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from the editors

To some extent, I'm still playing with toys.
When | was in sixth grade, the biggest thing in
home technology was a personal cassette
recorder. | spent hours making up audio dramas
(usually really bad emulations of Dark
Shadows) and playing them back to myself. |
drew hand-made comic books and left them
lying around the house for peopleto find. In my
early teens a favorite cousin and | produced
monster magazines and mailed them to each
other. By then, the electric typewriter was about
as good atool aswe had: huge heavy things that
whirred and clacked and needed new ribbons
every other week.

If | could have had, then, this computer sit-
ting on my desk, my O my what | could have
done. Perhaps | wouldn’t have done anything
differently — but it all would have looked and

sounded better.

Anyhow, here | am, middle-aged, still bang-
ing this stuff out and basically leaving it lying
around the house for people to find. Only now
the “house” istheinternet, and it isn't only my
immediate family who could stumble acrossit,
but anyone at all, anyone in the world with a
computer and an internet connection. The odds
of anyone actually coming to my website and
finding this material, much less downloading
and reading it, remain small — it's very likely
that my “audience” has not grown one bit from
my childhood days, when it consisted of my
parents, my sister, acouple of friendsand acat.
But the possibility isthere. And, | suppose, that
has to count for something.

Now as then, I’'m just doing the best | can,
trying to make it interesting for myself and
others, basically pretending to be a profession-
a person.

Only now, the toys are so much better...

Use the “<>" buttons in the navigation bar above to move one page ahead or back. From anywhere in the magazine, the celestial button will take you back to the contents page.



Booth Tarkington

When Alonzo Rawson took his seat as the
Senator from Stackpole in the upper branch of
the General Assembly of the State, an expres-
sion of pleasure and of greatness appeared to
be permanently imprinted upon his counte-
nance. Hefelt that if he had not quite arrived at
al which he meant to make his own, at least he
had emerged upon the arena where he was to
win it, and he looked about him for afew other
strong spirits with whom to construct a focus
of power which should control the Senate. The
young man had not long to look, for within a



week after the beginning of the session these
others showed themselves to his view, rising
above the general level of mediocrity and
timidity, party leaders and chiefs of factions,
men who were on their feet continually, speak-
ing half a dozen times a day, freely and loudly.
To these, and that house at large, he felt it nec-
essary to introduce himself by a speech which
must prove him one of the elect, and he await-
ed impatiently an opening.

Alonzo had no timidity himself. He was not
one of those who first try their voices on
motions to adjourn, written in form and handed
out to novices by presiding officers and leaders.
He was too consious of his own gifts, and he
had been “accustomed to speaking” ever since
his days in the Stackpole City Seminary. He
was under the impression, also, that his appear-
ance alone would command attention from his
colleagues and the gallery. He was tall; his hair
was long, with a rich waviness, rippling over
both brow and collar, and he had, by years of
endeavor, succeeded in molding his features to
present an aspect of stern and thoughtful

majesty whenever he “spoke.”

The opportunity to show his fellows that
new greatness was among them was delayed
not overlong, and Senator Rawson arose, long
and bony in his best clothes, to address the
Senate with ahuge voice in denunciation of the
“Sunday Baseball Bill,” then upon second
reading. The classical references, which, as a
born orator, he felt it necessary to introduce,
were received with acclamations which the
gavel of the Lieutenant-Governor had no
power to still.

“What led to the De-cline and Fall of the
Roman Empire?’ he exclaimed. “| await an
answer from the advocates of this de-generate
measure! | demand an answer from them! Let
me hear from them on that subject! Why don’t
they speak up? They can't give one. Not
because they ain’'t familiar with history — no,
sir! That's not the reason! It's because they
daren’t, because their answer would have to go
on record against ‘em! Don’'t any of you try to
raise it against me that | ain't speaking to the
point, for | tell you that when you encourage



Sunday Baseball, or any kind of Sabbath-
breakin' on Sunday you're tryin’ to start the
State on the downward path that beset Rome!
I’1l tell you what ruined it. The Roman Empire
started out to be the greatest nation on earth,
and they had a good start, too, just like the
United States has got to-day. Then what hap-
pened to ‘em?Why, them old ancient fellers got
more interested in athletic games and gladiato-
rial combats and racing and all kinds of outdoor
sports, and bettin’ on ‘em, than they were in
oratory, or literature, or charitable institutions
and good works of all kinds. At first they were
moderate and the country was prosperous. But
six daysin the week wouldn’t content *em, and
they went at it all the time, so that at last they
gave up the seventh day to their sports, the way
this bill wants us to do, and from that time on
the result was de-generacy and de-gradation!
You better remember that lesson, my friends,
and don't try to sink this State to the level of
Rome!”

When Alonzo.Rawson wiped his dampened
brow, and dropped into his chair, he was satis-

fied to the core of his heart with the effect of
his maiden effort. There was not one eye in the
place that was not fixed upon him and shining
with surprise and delight, while the kindly
Lieutenant-Governor, his face very red, rapped
for order. The young Senator across the aisle
leaned over and shook Alonzo’'s hand excited-
ly.

“That was beautiful, Senator Rawson!” he
whispered. “I’'m for the bill, but | can respect a
masterly opponent.”

“l thank you, Senator Truslow,” Alonzo
returned graciously. “I am glad to have your
good opinion, Senator.”

“You have it, Senator,” said Truslow enthu-
siastically. “I hope you intend to speak often.”

“l do, Senator. | intend to make myself
heard,” the other answered gravely, “upon all
guestions of moment.”

“You will fill a great place among us,
Senator!”

Then Alonzo Rawson wondered if he had
not underestimated his neighbor across the
aisle; he had formed an opinion of Truslow as



one of small account and no power, for he had
observed that, although this was Truslow’s sec-
ond term, he had not once demanded recogni-
tion nor attempted to take part in a debate.
Instead, he seemed to spend most of his time
frittering over some desk work, though now
and then he walked up and down the aisles talk-
ing in a low voice to various Senators. How
such a man could have been elected at al,
Alonzo failed to understand. Also, Truslow was
physically inconsequent, in his colleague’s esti-
mation — “alittle, insignificant, dudish kind of
aman,” he had thought; one whom he would
have darkly suspected of cigarettes had he not
been dumfounded to behold Truslow smoking
an old black pipe in tbe lobby. The Senator
from Stackpole had looked over the other’'s
clotheswith adisapproval that amounted to bit-
terness. Truslow’s attire reminded him of pic-
tures in New York magazines, or the dress of
boys newly home from college, he didn’t know
which, but he did know that it was con-
temptible. Consequently, after receiving the
young man’s congratulations, Alonzo was con-

scious of the keenest surprise at his own feel-
ing that there might be something in him after
all.

He decided to look him over again, more
carefully to take the measure of one who had
shown himself so frankly an admirer. Waiting,
therefore, afew moments until he felt sure that
Truslow’s gaze had ceased to rest upon him-
self, he turned to bend a surreptitious but pierc-
ing scrutiny upon his neighbor. His glance,
however, sweeping across Truslow’s shoulder
toward the face, suddenly encountered another
pair of eyes beyond, so intently fixed upon
himself that he started. The clash was like two

searchlights meeting — and the glorious
brown eyes that shot into Alonzo's were not
the eyes of Truslow.

Trusow’s desk was upon the outer aisle,
and along the wall were placed comfortable
leather chairs and settees, originally intended
for the use of members of the upper house, but
nearly always occupied by their wives and
daughters, or “lady-lobbyists,” or other women
spectators.



Leaning back with extraordinary grace, in
the chair nearest Truslow, sat the handsomest
woman Alonzo had ever seen in his life. Her
long coat of soft gray fur was unrecognizable to
him in connection with any familiar breed of
squirrel; her broad flat hat of the same fur was
wound with a gray veil, underneath which her
heavy brown hair seemed to exhale a mysteri-
ous glow, and never, not even in a lithograph,
had he seen features so regular or a skin so
clear! And to look into her eyes seemed to
Alonzo like diving deep into clear water and
turning to stare up at the light.

His own eyes fell first. In the breathless
awkwardness that beset him they seemed to
stumble shamefully down to his desk, like a
country boy getting back to his seat after a
thrashing on the teacher’'s platform. For the
lady’s gaze, profoundly liquid asit was, had not
been friendly.

Alonzo Rawson had neither the habit of
petty analysis, nor the inclination toward it; yet
there arose within him a wonder at his own
emotion, at its strangeness and the violent reac-

tion of it. A moment ago his soul had been
steeped in satisfaction over the figure he had
cut with his speech and the extreme enthusi-
asm which had been accorded it — an extraor-
dinarily pleasant feeling: suddenly this was
gone, and in its place he found himself almost
choking with a dazed sense of having been
scathed, and at the same time understood in a
way in which he did not understand himself.
And yet — he and this most unusual lady had
been so mutually conscious of each other in
their mysterious interchange that he felt almost
acquainted with her. Why, then, should his
head be hot with resentment? Nobody had said
anything to him!

He seized upon the fattest of the expensive
books supplied to him by the State, opened it
with emphasis and began not to read it, with
abysmal abstraction, tinglingly alert to the cir-
cumstance that Truslow was holding a low-
toned but lively conversation with the
unknown. Her laugh came to him, a once
musical, quiet, and of a quality which irritated
him into saying bitterly to himself that he



guessed there was just as much refinement in
Stackpole as there was in the Capital City, and
just as many old families! The clerk calling his
vote upon the “Baseball Bill” at that moment,
heroared “No!” in atone which was profane. It
seemed to him that he was avenging himself
upon somebody for something and it gave him
agreat deal of satisfaction.

He returned immediately to his imitation of
Archimedes, only relaxing the intensity of his
attention to the text (which blurred into jargon
before his fixed gaze) when he heard that light
laugh again. He pursed hislips, looked up at the
ceiling asif slightly puzzled by some profound
guestion beyond the reach of womankind;
solved it almost immediately, and, setting his
hand to pen and paper, wrote the capital letter
“O” several hundred times on note paper fur-
nished by the State. So obliviouswas he, appar-
ently, to everything but the question of state-
craft which occupied him that he did not even
look up when the morning’s session was
adjourned and the law-makers began to pass
noisily out, until Truslow stretched an arm

across the aisle and touched him upon the
shoulder.

“In a moment, Senator!” answered Alonzo
in his deepest chest tones. He made it a very
short moment, in deed, for he had a wild,
breath-taking suspicion of what was coming.

“l want you to meet Mrs. Protheroe,
Senator,” said Truslow, rising, as Rawson,
after folding his writings with infinite care,
placed them in his breast pocket.

“l1 am pleased to make your acquaintance,
ma am,” Alonzo said in a loud, firm voice, as
he got to his feet, though the place grew vague
about him when the lady stretched a charming,
slender, gloved hand to him across Truslow’s
desk. He gave it several solernn shakes.

“We shouldn’'t have disturbed you, per-
haps?’ she asked, smiling radiantly upon him.
“You were at some important work, I'm
afraid.”

He met her eyes again, and their beauty and
the thoughtful kindliness of them fairly took
his breath. “I am the chairman, ma am,” he
replied, swallowing, “of the committee on



drains and dikes.”

“1 knew it was something of great moment,”
she said gravely, “but | was anxious to tell you
that | was interested in your speech.”

A few minotes later, without knowing how
he bad got his hat and coat from the cloak-
room, Alonzo Rawson found himself walking
slowly through the marble vistas of the State-
house to the great outer doors with the lady and
Truslow. They were talking inconsequently of
the weather, and of various legidators, but
Alonzo did not know it. He vaguely formed
replies to her questions, and he hardly realized
what the questions were; he was too stirringly
conscious of the rich quiet of her voice and of
the caress of the gray fur of her cloak when the
back of his hand touched it — rather acciden-
tally — now and then, as they moved on
together.

It was a cold, quick ar to which they
emerged, and Alonzo, daring to look at her,
found that she had pulled the veil down over
her face, the color of which, in the keen wind,
was like that of June roses seen through morn-

ing mists. At the curb along, low, rakish black
automobile was in waiting, the driver a mere
indistinguishable cylinder of fur.

Truslow, opening the little door of the ton-
neau, offered his hand to the lady. “ Come over
to the club, Senator, and lunch with me,” he
said. “Mrs. Protheroe won't mind dropping us
there on her way.”

That was an eerie ride for Alonzo, whose
feet were falling upon strange places. His puls-
es jumped and his eyes swam with the tears of
unlawful speed, but his big ungloved hand tin-
gled not with the cold so much as with the
touch of that divine gray fur upon hislittle fin-
ger.

“You intend to make many speeches, Mr.
Truslow tellsme,” he heard the rich voice say-
ing.

“Yes maam,” he summoned himself to
answer. “l expect | will. Yes, maam.” He
paused, and then repeated, “Yes, ma am.”

She looked at him for a moment. “But you
will do some work, too, won't you?’ she asked
slowly.



Her intention in this passed by Alonzo at the
time. “Yes, maam,” he answered. “The com-
mittee work interests me greatly, especially
drains and dikes.”

“l have heard,” she said, as if searching his
opinion, “that amost as much is accomplished
in the committee-rooms as on the floor? There
— and in the lobby and in the hotels and
clubs?’

“l don’'t have much to do with that!” he
returned quickly. “1 guess none of them lobby-
ists will get much out of me! | even sent back
al their railroad tickets. They needn't come
near mel”

After a pause which she may have filled
with unexpressed admiration, she ventured,
amost timidly: “Do you remember that it was
said that Napoleon once attributed the secret of
his power over other men to one quality?’

“1 am an admirer of Napoleon,” returned the
Senator from Stackpole. “1 admire all great
men.”

“He said that he held men by his reserve.”

“It can be done,” observed Alonzo, and

stopped, feeling that it was more reserved to
add nothing to the sentence.

“But | suppose that such a policy,” she
smiled upon him inquiringly, “wouldn’t have
helped him much with women?’

“No,” he agreed immediately. “My opinion
is that a man ought to tell a good woman
everything. What is more sacred than —”

The car, turning a corner much too quickly,
performed a gymnastic squirm about an unex-
pected streetcar and the speech ended in a
gasp, as Alonzo, not of his own volition, half
rose and pressed his cheek closely against hers.
Instantaneous as it was, his heart leaped vio-
lently, but not with fear. Could all the things of
his life that had seemed beautiful have been
compressed into one instant it would not have
brought him even the suggestion of the wild
shock of joy of that one, wherein he knew the
glamourous perfume of Mrs. Protheroe’'s
brown hair and felt her cold cheek firm against
his, with only the gray veil between.

“I"'m afraid this driver of mine will kill me
some day,” she said, laughing and composedly



straightening her hat. “Do you care for big
machines?’

“Yes, ma’am,” he answered huskily. “I
haven't been in many.”

“Then I'll take you again,” said Mrs.
Protheroe. “If you like I'll come down to the
State-house and take you out for a run in the
country.”

“When?’ said the lost young man, staring at
her with his mouth open. “When?’

“Saturday afternoon if you like. I’'ll be there
at two.”

They were in front of the club and Truslow
had already jumped out. Mrs. Protheroe gave
him her hand and they exchanged a glance sig-
nificant of something more than a friendly
good-by. Indeed, one might have hazarded that
there was something almost businesslike about
it. The confused Senator from Stackpole,
climbing out reluctantly, observed it not, nor
could he have understood, even if he had seen,
that delicate signal which passed betweenhis
two companions.

When he was upon the ground, Mrs.

Protheroe extended her hand without speaking,
but her lips formed the word “ Saturday.” Then
she was carried away quickly, while Alonzo,
his heart hammering, stood looking after her,
born into a strange world, the touch of the gray
fur upon his little finger, the odor of her hair
faintly about him, one side of his face red, the
other pale.

“To-day is Wednesday,” he said, half aloud.

“Come on, Senator.” Truslow took his arm
and turned him toward the club doors.

The other looked upon his new friend
vaguely. “Why! | forgot to thank her for the
ride,” he said.

“You'll have other chances, Senator,”
Truslow assured him. “Mrs. Protheroe has a
hobby for studying politics and she expects to
come down often. She has plenty of time —
she's awidow, you know.”

“l hope you didn’'t think,” exclaimed
Alonzo indignantly, “that | thought shewas a
married woman!”

After lunch they walked back to the State-
house together, Truslow regarding his thought-



ful companion with sidelong whimsicalness.
Mrs. Protheroe’'s question, suggestive of a dif-
ference between work and speechmaking, had
recurred to Alonzo, and he had determined to
make himself felt, off the floor as well as upon
it. He set to this with a fine energy that after-
noon in his committee-room, and the Senator
from Stackpole knew his subject. On drains and
dikes he had no equal. He spoke convincingly
to his colleagues of the committee upon every
bill that was before them, and he compelled
their humblest respect. He went earnestly at it,
indeed, and sat very late that night in his room
at anearby boarding- house, studying bills, try-
ing to keep his mind upon them and not to think
of his strange morning and of Saturday. Finally
his neighbor in the next room, Senator Ezra
Trumbull, long abed, was awakened by his
praying and groaned slightly. Trumbull meant
to spesk to Rawson about his prayers, for
Trumbull was an early one to bed and they
woke him every night. The partition was flim-
sy and Alonzo addressed his Maker in the loud
voice of those accustomed to talking across

wide out-of-door spaces. Trumbull considered
it especialy unnecessary in the city; though, as
a citizen of a county which loved but little his
neighbor’s district, he felt that in Stackpole
there was good reason for a person to shout his
prayers at the top of his voice and even then
have small chance to carry through the dis-
tance. Still, it was a delicate matter to mention,
and he put it off from day to day.

Thursday passed slowly for Alonzo
Rawson, nor was his voice lifted in debate.
Therewaslittle but routine; and the main inter-
est of the chamber wasin the lobbying that was
being done upon the “Sunday Baseball Bill,”
which had passed to its third reading and
would come up for final disposition within a
fortnight. This was the measure which Alonzo
had set his heart upon defeating. It was a sim-
ple enough bill: it provided, in substance, that
baseball might be played on Sunday by profes-
sionalsin the State capital, which was proud of
itsleague team. Naturally, it was denounced by
clergymen, and deputations of ministers and
committees from women'’s religious societies



were constantly arriving at the State-house to
protest against its passage. The Senator from
Stackpole reassured al of these with whom he
talked, and was one of their staunchest allies
and supporters. He was active in leading the
wavering among his colleagues, or even the
inimical, out to meet and face the deputations.
It was in this occupation that he was engaged,
on Friday afternoon, when he received a shock.

A committee of women from a church soci-
ety was waiting in the corridor, and he had
rounded up areluctant half-dozen senators and
led them forth to be interrogated as to their
intentions regarding the bill. The committee
and the lawmakers soon distributed themselves
into little argumentative clumps, and Alonzo
found himself in the centre of these, with one of
the ladies who had unfortunately — but, in her
enthusiasm without misgivings — begun a
reproachful appeal to an advocate of the bill
whose name was Goldstein.

“Senator Goldstein,” she exclaimed, “I
could not believe it when | heard that you were
in favor of this measure! | have heard my hus-

band speak in the highest terms of your old
father. May | ask you what he thinks of it? If
you voted for the desecration of Sunday by a
low baseball game, could you dare go home
and face that good old man?’

“Yes, madam,” said Goldstein mildly; “we
are both Jews.”

A low laugh rippled out from near-by, and
Alonzo, turning amost violently, beheld his
lady of the furs. She was leaning back against
a broad pilaster, her hands sweeping the same
big coat behind her, her face turned toward
him, but her eyes, sparklingly delighted, rest-
ing upon Goldstein. Under the broad fur hat
she made a picture as engaging, to Alonzo
Rawson, as it was bewitching. She appeared
not to see him, to be quite unconscious of him
— and he believed it. Truslow and five or six
members of both houses were about her, and
they all seemed to be bending eagerly toward
her. Alonzo was furious with her.

Her laugh lingered upon the air for a
moment, then her glance swept round the other
way, omitting the Senator from Stackpole,



who, immediately putting into practice a
reserve which would have astonished
Napoleon, swung about and quitted the deputa-
tion without aword of farewell or explanation.
He turned into the cloak-room and paced the
floor for three minutes with a malevolence
which awed the colored attendants into not
brushing his coat; but, when he returned to the
corridor, cautious inquiries addressed to the
tobacconist elicited the information that the
handsome lady with Senator Truslow had
departed.

Trusow himself had not gone. He was
lounging in his seat when Alonzo returned and
was genially talkative. Thelatter refrained from
replying in kind, not altogether out of reserve,
but more because of a dim suspicion (which
rose within him the third time Truslow called
him “Senator” in one sentence) that his first
opinion of the young man as alightminded per-
son might have been correct.

There was no session the following after-
noon, but Alonzo watched the street from the
windows of his committee-room, which over-

looked the splendid breadth of stone steps
leading down from the great doors to the pave-
ment. There were some big bookcases in the
room, whose glass doors served as mirrors in
which he more and more sternly regarded the
soft image of an entirely new gray satin tie,
while the conviction grew within him that
(arguing from her behavior of the previous
day) she would not come and that the
Stackpole girls were nobler by far at heart than
many who might wear a king's-ransom’'s-
worth of jewels round their throats at the
opera-house in alarge city. This sentiment was
heartily confirmed by the clock when it
marked half-past two. He faced the bookcase
doors and struck his breast, his open hand
falling across the gray tie with tragic violence;
after which, turning for the last time to the win-
dows, be uttered a loud exclamation and, lay-
ing hands upon an ulster and a gray felt hat,
each as new as the satin tie, ran hurriedly from
the room. The black automobile was awaiting.

“l thought it possible you might see me
from a window,” said Mrs. Protheroe as he



opened the little door.

“l was just coming out,” he returned, gasp-
ing for breath. “1 thought — from yesterday —
you'd probably forgotten.”

“Why ‘from yesterday’ 7’ she asked.

“1 thought — | thought —" He faltered to a
stop as the full glorious sense of her presence
overcame him. She wore the same vell.

“You thought | did not see you yesterday in
the corridor?”

“l thought you might have acted more —
more —"

“More cordially?’

“Well,” he said, looking down at his hands,
“more like you knew we' d been introduced.”

At that she sat silent, looking away from
him, and he, daring aquick glance at her, found
that he might let his eyes remain upon her face.
That was a dangerous place for eyesto rest, yet
Alonzo Rawson was anxious for the risk. The
car flew along the even asphalt on itsway to the
country like a wild goose on a long slant of
wind, and, with his foolish fury melted inex-
plicably into honey, Alonzo looked at her —

and looked at her — till he would have given
an arm for another quick corner and a streetcar
to send his cheek against that veiled, cold
cheek of hers again. It was not until they
reached the alternate vacant lots and bleak
Queen Anne cottages of the city’s ragged edge
that she broke the silence.

“You were talking to some one else,” she
said almost inaudibly.

“Yes, ma am, Goldstein, but —”

“Oh, no!” She tumed toward him, lifting her
hand. “You were quite the lion among ladies.”

“l don't know what you mean, Mrs.
Protheroe,” he said, truthfully.

“What were you talking to al those women
about?’

“It was about the * Sunday Baseball Bill."”

“Ah! The bill you attacked in your speech
last Wednesday?’

“Yes, ma am.”

“lI hear you haven't made any speeches
since then,” she said indifferently.

“No, ma am,” he answered gently. “I kind
of got the idea that I'd better lay low for a



while, at first, and get in some quiet, hard
work.”

“l understand. You are a man of intensely
reserved nature.”

“With men,” said Alonzo, “1 am. With ladies
| am not so much so. | think a good woman
ought to be told —"

“But you are interested,” she interrupted, “in
defeating that bill ?’

“Yes, maam,” he returned. “It is an iniqui-
tous measure.”

“Why?’

“Mrs. Protheroe!” he exclaimed, taken
aback. “I thought all the ladies were against it.
My own mother wrote to me from Stackpole
that she'd rather see mein my grave than votin’
for such abill, and I' d rather see myself there!”

“But are you sure that you understand it?’

“I only know it desecrates the Sabbath.
That's enough for me!”

She leaned toward him and his breath came
quickly.

“No. You'rewrong,” she said, and rested the
tips of her fingers upon his sleeve.

“l don't understand why — why you say
that,” he faltered. “It sounds kind of — sur-
prising to me —"

“Listen,” she said. Perhaps Mr. Truslow told
you that | am studying such things. | do not
want to be an idle woman; | want to be of use
to the world, even if it must be only in small
ways.”

“l think that is a noble ambition!” he
exclaimed. “I think all good women ought —”

“Wait,” she interrupted gently. “Now, that
bill isaworthy one, though it astonishesyou to
hear me say so. Perhaps you don’'t understand
the conditions. Sunday is the laboring man’s
only day of recreation — and what recreation
is he offered?’

“He ought to go to church,” said Alonzo
promptly.

“But the fact is that he doesn’t — not often
— not at al in the afternoon. Wouldn't it be
well to give him some wholesome way of
employing his Sunday afternoons? This bill
provides for just that, and it keeps him away
from drinking, too, for it forbids the sale of



liquor on the grounds.”

“Yes, | know,” said Alonzo plaintively. “But
itain't right! | was raised to respect the Sabbath
and —”

“Ah, that’s what you should do! You think |
could believe in anything that wouldn’'t make it
better and more sacred?’

“Oh, no, maam!” he cried reproachfully.
“It'sonly that | don't see —"

“l amtelling you.” She lifted her veil and let
him have the full dazzle of her beauty. “Do you
know that many thousands of laboring people
spend their Sundays drinking and carousing
about the low country road-houses because the
gameis played at such places on Sunday? They
go there because they never get a chance to see
it played in the city. And don’t you understand
that there would be no Sunday liquor trade, no
workingmen poisoning themselves every sev-
enth day in the low groggeries, as hundreds of
them do now, if they had something to see that
would interest them? — something as whole-
some and fine as this sport would be, under the
conditions of this bill; something to keep them

in the open air, something to bring a little
gayety into their dull lives!” Her voice had
grown louder and it shook alittle, with arising
emotion, though its sweetness was only the
more poignant. “Oh, my dear Senator, she
cried, “don’t you see how wrong you are?
Don’'t you want to help these poor people?’

Her fingers, which had tightened upon his
seeve, relaxed and she leaned back, pulling
the veil down over her face as if wishing to
conceal from him that her lips trembled slight-
ly; then resting her arm upon the leather cush-
ions, she turned her head away from him, star-
ing fixedly into the gaunt beech woods lining
the country road along which they were now
coursing. For a time she heard nothing from
him, and the only sound was the monotonous
chug of the machine.

“1 suppose you think it rather shocking to
hear a woman talking practically of such com-
monplace things,” she said at last, in a cold
voice, just loud enough to be heard.

“No, ma am,” he said huskily.

“Then what do you think?’ she cried, turn-



ing toward him again with a quick, imperious
gesture.

“1 think I’ d better go back to Stackpole,” he
answered very slowly, “and resign my job. |
don't see as I've got any business in the
Legislature.”

“1 don’t understand you.”

He shook his head mournfully. “It'sasimple
enough matter. |I've studied out a good many
bills and talked ‘em over and I've picked up
some influence and—"

“1 know you have,” she interrupted eagerly.
“Mr. Truslow says that the members of your
drains-and-dikes committee follow your vote
on every hill.”

“Yes, ma’ am,” said Alonzo Rawson meekly,
“but | expect they oughtn’t to. I’ ve had alesson
this afternoon.”

“You mean to say —”

“1 mean that | didn’t know what | was doing
about that baseball bill. | was just pig-headedly
goin’ ahead against it, not knowing nothing
about the conditions, and it took alady to show
me what they were. | would have done awrong

thing if you hadn’t stopped me.”

“You mean,” she cried, her splendid eyes
widening with excitement and delight; “you
mean that you — that you —"

“lI mean that | will vote for the bill!” He
struck his clinched fist upon his knee. “I come
to the Legislature to do right!”

“You will, ah, you will do right in this!”
Mrs. Protheroe thrust up her veil again and her
face was flushed and radiant with triumph.
“And you'll work, and you'll make a speech
for the bill?’

At this the righteous exaltation began rather
abruptly to ssmmer down in the soul of Alonzo
Rawson. He saw the consequences of too vio-
lently reversing, and knew how difficult they
might be to face.

“Well, not — not exactly,” he said weakly.
“1 expect our best plan would be for me to lay
kind of low and not say any more about the hill
a all. Of course, I'll quit workin’ against it;
and on the roll-call I'll edge close up to the
clerk and say * Aye' so that only him'’ll hear me.
That's done every day — and | — well, | don’t



just exactly like to come out too publicly for it,
after my speech and all I've done against it.”

Shelooked at him sharply for ashort second,
and then offered him her hand and said: “Let’'s
shake hands now on the vote. Think what a tri-
umph it isfor me to know that | helped to show
you the right.”

“Yes, ma am,” he answered confusedly, too
much occupied with shaking her hand to know
what he said. She spoke one word in an under-
tone to the driver and the machine took the very
shortest way back to the city.

After this excursion several days passed
before Mrs. Protheroe came to the State-house
again. Rawson was bending over the desk of
Senator Josephus Baittle, the white-bearded
leader of the opposition to the *“Sunday
Baseball Bill,” and was explaining to him the
intricacies of a certain drainage measure, when
Battle, whose attention had wandered, plucked
his sleeve and whispered:

“If you want to see a mighty pretty woman
that’s doin’ no good here, look behind you, over
there in the chair by the big fireplace at the

back of the room.”

Alonzo looked.

It was she whose counterpart had beenin his
dream’s eye every moment of the dragging
days which had been vacant of her living pres-
ence. A number of his colleagues were hanging
over her amost idiotically; her face was gay
and her voice came to his ears, as he turned,
with the accent of her cadenced laughter run-
ning through her talk like a chime of tiny bells
flitting through a strain of music.

“Thisisthethird time she's been here,” said
Battle, rubbing his beard the wrong way.
“She’s lobbyin’ for that infernal Sabbath-
Desecration bill, but we'll beat her, my son.”

“Have you made her acquaintance,
Senator?’ asked Alonzo stiffly.

“No, sir, and | don’t want to. But | knew her
father — the slickest oldbeat and the smoothest
talker that ever waltzed up the pike. She mar-
ried rich; her husband left her a lot of real
estate around here, but she spends most of her
time away. Whatever struck her to come down
and lobby for that bill | don't know — yet —



but | will! Truslow’s helping her to help him-
self; he's got stock in the company that runsthe
baseball team, but what she’'s up to — well, I'll
bet there’s a nigger in the woodpile some-
where!”

“1 expect there’'s alot of talk like that!” said
Alonzo, red with anger, and taking up his
papers abruptly.

“Yes, sirl” said Battle emphatically, utterly
misunderstanding the other’s tone and manner.
“Don’'t you worry, my son. We'll kill that ven-
omous bill right here in this chamber! We'll kill
it so dead that it won't make one flop after the
axe hitsit. You and me and some others'|l tend
to that! Let her work that pretty face and those
eyes of hers al she wantsto! I'm keepin’ alit-
tle lookout, too and I'll —”

He broke off, for the angry and perturbed
Alonzo had left him and gone to his own desk.
Battle, slightly surprised, rubbed his beard the
wrong way and sauntered out to the lobby to
muse over acigar. Alonzo, loathing Battle with
agreat loathing, formed bitter phrases concern-
ing that vicious-minded old gentleman, while

for amoment he affected to be setting his desk
in order. Then he walked slowly up the aisle,
conscious of aroaring in his ears (though not
aware how red they were) as he approached the
semicircle about her.

He paused within three feet of her in a sud-
den panic of timidity, and then, to his conster-
nation, she looked him sguarely in the face,
over the shoulders of two of the group, and the
only sign of recognition that she exhibited was
a dlight frown of unmistakable repulsion,
which appeared between her handsome eye-
brows.

It was very swift; only Alonzo saw it; the
others had no eyes for anything but her, and
were not aware of his presence behind them,
for she did not even pause in what she was say-
ing.

Alonzo walked slowly away with the worm-
wood in his heart. He had not grown up among
the young people of Stackpole without similar
experiences, but it had been his youthful boast
that no girl had ever “stopped speaking” to him
without reason, or “cut a dance” with him and



afterward found opportunity to repeat the
indignity.

“What have | done to her?’ was perhaps the
hottest cry of his bruised soul, for the mystery
was as great as the sting of it.

It was no balm upon that sting to see her pass
him at the top of the outer steps, half an hour
later, on the arm of that one of his colleagues
who had been called the “best-dressed man in
the Legislature.” She swept by him without a
sign, laughing that same laugh at some sally of
her escort, and they got into the black automo-
bile together and were whirled away and out of
sight by the impassive bundle of furs who
manipulated the whesel.

For the rest of that afternoon and the whole
of that night no man, woman, or child heard the
voice of Alonzo Rawson, for he spoke to none.
He came not to the evening meal, nor was he
seen by any who had his acquaintance. He
entered his room at about midnight, and
Trumbull was awakened by his neighbor’s
overturning achair. No match was struck, how-
ever, and Trombull was relieved to think that

the Senator from Stackpok intended going
directly to bed without troubling to light the
gas, and that his prayers would soon be over.
Such was not the case, for no other sound came
from the room, nor were Alonzo’'s prayers
uttered that night, though the unhappy states-
man in the next apartment could not get to
sleep for severa hours on account of his ner-
vous expectancy of them.

After this, as the day approached upon
which hung the fate of the bill which Mr.
Josephus Battle was fighting, Mrs. Protheroe
came to the Senate Chamber nearly every
morning and afternoon. Not once did she
appear to be conscious of Alonzo Rawson's
presence, nor once did he alow his eyes to
delay upon her, though it can not be truthfully
said that he did not always know when she
came, when she left, and with whom she stood
or sat or talked. He evaded al mention or dis-
cussion of the bill or of Mrs. Protheroe; avoid-
ed Truslow (who, strangely enough, was
avoiding him) and, spending upon drains and
dikes all the energy that he could manage to



concentrate, burned the midnight oil and
rubbed salt into his wounds to such marked
effect that by the evening of the Governor’'s
Reception — upon the morning following
which the mooted bill was to come up — he
offered an impression so haggard and worn that
an actor might have studied him for a make-up
as ayoung statesman going into a decline.

Nevertheless he dressed with great care and
bitterness, and placed the fragrant blossom of a
geranium — taken from a plant belonging to
his landlady — in the lapel of his long coat
before he set out.

And vyet, when he came down the
Governor’s broad stairs, and wandered through
the big rooms, with the glare of lights above
him and the shouting of the guests ringing in
his ears, a sense of emptiness beset him; the
crowded place seemed vacant and without
meaning. Even the noise sounded hollow and
remote — and why had he bothered about the
geranium? He hated her and would never ook
at her again — but why was she not there?

By and by, he found himself standing against

awall, where he had been pushed by the press
of people. He was wondering drearily what he
was to do with a clean plate and a napkin
which a courteous negro had handed him, half
an hour earlier, when he felt aquick jerk at his
deeve. It was Truslow, who had worked his
way along the wall, and who now, standing on
tiptoe, spoke rapidly but cautiously, close to
his ear.

“Senator, be quick,” he said sharply, at the
same time aert to see that they were unob-
served. “Mrs. Protheroe wants to speak to you
at once. You'll find her near the big palms
under the stairway in the hall.”

He was gone — he had wormed his way
half across the room — before the other, in his
simple amazement, could answer. When
Alonzo at last found a word, it was only a
monosyllable, which, with his accompanying
action, left a matron of years, who was at that
moment being pressed fondly to his side, in a
state of mind almost as dumfounded as his
own. “Here!l” was all he said as he pressed the
plate and napkin into her hand and departed



forcibly for the hall, leaving a spectacular
wreckage of trains behind him.

The upward flight of the stairway left a
space underneath, upon which, as it was
screened (save for a narrow entrance) by a
thicket of palms, the crowd had not encroached.
Here were placed a divan and a couple of
chairs; there was shade from the glare of gas,
and the light was dim and cool. Mrs. Protheroe
had risen from the divan when Alonzo entered
this grotto, and stood waiting for him.

He stopped in the green entrance-way with a
quick exclamation.

She did not seem the same woman who had
put such slights upon him, thistall, whitevision
of silk, with the summery scarf falling from her
shoulders. His great wrath melted at the sight of
her; the pain of his racked pride, which had
been so hot in his breast, gave way to a species
of fear. She seemed not a human being, but a
white spirit of beauty and goodness who stood
before him, extending two fine arms to him in
long, white gloves.

Sheleft him to histrance for amoment, then

seized both his hands in hers and cried to him
in her rapturous, low voice: “Ah, Senator, you
have come! | knew you understood!”

“Yes ma am,” he whispered chokily.

She drew him to one of the chairs and sank
gracefully down upon the divan near him.

“Mr. Truslow was so afraid you wouldn’t,”
she went on rapidly, “but | was sure. You see |
didn’t want anybody to suspect that | had any
influence with you. | didn't want them to
know, even, that I’d talked to you. It al came
to me after the first day that we met. You see
I’ ve believed in you, in your power and in your
reserve, from the first. | want all that you do to
seem to come from yourself and not from me
or any one else. Oh, | believe in great, strong
men who stand upon their own feet and con-
quer the world for themselves! That's your
way Senator Rawson. So, you see, as they
think I’m lobbying for the bill, | wanted them
to believe that your speech for it to-morrow
comes from your own great, strong mind and
heart and your sense of right and not from any
suggestion of mine.”



“My speech!” he stammered.

“Oh, | know,” she cried; “I know you think |
don't believe much in speeches, and | don't
ordinarily, but a few simple, straightforward
and vigorous words from you, to-morrow, may
carry the bill through. You've made such
progress, you've been so reserved that you'll
carry great weight — and there are three votes
of the drains-and-dikes that are against us now,
but will follow yours absolutely. Do you think
| would have ‘cut’ you if it hadn’t been best?’

“But | —”

“Oh, I know you didn’t actually promise me
to speak, that day. But | knew you would when
thetime came! | knew that aman of power goes
over all obstacles, once his sense of right is
aroused! knew — | never doubted it, that once
you felt athing to be right you would strike for
it, with al your great strength — at all costs —
aal —"

“l can't — | — | — can’t!” he whispered
nervoudly. “Don’t you see — don’t you see —
| >

She leaned toward him, lifting her face close

to his. She was so near him that the faint odor
of her hair came to him again, and once more
the unfortunate Senator from Stackpole risked
a meeting of his eyes with hers, and saw the
light shining far down in their depths.

At this moment the shadow of a portly man
who was stroking his beard the wrong way
projected itself upon them from the narrow,
green entrance to the grotto. Neither of them
perceived it.

Senator Josephus Battle passed on, but
when Alonzo Rawson emerged, a few
moments later, he was pledged to utter a few
simple, straightforward, and vigorous words in
favor of the bill. And — let the shame fall upon
the head of the scribe who tells it — he had
kissed Mrs. Protheroe!

The fight upon the *“ Sunday Baseball Bill”
the next morning was the warmest of that part
of the session, though for a while the reporters
were disappointed. They were waiting for
Senator Battle, who was famous among them
for the vituperative vigor of his attacks and for
the kind of personalities which made valuable



copy. And yet, until the debate was almost over,
he contented himself with going quietly up and
down the aisles, whispering to the occupants of
the desks, and writing and sending a multitude
of notes to his colleagues. Meanwhile, the ora-
tors upon both sides harangued their fellows,
the lobby, the unpolitical audience, and the
patient presiding officer to no effect, so far as
votes went. The general impression was that it
would be close.

Alonzo Rawson sat bent over his desk, his
eyes fixed with gentle steadiness upon Mrs.
Protheroe, who occupied the chair wllerein he
had first seen her. A senator of the opposition
was finishing his denunciation, when she
turned and nodded amost imperceptibly to the
young man.

He gave her one last look of pathetic tender-
ness and rose.

“The Senator from Stackpole!”

“1 want,” Alonzo began, in his big voice — “I
want to say a few simple, straightforward but
vigorous words about this bill. You may

remember | spoke against it on its second read-
ing—"

“You did that!” shouted Senator Battle sud-
denly.

“l want to say now,” the Senator from
Stackpole continued, “that at that time | hadn’t
studied the subject sufficiently. | didn't know
the conditions of the case, nor the facts, but
since then agreat light has broke in upon me—"

“l should say it had! | saw it break!” was
Senator Battle's second violent interruption.

When order was restored, Alonzo, who had
become very pale, summoned his voice again.
“1 think we'd ought to take into consideration
that Sunday is the working-man’s only day of
recreation and not drive him into low grog-
geries, but give him a chance in the open air to
indulge his love of wholesome sport —"

“Such as the ancient Romans enjoyed!”
interposed Battle vindictively.

“No, sir!” Alonzo wheeled upon him, stung
to the quick. “Such a sport as free-born
Americans and only free-born Americans can
play in this wide world — the American game



of baseball, in which no other nation of the
Earth is our equal!”

This was a point scored and the cheering
lasted two minutes. Then the orator resumed:

“l say: ‘Give the working-man a chance!’ Is
his life a happy one? You know it ain't! Give
him his one day. Don't spoil it for him with
your laws— he’sonly got one! I'm not goin’ to
take up any more of your time, but if there's
anybody here who thinks my well-considered
opinion worth following | say: ‘Vote for this
bill.” It is right and virtuous and ennobling, and
it ought to be passed! | say: ‘Vote for it.””

The reporters decided that the Senator from
Stackpole had “wakened things up.” The gavel
rapped a long time before the chamber quieted
down, and when it did, Josephus Battle was on
his feet and had obtained the recognition of the
chair.

“1 wish to say, right here,” he began, with a
rasping leisureliness, “that | hope no member
of this honored body will take my remarks as
persona or unparliamentary — but” — he
raised a big forefinger and shook it with men-

ace at the presiding officer at the same time
suddenly lifting his voice to an unprintable
shriek — “1 say to you, sir, that the song of the
siren has been heard in the land, and the call of
Delilah has been answered! When the Senator
from Stackpole rose in his chamber, less than
three weeks ago, and denounced thisiniquitous
measure, | heard him with pleasure — we all
heard him with pleasure — and respect! In
spite of his youth and the poor quality of his
expression, we listened to him. We knew he
was sincere! What has caused the change in
him?What has, | ask? | shall not tell you, upon
this floor, but I’ve taken mighty good care to
let most of you know, during the morning,
either by word of mouth or by note of hand!
Especially those of you of the drains-and-dikes
and others who might follow this young
Samson, whose locks have been shore! I've
told you all about that, and more — I've told
you the inside history of some facts about the
bill that 1 will not make public, because | am
too confident of our strength to defeat this dev-
ilish measure, and prefer to let our vote speak



our opinion of it! Let me not detain you longer.
| thank you!”

Long before he had finished, the Senator
from Stackpole was being held down in his
chair by Truslow and severa senators whose
seats were adjacent and the vote was taken
amid an uproar of shouting and confusion.
When the clerk managed to proclaim the result
over al other noises, the bill was shown to be
defeated and “killed,” by a majority of five
votes.

A few minutes later, Alonzo Rawson, his
neckwear disordered and his face white with
rage, stumbled out of the great doors upon the
trail of Battle, who had quietly hurried away to
his hotel for lunch as soon as he had voted.

The black automobile was vanishing round a
corner. Truslow stood upon the edge of the
pavement staring after it ruefully:

“Where is Mrs. Protheroe?’ gasped the
Senator from Stackpole.

“She’'s gone,” said the other.

“Gone where?’

“Gone back to Paris. She sails day after to-

morrow. She just had time enoug to catch her
train for New York after waiting to hear how
the vote went. She told me to tell you good-by,
and that she was sorry. Don’'t stare at me,
Rawson! | guess we're in the same boat!—
Where are you going?’ he finished abruptly.

Alonzo swung by him and started across the
street, “To find Battle!” the hoarse answer
came back.

The conquering Josephus was leaning med-
itatively upon the counter of the cigar-stand of
his hotel when Alonzo found him. He took one
look at the latter’s face and backed to the wall,
tightening his grasp upon the heavy- headed
ebony cane it was his habit to carry, a habit
upon which he now congratulated himself.

But his precautions were needless. Alonzo
stopped out of reaching distance.

“You tell me,” he said in a breaking voice;
“you tell me what you meant about Delilah and
sirens and Samsons and inside facts! You tell
me!”

“You wild ass of the prairies,” said Battle, “I
saw you last night behind them pams! But



don’'t you think | told it — or ever will! | just
passed the word around that she'd argued you
into her way of thinkin’, same as she had a
good many others. And as for the rest of it, |
found out where the nigger in the woodpile
was, and | handed that out, too. Don’'t you take
it hard, my son, but | told you her husband |eft
her a good deal of land around here. She owns
the ground that they use for the baseball park,
and her lease would be worth considerable
more if they could have got the right to play on
Sundays!”

Senator Trumbull sat up straight, in bed, that
night, and, for the first time during his martyr-
dom, listened with no impatience to the prayer
which fell upon his ears.

“O Lord Almighty,” through the flimsy par-
tition came the voice of Alonzo Rawson, qua-
veringly, but with growing strength: “Aid Thou
me to see my way more clear! | find it hard to
tell right from wrong, and | find myself beset
with tangled wires. O God, | feel that | am
ignorant, and fall into many devices. These are
strange paths wherein Thou hast set my feet,

but | feel that through Thy help, and through

great anguish, | am learning!”




It was a different world not only
because the Depression had caught so
many Americans off guard, but because
the work of artists, writers, actors and
craftsmen was regarded as honest labor
by the American government, and, by
extension, its people.

Franklin Delano Roosevelt created the
Work Programs Administrationto pro-
vide employment to a country that was
out of work, and, uniquely in American
history, no distinction was made between
art and other kinds of labor. Painters were
commissioned to do murals on public
buildings, stage performers were com-
missioned to mount new and interesting
productions -- and writers were commis-
sioned to chart the cultural history of the
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Hilda Polacheck

Jacob Saranoff worked in a rag-shop near
Hull-House. He had come to Chicago from
Russiain 1902, bringing his wife and two chil-
dren with him. The family was met at the train
by a relative who helped to find a home for
them. They rented four rooms in a rear tene-
ment on Halsted Street. After visiting several
second hand furniture stores, the Saranoffs
bought two second hand beds, a kitchen stove,
akitchen table and four chairs. They unpacked
the bedding that they had brought with them
from Russia and spent their first night in their



first American home.

The next morning the children were enrolled
in the public school. The first great ambition of
Jacob and Sarah Saranoff had been readlized.
Their children were in school.

After paying a month’s rent and the price of
the furniture and the most necessary household
utensils, Jacob had two dollars left. It was nec-
essary for Jacob to take the first job that he
could find. The job was sorting rags. His wages
were eight dollars aweek. The rent was six dol-
lars amonth. Jacob and Sarah decided that they
could get along.

The rag-shop was located in an abandoned
barn. There was a small window in the rear of
this barn which had been opened when the
horses were housed in it. But since it had
become a rag-shop, the window had been
nailed up to keep out any possible thieves.
Ventilation was not considered.

The floor of the rag-shop was never swept.
The dust was allowed to gather day after day,
week after week. But Jacob paid no attention to
the dust. His children were in school. They

could not have gone to school in Russia. There
were no schools for Jewish children in the vil-
lage where he had lived. So why pay attention
to dust?

Solomon, or Solly, as he was called, the
older of the two children, wanted to learn to
play the piano. But how does one get piano
lessons and buy a piano on which to practice
on eight dollars a week?

“Some day | will learn to play,” Solly said.
“All sorts of miracles happen in America
Maybe something will happen so that | can
learn.”

Solly was eight years old. His sister, Rosie,
was six. They were learning American games.
They now played hide and seek, run-sheep-run
and peg, with the American born children.
These American born children took Solly and
Rosie to Hull-House.

The children ran up the stairsto a play-room
in which there was a piano. It was thefirst time
that Solly had been near a piano. He struck a
note and was thrilled with the sound. He
looked around, and no one seemed to mind his



touching the piano. So he struck a few more
notes. This was indeed a miracle! Such mira-
cles could only happen in America, thought
Solly.

When the play director entered to organize
some games for the children. Patrick Ryan.
who lived across the hall from the Saranoff
family, took Solly to her.

“This is Solly,” said Patrick “He's daffy
about piano.”

“Would you liketo learn to play?’ asked the
director.

“Oh, yes! Could 17" Solly asked eagerly.

So Solly started to take piano lessons and he
was allowed to come to Hull-House to practice.

Jacob had now been sorting rags for three
years. He had been inhaling the dust for the
same length of time. He would have liked to
find other work. Something more interesting—
—something that would pay a little more
money. He began to dream of the possibility of
buying a piano for Solly. But he was afraid to
take a day off to look for a better job. He was
afraid he might lose the one he had. He could

not risk having the family go without food.
And there were shoes to buy. And the rent had
to be paid. So he continued to sort rags, paying
no attention to the dust on the floor. It was bad
when the bales of rags were dumped on the
floor and the dust rose and filled the room. The
men who were sorting rags would get cough-
ing spells when that happened. But the dust
was soon settled, and the men went on sorting
rags.
The Saranoff children were bringing good
reports from school. Solly could now play the
piano well. Hewastold at school that he would
be allowed to play a solo when he graduated.
Solly found out that fathers and mothers
could go to lectures and concerts at Hull-
House. So on Sunday afternoon or evening, the
Saranoffs listened to lectures they did not
understand and to concerts that they did under-
stand and loved. They found out that they
could learn English, so they hurried through
with the supper dishes and became members of
the English class. One evening, Mrs. Ryan,
their neighbor, took Jacob and Sarah to aHull-



House party. At this party they met Jane
Addams.

“Miss Addams,” said Jacob one night while
he was at Hull-House,” do you know that |
have never heard Solly play the piano.”

“Well, that istoo bad,” said Jane Addams. “|
must see that you hear him soon.”

A week later Solly brought home a card
announcing a piano recital to be given by
Solomon Saranoff, at the Hull-House Music
School.

There were about fifty people present at
Solly’s first recita. The Ryans were there.
Sarah Saranoff had invited Mrs. Schultz, her
German neighbor who lived on the floor above.
The Molinari family, whose son was learning to
play the violin at Hull-House, were there. Just
before the recital started, Jane Addams came
into the room and sat down next to Jacob
Saranoff.

Solly played with a delicacy and warmth
that made him a part of the piano. When the
first piece was finished, the tears were rolling
down Jacob’s cheeks. Solly played and Jacob’s

heartbeats accompanied him. He was thanking
God for America—-for Hull-House— for Jane
Addams.

“For the last number,” the piano teacher
announced, “Solly will play a piece that he
wrote. | am very proud of Solly, for it is not
often that a child of his age can compose
music. | think Solly will be a great musician.”

Solly played his composition. It was a
haunting little melody. There was alittle of the
Russian persecution in it. There was a little of
the joy of Hull-House. There was alittle of the
dust of the rag-shop.

The concert was over. The entire audience
surrounded the Saranoff family. Jane Addams
invited everybody into the coffee-house for
refreshments.

The dream of buying a piano now became
an obsession with Jacob. He had heard one of
the men who worked in the rag-shop, say that
his two brothers were coming from Russia and
that they would be looking for a place to live.
The idea came to Jacob that he could rent one
of the bedrooms to these two men. He



broached the subject to Sarah. She thought it
would be a good idea. Sarah had heard that
pianos could be bought on easy payments.
Perhaps she could get enough from the man to
make the payments on a piano.

The boarders moved into one of the two bed-
rooms. A shiny new piano was moved into the
bare parlor. A relative gave the family a dis-
carded cot which was put into the parlor. On
this Solly slept. Rosie was moved into the bed-
room where her parents slept. Her bed was
made up of the four chairs.

Solly practiced every minute that he could
gpare from his school work. He had graduated
from grammar school and had entered high
school.

Jacob went on sorting rags. But the sorting
was now accompanied by the tunes that Solly
played. Jacob noticed that he would get very
tired, long before the day was over. He coughed
a good dea when the bales of rags were
damped on the floor. He would sweat during
the night, even when the bedroom was very
cold. But he said nothing to his wife.

Solly was ready to graduate from high
school. He was to play one of his own compi-
sitions at the graduation exercises. This gradu-
ation was another event in the life of the
Saranoff family. Jacob was proud of his tall,
dark haired son, who was loudly applauded by
the audience. Solly bowed again and again.
Jacob thought: if only the cough did not both-
er him; he would be the happiest man in the
world. But the cough did bother him.

Jacob would have liked to stay in bed the
morning after the graduation. But a man had
been fired the week before for staying home
one day. So he dragged himself out of the bed
and went to the rag-shop. Severa hours later
he was brought home by two men. They said
that Jacob had started to cough and had spit
large chunks of blood.

“Yes, the dust in the rag-shop is bad,” said
one of the men.

Sarah was panic stricken. The neighbors
called a doctor from the health department. A
week |ater, Jacob was dead.

The realtives and neighbors collected



money for the funeral. Solly did not quite real-
ize what had happened. He sat between his
mother and Jane Addams. He heard the Rabbi
say:

“Then shall the dust return to the earth as it
was:”

But the day after the funeral, Solly knew that
he was now the head of the family. The owner
of the rag-shop offered him ajob as bookkeep-
er and solly took it. He earned more money
than his father had earned. But the dust was on
the floor of the office.

Solly continued to take lessons at Hull-
House in the evening, when he was not too
tired. He had very little time to practice, now.
After nine hours in the dirty office, weighing
bales of rags, keeping books, haggling with the
people who were selling the rags, he was too
tired to practice.

Sarah was sorry that he could not go on with
his music, but the rent had to be paid, food had
to be bought, shoes did wear out.

One morning Solly noticed severa people
from Hull-House walk into the rag-shop. They

spoke to one of the men in the shop; they gath-
ered some of the dust from the floor into small
white papers, and |eft.

That night Solly went to Hull-House. He
found Jane Addams and asked about the dust
that had been gathered.

“We are trying to find out whether the dust
contains any tuberculoisis germs,” Jane
Addams told him.

“Dust——- tuberculosis,” said Solly in a
bewildered tone. “Every other house on the
block has some one sick with tuberculosis. |
heard an old woman say that a dybbuk has
attacked the neighborhood. Perhapsit isadyb-
buk! Perhaps there is a dybbuk in the dust that
my father breathed into his lungs. | have been
breathing into my lungs. The dybbuk always
kills the person it attacks!”

Solly was hysterical! He was taken to a
room and a doctor was called. The doctor
looke very grave. Solly temperature was quite
high. The docor was sure he had tuberculosis.
He had been working too hard. He had been
inhaling



the dust from the rag-shop.

Sarah was like a stone image when she was
told.

“Thank God you will take care of him,” she
said to Jane Addams. “Rosie will now have to
go to work. | wanted her to finish high school.”

Solly was well cared for in a sanitarium
which Jane Addams had helped to create. As he
lay on his cot on the sun-porch, he was putting
notes together that he would fashion into songs,
when he got well.

At Hull-House a fight was going on to bring
air into dark homes. Shorter working hours—
less fatigue—Iless tuberculosis. Court proceed-
Ings were started to have the barn that housed
the rag-shop, condemned. It took months to
accomplish this. But the rag-shop was con-
demned.

Jane Addams travelled all the way to the
sanitarium to tell Solly the news. But he was
too ill to be told that the dust had at last been
removed. He had become a part of the dust.

m




Circus
Days and Ways

A. C. Sherbert _
W. E. “Doc” Van Alstine

Looks younger than age claimed. Hair, iron-
grey; oval face, dark complexion; medium
height; rheumatic - walks with difficulty.
Always wears old-fashioned black, derby hat,
with wide, rolled brim.

| was born in the little town of Kinderhook,
New York, in 1847. My father was Doctor
Thomas Van Alstine, who later served as a sur-
geon in the Union Army during the Civil War.

At an early age | had a yearning for the
show business. School didn't interest me a bit.
| hated books. | wasn't a danged bit interested
in reading about what somebody else did, or




where they went, or what they saw. | wanted to
go, do, and see things for myself, and | could-
n't think of any better way to satisfy my ambi-
tion than to join up with acircus.

School, in my day, wasn't much like it is
now. Boy, oh boy, in them daysif you didn’t toe
the line you got what was comin’ to you.
Teachers and parents both, in them days, had
spare-the-rod-spoil-the-child ideas, and if a
youngster didn’t do exactly what he was told,
they used to lay it on plenty with a hickory
switch, or somethin’ just as good.

Come a day, once, when | was a young
gaffer in my early teens, | had a chance to run
away with the Mighty Yankee Robinson
Circus. The lure of sawdust and spangles was
much stronger than family ties or the red
schoolhouse, so off | goes. | was only with the
circus four days when | was dragged home to
the family fireside and my place at the table,
but not without a trip to the barn first, where
my father strapped me around the legs and
across the back with a tie-strap until 1 wasn’t
hardly ableto navigate. Astough alickin’ asthe

old man gave me, | soon forgot it - but | didn’t
ever forget my first four days with the circus.

Thethrill of them few dayswith Robinson’s
circus stuck with me through more than a half
century of circus troupin’. | was hired as a
“block” boy. The block boy had to help set up
and “strike” (tear down) the “blues’.
Incidentally, general admission circus seats has
been blue as far back as | can remember. There
wasn’'t no commoner job on the circus, but |
remember how proud and thrilled | was mere-
ly to touch a piece of circus equipment: the
blocks, the angle pieces, the seat boards - any-
thing that was a part of “the circus “.

And | remember how | gazed in awe at the
performers, and to think | was so close to them.
| seen alot of beautiful women in my day, but
| don’t believe | ever seen awoman in my later
life that looked so beautiful to me as them cir-
cus women did. | had the fedlin’ that they was
gueens, or goddesses, or somethin’ too beauti-
ful to belong to this world. And | recall the
thrill of thrills when a clown-circus folks call
the funny men “Joeys’ - said, “Hey, lad, run



out to a butcher shop and get me a pound of
lard.” The Joeys used lard for taking off their
“clown white”, or make-up. | was so excited at
havin' a performer actually speak to me that |
couldn’t say yes or no. But with the ten cent
piece he give me clutched tight in my fist, | run
like lightnin’ to the nearest butcher shop. Boy,
oh boy, was | happy!

I well remember when | goes back to school
after my four dayswith thecircus. | cut quitea
figger among the handful of bumpkins that was
my school mates.

Bein’ with a circus made me a hero among
them youngsters, and did | glory in it. | knew
I’d have to stay in school awhile longer - |
couldn’'t help myself, but in the back of my
head | know that when | got a little bit older |
was goin’ to join up with a circus and be a
showman for always, and always.

My family was determined that | was goin’
to be a doctor, like my old man was. They
insisted that | take up the study of medicine and
follow in my father’s footsteps. In them days,
anybody that thought they was cut out for it,

could be a doctor if they wanted to. All you
needed was a little schoolin’ and be handy
around sick folks and not be afraid of the sight
of blood. All medicine was bitter, if it was any
good, and if they didn’t know what ailed a per-
son they ‘cupped’ him and drew some blood.
Then he either got better or worse, as God
willed. I might of made a good doctor, at that,
if 1 only could of got show business off my
mind.

When | got afew years older, | was able to
out-talk the old folks and get my own way. |
give up al thought of pill-rollin’ and left home
to join acircus, and | stuck with circuses for
nearly sixty years of my life. Studyin’ for a
doctor, though, give me the nickname, “Doc”,
and wherever on this globe the gray dawn seas
a “big top” bein’ raised, that's the name I'm
knowed by.

| been asked to draw a comparison between
the circus of today and the circus of the past.
Well, they just ain't no comparison. The circus
in this day and age seems really to be the stu-
pendous, gigantic, colossal exhibition the



advance hilling and the “barkers’, “spielers’,
and “grinders’, claim for it. The oldtime circus
was a puny forerunner of the mammoth aggre-
gations now on the road. The circus your
grandfather went to see as a boy, was nothin’
more than a variety, or vaudeville, show under
canvas. Pretty near al the acts they done in the
circus could of been put onin even the ordinary
theaters of that time. Could you imagine the
Ringling Brothers B B show of today tryin’ to
squeeze itself into any theater, auditorium, or
indoor arenain any town, say, like Portland?

The people who works for circuses today is
all trained specialists. Everybody has only one
job, and he's supposed to do that one thing
well. The oldtime trouper was a Jack-of-all-
trades. He could shoe a horsg, if he had to, he
could clown, drive a ten-horse team, lay out
canvas, and fill in at anything around the lot
except perhaps aerial acrobatics, and believe it
or not, many of the old-timers could even “ dou-
ble” in acrobatics.

The circus has aways been one of the
world’s most progressive enterprises. New

inventions, if they was something the circus
could use, was grabbed up by the circus as soon
as they come out. The circus was always away
ahead of anybody else in lighting equipment.
When stores and business places throughout
the country was still using tallow dipsfor light,
the circus was using calcium flares bright
enough to almost blind you. The pressure
gaslights used by circuses in the early part of
this century was intensely brilliant by contrast
with the dim, dinky lights of the average town
thecircus visited. Many small-town oldtimers
will tell you they first saw Edison’s marvelous
incandescent lamps when some circus came to
town.

Yes, the circus of today is bigger and better
In every way than circuses was, even twenty-
five years ago. But the kids of today ain't so
wide-eyed and amazed at what they see at acir-
cus as they was a quarter of a century ago. So
many marvelous things goes on all the timein
this day and age that
kids probably expect more from a circus now
than it's humanly possible to give.



In my more than a half century with circus-
es | worked on al the big shows one time or
another. The circus has took me to the for cor-
ners of both hemispheres, and has give me
many exciting experiences. | seen circuses
miraculously missed by cyclones in the prairie
states. When you're standin’ in the middle of a
couple million dollars’ worth of circus equip-
ment, it's always a thrill to see a blackish,
greenish cloud with its trailing, death-dealing
funnel, bearing down on your show. The
‘stock’ in the ‘anima top’ (menagerie tent)
knows a storm is comin’ same as you do.
Makes you feel kind of funny in the pit of the
stomach, to hear them snarl, howl, whine, bel-
low and roar as the storm gets nearer. They get
nervous, testy, mean, and it all adds to the con-
fusion on the lot.

| was with a show in Hutchinson, Kansas,
once when a twister didn't miss. As the
twister’s whirling funnel came towards us, all
hands got busy and begun grouping al loose
and movable equipment and gear and lashing
everything together with tie ropes and tie

chains. The animal wagons was hastily cov-
ered. We drops all canvas flat to the ground
and strikes al poles. We didn’'t have much
warning. A few seconds later the twister was
upon us and cuttin’ a swath right through the
center of the lot. We was what you could call
lucky, though, because nobody got seriously
hurt and we didn’t lose no stock (animals). But
the big top was picked up and torn to shreds,
and small parts of it scattered all over the sur-
rounding country.

Train wrecks is another thing. | been
through many small wrecks in the course of
years of troupin’, and was also in one disas-
trous crackup. The railroads in the old days
didn’'t have no block signal systems like they
got now, and as circus trains was aways extras
and not regularly scheduled trains, wrecks was
frequent. At Gary, Indiana, | was with Sells-
Floto circus, when we had awreck where over
ahundred persons waskilled, and alot of valu-
able stock was lost.

A “Hey Rube’ is practically unknown
today. A Hey Rube was afight between the cir-



cus folks and the town yokels. These ruckuses
used to came regularly every so often in the old
days. Many of the Hey Rubes was started by
folks figgerin’ they wasn't gettin’ all the circus
advertised; if the stupendous wasn't stupen-
dous enough, the gigantic wasn't gigantic
enough, the colossal wasn't colossal enough, or
the “largest in captivity” wasn't large enough,
the town folks felt like they had grounds for a
fight. Another common cause of Hey Rubes
was because petty thieves, purse-snatchers and
pickpockets, followed circuses from town to
town. The circus got blamed for what them
slickersdid, but they was nothing they could do
about it. When the crooks hit a crowd too hard,
and too many people got plucked, the town folk
got together and tried to take it out on the cir-
cus people. Pretty near every Hey Rube | ever
seen ended with the town folks comin’ out sec-
ond best physically, although the circus usually
lost out financially. Lawsuits always followed a
Hey Rube, and circus people had no chance for
asguare deal in a prejudiced small-town court.

| was in a Hey Rube in Lincoln, Illinois,

once. It was one of the toughest battles | ever
seen. The town boys was coalminers and same
of the toughest customers | ever seen. We
strung out in acircle around our stuff and stood
‘em off with “laying out pins’ and whacked
‘em with “side-poles’, finaly giving ‘em the
run, but they sure could take it. Another Hey
Rube in Ann Arbor, Michigan, was started by a
gang of students from the University of
Michigan, for no good reason at all except per-
haps they thought it was funny. It cost the cir-
cus | was with more than $35,000 in lawsuits
and damage to equipment. In a Hey Rube,
most of the lawsuits that follow is usually by
some innocent bystander who gets hurt in the
scramble.

The circus owners - you name ‘em, | worked
for ‘“em - were al big men of fine character.
Everyone of the big circus owners was a
sguare-shootin’, two-fisted boss, and not a
sissy among ‘em. | knowed the Ringling fami-
ly well — the seven boys and their father, Gus
Ringling. Gus Ringling was a harness-maker,
and teamster, before he went into the circus



business. Gus wasn't ever able to hire a better
teamster on his show than he was himself. Old
Gus could handle a twelve horse team so slick
that the string of horses would form a perfect
circle, and the lead team could eat oats from the
back of the wagon Gus was sittin’ in.

Circus people in the old days was consid-
ered socia outcasts. “Decent” people wouldn't
have nothin’ to do with troupers. This attitude
on the part of “outsiders’ towards show-folks,
brought the show-folks closer together - made
‘“em clannish. Circus people was just like one
big family, and was always a good lot, and
aways willing to help each other over the
bumps. People don't look at it the way they
used to, any more, but circus people is till
clannish just the same.

Modern methods and high specialization has
made it a lot easier for the circus man.
Transportation is improved, and accommoda-
tions is a lot better than they was. You don't
have to be tough inside and out, to troupe with
acircus nowadays. In the old days any handler
of circus stock knowed how to mix up a batch

of kerosene or paregoric liniment to dope an
ailing animal. Nowadays the big show troupes
a staff of veterinarians, and each valuable ani-
mal is watched as close and its diet figgered
out as carefully as for the Dionne quints.

| got alot of respect for Clyde Beattie and
other of today’s animal trainers, but | don't
think there isany comparison between the tem-
per and ferocity of jungle-born cats that the
old-time trainer faced twice a day, and the ani-
mals born in captivity that the present-day
trainers work with. You don’'t hardly ever hear
of atrainer gettin’ killed in an exhibition cage
today; but in the old days | have seen trainers
torn to ribbons in the twinkling of an eye.

The circus reached its greatest size in 1908.
After that year they never got any bigger. In
1908 Ringling Brothers introduced the first
“gpec”, or “spectacle’. Since that year the
“gpec” was afeature with all circuses. The first
spec was called “King Solomon” - later specs
were the “Durbar at Delhi”, “Arabian Nights”,
and others. | was boss canvasman for many
years with a number of different circuses .



Boss canvasman is a good job on a big show
and pays from $75.00 to $100.00 a week. |
made quite a lot of money in my day, but |
haven't got anything to show for it now. As
boss canvasman, | seen the sun rise in every
town of importance in the United States. Most
of my real old time friends of the circus have
passed through the “connection” to the “other
side’. (The‘connection’ isthe opening and run-
way through which the performers and animals
enter the *big top’ during a performance).

Portland, Oregon, has always had the name
of being a good show town. | visited Portland
with big shows many times before | quit the
show business. I quit the show business twenty
years ago, and came to Portland to live. | fig-
gered | was gettin’ too old to be galavantin’ al
over the country. Since then | have made aliv-
ing as a house painter, and am now the oldest
active painter in the Painters Union at
Portland. Yes, | learned to paint while in the
show business. Many a piece of show equip-
ment, wagons, platforms, etc., | painted for the
circus.

The show business may be ahard life, but if
| had it all to do over again | would still want
you to give me the same route. It's been a
“long haul”. I’ve passed the ninetieth “flare,”
and feel like I’m standing outside the “ connec-
tion” waitin’ for the whistle.

A “long haul”, or a “long haul town”, is a
town in which therailroad loading spur is sit-
uated a long distance from the circus lot.
“Flares’ are kerosene torches set out along
the way from the loading spur to the lot to
guide the teamsters. As flares are usually
placed two to a block, ninety flares would
indicate a long haul. In other words, old Doc
has passed the ninetieth milestone, and feels
that he hasn’t much farther to go. “ Standing
outside the connection waitin’ for the whis-
tle”... Performers, acts, animals, etc., stand
outside the connecting entrance to the arena
for a short time before they are summoned to
enter by the shrill note of the “routine direc-
tor’s’ whistle.

W. E. “Doc” Van Alstine retired from



active circus lifein 1917, and has since made
his home in Portland. Circus day in Portland
Is a red-letter day in old Doc's calendar of
events. The big shows never forget him, and
when they arrive in Portland, Doc is always
presented with a generous supply of “Annie
Oakleys’ (passes). Surrounding himself with
a bunch of his cronies from the Plaza Blocks,
Doc and his party are the first oneson thelot,
and though a nonagenarian, Doc misses noth-
ing that happens during the progress of the
performance, and is alert to even the slightest
deviation from conventional circus routine.
Hard times struck Doc for a time, and he
found it necessary to live for awhile at the
Multnomah County Farm. With the passing of
the Old Age Pension law, however, Doc was
able to leave the County Farm and move into
the city. He works occasionally for the
painters union, out of the Portland Labor

Temple.
m




Fiddler’s Cave

Eben H. Drum
A. D. Streeter

“1 organized a neighborhood orchestra the
year of 1912 in the neighborhood in and about
Orchards. We played for most of the commu-
nity dances for miles about. | had learned to
play the fiddle when | was a small boy. In my
orchestra was a first fiddle, a second fiddle, a
cello, cornet, clarionet, flute and a flageolet.
We met about from place to place to play for
practice and also had regular meeting night at
the town hall. The orchestra got to be mighty
popular. We played such popular pieces as
‘Devil’s Dream,” ‘The Girl | left Behind me;’
‘Pop-goes-the-weasel’ ‘ Last Rose of Summer,’



“Money Musk’ and many more of the popular
airs. | made alot of small booklets so that each
member could have one of his own. | drew the
whole out by hand using a pen and ink. We
know exactly what we were to play and played
it. We traveled about the country with a team
and hack (two-seated buggy). We not only fur-
nished the music but did the calling, and bossed
the floor. We played for dancesin Clark County
and would be sent for, to play for dances over
in Oregon. We were mighty popular musicians
and | was out-standing as their leader. There
wasarival put in existencein the neighborhood
over to the east of us. We were asked to play for
a dance right in their neighborhood. One night
our boys were playing away and the dancers
were hoeing-it-down in aright smart quadrille,
when the rival orchestra leader came into the
room. He was mad to think our boys had been
asked to play over there. He yelled, ‘ You think
you can play, don’'t you? Get out of here, you
damn fiddling cusses.” A free for all fight start-
ed right there. One of my boys got a black eye
and | got hold of a piece of 2x4 that happened

to be handy-and boy, didn't | clean out that
mess. | was aways pretty good with my fists
and two black shiners was given that orchestra
leader. That Orchestra never was any good—
two fiddles and a cello were all the instruments
they had. They didn’t know half the time what
they were playing. The fiddlers most of the
time would forget to bring their resin along and
how their fiddles would squeak. | remember
one night | forgot to bring my resin along and
one of the girls was chewing some gum which
was some of that stuff maving a resinous base
in it. | said, Kitty, let me have your gum to
grease my fiddle bow with; *Why yes, Art, sure
I will.” And she opened up her face and rolled
up her gum between her fingersinto aball and
handed it over to me. Well, it did the stuff— |
did not forget my resin again. | am avery ver-
satile man any way. That's what makes me
popular with the boys. Well | saved my orches-
tra’s reputation.

| met-up with that orchestra leader that |
gavethepair of shinersto, several months after
that fight, and he says: *Say, Art, I'd rather be



kicked by a horse than hit with your fist." | was
always a good fighter. Why, even now that | am
78 years old, | command respect from the
fellers. During the hunting season this last fall,
some smart young cusses was out roaming
across my place, hunting. About that time |
happened to be trying to shoot a sap-suck that
had been bothering about my roof. | was stand-
ing near my door trying to get a bead on that
sap-sucker These smart young fellers happen
to see my old cat, settin’ up on a fence post.
Now be blamed if they didn’'t ups with their
gun and shot my cat. Well that made me mad. |
yelled at the sneaks and they looked over to
where | was standing and then started to run for
the road and their car which was standing out
thar intheroad. They got in and started-up their
engine and then turned round and laughed at
me. Guess they thought | was too old to square
myself. Quick asthought | drew up my old gun
to my shoulder, took a good aim and let it bang
at their hid tire. Well now if that car did not
head for the ditch. It did not do the smarties any
harm but it did stop their car. They walked back

and began cussing me Saying: ‘We'd come in
and beat you up if you did not have that gunin
your hand! | walked over to the step their and
lad my gun down and waked down toward
the road. Now, gentlemen, come on, all four of
you'. Well they said ‘What business had you
shooting at my car? ‘Well lots more business
than you had shooting my cat!” *Your old cat
wasn't worth adamn.” * That iswhat you think.
| would not have taken $25.00 for that cat.
There is a place down the road where you can
get your tire fixed— and remember this, when
you come out here hunting again, you leave
my cats alone’” Well, they took off their tire
and put on their spare tire, but threatened to
send the sheriff out after me from

Vancouver.

Well, that was several months ago, but they
have not caught up with that sheriff yet, | guess
for | have not seen anything of him. | tell you
they hated the looks of my fist. Nothing like
keepin' physically fit.

“1 remember once, when | was quite a little
boy, | was out walkin’ with my father ‘round



Green Mountain over thar. We cameto aholein
the side of the mountain and as | was always
curious, | said to pa, you wait here, while | see
where that hole leads to. Well, | crawls into

it. The hole went straight down. | went down
about a hundred yards or so. It looked pretty
dark to me and about this time pahollered from
the out-side, ‘Art, you'd better come out of
there.” Well, | came out but made up my mind
that I’d get brother Bill to come with me some
day and we'd go down that cave and maybe
find some hidden Injun treasure. Well, about a
week after that, Bill and me started out but we
took our trusty old lantern with us. We found
the cave and crawled into it. After we got in
aways the cave got bigger. We lit our lantern
and wandered along for a distance of what
seemed to me amile or more. We came upon a
heap of bones, which looked like animals
bones. Bill and | thought this may have been
the home of some cougars that had carried in
their prey to eat it. Well, we were kind of
scared and decided to get out of that thar cave.
The cave went straight in, so there was no

chance to get lost. We had no trouble getting
out.

“We decided to come back some tother time
and go to the end of that cave. Well, about a
month later, we went back. But some rock dis-
turbance must have taken place. We hunted for
several hours for the opening. But all we could
find was a place where it looked like the earth
had sunken in. We were mighty glad it did not
happen while we were in that cave.”



Cassals R. Tiedeman
Ophelia Jemison

Opehlia was asked if she
believed that spirits ever came
back to see their loved ones.

“1 knowed sperrits come back. | seen um. Ef
a pusson die mean an wicked an’ want you, he
come back an’ git at you sure ting. You jes go
up to de grabe yaad (graveyard) at at sun down,
an’ hold you head close down to de ground you
kin hear em comin’ up louder an’ louder an’ ef
you don't git way, you'll be snatched down in
one ob dem graves.

“1 see me husband one time. He stan’ by me
side but he bery little in size wid a big head,

‘bout lak dat waiter ober dere on de table, an’
he hair parted on de side jes’ as natural. He all
dressed in white wid long flowin’ sleebe. You
see, he killed sudden lak widout he hab time to
tell me nuttin’, so he come back to hab he say.
Hesay it al right, but | ain’t catch what he say,
den | wannatalk to em but he banish. May be
too wicked to talk to a sperrit.”

“But Ophelia how can spirits come back to
this world?’

“Lord miss, sperrits ain’t fasten down, dey
freer den we. Dey come back when ebber dey
lak but some don’t ebber come back any. Tom
an Alice, two ob me fambly been talkin’ to me
dis mornin’, cause | been hear a buzzin’ in me
year an’ | knowed dey want to know how |
come here wid you.”

“Did they find out?’

“Oh! dey come agin an’ agin till dey satisfy
dem self. Dey know by de way | talk when dat
buzzin' aggregate me. Sperrits all obber, dey
‘tract you ‘tention when ebber dey lak.”
Source: Ophelia Jemison, Addison Court

Charleston, SC,
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Windology

Herbert Harris

Well, that was the longest winter | spent in
the mountains. Jefferson county it was.
Wouldn't have been so bad if we didn’'t haveto
tunnel through the drifts to the peak to get our
bearings. It was, come Monday, regular as a
clock, there we would be, in the edge of the
wind, digging away. Funny thing that. Made us
laugh, though we were so miserable. Cold
enough to freeze the marrow in the bone, yet
we were burning up, specially our faces. But
only in certain places. At the proper angle, she



was a right smart gale. But it wasn't the wind
that bothered us such. Matter of fact, that's
what we were after — wind.

No, it wasn't the wind. It was them pesky
wood ticks. Sure misery, they are. First off, you
had to find them; then, dig ‘em out. Nicked our
axes plumb to hell. We honed them till there
was nothing left of our hones. Wore? ‘em to
divers. Couldn’'t shave then. See?

That was all virgin country. Fertile soil.
Things just shot up. Came with our whiskers.
And when our hones gave out... Got so, afel-
low couldn’t even scratch. Not to do any good,
that is. Tangle got so thick. You couldn’t see the
swellings on our faces, but you knew they were
there, a-burning away ... just burning and burn-
ing...

We had one lad, smart as they came. Hailed
from Omaha, Nebraska. “Looka, here,” he said.
“Wher | came from, folk have an old Indian
custom.”

“And what might that be,” said I.

“Well,” he said, “when whiskers in Omaha
get to be real unmanageable, the menfolk stick

their faces round a street corner and let the
northers burn ‘em off. * Course, the Indians had
an easier time than white folks. They just went
out a piece from camp, caught the edge of a
norther and let it singe off their whiskers mere-
ly by turning about to accomodate the blade, as
it were. Now things are different back home.
More houses than people; more street corners
than a wind knows what to do with. If you
want a complete singe, you got to catch the
norther at the right angle. Well, gents, | heard
tell some men, special the older ones, get
plumb wore out chasing from one corner to
another to get a proper singeing.”

“Well, that'sso,” | said. ‘It ain’t in Nebraska
only people get their whiskers singed off by
the northers. My dad used to get a pretty good
shavein Chicago, just by standing on the shore
of alake there. What's on your mind, boy?’

“1 was thinking,” he said, “suppose now we
gets the North Wind to do ‘at little chore for
us.”

WEell, that got us. Here we were, getting
feverisher and feverisher every minute with all



that poison from the woodticks ‘ cause we had
no hones to sharpen our axes with and cut
through the underbrush and get at ‘em. And if
that North Wind would do that little job for us,
why, we figured, we had no call not to take
advantage of his offer, in amanner of speaking.
That’s where al the researching in? the science
of Windology we had been doing would come
in right handy, | thought. So we headed for the
peak of Mount Olympus. You' d never believe
what that North Wind could do when he set
himself to raise hell. Once he tore up a whole
mountainside. But that was before my time,
long before even Omaha, Nebraska, was set-
tled, long before any Indian ever thought of
getting afree singe, | guess.

WEell, so we tunnels our way to the peak. On
the summit, it blows so hard we have to lash
ourselves to a boulder to keep from being
blown away. “Take it easy, gents,” yells the
Nebraskan. “Its hitting straight on, wait till it
starts climbing to lift its tail over the peak.”

So we huddles there watching old North
Wind lifting his tail over the peak. Most fear-

some sight you ever saw. To get that peak he
had to circle and circle, easing up to the stars,
now backing a bit to let the tail clear aledge,
now flicking it to straighten it out. That tail
must have been as long as from here to Alaska.
It was bright up there on the peak. If you
looked close, you could see a million nicks in
that tail.

“That’s where the Omahaans had rasped it,”
said the Nebraskan in a kind of an awe. “My
God! Never knew bristles could be so tough!”

WEell, when it got so cold we couldn’t stand
it any more, we took a chance sticking our
faces over the boulder to get our whiskers
singed. Nearly took our heads off, | can tell
you. Blowed particularly bad when he was
swishing his tail. And the cold froze the
woodticks stiff.

But as | was saying, it was virgin country
then, everything grew overnight. Next morn-
ing, sure enough, our whiskers were an inch
long. And a week later they were a foot long.
And then? woodticks had thawed out and were
making up for lost time. Well, we kept singe-



ing them. But it was hard work, | can tell you.

One night, when we got to the peak, there
was this Nebraskan putting the finishing touch-
esto thefinest board walk you ever did see. We
hadn’'t missed ‘im because we were each so
miserable with all that woodtick poison in us,
we couldn’'t see straight. But there he was,
hammering away at the braces, pulling and
hauling to test the strength of his boardwalk.
Ran it clear around the peak, with cablerails, a
curving in and out like them derbies they make
for the kids in playlands.

We were so astounded, we just stood there.
Up north we could hear Old North Wind com-
mencing on his nightly rounds. Was due to hit
the peak any moment. ‘Cause on straight
ground North Wind was faster than greased
lightning. Well, the Nebraskan threw off his
clothes — everything but his wool socks,
weighted ‘em down with a boulder and got on
his board walk. Maybe | should call it a bal-
cony. If you saw one side — or curve, | should
say, it looked just like awooden platform stick-
ing from arock tower. Them curves were built

according to the laws of Higher Windology.
Perfect. Just an eighteenth of an inch into the
known inner stream — path, that is— of North
Wind's tail. It had to be so. If you built that
platform a seventeenth of an inch out, the edge
would take your skin off; on the other hand, if
you'd get no better than a singe you would
have to do it over again next week.

WEell, sir, that wind was coming a-whoop-
ing. We lashed ourselvesto aboulder. | saw the
Nebraskan fasten his High Rigger’s belt to the
cablerailing just in time. The blow was at first
terrific. Then Northwind started to spiral to the
stars, to lift his tail over the peak. We heard a
funny sputtering sound. Sure enough, when we
looked over the boulder, there was sparks fly-
ing just above the cable rail. The Nebraskan
was so coated with frost he looked a frozen
ghost. Cause he was moving around, now one
way now the other, leaning a bit into the edge,
then jumping back, like it was getting too hot.
From time to time he would lean back hard
against the cliff to shatter the frost off him, and
then you could see bits of him as clean and



pink asif he'd been just sandpapered.

After a while it got warmer. Felt like heat
was coming from the wind's tail. We got up on
the boardwalk and started to undress, figuring
that as soon as the Nebraskan had got his shave,
another one of us would step up and the rest
wait in line for their turn.

The Nebraskan waved us away. Sweat was
pouring from him and he wasred all over like a
beet. Clean shaved! Everywherel Even under
the arm pits!

Then came the most goshawful scream you
ever did hear. Sounded like the world was
being torn apart in one rip. The North Wind's
taill dropped so fast, the head was in sight
before you could yell “ Timber.” Blood ran from
the cablerail about the board walk and splashed
al over the planking. Down below, in the
canyon, the snow was turning red. We looked
to the east. Narry a sign of the dawn. It was
blood that was turning the canyon crimson. The
North Wind was bleeding from all those
woodticksthat had dug into it as soon asits cut-
ting edge had warmed up on the Nebraskan's

beard. That's why. Those ticks dug in so deep
they gave the wind a fever. Only he's a slug-
gish creature, is the North Wind. That’s why it
took him so long to realize what was happen-
ing to him. That wind is so long it takes hours
for its nervous system to click. But once it
does...

WEell, sir, the Nebraskan got the cleanest
shave all over any man could want. The best
part was, hishair never grew again. Wind froze
the roots. Now if | had thought of rigging that
platform, I might be the cleanest permanent
shaved man in the State of Washington now.



John E. O’ Donndll

J. J. Stauter
Francis Donovan

All hoboes do not talk the same language.
Some hoboes are “bums’, others “yeags’.

A bum, the untouchable of the road, works
on occasion, but a yeag will starve to death
before lowering himself to honest labor. In
other words, a hobo is a periodical bum who
works today and takes to the road tomorrow,
while a yeag is a professiona tramp.
Moreover, bumming is aracket and yeaging is
regarded as a profession with a history and a
culture of asort. There are poets and songwrit-



ers in yeagdom. Their creations reflect their
abnormal life just as poetry, song and music
reflect joys and sorrows of all people through
the ages.

“Yorkey Ned's” poem, “The Klondike”, for
example, is the story of what, he saw and suf-
fered while seeking gold in the Northland.

“At Fresno” by “Trot ‘em Out Pete,” is a
picture of a yeag convention at Fresno,
Cdlifornia fifty years ago. These conventions
are annual affairs and are attended by
“Johnsons’, as the yeags caled themselves,
from all parts of the country. They arrive at
convention headquarters, ajungle camp on the
outskirts of some small city, via the rods and
bumpers of freight and passenger trains.
Cripples minus legs and arms, paralytics, able
bodied loafers on high heels and crutches, and

punks (boys) with their arms in splints are
among the delegates.

The order of every convention day is the
same: drinking and singing from morn till
night; poets recite their poems and song writ-
ers bellow their songs with al handsjoining in
the chorus. Every poet and songwriter comes
to the conventions with a new creation. Prizes,
a hundred dollars, are awarded for the most
popular creations and the winners are expected
to sgquander their awards on booze before the
convention adjourns. If they don’'t they are
given “Micky Finns’ (knock out drops) and are
relieved of their cash.

The watering tanks of the railroads are the
hotel registers of hoboland. Every yeag carves
his“monicker” on the tanks and these registra-
tions enable then to keep in touch with each



other. For example: “Boston Blackey-West-8-
10"

And so one day “Yorkey Ned” wrote ‘The
Watering Tank.” Likewise the convention at
Montreal in 1872 was the inspiration for
“Moochers Hall,” one of the most popular
drinking songs of yeagdom.

The yeags also have an anthem with which
al conventions are opened and closed. It is
caled, “Oh, Where is my wandering Brat
tonight?” Salvation Army street corner meet-
ings gave Ned the ideafor the yeag anthem and
“The Guinea” theideafor “ Tony’s Dream.” But
no yeag poet ever sings of love because the
“Johnsons’ avoided alliances with women.
“Gals’ are outlawed and yeags who cultivated
them are blacklisted. And so the songs and

poetry of yeagdom reflect the elements of the
abnormal life of the road. They are documents
of human experience.

“In 1928 times was pretty good, and the
“boes’ (tramps ) were getting scarce — they
could make good money almost anywhere. |
run across one feller near Cincinnati that was
ridin’ the brakes west. He looked like he might
be the
kind that took a job once in a while so | told
him that there was lots of work in Kansas City
if he was interested. He said: ‘Brother, | hain't
worked for eleven year. And what's more,
brother, | hain't never gone to work again —
until there's a red flag flyin' over the Post
Office.” (told by anonimous)



)
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...Mr. Botsford has some “tradin’ to do” and
itisobviousthat | have called at an inopportune
moment, but he says he can spare some time
and wants to know “what’s on your mind.” |
ask him about unemployment in the old days.

“Wasn't any, to speak of,” he says,” except
during the panic, and durin’ the hard times that
came every once in a while. They wasn't any
long drawn out depressions. A man wasn't out
of work for more than a month or so at the
most. ‘ Course there was always a few paupers
that couldn’t or wouldn't work, and there was
tramps, same as they was today, that would
rather lead arovin’ life than stay in one place.

“1 never told you about, some of the tramps
we used to have, did I? The ones that came to
be well known around here were al odd char-

acters. | suppose you might say some of them
weren’t right, though that’s matter of opinion.
Maybe they was smarter than folks who looked
down on them. Maybe they got more satisfac-
tion out of lifein their own way than some who
were better off.

“We had a number of them that used to
come through thisway periodically. | guessthe
most famous of them all was the old Leather
Man. He's been written up in books and mag-
azines and | guess he's known all over the
country. He
had a regular round of travel and he used to hit
this section every so often.

“l can't tell you a great deal about him, but
| see him two - three times. | had a picture of
him here, somewhere. (Mr. Botsford conducts
an unsuccessful search for the picture). “Too



bad | can't find it. It was taken by somebody
who found the Leatherman sittin’ on a stone
wall, munchin’ somethin’.

“He used to dress dl in leather, that’s how he
got the name, his clothes were patched and
sewed al over with big leather strips and he
wore aleather cap. He used to stay in caves. He
had a regular route, like | said, and he knew
where there were caves all over this state and
New York and Massachusetts. He wandered
around in kind of abig circle. There was one of
his caves over beyond Bidwell’s hill —they call
it Leatherman’s cave to this day. Maybe you've
seen it yourself.

“They had all kinds of stories about the
L eatherman, but nobody ever found out if they
was true or not. Some said he had been crossed
in love and vowed never to talk again. He never

said nothin’ to nobody. Most likely he was a
dummy. They said his name was Jules, and that
he was a Frenchman, came from a good fami-
ly. The Leatherman never gave out any infor-
mation. If he had a secret he took it with him.
They found him dead somewheres, one time, if
| remember rightly.

“There was another feller who came around
for years, they used to call *Hash and Coffee,’
He used to go in the basement of Aaron
Thomas' house and they’d give him coffee,
then he'd go up to Woodward's up near the
Catholic church and they’d give him hash.

“Another one that | remember was Johnny
O’ the Woods. He was like the rest of them.
Never said much of anything. Never molested
anybody. Always had certain places to stop.
And he always wore two overcoats.



“When | was five or six years old, | remem-
ber, the queerest one of al used to come
around. She was a little short Irishwoman they
used to call Aunt Jane. She always came to our
house. She' d always get a cup of tea and some-
thing to eat and the women liked to see her
comin’ because she was a great talker.

“Her son came to this country when he was
a young feller and she never heard from him
again. So she came over here to look for him.
She thought this country was about as big as
Ireland, and she never realized what a job it
would be to find anybody like that.

“When she came in, she'd tell the whole
story, and describe him, and ask if anybody had
seen him. She walked from town to town for
years, and | don't know what finally did
become of her. She used to travel in acircletoo,

and to the end of her days | don’t think she ever
knew the size of the country. She never found
her son anyway.

“1 guess every country has their characters
like that. | read about one called the Red Snake,
downinAustralia. Thisfeller killed a snake and
brought it home and hung it up. He went away
from the house again, and the mate to that snake
follered his trail in the meantime, and come in
the house and killed his wife and child. When
he come home and found them, he went kind of
crazy. He went out and started looking for that
snake, traveled al over Austraia killing every
snake he saw. That's the way he spent his life.
Just travelin’ from one place to the other, beg-
gin’ hisfood and killin’ snakes.

“You know there’s somethin’ about that kind
of alife that some people can’t resist. Once they



start trampin’ they’re never no good for noth-
in’ else. That'swhy you' Il aways have tramps.
Some people have that urge, but they fight it.

“There was a feller herein town years ago
used to be a painter. In his spare time he used
to wak all over the back roads. Me and my
father used to meet him all over the county
when we was out drivin'. | suppose people
who seen that feller trampin’ aong would
think he was a regular hobo . And maybe he
woulda been, if he'd follered hisinclinations.

“Well I'd never make a tramp, because |
don't care enough about wakin’. I’'m going
downtown now, but I’m not goin’ to walk. You
want alift?’




Belle Kilgore

| was teaching near, Ranger Lake, Lea
County, New Mexico during the first part of
1917 and boarded with Mr. Boss Beal’s family.
It was a severe cold winter, and the cattle men
were having a great deal of work to do to keep
the cattle from drifting in to the hills south and
west. The cattle wereweak and the grass was
short, so it was necessary to keep them where
they could be fed.

“Of course, now since there are so many
fences,” he said, “and smaller pastures, we do



not have the trouble that we had in the country
twenty or thirty years ago.” Ranger Lake had
been headquarters for a ranch operated by the
Beall Brothers.

“The first drift fence that was built by the
XIT syndicate company operated by the com-
pany that built the Texas Capitol building in
1886. This fence was built west from the State
Line Fence and built to keep the cattle from
drifting into the southwest of New Mexico.
Every year thousands of range cattle from
Colorado, Kansas and Northern parts of Texas
and New Mexico would go as far south as they
could. These herds were great by the time they
reached the cap rock between here and
Roswell.

Joe Cook and Jim Rogers were cowboys
from one of the headquarters of the LFD, which
was located south of Littlefield Texas. These
boys were sent out to New Mexico with others
to turn their cattle towards the southeast course
into Texas. But they could not handle their
herd, with the straggling cattle that came and
there was no way to turn them against the north

and east winds, and the driving snows and
rains. Tim took a bad cold and Joe had to take
of him and so on the cattle drifted. Joe and Tim
housed up in a small shack that had been built
by some trappers near Portales Springs. At
night Joe sat by Tim expecting every breath to
be the last, fearing to leave him for fear he
would come back and find Tim dead. So for
several days they stayed in the cabin without
food and medicine.

Tim said, “Joe, you are starving, and | am
dying, so you go and see if you can find some-
thing to eat, and get help.” Joe refused at first,
but Tim when in his rational moments, begged
so hard that at last Joe consented to go for help.
The day was cloudy, but the snow was not so
thick in the air as it had been for the last three
days. Joe placed all the fuel he could find in the
cabin near an old stove and put water where
Tim could get it..

“So long, old chap, “said Joe, “I'll be back
with somthin’ to chaw,” and leaving his partner
whom he did not expect to find alive again, he
headed due east, as he rode the snow came



thicker and the wind blew harder, but he went
as fast as his hungry horse could travel. When
night came on he stopped in a clump of bushes
and he had no ideawhere hewas, he had lost all
sense of direction.

He tethered his horse on the windward side
of the bushes and huddled up in the center of
the thicket. He passed the night nearly froze
and in his dreams he could see Tim's white
face, and dream of good things to eat and warm
fires. He was awakened by the whinnying of
his horse, at early dawn. The horse was throw-
ing his head around and looking in the direction
of the northeast. “What isit, Blue?’ asked Joe.
“Well, if you know where we're going, you
know more than | do.” The horse started in the
northeast direction and seemed to be anxious to
go. They traveled perhaps about five or six
miles, when Joe notices tracks in the snow,
horse tracks and a cattle tracks, as if they were
being driven. In a short time he knew by the
increased number of tracks that some cowboys
must be not far away. At last, he saw smoke in
the distance The horse which was nearly past

traveling headed that way, but staggered. Joe
dismounted and led the horse, staggering as he
went, but he was set on reaching that camp
fire. He began to halloo and he sighted some
cowboys, who had heard his calls. The boys
came lopping towards him.

“Hie, there, Joe Cook, you Ol-sun-uv-a-
gun, we' ve been huntin’ fur you and Tim for a
week. Where did you hide youself? Bi, gosh,
boys, he's dead, “and Will Green ran up to him
and picked him up. “He's starved and froze to
death.” They carried him to the fire and put
him down on some saddle blankets. “Get him
some whiskey, boys, “ and they poured all the
whiskey that they could ge down him. Get
some of that hot coffee and git him somethin’
to eat,” and the boys worked on him until he
was fed and warm. He told them that Tim was
awful sick. “He' pro’ bly dead by now,” and
dropped his head in his hands and sobbed.
“Now, Joe, tell us where we can find him and
we'll bring him back sound and you git some
sleep you'salf.” Two cowboys went for a doc-
tor, and several of the boys, took food and



blankets to bring Tim. When they got there Tim
was unconscious. They revived him soon and
gave him hot food and the next morning, they
put him on a horse and rode twelve miles each
one them holding him. They did not expect him
to be alive when they reached the camp, but he
did not seem any worse, and soon the doctor
from the ranch had him and Joe doped out and
they were put in a chuck wagon and taken back
to headquarters.

After the two weeks of severe westher, the
cowboys could do nothing but take care of the
cattle and horses at the headquarters. When the
storm broke, Joe and Tim were about recovered
and they went on the roundup below [Port |0s?]
Springs. A rider from below Tatum came up
and told them that the drift Fence had been out
and thousand of cattle had fallen off the
caprock and cowboys could make good money
skinning the frozen cows. Cowboys and men
from al over the country went down and as
hides were bringing better money that steers,
the whol esale skinning began. The brands were
some of them well known and some of them

were traced back up in Colorado and Kansas
and Oklahoma. But to the skinner belonged the
hide, though he had to have abill of saleto the
hide. This caused considerable trouble for
some brands were not located. Well that was a
spring when all the boys had a little money

even if the cowman did lose.”

m



A Baptism That
Didn’'t Take

Wayne Walden
Fred Roys

Several of us were standing in front of the
“Crusader” on Fourteenth Street and our rather
desultory conversation finally turned to “get-
tin’ religion.” It was then that big Fred opened
up. Said he:

“Them religious revivals they used to have,
you don’t see much of that sort of goings-on
nowadays; but in them days they was great
doin’s. When | was a kid we used to look for-
ward to ‘em like we did the circus. Sometimes
they was as good as a circus. It was a case of



come to Jesus everybody. You had to come in
or they’d hound the hell out of you if you did-
n’'t. The woods was full of Billy Sundays, and
If you could stand out against their persuadin’
you, you was a good one. You had to have what
they call stamina Generally when some of
those old hens got a hold of a guy, he was a
goner, ‘cause the women then went into the
revival business with both feet. When they took
out after you, there wasn't much use arunnin’.

But there was one old codger they had a
devil of atime a snarin! He wouldn’t fall for
their bait at all. They tried every which way to
get him, but old Rufe- Rufus Gray his name
was- was one guy they couldn’t bring into the
fold. He had read Bob ingersoll, | guess, and
didn’t seem to give a damn if his soul was
saved or not. Pie in the sky couldn’t move him.
The chase went on for years, revival after
revival, and still old Rufe couldn’t be swayed
from the paths of wickedness he preferred to
travel. His soul was getting blacker and black-
er with accumulatin’ sins, but still the old cuss
hung back. The stubborn old geeser seemed

sure as hell-bound-for-hell, and the bettin’ was
odds against his ever being corraled.

Well, it finally happened that arevival came
on and, whether the Bible-pounder was more
convincin’, or whether the sistern put on
greater pressure in their persuadin’ whatever it
was, old Rufe- maybe he thought it was better
to get it over with, but anyhow the old guy
shows signs of weakening. He give up arguin’
and told ‘em O-Kay, that he was ready to sub-
mit at last.

Well, of course, landin’ a hardshell old sin-
ner, the likes of him, caused a lot of rgoicing
among the sistern and the brethren. It was a
great triumph, something to holler about. All
that was lacking now was the baptism. And for
old Rufus it'd need more'n a little sprinkling.
It'"d need a whole damnedpuddle of water for
him to be made pure and radiant!

The baptisings was most of the time donein
alake, about a mile and a half from town. The
preacher, and whoever would be his helpers,
would lead the converts out to where the water
was about arm-pit deep, and then dip ‘em



under. That's what they done to old Rufe too —
they leads him out to where the water was up to
his whiskers and then topples him under. But he
wasn't countin’ on being ducked.

So he comes up sputtering, and pawing, and
madder’n hell. Soon as he untangles himself
from their hanging on to him, he starts out
swimmin’ to beat the devil himself, and when
he gets out in about the middle of the lake he
turns his head and hollers out-"Yeah, you
would, would you? You'd try to drown some-
body, would you? You gawd-damned fools.”




Reconstructing
England’s Time Lord

Between 1971 and 1978 the BBC burned
135 episodes of its long-running SF show
Doctor Who. Since that time, only about twen-
ty have been recovered. Rumors abound of
missing episodes still existing in the hands of
collectors, in television archives abroad, or in
the hands of former BBC employees who res-
cued them from being junked, but no new finds
have been made since 1993, when a four part
story from the show’s fifth season was found
complete in the vaults of a TV dtation in
Ghana.

The presumed non-existence of nearly one
guarter of the series run has — uniquely
among cult TV shows — given fans of the



series a Cause, and while Who fandom has its
share of the usual pointless conventions, cruis-
es, fan fiction and the like, a small group of
fans are using their time and talents to useful
ends: the recovery, or, should recovery prove
impossible, reconstruction of the missing
episodes.

Created in 1963 by Sidney Newman (who at
about the same time created another runaway
hit, The Avengers) and originally starring char-
acter actor William Hartnell in the title role,
Doctor Who is a science fiction soap opera
geared to children, though from the very begin-
ning it had an enthusiastic adult audience as
well. A single story lasted between four and six
weeks on average; with its cliffhanger struc-
ture, eccentric hero and a virtual parade of
monsters it quickly became a Saturday night
ritual on British television that lasted nearly
thirty years.

It isashow that requires a certain amount of
willing participation from its audience — the
low production values, unconvincing monsters
and wandering scripts would try the patience of
many — but viewerswho invest a spark of their

own whimsy will find that the show fires on
that spark and feeds it with its own eccentrici-
ty and a sense of healthy, gentle sedition.

That “willing participation” reached a new
level in the early nineties with the discovery of
avery complete series of “Telesnaps’ — pho-
tographs of scenes from the missing episodes
taken by professiona photographer John Cura.

Cura, whose clients included actors, direc-
tors, and the BBC itself, made a business of
setting his camera up in front of the television
and snapping photos off the air. These were the
days of live TV, and off-air photos were often
the only record an actor or director had of their
work. Many of Cura's Doctor Who photos
were bound into volumes and stored a a
remote BBC archive — which is where they
were found thirty years later.

Soundtracks of the missing episodes were
already known to exist. Indeed, the BBC made
commercial releases of this audio material at
about the same time of the Telesnap discovery.
It was only a matter of time before someone
thought of combining the audios with the
Telesnaps and existing video materia (includ-



ing film clips held by Australian censors) to
“reconstruct” the missing episodes.
Working independently and, at first,
unaware of each other, four fans (Richard
Devlin, Robert Franks, Bruce Robinson and
Michael Palmer) began reconstructing the
shows on video between 1993 and 1995. At
first their methods were primitive and the
finished product reached an audience of as
few as six people. Soon, though, computers,
video editing software and cameras were

brought into play, and the quality of the By

reconstructions improved. The four men later
joined forces and under Robert Franks's super-
vision an internet-based distribution network
was set up, with dubbing sites for the finished
videos on two continents (the videos are free to
anyone interested).

Rick Brindell, VPin charge of Marketing at
Sterling & Sterling, a Long Island insurance
agency, was a part of that distribution network
from the start, but found the passive role he
played in the project unsatisfying; last year he
decided to try reconstructing a serial of his
own.

Rick Brindell

“1 actually had no video editing experience
a al,” Brindell says. “My first two attempts at
The Macra Terror [a 1967 episode starring the
late Patrick Troughton] failed as both times |
had to rely on other people to do the ‘work.’ |
did not have the equipment — video capture
card, scanner, video editing software ... if |
wanted to produce a recon, | would have to
rely on myself alone. So | did some homework
and went out and bought all the hardware and
software | needed, and taught myself how to
do it by trial and error.”

Since then, under the name Loose Cannon




Productions, Brindell has produced three more
reconstructions and is working on a fourth.
Reaction has been good, with the finished prod-
uct reaching an audience of about 500 people
and an enthusiastic reception.

Brindell spends between ten and twenty
hours a week at his reconstruction work, “most
of it after my wife has gone to bed. When [ first
started these projects my wife couldn’t stand it
asit takes up alot of my free time. Now that |
have gotten quite a bit of acclaim, she has real-
ized that what | do is appreciated by fans every-
where. She is now very understanding.”

Pre-production work, gathering the materi-
als and planning their arrangement, takes up
most of the time. “Then | scan the pictures and
take the screen grabs with my “snappy,” capture
whatever clips there are and record the audio
into the computer as a .wav file. | use Ulead's
Media Pro video editing software to edit the
episodes together frame by frame. Thisis very
precise and tedious work. Many people have
noted that | synch my clips with the audio
extremely well, but it is made easy due to the
software. Then | render the video editing pro-

gram to an AVI file, which takes about 12
hours. Then | output to video tape.”

Brindell’s latest reconstruction, of 1965's
The Myth Makers, required more than the
usual degree of inventiveness — and an ele-
ment of Kismet. The story, a comedy, has The
Doctor traveling back in time to ancient
Greece and influencing history to the extent of
suggesting and designing the Trojan Horse.
Only seven photographs existed for the show,
hardly enough to make a satisfying presenta-
tion. Screen grabs of the regular characters
came from other episodes of the series, but the
guest actors provided more difficulty. “I was
able to get pictures of Agamemnon (Francis de
Wolff) from a 1962 movie called Carry On
Cleo. He actually wore the same costume asin
Myth three years later. | was also able to get
screen grabs of Max Adrian (King Priam)
which came from the TV show Up Pompeii!
and Frances White (Cassandra) from |
Claudius. Both were great finds due to the
period costume. For the rest of the characters |
had to use a different face to fit the voice as
there were no good pictures for them. | used a



variety of movies
for scenery shots...
the picture of the
Greek camp came
from Jason and
the  Argonauts.
The picture of
Troy came from
Helen Of Troy.
The crowd fight
shot and the Greek
iy fleet came from
4 The Odyssey.”

lrr r-'“lr' 7 MT’ _;___,:-:._'.'__
Or/g/na/ Tro;an Horse prop used in
Doctor Who: The Myth Makers, as

seen in Brindell’s reconstruction.

But the best find
of dl came as
Brindell was fin-

ishing the reconstruction. “I had an email one
day back in the beginning of July from aguy in
England | did not know (Derek Handley). He
told me that he was a friend of David Howe,
who has written quite a few books on Doctor
Who and who owns the actual Trojan Horse
prop used in the production. He asked if |
would like some pictures. | jumped all over
that, believe me.”

New video footage was taken of the horse,
which stands just one meter high. “They deco-
rated a picnic table with sand and a few
branches and filmed the horse with a cam-
corder. Then they ‘aged’ the film to make it
look 30 years old.” In addition, new plans for
the horse's construction were drawn up and
photographed with a digital camera. “The
‘actor’ that played Hartnell’s hands also had a
replica Hartnell ring, to give it an authentic
touch.”

The finished product amounts to a new pre-
sentation and in some ways it's more interest-
ing to see how Brindell has pieced together the
filmclips, still photos and new material into a
form that carries dramatic weight than it would
have been to see the original episodes them-
selves. As with al Doctor Who, the recon-
structions require some participation from the
viewer but on the whole they are very success-
ful at capturing the flavor of the series... and
they alow fans of the show access to stories
that would otherwise be known only from nov-
elisations — a poor substitute for a show that
relies so heavily on the charisma of its actors.




m

Brindell believes that the BBC looks on the
activities of the reconstructors with tacit indif-
ference, and is unfazed by suggestions that his
hard work might be rendered uselessin coming
years. “I do believe that some of the missing
episodes exist somewhere,” he says. “Probably
sitting in someone’s attic. Perhaps a TV exec
died and the kids haven't gone through the per-
sonal possessions yet. However, | will not hold
my breath. As far as | am concerned, | will
never see them. This way | will not be disap-
pointed. And now with the reconstructions, it's
not as important.”

To learn more about obtaining Doctor Who
reconstructions, visit Rick's website at
http: //www.recons.com/From there you can link
to Robert Frank’s distribution site.
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Is the Doctor a mason?

At the very least, the
mythology of freemasonry is a
part of Doctor Who. The
Freemasons are an intema-
tional secret society “having as
its principles brotherliness,
charity and mutual aid,”
(Websters) or, as stated by
Colin Wilson in his history of
the occult, seeking nothing
less than “the regeneration of
mankind.” Wilson goes on to
state that the freemason
organisation has become the
home  of  ‘“occultists,
alchemists, astrologers, and
so on,” — in other words, an
order of a very similar nature
to Doctor Who's Time Lords of
Gallifrey.

The Egyptian branch of
Freemasonry was founded by
the sham magician Cagliostro,
and has as part of its mytholo-
gy the following interesting
claim (again from Colin
Wilson) “the pupils of the
prophets never die... they
have twelve lives, and after
each, rise up from their ashes

like the pheonix. Cagliostro
began to drop hints that he
was thousands of years old.”
This almost exactly matches
the background that series
writers Robert Holmes and
Terrance Dicks gave their oth-
erworldly Time Lords.

Each branch or temple of
the freemasons is governed by
a Master — and Cagliostro set
himself up as the Master of
them all. The Doctor's second
most frequent adversary is
another renegade Time Lord
calling himself The Master.

Could it be that a certain
renegade Time Lord was
attempting to create a rival
group on Earth, one with simi-
lar powers that would, in time,
grow to an extent that would
allow it to challenge the
Gallifreyan order?

Or, far more likely, perhaps
when it came time to flesh out
the mythos of Doctor Who
writers Dicks and Holmes did
some research into a real-life
“secret society.”



Fields for President

The criminal lack of W.C. Fields available
on home video is about to come to an end.

“ | Universal, no doubt spurred on by the success

of their $14.95 line of black and white clas-
sics (first their horror library, then comedy
and musicals) is finally releasing more of the
Fieldscanonto us. IT'SA GIFT and YOU
CAN'T CHEAT AN HONEST MAN are both
making their video debut in October, to the
delighted huzzahs of Fields fans the world
over. It has been too long since we' ve seen



YOU CAN'T CHEAT for usto offer comment
— but IT"SA GIFT (which we were lucky
enough to tape off the air fifteen years ago) is
delightful: Fields plays the downtrodden shop-
keeper Egbert Souse (pronounced Soozé) who
sellsout in order to invest in what turns out to
be a phony Orange plantation. It is Fields's
most realistic comedy, a film devoid of big
contrived setpieces or gimmickry, relying
instead on Fields's own merciless vision of the
American middle class to carry the weight of
laughs. Completely unvarnished (the movie
doesn’t even have amusical track), IT'SA
GIFT is caustic, subtle and wicked: the very
model of Fields himself.

Also available: THE BANK DICK, an
amost surreal little number which sees Fields
from shiftless rogue to bank detective to
movie director to Public Hero all in one day.
This one will probably be more satisfying to
viewers who like their comedy to pack a big-
ger bang.

Pray for success, ladies and gentlemen, and
buy al the Fields movies that you can: not
only will it inspire Universal to release more

classic Fields films (including, we hope, The
Man on the Flying Trapeze and the unseen-in-
decades Million Dollar Legs), but it will
undermine your sensibilities, clean out your
cranium and put a bounce in your step. When
was the last time a movie did that much for
you?

Godspell Deux

Inissue 2.2, we published along apprecia-
tion of the film version of the * 70s pop-rock
musical, Godspell, which had just been
released to video by a company called
Bridgestone. The low quality of the video
print should have tipped us off (and sort of
did) that this was an unlicensed and illegal
release; but the bootleg has had one good
result: Columbia Pictures has apparently real-
ized the sales potential of this neglected, per-
haps guilty, pleasure, and has given the film
an official video release with a price tag of
$19.95, more than a quarter century after its
theatrical release. For detailed comment on
the movie please track down our last issue;



for now, we'll leave it by giving the film a

high recommendation.

The Rape of Zorro

Pulp heroes are not human beings and
should not be expected to function at that
level. When they are forced to do so, asin the
first half hour of The Mask of Zorro, they not
only lose their exuberance (and our interest)
but they are forced to take on characteristics
that are grotesquely contrary to every standard
that they once stood proudly to defend.

Of the final two thirds of Mask many favor-
able things have been written with which we
do not choose to argue. Hugely contrived cli-
max aside, the only thing that really bothers us
about this portion of the movie is that the
filmmakers would kill off Don Diego Vega for
no better reason that to satisfy a“no sequels”
clause in Anthony Hopkins's contract.

What concerns us here is the grossly offen-

sive prologue which takes up the first third of
the movie and which colors everything that
follows. At first, everything seems to go well
enough — but the moment Anthony Hopkins
(or his stunt double) climbs up the balcony to
confront his enemy, things begin to go wrong.

At first, they’ re minor things indeed: Zorro
carves aZ into his enemy’s neck (somehow
avoiding killing him in the process), aloca-
tion which allows that enemy to easily cover
the mark and go on happily about his evil
business. Cheeks and foreheads are the parts
Zorro usually scars: the point being to provide
lasting humiliation. Perhaps the filmmakers
wanted to save on the make-up budget.
Whatever the reason, it isn’'t aterribly impor-
tant point: things soon get worse.

Zorro returns to his villaand we get a
glimpse of the happy family life that heis
about to lose. The filmmakers have decided,
most arbitrarily, that this happy family life
must be taken from Diego Vegaif a new
younger Zorro is to be introduced: and so
they set about robbing him of it in the most



economical, nonsensical matter that they could
devise.

What happens in the next few minutes runs
directly counter to everything that has ever
been written, filmed or recorded about this
character.

The Evil Governor comes barging into Don
Diego Vega's happy villa. How did he and his
guards get past Zorro's faithful retainers and
into the house? On what authority is he mak-
ing such an invasion (it has been made very
clear that this is an outgoing governor who has
been stripped of his position and power)?

Worse is yet to come. Zorro has not survived
this long by being foolish about his choice of
battles. We know from previous Zorro tales
that if Diego were arrested he would very
swiftly be freed again by one means or anoth-
er. Yet he allows himself to be drawn into a
swordfight inside his own home, whereit is
more than likely that his family will be endan-
gered by the action. As the great screen poet
Chuck Jones once said, “It just don’'t add up!”

Rather than vent or channel his outrage

when the obvious result occurs and Diego’s
wife is murdered before his eyes, Diego at
once deflates and becomes kittenish and help-
less. He is packed into a paddy wagon and
watches with tears streaming down his cheeks
as his home is burned and his daughter car-
ried away by his worst enemy.

Fade to title card. Diego rots away in prison
for twenty years, and then decides to break
out.

Say what? Not the Diego Vega | know from
the novels of Johnston McCully and the films
starring Fairbanks, Power and yes even Guy
Williams. | wanted to shout at the screen,
“Uh, excuse me, that’'s your daughter, buddy,
aren’t you going to do something to save her
from being raised by the man who murdered
your wife?’

The Zorro | know would have been out of
custody well before they had a chance to turn
the key on his cell. He would have rode like
the wind, would have bent heaven and earth
to save his child.

But no. Fade to title card: Twenty years



later.

And I’m sorry, nothing, but nothing that the
actors or filmmakers could do after that
moment was capable of winning me back to
this travesty. Much of it was very fine.
Bandaras was perfect, Catherine Zeta Jones
has been making my heart beat faster for
years, the splendor of the views and costumes,
the really fine action scenes, al of it, wasted
effort. It could have been so good.

But did they have to rape and fuck over one
of my favorite heroesto do it?

That Sinking Feeling

No, | have not seen Titanic. And right now |
don’'t have any intention of seeing it. Once
you've seen A Night to Remember, who needs
any more movies about the Titanic?

So, I’'m not here to comment one way or the
other about the dramatic elements of the
movie. Haven't seen any of it, can't make a
judgment. What | have seen, in numerous tele-
vised clips, are many of the film’s much-

vaunted special effects shots. And what I'm
hereto ask is:

“Is anyone really convinced by this stuff?’

Computer generated special effects seem to
be the wave of the future, yet the art is clearly
in itsinfancy and is producing results that are
dwarfed by the trick photography and minia-
tures of forty and fifty years ago. | look at the
long sweeping shots of Cameron’s Titanic, the
bodies falling out of reality and into comput-
er-generated e-space, the vast computer-gen-
erated bulk of the ship crashing down on
computer-generated waves and computer gen-
erated swimmers, and it ssimply does not con-
vince me. The stuff looks fake. It has an ethe-
real and static quality that, although it can fre-
guently be beautiful in its own right, does not
register as photographic reality with me.

Better by far is the work the Lydecker
brothers were doing in the late thirties and
forties for Republic Pictures. Their effects for
the Rocketman serials, produced very cheaply,
put to shame the work of effects artists on
Disney’s Rocketeer, made decades later.



Using miniatures shot outdoors under natural
light, the Lydeckers produced results that tease
and fool the eye even today — and when they
dlipped up, as they did most often with boats
or other scenes involving water (it's tricky to
get atank of water to act like the ocean),
when their images did not fool us, they still
carried weight that computer images do not.
It's true that the process of optical matting
by which live action and animation are com-
bined has far outstripped the Lydeckers, Ray
Harrihausen and Jim Danforth (both masters
of stop-motion doll animation), to the point
where the old telltale “ matte line” that until
very recently plagued fantasy films has been
banished for good and all. That is, the line
separating fantasy and reality (still very much
evident in the early ‘ 70s when Harrihausen’s
best film, The Golden Voyage of Snbad was
released) has been crossed, conquered and
erased. But the actual effect, the fantasy creat-
ed, suffersin the hands of computer artists.
Granted, the computer produces smoother
motion than the comparatively imprecise hand

of the animator. But stop-motion animation
involves filming actual three-dimensional fig-
ures against a three-dimensional background,
and although the computer can render in 3-D,
the image that is transferred onto film is still a
flat picture, carrying no weight, no presence,
occupying no space. For al of its ease of
gliding, effortless motion, the computer gen-
erated figure is somehow less convincing.

More important, the computer does not
know how to act.

Ray Harrihausen knew how to act. The
physical presence of the dolls helps us enjoy
our suspension of disbelief, but the acting is
what makes his effects. Compare the silver-
fanged animatronic in Species to the feral
centaur that appears near the end of The
Golden Woyage of Snbad. Like Willis
O'Brien’s famous stop-motion gorillaKing
Kong, the centaur’s hair actually bristles. Its
cyclops eye gleams with hatred, with surprise,
pain, fear, and yes, lust. Like King Kong,
when it carries Carolyn Munro off into the
caverns, you know what it’s got on its mind.



When it dies under Sinbad's blade, you an see
its agony, its puzzlement and its outrage at
being defeated. The range of emotion dis-
played in this one sceneis far greater than
what modern moviegoers are accustomed to
witnessing — even from living actors.

Try getting that from a computer effect.

The computer geeks who administrate our
fantasies have mastered the snarl and the
steely claw. That isn’t acting; it’'s pyrotech-
nics; it's jumping out at you and shouting
“BOQ!” It carries none of the weight or depth
that a great movie monster must possess.
Computer artists can render textures all right.
They can generate more effects footage in a
single day than Mssrs. Harrihausen and
O'Brian could create in ayear of hard work.
But that’s where it ends.

Unfortunately, that's all it takes. Computer
work has supplanted the artists of physical
effects, probably for good, because they have
conquered the line, because they are fast, and
because computers have the benefit of being
The Latest Big Thing.

All this has cost us dearly in Romance. No
longer will the eighteen inch dolls of gorgons
and great apes threaten the likes of Fay Wray
or Carolyn Munro. No longer will skilled
craftsmen poke and prod their creations, ever
so gently, to produce giants much larger than
life. When Ray Harrihausen retired, his art

m

retired with him.
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My greatest fear about the future lies not
with the implications of cloning, or the rapid-
ly-shrinking gap between human and machine
intelligence, or the snailis pace at which at we
are moving into that fina frontier beyond
Earth’s gravity well. No, what scares me most
is the crushing of human Individualism.

As we close the books on the 20th Century
people are more interested in blending in than
standing out. They are frighteningly willing to
shrug their shoulders and accept a level of
social injustice, corporate price gouging, and
political corruption that would have been
unthinkable a quarter-century ago.



As a teenager growing up in the 1970s |
learned a life lesson: these is nothing wrong
with dissent. America, after al, is a country
founded by dissenters. The finest scientific and
artistic minds — the Einsteins and Feynmans,
the Picassos and Hitchcocks — have aways
followed stars that beckon to them alone.
Today, unfortunately, brown-nosing has
become a widely-accepted way to improve
one's lot, “team” is the most overused (and
misused) word in the businessman’s lexicon,
success is valued more than excellence, and
mavericks are pressured from all sides to quit
making everyone uncomfortable with all their
guestions — can’'t’ cha just conform and quiet-
ly melt back into the herd?

This downplaying of Individualism is clearly
visible within the science fictional sphere.
Where is the modern counterpart to The
Prisoner’'s No. 6, defiantly shouting at his
oppressors, “il am not aNumber — | am afree
man”? Of Heinlein's Lazarus Long? Of Frank
Herbert's quasi-mystical Muad’ Dib? Of
Asimov’s Hari Seldon, who carried on his psy-

chohistory project under the heavy-handed
scrutiny of the Imperial Commission of Public
Safety? The shrinking role of The Individual in
SF extends al the way down to the genre's
lowest common denominator: Captain Kirk's
activist approach has been replaced by Captain
Picard’s tedious negotiations and compromis-
ing (“They may be godless Cardassians,
Number One, but they have feelings, too. . .”).
Contemporary SF authors do many things bet-
ter than their counterparts of bygone days, but
creating memorable characters who also func-
tion as standout Individualsis not one of them.

These two books consider provide entirely
different perspectives on Individualism: one
addsto my concern that therebel isheaded the
way of the dinosaur, the other reminds us that
it is still better to die on your feet than live on
your knees.

NANOTIME by Bart Kosko

“William Gibson meets Tom Clancy in this
brilliant and chilling cyberthriller...” | read
that line of inside jacket copy and said, “Oh,



Murgatroyd — this | gotta see!” Three hundred
pages later |1 understood the copywriter’s out-
landish claim. Kosko combines dense
Gibsonian piles of future-tech ideas with lov-
ingly detailed descriptions of g
deployed weaponry and a clunky
prose style that recalls Clancy at
his most tedious. The result is an
even more disastrous hodgepodge
than | expected. '
Nanotime takes us to the year
2030, when the remaining oil
reserves will last less than five
years and information has explod-
ed even more rapidly than the
world's population (*One second
of computing time on the linked
computer nets of 2030 involves
more CPU cyclesthan all the CPU
cycles in al the computers run-
ning in the year 2000"). The best minds are tar-
geted on the search for aternative fuels, but the
political climate is more unstable than ever
because even the smallest countries are armed

NANOTINE |
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to the teeth with “smart” weaponry. In Clancy-
like political-thriller fashion the author contin-
ually leapfrogs from the Middle East to
Azerbaijan to inner Mongolia, putting over a
dozen cardboard characters
through their pacesin an ambitious
but ultimately failed attempt to
give his story breadth and scope —
Kosko failsto deliver even asingle
convincing personality amidst the
geopolitical hurly-burly, and as a
result | soon found myself hard-
pressed to care who was doing
what to whom.

Nor did things brighten apprecia-
bly in those sections where Kosko
focuses on his  core story:
researcher John Grant has patented
a new molecule that turns water
into hydrogen fuel. The forces of
mysterious Sufi terrorist Hamid Tabriz (the
same organization that opens the novel by det-
onating a nuclear bomb in the Saudi oil fields)
strike against Grant first by destroying his

BART KOSK



Israeli research facility and second by seizing
Grant’s fiancee Denise in order to replace her
brain with a computer chip that gives Tabriz
control over her. John discovers that Denise has
become a“chiphead” while making loveto her.
At the end of the struggle that subsequently
erupts, Denise is dead and Grant is running
from a murder charge. . .

In addition to the crucial chiphead concept,
Nanotime sports a veritable laundry list of
hyper-technological wrinkles. There are infants
gestating in artificial eggsthat allow the mixing
of third-party genetic material with the parents
genomes — cars run by autopilot and come
equipped with windshields that double as video
monitors — a superacid capable of dissolving
an oil tanker isreleased — and intelligent com-
puterized assistants with complete personalities
exist in tiny iraisini units carried in one's ear.
Though this is clearly the Gibson influence at
work, it's also proof that Kosko understands the
effects Gibson achieved in his*“ Sprawl” novels
without a clue regarding his technique. Gibson
placed his superscientific wonders with exact-

ing care, trotting each one on-stage at the pre-
cise moment in the narrative when it would
have the maximum impact on his audience;
Kosko, by contrast, heaps marvels into his
manuscript like mashed potatoes piled high on
aholiday dinnerplate. He may want his readers
to think, “Man, thisistoo cool!”, but my reac-
tion wasto recall Lester Del Rey’s sage words:
“In a story where anything can happen, who
the hell cares what does?’

This novel’s troubles extend all the way
down to the dialogue, which is all too often
laughably inept. Consider this exchange
between Grant and “Jism,” a raisin-inhabiting
cyber-assistant; it occurs shortly after Grant
has killed his fiancee:

“But why?” John said. “ Why?”

Of course he must view you as a threat. He
went to such great lengths to deceive you.

“You mean he want to such great lengths to
kill me.”

We donit know that Dr. Tabriz wanted to kill
you. He could have killed you when you
entered the cabin. He certainly could have



killed you before you two engaged in sex on
thefloor.

“Hey. | had sex with her. Not him.”

| should think we can safely say you had sex
with both persons if the term person has any
meaning beyond the flesh. The point is that
the Denise automaton —

“Jism. Don't call her an automaton. We're alll
one of those if you look at it in terms of differ-
ential equations. We're all made of meat and
we do just what the equations of physics say we
will do and no more. Christ. You know that.
What the hell are you? There is no Markov
process in nature. No future is free of the past.
Look, I'm guilty of a lot of things, but | have
never violated the law of conservation of ener-
ay...”

The single aspect of Nanotime that worked
for me nevertheless made my flesh creep:
Kosko depicts a world in which science has
transformed every government — local, state,
national — into Big Brother. Roadway sensors
automatically tally speeding fines, police are
armed with tasers, and privacy (as one cast

member observes moments before being killed
in a cruise missile strike) is something most
people have never known. Human life can
have no sanctity because human consciousness
has been utterly devalued, as Grant discovers
when his Israeli “alies’ strap him down, dlice
open his skull, and begin removing sections of
his brain to turn him into a chiphead under
their control. . .

According to the jacket copy, Bart Kosko is
a professor of electrical engineering at USC
and “the acknowledged leader in the contro-
versial and cutting edge field of machine intel-
ligence called fuzzy logic.” A “fuzzy logic” of
an entirely different type is at work in
Nanotime, and my advice to Kosko would be
to concentrate on academia and leave the fic-
tion to the likes of William Gibson. Or even,
Heaven help us, Tom Clancy.

HEMINGWAY’S CHAIR by Michael Palin
There is nothing even vaguely SFnal about
this novel of a reclusive small-town British
postal worker ground up by the gears of dubi-



ous Progress. Still, Hemingway's Chair is the
first novel by Michael Palin, who was one-sixth
of the comedy troupe Monty Python's Flying
Circus before becoming afeatured player in the
bleak dystopian SF feature film Brazil and then
turning into the BBC's modern-day Marco Polo
for atrio of excellent travelogues (Around The
World in 80 Days, Pole To Pole, and last year’s
Full Circle).

Having visited some of the most exotic loca-
tions on Earth, Palin chooses a setting he
knows intimately and affectionately: the sleepy
English hamlet. In this case Theston, a place
where a cold wind whips in from the sea and
the annual carnival isthe village's socia pinna-
cle. Onto Theston's streets Palin places thirty-
six year old Martin Sproale, who lives with his
aging mother in Marsh Cottage and every day
bicycles the two miles to his job as assistant
manager at the post office. There Martin works
with Elaine Rudge, with whom he has a long-
standing, mostly chaste, relationship.

Uncomplicated people in a simple little
town? So it seems, but Martin has A Secret

Passion — he is an Ernest Hemingway devo-
tee, owning rare editions of Papa's books and
magazi ne appearances, stocking hisliquor cab-
inet with all of Hemingway’'s favorites, and
carrying in his skull an encyclopediac knowl-
edge of the man and his works. Elaine finds
Martin's obsession with Hemingway endear-
ing, if beyond her understanding:

“Nothing happened between them until the
evening she was first invited up to hisroom. . .
He' d always maintained that his room was far
too much of a mess to take a lady anywhere
near but, as they neared Marsh Cottage on the
way back, heid admitted that the real reason
was more complicated and sheid probably
laugh at him if her told her. She didn't laugh
when she saw the room. She was just relieved
he wasnit a train-spotter or a serial killer.
What struck her most was that it was the room
of a different man from the one she knew. Not
someone shy and quiet and hesitant but a man
of worldliness and display. He must have had
well over a hundred books, many in beautiful
hardback editions. Elsewhere there was a har-



poon, a stack of jazz records, a typewriter, ash-
trays from Paris cafes, boxing gloves, African
masks. On one wall was a huge scarlet and
gold bull-fighter poster. On another was the
biggest photograph she’ d ever seen of anybody.
She had asked him why anyone would want to
live in a room with such a sad picture.”

With the retirement of Theston’s postmaster,
everyone (including Martin and Elaine)
assumes Martin will advance to fill the vacan-
cy. Instead, the district office brings in an out-
sider named Nick Marshal who begins chip-
ping away at “the relationship between post
office and community [that] is close and perva-
sve.” Marshdl's smarmy glad-handing and
glibness are enough to initially convince
Martin to support the plans to cut personnel,
reduce services, and create “improvements’
like bulletproof counter windows, computer
terminals, and a regimented queuing system.
With the passing of time Martin finally realizes
the true scope of Marshall’s modernization
plans — by then his attempts to fight back are
are too little, too late. Bit by bit his supporters

desert him, including Elaine, and at last the
inevitable happens. Marshall sacks Martin.

In America a novel about a postal worker
losing his job would culminate in a scene
involving semiautomatic weapons, torrents of
blood, and a substantial body count.
Fortunately Michael Palin carries a different
sensibility, and the revenge he allows Martin is
far more clever and therefore infinitely more
satisfying. Without giving away details, | will
note it involves new telecommunications
equipment Marshall has installed, a purloined
power boat, and Martin’s prized possession,
the fishing chair Hemingway used in Peru dur-
ing the filming of The Old Man and The Sea.

Palin always strikes me as the most versatile
of the Pythoners, an opinion buttressed in
1994, when | was lucky enough to attend his
play The Weekend while vacationing in
London, and thiswork only furthers my belief.
He could have easily fashioned a whimsical
feel-good piece of puffery, but instead takes his
characters to the point of no return, then
beyond. This willingness to make us travel the



more  challenging road  transforms
Hemingway’s Chair into something grander
than a novel about The Little Guy versus
Impersonal Progress: instead, Palin has deliv-
ered the tale of aperson who puts everything he
holds dear at risk in order to reclaim his indi-
viduality, transforming himself in the process
into the man he always dreamed he should be.
There is a sprinkling of comic moments, but
they are far overshadowed by awistful sadness
that ultimately gives way to a glorious redemp-
tion. And I, for one, wouldn't have wanted
Palin to do it any other way.

—BRUCE CANWELL

MuALA O'FAaoOLAIN

Most Likely, Yes.

While | was under the very considerable
spell of Nuala O’ Faolain’s beautiful book Are
You Somebody (Holt, $21.95) | wanted very
much to join the legion of people who have
written the author long, fervent, even ardent
letters. because the effect of her honesty and
the skill of her writing is to convince a reader
that they have discovered a long-lost friend or
lover, one whose experiences mirror (or at
least provide emotional and intellectual coun-
terpoint to) our own.



But now that | have finished book and set it
aside, now that | am detached and having to fall
into my “critic’ mode, it's easier for me to say
that everyone has a sack of rocks to carry
around with them, and the Irish do it so much
better than the rest of us: so of course Ms.
O’ Faolain blames her parents and she loves her
parents, she blames herself and she loves her-
self, she blames her experience and she loves
her experience, she blames her lovers and she
loves her lovers, she attends Church and is
devout in her physical rituals of the Church, yet
she doubts the existence of God, sheisfiercely
nationalist yet she is opposed to the darker
extremes of the nationalist movement, she is
propelled by the woman's movement yet she
feels let down by it, she is smultaneously
attracted to and terrified by the humanity of the
individuals who make up her family and her
extended family and the acquaintances she has
made in a life that has allowed her many and
varied and colorful acquaintances.

These are all very human contradictions that
allow for a tightly conflicting narrative, one

that is bound to be compelling to any reader.
But there is a deception being practiced here:
Ms. O'Faolain has led far from a common,
provincid life. Sheisasophisticate, and brings
a sophisticate’s energy and tools to what she
describes as a simple quest for love.

It's a deception that she acknowledges, and
one that she seems to have practiced on her-
self: at one point she describes the surprise she
felt to hear her childhood labeled “bohemian,”
to hear the anger of a man who experienced a
childhood of genuine poverty when on aradio
program Ms. O'Faolain laid clam to a poor
background.

Perhaps after all it's the simple things that
cause the most difficulty evenin acomplicated
life. Nuala O’ Faolain has traveled all over the
world and led what can only be seen asarich-
ly creative life, yet relationships have defeated
her at every turn.

The book itself is amost impossible to
review: how do you review a person, especial-
ly one that you rather like? The deliberately
self-serving aspects of the book (the author



makes no bones about writing purely for her
own psychological benefit) are successfully
torpedoed by intelligence and taste, by objec-
tivity and social awareness. This comes easily
to no one, and in some cases it is forced on us,
at cost or well after the fact. Ms. O’ Faolain is
one of the few feminist writers who doesn’t fall
into the trap of painting the men in her life
blacker than black while painting the women
correspondingly whiter than white. Failings are
individual qualities, common to all regardless
of sex — and, fortunately, so are strength, intel-
ligence and humor.

All are evident here. So, bring your sack of
rocks to the table, as Ms. O’ Faolain has. Have
them out and compare them and enjoy the
commentary. Nuala O'Faolain has led a life
that allows her now the ability to pour herself
onto paper; reading her book is very much like
imagining to know her, and if you must exam-
ine your rocks it is very well to do so in the
company of an understanding friend.

Cruelty asArt

“ The beastly forebears on the walls condemn
her to a perpetual repetition of their passions.”
— Angela Carter, “The Lady in The House of
Love”

| have just emerged from the corrupt and per-
verse night of The Oxford Book of Gothic
Tales. When | bought the book | thought it
would be a treat: the horror films of the *20s,
‘30s and ‘40s till thrill me, as does Weird
Tales and its ilk, and the moral horror comics
of the ‘50s and ‘60s, Tales From the Crypt,
Haunt of Fear, Creepy, Eerie. But the operative
word seems now to be “moral,” and shortly
after beginning the Oxford book it became
obvious that morality does not enter into the
gothic genre, which has more to do with suf-
fering and the extremes of cruelty that humans
are capable of perpetrating on each other than
it does with mystery and imagination.

It is mystery and imagination that | hoped
for, and those qualities are evident in the
book’s best stories. But the plain depravity that



drives most of these works weighs down the
brilliance of the work that surrounds it, and
causes us to come away from even the best of
the stories with the taste of curdled human
blood in our mouths. The book depresses the
Imagination instead of firing it.

Thus Eudora Welty and Hawthorne and
William Faulkner, Angela Carter (whose The
Lady in The House of Love, quoted above, is
the single most brilliant modern vampire story,
and the only one worth reading) and Charlotte
Perkins Gillman, H.P. Lovecraft and Ray
Russell’s Sardonicus are made to rub elbows
with trivial works, penny-dreadful nastiesand a
graphic account of the Countess Bathory (one
of the most loathsome talesit has ever been my
displeasure to read, and all the more appalling
for being true).

I'll always be grateful to Chris Baldrick, edi-
tor of The Oxford Book, for he has introduced
me to Welty's “Clytie,” to the gothic “frag-
ment” and to a half-dozen stories of brilliance |
might not have encountered elsewhere. It'strue
that | came looking for a glimpse into some

dark corners: but | had hoped that the corners
would be illuminated by compassion and
invention: in the end, the only invention to be
found is the inventiveness of depravity: seenin
this light, The Oxford Book of Gothic Tales,
and the genre itself, evokes only disgust, and a
morbid relief when it’s over.

Looking Ahead into The
Past

The time has come to sing the praises of
Applewood Books. This fall they will begin
reprinting (in both paper and electronic edi-
tions) the complete Civil War Years run of
Har per’s Weekly magazine, beginning with the
Abraham Lincoln election issue; this may be
the most ambitious (and financially risky) pro-
gram that they have undertaken, but it’s right
in character for the company that billsitself as
“publishers of America'sliving past.”

While Grosset & Dunlap continue to publish
bowdlerized, completely rewritten versions of
their famous Nancy Drew and Hardy Boys



series, Applewood has brought back the origi-
nal versions in all their rough glory, complete
with the artwork, design and typefacesin which
they first appeared. Carl Sandburg’s wonderful
Rootabaga Sories and E.G. Lutz's first book
on animation are among the titles in their fall
lineup. Daniel Boone's autobiography, Songs
of The Cowboys, Blackfeet Indian stories and
the hugely rare Wizard of Oz Waddle Book are
al at home on their backlist.

Anyone who tries to keep alive the best that
the past has to offer is OK by us, and
Applewood does it better than anyone in the
business. We look forward to their catalog
every year, and always find something to
delight and enliven. You can get one of those
catalogs by writing to Applewood Books, 128
The Great Road, Bedford, MA 01730. Their
phone number is 800-277-5312, email them at
applewood@awb.com, or visit them on the web
at http://www.awb.com.

— DOUGLAS THORNSJIO




We are sometimes accused of
morbidity, but we believe that
the world is diminished, not
Increased, by time, that immor-
tality is attainable only in the
memory of the living, and that
people sometimes need to be
reminded that life is short.

The Puppet as Metaphor

A world without Shari Lewis and Buffalo
Bob Smith hardly bears thinking about. Yet
we lost both of them in one stroke. As when
Jm Henson died, we lose not only the artist
but everyone the artist portrayed: all the
splinters of the artist’s personality that had
gone on to take life of their own: Howdy and
Lamb Chop and Wing Ding and Charley
Horse and Hush Puppy.

Shari Lewis sometimes took the brunt of
unkind jokes for being a grown woman who
talked to a sock. But we're all empty socks



on the face of things: our bodies are nothing
more than containers, animated by the hand of
our spirit. Take off the sock: where does Lamb
Chop go?

Lewiswas very likely the most accomplished
ventriloquist ever to grace the airwaves, but the
strength she had in common with Bob Smith
was one of character. There was nothing forced
or synthetic about either performer. The char-
acters they portrayed had rough edges and for
that reason seemed human: they had reality that
Barney and his peers, with their artificial
smarminess, could never hope to equal. The
one sweetens, the other sickens. With Shari and
Buffalo Bob gone, the real fear is that we have
lost character and integrity, and are now
doomed to a future consisting of an endless
succession of grotesquely cute purple
dinosaurs, spewing the words of love without
really loving us or receiving love back from us,
the way Howdy Doody and all of Shari’s char-
actersdid. Producers cannot “generate” or “cre-
ate” or “design” love: only a revolting parody
of it. Buffalo Bob Smith and Shari Lewis were
performers who gave us the real thing, because

they genuinely loved what they were doing,
and the audience they were doing it for.

At the age of four | was in love with Ms.
Lewis. | watched her show every Saturday, and
| owned an LP of hers (I can till sing one of
the songs) and a Shari Lewis Draw’'n’Learn
Light Board which allowed me to trace draw-
ings of her characters into many different
scenes. My favorite was Wing Ding, the crow:
but Shari did not perform Wing Ding in later
years, so | no longer remember his voice.

Buffalo Bob had recently begun to slow
down, though he remained active well into his
seventies, making appearances around the
country and producing an anniversary show
for Howdy in the mid-1980s. Lewis, after
many years away from television, had only just
succeeded in making a comeback, with her
second successful PBS series, providing vivid
proof of al that children’stelevision had lost in
her absence.

For children of a certain age, the final
episode of the Howdy Doody show is not only
a defining moment, but one of the saddest ever
broadcast. It was inevitable that it should hap-



pen, but who wanted to think that the final
show might also become a defining moment
not only for ageneration but for aperiod of his-
tory when Clarabelle the Clown, who for a
decade and a half had never spoken a word,
communicating only through signs and horns,
leaned close into the camera and said, very
softly, “Good-bye, kids.”

The Singing Cowboy

The loss of heroes from our childhood
becomes almost unbearable when you add Roy
Rogersto thelist. Hewas aterrible actor and an
indifferent singer, but in those days technical
ability was not so important as the quality of
genuineness that he shared with Lewis and
Buffalo Bob Smith. The plots of hismoviesand
television shows were often outlandish, but
Roy Rogers moved through those plots with
gentle authority because he was playing not
himself but the ideal version of himself: and
that is a mighty powerful thing indeed. In a
sense, image was just as important in the *40s,
‘50s and early ‘60s as it is today: but in Roy
Rogers the image that we had was as close to

being the redlity of the man as you are ever
likely to find in any performer.

Beyond that, we will not eulogize or other-
wise describe his career, but instead refer you
to two songs:. the one by Elton John and Bernie
Taupin bearing the actor’s name, and the other
by Roy’'s wife and saddle companion Dale
Evans, “Happy Trails.”

Go on. You al know the words.




funfair

The summer of last year was not a good one.
There was still the echo of Lorna's ending what
had been, until very nearly the end, the best
relationship I’ d known; at the newspaper where
both of us worked, pressures were building
under a new general manager who reduced the
staff by athird or more while hiring new super-
visors who abused and betrayed the people
below them, trying not to publish the best damn
newspaper that they could, but instead to
decrease it, to bleed every dime that they could
out of the community, to rob us of our time,
rewarding only sameness and sterility, never
talent or faith.

Until that time, the paper occupied a build-
ing at the end of Temple Street that had served
several owners well since its construction in
the first year of the century. In earlier years,
when | worked at the bookstore, writing in my
spare time, | drove by the newspaper building
every day and frequently thought how much I
wanted to work there. I'd tried several timesto
get in as a freelance writer and cartoonist,
aways failing, though sometimes not by
much. It wasn't until | bought a computer and
began learning the programs designers used
that | wasfinally able to get ajob in what was
then called the Creative Services department.

| did not know it then: but my job was an
experiment which, if successful, was intended
to doom both Creative Services and the old
Composing Room, combining certain aspects
of the two, while losing the creative’'s some-
what independent status and bringing us under
the direct control of sales people.

It took some time for this to happen — and
in the interim | was much too happy for my
own or anyone else’s good. | met Lorna and



fell in love with her. | was encouraged cre-
atively, and | took advantage of that encourage-
ment, producing good work that had an impact
on the paper. | learned a lot and liked what |
learned. | felt part of a friendly and creative
group, not knowing that the success of my posi-
tion was slowly killing that group.

The old building was itself a part of my happi-
ness. Up on the third floor it was cool and
roomy and quiet, an easy place in which to
work. From the windows near my station |
could look down the descending slope of the
town and across the river to the high broad
ridge running north and south. The building
had dark corners, attic and cellar rooms that
had once housed presses and cranes and optical
equipment — all gone by my time. These were
fun to explore, and perhaps once a month
things would slow down enough so that | could
find the time to explore them. The cellar held
shelves of old files, and still-wrapped packages
of forms and paper that nobody used any more.
There were boxes of American flags left over

from a years-gone promotion. There were old
newspapers and modular office fittings that no
longer worked with our cubicle frames. The
attic was mostly air conditioning ducts, but
there was one closet containing a press opera-
tor's uniform and a box of coloring books.
There was aso a ladder, leading to the roof. |
climbed it once, opened the trap door and
poked my head out. The roof was flat but it
was very windy and | did not dare to climb out.

Old timers at the paper had stories to tell about
the building: of the dances once held on the
third floor where | now worked, with live
bands perched in an attic loft, now enclosed by
walls; of the heat in the old composing room,
powerful enough to melt things and people.

Later on | discovered the original service ele-
vator at the back of the building, and started to
use it exclusively. It had a wooden cage that
pulled down in front and in back, and a motor
that operated off a push-button. It had not been
inspected in five years. | liked to watch the
floors go by and | liked to feel a part of some-



thing great and old and monstrously mechani-
cal which our contemporary machines are not.
Age had narrowed the elevator shaft at the top:
it was a tight sgueeze of wood and metal
against brick for me to reach the third floor.
Once | got stuck when the wooden gate popped
up from the pressure at the sides of the cage,
causing the fail-safe to shut the motor down.
But | manhandled the gate back into place, and
rode to the top, and went on using the service
elevator until | was ordered to stop.

We were assured over and over again that the
paper was not to be sold — it had been in the
hands of the Gannett family for more than fifty
years, and it was to remain so. But this was a
lie. In order to make the paper more attractive
to prospective buyers, it was decided that it
should be moved out of the old building and
into a new one built for the purpose. An
arrangement was made with the town, the
details of which were never fully disclosed to
the community, trading undesirable for unde-
veloped land. The building was built. 1t was

clean and new, but it had no history and it had
no character. From the first floor, where |
would now work, the windows looked out on a
parking lot.

One by one, everything that had made me so
happy in my first year at the Sentinel was taken
away: the woman who hired me, and who had
some sympathy for the creative mind, was
moved sideways so that now we answered to
salesmen; the free and private working condi-
tions were replaced by tightly constricted
workgroups called “pods,” and “managed” by
an increasing number of idiot strangers wear-
ing suits; then Lorna; then the building itself
with al of its history and its promise; even
walls were taken away from us: now we sat in
open space under the eyes of our supervisors,
so that the dlightest deviation from policy
could be efficiently punished. The supervisors
began dreaming up artificial tasks to add to our
work load, and gave us less time to perform
these additional tasks. We could not just do our
jobs: now we had to sit in meetings devoted to



subjects that had nothing to do with us; we had
to wear company tee shirts and watch training
videos, with the deadlines ticking away while
we wasted time listening to platitudes.

They tore down the old building. | walked over
there once in the midst of the demolition and
saw its back end gaping open, floors sagging,
rooms we had occupied exploded outward into
open air. | picked up two bricks and carried
them back with me. | still have them: one an
outside brick covered with godawful yellow
paint, the other from inside somewhere, flecked
with mortar.

Things were at their worst when the funfair
appeared unannounced one morning in
Castonquay Square. At first | did not even
know it was there: from where we parked and
entered the new Sentinel building, all sight of
the square was blocked off. We worked away in
our spanking-new sweatshop never seeing what
the rest of the town was up to.

In the early afternoon the new digital cameras

came in. These were to save money on film
and developing costs, as the salespeople would
go out and shoot dozens of rolls a day of used
cars ditting in dealers lots. With the digital
cameras, they could shoot up to thirty pictures,
we could load them direct into our computers
and save the scanning time.

For no reason at all, the sales manager, whose
name was Paul Heidbreder, handed me one of
the cameras and said go out and try it. It was
the kindest thing he ever did for me.

Proximity to Castonquay Square was the one
thing about the new building that | liked. At
lunchtime it was easy to walk out of the build-
ing and be there: and now | headed across the
street, took a shot or two of the Civil War can-
non that sat at the end of the square, pointing
directly at the new Sentinel building (it was a
joke among people who knew me that | would
have liked to fire the thing right into the
General Manager’s office. It wasn't much of a
joke). If | had exactly followed Paul’s inten-
tions | would have gone right back in and set-



tled down again at my computer... but it was a
hot sunny day, the far end of the square was
packed with people... and what was that drag-
on?

| moved deeper into the square, taking pictures
as | went, the funfair growing up around me. |
took a photo of a child almost buried in a nest
of blue and red and yellow foam rubber balls. |
took one of a child bravely rushing across a
bridge of rope high over my head. | took one of
alittle girl shooting down a circular slide. The
giant inflatable dragon peered at me over the
roof of a cotton candy stand. A miniature train
ride carried diminutive passengers around and
around in a monotonous circle. | took pictures
of everything.

Emerging at the other side of the square, |
found that Main Street had been closed at both
ends. A large square of the pavement had been
blocked off, and the children had filled it with
drawings and designs in colored chak. | took
pictures of the two children still a work, and
pictures of the street with its chalk markings

already blurred by dancers and pedestrians.

The sidewalks were lined with vendors of var-
ious sorts. | bought some french friesand sat in
the doorway of an office building eating them.
Asfunfairs went, this was small-time stuff, but
everyone was enjoying themselves, and it was
fun to see how much could be packed into such
asmall park area.

When | returned to the Sentinel building | was
hot and tired and contented. Everyone gathered
to look at my pictures. even the editorial pho-
tographers came down to see them on the
screen. Someone suggested they use my pic-
turesin the paper: the photographers said noth-
ing, | knew that it was stepping on their toes,
everyone was afraid for their job.

A month later | was in a car wreck, and my
supervisor wrote me up for being late to work.
| didn’'t understand at the time that she was
feeling so squeezed from her own bosses that
she did not feel obliged to cut anyone under-
neath her some slack. | was so upset with



everything that was happening and not happen-
ing in my life that | openly and rudely opposed
her in a meeting. This was not acceptable. She
took me aside, we had a conversation that only
deepened the hostility between us, and | gave
her my notice. But they did not allow me to
work out my two weeks. Pack up your things,
Human Services said, through Paul, and make
today your last.

Most of the pictures | took that day at the fun-
fair did not survive. There was not enough
space, not enough time, no possibility of email-
ing them to myself. In the end, | saved only the
more fanciful pictures. But I'm glad to till
have them: my twenty minutes at the funfair
were the last good thing that the Sentinel gave
to me.




send your slings and arrows to:

thornsjo@uninets.net

SLINGS ano ARROWS

Cigar Man

As things grow worse for Bill Clinton, not
one commentator to our knowledge has men-
tioned the single aspect about the affair that
angers us the most.

The sexual affair, in and of itself, is no part
of our concern. The lying under oath is much
more disturbing, but even that is a matter of
semantics: any reading of the Starr Report
should make that obvious. Bill Clinton has
been falling back on semantics from the start,
so there’s nothing new here: and to our way of



thinking you can’t impeach a man for a seman-
tic issue.

But President Clinton is engaged in a strug-
gle of the utmost importance for the future of
the country against the extreme right wing of
the Republican Party. They are the enemy: and
only arank idiot would walk up to his enemy,
hand them a club studded with nails and say,
“Here, take this and beat me over the head with
it.”

That, in effect, is what Bill Clinton has had
the stupidity to do. That is what makes us so
angry with him. That is what we cannot forgive
him for. As a nation we have bigger concerns
than this. But in political terms Bill Clinton has
cheated on all of us, by giving his enemies the
ammunition they need to torpedo any agenda
Clinton might have had for the nation.

Is it grounds for impeachment? No. But
we're beginning to wish that it were.

Charade

We are as disappointed in Bill Clinton’s oval
office sexual shenanigans as we were by simi-

lar behavior from Jack Kennedy, Dwight
Eisenhower and Franklin Roosevelt. But we
were more disappointed in the behavior of the
press, which has far exceeded its mandate to
report — not make or speculate about — the
news.

All three magjor networks were “reporting”
on Clinton’s infamous post-testament speech
at least 36 hours before it happened. Open
speculation on what would happen next has
been the rule throughout the Lewinsky deba-
cle, prompting a noticeable desire from the
public that the press would just let it rest — a
desire that the press conveniently ignored.

On the one hand it is human nature to won-
der what's really going on in an information
vacuum. On the other hand, when no news is
forthcoming it is the obligation of areporter to
zip his lips and move on. Investigative report-
ing does call for the asking of leading ques-
tions in the right place: but the right place is
not in print or on the airwaves. News is news
and speculation, questions, interest are not.
Was anything else happening in the world dur-



ing those seven months between the time Bill
Clinton rapped his finger on the table and said
“Listen to me” and the time he made his not-
very penitent speech late on a Monday night?
It's hard to say. The presswas so busy telling us
what they didn’t know about the Lewinsky
affair (all the while proudly beating their
shields and convincing themselves, quite erro-
neoudly, that they were upholding some kind of
valuable tradition of the press rather than shap-
ing events) that other news, real news, got
sucked away into the vortex.

Understand that I’m not asking the press to
hold back in reporting hard news from any end
of the political spectrum. But they must stop
trying to manufacture news by raising ques-
tions on the air when they have nothing to
report.

— RICHARD AINLEY

Et Al

America has become a nation that runs
absolutely everything into the ground. Beanie
Babies, Caring & Sharing Speak, Political

Correctness (and even the regjection of same),
the sinking of the Titanic, Presidential Affairs,
Pop Groups, Men From Mars, it matters not,
anything that rises for long enough into the
light is seized upon, bled dry, pounded into our
attention with a relentlessness that is astonish-
ing. At first it is interesting to watch how a
news story, a theme, can be taken up by one
source after another after another after another,
the chain building link by link under the ham-
mer of lemming Follow-the-Leaderism. Thisis
Something Big — get usin on it. By the fifti-
eth time you have learned the same New Thing
about the Spice Girls, the blood begins to cur-
dle and you begin to realize that there is some-
thing terribly wrong with the culture. Everyone
isfeeding at the same trough, fighting over the
same tiny morsel while afeast of really excel-
lent substantial food goes unnoticed.

Any success will be followed and leached by
imitations and reflections, ever greater
extremes and distortions, until the origina
item, the one that we liked in the first place,
leaves a bad taste in our mouths for being the



cause of al that followed. Phil Donoghue
invented trash TV talk shows, and he was good
at it: but within a decade it reached a point
where we couldn’t escape trash if we tried: the
airwaves were so choked with Maurys and
Oprahs and Jerrys, each distillation of the
theme more extreme and more offensive than
the last, until the whole thing collapsed under
its own disgusting weight. Rosie O’ Donnell
appeared with a not-quite return to the nicer
bad old days of TV talk, and already the imita-
tors are following suit, so that the enjoyment
we had at seeing something not quite so vile
(marred only by O’ Donnell’s complete obses-
sion with herself) has begun turning stale.
Nothing Succeeds Like Success, and as a
nation we have taken that so much to heart that
the eccentric voice isin more danger of extinc-
tion that any time since the Witch Trials. And
yet when we succeed in finding that eccentric
voice, that one exception to the rule that man-
agesto squeak through into print or onto film or
onto the airwaves, we now pray that no one else
discoversiit, that success misses the Wonderful

Thing by just a hair... because god help usif it
should become popular.

All of this strikes us as being fundamentally
anti-American: the nation that was founded on
the principle of free individuals is, more and
more, in our media and in our boardrooms and
in our workplaces, turning into ahive. Invasion
of the Body-Shatchers used to be science fic-
tion. Now (with at least two remakes of that
film behind us) it is becoming reality.

What Communism threatened to do to us and
could not, Capitalism has succeeded at doing
with disturbing brilliance. Everyone get into
line. Forget your name tag, names are no
longer important. It's time to leap off the cliff.
— RICHARD AINLEY.
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