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I. Title
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I SBN 0 224 01772 |

Printed in Geat Britain by
St Edmundsbury Press Ltd, Haverhill, Suffolk

For Benjamin D. Hitz,

Close friend of my youth,

Best man at ny weddi ng.

Ben, you used to tell ne about
Wonder ful books you had just read,
And then | would imagine that |

Had read them too.

You read not hing but the best, Ben,
While | studied chemstry.

Long time no see.

PROLOGUE
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Yes - Kilgore Trout is back again. He could not nake it on the outside. That is no disgrace. A
| ot of good people can't nake it on the outside

* kK kk*k

I received a letter this norning (Novenmber 16, 1978) from a young stranger naned John Figler, of
Crown Point, Indiana. Crown Point is notorious for a jailbreak there by the bank robber John
Dillinger, during the depths of the Great Depression. Dillinger escaped by threatening his jailor
with a pistol nade of soap and shoe polish. H s jailor was a woman. God rest his soul, and her
soul, too. Dillinger was the Robin Hood of ny early youth. He is buried near ny parents - and near
my sister Alice, who admired himeven nore than | did - in Cown H Il Cenetery in Indianapolis.
Also in there, on the top of Crown Hill, the highest point in the tiny, is James Witconb Riley,
"The Hoosier Poet." Wien ny nother was little, she knew Riley well.

Dillinger was sumarily executed by agents of the Federal Bureau of |nvestigation. He was shot
down in a public place, although he was not trying to escape or resist arrest. So there is nothing
recent in nmy lack of respect for the F.B.I

John Figler is a | aw abiding high-school student. He says in his letter that he has read
al nrost everything of mne and is now prepared to state the single idea that lies at the core of ny
life's work so far. The words are his: "Love may fail, but courtesy will prevail."”

This seens true to ne - and conplete. So | amnow in the abashed condition, five days after ny
fifty-sixth birthday, of realizing that | needn't have bothered to wite several books. A seven-
word tel egram woul d have done the job.

Seriously.

But young Figler's insight reached nme too late. | had nearly finished another book - this one.
*kkkk*k
Init is a mnor character, "Kenneth Wistler," inspired by an Indianapolis nman of ny father's

generation. The inspirer's nane was Powers Hapgood (1900-1949). He is sonetines nentioned in
histories of Anmerican |abor for his deeds of derring-do in strikes and at the protests about the
executions of Sacco and Vanzetti, and so on

I met himonly once. | had lunch with himand Father and nmy Uncle Alex, ny father's younger
brother, in Stegeneier's Restaurant in downtown |Indianapolis after | cane hone fromthe European
part of World War Two. That was in July of 1945. The first atom c bonb had not yet been dropped on
Japan. That woul d happen in about a nonth. |nmagine that.

| was twenty-two and still in uniform- a private first class who had flunked out of Cornel
Uni versity as a student of chem stry before going to war. My prospects did not | ook good. There
was no famly business to go into. My father's architecture firmwas defunct. He was broke. | had

just gotten engaged to be married anyway, thinking, "Wio but a wife would sleep with nme?"

My nother, as | have said ad nauseamin other books, had declined to go on living, since she
could no | onger be what she had been at the tine of her marriage - one of the richest wonmen in
t own.

*kk kK *k

It was Uncle Al ex who had arranged the lunch. He and Powers Hapgood had been at Harvard together.
Harvard is all through this book, although |I myself never went there. | have since taught there,
briefly and without distinction - while my own hone was going to pieces.

| confided that to one of ny students - that ny hone was going to pieces.

To which he nade this reply: "It shows."

Uncl e Alex was so conservative politically that | do not think he would have eaten [unch with
Hapgood gl adly if Hapgood had not been a fell ow Harvard man. Hapgood was then a | abor union
officer, a vice-president of the local CO H's wife Mary had been the Socialist Party's candi date
for vice-president of the United States again and again.

In fact, the first tine | voted in a national election | voted for Norman Thomas and NMary
Hapgood, not even knowi ng that she was an | ndi anapolis person. Franklin D. Roosevelt and Harry S
Truman won. | imagined that | was a socialist. | believed that socialismwould be good for the
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conmon man. As a private first class in the infantry, | was surely a comon nan

*kkkk*k

The neeting with Hapgood cane about because | had told Uncle Alex that | might try to get a job
with a | abor union after the Army let ne go. Unions were admrable instrunments for extorting
sonething |i ke economic justice fromenployers then

Uncl e Al ex nmust have thought something Iike this: "God hel p us. Against stupidity even the
gods contend in vain. Well - at least there is a Harvard man with whom he can discuss this
ridicul ous dream"

(It was Schiller who first said that about stupidity and the gods. This was N etzsche's reply:
" Agai nst boredom even the gods contend in vain.")

So Uncle Alex and | sat down at a front table in Stegeneier's and ordered beers and waited for
Fat her and Hapgood to arrive. They woul d be coming separately. If they had cone together, they
woul d have had nothing to say to each other on the way. Father by then had lost all interest in
politics and history and econonics and such things. He had taken to saying that people tal ked too
much. Sensations nmeant nore to himthan ideas - especially the feel of natural materials at his
fingertips. Wien he was dying about twenty years later, he would say that he w shed he had been a
potter, making nmud pies all day |ong.

To ne that was sad - because he was so well-educated. It seened to ne that he was throwi ng his
know edge and intelligence away, just as a retreating soldier nmight throw away his rifle and pack

O her people found it beautiful. He was a nuch-bel oved man in the city, with wonderfully
tal ented hands. He was invariably courteous and innocent. To himall craftsnen were saints, no
matter how nean or stupid they mght really be.

Uncle Alex, by the way, could do nothing with his hands. Neither could ny nother. She could
not even cook a breakfast or sew on a button

Power s Hapgood could nmine coal. That's what he did after he graduated from Harvard, when his
classmates were taking jobs in famly businesses and brokerages and banks and so on: He ni ned
coal. He believed that a true friend of the working people should be a worker hinself - and a good
one, too.

So | have to say that ny father, when | got to know him when |I nyself was sonmething |ike an
adult, was a good nan in full retreat fromlife. My nother had al ready surrendered and vani shed
fromour table of organization. So an air of defeat has al ways been a conpanion of mne. So | have

al ways been enchanted by brave veterans |i ke Powers Hapgood, and sone others, who were still eager
for informati on of what was really going on, who were still full of ideas of how victory night yet
be snatched fromthe jaws of defeat. "If | amgoing to go on living," | have thought, "I had

better follow them"

*kkkkKk*k

| tried to wite a story about a reuni on between ny father and nyself in heaven one tine. An early
draft of this book in fact began that way. | hoped in the story to become a really good friend of
his. But the story turned out perversely, as stories about real people we have known often do. It
seened that in heaven people could be any age they liked, just so |long as they had experienced
that age on Earth. Thus, John D. Rockefeller, for exanple, the founder of Standard O, could be
any age up to ninety-eight. King Tut could be any age up to nineteen, and so on. As author of the
story, | was dismayed that nmy father in heaven chose to be only nine years old.

| nyself had chosen to be forty-four - respectable, but still quite sexy, too. My dismay with
Fat her turned to enbarrassnment and anger. He was lenurlike as a nine-year-old, all eyes and hands.
He had an endl ess supply of pencils and pads, and was forever tagging after nme, draw ng pictures
of sinply everything and insisting that | admre them when they were done. New acquai ntances woul d
sonmetimes ask me who that strange little boy was, and | would have to reply truthfully, since it
was inpossible to lie in heaven, "It's ny father."

Bullies liked to torment him since he was not |ike other children. He did not enjoy
children's talk and children's ganes. Bullies would chase himand catch himand take off his pants
and underpants and throw them down the nmouth of hell. The nmouth of hell |ooked Iike a sort of
wi shing well, but wi thout a bucket and w ndlass. You could | ean over its rimand hear ever so
faintly the screans of Hitler and Nero and Sal one and Judas and people like that far, far below |
could inagine Hitler, already experiencing naxi rum agony, periodically finding his head draped
with my father's underpants.

Whenever Father had his pants stolen, he would conme running to me, purple with rage. As like
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as not, | had just nade sonme new friends and was inpressing themw th nmy urbanity - and there ny
father woul d be, baw ing bloody murder and with his little pecker waving in the breeze.

I conpl ained to ny nother about him but she said she knew nothing about him or about ne,
either, since she was only sixteen. So | was stuck with him and all | could do was yell at him
fromtime to tinme, "For the |ove of God, Father, won't you please grow up!"

And so on. It insisted on being a very unfriendly story, so | quit witing it.

* kK kK%

And now, in July of 1945, Father canme into Stegeneier's Restaurant, still very much alive. He was
about the age that | amnow, a wi dower with no interest in ever being married again and with no
evident wish for a lover of any kind. He had a nmustache like the one |I have today. | was clean-

shaven then.

A terrible ordeal was ending - a planetary econonic collapse followed by a planetary war.

Fi ghting nen were starting to come home everywhere. You might think that Father would conment on
that, however fleetingly, and on the new era that was being born. He did not.

He told instead, and perfectly charm ngly, about an adventure he had had that norning. Wile
driving into the city, he had seen an old house being torn down. He had stopped and taken a cl oser
|l ook at its skeleton. He noticed that the sill under the front door was an unusual wood, which he
finally decided was poplar. | gathered that it was about eight inches square and four feet |ong.
He admired it so nuch that the weckers gave it to him He borrowed a hanmer from one of them and
pulled out all the nails he could see.

Then he took it to a sawrill - to have it ripped into boards. He woul d decide |ater what to do
with the boards. Mistly, he wanted to see the grain in this unusual wood. He had to prom se the
mll that there were no nails left in the tinmber. This he did. But there was still a nail in
there. It had lost its head, and so was invisible. There was an earsplitting shriek fromthe
circular saw when it hit the nail. Snoke cane fromthe belt that was trying to spin the stalled
saw.

Now Fat her had to pay for a new sawbl ade and a new belt, too, and had been told never to cone
there with used | unber again. He was delighted sonehow. The story was a sort of fairy tale, with a
nmoral in it for everyone

Uncle Alex and | had no very vivid response to the story. Like all of Father's stories, it was
as neatly packaged and sel f-contai ned as an egg.

* kK kk %

So we ordered nore beers. Uncle Alex would | ater beconme a cof ounder of the I|ndianapolis chapter of
Al cohal i cs Anonynous, although his wife would say often and pointedly that he hinmself had never
been an al coholic. He began to tal k now about The Col unbi a Conserve Company, a cannery that Powers
Hapgood's father, WIlliam also a Harvard man, had founded in Indianapolis in 1903. It was a
fanmous experiment in industrial denocracy, but | had never heard of it before. There was a | ot
that | had never heard of before.

The Col unbi a Conserve Conpany rmade tomato soup and chili and catsup, and sone other things. It
was massi vel y dependent on tomatoes. The conpany did not nmake a profit until 1916. As soon as it
made one, though, Powers Hapgood's father began to give his enployees sonme of the benefits he
t hought workers everywhere in the world were naturally entitled to. The other principa
st ockhol ders were his two brothers, also Harvard men - and they agreed with him

So he set up a council of seven workers, who were to reconmend to the board of directors what
t he wages and wor ki ng condi tions should be. The board, w thout any proddi ng from anybody, had
al ready declared that there would no | onger be any seasonal |ayoffs, even in such a seasona
i ndustry, and that there would be vacations with pay, and that nedical care for workers and their
dependents would be free, and that there would be sick pay and a retirement plan, and that the
ultimte goal of the conpany was that, through a stock-bonus plan, it becone the property of the
wor ker s.

"It went bust," said Uncle Alex, with a certain grim Darw nian satisfaction

My father said nothing. He may not have been |i stening.

*k*kk k%
I now have at hand a copy of The Hapgoods, Three Earnest Brothers, by Mchael D. Marcaccio (The

University Press of Virginia, Charlottesville, 1977). The three brothers in the subtitle were
WIlliam the founder of Colunbia Conserve, and Norman and Hutchins, also Harvard nen, who were
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both socialistically inclined journalists and editors and book witers in and around New York
According to M. Marcacci o, Columbia Conserve was a quite tidy success until 1931, when the G eat
Depression hit it nurderously. Many workers were |let go, and those who were kept on had their pay
cut by 50 percent. A great deal of npbney was owed to Continental Can, which insisted that the
conpany behave nore conventionally toward its enpl oyees - even if they were stockhol ders, which
nmost of them were. The experinent was over. There wasn't any noney to pay for it anynore. Those
who had received stock through profit sharing now owned bits of a conmpany that was nearly dead.

It did not go conpletely bust for a while. In fact it still existed when Uncle Al ex and Fat her
and Powers Hapgood and | had lunch. But it was just another cannery, paying not one penny nore
than any other cannery paid. What was left of it was finally sold off to a stronger conpany in
1953.

Kk kkk*k

Now Power s Hapgood canme into the restaurant, an ordi nary-1ooking Mddle Wstern Angl o-Saxon in a
cheap business suit. He wore a union badge in his lapel. He was cheerful. He knew my fat her
slightly. He knew Uncle Alex quite well. He apol ogized for being late. He had been in court that
nmor ni ng, testifying about violence on a picket |ine some nonths before. He personally had had
nothing to do with the violence. His days of derring-do were behind him Never again would he
fight anybody, or be clubbed to his knees, or be locked up in jail.

He was a talker, with far nore wonderful stories than Father or Uncle Al ex had ever told. He
was thrown into a lunatic asylumafter he |led the pickets at the execution of Sacco and Vanzetti.
He was in fights with organizers for John L. Lewis's United M ne Wrkers, which he considered too
right wing. In 1936 he was a Cl O organi zer at a strike against RCA in Canden, New Jersey. He was
put in jail. Wen several thousand strikers surrounded the jail, as a sort of reverse |lynch nob,
the sheriff thought it best to turn himloose again. And on and on. | have put mny recoll ections of
some of the stories he told into the nouth of, as | say, a fictitious character in this book

It turned out that he had been telling stories all nmorning in court, too. The judge was
fasci nated, and al nost everybody else in court was, too - presumably by such unselfish high
adventures. The judge had encouraged Hapgood, | gathered, to go on and on. Labor history was
por nography of a sort in those days, and even nore so in these days. In public schools and in the
hones of nice people it was and renmains pretty much taboo to tell tales of |labor's sufferings and
derri ng- do.

| remenber the nane of the judge. It was Cl ayconb. | amable to renenber it so easily because
| had been a high-school classmate of the judge's son, "Moon."

Moon Cl ayconb's father, according to Powers Hapgood, asked himthis final question just before
| unch: "M. Hapgood," he said, "why would a man from such a distinguished famly and with such a
fine education choose to |live as you do?"

"Why?" sai d Hapgood, according to Hapgood. "Because of the Sernbpn on the Munt, sir.

And Moon C ayconb's father said this: "Court is adjourned until two P.M"

*kk Kk k*k

What, exactly, was the Sernon on the Munt?

It was the prediction by Jesus Christ that the poor in spirit would receive the Ki ngdom of
Heaven; that all who mourned woul d be conforted; that the meek would inherit the Earth; that those
who hungered for righteousness would find it; that the nmerciful would be treated nercifully; that
the pure in heart woul d see God; that the peacenakers would be called the sons of God; that those
who were persecuted for righteousness' sake would also receive the Kingdom of Heaven; and on and
on.

*kkkk*

The character in this book inspired by Powers Hapgood is unmarried and has problens w th al cohol
Power s Hapgood was narried and, so far as | know, had no serious problens with al cohol

Kk kkk*k

There is another mnor character, whomcall "Roy M Cohn." He is nodel ed after the fanous

anti comuni st and | awyer and busi nessnan naned, straightforwardly enough, one would have to say,
Roy M Cohn. | include himw th his kind perm ssion, given yesterday (January 2, 1979) over the
tel ephone. | promsed to do himno harmand to present himas an appallingly effective attorney
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for either the prosecution or the defense of anyone.

*kkkk*k

My dear father was silent for a good part of our ride home fromthat |unch with Powers Hapgood. W
were in his Plymouth sedan. He was driving. Sone fifteen years later he would be arrested for
driving through a red light. It would be discovered that he had not had a driver's license for
twenty years - which nmeans that he was not |icensed even on the day we had |unch with Powers
Hapgood.

H s house was out in the country some. When we got to the edge of the city, he said that if we
were |lucky we would see a very funny dog. It was a German shepherd, he said, who could hardly

stand up because he had been hit so often by autonobiles. The dog still cane tottering out to
chase them his eyes filled with bravery and rage.
But the dog did not appear that day. He really did exist. | would see hi manother day, when |

was driving alone. He was crouched down on the shoul der of the road, ready to sink his teeth into
my right front tire. But his charge was a pitiful thing to see. H's rear end hardly worked at all
anynore. He might as well have been dragging a steaner trunk with the power in his front feet
al one.

That was the day on which the atom c bonb was dropped on Hiroshi ma.

*kkkk*k

But back to the day on which | lunched with Powers Hapgood:

Wien Father put the car into his garage, he finally said sonething about the Iunch. He was
puzzl ed by the passionate manner in which Hapgood had di scussed the Sacco and Vanzetti case,
surely one of the npobst spectacul ar, nost acrinoniously argued mscarriages of justice in American
hi story.

"You know," said Father, "I had no idea that there was any question about their guilt."

That is how purely an artist ny father was.

* kK kk %

There is nentioned in this book a violent confrontation between strikers and police and soldiers
call ed the Cuyahoga Massacre. It is an invention, a npsaic conposed of bits taken fromtal es of
many such riots in not such ol den tines.

It is alegend in the mnd of the | eading character in this book, Walter F. Starbuck, whose
life was accidentally shaped by the Massacre, even though it took place on Christmas norning in
ei ght een hundred ninety-four, |ong before Star-buck was born

It goes like this:

In Cctober of 1894 Daniel MCone, the founder and owner of the Cuyahoga Bridge and Iron
Company, then the | argest single enployer in Ceveland, Chio, inforned his factory workers through
their forenen that they were to accept a 10 percent cut in pay. There was no union. McCone was a
hard-bitten and brilliant little mechani cal engineer, self-educated, born of working-class parents
i n Edi nburgh, Scotl and.

Hal f his work force, about a thousand men, under the |eadership of an ordinary foundry man
with a gift for oratory, Colin Jarvis, wal ked out, forcing the plant to shut down. They had found
it alnost inpossible to feed and shelter and clothe their famlies even without the cut in wages.
Al of themwere white. Mst of them were native-born.

Nat ure synpat hi zed that day. The sky and Lake Erie were identical in color, the sane dead
pewt er-gray.

The little homes toward which the strikers trudged were near the factory. Many of them were
owned, and their nei ghborhood grocery stores, too, by Cuyahoga Bridge and Iron

*kkkk*

Anmong the trudgers, as bitter and dejected as anyone, seem ngly, were spies and agents
provocateurs secretly enpl oyed and paid very well by the Pinkerton Detective Agency. That agency
still exists and prospers, and is now a whol |l y-owned subsidiary of The RAMJIAC Cor poration

Dani el McCone had two sons, Al exander Hamilton MCone, then twenty-two, and John, twenty-five.
Al exander had graduated w thout distinction fromHarvard in the previous May. He was soft, he was
shy, he was a stamerer. John, the elder son and the conpany's heir apparent, had flunked out of
the Massachusetts Institute of Technology in his freshman year, and had been his father's nost
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trusted ai de ever since.

The workers to a man, strikers and nonstrikers alike, hated the father and his son John, but
acknow edged that they knew nore about shaping iron and steel than anybody else in the world. As
for young Al exander: They found himgirl-like and stupid and too cowardly ever to conme near the
furnaces and forges and drop hamers, where the nobst dangerous work was done. Wrkers woul d
sonetimes wave their handkerchiefs at him as a salute to his futility as a nan.

When Walter F. Starbuck, in whose nmind this |legend is, asked Al exander years |ater why he had
ever gone to work in such an unhospitable place after Harvard, especially since Al exander's father
had not insisted on it, he stammered out a reply, which when unscranbled, was this: "I then
believed that a rich man shoul d have sone understandi ng of the place fromwhich his riches cane.
That was very juvenile of me. Great wealth should be accepted unquestioningly, or not at all."

About Al exander's stammers before the Cuyahoga Massacre: They were little nore than grace
not es expressi ng excessive nodesty. Never had one left himnute for nore than three seconds, with
all his thoughts held prisoner inside.

And he woul d not have done rmuch talking in the presence of his dynam c father and brother in
any event. But his silence cane to conceal a secret that was increasingly pleasant with each
passi ng day: He was com ng to understand the business as well as they did. Before they announced a
deci si on, he al nbst al ways knew what it would be and should be - and why. Nobody el se knew it yet,
but he, too, by God, was an industrialist and an engi neer.

*kkk k%

When the strike came in October, he was able to guess many of the things that should be done, even
t hough he had never been through a strike before. Harvard was a mllion mles away. Nothing he had
ever | earned there would get the factory going again. But the Pinkerton Agency would, and the
police would - and perhaps the National Guard. Before his father and brother said so, Al exander
knew t hat there were plenty of nmen in other parts of the country who were desperate enough to take
a job at al nost any wage. Wen his father and brother did say this, he | earned sonething el se
about busi ness: There were conpanies, often pretending to be |abor unions, whose sol e busi ness was
to recruit such nen.

By the end of Novenber the chimeys of the factory were bel ching snoke again. The strikers had
no noney left for rent or food or fuel. Every large enployer within three hundred mles had been
sent their nanmes, so he would know what troubl emakers they had been. Their nominal |eader, Colin
Jarvis, was in jail, awaiting trial on a trunped-up nurder charge.

*kkkk*k

On Decenber fifteenth the wife of Colin Jarvis, called Ma, |l ed a del egation of twenty other
strikers' wives to the main gate of the factory, asking to see Daniel M:Cone. He sent Al exander
down to themw th a scribbled note, which A exander found hinself able to read out |oud to them
wi t hout any speech inmpedinment at all. It said that Daniel MCone was too busy to give tine to
strangers who had nothing to do with affairs of the Cuyahoga Bridge and Iron Conpany anynore. It
suggested that they had nistaken the conpany for a charitable organization. It said that their
churches or police precinct stations would be able to give thema list of organizations to which
they mght nore appropriately plead for help - if they really needed help and felt that they
deserved it.

Ma Jarvis told Al exander that her own nessage was even sinpler: The strikers would return to
wor k on any terns.

Most of them were now being evicted fromtheir honmes and had no place to go.

"I amsorry,"” said Alexander. "I can only read ny father's note again, if you would |ike ne
to."

Al exander McCone woul d say nmany years later that the confrontation did not bother hima bit at
the tine. He was in fact elated, he said, to find hinmself such a reliable " . . . muh-nuh-nuh-
machi ne. "

* kkk k%

A police captain now stepped forward. He warned the wonmen that they were in violation of the |aw,
assenbling in such great nunbers as to inpede traffic and constitute a threat to public safety. He
ordered themto disperse at once, in the nanme of the |aw.

This they did. They retreated across the vast plaza before the nmain gate. The facade of the
factory had been designed to remind cultivated persons of the Piazza San Marco in Venice, ltaly.
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The factory's clocktower was a hal f-scale replica of San Marco's fanobus canpanil e.

It was fromthe belfry of that tower that Al exander and his father and his brother would watch
the Cuyahoga Massacre on Christmas norni ng. Each woul d have his own binocul ars. Each woul d have
his owmn little revolver, too

There were no bells in the belfry. Neither were there cafes and shops around the plaza bel ow.
The architect had justified the plaza on strictly utilitarian grounds. It provided any anount of
room for wagons and buggi es and horse-drawn streetcars as they cane and went. The architect had
al so been matter-of-fact about the virtues of the factory as a fort. Any nob neaning to stormthe
front gate would first have to cross all that open ground.

A singl e newspaper reporter, from The O evel and Pl ain Deal er, now a RAMIAC publi cation
retreated across the plaza with the wonen. He asked Ma Jarvis what she planned to do next.

There was not hing nmuch that she could do next, of course. The strikers weren't even strikers
anynore, but sinply unenpl oyed persons being turned out of their homnes.

She gave a brave answer anyway: "W will be back," she said. What el se could she say?

He asked her when they woul d be back

Her answer was probably no nore than the poetry of hopel essness in Christendom with w nter
setting in. "On Christmas norning," she said.

*kkkkKk*k

This was printed in the paper, whose editors felt that a threatening promnm se had been nmade. And
the fane of this comng Christrmas in Cl eveland spread far and wi de. Synpathizers with the strikers
- preachers, witers, union organizers, populist politicians, and on and on - began to filter into
the city as though expecting a mracle of sone kind. They were frankly enem es of the economc
order as it was constructed then

A conpany of National CGuard infantrynen was nobilized by Edwi n Kincaid, the governor of Chio,
to protect the factory. They were farm boys fromthe southern part of the state, sel ected because
they had no friends or relatives anong the strikers, no reason to see them as anything but
unr easonabl e di sturbers of the peace. They represented an American ideal: healthy, cheerfu
citizen soldiers, who went about their ordinary business until their country suddenly needed an
awesone di spl ay of weapons and discipline. They were supposed to appear as though from nowhere, to
the consternation of Anerica's enenies. Wen the trouble was over, they would vani sh again.

The regular arny of the country, which had fought the Indians until the Indians could fight no
nore, was down to about thirty thousand nmen. As for the Utopian nilitias throughout the country:
They al nost all consisted of farm boys, since the health of the factory workers was so bad and
their hours so long. It was about to be discovered, incidentally, in the Spani sh-Anerican \War
that mlitiamen were worse than useless on battlefields, they were so poorly trained.

*kkkkKk*k

And that was surely the inpression young Al exander Hanilton MCone had of the nilitiamen who
arrived at the factory on Christnmas Eve: that these were not soldiers. They were brought on a
special train to a siding inside the factory's high iron fence. They straggl ed out of the cars and
onto a loading platformas though they were ordinary passengers on various errands. Their uniforns
were only partly buttoned, and often m sbuttoned, at that. Several had |ost their hats. Al nost al
carried laughably unmilitary suitcases and parcels.

Their officers? Their captain was the postmaster of Geenfield, Ohio. Their two lieutenants
were twin sons of the president of the Geenfield Bank and Trust Conpany. The postnmaster and the
banker had both done local favors for the governor. The conmissions were their rewards. And the
officers, in turn, had rewarded those who had pleased themin sone way by maeki ng them sergeants or
corporals. And the privates, in turn, voters or sons of voters, had it within their power, if they
felt like using it, toruin the lives of their superiors with contenpt and ridicule, which could
go on for generations.

There on the | oading platformat the Cuyahoga Bridge and Iron Conpany old Dani el MCone
finally had to ask one of the many soldiers milling about and eating at the sanme tinme, "W is in
charge here?"

As luck would have it, he had put the question to the captain, who told himthis: "Well - as
much as anybody, | guess | am"™

To their credit, and although armed with bayonets and |ive amunition, the mlitianmen would
not harma single soul on the follow ng day.

* kK kk %
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They were quartered in an idled machi ne shop. They slept in the aisles. Each one had brought his
own food from home. They had hans and roasted chi ckens and cakes and pies. They ate whatever they
pl eased and whenever they pleased, and turned the nmachine shop into a picnic ground. They |left the
pl ace |l ooking like a village dunp. They did not know any better

Yes, and old Dani el McCone and his two sons spent the night in the factory, too - on canp cots
intheir offices at the foot of the bell tower, and with | oaded revol vers under their pillows.
When woul d they have their Christmas dinner? At three o' clock on the follow ng afternoon. The
trouble would surely be over by then. Young Al exander was to nake use of his fine education, his
father had told him by conposing and delivering an appropriate prayer of thanksgiving before they
ate that neal.

Regul ar conpany guards, augnmented by Pinkerton agents and city policenen, meanwhile took turns
patrol ling the conpany fence all night. The company guards, ordinarily arnmed only with pistols,
had rifles, and shotguns, too, borrowed fromfriends or brought from hone.

Four Pinkerton men were allowed to sleep all through the night. They were master craftsnmen of
a sort. They were sharpshooters.

It was not bugles that awakened the M:Cones the next norning. It was the sound of hanmmering
and sawi ng, whi ch gabbl ed around the plaza. Carpenters were building a high scaffold by the nmain
gate, just inside the fence. The chief of police of Ceveland was to stand atop it, in plain view
of everyone. At an opportune nonent he was to read the Chio Riot Act to the crowd. This public
readi ng was required by |aw. The act said that any unl awful assenbly of twelve persons or nore had
to disperse within an hour of having the act read to it. If it did not disperse, its nmenbers would
be guilty of a felony punishable by inprisonment for fromten years to life.

Nat ure synpat hi zed again - for a gentle snow began to fall.

*kkkk*k

Yes, and an encl osed carriage drawn by two white horses clattered into the plaza at full speed and
stopped by the gate. Into the dawn's early |ight stepped Col onel George Redfield, the governor's
son-in-law, who had been conm ssioned by the governor, and who had cone all the way from Sandusky
to take command of the mlitiamen. He owned a lunber mll and was in the feed and ice businesses
besi des. He had no nmilitary experience, but was costuned as a caval ryman. He wore a saber, which
was a gift fromhis father-in-|aw.

He went at once to the machine shop to address his troops.

Soon after that wagons carrying riot police arrived. They were ordi nary O evel and poli cemnen,
but armed wi th wooden shields and blunt | ances.

An Anerican flag was flown fromthe top of the bell tower, and another fromthe pole by the
mai n gate

It was to be a pageant, young Al exander supposed. There woul d be no actual killing or
woundi ng. All would be said by the way nen posed. The strikers thensel ves had sent word that they
woul d have their wives and children with them and that not one of them wuld have a gun - or even
a knife with a blade nore than three inches |ong.

"We wish only," said their letter, "to take one last | ook at the factory to which we gave the
best years of our lives, and to show our faces to all who may care to | ook upon them to show them
to God Alnmighty alone, if only He will look, and to ask, as we stand nute and notionl ess, 'Does
any American deserve nisery and heartbreak such as we now know?' "

Al exander was not insensitive to the beauty of the letter. It had, in fact, been witten by
the poet Henry Niles Wiistler, then in the city to hearten the strikers - a fellow Harvard man. It
deserved a nmjestic reply, thought Al exander. He believed that the flags and the ranks of citizen
soldiers and the sol emm, steady presence of the police would surely do he job.

The | aw woul d be read out loud, and all would hear it, and all would go hone. Peace shoul d not
be broken, or any cause.

Al exander nmeant to say in his prayer that afternoon that God should protect the working people
fromleaders like Colin Jarvis, who had encouraged themto bring such nmisery and heartbreak on
t hensel ves.

"Amen," he said to hinself.

*kkkk*k

And t he people cane as promni sed. They came on foot. In order to discourage them the city fathers
had cancel ed all streetcar service in that part of the city that day.
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There were many children anong them and even infants in arms. One infant woul d be shot to
death and inspire the poemby Henry Niles Whistler, later put to nusic and still sung today,
"Bonnie Failey."

Where were the soldiers? They had been standing in front of the factory fence since eight
o' clock, with bayonets already fixed, with full packs on their backs. Those packs weighed fifty
pounds and nore. They were Col onel Redfield' s idea of how to nmake his nmen nore fearsone. They were
in a single rank, which stretched the width of the plaza. The battle plan was this: If the crowd
woul d not di sperse when told to, the soldiers were to |level their bayonets and to clear the plaza
slowy but irresistibly, glacially - maintaining a perfectly straight rank that bristled with cold
steel, and advanci ng, always on command, one step, then two, then three, then four

Only the soldiers had been outside the fence since eight. The snow had kept on falling. So
when the first nmenbers of the crowd appeared at the far end of the plaza, they gazed at the
factory over an expanse of virgin snow The only footprints were those they thensel ves had j ust
made.

And nmany nore people canme than had spiritual business to conduct specifically with Cuyahoga
Bridge and Iron. The strikers thenselves were nystified as to who all these other ragged strangers
m ght be - who also, often, had brought their famlies along. These outsiders, too, w shed to
denonstrate to sinply anybody their misery and heartbreak at Christnastide. Young Al exander
peering through his binoculars, read a sign a nman was carrying that said, "Erie Coal and lron
unfair to workers." Erie Coal and Iron wasn't even an Chio firm It was in Buffalo, New York

So it was agai nst considerable odds that Bonnie Failey, the infant killed in the Massacre, was
actually the child of a striker against Cuyahoga Bridge and Iron, that Henry Niles Wistler was
able to say in the refrain of his poem about her:

Dam you, damm you, Dan MCone,
Wth a soul of pig iron and a heart of stone

Young Al exander read the sign about Erie Coal and Iron while standing at a second-story w ndow
in an office wing abutting the north wall of the bell tower. He was in a long gallery, also of
Venetian inspiration, which had a wi ndow every ten feet and a mrror at its far end. The mirror
made its length appear to be infinite. The wi ndows | ooked out over the plaza. It was in this
gallery that the four sharpshooters supplied by Pinkerton set up their places of business. Each
installed a table at his chosen wi ndow and set a confortable chair behind that. There was a rifle
rest on each table.

The shar pshoot er nearest Al exander had put a sandbag; on his table and had hamered a groove
intoit with the edge of his hairy hand. There his rifle would rest, with its butt tucked into his
shoul der, as he squinted down his sights at this face or that face in the crowmd fromhis easy
chair. The sharpshooter farther down the corridor was a nmachinist by trade, and had built a squat
tripod with a swiveling oarlock on top. This squatted on his table. It was into this oarlock that
he would slip his rifle if trouble cane.

"Patent applied for," he had told Al exander of his tripod, and he had patted the thing.

Each man had his anmunition and his cleaning rod and his cleaning patches and his oil laid out
on the table, as though they m ght be for sale.
Al the windows were still closed now At sone of the others were far angrier and | ess orderly

men. These were regul ar conpany guards, who had been up nost of the night. Several had been
drinking, so they said, " to stay awake." They had been stationed at the windows with their
rifles or shotguns - in case the nob should attack the factory at all costs, and nothing but
withering fire would turn them away.

They had persuaded thensel ves by now that this attack woul d surely come. Their al arm and
bravado were the first strong hints young Al exander received, as he would tell young Walter F
St arbuck decades afterward, again stamering, that there were "certain instabilities inherent in
t he pageant."

He hinmsel f, of course, was carrying a | oaded revolver in his overcoat pocket - and so were his
father and brother, who now came into the corridor to approve of the arrangenents one |ast tinmne.
It was ten o' clock in the norning. It was tinme to open the wi ndows, they said. The plaza was full

*kkk kK *k
It was time to go up to the top of the tower, they told Al exander, for the best view of all

So the wi ndows were opened and the sharpshooters laid their rifles in their cradles of
di fferent kinds.
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Who were the four sharpshooters, really - and was there really such a trade? There was | ess
wor k for sharpshooters than there was for hangmen at the tine. Not one of the four had ever been
hired in this capacity before, nor was he likely, unless war cane, to be paid for such work ever
again. One was a part-tinme Pinkerton agent, and the other three were his friends. The four of them
hunted together regularly, and had for years prai sed one another for what unbelievably good shots
they were. So when the Pinkerton Agency let it be known that it could use four sharpshooters, they
materialized al nost instantly, like the conpany of citizen sol diers.

The man with the tripod had invented the device for the occasion. Nor had the man with the
sandbag ever couched his rifle on a sandbag before. So it was, too, with the chairs and tabl es and
the tidy displays of amunition and all that: They had agreed anong thenselves as to how truly
pr of essi onal shar pshooters shoul d conport thensel ves.

Years | ater Al exander M:Cone, when asked by Starbuck what he thought the principal cause of
t he Cuyahoga Massacre had been, would reply: "Anerican am am am amateuri smin nuh-muh-nmatters of
luh-1ife and duh-duh-duh-death."

*kkkk*k

When the wi ndows were opened, the oceanic murmurs of the crowd canme in with the cold air. The
crowd wished to be silent, and inmagined itself to be silent - but this person had to whisper a
little something, and that one had to reply, and so on. Hence, sounds |like a sea.

It was mainly this seenming surf that Al exander heard as he stood with his father and brother
in the belfry. The defenders of the factory were quiet. Except for the rattles and bunps of the
openi ng of the wi ndows on the second fl oor, they had made no reply.

Al exander's father said this as they waited: "It is no dainty thing to shape iron and steel to
human needs, ny boys. No man in his right mnd would do such work, if it were not for fear of cold
and hunger. The question is, ny boys - how nuch does the world need iron and steel products? In
case anybody wants sone, Dan McCone knows how t hey're nade."

Now there was a tiny quickening of life inside the fence. The chief of police of C evel and,
carrying a piece of paper on which the Riot Act was witten, clinbed the steps to the top of the
scaffold. This was to be the climax of the pageant, young Al exander supposed, a nonment of terrible
beauty.

But then he sneezed up there in the belfry. Not only were his lungs enptied of air, but his
romanti c vision was destroyed. Wiat was about to happen below, he realized, was not mjestic. It
woul d be insane. There was no such thing as magic, and yet his father and his brother and the
governor, and probably even President G over C evel and, expected this police chief to becone a
wizard, a Merlin - to nmake a crowd vanish with a magi c spell

"I't will not work," he thought. "It cannot work."
It did not work.
The chief cast his spell. H's shouted words bounced off the buildings, warred with their own

echoes, and sounded |i ke Babylonian by the tine they reached Al exander's ears.

Absol ut el y not hi ng happened.

The chief clinbed down fromthe scaffold. H s manner indicated that he had not expected nuch
of anything to happen, that there were sinply too many people out there. It was with great nodesty
that he rejoined his own shock troops, who were arned with shields and | ances, but safe inside the
fence. He was not about to ask themto arrest anyone, or to do anything provocative against a
crowd so | arge

But Col onel Redfield was enraged. He had the gate opened a crack, to let himout so he could
join his half-frozen troops. He took his place between two farm boys at the center of the |ong
line. He ordered his nen to level their bayonets at those in front of them Next, he ordered them
to take one step forward. This they did.

Kk kkk*k

Looki ng down on the plaza, young Al exander could see the people at the front of the crowd backing
into those behind themas they shrank fromthe naked steel. People at the back of the crowd,
meanwhi | e, had no i dea what was goi ng on, and were not about to depart, to relieve the pressure
sone.

The sol di ers advanced yet anot her pace and the people retreating put pressure not only on
t hose behind them but on those beside them too. Those at either end found thensel ves squashed
agai nst the buildings. The soldiers facing them had no heart for skewering someone so hopel essly
i mobilized, so they averted their bayonets, opening a space between the blade tips and the
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unyi el ding wal I s.

When the sol diers took yet another step forward, according to Al exander when ol d, people began
to squh-squh-squirt around the ends of the luh-luh-line |ike wh-wh-water." The squirts

becane torrents, crunpling the flanks of the line and delivering hundreds of people to the space

between the factory fence and the undefended rears of the soldiers.

Col onel Redfield, his eyes blazing strai ght ahead, had no i dea what was happeni ng on either
side. He ordered yet another advance.

Now t he crowd behind the sol diers began to behave quite badly. A youth junped onto a soldier's
pack |i ke a nonkey. The sol dier sat down hard and struggl ed nost comcally, trying to rise again.
Sol di er after soldier was brought down in this way. If one got back to his feet, he was pulled
clown again. And the soldiers began to crawl toward each other for nutual protection. They refused
to shoot. They forned a defensive heap, instead, a paral yzed porcupine.

Col onel Redfield was not anbng them He was nowhere to be seen

*kkkk*k

No one was ever found who would admit to ordering the sharpshooters and the guards to open fire
fromthe windows of the factory, but the firing began

Fourteen people were killed outright by bullets - one of thema soldier. Twenty-three were
seriously wounded.

Al exander woul d say when an old nman that the shooting sounded no nore serious than "puh-puh-
popcorn," and that he thought a freakish wind had bl owmn across the plaza bel ow, since the people
seened to be blowi ng away |ike "l uh-1uh-I|eaves."

When it was all over, there was general satisfaction that honor had been served and that
justice had been done. Law and order had been restored.

A d Daniel MCone would say to his sons as he | ooked out over the battlefield, vacant now
except for bodies, "Like it or not, boys, that's the sort of business you're in."

Col onel Redfield would be found in a side street, naked and out of his head, but otherw se
unhar ned.

Young Al exander did not try to speak afterward until he had to speak, which was at Chri stnas
di nner that afternoon. He was asked to say grace. He discovered then that he had beconme a bubbling
booby, that his stamer was so bad now that he could not speak at all.

He woul d never go to the factory again. He would becone C eveland' s | eading art collector and
the chief donor to the C evel and Museum of Fine Arts, denobnstrating that the MCone famly was
interested in nore than noney and power for noney's and power's sakes.

*kkkk*

H s stammer was so bad for the rest of his life that he sel dom ventured outside his mansion on
Euclid Avenue. He had nmarried a Rockefeller one nonth before his stamer becanme so bad. O herw se,
as he would | ater say, he would probably never have narried at all
He had one daughter, who was enbarrassed by him as was his wife. He would nake only one
friendship after the Massacre. It would be with a child. It would be with the son of his cook and
hi s chauffeur.
The multimIlionaire wanted soneone who would play chess with himmny hours a day. So he
seduced the boy, so to speak, with sinpler ganes first - hearts and old maid, checkers and
domi noes. But he al so taught himchess. Soon they were playing only chess. Their conversations
were limted to conventional chess taunts and teasings, which had not changed in a thousand years.
Sanpl es: "Have you played this gane before?" "Real ly?" "Spot nme a queen." "Is this a trap?"
The boy was Walter F. Starbuck. He was willing to spend his childhood and youth so unnaturally
for this reason: Al exander Hami|ton M:Cone prom sed to send himto Harvard soneday.
- KW
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Life goes on, yes - and a fool and his self-respect are soon parted, perhaps never to be reunited
even on Judgnment Day. Pay attention, please, for years as well as people are characters in this
book, which is the story of ny life so far. Nineteen-hundred and Thirteen gave ne the gift of
life. N neteen-hundred and Twenty-nine wecked the Anerican econony. N neteen-hundred and Thirty-
one sent nme to Harvard. N neteen-hundred and Thirty-eight got me my first job in the federa
governnent. Nineteen-hundred and Forty-six gave nme a wife. N neteen-hundred and Forty-six gave me
an ungrateful son. N neteen-hundred and Fifty-three fired me fromthe federal governnent.

Thus do | capitalize years as though they were proper nanes.

Ni net een- hundred and Seventy gave ne a job in the Ni xon Wite House. N neteen-hundred and
Seventy-five sent ne to prison for ny own preposterous contributions to the Anerican politica
scandal s known col |l ectively as "Watergate."

Three years ago, as | wite, N neteen-hundred and Seventy-seven was about to turn nme |oose
again. | felt like a piece of garbage. | was wearing olive-drab coveralls, the prison uniform |
sat alone in a dormitory - on a cot that | had stripped of its bedding. A blanket, two sheets, and
a pillowase, which were to be returned to ny governnent along with ny uniform were folded neatly

on nmy lap. My speckled old hands were cl asped atop these. | stared straight ahead at a wall on the
second fl oor of a barracks at the Federal M nimum Security Adult Correctional Facility on the edge
of Finletter Air Force Base - thirty-five mles fromAtlanta, Georgia. | was waiting for a guard

to conduct nme to the Adnministration Building, where | would be given ny rel ease papers and ny
civilian clothes. There would be no one to greet me at the gate. Nowhere in the world was there
anyone who had a forgiving hug for me - or a free neal or a bed for a night or two.

| f anyone had been watching ne, he would have seen ne do sonething quite nysterious every five
m nutes or so. Wthout changing ny blank expression, | would Ilift my hands fromthe beddi ng and
woul d clap three tines. | will explain why by and by.

It was nine in the norning on April twenty-first. The guard was one hour late. A fighter plane
| eaped up fromthe tip of a nearby runway, destroyed enough energy to heat one hundred hones for a
thousand years, tore the sky to shreds. | did not bat an eyel ash. The event was nerely tedious to
old prisoners and guards at Finletter. It happened all the tine.

Most of the other prisoners, all of them convicted of nonviolent, white-collar crines, had
been trundl ed away in purple school buses to work details around the base. Only a snall
housekeepi ng crew had been left behind - to wash wi ndows, to mop floors. There were a few others
around, witing or reading or napping - too sick, with heart trouble or back trouble, usually, to
do manual work of any kind. | nyself would have been feeding a nangle in the laundry at the base
hospital if it had been a day |ike any other day. My health was excellent, as they say.

Was | shown no special respect in prison as a Harvard man? It was no distinction, actually.
had met or heard of at |east seven others. And no sooner would | |eave than ny cot would be taken
by Virgil Greathouse, forner secretary of health, education, and welfare, who was also a Harvard
man. | was quite |low on the educational |adder at Finletter, with nothing but a poor bachelor's
degree. | was not even a Phi Beta Kappa. W nust have had twenty or nore Phi Beta Kappas, a dozen
or nore nedi cal doctors, an equal nunber of dentists, a veterinarian, a Doctor of Divinity, a
Doct or of Economi cs, a Doctor of Philosophy in chemistry, and sinply shoals of disbarred | awers.

Lawyers were so conmon that we had a joke for newconmers that went like this: "If you find yourself
tal king to sonmebody who hasn't been to | aw school, watch your step. He's either the warden or a
guard. "

My own poor degree was in the |iberal arts, with some enphasis on history and economcs. It
was nmy plan when | entered Harvard to becone a public servant, an enployee rather than an el ected

official. | believed that there could be no higher calling in a denocracy than to a lifetime in
government. Since | did not know what branch of governnent m ght take ne on, whether the State
Department or the Bureau of Indian Affairs or whatever, | would make ny w sdom as widely

appl i cabl e as possible. For this reason did | take a liberal arts degree.
And | speak now of my plans and ny belief s - but, being so new to the planet in those days, |
had been glad to adopt as ny own the plans and beliefs of a nuch ol der nan. He was a Cl evel and
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multinm|lionaire naned Al exander Ham | ton MCone, a nenber of the Harvard cl ass of Ei ghteen-
hundred and Ninety-four. He was the reclusive, stamering son of Daniel MCone. Daniel MCone was
a brilliant and brutal Scottish engineer and netallurgist, who founded the Cuyahoga Bridge and

I ron Conpany, the largest single enmployer in Ceveland when | was born. |magi ne being born as |ong
ago as Nineteen-hundred and Thirteen! WII young people of today doubt me if | aver with a
straight face that the Chio skies back then were often darkened by flocks of hooting pterodactyls,
and that forty-ton brontosaurs basked and crooned in the Cuyahoga River's ooze? No.

Al exander Hanilton McCone was forty-one years old when | was born into his nmansion on Euclid
Avenue. He was married to the former Alice Rockefeller, who was ever richer than he was, and who
spent nmost of her time in Europe with their one child, a daughter naned C ara. Mther and
daughter, no doubt enbarrassed by M. MCone's terrible speech inpedi nent, and even nore di smayed,
perhaps, by his wanting to do nothing with his Iife but read books all day |ong, were sel dom hore.
Di vorce was unt hi nkabl e back then.

Clara - are you still alive? She hated nme. Sone people did and do.

That's life.

And what was | to M. MCone, that | should have been born into the unhappy stillness of his
mansi on? My nother, born Anna Kairys in Russian Lithuania, was his cook. My father, born
St ani sl aus Stankiewi cz in Russian Pol and, was his bodyguard and chauffeur. They genuinely | oved
hi m

M. MCone built a handsone apartnent for them and for me, too, on the second floor of his

carriage house. And, as | grew older, | becane his playmate, always indoors. He taught ne hearts

and ol d maid, checkers and doni noes - and chess. Soon we were playing only chess. He did not play
well. | won alnost all of the games, and it is possible that he was secretly drunk. He never tried
hard to win, | thought. In any event, and very early on, he began to tell nme and ny parents that |

was a genius, which | surely was not, and that he would send ne to Harvard. He nust have said to
my father and nother a thousand tinmes over the: years, "You are going to find yourselves the proud
parents of a perfect Harvard gentl eman soneday."

To that end, and when | was about ten years old, he had us change our fanily nane from
St anki ewi cz to Starbuck. | would be better received at Harvard, he said, if I had an Angl o- Saxon
nanme. Thus did Walter F. Starbuck beconme ny nane.

He hinsel f had done badly at Harvard, had scarcely squeaked through. He had al so been scorned
socially, not only for his stammer but for his being the obscenely rich son of an immgrant. There
was every reason for himto hate Harvard - but | watched him over the years so sentinentalize and
romanticize, and finally so worship the place that, by the time | was in high school, he believed
that Harvard professors were the wisest men in the history of the world. America could be
paradise, if only all high posts in government were filled by Harvard nen

And, as things turned out: Wien | went to work for the governnent as a bright young man in
Frankl i n Del ano Roosevelt's Departnment of Agriculture, nore and nore posts were being filled by
Harvard nen. That seened only right to ne back then. It seens nildly comical to ne now Not even
in prison, as | say, is there anything special about Harvard nen.

While | was a student, | sometines caught the whiff of a promise that, after | graduated,
woul d be better than average at explaining inportant matters to people who were sl ow at catching
on. Things did not work out that way.

So there | sat in prison in N neteen-hundred and Seventy-seven, waiting for the guard to cone.
I wasn't annoyed at his being an hour late so far. | was in no hurry to go anyplace, Iliad no
place in particular to go. The guard' s name was Clyde Carter. He was one of the few friends | had
made in prison. Qur chief bond was that we had taken the same correspondence course in bartending
froma diploma nmll n Chicago, The Illinois Institute of Instruction, a division of The RAM JAC
Corporation. On the same day and in the sane mail each of us had received his Doctor of M xol ogy
degree, Cyde had then surpassed ne by taking the school's course in air conditioning, as well.
Clyde was a third cousin to the President of the United States, Jimmy Carter. He was about five
years younger than the President, but was otherwi se his perfect spit and i mage. He had the same
ni ce manners, the same bright smile.

A degree in bartendi ng was enough for ne. That was all | intended to do with the rest of ny
life: tend a quiet bar sonewhere, ideally in a club for gentlenen.

And | lifted my old hands fromthe fol ded bedding and | cl apped three tines.

Anot her fighter plane |eaped up fromthe tip of a nearby runway, tore the sky to shreds.
thought this: "At least | don't snoke anynore." It was true. |, who used to snoke four packages of
unfiltered Pall Malls a day, was no longer a slave to King Nicotine. | would soon be remn nded of

how much | used to snoke, for the gray, pinstripe, three-piece Brooks Brothers suit awaiting ne
over in the supply roomwould be riddled with cigarette burns. There was a hole the size of a dine
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in the crotch, | renmenbered. A newspaper photograph was taken of ne as | sat in the back of the
federal marshal's green sedan, right after | was sentenced to prison. It was widely interpreted as
showi ng how ashaned | was, haggard, horrified, unable to | ook anyone in the eye. It was in fact a
phot ograph of a nman who had just set his pants on fire.

| thought now about Sacco and Vanzetti. Wien | was young, | believed that the story of their
martyrdom woul d cause an irresistible mania for justice to the common people to spread throughout
the worl d. Does anybody know or care who they were anynore?

No.

| thought about the Cuyahoga Massacre, which was the bl oodiest single encounter between
strikers and an enployer in the history of American |labor. It happened in Ceveland, in front of
the main gate of Cuyahoga Bridge and Iron, on Christrmas norning in Ei ghteen-hundred and N nety-
four. That was long before I was born. My parents were still children in the Russian Enpire when
it happened. But the man who sent nme to Harvard, Al exander Hanilton M:Cone, watched it fromthe
factory clock tower in the conpany of his father and his ol der brother John. That was when he
ceased to be a slight stammerer and becane, when the |east bit anxi ous about anything, a bubbling
booby of totally bl ocked | anguage i nstead.

Cuyahoga Bridge and Iron, incidentally, lost its identity, save in |abor history, |long ago. It
was absorbed by Youngstown Steel shortly after the Second Wrld War, and Youngstown Steel itself
has now becone a nere division of The RAMJIAC Cor poration

Peace.

Yes, and | lifted ny old hands fromthe fol ded bedding, and | clapped three tinmes. Here was
what that was all about, as silly as it was: Those three claps conpleted a rowdy song | had never
i ked, and which | had not thought about for thirty years or nore. | was making nmy mnd as bl ank
as possible, you see, since the past was so enbarrassing and the future so terrifying. | had nade
so many enenies over the years that | doubted that | could even get a job as a bartender
somewhere. | would sinply get dirtier and raggedier, | thought, since |I would have no noney com ng
in fromanywhere. | would wind up on Skid Row and | earn to keep the cold out by drinking w ne,

t hought, although |I had never |iked al cohol

The worst thing, | thought, was that | would be asleep in an alley in the Bowery, say, and
juvenile delingquents who |oathed dirty old nen would cone along with a can of gasoline. They would
soak me in it, and they would touch ne off. And the worst thing about that, | thought, would be
havi ng ny eyebal I s | apped by fl anes.

No wonder | craved an enpty mi nd!

But | could achieve nmental vacancy only internmittently. Mst of the tine, as | sat there on
the cot, | settled for an only slightly | ess perfect peace, which was filled with thoughts that
need not scare ne - about Sacco and Vanzetti, is | say, and about the Cuyahoga Massacre, about
pl ayi ng chess with old Al exander Ham |ton McCone, and on and on

Perfect bl ankness, when | achieved it, lasted only ten seconds or so - and then it would be
wr ecked by the song, sung loudly and clearly in nmy head by an alien voice, which required for its
conpletion that | clap three tinmes. The words were highly offensive to me when | first heard them
whi ch was at a drunken stag party at Harvard during ny freshman year. It was a song to be kept
secret fromwonen. It may be that no wonman has ever heard it, even at this |late date. The intent
of the lyricist, obviously, was to so coarsen the feelings of nmales who sang the song that the
singers could never believe again what nost of us believed with all our hearts back then: that
wonmen were nore spiritual, nore sacred than nen

| still believe that about wonen. |s that, too, comical? | have |loved only four wonmen in ny
life - ny nother, ny late wife, a woman to whom | was once affianced, and one other. | will
describe themall by and by. Let it be said now, though, that all four seened nore virtuous,
braver about life, and closer to the secrets of the universe than | could ever be.

Be that as it nmay, | will now set down the words to the frightful song. And even though |I have
been technically responsible, because of ny high position in a corporate structure in recent
years, for the publication of some of the nobst scurrilous books about wonen ever witten, | still

find nmyself shrinking fromsetting on paper, where they have perhaps never been before, the words
to the song. The tune to which they were sung, incidentally, was an old one, a tune that | cal
"Ruben, Ruben." It no doubt has many ot her nanes.

Readers of the words should realize, too, that | heard them sung not by niddl e-aged
roughnecks, but by coll ege boys, by children, really, who, with a G eat Depression going on and
with a Second Wrld War coming, and with nost of them nocked by their own virginity, had reason to
be petrified of all the things that wonen of that tinme woul d expect of them Wnen would expect
themto earn good nmoney after they graduated, and they did not see how they could do that, with
all the businesses shutting down. Wnen woul d expect themto be brave soldiers, and there seened

file:/l/F|/rah/Kurt%20Vonnegut/Jailbird.txt (16 of 96) [8/28/03 1:00:06 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Kurt%20V onnegut/Jailbird.txt

every chance that they would go to pieces when the shrapnel and bullets flew Wo could be
absol utely responsible for his own reactions when the shrapnel and bullets flew? There woul d be
flanme throwers and poi son gas. There would be terrific bangs. The man standi ng besi de you coul d
have his head blown off - and his throat would be a fountain.

And wonen, when they becane their w ves, would expect themto be perfect |overs even on the
weddi ng night - subtle, tender, raffish, respectful, titillatingly debauched, and know ng as much
about the reproductive organs of both sexes as Harvard Medi cal School

| recall a discussion of a daring nagazine article that appeared at that tine. It told of the
frequency of sexual intercourse by Anerican nales in various professions and trades. Firenmen were
the nost ardent, making love ten tines a week. College professors were the | east ardent, making
| ove once a nmonth. And a classmate of nine, who, as it happened, would actually be killed in the
Second World War, shook his head nournfully and said, "Gee - I'd give anything to be a coll ege
prof essor. "

The shocking song, then, may really have been a way of honoring the powers of wonen, of
dealing with the fears they inspired. It mght properly be conpared with a song making fun of
lions, sung by lion hunters on a night before a hunt. The words were these:

Sally in the garden,

Sifting cinders,

Lifted up her leg

And farted |ike a man.

The bursting of her bl ooners
Br oke si xteen wi nders.

The cheeks of her ass went -

Here the singers, in order to conplete the stanza, were required to clap three tines.

My official title in the Nixon Wite House, the job I was holding when | was arrested for
enbezzl enment, perjury, and obstruction of justice, was this: the President's special advisor on

youth affairs. | was paid thirty-six thousand dollars a year. | had an office, but no secretary,
in the subbasenment of the Executive Ofice Building, directly underneath, as it happened, the
of fice where burglaries and other crines on behalf of President N xon were planned. | could hear

peopl e wal ki ng overhead and raising their voices sonetines. On ny own | evel in the subbasenent ny
only conpani ons were heating and air-conditioning equi pmrent and a Coca-Col a nachine that only I

knew about, | think. | was the only person to patronize that nachi ne.
Yes, and | read coll ege and hi gh-school newspapers and magazi nes, and Rolling Stone and
Crawdaddy, and anything el se that clained to speak for youth. | catal ogued political statenents in

the words of popular songs. My chief qualification for the job, I thought, was that | nyself had
been a radical at Harvard, starting in ny junior year. Nor had | been a dabbler, a nere parlor

pi nk. | had been cochairman of the Harvard chapter of the Young Conmuni st League. | had been
cochai rnan of a radi cal weekly paper, The Bay State Progressive. | was in fact, openly and
proudly, a card-carrying communi st until Hitler and Stalin signed a non-aggression pact in

Ni net een- hundred and Thirty-nine. Hell and heaven, as | saw it, were naking conmon cause agai nst
weakl y def ended peopl es everywhere. After that | becane a cautious believer in capitalistic
denocr acy agai n.
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It was once so acceptable in this country to be a comuni st that ny being one did not prevent
my wi nni ng a Rhodes Schol arship to Oxford after Harvard, and then landing a job in Roosevelt's
Departnent of Agriculture after that. Wat could be so repulsive after all, during the G eat
Depression, especially, and with yet another war for natural wealth and markets coming, in a young
man's belief that each person could work as well as he or she was able, and shoul d be rewarded,

sick or well, young or old, brave or frightened, talented or inbecilic, according to his or her
si mpl e needs? How coul d anyone treat ne as a person with a diseased nind if | thought that war
need never cone again - if only common peopl e everywhere woul d take control of the planet's

weal th, disband their national armes, and forget their national boundaries; if only they would

think of thenselves ever after as brothers and sisters, yes, and as nothers and fathers, too, and
children of all other common people - everywhere. The only person who woul d be excl uded from such
friendly and merciful society would be one who took nore wealth than he or she needed at any tine.

And even now, at the rueful age of sixty-six, | find ny knees still turn to water when
encount er anyone who still considers it a possibility that there will one day be one big happy and
peaceful famly on Earth - the Famly of Man. If | were this very day to neet nyself as | was in
Ni net een-hundred and Thirty-three, | would swoon with pity and respectful ness.

So ny idealismdid not die even in the N xon Wiite House, did not die even in prison, did not
di e even when | becane, ny nost recent enploynent, a vice-president of the Down Hone Records
Di vi si on of The RAMJAC Cor poration

| still believe that peace and plenty and happi ness can be worked out sone way. | ama fool

When | was Richard M Nixon's special advisor on youth affairs, from N neteen-hundred and
Seventy until my arrest in Ni neteen-hundred and Seventy-five, snoking four packs of unfiltered
Pall Malls a day, nobody ever asked ne for facts or opinions or anything. | need not even have
cone to work, and | m ght have spent ny tinme better in helping ny poor wife with the little
i nterior-decorating business she ran out of our right little, tight little brick bungal ow out in
Chevy Chase, Maryland. The only visitors | ever had to nmy subterranean office, its walls gol den-
brown with cigarette tars, were the President's special burglars, whose office was above mni ne
They suddenly realized one day, when | had a coughing fit, that sonebody was right bel ow them and
that | mght be able to hear their conversations. They perforned experinents, with one of them
yelling and stanping upstairs, and another one listening in ny office. They satisfied themsel ves
at last that | had heard nothing, and was a harm ess old poop, in any event. The yeller and
stanmper was a former Central Intelligence Agency operative, a witer of spy thrillers, and a
graduate of Brown University. The |listener bel ow was a former agent of the Federal Bureau of
I nvestigation, a forner district attorney, and a graduate of Fordham University. | nyself, as |
may have sai d al ready, was a Harvard nan.

And this Harvard man, knowing full well that everything he wote woul d be shredded and bal ed

with all the rest of the Wiite House wastepaper, unread, still turned out sonme two hundred or nore
weekly reports on the sayings and doings of youth, with footnotes, bibliographies, and appendi ces
and all. But the conclusions inplied by ny materials changed so little over the years that | m ght

as well have sinply sent the sane tel egram each week to linmbo. It would have said this:

YOUNG PEOPLE STILL REFUSE TO SEE THE OBVI QUS | MPCSSI BI LI TY OF WORLD DI SARMAMENT AND ECONOM C
EQUALI TY. COULD BE FAULT OF NEW TESTAMENT ( QUOD VI DE)

WALTER F. STARBUCK

PRESI DENT' S SPECI AL ADVI SOR

ON YOUTH AFFAI RS

At the end of every futile day in the subbasenent | would go home to the only wife | have ever
had, who was Ruth - waiting for me in our little brick bungal ow in Chevy Chase, Maryland. She was
Jewi sh, which | amnot. So our only child, a son who is now a book reviewer for The New York
Tinmes, is half-Jewish. He has further confused racial and religious matters by marrying a bl ack
ni ghtcl ub singer, who has two children by a forner husband. The former husband was a nightclub
conmedi an of Puerto Rican extraction named Jerry Cha-cha Rivera, who was shot as an innocent
byst ander during the robbery of a RAMIAC carwash in Holl ywood. My son has adopted the children, so
that they are now |l egally ny grandchildren, ny only grandchildren

Li fe goes on.

My late wife Ruth, the grandnmother of these children, was born in Vienna. Her fanily owned a
rare-book store there - before the Nazis took it away fromthem She was six years younger than I.
Her father and nother and two siblings were killed in concentration canps. She hersel f was hi dden
by a Christian famly, but was discovered and arrested, along with the head of that famly, in
Ni net een- hundred and Forty-two. So she herself was in a concentration canp near Munich, finally

file:/l/F|/rah/Kurt%20Vonnegut/Jailbird.txt (18 of 96) [8/28/03 1:00:06 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Kurt%20V onnegut/Jailbird.txt

liberated by American troops, for the last two years of the war. She herself would die in her

sl eep in N neteen-hundred and Seventy-four - of congestive heart failure, two weeks before nmy own
arrest. Whither | went, and no nmatter how clunsily, there did ny Ruth go - as long as she coul d.
If | marveled at this out |oud, she would say, "Were else could | be? Wiat else could | do?"

She m ght have been a great translator, for one thing. Languages cane so easily to her, as
they did not to ne. | spent four years in Gernany after the Second World War, but never nastered
German. But there was no European | anguage that Ruth could not speak at least a little bit. She
passed the tine in the concentration canp, waiting for death, by getting other prisoners to teach
her | anguages she did not know. Thus did she becone fluent in Romany, the tongue of the Gypsies,
and even | earned the words to sone songs in Basque. She mi ght have become a portrait artist. That
was anot her thing she had done in prison: Wth a finger dipped in | anpbl ack, she had drawn on the
wal | s |i kenesses of those passing through. She m ght have been a fanobus photographer. Wen she was
only sixteen, three years before Germany annexed Austria, she photographed one hundred beggars in
Vienna, all of whomwere terribly wounded veterans of Wrld War One. These were sold in
portfolios, one of which I have found recently, and to ny heartbroken amazenent, in the collection
of New York's Miuseum of Modern Art. She could also play the piano, whereas | amtone-deaf. |
cannot even sing "Sally in the Garden" on key.

I was Ruth's inferior, you mght say.

Wien things started to go really badly for me in the fifties and sixties, when | was unable to
get a decent job anywhere, despite all the high posts | had held in governnment, despite all the
i nportant people | knew, it was Ruth who rescued our unpopular little famly out in Chevy Chase.
She began with two failures, which depressed her at first, but which would | ater nake her |augh so
hard that tears streaned fromher eyes. Her first failure was as a piano player in a cocktai
| ounge. The proprietor, when he fired her, told her that she was too good, that his particular
clientele " didn't appreciate the finer things in life." Her second failure was as a weddi ng
phot ographer. There was always an air of prewar doom about her photographs, which no retoucher
could eradicate. It was as though the entire wedding party would wind up in the trenches or the
gas chanbers by and by.

But then she becane an interior decorator, beguiling prospective clients with watercol ors of
roons she would like to do for them And | was her clunmsy assistant, hanging draperies, holding
wal | paper sanpl es against a wall, taking tel ephone nmessages fromclients, running errands, picking
up swatches of this and that - and on and on. | set fire to el even hundred dollars' worth of blue
vel vet draperies one tine. No wonder nmy son never respected ne.

When did he ever have a chance to?

My God - there his nother was, trying to support the famly, and scrinping and saving to get
by. And there his unenpl oyed father was, always in the way and hel pless, and finally setting fire
to a fortune in draperies with a cigarette!

Hooray for a Harvard education! Ch, to be the proud son of a Harvard nan

Ruth was a tiny woman, incidentally - with coppery skin and straight black hair and high
cheekbones and deep-set eyes. The first time | laid eyes on her, which was in Nurenberg, Germany,
in |late August of N neteen-hundred and Forty-five, she was wearing volum nous arny fatigues, and |
m st ook her for a Gypsy boy. | was a civilian enpl oyee of the Defense Departnment, thirty-two years
old. | had never married. | had been a civilian all through the war, often exercising nore rea
power than generals or admirals. Now | was in Nuremberg, ogling the weckage of war for the first
time. 1 had been sent over to oversee the feeding and housing of the Anerican, British, French
and Russian delegations to the War Crinmes Trials. | had previously set up recuperation centers for
Anerican soldiers in various resort areas in the United States, so | knew a little sonething about
the hotel trade

| was to be a dictator to the Germans as far as food and drink and beds were considered. My
of ficial vehicle was a white Mercedes touring car, a four-door convertible with a windshield for
the backseat as well as the front. It had a siren. It had little sockets on its front fenders for

flags. | of course flew American flags. This dreanboat, as young people mght call it, had been an
anni versary present fromHeinrich Hmier, the creator of concentration canps, to his wife in the
good ol d days. Werever | went, | had an arned chauffeur. My father, remenber, had been a

mllionaire s arned chauffeur

And | was being driven down the main street, the Konigstrasse, one August afternoon. The War
Crimes Tribunal was neeting in Berlin but was going to nove to Nurenberg as soon as | could get
things ready there. The street was still blocked by rubble here and there. It was being cleared
away by German prisoners of war, who | abored, as it happened, under the snol dering gazes of bl ack
Anerican military policenen. The Anerican Arny was still segregated in those days. Every unit was
all black or all white, except for the officers, who were usually white in any case. | do not
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recall having felt that there was anything odd in this schene. | knew nothi ng about bl ack peopl e.
There had been no bl ack people on the household staff of the McCone mansion in O evel and, no bl ack
people in my schools. Not even when | was a communi st had | had a bl ack person for a friend.

Near Saint Martha's Church on the Koéni gstrasse, which had had its roof burned off by a
firebonb, my Mercedes was halted at a security checkpoint. It was manned by white Anerican
Mlitary Police. They were | ooking for people who were not where they were supposed to be, now
that civilization was being started up again. They were seeking deserters fromevery inaginable
army, including the Anerican one, and war crimnals not yet apprehended, and lunatics and conmon
crimnals, who had sinply sauntered fromthe approaching front lines, and citizens of the Sovi et
Uni on, who had defected to the Germans or been captured by them who would be inprisoned or
killed, if they went back hone. Russians were supposed, no matter what, to go back to Russi a;

Pol es were supposed to go back to Pol and; Hungarians to Hungary; Estonians to Estonia; and on and
on. Everybody, no nmatter what, was supposed to go hone.

I was curious as to what sort of interpreters the MP.'s were using, since | was having

troubl e finding good ones for ny own operations. | particularly needed people who were tri-
lingual, who were fluent in both German and English, and in either French or Russian as veil. They
al so had to be trustworthy, polite, and presentable. So | got out of my car to have a closer | ook
at the interrogations. | discovered that they were being conducted, surprisingly, by a seening

Gypsy boy. It was ny Ruth, of course. Her hair had all been cut off at a de-lousing station. She
was wearing Arny fatigues w thout any badges of unit or rank. She was beautiful to watch as she
tried to elicit a glimer of understanding froma ragbag of a man, whomthe MP.'s held before
her. She nust have tried seven or eight |anguages on him slipping fromone to another as easily
as a nusician changi ng tenpos and keys. Not only that, but she altered her gestures, too, so that
her hands were al ways doi ng appropriate dances to each | anguage.

Suddenl y, the man's hands were dancing as hers were, and the sounds comng fromhis nouth were
Iike those she was making. As Ruth would tell ne later, he was a Macedoni an peasant from sout hern
Yugosl avi a. The | anguage they had found in conmmon was Bul gari an. He had been taken prisoner by the
Ger mans, even though he had never been a soldier, and had been sent as a slave |aborer to
strengthen the forts of the Siegfried Line. He had never |earned Gernan. Now he wanted to go to
Anerica, he told Ruth, to becone a very rich nan. He was shi pped back to Macedonia, | presune.

Ruth was then twenty-six years old - but she had eaten so badly for seven years, nostly
pot at oes and turnips, that she was an asexual stick. She herself, it turned out, had cone to the
roadbl ock only an hour before | had, and had been pressed into service by the MP.'s, because of

all the | anguages she knew. | asked an M P. sergeant how ol d he thought she was, and he guessed,
"Fifteen." He thought she was a boy whose voice had yet to change.
| coaxed her into the backseat of my Mercedes and | questioned her there. | |earned that she

had been freed froma concentration canp in springtinme, about four nmonths before - and had since
el uded every agency that might have liked to help her. She should by now have been in a hospita
for displaced persons. She was uninterested in ever trusting anybody with her destiny anynore. Her
pl an was to roam al one and out-of-doors forever, fromnowhere to nowhere in a denmented sort of
religious ecstasy. "No one ever touches ne," she said, "and | never touch anyone. | amlike a bird
inflight. It is so beautiful. There is only God - and ne."

I thought this of her: that she resenbled gentle Ophelia in Haml et, who becane fey and lyrica
when life was too cruel to bear. | have a copy of Haml et at hand, and refresh ny nenory as to the
nonsense Ophelia sang when she would no | onger respond intelligently to those who asked how she
was.

This was the song:

How shoul d | your true | ove know
From anot her one?

By his cockle hat and staff,

And hi s sandal shoon

He is dead and gone, | ady,

He is dead and gone;

At his head a grass-green turf,
At his heels a stone -

And on and on

Rut h, one of mllions of Europe's Ophelias after the Second Wrld War, fainted in my notorcar.

| took her to a twenty-bed hospital in the Kaiserburg, the inperial castle, which wasn't even
officially operating yet. It was being set up exclusively for persons associated with the War
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Crimes Trials. The head of it was a Harvard classnmate of mine, Dr. Ben Shapiro, who had al so been
a conmuni st in student days. He was now a |ieutenant colonel in the Arny Medical Corps. Jews were
not numerous at Harvard in ny day. There was a strict quota, and a | ow one, as to how many Jews
were let in each year.

"What have we here, Walter?" he said to ne in Nurenberg. | was carrying the unconsci ous Ruth
in ny arm She weighed no nore than a handkerchief. "It's a girl," 1 said. "She's breathing. She
speaks nmany | anguages. She fainted. That's all | know. "

He had an idle staff of nurses, cooks, technicians, and so on, and the finest food and
medi ci nes that the Arny could give him since he was |likely to have hi gh-ranking persons for
patients by and by. So Ruth received, and for nothing, the finest care available on the planet.
Why? Mostly because, | think, Shapiro and | were both Harvard nen

One year later, nore or less, on Cctober fifteenth of N neteen-hundred and Forty-six, Ruth
woul d becone ny wife. The War Crinmes Trials were over. On the day we were narried, and probably
concei ved our only child as well, Reichsmarschall Hermann CGoring cheated the hangman by swal | owi ng
cyani de.

It was vitamins and minerals and protein and, of course, tender, loving care, that nade al
the difference to Ruth. After only three weeks in the hospital she was a sane and witty Vi ennese
intellectual. | hired her as ny personal interpreter and took her everywhere with ne. Through
anot her Harvard acquai ntance, a shady colonel in the Quartermaster Corps in Wesbaden - a bl ack
mar keteer, I'msure - | was able to get her a suitable wardrobe, for which, nysteriously, | was
never asked to pay anyone. The wool ens were from Scotl and, the cottons from Egypt - the silks from
Chi na, | suppose. The shoes were French - and prewar. One pair, | renmenber, was alligator, and
came with a bag to match. The goods were priceless, since no store in Europe, or in North Anerica,
for that natter, had offered anything like themfor years. The sizes, noreover, were exactly right
for Ruth. These bl ack-market treasures were delivered to ny office in cartons claining to contain
m neogr aph paper belonging to the Royal Canadian Air Force. Two taciturn young nmale civilians
delivered themin what had once been a Wehrnmacht anbul ance. Ruth guessed that one was Bel gi an and
the other, like ny nother, Lithuanian

My accepting those goods was surely ny nbst corrupt act as a public servant, and nmy only
corrupt act - until Watergate. | did it for |ove.

| began to speak to Ruth of |ove al nbst as soon as she got out of the hospital and went to
work for ne. Her replies were kind and funny and perceptive - but above all pessimstic. She
bel i eved, and was entitled to believe, | nust say, that all human beings were evil by nature,
whet her tormentors or victins, or idle standers-by. They could only create neani ngl ess tragedies,
she said, since they weren't nearly intelligent enough to acconplish all the good they neant to
do. W were a disease, she said, which had evolved on one tiny cinder in the universe, but could
spread and spread.

"How can you speak of love to a woman," she asked ne early in our courtship, "who feels that

it would be just as well if nobody had babies anynore, if the human race did not go on?"

"Because | know you don't really believe that,”" | replied. "Ruth - ook at how full of life
you are!" It was true. There was no novenent or sound she nade that was; not at |east accidentally
flirtatious - and what is flirtatiousness but an argunent that life nust go on and on and on?

What a charmer she was! Oh, | got the credit for how smoothly things ran. My own country gave
nme a Distinguished Service Medal, and France made me a chevalier in the Légion d' honneur, and
Geat Britain and the Soviet Union sent ne letters of commendation and thanks. Bui; it was Ruth

who worked all the miracles, who kept each gusst in a state of delighted forgivingness, no natter
what went w ong.

"How can you dislike life and still be so lively?" | asked her

"I couldn't have a child, even if | wanted to," she said. "That's how lively I am"

She was wrong about that, of course. She was only guessing. She would give birth to a son by
and by, a very unpleasant person, who, as | have already said, is now a book reviewer for The New
Yor k Tines.

That conversation with Ruth in Nurenberg went on. W were in Saint Martha's Church, close to
where fate had first brought us together. It was not yet operating as a church again. The roof had
been put back on - but there was a canvas flap where the rose wi ndow used to be. The w ndow and
the altar, an old custodian told us, had been denolished by a single cannon shell froma British
fighter plane. To him judging fromhis solemity, this was yet another religious mracle. And |
must say that | seldomnet a nmale Gernman who was saddened by all the destruction in his own
country. It was always the ballistics of whatever had done the wecking that he wished to talk
about .

"There is nore to |ife than having babies, Ruth," | said.
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"I'f I had one, it would be a nonster," she said. And it came to pass.

"Never mnd babies," | said. "Think of the new era that is being born. The world has | earned
its lesson at last, at last. The closing chapter to ten thousand years of madness and greed is
being witten right here and now - in Nurenberg. Books will be witten about it. Myvies will be
made about it. It's the nbst inportant turning point in history." | believed it.

"Walter," she said, "sonetimes | think you are only eight years old."

"It's the only age to be," | said, "when a new era is being born."

O ocks struck six all over town. A new voice joined the chorus of public chines and bells. It
was in fact an old voice in Nurenberg, but Ruth and I had never heard it before. It was the deep
bangi ng of the Mannl einlaufen, the bizarre clock of the distant Frauenkirche. That clock was built
nore than four hundred years ago. My ancestors, both Lithuanian and Polish, would have been
fighting Ivan the Terrible back then

The visible part of the clock consisted of seven robots, which represented seven fourteenth-
century electors. They were designed to circle an eighth robot, which represented the Holy Roman
Enperor Charles the Fourth, and to celebrate his exclusion, in Thirteen-hundred and Fifty-six, of
the Papacy fromthe selection of German rulers. The clock had been knocked out by bonbing.

Aneri can sol diers who were clever with nachi nery had begun on their own tinme to tinker with it as
soon as they occupied the city. Most Gernans | had talked to were so denoralized that they did not
care if the

Mannl ei nl auf en never ran again. But it was running again, anyway. Thanks to Anerican
ingenuity, the electors were circling Charles the Fourth again.

"Well," said Ruth, when the sounds of the bells had died away, "when you eight-year-olds kill
Evil here in Nurenberg, be sure to bury it at a crossroads and drive a stake through its heart -
or you just mght see it again at the next full nbpooooo0000000000000000OON. "

But ny unflaggi ng optim sm prevailed. Ruth consented at last to marry rne, to let ne try to nake
her the happi est of wonen, despite all the ghastly things that had happened to her so far. She was

a virgin, and so very nearly was |, although | was thirty-three - although, roughly speaking, half
my |life was over.
Ch, to be sure, | had, while in Washington, "nmade |love," as they say, to this woman or that

one fromtine to tine. There was a WAC. There was a Navy nurse. There was a stenographer in the
Depart ment of Commerce typing pool. But | was fundanmentally a fanatical nmonk in the service of
war, war, war. There were many like ne. Nothing else in life is nearly so obsessive as war, war,
war .

My wedding gift to Ruth was a wood carving conmi ssioned by ne. It depicted hands of an old
person pressed together in prayer. It was a three-di nensional rendering of a drawi ng by Al brecht
Direr, a sixteenth-century artist, whose house Ruth and | had visited many tinmes in Nurenberg,
during our courting days. That was ny invention, so far as | know, having those fanmous hands on
paper rendered in the round. Such hands have since been manufactured by the millions and are
staples of dimwitted piety in gift shops everywhere.

Soon after our nmarriage | was transferred to W esbaden, Cernmany, outside of Frankfurt am Main
where | was placed in charge of a teamof civilian engineers, which was w nnowi ng nountai ns of
captured German technical docunents for inventions and nmanufacturing nmethods and trade secrets
Anerican industry mght use. It did not matter that | knew no math or chenistry or physics - any
more than it had mattered when | went to work for the Departnent of Agriculture that | had never
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been near a farm that | had not even tended a pot of African violets on a windowsill. There was
not hi ng that a humani st could not supervise - or so it was widely believed at the tine.

Qur son was born by cesarean section in Wesbaden. Ben Shapiro, who had been ny best nan, and
who had al so been transferred to Wesbaden, delivered the child. He had just been pronoted to ful
colonel. In a few years Senator Joseph R MCarthy would find that pronotion to have been
sinister, since it was well known that Shapiro had been a communi st before the war. "Wo pronoted
Shapiro to W esbaden?" he would want to know.

W named our son Walter F. Starbuck, Jr. Little did we dreamthat the nane woul d becone as
onerous as Judas lIscariot, Jr., to the boy. He would seek | egal renmedy when he turned twenty-one,
woul d have his nane changed to Walter F. Stankiewi cz, the nane that appears over his colums in
The New York Tinmes. Stankiew cz, of course, was our discarded family nane. And | nust | augh now,
renmenbering sonmething nmy father once told nme about his arrival at Ellis Island as an inmmigrant. He
was advi sed that Stankiew cz had unpl easant connotations to American ears, that people would think
he snmelled bad, even if he sat in a bathtub all day | ong.

| returned to the United States with nmy little human famly, to Washington, D.C., again, in
the autum of Nineteen-hundred and Forty-nine. My optim sm becane bricks and nortar and wood and
nails. W bought the only house we would ever own, which was the little bungal ow i n Chevy Chase,
Maryl and. Ruth put on the mantel pi ece the woodcarving of the praying hands by Al brecht Direr
There were two things that had nade her want to buy that house and no other, she said. One was
that it had a perfect resting place for the hands. The other was a gnarled old tree that shaded
the wal k to our doorstep. It was a flowering crab apple tree.

Was she religious? No. She was froma famly that was skeptical about all formal forns of
wor shi p, which was classified as Jewi sh by the Nazis. Its nenbers would not have so classified

t hemsel ves. | asked her once if she had ever sought the consolations of religion in the
concentration canp
"No," she said. "I knew God woul d never come near such a place. So did the Nazis. That was

what made them so hilarious and unafraid. That was the strength of the Nazis," she said. "They
under st ood God better than anyone. They knew how to nmake H m stay away."

| still ponder a toast Ruth gave one Christnmas Eve, in N neteen-hundred and Seventy-four or
so. | was the only person to hear it - the only other person in the bungal ow. Qur son had not sent
us so nmuch as a Christmas card. The toast was this, and | suppose she might just as |ogically have
given it on the day | met her in Nurenberg: "Here's to God Al mighty, the |aziest man in town."

Strong stuff.

Yes - and ny speckled old hands were like the Al brecht Direr hands atop ny fol ded beddi ng, as
| sat on my prison cot in Georgia, waiting for freedomto begin again.

I was a pauper.

| had enptied ny savings account and cashed in ny life-insurance policies and sold ny
Vol kswagen and ny brick bungal ow i n Chevy Chase, Maryland, in order to pay for ny futile defense

My awyers said that | still owed them one hundred and twenty-six thousand dollars. Maybe so.
Anyt hi ng was possi bl e.

Nor did | have glanmour to sell. | was the oldest and | east celebrated of all the Watergate
coconspirators. What nade ne so uninteresting, | suppose, was that | had had so little power and
wealth to | ose. Oher co-conspirators had taken belly-whoppers fromthe tops of church steeples,
so to speak. Wien | was arrested, | was a man sitting on a three-legged stool in the bottomof a
well. Al they could do to nme was to saw off the legs of ny little stool

Not even | cared. My wife had died two weeks before they took ne away, and nmy son no | onger
spoke to ne. Still - they had to put handcuffs on ne. It was the custom

"Your name?" the police sergeant who booked nme had asked.

| was inmpudent with him Wy not? "Harry Houdini," | replied.

A fighter plane | eaped up fromthe tip of a nearby runway, tore the sky to shreds. It happened
all the tinme.

"At least | don't snoke anynore," | thought.
Presi dent Ni xon hinself comented one tine on how much | snoked. It was soon after | cane to
work for him- in the spring of N neteen-hundred and Seventy. | was sunmmoned to an energency

nmeeti ng about the shooting to death of four antiwar protesters at Kent State University by nenbers
of the Chio National Guard. There were about forty other people at the neeting. President N xon
was at the head of the huge oval table, and | was at the foot. This was the first time | had seen
himin person since he was a nere congressman - twenty years before. Until now he had no wish to
see his special advisor on youth affairs. As things turned out, he would never want to see ne
agai n.

Virgil Geathouse, the secretary of health, education, and wel fare, and reputedly one of the
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President's closest friends, was there. He would begin serving his prison termon the sane day |
conpl eted nine. Vice-President Spiro T. Agnew was there. He would eventually plead nol o contendere
to charges of accepting bribes and evading i ncome taxes. Em| Larkin, the President's nost

vi ndi ctive advi sor and dreaded hatchet nan, was there. He would eventual | y di scover Jesus Chri st
as his personal Savior as the prosecutors were about to get himfor obstruction of justice and
perjury. Henry Kissinger was there. He had yet to recommend the carpet-bonbing of Hanoi on
Christmas Day. Richard M Helns, head of the C.1. A, was there. He would later be reprimnded for
I ying under oath to Congress. H R Hal deman and John D. Ehrlichman and Charles W Col son and John
N. Mtchell, the attorney general, were there. They, too, would be jailbirds by and by.

| had been up all the previous night, drafting and redrafting nmy suggestions as to what the
Presi dent m ght say about the Kent State tragedy. The guardsmen, | thought, should be pardoned at
once, and then reprimnded, and then discharged for the good of the service. The President should
then order an investigation of National CGuard units everywhere, to discover if such civilians in
sol diers' costunes were in fact to be trusted with Iive ammnition when controlling unarnmned
crowds. The President should call the tragedy a tragedy, should reveal hinself as having had his
heart broken. He should declare a day or perhaps a week of national nourning, with flags flown at
hal f - nast everywhere. And the nourning should not be just for those who died at Kent State, but
for all Anericans who had been killed or crippled in any way, directly or indirectly, by the
Vi et nam War. He woul d be nore deeply resol ved than ever, of course, to press the war to an
honor abl e concl usi on.

But | was never asked to speak, nor afterward could | interest anyone in the papers in ny
hand.

My presence was acknow edged only once, and then only as the butt of a joke by the President.

I was so nervous as the neeting wore on that | soon had three cigarettes going all at once, and
was in the process of lighting a fourth.

The President hinself at |ast noticed the colum of snoke rising fromny place, and he stopped
all business to stare at me. He had to ask Em | Larkin who | was.

He then gave that unhappy little snile that invariably signaled that he was about to engage in
levity. That snmile has always | ooked to ne |like a rosebud that had just been smashed by a hamer.
The joke he nade was the only genuinely witty comment | ever heard attributed to him Perhaps that
is my proper place in history - as the butt of the one good joke by N xon

"W will pause in our business," he said, "while our special advisor on youth affairs gives us
a denonstration of how to put out a campfire.”

There was | aughter all around.

A door in the prison dornitory bel ow me opened and banged shut, and | supposed that Clyde Carter
had conme for ne at last. But then the person began to sing "Swi ng Low, Sweet Chariot" as he
clunmped up the stairway, and | knew he was Enmi|l Larkin, o ice President N xon's hatchet man. This
was a big man, goggl e-eyed and liver-Ilipped, who had been a niddle |inebacker for Mchigan State
at one tinme. He was a disbarred | awer now, and he prayed all day |ong to what he believed to be
Jesus Christ. Larkin had not been sent out on a work detail or assigned any housekeepi ng task
i ncidentally, because of what all his praying on hard prison floors had done to him He was
crippled in both legs with housenmai d' s knee.

He paused at the top of the stairs, and there were tears in his eyes. "Ch, Brother Starbuck,"
he said, "it hurt so bad and it hurt so good to clinb those stairs."
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"I'"'mnot surprised,” | said.

"Jesus said to ne," he went on, "You have one | ast chance to ask Brother Starbuck to pray
with you, and you've got to forget the pain it will cost you to clinb those stairs, because you
know what ? This tinme Brother Starbuck is going to bend those proud Harvard knees, and he's going
to pray with you.' "

"I'd hate to disappoint Hm" | said.

"Have you ever done anything el se?" he said. "That's all | used to do: disappoint Jesus every

day.

I do not nmean to sketch this blubbering | eviathan as a religious hypocrite, nor aml entitled
to. He had so opened hinself to the consol ations of religion that he had becone an inbecile. In ny
tinme at the Wiite House | had feared himas much as nmy ancestors nust have feared |lvan the
Terrible, but now | could be as inmpudent as | liked with him He was no nore sensitive to slights
and jokes at his expense than a village idiot.

May | say, further, that on this very day Eml| Larkin puts his noney where his nmouth is. A
whol | y- owned subsidiary of mny division here at RAMJIAC, Heartl| and House, a publisher of religious
books in Cincinnati, Chio, published Larkin's autobiography, Brother, Wn't You Pray with Me?, six
weeks ago. Al of Larkin's royalties, which could well cone to half a mllion dollars or nore,
excl udi ng notion-picture and paperback rights, are to go to the Salvation Arny.

"Who told you where | was?" | asked him | was sorry he had found me. | had hoped to get out
of prison without his asking ne to pray with himone last tine.

"Clyde Carter," he said.

This was the guard | had been waiting for, the third cousin to the President of the United
States. "Where the heck is he?" | said.

Larkin said that the whole adninistration of the prison was in an uproar, because Virgi
G eat house, the forner secretary of health, education, and welfare and one of the richest nen in
the country, had suddenly decided to begin serving his sentence i medi ately, w thout any further
appeal s, without any further delay. He was very probably the highest-ranking person any federa
pri son had ever been asked to contain.

| knew Greathouse nmainly by sight - and of course by reputation. He was a fanpbus tough guy,
the founder and still majority stockholder in the public relations filmof G eat-house and Snil ey,
whi ch specialized in putting the nost favorable interpretations on the activities of Caribbean and
Latin American dictatorships, of Baham an ganbling casi nos, of Liberian and Pananani an t anker
fleets, of several Central Intelligence Agency fronts around the world, of gangster-dom nated
uni ons such as the International Brotherhood of Abrasives and Adhesives Wrkers and the
Amal gamat ed Fuel Handl ers, of international conglonerates such as RAMJAC and Texas Fruit, and on
and on.

He was bald. He was jowy. His forehead was winkled |ike a washboard. He had a cold pipe
clanped in his teeth, even when he sat on a witness stand. | got close enough to himone tinme to
di scover that he made nusic on that pipe. It was like the twittering of birds. He entered Harvard
six years after | graduated, so we never net there. W nade eye-contact only once at the Wite
House - at the neeting where | nmade a fool of nyself by lighting so many cigarettes. | was just a
little nouse fromthe Wite House pantry, as far as he was concerned. He spoke to ne only once,
and that was after we were both arrested. W cane together accidentally in a courthouse corridor,
where we were facing separate arrai gnments. He found out who I was and evidently thought | m ght
have sonething on him which I did not. So he put his face close to mne, his eyes twinkling, his
pipe in his teeth, and he nmade ne this unforgettable prom se: "You say anythi ng about ne, Buster
and when you get out of jail you'll be lucky to get a job cleaning toilets in a whorehouse in Port
Said."

It was after he said that, that | heard the birdcalls fromhis pipe.

Great house was a Quaker, by the way - and so was Richard M Ni xon, of course. This was surely
a speci al bond between them one of the things that nmade them best of friends for a while.

Emi| Larkin was a Presbyterian.

I nmyself was nothing. My father had been secretly baptized a Roman Catholic in Poland, a
religion that was suppressed at the tine. He grew up to be an agnostic. My nother was baptized a
G eek Othodox in Lithuania, but becanme a Roman Catholic in Cevel and. Father woul d never go to
church with her. | nyself was baptized a Roman Catholic, but aspired to ny father's indifference,
and quit going to church when | was twelve. Wien | applied for adnission to Harvard, old M.
McCone, a Baptist, told ne to classify nyself as a Congregationalist, which I did.

My son is an active Unitarian, | hear. Hs wife told me that she was a Methodi st, but that she
sang i n an Epi scopal Church every Sunday for pay. Wiy not?

And on and on
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Enmi| Larkin, the Presbyterian, and Virgil Geathouse, the Quaker, had been thick as thieves

back in the good old days. They had not only domi nated the burglaries and the illegal wretaps and
the harassnent of enemes by the Internal Revenue Service and so on, but the prayer breakfasts, as
well. So | asked Larkin now how he felt about the reunion in prospect.

"Virgil Greathouse is no nore and no | ess ny brother than you or any other man," he said. "I
will try to save himfromhell, just as | amnow trying to save you fromhell." He then quoted the

harrowi ng thing that Jesus, according to Saint Mitthew, had promi sed to say in the Person of Cod
to sinners on Judgnment Day.

This is it: "Depart fromnmne, you cursed, into the eternal fire prepared for the devil and his
angel s. "

These words appal |l ed me then, and they appall nme now. They are surely the inspiration for the
notorious cruelty of Christians.

"Jesus nmay have said that," | told Larkin, "but it is so unlike nost of what el se He said that
I have to conclude that He was slightly crazy that day."
Larki n stepped back and he cocked his head in nock admiration. "I have seen sone rough-tough

babies in ny tinme," he said, "but you really take the prize. You' ve turned every friend you ever
had agai nst you, with all your flip-flops through the years, and now you insult the |ast Person
who still might be willing to help you, who is Jesus Christ."

| said nothing. | w shed he woul d go away.

"Name me one friend you' ve got left," he said.

| thought to nyself that Dr. Ben Shapiro, ny best man, would have remained ny friend, no
matter what - might have cone for me there at prison in his car and taken nme to his home. But that
was sentinental speculation on ny part. He had gone to Israel long ago and gotten hinself killed

in the Six Day War. | had heard that there was a prinmary school named in his honor in Tel Aviv.
"Nane one," Emi| Larkin persisted.
"Bob Fender," | said. This was the only lifer in the prison, the only Anerican to have been

convi cted of treason during the Korean War. He was Doctor Fender, since he held a degree in
veterinary science. He was the chief clerk in the supply roomwhere I would soon be given ny
civilian clothes. There was always nmusic in the supply room for Fender was allowed to play
records of the French chanteuse, Edith Piaf, all day long. He was a science-fiction witer of sone
note, publishing many stories a year under various pseudonyms, including "Frank X. Barlow' and
"Kilgore Trout."

"Bob Fender is everybody's friend and nobody's friend," said Larkin

"Clyde Carter is ny friend,” | said.

"I amtal king about people on the outside," said Larkin. "Wio's waiting outside to help you?
Nobody. Not even your own son."

"We'll see," | said.
"You're going to New York?" he said.
"Yes," | said.

"Why New Yor k?" he said.

"It's famous for its hospitality to friendless, penniless imrgrants who wi sh to becone
mllionaires," | said.

"You're going to ask your son for help, even though he's never even witten you the whole tine
've been here?" he said. He was the mail clerk for ny building, so he knew all about ny nmail

"I'f he ever finds out I'min the sane city with him it will be purely by accident,” | said.
The | ast words Walter had ever said to nme were at his nother's burial in a small Jewi sh cenetery
in Chevy Chase. That she should be buried in such a place and in such conpany was entirely ny idea
- the idea of an old nman suddenly all alone. Ruth would have said, correctly, that it was a crazy
thing to do

She was buried in a plain pine box that cost one hundred and fifty-six dollars. Atop that box
| placed a bough, broken not cut, fromour flowering crab apple tree.

A rabbi prayed over her in Hebrew, a |anguage she had never |earned, although she nust have
had endl ess opportunities to learn it in the concentration canp.

Qur son said this to ne, before showing his back to me and the open pit and hastening to a
wai ting taxicab: "I pity you, but | can never |love you. As far as | amconcerned, you killed this
poor woman. | can't think of you anynore as a father or as any sort of relative. | never want to
see or hear of you again."

Strong stuff.

My prison daydream of New York City did suppose, however, that there were still old
acquai nt ances, although | could not name them who night help ne to get a job. It is a hard
daydreamto let go of - that one has friends. Those who would have renained ny friends, if life

you
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had gone a little: bit better for ne, would have been mainly in New York. | inmagined that, if
were to prow m dtown Manhattan day after day, fromthe theater district on the west to the United
Nations on the east, and fromthe Public Library on the south to the Plaza Hotel on the north, and
past all the foundations and publishi ng houses and bookstores and clothiers for gentlenmen and
clubs for gentlenmen and expensive hotels and restaurants in between, | would surely neet sonebody
who knew ne, who renmenbered what a good man | used to be, who did not especially despise ne - who
woul d use his influence to get ne a job tendi ng bar somewhere.

I would plead with himshamel essly, and rub his nose in ny Doctor of M xol ogy degree.

If | saw nmy son coning, so went the daydream | would show himnmy back until he was safely by.

"Well," said Larkin, "Jesus tells nme not to give up on anybody, but |I'mclose to giving up on
you. You're just going to sit there, staring straight ahead, no natter what | say."
"Afraid so," | said.

"l never saw anybody nore deternined to be a geek than you are,"” he said.

A geek, of course, is a man who lies in a cage on a bed of filthy straw in a carnival freak-
show and bites the heads off |ive chickens and nmakes subhuman noises, and is billed as havi ng been
raised by wild animals in the jungles of Borneo. He has sunk as | ow as a hunman being can sink in
the American social order, except for his final resting place in a potter's field.

Now Larkin, frustrated, let sonme of his old naliciousness show "That's what Chuck Col son

called you in the Wite House: 'The Geek', " he said.

"I"'msure," | said.

"N xon never respected you," he said. "He just felt sorry for you. That's why he gave you the
job.™

"I know, " | said.

"You didn't even have to conme to work," he said.

"1 know," | said.

"That's why we gave you the office w thout any wi ndows and wi thout anybody el se around - so

you'd catch on that you didn't even have to conme to work."

"I tried to be of use anyway,"” | said. "I hope your Jesus can forgive ne for that."

"I'f you're just going to make fun of Jesus, maybe you better not talk about Hmat all," he
sai d.

"Fine," | said. "You brought H mup."

"Do you know when you started to be a geek?" he said.
| knew exactly when the downward dive of ny |life began, when ny w ngs were broken forever
when | realized that | would never soar again. That event was the nost painful subject inaginable

to ne. | could not bear to think about it yet again, so | said to Larkin, looking himin the eye
at last, "In the nane of nercy, please |leave this poor old nman al one."

He was elated. "By golly - | finally got through the thick Harvard hide of Walter F.
St arbuck," he said. "I touched a nerve, didn't |?"

"You touched a nerve," | said.

"Now we're getting sonewhere,"” he said

"I hope not," | said, and | stared at the wall again.

"I was just a little boy in kneepants in Petoskey, M chigan, when | first heard your voice,"
he sai d.

"I"'msure," | said.

"It was on the radio. My father nade ne and nmy little sister sit by the radio and |isten hard.
"You listen hard,' he said. 'You're hearing history nade.' "

The year woul d have been Ni neteen-hundred and Forty-nine. | had just returned to Washi ngton
with ny little human famly. We had just noved into our brick bungal ow in Chevy Chase, Maryl and,
with its flowering crab apple tree. It was autumm. There were tart little apples on the tree. My
wife Ruth was about to nake jelly out of them as she would do every year. \Were was ny voice
coming from that it should have been heard by little Enm| Larkin in Petoskey? Froma comrittee
roomin the House of Representatives. Wth a brutal bouquet of radio m crophones before nme I was
bei ng questioned, principally by a young congressman from California naned Richard M N xon, about
my previous associations with communi sts, and about ny present loyalty to the United States.

Ni net een- hundred and Forty-nine: WII| young people of today doubt ne if | aver with a straight
face that congressional comittees convened in treetops then, since saber-toothed tigers stil
dom nated the ground? No. Wnston Churchill was still alive. Joseph Stalin was still alive. Think
of that. Harry S Truman was President. And the Defense Departnment had told nme, a forner communi st,
to formand head a task force of scientists and mlitary nen. Its mssion was to propose tactics
for ground forces when, as seened inevitable, small nucl ear weapons becane avail abl e on the
battl efiel d.
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The conmittee wished to know, and especially M. N xon, if a man with ny political past was to
be trusted with such a sensitive job. Mght | hand over our tactical schenmes to the Soviet Union?
Mght | rig the schenes to make theminpractical, so that in any battle with the Soviet Union the
Sovi et Union would surely wn?

"You know what | heard on that radio?" said Eml| Larkin

"No," | said - ever so enptily.
"I heard a man do the one thing nobody can ever forgive himfor - and | don't care what their
politics are. | heard himdo the one thing he can't ever forgive hinmself for, and that was to

betray his best friend."

I could not smile then at his description of what he thought he had heard, and | cannot snile
at it now- but it was ludicrous all the sane. It was an inpossibly chowder-headed abri dgenent of
congressional hearings and civil suits and finally a crimnal trial, which were spread out over
two years. As a little boy listening to the radio, he could only have heard a | ot of tedious talk,
not much nore interesting than static. It was only as a grownup, with a set of ethics based on
cowboy novies, that Larkin could have decided that he had heard with utnost clarity the betraya
of a man by his best friend.

"Leland Cl ewes was never ny best friend," | said. This was the nane of the man who was rui ned
by nmy testinony, and for a while there our |ast nanmes would be paired in conversations: "Starbuck
and Clewes" - like "G lbert and Sullivan"; |ike "Sacco and Vanzetti"; |ike "Laurel and Hardy"

Iike "Leopold and Loeb."

I don't hear much about us anynore.

Clewes was a Yale man - ny age. W first net at Oxford, where | was the coxswain and he was
the bowran of a winning crew at Henley. | was short. He was tall. lamstill short. He is stil
tall. W went to work for the Departnent of Agriculture at the same tine and were assigned
adj acent cubicles. W played tennis every Sunday norning, when the weather was clement. Those were
our sal ad days, when wj were green in judgnent.

For a while there we were joint owners of a second-hand Ford Phaeton and often went out
together with our girls. Phaeton was the son of Helios, the sun. He borrowed his father's flamng
chariot one day and drove it so irresponsibly that parts of northern Africa were turned into
deserts. In order to keep the whol e planet from being desol ated, Zeus had to kill himwith a
thunderbolt. "Good for Zeus," | say. Wat choice did he have?

But my friendship with Cewes was never deep and it ended when he took a girl away from ne and
married her. She was a nmenber of a fine old New England fam |y, which owned the Watt C ock
Conpany i n Brockton, Massachusetts, anong other things. Her brother was my roommate at Harvard in
my freshman year, which was how | got to know her. She was one of the four wonen | have ever truly
| oved. Sarah Watt was her nai den nane.

Wien | accidentally ruined him Leland Cewes and | had not exchanged any sort of greeting for
ten years or nore. He and his Sarah had a child, a daughter, three years older than nine. He had
become the brightest neteor in the State Department, and it was w dely conceded that he woul d be
secretary of state sone day, and nmaybe even president. No one in Washi ngton was better-I| ooking and
nore charmng than Lel and C ewes.

I ruined himin this way: Under oath, and in reply to a question by Congressman N xon, | naned
a nunber of nen who were known to have been communi sts during the Great Depression, but who had
proved thensel ves to be outstanding patriots during Wrld WWar Two. On that roll of honor
i ncluded the name of Leland Cewes. No particular conment was made about this at the time. It was
only when | got honme late that afternoon that | learned fromny wife, who had been |istening to ne
and then to every news program she could find on the radio, that Leland C ewes had never been
connected with comruni smin any way before.

By the time Ruth put on supper - and we had to eat off a packing case since the bungal ow
wasn't fully furnished yet - the radio was able to give us Leland Clewes's reply. He wi shed to
appear before Congress at the earliest opportunity, in order to swear under oath that he had never
been a communi st, had never synpathized with any communi st cause. H's boss, the secretary of
state, another Yale man, was quoted as saying that Leland C ewes was the nbst patriotic Anerican
he had ever known, and that he had proved his |oyalty beyond question in negotiations with
representatives of the Soviet Union. According to him Leland O ewes had bested the conmunists
again and again. He suggested that | mght still be a commnist, and that | night have been given
the job of ruining Leland C ewes by ny nasters.

Two horrible years later Leland O ewes was convicted on six counts of perjury. He becane one
of the first prisoners to serve his sentence in the then new Federal M ninmum Security Adult
Correctional Facility on the edge of Finletter Air Force Base - thirty-five mles fromAtlanta,
Georgi a.
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Smal | worl d.

Al nost twenty years later Richard M Nixon, having beconme President of the United States, would
suddenly wonder what had becone of nme. He would al nost certainly never have becone President, of
course, if he had not becone a national figure as the discoverer and hounder of the nendaci ous
Leland Clewes. His enissaries would find me, as | say, helping my wife with her decorating

busi ness, which she ran out of our little brick bungal ow in Chevy Chase, Maryl and.

Through them he would offer me a job.

How did | feel about it? Proud and useful. Richard M N xon wasn't nerely Richard M Ni xon
after all. He was also the President of the United States of Anerica, a nation | ached to serve
again. Should | have refused - on the grounds that Anerica wasn't really ny kind of Anmerica just
t hen?

Shoul d | have persisted, as a point of honor, in being to all practical purposes a basket case
i n Chevy Chase instead?

No.

And now Cyde Carter, the prison guard I had been waiting for so long on nmy cot, canme to get
me at last. Em| Larkin had by then given up on nme and |inped away.

"I'"'msure sorry, Walter," said Cyde

"Perfectly all right," I told him "I'min no hurry to go anywhere, and there are buses every
thirty mnutes."” Since no one was conming to neet ne, | would have to ride an Air Force bus to
Atlanta. | would have to stand all the way, | thought, since the buses were always jammed | ong

before they reached the prison stop

C yde knew about nmy son's indifference to ny sufferings. Everybody in the prison knew. They
al so knew he was a book reviewer. Half the inmates, it seened, were witing nenoirs or spy novels
or romans a clef, or what have you, so there was a lot of tal k about book review ng,, and
especially in The New York Tines.

And Clyde said to me, "Maybe | ain't supposed to say this, but that son of yours ought to be
shot for not com ng down after his daddy."

"It's all right,"” | said.

"That's what you say about everything," Cdyde conplained. "No matter what it is, you say,
"It's all right." "

"It usually is," | said.

"Them was the |last words of Caryl Chessman,'

he said. "I guess they'll be your |ast words,
t oo.

Caryl Chessnman was a convi cted ki dnapper and rapist, but not a nurderer, who spent twelve
years on death rowin California. He nade all his own appeals for stays of execution, and he
| earned four | anguages and wote two best-selling books before he was put into an airtight tank
with windows in it, and nade to breathe cyani de gas.

And his | ast words were indeed, as Cyde said, "It's all right."

"Well now, listen," said Cyde. "Wen you get yourself a bartending job up there in New York
I just know you're going to wind up owning that bar inside of two years' tine." This was ki ndness
on his part, and not genuine optimsm Cyde was trying to help nme be brave. "And after you've got
the nost popular bar in New York," he went on, "I just hope you'll renmenber C yde and nmaybe send
for him 1 can not only tend bar - | can also fix your air conditioning. By that tine I'll be able
to fix your locks, too."
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| knew he had been considering enrolling in The Illinois Institute of Instruction course in
| ocksnithing. Now, apparently, he had taken the plunge. "So you took the plunge,"” | said.
"I took the plunge,” he said. "Got ny first |esson today."
The prison was a hol |l ow square of conventional, two-story military barracks. Clyde and | were

crossing the vast parade ground at its center, | with ny bedding in ny arns. This was where young
infantrynen, the glory of their nation, had performed at one time, denonstrating their eagerness
to do or die. Now |, too, | thought, had served ny country in uniform had at every nonment for two

years done precisely what ny country asked me to do. It had asked me to suffer. It had not asked
me to die.

There were faces at sone of the windows - feeble old felons with bad hearts, bad |ungs, bad
livers, what have you. But there was only one other figure on the parade ground itself. He was
dragging a | arge canvas trash bag after hinself as he picked up papers with a spike at the end of
a long stick. He was srmall and old, like nme. Wen he saw us coning, he positioned hinself between
us arid the Administration Building, and he pointed his spike at ne, indicating that he had
something very inportant to say to ne. He was Dr. Carlo di Sanza, who held a Doctorate in |law from
the University of Naples. He was a naturalized Anerican citizen and was serving his second term
for using the nmails to pronote a Ponzi schenme. He was ferociously patriotic.

"You are goi ng honme?" he said.

"Yes," | said.

"Don't ever forget one thing," he said. "No matter what this country does to you, it is still
the greatest country in the world. Can you renenber that?"

"Yes, sir - | think | can," | said.
"You were a fool to have been a communist," he said.
"That was a long time ago," | said.

"There are no opportunities in a conmuni st country," he said. "Wy would you want to live in a
country with no opportunities?"

"It was a yout hful mstake, sir,"” | said.

"In Arerica | have been a mllionaire two tines,
again."

"I"'msure of it," | said, and | was. He would sinply start up his third Ponzi schene -
consi sting, as before, of offering fools enornous rates of interest for the use of their noney. As
before, he woul d use nost of the noney to buy hinmsel f mansi ons and Rol | s- Royces and speedboats and
so on, but returning part of it as the high interest he had promni sed. Mre and nore people woul d
come to him having heard of himfromgloatingly satisfied recipients of his interest checks, and
he woul d use their noney to wite nore interest checks - and on and on

I am now convinced that Dr. di Sanza's greatest strength was his utter stupidity. He was such
a successful sw ndler because he hinself could not, even after two convictions, understand what
was inevitably catastrophic about a Ponzi schene.

"I have made many people happy and rich," he said. "Have you done that?"

"No, sir - not yet,” | said. "But it's never too late to try."

I am now noved to suppose, with ny primtive understanding of econom cs, that every successfu
governnent is of necessity a Ponzi schenme. It accepts enornous |oans that can never be repaid. How
else am| to explain to nmy polyglot grandchildren what the United States was like in the nineteen-
thirties, when its owners and politicians could not find ways for so many of its people to earn
even the nost basic necessities, |like food and clothes and fuel. It was pure hell to get shoes!

And then, suddenly, there were fornerly poor people in officers' clubs, beautifully costuned
and ordering filets mgnon and chanpagne. There were fornerly poor people in enlisted nmen's cl ubs,
servi ceably costunmed and clad arid ordering hanmburgers and beer. A nan who two years before had
patched the holes in his shoes with cardboard suddenly had a Jeep or a truck or an airplane or a
boat, and unlinmited supplies of fuel and anmunition. He was given gl asses and bridgework, if he
needed them and he was immuni zed agai nst every inagi nabl e di sease. No natter where he was on the
pl anet, a way was found to get hot turkey and cranberry sauce to himon Thanksgi ving and
Chri st mas.

What had happened?

What coul d have happened but a Ponzi schene?

When Dr. Carlo di Sanza stepped aside and |l et Cyde and ne go on, Cyde began to curse hinself
for his own lack of large-scale vision. "Bartender, air-conditioner repairman, |ocksmth - prison
guard,” he said. "What's the natter with ne that | think so snall?"

He spoke of his long association with white-collar crimnals, and he told ne one concl usion he
had drawn: "Successful folks in this country never think about little things."

"Successful ?" | said incredulously. "You' re tal king about convicted felons, for heaven's

he said, "and | will be a nmllionaire
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sake!"

"Ch, sure," he said, "but npbst of them have plenty of nobney still stashed away sonewheres.
Even if they don't, they know how to get plenty nore. Everbody does just fine when they get out of
here."

"Renmenber ne as a striking exception," | said. "My wife had to support me for nost of ny
married life."

"You had a nmillion dollars one tinme," he said. "I'lIl never see a nillion dollars, if | live a
mllion years." He was speaking of the corpus delecti of ny Watergate crine, which was an ol d-
fashi oned steaner trunk containing one million dollars in unmarked and circul ated twenty-doll ar
bills. It was an illegal canpaign contribution. It becane necessary to hide it when the contents

of all White House safes were to be exam ned by the Federal Bureau of Investigation and nen from
the O fice of the Special Prosecutor. My obscure office in the subbasenent was sel ected as the
nost prom sing hiding place. | acquiesced.

Sonmewhere in there my w fe died.

And then the trunk was found. The police came for ne. | knew the people who brought the trunk
to ny office, and under whose orders they were operating. They were all high-ranking people, sone
of themlaboring |like common stevedores. | would not tell the court or ny own | awers or anyone

who they were. Thus did | go to prison for a while.

| had | earned this much fromny nutual disaster with Leland Cewes: It was sickening to send
anot her poor fool to prison. There was nothing quite like sworn testinmony to nmake life | ook
trivial and nean ever after.

Also: My wife had just died. | could not care what happened next. | was a zonbie.

Even now | will not nane the malefactors with the trunk. It does not natter

| cannot, however, withhold from Aneri can history what one of the malefactors said after the
trunk was set down in ny office. This was it: "Wiose dunb fucking idea was it to bring this shit
to the Wite House?"

"People like you," said Clyde Carter, "find yourselves around mllions of dollars all the
tinme. If 1'd of went to Harvard, maybe | would, too."

W were hearing nmusic now. W were nearing the supply room and it was conmng froma
phonograph in there. Edith Piaf was singing "Non, Je ne Regrette Rien. " This neans, of course,
"No, | amnot sorry about anything."

The song ended just as Clyde and | entered the supply room so that Dr. Robert Fender, the
supply clerk and lifer, could tell us passionately how much he agreed with the song. "Non!" he
said, his teeth gnashing, his eyes blazing, "je ne regrette rien! Rien!"

This was, as | have already said, a veterinarian and the only Anerican to have been convicted
of treason during the Korean War. He could have been shot for what he did, since he was then a
first lieutenant in the United States Army, serving in Japan and inspecting neat on its way to the
troops in Korea. As a gesture of nercy, his court-nartial sentenced himto life inprisonnment with
no chance of parole.

This Anerican traitor bore a strong resenblance to a great Anerican hero, Charles Augustus
Li ndbergh. He was tall and bi g-boned. He had Scandi navi an bl ood. He was a farmboy. He was fairly
fluent in a weepy sort of French fromhaving listened to Edith Piaf for so long. He had actually
been al nost nowhere outside of prison but Anes, lowa, and OGsaka, Japan. He was so shy wth wonen,
he told ne one tine, that he was still a virgin when he reached Osaka. And then he fell crashingly
in love with a fermal e nightclub singer who passed herself off as Japanese and sang word-for-word
imtations of Edith Piaf records. She was also a spy for North Korea.

"My dear friend, nmy dear Walter Starbuck," he said, "and how has this day gone for you so
far?"

So | told himabout sitting on the cot and having the same song run through ny head again and
again, about Sally in the garden, sifting cinders.

He | aughed. He has since put me and the incident into a science fiction story of his, which
amproud to say is appearing this very nonth in Playboy, a RAMJIAC magazi ne. The author is
ostensibly Frank X. Barlow. The story is about a fornmer judge on the planet Vicuna, two and a half
gal axi es away from Earth, who has had to | eave his body behind and whose soul goes flying through
space, |looking for a habitable planet and a new body to occupy. He finds that the universe is
virtually lifeless, but he comes at last to Earth and nakes his first landing in the enlisted
men's parking lot of Finletter Air Force Base - thirty-five niles fromAtlanta, Georgia. He can
enter any body he likes through its ear, and ride around inside. He wants a body so he can have
sonme sort of social life. A soul without a body, according to the story, can't have any soci al
life - because nobody can see it, and it can't touch anybody or neke any noi se.

The judge thinks he can | eave a body again, any tine he finds it or its destiny uncongeni al
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Little does he dreamthat the chem stries of Earthlings and Vicunians are such that, once he
enters a body, he is going to be stuck inside forever. The story includes a little essay on gl ues
previously known on Earth, and says that the strongest of these was the one that sticks mature
barnacl es to boul ders or boats or pilings, or whatever

"When they are very young," Dr. Fender wites in the persona of Frank X. Barlow, "barnacles
can drift or creep whence-so-ever they hanker, anywhere in the seven seas and the brackish
estuaries thereof. Their upper bodies are encased in cone-shaped arnor. Their little tootsies
dangle fromthe cones like clappers from di nnerbells.

"But there cones a tine for every barnacle, at childhood' s end, when the rimof its cone
secretes a glue that will stick forever to whatever it happens to touch next. So it is no casua
thing on Earth to say to a pubescent barnacle or to a honel ess soul fromVicuna, 'Sit thee doon
sit thee doon.' "

The judge from Vicuna in the story tells us that the way the people on his native planet said
"hel | 0" and "good- bye," and "pl ease" and "thank you," too. It was this: "ting-a-ling." He says
that back on Vicuna the people could don and doff their bodies as easily as Earthlings could
change their clothing. Wen they were outside their bodies, they were weightless, transparent,
sil ent awarenesses and sensibilities. They had no nusical instruments on Vicuna, he said, since
t he peopl e thensel ves were nusic when they floated around without their bodies. Carinets and
har ps and pi anos and so on woul d have been redundant, woul d have been machi nery for maki ng cl unsy
counterfeits of airborne souls.

But they ran out of tine on Vicuna, he says. The tragedy of the planet was that its scientists
found ways to extract tine fromtopsoil and the oceans and the atnosphere - to heat their hones
and power their speedboats and fertilize their crops with it; to eat it; to nake clothes out of
it; and so on. They served tinme at every neal, fed it to household pets, just to denponstrate how
rich and clever they were. They allowed great gobbets of it to putrefy to oblivion in their
overfl owi ng garbage cans.

"On Vicuna," says the judge, "we lived as though there were no tonorrow. "

The patriotic bonfires of tinme were the worst, he says. Wen he was an infant, his parents
held himup to coo and gurgle with delight as a mllion years of future were put to the torch in
honor of the birthday of the queen. But by the tine he was fifty, only a few weeks of future
remai ned. Great rips in reality were appearing everywhere. People could wal k through walls. His
own speedboat becane nothing nore than a steering wheel. Hol es appeared in vacant |ots where
children were playing, and the children fell in.

So all the Vicunians had to get out of their bodies and sail out into space w thout further
ado. "Ting-a-ling," they said to Vicuna.

"Chronol ogi cal anonalies and gravitational thunderstorms and magnetic whirlpools tore the
Vicunian famlies apart in space," the story goes on, "scattered themfar and w de." The judge
manages to stay with his formerly beautiful daughter for a while. She isn't beautiful anynore, of
course, because she no | onger has a body. She finally | oses heart, because every planet or noon
they come to is so lifeless. Her father, having no way to restrain her, watches hel pl essly as she
enters a crack in a rock and becones its soul. Ironically, she does this on the noon of Earth,
with that nost teeming of all planets only two hundred and thirty-nine thousand mles away!

Before he actually lands at the Air Force base, though, he falls in with a flock of turkey
buzzards. He wheels and soars with them and al nost enters the ear of one. For all he knows about
the social situation on Earth, these carrion eaters may be nenbers of the ruling class.

He decides that lives |led at the center of the Air Force base are too busy, too unreflective
for him so he goes up in the air again and spots a nmuch nore quiet cluster of buildings, which he
thinks may be a nmeditation center for philosophers. He has no way of recognizing the place as a
nm ni mum security prison for white-collar crimnals, since there were no such institutions back on
Vi cuna.

Back on Vicuna, he says, convicted white-collar crimnals, defilers of trustingness, had their
ears plugged up, so their souls couldn't get out. Then their bodies were put into artificial ponds
filled with excrenent - up to their necks. Then deputy sheriffs drove hi gh-powered speedboats at
their heads.

The judge says he hinself sentenced hundreds of people to this particular punishment and that
the felons invariably argued that they had not broken the law, but nerely violated its spirit,
perhaps, just the least little bit. Before he condemmed them he would put a sort of chanberpot
over his head, to make his words nore resonant and awesorme, and he woul d pronounce this fornul a:
"Boys, you didn't just get the spirit of the law. You got its body and soul this tine."

And, according to the judge, you could hear the deputies warnm ng up their speedboats on the
pond outside the courthouse: "vrooom ah, vroooma, va-va-va-rooo00000000000000000000000
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- oooooooont "

The judge in Dr. Bob Fender's story tries to guess which of the philosophers in the neditation
center is the wi sest and nobst contented. He decides that it is alittle old man sitting on a cot
in a second-story dormtory. Every so often that little old man is so delighted with his thoughts,
evidently, that he claps three tines.

So the judge flies into the ear of that little old man and i nmedi ately sticks to him forever,
sticks to him according to the story " . . . as tightly as Formica to an epoxy-coated
countertop."” And what does he hear in that little old man's head but this:

Sally in the garden,
Sifting cinders,
Lifted up her leg

And farted |ike a man

And so on.

It is quite an interesting story. There is a rescue of the daughter who has becone the soul of
a nmoon rock, and so on. But the true story of howits author cane to conmit treason in Csaka is a
match for it, in nmy opinion, any day. Bob Fender fell in love with the North Korean agent, the
Edith Piaf imtator, froma distance of about twenty feet, in a nightclub frequented by Anmerican
of ficers. He never dared close the distance or to send her flowers or a note, but night after
ni ght he nooned at her fromthe sanme table. He was always al one and usually the biggest nman by far
in the club, so the singer, whose stage nanme was sinply "lzum ," asked sonme of the other Americans
who and what Fender was.

He was a virgin neat inspector, but his fellow officers had fun telling Izum that he was so
solitary and gloony all the tine because his work was so secret and inportant. They said he was in
conmmand of an elite unit that guarded atonmic bonmbs. |If she asked himabout it, they said, he would
claimto be a nmeat inspector

So lzum went to work on him She sat down at his table w thout being asked. She reached
inside his shirt and tickled his nipples and all that. She told himthat she Iiked big, silent
men, and that all other Anericans tal ked too nuch. She begged himto take her home with himafter
the club closed at two o' clock that norning. She wanted to find out where the atom c bonbs were,
of course. Actually, there weren't any atomi c bonbs in Japan. They were on aircraft carriers and
on

i nawa, and so on. For the rest of the evening she sang all her songs directly to himand to
nobody else. He nearly fainted fromjoy and enbarrassment. He had a Jeep outside.

When she got into his Jeep at two o' clock in the norning, she said she not only wanted to see
where her big American lived, but where he worked. He told her that woul d be easy, since he |lived
and worked at the sane place. He took her down to a new United States Arny Quarternmaster Corps
dock in Gsaka, which had a big shed running down the nmddle of it. At one end were sone offices.

At the other end was a two-room apartnment for whoever the resident veterinarian happened to be. In
bet ween were great, refrigerated neat |ockers, filled with carcasses Fender had inspected or would
i nspect. There was a fence on the |land side and a guard at the gate; but as canme out at the court-
martial, discipline was |lax. Al the guard thought he had to watch out for was people trying to
sneak out with sides of beef.
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So the guard, who would later be acquitted by a court-nmartial, sinply waved Dr. Fender's Jeep
inside. He did not notice that there was an unauthorized worman |lying on the floor

I zum asked to |l ook inside some of the nmeat | ockers, which Bob was nore than glad to show her.
By the time they reached his apartnment, which was at the outer end of the dock, she realized that
he really was nothing but a neat inspector

"But she was so nice," Fender told ne one tinme, "and | was so nice, if | may say so, that she
stayed for the night, anyway. | was scared to death, naturally, since | had never made |ove
before. But then | said to nyself, 'Just wait a minute. Just cal mdown. You have al ways been good
with every kind of animal, practically fromthe m nute you were born. Just keep one thing in mnd
You' ve got another nice little animal here.' "

As cane out at Fender's court-martial: He and other nmenbers of the Arny Veterinary Corps
| ooked |ike soldiers, but they had not been trained to think like soldiers. It seened unnecessary,
since all they did anynore was inspect nmeat. The |ast veterinarian to be involved in any sort of
fighting, it turned out, died at the Little Bighorn, at Custer's Last Stand. Al so: There was a
tendency on the part of the Arny to coddl e veterinarians, since they were so hard to recruit. They
could make fortunes on the outside - especially in cities, |ooking after people's pets. This was
why they gave Fender such a pleasant, private apartnment on the end of a dock He inspected neat. As
Il ong as he did that, nobody was going to think of inspecting him

"If they had inspected nmy apartnent,” he told ne, "they would not have found a speck of dust
anywhere." They woul d al so have found, according to him "one of the best private collections of
Japanese pottery and fabrics in OGsaka." He had gone berserk for the subtlety and delicacy of al
thi ngs Japanese. This art nania was surely an apol ogy, anong other things, for his own huge and -
to him- ugly and usel ess hands and feet and all

"l zum Kkept |ooking back and forth between me and the beautiful things on nmy shelves and walls

- in ray cupboards, in ny drawers,"” he told nme one time. "If you could have seen her expressions
change when she did that," he said, "you would have to agree with me when | say, even though it's
a very conceited thing for me to say: She fell in love with nme."

He made breakfast the next norning, all with Japanese utensils, although it was an Anerican
breakfast - bacon and eggs. She stayed curled up in bed while he cooked. She rem nded himof the
young deer, a doe he had rai sed when a boy. It was not a new thought. He had been taking care of
that doe all night. He turned on his radio, which was tuned to the Armed Forces Network. He hoped
for music. He got news instead. The biggest news was that a North Korean spy ring had been rounded
up in Gsaka in the wee hours of the nmorning. Their radio transmitter had been found. Only one
menber of the ring was still being hunted, and that was the worman who called herself "lzum ."

Fender, by his own account, had " . . . entered an alternate universe by then." He felt so
much nmore at home in the new one than in the old one, sinply because he was paired now with a
worman, that he wasn't going to return to the old one ever again. Wat |zum told himabout her
loyalty to the conmuni st cause did not sound like eneny talk to him "It was just compn sense on
the part of a good person from an alternate universe," he said.

So he hid her and fed her for el even days, being careful not to neglect his duties. On the
twel fth day he was so disoriented and i nnocent as to ask a sailor froma ship from New Zeal and,
whi ch was unl oadi ng beef, if for a thousand dollars he would take a young wonan on board and away
from Japan. The sailor reported this to his captain, who passed it on to American authorities.
Fender and |zuni were pronptly arrested, separated, and woul d never see each other again.

Fender was never able to find out what becanme of her. She vani shed. The nobst believable runor
was that she had been turned over illegally to South Korean agents, who took her to Seoul - where
she was shot w thout trial

Fender regretted nothing he had done.

Now he was hol ding up the pants of ny civilian suit, a gray, pinstripe Brooks Brothers suit,
for me to see. He asked ne if | renenbered the large cigarette hole there had been in the crotch

"Yes," | said.

"Find it," he said.

I could not. Nor could | find any other holes in the suit. At his own expense he had sent the
suit to an invisible nender in Atlanta. "That, dear Walter," he said, "is nmy going-away present to
you. "

Al nrost everybody, | knew, got a going-away present from Fender. He had little else to do with
all the nmoney he made fromhis science-fiction tales. But the nending of ny suit was by far the
nost personal and thoughtful one |I had ever heard of. | choked up. | could have cried. | told him
so.

Before he could make a reply, there were shouts and the thunder of scanpering feet in offices
in the front of the building - offices whose wi ndows faced the four-I|ane divided hi ghway outside

file:/l/F|/rah/Kurt%20Vonnegut/Jailbird.txt (34 of 96) [8/28/03 1:00:06 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Kurt%20V onnegut/Jailbird.txt

It was believed that Virgil G eathouse, the former secretary of health, education, and welfare,
had arrived out front. It was a false alarm

Clyde Carter and Dr. Fender ran out into the reception area, so that they could see, too.
There were no | ocked doors anywhere in the prison. Fender could have kept right on running
outside, if he wanted to. dyde didn't have a gun, and neither did any of the other guards. If
Fender had nade a, break for it, naybe sonebody would have tried to tackle him; but | doubt it.
It woul d have been the first attenpted escape fromthe prison in its twenty-six-year history, and
nobody woul d have had any clear idea as to what to do.

I was incurious about the arrival of Virgil G eathouse. His arrival, like the arrival of any
new prisoner, would be a public execution of sorts. | did not want to watch himor anybody becone
less than a man. So | was all alone in the supply room | was grateful for the accident of
privacy. | took advantage of it. | perforned what was perhaps the nbst obscenely intinmate physica

act of ny life. | gave birth to a broken, querulous little old man by doing this: by putting on ny
civilian clothes.

There were white broadcl oth underpants and cal f-1ength, ribbed bl ack socks fromthe Tally-ho
Gentl eman's Shop in Chevy Chase. There was a white Arrow shirt from Garfinckel's Departnent Store
i n Washi ngton. There was the Brooks Brothers suit from New York City, and a reginental -stripe tie
and bl ack shoes fromthere, too. The |aces on both shoes were broken and nended with square knots.
Fender obviously had not taken a close | ook at them or there would have been new | aces in those
shoes.

The necktie was the nost antique item | had actually worn it during the Second World War
I magi ne that. An Englishman | was working with on nedical supply schenmes, for the D Day |andings
told me that the tie identified me as an officer in the Royal Wl sh Fusiliers.

"You were wi ped out in the Second Battle of the Sonme in the First Wrld War," he said, "and
now, in this show, you've been w ped out again at El Al amein. You mght say, 'Not the |uckiest
regiment in the world." "

The stripe schene is this: A broad band of pale blue is bordered by a narrow band of forest-

green above and orange below. | amwearing that tie on this very day, as | sit here in ny office
in the Down Hone Records Division of the RAMIAC Cor poration.

When Cyde Carter and Dr. Fender returned to the supply room | was a civilian again. | felt
as dazed and shy and trenbl e-1 egged as any other newborn creature. | did not yet know what |
| ooked |ike. There was one full-length mirror in the supply room but its face was turned to the
wal | . Fender always turned it to the wall when a new arrival was expected. This was anot her
exanpl e of Fender's delicacy. The new arrival, if he did not wish to, did not have to see at once

how he had been transforned by a prison uniform

Clyde's and Fender's faces, however, were mirrors enough to tell ne that | was sonething |ess
than a gay boul evardier on the order of, say, the late Maurice Chevalier. They were quick to cover
their pity with horseplay; but not quick enough.

Fender pretended to be nmy valet in an enbassy somewhere. "Good norning, M. Arbassador
Anot her crisp and bright day,"” he said. "The queen is expecting you for lunch at one."

Clyde said that it sure was easy to spot a Harvard nman, that they all had that certain
sonet hing. But neither Friend made a nove to turn the mirror around, so | did it nyself.

Here is who | saw reflected: a scrawny old janitor of Slavic extraction. He was unused to
wearing a suit and a tie. His shirt collar was nuch too large for him and so was his suit, which
fit himlike a circus tent. He | ooked unhappy - on his way to a relative's funeral, perhaps. At no
poi nt was there any harnony between hinself and the suit. He may have found his clothes in a rich
man's ash can.

Peace.
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I sat now on an unsheltered park bench by the highway in front of the prison. | was waiting for
the bus. | had beside ne a tan canvas-and-| eat her suitcase designed for Arny officers. It had been
my constant conpanion in Europe during ny glory days. Draped over it was an old trenchcoat, also
fromny glory days. | was all alone. The bus was late. Every so often | would pat the pockets of
my suitcoat, naking sure that | had my rel ease papers, ny governnment voucher for a one-way,
tourist-class flight fromAtlanta to New York City, nmy noney, and ny Doctor of M xol ogy degree.
The sun beat down on me.

I had three hundred and twel ve dollars and el even cents. Two hundred and fifty of that was in
the formof a governnent check, which could not easily be stolen fromne. It was all nmy own noney.
After all the neticul ous adding and subtracting that had gone on relative to nmy assets since ny
arrest, that nuch, to the penny, was incontrovertibly nmine: three hundred and twelve dollars and
el even cents.

So here | was going out into the Free Enterprise Systemagain. Here | was cut |oose fromthe
protection and nurture of the federal government again.

The last time this had happened to nme was N neteen-hundred and Fifty-three, two years after
Lel and Cl ewes went to prison for perjury. Dozens of other w tnesses had been found to testify
agai nst himby then - and nore damagingly, too. Al | had ever accused himof was menbership in
the Conmuni st Party before the war, which |I would have thought was about as damming for a menber
of the Depression generation as having stood in a breadline. But others were willing to swear that
Cl ewes had continued to be a comuni st throughout the war, and had passed secret information to
agents of the Soviet Union. | was fl abbergasted.

That was certainly news to ne, and may not even have been true. The nost | had wanted from
Clewes was an adnission that | had told the truth about sonmething that really didn't matter much
God knows | did not want to see himruined and sent to jail. And the nmost | expected for nyself
was that | would be sorry for the rest of ny life, would never feel quite right about nyself ever
agai n, because of what | had accidentally done to him Qherwi se, | thought, Iife could be
expected to go on nuch as before.

True: | had been transferred to a | ess-sensitive job in the Defense Departnent, tabulating the
i kes and dislikes of soldiers of various major Anerican races and religions, and from various
educational and econoni ¢ backgrounds, for various sorts of field rations, sone of them new and
experimental. Work of that sort, now done brainlessly and eyel essly and handl essly and at the
speed of light by conmputers, was still being done largely by hand in those days. | and ny staff
now seemas archaic to nme as Christian nonks illum nating manuscripts with paintbrushes and gol d
| eaf and quills.

And true: People who dealt with ne at work, both inferiors and superiors, becanme nore fornal
more coldly correct, when dealing with me. They had no tine anynore, seemngly, for jokes, for
stories about the war. Every conversation was schni p-schnap! Then it was time to get back to work.
| ascribed this at the tinme, and even told ny poor wife that | admired it, to the spirit of the
new, |ean, keen, highly nobile and thoroughly professional Armed Forces we were shaping. They were
to be a thunderbolt with which we could vaporize any new, woul d-be Hitler, anywhere in the world.
No sooner had the people of a country lost their freedom than the United States of America woul d
arrive to give it back again.

And true: Ruth's and my social |ife was sonewhat |less vivid than the one | had prom sed her in
Nurenberg. | had projected for her a telephone in our hone that would never stop ringing, with old
conrades of mine on the other end. They would want to eat and drink and talk all night. They woul d
be in the primes of their lives in government service, in their late thirties or early forties,
like me - so able and experienced and di plomatic and cl ever, and at bottomas hard as nails, that
they woul d be the real heads and the guts of their organizations, no matter where in the hierarchy
they were supposed to be. | prom sed Ruth that they would be blowing in frombig jobs in Mscow,
in Tokyo, in her hone town in Vienna, in Jakarta and Ti nbuktu, and God knows where. Wat tales
they would have to tell us about the world, about what was really going on! W would | augh and
have anot her drink, and so on. And | ocal people, of course, would inportune us for our colorful
cosnopol i tan conpany and for our inside information as well

Ruth said that it was perfectly all right that our telephone did not ring - that, if it
weren't for the fact that my job required ne to be available at all hours of the night or day, she
woul d rather not have a tel ephone in the house. As for conversations with supposedly well-informnmed
people long into the night, she said she hated to stay up past ten o'clock, and that in the
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concentration canp she had heard enough supposedly inside information to | ast her for the rest of
her days, and then sone. "I amnot one of those people, Walter," she said, "who finds it necessary
to al ways know, supposedly, what is really going on."

It may be that Ruth protected herself fromdread of the gathering storm or, nore accurately,
fromdread of the gathering silence, by reverting during the daytine, when | was at work, to the
Ophelia-1ike elation she had felt after her liberation - when she had thought of herself as a bird
all alone with God. She did not neglect the boy, who was five when Leland C ewes went to prison
He was al ways clean and well-fed. She did not take to secret drinking. She did, however, start to
eat a | ot.

And this brings me to the subject of body sizes again, something | amvery reluctant to
di scuss - because | don't want to give them nore inportance than they deserve. Body sizes can be

remarkable for their variations fromaccepted norns, but: still explain alnost nothing about the
lives led inside those bodies. | amsmall enough to have been a coxswain, as | have al ready
confessed. That explains nothing. And, by the time Leland Clewes cane to trial for perjury, ny
wi fe, although only five feet tall, weighed one hundred and sixty pounds or so.

So be it.

Except for this: Qur son very early on concluded that his notorious little father and his fat,
forei gn nother were such social handicaps to himthat: he actually told several playmates in the
nei ghbor hood that he was an adopted child. A neighbor woman invited ny wife over for coffee during
the daytine exactly once, and with this purpose: to discover if we knew who the boy's real parents
wer e.

Peace.

So a decent interval went by after Leland C ewes was sent to prison, two years, as | say - and
then | was called into the office of Assistant Secretary of the Arny Shelton Wil ker. W had never
met. He had never been in governnent service before. He was ny age. He had been in the war and had
risen to the rank of major in the Field Artillery and had made the landings in North Africa and
then, on D-Day, in France. But he was essentially an Okl ahoma busi nessman. Someone would tell me
later that he owned the largest tire distributorship in the state. Mre startlingly to me: He was
a Republican, for General of the Arnmies Dn ght David Ei senhower had now becone President - the
first Republican to hold that office in twenty years.

M. Wal ker wi shed to express, he said, the gratitude that the whole country should feel for ny
years of faithful service in both war and peace. He said that | had executive skills that woul d
surely have been nore lavishly rewarded if | had enployed themin private industry. An econony
drive was underway, he said, and the post | held was to be term nated.

Many ot her posts were being ternminated, so that he was unable to nove me sonewhere el se, as
much as he mght have liked to do so. | was fired, in short. | amunable to say even now whet her
he was being unkind or not when he said to ne, rising and extending his hand, "You can now sel
your considerable skills, M. Starbuck, for their true value in the open marketplace of the Free
Enterprise System Happy hunting! Good | uck!"

What did | know about Free Enterprise? | knew a great deal about it now, but | knew not hing
about it then. |I knew so little about it then that | was able to inmagine for several nonths that
private industry really would pay a lot for an all-purpose executive like me. | told ny poor wfe
during those first nonths of unenploynent that, yes, that was certainly an option we held, in case
all else failed: that | could at any tinme raise ny arnms like a man crucified, so to speak, and
fall backward into General Mtors or General Electric or sone such thing. A nmeasure of the
ki ndness of this wonman to me: She never asked ne why | didn't do that immediately if it was so

easy - never asked me to explain why, exactly, | felt that there was something silly and not quite
gentl emanly about private industry.
"W may have to be rich, even though we don't want to be," | renenber telling her sonewhere in

there. My son was six by then, and listening - and ol d enough, surely, to ponder such a paradox.
Could it have made any sense to hin? No.

Meanwhile, | visited and tel ephoned acquai ntances in other departnents, making light of being
"tenporarily at liberty," as out-of-work actors say. | might have been a nan with a com ca
injury, like a black eye or a broken big toe. Also: Al ny old acquai ntances were Denocrats |ike

nmysel f, allowing ne to present nyself as a victimof Republican stupidity and vengeful ness.

But, alas, whereas life for ne had been so long a sort of Virginia reel, as friends handed ne
on fromjob to job, no one could now think of a vacant post anywhere. Vacancies had suddenly
becone as extinct as dodo birds.

Too bad.
But the old conrades behaved so naturally and politely toward me that | could not say even now
that I was bei ng punished for what | had done to Leland Clewes - if |I had not at |ast appeal ed for
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hel p to an arrogant old nman outside of government, who, to ny shock, was perfectly willing to show
the disgust he felt for ne, and to explain it in detail. He was Ti nothy Beane. He had been an
assi stant secretary of agriculture under Roosevelt before the war. He had offered me ny first job
in government. He, too, was a Harvard nan and forner Rhodes Schol ar. Now he was seventy-four years
old and the active head of Beame, Mearns, Wl d and Weld, the nost prestigious law firmin
Washi ngt on.

| asked himon the tel ephone if he would have lunch with nme. He declined. Mst people declined
to have lunch with ne. He said he could see ne for half an hour late that afternoon, but that he
could not inmagine what we m ght have to tal k about.

"Frankly, sir," | said, "lI'mlooking for work - possibly with a foundation or a nmuseum
Sonething |ike that."

" Chhhhhhhhhhhhh - 1 ooking for work, are we?" he said. "Yes - that we should tal k about. Cone
in, by all nmeans. How many years is it now since we've had a good tal k?"

"Thirteen years, sir," | said.
"Alot of water goes over the old damin thirteen years."
"Yes, sir," | said.

"Ta-ta," he said.

I was fool enough to keep the appointnment.

H s reception of ne was el aborately hearty and false fromthe first. He introduced ne to his
young nal e secretary, told himwhat a prom sing young man | had been, clapping ne on the back all
the tine. This was a man who may never have cl apped anyone on the back in his |life before.

When we got into his paneled office, Tinothy Beane directed nme to a | eather club chair,
saying, "Sit thee doon, sit thee doon." | have recently conme across that same supposedly hunorous
expression, of course, in Dr. Bob Fender's science-fiction story about the judge from Vi cuna, who
got stuck forever to ne and ny destiny. Again: | doubt if Tinothy Beane had ever addressed such an
i nane | ocution to anyone ever before. This was a bunchy, shaggy old man, incidentally -
accidentally majestic as | was accidentally small. H s great hands suggested that he had swung a
ni ghty broadsword | ong ago, and that they were funbling for truth and justice now H's white brows
were an unbroken thicket fromone side to the other, and after he had seated hinself at his desk,
he di pped his head forward so as to peer at nme and speak to me through that hedge.

"I needn't ask what you've been up to lately," he said.

"No, sir - | guess not," | said.

"You and young C ewes have managed to nake yourselves as fanous as Miutt and Jeff," he said.
"To our sorrow," | said.

"I would hope so. | would certainly hope that there was nuch sorrow there," he said.

This was a man who, as it turned out, had only about two nore nonths to live. He had had no
hint of that, so far as | know. It was said, after he died, that he would surely have been naned
to the Suprenme Court, if only he had managed to live until the election of another Denobcrat to the
presi dency.

"If you are truly sorrowful,” he went on, "I hope you know what it is you are nourning,
exactly."

"Sir - ?" | said.

"You thought only you and d ewes were invol ved?" he said.

"Yes, sir," | said. "And our wives, of course." | neant it.

He gave a mighty groan. "That is the one thing you should not have said to ne," he said.

"Sir - ?" | said.

"You ni nny, you Harvard abortion, you inconparably third-rate little horse's ass," he said,
and he arose fromhis chair. "You and C ewes have destroyed the good reputation of the nost
unselfish and intelligent generation of public servants this country has ever known! My God - who

can care about you now, or about C ewes? Too bad he's in jail! Too bad we can't find another job
for you!"

I, too, got up. "Sir," | said, "I broke no law "

"The nmost inmportant thing they teach at Harvard," he said, "is that a man can obey every | aw
and still be the worst crimnal of his tinme."

Where or when this was taught at Harvard, he did not say. It was news to ne.

"M. Starbuck," he said, "in case you haven't noticed: W have recently cone through a gl obal
conflict between good and evil, during which we grew quite accustoned to beaches and fields

littered with the bodies of our own brave and bl anel ess dead. Now | am expected to feel pity for
one unenpl oyed bureaucrat, who, for all the damage he has done to this country, should be hanged
and drawn and quartered, as far as | am concerned.”

"I only told the truth,” | bleated. | was nauseated with terror and shane.
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"You told a fragmentary truth,” he said, "which has now been all owed to represent the whol e!
" Educat ed and conpassi onate public servants are al nost certainly Russian spies.' That's all you
are going to hear now fromthe senmliterate old-tine crooks and spell binders who want the
governnment back, who think it's rightly theirs. Wthout the synbiotic idiocies of you and Lel and
Cl ewes they could never have made the connection between treason and pity and brains. Now get out
of nmy sight!”

"Sir," | said. | would have fled if | could, but | was paral yzed.

"You are yet another ninconpoop, who, by being at the wong place at the wong tine,
"was able to set humanitariani smback a full century! Begone!"

Strong stuff.

he said,

So there | sat on the bench outside the prison, waiting for the bus, while the Georgia sun beat
down on nme, A great Cadillac linpbusine, with pale blue curtains drawn across its back w ndows,
simrered by slowly on the other side of the nedian divider, on the lanes that would take it to the
headquarters of the Air Force base. | could see only the chauffeur, a black man, who was | ooki ng
qui zzically at the prison. The place was not clearly a prison. A quite nodest sign at the foot of
the flagpole said only this: "F.MS. A C.F., Authorized Personnel Only."

The |inousine continued on, until it found a crossover about a quarter of a mle up. Then it
came back down and stopped with its glossy front fender inches fromny nose. There, reflected in
that perfect fender, | saw that old Slavic janitor again. This was the sane |inobusine, it turned

out, that had set off the false alarmabout the arrival of Virgil Geathouse somewhat earlier. It
had been cruising in search of the prison for quite sone tine.

The chauffeur got out, and he asked me if this was indeed the prison.

Thus was | required to nake ny first sound as a free man. "Yes," | said.

The chauffeur, who was a big, serenely paternal, middle-aged man in a tan whi pcord uni form and
bl ack | eather puttees, opened the back door, spoke into the twilit interior. "Gentlenen," he said,
with precisely the: appropriate mxture of sorrow and respect, "we have reached our destination."
Letters enbroidered in red silk thread on his breast pocket identified his enployer. "RAMIAC, "

t hey said.

As | would learn later: Ad pals of G eathouse had provided himand his awers with swift and
secret transportation fromhis hone to prison, so that there would be al nbst no witnesses to his
humi liation. A linousine from Pepsi-Cola had picked hi mup before dawn at the service entrance to
the Wal dorf Towers in Manhattan, which was his hone. It had taken himto the Marine Air Term na
next to La Guardia, and directly out onto a runway. A corporate jet belonging to Resorts
International was waiting for himthere. It flew himto Atlanta, where he was net, again right out
on the runway, by a curtained |inpusine supplied by the Southeastern District Ofice of The RAMJIAC
Cor por ati on.

Qut clanbered Virgil G eathouse - dressed a npbst exactly as | was, in a gray, pinstripe suit
and a white shirt and a reginmental -stripe tie. Qur reginments were different. He was a Col dstream
Guard. As always, he was sucking on his pipe. He gave ne the briefest of glances.

And then two sleek | awers got out - one young, one old.

Whil e the chauffeur went to the Iinbusine's trunk to get the convict's |luggage, G eathouse and
the two | awyers | ooked over the prison as though it were a piece of real estate they were thinking
of buying, if the price was right. There was a twinkle in the eyes of G eathouse, and he was
imtating birdcalls with his pipe. He nay have been thinking how tough he was. He had been taking;
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| essons in boxing and jujitsu and karate, | would learn later fromhis | awers, ever since it had
beconme clear to himthat he was really going to go to jail.
"Well," | thought to nyself when | heard that, "there won't be anybody in that particular

prison who will want to fight him but he will get his back broken anyway. Everybody gets his back
broken when he goes to prison for the first tine. It nends after a while, but never quite the way
it was before. As tough as Virgil G eathouse may be, he will never walk or feel quite the same
again."

Virgil Geathouse had failed to recognize ne. Sitting there on the bench, | might as well have
been a corpse in the nud on a battlefield, and he mi ght have been a general who had cone forward
during a lull to see how things were going, by and | arge.

| was unsurprised. | did think, though, that he might recognize the voice frominside the
prison, which we could all hear so clearly now. It was the voice of his closest Watergate co-
conspirator, Emil Larkin, singing at the top of his lungs the Negro spiritual "Sonetines | Fee
Li ke a Motherless Child."

Greathouse had no tinme to show his reaction to the voice, for a fighter plane | eaped up from
the tip of a nearby runway, tore the sky to shreds. This was a gut-ripping sound to anyone who had
not heard it and heard it and heard it before. There was never a warning build-up. It was al ways
an end-of -t he-worl d expl osi on over head.

Great house and the | awyers and the chauffeur flung thenselves to the ground. Then they got up
agai n, cursing and | aughing and dusting thensel ves off. G eathouse, supposing correctly that he
was bei ng wat ched and sized up by people he could not see, nade sonme boxing feints and | ooked up

into the sky as though to say, clowningly, "Send ne another one. I'"'mready this time." The party
did not advance on the prison, however. It waited by the |inbusine, expecting some sort of
wel coming party. G eathouse wanted, | inmagine, one |ast acknow edgment of his rank in society on

neutral ground, a sort of surrender at Appomattox, with the warden as U ysses S. Grant and hinsel f
as Robert E. Lee.

But the warden wasn't even in CGeorgia. He would have been there if he had had. any advance
notice that G eathouse was going to surrender on this particular day. But he was in Atlantic City,
addressing a convention of the Anerican Association of Parole Oficers up there. So it was finally
Clyde Carter, the spit and i nage of President Carter, who cane out of the front door a few steps
and notioned to them

Clyde smled. "You all conme on in," he said.

So in they went, with the chauffeur bringing up the rear, carrying two valises nade of buttery
|l eather and a matching case for toiletries. Cyde relieved himof the bags at the threshold, told
himpolitely to return to the Iinousine

"You won't be needed in there," said dyde.

So the chauffeur got back into the linousine. H s name was d evel and Lawes, a garbling of the
nane of the man | had ruined, Leland Cewes. He had only a grammar-school education, but he read
five books a week while waiting for people, nostly RAMIAC executives and custoners and suppli ers.
Because he had been captured by the Chinese during the Korean War, and had actually gone to China
for a while and worked as a deckhand on a coastwi se steaner in the Yell ow Sea, he was reasonably
fluent in Chinese.

Cl evel and Lawes was readi ng The Gul ag Archi pel ago now, an account of the prison systemin the
Sovi et Uni on by another former prisoner, Al eksandr Sol zhenitsyn.

So there | was all alone on a bench in the niddle of nowhere again. | entered a period of
catatonia again - staring straight ahead at nothing, and every so often clapping ny old hands
three tinmes.

If it had not been for that clapping, Ceveland Lawes tells nme now, he woul d never have becone
curious about ne.

But | becane his business by clapping nmy hands. He had to find out why | didit.

Did | tell himthe truth about the clapping? No. It was too conplicated and silly. | told him
that | had been daydream ng about the past, and that whenever | renenbered an especially happy
monent, | would Iift ny hands fromny lap, and | would clap three tines.

He offered nme a ride into Atlanta.

And there | was now, after only half an hour of freedom sitting in the front seat of a parked
i nobusine. So far so good.

And if O evel and Lawes had not offered ne a ride into Atlanta, he would never have beconme what
he is today, personnel director of the Transico Division of The RAMJAC Corporation. Transico has
| i nousi ne services and taxicab fleets and car-rental agencies and parking |ots and garages al
over the Free World. You can even rent furniture from Transi co. Many peopl e do.

| asked himif he thought his passengers would mind ny conming along to Atlanta.
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He said that he had never seen them before, and that he never expected to see them again -
that they did not work for RAMJIAC. He added the piquant detail that he had not known that his
chi ef passenger had been Virgil Geathouse until the arrival at the prison. Until that nonent
G eat house had been di sgui sed by a fal se beard

I craned ny neck for a |l ook into the backseat, and there the beard was, with one of its wire
ear | oops hooked over a door handl e.

Cl evel and Lawes said as a joke that he wasn't sure G eat-house's | awers would conme back out
again. "Wen they were | ooking over the prison," he said, "seened to me they were trying it on for
si ze. "

He asked nme if | had ever ridden in a |linousine before. For sinplicity's sake | told him
"No." As a child, of course, | had often ridden beside nmy father in the front seat of Al exander
Hami | ton McCone's various linpbusines. In ny youth, as | was preparing for Harvard, | had often
ridden in the backseat with M. MCone, with a glass partition between nyself and ny father. The
partition had not seened strange or even suggestive to ne at the tine.

And when in Nurenberg | had been master of that grotesque Fafner of a Mercedes touring car
But it had been an open car, freakish even without the bullet holes in the trunk Ilid and the rear
wi ndshield. The status it gave ne anong the Bavarians was that of a pirate - in tenporary
possessi on of stolen goods that would certainly be restolen, again and again. But, sitting there
outside the prison, | realized that | had not sat in a real |inousine for perhaps forty-five
years! As high as | had risen in public service, | had never been entitled to a |inousine, had
never been within three pronotions of having one of ny own or even the occasi onal use of one. Nor
had | ever so beguiled a superior who had one that he had said to nme, "Young man - | want to talk
to you nore about this. You come in ny car with nme."

Lel and C ewes, on the other hand, though not entitled to one of his own, was forever riding
around in |inousines with adoring old nen.

No matter

Cal m down.

Cl evel and Lawes commented that | sounded |ike an educated nman to him

| admitted to having gone to Harvard.

This allowed himto tell me about his having been a prisoner of the Chinese comrunists in
North Korea, for the Chinese major in charge of his prison had been a Harvard nan. The nmgjor woul d
have been about ny age, and possibly even a classmate, but | had never befriended any Chinese.
According to Lawes, he had studied physics and mathematics, so | would not have known himin any
case.

"Hi s daddy was a big landlord,"” said Lawes. "When the comuni sts cane, they nade his daddy
kneel down in front of all his tenants in the village, and then they chopped off his head with a
sword. "

"But the son could still be a comunist - after that?" | said.
"He said his daddy really had been a very bad | andlord," he said.
"Well," | said, "that's Harvard for you, | guess.”

Thi s Harvard Chi nese befriended C evel and Lawes and persuaded himto cone to China instead of
goi ng back home to Ceorgia when the war was over. \Wen he was a boy, a cousin of Lawes had been
burned alive by a nob, and his father had been dragged out of his house one night and horsewhi pped
by the Ku Kl ux Kl an, and he hinself had been beat up twice for trying to register to vote, right
before the Arny got him So he was easy prey for a snooth-tal ki ng conmuni st. And he worked for two
years, as | say, as a deckhand on the Yellow Sea. He said that he fell in |ove several tinmes, but
that nobody would fall in love with him

"So that was what brought you back?" | asked.

He said it was the church nusic nore than anything el se. "There wasn't anybody to sing with
over there," he said. "And the food," he said.

"The food wasn't any good?" | said.
"Ch, it was good," he said. "It just wasn't the kind of food |I Iike to talk about."
"Un" | said.

"You can't just eat food," he said. "You' ve got to talk about it, too. And you' ve got to talk
about it to sonmebody who understands that kind of food."

| congratul ated himon having | earned Chinese, and he replied that he could never do such a
thing now. "I know too nuch now," he said. "I was too ignorant then to know how hard it was to
|l earn Chinese. | thought it was like imtating birds. You know. You hear a bird make a sound, then
you try to nmake a sound just like that, and see if you can't fool the bird."

The Chinese were nice about it when he decided that he wanted to go hone. They |liked him and
they went to sonme trouble for him asking through circuitous diplomtic channels what woul d be

file:/l/F|/rah/Kurt%20Vonnegut/Jailbird.txt (41 of 96) [8/28/03 1:00:06 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Kurt%20V onnegut/Jailbird.txt

done to himif he went home. Anmerica had no representatives in China then, and neither did any of
its allies. The nessages went through Moscow, which was still friendly with China then

Yes, and this black, former private first class, whose nilitary specialty had been to carry
the base-plate of a heavy nortar, turned out to be worth negotiations at the highest diplonmatic
| evel s. The Anericans wanted himback in order to punish him The Chinese said that the punishnment
had to be brief and alnost entirely synbolic, and that he had to be returned nearly at once to
ordinary civilian life - or they would not |et himgo. The Anericans said that Lawes woul d of
course be expected to nmake sone sort of public explanation of why he had cone honme. After that, he
woul d be court-martial ed, given a prison sentence of under three years and a di shonorabl e
di scharge, with forfeiture of all pay and benefits. The Chinese replied that Lawes had given his
proni se that he woul d never speak agai nst the People's Republic of China, which had treated him
well. If he was to be forced to break that pronise, they would not I et himgo. They al so insisted
that he serve no prison tinme whatsoever, and that he be paid for the tinme he spent as a prisoner
of war. The Americans replied that he would have to be jailed at sone point, since no armny could
allow the crinme of desertion to go unpuni shed. They would like to jail himprior to his trial
They woul d sentence himto a termequal to the tine he had spent as a prisoner of war, and deduct
the tine he had spent as a prisoner of war, and send himhone. Back pay was out of the question

And that was the deal

"They wanted nme back, you know," he told ne, "because they were so enbarrassed. They coul dn't
stand it that even one American, even a black one, would think for even a minute that maybe
America wasn't the best country in the world."

| asked himif he had ever heard of Dr. Robert Fender, who was convicted of treason during the
Korean War, and was right inside the prison there, neasuring Virgil Geathouse for a uniform

"No," he said. "I never kept track of other people in that kind of trouble. |I never felt like
it was a club or sonething."”

| asked himif he had ever seen the | egendary Ms. Jack Graham Jr., the mpjority stockhol der
in The RAMJAC Cor poration

"That's like asking ne if |I've seen God," he said.

The wi dow Graham had not been seen in public, at that point, for about five years. Her npst
recent appearance was in a courtroomin New York City, where RAMJIAC was bei ng sued by a group of
its stockholders for proofs that she was still alive. The accounts in the papers anused ny wife
so, | remenber. "This is the America | love," she said. "Why can't it be like this all the tine?"

Ms. Graham cane into the courtroomw thout a |awer, but with eight unifornmed bodyguards from
Pi nkerton, Inc., a RAMIAC subsidiary. One of themwas carrying an anplifier with a | oudspeaker and
a mcrophone. Ms. Graham was wearing a vol um nous black caftan with its hood up, and with the
hood pi nned shut with diaper pins, so that she could peek out, but nobody coul d see what was
i nside. Only her hands were visible. Another Pinkerton was carrying an inkpad, sonme paper, and a
copy of her fingerprints fromthe files of the Federal Bureau of Investigation. Her prints had

been forwarded to the F.B. I, after she was convicted of drunken driving in Frankfort, Kentucky, in
Ni net een- hundred and Fifty-two, soon after her husband di ed. She had been put on probation at that
time. | nyself had just been fired fromgovernnent service at that tine.

The anplifier was turned on, and the nicrophone was slipped inside her caftan, so people could
hear what she was saying in there. She proved she was who she said she was by fingerprinting
herself on the spot and having the prints conpared with those possessed by the F.B.l1. She said
under oath that she was in excellent health, both physically and nentally - and in control of the
conpany's top officers, but never face-to-face. Wien she instructed themon the tel ephone, she
used a password to identify herself. This password was changed at irregular intervals. At the

judge's request, | renenber, she gave a sanple password, and it seemed so full of nagic that it
still sticks in nmy mind. This was it: "shoemaker." Every order she gave on the phone was
subsequently confirmed by nail, by a letter witten entirely by her own hand. At the bottom of
each letter was not only her signature, but a full set of prints fromher eight little fingers and
two little thunbs. She called themthat: " . . . ny eight little fingers and ny two little
t hunbs. "

That was that. Ms. Jack Graham was unquestionably alive, and now she was free to di sappear
agai n.

"I'"ve seen M. Leen many tines," said Cevel and Lawes. He was speaking of Arpad Leen, the very
public and conmuni cative president and chai rman of the board of directors of The RAMIAC
Cor poration. He woul d becone ny boss of bosses, and O evel and Lawes's boss of bosses, too, when we
bot h becane corporate officers of RAMJIAC. | say now that Arpad Leen is the nost able and inforned
and brilliant and responsive executive under whomit has ever been ny privilege to serve. He is a
geni us at acquiring conpani es and keeping them fromdying afterward.
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He used to say, "If you can't get along with nme, you can't get along with anybody."

It was true, it was true.

Lawes said that Arpad Leen had conme to Atlanta and been Lawes's passenger only two nont hs
before. A cluster of new stores and |uxury hotels in Atlanta had gone bankrupt, and Leen had tried
to snap it all up for RAMJIAC. He had been outbid, however, by a South Korean religious cult.

Lawes asked me if | had any children. | said | had a son who worked for The New York Ti nmes.
Lawes | aughed and said that he and ny son had the sane boss now. Arpad Leen. | had nissed the news
that nmorning, so he had to explain to me that RAMIAC had just acquired control of The New York
Tinmes and all of its subsidiaries, which included the second-I|argest catfood conmpany in the world.

"When he was down here," said Lawes, "M. Leen told nme this was going to happen. It was the
catfood conpany he wanted - not The New York Tines."

The two | awyers got into the backseat of the linousine. They weren't subdued at all. They were
| aughi ng about the guard who | ooked |ike the President of the United States. "I felt |ike saying
to him" said one, " 'M. President, why don't you just pardon himright here and now? He's

suf fered enough, and he could get in sone good golf this afternoon.' ™'

One of themtried on the false beard, and the other one said he | ooked |like Karl Mrx. And so
on. They were incurious about ne. Ceveland Lawes told themthat | had been visiting; nmy son. They
asked me what ny son was in for and | said, "Mail fraud." That was the end of the conversation

So off we went to Atlanta. There was a curious object stuck by means of a suction cup to the
gl ove conmpartnment in front of me, | remenber. Comi ng out of the cup and ainmed at ny breastbone was
what | ooked |ike about a foot of green garden hose. At the end of the shaft was a white plastic
wheel the size of a dinner plate. Once we got going, the wheel began to hypnotize ne, bobbing up
and down when we went over bunps, swaying this way and then that way as we went around curves.

So | asked about it. It was a toy steering wheel, it turned out. Lawes had a seven-year-old
son he sonetinmes took with himon trips. The little boy could pretend to be steering the |inousine
with the plastic wheel. There had been no such toy when ny own son was little. Then again, he
woul dn't have enjoyed it nuch. Even at seven, young Walter hated to go anywhere with his nother
and ne.

| said it was a clever toy.

Lawes said it could be an exciting one, too, especially if the person with the real steering
wheel was drunk and havi ng cl ose shaves with onconing trucks and si desw pi ng parked cars and so
on. He said that the President of the United States ought to be given a wheel like that at his
i nauguration, to rem nd himand everybody el se that all he could do was pretend to steer

He let nme off at the airport.

The planes to New York City were all overbooked, it turned out. |I did not get out of Atlanta
until five o'clock that afternoon. That was all right with me. | skipped |unch, having no
appetite. | found a paperback book in a toilet stall, so | read that for a while. It was about a

man who, through ruthl ess-ness, becanme the head of a. big international conglonmerate. Wnen were
crazy about him He treated themlike dirt, but they just came back for nmore. Hi s son was a drug
addi ct and his daughter was a nynphomani ac.

My reading was interrupted once by a Frenchman who spoke to nme in French and pointed to ny

left lapel. | thought at first that | had set nyself on fire again, even though | didn't snoke
anynore. Then | realized that | was still wearing the narrow red ribbon that identified me as a
chevalier in the French Légion d honneur. Pathetically enough, | had worn it all through ny trial

and all the way to prison, too.
I told himin English that it had cone with the suit, which I had bought secondhand, and that
I had no idea what it was supposed to represent.
He becane very icy. "Pernmettez-noi, nonsieur
my | apel as though it had been an insect there.

he said, and he deftly plucked the ribbon from

"Merci," | said, and | returned to nmy book
When there was at | ast an airplane seat for nme, ny nane was broadcast over the public-address
system several tines: "M. Walter F. Starbuck, M. Walter F. Starbuck . . . " It had been such a

notorious nane at one tine; but | could not now catch sight of anyone who seened to recognize it,
who raised his or her eyebrows in | ewd surm se.
Two and a half hours later | was on the island of Manhattan, wearing ny trenchcoat to keep out

the evening chill. The sun was down. | was staring at an animated display in the wi ndow of a store
that sol d nothing but toy trains.

It was not as though | had no place to go. | was close to where | was going. | had witten
ahead. | had reserved a roomw thout bath or television for a week, paying in advance - in the

once-fashi onabl e Hotel Arapahoe, now a catch-as-catch-can | azaret and bagni o one mnute from Ti nes
Squar e.
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| had been to the Arapahoe once before - in the autum of Ni neteen-hundred and Thirty-one. Fire
had yet to be donesticated. Al bert Einstein had predicted the invention of the wheel, but was
unabl e to describe its probabl e shape and uses in the | anguage of ordi nary wonen and nen. Herbert
Hoover, a mning engineer, was President. The sal e of al coholic beverages was against the |law, and
| was a Harvard freshman.

| was operating under instructions fromm nentor, Al exander Hamilton McCone. He told ne in a
letter that | was to duplicate a folly he hinself had comm tted when a freshman, which was to take
a pretty girl to the Harvard-Col unbia football game in New York, and then to spend a nonth's
al l owance on a | obster dinner for two, with oysters and caviar and all that, in the fanmous dining
room of the Hotel Arapahoe. W were to go dancing afterward. "You nust wear your tuxedo," he said.
"You nust tip like a drunken sailor." Dianond JimBrady, he told nme, had once eaten four dozen
oysters, four lobsters, four chickens, four squabs, four T-bone steaks, four pork chops, and four
| amb chops there - on a bet. Lillian Russell had | ooked on

M. MCone may have been drunk when he wrote that letter. "All work and no play," he wote,
"makes Jack a dull boy."

And the girl | took there, the twin sister of ny roommate, would becone one of the four wonen
I would ever truly love. The first was ny nother. The last was ny wife.

Sarah Watt was the girl's nane. She was all of eighteen, and so was |. She was attending a

very easy two-year college for rich girls in Wllesley, Mssachusetts, which was Pine Manor. Her
famly lived in Pride's Crossing, north of Boston - toward d oucester. Wiile we were in New York
City together, she would be staying with her maternal grandnother, a stockbroker's wi dow, in a
queerly irrel evant enclave of dead-end streets and vest-pocket parks; and Elizabet han apartnent-
hotels called "Tudor City" - near the East River, and actually bridging Forty-second Street. As
luck will have it, my son now lives in Tudor City. So do M. and Ms. Leland C ewes.

Smal | worl d.

Tudor Gty was quite new, but already bankrupt and nearly enpty when | arrived by taxicab - to
take my Sarah to the Hotel Arapahoe in N neteen-hundred and Thirty-one. | was wearing a tuxedo
made to nmy nmeasure by the finest tailor in Ceveland. | had a silver cigarette lighter and a
silver cigarette case, both gifts fromM. MCone. | had forty dollars in ny billfold. |I could
have bought the whole state of Arkansas for forty dollars cash in Nineteen-hundred and Thirty-one.

W conme to the matter of physical size again: Sarah Watt was three inches taller than ne. She
did not mind. She was so far fromm nding that, when | fetched her in Tudor City, she was wearing
hi gh heels with her eveni ng dress.

A stronger proof that she was indifferent to our disparity in size: In seven years Sarah Watt
woul d agree to narry ne.

She wasn't quite ready when | arrived, so | had to talk to her grandnother, Ms. Sutton, for a
while. Sarah had warned nme at the football gane that afternoon that | nust not mention suicide to
Ms. Sutton - because M. Sutton had junped out of his office windowin Wall Street after the
stock market crashed in N neteen-hundred and Twenty-nine.

"It is a nice place you have here, Ms. Sutton," | said.

"You're the only person who thinks so," she said. "It's crowded. Everything that goes on in
the kitchen you can snell out here."

It was only a two-bedroom apartnent. She had certainly come down in the world. Sarah said she
used to have a horse farmin Connecticut and a house on Fifth Avenue, and on and on
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The walls of the little entrance hall were covered with blue ribbons fromhorse shows before
the Crash. "I see you have won a | ot of blue ribbons," | said.

"No," she said, "it was the horses that won those."

W were seated on folding chairs at a card table in the mddle of the living room There were
no easy chairs, no couch. But the roomwas so jamed with breakfronts and escritoires and arnoires
and hi ghboys and | owboys and Wel sh dressers and wardrobes and grandfather clocks and so on, that |
coul d not guess where the wi ndows were. It turned out that she al so stockpiled servants, all very
old. Auniformed maid had let me in, and then exited sideways into a narrow fi ssure between two
i nposi ng exanpl es of cabi networKk.

Now a uni formed chauffeur enmerged fromthe sanme fissure to ask Ms. Sutton if she would be
goi ng anywhere in "the electric" that night. Many people, especially old | adies, seeningly, had
electric cars in those days. They | ooked |ike tel ephone booths on wheels. Under the floor were
terribly heavy storage batteries. They had a top speed of about eleven niles an hour and needed to
be recharged every thirty mles or so. They had tillers, like sailboats, instead of steering
wheel s.

Ms. Sutton said she would not be going anywhere in the electric, so the old chauffeur said
that he would be going to the hotel, then. There were two ot her servants besi des, whom | never
saw. They were all going to spend the night at a hotel so that Sarah could have the second
bedroom where they ordinarily slept.

"I suppose this all |ooks very tenporary to you," Ms. Sutton said to ne.

"No, ma'am" | said.

"It's quite pernmanent,"” she said. "I amutterly helpless to inprove ny condition wthout a
man. It was the way | was brought up. It was the way | was educated."

"Yes, ma'am" | said.

"Men in tuxedos as beautifully made as yours is should never call anyone but the Queen of
Engl and 'ma'am, " she said.

"I"ll try to renenber that," | said

"You are only a child, of course,” she said.

"Yes, ma'am" | said.

"Tell me again how you are related to the MCones," she said

| had never told anyone that | was related to the McCones. There was another lie | had told
frequently, however - a lie, like everything el se about ne, devised by M. MCone. He said it
woul d be perfectly acceptable, even fashionable, to admt that ny father was penniless. But it
woul d not do to have a household servant for a father.

The lie went like this, and I told it to Ms. Sutton: "My father works for M. MCone as
curator of his art collection. He also advises M. MCone on what to buy."

"A cultivated man," she said.

"He studied art in Europe,” | said. "He is no businessnman."

"A dreaner," she said

"Yes," | said. "If it weren't for M. MCone, | could not afford to go to Harvard."

" 'Starbuck - ' " she nused. "I believe that's an old Nantucket nane."

| was ready for that one, too. "Yes," | said, "but nmy great-grandfather |eft Nantucket for the
Gol d Rush and never returned. | nust go to Nantucket sonetinme and | ook at the old records, to see

where we fit in."

"ACalifornia famly," she said.

"Nonads, really,” | said. "California, yes - but Oregon, too, and Woni ng, and Canada, and
Europe. But they were al ways booki sh people - teachers and so on."

I was pure phlogiston, an imginary el enent of |ong ago.

"Descended from whal ing captains," she said.

"I imagine," | said. | was not at all unconfortable with the lies.
"And from Vi ki ngs before that," she said.
| shrugged.

She had decided to like ne a lot - and would continue to do so until the end. As Sarah woul d
tell me, Ms. Sutton often referred to ne as her little Viking. She would not |ive |ong enough to
see Sarah agree to marry ne and then to jilt nme. She died in N neteen-hundred and Thirty-seven or
so - penniless in an apartnent furnished with little nore than a card table, two folding chairs,
and her bed. She had sold off all her treasures in order to support herself and her old servants,
who woul d have had no place to go and nothing to eat without her. She survived themall. The maid,
who was Tillie, was the last of themto die. Two weeks after Tillie died, so did Ms. Sutton
depart fromthis world

Back there in Nineteen-hundred and Thirty-one, while | was waiting for Sarah to conpl ete her
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toilette, Ms. Sutton told nme that M. MCone's father, the founder of Cuyahoga Bridge and Iron
built the biggest house where she spent her girlhood sunmers - in Bar Harbor, Miine. Wen it was
finished, he gave a grand ball with four orchestras, and nobody cane.

"It seened very beautiful and noble to snub himlike that," she said. "I renenber how happy |
was the next day. | can't help wondering nowif we weren't just a little insane. | don't nean that
we were insane to mss a wonderful party or to hurt the feelings of Daniel MCone. Daniel MCone
was a perfectly ghastly man. What was insane was the way we all inmagi ned that God was wat chi ng,

and sinmply adoring us, guaranteeing us all seats at H's right hand for having snubbed Dani el
McCone. "

| asked her what had becone of the McCone mansion in Bar Harbor. My nentor had never nentioned
it to me.

"M. and Ms. MCone vani shed from Bar Harbor the next day," she said, "with their tw young
sons, | believe."

"Yes," | said. One son becane my mentor. The ot her son becane chairman of the board and
presi dent of Cuyahoga Bridge and Iron

"Anmonth later," she said, "around Labor Day, although there was no Labor Day then - when
sunmrer was about to end - a special train arrived. There were perhaps eight freight cars and three
cars of worknen, who had conme all the way from d evel and. They nust have been from M. MCone's
factory. How pal e they | ooked! They were alnost all foreigners, | remenber - Gernans, Poles,
Italians, Hungarians. Wo could tell? There had never been such people in Bar Harbor before. They
slept on the train. They ate on the train. They allowed thenselves to be herded like docile cattle
between the mansion and the train. They renoved only the finest art treasures fromthe nansion -
only paintings and statues and tapestries and rugs that belonged in nuseuns." Ms.. Sutton rolled
her eyes. "Oh, Lord - what they didn't |eave behind! And then the worknmen took every pane of gl ass
fromthe wi ndows and doors and skylights. They stripped the slate fromthe roof. One worknman was
killed, I remenber, by a falling slate. They bored holes in the naked roof. They |oaded all the
slate and glass on the train, too, so it would not be easy for anyone to nake repairs. Then they
went away again. No one had spoken to them and they had not spoken to anyone.

"It was a very special departure, and nobody who saw it ever forgot it," said Ms. Sutton
"Trains were great fun in those days, making such hullabal oos at the station with their whistles
and bells. But that special train fromCeveland |left as quietly as a ghost. | amsure the
engi neer was under orders from Dani el MCone hinself not to blowthe whistle or ring the bell."

Thus was the finest nmansion in Bar Harbor and nost of its furnishings, with sheets and
bl ankets and quilts still on all the beds, according to Ms. Sutton, with china and crystal still
in the cupboards, with thousands of bottles of wine still in the cellar, left to die and die.

Ms. Sutton closed her eyes, renenbering the decay of the nansion year by year. "Served nobody
right, M. Starbuck," she said.

Young Sarah now canme out from between the furniture, ready at |ast. She wore two orchids,
which |I had sent to her. They, too, had been the brainstormof Al exander Ham |ton MCone.

"You are so beautiful!"” | said, rising raptly fromny folding chair. It was true, surely, for
she was tall and sl ender and gol den-haired - and bl ue-eyed. Her skin was |like satin. Her teeth
were |ike pearls. But she radi ated about as nuch sexuality as her grandnother's card table.

This would continue to be the case for the next seven years. Sarah Watt believed that sex was
a sort of pratfall that was easily avoided. To avoid it, she had only to renmind a woul d-be | over
of the ridicul ousness of what he proposed to do to her. The first tinme | kissed her, which was in
Wl | esl ey the week before, | suddenly found nyself being played |ike a tuba, so to speak. Sarah
was convul sed by | aughter, with her lips still pressed to mne. She tickled ne. She pulled out ny
shirttails, leaving ne in hunmiliating disarray. It was terrible. Nor was her |aughter about
sexual ity girlish and nervous, sonething a nan mght be expected to nodul ate with tenderness and
anatomical skill. It was the unbridl ed hee-hawi ng of sonebody at a Marx Brothers film

A phrase keeps asking to be used at this point: "nobody hone."

It was in fact a phrase used by a Harvard classmate who al so took Sarah out, but only tw ce,
as | recall. | asked himwhat he thought of her, and he replied with sone bitterness: "nobody
hone!" He was Kyl e Denny, a football player from Phil adel phia. Sonebody told ne recently that Kyle
died in a fall in his bathtub on the day the Japanese bonbed Pear| Harbor. He cracked his head
open on a faucet.

So | can fix the date of Kyle Denny's death with pinpoint accuracy: Decenber the seventh,

Ni net een- hundred and Forty-one.

"You do | ook nice, nmy dear," said Ms. Sutton to Sarah. She was pitifully ancient - about five
years younger than | amnow. | thought she might cry about Sarah's beauty, and how that beauty was
sure to fade in just a few years, and on and on. She was very w se.
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"I feel so silly," said Sarah

"You don't believe you' re beautiful ?" said her grandnother.

"I know |I'm beautiful,"” said Sarah. "I look in a mrror, and | think, 'I'm beautiful.’
"What's wrong, then?" said her grandnother

"Beautiful is such a funny thing to be," said Sarah. "Sonebody else is ugly, but I'm

beautiful. Walter says |'m beautiful. You say |I'mbeautiful. | say |I'm beautiful. Everybody says,
"Beautiful, beautiful, beautiful,' and you start wondering what it is, and what's so wonderfu
about it."

"You nake people happy with your beauty,"” said her grandnother

"You certainly nake nme happy with it," | said.

Sarah | aughed. "It's so silly," she said. "It's so dunb," she said.

"Perhaps you shouldn't think about it so much," said her grandnother

"That's like telling a mdget to stop thinking about being a mdget,"'
| aughed agai n.

"You shoul d stop saying everything is silly and dunb," said her grandnother

"Everything is silly and dunb,” said Sarah

sai d Sarah, and she

"You will learn differently as you grow ol der," her grandnother prom sed.
"I think everybody ol der just pretends to know what's going on, that it's all so serious and
wonderful ," said Sarah. "d der people haven't really found out anything new that | don't know.

Maybe if people didn't get so serious when they got ol der, we wouldn't have a depression now. "

"There's nothing constructive in laughing all the tinme," said her grandnother

"I can cry, too," said Sarah. "You want nme to cry?"

"No," said her grandnother. "I don't want to hear any nore about it. You just go out with this
ni ce young man and have a lovely tine."

"I can't laugh about those poor wonmen who painted the docks," said Sarah. "That's one thing |
can't laugh about."

"Nobody wants you to," said her grandnother. "You run al ong now. "

Sarah was referring to an industrial tragedy that was notorious at the tine. Sarah's famly
was in the mddle of it, and sick about it. Sarah had already told ne that she was sick about it,
and so had her brother, ny roommate, and so had their father and nother. The tragedy was a sl ow
one that could not be stopped once it had begun, and it began in the fanily's clock conpany, the
Watt C ock Conpany, one of the ol dest conpanies in the United States, in Brockton, Mssachusetts.
It was an avoi dabl e tragedy. The Watts never tried to justify it, and would not hire | awers to
justify it. It could not be justified.

It went like this: In the nineteen twenties the United States Navy awarded Watt Cl ock a
contract to produce several thousand standardi zed ships' clocks that could be easily read in the
dark. The dials were to be black. The hands and the nunerals were to be hand-painted with white
pai nt containing the radi oactive elenment radium About half a hundred Brockton wonen, nost of them
relatives of regular Watt C ock Conpany enpl oyees, were hired to paint the hands and nunerals. It
was a way to meke pin noney. Several of the wonen who had young children to | ook after were
alloned to do the work at hone.

Now al | those wonmen had died or were about to die nmost horribly with their bones crunbling,
with their heads rotting off. The cause was radi um poi soning. Every one of them had been told by a
foreman, it had since come out in court, that she should keep a fine point on her brush by
nmoi stening it and shaping it with her lips fromtime to tinme.

And, as luck would have it, the daughter of one of those unfortunate wonen woul d becone one of
the four wonen | have ever loved in this Vale of Tears - a long with ny nother, ny wife, and Sarah
Watt, Mary Kathl een O Looney was her nane.

10
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| speak only of Ruth as "ny wife." It would not surprise me, though, if on Judgnment Day Sarah
Watt and Mary Kathleen O Looney were also certified as having been wives of mne. | surely paired
off with both of them- with Mary Kathleen for about eleven nonths, and with Sarah, off and on, to
be sure, for about seven years.

| can hear Saint Peter saying to nme: "It would appear, M. Starbuck, that you were sonething
of a Don Juan."

So there | was in N neteen-hundred and Thirty-one, sashaying into the weddi ng-cake | obby of
the Hotel Arapahoe with beautiful Sarah Watt, the Yankee clock heiress, on ny arm Her famly was
nearly as broke as nine by then. What |little they had sal vaged fromthe crashing stock narket and
the failing banks woul d soon be di spersed anong the survivors of the wonen who painted all those
clocks for the Navy. This dispersal would be conpelled in about a year by a | andmark deci sion of
the United States Suprene Court as to the personal responsibility of enployers for deaths in their
pl aces of work caused by crimnal negligence.

Ei ght een-year-ol d Sarah now said of the Arapahoe |obby, "It's so dirty - and there's nobody
here." She | aughed. "I love it," she said.

At that point intinme, in the filthy | obby of the Arapahoe, Sarah Watt did not know that |
was acting with all possible hunorl essness on orders from Al exander Hanilton MCone. She would
tell me later that she thought | was being witty when | said we should get all dressed up. She
t hought we were costumed like mllionaires in the spirit of Halloween. W would | augh and | augh
she hoped. We would be people in a novie.

Not at all: | was a robot programmed to behave |ike a genuine aristocrat.

Oh, to be young agai n!

The dirt in the Arapahoe | obby might not have been so obvious, if somebody had not started to
do sonet hing about it and then stopped. There was a tall stepladder set against one wall. There
was a bucket at the base of it, filled with dirty water and with a brush floating on top. Soneone
had clearly scaled the | adder with the bucket. He had scrubbed as nmuch of the wall as he could
reach fromthe top. He had created a circle of cleanliness, dribbling filth at its bottom to be
sure, but as bright as a harvest noon.

| do not know who nade the harvest noon. There was no one to ask. There had been no doornman to
invite us in. There were no bell boys and no guests inside. There wasn't a soul behind the
reception desk in the distance. The newsstand and the theater-ticket kiosk were shuttered. The
doors of the unnmanned el evators were propped open by chairs.

"I don't think they're in business anynore," said Sarah

"Sonebody accepted my reservation on the tel ephone,” | said. "He called ne 'nonsieur.'

"Anybody can call anybody 'nonsieur' on the tel ephone,” said Sarah.

But then we heard a Gypsy violin crying sonewhere - sobbing as though its heart woul d break
And when | hear that violin's lamenting in my menory now, | amable to add this information
Hitler, not yet in power, would soon cause to be killed every Gypsy his soldiers and policenen
coul d catch.

The nusic was coming frombehind a folding screen in the | obby. Sarah and | dared to nove the
screen fromthe wall. W were confronted by a pair of French doors, which were held shut with a
padl ock and hasp. The panes in the doors were nirrors, showi ng us yet again how childish and rich
we were. But Sarah discovered one pane that had a flawin its silvering. She peeped through the
flaw, then invited me to take a turn. | was flabbergasted. | m ght have been peering into the
twinkling prisns of a tine nachine. On the other side of the French doors was the fanobus dining
room of the Hotel Arapahoe in pristine condition, conplete with a Gypsy fiddler - alnost atomfor
atomas it nust have been in the time of Dianond JimBrady. A thousand candles in the chandeliers
and on the tables becane billions of tiny stars because of all the silver and crystal and china
and mirrors in there.

The story was this: The hotel and the restaurant, while sharing the sane building, one mnute
fromTimes Square, were under separate ownerships. The hotel had given up - was no | onger taking
guests. The restaurant, on the other hand, had just been conpletely refurbished, its owner
believing that the collapse of the econony would be brief, and was caused by nothi ng nore
substantial than a tenporary |oss of nerve by businessnen.

Sarah and | had cone in through the wong door. | told Sarah as rmuch, and she replied, "That
is the story of nmy life. | always go in the wong door first."

So Sarah and | went out into the night again and then in through the door to the place where
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food and drink awaited us. M. MCone had told me to order the neal in advance. That | had done.
The owner hinself received us. He was French. On the | apel of his tuxedo was a decoration that
meant nothing to ne, but which was familiar to Sarah, since her father had one, too. It nmeant, she
woul d explain to me, that he was a chevalier in the Légion d' honneur

Sarah had spent many sunmers in Europe. | had never been there. She was fluent in French, and
she and the owner performed a nmadrigal in that nost nel odious of all |anguages. How would | ever
have got through life without wonen to act as ny interpreters? O the four wonen | ever |oved,
only Mary Kathl een O Looney spoke no | anguage but English. But even Mary Kathl een was ny
interpreter when | was a Harvard communist, trying to comunicate with nenbers of the Anerican
wor ki ng cl ass.

The restaurant owner told Sarah in French, and then she told ne, about the Great Depression's
bei ng nothing but a | oss of nerve. He said that al coholic beverages would be | egal again as soon
as a Denocrat was el ected President, and that |ife would becone fun again.

He led us to our table. The roomcould seat at |east one hundred, | would guess, but there
were only a dozen other patrons there. Sonehow, they still had cash. And when | try to renenber
them now, and to guess what they were, | keep seeing the pictures by George Gosz of corrupt
plutocrats amidst the msery of Germany after Wirld War One. | had not seen those pictures in
Ni net een- hundred and Thirty-one. | had not seen anything.

There was a puffy old wonman, | renmenber, eating al one and wearing a di anond neckl ace. She had
a Peki ngese dog in her lap. The dog had a di anond neckl ace, too.

There was a withered old man, | renmenber, hunched over his food, hiding it with his arnms Sarah

whi spered that he ate as though his neal were a royal flush. W would later | earn that he was
eating caviar.
"This nmust be a very expensive place," said Sarah

"Don't worry about it," | said

"Money is so strange," she said. "Does it make any sense to you?"

"No," | said.

"The people who've got it, and the people who don't - " she nused. "I don't think anybody
understands what's really going on."

"Sone people nust,” | said. | no |onger believe that.

I will say further, as an officer of an enornous international conglonerate, that nobody who
is doing well in this econony ever even wonders what is really going on

We are chinpanzees. W are orangutans.

"Does M. MCone know how much | onger the Depression will |ast?" she said.

"He doesn't know anythi ng about business,” | said.

"How can he still be so rich, if he doesn't know anythi ng about business?" she said.

"Hi s brother runs everything," | said.

"I wish ny father had sonebody to run everything for him" she said.

| knew that things were going so badly for her father that her brother, ny roonmate, had
decided to drop out of school at the end of the senester. He would never go back to school
either. He would take a job as an orderly in a tuberculosis sanitarium and hinmself contract
tubercul osis. That woul d keep himout of the armed forces in the Second Wrld War. He woul d work
as a welder in a Boston shipyard, instead. | would |ose touch with him Sarah, whom| see
regularly again, told me that he died of a heart attack in N neteen-hundred and Sixty-five - in a
cluttered little welding shop he ran single-handed in the village of Sandwi ch, or Cape Cod.

H s nane was Radford Al den Watt. He never married. According to Sarah, he had not bathed in
years.

"Shirtsleeves to shirtsleeves in three generations,"” as the saying goes.

In the case of the Watts, actually, it was nore like shirtsleeves to shirtsleeves in ten
generations. They had been richer than nost of their neighbors for at |east that |ong. Sarah's
father was now selling off at rock-bottomprices all the treasures his ancestors had accunul ated -
English pewter, silver by Paul Revere, paintings of Watts as sea captains arid nmerchants and
preachers and | awyers, treasures fromthe China Trade.

"It's so awmful to see ny father so low all the tine," said Sarah. "lIs your father |ow, too?"

She was speaking of ny fictitious father, the curator of M. MCone's art collection. | could
see himquite clearly then. | can't see himat all now "No," | said,

"You're so lucky," she said.

"l guess so," | said. My real father was in fact in easy circunmstances. My nother and he had

been abl e to bank al nost every penny they made, and the bank they put their nmoney in had not
failed.
"If only people wouldn't care so nuch about noney,"” she said. "I keep telling father that I
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don't care about it. | don't care about not going to Europe anynore. | hate school. | don't want
to go there anynore. |I'mnot |earning anything. I'mglad we sold our boats. | was bored with them
anyway. | don't need any clothes. | have enough clothes to last me a hundred years. He just won't
believe ne. '"I've let you down. |'ve |let everybody down,' he says."

Her father, incidentally, was an inactive partner in the Watt C ock Conpany. This did not
limt his liability in the radi um poisoning case, but his principal activity in the good old days
had been as the | argest yacht broker in Massachusetts. That business was utterly shot in N neteen-
hundred and Thirty-one, of course. And it, too, in the process of dying, left himwth what he
once described to me as " a pile of worthless accounts-receivable as high as Munt
Washi ngton, and a pile of bills as high as Pike's Peak."

He, too, was a Harvard man - the captain of the undefeated swi nm ng team of N neteen-hundred
and El even. After he | ost everything, he would never work again. He would be supported by his
wi fe, who would operate a catering service out of their hone. They would die penniless.

So | amnot the first Harvard man who had to be supported by his wife.

Peace.

Sarah said to nme at the Arapahoe that she was sorry to be so depressing, that she knew we were
supposed to have fun. She said she would really try to have fun

It was then that the waiter, shepherded by the owner, delivered the first course, specified by

M. MCone in Ceveland, so far away. It was a hal f-dozen Cotuit oysters for each of us. | had
never eaten an oyster before.

"Bon appetit!" said the owner. | was thrilled. | had never had anybody say that to ne before
| was so pleased to understand sonething in French without the help of an interpreter. | had
studi ed French for four years in a C eveland public high school, by the way, but | never found
anyone who spoke the dialect | learned out there. It nmay have been French as it was spoken by

I roquois nmercenaries in the French and I ndi an War
Now the Gypsy violinist came to our table. He played with all possible hypocrisy and

brilliance, in the frenzied expectation of a tip. | renenbered that M. MCone had told nme to tip
lavishly. | had not so far tipped anyone. So | got out ny billfold surreptitiously while the music
was still going on, and | took fromit what | thought was a one-dollar bill. A conmon |aborer in
those days woul d have worked ten hours for a dollar. | was about to nake a lavish tip. Fifty cents
woul d have put nme quite high up in the spendthrift class. | wadded up the bill in nmy right hand,
so as to tip with the quick grace of a magici an when the nusic stopped.

The trouble was this: It wasn't a one-dollar bill. It was a twenty-dollar bill

I blane Sarah sonmewhat for this sensational nistake. Wiile | was taking the nmoney fromthe
billfold, she was satirizing sexual |ove again, pretending that the nusic was filling her with

lust. She undid nmy necktie, which | would be unable to retie. It had been tied by the nother of a
friend with whom| was staying. Sarah kissed the tips of two of her fingers passionately, and then
pressed those fingers to ny white collar, leaving a snmear of lipstick there.

Now t he music stopped. | sniled ny thanks. Dianond Ji m Brady, reincarnated as the demented son
of a O evel and chauffeur, handed the Gypsy a twenty-dollar bill

The Gypsy was quite suave at first, imagining that he had received a dollar

Sarah, believing it to be a dollar, too, thought |I had tipped rmuch too nuch. "Good God," she
sai d.

But then, perhaps to taunt Sarah with the bill that she would have Iiked ne to take back, but
whi ch was now his, all his, the Gypsy unfolded the wad, so that its astronom cal denonination
becanme apparent to all of us for the first time. He was as aghast as we were.

And then, being a Gypsy, and hence one nicrosecond nore cunni ng about noney than we were, he
darted out of the restaurant and into the night. | wonder to this day if he ever canme back for his
fiddl ecase.

But i magi ne the effect on Sarah!

She thought | had done it on purpose, that | was stupid enough to imagine that this would be a
highly erotic event for her. Never have | been |oathed so much.

"You inconceivable twerp," she said. Myst of the speeches in this book are necessarily fuzzy
reconstructions - but when | assert that Sarah Watt called ne an "inconceivable twerp,"” that is
exactly what she said.

To give an extra dinension to the scolding she gave ne: The word "twerp" was freshly coined in
those days, and had a specific definition - it was a person, if | may be forgiven, who bit the
bubbl es of his own farts in a bathtub

"You unbelievable jerk," she said. A "jerk" was a person who masturbated too much. She knew
that. She knew all those things.

"Who do you think you are?" she said. "Or, nore to the point, who do you think I an? I nmay be
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a dunb toot," she said, "but how dare you think I amsuch a dunb toot that | would think what you
just did was gl anorous?"”

This was the lowest point in nmy life, possibly. | felt worse then than | did when | was put in
prison - worse, even, than when | was turned | oose again. | may have felt worse then, even, than
when | set fire to the drapes ny wife was about to deliver to a client in Chevy Chase.

"Kindly take ne hone," Sarah Watt said to ne. W left without eating, but not wthout paying.

I could not help nyself: | cried all the way hone.

| told her brokenly in the taxicab that nothing about the evening had been ny own idea, that I
was a robot invented and controlled by Al exander Hanilton McCone. | confessed to being hal f-Polish
and hal f - Li t huani an and not hing but a chauffeur's son who had been ordered to put on the clothing
and airs of a gentleman. | said | wasn't going back to Harvard, and that | wasn't even sure

wanted to |ive anynore

I was so pitiful, and Sarah was so contrite and interested, that we becane the cl osest of
friends, as | say, off and on for seven years.

She woul d drop out of Pine Manor. She woul d become a nurse. Wiile in nurse's training she
woul d become so upset by the sickening and dying of the poor that she would join the Conmuni st
Party. She would make ne join, too.

So | might never have beconme a conmunist, if Al exander Hanmilton M:Cone had not insisted that |
take a pretty girl to the Arapahoe. And now, forty-five years later, here | was entering the |obby
of the Arapahoe again. Wiy had | chosen to spend nmy first nights of freedomthere? For the irony
of it. No Anerican is so old and poor and friendl ess that he cannot nake a collection of some of
the nost exquisite little ironies in town.

Here | was again, back where a restaurateur had first said to me, "Bon appetit!"”

A great chunk of the original |obby was now a travel agency. Wat renmained for overnight
guests was a narrow corridor with a reception desk at the far end. It wasn't w de enough to
acconmpdate a couch or chair. The mrrored French doors through which Sarah and | had peered into
t he fanous di ning room were gone. The archway that had franed themwas still there, but it was
cl ogged now wi th masonry as brutal and unadorned as the wall that kept conmuni sts from becom ng
capitalists in Berlin, Gernmany. There was a pay tel ephone bolted to the barrier. Its coi nbox had
been pried open. Its handset was gone.

And yet the nan at the reception desk in the distance appeared to be wearing a tuxedo, and
even a boutonni ere!

As | advanced on him it became apparent that nmy eyes had been tricked on purpose. He was in
fact wearing a cotton T-shirt on which were printed a tronpe |'oeil tuxedo jacket and shirt, with
a boutonniere, bow tie, shirtstuds, handkerchief in the pocket, and all. |I had never seen such a
shirt before. | did not find it comical. |I was confused. It was not a joke sonehow.

The night clerk had a beard that was real, and an even nore aggressively genui ne bellybutton
exposed above his lowslung trousers. He no |longer dresses that way, may | say, now that he is
vi ce-president in charge of purchasing for Hospitality Associates, Ltd., a division of The RAMJIAC
Corporation. He is thirty years old now Hi s nane is Israel Edel. Like ny son, he is narried to a
bl ack woman. He hol ds a Doctor's degree in history fromlLong Island University, sunma cum | aude,
and is a Phi Beta Kappa. Wien we first nmet, in fact, Israel had to |l ook up at nme fromthe pages of
The American Scholar, the Phi Beta Kappa | earned nonthly. W rking as night clerk at the Arapahoe
was the best job he could find.

"I have a reservation," | said.

"You have a what?" he said. He was not being inpudent. H's surprise was genuine. No one ever
made a reservation at the Arapahoe anynore. The only way to arrive there was unexpectedly, in
response to some misfortune. As Israel said to me only the other day, when we happened to neet in
an elevator, "Making a reservation at the Arapahoe is |like naking a reservation in a burn ward."
He now oversees the purchasing at the Arapahoe, incidentally, which, along with about four hundred
other hostelries all over the world, including one in Katmandu, is a Hospitality Associates, Ltd.
hot el

He found ny letter of reservation in an otherw se vacant bank of pigeonholes behind him "A
week?" he said incredul ously.

"Yes," | said.

My nanme neant nothing to him Hs area of historical expertise was heresies in thirteenth-
century Normandy. But he did glean that | was an ex-jailbird - fromthe slightly queer return
address on ny envel ope: a box nunber in the mnmiddle of nowhere in Georgia, and some nunbers after
ny name.

"The | east we can do," he said, "is to give you the Bridal Suite."

There was in fact no Bridal Suite. Every suite had | ong ago been partitioned into cells. But
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there was one cell, and only one, which had been freshly painted and papered - as a result, |
woul d later learn, of a particularly gruesone nurder of a teen-age nale prostitute in there.
I srael Edel was not hinself being gruesonme now. He was being kind. The roomreally was quite
cheerful .

He gave ne the key, which | later discovered would open practically every door in the hotel |
thanked him and | made a small m stake we irony collectors often nake: | tried to share an irony
with a stranger, It can't be done. | told himthat | had been in the Arapahoe before - in N neteen-
hundred and Thirty-one. He was not interested. | do not blanme him

"I was painting the town red with a girl," | said.

"Um" he said.

| persisted, though. | told himhow we had peeked through the French doors into the fanpus
restaurant. | asked himwhat was on the other side of that wall now

H's reply, which he hinself considered a bland statenent of fact, fell so harshly on ny ears
that he might as well have slapped ne hard in the face. He said this:

"Fist-fucking films."

| had never heard of such things. | gropingly asked what they were.

It woke himup a little, that | should be so surprised and appalled. He was sorry, as he woul d
tell me later, to have brought a sweet little old nan such ghastly news about what was goi ng on
right next door. He mi ght have been ny father, and | his little child. He even said to ne, "Never
mnd. "

"Tell nme," | said.

So he explained slowy and patiently, and nost reluctantly, that there was a notion-picture
theater where the restaurant used to be. It specialized in filnms of male honobsexual acts of |ove,
and that their clinaxes conmonly consisted of one actor's thrusting his fist up the fundanent of
anot her actor.

| was speechl ess. Never had | dreamed that the First Amendnent of the Constitution of the
United States of America and the enchanting technol ogy of a notion-picture canera would be
conbined to formsuch an atrocity.

"Sorry," he said.

"I doubt very much if you're to blanme," | said. "Good night." I went in search of ny room

| passed the brutal wall where the French doors had been - on ny way to the elevator. | paused
there for a nonent. My |ips nouthed sonething that | nyself did not understand for a nonent. And
then | realized what nmy |ips nmust have said, what they had to say.

It was this, of course: "Bon appetit."

11

What woul d the next day hold for me?
I woul d, anong other things, nmeet Leland C ewes, the man | had betrayed i n N neteen-hundred
and Forty-nine.

But first | would unpack ny few possessions, put themaway nicely, read a little while, and

then get ny beauty sleep. | would be tidy. "At least | don't snoke anynore," | thought. The room
was so clean to begin wth.
Two top drawers in the dresser easily accepted all | owned, but | |ooked into all the other

drawers anyway. Thus | discovered that the bottom drawer contained seven inconplete clarinets -
wi t hout cases, nouthpi eces, or bells.
Life is like that sonetines.
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What | shoul d have done, especially since | was an ex-convict, was to march back down to the
front desk inmmediately and to say that | was the involuntary custodian of a drawerful of clarinet
parts and that perhaps the police should be called. They were of course stolen. As | would | earn
the next day, they had been taken froma truck hijacked on the Chio Turnpi ke - a robbery in which
the driver had been killed. Thus, anyone associated with the inconplete instrunents, should they
turn up, might also be an accessory to nmurder. There were notices in every nusic store in the
country, it turned out, saying that the police should be called inmediately if a custonmer started
tal ki ng about buying or selling sizeable quantities of clarinet parts. What | had in nmy drawer, |
woul d guess, was about a thousandth of the stol en truckl oad.

But | sinply closed the drawer again. | didn't want to go right back downstairs again. There
was no tel ephone in ny room | would say sonmething in the norning.
| was exhausted, | found. It was not yet curtain tinme in all the theaters down bel ow, but |

could hardly keep ny eyes open. So | pulled my wi ndowshade down, and | put nyself to bed. Of |
went, as ny son used to say when he was little, "to seepy-bye," which is to say, "to sleep.”

| dreaned that | was in an easy chair at the Harvard C ub of New York, only four blocks away.

I was not young again. | was not a jailbird, however, but a very successful nman - the head of a
medi um si ze foundation, perhaps, or assistant secretary of the interior, or executive director of
the National Endowrent for the Humanities, or some such thing. | really would have been sone such
thing in ny sunset years, | honestly believe, if | had not testified against Leland Cewes in

Ni net een- hundred and Forty-nine.

It was a conpensatory dream How | loved it. My clothes were in perfect repair. My wife was
still alive. | was sipping brandy and coffee after a fine supper with several other nenbers of the
Class of N neteen-hundred and Thirty-five. One detail fromreal life carried over into the dream
| was proud that | did not snoke anynore.

But then | absent-mindedly accepted a cigarette. It was sinply one nore civilized satisfaction

to go with the good talk and my warmbelly and all. "Yes, yes - " | said, recalling sone youthfu
shenani gans. | chuckl ed, eyes twinkling. | put the cigarette to ny lips. Afriend held a match to
it. I inhaled the snoke right down to the soles of ny feet.

In the dream | collapsed to the floor in convulsions. Inreal life |l fell out of nmy bed at the

Hot el Arapahoe, In the dream ny danp, innocent pink lungs shriveled into two black raisins. Bitter
brown tar seeped frommy ears and nostrils.

But worst of all was the shane.

Even as | was beginning to perceive that | was not in the Harvard dub, and that old
classmates were not sitting forward in their |eather chairs and | ooking down at nme, and even after
I found I could still gulp down air and it would nourish me - even then | was still strangling on
shane.

| had just squandered the very last thing | had to be proud of inlife: the fact that | did
not snoke anynore.

And as | cane awake, | examined ny hands in the light that billowed up from Ti mes Square and
then bounced down on nme fromnmy freshly painted ceiling. | spread ny fingers and turned ny hands
this way and that, as a nmgician m ght have done. | was showi ng an inmgi nhary audi ence that the
cigarette | had held only a nmonent before had now vani shed into thin air.

But |, as mmgician, was as nystified as the audi ence as to what had becone of the cigarette.
got up off the floor, woozy with disgrace, and | | ooked around everywhere for a cigarette's tell-
tale red eye.

But there was no red eye.

| sat down on the edge of ny bed, w de awake at | ast, and drenched in sweat. | took an
inventory of ny condition. Yes, | had gotten out of prison only that norning. Yes, | had sat in
t he snoking section of the airplane, but had felt no wish to snoke. Yes, | was now on the top

floor of the Hotel Arapahoe.
No, there was no cigarette anywhere.
As for the pursuit of happiness on this planet: | was as happy as any human being in history.
"Thank God," | thought, "that cigarette was only a dream™

12
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At six o' clock on the follow ng norning, which was the prison's tine for rising, | walked out into
a city stunned by its own innocence. Nobody was doi ng; anything bad to anybody anywhere. It was
even hard to inmagi ne badness. Wiy woul d anybody be bad?

It seened doubtful that any great nunber of people lived here anynore. The few of us around
m ght have been tourists in Angkor Wat, wondering sweetly about the religion and conmerce that had
caused people to erect such a city. And what had nade all those people, obviously so excited for a
whil e, decide to go away agai n?

Commerce woul d have to be reinvented. | offered a news dealer two dines, bits of silverfoil as
wei ghtless as lint, for a copy of The New York Tines. If he had refused, | would have understood
perfectly. But he gave nme a Tines, and then he watched ne closely, clearly wondering what |
proposed to do with all that paper spattered with ink

Ei ght thousand years before, | mght have been a Phoenician sailor who had beached his boat on
sand i n Normandy, and who was now offering a man painted blue two bronze spearheads for the fur
hat he wore. He was thinking: "Who is this crazy man?" And | was thinking: "Wio is this crazy
man?"

| had a whinsical idea: | thought of calling the secretary of the treasury, Kernmit Wnkler, a
man who had graduated from Harvard two years after ne, and saying this to him "I just tried out
two of your dines on Tines Square, and they worked like a dream It |ooks |ike another great day
for the coi nage!"

| encountered a baby-faced policeman. He was as uncertain about his role in the city as | was.
He | ooked at ne sheepishly, as though there were every chance that | was the policeman and he was
the old bum Wo could be sure of anything that early in the day?

I looked at ny reflection in the black marble facade of a shuttered record store. Little did I
dreamthat | woul d soon be a nogul of the recording industry, with gold and plati numrecordi ngs of
nor oni ¢ cacophony on ny office wall

There was sonet hi ng odd about the position of my arns in nmy reflection. | pondered it. |
appeared to be cradling a baby. And then | understood that this was harnoni ous with ny nood, that
| was actually carrying what little future | thought | had as though it were a baby. | showed the
baby the tops of the Enpire State Building and the Chrysler Building, the lions in front of the
Public Library. | carried it into an entrance to Grand Central Station, where, if we tired of the
city, we could buy a ticket to sinply anywhere.

Little did | dreamthat | would soon be scuttling through the cataconbs beneath the station
and that | would learn the secret purpose of The RAMIAC Corporation down there.

The baby and | headed back west again. If we had kept going east, we would have soon delivered
ourselves to Tudor City, where ny son lived. W did not want to see him Yes, and we paused before
the wi ndow of a store that offered wi cker picnic hanpers - fitted out with Thernpos bottles and tin
boxes for sandwi ches and so on. There was also a bicycle. | assuned that | could still ride a
bicycle. | told the baby in nmy nmind that we mght buy a hanper and a bicycle and ride out on an
abandoned dock some: nice day and eat chicken sandwi ches and wash them down with | enonade, while
seagul | s soared and keened overhead. | was beginning to feel hungry. Back in prison | would have
been full of coffee and oatneal by then

| passed the Century Association on West Forty-third Street, a gentleman's club where;

shortly after the Second World War, | had once been the |uncheon guest of Peter G bney, the
conposer, a Harvard classmate of mne. | was never invited back. | would have given anything now
to be a bartender in there, but G bney was still alive and probably still a nmenber. W had had a

falling out, you might say, after | testified against Leland Cewes. G bney sent me a picture
postcard, so that ny wife and the postnan could read the nessage, too.

"Dear shithead," it said, "why don't you crawl back under a danp rock somewhere?" The picture
was of the Mona Lisa, with that strange smle of hers

Down the bl ock was the Coffee Shop of the Hotel Royalton, and | nade for that. The Royal ton
incidentally, like the Arapahoe, was a Hospitality Associates, Ltd., hotel; which is to say, a
RAMJIAC hotel. By the time | reached the coffee-shop door, however, my self-confidence had
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col l apsed. Panic had taken its place. | believed that | was the ugliest, dirtiest little old bum
in Manhattan. If | went into the coffee shop, everybody woul d be nauseated. They would throw ne
out and tell nme to go to the Bowery, where | bel onged.

But | sonehow found the courage to go in anyway - and imagine nmy surprise! It was as though
had di ed and gone to heaven! A waitress said to ne, "Honeybunch, you sit right down, and |'lI
bring you your coffee right away." | hadn't said anything to her

So | did sit down, and everywhere | |ooked | saw custonmers of every description being received
with love. To the waitresses everybody was "honeybunch" and "darling" and "dear." It was |like an
energency ward after a great catastrophe. It did not nmatter what race or class the victins
bel onged to. They were all given the sane niracle drug, which was coffee. The catastrophe in this
case, of course, was that the sun had cone up again.

| thought to nyself, "My goodness - these waitresses and cooks are as unjudgnental as the
birds and lizards on the Gal apagos |slands, off Ecuador." | was able to nake the comparison
because | had read about those peaceful islands in prison, in a National Geographic |oaned to nme
by the former |ieutenant governor of Womning. The creatures there had had no enenies, natural or
unnatural, for thousands of years. The idea of anybody's wanting to hurt themwas inconceivable to
t hem

So a person coming ashore there could walk right up to an aninmal and unscrew its head, if he
wanted to. The animal woul d have no plan for such an occasion. And all the other aninmls would
sinmply stand around and watch, unable to draw any |essons for thenselves fromwhat was going on. A
person coul d unscrew the head of every animal on an island, if that was his idea of business or
fun.

| had the feeling that if Frankenstein's nonster crashed into the coffee shop through a brick
wal |, all anybody would say to himwas, "You sit down here, Lanmbchop, and I'Il bring you your
cof fee right away."

The profit notive was not operating. The transactions were on the order of sixty-eight cents,
a dollar ten, two dollars and sixty-three . . . | would find out later that the man who ran the
cash regi ster was the owner, but he would not stay at his post to rake the noney in. He wanted to
cook and wait on people, too, so that the waitresses and cooks kept having to say to him "That's
my custoner, Frank. Get back to the cash register,” or "I'mthe cook here, Frank. Wat's this ness
you' ve started here? Get back to the cash register," and so on

H's full nane was Frank Ubriaco. He is now executive vice-president of the MDonald's
Hambur gers Divi si on of The RAMJAC Cor porati on

I could not help noticing that he had a withered right hand. It | ooked as though it had been

munmi fi ed, although he could still use his fingers sone. | asked ny waitress about it. She said he
had literally French-fried that hand about a year ago. He accidentally dropped his wistwatch into
a vat of boiling cooking oil. Before he realized what hie was doing, he had plunged his hand into
the oil, trying to rescue the watch, which was a very expensive Bul ova Accutron

So out into the city | went again, feeling nuch inproved.

| sat down to read ny newspaper in Bryant Park, behind the Public Library at Forty-second
Street. My belly was full and as warmas a stove. It was no novelty for nme to read The New York
Ti mes. About half the innmates back at the prison had nail subscriptions to the Tines, and to The
Wall Street Journal, too, and Tinme and Newsweek and Sports Illustrated, too, and on and on. And
People. | subscribed to nothing, since the prison trash baskets were forever stuffed with
peri odi cal s of every Kkind.

There was a sign over every trash basket in prison, incidentally, which said, "Please!"
Underneath that word was an arrow that pointed strai ght down.

In leafing through the Times, | saw that my son, Walter Stankiew cz, né Starbuck, was
revi ewi ng the autobi ography of a Swedish notion-picture star. Walter seemed to like it a lot. |
gat hered that she had had her ups and downs.

What | particularly wanted to read, though, was the Times's account of its having been taken
over by The RAMIAC Corporation. The event mght as well have been an epidem c of cholera in
Bangl adesh. It was given three inches of space on the bottom corner of an inside page. The
chai rman of the board of RAMIAC, Arpad Leen, said in the story that RAMIAC contenpl ated no changes
in personnel or editorial policy. He pointed out that all publications taken over by RAMIAC in the
past, including those of Tinme, Incorporated, had been allowed to go on as they w shed, w thout any
interference from RAMJIAC.

"Not hi ng has changed but the ownership," he said. And | nust say, as a former RAMIAC executive
nmysel f, that we didn't change conpani es we take over very much. If one of themstarted to die, of
course - then our curiosity was aroused.

The story said that the publisher of the Tinmes had received a handwitten note from Ms. Jack
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Gaham" . . . welconming himto the RAMIAC fanily." It said she hoped he would stay on in his
present capacity. Beneath the signature were the prints of all her fingers and thunbs. There could
be no question about the letter's bei ng genui ne

| | ooked about nyself in Bryant Park. Lilies of the valley had raised their little bells above
the winter-killed ivy and gl assine envel opes that bordered the walks. My wife Ruth and | had had
lilies of the valley and ivy growi ng under the flowering crab apple tree in the front yard of our
little brick bungal ow i n Chevy Chase, Maryl and.

| spoke to the lilies of the valley. "Good norning," | said.

Yes, and | nust have gone into a defensive trance again. Three hours passed w thout my budgi ng
from the bench.

| was aroused at last by a portable radio that was turned up |oud. The young nman carrying it
sat down on a bench facing mine. He appeared to be Hi spanic. | did not |learn his name. |If he had
done nme sone ki ndness, he might now be an executive in The RAMIAC Corporation. The radi o was tuned
to the news. The newscaster said that the air quality that day was unacceptabl e.

| magi ne that: unacceptable air

The young man did not appear to be listening to his own radio. He may not even have understood
Engli sh. The newscaster spoke with a barking sort of hilarity, as though life were a comica
st eepl echase, with unconventional steeds and hazards and vehicles involved. He made ne feel that
even | was a contestant - in a bathtub drawn by three aardvarks, perhaps. | had as good a chance
as anybody to w n.

He tol d about another nman in the steepl echase, who had been sentenced to die in an electric
chair in Texas. The dooned nman had instructed his lawers to fight anybody, including the governor
and the President of the United States, who might want to grant hima stay of execution. The thing
he wanted nore than anything in life, evidently, was death in the electric chair.

Two joggers cane down the path between ne and the radio. They were a man and a wonan in
i dentical orange-and-gold sweatsuits and matching shoes. | already knew about the jogging craze.
We had had many joggers in prison. | found them snug.

About the young man and his radio. | decided that he had bought the thing as a prosthetic
device, as an artificial enthusiasmfor the planet. He paid as little attention to it as | paid to
my false front tooth, | have since seem several young nen like that in groups - with their radios
tuned to different stations, with their radi os engaged in a spirited conversation. The young nen
t hensel ves, perhaps having been told nothing but "shut up" all their lives, had nothing to say.

But now the young man's radio said sonmething so horrifying that | got off my bench, left the
park, and joined the throng of Free Enterprisers charging along Forty-second Street toward Fifth
Avenue.

The story was this: An inbecilic young fermal e drug addict fromm honme state of Chio, about
ni neteen years old, had had a baby whose father was unknown. Social workers put her and the baby
into a hotel not unlike the Arapahoe. She bought a full-grown Gernman shepherd police dog for
protection, but she forgot to feed it. Then she went out one night on some unspecified errand, and
she left the dog to guard the baby. When she got back, she found that the dog had killed the baby
and eaten part of it.

Wiat a time to be alivel

So there | was nmarching as purposefully as anybody toward Fifth Avenue. According to plan,
began to study the faces coning at ne, looking for a faniliar one that m ght be of sone use to ne.
| was prepared to be patient. It would be Iike panning for gold, | thought, like |ooking for a
glint of the precious in a dish of sand.

When | had got no farther than the curb at Fifth Avenue, though, my warning systens went off
earsplittingly: "Beep, beep, beep! Honk, honk, honk! Rowr, rowr, rowr!"

Positive identification had been nmade!

Coming right at ne was the husk of the man who had stol en Sarah Watt fromme, the man | had
rui ned back in Nineteen-hundred and Forty-nine. He had not seen nme yet. He was Lel and C ewes!

He had lost all his hair, and his feet were capsizing in broken shoes, and the cuffs of his
trousers were frayed, and his right armappeared to have died. Dangling at the end of it was a
battered sanpl e case. C ewes had becone an unsuccessful sal esman, as | would find out later, of
advertisi ng mat chbooks and cal endars.

He is nowadays, incidentally, a vice-president in the Dianond Match Division of The RAMIAC
Cor por ati on.

In spite of all that had happened to him though, his face, as he cane toward ne, was
illum nated as always wi th an adol escent, goofy good will. He had worn that expression even in a
phot ograph of his entering prison in Georgia, with the warden | ooking up at himas the secretary
of state used to do. When C ewes was young, older nen were always |ooking up at himas though to
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say, "That's my boy."

Now he saw ne!

The eye-contact nearly electrocuted ne. | mght as well have stuck my nose into a | anp socket!

I went right past himand in the opposite direction. | had nothing to say to him and no w sh
to stand and listen to all the terrible things he was entitled to say to ne.

When | gained the curb, though, and the Iights changed, and we were separated by noving cars,
| dared to | ook back at him

Cewes was facing ne. Plainly, he had not yet cone up with a name for ne. He pointed at ne
with his free hand, indicating that he knew | had figured in his life in some way. And then he
made that finger twitch |ike a netronone, ticking off possible nanes for nme. This was fun for him
H's feet were apart, his knees were bent, and his expression said that he renenbered this much,
anyway: We had been invol ved years ago in sonme sort of wldness, in a boyish prank of sone kind.

I was hypnoti zed.

As luck would have it, there were religious fanatics behind him barefoot and chanting and
dancing in saffron robes. Thus did he appear to be a | eading nman in a nusical conedy.

Nor was | w thout nmy own supporting cast. WIlly-nilly, | had placed nyself between a nan
weari ng sandwi ch boards and a top hat, and a little old worman who had no hone, who carried all her
possessi ons in shopping bags. She wore enornous purpl e-and-bl ack basketball shoes. They were so
out of scale with the rest of her that she | ooked Iike a kangaroo.

My conpani ons were both speaking to passers-by. The man in the sandw ch boards was sayi ng such
things as "Put wonen back in the kitchen," and "God never neant wonmen to be the equals of nmen,”
and so on. The shopping-bag | ady seened to be scolding strangers for their obesity, calling them
as | understood her, "stuck-up fats," and "rich fats," and "snooty fats," and "fats" of a hundred
ot her varieties.

The thing was: | had been away from Canbri dge, Massachusetts, so long that | could no | onger
detect that she was calling people "farts" in the accent of the Canbridge working class.

And in the toe of one of her capaci ous basketball shoes, anbng other things, were hypocritica
|l ove letters fromnme. Small world

Good God! What a reaper and binder |ife can be sonetines!

Wien Lel and C ewes, on the other side of Fifth Avenue, realized who | was, he formed his nouth
into a perfect "O" | could not hear his saying "Ch," but | could see his saying; "Oh." He was
maki ng fun of our encounter after all these years, overacting his surprise and dismay |ike an
actor in a silent novie.

Plainly, he was going to come back across the street as soon, as the |ights changed.
Meanwhil e, all those fake Hi ndu inbeciles in saffron robes continued to chant and dance behind
hi m

There was still time for me to flee. What nade nme hold ny ground, | think, was this: the need
to prove nyself a gentleman. During the bad old days, when | had testified against him people who
wr ot e about us, speculating as to who was telling the truth and who was not, concluded for the
nost part that he was a real gentlenman, descended froma long line of gentlenen, and that | was a
person of Sl avic background only pretending to be a gentleman. Honor and bravery and truthful ness,
then, would nmean everything to himand very little to ne.

O her contrasts were pointed out, certainly. Wth every new edition of the papers and news
magazi nes, seenmingly, | becane shorter and he becane taller. My poor w fe becanme nore gross and
foreign, and his wife becanme nore of an American golden girl. H's friends becane nore numerous and
respectable, and m ne couldn't even be found under danp rocks anynore. But what troubl ed ne nost
in nmy very bones was the idea that he was honorable and | was not. Thus, twenty-six years |ater
did this little Slavic jailbird hold his ground.

Across the avenue he cane, the former Anglo-Saxon chanpi on, a happy, ranshackl e scarecrow now.

| was bewildered by his happiness. "Wat," | asked nyself, "can this weck have to be so happy
about ?"

So there we were reunited, with the shopping-bag | ady | ooking on and |istening. He put down
his sanple case and he extended his right hand. He made a joke, echoing the neeting of Henry
Morton Stanley and David Livingstone in Darkest Africa: "Walter F. Starbuck, | presune.”

And we mght as well have been in Darkest Africa, for all anybody knew or cared about us
anynore. Most people, if they remenbered us at all, believed us dead, | suppose. And we had never
been as significant in Anerican history as we had sonetinmes thought we were. W were, if | may be
forgiven, farts in a windstorm- or, as the shopping-bag |ady would have called us, "fats in a
wi ndstorm "

Did | harbor any bitterness against himfor having stolen ny girl so |ong ago? No. Sarah and
had | oved each ot her, but we would never have been happy as nman and wife. W could never have
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gotten a sex life going. | had never persuaded her to take sex seriously. Leland C ewes had
succeeded, where | had failed - nuch to her grateful amazenment, | am sure.

What tender nenories did | have of Sarah? Mich tal k about human suffering and what could be
done about it - and then infantile silliness for relief. W collected jokes for each other, to use

when it was tine for relief. W becane addicted to talking to each other on the tel ephone for
hours. Those tal ks were the nost agreeable narcotic | have ever known. W becane di senbodi ed -
like free-floating souls on the planet

Vicuna. If there was a long silence, one or the other of us would end it with the start of a
j oke.

"What is the difference between an enzyne and a hornone?" she m ght ask ne.

"I don't know," | would say.

"You can't hear an enzyne," she would say, and the silly jokes would go on and on - even
t hough she had probably seen sonething horrible at the hospital that day.

13

I was about to say to himgravely, watchfully but sincerely, "How are you, Leland? It is good to
see you again."

But | never got to say it. The shoppi ng-bag | ady, whose voice was |oud and piercing, cried
out, "Ch, ny God! Walter F. Starbuck! Is that really you?" |I do not intend to reproduce her accent
on the printed page.

| thought she was crazy. | thought that she would have parroted any nane Cl ewes chose to hang
on me. If he had called me "Bunptious Q Bangwhistle," | thought, she would have cried, "Ch, nmny
God! Bunptious Q Bangwhistle! Is that really you?"

Now she began to | ean her shoppi ng bags against ny |legs, as though | were a convenient
fireplug. There were six of them which | would |ater study at |eisure. They were fromthe nost
expensive stores in town - Henri Bendel, Tiffany's, Sloane's, Bergdorf Goodman, Bl ooni ngdal e's,
Abercronmbie and Fitch. Al but Abercronbie and Fitch, incidentally, which would soon go bankrupt,
wer e subsidiaries of The RAHJAC Corporation. Her bags contained nostly rags, pickings from garbage
cans. Her nost val uabl e possessions were in her basketball shoes.

| tried to ignore her. Even as she entrapped me with her bags, | kept ny gaze on the face of
Lel and Clewes. "You're |looking well," | said.

"I"'mfeeling well," he said. "And so is Sarah, you'll be happy to know. "

"I'mglad to hear it," | said. "She's a very good girl." Sarah was no girl anynore, of course.

Clewes told ne now that she was still doing a little nursing, as a part-tinme thing.

"I"'mglad," | said.

To ny horror, | felt as though a sick bat had dropped fromthe eaves of a building and | anded

on my wist. The shoppi ng-bag | ady had taken hold of me with her filthy little hand.

"This is your w fe?" he said.

"My what?" | said. He thought | had sunk so low that this awful woman and | were a pair! "I
never saw her before in ny life!" | said.

"Ch, Walter, Walter, Walter," she keened, "how can you say such a thing?"

| pried her hand off ne; but the instant | returned ny attention to C ewes, she snapped it
onto nmy wist again.

"Pretend she isn't here," | said. "This is crazy. She has nothing to do with ne. | wll not
| et her spoil this nonent, which nmeans a great deal to ne."

"Ch, VWalter, Walter, Walter," she said, "what has becone of you? You're not the Walter F
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St arbuck | knew. "

"That's right," | said, "because you never knew any Walter F. Starbuck, but this man did." And
| said to Cewes, "l suppose you know that | nyself have spent time in prison now "

"Yes," he said. "Sarah and | were very sorry."

"I was let out only yesterday norning," | said.

"You have sone trying days ahead," he said. "Is there sonebody to | ook after you?"

"I"ll look after you, Walter," said the shopping-bag | ady. She | eaned closer to nme to say that
so fervently, and | was nearly suffocated by her body odor and her awful breath. Her breath was
| aden not only with the snell of bad teeth but, as | would later realize, with finely-divided

dropl ets of peanut oil. She had been eating nothing but peanut butter for years.
"You can't take care of anybody!" | said to her
"Ch - you'd be surprised what all | could do for you," she said.
"Leland," | said, "all | want to say to you is that | know what jail is now, and, God damm it,

the thing I'msorriest about in my whole life is that | had anything to do with sending you to
jail."

"Well," he said, "Sarah and | have often tal ked about what we would like to say nost to you."

“I"'msure," | said

"And it's this." he said, " 'Thank you very nuch, Walter. My going to prison was the best
thing that ever happened to Sarah and ne.' |'mnot joking. Word of honor: It's true."

I was amazed. "How can that be?" | said.

"Because life is supposed to be a test,"” he said. "If ny life had kept going the way it was
going, | would have arrived in heaven never having faced any problemthat wasn't as easy as pie to
solve. Saint Peter would have had to say to ne, 'You never lived, ny boy. Who can say what you
are?" "

"I see," | said.

"Sarah and | not only have love," he said, "but we have love that has stood up to the hardest
tests."

"It sounds very beautiful,” | said.

"W woul d be proud to have you see it," he said. "Could you cone to supper sonetine?"

"Yes - | suppose,” | said.

"Where are you staying?" he said.

"The Hotel Arapahoe,” | said.

"I thought they'd torn that down years ago," he said.

"No," | said.

"You'll hear fromus," he said.

"I look forward to it," | said

"As you'll see," he said, "we have nothing in the way of nmaterial wealth; but we need nothing
in the way of material wealth."

"That's intelligent," | said.

"I"l'l say this though:" he said, "The food is good. As you nay renenber, Sarah is a wonderfu
cook. "

"I remenber," | said

And now the shopping-bag |ady offered the first proof that she really did know a | ot about ne.
"You' re tal king about that Sarah Watt, aren't you?" she said.

There was a silence anmpong us, although the uproar of the metropolis went on and on. Neither
Clewes nor | had nentioned Sarah's mai den nane.

I finally managed to ask her, woozy with shapel ess m sgivings, "How do you know that nane?"

She becanme foxy and coquettish. "You think | don't know you were two-tinming ne with her the
whol e ti me?" she said.

G ven that nuch information, | no | onger needed to guess who she was. | had slept with her
during ny senior year at Harvard, while still squiring the virginal Sarah Watt to parties and
concerts and athletic events.

She was one of the four wonen | had ever |oved. She was the first woman with whom | had had
anything like a mature sexual experience.

She was the remains of Mary Kathl een O Looney!
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"I was his circul ati on manager," said Mary Kathleen to Leland Cewes very loudly. "Wasn't | a good
circul ati on manager, \Walter?"

"Yes - you certainly were," | said. That was how we net: She presented herself at the tiny
office of The Bay State Progressive in Canbridge at the start of ny senior year, saying that she
woul d do absolutely anything | told her to do, as long as it would inprove the condition of the
wor ki ng class. | nade her circul ati on manager, put her in charge of handing out the paper at
factory gates and al ong breadlines and so on. She had been a scrawny little thing back then, but
tough and cheerful and highly visible because of her bright red hair. She was such a hater of
capitalism because her nother was one of the wonmen who died of radi um poisoning after working for
the Watt C ock Conpany. Her father had gone blind after drinking wood al cohol while a night
wat chman in a shoe-polish factory.

Now what was |eft of Mary Kathl een bowed her head, responded nodestly to my having agreed that
she had been a good circul ati on nmanager, and presented her pate to Leland C ewes and ne. She had a
bal d spot about the size of a silver dollar. The tonsure that fringed it was sparse and white.

Lel and Gl ewes would tell ne later that he al nost fainted. He had never seen a wonan's bald
spot before.

It was too nuch for him He closed his blue eyes and he turned away. Wen he manful |y faced us
again, he avoided |ooking directly at Mary Kathleen - just as the mnythol ogi cal Perseus had avoi ded
| ooki ng at the Corgon's head.

"W nust get together soon," he said.

"Yes," | said.

"You'll be hearing fromnme soon," he said.

"I hope so," | said.

"Must rush," he said.

"l understand," | said.

"Take care," he said.

"I will,"” | said.

He was gone.

Mary Kat hl een's shoppi ng bags were still banked around ny legs. | was as immobilized and eye-
catching as Saint Joan of Arc at the stake. Mary Kathleen still grasped ny wist, and she would
not | ower her voice.

"Now that 1've found you, Walter," she cried, "I'll never let you go again!"

Nowhere in the world was this sort of theater being done anynore. For what it nay be worth to
nodern inpresarios: | can testify from personal experience that great crowds can still be gathered

by nel odrama, provided that the female in the piece speaks loudly and clearly.

"You used to tell ne all the time how much you loved me, Walter," she cried. "But then you
went away, and | never heard fromyou again. Wre you just lying to me?"

| may have nade sone responsive sound. "Bluh," perhaps, or "fluh . . . "

"Look at ne in the eye, Walter," she said.

Sociologically, of course, this nelodrama was as gripping as Uncle Tom s Cabin before the
Cvil War. Mary Kathleen O Looney wasn't the only shopping-bag lady in the United States of
Anerica. There were tens of thousands of themin major cities throughout the country. Ragged
regi ments of them had been produced accidentally, and to no imagi nabl e purpose, by the great
engi ne of the economy. Another part of the nmachine was spitting out unrepentent murderers ten
years ol d, and dope fiends and child batterers and many other bad things. People clainmed to be
i nvestigating. Unspecified repairs were to be made at some future tinme.

Good- hearted people were neanwhil e as sick about all these tragic by-products of the econony
as they woul d have been about hunan slavery a little nmore than a hundred years before. Mary
Kathl een and | were a miracle that our audi ence nust have prayed for again and again: the rescue
of at |east one shopping-bag |ady by a man who knew her well.
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Sone people were crying. | nyself was about to cry.

"Hug her," said a woman in the crowd.

| did so.

I found nyself enbracing a bundle of dry twigs that was wapped in rags. That was when |
mysel | f began to cry. | was crying for the first tine since | had found ny wife dead in bed one

morning - in ny little brick bungal ow in Chevy Chase, Maryl and.

15

My nose, thank God, had conked out by then. Noses are merciful that way. They will report that
sonmething snells awful. If the owner of a nose stays around anyway, the nose concludes that the
snell isn't so bad after all. It shuts itself off, deferring to superior wisdom Thus is it
possi ble to eat Linburger cheese - or to hug the stinking weckage of an old sweetheart at the
corner of Fifth Avenue and Forty-second Street.

It felt for a nonment as though Mary Kathleen had died in ny arns. To be perfectly frank, that
woul d have been all right with nme. Were, after all, could | take her from there? Wat coul d be
better than her receiving a hug froma man who had known her when she was young and beautiful, and
then going to heaven right away?

It would have been wonderful. Then again, | would never have becone executive vice-president
of the Down Home Records Division of The RAMIAC Corporation. | might at this very nonent be
sl eeping off a wine binge in the Bowery, while a juvenile nonster soaked me in gasoline and
touched nme off with his Cricket lighter

Mary Kat hl een now spoke very softly. "God nust have sent you," she said.

"There, there,"” | said. I went on huggi ng her

"There's nobody | can trust anynore," she said.

"Now, now," | said

"Everybody's after me," she said. "They want to cut off ny hands."
"There, there," | said,

"I thought you were dead," she said.

"No, no," | said.

"I thought everybody was dead but ne," she said.

"There, there," | said.

"I still believe in the revolution, Walter," she said.
"I"'mglad," | said.

"Everybody el se | ost heart," she said. "I never lost heart."
"Good for you," | said.

"I'"ve been working for the revolution every day," she said.
“I"'msure," | said

"You'd be surprised," she said.
"CGet her a hot bath," said sonebody in the crowd.
"CGet sone food in her," said sonebody el se.
"The revolution is coning, Walter - sooner than you know," said Mary Kat hl een
"I have a hotel roomwhere you can rest awhile,” | said. "I have a little noney. Not nuch, but
sone. "
"Money," she said, and she | aughed. Her scornful |aughter about noney had not changed. It was
exactly as it had been forty years before.
"Shall we go?" | said. "My roomisn't far fromhere."
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"I know a better place," she said.

"CGet her some One-a-Day vitamins," said sonmebody in the crowd.

"Follow nme, Walter," said Mary Kathleen. She was growi ng strong again. It was Mary Kat hl een
who now separated herself fromne, and not the other way around. She became raucous again. |
pi cked up three of her bags, and she picked up the other three. Qur ultimate destination, it would
turn out, was the very top of the Chrysler Building, the quiet showoom of The American Harp
Conpany up there. But first we had to get the cromd to part for us, and she began to call people
in our way "capitalist fats" and "bl oated plutocrats" and "bl oodsuckers" and all that again.

Her neans of | oconotion in her gargantuan basketball shoes was this: She barely lifted the

shoes fromthe ground, shoving one forward and then the other, |like cross-country skis, while her
upper body and shopping bags swiveled wildly fromside to side. But that oscillating old wonman
could go like the wind! | panted to keep up with her, once we got clear of the crowd. W were

surely the cynosure of all eyes. Nobody had ever seen a shopping-bag |lady with an assi stant
bef ore.

Wien we got to Grand Central Station, Mary Kathleen said that we had to nmake sure we weren't
being followed. She led ne up and down escal ators, ranps, and stairways, |ooking over her
shoul ders for pursuers all the tinme. W scanpered through the Oyster Bar three tines. She brought
us at last to an iron door at the end of a dimy lit corridor. W surely were all alone. Cur
hearts were beating hard.

When we had recovered our breaths, she said to me, "I amgoing to show you sonet hing you
mustn't tell anybody about.”

"I promse," | said.

"This is our secret,'

"Yes," | said.

| had assuned that we were as deep in the station as anyone could go. How wong | was! Mary
Kat hl een opened the iron door on an iron staircase going down, down, down. There was a secret
worl d as vast as Carl sbad Caverns below. It was used for nothing anynmore. It m ght have been a
sanctuary for dinosaurs. It had in fact been a repair shop for another famly of extinct nonsters -
| oconptives driven by steam

Down the steps we went.

My God - what nmjestic machinery there nust have been down there at one tinme! Wat admirable
craftsmen nust have worked there! In conformance with fire |laws, | suppose, there were |ightbul bs
burning here and there. And there were little dishes of rat poison set around. But there were no
ot her signs that anyone had been down there for years.

"This is nmy hone, Walter," she said

"Your what?" | said.

"You woul dn't want me sl eepi ng outdoors, would you?" she said.

she said.

"No," | said.

"Be glad, then," she said, "that | have such a nice and private home."

"I am" | said.

"You not only talked to nme - you hugged ne," she said. "That's how | knew | could trust you."

"Un" | said.

"You're not after ny hands," she said.

"No," | said.

"You know there are millions of poor souls out on the street, looking for a toilet sonebody
will let themuse?" she said.

"l suppose that's true," | said.

"Look at this," she said. She led nme into a chanber that contained row on row of toilets

"It's good to know they're here," | said.

"You won't tell anybody?" she said.

"No," | said.

"I"'mputting ny life in your hands, telling you ny secrets like this," she said.

“I'm honored,"” | said.

And t hen out of the cataconbs we clinbed. She led ne through a tunnel under Lexington Avenue,
and up a staircase into the |obby of the Chrysler Building. She skied across the floor to a
wai ting elevator, with ne trotting behind. A guard shouted at us, but we got into the el evator
before he could stop us. The doors shut in his angry face as Mary Kathl een punched the button for
the topnost fl oor.

W had the car all to ourselves and upward we flew. Wthin a trice the doors slithered open on
a place of unearthly beauty and peace within the building' s stainless-steel crown. | had often
wonder ed what was up there. Now | knew. The crown cane to a point seventy feet above us. Between
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us and the point, as | |ooked upward in awe, there was nothing but a lattice of girders and air
air, air.
"What a glorious waste of space!" | thought. But then | saw that there were tenants after all

Myriads of bright yellowlittle birds were perched on the girders, or flitting through the prisns
of light adnmitted by the bizarre wi ndows, by the great triangles of glass that pierced the crown.

The vast fl oor at whose edge we stood was carpeted in grassy green. There was a fountain
splashing at its center. There were garden benches and statues everywhere, and here and there a
har p.

As | have already said, this was the show oom of The Anerican Harp Conpany, which had recently
beconme a subsidiary of The RAMJIAC Corporation. The conpany had occupi ed this space since the
bui | di ng opened in Nineteen-hundred and Thirty-one. Al the birds | saw, which were prothonotary
war bl ers, were descended froma single pair rel eased back then

There was a Victorian gazebo near the elevator, which contained the desks of the sal esman and
his secretary. A wonman was sobbing in there. What a norning it was for tears! Wiat a book this is
for tears!

The ol dest man | had ever seen cane tottering out of the gazebo. He wore a swall owtail coat
and striped trousers and spats. He was the sol e sal esman, and had been since N neteen-hundred and
Thirty-one, He was the nman who had rel eased fromthe hot cage of his hands and into this enchanted
space the first two prothonotary warblers. He was ninety-two years old! He | ooked |Iike John D
Rockefeller at the end of his life, or like a mutmy. The only noisture left in him seemingly, was
faint dew on the surface of his eyes. He was not entirely defensel ess, however. He was president
of a pistol club that shot at targets shaped |ike nmen on weekends, and he had a | oaded Luger the
size of a Doberman pinscher in his desk. He had been | ooking forward to a robbery for quite sone
tinme.

"Ch - it's you," he said to Mary Kat hl een, and she said that, yes, it was.

She was accustoned to coning here al nost every day and sitting for several hours. The
under st andi ng was that she was to get out of sight with her shopping bags, in case a custoner cane
in. There was a further understandi ng, which Mary Kathl een had now vi ol at ed.

"I thought | told you," he said to her, "that you were never to bring anybody else with you,
or even to tell anybody else how nice it was up here."

Since | was carrying three shopping bags, he concluded that | was another derelict, a shopping-
bag man.

"He isn't a bum" said Mary Kathleen. "He's a Harvard nman."

He did not believe this for a mnute. "I see,"” he said, and he | ooked ne up and down. He
hi nsel f had never even graduated from granmar school, incidentally. There had been no | aws agai nst
child | abor when he was a boy, and he had gone to work in the Chicago factory of The Anerican Harp
Conpany at the age of ten. "l've heard that you can always tell a Harvard nan," he said, "but you
can't tell himnuch."

"I never thought there was anything special about Harvard nmen," | said.

"That makes two of us,” he said. He was bei ng nost unpl easant, and clearly wanted nme out of
there. "This is not the Salvation Arny," he said. This was a man born during the presidency of
Gover Ceveland. Inmagine that! He said to Mary Kathleen, "Really - |I'm nost di sappointed in you,
bringi ng sonmebody el se al ong. Should we expect three tonorrow, and twenty the day after that?
Christianity does have its limts, you know "

I now made a blunder that would land nme back in el cal abozo before noon on what was to have
been ny first full day of freedom "As a matter of fact,” | said, "I'mhere on business."

"You wi sh to buy a harp?" he said. "They're seven thousand dollars and up, you know. How about
a kazoo instead?"

"l was hoping you could advise nme," | said, "as to where | could buy clarinet parts - not
whol e clarinets, but just clarinet parts.” | was not serious about this. | was extrapolating a
busi ness fantasy fromthe contents of ny bottom drawer at the Arapahoe.

The ol d man was secretly electrified. Thunbtacked to the bulletin board in the gazebo was a
circular that advised himto call the police in case anyone expressed interest in buying or
selling clarinet parts. As he would tell ne later, he had stuck it up there nonths before - "like
a lottery ticket bought in a nonment of folly." He had never expected to win. H's name was Del mar
Peal e.

Del mar was ni ce enough later on to make me a present of the circular, which | hung on ny
office wall at RAMIAC. | becane his superior in the RAMIAC fam |y, since Anerican Harp was a
subsidiary of my division

| was certainly no superior of his the first tine we net, though. He played cat-and-nouse with
me. "Many clarinet parts, or a few?" he asked cunningly.
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"Quite a few, actually," | said. "I realize that you yourself don't handle clarinets - "

"You've cone to the right place all the same," he hastened to assure nme. "I know everyone in
the business. If you and Madam X woul d |i ke to make yoursel ves confortable, | would be glad to
make sone tel ephone calls.”

"You're too kind," | said.

"Not at all," he said.

"Madam X, " incidentally, was the only nane he had for Mary Kathl een. That was what she had
told him her name was. She had sinply barged in one day, trying to escape from peopl e she thought
were after her. He had worried a | ot about shopping-bag | adies, and he was a practicing Christian
so he had | et her stay.

Meanwhi | e, the sobbing in the gazebo was abating sone.

Del mar conducted us to a bench far fromthe gazebo, so we could not hear himcall the police
He had us sit down. "Confy?" he said.

"Yes, thank you," | said.

He rubbed his hands. "How about sonme coffee?" he said.

"I't makes ne too nervous," said Mary Kathl een

"Wth sugar and cream if it's not too much trouble,," | said.

"No trouble at all," he said.

"What's the trouble with Doris?" said Mary Kathleen. That was the nane of the secretary who
was crying in the gazebo. Her full name was Doris Kranm She herself was eighty-seven years ol d.

At ny suggestion, People nagazine recently did a story on Del mar and Doris as bei ng al npst
certainly the ol dest boss-and-secretary teamin the world, and perhaps in all history. It was a
cute story. One picture showed Delmar with his Luger, and quoted himto the effect that anybody
who tried to rob The American Harp Conpany " . . . would be one unhappy robber pretty quick."

He told Mary Kathleen now that Doris wept because she had had two hard blows in rapid
succession. She had been notified on the previous afternoon that she was going to have to retire
i medi ately, now that RAMIAC had taken over. The retirement age for all RAMIAC enpl oyees
everywhere, except for supervisory personnel, was sixty-five. And then that norning, while she was
cl eani ng out her desk, she got a tel egram saying that her great-grandni ece had been killed in a
head-on collision after a high-school senior promin Sarasota, Florida. Doris had no descendents
of her own, he explained, so her collateral relatives neant a lot to her.

Del mar and Doris, incidentally, did al most no business up there, and continue to do al nbst no
busi ness up there. | was proud, when | becane a RAMIAC executive, that American Harp Conpany harps
were the finest harps in the world. You would have thought that the best harps would conme from
Italy or Japan or West Gernmany by now, with Anmerican craftsmanshi p having become virtually
extinct. But no - nusicians even in those countries and even in the Soviet Union agreed: Only an
Anerican Harp Conmpany harp can cut the nustard. But the harp business is not and can never be a
vol ume busi ness, except in heaven, perhaps. So the profit picture, the bottomline, was
ridiculous. It is so ridiculous that | recently undertook an investigation of why RAMJIAC had ever
acquired American Harp. | learned that it was in order to capture the incredible | ease on the top
of the Chrysler Building. The |lease ran until the year Two-thousand and Thirty-one, at a rent of
two hundred dollars a nmonth! Arpad Leen wanted to turn the place into a restaurant.

That the conpany also owned a factory in Chicago with sixty-five enpl oyees was a nere detail.
If it could not be nade to show a substantial profit within a year or two, RAMJIAC would close it
down.

Peace.

16
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Mary Kat hl een O Looney was, of course, the |legendary Ms. Jack Graham the majority stockholder in
The RAMIAC Corporation. She had her ink-pad and pens and witing paper in her basketball shoes.
Those shoes were her bank vaults. Nobody coul d take them off of her w thout waking her up

She would claimlater that she had told ne who she really was on the el evator.

I could only reply, "If | had heard you say that, Mary Kathleen, | surely would have
renenbered it."

If I had known who she really was, all her talk about people who wanted to cut off her hands
woul d have nmade a | ot nore sense. Whoever got her hands coul d pickle themand throw away the rest
of her, and control The RAMIAC Corporation with just her fingertips. No wonder she; was on the
run. No wonder she dared not reveal her true identity anywhere.

No wonder she dared not trust anybody. On this particul ar planet, where noney mattered nore
than anyt hing, the nicest person inmagi nable m ght suddenly get the idea of winging her neck so
that their | oved ones mght live in confort. It would be the work of the nonment - and easily
forgotten as the years went by. Tine flies.

She was so tiny and weak. Killing her and cutting off her hands woul d have been little nore
horrifying than what went on ten thousand times a day at a mechani zed chicken farm RAMIAC owns
Col onel Sanders Kentucky Fried Chicken, of course. | have seen that operation as it |ooks
backst age.

About ny not having heard her say she was Ms. Jack G aham on the el evator

| do renenber that | had trouble with ny ears toward the top of the elevator ride, because of
t he sudden change in altitude. W shot up about a thousand feet, with no stops on the way. Al so:
Tenporarily deaf or not, | had ny conversational autonmatic pilot on. | was not thinking about what
she was saying, or what | was saying, either. | thought that we were both so far outside the
mai nst ream of human affairs that all we could do was confort each other with ani mal sounds. |
remenber her saying at one point that she owned the WAl dorf-Astoria Hotel, and | thought |I had not
heard her right.

"I"'mglad," | said.

So, as | sat beside her on the bench in the harp showoom she thought | had a piece of key
i nformati on about her, which I did not have. And Del nar Peal e had neanwhile called the police and
had al so sent Doris Kramm out, supposedly for coffee, but really to find a policeman out on the
street somewhere.

As it happened, there was a small riot going on in the park adjacent to the United Nations,
only three bl ocks away. Every avail abl e policeman was over there. Qut-of-work white youths arned
with baseball bats were braining nmen they thought were honpsexuals. They threw one of theminto
the East River, who turned out to be the finance nminister of Sri Lanka.

| would neet some of those youths later at the police station, and they would assune that |
too, was a honosexual. One of them exposed his private parts to ne and said, "Hey, Pops - you want
some of this? Conme and get it. Yum yum yum" and so on

But my point is that the police could not cone and get ne for nearly an hour. So Mary Kathl een
and | had a nice long talk. She felt safe in this place. She felt safe with ne. She dared to be
sane.

It was nost touching. Only her body was decrepit. Her voice and the soul it inplied mght well
have bel onged still to what she used to be, an angrily optimstic eighteen-year-old.

"Everything is going to be all right now," she said to ne in the showoom of The American Harp
Conpany. "Sonething always told ne that it would turn out this way. All's well that ends well,k"
she sai d.

Wiat a fine nmind she had! What fine ninds all of the four wonen |'ve | oved have had! During
the months | nore or less lived with Mary Kathleen, she read all the books | had read or pretended
to have read as a Harvard student. Those vol unes had been chores to nme, but they were a canni ba
feast to Mary Kathl een. She read my books the way a young canni bal m ght eat the hearts of brave
old enenmies. Their nmagi c woul d become hers. She said of ny little library one tine: "the greatest
books in the world, taught by the wisest men in the world at the greatest university in the world
to the smartest students in the world."

Peace.

And contrast Mary Kathleen, if you will, with ny wife Ruth, the Ophelia of the death canps,
who believed that even the nost intelligent hunman bei ngs were so stupid that they could only make
thi ngs worse by speaking their nminds. It was thinkers, after all, who had set up the death canps.

Setting up a death canp, with its railroad sidings and its around-the-clock crematoria, was not
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sonething a nmoron could do. Neither could a noron explain why a death canp was ultimately humane.

Agai n: peace

So there Mary Kathleen and | were - anong all those harps. They are very strange-| ooking
instrunents, now that | think about them and not very far frompoor Ruth's idea of civilization
even in peacetine - inpossible marriages between G eek colums and Leonardo da Vinci's flying
machi nes.

Harps are self-destructive, incidentally. Wien | found nyself in the harp business at RAMIAC,
| had hoped that American Harp had anbng its assets sonme wonderful old harps that would turn out
to be as valuable as Stradivari's and the Amatis' violins. There was zero chance for this dreanis
comng true. The tensions in a harp are so trenendous and unrelenting that it becones unpl ayabl e
after fifty years and belongs on a dunp or in a nuseum

| discovered sonething fascinati ng about prothonotary warblers, too. They are the only birds
that are housebroken in captivity. You would think that the harps would have to be protected from
bird droppings by canopies - but not at all

The warbl ers deposit their droppings in teacups that are set around. In a state of nature,
evidently, they deposit their droppings in other birds' nests. That is what they think the teacups
are.

Li ve and | earn!

But back to Mary Kathleen and ne anong all those harps - with the prothonotary warblers
overhead and the police on their way:

"After ny husband died, Walter," she said, "I becanme so unhappy and lost that | turned to
al cohol ." That husband woul d have been Jack Graham the reclusive engi neer who had founded The
RAMJIAC Corporation. He had not built the company fromscratch. He had been born a
multinmllionaire. So far as | knew, of course, she m ght have been tal king about a plunber or a
truck driver or a college professor or anyone.

She told about going to a private sanitariumin Louisville, Kentucky, where she was given
shock treatnments. These blasted all her nenories from Ni neteen-hundred and Thirty-five unti

Ni net een-hundred and Fifty-five. That would explain why she thought she could still trust ne now.
Her nmenories of how callously I had left her, and of ny |ater betrayal of Leland Cl ewes and al
that, had been burned away. She was able to believe that | was still the fiery idealist | had been

in N neteen-hundred and Thirty-five. She had missed ny part in Watergate. Everybody had nissed ny
part in \Watergate.

"I had to nake up a lot of nenories,"” she went on, "just to fill up all the enpty spaces.
There had been a war, | knew, and | renenbered how rmuch you hated fascism | saw you on a beach
somewhere - on your back, in a uniform with arifle, and with the water washing gently around
you. Your eyes were wi de open, Walter, because you were dead. You were staring straight up at the
sun. "

W were silent for a nmonent. A yellow bird far above us warbled as though its heart would
break. The song of a prothonotary warbler is notoriously nonotonous, as | amthe first to admt.
am not about to risk the credibility of nmy entire tale by claimng that prothonotary warblers

rival the Boston Pops Orchestra with their songs. Still - they are capabl e of expressing
heartbreak - within strict limts, of course
"I'"ve had the same dream of nyself," | said. "Many's the tinme, Mary Kathleen, that |I've w shed

it were true."

"No! No! No!" she protested. "Thank God you're still alive! Thank God there's somebody stil
alive who cares what happens to this country. | thought maybe | was the |ast one. |'ve wandered
this city for years now, Walter, saying to nyself, They've all died off, the ones who cared.' And
then there you were."

"Mary Kathleen," | said, "you should know that | just got out of prison."

"OfF course you did!'" she said. "All the good people go to prison all the time. GCh, thank God
you're still alive! W will remake this country and then the world. | couldn't do it by nyself,
Walter."

"No - | wouldn't think so," | said.

"I"ve just been hanging on for dear life," she said. "I haven't been able to do anything but
survive. That's how al one |'ve been. | don't need nuch help, but | do need sone."

"I know the problem" | said.

"I can still see enough to wite, if I wite big," she said, "but | can't read the stories in

newspapers anynore. My eyes - She said she sneaked into bars and departnent stores and note
| obbies to listen to the news on television, but that the sets were al nbst never tuned to the
news. Sonetinmes she would hear a snatch of news on sonebody's portable radio, but the person
owning it usually switched to nusic as soon as the news began
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Rermenbering the news | had heard that norning, about the police dog that ate a baby, | told
her that she wasn't really m ssing nuch

"How can | nake sensible plans,” she said, "if | don't know what's goi ng on?"

"You can't," | said

"How can you base a revolution on Lawence Wl k and Sesane Street and All in the Fanily! she

said. Al these shows were sponsored by RAMJIAC.

"You can't," | said. j

"l need solid information," she; said.

"Of course you do," | said. "W all do."

"It's all such crap," she said. "I find this magazi ne call ed People in garbage cans," she

said, "but it isn't about people. It's about crap."

This all seened so pathetic to ne: that a shopping-bag | ady hoped to plan her scuttlings about
the city and her snoozes anong ash cans on the basis of what publications and radi o and tel evision
could tell her about what was really going on.

It seened pathetic to her, too. "Jackie Onassis and Frank Sinatra and the Cookie Mnster and
Archi e Bunker make their noves," she said, "and then | study what they have done, and then |
deci de what Mary Kat hl een O Looney had better do.

"But now | have you," she said. "You can be ny eyes - and ny brains!"

"Your eyes, maybe," | said. "I haven't distinguished nyself in the brains depart nent
recently."”

"Ch - if only Kenneth Whistler were alive, too," she said.

She might as well have said, "If only Donald Duck were alive, too." Kenneth Whistler was a

| abor organi zer who had been ny idol in the old days - but | felt nothing about himnow, had not
t hought about him for years.

"What a trio we would make," she went on. "You and ne and Kenneth Wistler!"

Whi stl er woul d have been a bum too, by now, | supposed - if he hadn't died in a Kentucky m ne
di saster in N neteen-hundred and Forty-one. He had insisted on being a worker as well as a | abor
organi zer, and woul d have found nmodern union officials with their soft, pink palnms intolerable. I
had shaken hands with him H's palmhad felt |like the back of a crocodile. The lines in his face
had had so much coal dust worked into themthat they |ooked |ike black tattoos. Strangely enough
this was a Harvard nman - the class of N neteen-hundred and Twenty-one.

"Well," said Mary Kathleen, "at least there's still us - and now we can start to make our
nove. "

"I'"malways open to suggestions,” | said.

"Or maybe it isn't worth it," she said.

She was tal ki ng about rescuing the people of the United States fromtheir econony, but |
t hought she was tal king about life in general. So | said of life in general that it probably was
worth it, but that it did seemto go on a little too long. My Iife would have been a mnast er pi ece,
for example, if | had died on a beach with a fascist bullet between my eyes.

"Maybe people are just no good anynore," she said. "They all |ook so nean to ne. They aren't
like they were during the Depression. | don't see anybody being kind to anybody anynore. Nobody
will even speak to ne."

She asked me if | had seen any acts of kindness anywhere.

| reflected on this and | realized that | had encountered al nost nothing but kindness since
| eaving prison. | told her so.

"Then it's the way | |ook," she said. This was surely so. There was a limt to how nuch
reproachful ugliness nost people could bear to | ook at, and Mary Kathl een, and all her shoppi ng-
bag sisters had exceeded that [imt.

She was eager to know about individual acts of kindness toward nme, to have it confirned that

Anericans could still be good-hearted. So | was glad to tell her about ny first twenty-four hours
as a free man, starting with the kindnesses shown to ne by Cyde Carter, the guard, and then by
Dr. Robert Fender, the supply clerk and science-fiction witer. After that, of course, | was given

aride in a linousine by devel and Lawes.

Mary Kat hl een excl ai med over these people, repeated their names to nmake sure she had them
right. "They're saints!" she said. "So there are still saints around!"

Thus encouraged, | enbroidered on the hospitality offered to me by Dr. Israel Edel, the night
clerk at the Arapahoe, and then by the enpl oyees at the Coffee Shop of the Hotel Royal-ton on the

following norning. | was not able to give her the nane of the owner of the shop, but only the
physical detail that set himapart fromthe populace. "He had a French-fried hand," | said.

"The saint with the French-fried hand," she said wonderingly.

"Yes," | said, "and you yourself saw a man | thought was the worst eneny | had in the world.
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He was the tall, blue-eyed man with the sanple case. You heard himsay that he forgave ne for
everything | had done, and that | shoul d have supper with him soon."

"Tell me his nane again," she said.

"Lel and Clewes," | said.

"Saint Leland O ewes," she said reverently. "See how nmuch you've hel ped nme al ready? | never
coul d have found out about all these good people for nyself." Then she perfornmed a minor menonic
nmracle, repeating all the nanes in chronol ogical order. "Cyde Carter, Dr. Robert Fender,

Cl evel and Lawes, Israel Edel, the man with the French-fried hand, and Lel and C ewes."

Mary Kat hl een took off one of her basketball shoes. It wasn't the one containing the inkpad
and her pens and paper and her will and all that. The shoe she took off was cranmed with
menorabilia. There were hypocritical love letters fromne, as |'ve said. But she was particularly

eager for nme to see a snapshot of what she called " . . . ny two favorite nen."

It was a picture of nmy one-tinme idol, Kenneth Wistler, the Harvard-educated | abor organizer
shaki ng hands with a small and goofy-1|ooking coll ege boy. The boy was nyself. | had ears like a
| ovi ng cup.

That was when the police finally came clunping in to get ne.

"I'"ll rescue you, Walter," said Mary Kathleen. "Then we'll rescue the world together."

| was relieved to be getting away fromher, frankly. | tried to seemregretful about our
parting. "Take care of yourself, Mary Kathleen," | said. "It looks like this is good-bye."

17

I hung that snapshot of Kenneth Whistler and myself, taken in the autum of N neteen-hundred and
Thirty-five, dead center in the G eat Depression, on ny office wall at RAMJIAC - next to the
circular about stolen clarinet parts. It was taken by Mary Kathleen, with ny bellows canera, on
the nmorning after we first heard Wistler speak. He had cone all the way to Canbridge from Harl an
County, Kentucky, where he was a miner and a union organi zer, to address a rally whose purpose was
to raise noney and synpathy for the local chapter of the International Brotherhood of Abrasives
and Adhesi ves Workers.

The union was run by comuni sts then. It is run by gangsters now. As a matter of fact, the
start of ny prison sentence overlapped with the end of one being served at Finletter by the
lifetinme president of the |.B.A AW His twenty-three-year-old daughter was running the union from
her villa in the Bahanmas while he was away. He was on the tel ephone to her all the tine. He told
me that the nenbership was al nost entirely black and Hi spanic now It was lily-white back in the
thirties - Scandi navians nostly. | don't think a black or Hi spanic would have been allowed to join
back in the good ol d days.

Ti mes change

Whi st er spoke at night. On the afternoon before he spoke, | nmade |ove to Mary Kat hl een
O Looney for the first tinme. It was mixed up in our young minds, sonmehow, with the prospect of
heari ng and perhaps even touching a genuine saint. How better to present ourselves to himor to
any holy person, | suppose, than as Adam and Eve - snelling strongly of apple juice?

Mary Kathleen and | made love in the apartnment of an associ ate professor of anthropol ogy naned
Arthur von Strelitz. H's specialty was the headhunters of the Sol onon Islands. He spoke their
| anguage and respected their taboos. They trusted him He was unnmarried. Hi s bed was unmade. Hi s
apartnment was on the third floor of a frame house on Brattle Street.

A footnote to history: Not only that house, but that very apartnment would be used later as a
set in a very popular notion picture called Love Story. It was released during ny early days with

file:/l/F|/rah/Kurt%20Vonnegut/Jailbird.txt (68 of 96) [8/28/03 1:00:07 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Kurt%20V onnegut/Jailbird.txt

the Ni xon administration. My wife and | went to see it when it came to Chevy Chase. It was a nade-
up story about a weal thy Angl o- Saxon student who nmarried a poor ltalian student, rmuch against his
father's wi shes. She died of cancer. The aristocratic father was played brilliantly by Ray

Ml land. He was the best thing in the novie. Ruth cried all through the novie. W sat in the back
row of the theater for two reasons: so | could snoke and so there woul dn't be anybody behi nd her
to marvel at how fat she was. But | could not really concentrate on the story, because |I knew the
apartnment where so nuch of it was happening so well. | kept waiting for Arthur von Strelitz or
Mary Kat hl een O Looney or even nme to appear

Smal | worl d.

Mary Kathleen and | had the place for a weekend. Von Strelitz had given ne the key. He had
then gone to visit some other German énmigré friends on Cape Ann. He nust have been about thirty
then. He seened old to ne. He was born into an aristocratic famly in Prussia. He was |ecturing at
Harvard when Hitler becane dictator of Germany in the spring of N neteen-hundred and Thirty-three.
He declined to go home. He applied for American citizenship instead. H s father, who never
comunicated with himin any way again, would command a corps of S.S. and die of pneunonia during
the Siege of Leningrad. | know how his father died, since there was testinony about his father at
the War Crines Trials in Nurenberg, where | was in charge of housekeepi ng.

Again: small world.

H's father, acting on witten orders from Martin Bormann, who was tried in absentia in
Nur ember g, caused to be executed all persons, civilian and nmilitary, taken prisoner during the
siege. The intent was to denoralize the defenders of Leningrad. Leningrad, incidentally, was
younger than New York City. Imagine that! |Imagine a fanbus European city, full of inperial
treasures and worth besieging, and yet nuch younger than New YorKk.

Arthur von Strelitz would never learn how his father died. He hinmself would be rowed ashore

froman Anerican subnmarine in the Sol onon |Islands, as a spy, while they were still occupied by the
Japanese. He woul d never be heard of again.

Peace.

He thought it was urgent, | renenber, that manki nd and wormanki nd be defined. O herwi se, he was

sure, they were dooned forever to be defined by the needs of institutions. He had mainly factories
and armes in nnd.

He was the only man | ever knew who wore a nonocl e.

Now Mary Kathl een O Looney, age eighteen, lay in his bed. W had just nmade love. It would be
very pretty to paint her as naked now - a pink little body. But |I never saw her naked. She was
nmodest. Never could | induce her to take off all her clothes.

I nyself stood stark naked at a window, with my private parts just belowthe sill. | felt like
the great god Thor

"Do you |l ove ne, Walter?" Mary Kathleen asked ny bare backsi de.

What could | reply but this: "OfF course | do."

There was a knock on the door. | had told ny co-editor at The Bay State Progressive where
could be found in case of energency. "Wio is it?" | said.

There was a sound like a little gasoline engine on the other side of the door. It was
Al exander Hanilton MCone, nmy nmentor, who had decided to cone to Canbridge unannounced - to see
what sort of life | was |eading on his noney. He sounded |ike a notor because of his stamer. He
stanmer ed because of the Cuyahoga Massacre in Ei ghteen-hundred and Ninety-four. He was trying to
say his own nane.

18
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| had sonehow neglected to tell himthat | had becone a conmmuni st.

Now he had found out about that. He had come first to my roomin Adans House, where he was
told that | was nost likely at The Progressive. He had gone to The Progressive and had ascert ai ned
what sort of publication it was and that | was its coeditor. Now he was outside the door with a
copy folded under his arm

I remained calm Such was the nagic of having enptied ny sem nal vesicles so recently.

Mary Kat hl een, obeying nmy silent armsignals, hid herself in the bathroom | slipped on a robe
bel onging to von Strelitz.

He had brought it home fromthe Solonon Islands. It appeared to be nade of shingles, with
weaths of feathers at its collar and cuffs.

Thus was | clad when | opened the door and said to old M. MCone, who was in his early
sixties then, "Come in, cone in."

He was so angry with nme that he could only continue to make those notor sounds: "bup-bup-bup-
bup-bup . . . " But he neanwhile did a grotesque pantom ne of how repul sed he was by the paper
whose front-page cartoon showed a bl oated capitalist who | ooked just like him by my costune; by
the unnade bed; by the picture of Karl Marx on von Strelit's wall.

Qut he went again, slanmm ng the door behind him He was through with ne!

Thus did ny childhood end at last. | had becone a man

And it was as a man that | went that night, with Mary Kathleen on ny arm to hear Kenneth
Whi stler speak at the rally for my conrades in the International Brotherhood of Abrasives and
Adhesi ves Workers.

How could | be so serene, so confident? My tuition for the year had al ready been paid, so

woul d graduate. | was about to get a full scholarship to Oxford. | had a superb wardrobe in good
repair. | had been saving nost of ny allowance, so that | had a small fortune in the bank

If I had to, | could always borrow noney from Mot her, God rest her soul

What a daring young man | was!

What a treacherous young man | was! | already knew that | woul d abandon Mary Kathl een at the
end of the acadenmic year. | would wite her a few love letters and then fall silent after that.

She was too | ow cl ass.

Whi stler had a big bandage over one tenple and his right armwas in a plaster cast that night.
This was a Harvard graduate, mnd you, and froma good famly in Cncinnati. He was a Buckeye,
like ne. Mary Kathleen and | supposed that he had been beat up by the forces of evil yet again -
by the police or the National Guard, or by goons or organizers of yell ow dog unions.

| held Mary Kathl een's hand.

Nobody had ever told her he | oved her before.

I was wearing a suit and a necktie, and so were nost of the men there. W wanted to show t hat
we were as decent and sober citizens as anyone. Kenneth Wi stler m ght have been a businessman. He
had even found tine to shine his shoes.

Those used to be inportant synbols of self-respect: shined shoes.

Wi stl er began his speech by making fun of his bandages. "The Spirit of Seventy-six," he said.
Everybody | aughed and | aughed, although the occasion was surely not a happy one. Al the
menbers of the union had been fired about a nonth before - for joining a union. They were nakers

of grinding wheels, and there was only one conpany in the area that could use their skills. That
was the Johannsen Ginder Conpany, and that was the conpany that had fired them They were
speci al i zed potters, essentially, shaping soft materials and then firing themin kilns. The
fathers or grandfathers of nost of themhad actually been potters in Scandi navia, who were brought
to this, country to learn this new specialty.

The rally took place in a vacant store in Canbridge. Appropriately enough, the folding chairs
had been contributed by a funeral home. Mary Kathleen and | were in the first row.

Whistler, it turned out, had been injured in a routine mning accident. He said he had been
wor ki ng as "a robber," taking out supporting pillars of coal froma tunnel where the seam had
ot herwi se been exhausted. Sonething had fallen on him

And he went seanlessly fromtalk of such dangerous work in such a dark place to a recollection
of a tea dance at the Ritz fifteen years before, where a Harvard classmate nanmed N | s Johannsen
had been caught using | oaded dice in a crap gane in the men's room This was the same person who
was now the president of Johannsen Ginder, who had fired all these workers. Johannsen's
grandfat her had started the conpany. He said that Johannsen had had his head stuck in a toilet
bow at the Ritz, and that the hope was that he would never use |oaded dice again.

"But here he is," said Whistler, "using | oaded dice again."

He said that Harvard could be held responsible for many atrocities, including the executions
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of Sacco and Vanzetti, but that it was innocent of having produced Ni|ls Johannsen. "He never
attended a |l ecture, never wote a paper, never read a book while he was there," he said. "He was
asked to | eave at the end of his sophonore year.

"Ch, | pity him" he said. "I even understand him How el se coul d he ever ampunt to anything
if he did not use | oaded di ce? How has he used | oaded dice with you? The |laws that say he can fire
anybody who stands up for the basic rights of workers - those are | oaded dice. The policenmen who
will protect his property rights but not your human rights - those are | oaded dice."

Whi st er asked the fired workers how nuch Johannsen actually knew or cared about grinding
wheel s. How shrewd this was! The way to befriend working people in those days, and to get themto
criticize their society as brilliantly as any phil osopher, was to get themto talk about the one
subj ect on which they were alnbost arrogantly well-infornmed: their work.

It was sonething to hear. Wrker after worker testified that Johannsen's father and
gr andf at her had been nean bastards, too, but that they at |east knew howto run a factory. Raw
materials of the highest quality arrived on tine in their day - machinery was properly maintained,
the heating plant and the toilets worked, bad worknmanshi p was puni shed and good wor knmanshi p was
rewar ded, no defective grinding wheel ever reached a custoner, and on and on

Whi stler asked themif one of their own nunber could run the factory better than Nils
Johannsen did. One nan spoke for themall on that subject: "God, yes," he said, "anyone here."

Whi stler asked himif he thought it was right that a person could inherit a factory.

The man's consi dered answer was this: "Not if he's afraid of the factory and everybody in it -
no. No, siree.”

Thi s piece of groping wi sdominpresses me still. A sensible prayer people could offer up from
linme to tine, it seens to nme, nmight go sonething like this: "Dear Lord - never put me in the
charge of a frightened hunman being."

Kennet h Whistler pronised us that the time was at hand for workers to take over their
factories and to run them for the benefit of mankind. Profits that now went to drones and corrupt
politicians would go to those who worked, and to the old and the sick and the orphaned. All people
who coul d work woul d work. There would be only one social class - the working class. Everyone
woul d take turns doing the nost unpleasant work, so that a doctor, for exanple, mght be expected
to spend a week out of each year as a garbage man. The production of |uxury goods would stop unti
t he basi c needs of every citizen were nmet. Health care would be free. Food woul d be cheap and
nouri shing and plentiful. Mnsions and hotels and office buildings would be turned into smal
apartments, until everyone was decently housed. Dwellings would be assigned by neans of a lottery.
There woul d be no nore wars and eventually no nore nati onal boundaries, since everyone in the
worl d woul d belong to the sane class with identical interests - the interests of the working
cl ass.

And on and on

What a spel |l bi nder he was!

Mary Kat hl een whi spered in ny ear, "You're going to be just like him Walter."

"I"l'l try," | said. | had no intention of trying.
The nost enbarrassing thing to ne about this autobiography, surely, is its unbroken chain of
proofs that | was never a serious man. | have been in a |ot of trouble over the years, but that

was all accidental. Never have |I risked ny life, or even ny confort, in the service of nankind.
Shane on ne.

Peopl e who had heard Kenneth Wi stler speak before begged himto tell again about |eading the
pi ckets outside Charl estown Prison when Sacco and Vanzetti were executed. And it seens strange to

me now that | have to explain who Sacco and Vanzetti were. | recently asked young |Israel Edel at
RAMIAC, the former night clerk at the Arapahoe, what he knew about Sacco and Vanzetti, and he told
me confidently that they were rich, brilliant thrill-killers from Chicago. He had them confused
with Leopold and Loeb.

Why should | find this unsettling? Wien | was a young man, | expected the story of Sacco and

Vanzetti to be retold as often and as novingly, to be as irresistible, as the story of Jesus
Christ sonme day. Weren't nodern people, if they were to marvel creatively at their own lifetines,
| thought, entitled to a Passion |ike Sacco and Vanzetti's, which ended in an electric chair?

As for the last days of Sacco and Vanzetti as a nodern Passion: As on Gol gotha, three | ower-
class men were executed at the sanme time by a state. This time, though, not just one of the three
was innocent. This tinme two of the three were innocent.

The guilty man was a notorious thief and killer nanmed Cel estino Madeiros, convicted of a
separate crine. As the end drew near, he confessed to the nmurders for which Sacco and Vanzetti had
been convi cted, too.

Why?
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"I seen Sacco's wife cone here with the kids, and | felt sorry for the kids," he said.

| magi ne those |ines spoken by a good actor in a nodern Passion Play.

Madeiros died first. The lights of the prison dinmed three tines.

Sacco died next. O the three, he was the only fanm|ly nman. The actor portraying hi mwoul d have
to project a highly intelligent man who, since English was his second | anguage and si nce he was
not clever with | anguages, could not trust hinself to say anything conplicated to the w tnesses as
he was strapped into the electric chair.

"Long live anarchy," he said. "Farewell, my wife, and child, and all ny friends," he said.
"Good evening, gentlenen," he said. "Farewell, Mdther," he said. This was a shoemaker. The |ights
of the prison dinmed three tines.

Vanzetti was the last. He sat down in the chair in which Madeiros and Sacco had died before
anyone could indicate that this was what he was expected to do. He began to speak to the witnesses
bef ore anyone could tell himthat he was free to do this. English was his second | anguage, t o0,
but he could nake it do whatever he pl eased.

Listen to this:

"I wish to tell you," he said, "that | aman innocent nan. | never committed any crine, but
sonetimes sone sin. | aminnocent of all crime - not only this one, but all crime. | aman
i nnocent man." He had been a fish peddler at the tinme of his arrest.

"I wish to forgive sonme people for what they are now doing to nme," he said. The lights of the
prison dimed three tines.

The story yet again:

Sacco and Vanzetti never killed anybody. They arrived in America fromltaly, not know ng each
other, in Nineteen-hundred and Eight. It was the sane year in which ny parents arrived.

Fat her was ni neteen. Nbther was twenty-one.

Sacco was seventeen. Vanzetti was twenty. Anerican enployers at that tinme wanted the country
to be flooded with | abor that was cheap and easily cowed, so that they could keep wages down.

Vanzetti would say later, "In the immigration station, | had ny first surprise. | saw the
st eerage passengers handled by the officials Iike so many aninmals. Not a word of kindness, of
encour agenent, to lighten the burden of tears that rest heavily upon the newy arrived on Anerican
shores. "

Fat her and Mbther used to tell ne much the same thing. They, too, were nmade to feel like fools
who had somehow gone to great pains to deliver thenselves to a sl aughterhouse.

My parents were recruited at once by an agent of the Cuyahoga Bridge and Iron Conpany in
O evel and. He was instructed to hire only blond Slavs, M. MCone once told nme, on his father's
theory that blonds woul d have the nechani cal ingenuity and robustness of Germans, but tenpered
with the passivity of Slavs. The agent was to pick up factory workers, and a few presentable
donestic servants for the various

McCone househol ds, as well. Thus did nmy parents enter the servant class.

Sacco and Vanzetti were not so |lucky. There was no broker in human machi nery who had a
requi sition for shapes like theirs. "Were was | to go? Wiat was | to do?" wote Vanzetti. "Here
was the prom sed | and. The elevated rattled by and did not answer. The autonobiles and the
troll eys sped by heedl ess of nme." So he and Sacco, still separately and in order not to starve to

death, had to begin at once to beg in broken English for any sort of work at any wage - going from
door to door.

Ti me passed.

Sacco, who had been a shoemaker in Italy, found hinmself welcone in a shoe factory in MIford,
Massachusetts, a town where, as chance would have it, Mary Kathl een O Looney's nother was born
Sacco got hinself a wife and a house with a garden. They had a son named Dante and a daughter
naned | nez. Sacco worked six days a week, ten hours each day. He also found tinme to speak out and
gi ve noney and take part in denmonstrations for workers on strike for better wages and nore hunmane
treatnment at work and so on. He was arrested for such activities in N neteen-hundred and Si xteen.

Vanzetti had no trade and so went fromjob to job - in restaurants, in a quarry, in a stee
mll, in arope factory. He was an ardent reader. He studied Marx and Darwi n and Hugo and Gork
and Tol stoi and Zola and Dante. That nuch he had in common with Harvard nen. In N neteen-hundred
and Sixteen he led a strike against the rope factory, which was The Pl ynouth Cordage Conpany in
Pl ynout h, Massachusetts, now a subsidiary of RAMIAC. Hs was bl acklisted by places of work far and
wi de after that, and becane a self-enployed peddler of fish to survive.

And it was in N neteen-hundred and Si xteen that Sacco and Vanzetti canme to know each ot her
well. It becane evident to both of them thinking independently, but thinking always of the
brutality of business practices, that the battlefields of Wrld War One were sinply additional
pl aces of hi deously dangerous work, where a few nen coul d supervise the wasting of nmillions of
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lives in the hopes of making noney. It was clear to them too, that Anerica would soon becone

i nvol ved. They did not wish to be conpelled to work in such factories in Europe, so they both
joined the sane snmall group of Italian-American anarchists that went to Mexico until the war was
over.

Anarchi sts are persons who believe with all their hearts that governnents are enenies of their
own peopl e.

I find nyself thinking even now that the story of Sacco and Vanzetti may yet enter the bones
of future generations. Perhaps it needs to be told only a fewnore tinmes. If so, then the flight
into Mexico will be seen by one and all as yet another expression of a very holy sort of conmmon
sense.

Be that as it nay: Sacco and Vanzetti returned to Massachusetts after the war, fast friends.
Their sort of common sense, holy or not, and based on books Harvard nmen read routinely and without
ill effects, had al ways seened contenptible to nost of their neighbors. Those sanme nei ghbors, and
those who liked to guide their destinies wthout nmuch opposition, now decided to be terrified by
that common sense, especially when it was possessed by the foreign-born

The Departnment of Justice drew up secret lists of foreigners who made no secret whatsoever
about how unjust and sel f-deceiving and i gnorant and greedy they thought so nany of the |eaders
were in the so-called "Prom sed Land." Sacco and Vanzetti were on the list. They were shadowed by
gover nnent spies.

A printer named Andrea Sal sedo, who was a friend of Vanzetti's, was also on the list. He was
arrested in New York City by federal agents on unspecified charges, and held i ncommuni cado for
ei ght weeks. On May third of N neteen-hundred and Twenty, Salsedo fell or junped or was pushed out
of the fourteenth-story w ndow of an office mmintained by the Departnent of Justice.

Sacco and Vanzetti organized a neeting that was to demand an investigation of the arrest and
deat h of Sal sedo. It was scheduled for May ninth in Brockton, Massachusetts, Mary Kathl een
O Looney's honme town. Mary Kathl een was then six years old. | was seven.

Sacco and Vanzetti were arrested for dangerous radical activities before the nmeeting could
take place. Their crime was the possession of leaflets calling for the nmeeting. The penalties
could be stiff fines and up to a year in jail.

But then they were suddenly charged with two unsol ved nurders, too. Two payroll guards had
been shot dead during a robbery in South Braintree, Massachusetts, about a nonth before.

The penalties for that, of course, would be somewhat stiffer, would be two painless deaths in
the sane electric chair.

19

Vanzetti, for good neasure, was al so charged with an attenpted payroll robbery in Bridgewater,
Massachusetts. He was tried and convicted. Thus was he transnogrified froma fish peddler into a
known crimnal before he and Sacco were tried for nurder.

Was Vanzetti guilty of this lesser crinme? Possibly so, but it did not matter much. Wo said it
did not matter nuch? The judge who tried the case said it did not matter nuch. He was Wbster
Thayer, a graduate of Dartnouth Coll ege and a descendent of nany fine New England fam lies. He
told the jury, "This man, although he nmay not have actually conmtted the crinme attributed to him
is nevertheless norally cul pabl e, because he is the eneny of our existing institutions."

Wrd of honor: This was said by a judge in an American court of law | take the quotation from
a book at hand: Labor's Untold Story, by Richard O Boyer and Herbert M Mrais. (United Front:
San Franci sco, 1955.)
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And then this same Judge Thayer got to try Sacco and the known crimnal Vanzetti for nmnurder.
They were found guilty about one year after their arrest - in July of N neteen-hundred and Twenty-
one, when | was eight years old.

They were finally electrocuted when | was fifteen. If | heard anybody in Cevel and say
anyt hing about it, | have forgotten now

| talked to a nessenger boy in an elevator in the RAMJIAC Buil ding the other norning. He was
about ny age. | asked himif he renenbered anything about the execution when he was a boy. He said
that, yes, he had heard his father say he was sick and tired of people talking about Sacco and
Vanzetti all the time, and that he was glad it was finally over wth.

| asked himwhat |line of work his father had been in.

"He was a bank president in Montpelier, Vernont," he said. This was an old nman in a war-
surplus United States Arny overcoat.

Al Capone, the fanpus Chicago gangster, thought Sacco and Vanzetti shoul d have been executed
He, too, believed that they were enenies of the American way of thinking about Anerica. He was
of fended by how ungrateful to Anerica these fellow Italian imrgrants were.

According to Labor's Untold Story, Capone said, "Bolshevismis knocking at our gates . . . W
nmust keep the worker away fromred literature and red ruses."

Whi ch reminds nme of a story witten by Dr. Robert Fender, ny friend back in prison. The story
was about a planet where the worst crinme was ingratitude. People were executed all the tine for
bei ng ungrateful. They were executed the way people used to be executed in Czechosl ovaki a. They
were defenestrated. They were thrown out of altitudi nous w ndows.

The hero in Fender's story was finally throwm out of a window for ingratitude. H's | ast words,
as he went sailing out of a windowthirty floors up, were these: "Thanks a

Bef ore Sacco and Vanzetti could be executed for ingratitude in the Massachusetts style,
however, huge crowds turned out in protest all over the world. The fish peddl er and the shoemaker
had becone planetary celebrities.

"Never in our full life," said Vanzetti, "could we hope to do such work for tolerance, for
justice, for nman's understandi ng of man, as now we do by accident."

If this were done as a nodern Passion Play, the actors playing the authorities, the Pontius
Pilates, would still have to express scorn for the opinions of the mob. But they would be in favor
rat her than against the death penalty this tinme.

And they woul d never wash their hands.

They were in fact so proud of what they were about to do that they asked a committee conposed
of three of the w sest, nobst respected, nost fair-mnded and inpartial men within the boundaries
of the state to say to the world whether or not justice was about to be done.

It was only this part of the Sacco and Vanzetti story that Kenneth \Wistler chose to tell -
that night so | ong ago, when Mary Kathleen and | held hands while he spoke.

He dwelt nmpbst scornfully on the resonant credentials of the three wi se nen.

One was Robert Grant, a retired probate judge, who knew what the | aws were and how t hey were
meant to work. The chairnman was the president of Harvard, and he would still be president when |
becane a freshman. |magine that. He was A Lawence Lowel|l. The other, who according to Wiistler "

knew a | ot about electricity, if nothing else," was Samuel W Stratton, the president of the
Massachusetts Institute of Technol ogy.

During their deliberations, they received thousands of telegrams, sonme in favor of the
executions, but nost opposed. Anpong the tel egraphers were Romain Rolland, George Bernard Shaw,
Al bert Einstein, John Galsworthy, Sinclair Lewis, and H G Wells.

The triunvirate declared at last that it was clear to themthat, if Sacco and Vanzetti were
el ectrocuted, justice would be done.

So nmuch for the wi sdom of even the w sest human beings.

And | am now conpelled to wonder if wi sdom has ever existed or can ever exist. M ght w sdom be
as inpossible in this particular universe as a perpetual -notion machi ne?

Who was the wisest man in the Bible, supposedly - w ser even, we can suppose, than the
presi dent of Harvard? He was King Sol onon, of course. Two wonen claimng the sane baby appeared
bef ore Sol omon, asking himto apply his | egendary wisdomto their case. He suggested cutting the
baby in two.

And the wi sest men in Massachusetts said that Sacco and Vanzetti should die.

When their decision was rendered, ny hero Kenneth Wistler was in charge of pickets before the
Massachusetts State House in Boston, by his own account. It was raining.

"Nat ure synpat hized," he said, |ooking straight at Mary Kathleen and ne in the front row He
| aughed.
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Mary Kathleen and | did not |augh with him Neither did anybody else in the audience. Hs
| augh was a chilling | augh about how little Nature ever cares about what human beings think is
goi ng on.

And Wi stler kept his pickets before the State House for ten nore days, until the night of the
execution. Then he |l ed themthrough the winding streets and across the bridge to Charl est own,
where the prison was. Anong his pickets were Edna St. Vincent MIlay and John Dos Passes and
Haywood Broun

Nati onal Quardsmen and police were waiting for them There were machi ne gunners on the walls,
with their guns ained out at the general popul ace, the people who wanted Pontius Pilate to be
merci ful .

And Kenneth Whistler had with hima heavy parcel. It was an enornous banner, |ong and narrow
and rolled up tight. He had had it nade that norning.

The prison lights began their dinmng.

When they had dimed nine tines, Wiistler and a friend hurried to the funeral parlor where the
bodi es of Sacco and Vanzetti were to be displayed. The state had no further use for the bodies.
They had becone the property of relatives and friends again

Whistler told us that two pairs of sawhorses had been set up in the front roomof the funera
parlor, awaiting the coffins. Now Wiistler and his friend unfurled their banner, and they nailed
it to the wall over the sawhorses.

On the banner were painted the words that the nan who had sentenced Sacco and Vanzetti to
deat h, Webster Thayer, had spoken to a friend soon after he passed the sentence:

DD YOU SEE VWHAT | DI D TO THOSE
ANARCHI ST BASTARDS THE OTHER DAY?

20

Sacco and Vanzetti never lost their dignity - never cracked up. Walter F. Starbuck finally did.

| seenmed to hold up quite well when | was arrested in the showoom of The Anerican Harp
Conpany. Wen ol d Del mar Peal e showed the two policenen the circul ar about the stolen clarinet
parts, when he explained what | was to be arrested for, | even sniled. | had the perfect ali bi
after all: | had been in prison for the past two years.

When | told themthat, though, it did not relax themas nuch as | had hoped. They deci ded t hat
I was perhaps nore of a desperado than they had at first supposed.

The police station was in an uproar when we arrived. Tel evision crews and newspaper reporters
were trying to get at the young nmen who had rioted in the gardens of the United Nations, who had
thrown the finance minister of Sri Lanka into the East River. The Sri Lankan had not been found
yet, so it was assuned that the rioters would be charged with nurder.

Actually, the Sri Lankan woul d be rescued by a police |aunch about two hours later. He would
be found clinging to a bell buoy off CGovernor's Island. The papers the next norning woul d describe
himas "incoherent." | can believe it.

There was no one to question me at once. | was going to have to be |ocked up for a while. The
police station was so busy that there wasn't even an ordinary cell for me. | was given a chair in
the corridor outside the cells. It was there that the rioters insulted ne from behind bars,

i magi ning that I would enjoy nothing so nuch as making | ove to them

I was eventually taken to a padded cell in the basement. It was designed to hold a naniac

until an anbul ance could cone for her or him There wasn't a toilet in there, because a maniac
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mght try to bash his or her brains out on a toilet's rim There was no cot, no chair. | would
have to sit or lie on the padded floor. Oddly enough, the only piece of furniture was a | arge
bow i ng trophy, which sonebody had stored in there. | got to know it well.

So there | was back in a quiet basenent again.

And, as had happened to ne when | was the President's special advisor on youth affairs, | was
forgotten again.

| was accidentally left there fromnoon until eight o'clock that night, w thout food or water
or atoilet or the slightest sound fromthe outside - on what was to have been nmy first full day
of freedom Thus began a test of ny character that | failed.

| thought about Mary Kathleen and all she had been through. | still did not know that she was
Ms. Jack Graham but she had told nme sonething else very interesting about herself: After | left
Harvard, after | stopped answering her letters or even thinking much about her anynore, she
hi t chhi ked to Kentucky, where Kenneth Wistler was still working as a miner and an organi zer. She
arrived at sundown at the shack where he was living al one. The place was unl ocked, havi ng not hi ng
inside worth stealing. Wistler was still at work. Mary Kathl een had brought food with her. Wen
Whi stl er cane hone, there was snbke coming out of his chimey. There was a hot neal waiting for
hi m i nsi de.

That was how she got down into the coalfields. And that was how she happened, when Kenneth
Whi stl er becane violent |late at night because of alcohol, to run out into the noonlit street of a
shanty town and into the arms of a young mning engineer. He was, of course, Jack G aham

And then | regaled nyself with a story by ny prison friend Dr. Robert Fender, which he had
publ i shed under the name of "Kilgore Trout."” It was called "Asleep at the Switch.” It was about a
huge reception center outside the Pearly Gates of heaven - filled with conputers and staffed by
peopl e who had been certified public accountants or investnment counsel ors or business nmanagers
back on Earth.

You could not get into heaven until you had subnmitted to a full review of how well you had
handl ed t he busi ness opportunities God, through Hi s angels, had offered to you on Earth.

Al day long and in every cubicle you could hear the experts saying with utnost weariness to
peopl e who had missed this opportunity and then that one: "And there you were, asleep at the
switch again."”

How much tine had | spent in solitary by then? I will nmake a guess: five minutes.

"Asl eep at the Switch" was quite a sacrilegious story. The hero was the ghost of Al Dbert
Einstein. He hinself was so little interested in wealth that he scarcely heard what his auditor
had to say to him It was sone sort of bal derdash about how he coul d have becone a billionaire, if
only he had gotten a second nortgage on his house in Bern, Switzerland, in N neteen-hundred and
Five, and invested the noney in known urani um deposits before telling the world that E=M2.

"But there you were - asleep at the switch again," said the auditor

"Yes," said Einstein politely, "it does seemrather typical."

"So you see,"” said the auditor, "life really was quite fair. You did have a remarkabl e number
of opportunities, whether you took themor not."

"Yes, | see that now, " said Einstein.

"Whuld you nmind saying that in so many words?" said the auditor

"Sayi ng what ?" said Einstein.

"That life was fair."

"Life was fair," said Einstein.

"If you don't really nean it," said the auditor, "I have nany nore exanples to show you. For
instance, just forgetting atomic energy: If you had sinply taken the nobney you put into a savings
bank when you were at the Institute for Advanced Studies at Princeton, and you had put it,
starting in N neteen-hundred and Fifty, say, into | BMand Pol aroid and Xerox - even though you had
only five nore years to live - " The auditor raised his eyes suggestively, inviting Einstein to
show how smart he coul d be.

"I woul d have been rich?" said Einstein.

" '"Confortable,' shall we say?" said the auditor smugly. "But there you were again - " And
again his eyebrows went up

"Asleep at the switch?" asked Einstein hopefully.

The auditor stood and extended his hand, which Einstein accepted unenthusiastically. "So you
see, Doctor Einstein," he said, "we can't blane God for everything, now can we?" He handed
Ei nstein his pass through the Pearly Gates. "Good to have you aboard," he said.

So into heaven Einstein went, carrying his beloved fiddle. He thought no nore about the audit.
He was a veteran of countless border crossings by then. There had al ways been sensel ess questions
to answer, enpty pronises to nmake, neaningl ess docunments to sign
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But once inside heaven Einstein encountered ghost after ghost who was sick about what his or
her audit had shown. One husband and wife team which had conmitted suicide after |osing
everything in a chicken farmin New Hanpshire, had been told that they had been living the whole
tinme over the largest deposit of nickel in the world.

A fourteen-year-old Harlemchild who had been killed in a gang fight was told about a two-
carat dianond ring that lay for weeks at the bottom of a catch basin he passed every day. It was
flaw ess and had not been reported as stolen. If he had sold it for only a tenth of its val ue,
four hundred dollars, say, according to his auditor, and speculated in comodities futures,
especially in cocoa at that time, he could have noved his nother and sisters and hinself into a
Park Avenue condom nium and sent hinself to Andover and then to Harvard after that.

There was Harvard agai n.

Al the auditing stories that Einstein heard were told by Anericans. He had chosen to settle
in the Anerican part of heaven. Understandably, he had mi xed feelings about Europeans, since he
was a Jew. But it wasn't only Anericans who were being audited. Pakistanis and pygmies fromthe
Phi l'i ppi nes and even comuni sts had to go through the very same thing.

It was in character for Einstein to be offended first by the nathematics of the systemthe
audi tors wanted everybody to be so grateful for. He calculated that if every person on Earth took
full advantage of every opportunity, becane a nmillionaire and then a billionaire and so on, the
paper wealth on that one little planet would exceed the worth of all the minerals in the universe
in a mtter of three nonths or so. Al so: There would be nobody left to do any useful work.

So he sent God a note. It assumed that God had no idea what sorts of rubbish H's auditors were
talking. It accused the auditors rather than God of cruelly deceiving new arrivals about the
opportunities they had had on Earth. He tried to guess the auditors' notives. He wondered if they
m ght not be sadi sts.

The story ended abruptly. Einstein did not get to see God. But God sent out an archangel who
was boiling mad. He told Einstein that if he continued to destroy ghosts' respect for the audits,
he was going to take Einstein's fiddle away fromhimfor all eternity. So Einstein never discussed
the audits with anybody ever again. Hs fiddle nmeant nore to himthan anything.

The story was certainly a slamat God, suggesting that He was capabl e of using a cheap
subterfuge like the audits to get out of being blanmed for how hard econonic |ife was down here.

| made ny mind a bl ank

But then it started singing about Sally in the garden again.

Mary Kat hl een O Looney, exercising her cosnmic powers as Ms. Jack G aham had nmeanwhil e
t el ephoned Arpad Leen, the top man at RAMIAC. She ordered himto find out what the police had done
with me, and to send the toughest lawyer in New York City to rescue nme, no matter what the cost.

He was to nmake nme a RAMIAC vice-president after that. Wile she was at it, she said, she had a
list of other good people who were to be rounded up and al so nmade vice-presidents. These were the
people | had told her about, of course - the strangers who had been so nice to ne.

She also ordered himto tell Doris Kramm the old secretary at The American Harp Conpany, that
she didn't have to retire, no matter how old she was.

Yes, and there in ny padded cell | told nyself a joke | had read in The Harvard Lanpoon when a
freshman. It had amazed ne back then because it seened so dirty. Wien | becane the President's
speci al advisor on youth affairs, and had to read coll ege hunor again, | discovered that the joke
was still being published many tinmes a year - unchanged. This was it:

SHE: How dare you kiss ne |ike that?

HE: | was just trying to find out who ate all the macaroons.

So | had a good | augh about that there in solitary. But then | began to crack. | could not
stop saying to nyself, "Macaroons, nmcaroons, nmcaroons . "

Things got nuch worse after that. | sobbed. | bounced nyself off the walls. | took a crap in a

corner. | dropped the bowling trophy on top of the crap
| screanmed a poem | had | earned in grammar school

Don't care if | do die,

Do die, do die!

Li ke to make the juice fly,
Juice fly, juice fly!

| may even have nmasturbated. Wiy not? W old fol ks have nuch richer sex lives than nost young
peopl e i magi ne.
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| eventually coll apsed.

At seven o' clock that night the toughest attorney in New York entered the police station
upstairs. He had traced ne that far. He was a fanmpus nman, known to be extrenely ferocious and
hunorl ess in prosecuting or defending al nost anyone. The police were thunderstruck when such a
dreaded cel ebrity appeared. He demanded to know what had becone of ne.

Nobody knew. There was no record anywhere of my having been rel eased or transferred el sewhere.
My lawer knew | hadn't gone hone, because he had already asked after ne there. Mary Kathl een had

told Arpad Leen and Leen had told the lawer that |I lived at the Arapahoe.
They could not even find out what | had been arrested for
So all the cells were checked. | wasn't in any of them of course. The people who had brought

me in and the man who had | ocked me up had all gone off-duty. None of them could be reached at
hore.

But then the detective who was trying to placate ny | awer renenbered the cell downstairs and
decided to have a look inside it, just in case.

When the key turned in the lock, | was lying on ny stomach like a dog in a kennel, facing the
door. My stocking feet extended in the direction of the bowing trophy and the crap. | had renoved
my shoes for sone reason

When the detective opened the door, he was appalled to see ne, realizing howlong | nust have
been in there. The City of New York had accidentally commtted a very serious crinme against mne.

"M. Starbuck - ?" he asked anxiously.

| said nothing. | did sit up. I no longer cared where | was or what m ght happen next. | was
li ke a hooked fish that had done all the fighting it could. Wiatever was on the other end of the
line was wel cone to reel ne in.

When the detective said, "Your |awer is here," | did not protest even inwardly that nobody
knew | was in jail, that | had no |l awer, no friends, no anything. So be it: My |awer was there

Now t he | awyer showed hinmsel f. It would not have surprised me if he had been a unicorn. He
was, in fact, alnost that fantastic - a man who, when only twenty-six years old, had been chi ef
counsel of the Senate Permanent |nvestigating Comrittee, whose chairmn was Senator Joseph R
McCart hy, the nobst spectacul ar hunter of disloyal Anericans since Wrld War Two.

He was in his late forties now - but still unsniling and nervously shrewd. During the MCarthy
Era, which cane after Leland Cewes and | had nmade such fools of ourselves, | had hated and feared
this man. He was on ny side now.

"M. Starbuck," he said, "I amhere to represent you, if you want me to. | have been retained

on your behal f by The RAMIAC Corporation. Roy M Cohn is nmy nane.”

Wiat a miracl e-worker he was!

I was out of the police station and into a waiting |inousine before you could say, "Habeas
corpus!”

Cohn, having delivered me to the linousine, did not hinself get in. He wished me well without
shaki ng my hand, and was gone. He never touched ne, never gave any indication that he knew that |
too, had played a very public part in American history in olden tines.

So there | was in a linpusine again. Wiy not? Anything was possible in a dream Hadn't Roy M
Cohn just gotten ne out of jail, and hadn't | |eft ny shoes behind? So why shouldn't the dream go
on - and have Leland C ewes and Israel Edel, the night clerk at the Arapahoe, already sitting in
the back of the linmousine, with a space between themfor nme? This it did.

They nodded to ne uneasily. They, too, felt that life wasn't naking good sense just now.

What was goi ng on, of course, was that the |inousine was cruising around Manhattan like a
school bus, picking up people Mary Kathl een O Looney had told Arpad Leen to hire as RAMIAC vi ce-
presidents. This was Leen's personal linpusine. It was what | have since learned is called a
"stretch" |inousine. The Anerican Harp Conpany coul d have used the backseat for a show oom

Cl ewes and Edel and the next person we were going to pick up had all been tel ephoned
personally by Leen - after sonme of his assistants had found out nore about who they were and where
they were. Leland C ewes had been found in the phone-book. Edel had been found behind the desk at
the Arapahoe. One of the assistants had gone to the Coffee Shop of the Royalton to ask for the
nane of a person who worked there and had a French-fried hand.

O her calls had gone to Georgia - one to the RAMIAC regi onal office, asking if they had a
chauf f eur named Cl evel and Lawes working for them and another one to the Federal M ninum Security
Adult Correctional Facility at Finletter Air Force Base, asking if they had a guard naned C yde
Carter and a prisoner named Dr. Robert Fender there

C ewes asked ne if | understood what was goi ng on

"No," | said. "This is just the dreamof a jailbird. It's not supposed to nake sense."

G ewes asked ne what had happened to ny shoes.
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"I left themin the padded cell,” | said.

"You were in a padded cell?" he said.

"It's very nice," | said. "You can't possibly hurt yourself."

A man in the front seat next to the chauffeur now turned his face to us. | knew him too, He
had been one of the |lawers who had escorted Virgil G eathouse into prison on the norning before
He was Arpad Leen's | awyer, too. He was worried about my having | ost ny shoes. He said we would go
back to the police station and get them

"Not on your life!" |I said. "They've found out by now that | threw the bowing trophy down in
the shit, and they'Il just arrest ne again."

Edel and Cl ewes now drew away from ne sone.

"This has to be a dream" said C ewes.

"Be ny guest," | said. "The nore the nerrier."

"CGentl enen, gentlenen - " said the awer genially. "Please, you nustn't worry so. You are
about to be offered the opportunity of your lives."

"When the hell did she see ne?" said Edel. "What was the wonderful thing she saw ne do?"

"W may never know," said the | awyer. "She sel dom explains herself, and she's a m stress of
di sgui se. She coul d be anybody."

"Maybe she was that big black pinp that came in after you last night," Edel said to ne. "I was
nice to him He was eight feet tall."
"I missed him" | said.

"You're lucky," said Edel

"You two know each ot her?" said C ewes.

"Since childhood!" | said. | was going to blow this dream w de open by absolutely refusing to
take it seriously. | was damm well going to get back to ny bed at the Arapahoe or my cot in
prison. | didn't care which.

Maybe | could even wake up in the bedroomof ny little brick bungal ow in Chevy Chase,

Maryl and, and ny wife would still be alive.

"I can prom se you she wasn't the tall pinp,"” said the |awer. "That nuch we can be sure of:

What ever she | ooks like, she is not tall."

"Who isn't tall?" | said.
"Ms. Jack Graham" said the | awer.
"Sorry | asked," | said.

"You must have done her sone sort of favor, too,
she saw and admired.”

"It's my Boy Scout training," | said.

So we canme to a stop in front of a rundown apartnent building on the Upper West Side. Qut cane
Frank Ubriaco, the owner of the Coffee Shop. He was dressed for the dreamin a pal e-bl ue vel vet
suit and green-and-white cowboy boots with high, high heels. H s French-fried hand was el egantly
sheathed in a white kid glove. Cewes pulled down a junpseat for him

| said hello to him

"Who are you?" he said.

"You served ne breakfast this norning," | said.

the awer said to nme, "or done sonething

"l served everybody breakfast this norning," he said.

"You know him too?" said C ewes.

"This is my town," | said. | addressed the | awer, nore convinced than ever that this was a
dream and | told him "All right - let's pick up ny nother next."

He echoed ne uncertainly. "Your nother?"

"Sure. Wiy not? Everybody else is here," | said.

He wanted to be cooperative. "M . Leen didn't say anything specific about your not bringing
anybody el se along. You'd like to bring your nother?"

"Very much," | said
"Where is she?" he said.
"In a cenetery in Ceveland," | said, "but that shouldn't slow you down."

He thereafter avoided direct conversations with ne.

Wien we got underway again, Ubriaco asked those of us in the backseat who we were.

Cl ewes and Edel introduced thenselves. | declined to do so.

"They're all people who caught the eye of Ms. Graham just as you did," said the | awer

"You guys know her?" Ubriaco asked Cl ewes and Edel and ne.

W all shrugged.

"Jesus Christ,"
| do."

said Ubriaco. "This better be a pretty good job you got to offer. | |ike what
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"You'll see," said the | awer

"I broke a date for you nmonkeys," said Ubriaco.

"Yes - and M. Leen broke a date for you," said the lawer. "Hi s daughter is having her debut
at the Wal dorf tonight, and he won't be there. He'll be talking to you gentlenen instead."

"Fucki ng crazy," said Ubriaco. Nobody el se had anything to say. As we crossed Central Park to
the East Side, Ubriaco spoke again. "Fucking debut," he said.

Clewes said to ne, "You're the only one who knows everybody el se here. You're in the niddle of
this thing somehow. "

"Why wouldn't | be?" | said. "It's ny dream"”

And we were delivered without further conversation to the penthouse dwelling of Arpad Leen. W
were told by the |awer to | eave our shoes in the foyer. It was the custom of the house. |, of
course, was already in ny stocking feet.

Ubri aco asked if Leen was a Japanese, since the Japanese commonly took off their shoes
i ndoors.

The | awyer assured himthat Leen was a Caucasi an, but that he had grown up in Fiji, where his
parents ran a general store. As | would find out later, Leen's father was a Hungarian Jew, and his
not her was a Greek Cypriot. H's parents net when they were working on a Swedi sh cruise ship in the
|ate twenties. They junped ship in Fiji, and started the store.

Leen hinself | ooked |ike an idealized Plains Indian to ne. He could have been a novie star
And he cane out into the foyer in a striped silk dressing gown and bl ack socks and garters. He
still hoped to nake it to his daughter's debut.

Before he introduced hinself to us, he had to tell the lawer an incredible piece of news.
"You know what the son of a bitch is in prison for?" he said. "Treason! And we're supposed to get
himout and give hima job. Treason! How do you get sonebody out of jail who's comitted treason?
How do we give himeven a |ousy job without every patriot in the country raising hell?"

The [ awyer didn't know

"Well," said Leen, "what the hell. Get me Roy Cohn again. | wish | were back in Nashville."

This last remark alluded to Leen's having been the |eading publisher of country nusic in
Nashvill e, Tennessee, before his little enpire was swal |l owed up by RAMIAC. His old conpany, in
fact, was the nucl eus of the Down Hone Records Division of RAMJIAC

Now he | ooked us over and he shook his head in wondernent. We were a freakish crew
"CGentl enen," he said, "you have all been noticed by Ms. Jack G aham She didn't tell nme where or
when. She said you were honest and kind."

"Not me," said Ubriaco.

"You're free to question her judgnent, if you want," said Leen. "I'mnot. | have to offer you
good jobs. | don't mind doing that, though, and I'Il tell you why: She never told ne to do
anything that didn't turn out to be in the best interests of the conpany. | used to say that |
never wanted to work for anybody, but working for Ms. Jack G aham has been the greatest privilege

of my life," He nmeant it.

He did not mind naking us all vice-presidents. The conpany had seven hundred vice-presidents
of this and that on the top level, the corporate |evel, alone. Wen you got out into the
subsi di ari es, of course, the whol e business of presidents and vice-presidents started all over
agai n.

"You know what she | ooks Iike?" Ubriaco wanted to know.

"I haven't seen her recently," said Leen. This was an urbane lie. He had never seen her, which
was a matter of public record. He would confess to ne |ater that he did not even know how he had
cone to Ms. Grahanis attention. He thought she m ght have seen an article on himin the Diners
Club magazi ne, which had featured himin their "Man on the Mve" department. |

In any event, he was abjectly loyal to her. He loved and feared his idea of Ms. G ahamthe
way Emi|l Larkin loved and feared his idea of Jesus Christ. He was luckier than Larkin in his
wor shi p, of course, since the invisible superior being over himcalled himup and wote him
letters and told himwhat to do.

He actually said one time, "Wrking for Ms. G aham has been a religious experience for ne.

was adrift, no matter how nmuch noney | was nmaking. My life had no purpose until | becane president
of RAMJIAC and pl aced nysel f at her beck and call."
Al happiness is religious, | have to think sonetines.

Leen said he would talk to us one by one in his library. "Ms. Gahamdidn't tell me about
your backgrounds, what your special interests mght be - so you're just going to have to tell ne
about yourselves." He said for Ubriaco to cone into the library first, and asked the rest of us to
wait in the living room "lIs there anything ny butler can bring you to drink?" he said.

Cewes didn't want anything. Edel asked for a beer. |, still hoping to blow the dream wi de
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open, ordered a pousse-café, a rainbowcolored drink that | had never seen, but which | had
studi ed while earning ny Doctor of M xol ogy degree. A heavy |liqueur was put into the bottomof a
glass, then a lighter one of a different color was carefully spooned in on top of that, and then a
lighter one still on top of that, and on and on, with each bright I ayer undisturbed by the one
above or bel ow.

Leen was inpressed with my order. He repeated it, to nake sure he had heard it right.

"If it's not too rmuch trouble,” | said. It was no nore trouble, surely, than building a full-
rigged ship nodel in a bottle, say.
"No problem " said Leen. This, | would learn, was a favorite expression of his. He told the

butler to give ne a pousse- café w thout further ado.

He and Ubriaco went into the library, and the rest of us entered the living room which had a
swi nmi ng pool. | had never seen a living roomw th a swi mring pool before. | had heard of such a
thing, of course, but hearing of and actually seeing that nuch water in a living roomare two very
di fferent things.

I knelt by the pool and swirled ny hand in the water, curious about the tenperature, which was
soupy. When | withdrew ny hand and considered its wetness, | had to admt to nyself that the wet
was undreani ke. My hand was really wet and would remain so for sone tinme, unless | did sonething
about it.

All this was really going on. As | stood, the butler arrived with ny pousse- café.

Qut rageous behavi or was not the answer. | was going to have to start paying attention again.
"Thank you," | said to the butler

"You're welcone, sir," he replied. Cewes and Edel were seated at one end of a couch about
half a block long. | joined them wanting their appreciation for how sedate | had becone.

They were continuing to speculate as to when Ms. G aham mi ght have caught them behaving so
virtuously.

C ewes nourned that he had not had many opportunities to be virtuous, selling advertising
mat chbooks and cal endars from door to door. "About the best | can do is let a building custodian
tell me his war stories,” he said. He renenbered a custodian in the Flatiron Building who clai ned
to have been the first Anerican to cross the bridge over the Rhine at Remagan, Gernany, during
World War Two. The capture of this bridge had been an i mense event, allowing the Allied Armies to
pour at high speed right into the heart of Gernmany. C ewes doubted that the custodian could have
been Ms. Jack G aham though.

| srael Edel supposed that Ms. G aham coul d be disguised as a man, though. "I sonetinmes think
that about half our customers at the Arapahoe are transvestites,” he said.

The possibility of Ms. Grahams being a transvestite would be brought up again soon, and nost
startlingly, by Arpad Leen

Meanwhi | e, though, C ewes got back on the subject of Wrld War Two. He got personal about it.
He said that he and |, when we were wartime bureaucrats, had only imagined that we had sonething
to do with defeats and victories. "The war was won by fighters, Walter. Al the rest was dreans."

It was his opinion that all the nenbirs witten about that war by civilians were sw ndl es,
pretenses that the war had been won by tal kers and witers and socialites, when it could only have
been won by fighters.

A tel ephone rang in the foyer. The butler cane in to say that the call was for dewes, who
could take it on the tel ephone on the coffee table in front of us. The tel ephone was bl ack-and-
white plastic and shaped |ike "Snoopy," the famus dog in the comc strip called "Peanuts."
Peanuts was owned by what was about to becorme ny division of RAMIAC. To converse on that
t el ephone, as | would soon discover, you had to put your nmouth over the dog's stonach and stick
his nose in your ear. Wy not?

It was Clewes's wife Sarah, ny old girlfriend, calling fromtheir apartnent. She had just cone
home froma private nursing case, had found his note, which said where he was and what he was
doi ng there and how he coul d be reached by tel ephone.

He told her that | was there, too, and she could not believe it. She asked to talk to ne. So
Cl ewes handed nme the plastic dog.

"Hi," | said.

"This is crazy," she said. "Wat are you doing there?"

"Drinking a pousse- café by the swi mmng pool," | said.

"I can't imagine you drinking a pousse- café," she said.

"Well, I am" | said.

She asked how Clewes and | had net. | told her. "Such a small world, VWalter," she said, and so
on. She asked nme if Cewes had told ne that | had done thema big favor when | testified against
hi m
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"I would have to say that that opinion is noot," | told her.
"I's what ?" she said.
"Moot," | said. It was a word she had sonmehow never heard before. | explained it to her

"I"'mso dunb,"” she said. "There's so nuch | don't know, Walter." She sounded just |like the
sanme old Sarah on the tel ephone. It could have been N neteen-hundred and Thirty-five again, which
made what she said next especially poignant: "Ch, my God, Walter! We're both over sixty years ol d!
How i s that possible?"

"You' d be surprised, Sarah," | said.

She asked nme to conme hone with Cewes for supper, and | said | would if | could, that | didn't
know what was goi ng to happen next. | asked her where she lived.

It turned out that she and Clewes lived in the basenent of the sane buil di ng where her
grandnot her used to live - in Tudor Cty. She asked nme if | renenbered her grandnother's,

apartment, all the old servants and furniture jammed into only four roons.

| said | did, and we | aughed.

I did not tell her that ny son also |ived sonewhere in Tudor City. | would find out later that
there was not hing vague about his proximty to her, with his nusical wife and his adopted
children. Stankiew cz of The New York Tines was in the same building, and notoriously so, because
of the wildness of the children - and only three floors above Lel and and Sarah C ewes.

She said that it was good that we could still |augh, despite all we had been through. "At
| east we still have our sense of hunor," she said. That was sonmething Julie N xon had said about
her father after he got bounced out of the Wite House: "He still has his sense of hunor.”

"Yes - at least that," | agreed.

"Waiter," she said, "what's this fly doing in nmy soup?"

"What ?" | said.

"What's this fly doing in ny soup?" she persisted.

And then it cane back to ne: This was the opening line in a daisy-chain of jokes we used to
tell each other on the telephone. | closed my eyes. | gave the answering line, and the tel ephone
becane a tinme machine for nme. It allowed ne to escape from N neteen-hundred and Seventy-seven and
into the fourth di mension

"I believe that's the backstroke, madam" | said.

"Waiter," she said, "there's also a needle in nmy soup."

"I"'msorry, madam" | said, "that's a typographical error. That should have been a noodle."
"Why do you charge so nuch for crean?" she said.

"It's because the cows hate to squat on those little bottles,” | said.

"I keep thinking it's Tuesday," she said.

"It is Tuesday," | said.

"That's what | keep thinking," she said. "Tell nme, do you serve fl annel cakes?"
"Not on the nmenu today," | said.

"Last night |I dreaned | was eating flannel cakes," she said.

"That nust have been very nice," | said.

"It was terrible," she said. "Wien | woke up, the blanket was gone."

She, too, had reason to escape into the fourth dinension. As | would find out later, her
patient had died that night. Sarah had |iked her a lot. The patient was only thirty-six, but she
had a congenitally defective heart - huge and fatty and weak.

And imagine, if you will, the effect this conversation was having on Leland C ewes, who was
sitting right next to me. My eyes were closed, as | say, and I was in such an ecstasy of
ti nel essness and pl acel essness that | might as well have been having sexual intercourse with his
wi fe before his eyes. He forgave ne, of course. He forgives everybody for everything. But he stil
had to be inpressed by how lazily in love Sarah and | could still be on the tel ephone.

What is nore protean than adultery? Nothing in this world.

"I amthinking of going on a diet," said Sarah

"I know how you can | ose twenty pounds of ugly fat right away," | said.
"How?" she said.
"Have your head cut off," | said.

Cl ewes could hear only ny half of the conversation, of course, so he could only hear the
preni se or the snapper of a joke, but never both. Sone of the lines were highly suggestive.

| asked Sarah, | renenber, if she snoked after intercourse

Cl ewes never heard her reply, which was this: "I don't know. | never |ooked." And then she
went on: "Wiat did you do before you were a waiter?"

"I used to clean birdshit out of cuckoo clocks," | said.

"l have often wondered what the white stuff in birdshit was," she said.
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"That's birdshit, too," I told her. "What kind of work do you do?"

"I work in the bl oomer factory," she said.

"Is it a good job in the blooner factory?" | inquired archly.
21
"Ch," she said, "I can't conmplain. | pull down about ten thousand a year." Sarah coughed, and
that, too, was a cue, which | nearly nissed.

"That's quite a cough you have there," | said in the nick of tine.

"It won't stop," she said.

"Take two of these pills,” | said. "They're just the thing." So she nade swal | owi ng sounds:
"gluck, gluck, gluck."” And then she asked what was in the pills.

"The nost powerful |axative known to nedical science," | said.

"Laxative!" she said.

"Yes," | said, "now you don't dare cough."

W did the joke, too, about a sick horse | supposedly had. | have never really owned a horse

The veterinarian gave nme half a pound of purple powder that | was to give the horse, supposedly.
The veterinarian told ne to nake a tube out of paper, and to put the powder inside the tube, and
then to slip the tube into the horse's nouth, and to blowit down its throat.

"How i s the horse?" said Sarah

"Ch, the horse is fine," | said.

"You don't | ook so good," she said.

"No," | said, "that is because the horse blew first."

"Can you still imtate your nother's | augh?" she said.

This was not the prem se of yet another joke. Sarah genuinely wanted to hear ne inmtate ny
not her's laugh, sonething | used to do a ot for Sarah on the tel ephone. | had not tried the trick
in years. | not only had to make ny voice high: | also had to make it beautiful

The thing was this: Mther never |aughed out [oud. She had been trained to stifle her |aughter
when a servant girl in Lithuania. The idea was that a master or guest, hearing a servant | aughing
somewhere in the house, mght suspect that the servant was | aughi ng about him

So when ny not her could not hel p | aughing, she nade tiny, pure sounds |ike a nusic box - or
perhaps like bells far away. It was accidental that they were so beautiful

So - forgetful of where | was, | nowfilled my lungs and tightened ny throat, and to pl ease ny
old girlfriend, | reincarnated the |aughing part of mny nother.

It was at that point that Arpad Leen and Frank Ubriaco canme back into the living room They
heard the end of ny song.

| told Sarah that | had to hang up now, and | did hang up

Arpad Leen stared at nme hard. | had heard wonen speak of men's undressing themmentally. Now I
was finding out what that felt like. As things turned out, that was exactly what Leen was doing to
me: imagining what | would |l ook like with no clothes on

He was beginning to suspect that | was Ms. Jack Graham checking up on himwhile disguised as
a nan.

22
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I could not know that, of course - that he thought | mght be Ms. Graham So his subsequent
courting of ne was as inexplicable as anything that had happened to nme all day.

| tried to believe that he was being so attentive in order to soften the bad news he had to
give me by and by: that | was sinply not RAMIAC nmaterial, and that his |inbusine was waiting down
below to take me back, still jobless, to the Arapahoe. But the nessages in his eyes were nore
passi onate than that. He was ravenous for ny approval of everything he did. He told me, and not
Lel and C ewes or Israel Edel, that he had just nade Frank Ubriaco a vice-president of the
McDonal d' s Hanburgers Division of RAMIAC.

| nodded that | thought that was nice.

The nod was not enough for Leen. "I think it's a wonderful exanple of putting the right man in
the right job," he said. "Don't you? That's what RAMIAC is all about, don't you think - putting
good peopl e where they can use their talents to the fullest?”

The question was for me and nobody else, so | finally said, "Yes."

| had to go through the sane thing after he had interviewed and hired dewes and Edel. C ewes
was made a vice-president of the Dianond Match Division, presunably because he had been selling
advertisi ng matchbooks for so |long. Edel was nade a vice-president of the Hilton Departnent of the
Hospitality Associates, Ltd., Division, presumably because of his three weeks of experience as a
ni ght clerk at the Arapahoe.

It was then nmy turn to go into the library with him "Last but not |east," he said coyly.
After he closed the door on the rest of the house, his flirtati ousness becane even nore
outrageous. "Cone into ny parlor," he murnmured, "said the spider to the fly." He wi nked at ne
broadly.

| hated this. | wondered what had happened to the others in here.

There was a Miussolini-style desk with a swivel chair behind it. "Perhaps you should sit

there," he said. He nade his eyebrows go up and down. "Doesn't that | ook |ike your kind of chair?
Eh? Eh? Your kind of chair?"

This could only be nockery, | thought. | responded to it hunbly. | had had no sel f-respect for
years and years. "Sir," | said, "I don't know what's going on."

"Ah," he said, holding up a finger, "that does happen sonetines."

"I don't know how you found me, or even if I'mwho you think I am" | said.

"I haven't told you yet who | think you are," he said.

"Walter F. Starbuck," | said bl eakly.

"I'f you say so," he said.

"Well," | said, "whoever I am |'mnot much anynore. If you're really offering jobs, all

want is a little one."
"I"munder orders to nake you a vice-president,’

he said, "orders froma person | respect very

much. | intend to obey."

"I want to be a bartender," | said.

"Ah!" he said. "And m x pousse-cafés!"

"I can, if | have to," |I said. "I have a Doctor of M xol ogy degree."

"You al so have a lovely high voice when you want to," he said.

"I think I had better go honme now," | said. "I can walk. It isn't far fromhere.” It was only
about forty blocks. | had no shoes; but who needed shoes? | would get honme sonehow wi t hout them

"When it's tinme to go hone," he said, "you shall have ny |inousine."

"I't's time to go home now," 1 said. "I don't care how | get there. It has been a very tiring
day for me. | don't feel very clever. | just want to sleep. If you know anybody who needs a
bartender, even part-time, | can be found at the Arapahoe."

"What an actor you are!" he said.

I hung ny head. | didn't even want to | ook at himor at anybody anynore. "Not at all,"” | said.

file:/l/F|/rah/Kurt%20Vonnegut/Jailbird.txt (84 of 96) [8/28/03 1:00:07 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Kurt%20V onnegut/Jailbird.txt

"Never was."
"I will tell you something very strange," he said.
"I won't understand it," | said.

"Everyone here tonight renenbers having seen you, but they've never seen each other before,"
he said. "How would you explain that?"

"I have no job," | said. "I just got out of prison. |I've been wal king around town with nothing
to do."

"Such a conplicated story," he said. "You were in prison, you say?"

"It happens,” | said.

"I won't ask what you were in prison for," he said. Wat he neant, of course, was that I, as
M's. G aham di sguised as a nman, did not have to go on telling taller and taller lies, unless it
entertained ne to do so.

"Watergate," | said

"Watergate!" he exclainmed. "I thought | knew the nanes of alnpbst all the Watergate people." As
I would find out later, he not only knew their nanmes: He knew many of themwell enough to have
bribed themwith illegal canpaign contributions, and to have chipped in for their defenses
afterward. "Way is it that | have never heard the nane Starbuck associated with Watergate before?”

"I don't know," | said, ny head still down. "It was |ike being in a wonderful rmnusical conedy
where the critics nmentioned everybody but ne. If you can find an old program I1'll show you ny
name. "

"The prison was in Georgia, | take it," he said.

"Yes," | said. | supposed that he knew t hat because Roy M Cohn had | ooked up ny record when

he had to get ne out of jail.
"That explains Georgia," he said.
| couldn't imagi ne why anybody woul d want Georgi a expl ai ned.

"So that's how you know Clyde Carter and C evel and Lawes and Dr. Robert Fender," he said

"Yes," | said. Now | started to be afraid. Wiy would this man, one of the nobst powerful
corporate executives on the planet, bother to find out so nmuch about a pathetic little jailbird
like ne? Was there a suspicion somewhere that | knew some spectacul ar secret that could still be
reveal ed about Watergate? M ght he be playing cat-and-nobuse with ne before having ne killed sone
way ?

"And Doris Kramm " he said, "I'msure you know her, too." | was so relieved not to know her! |
was i nnocent after all! Hs whole case against nme would col |l apse now He had the wong man, and
could prove it! | did not know Doris Kramm "No, no, no," | said. "I don't know Doris Kranm"

"The | ady you asked nme not to retire from The Anerican Harp Conpany," he said.

"I never asked you anything," | said.

"A slip of the tongue," he said.

And then horror grewin nme as | realized that | really did know Doris Kramm She was the old
secretary who had been sobbi ng and cl eaning out her desk at the harp showoom | wasn't about to
tell himthat |I knew her, though

But he knew | knew her, anyway! He knew everything! "You will be happy to learn that |

t el ephoned her personally and assured her that she did not have to retire, after all. She can stay
on as long as she likes. Isn't that |ovely?"
"No," | said. It was as good an answer as any. But now | was renenbering the harp showoom |

felt as though | had been there a thousand years ago, perhaps, in some other life, before | was
born. Mary Kathl een O Looney had been there. Arpad Leen, in his omiscience, would surely nention
her next.

And then the nightmare of the past hour suddenly reveal ed itself as having been | ogical al
al ong. | knew sonet hing that Leen hinself did not know, that probably nobody in the world but ne
knew. It was inpossible, but it had to be true: Mary Kathleen O Looney and Ms. Jack G aham were
t he sane.

It was then that Arpad Leen raised nmy hand to his |ips and kissed it. "Forgive nme for
penetrating your disguise, nadam" he said, "but | assune you nmade it so easy to penetrate on
purpose. Your secret is safe with me. | amhonored at last to neet you face to face."

He ki ssed ny hand again, the sane hand Mary Kathleen's dirty little claw had grasped that
norni ng. "High tine, nadam" he said. "W have worked together so well so long. High time."

My revul sion at being kissed by a man was so fully automatic that | becane a veritable Queen
Victorial My rage was inperial, although nmy | anguage canme straight fromthe playgrounds of ny
Cl evel and adol escence. "Wat the hell do you think you're doing?" | demanded to know. "I'm no God
dam wonman!" | said.

| have spoken of losing nmy self-respect over the years. Arpad Leen had now lost his in a
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matter of seconds, with this preposterous ni sapprehension of his.

He was speechl ess and white.

When he tried to recover, he did not recover much. He was beyond apol ogi zi ng, too shattered to
exhi bit charmor cleverness of any kind. He could only grope for where the truth mght lie.

"But you know her," he said at last. There was resignation in his voice, for he was
acknow edgi ng what was beconming clear to nme, too: that | was nore powerful than he was, if |
wanted to be.

| confirmed this for him "I know her well," | said. "She will do whatever | tell her, |I'm
sure." This last was gratuitous. It was vengeful

He was still a very sick nan. | had conme between his God and him It was his turn to hang his
head. "Well," he said, and there was a | ong pause, "speak well of ne, if you can."

More than anything now, | wanted to rescue Mary Kathl een O Looney fromthe ghastly life the
dragons in her nmind had forced her to lead. | knew where | could find her.

"I wonder if you could tell me," | said to the broken Leen, "where | could find a pair of

shoes to fit nme at this tinme of night."
Hs voice came to ne as though fromthe place where | was going next, the great cavern under
Grand Central Station. "No problem" he said.

23

The next thing | knew, |, all alone, having nade certain that no one was followi ng ne, was
descending the iron staircase into the cavern. Every few steps | called ahead, crooningly,
confortingly, "It's Walter, Mary Kathleen. It's Walter here."

How was | shod? | was wearing black patent |eather evening slippers with little bows at the
i nsteps. They had been given to ne by the ten-year-old son of Arpad Leen, little Dexter. They were
just ny size. Dexter had been required to buy them for dancing school. He did not need them
anynore. He had delivered his first successful ultimatumto his parents: He had told themthat he
woul d conmit suicide if they insisted that he keep on going to dancing school. He hated dancing
school that nuch.

What a dear boy he was - in his pajams and bathrobe after a swimin the living room He was
so synpathetic and concerned for ne, for alittle old nan who had no shoes for his little feet. |
m ght have been a kindly elf in a fairy tale, and he nmight have been a princeling, making a gift
to the elf of a pair of magi c danci ng shoes.

What a beautiful boy he was. He had big brown eyes. His hair was a crown of black ringlets.
woul d have given a lot for a son like that. Then again, ny own son, | imagine, would have given a
lot for a father |i ke Arpad Leen.

Fair is fair.

"It's Walter, Mary Kathleen," | called again. "It's Walter here." At the bottom of the steps,
I came across the first clue that all might not be well. It was a shopping bag from Bl oonmi ngdal e's
- lying on its side, vomiting rags and a doll's head and a copy of Vogue, a RAMIAC publication

| straightened it up and stuffed things back into its nouth, pretending that that was all that
needed to be done to put things right again. That is when | saw a spot of blood on the floor. That
was sonething I couldn't put back where it belonged. There were nmany nore farther on. |

And | don't nean to draw out the suspense here to no purpose, to give readers a frisson, to
| et them suppose that | would find Mary Kathleen with her hands cut off, waving her bl oody stunps
at me. She had in fact been sidesw ped by a Checker cab on Vanderbilt Avenue, and had refused
medi cal attention, saying that she was fine, just fine.
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But she was far fromfine.

There was a possible irony here, one | am however, unable to confirm There was a very good
chance that Mary Kat hl een had been creaned by one of her own taxicabs.

Her nose was broken, which was where the blood had cone from There were worse things wong

with her. | cannot name them No inventory was ever taken of everything that was broken in Mary
Kat hl een.
She had hidden herself in a toilet stall. The drops of blood showed ne where to | ook. There

could be no doubt as to who was in there. Her basketball shoes were visible beneath the door

At least there was not a corpse in there. Wien | crooned nmy nane and ny harmn essness again,
she unl atched the door and pulled it open. She was not using the toilet, but sinply sitting on it.
She m ght as well have been using it, her humliation by |ife was now so conpl ete. Her nosebl eed
had stopped, but it had left her with an Adolf Hitler nustache.

"Ch! You poor woman!" | cried.

She was uni npressed by her condition. "I guess that's what | am" she said. "That's what ny
nmot her was." Her nother, of course, had died of radi um poi soning.

"What happened to you?" | said.

She told nme about being hit by a taxi. She had just nmailed a letter to Arpad Leen, confirmng
all the orders she had given to himon the tel ephone.

"Il get an anbul ance," | said.

"No, no," she said. "Stay here, stay here."

"But you need help!" | said.

"I'"mpast that," she said.

"You don't even know what's wong with you," | said.

"I'"mdying, Walter," she said. "That's enough to know. "

"Where there's life there's hope," | said, and | prepared to run upstairs.

"Don't you dare | eave ne al one again!" she said.

"I"'mgoing to save your life!" | said.

"You' ve got to hear what | have to say first!" she said. "I've been sitting here thinking, 'M
God - after all 1've gone through, after all |I've worked for, there isn't going to be anybody to

hear the last things ] have to say.' You get an anbul ance, and there won't be anybody who
under stands English on that thing."

"Can | nake you nmore confortable?" | said.

"I amconfortable,” she said. There was sonmething to that claim Her |ayers and |ayers of
clothing were keeping her warm Her little head was supported in a corner of the stall and
cushi oned agai nst the netal by a pillow of rags.

There was neanwhil e an occasional grunbling in the living rock around us. Sonething el se was
dyi ng upstairs, which was the railroad systemof the United States. Half-broken | oconotives were
draggi ng conpl etely broken passenger cars in and out of the station

"I know your secret," | said.

"Whi ch one?" she said. "There are so nany now."

| expected it to be a nonment of high drama when | told her that | knew she was the majority
st ockhol der in RAMIAC. It was a fizzle, of course. She had told ne that already, and | had failed
to hear.

"Are you going deaf, Walter?" she said.

"I hear you all right, now " | said.

"On top of everything else,” she said, "am| going to have to yell ny |last words?"

"No," | said. "But | don't want to listen to any nore talk about |ast words. You're so rich
Mary Kat hl een! You can take over a whole hospital, if you want to - and nake them rmake you wel |
agai n!"

"I hate this life," she said. "I've done everything | can to make it better for everybody, but
there probably isn't that nmuch that anybody can do. |'ve had enough of trying. | want to go to
sl eep now. "

"But you don't have to live this way!" | said. "That's what | canme here to tell you. I|'Il
protect you, Mary Kathleen. We'll hire people we can trust absolutely. Howard Hughes hired Mrnons
- because they have such high noral standards. We'll hire Mrnons, too."

"Ch Lord, Walter," she said, "you think I haven't tried Mrnmons?"

"You have?" | said.

"I was up to ny ears in Mdrnons one time," she said, and she told me as gruesone a tale as |
ever expect to hear.

It happened when she was still living expensively, still trying to find ways to enjoy her
great wealth at least a little bit. She was a freak that nmany people would have liked to
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phot ograph or capture or torment in sone way - or kill. People would have liked to kill her for
her hands or her noney, but also for revenge. RAMIAC had stol en or ruined many ot her businesses
and had even had a hand in the toppling of governnents in countries that were snall and weak.

So she dared not reveal her true identity to anyone but her faithful Mrnons, and she had to
keep noving all the time. And so it cane to pass that she was staying on the top floor of a RAMIAC
hotel in Managua, Nicaragua. There were twenty luxury suites on the floor, and she hired them all
The two stairways fromthe floor bel ow were bl ocked with brutal masonry, like the archway in the
| obby of the Arapahoe. The controls on the elevators were set so that only one could reach the
top, and that one was manned by a Mornon.

Not even the manager of the hotel, supposedly, knew who she really was. But everyone in
Managua, surely, nust have suspected who she really was.

Be that as it nay: She rashly resolved to go out into the city al one one day, to taste however
briefly what she had not tasted for years - what it was |ike to be just another human being in the
world. So out she went in a wig and dark gl asses.

She befriended a niddl e-aged American worman whom she found weeping on a bench in a park. The
wonman was from St. Louis. Her husband was a brewraster in the Anheuser-Busch Division of RAMJIAC
They had cone to N caragua for a second honeynobon on the advice: of a travel agent. The husband
had di ed that norning of anoebic dysentery.

So Mary Kat hl een took her back to the hotel and put her into one of the many unused suites she
had, and told sone of her Mdrnons to arrange to have the body and the widow flown to St. Louis on
a RAMIAC pl ane.

When Mary Kathl een went to tell her about the arrangenments, she found the woman strangled with
a cord fromthe draperies. This was the really horrible part, though: \Woever had done it had
obvi ously believed the woran was Mary Kat hl een. Her hands were cut off. They were never found.

Mary Kathl een went to New York City soon after that. She began to watch shopping-bag | adies
through field glasses fromher suite in the Wal dorf Towers. General of the Arm es Dougl as
MacArthur lived on the floor above her, incidentally.

She never went out, never had visitors, never called anyone. No hotel people were allowed in.
The Mornons brought the food fromdownstairs, and nade the beds, and did all the cleaning. But one
day she received a threatening note, anyway. It was in a pink, scented envel ope atop her nost
intimate lingerie. It said that the author knew who she was and hel d her responsible for the
overthrow of the legitimte governnent of Guatenala. He was going to blow up the hotel

Mary Kat hleen could take it no nore. She wal ked out on her Mornons, who were surely |oyal, but
unabl e to protect her. She began to protect herself with | ayers and | ayers of clothing she found
i n garbage cans.

"I'f your noney nade you so unhappy," | said, "why didn't you give it away?"
"I am" she said. "After | die, you look in ny left shoe, Walter. You will find nmy will in
there. | |eave The RAMIAC Corporation to its rightful owners, the Anerican people." She snmiled. It

was harrowi ng to see such cosm c happi ness expressed by guns and a rotten tooth or two.
I thought she had died. She had not.
"Mary Kathleen - ?" | said.

"I"'mnot dead yet," she said.

"I really amgoing to get help now " | said.

"If you do, I'Il die," she said. "I can pronise that now | can die when | want to now. | can
pick the time."

"Nobody can do that,"” | said.

"Shoppi ng-bag | adies can," she said. "It's our special dispensation. W can't say when we w ||

start dying. But once we do start, Walter, we can pick the exact time. Wuld you like ne to die
right now, at the count of ten?"

"Not now, not ever," | said.

"Then stay here," she said.

So | did. What else could |I do?

"I want to thank you for hugging ne," she said.

"Any tine," | said.

"Once a day is enough," she said. "I've had nmy hug today."

"You were the first woman | ever really nade love to," | said. "Do you renenber that?"

"I remenber the hugs," she said. "I renenber you said you loved me. No nman had ever said that

to me before. My nother used to say it to ne a lot - before she died.
| was starting to cry again.
"I know you never neant it,' she said.
"I did, I did," | protested. "Ch, ny God - | did."
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"It's all right," she said. "You couldn't help it that you were born without a heart. At |east

you tried to believe what the people with hearts believed - so you were a good man just the sane.”
She st opped breathing. She stopping blinking. She was dead.

EPI LOGUE

There was nore. There is always nore.

It was nine o'clock in the evening of nmy first full day of freedom | still had three hours to
go. | went upstairs and told a policenman that there was a dead shoppi ng-bag lady in the basenent.

H s duties had made himcynical. He said to ne, "So what else is new?"

So | stood by the body of ny old friend in the basenent until the anbul ance attendants cane,
just as any other faithful animal would have done. It took a while, since it was known that she
was dead. She was stiffening up when they got there.

They commented on that. | had to ask them what they had just said, since they did not speak in
English. It turned out that their first |anguage was Urdu. They were both from Pakistan. Their
English was prinmtive. If Mary Kathleen had died in their presence instead of nmine, they would
have said, | amsure, that she spoke gibberish at the end.

I inquired of them in order to calmthe sobs that were welling up inside ne, to tell ne a
little about Urdu. They said it had a literature as great as any in the world, but that it had
begun as a spare and ugly artificial |anguage invented in the court of Ghenghis Khan. Its purpose
in the beginning was mlitary. It allowed his captains to give orders that were understood in
every part of the Mongol Enpire. Poets would |later nake it beautiful

Live and learn

I gave the police Mary Kathleen's naiden name. | gave themny true nane as well. | was not
about to be cute with the police. Neither was | ready to have anyone learn yet that Ms. Jack
Graham was dead. The consequences of that announcenent woul d surely be an aval anche of sone kind.

| was the only person on the planet who could set it off. | was not ready to set it off yet.
This was not cunning on ny part, as some people have said. It was ny natural awe of an aval anche

| wal ked hone, a harmess little elf in his nagic dancing shoes, to the Hotel Arapahoe. Mich
straw had been spun into gold that day, and rmuch gold had been spun into straw. And the spinning
had j ust begun.

There was a new night clerk, naturally, since |Israel Edel had been sumovbned to Arpad Leen's.
This new nman had been sent over to fill in on short notice. Hs regular post was behind the desk
at the Carlyle, also a RAMJIAC hotel. He was exquisitely dressed and groonmed. He was nortified,
having to deal with whores and people fresh out of jails and lunatic asyluns and so on

He had to tell me that: that he really belonged to the Carlyle, and that he was only filling
in. This was not the real him

When | told himnmy nanme, he said that there was a package for me, and a nessage, too.

The police had returned nmy shoes and had picked up the clarinet parts fromny bureau. The
message was from Arpad Leen. It was a hol ograph, like Mary Kathleen's will, which I had in the
i nner pocket of ny suitcoat - along with ny Doctor of M xol ogy degree. The pockets of my raincoat
were stuffed with other materials from Mary Kat hl een's shoes. They bul ged |i ke saddl ebags.

Leen wote that the letter was for ny eyes only. He said that in the mdst of the confusion at
hi s penthouse he had never gotten around to offering a specific job to ne. He suggested that |
woul d be happy in his old division, which was Down Hone Records. It now included The New York
Ti mes and Universal Pictures and Ringling Bros, and Barnum & Bailey and Dell Publishing, anpong
other things. There was al so a catfood conmpany, he said, which | needn't worry about. It was about
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to be transferred to the General Foods Division. It had bel onged to the Tines.

"If this is not your cup of tea," he wote, "we'll find something that is. | am absolutely
thrilled to know that we will have an observer for Ms. G aham anong us. Pl ease give her ny
war nest regards."

There was a postscript. He said that he had taken the liberty of making an appointnent for ne

at el even the next norning with soneone naned Morty Sills. There was an address. | assuned that
Sills was a RAM AC personnel director or sonething. It turned out that he was a tailor.
Once again a nultimllionaire was sending Walter F. Star-buck to his own tailor, to be nade

into a convincing counterfeit of a perfect gentleman.

*kkkk*

On the following morning | was still nunmbed by ny dread of the aval anche. | was four thousand
dollars richer and technically a thief. Mary Kathleen had had four one-thousand-dollar bills as
i nsol es for her basketball shoes.

There was nothing in the papers about the death of Mary Kathl een. Wiy woul d there have been?
Who cared? There was an obituary for the patient Sarah Clewes had lost - the woman with the bad
heart. She left three children behind. Her husband had died in an autonobile accident a nonth
before, so the children were orphans now.

As | was being neasured for a suit by Moty Sills, | found it unbearable to think of Mary
Kat hl een' s not being clai ned by anyone. Cyde Carter was there, too, fresh off the plane from
Atlanta. He, too, was getting a brand-new wardrobe, even before Arpad Leen had seen him

He was scar ed.

I told himnot to be.

So | went to the norgue after lunch, and | clained her. It was easily done. Wwo el se woul d
want that tiny body? It had no relatives. | was its only friend.

| had one last look at it. It was nothing. There was nobody in there anynore. "Nobody hone."

| found a nortician only one block away. | had himpick up the body and enbalmit and put it
into a serviceable casket. There was no funeral. | did not even acconpany it to the grave, which
was a crypt in a great concrete honeyconb in Mrristown, New Jersey. The cenetery had adverti sed
in the Tinmes that norning. Each crypt had a tasteful little bronze door on which the tenant's nane
was engraved.

Little did I dreamthat the nan who did the engraving of the doors would be arrested for
drunken driving about two years later, and would conment on what an unusual name the arresting
of ficer had. He had conme across it only once before - at his |ugubrious place of work. The nane of
the officer, a Morris County deputy sheriff, actually, was Francis X. O Looney.

O Looney woul d beconme curious as to how the wonan in the crypt was related to him

O Looney, using the sparse docunents at the cenetery, would trace Mary Kathleen back to the
nmorgue in New York City. There he would get a set of her fingerprints. On the outside chance that
she had been arrested or had spent tine in a mental institution, he would send the prints to the
F.B.I.

Thus woul d RAMJAC be brought tunbling down.

*kkkk*

There was a bizarre sidelight to the case. O Looney, before he finally found out who Mary Kat hl een
really was, fell in love with his dream of her when she was young. He had it all wong,
incidentally. He dreaned that she was tall and buxom and bl ack-hai red, whereas she had been short
and scrawny and red-haired. He dreaned that she was an inmigrant who had gone to work for an
eccentric mllionaire in a spooky mansion, and that she had been both attracted and repelled by
this man, and that he had abused her to the point of death.

Al'l this came out in divorce proceedi ngs brought agai nst O Looney by his wife of thirty-two
years. It was front-page stuff in the tabloids for a week or nore. O Looney was al ready fanous by
then. The papers called him"The man who bl ew the whistle on RAMIAC, " or variations on that thene.
Now his wife was claiming that his affections had been alienated by a ghost. He wouldn't sleep
with her anynore. He stopped brushing his teeth. He was chronically late to work. He becane a
grandfat her, and he didn't care. He wouldn't even | ook at the baby.

What was particularly sick about his behavior was that, even after he found out what Nary
Kat hl een had really been like, he stayed in love with the original dream

"Nobody can ever take that away fromne," he said. "It's the nost precious thing I own."

He has been relieved of his duties, | hear. Hs wife is suing himagain - this time for her
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share in the small fortune he got for the novie rights to his dream The filmis to be shot in a
spooky old mansion in Mrristown. If you can believe the gossip colums, there is to be a talent
search for an actress to play the Irish inmgrant girl. A Pacino has already agreed to play
Sheriff O Looney, and Kevin McCarthy to play the eccentric mllionaire.

*kkkk*k

So | dallied too long, and now | nust go to prison again, they say. My high jinks with Mary
Kat hl een's remains were not crinmes in and of thenselves, since corpses have no nore rights than do
orts fromlast night's mdnight snack. My actions were accessory, however, to the conm ssion of a
class E felony, which according to Section 190.30 of the Penal Law of New York State consists of
unlawful ly concealing a will, | had entonbed the will itself in a safe-deposit box of
Manuf act urers Hanover Trust Conpany, a division of RAMIAC.

| have tried to explain to ny little dog that her naster nust go away for a while - because he
violated Section 190.30. | have told her that laws are witten to be obeyed. She understands
not hi ng. She loves ny voice. All news fromne is good news. She wags her tail

*kkkk*k

I lived very high. | bought a duplex with a |owinterest conpany loan. | cashed stock options for
clothes and furniture. | becane a fixture at the Metropolitan Opera and the New York City Ballet,
com ng and goi ng by |inousine.

| gave intimate parties at ny home for RAMIAC authors and recording artists and novie actors

and circus performers - |saac Bashevis Singer, Mck Jagger, Jane Fonda, Ginther Gebel WI i ans,
and the like. It was fun. After RAMIAC acquired the Marl borough Gallery and Associ ated American
Artists, | had painters and sculptors to nmy parties, too.

How well did | do at RAMIAC? During ny incunbency, ny division, including subsidiaries under
its control, both covert and overt, won eleven platinumrecords, forty-two gold records, twenty-
two Oscars, eleven National Book Awards, two Anerican League pennants, two National League
pennants, two World Series, and fifty-three Gammies - and we never failed to show a return on
capital of less than 23 percent. | even engaged in corporate in-fighting, preventing the transfer
of the catfood conpany fromny division to General Foods. It was exciting. | got really mad.

We just missed getting another Nobel prize in literature several tines. But then we already
had two: Saul Bellow and M. Singer.

I nmyself have nade Who's Who for the first time inmy life. This is a slightly tarnished
triunmph, admittedly, since my own division controls Gulf & Western, which controls Wo's Wo.
put it all in there, except for the prison termand the name of ny son: where | was born, where
went to college, various jobs |I've held, ny wife's maiden nane.

*kkkk*

Did | invite ny own son to ny parties - to chat with so many heroes and heroines of his? No. Did
he quit the Times when | becane his superior there? No. Did he wite or tel ephone greetings of any
sort? No. Did | try to get in touch with hin? Only once. | was in the basement apartment of Lel and
and Sarah Cl ewes. | had been drinking, sonething | don't enjoy and rarely do. And | was physically
so close to ny son. His apartnent was only thirty feet above ny head.

It was Sarah who had rmade ne tel ephone him

So | dialed ny son's nunber. It was about eight o' clock at night. One of ny little
grandchi |l dren answered, and | asked 'himhis nane.

"Juan, " he said.

"And your |ast nanme?" | said.

"Stankiew cz," he said. In accordance with ny wife's will, incidentally, Juan and his brother,
Geral do, were receiving reparations from Wst Gernmany for the confiscation of nmy wife's father's
bookstore in Vienna by the Nazis after the Anschluss, Germany's annexation of Austria in N neteen-
hundred and Thirty-eight. My wife's will was an old one, witten when Walter was a little boy. The
| awyer had advi sed her to | eave the noney to her grandchildren so as to avoid one generation of

taxes. She was trying to be smart about noney. | was out of work at the tine.
"I's your daddy honme?" | said.
"He's at the novies,"” he said.
| was so relieved. | did not leave ny nane. | said | would call back |ater
kkkkk*k
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As for what Arpad Leen suspected about ne: Like anyone else, he was free to suspect as nuch or as
little as he pleased. There were no nore fingerprinted nessages from Ms. G aham The |ast one
confirmed in witing that Clewes and | and Ubriaco and Edel and Lawes and Carter and Fender were
to be nade vice-presidents.

There was a deathly silence after that - but there had been deathly silences before. One
| asted two years. Leen neanwhil e operated under the nmandate of a letter Mary Kathl een had sent him
i n N neteen-hundred and Seventy-one, which said only this: "acquire, acquire, acquire."

She had certainly picked the right nan for the job. Arpad Leen was born to acquire and acquire
and acquire.

What was the biggest lie | told hinP That | saw Ms. G ahamonce a week, and that she was
happy and well and quite satisfied with the way things were going.

As | testified before a grand jury: He gave every evidence of believing ne, no matter what |
sai d about Ms. G aham

| was in an extraordinary position theologically with respect to that man. | knew the answers
to so nmany of the ultimte questions he mght want to ask about that life of his.

Why did he have to go on acquiring and acquiring and acquiring? Because his deity wanted to
give the wealth of the United States to the people of the United States. Where was his deity? In
Morri stown, New Jersey. WAs she pleased with how he was doing his job? She was neither pleased nor
di spl eased, since she was as dead as a doornail. Wat should he do next? Find another deity to
serve.

I was in an extraordinary position theologically with respect to his mllions of enployees,
too, of course, since he was a deity to them and supposedly knew exactly what he wanted and why.

* kK kk*k

Well - it is all being sold off now by the federal government, which has hired twenty thousand new
bureaucrats, half of theml|awers, to oversee the job. Many peopl e assuned that RAMJIAC owned
everything in the country. It was sonething of an anticlinmax, then, to discover that it owned only
19 percent of it - not even one-fifth. Still - RAMIAC was enor nous when conpared wth other

congl onerates. The second | argest conglonerate in the Free Wrld was only half its size. The next
five after that, if conbined, would have been only about two-thirds the size of RAMIAC

There are plenty of dollars, it turns out, to buy all the goodies the federal governnent has
to sell. The President of the United States hinself was astoni shed by how nany dol |l ars had been
scattered over the world through the years. It was as though he had told everybody on the planet,
"Pl ease rake your yard and send the | eaves to ne."

There was a phot ograph on an inside page of the Daily News yesterday of a dock in Brooklyn.
There was about an acre of bales that |ooked Iike cotton on the dock. These were actually bal es of
Aneri can currency from Saudi Arabia, cash on the barrel head, so to speak, for the MDonald's
Hanbur gers Di vi si on of RAMIAC.

The headline said this: "HOVE AT LAST!"

Who is the lucky owner of all those bales? The people of the United States, according to the
will of Mary Kathleen O -Looney.

* Kk k kK *k

What, in ny opinion, was wong with Mary Kathleen's scheme for a peaceful econonmic revol ution? For
one thing, the federal governnent was wholly unprepared to operate all the businesses of RAMJIAC on
behal f of the people. For another thing: Mst of those businesses, rigged only to make profits,
were as indifferent to the needs of the people as, say, thunderstorns. Mary Kathl een might as well
have left one-fifth of the weather to the people. The businesses of RAMIAC, by their very nature,
were as unaffected by the joys and tragedi es of hunman beings as the rain that fell on the night
t hat Madeiros and Sacco and Vanzetti died in an electric chair. It would have rained anyway.

The econony is a thoughtless weather system - and nothi ng nore.

Sorre j oke on the people, to give them such a thing.

*kkkk*k

There was a supper party given in ny honor |ast week - a "going away party," you m ght say. It
cel ebrated the completion of ny last full day at the office. The host and hostess were Lel and
Clewes and his lovely wife Sarah. They have not noved out of their basenent apartnment in Tudor
Cty, nor has Sarah given up private nursing, although Leland is now pulling down about one
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hundred thousand dollars a year at RAMJIAC. Much of their nmoney goes to the Foster Parents Program
a scherme that allows themto support individual children in unfortunate circunstances in many
parts of the world. They are supporting fifty children, | think they said. They have letters and
phot ographs from several of them which they passed around.

I am sonething of a hero to certain people, which is a novelty. | single-handedly extended the
life of RAMIAC by two years and a little nore. If | had not concealed the will of Miry Kathl een
those at the party woul d never have becone vice-presidents of RAMIAC. | nyself woul d have been

thrown out on ny ear - to become what | expect to be anyway, if | survive ny new prison term
whi ch i s a shoppi ng-bag man.

Am | broke agai n? Yes. My defense has been expensive. Al so: My Watergate | awers have caught
up with me. | still owe thema lot for all they did for ne.

Clyde Carter, my former guard in Georgia and now a vi ce-president of the Chrysler Air Tenp
Di vi sion of RAMIAC, was there with his lovely wife Claudia. He did a side-splitting imtation of
his cousin the President, saying, "I will never lie to you," and promsing to rebuild the South
Bronx and so on.

Frank Ubriaco was there with his lovely new wife Marilyn, who is only seventeen. Frank is
fifty-three. They nmet at a di scotheque. They seem very happy. She said that what attracted her to
himat first was that he wore a white gl ove on only one hand. She had to find out why. He told her
at first that the hand had been burned by a Chinese conmunist flane thrower during the Korean War
but later adnmitted that he had done it to hinself with a Fry-o-lator. They have started a
collection of tropical fish. They have a coffee table that contains tropical fish.

Frank invented a new sort of cash register for the McDonal d's Hanburgers Division. It was

getting harder all the tinme to find enpl oyees who understood nunbers well, so Frank took the
nunbers off the keys of the cash register and substituted pictures of hanmburgers and nil kshakes
and French fries and Coca-Col as and so on. The person totting up a bill would sinmply punch the

pi ctures of the various things a custoner had ordered, and the cash register would add it up for
hi m

Frank got a big bonus for that.

My guess is that the Saudis will keep himon

There was a telegramto ne fromDr. Robert Fender, still in prison in Georgia. Mary Kathl een
had wanted RAMIAC to nake him a vice-president, too, but there was no way to get him out of
prison. Treason was just too serious a crinme. Cyde Carter had witten to himthat | was going
back to prison nyself, and that there was going to be a party for ne, and that he should send a
t el egram

This was all it said: "Ting-a-ling."

That was fromhis science-fiction story about the judge fromthe planet Vicuna, of course, who
had to find a new body to occupy, and who flew into ny ear down there in Georgia, and found
hi msel f stuck to ny feelings and destiny until | died.

According to the judge in the story, that was how they said both hell o and good-bye on Vicuna:
"Ting-a-ling."

"Ting-a-1ing" was |ike the Hawaiian "al oha," which al so neans both hell o and good- bye.

"Hel | o and good-bye." Wat else is there to say? Qur |anguage is nuch larger than it needs to

be.
| asked Clyde if he knew what Fender was worKking on now.
"A science-fiction novel about economics,"” said dyde.
"Did he say what pseudonym he's going to use?" | said.
" '"Kilgore Trout,' " said dyde.

kK kk*k

My devoted secretary, Leora Borders, and her husband, Lance, were there. Lance was just getting
over a radical nastectony. He told nme that one mastectony in two hundred was performed on a nan
Live and |l earn

There were several other RAMIAC friends who should have been there, but dared not cone. They
feared that their reputations, and hence their futures as executives, mght be tainted if it were
known that, they were friendly with ne.

There were telegrans fromother people | had had to nmy fanous little parties - John Kenneth
Gal braith and Sal vador Dali and Erica Jong and Liv Ul mann and the Flying Farfans and on and on.

Robert Redford's telegram | renenber, said this: "Hang tough.'

The tel egrams were sonet hing | ess than spontaneous. As Sarah C ewes woul d adnit under
questioning, she had been soliciting themall week |ong.
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Arpad Leen sent a spoken nessage through Sarah, which was nmeant for ny ears al one: "Good
show. " That could be taken a million different ways.

He was no | onger presiding over the dismenbernment of RAMIAC, incidentally. He had been hired
away by Anerican Tel ephone and Tel egraph Conpany, which had just been bought by a new conpany in
Monaco named BI BEC. Nobody has been able to find out who or what BIBEC is, so far. Sone people
think it's the Russians.

At least | will have sonme real friends outside of prison this tine.

There was a bowl of yellow tulips on the table for a centerpiece. It was April again.

It was raining outside. Nature synpathized.

*kkkk*

| was seated at the place of honor - to the right of nmy hostess, of Sarah O ewes, the nurse. O
the four wonen | ever |oved, she was always the easiest one to talk to. That may be because | had
never promni sed her anything, and so had never |et her down. Ch, Lord - the things | used to

prom se ny nmother and ny poor wi fe and poor Mary Kat hl een

Young I srael Edel and his not-so-lovely wife Norna were there. | say that she was not-so-
lovely for the sinple reason that she has always hated ne. | don't know why. | have never insulted
her, and she is certainly as pleased as Punch with the upturn her husband's career has taken. He
woul d still be a night clerk, if it weren't for me. The Edels are renovating a brownstone in
Brooklyn Heights with all the noney he nakes. Still - every time she |ooks at ne, | feel like
sonething the cat dragged in. It is just one of those things. |I think she may be slightly crazy.

She mscarried twins about a year ago. That m ght have sonething to do with it. She may have sone
sort of chemical inbalance as a result of that. Wo knows?

She wasn't seated next to ne anyway, thank God. Another black worman was. That was Euchari st
Lawes, the lovely wife of develand Lawes, the former RAMJIAC chauffeur. He is a vice-president of
the Transico Division now. That is really his wife's name: Eucharist. It nmeans happy gratitude,
and | don't know why nmore people don't nane their daughters that. Everybody calls her "UWkey."

Ukey was honesick for the South. She said the people were friendlier and nore rel axed and nore
natural down there. She was after Cleveland to retire in or near Atlanta, especially now that the
Transi co Division had been bought by Playgrounds International, which everybody knows is a front
for the Mafia. It just can't be proved.

My own division was being snapped up by |I.G Farben, a Wst German concern

"It won't be the same old RAMIAC, " | said to Ukey.

"That's for sure.”

There were presents - sone silly, sone not. Israel Edel gave nme a rubber ice-creamcone with a
squeaker in it - a plaything for nmy little dog, who is a femal e Lhasa apso, a gol den dust-nop
wi thout a handle. | could never have a dog when | was young, because Al exander Hanilton MCone
hated dogs. So this is the only dog | have ever known at all well - and she sleeps with nme. She
snores. So did ny wfe.

| have never bred her, but now, according to the veterinarian, Dr. Howard Padwee, she is
experiencing a fal se pregnancy and believes the rubber ice-creamcone to be a puppy. She hides it
in closets. She carries it up and down the stairs of nmy duplex. She is even secreting mlk for it.
She is getting shots to nake her stop doing that.

| observe how profoundly serious Nature has nade her about a rubber ice-creamcone - brown
rubber cone, pink rubber ice cream | have to wonder what equally ridicul ous comitments to bits

of trash I nyself have nmade. Not that it matters at all. W are here for no purpose, unless we can
invent one. O that | amsure. The human condition in an expl odi ng uni verse woul d not have been
altered one iota if, rather than Iive as | have, | had done nothing but carry a rubber ice-cream

cone fromcloset to closet for sixty years.

Clyde Carter and Lel and Cl ewes chipped in on a far nore expensive present, which is a chess-
pl ayi ng conputer. It is about the size of a cigar box, but nost of the space is taken up by a
conmpartnent for the playing pieces. The conputer itself is not much bigger than a package of
cigarettes. It is called "Boris." Boris has a long, narrow little wi ndow in which he announces his
moves. He can even joke about the noves | meke. "Really?" he will say; or, "Have you played this
game before?" or, "lIs this a trap?" or, "Spot nme a queen."

Those are standard chess jokes. Al exander Hamilton McCone and | exchanged those sane tired
j okes endl essly when, for the sake of a Harvard education in my future, | agreed to be his chess-
pl ayi ng machine. |If Boris had existed in those days, | probably would have gone to Western
Reserve, and then becone a tax assessor or an office manager in a |unberyard, or an insurance
sal esman, or sone such thing. Instead, | amthe nost disreputable Harvard graduate since Putz
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Hanf st aengl, who was Hitler's favorite pianist.
At least | gave ten thousand dollars to Harvard before the | awers canme and took away all rmny
noney agai n.

*kkkk*

It was time for ne now at the party to respond to all the toasts that had been offered to nme. |
stood. | had not had a drop of al cohol

"I ama recidivist," | said. | denned the word as describing a person who habitually rel apsed
into crinme or antisocial behavior

"A good word to know," said Leland C ewes.

There was | aughter all around.

"Qur |l ovely hostess has prom sed two nore surprises before the evening is over," | said. These
woul d turn out to be the trooping in of my son and his little human fanmly fromupstairs, and the
pl ayi ng of a phonograph recording of part of nmy testinony before Congressman Richard M Ni xon of
California and others so long ago. It had to be played at seventy-eight revolutions per mnute.

I magi ne that. "As though | hadn't had surprises enough!" | said.

"Not enough nice ones, old nan," said C evel and Lawes.

"Say it in Chinese," | said. He had, of course, been a prisoner of war of the Chinese for a
whi | e.

Lawes said sonmething that certainly sounded |ike Chinese,

"How do we know he wasn't ordering sweet-and-sour pork?" said Sarah

"You don't," said Lawes.

We had begun our feast with oysters, so | announced that oysters were not the aphrodisiacs
many peopl e inmagined themto be.

There were boos, and then Sarah O ewes beat me to the punch line of that particular joke
"Walter ate twelve of themthe other night," she said, "and only four of them worked!"

She had | ost another patient the day before

There was nore | aughter all around.

And | was suddenly of fended and depressed by how silly we were. The news, after all, could
hardly have been worse. Foreigners and crinminals and other endl essly greedy congl onerates were
gobbl i ng up RAMJAC. Mary Kathleen's | egacy to the people was being converted to nountains of
rapidly deteriorating currency, which were being squandered in turn on a huge new bureaucracy and
on legal fees and consultants' fees, and on and on. What was left, it was said by the politicians,
woul d help to pay the interest on the people's national debt, and would buy them nore of the
hi ghways and public buil di ngs and advanced weaponry they so richly deserved.

Al'so: | was about to go to jail again.
So | elected to conplain about our levity. "You know what is finally going to kill this
pl anet ?" | said.
"Chol esterol!" said Frank Ubri aco.
"Atotal lack of seriousness," | said. "Nobody gives a danm anynore about what's really going

on, what's going to happen next, or how we ever got into such a nmess in the first place."

I srael Edel, with his doctor's degree in history, took this to be a suggestion that we becone
even sillier, if possible. So he began to nmake boopi ng and beepi ng sounds. Qthers chined in with
their own beeps and boops. They were all initating supposedly intelligent signals fromouter
space, which had been received by radio tel escopes only the week before. They were the | atest news
sensation, and had in fact driven the RAMIAC story off the front pages. People were beeping and
boopi ng and | aughi ng, not just at ny party, but everywhere.

Nobody was prepared to guess what the signals neant. Scientists did say, though, that if the
signals were com ng fromwhence they appeared to cone, they had to be a mllion years old or nore.
If Earth were to nake a reply, it would be the start of a very slow conversation, indeed.

* Kk kkk*k

So | gave up on saying anything serious. | told another joke, and | sat down.

The party ended, as | say, with the arrival of ny son and daughter-in-law and their two
children, and with the playing of a phonograph recording of the closing mnutes of ny testinony
before a congressional conmmittee in N neteen-hundred and Forty-nine.

My daughter-in-law and my grandchildren found it natural and easy, seeningly, to accord ne the
honors due a grandfather who, when all was said and done, was a clean and dapper and kindly old
man. The nodel for what the children found to love in ne, | suppose, was Santa Cd aus.
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My son was a shock. He was such a honely and unheal thy and unhappy-I| ooki ng young man. He was
short like me, and nearly as fat as his poor nother had become toward the end. | still had nost of
my hair, but he was bal d. The bal dness nust have been inherited fromthe Jewi sh side of his
famly.

He was a chai n-snmoker of unfiltered cigarettes. He coughed a lot. His suit was riddled with
cigarette holes. | glanced at himwhile the record was playing, and | saw that he was so nervous
that he had three cigarettes all going at one tine.

He had shaken ny hand with the correct wetchedness of a German general surrendering at

Stalingrad, say. | was still a nonster to him He had been cajoled into com ng agai nst his better
judgnent - by his wife and Sarah C ewes.
Too bad.

The record changed nothing. The children, kept up long after their bedtine, squirned and
dozed.

The record was neant to honor nme, to | et people who might not know about it hear for
thensel ves what an idealistic young nman | had been. The part in which | accidentally betrayed
Lel and Clewes as a forner conmuni st was on another record, | presune. It was not played.

Only nmy very last sentences were of nmuch interest to me | had forgotten them

Congressman Ni xon had asked nme why, as the son of inmmgrants who had been treated so well by
Anericans, as a man who had been treated Iike a son and been sent to Harvard by an Anerican
capitalist, | had been so ungrateful to the Anerican econom c system

The answer | gave himwas not original. Nothing about me has ever been original. | repeated
what my one-tine hero, Kenneth Wiistler, had said in reply to the sane general sort of question
| ong, |Iong ago. Wistler had been a witness at a trial of strikers accused of violence. The judge
had becone curious about him had asked hi mwhy such a well-educated nman from such a good famly
woul d so inmerse hinself in the working class.

My stolen answer to Nixon was this: "Wiy? The Sernmon on the Munt, sir."

There was polite appl ause when the people at the party realized that the phonograph record had
ended.

Good- bye.

- WF. S
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