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In Getting Even Woody Allen revenges himself
upon such significant subjects as death, obe-
sity, organized crime, the invention of the
sandwich, adult education, laundry lists of
famous people, and Latin American revolu-
tionaries, Here is Woody Allen at his philo-
sophical deepest:

e ", ..Death is an acquired trait.”

¢ "If man were immortal, do you realize what
his meat bills would be?”

® "Why pork was proscribed by Hebraic law is
still unclear, and some scholars believe
that the Torah merely suggested not eating
pork at certain restaurants.”

¢ "Eternal Nothingness is OK if you're dressed
forit.”

® "My mind can never know my body although
it has become quite friendly with my legs.”

In all, seventeen pieces from the one and only.
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The
Metterling
Lists

Venal & Sons has at last published the long-awaited
first volume of Metierling’s laundry lists (The Col-
lected Laundry Lists of Hans Metterling, Vol. 1, 437
pp., plus XX XII-page introduction; indexed; $18.75),
with an erudite commentary by the noted Metterling
scholar Gunther Eisenbud. The decision to publish this
work separately, before the completion of the immense
four-volume @uvre, is both welcome and intelligent, for
this obdurate and sparkling book will instantly lay to
rest the unpleasant rumors that Venal & Sons, having
reaped rich rewards from the Metterling novels, play,
and notebooks, diaries, and letters, was merely in search
of continued profits from the same lode. How wrong
the whisperers have been! Indeed, the very first Meiter-
ling laundry list

List No. 1

6 prs. shorts

4 undershirts

6 prs. biue socks

4 blue shirts

2 white shirts

6 handkerchiefs
No Starch

serves as a perfect, near-total introduction to this trou-
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bled genius, known to his contemporaries as the
“Prague Weirdo.” The list was dashed off while Met-
terling was writing Confessions of a Monstrous Cheese,
that work of stunning philosophical import in which he
proved not only that Kant was wrong about the universe
but that he never picked up a check. Metterling’s dis~
like of starch is typical of the period, and when this
particular bundle came back too stiff Metterling became
moody and depressed. His landlady, Frau Weiser, re-
ported to friends that “Herr Metterling keeps to his
room for days, weeping over the fact that they have
starched his shorts.” Of course, Breuer has already
pointed out the relation between stiff underwear and
Metterling’s constant feeling that he was being whis-
pered about by men with jowls (Metterling: Paranoid-
Depressive Psychosis and the Early Lists, Zeiss Pyess).
This theme of a failure to follow instructions appears in
Metterling’s only play, Asthma, when Needleman brings
the cursed tennis ball to Valhalla by mistake.
The obvious enigma of the second list

L1st No. 2

7 prs. shorts

5 vndershirts

7 prs. black socks

6 blue shiris

6 handkerchiefs
No Starch

is the seven pairs of black socks, since it has been long
known that Metterling was deeply fond of blue. Indeed,
for years the mention of any other color could send him
into a rage, and he once pushed Rilke down into some
honey because the poet said he preferred brown-eyed
women. According to Anna Freud (“Metterling’s Socks
as an Expression of the Phallic Mother,” Journal of
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Psychoanalysis, Nov., 1935), his sudden shift to the
more sombre legwear is related to his unhappiness over
the “Bayreuth Incident.” It was there, during the first
act of Tristan, that he sneezed, blowing the toupee off
one of the opera’s wealthiest patrons. The audience be-
came convulsed, but Wagner defended him with his
now classic remark “Everybody sneezes.” At this, Co-
sima Wagner burst into tears and accused Metterling of
sabotaging her husband’s work,

That Metterling had designs on Cosima Wagner is
undoubtedly true, and we know he took her hand once
in Leipzig and again, four years later, in the Ruhr Val-
“ley. In Danzig, he referred to her tibia obliquely during
a rainstorm, and she thought it best not to see him again,
Returning to his home in a state of exhaustion, Metter-
ling wrote Thoughts of a Chicken, and dedicated the
original manuscript to the Wagners. When they used it
to prop up the short leg of a kitchen table, Metterling
became sullen and switched to dark socks. His house-
keeper pleaded with him to retain his beloved blue or at
least to try brown, but Metterling cursed her, saying,
“Slut! And why not Argyles, eh?”

In the third list -

LisT No. 3

6 handkerchiefs
5 undershirts

8 prs. socks

3 bedsheets

2 pillowcases

linens are mentioned for the first time: Metterling had
a great fondness for linens, particularly pillow-cases,
which he and his sister, as children, used to put over
their heads while playing ghosts, until one day he fell
into a rock quarry. Metterling liked to sleep on fresh
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linen, and so do his fictional creations, Horst Wasser-
man, the impotent locksmith in Filet of Herring, kills
for a change of sheets, and Jenny, in The Shepherd’s
Finger, is willing to go to bed with Klineman (whom
she hates for rubbing butter on her mother) “if it means
lying between soft sheets.” It is a tragedy that the laun-
dry never did the linens to Metterling’s satisfaction, but
to contend, as Pfaltz has done, that his consternation
over it prevemted him from finishing Whither Thou
Goest, Cretin is absurd. Metterling enjoyed the luxury
of sending his sheets out, but he was not dependent on
it.

What prevented Metterling from finishing his long-
planned book of poetry was an abortive romance, which
figures in the “Famous Fourth” list:

LisT No. 4
- 7 prs. shorts
6 handkerchiefs
6 undershirts
7 prs. black socks
Ne Starch
Special One-Day Service

In 1884, Metterling met Lou Andreas-Salomé, and sud-
denly, we learn, he required that his laundry be done
fresh daily. Actually, the two were introduced by Nietz-
sche, who told Lou that Metterling was either a genius
or an idiot and to see if she could guess which. At that
time, the special one-day service was becoming quite
popular on the Continent, particularly with intellectuals,
and the innovation was welcomed by Metterling. For
one thing, it was prompt, and Metterling loved prompt-
ness. He was always showing up for appointments early
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—sometimes several days early, so that he would have
to be put up in a guest room. Lou also loved fresh ship-
ments of laundry every day. She was like a little child
in ber joy, often taking Metterling for walks in the
woods and there unwrapping the latest bundle. She
loved his undershirts and handkerchiefs, but most of all
she worshipped his shorts. She wrote Neitzsche that
Metterling’s shorts were the most sublime thing she had
ever encountered, including Thus Spake Zarathustra.
Nietzsche acted like a gentleman about it, but he was al-
ways jealous of Metterling’s underwear and told close
friends he found it “Hegelian in the extreme.” Lou
Salomé and Metterling parted company after the Great
Treacle Famine of 1886, and while Metterling forgave
Lou, she always said of him that “his mind had bospital
corners.”
The fifth list

List No. §

6 undershirts

6 shorts

6 handkerchiefs

had always puzzled scholars, principally because of the
total absence of socks. (Indeed, Thomas Mann, writing
years later, became so engrossed with the problem he
wrote an entire play about it, The Hosiery of Moses,
which he accidentally dropped down a grating.) Why
did this literary giant suddenly strike socks from his
weekly list? Not, as some scholars say, as a sign of his
oncoming madness, although Metterling had by now
adopted certain odd behavior traits. For one thing, he
believed that he was either being followed or was fol-
lowing somebody. He told close friends of a government
plot to steal his chin, and once, on holiday in Jena, he
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could not say anything but the word “eggplant™ for four
straight days. Still, these seizures were sporadic and do
not account for the missing socks, Nor does his emula-
tion of Kafka, who for a brief period of his life stopped
wearing socks, out of guilt, But Eisenbud assures us
that Metterling continued to wear socks. He merely
stopped sending them to the laundry! And why? Be-
cause at this time in his life he acquired a new house-
keeper, Frau Milner, who consented to do his socks by
hand—a gesture that so moved Metterling that he left
the woman his entire fortune, which consisted of a
black hat and some tobacco. She also appears as Hilda
in his comic allegory, Mother Brandt's Ichor.

Obviously, Metterling’s personality had begun to
fragment by 1894, if we can deduce anything from the
sixth list:

List No. 6

25 handkerchiefs
1 undershirt
5 shorts
1 sock

and it is not surprising to learn that it was at this time
he entered analysis with Freud. He had met Freud years
before in Vienna, when they both attended a production
of Qedipus, from which Freud had to be carried out in
a cold sweat. Their sessions were stormy, if we are to be-
lieve Freud’s notes, and Metterling was hostile. He once
threatened to starch Freud's beard and often said he re-
minded him of his laundryman, Gradually, Metterling’s
unusual relationship with his father came out. (Students
of Metterling are already familiar with his father, a petty
official who would frequently ridicule Metterling by
comparing him to a wurst.} Freud writes of a key dream
Metterling described to him:
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I am at a dinner party with some friends when sud-
denly a man walks in with a bowl of soup on a leash,
He accuses my underwear of treason, and when a lady
defends me her forehead falis off. I find this amusing
in the dream, and laugh. Soon everyone is laughing ex-
cept my laundryman, who seems stern and sits there
putting porridge in his ears, My father enters, grabs
the lady’'s forehead, and runs away with it. He races to
8 public square, velling, “At last! At last! A forchead
of my own! Now I won't have to rely on that stupid
son of mine.” This depresses me in the dream, and I
am seized with an urge to kiss the Burgomaster’s laun-
dry. (Here the patient weeps and forgets the remainder
of the dream.)

With insights gained from this dream, Freud was able to
help Metterling, and the two became quite friendly out-
side of analysis, although Freud would never let Met-
terling get behind him.,

In Volume II, it has been announced, Eisenbud will
take up Lists 7-25, including the years of Metterling’s
“private laundress” and the pathetic misunderstanding
with the Chinese on the corner.




A Look
at Organized
Crime

It is no secret that organized crime in America takes in
over forty billion dollars a year. This is quite a profit-
able sum, ¢specially when one considers that the Mafia
spends very little for office supplies. Reliable sources
indicate that the Cosa Nostra laid out no more than six
thousand dollars last year for personalized stationery,
and even less for staples. Furthermore, they have one
secretary who does all the typing, and only three small
rooms for headquarters, which they share with the Fred
Persky Dance Studio.

Last year, organized crime was directly responsible
for more than one hundred murders, and mafiosi par-
ticipated indirectly in several bundred more, either by
lending the killers carfare or by holding their coats.
Other illicit activities engaged in by Cosa Nostra mem-
bers included gambling, narcotics, prostitution, hijack-
ing, loansharking, and the transportation of a large
whitefish across the state line for immoral purposes. The
tentacles of this corrupt empire even reach into the gov-
ernment itself. Only a few months ago, two gang lords
under federal indictment spent the night at the White
House, and the President slept on the sofa.
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History of Organized Crime in the United States

In 1921, Thomas (The Butcher) Covello and Ciro
(The Tailor) Santucci attempted to organize disparate
ethnic groups of the underworld and thus take over Chi-
cago. This was foiled when Albert (The Logical Posi-
tivist) Corillo assassinated Kid Lipsky by locking him in
a closet and sucking all the air out through a straw, Lip-
sky’s brother Mendy (alias Mendy Lewis, alias Mendy
Larsen, alias Mendy Alias) avenged Lipsky’s murder
by abducting Santucci’s brother Gaetano (also known as
Little Tony, or Rabbi Henry Sharpstein) and returning
him several weeks later in twenty-seven separate mason
jars. This signalled the beginning of a bloodbath.
Dominick (The Herpetologist) Mione shot Lucky
Lorenzo (so nicknamed when a bomb that went off in
his hat fajled to kill him) outside a bar in Chicago. In
return, Corillo and his men traced Mione to Newark
and made his bead into a wind instrument. At this point,
the Vitale gang, run by Giuseppe Vitale (real name
Quincy Baedeker), made their move to take over all
bootlegging in Harlem from Irish Larry Doyle—a rack-
eteer so suspicious that he refused to let anybody in
New York ever get behind him, and walked down the
street constantly pirouefting and spinning around.
Doyle was killed when the Squillante Construction
Company decided to erect their new offices on the
bridge of his nose. Doyle’s lieutenant, Little Petey (Big
Petey) Ross, now took command; he resisted the Vitale
- takeover and lured Vitale to an empty midtown garage
on the pretext that a costume party was being held
there. Unsuspecting, Vitale walked into the garage
dressed as a giant mouse, and was instantly riddled with
machine-gun bullets, Qut of loyalty to their slain chief,
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Vitale’s men immediately defected to Ross. So did Vi-
tale’s fiancée, Bea Moretti, a showgirl and star of the
hit Broadway musical Say Kaddish, who wound up
marrying Ross, although she later sued him for divorce,
charging that he once spread an unpleasant ointment on
her.

Fearing federal intervention, Vincent Columbraro,
the Buttered Toast King, called for a truce. {(Colum-
braro had such tight control over all buttered toast mov-
ing in and out of New Jersey that one word from him
could ruin breakfast for two-thirds of the nation.) All
members of the underworld were summoned to a diner
in Perth Amboy, where Columbraro told them that in-
ternal warfare must stop and that from then on they
had to dress decently and stop slinking around. Letters
formerly signed with a black hand would in the future
be signed “Best Wishes,” and all territory would be
divided equally, with New Jersey going to Columbraro’s
mother. Thus the Mafia, or Costa Nostra (literally, “my
toothpaste™ or “our toothpaste™), was born, Two days
fater, Columbraro got into a nice hot tub to take a
bath and has been missing for the past forty-six years.

Meb Structure

The Cosa Nostra is structured like any government or
large corporation—or group of gangsters, for that mat-
ter. At the top is the capo di tutti capi, or boss of all
bosses. Meetings are held at his house, and he is re-
sponsible for supplying cold cuts and ice cubes. Failure
to do so means instant death., (Death, incidentally, is
one of the worst things that can happen to a Cosa Nos-
tra member, and many prefer simply to pay a fine.)
Under the boss of bosses are his lieutenants, each of
whom runs one section of town with his “family.” Mafia
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families do not consist of a wife and children who al-
ways go to places like the circus or on picnics. They are
actually groups of rather serious men, whose main joy
in life comes from seeing how long certain people can
stay under the East River before they start gurgling.

Initiation into the Mafia is guite complicated. A pro-
posed member is blindfolded and led into a dark room.
Pieces of Cranshaw melon are placed in his pockets,
and he is required to hop around on one foot and cry
out, “Toodles! Toodles!” Next, his lower lip is pulled
out and snapped back by all the members of the board,
or commissione; some may even wish to do it twice.
Following this, some oats are put on his head. If he
complains, he is disqualified. If, however, he says,
“Good, 1 like oats on my head,” he is welcomed into the
brotherhood. This is done by kissing him on the cheek
and shaking his hand. From that moment on, he is not
permitted to eat chutney, to amuse his friends by imi-
tating a hen, or to kill anybody named Vito.

Conclusions

Organized crime is a blight on our nation. While many
young Americans are lured into a career of crime by its
promise of an easy life, most criminals actually must
work long hours, frequently in buildings without air-
conditioning. Identifying criminals is up to each of us.
Usually they can be recognized by their large cufflinks
and their failure to stop eating when the man sitting
next to them is hit by a falling anvil. The best methods
of combatting organized crime are;

1. Telling the criminals you are not at home.

2. Calling the police whenever an unusual number of
men from the Sicilian Laundry Company begin singing
in your foyer.
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3. Wiretapping.

Wiretapping cannot be employed indiscriminately,
but its effectiveness is illustrated by this transcript of a
conversation betweén two gang bosses in the New York
area whose phones had been tapped by the F.B.1,

Anthony: Hello? Rico?

Rico: Hello?

Anthony: Rico?

Rico: Hello.

Anthony: Rico?

Rico: I can’t hear you.

Anthony: Is that you, Rico? I can't bear you.
Rico; What?

Anthony: Can you hear me?

Rico: Hello?

Anthony: Rico?

Rico: We have a bad connection.

Anthony: Can you hear me?

Rico: Hello?

Anthony: Rico?

Rico: Hello?

Anthony: Operator, we have a bad connection,
Operator: Hang up and dial again, sir.

Rico: Hello?

Because of this evidence, Anthony {The Fish) Ro-
tunno and Rico Panzini were convicted and are cur-
rently serving fifteen years in Sing Sing for illegal
possession of Bensonhurst.



The
Sechmeed
Memoirs

The seemingly inexhaustible spate of literature on the
Third Reich continues unabated with the soon to be
published memoirs of Friedrich Schmeed, Schmeed, the
best-known barber in wartime Germany, provided ton-
sorigl services for Hitler and many highly placed gov-
ernment and military officials. As was noted during the
Nuremberg Trials, Schmeed not only seemed to be al-
ways at the right place at the right time but possessed
“more than total recall,” and was thus uniquely quali-
fied to write this incisive guide to innermost Nazi
Germany. Following are a few brief excerpis:

In the spring of 1940, a large Mercedes pulled up in
front of my barbershop at 127 Koenigstrasse, and Hitler
walked in. “T just want a light trim,” he said, “and don’t
take too much off the top.” I explained to him there
would be a brief wait because von Ribbentrop was
ahead of him. Hitler said he was in a rush and asked
Ribbentrop if he could be-taken next, but Ribbentrop
insisted it would look bad for the Foreign Office if he
were passed over. Hitler thereupon made a quick phone
call, and Ribbentrop was immediately transferred to the
Afrika Korps, and Hitler got his haircut, This sort of
rivalry went on all the time. Once, Géring had Heydrich
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detained by the police on false pretenses, so that he
could get the chair by the window. Goring was a disso-
lute and often wanted to sit on the hobbyhorse to get
his haircuts. The Nazi high command was embarrassed
by this but could do nothing. One day, Hess challenged
him. “I want the hobbyhorse today, Herr Field Mar-
shal,” he said.

“Impossible, I have it reserved,” Goring shot back.

“] have orders directly from the Fithrer. They state
that I am to be allowed to sit on the horse for my hair-
cut.” And Hess produced a letter from Hitler to that
effect. Goring was livid, He never forgave Hess, and
said that in the future he would have his wife cut his
hair at home with a bowl. Hitler laughed when he heard
this, but Goring was serious and would have carried it
out had not the Minister of Arms turned down his
requisition for a thinning shears.

1 have been asked if I was aware of the moral impli-
cations of what I was doing. As I told the tribunal at
Nuremberg, I did not know that Hitler was a Nazi. The
truth was that for years I thought he worked for the
pbone company. When I finally did find out what a
monster he was, it was too late to do anything, as I had
made a down payment on some furniture. Once, toward
the end of the war, I did contemplate loosening the
Fiihrer’s neck-napkin and allowing some tiny hairs to
get down his back, but at the last minute my nerve

failed me.
At Berchtesgaden one gagaHitler turned to me and
said, “How would I look in sideburns?” Speer laughed,
and Hitler became affronted. “I'm quite serious, Herr
Speer,” he said. “I think I might look good in side-
burns.” Goring, that obsequious clown, concurred in-
stantly, saying, “The Fiihrer in sideburns—what an ex-
cellent idea!” Speer still disagreed. He was, in fact, the
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only one with enough integrity to tell the Fiihrer when
he needed a haircut. “Too flashy,” Speer said now.
“Sideburns are the kind of thing I'd associate with
Churchill.” Hitler became incensed. Was Churchill con-
templating sideburns, he wanted to know, and if so,
how many and when? Himmler, supposedly in charge of
Intelligence, was summoned immediately, Goring was
annoyed by Speer’s attitude and whispered to him, “Why
are you making waves, eh? If he wants sideburns, let
bim have sideburns.” Speer, usually tactful to a fault,
called Géring a hypocrite and “an order of bean curd
in a German uniform.” Géring swore he would get even,
and it was rumored later that he had special S.S. guards
french Speer’s bed,

Himmler arrived in a frenzy. He had been in the
midst of a tap-dancing lesson when thé phone rang,
summoning him to Berchtesgaden. He was afraid it was
about a misplaced carload of several thousand cone-
shaped party hats that had been promised Romme! for
his winter offensive. (Himmler was not accustomed to
being invited to dinner at Berchtesgaden, because his
eyesight was poor and Hitler could not bear to watch
him bring the fork up to his face and then stick the food
somewhere on his cheek.) Himmler knew something
was wrong, because Hitler was calling him “Shorty,”
which he only did when annoyed. Suddenly the Fiihrer
turned on him, shouting, “Is Churchill going to grow
sideburns?”

Himmler turned red.

“Well?” '

Himmler said there had been word that Churchill
contemplated sideburns but it was all unofficial. As to
size and number, he explained, there would probably be
two, of a medium length, but no one wanted to say be-
fore they could be sure. Hitler screamed and banged his
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fist on the table. (This was a triumph for Goring over
Speer.) Hitler pulled out a map and showed us how he
meant to cut off England’s supply of hot towels. By
blockading the Dardanelles, Doenitz could keep the
towels from being brought ashore and laid across anx-
iously awaiting British faces. But the basic question re-
mained: Could Hitler beat Churchill to sideburns?
Himmler said Churchill had a head start and that it
might be impossible to catch him. Géring, that vacuous
optimist, said the Fiihrer could probably grow sideburns
quicker, particularly if we marshalled all of Germany’s
might in a concentrated effort. Von Rundstedt, at a
meeting of the General Staff, said it was a mistake to try
to grow sideburns on two fronts at once and advised
that it would be wiser to concentrate all efforts on one
good sideburn. Hitler said he could do it on both cheeks
simultaneously. Rommel agreed with von Rundstedt.
“They will never come out even, mein Fiihrer,” he said.
“Not if you rush them.” Hitler became enraged and said
that it was a matter for him and his barber. Speer prom-
ised he could triple our output of shaving cream by the
fall, and Hitler was euphoric. Then, in the winter of
1942, the Russians launched a counter-offensive and
the sideburns came to a halt. Hitler grew despondent,
fearing that soon Churchili would look wonderful while
he still remained “ordinary,” but shortly thereafter we
received news that Churchill had abandoned the idea
of sidebumns as too costly. Once again the Fithrer had
been proved right.

After the Allied invasion, Hitler developed dry, un-
ruly hair. This was due in part to the Allies’ success and
in part to the advice of Goebbels, who told him to wash
it every day. When General Guderian heard this, he
immediately returned home from the Russian front and

-
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told the Fiihrer he must shampoo his hair no more than
three times weekly. This was the procedure followed
with great success by the General -Staff in two previous
wars. Hitler once again overruled his generals and con-
tinued washing daily. Bormann helped Hitler with the
‘rinsing and always seemed to be there with a comb.
Eventually, Hitler became dependent on Bormann, and
before he looked in a mirror he would aiways have Bor-
marnn look in it first. As the Allied armies pushed east,
Hitler’s hair grew worse. Dry and unkempt, he often
raged for hours about how he would get a nice haircut
and a shave when Germany won the war, and maybe
even a shine. I realize now he never had any intention
of doing those things.

One day, Hess took the Fiihrer’s bottle of Vitalis and
set out in a plane for England. The German high com-
mand was furious, They felt Hess planned to give it to
the Allies in return for amnesty for himself. Hitler was
particularly enraged when he heard the news, as he had
just stepped out of the shower and was about to do his
hair. (Hess later explained at Nuremberg that his plan
was to give Churchill a scalp treatment in an effort to
end the war. He had got as far as bending Churchill
over a basin when he was apprehended.)

Late in 1944, Goring grew a mustache, causing talk
that he was soon to replace Hitler. Hitler was furious
and accused Goring of disloyalty, “There must be only
one mustache among the leaders of the Reich, and it
shall be mine!” he cried. Gring argued that two mus-
taches might give the German people a greater sense of
hope about the war, which was going poorly, but Hitler
thought not. Then, in January of 1945, a plot by sev-
eral generals to shave Hitler’s mustache in his sleep and
proclaim Doenitz the new leader failed when von Stauf-
fenberg, in the darkness of Hitler’s bedroom, shaved off
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one of the Fithrer’s eyebrows instead. A state of emer-
gency was proclaimed, and suddenly Goebbels appeared
at my shop. “An attempt was just made on the Fiihrer’s
mustache; but it was unsuccessful,” he said, trembling,
Goebbels arranged for me to go on radio and address
the German people, which I did, with a minimum of
notes, “The Fithrer is all right,” I assured them. “He
still has his mustache. Repeat. The Fiihrer still has his
mustache. A plot to shave it has failed,”

Near the end, I came to Hitler's bunker. The Allied
armies were closing in on Berlin, and Hitler felt that if
the Russians got there first he would need a full haircut
but if the Americans did he could get by with a light
trim. Everyone quarrelled. In the midst of all this, Bor-
mann wanted a shave, and I promised him I would get
to work on some blueprints. Hitler grew morose and re-
mote. He talked of parting his hair from ear to ear and
then claimed that the development of the electric razor
would turn the war for Germany, “We will be able to
shave in seconds, eh, Schmeed?” he muttered. He men-
tioned other wild schemes and said that someday he
would have his hair not just cut but shaped. Obsessed as
usual by sheer size, he vowed he would eventually have
a huge pompadour-—-“one that will make the world
tremble and will require an honor guard to comb.” Fi-
nally, we shook hands and I gave him a last trim. He
tipped me one pfennig. “I wish it could be more,” he
said, “but ever since the Allies have overrun Europe I've
been a little short.”



My
Philosophy

The development of my philosophy came about as fol-
lows: My wife, inviting me to sample her very first
soufflé, accidentally dropped a spoonful of it on my
foot, fracturing several small bones. Doctors were called
in, X-rays taken and examined, and I was ordered to
bed for a month. During this convalescence, I turned to
the works of some of Western society’s most formidable
thinkers—a stack of books I had laid aside for just such
an eventuality. Scorning chronological order, I began
with Kierkegaard and Sartre, then moved quickly to
Spinoza, Hume, Kafka, and Camus. I was not bored, as
I had feared I might be; rather, I found myself fasci-
nated by the alacrity with which these great minds un-
flinchingly attacked morality, art, ethics, life, and death.
I remember my reaction to a typically luminous obser-
vation of Kierkegaard's: “Such a relation which relates
itself to its own self (that is to say, a self) must either
have constituted itself or have been constituted by an-
other.” The concept brought tears to my eyes. My word,
I thought, to be that clever! (I'm a man who has trouble
writing two meaningful sentences on “My Day at the
Zo0o.”) True, the passage was totally incomprehensible
to me, but what of it as long as Kierkegaard was having

fun? Suddenly confident that metaphysics was the work
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I had always been meant to do, I took up my pen and
began at once to jot down the first of my own musings.
The work proceeded apace, and in a mere two afterncons
—with time out for dozing and trying to get the two
little BBs into the eyes of the bear—I had completed
the philosophical work that I am hoping will not be un-
covered until after my death, or until the year 3000
{whichever comes first), and which I modestly believe
will assure me a place of reverence among history’s
weightiest thinkers, Here is but a small sample of the
main body of intellectual treasure that I leave for pos-
terity, or until the cleaning woman comes.

I. Critique of Pure Dread

In formulating any philosophy, the first consideration
must always be; What can we know? That is, what can
we be sure we know, or sure that we know we knew it,
if indeed it is at all knowable. Or have we simply for-
gotten it and are too embarrassed to say anything? Des-
cartes hinted at the problem when he wrote, “My mind
can never know my body, although it has become quite
friendly with my legs.” By “knowable,” incidentally, I
do not mean that which can be known by perception of
the senses, or that which can be grasped by the mind,
but more that which can be said to be Known or to pos-
sess a Knownness or Knowability, or at least something
you can mention to a friend.

Can we actually “know” the universe? My God, it’s
hard enough finding your way around in Chinatown,
The point, however, is: Is there anything out there?
And why? And must they be so noisy? Finally, there
can be no doubt that the one characteristic of “reality”
is that it lacks essence. That is not to say it has no es-
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sence, but merely lacks it. (The reality I speak of here
is the same one Hobbes described, but a little smaller.)
Therefore the Cartesian dictum “I think, therefore I
am” might be better expressed “Hey, there goes Edna
with a saxophone!” So, then, to know a substance or
an idea we must doubt it, and thus, doubting it, come to
perceive the qualities it possesses in its finite state,
which are truly “in the thing itself,” or “of the thing
itself,” or of something or nothing. If this is clear, we
can leave epistemology for the moment.

1. Eschatological Dialectics As a Means of Coping
with Shingles

We can say that the universe consists of a substance,
and this substance we will call *atoms,” or else we will
call it “monads.” Democritus called it atoms. Leibnitz
called it monads. Fortunately, the two men never met,
or there would have been a very dull argument, These
“particles” were set in motion by some cause or under-
lying principle, or perhaps something fell someplace.
The point is that it’s too late to do anything about it
now, except possibly to eat plenty of raw fish. This, of
course, does not explain why the soul is immortal. Nor
does it say anything about an afterlife, or about the feel-
ing my Uncle Sender has that he is being followed by
Albanians. The causal relationship between the first
principle (i.e., God, or a strong wind) and any teleo-
Togical concept of being (Being) is, according to Pascal,
“s0 ludicrous that it’s not even funny (Funny).” Scho-
penhauer called this “will,” but his physician diagnosed
it as hay fever. In his later years, he became embittered
by it, or more likely because of his increasing suspicion
that he was not Mozart,
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Hll. The Cosmos on Five Dollars a Day

What, then, is “beautiful”? The merging of harmony
with the just, or the merging of harmony with some-
thing that just sounds like “the just”? Possibly harmony
should have been merged with “the crust” and this is
what’s been giving us our trouble. Truth, to be sure, is
beauty—or “the necessary.” That is, what is good or
possessing the qualities of “the good” results in “truth.”
If it doesn’t, you can bet the thing is not beautiful, al-
though it may still be waterproof. I am beginning to
think I was right in the first place and that everything
should be merged with the crust. Oh, well,

Two Parables

A man approaches a palace. Its only entrance is
guarded by some fierce Huns who will only let men
named Julius enter. The man tries to bribe the guards
by offering them a year’s supply of choice chicken parts.
They neither scorn his offer nor accept it, but merely
take his nose and twist it till it looks like a Molly screw,
The man says it is imperative that he enter the palace
because he is bringing the emperor a change of under-
wear. When the guards still refuse, the man begins to
Charleston. They seem to enjoy his dancing but soon
become morose over the treatment of the Navajos by
the federal government. Out of breath, the man col-
lapses. He dies, never having seen the emperor and ow-
ing the Steinway people sixty dollars on a piano he had
rented from them in August.

I am given a message to deliver to a general. I ride and
ride, but the general’s headquarters seem to get farther
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and farther away. Finally, a giant black panther leaps
upon me and devours my mind and heart. This puts a
terrific crimp in my evening. No matter how hard I try,
I cannot catch the general, whom I see running in the
distance in his shorts and whispering the word “nut-
meg” to his enemies.

Aphorisms
1t is impossible to experience one’s own death ob-
jectively and still carry a tune.
o

The universe is merely 2 fleeting idea in God’s mind
—a pretty uncomfortable thought, particularly if you've
just made a down payment on a house.

°

Eternal nothingness is O.K. if you're dressed for it.
°

If only Dionysus were alive! Where would he eat?
.

Not only is there no God, but try getting a plumber
on weekends,




Yes, But Can |
the Steam Engine
Do This?

I was leafing through a magazine while waiting for
Joseph K., my beagle, to emerge from his regular Tues-
day fifty-minute hour with a Park Avenue therapist—a
Jungian veterinarian who, for fifty dollars per session,
labors valiantly to convince him that jowls are not a so-
cial drawback—when I came across a sentence at the
bottom of the page that caught my eye like an overdraft
potice. It was jut another item in one of those boiler-
plate specials with a title like “Historagrams” or “Bet-
cha Didn’t Know,” but its magnitude shook me with
the power of the opening strains of Beethoven’s Ninth.
“The sandwich,” it read, “was invented by the Earl of
Sandwich.” Stunned by the news, I read it again and
broke into an involuntary tremble. My mind whirled as
it began to conjure with the immense dreams, the hopes
and obstacles, that must have gone into the invention of
the first sandwich. My eyes became moist as I looked
out the window at the shimmering towers of the city,
and I experienced a sense of eternity, marvelling at
man’s ineradicable place in the universe. Man the inven-
tor! Da Vinci’s notebooks loomed before me—brave
blueprints for the highest aspirations of the human race.
I thought of Aristotle, Dante, Shakespeare. The First
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Folio. Newton, Handel’s Messiah. Monet., Impression-
ism. Edison. Cubism. Stravinsky. E = m¢?. .,

Holding firmly to a mental picture of the first sand-
wich lying encased at the British Museum, I spent the
ensuing three months working up a brief biography of
its great inventor, his nibs the Earl. Though my grasp
of history is a bit shaky, and though my capacity for
romanticizing easily dwarfs that of the average acid-
head, I bope I have captured at least the essence of this
unappreciated genius, and that these sparse notes will
inspire a true historian to take it from here.

1718: Birth of the Earl of Sandwich to upper-class
parents. Father is delighted at being appointed chief
farrier to His Majesty the King—a position he will en-
joy for several years, until he discovers he is a black-
smith and resigns embittered. Mother is a simple Haus-
frau of German extraction, whose uneventful menu
consists essentially of lard and gruel, although she does
show some flair for the culinary imagination in her abil-
ity to concoct a passable sillabub.

1725-35: Attends school, where he is taught horse-
back riding and Latin. At school he comes in contact
with cold cuts for the first time and displays an unusual
interest in thinly sliced strips of roast beef and ham. By
graduation this has become an obsession, and although
his paper on “The Analysis and Attendant Phenomena
of Snacks™ arouses interest among the faculty, his class-
mates regard him as odd.

1736: Enters Cambridge University, at his parents’
behest, to pursue studies in rhetoric and metaphysics,
but displays little enthusiasm for either. In constant re-
volt against everything academic, he is charged with
stealing loaves of bread and performing unnatural ex-
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periments with them. Accusations of heresy result in his
expulsion.

1738: Disowned, he sets out for the Scandinavian
countries, where he spends three years in intensive re-
search on cheese. He is much taken with the many va-
rieties of sardines he encounters and writes in his note-
book, “I am convinced that there is an enduring reality,
beyond anything man has yet attained, in the juxtaposi-
tion of foodstuffs. Simplify, simplify,” Upon his return
to England, he meets Nell Smallbore, a greengrocer’s
daughter, and they marry. She is to teach him all he
will ever know about lettuce.

1741; Living in the country on 2 small inheritance,
be works day and night, often skimping on meals to
save money for food. His first completed work—a slice
of bread, a slice of bread on top of that, and a slice of
turkey on top of both-—fails miserably. Bitterly disap-
pointed, he returns to his studio and begins again,

1745: After four years of frenzied labor, he is con-
vinced he is on the threshold of success. He exhibits
before his peers two slices of turkey with a slice of
bread in the middle. His work is rejected by all but
David Hume, who senses the imminence of something
great and. encourages him. Heartened by the philoso-
pher's friendship, he returns to work with renewed
vigor,

1747: Destitute, he can no longer afford to work in
roast beef or turkey and switches o ham, which is
cheaper.

1750: In the spring, he exhibits and demonstrates
three consecutive slices of ham stacked on one another;
this arouses some interest, mosﬂy in intellectnal circles,
but the general public remains unmoved. Three slices
of bread on top of one another add to his reputation,
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and while a mature style is not yet evident, he is sent
for by Voltaire,

1751: Journeys to France, where the dramatist-phi-
losopher has achieved some interesting results with
bread and mayonnaise. The two men become friendly
and begin a correspondence that is to end abruptly
when Voltaire runs out of stamps.

1758: His growing acceptance by opinion-makers
wins him a commission by the Queen to fix “something
special” for a luncheon with the Spanish ambassador.
He works day and night, tearing up hundreds of blue-
prints, but finally-—at 4:17 A.M., April 27, 1758—he
creates a work consisting of several strips of ham en-
closed, top and bottom, by two slices of rye bread. In a
burst of inspiration, he garnishes the work with mus-
tard. It is an immediate sensation, and he is commis-
sioned to prepare all Saturday luncheons for the re-
mainder of the year.

1760: He follows one success with another, creating
“sandwiches,” as they are called in his honor, out of
roast beef, chicken, tongue, and nearly every conceiv-
able cold cut. Not content to repeat tried formulas, he
seeks out new ideas and devises the combination sand-
wich, for which he receives the Order of the Garter.

1769: Living on a country estate, he is visited by the
greatest men of his century; Haydn, Kant, Rousseau,
and Ben Franklin stop at his home, some enjoying his
remarkable creations at table, others ordering to go.

1778: Though aging physically he still strives for
new forms and writes in his diary, “I work long into the
cold nights and am toasting everything now in an ef-
fort to keep warm,” Later that year, his open hot
roast-beef sandwich creates a scandal with its frankness,




30 GETTING EVEN

1783: To celebrate his sixty-fifth birthday, he in-
vents the hamburger and tours the great capitals of the
world personally, making burgers at concert halls before
large and appreciative audiences, In Germany, Goethie
suggests serving them on buns—an idea that delights the
Earl, and of the author of Faust he says, “This Goethe,
. he is some fellow.” The remark delights Goethe, al-
though the following year they break intellectually over
the concept of rare, medium, and. well done.

1790: At a retrospective exhibition of his works in
London, he is suddenly taken ill with chest pains and is
thought to be dying, but recovers sufficiently to super- -
vise the construction of a hero sandwich by a group of
talented followers. Its unveiling in Italy causes a riot,
and it remains misunderstood by all but a few critics.

1792: He develops a genu varum, which he fails to
treat in time, and succumbs in his sleep. He is laid to
Test in Westminster Abbey, and thousands mourn his
passing.-At his funeral, the great German poet Holder-
lin sums up his achievements with undisguised rever-
ence: “He freed mankind from the hot lunch. We owe
him so much.”



Death
Knoeks

(The play takes place in the bedroom of the Nat Acker-
mans’ two-story house, somewhere in Kew Gardens.
The carpeting is wall-to-wall, There is a big double bed
and a large vanity. The room is elaborately furnished
and curtained, and on the walls there are several paint-
ings and a not really atiractive barometer. Soft theme
music as the curtain rises, Nat Ackerman, a bald,
baunchy fifty-seven-year-old dress manufacturer is ly-
ing on the bed finishing off tomorrow’s Daily News. He
wears a bathrobe and slippers, and reads by a bed light
clipped to the white headboard of the bed. The time is
near midnight. Suddenly we hear a noise, and Nat sits
up and looks at the window.)

Nat: What the hell is that?

{Climbing awkwardly through the window is a som-~
bre, caped figure. The intruder wears a black hood and
skintight black clothes. The hood covers his head but
not his face, which is middle-aged and stark white. He
is something like Nat in appearance. He huffs audibly
and then trips over the windowsill and falls into the
room.)

Death (for it is no one else): Jesus Christ, I nearly
broke my neck.
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Nat (watching with bewilderment): Who are you?

Death: Death,

Nat: Who? ,

Death: Death. Listen—can I sit down? I nearly
broke my neck. I'm shaking like a leaf.

Nat: Who are you?

Death: Death. You got a glass of water?

Nat: Death? What do you mean, Death?

Death: What is wrong with you? You see the black
costume and the whitened face?

Nat: Yeah.

Death: Is it Halloween?

Nat: No.

Death: Then I'm Death. Now can 1 get a glass of
water—or a Fresca?

Nat: If this is some joke—

Death: What kind of joke? You're fifty-seven? Nat
Ackerman? One-eighteen Pacific Street? Unless I blew
it~—where’s that call sheet? (He fumbles through
pocket, finally producing a card with an address on it.
It seems to check.)

Nat: What do you want with me?

Death: What do I want? What do you think I want?

Nat: You must be kidding. P'm in perfect health.

Death (unimpressed): Ub-huh, (Looking around)
This is a nice place. You do it yourself?

- Nat: We had a decorator, but we worked with her.

Death (looking at picture on the wall): 1 love those
kids with the big eyes.

Nat: I don’t want to go yet.

Death: You don’t want to go? Please don’t start in,
As it is, 'm nauseous from the climb.

Nat: What climb? :

Death: I climbed up the drainpipe. I was trying to
make a dramatic entrance. I see the big windows and
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you're awake reading. I figure it’s worth a shot. T'll
climb up and enter with 2 little—you know . . . (Snaps
fingers) Meanwhile, I get my heel caught on some vines,
the drainpipe breaks, and I'm hanging by a thread.
Then my cape begins to tear. Look, let’s just go. It’s
been a rough night,

Nat: You broke my drainpipe?

Death: Broke, It didn’t break. It’s a little bent. Didn’t
you hear anything? I slammed into the ground.

Nat: I was reading.

Death: You must have really been engrossed, (Lifting
newspaper Nat was reading) “NAB COEDS IN POT
ORGY.” Can I borrow this?

Nat: I'm not finished.

Death; Er—I don’t know how to put this to you,
pal...
Nat: Why didn’t you just ring downstairs?

Death: I'm telling you, I could have, but how does
it Iook? This way I get a little drama going, Something,
Did you read Faust?

Nat: What?

Death: And what if you had company? You're sit-
ting there with important people. I'm Death—1I should
ring the bell and traipse right in the front? Where's
your thinking?

Nat: Listen, Mister, it’s very late,

Death: Yeah. Well, you want to go?

Nat: Go where?

Death: Death. It. The Thing. The Happy Hunting
Grounds. (Looking at his own knee) Y’know, that’s a
pretty bad cut, My first job, I'm liable to get gangrene
yet.

Nat; Now, wait a minute, I need time. I'm not ready
to go. :
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Death: I'm sorry. I can’t help you. I'd like to, but it’s
the moment.

Nat: How can it be the moment? I just merged with
Modiste Originals.

Death: What's the difference, a couple of bucks more
or less, -

Nat: Sure, what do you care? You guys probably
have all your expenses paid.

Death: You want to come along now?

Nat (studying him): 'm sorry, but I cannot believe
you’re Death,

Death: Why? What'd you expect—Rock Hudson?

Nat: No, it’s not that,

Death: I'm sorry if I disappointed you.

Nat: Don’t get upset. I don’t know, I always thought
yowdbe...uh... taller,

Death: I'm five seven. It’s average for my weight.

Nat: You look a little like me.

Death: Who should I look like? I'm your death.

Nat: Give me some time. Another day.

Death: ¥ can’t. What do you want me to say?

Nat: One more day. Twenty-four hours,

Death: What do you need it for? The radio said rain
tomorrow.

Nat: Can’t we work out something?

Death: Like what?

Nat: You play chess?

Death: No, I don't.

Nat: I once saw a picture of you playing chess.

Death: Couldn’t be me, because 1 don’t play chess.
Gin rummy, maybe.

Nat: You play gin rummy?

Death: Do I play gin rummy? Is Paris a city?

Nat: You’re good, huh?

Death: Very good. -
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Nat: I'll tell you what I'll do—

Death: Don't make any deals with me.

Nat: I'll play you gin rummy. If you win, I'll go im-
mediately. If I win, give me some more time. A little bit
-—one more day.

Death: Who’s got time to play gin rummy?

Nat: Come on. If you're so good.

Death: Although I feel like a game.. .,

Nat: Come on. Be a sport. We'll shoot for a half
hour,

Death: I really shouldn’t.

Nat: I got the cards right here. Don’t make a produc-
tion.

Death: All right, come on. We’ll play a little, It'll re-
lax me.

Nat (getting cards, pad, and pencil): You won’t re-
gret this.

Death: Don’t give me a sales talk. Get the cards and
give me a Fresca and put out something, For God’s
sake, a stranger drops in, you don’t have potato chips
or pretzels.

Nat: There’s M&M’s downstairs in a dish.

Death: M&M’s, What if the President came? He'd
get M&M’s, too?

Nat: You're not the President,

Death: Deal.

{Nat deals, turns up a five.)

Nat: You want to play a tenth of 2 cent a pomt to
make it interesting?

Death: It’s not interesting enough for you?

Nat: I play better when money’s at stake.

Death: Whatever you say, Newt.

Nat: Nat. Nat Ackerman. You don’t know my name?

Death: Newt, Nat—I got such a headache.

Nat: You want that five?
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Death: No.

Nat: So pick.

Death (surveying his hand as he picks): Jesus, I got
nothing here.

Nat; What's it like?

Death: What's what like?

(Throughout the following, they pick end discard.)

Nat: Death.

Death: What should it be like? You lay there.

Nat: Is there anything after?

Death: Aha, you're saving twos,

Nat: I'm asking. Is there anything after?

Death (absently): You'll see.

Nat: Oh, then I will actually see something?

Death: Well, maybe I shouldn’t have put it that way.
Throw.

Nat: To get an answer from you is a big deal.

Death: P'm playing cards.

Nat: All right, play, play.

Death: Meanwhile, I'm giving you one card after
another,

Nat: Don’t look through the discards.

Death: Pm not looking, I'm straightening them up.
What was the knock card?

Nat: Four. You ready to knock already?

Death: Who said Fm ready to knock? All I asked
was what was the knock card?

Nat: And all I asked was is there anything for me to
look forward to.

Death: Play.

Nat: Can’t you tell me anythmg? Where do we go?

Death: We? To tell you the truth, you fall in a crum-
pled heap on the floor.

Nat: Oh, I can’t wait for that! Is it going to huri?

Death: Be over in a second.
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Nat: Terrific. (Sighs) I needed this. A man merges
with Modiste Originals . ., '

Death: How's four points?

Nat: You’re knocking?

Death: Four points is good?

Nat: No, I got two.

Death: You're kidding.

Nat: No, vou lose.

Death: Holy Christ, and I thought you were saving
sixes.

Nat: No. Your deal. Twenty points and two boxes.
Shoot. (Death deals.) 1 must fall on the floor, ¢h? I
can’t be standing over the sofa when it happens?

Death: No. Play.

Nat: Why not? :

Death: Because you fall on the floor! Leave me
alone. I'm frying to concentrate,

Nat: Why must it be on the floor? That’s all I'm say-
ing! Why can’t the whole thing happen and I'll stand
next to the sofa?

Death: I'll try my best. Now can we play?

Nat: That’s all I'm saying. You remind me of Moe
Lefkowitz. He's also stubborn.

Death: I remind him of Moee Lefkowitz. I'm one of
the most terrifying figures you. could possibly imagine,
and him ] remind of Moe Lefkowitz. What is he, a
furrier?

Nat: You should be such a furrier. He’s good for
eighty thousand a year. Passementeries, He’s got his
own factory. Two points.

Death: What?

Nat: Two points. Pm knocking. What have you got?

Death: My hand is like a basketball score.

Nat; And it’s spades.

Death: If you didn’t talk so much,
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(They redeal and play on.)

Nat: What'd you mean before when you said this
was your first job?

Death: What does it sound like?

Nat: What are you telling me—that nobody ever
went before?

Death: Sure they went, But I didn’t take them,

Nat: So who did?

Death: Others.

Nat: There’s others?

Death: Sure, Each one has his own personal way of
going, '

Nat: I never knew that.

Death: Why should you know? Who are you?

Nat: What do you mean who am 1? Why—I’m noth-
ing?

Death: Not nothing, You’re a dress manufacturer.
Where do you come to knowledge of the eternal mys-
teries?

Nat: What are you talking about? I make a beautifal
dollar, I sent two kids through college. One is.in adver-
tising, the other’s married. I got my own home. I drive a
Chrysler. My wife has whatever she wants. Maids, mink
coat, vacations. Right now she’s at the Eden Roc, Fifty
dollars a day because she wants to be near her sister,
I'm supposed to join her next week, so what do you
think I am—some guy off the street?

Death: All right. Don’t be so touchy,

Nat: Who’s touchy?

Death: How would you like it if I got insulted
quickly?

Nat: Did I insult you?

Death: You didn’t say you were disappointed in me?

Nat: What do you expect? You want me to throw
you a block party?
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Death: I'm not talking about that. I mean me person-
ally. I'm too short, I'm this, I’'m that. '

Nat: I said you looked like me. It’s like a reﬂectlon

Death: All right, deal, deal.

(They continue to play as music steals in and the
lights dim until all is in total darkness. The lights slowly
come up again, and now it is later and their game is
over. Nat tallies.)

Nat: Sixty-eight . . , one-fifty . . . Well, you lose..

Death (dejectedly looking through the deck): 1 knew
I shouldn’t have thrown that nine. Damn it.

Nat: So I'll see you tomorrow,

Death; What do you mean you’l! see me tomorrow?

Nat: I won the extra day. Leave me alone.

Death: You were serious?

Nat: We made a deal.

Death: Yeah, but—

Nat: Don’t “but” me, I won twenty-four hours. Come
back tomorrow.

Death: I didn't know we were actually playing for
time. ‘

Nat: That's too bad about you. You should pay
attention. _

Death: Where am I going to go for twenty-four
hours?

Nat: What's the difference? The main thing is I won
an extra day.

Death: What do you want me to do—walk the
streets?

Nat: Check into a hotel and go to a movie. Take a
schvitz. Don’t make a federal case.

Death: Add the score again.

Nat: Plus you owe me twenty-eight dollars.

Death: What?

Nat: That’s right, Buster. Here it is—tead it
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Death (going through pockets): I have a few singles
—not twenty-eight dollars.

Nat: I'll take a check.

Death: From what account?

Nat: Look who I’'m dealing with,

Death: Sue me. Where do I keep my checking ac-
count?

Nat: All right, gimme what you got and we’ll call it
square.

Death: Listen, I need that money.

Nat: Why should you need money?

Death: What are you talking about? You’re going to
the Beyond. '

Nat: So?

Death: So—you know how far that is?

Nat; So?

Death: So where’s gas? Where's tolls?

Nat: We're going by car!

Death: You'll find out. (Agitatedly) Look—T1l be
back tomorrow, and you'll give me a chance to win the
money back. Otherwise I'm in definite trouble.

Nat: Anything you want. Double or nothing we'll
play. I'm liable to win an extra week or a month. The
way you play, maybe years.

Death: Meantime I'm stranded.,

Nat: See you tomorrow.

Death (being edged to the doorway) : Where's a good
hotel? What am 1 talking about hotel, I got no money.
I’ll go sit in Bickford’s. (He picks up the News.)

Nat: Out. Out. That’s my paper. (He takes it back.)

Death (exiting): I couidn’t just take him and go. I
had to get involved in rummy.

Nat (calling after him): And be careful going down-
stairs. On one of the steps the rug is loose.
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(And, on cue, we hear a terrific crash. Nat sighs, then
crosses to the bedside table and makes a phone call.)

Nat: Hello, Moe? Me. Listen, I don’t know if some-
body’s playing a joke, or what, but Death was just here.
We played a little gin . . . No, Death. In person. Or
somebody who claims to be Death. But, Moe, he’s such
a schiep! '

CURTAIN




Spring
Bulletin

The number of college bulletins and adult-education
come-ons that keep turning up in my mailbox con-
vinces me that I must be on a special mailing list for
dropouts, Not that 'm complaining; there is something
about a list of extension courses that piques my interest
with a fascination hitherto reserved for a catalogue of
Hong Kong honeymoon accessories, sent to me once by
mistake. Each time I read through the latest bulletin of
extension courses, I make immediate plans to drop ev-
erything and return to school. (I was ejected from
college many years ago, the victim of unproved accusa-
tions not unlike those once attached to Yellow Kid
Weil.) So far, however, I am still an uneducated, unex-
tended adult, and I have fallen into the habit of brows-
ing through an imaginary, handsomely printed course
bulletin that is more or less typical of them all:

Summer Session

"Economic Theory: A systematic application and critical
evaluation of the basic analytic concepts of economic
theory, with an emphasis on money and why it’s good.
Fixed coefficient production functions, cost and supply
curves, and nonconvexity comprise the first semester,
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with the second semester concentrating on spending,
making change, and keeping a neat wallet. The Federal
Reserve System is analyzed, and advanced students are
coached in the proper method of filling out a deposit
slip. Other topics include: Inflation and Depression—
how to dress for each. Loans, interest, welching.

History of European Civilization: Ever since the discov-
ery of a fossilized eohippus in the men’s washroom at
Siddon’s Cafeteria in Bast Rutherford, New Jersey, it
has been suspected that at one time Europe and Amer-
ica were connected by a strip of land that later sank or
became East Rutherford, New Jersey, or both. This
throws a new perspective on the formation of European
society and enables historians to conjecture about why
it sprang up in an area that would have made a much
better Asia. Also studied in the course is the decision
to hold the Renaissance in Italy.

Introduction to Psychology: The theory of human be-
havior. Why some men are called “lovely individuals”
and why there are others you just want to pinch. Is
there a split between mind and body, and, if so, which
is better to have? Aggression and rebellion are dis-
cussed. (Students particularly interested in these aspects
of psychology are advised to take one of these Winter
Term courses: Introduction to Hostility; Intermediate
Hostility; Advanced Hatred; Theoretical Foundations
of Loathing.) Special consideration is given to a study
of consciousness as opposed to unconsciousness, with
many helpful hints on how to remain conscious.

Psychopathology: Aimed at understanding obsessions
and phobias, including the fear of being suddenly cap-
tured and stuffed with crabmeat, reluctance to return a
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volleyball serve, and the inability to say the word “mack-
inaw” in the presence of women. The compulsion to
seek out the company of beavers is analyzed.

Philosophy I: Everyone from Plato to Camus is read,
and the following topics are covered:

Ethics: The categorical imperative, and six ways to
make it work for you.

Aesthetics: Is art the mirror of life, or what?

Metaphysics: What happens to the soul after death?
How does it manage?

Epistemology: Is knowledge knowable? If not, how
do we know this?

The Absurd: Why existence is often considered silly,
particularly for men who wear brown-and-white shoes.
Manyness and oneness are studied as they relate to
otherness. (Students achieving oneness will move ahead
to twoness, )

Philosophy XXIX-B: Introduction to God. Confronta-
tion with the Creator of the universe through informal
lectures and field trips,

The New Mathematics: Standard mathematics has re-

cently been rendered obsolete by the discovery that for
years we have been writing the nurmeral five backward.

This has led to a reévaluation of counting as a method

of getting from one to ten. Students are taught advanced

concepts of Boolean Algebra, and formerly unsolvable

equations are dealt with by threats of reprisals.

Fundamental Astronomy: A detailed study of the uni-
verse and its care and cleaning. The sun, which is made
of gas, can explode at any moment, sending our entire
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planetary system hurtling to destruction; students are
advised what the average citizen can do in such a case,
They are also taught to identify various constellations,
such as the Big Dipper, Cygnus the Swan, Sagittarivs
the Archer, and the twelve stars that form Lumides the
Pants Salesman,

Modern Biology: How the body functions, and where
it can usually be found. Blood is analyzed, and it is
learned why it is the best possible thing to have cours-
ing through one’s veins. A frog is dissected by students
and its digestive tract is compared with man’s, with the
frog giving a good account of itself except on curries.

Rapid Reading: This course will increase reading speed
a little each day until the end of the term, by which time
the student will be required to read The Brothers Kara-
mazov in fifteen minutes. The method is to scan the
page and eliminate everything except pronouns from
one’s field of vision. Soon the pronouns are eliminated.
Gradually the student is encouraged to nap. A frog is
dissected. Spring comes. People marry and die. Pinker-
ton does not return,

Musicology ITI: The Recorder. The student is taught
how to play “Yankee Doodle” on this end-blown
wooden fiute, and progresses rapidly to the Branden-
burg Concertos. Then slowly back to “Yankee Doodle.”

Music Appreciation; In order to “hear” a great piece of
music correctly, one must: (1) know the birthplace of
the composer, (2) be able to tell a rondo from a
scherzo, and back it up with action. Attitude is impor-
tant, Smiling is bad form unless the composer has in-
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tended the music to be funny, as in Till Eulenspiegel,
which abounds in musical jokes (although the trombone
has the best lines.) The ear, too, must be trained, for it
is our most easily deceived organ and can be made to
- think it is a nose by bad placement of stereo speakers.
Other topics include: The four-bar rest and its potential
as a political weapon. The Gregorian Chant: Which
monks kept the beat.

Writing for the Stage: All drama is conflict. Character
development is also very important. Also what they say.
Students learn that long, dull speeches are not so effec-
tive, while short, “funny” ones seem to go over well.
Simplified audience psychology is explored: Why is a
play about a lovable old character named Gramps often
not as interesting in the theatre as staring at the back of
someone’s head and trying to make him turn around?
Interesting aspects of stage history are also examined.
For example, before the invention of italics, stage di-
rections were often mistaken for dialogue, and great
actors frequently found themselves saying, “John rises,
crosses left.” This naturally led to embarrassment and,
on some occasions, dreadful notices. The phenomenon
is analyzed in detail, and students are guided in avoiding
mistakes. Required text: A. F. Shulte’s Shakespeare:
Was He Four Women?

Introduction to Social Work: A course designed to in-
struct the social worker who is interested in going out
“in the field.” Topics covered include: how to organize
street gangs into basketball teams, and vice versa; play-
grounds as a means of preventing juvenile crime, and
how to get potentially homicidal cases to try the sliding
pond; discrimination; the broken home; what to do if
you are hit with a bicycle chain.
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Yeats and Hygiene, A Comparative Study: The poetry
of William Butler Yeats is analyzed against a back-
ground of proper dental care. (Course open to a limited
number of students.)




Hassidie Tales, with
a Guide to Their
Interpretation by
the Noted Scholar

A man journeyed to Chelm in order to seek the advice
of Rabbi Ben Kaddish, the holiest of all ninth-century
rabbis and perhaps the greatest noodge of the medieval
era. :

“Rabbi,” the man asked, “where can I find peace?”

The Hassid surveyed him and said, “Quick, look be-
hind you!” .

The man tumed around, and Rabbi Ben Kaddish
smashed him in the back of the head with a candiestick.
“Is that peaceful enough for you?” he chuckled, adjust-
ing his yarmulke.

In this tale, a meaningless question is asked. Not only
is the question meaningless but so is the man who jour-
neys to Chelm to ask it. Not that he was so far away
from Chelm to begin with, but why shouldn’t he stay
where he is? Why is he bothering Rabbi Ben Kaddish—
the Rabbi doesn’t have enough trouble? The truth is,
the Rabbi’s in over his head with gamblers, and he has
also been named in a paternity case by a Mrs. Hecht.
No, the point of this tale is that this man has nothing
better to do with his time than journey around and get
on people’s nerves. For this, the Rabbi bashes his head
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in, which, according to the Torah, is one of the most
subtle methods of showing concern. In a similar version
of this tale, the Rabbi leaps on top of the man in a
frenzy and carves the story of Ruth on his nose with a
stylas.

Rabbi Raditz of Poland was a very short rabbi with
a long beard, who was said to have inspired many po-
groms with his sense of humor. One of his disciples
asked, “Who did God like better—Moses or Abra-
ham?”

“Abraham,” the Zaddik said.

“But Moses led the Israelites to the Promised Land,”
said the disciple.

“All right, so Moses,” the Zaddik answered.

“] understand, Rabbi. It was a stupid question.”

“Not only that, but you're stupid, your wife’s a
meeskeit, and if you don’t get off my foot you're excom-
municated.”

Here the Rabbi is asked to make a value judgment
between Moses and Abraham. This is not an easy mat-
ter, particularly for a man who has never read the Bible
and bas been faking it. And what is meant by the hope-
lessly relative term “better”? What is “better” to the
Rabbi is not necessarily “better” to his disciple. For in-
stance, the Rabbi likes to sleep on his stomach. The
disciple also likes to sleep on the Rabbi’s stomach. The
problem here is obvious. It should also be noted that to
step on a rabbi’s foot (as the disciple does in the tale) is
a sin, according to the Torah, comparable to the fon-
dling of matzos with any intent other than eating them.
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A man who could not marry off his ugly daughter
visited Rabbi Shimmel of Cracow. “My heart is heavy,”
he told the Rev, “because God has given me an ugly
daughter.”

“How ugly?” the Seer asked.

“If she were lying on a plate with a herring, you
wouldn't be able to tell the difference.”
~ The Seer of Cracow thought for a long time and fi-

nally asked, “What kind of herring?”

The man, taken aback by the query, thought quickly
and said, “Er—DBismarck.”

“Too bad,” the Rabbi said. “If it was Maatjes, she'd
have a better chance.”

Here is a tale that illustrates the tragedy of transient
qualities such as beauty. Does the girl actually resemble
a herring? Why not? Have you seen some of the things
walking around these days, particularly at resort areas?
And even if she does, are not all creatures beautiful in
God’s eyes? Perhaps, but if a girl looks more at home in
a jar of wine sauce than in an evening gown she’s got
big problems. Oddly enough, Rabhi Shimmel’s own wife
was said to resemble a squid, but this was only in the
face, and she more than made up for it by her hacking
cough—the point of which escapes me.

Rabbi Zwi Chaim Yisroel, an Orthodox scholar of
the Torah and a man who developed whining to an art
unheard of in the West, was unanimously hailed as the
wisest man of the Renaissance by his fellow-Hebrews,
who totalled a sixteenth of one per cent of the popula-
tion. Once, while he was-on his way to synagogue to
celebrate the sacred Jewish holiday commemorating
God’s reneging on every promise, a woman stopped him
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and asked the following guestion: “Rabbi, why are we
not allowed to eat pork?”
“We’re not?” the Rev said incredulously. *“Uh-oh.”

This is one of the few stories in all Hassidic literature
that deals with Hebrew law. The Rabbi knows he
shouldn’t eat pork; he doesn’t care, though, because he
likes pork. Not only does he like pork; he gets a kick out
of rolling Easter eggs. In short, he cares very little about
traditional Orthodoxy and regards God’s covenant with
Abraham as “just so much chin music.” Why pork was
proscribed by Hebraic law is still unclear, and some
scholars believe that the Torah merely suggested not

“eating pork at certain restaurants.

Rabbi Baumel, the scholar of Vitebsk, decided to em-
bark on a fast to protest the unfair law prohibiting
Russian Jews from wearing loafers outside the ghetto.
For sixteen weeks, the holy man lay on a crude pallet,
staring at the ceiling and refusing nourishment of any
kind. His pupils feared for his life, and then one day a
woman came to his bedside and, leaning down to the
learned scholar, asked, “Rabbi, what color hair did
Esther have?”’ The Rev turned weakly on his side and
faced her. “Look what she picks to ask me!” he said.

“You know what kind of a headache I got from sixteen

weeks without a bite!” With that, the Rabbi’s disciples
escorted her personally into the sukkah, where she ate
bounteously from the horn of plenty until she got the
tab. :

This is a subtle treatment of the problem of pride and
vanity, and seems to imply that fasting is a big mistake.
Particularly on an empty stomach. Man does not bring
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on his own unhappiness, and suffering is really God’s
will, although why He gets such a kick out of it is be-
yond me. Certain Orthodox tribes believe suffering is
the only way to redeem oneself, and scholars write of a
cult called the Essenes, who deliberately went around
bumping into walls. God, according to the later books
of Moses, is benevolent, although there are still a great
many subjects he’d rather not go into.

Rabbi Yekel of Zans, who had the best diction in the
world until a Gentile stole his resonant underwear,
dreamed three nights running that if he would only
journey to Vorki he would find a great treasure there.
Bidding his wife and children goodbye, he set out on a
trip, saying he would return in ten days. Two years
later, he was found wandering the Urals and emotion-
ally involved with a panda. Cold and starving, the Rev
was taken back to his home, where he was revived with
steaming soup and flanken. Following that, he was given
something to eat. After dinner, he told this story: Three
days out of Zans, he was set upon by wild nomads.
When they learned he was a Jew, they forced him to
alter all their sports jackets and take in their trousers.
As if this were not humiliation enough, they put sour
cream in his ears and sealed them with wax. Finally, the
Rabbi escaped and headed for the nearest town, wind-
ing up in the Urals instead, because he was ashamed to
ask directions.

After telling the story, the Rabbi rose and went into
his bedroom to sleep, and, behold, under his pillow was
the treasure that he originally sought. Ecstatic, he got
down and thanked God. Three days later, he was back
wandering in the Urals again, this time in a rabbit suit.
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The above small masterpiece amply illustrates the
absurdity of mysticism. The Rabbi dreams three straight
nights. The Five Books of Moses subtracted from the
Ten Commandments leaves five. Minus the brothers
Jacob and Esau leaves three. It was reasoning like this
that led Rabbi Yitzhok Ben Levi, the great Jewish
mystic, to hit the double at Aqueduct fifty-two days
running and still wind up on relief.




The Gossage —
Vardebedian

Papers

My Dear Vardebedian:

I was more than a bit chagrined today, on going
through the morning’s mail, to find that my letter of
September 16, containing my twenty-second move
(knight to the king’s fourth square), was returned un-
opened due to a small error in addressing—precisely,
the omission of your name and residence (how Freu-
dian can one get?), coupled with a failure to append
postage. That I have been disconcerted of late due to
equivocation in the stock market is no secret, and
though on the above-mentioned September 16 the cul-
mination of a long-standing downward spiral dropped
Amalgamated Anti-Matter off the Big Board once and
for all, reducing my broker suddenly to the legume fam-
ily, I do not offer this as an excuse for my negligence
and monumental ineptitude, I goofed. Forgive me. That
you failed to notice the missing letter indicates a certain
disconcertion on your part, which I put down to zeal,
but heaven knows we all make mistakes. That’s life—
and chess,

Well, then, the error laid bare, simple rectification
follows. If you would be so good as to transfer my
knight to your king’s fourth square I think we may pro-
ceed with our little game more accurately. The an-
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nouncement of checkmate which yon made in this
morning’s mail is, I fear, in all fairness, a false alarm,
and if you will reéxamine the positions in light of to-
day’s discovery, you will find that it is your king that
lies close to mate, exposed and undefended, an immo-
bile target for my predatory bishops. Ironic, the vicis-
situdes of miniature war! Fate, in the guise of the dead-
letter office, waxes omnipotent and—voild/-—the worm
turns. Once again, I beg you accept sincerest apologies
for the unfortunate carelessness, and I await anxiously
your next move,

Enclosed is my forty-fifth move: My knight captures
your gueen,

Sincerely,
Gossage

Gossage:

Received the letter this morning containing your
forty-fifth move (your knight captures my queen?}, and
also your lengthy explanation regarding the mid-Sept-
ember ellipsis in our correspondence. Let me see if I
understand you correctly. Your knight, which I removed
from the board weeks ago, you now claim should be
resting on the king’s fourth square, owing to a letter lost
in the mail twenty-three moves ago. I was not aware that
any such mishap had occurred, and remember distinctly
your making a twenty-second move, whick I think was
your rook to the queen’s sixth square, where it was sub-
sequently butchered in a gambit of yours that misfired
tragically. .

Currently, the king’s fourth square is occupied by my
rook, and as you are knightless, the dead-letter office
notwithstanding, I cannot quite understand what piece
you are using to capture my queen with. What I think
you mean, as most of your pieces are blockaded, is that
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you request your king be moved to my bishop’s fourth
square (your only possibility)-—an adjustment I have
taken the liberty of making and then countering with
today’s move, my forty-sixth, wherein I capture your
queen and put your king in check. Now your letter be-
comes clearer, :
I think now the last remaining moves of the game can
be played out with smoothness and alacrity.
Faithfully,
Vardebedian

Vardebedian:

I have just finished perusing your latest note, the one
containing a bizarre forty-sixth move dealing with the
removal of my queen from a square on which it has not
rested for eleven days. Through patient calculation, I
think I have hit upon the cause of your confusion and
misunderstanding of the existing facts. That your rook
rests on the king's fourth square is an impossibility com-
mensurate with two like snowflakes; if you will refer
back to the ninth move of the game, you will see clearly
that your rook has long been captured. Indeed, it was
that same daring sacrificial combination that ripped
your center and cost you both your rooks, What are
they doing on the board now? -

I offer for your consideration that what happened is
as follows: The intensity of foray and whirlwind ex-
changes on and about the twenty-second move left you
in a state of slight dissociation, and in your anxiety to
hold your own at that point you failed to notice that my
usual letter was not forthcoming but instead moved
your own pieces twice, giving you a somewhat unfair
advantage, wouldn’t you say? This is over and done
with, and to retrace our steps tediously would be diffi-
cult, if not impossible. Therefore, I feel the best way to
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rectify this entire matter is to allow me the opportunity
of two consecutive moves at this time, Fair is fair,
First, then, I take your bishop with my pawn. Then,

" as this leaves your queen unprotected, I capture her

also. I thivk we can now proceed wtih the last stages
unhampered.
Sincerely,
Gossage

P.S.: I am enclosing a diagram showing exactly how
the board looks, for your edification in your closing
play. As yom can see, your king is trapped, unguarded
and alone in the center. Best to you.

G.

Gossage:

Received your latest letter today, and while it was
tust shy of coherence, I think I can see where your be-
wilderment lies. From your enclosed diagram, it has
become apparent to me that for the past six weeks we
have been playing two completely different chess games
-—myself according to our correspondence, you more
in keeping with the world as you would have it, rather
than with any rational system of order. The knight move
which allegedly got lost in the mail would have been
impossible on the twenty-second move, as the piece was
then standing on the edge of the last file, and the move
you describe would have brought it to rest on the cof-

‘fee table, next to the board.

As for granting you two consecutive moves to make
up for one allegedly lost in the mail—surely you jest,
Pops. 1 will honor your first move (you may take my
bishop), but I cannot allow the second, and as it is now
my turn, I retaliate by removing your queen with my
rook. The fact that you tell me I have no rooks means
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little in actuality, as I need only glance downward at
the board to see them darting about with cunning and
vigor.

Finally, that diagram of what you fantasize the board
to look like indicates a freewheeling, Marx Brothers
approach to the game, and, while amusing, this hardly
speaks well for your assimilation of Nimzowitsch on
Chess, which you hustled from the library under your
. alpaca sweater last winter, because I saw you. I suggest
you study the diagram I enclose and rcarrange your
board accordingly, that we might finish up with some
degree of precision.

Hopefully,
Vardebedian

Vardebedian:

Not wanting to protract an already disoriented busi-
ness (I know your recent illness has left your usually
hardy constitution somewhat fragmented and disor-
ganized, causing a mild breach with the real world as
we know it), I must take this opportunity to undo our
sordid tangle of circumstances before it progresses ir-
revocably to a Kafkaesque conclusion.

. Had I realized you were not gentleman enough to al-
low me an equalizing second move, I would not, on my
forty-sixth move, have permitted my pawn to capture
your bishop. According to your own diagram, in fact,
these two pieces were so placed as to render that impos-
sible, bound as we are to rules established by the World
Chess Federation and not the New York State Boxing
Commission. Without doubting that your intent was con-
structive in removing my queen, I interject that only
disaster can ensue when you arrogate to yourself this
arbitrary power of decision and begin to play dictator,
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masking tactical blunders with duplicity and aggression
—a habit you decried in our world leaders several
months ago in your paper on “De Sade and Non-
Violence.”

Unfortunately, the game having gone on non-stop, I
have not been able to calculate exactly on which square
you ought to replace the purloined knight, and I sug-
gest we leave it to the gods by having me close my eyes
and toss it back on the board, agreeing to accept what-
ever spot it may Jand on. It should add an element of
spice to our little encounter. My forty-seventh move:
My rook captures your knight.

Sincerely,
Gossage

Gossage:

How curious your last letter was! Well-intended, con-
cise, containing all the elements that would appear to
make up what passes among certain reference groups as
a communicative effect, yet tinged throughout by what
Jean-Paul Sartre is so fond of referring to as “pothing-
ness.” One is immediately struck by a profound sense
of despair, and reminded vividly of the diaries some-
times left by doomed explorers lost at the Pole, or the
letters of German soldiers at Stalingrad. Fascinating
how the senses disintegrate when faced with an occa-
sional black truth, and scamper amuck, substantiating
mirage and constructing a precarious buffer against the
onslaught of all too terrifying existencel

Be that as it may, my friend, I have just spent the
beiter part of a week sorting out the miasma of lunatic
alibis known as your correspondence in an effort to ad-
just matters, that our game may be finished simply
once and for all. Your queen is gone. Kiss it off. So are
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both your rooks. Forget about one bishop altogether,
because I took it. The other is so impotently placed
away from the main action of the game that don’t count
on it or it'll break your heart.

As regards the knight you lost squarely but refuse to
give up, I have replaced it at the only conceivable posi-
tion it could appear, thus granting you the most incredi-
ble brace of unorthodoxies since the Persians whipped
up this little diversion way back when. It lies at my
bishop’s seventh square, and if you can pull your ebbing
faculties together long enough to appraise the board
you will notice this same coveted piece now blocks your
king’s only means of escape from my suffocating pincer.
How fitting that your greedy plot be turned to my ad-
vantage! The knight, grovelling its way back into play,
torpedoes your end game!

My move is queen to kaight five, and I predict mate
in one move.

Cordially.
Vardebedian

Vardebedian:

Obviously the constant tension incurred defending a
series of numbingly hopeless chess positions has ren-
dered the delicate machinery of your psychic apparatus
stuggish, leaving its grasp of external phenomena a jot
flimsy. You give me no alternative but to end the con-
test swiftly and mercifully, removing the pressure before
it leaves you permanently damaged.

Knight—yes, knight!-—to queen six, Check,

Gossage

Gossage:

Bishop to queen five. Checkmate,

Sorry the competition proved too much for you, but
if it’s any consolation, several local chess masters have,
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upon observing my technique, flipped out. Should you
want a rematch, I suggest we try Scrabble, a relatively
new interest of mine, and one that I might conceivably

not run away with so easily.
Vardebedian

Vardebedian:

Rook to knight eight. Checkmate,

Rather than torment you with the further details of
my mate, as I believe you are basically a decent man (one
day, some form of therapy will bear me out), I accept
your invitation to Scrabble in good spirits. Get out your
set. Since you played white in chess and thereby en-
joyed the advantage of the first move (had I known
your limitations, I would have spotted you more), I
shall make the first play. The seven letters I have just
turned up are O, A, E, J, N, R, and Z—an unpromis-
ing jumble that should guarantee, even to the most sus-
picious, the integrity of my draw. Fortunately, however,
an extensive vocabulary, coupled with a penchant for
esoterica, has enabled me to bring etymological order
out of what, to one less literate, might seem a mish-
mash. My first word is “ZANJERO.” Look it up. Now
lay it out, horizontally, the E resting on the center
square. Count carefully, not overlooking the double
word score for an opening move and the fifty-point
bonus for my use of all seven letters. The score is now
116-0.

Your move,

Gossage




Notes |
from the
Overied

(After reading Dostoevaki and the
new “Weight Watchers’’ magazine
on the same plane trip)

I am fat. I am disgustingly fat, I am the fattest human I
know. I have nothing but excess poundage all over my
body. My fingers are fat. My wrists are fat. My eyes are
fat. (Can you imagine fat eyes?) I am hundreds of
pounds overweight. Flesh drips from me like hot fudge
off a sundae. My girth has been an object of disbelief
to everyone who’s seen me, There is no question about
it, 'm a regular fatty. Now, the reader may ask, are
there advantages or disadvantages to being built like a
planet? I do not mean to be facetious or speak in para-
doxes, but I must answer that fat in itself is above
bourgeois morality. It is simply fat. That fat could have
a value of its own, that fat could be, say, evil or pitying,
is, of course, a joke. Absurd! For what is fat after all
but an accumulation of pounds? And what are pounds?
Simply an aggregate composite of cells. Can a cell be
moral? Is a cell beyond good or evil? Who knows——
they’re so small. No, my friend, we must never attempt
o distinguish between good fat and bad fat. We must
train ourselves to confront the obese without judging,
without thinking this man’s fat is first-rate fat and this
poor wretch’s is grubby fat.
Take the case of K. This fellow was porcine to such
a degree that he could not fit through the average door-
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frame without the aid of a crowbar. Indeed, K. would
not think to pass from room %o room in a conventional
dwelling without first stripping completely and then but-
tering himself. 1 am no stranger to the insults K. must
have borne from passing gangs of young rowdies. How
frequently he must have been stung by cries of “Tubby!”
and “Blimp!” How it must have hurt when the governor
of the province turned to him on the Eve of Michaelmas
and said, before many dignitaries, “You hulking pot
of kashal”

Then one day, when K. could stand it no longer, he
dieted. Yes, dieted! First sweets went. Then bread, alco-
hol, starches, sauces. In short, K. gave up the very stuff
that makes a man unable to tie his shoelaces without
help from the Santini Brothers. Gradually he began to
slim down. Rolls of flesh fell from his arms and legs.
Where once he looked roly-poly, he suddenly appeared
in public with a normal build. Yes, even an attractive
build. He seemed the happiest of men. I say “seemed,”
for eighteen years later, when he was near death and
fever raged throughout his slender frame, he was heard
to cry out, “My fat! Bring me my fat! Oh, please! I
must have my fat! Oh, somebody lay some avoirdupois
on me! What a fool I've been. To part with one’s fat! I
must have been in leagne with the Devill” I think that
the point of the story is cbvious.

Now the reader is probably thinking, Why, then, if
you are Lard City, have you not joined a circus? Be-
cause—and I confess this with no small embarrassment
—1I cannot leave the house. I cannot go out because [
cannot get my pants on, My legs are too thick to dress.
They are the living result of more corned beef than
there is on Second Avenue—I would say about twelve
thousand sandwiches per leg. And not all lean, even
though I specified. One thing is certain: If my fat could
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speak, it would probably speak of man’s intense loneli-
ness—with, oh, perbaps a few additional pointers on
how to make a sailboat out of paper. Every pound on
my body wants to be heard from, as do Chins Four
through Twelve inclusive. My fat is strange fat. It has
seen much. My calves alone have lived a lifetime. Mine
is not happy fat, but it is real fat. It is not fake fat. Fake
fat is the worst fat you can have, although I don’t know
if the stores still carry it.

But let me tell you how it was that I became fat. For
I was not always fat. It is the Church that has made me
thus. At one time I was thin—quite thin. So thin, in
fact, that to call me fat would have been an error in per-
ception. I remained thin until -one day—I think it was
my twentieth birthday—when I was having tea and
cracknels with my uncle at a fine restaurant. Suddenly
my uncle put a question to me. “Do you believe in
God?" he asked. “And if so, what do you think He
weighs?” So saying, he took a long and luxurious draw
on his cigar and, in that confident, assured manner he
has cultivated, lapsed into a coughing ﬁt so violent I
thought he would hemorrhage.

“I do not believe in God,” I told him. “For if there
is a God, then tell me, Uncle, why is there poverty and
baldness? Why do some men go through life immune to
a thousand mortal enemies of the race, while others get
a migraine that lasts for weeks? Why are our days num-
bered and not, say, lettered? Answer me, Uncle. Or
‘have I shocked you?”

I knew I was safe in saying this, because nothing ever
shocked the man. Indeed, he had seen his chess tutor’s
mother raped by Turks and would have found the whole
incident amusing had it not taken so much time,

“Good nephew,” he said, “there is a God, despite
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what you think, and He is everywhere. Yes! Every-
where!”

“Everywhere, Uncle? How can you say. that when
you don’t even know for sure if we exist? True, I am
touching your wart at this moment, but could that not
be an illusion? Could not all life be an illusion? Indeed,
are there not certain sects of holy men in the East who
are convinced that nothing exists outside their minds
except for the Oyster Bar at Grand Central Station?
Could it not be simply that we are alone and aimless,
doomed to wander in an indifferent universe, with no
hope of salvation, nor any prospect except misery,
death, and the empty reality of eternal nothing?”

I could see that I made a deep impression on my
uncle with this, for be said to me, “You wonder why
you're not invited to more parties! Jesus, you’re mor-
bid!” He accused me of being nihilistic and then said,
in that cryptic way the senile have, “God is not always
where one seeks Him, but I assure you, dear nephew,
He is everywhere. In these cracknels, for instance.”
With that, he departed, leaving me his blessing and a
check that read like the tab for an aircraft carrier.

I returned home wondering what it was he meant by
that one simple statement “He is everywhere. In these
cracknels, for instance.” Drowsy by then, and out of
sorts, 1 lay down on my bed and took a brief nap. In
that time, I had a dream that was to change my life
forever. In the dream, I am strolling in the country,
when I suddenly notice I am hungry. Starved, if you
will. I come upon a restaurant and I enter. I order the
open-hot-roast-beef sandwich and a side of French. The
waitress, who resembles my landlady (a thoroughly in-
sipid woman who reminds one instantly of some of the
hairier lichens), tries to tempt me into ordering the
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chicken salad, which doesn’t look fresh. As I am con-
versing with this woman, she turns into a twenty-four-
piece started set of silverware. I become hysterical with
laughter, which suddenly turns to tears and then into a
serious ear infection. The room is suffused with a radi-
ant glow, and I see a shimmering figure approach on a
white steed, It is my podiatrist, and I fall to the ground
with guilt.

Such was my dream. I awoke with a tremendous
sense of well-being. Suddenly I was optimistic. Every-
thing was clear. My uncle’s statement reverberated to
the core of my very existence. I went to the kitchen and
started to eat. I ate everything in sight. Cakes, breads,

“cereals, meat, fruits. Succulent chocolates, vegetables in
sauce, wines, fish, creams and noodles, éclairs, and
wursts totalling in excess of sixty thousand dollars. If
God is everywhere, I had concluded, then He is in food,
Therefore, the more I ate the godlier I would become.
Jmpelled by this new religious fervor, I glutted myself
like a fanatic. In six months, I was the holiest of holies,
with a heart entirely devoted to my prayers and a stom-
ach that crossed the state line by itself. I last saw my
feet one Thursday morning in Vitebsk, although for all
I know they are still down there. I ate and ate and grew
and grew. To reduce would have been the greatest foily.
Even a sin! For when we lose twenty pounds, dear
reader (and I am assuming you are not as large as I),
we may be losing the twenty best pounds we have! We
may be losing the pounds that contain our genius, our
humanity, our love and honesty or, in the case of one
inspector general I knew, pust some unsightly flab
around the hips.

Now, I know what you are saying. You are saying
this is in direct contradiction to everything-—yes, every-
thing—I put forth before. Suddenly I am attributing to
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neuter flesh, values! Yes, and what of it? Because isn’t
life that very same kind of contradiction? One’s opinion
of fat can change in the same manner that the seasons
change, that our hair changes, that life itself changes.
For life is change and fat is life, and fat is also death.
Don’t you see? Fat is everything! Unless, of course,
you're overweight.




A
Twenties
Memeory

I first came to Chicago in the twenties, and that was to
see a fight. Ernest Hemingway was with me and we both
stayed at Jack Dempsey’s training camp. Hemingway
had just finished two short stories about prize fighting,
and while Gertrude Stein and I both thought they were
decent, we agreed they still needed much work. I kidded
Hemingway about his forthcoming novel and we
laughed a lot and had fun and then we put on some
boxing gloves and he broke my nose,

That winter, Alice Toklas, Picasso, and myself took a
villa in the south of France. I was then working on what
I felt was a major American novel but the print was too
small and I couldn’t get through it

In the afternoons, Gertrude Stein and I used to go
antique hunting in the local shops, and I remember once
asking her if she thought I should become a writer. In
the typically cryptic way we were all so enchanted with,
she said, “No.” I took that to mean yes and sailed for
Italy the next day. Italy reminded me a great deal of
Chicago, particularly Venice, because both cities have
canals and the streets abound with statues and cathe-
drals by the greatest sculptors of the Renaissance.

That month we went to Picasso’s studio in Arles,
which was then called Rouen or Zurich, until the French
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renamed it in 1589 under Louis the Vague. (Louis was
a sixteenth-century bastard king who was just mean to
everybody.) Picasso was then beginning on what was
later to be known as his “blue period,” but Gertrude
Stein and I had coffee with him, and so he began it ten
minutes later. It lasted four years, so the ten minutes did
not really mean much.

Picasso was a short man who had a funny way of
walking by putting one foot in front of the other until
he would take what he called “steps.” We laughed at his
delightful notions, but toward the late 1930s, with fas-
cism on the rise, there was very little to laugh about.
Both Gertrude Stein and I examined Picasso’s newest
works very carefully, and Gertrude Stein was of the
opinion that “art, all art, is merely an expression of
something.” Picasso disagreed and said, “Leave me
alone. I was eating,” My own feelings were that Picasso
was right. He had been eating,

Picasso’s studio was so unlike Matisse’s, in that,
while Picasso’s was sloppy, Matisse kept everything in
perfect order. Oddly enough, just the reverse was true.
In September of that year, Matisse was commissioned
to paint an allegory, but with his wife’s illness, it re-
mained unpainted and was finally wallpapered instead. 1
recall these events so perfectly because it was just be-
fore the winter that we all lived in that cheap flat in the
north of Switzerland where it will occasionally rain and
then just as suddenly stop. Juan Gris, the Spanish
cubist, had convinced Alice Toklas to pose for a still
life and, with his typical abstract conception of objects,
began to break her face and body down to its basic geo-
metrical forms until the police came and pulled him off.
Gris was provincially Spanish, and Gertrude Stein used
to sdy that only a true Spaniard could behave as he did;
that is, he would speak Spanish and sometimes return
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to his family in Spain. It was really quite marvellous to
see.

I remember one afternoon we were sitting at a gay
bar in the south of France with our feet comfortably up
on stools in the north of France, when Gertrude Stein
said, “Pm nauseous.” Picasso thought this to be very
funny and Matisse and I took it as a cue to leave for
Africa. Seven weeks later, in Kenya, we came upon
Hemingway. Bronzed and bearded now, he was already
beginning to develop that familiar flat prose style about
the eyes and mouth. Here, in the unexplored dark con-
tinent, Hemingway had braved chapped lips a thousand
times.

“What's doing, Ernest?” I asked him. He waxed elo-
quent on death and adventure as only he could, and
when I awoke he had pitched camp and sat around a
great fire fixing us all fine derma appetizers. I kidded
him about his new beard and we laughed and sipped
cognac and then we put on some boxing gloves and he
broke my nose.

That year I went to Paris a second time to talk with
a thin, nervous European composer with aquiline pro-
file and remarkably quick eyes who would someday be
Igor Stravinsky and then, later, his best friend. I stayed
at the home of Man and Sting Ray and Salvador Dali
joined us for dinner several times and Dali decided to
have a one-man show which he did and it was a hage
success, as on¢ man showed up and it was a gay and
fine French winter.

I remember one night Scott Fitzgerald and his wife
returned home from their New Year’s Eve party. It was
April. They had consumed nothing but champagne for
the past three months, and one previous week, in full
evening dress, had driven their limousine off a ninety-
foot cliff into the ocean on a dare. There was something
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real about the Fitzgeralds; their values were basic. They
were such modest people, and when Grant Wood later
convinced them to pose for his “American Gothic” I
temember how flattered they were. All through their sit-
tings, Zelda told me, Scott kept dropping the pitchfork.

I became increasingly friendly with Scott in the next
few years, and most of our friends believed that he
based the protagonist of his latest novel on me and that
1 had based my life on his previous novel and I finally
wound up getting sued by a fictional character.

Scott was having a big discipline problem and, while
we all adored Zelda, we agreed that she had an adverse
affect on his work, reducing his output from one novel
a year to an occasional seafood recipe and a series of
commas,

Finally, in 1929, we all went to Spain together, where
Hemingway introduced us to Manolete who was sensi-
tive almost to the point of being effeminate. He wore
tight toreador pants or sometimes pedal pushers. Mano-
lete was a great, great artist. Had he not become a bull-
fighter, his grace was such that he could have been a
world-famous accountant,

We had great fun in Spain that year and we travelled
and wrote and Hemingway took me tuna fishing and I
caught four cans and we laughed and Alice Toklas
asked me if I was in love with Gertrude Stein because I
had dedicated a book of poems to her even though they
were T. S. Eliot’s and I said, yes, I loved her, but it
could never work because she was far too intelligent for
me and Alice Toklas agreed and then we put on some
boxing gloves and Gertrude Stein broke my nose.




Count
Pracula

Somewhere in Transylvania, Dracula the monster Les
sleeping in his coffin, waiting for night to fall, As ex-
posure to the sun’s rays would surely cause him to
perish, he stays protected in the satin-lined chamber
bearing his family name in silver. Then the moment of
darkness comes, and through some miraculous instinct
the fiend emerges from the safety of his hiding place
and, assuming the hideous forms of the bat or the wolf,
he prowls the countryside, drinking the blood of his vic-
tims, Finally, before the first rays of his archenemy, the
sun, announce a new day, he hurries back to the safety
of his hidden coffin and sleeps, as the cycle begins anew.

Now he starts to stir. The fluttering of his eyelids
are a response to some age-old, unexplainable instinct
that the sun is nearly down and his time is near. To-
night, he is particularly hungry and as he lies there, fully
awake now, in red-lined Inverness cape and tails, wait-
ing to feel with uncanny perception the precise moment
of darkness before opening the lid and emerging, he
decides who this evening’s victims will be. The baker
and his wife, he thinks to himself. Succulent, available,
and unsuspecting. The thought of the unwary couple
whose trust he has carefully cultivated excites his blood
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Tust to a fever pitch, and he can barely hold back these
last seconds before climbing out of the coffin to seek his
prey..

Suddenly he knows the sun is down. Like an aogel of
hell, he rises swiftly, and changing into a bat, flies pell-
mell to the cottage of his tantalizing victims.

“Why, Count Dracula, what a nice surprise,” the
baker’s wife says, opening the door to admit him. (He
has once again assumed human form, as he enters their
home, charmingly concealing his rapacious goal.)

“What brings you here so early?” the baker asks,

“QOur dinner date,” the Count answers, “I hope I
haven’t made an error. You did invite me for tonight,
didn’t you?”

“Yes, tonight, but that’s not for seven hours.”

“Pardon me?” Dracula queries, looking around the
room puzzled.

“Or did you come by to watch the eclipse with us?”

“Eclipse?”

“Yes, Today’s the total eclipse.”

“What?”

“A few moments of darkness from noon uatil two
minutes after. Look out the window.”

“Uh-~oh—TI'm in big trouble.”

“Eh?!l

“And now if you'll excuse me...”

“What, Count Dracula?” .

“Must be going—aha—oh, god . . .” Frantically he
fumbles for the door knob.

“Going? You just came.”

“Yes—but—I think I blew it very badly . ..”

“Count Dracula, you're pale.”

“Am 1?7 I need a little fresh air. It was nice seeing
you...”
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“Come. Sit down. We'll have a drink.”

“Drink? No, I must run. Er—you’re stepping on my
cape.”

“Sure. Relax, Some wine.”

“Wine? Oh no, gave it up—liver and all that, you
know. And now I really must buzz off. I just remem-
bered, I left the lights om at my castle—Dbills’ll be
enormous . , .”

“Please,” the baker says, his arm around the Count
in firm friendship. *You're not intruding, Don’t be so
polite. So you’re early.”

“Really, I'd like to stay but there’s a meeting of old
Roumanian Counts across town and I'm responSIbie
for the cold cuts.”

“Rush, rush, rush, It’s a wonder you don’t get a heart
attack.” :

“Yes, right—and now—"

“P'm making Chicken Pilaf tonight,” the baker’s wife
chimes in. “I hope you like it.” ‘

“Wonderful, wonderful,” the Count says, with a
smile, as he pushes her aside into some laundry. Then,
opening a closet door by mistake, he walks in. “Christ,
where’s the goddamn front door?”

“Ach,” laughs the baker’s wife, “such a funny man,
the Count.”

“T knew you’d like that,” Dracula says, forcing a
chuckle, “now get out of my way.” At last he opens the
front door but time has run out on him.

“Oh, look, Mama,” says the baker, “the eclipse must
be over. The sun is coming out again.”

“Right,” says Dracula, slamming the front door. “T've
decided to stay, Pull down the window shades quickly
—quickly! Let’s move itl”

“What window shades?” asks the baker,
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“There are none, right? Figures. You got a basement
in this joint?”

“No,” says the wife affably, “I'm always telling Jars-
lov to build one but he never listens. That’s some
Jarslov, my husband.”

“I’m all choked up. Where’s the closet?”

“You did that one already, Count Dracula. Unt
Mama and I laughed at it.”

“Ach—such a funny man, the Count.”

“Look, I'll be in the closet. Knock at seven-thirty.”
And with that, the Count steps inside the closet and
slams the door.

“Hee-hee—he is so funny, Jarslov.”

“Oh, Count. Come out of the closet. Stop being a big
silly.” From inside the closet comes the muffled voice
of Dracula.

“Can’t—please—take my word for it. Just let me stay
here. I'm fine. Really.”

“Count Dracula, stop the fooling. We’re already
helpless with laughter.”

“Can I tell you, I love this closet.”

“Yes, but...”

“I know, I know . . . it seems strange, and yet here 1
am, having a ball. I was just saying to Mrs. Hess the
other day, give me a good closet and I can stand in it for
hours. Sweet woman, Mrs. Hess. Fat but sweet . . .
Now, why don’t you run along and check back with me
at sunset. Oh, Ramona, la da da de da da de, Ra-
mona...”

Now the Mayor and his wife, Katia, arrive. They are
passing by and have decided to pay a call on their good
friends, the baker and his wife,

“Hello, Jarslov. I hope Katia and I are not intrud-
ing?QD .
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“Of course not, Mr. Mayor, Come out, Count Drac-
ula! We have company!”

“Is the Count here?” asks the Mayor surprised,

“Yes, and you'l never guess where,” says the baker’s
wife.

“It's so rare to see him around this early. In fact I
can’t ever remember seeing him around in the daytime,”

“Well, he’s here. Come out, Count Dracula!” )

“Where is he?” Katia asks, not knowing whether to
laugh or not,

“Come on out now! Let’s go!” The baker’s wife is
getting impatient,

“He’s in the closet,” says the baker, apologetically,

“Really?” asks the Mayor,

“Let’s go,” says the baker with mock good humor as
he knocks on the closet door, “Enough is enough. The
Mayor’s here.”

“Come on out, Dracula,” His Honor shouts “let’s
have a drink,”

“No, go ahead, I've got some business in here.”

“In the closet?”’

“Yes, don’t let me spoil your day. I can hear what
you're saying. I1 join in if I have anything to add.”

Everyone looks at one another and shrugs, Wine is
poured and they all drink.

“Some eclipse today,” the Mayor says, sipping from
his glass.

“Yes,” the baker agrees. “Incredible.”

“Yeah. Thrilling,” says a voice from the closet.

“What, Dracula?”

“Nothing, nothing. Let it go.” ‘

And so the time passes, until the Mayor can stand it
no longer and forcing open the door to the closet, he
shouts, “Come on, Dracula. I always thought you were
a mature man. Stop this craziness,”
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The daylight streams in, causing the evil monster to
shriek and slowly dissolve to a skeleton and then to dust
before the eyes of the four people present. Leaning
down to the pile of white ash on the closet floor, the
baker’s wife shouts, “Does this mean dinner’s off to-
night?”




A
Lictle Louder,
Please

Understand you are dealing with a man who knocked
off Finegans Wake on the roller coaster at Coney Is-
land, penetrating the abstruse Joycean arcana with ease,
despite enough violent lurching to shake loose my silver
fillings. Understand also that I am among the select few
who spotted instantly in the Museum of Modern Art’s
impacted Buick that precise interplay of nuance and
shading that Odilon Redon could have achieved had he
forsaken the delicate ambiguity of pastels and worked
with a car press. Also, laddies, as one whose spate of -
insights first placed Godot in proper perspective for the
many confused playgoers who milled sluggishly in the
lobby during intermission, miffed at ponying up scalp-
er’s money for argle-bargle bereft of one up-tune or a
single spangled bimbo, I would have to say my rapport
with the seven livelies is pretty solid. Add to this the
fact that eight radios conducted simultapecusly at Town
Hall killed me, and that I still occasionally sit in with
my own Philco, after hours, in a Harlem basement
where we blow some late weather and news, and where
once a laconic field hand named Jess, who had never
studied in his life, played the closing Pow-Jones aver-
ages with great feeling, Real soul stuff. Finally, to lock
my case up tight, note that mine is a stock visage at
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happenings and underground-movie premiéres, and that
I am a frequent contributor to Sight and Stream, a cere-
bral quarterly dedicated to advanced concepts in cinema
and fresh-water fishing. If these are not credentials
enough to tag me Joe Sensitive, then, brother, I give up.
And yet, with this much perception dripping from me,
like maple syrup off waffles, I was reminded recently
that 1 possess an Achilles’ heel culturewise that runs up
my leg to the back of my neck,

It began one day last January when I was standing
in McGinnis’ Bar on Broadway, engulfing a slab of the
world’s richest cheesecake and suffering the guilty, cho-
lesterolish hallucination that I could hear my aorta con-
gealing into a hockey puck. Standing next to me was a
nerve-shattering blonde, who waxed and waned under
a black chemise with enough provocation to induce ly-
canthropy in a Boy Scout. For the previous fifteen min-
utes, my “pass the relish” had been the central theme of
our relationship, despite several attempts on my part to
generate a little action. As it was, she had passed the
relish, and I was forced to ladle a small amount on my
cheesecake as witness to the integrity of my request,

“I understand egg futures are up,” I ventured finally,
feigning the insouciance of a man who merged corpora-
tions as a sideline. Unaware that her stevedore boy
friend had entered, with Laurel and Hardy timing, and
was standing right behind me, I gave her a lean, hungry
look and can remember cracking wise about Krafft-
Ebing just before losing consciousness., The next thing
I recall was running down the street to avoid the ire of
what appeared to be a Sicilian cousin’s club bent on
avenging the girl’s honor. I sought refuge in the cool
dark of a newsreel theatre, where a tour de force by
Bugs Bunny and three Librium restored my nervous
system to its usual timbre. The main feature came on
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and turned out to be a travelogue on the New Guinea
bush—a topic rivalling “Moss Formations” and “How
Penguins Live” for my attention span. “Throwbacks,”
droned the narrator, “living today not a whit differently
from man millions of years ago, slay the wild boar
[whose standard of living didn’t appear to be up per-
ceptibly, either] and sit around the fire at night acting
out the day’s kill in pantomime.” Pantomime.. It hit me
with sinus-cleating clarity. Here was a chink in my cul-
tural armor—the only chink, to be sure, but one that
has plagued me ever since childhood, when a dumb-
show production of Gogol's The Overcoat eluded my
grasp entirely and bhad me convinced I was simply
watching fourteen Russians doing calisthenics. Always,
pantomime was a mystery to me—one that I chose to
forget about because of the embarrassment it caused
me, But here was that failing again and, to my chagrin,
just as bad as ever. I did not understand the frenetic
gesticulations of the leading New Guinea aborigine any
more than I have ever understood Marcel Marceau in
any of those little skits that fill multitudes with such un-
bounded adulation, I writhed in my seat as the amateur
jungle thespian mutely titillated his fellow-primitives,
finally garnering hefty mitt with money notices from the
tribal elders, and then I slunk, dejected, from the
theatre.

At home that evening, I became obsessed with my
shortcoming. It was cruelly true: despite my canine
celerity in other areas of artistic endeavar, all that was
needed was one evening of mine to limn me clearly as
Markham’s hoe man-—stolid, stunned, and a brother to
the ox in spades. I began to rage impotently, but the
back of my thigh tightened and I was forced to sit. After
all, I reasoned, what more elemental form of communi-
cation is there? Why was this universal art form patent
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in meaning to all but me? I tried raging impotently
again, and this time brought it off, but mine is a quiet
neighborhood, and several minutes later two rednecked
spokesmen for the Nineteenth Precinct dropped by to
inform me that raging impotently could mean a five-
hundred-dollar fine, six months’ imprisonment, or both,
I thanked them and made a beeline for the sheets,
where my struggle to sleep off my monstrous imperfec-
tion resulted in eight hours of nocturnal anxiety I
wouldn’t wish on Macbeth,

A further bone-chilling example of my mimetic short-
comings materialized only a few weeks later, when two

- free tickets to the theatre turned up at my door—the

result of my correctly identifying the singing voice of
Mama Yancey on a radio program a fortnight prior.
First prize was a Bentley, and in my excitement to get
my call in to the disc jockey promptly I had bolted
naked from the tub, Seizing the telephone with one wet
hand while attempting to tum off the radio with the
other, I ricocheted off the ceiling, while lights dimmed
for miles around, as they did when Lepke got the chair.
My second orbit around the chandelier was interrupted
by the open drawer of a Louis Quinze desk, which I
met head on, catching an ormolu mount across the
mouth. A florid insignia on my face, which now looked
as if it had been stamped by a rococo cookie cutter,
plus a knot on my head the size of an auk egg, affected
my lucidity, causing me to place second to Mrs. Sleet
Mazursky, and, scotching my dreams of the Bentley, I
settled for a pair of freebees to an evening of Off Broad-
way theatrics. That a famed international pantomimist
was on the bill cooled my ardor to the temperature of a
polar cap, but, hoping to break the jinx, I decided to
attend. I was unable to get a date on only six weeks’




g2 GETTING EVEN

notice, so I used the extra ticket to tip my window-
washer, Lars, a lethargic menial with all the sensitivity
of the Berlin Wall, At first, he thought the little orange
pasteboard was edible, but when I explained that it was
good for an evening of pantomime—one of the only
spectator events outside of a fire that he could hupe to
understand-—he thanked me profusely,

On the night of the performance, the two of us—I
in my opera cape and Lars with his pail—split with
aplomb from the confines of a Checker cab and, enter-
ing the theatre, strode imperiously to our seats, where I
studied the program and learned, with some nervous-
ness, that the curtain-raiser was a little silent entertain-
ment entitted Going to a Picnic. It began when a wisp
of a man walked onstage in kitchen-white makeup and
a tight black leotard. Standard picnic dress—I wore it
myself to a picnic in Central Park last year, and, with
the exception of a few adolescent malcontents who took
it as a signal to re-edit my salients, it went unnoticed.
The mime now proceeded to spread a picnic blanket,
and, instantly, my old confusion set in. He was either
spreading a picnic blanket or milking a small goat. Next,
he elaborately removed his shoes, except that I'm not
positive they were his shoes, because he drank one of
them and mailed the other to Pittsburgh. I say “Pitts-
burgh,” but actually it is hard to mime the concept of
Pittsburgh, and as I look back on it, I now think what
he was miming was not Pittsburgh at all but a man driv-
ing a golf cart through a revolving door—or possibly
two men dismantling a printing press. How this pertains
to a picnic escapes me. The pantomimist then began
sorting an invisible collection of rectangular objects, un-
doubtedly heavy, like a complete set of the Encyclo-
paedia Britannica, which I suspect he was removing
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from his picnic basket, although from the way he held
them they could alse have been the Budapest Strmg
Quartet, bound and gagged.

By this time, to the surprise of those sitting next to
me, I found myself trying, as usual, to help the mime
clarify the details of his scene by guessing aloud exactly
what he was doing. “Pillow . . , big pillow. Cushion?
Looks like cushion , ., .” This well-meaning participa-
tion often upsets the true lover of silent theatre, and I
have noticed a tendency on such occasions for those sit-
ting next to me to express uneasiness in various forms,
ranging from significant throat-clearings to a lion’s-paw
swipe on the back of the head, which I once received
from a member of a Manhasset housewives’ theatre
party. On this occasion, a dowager resembling Ichabod
Crane snapped her lorgnette quirtlike across my
knuckles, with the admonition “Cool it, stud.” Then,
warming to me, she explained, with the patiently slow
enunciation of one addressing a shell-shocked infantry-
man, that the mime was now dealing humorously with
the various elements that traditionally confound the
picnic-goer—ants, rain, and the always-good-for-a-
laugh forgotten bottle opener. Temporarily enlightened,
I rocked with laughter at the notion of a man harassed
by the absence of a bottle opener, and marvelled at its
limitless possibilities.

Finally, the mime began blowing glass. Either blow-
ing glass or tattooing the student body of Northwestern
University. It seemed like the student body of North-
western University, but it could have been the men’s
choir—or a diathermy machine—or any large, extinct
quadruped, often amphibious and usually herbivorous,

_the fossilized remains of which have been found as far

north as the Arctic. By now, the audience was doubled
up with laughter over the hijinks on the stage. Even the
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obtuse Lars was wiping tears of joy from his face with
his squeegee. But for me it was hopeless; the more I
tried, the less I understood. A defeated weariness stole
over me, and I slipped off my loafers and called it a
day. The next thing I knew, a couple of charwomen at
work in the balcony were batting around the pros and
cons of bursitis, Gathering my senses by the dim glow
of the theatre work light, I straightened my tie and de-
parted for Riker’s, where a hamburger and a chocolate
malted gave me no trouble whatever as to their mean-
ing, and, for the first time that evening, I threw off my
guilty burden. To this day, I remain incomplete cul-
turally, but I'm working on it. If you ever see an
aesthete at a pantomime squinting, writhing, and mut-
tering to himself, come up and say hello—but catch me
early in the performance; I don’t like to be bothered
once I’'m asleep.



T, A e s R e

Conversations
with
Helmholtz

The following are a few samples of conversations taken
from the soon-to-be-published book Conversations with
Helmholtz.

Dr. Helmholtz, now nearing ninety, was a contem-
porary of Freud’s, a pioneer in psychoanalysis, and
founder of the school of psychology that bears his name.
He is perhaps best known for his experiments in be-
bavior, in which he proved that death is an acquired
trait.

Helmholtz resides on a country estate in Lausanne,
Switzerland, with his manservant, Hrolf, and his Great
Dane, Hrolf. He spends most of his time writing, and is
currently revising his autobiography to include himself,
The “conversations” were held over a period of several
months between Helmholtz and his student and disciple,
Fears Hofinung, whom Helmholtz loathes beyond de-
scription but tolerates because he brings him nougat.
Their talks covered a variety of subjects, from psycho-
pathology and religion to why Helmholtz can’t seem to
get a credit card, “The Master,” as Hoffnung calls him,
emerges as a warm and perceptive human being who
maintains he would gladly trade the accomplishments of
a lifetime if he could only get rid of his rash.
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April 1: Arrived at the Helmholtz house at precisely
10:00 A.M. and was told by the maid that the doctor
was in his room sorting some mail. In my anxiety, 1
thought she said the doctor was in his room sorting
some meal. As it turned out, I had heard correctly and
Helmholtz was sorting some meal. He had large fistfuls
of grain in each hand and was arranging it in random
piles. When queried about this he said, “Ach—if only
more people sorted meal.” His answer puzzled me, but
I thought it best not to pursue the matter. As he reclined
in his leather chair, I asked him about the early days of
psychoanalysis.

“When I first met Freud, 1 was already at work on
my theories, Freud was in a bakery. He was attempting
to buy some Schnecken, but could not bear to ask for
them by name. Freud was too embarrassed to say the
word ‘Schnecken,’ as you probably know, ‘Let me have
some of those little cakes,” he would say, pointing to
them. The baker said, “You mean these Schnecken, Herr
Professor? At that, Freud flushed crimson and fled out
the door muttering, ‘Er, no—nothing—never mind.’ I
purchased the pastries effortlessly and brought them to
Freud as a gift. We became good friends. I have thought
ever since, certain people are ashamed to say certain
words. Are there any words that embarrass you?”

1 explained to Dr. Helmholtz that I could not order
the Lobstermato (a tomato stuffed with lobster) in a
certain restaurant. Helmholtz found that a particularly
asinine word and wished he could scraich the face of
the man who conceived it.

Talk turned back to Freud, who seems to dominate
Helmholtz’s every thought, although the two men hated
each other after an argument over some parsley,

“I remember one case of Freud’s. Edna S. Hysterical
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paralysis of the nose. Could not imitate a bunny when
called upon to do so. This caused her great anxiety
amongst her friends, who were often cruel. ‘Come,
Liebchen, show us how you make like a bunny.’” Then
they’d wiggle their nostrils freely, much to the amuse-~
ment of each other.

“Freud had her to his office for a series of analytic
sessions, but something went amiss and instead of
achieving transference to Freud, she achieved transfer~
ence to his coat tree, a tall wooden piece of furniture
across the room, Frend became panicky, as in those
days psychoanalysis was regarded skeptically, and when
the girl ran off on a cruise with the coat tree Freud
swore he'd never practice again. Indeed, for a while, he
toyed seriously with the idea of becoming an acrobat,
until Ferenczi convinced him he’d never learn to tumnble
really well,”

1 could see Helmholtz was getting drowsy now, as he
had slid from his chair to the floor under the table,
where he lay asleep. Not wishing to press his kindness,
1 tiptoed out.

April 5: Arrived to find Helmholtz practicing his
violin, (He is 2 marvellous amateur violinist, although
he cannot read music and can play only one note.)
Again, Helmholtz discussed some of the problems of
early psychoanalysis.

“Everyone curried favor with Freud. Rank was jeal-
ous of Jones. Jones envied Brill, Brill was annoyed by
Adler’s presence so much he hid Adler’s porkpie hat.
Once Freud had some toffee in his pocket and gave a
piece to Jung. Rank was infuriated. He complained to
me that Freud was favoring Jung, Particularly in the
distribution of sweets. I ignored it, as I did not particu-
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Iarly care for Rank since he had recently referred to my
paper on ‘Euphoria in Snails’ as ‘the zenith of mongo-
loid reasoning.’

“Years later, Rank brought the incident up to me
while we were motoring in the Alps. I reminded him
how foolishly he had acted at the time and he admitted
he had been under unusual strain because his first name,
Otto, was spelled the same forwards or backwards and
this depressed him.”

Helmholiz invited me to dinner. We sat at a large oak
table which he claims was a gift from Greta Garbo, al-
though she denies any knowledge of it or of Helmholtz.
A typical Helmholtz dinner consisted of: a large raisin,
generous portions of fatback, and an individual can of
salmon. After dinner there were mints and Helmholtz
brought out his collection of lacquered butterflies, which
caused him to become petulant when he realized they
would not fly.

Later, in the sitting room, Helmholtz and I relaxed
over some cigars. (Helmholtz forgot to light his cigar,
but was drawing so hard it was actually getting smaller.)
We discussed some of the Master’s most celebrated
cases.

“There was Joachim B. A man in his mid-forties who
could not enter a room that had a cello in it. What was
worse, once he was in a room with a cello he could not
leave unless asked to do so by a Rothschild. In addition
to that, Joachim B. stuttered. But not when he spoke.
Only when he wrote. If he wrote the word ‘but,’ for in-
stance, it would appear in his letter ‘b-b-b-b-b-but.” He
was much teased about this impediment, and aftempted
suicide by trying to suffocate himself inside a large
crepe, I cured him with hypnosis, and he was able to
achieve a normal healthy life, although in later years he
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constantly fantasized meeting a horse who advised him
to take up architecture.”

Helmholtz talked about the notorious rapist, V., who
at one time held all London in terror.

“A most unusual case of perversion. He had a recur-
ring sexual fantasy in which he is humiliated by a group
of anthropologists and forced to walk around bow-
legged, which he confessed gave him great sexual pleas-
ure. He recalled as a child surprising his parents’ house-
keeper, a woman of loose morals, in the act of kissing
some watercress, which he found erotic. As a teen-ager
he was punished for varnishing his brother’s head, al-
though his father, a house painter by trade, was more
upset over the fact he gave the boy only one coat.

“V, attacked his first woman at eighteen, and there-
after raped half a dozen per week for years. The best I
was able to do with him in therapy was to substitute a
more socially acceptable habit to replace his aggressive
tendencies; and thereafter when he chanced upon an
unsuspecting female, instead of assaulting her, he would
produce a large halibut from his jacket and show it to
her. While the sight of it caused consternation in some,
the women were spared any violence and some even
confessed their lives were immeasurably enriched by
the experience.”

April 12: This time Helmholtz was not feeling too
well. He had gotten lost in a meadow the previous day
and fallen down on some pears. He was confined to
bed, but sat upright and even laughed when I told him
I bad an abscess, :

We discussed his theory of reverse-psychology, which
came to him shortly after Freud’s death. (Freud’s death,
according to Ernest Jones, was the event that caused the
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final break between Helmholtz and Freud, and the two
rarely spoke afterwards. )

At the time, Helmholtz had developed an experiment
where he would ring a bell and a team of white mice
would escort Mrs. Helmholtz out the door and deposit
her on the curb, He did many such behavioristic experi-
ments and only stopped when a dog trained to salivate
on cue refused to let him in the house for the holidays.
He is, incidentally, still credited with the classic paper
on “Unmotivated Giggling in Caribou.”

“Yes, I founded the school of reverse psychology,
Quite by accident, in fact. My wife and I were both
comfortably tucked in bed when I suddenly desired a
drink of water. Too lazy to get it myself, I asked Mrs.
Helmholtz to get it for me. She refused, saying she was
exhausted from lifting chick peas, We argued over who
should get it. Finally, I said, ‘I don’t really want a glass
of water anyhow. In fact, a glass of water is the last
thing in the world T want.” At that, the woman sprang
up and said, ‘Oh, you don’t want any water, eh? That’s
too bad.” And she quickly left bed and got me some. I
tried to discuss the incident with Freud at the analysts’
outing in Berlin, but he and Jung were partners in the
three-legged race and were too wrapped up in the fes-
tivities to listen.

“Only years later did I find a way to utilize this prin-
ciple in the treatment of depression, and was able to
cure the great opera singer, J., of the morbid apprehen-
sion he would one day wind up in a hamper.”

April 18: Arrived to find Helmholtz trimming some
rose bushes. He was quite eloquent on the beauty of
flowers, which hc loves because “they’re not always
borrowing money.”

We talked about contemporary psychoanalysis, which
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fact that we were ambushed by Arroyo’s men and badly
decimated. This was partially my fauit as I gave away
our position by inadvertently shrieking the names of
the Christian triumvirate when a tarantula crawled over
my leg. For several moments I could not dislodge the
tenacious little spider as it made its way into the inner
recesses of my garments, causing me to gyrate spas-
tically toward the stream and thrash about in it for what
seemed like forty-five minutes. Shortly after, Arroyo’s
soldiers opened fire on us. We fought gamely, although
the shock of being surprised created a mild disorganiza-
tion, and for the first ten minutes our men were shooting
at each other, Vargas narrowly escaped catastrophe as
a live hand grenade landed at his feet. He commanded
me to fall on it, aware that he alone is indispensable to
our cause, and I did so. As providence would have it,
the grenade did not explode and I walked away un-
harmed except for a slight twitch and the inability to
fall asleep unless someone holds my hand.

July 15: The morale of the men seems to be holding
up, despite certain minor setbacks. First, Miguel stole
some ground-to-ground missiles but mistook them for
ground-to-air missiles and, attempting to down several
of Arroyo’s planes, blew all our trucks up. When he tried
to laugh it off, José became furious and they fought.
Later, they patched things up and deserted. Desertion,
incidentally, could become a major problem, although
at this moment optimism and team spirit have held it
down to three out of every four men. I, of course, re-
main loyal and do the cooking, but the men still do not
seem to appreciate the difficulty of that assignment. The
fact is, my life has been threatened if I dor’t come up
with an alternative to Gila monster. Sometimes soldiers
can be so unreasonable. Still, perhaps one of these days
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I will surprise them with something new. Meanwhile we
sit around the camp and wait. Vargas is pacing in his
tent and Arturo sits playing “Cielito Lindo.”

August 1: Despite all we have to be thankful for,
‘there is no doubt that a certain tension has set in here at
rebel headquarters. Little things, apparent only to the
observant eye, indicate an undercurrent of uneasiness.
For one thing, there are quite a few stabbings among the
men, as quarrels become more frequent. Also an at-
tempt to raid an ammunitions depot and rearm our-
selves ended in a rout when Jorge’s signal flare went off
prematurely in his pocket. All the men were chased ex-
cept for Jorge, who was captured after banging off two
dozen buildings like a pinball. Back at camp in the eve-
ning, when I brought out the Gila monster the men
rioted. Several of them held me down while Ramon
struck me with my ladle. I was mercifully saved by an
electrical storm that claimed three lives. Finally, with
frustrations at a peak, Arturo struck up “Cielito Lindo”
and some of the less musically inclined ones in the
group took him behind a rock and forced-fed him his
guitar.

On the plus side of the ledger, Vargas’ diplomatic
envoy, after many unsuccessful attempts, managed to
conclude an interesting deal with the CIA where, in re-
turn for our unswerving fealty toward their policies
forever, they are obligated to supply us with no less
than fifty barbecued chickens.

Vargas now feels that perhaps he was premature in
predicting a December success and indicates that total
victory might require additional time. Strangely enough,
he has turned from his field maps and charts and relies
more heavily now on astrological readings and the en-
trails of birds.
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August 12: The situation has taken a turn for the
worse. As luck would have it, the mushrooms I so care-
fully picked to vary the menu with, turned out to be
poisonous, and while the only really disconcerting side
effect was some minor convulsions most of the men suf-
fered, they seemed unduly embittered. On top of that,
the CIA has reconsidered our chances of bringing off
the revolution and as a result threw Arroyo and his
cabinet a conciliatory brunch at Wolfie’s in Miami
Beach. This, coupled with a gift of 24 jet bombers,
Vargas interprets as a subtle shift in their sympathies,

Morale still seems reasonably high and, while the
desertion rate has risen, it is still limited to those who
can walk, Vargas himself appears to be a bit morose
and has taken to saving string. It is now his feeling that
life under the Arroyo régime might not be all that un-
comfortable, and he wonders if we should not recrient
the men that are left, abandon the ideals of the revole-
tion, and form a rhumba band. Meanwhile the heavy
rains have caused the mountain to landslide, and the
Juarez brothers were carried off into the gorge as they
slept. We have dispatched an emissary to Arroyo, with
a modified list of our demands, taking care to strike out
the portions concerning his unconditional surrender and
substituting in its place an award-winning recipe for
guacamole. I wonder how it will all turn out.

August 15: We have taken the capital! The incredi-
ble details follow:

After much deliberation, the men took a vote and
decided to pin our last hopes on a suicide mission,
guessing that the element of surprise might be just the
thing to offset Arroyo’s superior forces. As we marched
through the jungle, towards the palace, hunger and fa-
tigue slowly sapped a portion of our resolve and, ap-
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proaching our destination, we decided to switch tactics
and see if grovelling would work. We turned ourselves
over to the palace guards, who brought us at gunpoint
before Arroyo. The dictator took into consideration the
mitigating fact that we had given up voluntarily, and
while he still planned to disembowel Vargas, the rest of
us were going to get off with being skinned alive. Re-
évaluating our situation in light of this fresh concept,
we succumbed to panic and bolted in all directions
while the guards opened fire. Vargas and I raced up-
stairs and, seeking a place to hide, burst into Madame
Arroyo’s boudoir, surprising her in a moment of illicit
passion with Arroyo’s brother. Both became flustered.
Arroyo’s brother then drew his revolver and let fly a
shot. Unbeknownst to him, this acted as a signal to a
group of mercenaries who had been hired by the CIA
to help clean us out of the hills in return for Arroyo’s
granting the United States rights to open Orange Julius
stands here. The mercenaries, who were themselves con-
fused regarding their loyalties due to weeks of Ameri-
can foreign policy equivocating, attacked the palace by
mistake. Arroyo and his staff suddenly suspected a CIA
double cross and turned their guns on the invaders.
Concurrently a long-smoldering plot to assassinate Ar-
royo by several Maoists misfired when a bomb they
planted in a taco went off prematurely, exorcising the
left wing of the patace and projecting Arroyo’s wife and
brother through some wood beams.

Grabbing a valise of Swiss bankbooks, Arroyo mada
for the rear door and his ever-ready Lear jet. His pilot
took off amidst a volley of gunfire but, confused by the
hectic events of the moment, threw the wrong switch,
sending the plane into a nose dive. Moments later, it
crashed into the mercenary army camp, laying their
ranks waste and causing them to give up.
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Throughout this, Vargas, our beloved leader, bril-
Tiantly adopted a policy of watchful waiting, which he
executed by crouching motionless at the fireplace and
assuming the disguise of a decorative blackamoor. As
the coast became clear he advanced on tiptoe to the cen-
tral office and assumed power, pausing only to open the
royal refrigerator and slap together a deviled ham
sandwich.

We celebrated all through the night and everyone got
very drunk. I spoke with Vargas afterwards about the
serious business of running a country. While he believes
free elections are essential to any democracy, he prefers
to wait until the people become a bit more educated
before there is any voting. Until then, he has improvised
a workable system of government based on divine mon-
archy and has rewarded my loyalty by allowing me fo
sit by his right hand at mealtime. Plus 1 also am re-
sponsible for seeing the latrine is spotless.




The Discovery
and Use of
the Fake Ink Blot

There is no evidence of a fake ink blot appearing any-
where in the West before the year 1921, although Na-
poleon was known to have had great fun with the joy
buzzer, a device concealed in the palm of the hand caus-
ing an electric-like vibration upon contact. Napoleon
would offer the regal hand in friendship to a foreign
dignitary, buzz the unsuspecting victim’s palm and roar
with imperial laughter as the redfaced dupe did an
improvised jig to the delight of the court.

The joy buzzer underwent many modifications, the
most celebrated of which occurred after the introduc-
tion of chewing gum by Santa Anna (I believe chewing
gum was originally a dish of his wife’s that simply
would not go down) and took the form of a spearmint-
gum pack equipped with a subtle mousetrap mechanism,
The sucker, offered a fresh stick, experienced a piercing
sting as the iron bar came springing down on his naive
fingertips. The first reaction was generally one of pain,
then contagious laughter, and finally a kind of folk wis-
dom. It is no secref that the snappy-chewing-gum gag
lightened matters at the Alamo considerably; and al-
thomgh there were no survivors, most observers feel
things could have gone substantially worse without this
cunaing little gimrmick,
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With the advent of the Civil War, Americans turned
more and more to escaping the horrors of a disinte-
grating nation; and while the Northern generals pre--
ferred amusing themselves with the dribble glass, Robert
E. Lee passed many a crucial moment with his brilliant
use of the squirt fiower. In the early part of the War, no
one ever came away from smelling the apparent “lovely
carnation” in Lee’s lapel without getting a generous eye-
ful of Suwanee River water. As things went badly for
the South, however, Lee abandoned the once-fashion-
able artifice and relied simply on placing a carpet tack
on the chair seats of people whom he did not like.

After the War and right up to the early 1900s and
the so-called era of the robber barons, sneezing powder
and a little tin can marked ALMONDS, wherefrom several
huge spring serpents would leap into the victim’s face,
provided all that was worthy in the area of tomfoolery.
It is said J. P. Morgan preferred the former, while the
elder Rockefeller feit more at home with the latter.

Then, in 1921, a group of biologists meeting in Hong
Kong to buy suits discovered the fake ink biot. It had
long been a staple of the Oriental repertoire of diver-
sions, and several of the later dynasties retained power
by their brilliant manipulation of what appeared to bea
spilled bottle and an ugly inkstain, but was in reality a
tin blot.

The first ink blots, it was learned, were crude, con-
structed to eleven feet in diameter and fooled nobody.

However, with the discovery of the concept of
smaller sizes by a Swiss physicist, who proved that an
object of a particular size could be reduced in size sim-
ply by “making it smaller,” the fake ink blot came into
its own.

It remained in its own until 1934, when Franklin
_ Delano Roosevelt removed it from its own and placed it
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in someone else’s. Roosevelt utilized it cleverly to settle
a strike in Pennsylvania, the details of which are amus-
ing. Embarrassed leaders of both labor and management
were convinced that a bottle of ink had been spilled,
ruining someone’s priceless Empire sofa. Imagine how
relieved they were to learn it was all in fun. Three days
later the steel mills were reopened.,



Mr. Big

1 was sitting in my office, cleaning the debris out of my
thirty-eight and wondering where my next case was
coming from. I like being a private eye, and even though
once in a while I've had my gums massaged with an
automobile jack, the sweet smell of greenbacks makes it
all worth it. Not to mention the dames, which are a
minor preoccupation of mine that I rank just ahead of
breathing. That's why, when the door to my office
swung open and a long-haired blonde named Heather
Butkiss came striding in and told me she was a nudie '
model and needed my help, my salivary glands shifted
into third. She wore a short skirt and a tight sweater
and ber figure described a set of parabolas that could
cause cardiac arrest in a yak,

“What can I do for you, sugar?”

“J want you to find someone for me.”

“Missing person? Have you tried the police?”

“Not exactly, Mr. Lupowitz.”

“Calt me Kaiser, sugar. All right, so what’s the
scam?”

“God.”

GlGod?”

“That's right, God. The Creator, the Underlying
Principle, the First Cause of Things, the All Encom-
passing. I want you to find Him for me.”
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T’ve had some fruit cakes up in the office before, but
when they’re built like she was, you listened.

“Why?” )

“That’s my business, Kaiser. You just ind Him,”

“I’'m sorry, sugar. You got the wrong boy.”

“But why?”

“Unless I know all the facts,” I said, rising,

“O.K., O.K.,” she said, biting her lower lip. She
straightened the seam of her stocking, which was strictly
for my benefit, but I wasn’t buying any at the moment.

“Let’s have it on the line, sugar.”

“Well, the truth is—I'm not really a nudie model.”

“No?”

*No, My name is not Heather Butkiss, either. It’s
Claire Rosensweig and I'm a student at Vassar, Philos-
ophy major. History of Western Thought and all that, I
have a paper due January. On Western religion. All the
other kids in the course will hand in speculative papers.
But I want to know. Professor Grebanier said if anyone
finds out for sure, they’re a cinch to pass the course,
And my dad’s promised me a Mercedes if I get straight
A,S-”

I opened a deck of Luckies and a pack of gum and
had one of each. Her story was beginning to interest
me, Spoiled coed. High IQ and a body I wanted to
know better,

“What does God look like?”

“I’ve never seen him,”

“Well, how do you know He exists?”

“That’s for you to find out.”

“Oh, great, Then you don’t know what he looks like?
Or where to begin looking?”

“No. Not really. Although I suspect he’s everywhere,
In the air, in every flower, in you and I—and in this
chair.”
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“{h huh.” So she was a pantheist. I made a mental
note of it and said I'd give her case a try—for a hun-
dred bucks a day, expenses, and a dinner date. She
smiled and okayed the deal. We rode down in the eleva-
tor together, Outside it was getting dark. Maybe God
did exist and maybe He didn’t, but somewhere in that
city there were sure a lot of guys who were going to try
and keep me from finding out.

My first lead was Rabbi Itzhak Wiseman, 2 locat
cleric who owed me a favor for finding out who was
rubbing pork on his hat. I knew something was wrong
when I spoke to him because he was scared. Real
scared.

“Of course there’s a you-know-what, but I'm not
even allowed to say His name or He'll strike me dead,
which I could never understand why someone is so
touchy about having his name said.”

“You ever se¢ Him?”

“Me? Are you kidding? I'm lucky I get to see my
grandchildren.”

- “Then how do you know He exists?”

“How do I know? What kind of question is that?
Could I get a suit like this for fourteen dollars if there
was no one up there? Here, feel a gabardine—how can
you doubt?”

“You got nothing more to go on?”

“Hey—what's the Old Testament? Chopped tiver?
How do you think Moses got the Israelites out of Egypt?
With a smile and a tap dance? Believe me, you don’t
part the Red Sea with some gismo from Korvette'’s. It
takes power.”

“So he’s tough, eh?”

“Yes. Very tough. You'd think with all that success
he’d be a lot sweeter.”

“How come you know so much?”




106 GETTING EVEN

“Because we’re the chosen people, He takes best care
of us of all His children, which I'd also like to someday
discuss with Him,”

“What do you pay Him for being chosen?”

“Don’t ask.”

So that’s how it was. The Jews were into God for a
lot. It was the old protection racket. Take care of them
in return for a price. And from the way Rabbi Wiseman
was talking, He soaked them plenty. I got into a cab
and made it over to Danny’s Billiards on Tenth Avenue.
The manager was a slimy little guy I didn’t like,

*Chicago Phil here?”

“Who wants to know?”

I grabbed him by the lapels and took some skin at
the same time,

“What, punk?”

“In the back,” he said, with a change of attitude.

Chicago Phil. Forger, bank robber, strong-arm man,
and avowed atheist.

“The guy never existed, Kaiser. This is the straight
dope. It’s a big hype. There’s no Mr. Big. It’s a syndi-
cate. Mostly Sicilian. It’s international. But there is no
actual head. Except maybe the Pope.”

“I want to meet the Pope.”

“It can be arranged,” he said, winking.

“Does the name Claire Rosensweig mean anything to
you?”

“No.”

“Heather Butkiss?”

“Oh, wait a minute. Sure. She’s that peroxide job
with the bazooms from Radcliffe.”

“Radcliffe? She told me Vassar.”

“Well, she’s lying, She’s a teacher at Radcliffe. She
was mixed up with a philosopher for a while.”



MR. BIG ‘ 107

“Pantheist?”

“No. Empiricist, as I remember. Bad guy. Completely
zejected Hegel or any dialectical methodology.”

“One of those.”

“Yeah. He used to be a drammer with a jazz trio.
Then he got hooked on Logical Positivism. When that
didn’t work, he tried Pragmatism. Last I heard he stole
a lot of money to take a course in Schopenhauer at Co-
lumbia. The mob would like to find him—or get their
hands on his textbooks so they can resell them.”

“Thanks, Phil.”

“Take it from me, Kaiser. There’s no one out there.
It’s a void. I couldn’t pass all those bad checks or screw
society the way I do if for one second 1 was able to
Tecognize any authentic sense of Being. The universe is
strictly phenomenological. Nothing’s eternal. It's all
meaningless.”

“Who won the fifth at Aqueduct?”

“Santa Baby.”

Y had a beer at O’Rourke’s and tried to add it all up,
but it made no sense at all. Socrates was a suicide~-or
so they said, Christ was murdered. Neitzsche went nuts.
If there was someone out there, He sure as hell didn't
want anybody to know it. And why was Claire Rosen-
sweig lying about Vassar? Could Descartes have been
right? Was the universe dualistic? Or did Kant hit it
on the head when he postulated the existence of God
on moral grounds?

That night I had dinner with Claire. Ten minutes
after the check came, we were in the sack and, brother,
you can have your Western thought. She went through
the kind of gymnastics that would have won first prize
in the Tia Juana Olympics. After, she lay on the pillow
next to me, her long blond hair sprawling. Our naked
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bodies still intertwined. I was smoking and staring at
the ceiling.
“Claire, what if Kierkegaard’s nght?”
“You mean?”
“If you can never really know. Only have faith.”
“That’s absurd,”
“Don’t be so rational.”

- “Nobody’s being rational, Kaiser.” She lit a cigarette.
“Just don’t get ontological, Not now. I couldn’t bear it
if you were ontological with me.”

She was upset. I leaned over and kissed her, and the
phone rang. She got it.

“It’s for you,”

The voice on the other end was Sergeant Reed of
Homicide.

“You still looking for God?”

“Yeah.”

“An afl-power Being? Great Oneness, Creator of the
Universe? First Cause.of All Things?”

“That's right.”

“Somebody with that description just showed up at
the morgue. You better get down here right away,”

It was Him all right, and from the looks of Him it
was a professional job.

“He was dead when they brought Him in,”

“Where’d you find Him?”

“A warehouse on Delancey Street.”

“Any clues?”

“It’s the work of an existentialist. We’re sure of that.”

“How can you tell?”

“Haphazard way how it was done. Doesn’t seem 1o
be any system followed. Impulse.”

“A crime of passion?”

“You got it. Which means you'’re a suspect, Kaiser.”

“Why me?”
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“Everybody down at headquarters knows how you
feel about Jaspers.” '

“That doesn’t make me a killer.”

“Not yet, but you’re a suspect.”

Outside on the street I sucked air into my lungs and
tried to clear my head, I took a cab over to Newatk and
got out and walked a block to Giordino’s Italian Res-
taurant. There, at a back table, was His Holiness, It was
the Pope, all right. Sitting with two guys I had seen in
half a dozen police line-ups.

“Sit down,” he said, looking up from his fettucine.
He held out a ring. I gave him my toothiest smile, but
didn’t kiss it. It bothered him and I was glad. Point for
me.

“Would you like some fettucine?”

“No thanks, Holiness. But you go ahead,™

“Nothing? Not even a salad?”

“I just ate.”

“Suit yourself, but they make a great Roquefort
dressing here. Not like the Vatican, where you can’t get
8 decent meal.”

“Tll come right to the point, Pontiff. P'm looking for
God.” .

“You came to the right person.”

“Then He does exist?” They all found this very
amusing and laughed. The hood next to me said, “Oh,
that’s funny. Bright boy waats to know if He exists.”

1 shifted my chair to get comfortable and brought the
leg down on his little toe. “Sorry.” But he was steaming.

“Sure He exists, Lupowitz, but I'm the only one that
communicates with Him. He speaks only through me.”

“Why you, pal?”

“Because I got the red suit.”

“This get-up?”

“Don’t knock it. Every morning I rise, put on this red
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suit, and suddenly P'm a big cheese. It’s all in the suit,
I mean, face it, if I went around in slacks and a sports
jacket, I couldn’t get arrested religion-wise

“Then it’s a hype. There’s no God.”

“I don’t know. But what's the difference? The
money’s good.”

“You ever worry the laundry won’t get your red suit
back on time and you'll be like the rest of us?”

“I use the special one-day service. I figure it's worth
the extra few cents to be safe.”

“Name Claire Rosensweig mean anything to you?”

“Sure. She’s in the science department at Bryn
Mawr,”

“Science, you say? Thanks,”

“For what?”

“The answer, Pontiff.” I grabbed a cab and shot over
the George Washington Bridge. On the way I stopped at
my office and did some fast checking. Driving to Claire’s
apartment, I put the pieces together, and for the first
time they fit. When I got there she was in a diaphanous
peignoir and something seemed to be troubling her.

“God is dead. The police were here. They’re looking
for you. They think an existentialist did it.”

“No, sugar. It was you.”

“What? Don’t make jokes, Kaiser.”

“It was you that did it.”

“What are you saying?”

“You, baby, Not Heather Butkiss or Claire Rosen-
sweig, but Doctor Ellen Shepherd.”

“How did you know my name?”

“Professor of physics at Bryn Mawr. The youngest
one ever to head a department there. At the mid-winter
Hop you get stuck on a jazz musician who’s heavily into
philosophy. He’s married, but that doesn’t stop you, A
couple of nights in the hay and it feels like love, But it
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doesn’t work out because something comes between
you. God. Y’see, sugar, he believed, or wanted to, but
you, with your pretty little scientific mind, had to have
absolute certainty.”

“No, Kaiser, I swear.”

“So you pretend to study philosophy because that
gives you a chance to eliminate certain obstacles. You-
get rid of Socrates easy enough, but Descartes takes
over, so you use Spinoza to get rid of Descartes, but
when Kant doesn’t come through you have to get rid
of him too.”

“You don’t know what you’re saying.”

“You made mincemeat out of Leibnitz, but that
wasn’t good enough for you because you knew if any-
body believed Pascal you were dead, so he had to be
gotten rid of too, but that's where you made your mis-
take because you trusted Martin Buber. Except, sugar,
he was soft. He believed in God, so you had to get rid
of God yourseli.”

“Kaiser, you're mad!”

“No, baby. You posed as 2 pantheist and that gave
you access to Him—if He existed, which he did. He
went with you to Shelby’s party and when Jason wasn’t
looking, you killed Him.”

“Who the hell are Shelby and Jason?”

“What'’s the difference? Life’s absurd now anyway.”

“Kaiser,” she said, suddenly trembling. “You
wouldn’t turn me in?” ‘

“Oh yes, baby. When the Supreme Being gets
knocked off, sornebody’s got to take the rap.”

“Oh, Kaiser, we could go away together. Just the two
of us. We could forget about philosophy. Settle down
and maybe get into semantics,”

“Sorry, sugar. It’s no dice.”

She was all tears now as she started lowering the
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shoulder straps of her peignoir and I was standing there
suddenly with a naked Venus whose whole body seemed
to be saying, Take me—-I'm yours. A Venus whose right
hand tousled my hair while her left hand had picked up
a forty-five and was holding it behind my back. I let go
with a slug from my thirty-eight before she could pull
the trigger, and she dropped her gun and doubled over
in disbelief,

“How could you, Kaiser?”

She was fading fast, but 1 managed to get it in, in
time.

“The manifestation of the universe as a complex idea
unto itself as opposed to being in or outside the true
Being of itself is inherently a conceptual nothingness or
Nothingness in relation to any abstract form of existing
or to exist or having existed in perpetuity and not sub-
ject to laws of physicality or motion or ideas relating to
non-matter or the lack of objective Being or subjective
otherness.”

It was a subtle concépt but I think she understood
before she died.
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HUGHES, LANGSTCN / The Ways of White Folks
ISHERWOOD, CHRISTOPHER AND W. H. AUDEN / Two Plays:
The Dog Beneath the Skin and The Ascent of F8

JEFFERS, ROBINSON / Selected Poema

JOYCE, JAMES / Ulyases

KAFKA, FRANZ / The Castle

KAFKA, FRANZ / The Trial

KANG-HU, XIANG AND WITTER BYNNER / The Jade Moune
tain: A Chinese Anthology

KOCH, KENNETH / The Art of Love

KOCH, KENNETH / A Change of Hearts

KOCH, KENNETH / The Red Robblins

KOCH, KENNETH / Wishes, Lies and Dreams

LAGERKVIST, PAR / Barabbas

LAGERKVIST, PAR / The Sibyl

LAING, R. D. / Knots

LAWRENCE, D. H. / The Plumad Serpent

LAWRENCE, D. H. / St. Mawr & The Man Who Dled
LINDBERGH, ANNE MORROW / Gi#t from the Sea
LINDBERGH, ANNE MORROW / The Unicorn and Other Poems
MALRAUX, ANDRE / Man's Fate

MANN, THOMAS / Buddenbrooks

MANN, THOMAS / Death in Venice and Seven Other Storles
MANN, THOMAS / Doctor Faustus

MANN, THOMAS / The Magic Mountain

MANN, THOMAS / The Transposed Heads

MANSFIELD, KATHERINE / Stories

MAUGHAM, W. SOMERSET / Of Human Bondage

MIRSKY, D. 8. / A History of ‘Russian Literature: From Its
Beginnings to 1900

MISHIMA, YUKIO / Five Modern N3 Plays

MOFFAT, MARY JANE AND CHARLOTYE PAINTER / Rovela-
tions: Diarles of Women

MORGAN, ROBIN / Monster

MUSTARD, HELEN (trans.) / Heinrlch Heine: Selacted Works
NEMIROFF, ROBERT (ed.} / Les Blancs: The GCollected Last
Plays of Lorraine Hansberry

NGUYEN, DV / The Tale of Kisu
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OATES, WHITNEY J. AND EUGENE O'NEILL, Jr. (sde) /
Seven Famous Greek Plays

O'HARA, FRANK / Selegted Poema of Frank C'Hara
O'NEILL, EUGENE / Anna Christis, The Emperor Jones, The
Hairy Ape

O'NEILL, EUGENE / The Iceman Cometh

O'KEILL, EUGENE / A Moon For the Misbegotten

O'NEILL, EUGENE / Seven Plays of the Sea

O'NEILL, EUGENE / Six Short Plays

O'NEILL, EUGENE / Three Plays: Desire Under. the Elms,
Strange Interlude, Mourning Becomes Electra

O'NEILL, EUGENE, JR. AND WHITNEY J. OATES (eds.) /
Seven Famous Greek Plays

PAINTER, CHARLOTTE AND MARY JANE MOFFAT / Revela-
tione: Dlaries of Women

PERELMAN, 8. J. / Crazy Llke a Fox

PLATH, SYLVIA / The Colossus and Other Pooms
PRITCHETT, V. 8. / Midnight Oii

PROUST, MARCEL / The Captive

PROUST, MARCEL /. Clilea of the Pldin

PROUST, MARCEL / The Guermantes Way

PROUST, MARCEL / The Past Recaptured

PROUST, MARCEL / Swann's Way

PROUST, MARCEL / The Sweet Cheat Gone

PROUST, MARCEL / Within A Budding Grove

PUSHKIN, ALEXANDER / The Captain's Daughter and Other
Stories

QUASHA, GEORGE AND JEROME ROTHENBERG {ads.) /
America & Prophecy: A Reading of American Postry from
Pre-Columbian Times to the Present

REDDY, T. J. / Less Than & Score, But A Point: Poems by
T. J. Reddy

RENAULT, MARY / The Bull From the Sea

RENAULT, MARY / The Last of the Wine

RHYS, JEAN / After Leaving Mr. Mackenzie

RHYS, JEAN / Good Moming Midnight

RHYS, JEAN / Quartet

ROSEN, KENNETH (ed) / The Man 1o Send Rain Clouds:
Contemporary Stories by American Indians

ROTHENBERG, JEROME AND GEORGE QUASHA {eds.) /
Amerlca a Prophecy: A New Reading of American Poetry
From Pre-Columbian Times to the Present

SARGENT, PAMELA (ed.) / Women of Wonder: Sclence Flc-
tion Storles by Women About Women

SARTRE, JEAN-PAUL / The Age of Reason

SARTRE, JEAN-PAUL / The Condemned of Altona

SARTRE, JEAN-PAUL / The Devll & The Good Lord & Two
Other Plays

SARTRE, JEAN-PAUL / No Exit and Three Other Plays
SARTRE, JEAN-PAUL / The Reprieve

SARTRE, JEAN-PAUL / The Trojan Women: Eurlpides
SARTRE, JEAN-PAUL / Troubled Sleep




V-607

V-330
V-331
V-447

V-945
V-133
V-826
V-941
V-797
V-695
V-477
V-153
V710

V-20

V-770
V-769
V-768

v-278
Vv-896

V-63

V-178
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SCORTIA, THOMAS N. AND GEORGE ZEBROWSK! (ods.) /
Human-Machines: An Anthology of Stories About Cyborgs
SHOLOKHOV, MIKHAIL / And Quist Flows the Don
SHOLOKHOV, MIKHAIL / The Don Flows Home to the Sea
SILVERBERG, ROBERT / Born With the Dead: Three Novellas
About the Spirit of Man

SNOW, LOIS WHEELER / China On Stage

STEIN, GERTRUDE / Autobiography of Alice B. Toklaa
STEIN, GERTRUDE / Everybody's Autobiography

STEIN, GERTRUDE / The Geographical History of America
STEIN, GERTRUDE / Ida

STEIN, GERTRUDE / Last Operas and Plays

STEIN, GERTRUDE / Lectures In America

STEIN, GERTRUDE / Thiree Lives

STEIN, GERTRUDE & CARL VAN VECHTEN (ed.) / Selected
Writings of Gertrude Steln

STEINER, STAN AND MARIA-THERESA BABIN (eds.) / Borin-
quen: An Anthology of Puerto-Rican Literature

STEINER, STAN AND LUIS VALDEZ (eds.) / Aztlan: An An-
thology of Mexican-American Literature

STEINER, STAN AND SHIRLEY HILL WITT {eds.) / The Way:
An Anthology of Amarican Indian Literature

STEVENS, HOLLY {ed.) / The Palm at the End of the Mind:

Selected Poems & A Play by Wallace Stevens

STEVENS, WALLACE / The Necessary Angel

SULLIVAN, VICTORIA AND JAMES HATCH (eds.) / Plays By
and About Women

SVEVO, ITALO / Confessions of Zeno

SYNGE, J. M. / Complete Plays

TAYLOR, PAUL B. AND W. H. AUDEN (trans.) / The Elder
Edda

TROUPE, QUINCY AND RAINER SCHULTE (eds.) / Giant
Talk: An Anthology of Third World Writings

VALDEZ, LUIS AND STAN STEINER {sds.) / Azilan: An An-
thology of Mexican-American Literature

VAN VECHTEN, CARL {ed.) AND GERTRUDE STEIN / Se.
lected Writings of Gertrude Stein

WIESEL, ELIE / Souls on Fire

WITT, SHIRLEY HILL AND STAN STEINER {sds.) / The Way:
An Anthology of American indian Literature

WODEHOUSE, P. G. / The Code of the Woosters
WODEHOQUSE, P. G. / Leave It to Psmith

WODEHOUSE, P. G. / Mulliner Nights

ZEBROWSK|, GEORGE AND THOMAS N. SCORTIA (eds.) /
Human-Machines: An Anthology of Stories About Cyborgs



