sane
guestions of the |lady, whose nane was Ms. Conar, Ms.

Et hel - Mae Conar, a widow and received the same an-

swer. The audi ence appl auded, the wheel was spun, and it

cane up io.

"Tent housandDOLLARS! " screaned Keith Kane.

"That's what your first question is worth and here it is:
What former President of the United States is associated
with this tune, and what is the nane of the tune, which re-
fers to his State? Remenber, you have thirty seconds to
think it over "

David and Ms. Conar won two hundred and ei ghty-five

t housand dollars in cash before the programwas over, as

well as a year's supply of Clear-o, and fifty shares of stock
in a mnk ranch; and the band played "The Stars and Stri pes
Forever" as Keith Kane counted out the money. Ms. Conar

had ki ssed hi mand ki ssed David and was now cl aspi ng his
hands and sobbing that she didn't really believe it.

"Ch, it's true," David assured her. "It's all true; that's the
funny part of it." (David Mackay said that, in Mtnbe,

when he admitted his wife was an al coholic.) Sight and

sound and touch (kissing was pleasant; no wonder it was

so much done) and snell andandwhat was the other?

Taste. Keith Kane bawl ed at himthe question of what he

was going to do with all his noney David deliberated. \Wat
was it that Cem dooten, on Saddl e-Galled, had said, the
time he broke the faro bank in Dogie City? Taste . . . yes:
"I"'mgoin'" out'n buy mself a cup o' java . " The audi ence
went wild.

Java tasted. Taste was as exciting as the other four sensa-
tions. And sitting next to himon the counter-stool was Ms.
Et hel - Mae Conar, gazing at his distinguished profile. It was
cl ean-cut. He gazed down at her. He was tall, of course.

He searched for the right words. It turned out to be singu-

[ ar. "Happy?" he asked.

She si ghed, nodded. Then"You're a rather strange
young man," she said. "Do you know t hat?"
Certainly he knew it.

He | eaned closer. "This is bigger than both of us,’
huskily. "Let me take you away fromall this . "

"I certainly will," she said briskly, "right over to ny place

he said



in the Surrey-Regis on Park Avenue"that neant she was
unhappy despite her noneyl "where we can have a de-

cent cup of coffee.”

The counterman scowl ed at the bill David offered him
"What si s? Pl ay-noney? A five-hunnerd-doUa bill ? Wud-
dya, w se guy?"

David arose slowy, buttoning his jacket, and | eaned over

"I'f you're looking for trouble, buddy . . ." he said. But the

guy chi ckened out. Anyway, Ethel-Mie had sone change in
her purse. "Taxil" David called happily. He hel ped her in,
sank back in the seat, and when the driver asked Were To,
David said crisply, "Follow that cabi"

The driver (Herman Bogancz, the license read) half-

turned, half-grow ed. Ethel-Me |aughed. "Oh, if you aren't

never mnd, driver: the Surrey-Regis, on Park near" But
H. Bogancz nuttered that he knew where the place was.
Davi d gazed out the w ndow excitedly. Everywhere, nen
and |ights and wonmen and autonobiles. "Little AOd New
York," he rnurnured

Suddenly she yel ped, dug her fingers into his arm
"Darlingi" he exclained. "Are you all right? Is anything
wr ong?"

"No," she said. "Ch, no"

"Somet hi ng nmust be wong," he insisted. "You can tell ne,
dear. | trust you. No matter what you' ve done"

"What |'ve done?" she screamed. "Il've just won a half-
share in $285,000 is what"

He seized her, turned her facing him "Are you out of
your m nd?" he gritted. And then, nmenory returning, he

rel eased her. "Yeah . . . Gee . . . that's right. Yeah . , how
about that? Do you know what this neans? Ethel - Mc,

we're rich! WE HE | UCH "

The driver twisted his chin slightly to the right. "Do y'
mnd. mster? Not so loud with the decibels. | gotta near
condition."

Davi d said, shocked, "If there's anything | can doany-

thing at allif you need noneywe'l|l get the best surgeon

there is"

Her man Bogancz shrugged. "My cousin Sidney is the best
surgeon there is, and he says an operation wouldn't help."
"Then," said David, "there's nothing nore that any of us

can doexcept waitand pray"

"and wash it out three times a day with a boric acid sol u-
tion," said Hernan Bogancz.

David didn't quite understand why Ms. Conar nade

himapply for a roomat the Surrey-Regis by hinself while

she went up to her roomthrough the side entrance. In fact,
he didn't understand at ali The clerk | ooked at himrather
oddly when he explained this to him and asked for a room
near hers. He | ooked even odder when he saw the $500

bill. Once again David buttoned his jacket (it had been
necessary to unbutton it first) and | eaned over. "I hope," he
said, "that I'mnot going to have any trouble with you."

"Ch, dear ne, no," said the clerk. "Not at all . . . ny good-
ness, M. Taylor, but you really are tall, aren't you? Suite

516. Ms. Conar's is Suite 521that's the best | can do right

just this very mnule. and"

Anot her gentleman materialized at David's el bow.
"Good evening, sir," he said suavely. "I am M. Feltz, the
manager. |s everything all right?"



"The boy's not to blane," David said, gesturing toward

the clerk. "Society is to blamewe're all to blane. It's these
crazy, mxed-up tines we live in."

Behi nd David's back, the clerk spread open the $500 bil

for M. Feltz's inspection

"How right you are, sir," said M. Feltz.

"About the gentleman' sM. Taylors change, M.

Feltz-7?"

David turned, put his hand on the clerk's shoul der. The

man flushed, sucked in his lower lip. "That's for you, sonny.
There is no such thing as a bad boy. | never net a man |
didn't like."

"Front!" said the clerk, his voice trenul ous.

M. Feltz handed the keys to 516 to the bell boy hinself,
urged M. Taylor to make his wants known i rmedi ately.

As David wal ked toward the el evator, the nanager turned

to his subordinate. "The Rich," he said sinply. The clerk
nodded solemly. "We know their ways," said M. Feltz.

"Eh? Well, that's very generous of you, Robertbut, no,
sixty-forty is good enough. He seenms to have taken a liking
to you. Send up flowers, the nmorning papers, a split of cham
pagne. And include ny card, Robert."

As soon as the bellboy had gone (rather like a satisfied
customer on his way out of a high-class opiumden, with a
$500 bill clutched in his hot hand), David went down the
corridor and knocked on the door of Suite 521. "Ethel-

Mac?" he asked, his face close to the door. "Dearest? This

is David. Please open. | can explain everything."

And, sure enough, her words as she opened the door and

fell into his arms were, "There is nothing to explain!" Then
she said, "It's just that you're so sweetand naive. But that

nasty little nance down at the desk woul dn't understand."
Since David didn't understand either, he nade no com

ment, but covered her face with kisses. "Darling, | |ove
you," he said. "Please believe nme." And she said, But she
di dshe did. "Do you know what it's like to be al oneal -

ways al onenever to know | ove? Do you? Do you? No. O

course you don't"

Her answer was exactly correct. "Hush, darling," she

said. "Everything's going to be all right." He sighed, kissed
her again. Then

"Et hel - Mac? Et hel -Mac? Ms. Conar? Wat-? Wy are

you" But she didn't seemto heai him Nothing he had

ever heard on radio or seen on television prepared him

for what was happeni ng now. Buthe decided after a no-

ment or sowhat was happeni ng now wast hough strange

not unpleasant. "This is wong," he groaned happily. "It's
all wong. But |11 don't care. Do you hear, | don't caret"
It was two in the norning before he stunbled back to his
own room and bed. At hal f-past two, he was awakened by

t he bel |l boy's father and nother (smuggled up on the serv-
ice elevator) who had cone all the way from Mil berry

Street to kiss his hands. At three, he was halt-awakened by
a scratching noise at his door. After a few mnutes, he got
up andafter approaching it as cautiously as the Sheriff of
Hangt own on the program of the sane nanethrew it sud-

denly open.

A pretty girl with her red hair in a pony-tail uttered a
little scream Pencil and notebook fell to the floor. "Wy
youyou're only a child!'" he said, in a hushed voice.



"M. T-Taylor" she began very nervously. "I saw you

at the studio and | fol-foll owed you"she gul ped"over

here. But it took till now for me to get up nerve"

"Why, you're frightened," he said, |ooking down at her
"Don't be frightened. You don't ever have to be frightened
of me. Conme in," he urged. "Please cone in."

She pi cked up her notebook and foll owed himin obedi-
ently. Then, taking the seat he gestured to, she said, "And
I"mnot such a child, either. I'"'ma senior at Bamard. Journal -
ismmajor. And | want a story fromyou, M. Taylor, before
all the other reporters get here. Please, M. Taylor, please."
He | ooked at her admiringly. "That took guts,"” he said.
"Where | conme from the men get separated fromthe boys

m ghty young. Butdon't call me 'M. Taylor' M. Taylor

has gray hair at the tenples. Call ne David."

She call ed himDavid. And she told himthat her nane

was Panel a Novack. And he said that Panela was a | ovely
nanme. She told himthat she'd hated it as a child, but that
latelyin fact, just this very mnuteshe'd gotten to like it
a whole lot nore. And they |aughed. They | aughed a whol e

| ot.

Before they knewit, it was getting |ight.

"Ch, golly," Panela sighed. "Ch, gee, have | got a story!
In a way, it's so sad, and you havi ng such an unhappy
chi l dhood, | mean: your mother dying fromthe brain tu-

nmor and your father being an al coholic”

He said that was all in the past. He said they had to start
| ooking toward the future. She nodded soberly. Then she
stretched and said she was hungry.

"Hey, how about thati" David | aughed, catching sight of

his face in the mirror. It was a nice face. He had done well
in making it; it looked like all the Davids he had ever seen
"You know sonething? |I'm hungry, too! | haven't had a bite
to eat since that cup of coffee after the show. Wuld you
like to have sonme breakfast? You woul d. Hot diggety

Hel lo! | want Room Service, please."

The narcol eptic tones of the operator said. Not till ha'-
pas' si x. And then suddenly were clear and alert and sayi ng,
"Ch, M. Tayl orP Pardon nmeof course, M. Tayl orwhat

woul d you like? Scranbl ed eggs and cof fee and toast and
gal l ons of orange juice. Yes, sir, M. Taylor."

Then, suddenly, the smile was gone from David's face.

Anxi ously, Panela asked what the matter was. Scow ing, he
m m cked, "'Yes, M. Taylor, certainly, M. Taylor-it isn't
me they |ikenobody likes nmeit's the nmoney. Once you

been in reform school, nobody has any use for you, the cops
are always wat ching you, the nice girls don't want to have
anything to do with you"

Parmel a was troubled. "Ch, you nustn't say that. |1

well, I think I"'ma nice girl" she blushed suddenly,

| ooked down"and Ilike youDavid."

He got up and wal ked back and forth, rubbing his left

armw th his right hand. He swung around and faced her
"Youl " he jeered. "Wadda you know? You're just a fresh
young ki d"

"I amnoti" she snapped.

"A senior at Barnard! Wadda you know about 1ife?

You-"

He stopped. He had been enjoying the experience of

enoting so nmuch that the significance of the scene had es-



caped him They were quarreling! That nmeant they were in

| ovel O courseDavids always quarreled with the girls
they were really in love with.

He dropped down on one knee besi de her and | ooked

into her flushed, pretty face.

"Darling," he said, brokenly, taking her hands. "Trust ne
| can't explain nowbut just trust ne"

There was a sound fromthe door. They | ooked up. Ethel-
Mac Conar stood there, holding her throat with both hands.

After a noment, she said, "I nust have hurt you very nuch
David, for you to have done this to neto have forgotten
So quickly."

Exqui sitely m serable, he shouted, "Leave me al one

Can't you leave nme alone? Can't you understand that it's
all over between us?" And then, his voice dropping, "OCh,
Et hel -Mae, forgive ne. | didn't nean to say that. | didn't
mean it. 11 can explain."

Letti ng her hands drop resignedly, she said, "There's

nothing to explain, David. | understand. It could never have
worked out. I'm'mjusttoo old for you, David." She
wal ked over, lifted his head (he had hung it, of course),

pl aced her palms on his cheeks and ki ssed himgently on

the forehead. Then she turned to Panela and said softly,

"Be good to him ny dear. And give himlots of |love." She
went out, her head high, a wistful snile on her lips, and

t he awareness that she had half of the $285,000, the year's
supply of Clear-o (the vegetable detergent), and the fifty
shares of stock in a mnk ranch

There was a nonent's silence. Then, "Gosh," said Pam

ela. "CGolly," she said.

David turned to her. "Darling, don't cry any nore," he
begged. "Everything's going to be all right fromnow on."
"I"'mnot crying," she said. Her eyes were shining. "The

hell with the story and the journalismcourse and the hel
with Bamard, too. Wth all your noney," she said, falling
into his welcom ng arns, "we can get married and start a
famly right away. Kiss nme," she said, "hold me tight, don't
ever |eave nme |"

M. and Ms. David Taylor live in a fifteen-room house

in Westport with two picture w ndows, three boxers, and
three cars, They have two children and a third is on the
way. They are as happy as any couple in Wstport has a

right to be in these crazy, mixed-up days. David is a highly
successful witer of television scripts, with an unerring nose
for what the public wants. It is perhaps unfortunate that his
work brings himinto contact with so many cl ever and at -
tractive wonen. He is, of course, unfaithful to his wife
with one of themat |east twice a year (or at |east once a
year with two of them).

There used to be a tinme when a David woul d never do a

thing like this to his wife. He would al nost do itand then
at the last noment, not. But TV is maturing. The Davids do
it all the tinme. Al the damed ti ne.

"But how could you?" Pam Tayl or weeps. "David, how

coul d you?"

And young David Taylor, his face twi sted with angui sh

cries, "Don't you understand? Wn't you even try to under-
stand? |I'msick! | need hel p!"

Well. Naturally Pamis very sad that her husband is sick
sick, sickbut, after all, its the thing to be, isn't it? And so



she's happy she can hel p himand happily she drives the
two of themdown to Dr. Naumbourg, David is very sad

that he's made his lovely w fe unhappy, but he's happy that
he's fulfilling his destiny as a David. Dr. Naunmbourg al ways
i nsists on both husbands and wi ves Going Into Therapy at
the sane tinme. Panela's case is a conmon enough one,

nmerely a routine phallic envy. Naunbourg gets them every
day,

But in all the years since Vienna, Dr. N has never had
anot her patient whose wonb-tantasy takes the form of

being a Thing on aii asteroid. And so, while all three of
them are very happy. Dr. Naunbourg is perhaps the happi-
est of all.



