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| KE AT THE M KE
By Howard \al drop

Anbassador Pratt | eaned over toward Senator Presley. "My nother's ancestors
don't like to admit it," he said, "but they all cane to the island fromthe
Car pat hians two centuries ago. Their nane then was sonmething |ike Karloff." He
| aughed t hrough his silver nustache.

"Hell," said Presley, with the tinge of the drawl that came to his
speech when he was excited, as he was tonight. "My fol ks been dirt farners al
the way back to Adam They don't even renmenber conming from anywhere. But that
don't mean they ain't wonderful folks. Good people all the sane.™

"OfF course not," said Pratt. "My father was a shopkeeper. He worked to
send all ny older brothers into the Foreign Service. But when ny tine cane, |
t hought | had another choice. | wanted to run off to Canada or Australi a,
perhaps try nmy hand at acting. | was in several local dramatic clubs, you
know. My father took ne aside before ny service exans. The day
before-1 remenber quite distinctly-he said, "WIlliam he was the only nenber
of the famly who used ny full name-"WIlliam' he said, “actors do not get
paid the | ast workday of each and every nonth.' Well, | thought about it
awhi |l e, and next day passed ny exans with absolute top grades."

Pratt smiled his ingratiating smile once nore. There was sonething a little
scary about it, Presley thought, sort of |ike Raynond Massey's smile in
Arsenic and O d Lace. But the smile had seen Pratt through sixty years of
government service. It had been a snmile that nmade the | eaders of snall
countries smle back as King Georges, nunber after number, took yet nore of
their lands. It was a good snile; it nmade everyone remenber his grandfather
Even Presley.

"Fol ks is funny," said Presley. "God knows, | used to get up at barn dances
and sing nyself silly. | was just a kid then, playing around."

"My childhood is so far behind ne," said Anbassador Pratt. "I hardly renenber
it. I was small. Then | had the talk with ny father, and went to service

school, then found nyself in Turkey, which at that time owned a |l arge portion
of the gl obe. The Sick Man of Europe, it was called. You know | met Law ence
of Arabia, don't you? Before the Geat War. He was an archaeol ogi st then. Cane
to us to get the Gttomans to give himperm ssion to dig up Petra. They thought
himto be a fool. Wanted the standard ni nety percent share of everything, just
the sane."”

"You' ve seen a lot of the world change," said Senator E. Aaron Presley. He

took a sip of wine. "I've had trouble enough keeping up with it since I was
el ected congressman six years ago. | alnost |ost touch during ny senatorial
canpaign, and I'Il be damed if everything hadn't changed again by the tinme |

got back here."

Pratt |aughed. He was eighty years old, far past retirement age, but stil
bouncing around like a man of sixty. He had alternately quit and had every
British P.M since Churchill call himout of retirenent to patch up relations
with this or that nation

Presley was thirty-three, the youngest senator in the country for a long tine.
The United States was in bad shape, and he was one of the synbols of the new
hope. There was tal k of revolution, several cities had been burned, there was



a war on in South Anmerica (again). Social change, life-style readjustnent,
call it what they woul d. The people of M ssissippi had el ected Presley senator
after he had served five years as a representative. It was a sign of renewed
hope. At the sane tinme they had passed a tough new wiretap act and had turned
out for massive Christian revivalist neetings.

1968 | ooked to be the toughest year yet for America.

But there were still things that made it all worth living. N ghts |like

toni ght. A huge appreciation dinner, with the absol ute cream of Wshi ngton
society turned out in its gaudiness. Mst of Congress, President Kennedy, Vice
Presi dent Shriver. Plus the usual hangers-on.

Presl ey watched them O d Dick N xon, once a senator fromCalifornia. He cane
back to Washington to be near the action, though he'd lost his last election
in Fifty-eight.

The President was there, of course, |ooking as young as he had when he was
reelected in 1964, the first two term president since Huey "Kingfish" Long,
bl essed of Southern nmenory. Say whatever el se you could of Joe Kennedy, Jr.
Presl ey thought, he was a hell of a good man in his Yankee way. Hi s three
young brothers were in the audi ence sonewhere, representatives fromtwo

st at es.

Waiters hustled in and out of the huge banquet room Presley watched the

sequi ned gowns and the feathers on the wonen; the spectacul ar punpkin-bl aze of
a neon orange suit of some hotshot Washington | awer. The | ady across the
tabl e had engaged Pratt in conversation about \Wales. The anmbassador was
expl ai ning that he had seen \Wal es once, back in 1923 on holiday, but that he
didn't think it had changed much since then

E. Aaron studied the table where the guests of honor sat-the President and
First Lady, the Veep and his wife, and Arnmstrong and Ei senhower, with their
spouses.

Armstrong and Ei senhower. Two of the finest citizens in the | and. Arnstrong,
the younger, in his sixty-eighth year, getting a little jowly. Born with the
century, Presley thought. Synbol of his race and of his tine. A man deserving
of honor and respect.

But Ei senhower was Presley's man. The senator had read all the biographies,
re-read all the old newspaper files, listened to himevery chance he got.

If Presley had an ideal, it was Ei senhower. As both a | eader and a person. A
little too liberal, perhaps, in his personal opinions, but that was the only
fault the man had. When it cane tine for action, Eisenhower, the "lke" of the
popul ar press, cane through

Senator Presley tried to catch his eye. He was only three tables away and
could see Ike through the hazy pall of snoke from after dinner cigarettes and
pi pes. It was no use, though. |ke was busy.

Ei senhower | ooked worried, distracted. He wasn't used to testinonials. He'd
cone out of semiretirement to attend, only because Arnstrong had persuaded him
to do it. They were both getting presidential medals.

But it wasn't for the awards that all the other people were here, or the
speeches that would follow it

Pratt turned to him



"I"ve noticed his preoccupation, too," he said.

Presley was a little taken aback. But Pratt was a sharp old cookie, and he'd
been around God knows how many peopl e through wars, floods, conference tables.
He' d probably drunk enough tea in his life to float the battleship Kropotkin.

"Quite a man," said Presley, afraid to let his true, msty eyed feelings show

"Pretty nuch

the man of the century, far as |I'mconcerned.” "I've been with Churchill, and
Lenin, and Chi ang," said Amrbassador Pratt, "but they were just cagey
politicians, novers of nmen and materiel, as far as |I'mconcerned. | saw him
once before, early on, nust have been Thirty-eight, Thirty-nine. N neteen
Thirty-eight. | was very, very inpressed then. Tine has done nothing to change
that."

"He's just not used to this kind of thing," said Presley.
"Perhaps it was that Patton fellow "

"WIld George? That who you nean?"

"Ch, didn't you hear?" Pratt asked, eyes all concern

"I was in conmttee nost of the week. If it wasn't about the new drug bill, |
didn't hear about it."

"Ch, of course. This Patton fellow died a few days ago. C rcunstances rather
sad, | think. Ei senhower and M. Armstrong just returned fromhis funeral this
afternoon. "

"Cee, that's too bad. You know t hey worked together, Patton and |ke, for
thirty years or so-"

The toastmaster, one of those boisterous, bal dheaded, abrasive California
types, rose. People began to stub out their cigarettes and applaud. VWaiters
di sappeared as if a magi c wand had been waved.

Wl |, thought Presley, as he and Pratt appl auded, an hour of pure boredom
com ng up. Some jokes, the President, the awarding of the nedals, the
obligatory standi ng ovation. Then the entertainnment.

Ah, thought Presley. The thing everybody has come for.

After the cerenony, they were going to bring out the band, Arnmstrong's band.
Not just the one he toured with, but what was left of the old guys, the
Armstrong Band, and they were going to rip the joint.

But al so, also .

For the first tine in twenty years, since Presley had been a boy, a kid in his
teens . . . Eisenhower was going to break his vow Ei senhower was going to
dust off that clarinet.

For two hours Ike was going to play with Arnstrong, just like in the good old
days.

"Cheer up," said gravelly-voiced Pops while the President was maki ng his way
to the rostrum Arnmstrong smiled at Ei senhower. "You're gonna blow 'emright
outta the grooves."



"All reet," said I|Kke.

The t hunderous appl ause was dyi ng down. Backstage, |ke handed the box with the
Presidential Medal to his wife of twenty years, Helen Forrest, the singer

"Here goes, honey," he said. "Come out when you feel like it."
They were in the outer hall, behind the head tables. Some group of young
fol ksi ngers, very nervous but very good, were out there killing tinme while

Armstrong' s band set up

"Hey, hey," said Pops. He'd pinned the Presidential Medal, ribbon and all, to
the front of his jacket through the boutonniere hole. "Wuldn't old Jelly Rol
i ke to have seen ne now?"

"Hey, hey," yelled sone of the band right back at him

"Quiet, quiet!" yelled Pops. "Let themkids out there sing. They're good.
Listen to 'em Renminds me of nme when | was young."

| ke had been concentrating on licking his reed and doi ng tongue exerci ses.
"You never were young, Pops," he said. "You were born older than ne."

"That's a lie!" said Pops. "You could be ny father."

"Maybe he is!" yelled Perkins, the guitar man, fiddling with the knobs on his
anp.

I ke nearly swall owed his mout hpi ece. The drumrer did a paradiddle.
"Hush, hush, you clowns!" yelled Pops.

I ke smiled and | ooked up at the drumrer, a young kid. But he'd been with
Pops's new band for a couple of years. So he nmust be all right.

Ei senhower heaved a sigh when no one was | ooking. He had to get the tightness
out of his chest. It had started at George's funeral, a pain crying did not
relieve. No one but he and Hel en knew that he had had two m|ld heart attacks
in the last six years. Hell, he thought, |I'm al nost eighty years old. I'm
entitled to a few heart attacks. But not here, not tonight.

They di mred the work lights. Pops had run into the back kitchen and bl own a
few scream ng notes, which they heard through two concrete walls. He was
ready.

"When you gonna quit playing, Pops?" asked Ike.

"Man, | ain't ever gonna quit. They're gonna

have to dig me up three weeks after | die and . break this horn to stop the
noi se conmn' outta the ground.” He | ooked at the lights. "Ease on off to the
left there, Ike. Let us get themall ready for you. Come in on the chorus of
the third song."

"Whi ch one's that?" asked |lke, looking for . his play sheet.

"You'll know it when you hear it," said Pops. He took out his handkerchief.
"You .s taught it to ne."

I ke went into the wings and waited.



The crowd was tasteful, expectant.

The band hit the nusic hard, fromthe opening, and Arnstrong led off with "The
Y King Porter Stonp." His horn was flashing sparks, and the nmedal on his
jacket front caught the spotlight |like a big golden eye.

Then they launched into "Basin Street Blues," the horn sweet and sl ow and
mell ow, .. the band doing nothing but carrying a light line t behind.
Armstrong was totally absorbed in his nusic, staring not at the audi ence but
down at his horn

He had come a long way since he used to hawk coal fromthe back of a wagon;
since he was thrown into the Colored Waifs Honme in New Ol eans for firing off
a pistol on New Year's Eve, 1912. One noise nore or |ess shouldn't have
mattered on that night, but it . did, and the cops caught him It was those
musi ¢ | essons at the honme that started himon his way, through New Ol eans and
Menmphi s and Chicago to the world beyond.

Armstrong m ght have been a crimnal, he might have been a bum he m ght have
been kil led unknown and unnmourned in sonme war sonmewhere. But he wasn't. He was
born to play that nusic. It wouldn't have mattered what world he had been born
into. As soon as his fingers closed around that cornet, nusic was changed
forever.

The audi ence appl auded wildly, but they weren't there just to hear Arnstrong.
They were waiting.

The band hit up sonething that began nondescriptly-a sl ow bl ues, beginning
with the drumrer heavy on his brushes.

The tune began to change, and as it changed, a pure sweet clarinet began to
pl ay above the other instruments, and | ke wal ked onstage, playing his thene
song. "Don't You Know What It Means to M ss New Ol eans?"

H s clarinet soared above the audience. Presley wasn't the only one who got
chill bumps all the way down t he backs of his ankles.

I ke and Arnmstrong traded off slow pure verses of the song; lke's the sweet
musi ¢ of a craftsman, Arnstrong's the heartfelt renenbrance of things as they
were. |ke never saw Storyville; Arnmstrong had to | eave it when the Navy cl osed
it down.

Toget her they built to a noving finale and descended into a silence like the
dimming of lights, with Ike's clarinet the last one to w nk out.

The cream of WAshington betrayed their origins with their appl ause.

And before they knew what had happened, a new tune started up with the opening
screech of "M ssissippi Mud."

I ke and Armstrong traded licks, running on and off the nel ody. Pops w ped his
face with his handkerchief, his face seemed all teeth and w sweat, |ke's bald
head shone, the freckles standi ng out above the wi sps of white hair on his s
t enpl es.

This wasn't like the old days. It was as if A they'd never quit playing
together at all. This was now, and | ke and Pops were hot.

They pl ayed and pl ayed.

| ke's boyhood had been on the flat pan of J Kansas, smalltown-church Anerica



at the turn of the century. A town full of |aborers and busi nessnen,
bar bershops, mlliners, and ice-cream parlors.

He had done all the usual things, swi ming naked in the creek, running through
town and . finding things to build up or tear down. He had hunted and fished
and gone to services on Sunday; he had canped out overnight or for days at a
time with his brothers, made fun of his girl cousins, stolen waternel ons.

He first heard recorded nusic on an old . Edison cylinder machine at the age
of eight, long-hair nmusic and opera his aunt coll ected.

There was a firehouse band that played each Wednesday night in the park across

the street fromthe station. There were real band concerts := on the
courthouse | awn on Sunday, nostly military music, nmarches, and the
instrumental . parts of ball ads.

Ei senhower heard it all. Misic was part of his background, and he didn't think

much of it.
So Il ke grew up in Kansas, where the nusic was as flat as the | and.

Loui s Daniel Arnmstrong was reared back, tooting out sone wild Iines of "N ght
and Day." In the old days it didn't matter how well you played; it was the
angl e of your back and tilt of your horn. The band was really tight; they were
playing for their lives.

The tromnbone pl ayer cane out of his seat, junped down onto the stage on his
knees, and matched Arnstrong for a few bars.

The audi ence yel | ed.

Ei senhower tapped his foot and smled, watching Arnmstrong and the tronbone man
cook.

The drumrer was giving a ot of rimshots. The whol e ballroom sounded |i ke the
overtaxed heart of a bird ready to fly away to neet Jesus.

|l ke took off his coat and | oosened his tie down to the first button
The crowd went wil d.
Lat e August, 1908.

The train was | ate. Young Dwi ght David Ei senhower hurried across the endl ess
street grid of the Kansas City rail yards. He was catching the train to New
York City. There he woul d board another bound for West Point.

He carried his adm ssion papers, a congratulatory letter fromhis congressman
(gotten after sone conplicated negotiations-for a while it

| ooked |i ke he would be' M dshi pman Ei senhower), hid train ticket, and
twenty-one dollars in energency noney in his jacket.

He' d asked the porter for the track nunber. It was next to the station proper
A spur track confused him He | ooked down the tracks, couldn't see a number.

Trains waited all around, ready to hurl thenselves toward distant cities. He
went to the station entrance.

Four bl ack nen, ragged of dress, were smiling and playing near the door. Wat
t hey played, young David had never heard before; it was syncopated nusic, but
not like a rag, not a march, something in between, sonething |ike nothing



el se. He had never heard polyrhythns |ike them before. They stopped hi m dead.

The four had a banjo, a cornet, a violin, and a clarinet. They played, smled,
danced a little for the two or three people watching them A hat lay on the
ground before them In it were a few di nes, sone pennies, and a single new
hal f di nme.

They finished the song. A couple of people said. "Very nice, very nice," and
added a few cents to the hat.

The four nen started to tal k among t hensel ves.
"What was that song?" young David asked.

The man with the cornet |ooked at him through [arge horn-rimred spectacl es.
"That song was called “Struttin' with Sone Barbecue,' young sir," he replied.

Dwi ght David reached into his pocket and took out a shiny dollar gold piece.
"Play it again," he said.

They nearly killed thenselves this time, running through it. It was great art,
it was on the street, and they were getting a whole dollar for it. David

wat ched them especially the clarinet player, who made his instrunment soar
above the others. They finished the number, and all tipped theirs hats to him

"I's that hard to learn to play?" he asked the man with the clarinet.

"For sonme it is," he answered.

"Coul d you teach nme?" Davis asked

The bl ack man | ooked at the others, who | ooked away; they were no help at all
"Let me see your fingers," he said.

Ei senhower held out his hands, wists up, then down.

"I could probably teach you to play in six weeks," he said. "I don't know if
could teach you to play like that. You ve got to feel that nusic." He was
trying not to say that Ei senhower was white.

"Wait right here," said I|ke.

He went inside the depot and cashed in his ticket. He sent two tel egrans, one
hone and one to the Army. He was back outside in fifteen mnutes, with
thirty-three dollars in his pocket.

"Let's go find ne a clarinet," he said to the black man.

He knew he would not sleep well that night, and neither woul d anybody back on
the farm He probably wouldn't sleep well for weeks. But he sure as heck knew
what he want ed.

Armstrong smiled, wi ped his face, and bl ew the opening notes of "Wen It's
Sl eepy Time Down South." lke joined in.

They went into "Just a Closer ,Vlk with Thee," quiet, restrained, the horn
and cl ari net becom ng one instrument for a while. Then | ke bent his notes
around Arnstrong's, then Pops lifted Ei senhower up, . then the instrunents
wal ked armin armtoward Heaven



ke listened to the drummer as he played. He sure missed WIld George.

The first time they had met, lke was the new kid in town, just another guy
with a clarinet. Sone gangster had hired himto fill in with a band, sonetine
in 1911.

I ke didn't say rmuch. He was working his way south fromK. C., toward Menphis,
toward New Orl eans (which he woul d never see until after New Ol eans didn't
nmean the sane anynore).

I ke could cook anyone with his clarinet horn player, banjo man, even drumers.
They m ght make nore noi se, but when they ran out of things to do, |ke was
just starting.

He' d begun at the saloon, filling in, but the bandl eader soon had sense enough
to put himout front. They took breaks, |eaving just himand the drunmer up
there, and the crowds never noticed. |Ike was hot before there was hot nusic.

Till one night a guy came in-a new drumrer. He was a crazy man. "My nane is
Wld George S. Patton,” he said before the first set.

"What's the S. stand for?" asked Ike.

"Shitkicker!" said the drunmmer.

I ke didn't say anyt hing.

That night they tried to cut each other, chop each other off the stage. Patton
was doi ng two hand cynbal shots, paradiddles, and flails. H s bass foot never
stopped. lke wasn't a show off, but this guy drove himto it. He bl ew notes
that killed nmice for three square bl ocks. Patton ended up by kicking a hole

t hrough the bass drum and ranm ng his sticks through his snare |ike he was

opening a can of beans with them

The bandl eader fired Patton on the spot and threatened to call the cops. The
crowmd nearly Iynched the manager for it.

As soon as the hubbub died down, Patton said to |ke, "The S. stands for
Smth." And he shook his hand.

He and | ke took off that night to start up their own band.

And were together for alnost thirty years.

Armstrong blew "Dry Bones."

I ke did "St. Louis Blues."

They had never done either better. This Washi ngton audi ence | oved t hem
So had anot her, [ong ago.

The first time he and Armstrong met was in Washington, too. It was a hot,
bl eak July day in 1932.

The Bonus Arny had come to the Capitol
asking their congressnmen and their nation for some relief in the third year of

the Depression. President Al Smith was virtually powerless; he had a
Republ i can Congress under him |ed by Senator Nye.



The bill granting the veterans of the G eat War their bonus, due in 1945, had
been passed back in the Twenties. The vets wanted it to be paid i mediately.
It had been sitting in the treasury, gaining interest, and was already part of
t he budget. The vote was coming up soon

Thousands, dubbed the B.E. F., had poured into Washi ngton, canpi ng on Anacostia
Flats, in tin boxes, towns of shanties dubbed Smthvilles, or under the rain
and stars.

Horrel ess men who had sl ogged through the nmud of Europe, had been gassed and
shell ed, and had lived with rats in the trenches while fighting for denocracy;
now t hey found thensel ves back in the nud again.

This time they were out of noney, out of work, out of |uck

The faces of the nen were tired. Soup kitchens had been set up. They tried to
keep their hunor. It was all they had left. May dragged by, then June, then
July. The vote was taken in Congress on the twelfth.

Congress said no.

They accused the Bonus Marchers of being Reds. They. said they were an arned
rabble. Runors ran wild. Such financial |argess, Congress said, could not be
af f or ded

Twenty thousand of the thirty thousand nen tried to find some way back hone,
out of the
city, back to No Place, U S A

Ten t housand stayed, hoping for sonmething to happen. Anything.

| ke went down to play for them So did Arnmstrong. They ran into each
other in town, got their bands and equi pment together. They set up a stage in
the mddle of the Smithville, now a forlorn-Iooking bunch of nud-straw shacks.

About five thousand of the jobless nen cane to hear them play. They were
in a holiday nood. They sat on the ground, in the nud. They didn't nuch care
anynor e.

Armstrong and | ke had begun to play that day. Half the band, including
W1 d CGeorge, had hangovers. They had drunk with the Bonus Marchers the night
before and well into the norning before the noon concert.

They pl ayed great jazz that day anyway. Just before the nusic began, a
cl oud of snoke had risen up fromsome of the abandoned warehouses the veterans
had been living in. There was sone conmmotion over toward the Potomac. The band
just played | ouder and w | der

The marchers cl apped along. Wld George snmiled a bleary-eyed smle
toward the crowd. They were doing half his job.

Automatic rifle fire rang out, causing heads to turn

The Arny was comi ng. Sons and nephews of sonme of the Bonus Marchers
there were conming toward them on orders from Dougl as MacArt hur, the Chief of
Staff. He had orders to clear them out.

The nmen came to their feet, picking up rocks and bottl es.

Marching lines of soldiers came into view, bayonets fixed. Small two-man
tanks, arned with machi ne guns, rolled between the soldiers. The lines
stopped. The soldiers put on gas masks.

The Bonus Marchers, who remenbered phosgene and the trenches, drew back

"Keep playing!" said Ike.

"Keep goin'. Let it roll!" said Armstrong

Tear-gas grenades flew toward the Bonus Marchers. Rocks and bottles
sailed toward the masked sol diers. There was an expl osion a bl ock away.

The troops cane on



The gas rolled toward the marchers. Sone who picked up the spew ng
canisters to throw them back fell coughing to the ground, overcone.

The tanks and bayonets cane forward in a solid |ine.

The marchers broke and ran.

Their shacks and tents were set afire by Chem cal Corpsnen behind the
t anks.

"Let it roll! Let it roll!" said Arnmstrong, and they played "Didn't He
Rambl e?" The gas cloud hit them and the nusic died in chokes and vom ting.

That ni ght the Bonus Marchers were | oaded on Arny trucks, taken fifty
mles due west, and let out on the sides of the roads.

| ke and Louis went up before the Washi ngton nagistrate, paid a
ten-dollar fine each, and took a train to New York City.
The last tine he had seen WIld George alive was two years ago. Patton had been
found by sonmebody who'd know himin the old days.

He'd been in four bad marriages, his only kid had died in the taking of the
Japanese Hone Islands in early Forty-seven, and he'd | ost one of his arns in a
car weck in Fifty-five. He was found in a fl ophouse. They'd put himin a
nursing home and paid the bills.

| ke had gone to visit. The last time they had seen each other in those

i ntervening twenty-odd years had been the day of the fist fight in
Forty-three, just before the Second Wrld War broke out. Patton had joined the
MIller Band for a while but was too much for them He'd gone fromband to band
and nmarriage to marriage to oblivion

He was old, old. WIld George was only five years older than lke. He | ooked a
hundred. One eye was al nost gone. He had no teeth. He was drying out in the
nursing hone, turning brittle as last winter's |eaves.

"Hell o, George," said |ke, shaking his only hand.

"I knew you'd come first," said Patton
"You should have | et sonmebody know "
"What's to know? One old nusician |ives, another one dies.”

"Ceorge, |I'msorry. The way things have turned out."

"I"ve been thinking it over, about that fight we had," Patton stopped to cough
up sone bloody spittle into a basin I ke held for him George's eyes watered.

"God. Oh, jeez. If | could only have a drink." He stared into | ke's eyes. Then
he said, "About that fight. You were still wong."

Then he coughed sone nore.

I ke was crying as they went into the final number. He stepped forward to the
m ke Hel en had used when she canme out to sing with themfor the last three
nunbers.

"This song is for the menory of George Smith Patton," he said.

They played "The A d, Rugged Cross."” No one had ever played it |ike that
bef ore.

| ke broke down hal fway through. He waved to the crowd, took his nouthpiece
of f, and wal ked into the w ngs.



Pops kept playing. He tried to notion |Ike back. Helen was hugging him He
waved and brushed the tears away.

Armstrong finished the song.

The audi ence tore the place apart. They were on their feet and stanping,
scream ng, _ appl audi ng.

Presley sat in his chair.
He was crying, too, but quickly stood up and cheered.
The whol e thing was over.
j

At hone, later, in Georgetown, Senator Presley was lying in bed beside his
wi fe, Muffy. They had nade | ove. They had both been 4 excited. It had been
terrific.

Now Muf fy was asl eep

Presl ey got up and went to the kitchen,
poured hinmself a scotch, and stood with his naked butt against the countertop

It was a cold night. Through the hal f-curtains on the wi ndow he saw stars over
the city. If you could call this seventeenth-century junble a city.

He went into the den. The servants woul d be asl eep

He turned the power on the stereo, took down four or five of his Ei senhower
records, |ooked through them He put on Ike at the Mke, a four-record set
made for RCA in 1947, toward the end of the |ast war.

I ke was playing "No Love, No Nothing," a song his wife had nade fanous three
years before. She wasn't on this record, though. This was all Ike and his

band.

Presl ey got the bottle fromthe kitchen, sat back down, poured hinself another
drink. There were nore hearings tonorrow. And the day after

Soneday, he thought, soneday E. Aaron Presley will be President of these here
United States. Serves themright.

I ke was playing "All God's Chillun Got Shoes."
| didn't even get to shake his hand, thought Presley.
1'd give it all away to be Iike him he thought.

He went to sleep sitting up



