


A CONFEDERACY OF DUNCES

by JOHN KENNEDY TOOLE (1980)

When a true genius appears in the world, you knaw him by this sign, that the
dunces are all in confederacy against him.

--Jonathan Swift
“THOUGHTS ON VARIOUS SUBJECTS, MORAL AND DIVERNG”



FOREWORD

Perhaps the best way to introduce this novelhich on my third reading of it
astounds me even more than the first -- is toofethy first encounter with it. While 1 was
teaching at Loyola in 1976 | began to get telephcals from a lady unknown to me.
What she proposed was preposterous. It was noslieahad written a couple of chapters
of a novel and wanted to get into my class. It thas$ her son, who was dead, had written
an entire novel during the early sixties, a bigelpand she wanted me to read it. Why
would | want to do that? | asked her. Becauseatgseat novel, she said.

Over the years | have become very good aingetiut of things | don’t want to do.
And if ever there was something | didn’t want tq tids was surely it: to deal with the
mother of a dead novelist and, worst of all, toéhvread a manuscript that she said was
great, and that, as it turned out, was a badly szdeacarcely readable carbon.

But the lady was persistent, and it somehomwecto pass that she stood in my office
handing me the hefty manuscript. There was norggetut of it; only one hope remained
-- that | could read a few pages and that they Wdnd bad enough for me, in good
conscience, to read no farther. Usually | can &b flnat. Indeed the first paragraph often
suffices. My only fear was that this one might betbad enough, or might be just good
enough, so that | would have to keep reading.

In this case | read on. And on. First with $itgking feeling that it was not bad enough
to quit, then with a prickle of interest, then aowmng excitement, and finally an
incredulity: surely it was not possible that it was good. | shall resist the temptation to
say what first made me gape, grin, laugh out |lehéke my head in wonderment. Better
let the reader make the discovery on his own.

Here at any rate is Ignatius Reilly, withoubgenitor in any literature | know of --
slob extraordinary, a mad Oliver Hardy, a fat Domx@te, a perverse Thomas Aquinas
rolled into one -- who is in violent revolt agairtie entire modern age, lying in his
flannel nightshirt, in a back bedroom on Constanla Street in New Orleans, who
between gigantic seizures of flatulence and eriactstis filling dozens of Big Chief
tablets with invective.

His mother thinks he needs to go to work. ldesq] in a succession of jobs. Each job
rapidly escalates into a lunatic adventure, alfldwn disaster; yet each has, like Don
Quixote’s, its own eerie logic.

His girlfriend, Myrna Minkoff of the Bronx, thks he needs sex. What happens
between Myrna and Ignatius is like no other boy4swg@ story in my experience.

By no means a lesser virtue of Toole’s noséhis rendering of the particularities of
New Orleans, its back streets, its out-of-the-waighborhoods, its odd speech, its ethnic
whites -- and one black in whom Toole has achighedear-impossible, a superb comic
character of immense wit and resourcefulness withibke least trace of Rastus
minstrelsy.



But Toole’s greatest achievement is IgnatiesifR himself, intellectual, ideologue,
deadbeat, goof-off, glutton, who should repel tbader with his gargantuan bloats, his
thunderous contempt and one-man war against ewvdyybe Freud, homosexuals,
heterosexuals, Protestants, and the assorted egce$smodern times. Imagine an
Aquinas gone to pot, transported to New Orleansnadie makes a wild foray through
the swamps to LSU at Baton Rouge, where his lundieket is stolen in the faculty
men’s room where he is seated, overcome by mamgagtro-intestinal problems. His
pyloric valve periodically closes in response te tlack of a “proper geometry and
theology” in the modern world.

| hesitate to use the wotdmedy-- though comedy it is -- because that impliespdym
a funny book, and this novel is a great deal mbaa tthat. A great rumbling farce of
Falstaffian dimensions would better describeatnmediavould be closer to it.

It is also sad. One never quite knows where dadness comes from -- from the
tragedy at the heart of Ignatius’s great gaseogssraand lunatic adventures or the
tragedy attending the book itself.

The tragedy of the book is the tragedy ofahthor -- his suicide in 1969 at the age of
thirty-two. Another tragedy is the body of work Wwave been denied.

It is a great pity that John Kennedy Toolaas alive and well and writing. But he is
not, and there is nothing we can do about it bukemaure that this gargantuan
tumultuous human tragicomedy is at least made @deailto a world of readers.

WALKER PERCY

There is a New Orleans city accent... assediavith downtown New Orleans,
particularly with the German and Irish Third Watdat is hard to distinguish from the
accent of Hoboken, Jersey City, and Astoria, Lasignd, where the Al Smith inflection,
extinct in Manhattan, has taken refuge. The reaasiyou might expect, is that the same
stocks that brought the accent to Manhattan impasedNew Orleans.

“You're right on that. We're Mediterraneanve’ never been to Greece or Italy, but
I’'m sure I'd be at home there as soon as | landed.”

He would, too, | thought. New Orleans resemitil®noa or Marseilles, or Beirut or
the Egyptian Alexandria more than it does New Yaitkhough all seaports resemble one
another more than they can resemble any placesimthrior. Like Havana and Port-au-
Prince, New Orleans is within the orbit of a Heit#ic world that never touched the
North Atlantic. The Mediterranean, Caribbean andf GuMexico form a homogeneous,
though interrupted, sea.

A. J. Liebling,

THE EARL OF LOUISIANA



one

A GREEN HUNTING CAP squeezed the top of theslly balloon of a head. The
green earflaps, full of large ears and uncut hadt the fine bristles that grew in the ears
themselves, stuck out on either side like turn aligmndicating two directions at once.
Full, pursed lips protruded beneath the bushy biaokstache and, at their corners, sank
into little folds filled with disapproval and potathip crumbs. In the shadow under the
green visor of the cap Ignatius J. Reilly’s sugdergs blue and yellow eyes looked down
upon the other people waiting under the clock atEh H. Holmes department store,
studying the crowd of people for signs of bad tastelress. Several of the outfits,
Ignatius noticed, were new enough and expensiveigindo be properly considered
offenses against taste and decency. Possessiomytifireg new or expensive only
reflected a person’s lack of theology and geometrgpuld even cast doubts upon one’s
soul.

Ignatius himself was dressed comfortably aedsily. The hunting cap prevented
head colds. The voluminous tweed trousers werebtkirand permitted unusually free
locomotion. Their pleats and nooks contained packétwarm, stale air that soothed
Ignatius. The plaid flannel shirt made a jacketag@ssary while the muffler guarded
exposed Reilly skin between earflap and collar. Tufit was acceptable by any
theological and geometrical standards, howeveraestand suggested a rich inner life.

Shifting from one hip to the other in his luenimg, elephantine fashion, Ignatius sent
waves of flesh rippling beneath the tweed and #hnmaves that broke upon buttons and
seams. Thus rearranged, he contemplated the loitg that he had been waiting for his
mother. Principally he considered the discomfortiMas beginning to feel. It seemed as if
his whole being was ready to burst from his swokelrede desert boots, and, as if to
verify this, Ignatius turned his singular eyes tadvais feet. The feet did indeed look
swollen. He was prepared to offer the sight of ¢hbsilging boots to his mother as
evidence of her thoughtlessness. Looking up, hetBavsun beginning to descend over
the Mississippi at the foot of Canal Street. Thénkts clock said almost five. Already he
was polishing a few carefully worded accusationsigieed to reduce his mother to
repentance or, at least, confusion. He often h&eép her in her place.

She had driven him downtown in the old Plynmp@nd while she was at the doctor’s
seeing about her arthritis, Ignatius had boughtesaimeet music at Werlein’s for his
trumpet and a new string for his lute. Then he Waddered into the Penny Arcade on
Royal Street to see whether any new games hadibhstatied. He had been disappointed
to find the miniature mechanical baseball game gBeehaps it was only being repaired.
The last time that he had played it the batter @awdt work and, after some argument,
the management had returned his nickel, even ththeggPenny Arcade people had been
base enough to suggest that Ignatius had himsatkehrthe baseball machine by kicking
it.

Concentrating upon the fate of the miniatuasdball machine, Ignatius detached his
being from the physical reality of Canal Street #mel people around him and therefore
did not notice the two eyes that were hungrily Watg him from behind one of D. H.
Holmes' pillars, two sad eyes shining with hope dedire.

Was it possible to repair the machine in Nese@hs? Probably so. However, it might
have to be sent to some place like Milwaukee oc&o or some other city whose name



Ignatius associated with efficient repair shops gmtmanently smoking factories.
Ignatius hoped that the baseball game was beirgjutigrhandled in shipment, that none
of its little players was being chipped or maimegdobutal railroad employees determined
to ruin the railroad forever with damage claimsnirghippers, railroad employees who
would subsequently go oil strike and destroy thedis Central.

As Ignatius was considering the delight whitle little baseball game afforded
humanity, the two sad and covetous eyes moved tbwan through the crowd like
torpedoes zeroing in on a great woolly tanker. pbkiceman plucked at Ignatius’ bag of
sheet music.

“You got any identification, mister?” the pm#iman asked in a voice that hoped that
Ignatius was officially unidentified.

“What?” Ignatius looked down upon the badgerenblue cap. “Who are you?”

“Let me see your driver’s license.”

“I don’t drive. Will you kindly go away? | amvaiting for my mother.”

“What's this hanging out your bag?”

“What do you think it is, stupid? It’s a stgifior my lute.”

“What's that?” The policeman drew back adittlAre you local?”

“Is it the part of the police department tadss me when this city is a flagrant vice
capital of the civilized world?” Ignatius bellowexver the crowd in front of the store.
“This city is famous for its gamblers, prostituteghibitionists, anti-Christs, alcoholics,
sodomites, drug addicts, fetishists, onanists, ggnaphers, frauds, jades, litterbugs, and
lesbians, all of whom are only too well protecteddpaft. If you have a moment, | shall
endeavor to discuss the crime problem with youdomt make the mistake of bothering
me’

The policeman grabbed Ignatius by the armwaasl struck on his cap with the sheet
music. The dangling lute string whipped him on ¢lae

“Hey,” the policeman said.

“Take that!” Ignatius cried, noticing that imote of interested shoppers was beginning
to form.

Inside D. H. Holmes, Mrs. Reilly was in thekbey department pressing her maternal
breast against a glass case of macaroons. Withobher fingers, chafed from many
years of scrubbing her son’s mammoth, yellowed drawshe tapped on the glass case to
attract the saleslady.

“Oh, Miss Inez,” Mrs. Relilly called in that @nt that occurs south of New Jersey
only in New Orleans, that Hoboken near the GulMeiico. “Over here, babe.”

“Hey, how you making?” Miss Inez asked. “Hoauyfeeling, darling?”

“Not so hot,” Mrs. Reilly answered truthfully.

“Ain’t that a shame.” Miss Inez leaned ovee tjlass case and forgot about her cakes.
“I don't feel so hot myself. It's my feet.”

“Lord, I wisht I was that lucky. | got arthtig in my elbow.”

“Aw, no!” Miss Inez said with genuine sympattijly poor old poppa’s got that. We
make him go set himself in a hot tub fulla berlimgter.”

“My boy’s floating around in our tub all daprg. | can’t hardly get in my own
bathroom no more.”

“I thought he was married, precious.”

“Ignatius? Eh, la la,” Mrs. Reilly said sadl{sweetheart, you wanna gimme two



dozen of them fancy mix?”

“But | thought you told me he was married,”dgliinez said while she was putting the
cakes in a box.

“He ain’t even got him a prospect. The ligie friend he had flew the coop.”

“Well, he’s got time.”

“I guess so,” Mrs. Reilly said disinterestediyook, you wanna gimme half a dozen
wine cakes, too? Ignatius gets nasty if we runaoceike.”

“Your boy likes his cake, huh?”

“Oh, Lord, my elbow’s killing me,” Mrs. Reillpnswered.

In the center of the crowd that had formedoleefthe department store the hunting
cap, the green radius of the circle of people, badshing about violently.

“I shall contact the mayor,” Ignatius was stiog.

“Let the boy alone,” a voice said from thewib

“Go get the strippers on Bourbon Street,” &hroan added. “He’s a good boy. He’s
waiting for his momma.”

“Thank you,” Ignatius said haughtily. “I hopleat all of you will bear witness to this
outrage.”

“You come with me,” the policeman said to Igas with waning self-confidence. The
crowd was turning into something of a mob, andehgas no traffic patrolman in sight.
“We’re going to the precinct.”

“A good boy can’t even wait for his momma by B. Holmes.” It was the old man
again. “I'm telling you, the city was never likeghlt's the communiss.”

“Are you calling me a communiss?” the policenasked the old man while he tried to
avoid the lashing of the lute string. “I'll take yan, too. You better watch out who you
calling a communiss.”

“You can't arress me,” the old man cried. “l'anmember of the Golden Age Club
sponsored by the New Orleans Recreation Departinent.

“Let that old man alone, you dirty cop,” a wamscreamed. “He’s prolly somebody’s
grampaw.”

‘I am,” the old man said. “I got six granclam all studying with the sisters. Smart,
too.”

Over the heads of the people Ignatius sawnather walking slowly out of the lobby
of the department store carrying the bakery pradastif they were boxes of cement.

“Mother!” he called. “Not a moment too sooivel been seized.”

Pushing through the people, Mrs. Reilly séighatius! What’s going on here? What
you done now? Hey, take your hands off my boy.”

“I’'m not touching him, lady,” the policemanigda‘ls this here your son?”

Mrs. Reilly snatched the whizzing lute stringm Ignatius,

“Of course I’'m her child,” Ignatius said. “Cagou see her affection for me?”

“She loves her boy,” the old man said.

“What you trying to do my poor child?” Mrs. iRg asked the policeman. Ignatius
patted his mother’s hennaed hair with one of higehpaws. “You got plenty business
picking on poor chirren with all the kind of peopley got running in this town. Waiting
for his momma and they try to arrest him.”

“This is clearly a case for the Civil Liberi&nion,” Ignatius observed, squeezing his
mother’s drooping shoulder with the paw. “We mushtact Myrna Minkoff, my lost



love. She knows about those things.”

“It's the communiss,” the old man interrupted.

“How old is he?” the policeman asked Mrs. Reil

“I am thirty,” Ignatius said condescendingly.

“You got a job?”

“Ignatius hasta help me at home,” Mrs. Redlgid. Her initial courage was failing a
little, and she began to twist the lute string witte cord on the cake boxes. “I got terrible
arthuritis.”

“I dust a bit,” Ignatius told the policemarn“addition, | am at the moment writing a
lengthy indictment against our century. When myirbizegins to reel from my literary
labors, | make an occasional cheese dip.”

“Ignatius makes delicious cheese dips,” MmsilliR said.

“That’s very nice of him,” the old man saidldst boys are out running around all the
time.”

“Why don’t you shut up?” the policeman saidhe old man.

“Ignatius,” Mrs. Reilly asked in a tremblingice, “what you done, boy?”

“Actually, Mother, | believe that it was he wistarted everything.” Ignatius pointed to
the old man with his bag of sheet music. “| wasgynstanding about, waiting for you,
praying that the news from the doctor would be eraging.”

“Get that old man outta here,” Mrs. Reilly ¢ddb the policeman. “He’s making
trouble. It's a shame they got people like him wadkthe streets.”

“The police are all communiss,” the old maiusa

“Didn't | say for you to shut up?” the policeamsaid angrily.

“I fall on my knees every night to thank my d&we got protection,” Mrs. Reilly told
the crowd. “We’d all be dead without the police.’tVall be laying in our beds with our
throats cut open from ear to ear.”

“That’s the truth, girl,” some woman answefean the crowd.

“Say a rosary for the police force.” Mrs. Reilvas now addressing her remarks to the
crowd. Ignatius caressed her shoulder wildly, wéispy encouragement. “Would you
say a rosary for a communiss?”

“No!” several voices answered fervently. Somepushed the old man.

“It's true, lady,” the old man cried. “He tdeo arrest your boy. Just like in Russia.
They're all communiss.”

“Come on,” the policeman said to the old mida.grabbed him roughly by the back
of the coat.

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius said, watching the wlétie policeman try to control the old
man. “Now my nerves are totally frayed.”

“Help!” the old man appealed to the crowd.s‘la takeover. It's a violation of the
Constitution!”

“He’s crazy, Ignatius,” Mrs. Reilly said. “Weetter get outta here, baby.” She turned
to the crowd. “Run, folks. He might kill us all. Benally, 1 think maybehe’s the
communiss.”

“You don’t have to overdo it, Mother,” Ignasiusaid as they pushed through the
dispersing crowd and started walking rapidly dovanél Street. He looked back and saw
the old man and the bantam policeman grappling dienthe department store clock.
“Will you please slow down a bit? | think I'm haygra heart murmur.”



“Oh, shut up. How you think | feel? | shoultlhaveta be running like this at my age.”

“The heart is important at any age, I'm afraid

“They’s nothing wrong with your heart.”

“There will be if we don't go a little slow&rThe tweed trousers billowed around
Ignatius’ gargantuan rump as he rolled forward. oo have my lute string?”.

Mrs. Reilly pulled him around the corner orBourbon Street, and they started
walking down into the French Quarter.

“How come that policeman was after you, boy?”

“I shall never know. But he will probably beming after us in a few moments, as
soon as he has subdued that aged fascist.”

“You think so?” Mrs. Reilly asked nervousiyi Wwould imagine so. He seemed
determined to arrest me. He must have some souait or something. | seriously doubt
that he will permit me to elude him so easily.”

“Wouldn’t that be awful! You'd be all over theapers, Ignatius. The disgrace! You
musta done something while you was waiting for lgeatius. | know you, boy.”

“If anyone was ever minding his business, é@sw,” Ignatius breathed. “Please. We
must stop. | think I’'m going to have a hemorrhage.”

“Okay.” Mrs. Reilly looked at her son’s reddeg face and realized that he would
very happily collapse at her feet just to prove guent. He had done it before. The last
time that she had forced him to accompany her sma Sunday he had collapsed twice
on the way to the church and had collapsed oncm alyaing the sermon about sloth,
reeling out of the pew and creating an embarrasdistgrbance. “Let’'s go in here and sit
down.”

She pushed him through the door of the Nidhtoy bar with one of the cake boxes.
In the darkness that smelled of bourbon and citalritts they climbed onto two stools.
While Mrs. Reilly arranged her cake boxes on the kgnatius spread his expansive
nostrils and said, “My God, Mother, it smells awfily stomach is beginning to churn.”

“You wanna go back on the street? You wartt ploiceman to take you in?”

Ignatius did not answer; he was sniffing lgudhd making faces. A bartender, who
had been observing the two, asked quizzically fteenshadows, “Yes?”

“I shall have a coffee,” Ignatius said grand¥hicory coffee with boiled milk.”,

“Only instant,” the bartender said.

“I can’t possibly drink that,” Ignatius toldshmother.. “It's an abomination.”

“Well, get a beer, Ignatius. It won't kill ydu

“I may bloat.”

“I'll take a Dixie 45,” Mrs. Reilly said to thbartender.

“And the gentleman?” the bartender asked incl, assumed voice. “What is his
pleasure?”

“Give him a Dixie, t00.”

“I may not drink it,” Ignatius said as the tearder went off to open the beers.

“We can't sit in here for free, Ignatius.”

“I don’t see why not. We're the only customeérkey should be glad to have us.”

“They got strippers in here at night, huh?"siMReilly nudged her son.

“I would imagine so,” Ignatius said coldly. Heoked quite pained. “We might have
stopped somewhere else. | suspect that the politeraid this place momentarily
anyway.” He snorted loudly and cleared his throBtank God my moustache filters out



some of the stench. My olfactories are alreadyrb@gg to send out distress signals.”

After what seemed a long time during whichr¢heras much tinkling of glass and
closing of coolers somewhere in the shadows, theehder appeared again and set the
beers before them, pretending to knock Ignatiugrbato his lap. The Reillys were
getting the Night of Joy’s worst service, the treant given unwanted customers.

“You don't by any chance have a cold Dr. Nld,you?” Ignatius asked.

“No.”

“My son loves Dr. Nut,” Mrs. Reilly explained. gotta buy it by the case. Sometimes
he sits himself down and drinks two, three Dr. Naitene time.”

“I am sure that this man is not particularyerested,” Ignatius said.

“Like to take that cap offthe bartender asked.

“No, | wouldn't!” Ignatius thundered. “Theregschill in here.”

“Suit yourself,” the bartender said and ddftf into the shadows at the other end of
the bar.

“Really!”

“Calm down,” his mother said.

Ignatius raised the earflap on the side nexig mother.

“Well, 1 will lift this so that you won't havéo strain your voice. What did the doctor
tell you about your elbow or whatever it is?”

“It's gotta be massaged.”

“I hope you don’t want me to do that. You kndvw | feel about touching other
people.”

“He told me to stay out the cold as much assjtde.”

“If I could drive, | would be able to help yooore, | imagine.”

“Aw, that's okay, honey.”

“Actually, even riding in a car affects me agb. Of course, the worst thing is riding
on top in one of those Greyhound Scenicruiserdhi§o up. Do you remember the time
that | went to Baton Rouge in one of those? | vethiseveral times. The driver had to
stop the bus somewhere in the swamps to let mefigahd walk around for a while. The
other passengers were rather angry. They must levestomachs of iron to ride in that
awful machine. Leaving New Orleans also frightemeel considerably. Outside of the
city limits the heart of darkness, the true wasi¢laegins.”

“I remember that, Ignatius,” Mrs. Reilly sa#bsently, drinking her beer in gulps.
“You was really sick when you got back home.”

“| felt betterthen.The worst moment was my arrival in Baton Rougeadlized that |
had a round-trip ticket and would have to returrttembus.”

“You told me that, babe.”

“The taxi back to New Orleans cost me fortylats, but at least | wasn’t violently ill
during the taxi ride, although | felt myself begimg to gag several times. | made the
driver go very slowly, which was unfortunate formhiThe state police stopped him twice
for being below the minimum highway speed limit. @ third time that they stopped
him they took away his chauffeur’s license. You,dbey had been watching us on the
radar all along.”

Mrs. Reilly’s attention wavered between hem sod the beer. She had been listening
to the story for three years.

“Of course,” Ignatius continued, mistaking mmther’s rapt look for interest, “that



was the only time that | had ever been out of Neled&hs in my life. | think that perhaps
it was the lack of a center of orientation that Imilgave upset me. Speeding along in that
bus was like hurtling into the abyss. By the time had left the swamps and reached
those rolling hills near Baton Rouge, | was getifiaid that some rural rednecks might
toss bombs at the bus. They love to attack vehigllsch are a symbol of progress, |
guess.”

“Well, 'm glad you didn’t take the job,” MrReilly said automatically, takinguess
as her cue.

“I couldn’t possibly take the job. When | sd@lae chairman of the Medieval Culture
Department, my hands began breaking out in smaltewlumps. He was a totally
soulless man. Then he made a comment about my eatig a tie and made some
smirky remark about the lumber jacket. | was amohiihat so meaningless a person
would dare such effrontery. That lumber jacket wae of the few creature comforts to
which I've ever been really attached, and if | efied the lunatic who stole it, | shall
report him to the proper authorities.”

Mrs. Reilly saw again the horrible, coffeehséml lumber jacket that she had always
secretly wanted to give to the Volunteers of Ameeradong with several other pieces of
Ignatius’ favorite clothing.

“You see, | was so overwhelmed by the complgtessness of that spurious
‘chairman’ that | ran from his office in the middbé one of his cretinous ramblings and
rushed to the nearest bathroom, which turned obetthe one for ‘Faculty Men.’ At any
rate, | was seated in one of the booths, havingde$e lumber jacket on top of the door
of the booth. Suddenly | saw the jacket being wdudskver the door. | heard footsteps.
Then the door of the restroom closed. At the momenwas unable to pursue the
shameless thief, so | began to scream. Someoneeérite bathroom and knocked at the
door of the booth. It turned out to be a membethef campus security force, or so he
said. Through the door | explained what had jugipeaed. He promised to find the
jacket and went away. Actually, as | have mentiotnedyou before, | have always
suspected that he and the ‘chairman’ were the spemson. Their voices sounded
somewhat similar.”

“You sure can't trust nobody nowadays, honey.”

“As soon as | could, | fled from the bathrooeager only to get away from that
horrible place. Of course, | was almost frozen ditagn on that desolate campus trying to
hail a taxi. | finally got one that agreed to take to New Orleans for forty dollars, and
the driver was selfless enough to lend me his jadRg the time we arrived here,
however, he was quite depressed about losingdeade and had grown rather surly. He
also appeared to be developing a bad cold, judgynipe frequency of his sneezes. After
all, we were on the highway for almost two hours.”

“I think | could drink me another beer, Ignesti”

“Mother! In this forsaken place?”

“Just one, baby. Come on, | want another.”

“We're probably catching something from thegasses. However, if you're quite
determined about the thing, get me a brandy, i3/

Mrs. Reilly signaled to the bartender, who eamnt of the shadows and asked, “Now
what happened to you on that bus, bud? | didn'tlgeend of the story.”

“Will you kindly tend the bar properly?” Ignas asked furiously. “It is your duty to



silently serve when we call upon you. If we had heid to include you in our
conversation, we would have indicated it by now.aAshatter of fact, we are discussing
rather urgent personal matters.”

“The man’s just trying to be nice, Ignatiubase on you.”

“That in itself is a contradiction in termsoNne could possibly be nice in a den like
this.”

“We want two more beers.”

“One beer and one brandy,” Ignatius corrected.

“No more clean glasses,” the bartender said.

“Ain’t that a shame,” Mrs. Reilly said. “Wellye can use the ones we got.”

The bartender shrugged and went off into Heelews.

In the precinct the old man sat on a bencln Wie others, mostly shoplifters, who
composed the late afternoon haul. He had neatgnged along his thigh his Social
Security card, his membership card in the St. dolany Holy Name Society, a Golden
Age Club badge, and a slip of paper identifying has1a member of the American
Legion. A young black man, eyeless behind spacsagglasses, studied the little dossier
on the thigh next to his.

“Whoa!” he said, grinning. “Say, you mus beddo everthin.”

The old man rearranged his cards meticuloaistisaid nothing.

“How come they draggin in somebody like yoTPie sunglasses blew smoke allover
the old man’s cards. “Them po-lice mus be gettspeeate.”

“I'm here in violation of my constitutional gints,” the old man said with sudden
angetr.

“Well, they not gonna believe that. You betthink up somethin else.” A dark hand
reached for one of the cards. “Hey, wha this m&woider Age’'?”

The old man snatched the card and put it badkis thigh.

“Them little card not gonna do you no goodeyhhrow you in jail anyway. They
throw everbody in jail.”

“You think so?” the old man asked the cloudmioke.

“Sure.” A new cloud floated up. “How come ybere, man?”

“l don’t know.”

“You donknow? Whoa! That crazy. You gotta be here for shimetPlenty time they
pickin up color peoples for nothin, but, misteruygotta be here for somethin.”

“I really don’t know,” the old man said glumf} was just standing in a crowd in front
of D. H. Holmes.”

“And you lif somebody wallet.”

“No, | called a policeman a name.”

“Like wha you callin him?”

“Communiss.”

“Cawmniss! Ooo-woo. If | call a po-lice a cawiss, my ass be in Angola right now
for sure. | like to call one of them mother a cavisanthough. Like this afternoon |
standin aroun in Woolsworth and some cat stealgaobaashew nuts out the ‘Nut House’



star screamin like she been stab. Hey! The nextlarflo'walk grabbin me, and then a
police mother draggin me off. A man ain got a clean&hoa!” His lips sucked at the
cigarette. “Nobody findin them cashews on me, Ihat {po-lice still draggin me off. |
think that flo'walk a cawmniss. Mean motherfucker.”

The old man cleared his throat and played tighcards.

“They probly let you go,” the sunglasses séMe, they probly gimma a little talk
think it scare me, even though they know | ain gp@m cashews. They probly try to
prove | got them nuts. They probly buy a bag, glip my pocket. Woolsworth probly try
to send me up for life.”

The Negro seemed quite resigned and blew onéva cloud of blue smoke that
enveloped him and the old man and the little caftien he said to himself, “I wonder
who lif them nuts. Probly that flo'walk hisself.”

A policeman summoned the old man up to th& deshe center of the room where a
sergeant was seated. The patrolman who had art@gtaedas standing there.

“What's your name?” the sergeant asked therad.

“Claude Robichaux,” he answered and put hielicards on the desk before the
sergeant.

The sergeant looked over the cards and saatrdiman Mancuso here says you
resisted arrest and called him a communiss.”

“I didn’t mean it,” the old man said sadly,ticing how fiercely the sergeant was
handling the little cards.

“Mancuso says you says all policemen are conissu’

“Oo-wee,” the Negro said across the room.

“Will you shut up, Jones?” the sergeant catiat

“Okay,” Jones answered.

“I'll get to you next.”

“Say, | didn call nobody no cawmniss,” Jonagls“l been frame by that flo'walk in
Woolsworth. | don even like cashews.”

“Shut your mouth up.”

“Okay,” Jones said brightly and blew a gréaindercloud of smoke.

“I didn’t mean anything | said,” Mr. Robichatodd the sergeant. “I just got nervous. |
got carried away. This policeman was trying to $8ra poor boy waiting for his momma
by Holmes.”

“What?” the sergeant turned to the wan ligtdiceman. “What were you trying to
do?”

“He wasn't a boy,” Mancuso said. “He was a fagman dressed funny. He looked
like a suspicious character. | was just trying taken a routine check and he started to
resist. To tell you the truth, he looked like a prgvert.”

“A pervert, huh?” the sergeant asked greedily.

“Yes,” Mancuso said with new confidence. “Agt big prevert.”

“How big?”

“The biggest | ever saw in my whole life,” Marso said, stretching his arms as if he
were describing a fishing catch. The sergeant’'s ep@ne. “The first thing | spotted was
this green hunting cap he was wearing.”

Jones listened in attentive detachment someaaaighin his cloud.

“Well, what happened, Mancuso? How come hetsstanding here before me?”



“He got away. This woman came out the stom got everything mixed up, and she
and him run around the corner into the Quarter.”

“Oh, two Quarter characters,” the sergeartt, ®iddenly enlightened.

“No, sir,” the old man interrupted. “She waslfty his momma. A nice, pretty lady. |
seen them downtown before. This policeman frighdemer.”

“Oh, listen, Mancuso,” the sergeant screani¥du’re the only guy on the force
who'd try to arrest somebody away from his motA&d why did you bring in grampaw
here? Ring up his family and tell them to comehget.”

“Please,” Mr. Robichaux pleaded. “Don’t dotthdy daughter’s busy with her kids. |
never been arrested in my whole life. She can'tegat me. What are my granchirren
gonna think? They're all studying with the sistérs.

“Get his daughter’s number, Mancuso. Thagfich him to call us communiss!”

“Please!” Mr. Robichaux was in tears. “My gechirren respect me.”

“Jesus Christ!” the sergeant said. “Tryingatoest a kid with his momma, bringing in
somebody’s grampaw. Get the hell outta here, Mamausd take grampaw with you. You
wanna arrest suspicious characters? We'll fix you u

“Yes, sir,” Mancuso said weakly, leading theaping old man away.

“Oo00-wee!” Jones said from the secrecy ofdhosid.

Twilight was settling around the Night of Jbwar. Outside, Bourbon Street was
beginning to light up. Neon signs flashed off amg keflecting in the streets dampened
by the light mist that had been falling steadily Bmme time. The taxis bringing the
evening’s first customers, midwestern tourists eondventioneers, made slight splashing
sounds in the cold dusk.

A few other customers were in the Night of,Jayman who ran his finger along a
racing form, a depressed blonde who seemed comhectk the bar in some capacity,
and an elegantly dressed young man who chainsnmfe&leans and drank frozen daiquiris
in gulps.

“Ignatius, we better go,” Mrs. Reilly said abelched.

“What?” Ignatius bellowed. “We must stay to tefa the corruption. It's already
beginning to set in.”

The elegant young man spilled his daiquirhanbottle-green velvet jacket.

“Hey, bartender,” Mrs. Reilly called. “Get ag. One of the customers just spilled they
drink.”

“That’squite all right, darling,” the young man said angrily. Heched an eyebrow at
Ignatius and his mother. “I think I'm in the wrobgr anyway.”

“Don’t get upset, honey,” Mrs. Reilly counsgléWhat’s that you drinking? It looks
like a pineapple snowball.”

“Even if | described it to you, | doubt wheth@®u’d understand what it is.”

“How dare you talk to my dear, beloved mothier that!”

“Oh, hush, you big thing,” the young man srehpg'Just look at my jacket.”

“It’s totally grotesque.”

“Okay, now. Let’'s be friends,” Mrs. Reilly sathrough foamy lips. “We got enough



bombs and things already.”

“And your son seems to delight in droppingithé must say.”

“Okay, you two. This is the kinda place whenerybody oughta have themselves
some fun.” Mrs. Reilly smiled at the young man. t'lnee buy you another drink, babe,
for the one you spilled. And I think I'll take maather Dixie.”

“I really must run,” the young man sighed. artks anyway.”

“On a night like this?” Mrs. Reilly asked. “Awlon’t pay no mind to what Ignatius
says. Why don't you stay and see the show?”

The young man rolled his eyes heavenward.

“Yeah.” The blonde broke her silence. “See s@ss and tits.”

“Mother,” Ignatius said coldly. “I do believéhat you are encouraging these
preposterous people.”

“Well, you're the one wanted to stay, Ignafius

“Yes, | did want to stay as an observer. Irayhespecially anxious to mingle.”

“Honey, to tell you the truth, | can't listéo that story about that bus no more tonight.
You already told it four times since we got here.”

Ignatius looked hurt.

“I hardly suspected that | was boring you.eifall, that bus ride was one of the more
formative experiences of my life. As a mother, ywhould be interested in the traumas
that have created my worldview.”

“What's with the bus?” the blonde asked, mgvto the stool next to Ignatius. “My
name’s Darlene. | like good stories. You got a\gpice?”

The bartender slammed the beer and the dagpwn just as the bus was starting off
on its journey in the vortex.

“Here, have a clean glass,” the bartenderestat Mrs. Reilly.

“Ain’t that nice. Hey, Ignatius, | just gotcéean glass.”

But her son was too preoccupied with his atrim Baton Rouge to hear her.

“You know, sweetheart,” Mrs. Reilly said teetlpoung man, “me and my boy was in
trouble today. The police tried to arress him.”

“Oh, my dear. Policemen are always so adanaaen't they?”

“Yeah, and Ignatius got him a master’s deguee all.”

“What in the world was he doing?”

“Nothing. Just standing waiting for his podear momma.”

“His outfit is a little bizarre. | thought hgas a performer of some sort when | first
came in, although I tried not to imagine the natfrkis act.”

“I keep on telling him about his clothes, betwon't listen.” Mrs. Reilly looked at the
back of her son’s flannel shirt and at the hailicgrdown the back of his neck. “That's
sure pretty, that jacket you got.”

“Oh, this?” the young man asked, feeling tledvet on the sleeve. “I don’t mind
telling you it cost a fortune. | found it in a dddétle shop in the Village.”

“You don't look like you from the country.”

“Oh, my,” the young man sighed and lit a Salsith a great click of his lighter. “I
meant Greenwich Village in New York, sweetie. Bg thay, where did you ever get that
hat? It's truly fantastic.”

“Aw, Lord, I had this since Ignatius made Risst Communion.”

“Would you consider selling it?”



“How come?”

“I'm a dealer in used clothing. I'll give ydan dollars for it.”

“Aw, come on. For this?”

“Fifteen?”

“Really?” Mrs. Reilly removed the hat. “Sukgney.”

The young man opened his wallet and gave MRelly three five dollar bills.
Draining his daiquiri glass, he stood up and s&idw | really must run.”

“So soon?”

“It's been perfectly delightful meeting you.”

“Take care out in the cold and wet.”

The young man smiled, placed the hat caretdigeath his trench coat, and left the
bar.

“The radar patrol,” Ignatius was telling Darte “is obviously rather foolproof. It
seems that the cab driver and | were making snaadl dn their screen all the way from
Baton Rouge.”

“You was on radar,” Darlene yawned. “Just kharf that.”

“Ignatius, we gotta go now,” Mrs. Reilly saféim hungry.”

She turned toward him and knocked her bedtebtmt the floor where it broke into a
spray of brown, jagged glass.

“Mother, are you making a scene?” Ignatiusedskritably. “Can’t you see that Miss
Darlene and | are speaking? You have some cakésywii. Eat those. You're always
complaining that you never go anywhere. | would éehawagined that you would be
enjoying your night on the town.”

Ignatius was back on radar, so Mrs. Reillycheal in her boxes and ate a brownie.

“Like one?” she asked the bartender. “Thegnigot some nice wine cakes, t00.”

The bartender pretended to be looking for $bimg on his shelves.

“I smell wine cakes,” Darlene cried, lookingsp Ignatius.

“Have one, honey,” Mrs. Reilly said.

“I think that | shall have one, too,” Ignatisaid. “I imagine that they taste rather good
with brandy.”

Mrs. Reilly spread the box out on the bar.retree man with the racing form agreed to
take a macaroon.

“Where you bought these nice wine cakes, laB#?lene asked Mrs. Reilly. “They're
nice and juicy.”

“Over by Holmes, sugar. They got a good s@acPlenty variety.”

“They are rather tasty,” Ignatius concededdsgg out his flabby pink tongue over his
moustache to hunt for crumbs. “I think that | shrel’/e a macaroon or two. | have always
found coconut to be good roughage.”

He picked around in the box purposefully.

“Me, | always like some good cake after | dimi eating,” Mrs. Reilly told the
bartender, who turned his back on her.

“I bet you cook good, huh?” Darlene asked.

“Mother doesn’t cook,” Ignatius said dogmallizd’'She burns.”

“l use to cook too when | was married,” Daddnld them. “I sort of used a lot of that
canned stuff, though. | like that Spanish rice tgey and that spaghetti with the tomato
gravy.”



“Canned food is a perversion,” Ignatius sdidsuspect that it is ultimately very
damaging to the soul.”

“Lord, my elbow’s starting up again,” Mrs. Reisighed.

“Please. | am speaking,” her son told henéVer eat canned food. | did once, and |
could feel my intestines starting to atrophy.”

“You got a good education,” Darlene said.

“Ignatius graduated from college. Then he lstamund there for four more years to
get him a master’s degree. Ignatius graduated smart

“Graduated smart,” Ignatius repeated withmsopique. “Please define your terms.
Exactly what do you mean by ‘graduated smart.”

“Don’t talk to your momma like that,” Darlersaid.

“Oh, he treats me bad sometimes,” Mrs. Raidlid loudly and began to cry. “You just
don’t know. When 1 think of all I done for that bay

“Mother, what are you saying?”

“You don't appreciate me.”

“Stop that right now. I'm afraid that you'veadh too much beer.”

“You treat me like garbage. | been good,” MReilly sobbed. She turned to Darlene.
“I spent all his poor Grammaw Reilly’s insurancermag to keep him in college for eight
years, and since then all he’s done is lay arohadbuse watching television.”

“You oughta be ashamed,” Darlene said to igsatA big man like you. Look at your
poor momma.”

Mrs. Reilly had collapsed, sobbing, on the, lmere hand clenched around her beer
glass.

“This is ridiculous. Mother, stop that.”

“If I knew you was so crool, mister, | wouldhstened to your crazy story about that
Greyhound bus.”

“Get up, Mother.”

“You look like a big crazyman anyway,” Darlesaid. “I shoulda known. Just look
how that poor woman'’s crying.”

Darlene tried to push Ignatius from his stbat sent him crashing into his mother,
who suddenly stopped crying and gasped, “My elbow!”

“What's going on here?” a woman asked frompghdded chartreuse leatherette door
of the bar. She was a statuesque woman nearindevadd, her fine body covered with a
black leather overcoat that glistened with mistledve this place for a few hours’ to go
shopping and look what happens. | gotta be hergyemaute, | guess, to watch out you
people don’t ruin my investment.”

“Just two drunks,” the bartender said. “I'veeln giving them the cold shoulder since
they come in, but they’'ve been sticking like flfes.

“But you, Darlene,” the woman said. “You’regbiriends with them, huh? Playing
games on the stools with these two characters?”

“This guy’s been mistreating his momma,” Dadesxplained.

“Mothers? We got mothers in here now? Busiegesady stinks.”

“I beg your pardon,” Ignatius said.

The woman ignored him’ and looked at the broked empty cake box on the bar,
saying, “Somebody’s been having a picnic in hereddamit. | already told you people
about ants and Fats.”



“I beg your pardon,” Ignatius said again. “Myther is present.”

“It's just my luck to have this crap brokero&ker here just when I'm looking for a
janitor.” The woman looked at the bartender. “Geetse two out.”

“Yes, Miss Lee.”

“Don’t you worry,” Mrs. Reilly said. “We're laving.”

“We certainly are,” Ignatius added, lumberitogvard the door, leaving his mother
behind to climb off her stool. “Hurry along, Motherhis woman looks like a Nazi
commandant. She may strike us.”

“Wait!” Miss Lee screamed, grabbing Ignatigieve. “How much these characters
owe?”

“Eight dollars,” the bartender said.

“This is highway robbery!” Ignatius thunderé&dou will hear from our attorneys.”

Mrs. Reilly paid with two of the bills the yog man had given her and, as she swayed
past Miss Lee, she said, “We know when we not whnWe can take our trade
elsewheres.”

“Good,” Miss Lee answered. “Beat it. Tradenfrpeople like you is the kiss of death.”

After the padded door had closed behind thidyReMiss Lee said, “I never liked
mothers. Not even my own.”

“My mother was a whore,” the man with the recform said, not looking up from his
paper.

“Mothers are full of shit,” Miss Lee observadd took off her leather coat. “Now let’s
you and me have a little talk, Darlene.”

Outside, Mrs. Reilly took her son’s arm foppaort, but, as much as they tried, they
moved forward very slowly, although they seemedntave sideward more easily. Their
walking had developed a pattern: three quick stefke left, pause, three quick steps to
the right, pause.

“That was a terrible woman,” Mrs. Reilly said.

“A negation of all human qualities,” Ignatiadded. “By the way, how far is the car?
I’'m very tired.”

“On St. Ann, honey. Just a few blocks.”

“You left your hat in the bar.”

“Oh, | sold it to that young man.”

“You sold it? Why? Did you ask me whether Inted it to be sold? | was very
attached to that hat.”

“I’'m sorry, Ignatius. | didn’t know you liked so much. You never said nothing about
it.”

“I had an unspoken attachment to it. It waatact with my childhood, a link with
the past.”

“But he gave me fifteen dollars, Ignatius.”

“Please. Don't talk about it anymore. The vehblusiness is sacrilegious. Goodness
knows what degenerate uses he will find for that Ba you have the fifteen dollars on
you?”

“I still got seven left.”

“Then why don't we stop and eat something@iakius pointed to the cart at the
corner. It was shaped like a hot dog on wheelse€lleve that they vend footlong hot
dogs.”



“Hot dogs? Honey, in all this rain and cold genna stand outside and eat weenies?”

“It's a thought.”

“No,” Mrs. Reilly said with somewhat beery cage. “Let’s get home. | wouldn't eat
nothing outta one of them dirty wagons anyway. Takpperated by a bunch of bums.”

“If you insist,” Ignatius said, pouting. “Aldugh | am rather hungry, and you have,
after all, just sold a memento of my childhoodtfurty pieces of silver, so to speak.”

They continued their little pattern of stejeng the wet flagstones of Bourbon Street.
On St. Ann they found the old Plymouth easily.High roof stood above all the other
cars, its best feature. The Plymouth was alwayg &aBnd in supermarket parking lots.
Mrs. Reilly climbed the curb twice trying to fortiee car out of the parking place and left
the impression of a 1946 Plymouth bumper in thedhafcdhe Volkswagon in the rear.

“My nerves!” Ignatius said. He was slumped dow the seat so that just the top of
his green hunting cap appeared in the window, logpHKike the tip of a promising
watermelon. From the rear, where he always satnpaead somewhere that the seat
next to the driver was the most dangerous, he wdtdtis mother’s wild and inexpert
shifting with disapproval. “I suspect that you haféectively demolished the small car
that someone innocently parked behind this bus.Naibetter succeed in getting out of
this spot before its owner happens along.”

“Shut up, Ignatius. You making me nervous,’sMReilly said, looking at the hunting
cap in the rear view mirror.

Ignatius got up on the seat and looked otlhh®frear window.

“That car is a total wreck. Your driver’s litge, if you do indeed have one, will
doubtlessly be revoked. | certainly wouldn’t blathem.”

“Lay down there and take a nap,” his mothéd aa the car jerked back again.

“Do you think that | could sleep now? I'm attdor my life. Are you sure that you're
turning the wheel the right way?”

Suddenly the car leaped out of the parking spd skidded across the wet street into
a post supporting a wrought-iron balcony. The pledit away to one side, and the
Plymouth crunched against the building.

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius screamed from the ré#‘hat have you done now?”

“Call a priest!”

“I don’t think that we’re injured, Mother. Haver, you have just ruined my stomach
for the next few days.” Ignatius rolled down onetloé rear windows and studied the
fender that was pressed against the wall. “We steddd a new headlight on this side, |
imagine.”

“What we gonna do?”

“If I were driving, | would put the auto inverse and back gracefully away from the
scene. Someone will certainly press charges. Tloplpewho own this wreck of a
building have been waiting for an opportunity littes for years. They probably spread
grease on the street after nightfall hoping thatomsts like you will spin toward their
hovel.” He belched. “My digestion has been destdoyethink that | am beginning to
bloat!”

Mrs. Reilly shifted the worn gears and incls&mvly backward. As the car moved, the
splintering of wood sounded over their heads, atgring that changed into splitting of
boards and scraping of metal. Then the balconyfalisg in large sections, thundering
on the roof of the car with the dull, heavy thudyoénades. The car, like a stoned human,



stopped moving, and a piece of wrought-iron decameghattered a rear window.

“Honey, are you okay?” Mrs. Reilly asked wyldfter what seemed to be the final
bombardment.

Ignatius made a gagging sound. The blue aloWweyes were watering.

“Say something, Ignatius,” his mother pleadioining around just in time to see
Ignatius stick his head out of a window and voroivd the side of the dented car.

Patrolman Mancuso was walking slowly down @ear Street dressed in ballet tights
and a yellow sweater, a costume which the sergesdtwould enable him to bring in
genuine, bona fide suspicious characters insteagraidfathers and boys waiting for
their mothers. The costume was the sergeant’s pongist. He had told Mancuso that
from now on he would be strictly responsible foingimg in suspicious characters, that
police headquarters had a costume wardrobe thaldwmrmit Mancuso to be a new
character every day. Forlornly, Patrolman Mancuad put on the tights before the
sergeant, who had pushed him out of the precirttt@d him to shape up or get off the
force.

In the two hours that he had been cruisingriemch Quarter, he had captured no one.
Twice things had looked hopeful. He had stoppecdha mearing a beret and asked for a
cigarette, but the man had threatened to have hestad. Then he accosted a young man
in a trench coat who was wearing a lady’s hat,thetyoung man had slapped him across
the face and dashed away.

As Patrolman Mancuso walked down Chartresingphis cheek, which still smarted
from the slap, he heard what seemed to be an eaploBloping that a suspicious
character had just thrown a bomb or shot himselftam around the corner onto St. Ann
and saw the green hunting cap emitting vomit antbeguins.

two

“WITH THE BREAKDOWN of the Medieval system,dlgods of Chaos, Lunacy, and
Bad Taste gained ascendance.” Ignatius was wittingie of his Big Chief tablets.

After a period in which the western world Feayoyed order, tranquility, unity, and oneness itghTrue
God and Trinity, there appeared winds of changelwBpelled evil days ahead. An ill wind blows n@on
good. The luminous years of Abelard, Thomas a Bcked Everyman dimmed into dross; Fortuna’s
wheel had turned on humanity, crushing its colladgesmashing its skull, twisting its torso, punictgrits
pelvis, sorrowing its soul. Having once been sdhlgumanity fell so low. What had once been deditat
to the soul was now dedicated to the sale.

“That is rather fine,” Ignatius said to hinfsshd continued his hurried writing.

Merchants and charlatans gained control obgeir calling their insidious gospel “The Enlightesmh”
The day of the locust was at hand, but from thessti humanity there arose no Phoenix. The hunrie a
pious peasant, Piers Plowman, went to town totsglthildren to the lords of the New Order for mses
that we may call questionable at best. (See Réghatius J.Blood on Their Hands: The Crime of It All, A
study of some selected abuses in sixteenth celBtwope,a Monograph, 2 pages, 1950, Rare Book Room,
Left Corridor, Third Floor, Howard-Tilton Memorialibrary, Tulane University, New Orleans 18,



Louisiana. Note: | mailed this singular monogragptitte library as a gift; however, | am not realgrtain
that it was ever accepted. It may well have beeovth out because it was only written in pencil ahlét
paper.) The gyro had widened; The Great Chain afiddaad snapped like so many paper clips strung
together by some drooling idiot; death, destructianarchy, progress, ambition, and self-improvement
were to be Piers’ new fate. And a vicious fate disvto be: now he was faced with the perversioragiry

to GO TO WORK.

His vision of history temporarily fading, Ignss sketched a noose at the bottom of the
page. Then he drew a revolver and a little box dmclwv he neatly printed GAS
CHAMBER. He scratched the side of the pencil bacHl &rth across the paper and
labeled this APOCALYPSE. When he had finished datwog the page, he threw the
tablet to the floor among many others that werdteead about. This had been a very
productive morning, he thought. He had not accashplil so much in weeks. Looking at
the dozens of Big Chief tablets that made a rugndian headdresses around the bed,
Ignatius thought smugly that on their yellowed saged wide-ruled lines were the seeds
of a magnificent study in comparative history. Vigordered, of course. But one day he
would assume the task of editing these fragmenlssofentality into a jigsaw puzzle of
a very grand design; the completed puzzle wouldvshterate men the disaster course
that history had been taking for the past four wees. In the five years that he had
dedicated to this work, he had produced an avevhgaly six paragraphs monthly; He
could not even remember what he had written in sohike tablets, and he realized that
several were filled principally with doodling. Hower, Ignatius thought calmly, Rome
was not built in a day.

Ignatius pulled his flannel nightshirt up dodked at his bloated stomach. He often
bloated while lying in bed in the morning contentiplg the unfortunate turn that events
had taken since the Reformation. Doris Day and yegd Scenicruisers, whenever they
came to mind, created an even more rapid expamdibrs central region. But since the
attempted arrest and the accident, he had beetirigdar almost no reason at all, his
pyloric valve snapping shut indiscriminately andrfg his stomach with trapped gas, gas
which had character and being and resented itanenént. He wondered whether his
pyloric valve might be trying, Cassandralike, tl tem something. As a medievalist
Ignatius believed in theota Fortunae,or wheel of fortune, a central concept e
Consolatione Philosophiaghe philosophical work which had laid the foundatifor
medieval thought. Boethius, the late Roman who Watten the Consolationewhile
unjustly imprisoned by the emperor, had said thhtirsd goddess spins us on a wheel,
that our luck comes in cycles. Was the ludicrotsnapt to arrest him the beginning of a
bad cycle? Was his wheel rapidly spinning downwdard@ accident was also a bad sign.
Ignatius was worried. For all his philosophy, Baoeshhad still been tortured and killed.
Then Ignatius’ valve closed again, and he rolledran his left side to press the valve
open.

“Oh, Fortuna, blind, heedless goddess, | aapped to your wheel,” Ignatius belched.
“Do not crush me beneath your spokes. Raise megn tivinity.”

“What you mumbling about in there, boy?” histhrer asked through the closed door.

“I am praying,” Ignatius answered angrily.

“Patrolman Mancuso’s coming today to see meutlhe accident. You better say a
little Hail Mary for me, honey.”

“Oh, my God,” Ignatius muttered.



“I think it's wonderful you praying, babe. £bn wondering what you do locked up in
there all the time.”

“Please go away!” Ignatius screamed. “Youtmattering my religious ecstasy.”

Bouncing up and down on his side vigorouglyaltius sensed a belch rising in his
throat, but when he expectantly opened his moutanhiged only a small burp. Still, the
bouncing had some physiological effect. Ignatiuscheed the small erection that was
pointing downward into the sheet, held it, and 8l trying to decide what to do. In this
position, with the red flannel nightshirt around bhest and his massive stomach sagging
into the mattress, he thought somewhat sadly tett aighteen years with his hobby it
had become merely a mechanical physical act sttipgfethe flights of fancy and
invention that he had once been able to bring ttibne time he had almost developed it
into an art form, practicing the hobby with the liskand fervor of an artist and
philosopher, a scholar and gentleman. There welehs&liden in his room several
accessories which he had once used, a rubber ghoymece of fabric from a silk
umbrella, a jar of Noxema. Putting them away agdiar it was all over had eventually
grown too depressing.

Ignatius manipulated and concentrated. Atdagsion appeared, the familiar figure of
the large and devoted collie that had been hisvpein he was in high school. “Woof!”
Ignatius almost heard Rex say once again. “WoofbfVArf!” Rex looked so lifelike.
One ear dropped. He panted. The apparition jumped @ fence and chased a stick that
somehow landed in the middle of Ignatius’ quilt. the tan and white fur grew closer,
Ignatius’ eyes dilated, crossed, and closed, ardyheanly back among his four pillows,
hoping that he had some Kleenex in his room.

“I come about that porter job you got adveriis the paper.”

“Yeah?” Lana Lee looked at the sunglassesu“yot any references?”

“A po-lice gimme a reference. He tell me Itbeget my ass gainfully employ,” Jones
said and shot a jet of smoke out into the empty bar

“Sorry. No police characters. Not in a busiiéee this. | got an investment to watch.”

“l ain exactly a character yet, but | can th#y gonna star that vagran no visible mean
of support stuff on me. They told me.” Jones widvdiinto a forming cloud. “I thought
maybe the Night of Joy like to help somebody becanm@ember of the community, help
keep a poor color boy outta jail. | keep the piok#t give the Night of Joy a good civil
right ratin.”

“Cut out the crap.”

“Hey! Whoa!”

“You got any experience as a porter?”

“Wha? Sweepin and moppin and all that nigy&f?s

“Watch your mouth, boy. | got a clean business

“Hell, anybody do that, especially color pesspf

“I've been looking,” Lana Lee said, becomingyi@ave personnel manager, “for the
right boy for this job for several days.” She petr lhands in the pockets of her leather
overcoat and looked into the sunglasses. This ea$yra deal, like a present left on her
doorstep. A colored guy who would get arrestedvagrancy if he didn’t work. She



would have a captive porter whom she could workallonost nothing. It was beautiful.
Lana felt good for the first time since she had eamon those two characters messing
up her bar. “The pay is twenty dollars a week.”

“Hey! No wonder the right man ain show up. @eee. Say, whatever happen to the
minimal wage?”

“You need a job, right? | need a porter. Basgistinks. Take it from there!”

“The las person workin in here musta starveeath.”

“You work six days a week from ten to threleygdu come in regular, who knows? You
might get a little raise.”

“Don worry. | come in regular, anything keely ass away from a po-lice for a few
hour,” Jones said, blowing some smoke on Lana L¥g¢here you keep them
motherfuckin broom?”

“One thing we gotta understand is keepingrmauth clean around here.”

“Yes,ma’'m.| sure don wanna make a bad impressia in a fineedl&e the Night of
Joy. Whoa!”

The door opened and Darlene came in wearisgtia cocktail dress and a flowered
hat, flouncing her skirt gracefully as she walked.

“How come you're so late?” Lana screamed at tletold you to be here at one
today.”

“My cockatoo come down with a cold last nigbéna. It was awful. The whole night
he was up coughing right in my ear.”

“Where do you think up excuses like that?”

“Well, it's true,” Darlene answered in an irgd voice. She put her huge hat on the bar
and climbed on a stool up into a cloud that Jorss lown. “I hadda take him to the
vet's this morning to get a vitamin shot. | don'amt that poor bird coughing allover my
furniture.”

“What got into your head that made you encgerthose two characters last night?
Every day, every day, Darlene, | try to explainytu the kind of clientele we want in
here. Then | walk in and find you eating crap off bar with some old lady and a fat
turd. You trying to close down my business? Petgd& in the door, see a combination
like that, they walk off to another bar. What | kato do to make yownderstand,
Darlene? How does a human being get through tand ke yours?”

“| already told you | felt sorry for that pomroman, Lana. You oughta seen how her
son treated her. You oughta heard the story hemeldbout a Greyhound bus. And all the
time that sweet old lady sitting there paying far dirinks. lhadto take one of her cakes -
- to make her feel good.”

“Well, the next time 1 find you encouraging gpée like that and ruining my
investment, I'm gonna kick you out on your behitgdthat clear?”

“Yes, ma'm.”

“You sure you got what | said?”

“Yes, ma'm.”

“Okay. Now show this boy where we keep ourdone and crap and get that bottle that
old lady broke cleaned up. You're in charge of iggtthis whole goddam place as clean
as a pin for what you did me last night. I'm gostgopping.” Lana got to the door and
turned around. “I don’t want nobody fooling withatrcabinet under the bar.”

“| swear,” Darlene said to Jones after Land $&ung through the door, “this place is



worse than the army. She just hire you today?”

“Yeah,” Jones answered. “She ain exabthg me. She kinda buyin me off a auction
block.”

“At least you gonna get a salary. | only wark commission for how much | get
people to drink. You think that's easy? Try to getne guy to buy more than one of the
kinda drinks they serve in here. All water. Theytg@pend ten, fifteen dollars to get any
effect at all. |1 swear, it's a tough job. Lana eyamimps water in the champagne. You
oughta taste that. Then she’s all the time complgimbout how business stinks. She
oughta buy a drink at this bar and find out. Evdrew she’s got only about five people
drinking in here she’s making a fortune. Water deost nothing.”

“Wha she go shoppin for? A whip?”

“Don’t ask me. Lana never tells me nothingaffbana’s a funny one.” Darlene blew
her nose daintily. “What | really wanna be is aotéx | been practicing in my apartment
on a routine. If I can get Lana to let me dancéere at night, | can get me a regular
salary and quit hustling water on commission. Nbwat tl think of it, | oughta get me
some commission for what them people drank up ne test night. That old lady sure
drank up a lotta beer. | don’'t see what Lana’stgatomplain about. Business is business.
That fat man and his momma wasn’t much worse thantywe get in here. | think the
thing got Lana was that funny green cap he hadkstpcon his head. When he was
talking, he’d pull the earflap down, and when heswstening, he’'d stick it up again. By
the time Lana got here, everybody was holleringiat, so he had both flaps stuck out
like wings. You know, it looked sorta funny.”

“And you say this fat cat travlin around witle momma?” Jones asked, making a
mental association.

“Uh huh.” Darlene folded her handkerchief atigped it into her bosom. “I sure hope
they don't ever decide to hang around here agé#linedlly be in trouble. Jesus.” Darlene
sounded worried. “Look, we better do something alibis place before Lana comes
back. But listen. Don’t knock yourself out cleaniag this dump. | never seen it really
clean since | been here. And it's so dark in hdflethe time, nobody can tell the
difference. To hear Lana talk, you'd think thisdelas the Ritz.”

Jones shot out a fresh cloud. Through hissgkase could hardly see anything at all.

Patrolman Mancuso enjoyed riding the motoreygp St. Charles Avenue. At the
precinct he had borrowed a large and loud onewhaatall chromium and baby blue, and
at the touch of a switch it could become a pinbakchine of flashing, winking, blinking
red and white lights. The siren, a cacophany ofw&verazed bobcats, was enough to
make suspicious characters within a half-mile radiefecate in panic and rush for cover.
Patrolman Mancuso’s love for the motorcycle wasagoleally intense.

The forces of evil generated by the hideowmnéd apparently impossible to uncover --
underground of suspicious characters seemed reimdtien this afternoon, though. The
ancient oaks of St. Charles Avenue arched oveateaue like a canopy shielding him
from the mild winter sun that splashed and sparkledhe chrome of the motorcycle.
Although the days had lately been cold and damp, dfternoon had that sudden,
surprising warmth that makes New Orleans wintersitlge Patrolman Mancuso



appreciated the mildness, for he was wearing onfyshirt and Bermuda shorts, the
sergeant’s costume selection for the day. The tedgoeard that hooked over his ears by
means of wires did manage to warm his chest a;litie had snatched the beard from the
locker while the sergeant wasn’t looking.

Patrolman Mancuso inhaled the moldy scenthefdaks and thought, in a romantic
aside, that St. Charles Avenue must be the lougliese in the world. From time to time
he passed the slowly rocking streetcars that seamée leisurely moving toward no
special destination, following their route throutie old mansions on either side of the
avenue. Everything looked so calm, so prosperausnsuspicious. On his own time he
was going up to see that poor Widow Reilly. She tked so pitiful crying in the
middle of that wreck. The least he could do waddrielp her.

At Constantinople Street he turned towardriber, sputtering and growling through a
declining neighborhood until he reached a blockofises built in the 1880s and 90s,
wooden Gothic and Gilded Age relics that dripped/iogg and scrollwork, Boss Tweed
suburban stereotypes separated by alleys so ndénaiva yardstick could almost bridge
them and fenced in by iron pikes and low wallsrmoinabling brick. The larger houses had
become impromptu apartment buildings, their porat@sverted into additional rooms.
In some of the frontyards there were aluminum cdsp@nd bright aluminum awnings
had been installed on one or two of the buildingswvas a neighborhood that had
degenerated from Victorian to nothing in particularblock that had moved into the
twentieth century carelessly and uncaringly -- antth very limited funds.

The address that Patrolman Mancuso was lodking/as the tiniest structure on the
block, aside from the carports, a Lilliput of thgtdies. A frozen banana tree, brown and
stricken, languished against the front of the ppthk tree preparing to collapse as the
iron fence had done long ago. Near the dead tere thas a slight mound of earth and a
leaning Celtic cross cut from plywood. The 1946nRbyuth was parked in the frontyard,
its bumper pressed against the porch, its taillighibcking the brick sidewalk. But,
except for the Plymouth and the weathered crossrenthummified banana tree, the tiny
yard was completely bare. There were no shrubgselvas no grass. And no birds sang.

Patrolman Mancuso looked at the Plymouth andthe deep crease in its roof and the
fender, filled with concave circles, that was seped from the body by three or four
inches of space. VAN CAMP’'S PORK AND BEANS was peith on the piece of
cardboard taped across the hole that had beeedhevindow. Stopping by the grave, he
read REX in faded letters on the cross. Then hebed the worn brick steps and heard
through the closed shutters a booming chant.

Big girls don't cry.

Big girls don't cry.

Big girls, they don't cry-yi-yi.
They don't cry.

Big girls, they don't cry...yi.

While he was waiting for someone to answertilgé he read the faded sticker on the
crystal of the door, “A slip of the lip can sinkship.” Below a WAVE held her finger to
lips that had turned tan.

Along the block some people were out on thpgirches looking at him and the



motorcycle. The shutters across the street thatlglfipped up and down to get the
proper focus indicated that he also had a condikeranseen audience, for a police
motorcycle in the block was an event, especiall{sifiriver wore shorts and a red beard.
The block was poor, certainly, but honest. Suddeelf-conscious, Patrolman Mancuso
rang the bell again and assumed what he consideseerect, official posture. He gave
his audience his Mediterranean profile, but theienme saw only a small and sallow
figure whose shorts hung clumsily in the crotchpsdn spindly legs looked too naked in
comparison to the formal garters and nylon socistlithing near the ankles. The audience
remained curious, but unimpressed; a few were ven especially curious, the few who
had expected some such vision to visit that mingahouse eventually.

Big girls don’t cry
Big girls don't cry.

Patrolman Mancuso knocked savagely at thaesisut

Big girls don't cry.
Big girls don't cry.

“They home,” a woman screamed through thetstsiof the house next door, an
architect’s vision of Jay Could domestic. “Miss Re&s prolly in the kitchen. Go around
the back. What are you, mister? A cop?”

“Patrolman Mancuso. Undercover,” he answeterhky.

“Yeah?” There was a moment of silence. “Whuhe you want, the boy or the
mother?”

“The mother.”

“Well, that’s good. You'd never get a hold lwin. He’s watching the TV. You hear
that? It’s driving me nuts. My nerves is shot.”

Patrolman Mancuso thanked the woman'’s voiceveaiked into the dank alley. In the
back yard he found Mrs. Reilly hanging a spotted gellowed sheet on a line that ran
through the bare fig trees.

“Oh, it's you,” Mrs. Reilly said after a momerShe had almost started to scream
when she saw the map with the red beard appeaerirydrd. “How you doing, Mr.
Mancuso? What them people said?” She stepped aalytiover the broken brick paving
in her brown felt moccasins. “Come on in the hoasd we’ll have us a nice cup of
coffee.”

The kitchen was a large, high-ceilinged ro¢ime, largest in the house, and it smelled
of coffee and old newspapers. Like every room i tiouse, it was dark; the greasy
wallpaper and brown wooden moldings would havesfiamed any light into gloom,
and from the alley very little light filtered in yway. Although the interiors of homes did
not interest Patrolman Mancuso, still he did notee anyone would have, the antique
stove with the high oven and the refrigerator wité cylindrical motor on top. Thinking
of the electric fryers, gas driers, mechanical mixand beaters, waffle plates, and
motorized rotisseries that seemed to be alwaysrwgir grinding, beating, cooling,
hissing, and broiling in the lunar kitchen of higey Rita, he wondered what Mrs. Reilly
did in this sparse room. Whenever a new applianas advertised on television, Mrs.



Mancuso bought it no matter how obscure its uses.we

“Now tell me what the man said.” Mrs. Reilledmn boiling a pot of milk on her
Edwardian gas stove. “How much | gotta pay? Yod tom | was a poor widow with a
child to support, huh?”

“Yeah, | told him that,” Patrolman Mancuso dsasitting erectly in his chair and
looking hopefully at the kitchen table covered witiicloth. “Do you mind if | put my
beard on the table? It's kinda hot in here andstisking my face.”

“Sure, go ahead, babe. Here. Have a nice geliyghnut. | just bought them fresh this
morning over by Magazine Street. Ignatius says éams morning, ‘Momma, | sure feel
like a jelly doughnut.” You know? So | went over the German and bought him two
dozen. Look, they got a few left.”

She offered Patrolman Mancuso a torn andazike box that looked as if it had been
subjected to unusual abuse during someone’s attient@ke all of the doughnuts at once.
At the bottom of the box Patrolman Mancuso found twthered pieces of doughnut out
of which, judging by their moist edges, the jelgdhbeen sucked.

“Thank you anyway, Miss Reilly. | had me a higch.”

“Aw, ain’'t that a shame.” She filled two cupslf full with thick cold coffee and
poured the boiling milk in up to the rim. “Ignatilsves his doughnuts. He says to me,
‘Momma, | love my doughnuts.” Mrs. Reilly slurpebit at the rim of her cup. “He’s
out in the parlor right now looking at TV. Everytexhoon, as right as rain, he looks at
that show where them kids dance.” In the kitchenrttusic was somewhat fainter than it
had been on the porch. Patrolman Mancuso pictimedteen hunting cap bathed in the
blue-white glow of the television screen. “He ddikKe the show at all, but he won’t miss
it. You oughta hear what he says about them pats’ki

“I spoke with the man this morning,” Patrolmdfancuso said, hoping that Mrs.
Reilly had exhausted the subject of her son.

“Yeah?” She put three spoons of sugar in béee and, holding the spoon in the cup
with her thumb so that the handle threatened tatowe her eyeball, she slurped a bit
more. “What he said, honey?”

“I told him | investigated the accident andttlgou just skidded on a wet street.”

“That sounds good. So what he said then, Jabe?

“He said he don't want to go to court. He vgaatsettlement now.”

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius bellowed from the froaf the house. “What an egregious
insult to good taste.”

“Don’t pay him no mind,” Mrs. Reilly adviseti¢ startled policeman. “He does that
all the time he looks at the TV. A ‘settlement.’@imeans he wants some money, huh?”

“He even got a contractor to appraise the dgmiere, this is the estimate.”

Mrs. Reilly took the sheet of paper and relag typed column of itemized figures
beneath the contractor’s letterhead.

“Lord! A thousand and twenty dollars. Thigésrible. How I'm gonna pay that?” She
dropped the estimate on the oilcloth. “You surd ihaight?”

“Yes, ma’'m. He’s got a lawyer working on ot It’s all on the up and up.”

“Where I'm gonna get a thousand dollars, thdugll me and Ignatius got is my poor
husband’s Social Security and a little two-bit pensand that don’t come to much.”

“Do | believe the total perversion that | antngssing?” Ignatius screamed from the
parlor. The music had a frantic, tribal rhythm; lrorus of falsettos sang insinuatingly



about loving all night long.

“I'm sorry,” Patrolman Mancuso said, almosaftbroken over Mrs. Reilly’s financial
quandary.

“Aw, it’s not your fault, darling,” she saidugnly. “Maybe | can get a mortgage on the
house. We can’t do nothing about it, huh?”

“No, ma’'m,” Patrolman Mancuso answered, lisignto some sort of approaching
stampede.

“The children on that program should all beggal,” Ignatius said as he strode into the
kitchen in his nightshirt. Then he noticed the ¢gwesl said coldly, “Oh.”

“Ignatius, you know Mr. Mancuso. Say ‘Hello.”

“I do believe that I've seen him about,” Iginigtsaid and looked out the back door.

Patrolman Mancuso was too startled by the towns flannel nightshirt to reply to
Ignatius’ pleasantry.

“Ignatius, honey, the man wants over a thodsdollars for what | did to his
building.”

“A thousand dollars? He will not get a cente Whall have him prosecuted
immediately. Contact our attorneys, Mother.”

“Our attorneys? He’s got a estimate from ati@mtor. Mr. Mancuso here says they’s
nothing | can do.”

“Oh. Well, you shall have to pay him then.”

“I could take it to court if you think it’s ls&”

“Drunken driving,” Ignatius said calmly. “Ydwuaven't a chance.”

Mrs. Reilly looked depressed.

“But Ignatius, a thousand twenty dollars.”

“I am certain that you can procure some fuhls,told her. “Is there any more coffee,
or have you given the last to this carnival masker?

“We can mortgage the house.”

“Mortgage the house? Of course we won't.”

“What else we gonna do, Ignatius?”

“There are means,” Ignatius said absentlyidh that you wouldn’t bother me with
this. That program always increases my anxiety ayywHe smelled the milk before
putting it into the pot. “I would suggest that ytlephone that dairy immediately. This
milk is quite aged.”

“I can get a thousand dollars over by the Hstewd,” Mrs. Reilly told the silent
patrolman quietly. “The house is good securityatlhme a real estate agent offered me
seven thousand last year.”

“The ironic thing about that program,” Ignaiwas saying over the stove, keeping
one eye peeled so that he could seize the potomsasothe milk began to boil, “is that it
is supposed to be axemplunto the youth of our nation. | would like very muth
know what the Founding Fathers would say if theuyldosee these children being
debauched to further the cause of Clearasil. Howéwdways suspected that democracy
would come to this.” He painstakingly poured theéknmto his Shirley Temple mug. “A
firm rule must be imposed upon our nation befordestroys itself. The United States
needs some theology and geometry, some taste aghaje | suspect that we are
teetering on the edge of the abyss.”

“Ignatius, I’'m gonna have to go by the Homadteomorrow.”



“We shall not deal with those usurers, Moth&gnatius was feeling around in the
cookie jar. “Something will turn up.”

“Ignatius, honey, they can put me in jail.”

“Ho hum. If you are going to stage one of yhysterical scenes, | shall have to return
to the living room. As a matter of fact, | thinkvlll.”

He billowed out again in the direction of timeisic, the shower shoes flapping loudly
against the soles of his huge feet.

“What I'm gonna do with a boy like that?” Mr&eilly sadly asked Patrolman
Mancuso. “He don’t care about his poor dear motisametimes | think Ignatius
wouldn’t mind if they did throw me in jail. He'’s ga heart of ice, that boy.”

“You spoiled him,” Patrolman Mancuso said.Wman’s gotta watch she don't spoil
her kids.”

“How many chirren you got, Mr. Mancuso?”

“Three. Rosalie, Antoinette, and Angelo, Jr.”

“Aw, ain’t that nice. | bet they sweet, huh®tNike Ignatius.” Mrs. Reilly shook her
head. “Ignatius was such a precious child. | deniw what made him change. He used
to say to me, ‘Momma, | love you.’ He don't sayttha more.”

“Aw, don't cry,” Patrolman Mancuso said, deeptoved. “I'll make you some more
coffee.”

“He don't care if they lock me up,” Mrs. Rgilkniffed. She opened the oven and took
out a bottle of muscatel. “You want some nice wivie, Mancuso?”

“No thanks. Being on the force, | gotta makenaression. | gotta always be on the
lookout for people, too.”

“You don't mind?” Mrs. Reilly asked rhetoritaland took a long drink from the
bottle. Patrolman Mancuso began boiling the mil&ydring over the stove in a very
domestic manner. “Sometimes | sure get the blués'slhard. | worked hard, too. | been
good.”

“You oughta look on the bright side,” Patrolmdancuso said.

“I guess so,” Mrs. Reilly said. “Some peopt& g harder than me, | guess. Like my
poor cousin, wonderful woman. Went to mass eveny afaher life. She got knocked
down by a streetcar over on Magazine Street eadynoorning while she was on her way
to Fisherman’s Mass. It was still dark out.”

“Personally, | never let myself get low,” Rdtnan Mancuso lied. “You gotta look up.
You know what | mean? | got a dangerous line ofkw/or

“You could get yourself killed.”

“Sometimes | don’t apprehend nobody all daym8times | apprehend the wrong
person.”

“Like that old man in front of D. H. Holmeshdt's my fault, Mr. Mancuso. | shoulda
guessed Ignatius was wrong all along. It’'s juse Ikm. All the time I'm telling him,
‘Ignatius, here, put on this nice shirt. Put orsthice sweater | bought you.’ But he don’t
listen. Not that boy. He’s got a head like a rock.”

“Then sometimes | get problems at home. Witké kids, my wife’s very nervous.”

“Nerves is a terrible thing. Poor Miss Anntae next-door lady, she’s got nerves;
Always screaming about Ignatius making noise.”

“That’'s my wife. Sometimes | gotta get outte thiouse. If | was another kind of man,
sometimes | could really go get myself good andhkrdust between us.”



“| gotta have my little drink. It relieves tipeessure. You know?”

“What | do is go bowl.”

Mrs. Reilly tried to imagine little Patrolmaviancuso with a big bowling ball and
said, “You like that, huh?”

“Bowling’s wonderful, Miss Reilly. It takes yo mind off things.”

“Oh, my heavens!” a voice shouted from thelgrarThese girls are doubtless
prostitutes already. How can they present horrkesthis to the public?”

“I wish | had me a hobby like that.”

“You oughta try bowling.”

“Ay-yi-yi. | already got arthuritis in my ellva I'm too old to play around with them
balls. I'd wrench my back.”

“| got a aunt, sixty-five, a grammaw, and gjoes bowling all the time. She’s even on
a team.”

“Some women are like that. Me, | never was Imiac sports.”

“Bowling’s more than a sport,” Patrolman Masousaid defensively. “You meet
plenty people over by the alley. Nice people. Yould make you some friends.”

“Yeah, but it's just my luck to drop one ofeth balls on my toe. | got bum feet
already.”

“Next time | go by the alley, I'll let you kme I'll bring my aunt. You and me and my
aunt, we’ll go down by the alley. Okay?”

“Mother, when was this coffee dripped?” Ignatdemanded, flapping into the kitchen
again.

“Just about a hour ago. Why?”

“It certainly tastes brackish.”

“I thought it was very good,” Patrolman Manowsid. “Just as good as they serve at
the French Market. I'm making some more now. Yountacup?”

“Pardon me,” Ignatius said. “Mother, are yooingy to entertain this gentleman all
afternoon? | would like to remind you that | ammpto the movies tonight and that | am
due at the theater promptly at seven so that kearthe cartoon. | would suggest that you
begin preparing something to eat.”

“| better go,” Patrolman Mancuso said.

“Ignatius, you oughta be ashamed,” Mrs. Resllyd in an angry voice. “Me and Mr.
Mancuso here just having some coffee. You beenyralktafternoon. You don't care
where | raise that money. You don’t care if thegklane up. You don’t care about
nothing.”

“Am | going to be attacked in my own home lyefa stranger with a false beard?”

“My heart’s broke.”

“Oh, really.” Ignatius turned on Patrolman Maso. “Will you kindly leave? You are
inciting my mother.”

“Mr. Mancuso’s not doing nothing but beingenit

“| better go,” Patrolman Mancuso said apolageity.

“I'll get that money,” Mrs. Reilly screamedlll' sell this house. I'll sell it out from
under you, boy. I'll go stay by a old folks’ home.”

She grabbed an end of the oilcloth and wipsdelyes.

“If you do not leave,” Ignatius said to Patmain Mancuso, who was hooking on his
beard, “I shall call the police.”



“Heis the police, stupid.”

“This is totally absurd,” Ignatius said anddped away. “I am going to my room.”

He slammed his door and snatched a Big Clabfet from the floor. Throwing
himself back among the pillows on the bed, he belgadling on a yellowed page. After
almost thirty minutes of pulling at his hair andeuwling on the pencil, he began to
compose a paragraph.

Were Hroswitha with us today, we would allkao her for counsel and guidance. From the augteri
and tranquility of her medieval world, the peneétrgtgaze of this legendary Sybil of a holy nun wbul
exorcise the horrors which materialize before gu@san the name of television. If we could onlytgpose
one eyeball of this sanctified woman and a televigiube, both being roughly of the same shape and
design, what a phantasmagoria of exploding eleesodould occur. The images of those lasciviously
gyrating children would disintegrate into so maogs and molecules, thereby effecting the catharsish
the tragedy of the debauching of the innocent rezcédg demands.

Mrs. Reilly stood in the hall looking at th@©DNOT DISTURB sign printed on a sheet
of Big Chief paper and stuck to the door by anftlddh-colored Band-aid.

“Ignatius, let me in there, boy,” she screamed

“Let you in here?” Ignatius said through the®d “Of course | won'’t. | am occupied at
the moment with an especially succinct passage.”

“You let me in.”

“You know that you are never allowed in here.”

Mrs. Reilly pounded at the door.

‘I don't know what is happening to you, Mothdyut | suspect that you are
momentarily deranged. Now that | think of it, | @oo frightened to open the door. You
may have a knife or a broken wine bottle.”

“Open up this door, Ignatius.”

“Oh, my valve! It's closing!” Ignatius groandaludly. “Are you satisfied now that you
have ruined me for the rest of the evening?”

Mrs. Reilly threw herself against the unpagmeood.

“Well, don’t break the door,” he said finalind, after a few moments, the bolt slid
open.

“Ignatius, what'’s all this trash on the flobr?

“That is my worldview that you see. It stillust be incorporated into a whole, so be
careful where you step.”

“And all the shutters closed: Ignatius! Ittgldight outside.”

“My being is not without its Proustian elemghtignatius said from the bed, to which
he had quickly returned. “Oh, my stomach.”

“It smells terrible in here.”

“Well, what do you expect? The human body, mvhenfined, produces certain odors
which we tend to forget in this age of deodoramid ather perversions. Actually, I find
the atmosphere of this room rather comforting. Batmeeded the scent of apples rotting
in his desk in order to write. I, too, have my reedbu may remember that Mark Twain
preferred to lie supinely in bed while composingsh rather dated and boring efforts
which contemporary scholars try to prove meaningfeheration of Mark Twain is one
of the roots of our current intellectual stalenfate.

“If I know it was like this, I'd been in heteng ago.”

“I do not know why you are in herow, as a matter of fact, or why you have this



sudden compulsion to invade my sanctuary. | doutsther it will ever be the same after
the trauma of this intrusion by an alien spirit.”

“I came to talk to you, boy. Get your face theém pillows.”

“This must be the influence of that ludicraepresentative of the law. He seems to
have turned you against your own child. By the wayhas left, hasn’'t he?”

“Yes, and | apologized to him over the way yated.”

“Mother, you are standing on my tablets. Wdl please move a little? Isn't it enough
that you have destroyed my digestion without dgstgpthe fruits of my brain also?”

“Well, where I'm gonna stand, Ignatius? Younivane to get in bed with you?” Mrs.
Reilly asked angrily.

“Watch out where you’re stepping, please!”dtins thundered. “My God, never has
anyone been so totally and so literally stormed laesleged. What is it anyway that has
driven you in here in this state of complete martsuld it be the stench of cheap
muscatel that is assaulting my nostrils?”

“I made up my mind. You gonna go out and get & job.”

Oh, what low joke was Fortuna playing on hiowf? Arrest, accident, job. Where
would this dreadful cycle ever end?

“| see,” Ignatius said calmly. “Knowing thably are congenitally incapable of arriving
at a decision of this importance, | imagine thatt tnongoloid law officer put this idea
into your head.”

“Me and Mr. Mancuso talked like | used to tadkyour poppa. You poppa used to tell
me what to do. | wish he was alive today.”

“Mancuso and my father are alike only in tttaty both give the impression of being
rather inconsequential humans. However, your cumentor is apparently the type of
person who thinks that everything will be all righeéveryone works continually.”

“Mr. Mancuso works hard. He’s got a hard ra&the precinct.”

“I am certain that he supports several unwéiataldren who all hope to grow up to
be policemen, the girls included.”

“He’s got three sweet chirren.”

“l can imagine.” Ignatius began to bounce $jovOh!”

“What are you doing? Are you fooling with thatlve again? Nobody else got him a
valve but youl ain’t got no valve.”

“Everyonehas a valve!” Ignatius screamed. “Mine is simplyrendeveloped. | am
trying to open a passage which you have succeedbtbcking. It may be permanently
closed now for all I know.”

“Mr. Mancuso says if you work you can help pwyoff the man. He says he thinks
the man might take the money in installments.”

“Your friend the patrolman says a great d¥al certainly bring people out, as they
say. | never suspected that he could be so loque@o that he was capable of such
perceptive comment. Do you realize that he is gyim destroy our home? It began the
moment that he attempted that brutal arrest intfadrD. H. Holmes. Although you are
too limited to comprehend it all, Mother, this mianour nemesis. He’s spun our wheel
downward.”

“Wheel? Mr. Mancuso is a good man. You oudigalad he didn’t take you in!”

“In my private apocalypse he will be impalgabuo his own nightstick. Anyway, it is
inconceivable that | should get a job. | am vergybwith my work at the moment, and |



feel that | am entering a very fecund stage. Perhla@ accident jarred and loosened my
thought. At any rate, | accomplished a great deddy.”

“We gotta pay that man, Ignatius. You wanraree in jail? Wouldn't you be ashamed
with your poor momma behind bars?”

“Will you please stop talking about imprisormtf2 You seem to be preoccupied with
the thought. Actually, you seem to enjoy thinkirigpat it. Martyrdom is meaningless in
our age.” He belched quietly. “I would suggest aerteconomies around the house.
Somehow you will soon see that you have the redmount.”

“I spend all the money on you for food and wiogs.”

“I have found several empty wine bottles alately, the contents of which I certainly
did not consume.”

“Ignatius!”

“I made the mistake of heating the oven theeotay before inspecting it properly.
When | opened it to put in my frozen pizza, | wasast blinded by a bottle of broiled
wine that was preparing to explode. | suggestybatdivert some of the monies that you
are pouring into the liquor industry.”

“For shame, Ignatius. A few bottles of Gallasoatel, and you with all them trinkets.”

“Will you please define the meaningtofikets” Ignatius snapped.

“All them books. That gramaphone. That trumgstught you last month.”

“I consider the trumpet a good investmenfhalgh our neighbor, Miss Annie, does
not. If she beats on my shutters again, I'll poatev on her.”

“Tomorrow we looking at the want ads in the@a You gonna dress up and go find
you a job.”

“l am afraid to ask what your idea of ‘dregsump’ is. | will probably be turned into an
utter mockery.”

“I'm gonna iron you a nice white shirt and ygonna put on one of your poppa’s nice
ties.”

“Do | believe what | am hearing?” Ignatius egkis pillow.

“It's either that, Ignatius, or | gotta takat@ mortgage. You wanna lose the roof over
your head?”

“No! You will not mortgage this house.” He puled a great paw into the mattress.
“The whole sense of security which | have beemytio develop would crumble. | will
not have any disinterested party controlling my aile | couldn’t stand it. Just the
thought of it makes my hands break out.”

He extended a paw so that his mother couldh@ethe rash.

“That is out of the question,” he continuetl.Would bring all of my latent anxieties
to a head, and the result, | fear, would be vely ingleed. | would not want you to have
to spend the remainder of your life caring for adtic locked away somewhere in the
attic. We shall not mortgage the house. You muge lseme funds somewhere.”

“I got a hundred fifty in the Hibernia Bank.”

“My God, is that all? | hardly thought that were existing so precariously. However,
it is fortunate that you have kept this from medH&nown how close we were to total
penury, my nerves would have given out long aggratius scratched his paws. “I must
admit, though, that the alternative for me is ratyem. | doubt very seriously whether
anyone will hire me.”

“What do you mean, babe? You a fine boy witjoed education.”



“Employers sense in me a denial of their valukle rolled over onto his back. “They
fear me. | suspect that they can see that | anedoto function in a century which |
loathe. That was true even when | worked for they gleans Public Library.”

“But, Ignatius, that was the only time you wed since you got out of college, and
you was only there for two weeks.”

“That is exactly what | mean,” Ignatius repli@iming a paper ball at the bowl of the
milk glass chandelier.

“All you did was paste them little slips iretbooks.”

“Yes, but | had my own esthetic about pasthmgse slips. On some days | could only
paste in three or four slips and at the same temkdatisfied with the quality of my work.
The library authorities resented my integrity abthé whole thing. They only wanted
another animal who could slop glue on their bekgse”

“You think maybe you could get a job thereia@a

“| seriously doubt it. At the time | said soma&her cutting things to the woman in
charge of the processing department. They everkeevmy borrower’s card. You must
realize the fear and hatred which mgltanschauungstills in people.” Ignatius belched.
“I won't mention that misguided trip to Baton Rouddat incident, | believe, caused me
to form a mental block against working.”

“They was nice to you at college, Ignatius.wNtell the truth. They let you hang
around there a long time. They even let you teadhss.”

“Oh, it was basically the same. Some poor evfriitm Mississippi told the dean that |
was a propagandist for the Pope, which was patentigue. | do not support the current
Pope. He does not at all fit my concept of a gandhoritarian Pope. Actually, | am
opposed to the relativism of modern Catholicisnmteywiolently. However, the boldness
of this ignorant lily-white redneck fundamentalietd my other students to form a
committee to demand that | grade and return tremiu@ulated essays and examinations.
There was even a small demonstration outside tnelomi of my office. It was rather
dramatic. For being such simple, ignorant childrtiey managed it quite well. At the
height of the demonstration | dumped all of the mdgbers -- ungraded, of course -- out of
the window and right onto the students’ heads. ddlkege was too small to accept this
act of defiance against the abyss of contempo@agemia.”

“Ignatius! You never told me that.”

“l did not want to excite you at the time.l$@told the students that, for the sake of
humanity’s future, | hoped that they were all $¢etilgnatius arranged the pillows about
his head. “I could never have possibly read over itliteracies and misconceptions
burbling from the dark minds of these studentsiilitbe the same wherever | work.”

“You can get you a good job. Walit till theyese boy with a master’s degree.”

Ignatius sighed heavily and said, “I see nerahtive.” He twisted his face into a
mask of suffering. There was no use fighting Faatwmtil the cycle was over. “You
realize, of course, that this is all your fault.eThrogress of my work will be greatly
delayed. | suggest that you go to your confessar make some penance, Mother.
Promise him that you will avoid the path of sin arthking in the future. Tell him what
the consequence of your moral failure has beenhimetknow that you have delayed the
completion of a monumental indictment against aaiety. Perhaps he will comprehend
the magnitude of your failing. If he is my type miest, the penance will no doubt be
rather strict. However, | have learned to expétielfrom today’s clergyman.”



“I'm gonna be good, Ignatius. You'll see.”

“There, there, | shall find some employmeiithaugh it will not necessarily be what
you would call agoodjob. | may have some valuable insights which mayefie my
employer. Perhaps the experience can give my \grdimew dimension. Being actively
engaged in the system which | criticize will be iateresting irony in itself.” Ignatius
belched loudly. “If only Myrna Minkoff could see Wwdow I've fallen.”

“What that girl’'s doing now?” Mrs. Reilly asttesuspiciously. “I put out good money
for you to go to college, and you have to pick ufhwomebody like that.”

“Myrna is still in New York, her native habitaNo doubt she is trying to taunt the
police into arresting her in some demonstratiotiigtvery moment.”

“She sure used to get me nervous playing ahdhitar of hers allover this house. If
she’s got money like you said, maybe you shouldaigthher. You two might of settled
down and had a nice baby or something.”

“Do | believe that such obscenity and filth deming from the lips of my own
mother?” Ignatius bellowed. “Now run along and fire some dinner. | must be at the
theater on time. It's a circus musical, a heraleecess which | have been waiting to see
for some time. We study the want ads tomorrow.”

“I'm so proud you gonna work at last,” Mrs. iResaid emotionally and kissed her
son somewhere in his damp moustache.

A

“Look at that old gal,” Jones mused to hisgheyas the bus bounced and threw him
against the woman sitting beside him. “She thinkseal color | gonna rape her. She
about to throw her grammaw ass out the window. Whain gonna rape nobody.”

He moved discreetly away from her, crossing legs and wishing that he could
smoke on the bus. He wondered who the fat catargthen cap was who was suddenly
allover town. Where would that fat mother show @xt® There was something ghostly
about that green-cap freak.

“Well, 1 gonna tell that po-lice | gainfullyngploy, keep him off my back, tell him |
met up with a humanitaria payin me twenty dollaweek. He say, ‘That fine, boy. I'm
glad to see you straighten out.” And | say, ‘HeikHd he say, ‘Now maybe you be
becomin a member of the community.” And | say, febhgot me a nigger job and nigger
pay. Now | really a member of the community. Nowa keal nigger. No vagran. Just
nigger.” Whoa! What kinda change you got?”

The old woman pulled the bell cord and got @futhe seat, trying self-consciously to
avoid any contact with the anatomy of Jones, whecked her writhing through the
detachment of his green lenses.

“Look at that. She think | got siphlus and @Bd a hard on and | gonna cut her up
with a razor and lif her purse. Ooo-wee.”

The sunglasses watched the woman climb ofbtiseinto a crowd standing at the bus
stop. Somewhere in the rear of the crowd an aliercavas going on. A man with a
rolled up newspaper in his hand was striking anoth@n who had a long red beard and
was wearing bermuda shorts. The man in the beakketbfamiliar. Jones felt uneasy.
First there was the green-cap phantom and nowp#rson he couldn't identify.

Jones turned from the window when the marhénred beard ran off and opened the



Life magazine that Darlene had given him. At least Darllead been pleasant to him at
the Night of Joy. Darlene subscribed lide for purposes of self-improvement and, in
giving it to Jones, had suggested that he might firhelpful, too. Jones tried to plow

through an editorial about American involvementte Far East but stopped midway,
wondering how something like that could help Daglém become an exotic, the goal that
she had referred to again and again. He turned toattle advertisements, for they were
the things that interested him in magazines. ThecBen in this magazine was excellent.
He liked the Aetna Life Insurance ad with the pietof the lovely home that a couple

had just bought. The Yardley Shaving Lotion merkkmbcool and rich. That's how the

magazine could help him. He wanted to look just likose men.

\Y

When Fortuna spins you downward, go out to aviemand get more out of life.
Ignatius was about to say this to himself; themdmembered that he went to the movies
almost every night, no matter which way Fortuna gg@aning.

He sat at attention in the darkness of theéalRig only a few rows from the screen, his
body filling the seat and protruding into the twajaning ones. On the seat to his right
he had stationed his overcoat, three Milky Waysl @vo auxiliary bags of popcorn, the
bags neatly rolled at the top to keep the popcammand crisp. Ignatius ate his current
popcorn and stared raptly at the previews of conattigictions. One of the films looked
bad enough, he thought, to bring him back to thgara in a few days. Then the screen
glowed in bright, wide technicolor, the lion roayechd the title of the excess flashed on
the screen before his miraculous blue and yelloeseWlis face froze and his popcorn
bag began to shake. Upon entering the theaterathedrefully buttoned the two earflaps
to the top of his cap, and now the strident scérh® musical assaulted his naked ears
from a variety of speakers. He listened to the mudetecting two popular songs which
he particularly disliked, and scrutinized the ctedclosely to find any names of
performers who normally nauseated him.

When the credits had ended and Ignatius haednthat several of the actors, the
composer, the director, the hair designer, andagsstant producer were all people
whose efforts had offended him at various timegshe past, there appeared in the
technicolor a scene of many extras milling abouwireus tent. He greedily studied the
crowd and found the heroine standing near a sigdesho

“Oh, my God!” he screamed. “There she is.”

The children in the rows in front of him tuchand stared, but Ignatius did not notice
them. The blue and yellow eyes were following tleeoime, who was gaily carrying a
pail of water to what turned out to be her elephant

“This is going to be even worse than | thoughgnatius said when he saw the
elephant.

He put the empty popcorn bag to his full lipsflated it, and waited, his eyes
gleaming with reflected technicolor. A tympany beaid the sound track filled with
violins. The heroine and Ignatius opened their meswgimultaneously, hers in song, his in
a groan. In the darkness two trembling hands nwéenrily. The popcorn bag exploded
with a bang. The children shrieked.

“What's all that noise?” the woman at the candunter asked the manager.



“He’s here tonight,” the manager told her,rntimg across the theater to the hulking
silhouette at the bottom of the screen. The managdked down the aisle to the front
rows, where the shrieking was growing wilder. Thielar having dissipated itself, the
children were holding a competition of shriekingnatius listened to the bloodcurdling
little trebles and giggles and gloated in his dark With a few mild threats, the manager
quieted the front rows and then glanced down the iro which the isolated figure of
Ignatius rose like some great monster among ttie heads. But he was treated only to a
puffy profile. The eyes that shone under the gnésar were following the heroine and
her elephant across the wide screen and into tbescient.

For a while Ignatius was relatively still, otag to the unfolding plot with only an
occasional subdued snort. Then what seemed toebélittis entire cast was up on the
wires. In the foreground, on a trapeze, was theiher She swung back and forth to a
waltz. She smiled in a huge close-up. Ignatiuseonsg her teeth for cavities and fillings.
She extended one leg. Ignatius rapidly surveyeddtgours for structural defects. She
began to sing about trying over and over again yoti succeeded. Ignatius quivered as
the philosophy of the lyrics became clear. He gtddier grip on the trapeze in the hope
that the camera would record her fatal plunge ¢oswdust far below.

On the second chorus the entire ensembledainghe song, smiling and singing
lustily about ultimate success while they swunggled, flipped, and soared.

“Oh, good heavens!” Ignatius shouted, unabledantain himself any longer. Popcorn
spilled down his shirt and gathered in the foldshad trousers. “What degenerate
produced this abortion?”

“Shut up,” someone said behind him.

“Just look at those smiling morons! If only af those wires would snap!” Ignatius
rattled the few kernels of popcorn in his last Batnank God that scene is over.”

When a love scene appeared to be developmdobinded up out of his seat and
stomped up the aisle to the candy counter for mpopeorn, but as he returned to his seat,
the two big pink figures were just preparing toskis

“They probably have halitosis,” Ignatius annoed over the heads of the children. “I
hate to think of the obscene places that those msdwve doubtlessly been before!”

“You'll have to do something,” the candy womiaitd the manager laconically. “He’s
worse than ever tonight.”

The manager sighed and started down the taisidere Ignatius was mumbling, “Oh,
my God, their tongues are probably allover eaclkrigtcapped and rotting teeth.”

three

IGNATIUS STAGGERED UP the brick path to theuse, climbed the steps painfully,
and rang the bell. One stalk of the dead banameahtrd expired and collapsed stiffly onto
the hood of the Plymouth.

“Ignatius, baby,” Mrs. Reilly cried when shpemed the door. “What's wrong? You
look like you dying.”

“My valve closed on the streetcar.”

“Lord, come in quick out the cold.”



Ignatius shuffled miserably back to the kitclaad fell into a chair.

“The personnel manager at that insurance caynpaated me very insultingly.”

“You didn’t get the job?”

“Of course | didn’t get the job.”

“What happened?”

“I would rather not discuss it.”

“Did you go to the other places?”

“Obviously not. Do | appear to be in a coralitithat would attract prospective
employers? | had the good judgment to come honse@s as possible.”

“Don’t feel blue, precious.”

“Blue’? | am afraid that | never feel ‘blugé.’

“Now don’t be nasty. You'll get a nice job. Y@nly been on the streets a few days,”
his mother said and looked at him. “Ignatius, was wearing that cap when you spoke
to the insurance man?”

“Of course | was. That office was improperbiated. | don’t know how the employees
of that company manage to stay alive exposing tebses to that chill day after day. And
then there are those florescent tubes baking Hrains out and blinding them. | did not
like the office at all. | tried to explain the ireqliacies of the place to the personnel
manager, but he seemed rather uninterested. Helltiaately very hostile.” Ignatius let
out a monstrous belch. “However, | told you thatwibuld be like this. | am an
anachronism. People realize this and resent it.”

“Lord, babe, you gotta look up.”

“Look up?” Ignatius repeated savagely. “Wha baen sowing that unnatural garbage
into your mind?”

“Mr. Mancuso.”

“Oh, my God! | should have known. Is he anragke of ‘looking up’?”

“You oughta hear the whole story of that pomn’s life. You oughta hear what this
sergeant at the precinct’s trying...”

“Stop!” Ignatius covered one ear and beatsa dn the table. “I will not listen to
another word about that man. Throughout the cezdutihas been the Mancusos of the
world who have caused wars and spread diseasedeidydhe spirit of that evil man is
haunting this house. He has become your Svengali!”

“Ignatius, get a holt of yourself.”

“I refuse to ‘look up.” Optimism nauseates riteis perverse. Since man’s fall, his
proper position in the universe has been one oémis

“l ain’t miserable.”

“You are.”

“No, Il ain’t.”

“Yes, you are.”

“Ignatius, laint miserable. If | was, I'd tell you.”

“If 1 had demolished private property whilgoricated and had thereby thrown my
child to the wolves, | would be beating my breasd availing. | would kneel in penance
until my knees bled. By the way, what penance hagptiest given you for your sin?”

“Three Hail Mary’s and a Our Father.”

“Is that all?” Ignatius screamed. “Did youltBlm what you did, that you halted a
critical work of great brilliance?”



“I went to confession, Ignatius. | told Fatlesferything. He says, ‘It don’t sound like
your fault, honey. It sounds to me like you jusika little skid on a wet street.” So | told
him about you. | says ‘My boy says I'm the one giog him from writing in his
copybooks. He’s been writing on this story for asidive years.” And Father says,
‘Yeah? Well, don’t sound too important to me. Yell him to get out the house and go to
work.”™

“No wonder | cannot support the Church,” Igasitbellowed. “You should have been
lashed right there in the confessional.”

“Now tomorrow, Ignatius, you go try some otlpdace. They got plentjpobsin the
city. | was talking to Miss Marie-Louise, the olally works in the German’s. She’s got a
crippled brother with a car phone. He’s kinda dgafj know? He got himself a good job
over by the Goodwill Industries.”

“Perhaps | should try there.”

“Ignatius! They only hire blind people and duies to make brooms and things.”

“I am certain that those people are pleasawbckers.”

“Let’s us look in the afternoon’s paper. Maythey got a nice job in there!”

“If I must go out tomorrow, | am not leavinget house so early. | felt very disoriented
all the while | was downtown.”

“You didn’t leave here until after lunch.”

“Still, I was not functioning properly. | segffed several bad dreams last night. | awoke
bruised and muttering.”

“Here, listen to this. | been seeing this adhe paper every day,” Mrs. Reilly said,
holding the newspaper very close to her eyes. 4@|dard-worker man...."”

“That’s ‘hard-worlkng.”

“Clean, hard-working man, dependable, quyeet...”

“Quiet type.” Give that to me,” Ignatius said, snatchihg paper from his mother.
“It's unfortunate that you couldn’t complete youtueation.”

“Poppa was very poor.”

“Please! | couldn’t bear to hear that grimrgtagain at the moment. ‘Clean, hard-
working, dependable, quiet type.” Good God! Whatdkof monster is this that they want.
I am afraid that | could never work for a concerithva worldview like that.”

“Read the rest, babe.”

“Clerical work. 25-35 years old. Apply LevyaRts, Industrial Canal and River,
between 8 and 9 daily.’ Well, that’'s out. | coulever get all the way down there before
nine o’clock.”

“Honey, if you gonna work, you gotta get uplga

“No, Mother.” Ignatius threw the paper on topthe oven. “I have been setting my
sights too high. | cannot survive this type of wotksuspect that something like a
newspaper route would be rather agreeable.”

“Ignatius, a big man like you can’t pedal ardwon no bike delivering newspapers.”

“Perhaps you could drive me about in the car lacould toss the papers from the rear
window.”

“Listen, boy,” Mrs. Reilly said angrily. “Yogonna go try somewheres tomorrow. |
mean it. The first thing you gonna do is answes #d. You playing around, Ignatius. |
know you.”

“Ho hum,” Ignatius yawned, exhibiting the flabpink of his tongue. “Levy Pants



sounds just as bad if not worse than the titlethefother organizations | have contacted.
| can see that | am obviously beginning to scraygebbttom of the job market already.”
“Just you wait, babe. You’'ll make good.”
“Oh, my God!”

Patrolman Mancuso had a good idea that had geen to him by, of all people,
Ignatius Reilly. He had telephoned the Reilly’'s s@uto ask Mrs. Reilly when she could
go bowling with him and his aunt. But Ignatius hadswered the telephone and
screamed, “Stop molesting US, you mongoloid. If yaad any sense, you would be
investigating dens like that Night of Joy in whichy beloved mother and | were
mistreated and robbed. I, unfortunately, was trey mf a vicious, depraved B-girl. In
addition, the proprietress is a Nazi. We barelyaped with our lives. Go investigate that
gang and let us alone, you home-wrecker.”

Then Mrs. Reilly had wrestled the phone awaynfher son.

The sergeant would be glad to know about tlaeep He might even compliment
Patrolman Mancuso forgetting the tip. Clearing thsoat, Patrolman Mancuso stood
before the sergeant and said, “I got a lead omeeplivhere they got B-girls.”

“You got a lead?” the sergeant asked. “Whaeggou the lead?”

Patrolman Mancuso decided against draggingtigs into the matter for several
reasons. He settled on Mrs. Reilly.

“Alady | know,” he answered.

“How come this lady knows about the place® sergeant asked. “Who took her to
this place?”

Patrolman Mancuso couldn’t say “her son.” ligiht reopen some wounds. Why
couldn’t conversations with the sergeant ever goathly?

“She was there alone,” Patrolman Mancuso 8aally, trying to save the interview
from becoming a shambles.

“Alady was in a place like that alone?” tleggeant screamed. “What kinda lady was
this? She’s probly a B-girl herself. Get outta hé&dancuso, and bring me in a suspicious
character. You ain't brought in one person yet. ' Bgimme no tips from B-girls. Go look
in your locker. You're a soldier today. Beat it.”

Patrolman Mancuso drifted sadly off to thekkrs, wondering why he could never do
anything right for the sergeant. When he was gtineesergeant turned to a detective and
said, “Send a couple men over to that Night of Soye night. Someone there might've
been just dumb enough to talk to Mancuso. But dteilthim. | don’t want that goon
taking any credit. He stays in costume until had¢sime in a character.”

“You know, we got another complaint on Manctsday from somebody who says a
small man wearing a sombrero pressed up againshlebus last night,” the detective
said.

“No kidding,” the sergeant said thoughtfultyMell, any more complaints like that,
and wearrestMancuso.”



Mr. Gonzalez turned the lights on in the snoffiice and lit the gas heater beside his
desk. In the twenty years that he had been worlandg,evy Pants, he had always been
the first person to arrive each morning.

“It was still dark when | got here this morgjh Mr. Gonzalez would say to Mr. Levy
on those rare occasions when Mr. Levy was forcedsibLevy Pants.

“You must be leaving home too early,” Mr. Lewpuld say.

“I was standing out on the steps of the offlde morning talking to the milkman.”

“Oh, shut up, Gonzalez. Did you get my plaicket to Chicago for the Bears’ game
with the Packers?”

“I had the office all warm by the time evergycelse came in for work.”

“You’re burning up my gas. Sit in the colds iggood for you.”

“l did two pages in the ledger this morningemhl was in here all by myself. Look, |
caught a rat near the water cooler. He didn’t trankbody was around yet, and | hit him
with a paper weight.”

“Get that damned rat away from me. This pldepresses me enough. Get on the
phone and make my hotel reservations for the Derby.

But the criteria at Levy Pants were very I®momptness was sufficient excuse for
promotion. Mr. Gonzalez became the office managet #ok control of the few
dispirited clerks under him. He could never reaignember the names of his clerks and
typists. They seemed, at times, to come and gosildaily, with the exception of Miss
Trixie, the octogenarian assistant accountant, adub been copying figures inaccurately
into the Levy ledgers for almost half a centurye &ven wore her green celluloid visor
on her way to and from work, a gesture that Mr. gaber interpreted as a symbol of
loyalty to Levy Pants. On Sundays she sometime® ww# visor to church, mistaking it
for a hat. She had even worn it to her brothereefal, where it was ripped from her head
by her more alert and slightly younger sister-w:I8rs. Levy, though, had issued orders
that Miss Trixie was to be retained, no matter what

Mr. Gonzalez rubbed a rag over his desk andght, as he did every morning at this
time when the office was still chilly and desertad the wharf rats played frenetic
games among themselves within the walls, abouh@ppiness that his association with
Levy Pants had brought him. On the river the friggh gliding through the lifting mist
bellowed at one another, the sound of their deghdms echoing among the rusting file
cabinets in the office. Beside him the little hegiepped and cracked as its parts grew
warmer and expanded. He listened unconsciouslf tbeasounds that had begun his day
for twenty years and lit the first of the ten cigihes that he smoked every day. When he
had smoked the cigarette down to its filter, heipout and emptied the ashtray into the
wastebasket. He always liked to impress Mr. Levihhe cleanliness of his desk.

Next to his desk was Miss Trixie’s rolltop H#e®©ld newspapers filled every half-
opened drawer. Among the little spherical formadiaf lint under the desk a piece of
cardboard had been wedged under one corner to thakdesk level. In place of Miss
Trixie, a brown paper bag filled with old piecesnoéterial, and a ball of twine occupied
the chair. Cigarette butts spilled out of the ashtyn the desk. This was a mystery which
Mr. Gonzalez had never been able to solve, for Migsie did not smoke. He had
guestioned her about this several times, but hadrneceived a coherent answer. There
was something magnetic about Miss Trixie’'s areatthacted whatever refuse there was
in the office, and whenever pens, eyeglasses, puosecigarette lighters were missing



they could usually be found somewhere in her dig&s Trixie also hoarded all of the
telephone books, which were stored in some cludtdrawer in her desk.

Mr. Gonzalez was about to search Miss Trixgsa for his missing stamp pad when
the door of the office opened and she shuffledénffing her sneakers across the wooden
floor. She had with her another paper bag that sdetm contain the same assortment of
material and twine, aside from the stamp pad whels sticking out of the top of the
bag. For two or three years Miss Trixie had beeryogy these bags with her, sometimes
accumulating three or four by the side of her desker disclosing their purpose or
destination to anyone.

“Good morning, Miss Trixie,” Mr. Gonzalez cadl in his effervescent tenor. “And
how are we this morning?”

“Who? Oh, hello, Gomez,” Miss Trixie said féeland drifted off toward the ladies’
room as if she were tacking into a gale. Miss &wias never perfectly vertical; she and
the floor always met at an angle of less than gidegrees.

Mr. Gonzalez took the opportunity of her diga@rance to retrieve his stamp pad from
the bag and discovered that it was covered witht ié¢iaand smelled like bacon grease.
While he was wiping his stamp pad, he wondered hmamy of the other workers would
appear. One day a year ago only he and Miss Thixceshown up for work, but that was
before the company had granted a five-dollar mgnitntrease. Still, the office help at
Levy Pants often quit without even telephoning @onzalez. This was a constant worry,
and always after Miss Trixie's arrival he watchid toor hopefully, especially now that
the factory was supposed to begin shipment ofptshg and summer line. The truth of
the matter was that he needed office help deserate

Mr. Gonzalez saw a green visor outside ther.ddad Miss Trixie gone out through
the factory and decided to reenter through thetfdmor? It was like her. She had once
gone to the ladies’ room in the morning and beamdoby Mr. Gonzalez late that
afternoon asleep on a pile of piece goods in theofg loft. Then the door opened, and
one of the largest men that Mr. Gonzalez had esen £ntered the office. He removed
the green cap and revealed thick black hair pledtey his skull with Vaseline in the style
of the 1920s. When the overcoat came off, Mr. Glmzzeaw rings of fat squeezed into a
tight white shirt that was vertically divided byveide flowered tie. It appeared that
Vaseline had also been applied to the moustach# geamed very brightly. And then
there were the unbelievable blue and yellow eyesdavith the finest tracing of pinkish
veins. Mr. Gonzalez prayed almost audibly that Heeemoth was an applicant for a job.
He was impressed and overwhelmed.

Ignatius found himself in perhaps the mostregiatable office that he had ever
entered. The naked light bulbs that hung irreguladm the stained ceiling cast a weak
yellow light upon the warped floorboards. Old fdircabinets divided the room into
several small cubicles, in each of which was a desikted with a peculiar orange
varnish. Through the dusty windows of the officerthwas a gray view of the Poland
Avenue wharf, the Army Terminal, the Mississipmdafar in the distance, the drydocks
and the roofs of Algiers across the river. A velg woman hobbled into the room and
bumped into a row of filing cabinets. The atmosphef the place reminded Ignatius of
his own room, and his valve agreed by opening joyflgnatius prayed almost audibly
that he would be accepted for the job. He was isgm@ and overwhelmed.

“Yes?” the dapper man at the clean desk akigtitly.



“Oh. | thought that the lady was in charggiatius said in his most stentorian voice,
finding the man the only blight in the office. “lahe come in response to your
advertisement.”

“Oh, wonderful. Which one?” the man cried erdlastically. “We’re running two in
the paper, one for a woman and one for a man.”

“Which one do you think I'm answering?” Ignatihollered.

“Oh,” Mr. Gonzalez said in great confusion'nflvery sorry. | wasn’t thinking. 1
mean, the sex doesn’t matter. You could handleseiiibb. | mean, I’'m not concerned
with sex.”

“Please forget it,” Ignatius said. He noticetth interest that the old woman was
beginning to nod at her desk. Working conditiorakied wonderful.

“Come sit down, please. Miss Trixie will takeur coat and hat and put them in the
employees’ locker. We want you to feel at homeeatyl Pants.”

“But | haven’t even spoken with you yet.”

“That’s all right. I'm sure that we’ll see ey@ eye. Miss Trixie. Miss Trixie.”

“Who?” Miss Trixie cried, knocking her loadadhtray to the floor.

“Here, I'll take your things.” Mr. Gonzalez walapped on the hand when he reached
for the cap, but he was permitted to have the ctsat't that a fine tie. You see very few
like that anymore.”

“It belonged to my departed father.”

“I'm sorry to hear that,” Mr. Gonzalez saiddaput the coat into an old metal locker in
which Ignatius saw a bag like the two beside tltevadman’s desk. “By the way, this is
Miss Trixie, one of our oldest employees. You'lj@nknowing her.”

Miss Trixie had fallen asleep, her white haatbng the old newspapers on her desk.

“Yes,” Miss Trixie finally sighed. “Oh, it'sgqu, Gomez. Is it quitting time already?”

“Miss Trixie, this is one of our new workers.”

“Fine big boy,” Miss Trixie said, turning hemeumy eyes up toward Ignatius. “Well
fed.”

“Miss Trixie has been with us for over fiftggrs. That will give you some idea of the
satisfaction that our workers get from their assoon with Levy Pants. Miss Trixie
worked for Mr. Levy'’s late father, a fine old gemtian.”

“Yes, a fine old gentleman,” Miss Trixie saithable to remember the elder Mr. Levy
at all anymore. “He treated me well. Always hadralkvord, that man.”

“Thank you, Miss Trixie,” Mr. Gonzalez said igkly, like a master of ceremonies
trying to end a variety act that had failed hosibl

“The company says it's going to give me a rboded ham for Easter,” Miss Trixie
told Ignatius. “I certainly hope so. They forgotabout my Thanksgiving turkey.”

“Miss Trixie has stood by Levy Pants throudte tyears,” the office manager
explained while the ancient assistant accountanitled something else about the turkey.

“I've been waiting for years to retire, butegy year they say | have one more to go.
They work you till you drop,” Miss Trixie wheezetdhen losing interest in retirement,
she added, “I could have used that turkey.”

She began sorting through one of her bags.

“Can you begin work today?” Mr. Gonzalez askguhtius.

“| don’t believe that we have discussed amghtoncerning salary and so forth. Isn’t
that the normal procedure at this time?” Ignatisised condescendingly.



“Well, the filing job, which is the one youllave because we really need someone on
the files, pays sixty dollars a week. Any days thati are absent due to sickness, et
cetera, are deducted from your weekly wage.”

“That is certainly far below the wage that &dhexpected.” Ignatius sounded
abnormally important. “I have a valve which is sdtjto vicissitudes which may force
me to, lie abed on certain days. Several morechitteaorganizations are currently vying
for my services. | must consider them first.”

“But listen,” the office manager said confitiafly. “Miss Trixie here earns only forty
dollars a week, and she does have some seniority.”

“She does look rather worn,” Ignatius saidiching Miss Trixie spread the contents
of her bag on her desk and sort through the sctfegmet she past retirement?”

“Sshh,” Mr. Gonzalez hissed. “Mrs. Levy wol€t us retire her. She thinks it’s better
for Miss Trixie to keep active. Mrs. Levy is a lidght, educated woman. She’s taken a
correspondence course in psychology.” Mr. Gonzkdezthis sink in. “Now, to return to
your prospects, you are very fortunate to starh whe salary | quoted. This is all part of
the Levy Pants Plan to attract new blood into tbmmany. Miss Trixie, unfortunately,
was hired before the plan went into effect. It was retroactive, and therefore doesn'’t
cover her.”

“l hate to disappoint you, sir, but | am afrdhat the salary is not adequate. An oll
magnate is currently dangling thousands beforerymegtto tempt me to be his personal
secretary. At the moment, | am trying to decide twee | can accept the man’s
materialistic worldview. | suspect that | am gotodinally tell him, ‘Yes.”

“We'll include twenty cents a day for carfdr®ir. Gonzalez pleaded.

“Well. That does change things,” Ignatius ceaed. “I shall take the job temporarily. |
must admit that the ‘Levy Pants Plan’ rather atyace.”

“Oh, that's wonderful,” Mr. Gonzalez blurtetHe’ll love it here, won't he, Miss
Trixie?”

Miss Trixie was too preoccupied with her ssrapreply.

“I find it strange that you have not even ask@ my name,” Ignatius snorted.

“Oh, my goodness. | completely forgot abouatttWho are you?”

That day one other office worker, the stenples, appeared. One woman telephoned
to say that she had decided to quit and go onfrelstead. The others did not contact
Levy Pants at all.

A%

“Take those glasses off: How the hell can gea all that crap on the floor?”

“Who wanna look at all that crap?”

“I told you to take the glasses off, Jones.”

“The glasses stayion.” Jones bumped the push broom into a bar stool. tikenty
dollar a week, you ain running a plantation in kere

Lana Lee started snapping a rubber band arthenglile of bills and making little piles
of nickels that she was taking out of the cashstegi

“Stop knocking that broom against the bar,g sitreamed. “Goddamit to hell, you
making me nervous.”

“You want quiet sweeping, you get you a oldyld sweepyawng”



The broom bumped against the bar several mmoes. Then the cloud of smoke and
the broom moved off across the floor.

“You oughta tell your customer use they ashtral them peoples you workin a man
in here below the minimal wage. Maybe they betke Itonsiderate.”

“You better be glad I'm giving you a chanceyp Lana Lee said. “There’s plenty
colored boys looking for work these days.”

“Yeah, and they’s plenty color boy turnin vagy too, when they see what kind a wage
peoples offerin. Sometime | think if you colorpgtter to be a vagran.”

“You better be glad you're working.”

“Ever night I'm fallin on my knee.”

The broom bumped against a table.

“Let me know when you finish with that sweegpinLana Lee said. “I got a little
errand | want you to run for me.”

“Erran? Hey! | thought this a sweepin and mogpb.” Jones blew out a cumulus
formation. “What this erran shit?”

“Listen here, Jones,” Lana Lee dumped a pil@iockels into the cash register and
wrote down a figure on a sheet of paper. “All Itgotlo is phone the police and report
you're out of work. You understand me?”

“And | tell the po-lice the Night of Joy a gity cathouse. | fall in a trap when | come
to work in this place. Whoa! Now | jus waitin totg@me kinda evidence. When | do, |
really gonna flap my mouth at the precinct.”

“Watch your tongue.”

“Times changin,” Jones said, adjusting hisgtasses. “You cain scare color peoples
no more. | got me some peoples form a human chdiront your door, drive away your
business, get you on the TV news. Color peoplek emmugh horseshit already, and for
twenty dollar a week you ain piling no more on.elttqng pretty tire of bein vagran or
workin below the minimal wage. Get somebody elseyour erran.”

“Aw, knock it off and finish my floor. I'll geDarlene to go.”

“That po gal.” Jones explored a booth with lneom. “Hustlin water, runnin erran.
Whoa!”

“Ring up the precinct about her. She’s a Brkistr.”

“I waitin till I can ring up the precinct abbyou. Darlene dorwannabe a B-drinker.
Sheforceto be a B-drinker. She say she wanna go in show biz

“Yeah? Well, with the brains that girl’s gdtess lucky they haven't shipped her off to
the funny farm.”

“She be better off there.”

“She’d be better off if she just put that mimichers to selling my liquor and quit with
the dancing crap. | can just imagine what somehlday her would do on my stage.
Darlene’s the kinda person ruin your investmenbifi don’t watch her,”

The padded door banged open and a young kedlinto the bar, scraping the metal
taps on his flamenco boots across the floor.

“Well, it's about time,” Lana said to him.

“You got a new jig, huh?” The boy looked ottlanes through his swirls of oiled hair.
“What happened to the last one? He die or some?hing

“Honey,” said Lana blandly.

The boy opened a flashy hand-tooled walletgane Lana a number of bills.



“Everything went okay, George?” she asked Hifhe orphans liked them?”

“They liked the one on the desk with the gésssn. They thought it was some kinda
teacher or something. | want only that one thigtim

“You think they want another like that?” Laasked with interest.

“Yeah. Why not? Maybe one with a blackboardl an book. You know. Doing
something with a piece of chalk.”

The boy and Lana smiled at each other.

“I get the picture,” Lana said and winked.

“Hey, you a junkie?” the boy called to Jori&&u look like a junkie to me.”

“You be lookin pretty junky with a Night of ydroom stickin out your ass,” Jones
said very slowly. “Night of Joy broom old, they gband splintery.”

“Okay, okay,” Lana screamed. “I don’t wantaae riot in here. | got an investment to
protect.”

“You better tell your little ofay kid friend ave along.” Jones blew some smoke on the
two. “I ain takin no insult with this kinda job.”

“Come on, George,” Lana said. She openeddb@et under the bar and gave George
a package wrapped in brown paper. “This is theyouwewant. Now go on. Beat it.”

George winked at her and banged out the door.

“That suppose to be a messenger for the ogitialones asked. “I like to see the
orphans he operatin for. | bet the United Fun doovkabout them orphans.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Lan&exs angrily. She studied Jones’s face,
but the glasses prevented her reading anything.tti€here’s nothing wrong with a little
charity. Now get back on my floor.”

Lana started to make sounds, like the imprecaif a priestess, over the bills that the
boy had given her. Whispered numerals and wordsédtb upward from her coral lips,
and, closing her eyes, she copied some figuresapt of paper. Her fine body, itself a
profitable investment through the years, bent mewvdy over the formica top altar.
Smoke, like incense, rose from the cigarette inaktgray at her elbow, curling upward
with her prayers, up above the host which she Wweastng in order to study the date of
its minting, the single silver dollar that lay angothe offerings. Her bracelet tinkled,
calling communicants to the altar, but the only ome the temple had been
excommunicated from the Faith because of his pagenand continued mopping. An
offering fell to the floor, the host, and Lana Krtel venerate and retrieve it.

“Hey, watch out,” Jones called, violating tha&nctity of the rite. “You droppin your
profit from the orphans, butterfinger.”

“Did you see where it went to, Jones?” sheedskSee if you can find it.”

Jones rested his mop against the bar andestdot the coin, squinting through his
sunglasses and smoke.

“Ain this the shit,” he mumbled to himself Withe two searched the floor. “Ooo-
weel!”

“I found it,” Lana said emotionally. “I got.it

“Whoa! I'm sure glad you did. Hey! You betteot be droppin silver dollars on the
floor like that, Night of Joy be going bankrup. Ytne havin trouble meetin that big
payroll.”

“And why don’t you try keeping your mouth shbby?”

“Say, who you callin ‘boy'?” Jones took thenkiée of the broom and pushed



vigorously toward the altar. “You ain Scarla O’Hmnt
Y,

Ignatius eased himself into the taxi and gtwe driver the Constantinople Street
address. From the pocket of his overcoat he toskeet of Levy Pants stationery, and
borrowing the driver’s clipboard for a desk, he &e¢o write as the taxi joined the dense
traffic on St. Claude Avenue.

I am really quite fatigued as my first workidgy draws to a close. | do not wish to
suggest, however, that | am disheartened or degmtemsdefeated. For the first time in
my life | have met the system face to face, fukyetmined to function within its context
as an observer and critic in disguise, so to spa&ke there more firms like Levy Pants,
| do believe that America’s working forces would bbetter adjusted to their tasks. The
obviously reliable worker is completely unmolestbtt. Gonzalez, my “boss,” is rather a
cretin, but is nonetheless quite pleasant. He seseraally apprehensive, certainly too
apprehensive to criticize any worker’s performaméeduty. Actually, he will accept
anything, almost, and is therefore appealingly daatec in his retarded way. As an
example of this, Miss Trixie, our Earth Mother betworld of commerce, inadvertently
set flame to some important orders in the procésgltting a heater. Mr. Gonzalez was
quite tolerant of thisgaffe when one considers that the company of late has bee
receiving fewer and fewer orders and that the grdsre a demand from Kansas City for
some five hundred dollars ($500!) worth of our prod We must remember, though, that
Mr. Gonzalez is under orders from that mysterigge®dness, the reputedly brilliant and
learned Mrs. Levy, to treat Miss Trixie well andrtake her feel active and wanted. But
he has also been most courteous to me, permittentprhave my will among the files.

I intend to draw Miss Trixie out rather shgrtl suspect that this Medusa of capitalism
has many valuable insights and more than one pitisgrvation to offer.

The only sour note -- and here | degenerdteslkang to more properly set the mood
for the creature whom | am about to discuss -- Giasia, the stenographer, a young and
brazen tart. Her mind was reeling with misconcemi@and abysmal value judgments.
After she had made one or two bold and unsolicdeshments about my person and
bearing, | drew Mr. Gonzalez aside to tell him tddria was planning to quit without
notice at the end of the day. Mr. Gonzalez, thesaygrew quite manic and fired Gloria
immediately, affording himself an opportunity atttaarity which, | could see, he rarely
enjoyed. Actually, it was the awful sound of Glégiatake-like heels that led me to do
what | did. Another day of that clatter would haealed my valve for good. Then, too,
there was all of that mascara and lipstick androthégarities which | would rather not
catalogue.

| have many plans for my filing department dave taken -- from among the many
empty ones -- a desk near a window. There | sdt miy little gas heater at full force
throughout the afternoon, watching the ships froamynan exotic port steaming through
the cold, dark waters of the harbor. Miss Trixigght snore and the furious typing of Mr.
Gonzalez provided a pleasant counterpoint to nigeebns.

Mr. Levy did not appear today; | am given tadarstand that he visits the business
rarely, that he is actually, as Mr. Gonzalez put%rying to sellout as soon as possible.”
Perhaps the three of us (for | shall endeavor t&emdr. Gonzalez dismiss the other



workers if they arrive tomorrow; too many peopletiat office will probably prove
distracting) in the office can revitalize the bwesa and restore the faith of Mr. Levy The
Younger. | have several excellent ideas already,|&mow that I, for one, will eventually
make Mr. Levy decide to put his heart and souhaftrm.

I have, incidentally, made a very shrewd bawrgdath Mr. Gonzalez: | convinced him
that because | had helped him save the expenséodh'§ salary, he could respond by
transporting me to and fro by taxi. The hagglingttinsued was a blot upon an otherwise
pleasant day, but I finally won my point by expiamto the man the dangers of my valve
and of my health in general.

So we see that even when Fortuna spins uswarginthe wheel sometimes halts for a
moment and we find ourselves in a good, small cydtbin the larger bad cycle. The
universe, of course, is based upon the principl¢hefcircle within the circle. At the
moment, | am in an inner circle. Of course, smatiiecles within this circle are also
possible.

Ignatius gave the driver the clipboard and aaiety of instructions upon speed,
direction, and shifting. By the time they had reatiConstantinople Street there was a
hostile silence in the taxi, which was only brolksnthe driver’s request for the fare.

As Ignatius pulled himself angrily up and aditthe taxi, he saw his mother coming
down the street. She was wearing her short pingaopnd the small red hat that tilted
over one eye so that she looked like a refugedestaom theGolddiggersfilm series.
Ignatius noticed hopelessly that she had addedsh dé color by pinning a wilted
poinsettia to the lapel of her topper. Her browrdgres squeaked with discount price
defiance, as she walked redly and pinkly alonghiteken brick sidewalk. Even though
he had been seeing her outfits for years, the sighis mother in full regalia always
slightly appalled his valve.

“Oh, honey,” Mrs. Reilly said breathlessly whihey met by the rear bumper of the
Plymouth, which blocked all sidewalk traffic. “Artéle thing’s happened.”

“Oh, my God. What is it now?”

Ignatius imagined it was something in his neot family, a group of people who
tended to suffer violence and pain. There was tleaont who had been robbed of fifty
cents by some hoodlums, the cousin who had beeckstry the Magazine streetcar, the
uncle who had eaten a bad cream puff, the godfailier had touched a live wire
knocked loose in a hurricane.

“It's poor Miss Annie next door. This mornirshe took a little fainting spell in the
alley. Nerves, babe. She says you woke her uprtbiging playing on your banjo.”

“That is a lute, not a banjo,” Ignatius thuretk “Does she think that I'm one of these
perverse Mark Twain characters?”

“l just come from seeing her. She’s stayingroley her son’s house on St. Mary
Street.”

“Oh, that offensive boy.” Ignatius climbed thieps ahead of his mother. “Well, thank
God Miss Annie has left for a while. Now perhagsh play my lute without her rasping
denunciations assailing me from across the alley.”

“| stopped off at Lenny’s and bought her aenlittle pair of beads filled with Lourdes
water.”

“Good grief. Lenny’s. Never in my life haveseen a shop filled with so much



religious hexerei. | suspect that that jewelry si®going to be the scene of a miracle
before long. Lenny himself may ascend.”

“Miss Annie loved them beads, boy. Right awhg started saying a rosary.”

“No doubt that was better than conversing wih.”

“Have a chair, babe, and I'll fix you somethito eat.”

“In the confusion of Miss Annie’s collapse, weeem to have forgotten that you
shipped me off to Levy Pants this morning.”

“Oh, Ignatius, what happened?” Mrs. Reilly edkputting a match to a burner that
she had turned on several seconds before. Thera Veaslized explosion on the top of
the stove. “Lord, | almost got myself burnt.”

“l am new an employee of Levy Pants.”

“Ignatius!” his mother cried, circling his gihead in a clumsy pink woolen embrace
that crushed his nose. Tears welled in her eygs.sb proud of my boy.”

“I'm quite exhausted. The atmosphere in tHt®is hypertense.”

“I knew you’d make good.”

“Thank you for your confidence.”

“How much Levy Pants is gonna pay you, dafing

“Sixty American dollars a week.”

“Aw, that's all? Maybe you should of lookedband some more.”

“There are wonderful opportunities for advaneat, wonderful plans for the alert
young man. The salary may soon change.”

“You think so? Well, I'm still proud, babe. K& off your overcoat.” Mrs. Reilly
opened a can of Libby's stew and tossed it in thie ‘They got any cute girls working
there?”

Ignatius thought of Miss Trixie and said, “Y#sere is one.”

“Single?”

“She appears to be.”

Mrs. Reilly winked at Ignatius and threw hiseecoat on top of the cupboard.

“Look, honey, | put a fire under this stew.gdpyou a can of peas, and they’'s bread in
the icebox. | got a cake from the German’s, tod, Ibzan’t remember right off where |
put it. Take a look around the kitchen. | gotta’go.

“Where are you going now?”

“Mr. Mancuso and his aunt, they gonna pickupédn a few minutes. We going down
by Fazzio’s to bowl.”

“What?” Ignatius screamed. “Is that true?”

“I'll be in early. | told Mr. Mancuso | candtay out late. And his aunt’s a grammaw, so
| guess she needs her sleep.”

“This is certainly a fine reception that | gjiwen after my first day of work,” Ignatius
said furiously. “You can’'t bowl. You have arthritr something. This is ridiculous.
Where are you going to eat?”

“I can get me some chili down by the bowlinigw” Mrs. Reilly was already going to
her room to change clothes. “Oh, honey, a lettenecdor you today from New York. |
put it behind the coffee can. It looks like it carfftem that Myrna girl because the
envelope’s all dirty and smudged up. How come lifyatna’s gotta send out mail looking
like that? | thought you said her poppa’s got mdhey

“You can’t go bowling,” Ignatius bellowed. “This the most absurd thing that you



have ever done.”

Mrs. Reilly’s door slammed. Ignatius found tbevelope and tore it to shreds in
opening it. He pulled out some art theater’s yddrsshedule for a summer film festival.
On the reverse side of the rumpled schedule thaseanetter written in the uneven and
angular hand that constituted Minkoffian penmanshkipgrna’s habit of writing to editors
rather than friends was always reflected in hartadibn:

Sirs:

What is this strange, frightening letter tgati have written me, Ignatius? How can | contaet @ivil
Liberties Union with the little evidence that yoave given me? | can’t imagine why a policeman wdryid
to arrest you. You stay in your room all the tinhenight have believed the arrest if you hadn't verit
about that “automobile accident.” If both of yourists were broken, how could you write me a letter?

Let us be honest with each other, Ignatiudo hot believe a word of what | read. But | am litigned
for you. The fantasy about the arrest has all thssec paranoid qualities. You are aware, of cquitsat
Freud linked paranoia with homosexual tendencies.

“Filth!” Ignatius shouted.

However, we won't go into that aspect of thaetasy because | know how dedicated you are in your
opposition to sex of any sort. Still your emotion@abblem is very apparent. Since you flunked that
interview for the teaching job in Baton Rouge (mehife blaming it on the bus and things -- a trarnsie
of guilt), you have probably suffered feelings aildre. This “automobile accident” is a new crutothelp
you make excuses for your meaningless, impotestenge. Ignatius, you mustentifywith something. As
I've told you time and again, you must commit yaif$o the crucial problems of the times.

“Ho hum,” Ignatius yawned.

Subconsciously you feel that you must attetopexplain away your failure, as an intellectuat an
soldier of ideas, to actively participate in cricsocial movements. Also, a satisfying sexual anter
would purify your mind and body. You need the tipgraf sex desperately. I'm afraid -- from what lokwn
about clinical cases like yours -- that you may epd psychosomatic invalid like Elizabeth B. Bromgn

“How unspeakably offensive,” Ignatius splugter

| don't feel much sympathy for you. You havesed your mind to both love and society. At thenmeat
my every waking hour is spent in helping some datéid friends raise money for a bold and shattering
movie that they are planning to film about an irderal marriage. Although it will be a low-budgeimber,
the script itself is chock full of disturbing trgtand has the most fascinating tonalities and éorlt was
written by Shmuel, a boy I've known since Taft Higaays. Shmuel will also play the husband in the imov
We have found a girl from the streets of Harlenplyy the wife. She is such a real, vital person theave
made her my very closest friend. | discuss heratgmioblems with her constantly, drawing her outrev
when she doesn'’t feel like discussing them -- adrl tell how fervently she appreciates these disds
with me.

There is a sick, reactionary villain in theigt an Irish landlord who refuses to rent to toeiple, who
by this time have been married in this subdueddathCulture ceremony. The landlord lives in thitdi
womb-room whose walls are covered with picturegshef Pope and stuff like that. In other words, the
audience will have no trouble reading him as saothay get one glimpse at that room. We have r&tt ca
the landlord yet. You, of course, would be fantaiir the part. You see, Ignatius, if you wouldtjdscide
to cut the umbilical cord that binds you to thatgstant city, that mother of yours, and that bed, gould
be up here having opportunities like this. Are yoterested in the part? We can't pay much, but gau
stay with me.

I may playa little mood music or protest musit my guitar for the sound track. | hope that vae c
finally get this magnificent project on film sooredause Leola, the unbelievable girl from Harlem, is



beginning to bug us about salary. Already I've bambut $1,000 from my father, who is suspicious (as
usual) of the whole enterprise.

Ignatius, I've humored you long enough in gorrespondence. Don't write to me again until yeu'v
taken part. | hate cowards.

M. Minkoff

P.S. Also write if you'd like to play the laiodd.

“I'll show this offensive trollop,” Ignatius ombled, throwing the art theater schedule
into the fire beneath the stew.

four

LEVY PANTS WAS TWO structures fused into on@aabre unit. The front of the
plant was a brick commercial building of the niregtdh century with a mansard roof that
bulged out into several rococo dormer windows,gaiees of which were mostly cracked.
Within this section the office occupied the thilddr, a storage area the second, and
refuse the first. Attached to this building, whibtr. Gonzalez referred to as “the brain
center,” was the factory, a barnlike prototype mfag&plane hangar. The two smokestacks
that rose from the factory’s tin roof leaned apatrtan angle that formed an outsized
rabbit-eared television antenna, an antenna thagtived no hopeful electronic signal
from the outside world but instead discharged docas smoke of a very sickly shade.
Alongside the neat gray wharf sheds that linedriber and canal across the railroad
tracks, Levy Pants huddled, a silent and smoky folearban renewal.

Within the brain center there was more thanusual amount of activity. Ignatius was
tacking to a post near his files a wide cardboagmh shat said in bold blue Gothic
lettering:

DEPARTMENT OF RESEARCH AND REFERENCE
[. J. REILLY, CUSTODIAN

He had neglected the morning filing to make #ign, spreading himself upon the
floor with the cardboard and blue poster paint paishting meticulously for more than an
hour. Miss Trixie had stepped on the sign during ofhher occasional pointless tours of
the office, but the damage was limited to only alsneaker print on one corner of the
cardboard. Still, Ignatius found the tiny imprinffamsive, and over it he painted a
dramatic and stylized version of a fleur-de-lis.

“Isn’t that nice,” Mr. Gonzalez said when Igina had stopped hammering. “It gives
the office a certain tone.”

“What does it mean?” Miss Trixie demandedndiag directly beneath the sign and
examining it frantically.

“It is simply a guidepost,” Ignatius said pdby

“I don’t understand all this,” Miss Trixie shi“What’s going on around here?” She
turned to Ignatius. “Gomez, who is this person?”

“Miss Trixie, you know Mr. Reilly. He's beenorking with us for a week now.”

“Reilly? | thought it was Gloria.”



“Go back and work on your figures,” Mr. Gorealtold her. “We have to send that
statement to the bank before noon.”

“Oh, yes, we must send that statement,” Migsid agreed and shuffled off to the
ladies’ room.

“Mr. Reilly, | don't want to pressure you,” MGonzalez said cautiously, “but | do
notice that you have quite a pile of material onrygesk that hasn't been filed yet.”

“Oh, that. Yes. Well, when | opened the fasawer this morning, | was greeted by a
rather large rat which seemed to be devouring thelrAan’s Dry Goods folder. | thought
it politic to wait until he was sated. | would hdtecontract the bubonic plague and lay
the blame upon Levy Pants.”

“Quite right,” Mr. Gonzalez said anxiously,shdapper person quivering at the
prospect of an on-the-job accident.

“In addition, my valve has been misbehavind has prevented me from bending over
to reach the lower drawers.”

“I have just the thing for that,” Mr. Gonzalsaid and went into the little office
storeroom to get, Ignatius imagined, some type efiicine. But he returned with one of
the smallest metal stools that Ignatius had even.s#lere. The person who used to work
on the files used to wheel back and forth on tloa@the lower drawers. Try it.”

“I don't believe that my particular body stture is easily adaptable to that type of
device,” Ignatius observed, a gimlet eye fixed ugmrusting stool. Ignatius had always
had a poor sense of balance, and ever since hiseatigldhood, he had suffered a
tendency to fall, trip, and stumble. Until he wagfyears old and had finally managed to
walk in an almost normal manner, he had been a ofassiises and hickeys. “However,
for the sake of Levy Pants, | shall try.”

Ignatius squatted lower and lower until hisagrbuttocks touched the stool, his knees
reaching almost to his shoulders. When he wassatikestled upon his perch, he looked
like an eggplant balanced atop a thumb tack.

“This will never do. | feel quite uncomfortal

“Give it a try,” Mr. Gonzalez said brightly.

Propelling himself with his feet, Ignatiusueded anxiously along the side of the files
until one of the miniature wheels lodged in a cratke stool tipped slightly and then
turned over, dumping Ignatius heavily to the floor.

“Oh, my God!” he bellowed. “I think I've brokemy back.”

“Here,” Mr. Gonzalez cried in his terrorizezhor. “I'll help you up.”

“No! You must never move a person with a brokack unless you have a stretcher. |
won'’t be paralyzed through your incompetence.”

“Please try to get up, Mr. Reilly.” Mr. Goneal looked at the mound at his feet. His
heart sank. “I'll help you. | don’t think you're Bty injured.”

“Let me alone,” Ignatius screamed. “You folotefuse to spend the remainder of my
life in a wheel chair.”

Mr. Gonzalez felt his feet turn cold and numb.

The thud of Ignatius’ fall had attracted MiBsxie from the ladies’ room; she came
around the files and tripped on the mountain ofrsifiesh.

“Oh, dear,” she said feebly. “Is Gloria dyirtgomez?”

“No,” Mr. Gonzalez said sharply.

“Well, 'm certainly glad of that,” Miss Trix said, stepping onto one of Ignatius’



outstretched hands.

“Good grief!” Ignatius thundered and sprantpia sitting position. “The bones in my
hand are crushed. I'll never be able to use itragai

“Miss Trixie is very light,” the office managéold Ignatius. “I don't think she could
have hurt you much.”

“Has she ever stepped on you, you idiot? Hawld/ you know?”

Ignatius sat at the feet of his co-workers stndied his hand.

“| suspect that | won't be able to use thisdhagain today. | had better go home
immediately and bathe it.”

“But the filing has to be done. Look how behyou are already.”

“Are you talking about filing at a time likais? | am prepared to contact my attorneys
and have them sue you for making me get on thatesigsstool.”

“We'll help you up, Gloria.” Miss Trixie asswed what was apparently a hoisting
position. She spread her sneakers far apart, toesing outward, and squatted like a
Balinese dancer.

“Get up,” Mr. Gonzalez snapped at her. “Yowgjagng to fall over.”

“No,” she answered through tight, witheredlifi'm going to help Gloria. Get down
on that side, Gomez. We'll just grab Gloria by #tieows.”

Ignatius watched passively while Mr. Gonzadgmatted on his other side.

“You are distributing your weight incorrecthjhe told them didactically. “If you are
going to attempt to raise me, that position off@a no leverage. | suspect that the three
of us will be injured. | suggest that you try anstimg position. In that way you can easily
bend over and hoist me.”

“Don’t be nervous, Gloria,” Miss Trixie saidhcking back and forth on her haunches.
Then she fell forward onto Ignatius, throwing him lois back once again. The edge of
her celluloid visor hit him in the throat.

“Oof,” gurgled from somewhere in the depthdgrfatius’ throat. “Bra ah.”

“Gloria!” Miss Trixie wheezed. She looked inte full face directly beneath hers.
“Gomez, call a doctor.”

“Miss Trixie, get off Mr. Reilly,” the officemanager hissed from where he squatted
beside his two underlings.

“Braah.”

“What are you people doing down there on tber?” a man asked from the door. Mr.
Gonzalez’ chipper face hardened into a mask ofdnoand he squeaked, “Good morning,
Mr. Levy. We're so glad to see you.”

“l just came in to see if | have any persamail. I'm driving back to the coast right
away. What'’s this big sign over here for? Someb®dying to get his eye knocked out
on that thing.”

“Is that Mr. Levy?” Ignatius called from thér. He could not see the man over the
row of filing cabinets. “Bra ah. | have been wagtio meet him.”

Shedding Miss Trixie, who slumped to the fldgnatius struggled to his feet and saw
a sportily dressed middle-aged man holding the leamidthe office door so that he could
flee as rapidly as he had entered.

“Hello there,” Mr. Levy said casually. “New wker, Gonzalez?”

“Oh, yes sir. Mr. Levy, this is Mr. Reilly. Mevery efficient. A whiz. As a matter of
fact, he’s made it possible for us to do away wihkeral other workers.”



“Braah.”

“Oh, yeah, the name on this sign.” Mr. Levy@dagnatius a strange look.

“I have taken an unusual interest in your firbgnatius said to Mr. Levy. “The sign
which you noticed upon entering is only the firEseveral innovations which | plan. Bra
ah. 1 will change your mind about this firm, sirakk my word.”

“You don’t say?” Mr. Levy studied Ignatius Wwitertain curiosity. “What about the
mail, Gonzalez?”

“There’s not much. You received your new credirds. Transglobal Airlines sent you
a certificate making you an honorary pilot for figione hundred hours with them.” Mr.
Gonzalez opened his desk and gave Mr. Levy the. ffidiere’s also a brochure from a
hotel in Miami.”

“You'd better start making my spring practieservations. | gave you my itinerary of
practice camps, didn’t I?”

“Yes, sir. By the way, | have some letters you to sign. | had to write a letter to
Abelman’s Dry Goods. We always have trouble witbniy’

“I know. What do those crooks want now?”

“Abelman claims that the last lot of trousess shipped him were only two feet long
in the leg. I'm trying to straighten out the matfter

“Yeah? Well, stranger things have happenedratdhis place,” Mr. Levy said quickly.
The office was already beginning to depress himhbi@ to get out. “Better check with
that foreman in the factory. What's his name? Lasppose you sign those letters like
always. | have to go.” Mr. Levy pulled the door apé&Don’t work these kids too hard,
Gonzalez. So long, Miss Trixie. My wife asked abgor.”

Miss Trixie was sitting on the floor relacinge of her sneakers.

“Miss Trixie,” Mr. Gonzalez screamed. “Mr. Lgis talking to you.”

“Who?” Miss Trixie snarled. “I thought you dane was dead.”

“I hope that you will see some vast changesrtéxt time that you drop in on us,”
Ignatius said. “We are going to revitalize, as ér@; your business.”

“Okay. Take it easy,” Mr. Levy said and slanthtlee door.

“He’s a wonderful man,” Mr. Gonzalez told Igins fervently. From a window the
two watched Mr. Levy get into his sports car. Theton roared, and Mr. Levy sped away
within a few seconds, leaving a settling cloud lolebexhaust.

“Perhaps | shall get to the filing,” Ignatisaid when he found himself staring out the
window at only an empty street. “Will you pleasgrsthat correspondence so that | can
file the carbon copies. It should now be safe toragch what that rodent has left of the
Abelman folder.”

Ignatius spied while Mr. Gonzalez, painstakiioggedGus Levyto the letters.

“Mr. Reilly,” Mr. Gonzalez said, carefully sawing the top onto his two-dollar pen, “I
am going into the factory to speak with the forenfalease keep an eye on things.”

By things, Ignatius imagined that Mr. Gonzalez meant Miss i€ixvho was snoring
loudly on the floor in front of the file cabinet.

“Seguro,” Ignatius said and smiled. “A little Spanish in bowf your noble heritage.”

As soon as the office manager went throughdtia, Ignatius rolled a sheet of Levy
stationery into Mr. Gonzalez’ high black typewritéfr Levy Pants was to succeed, the
first step would be imposing a heavy hand upomdsactors. Levy Pants must become
more militant and authoritarian in order to survive the jungle of modern



commercialism. Ignatius began to type the firspste

Abelman’s Dry Goods
Kansas City, Missouri
U.S. A

Mr. I. Abelman, Mongoloid, Esq.:

We have received via post your absurd commaindgit our trousers, the comments revealing, as the
did, your total lack of contact with reality. Weyeu more aware, you would know or realize by noat th
the offending trousers were dispatched to you withfull knowledge that they were inadequate scafar
length was concerned.

“Why? Why?” you are in your incomprehensiblgbble, unable to assimilate stimulating concepts of
commerce into your retarded and blighted worldview.

The trousers were sent to you (1) as a mehtesting your initiative (A clever, wide-awake lnsss
concern should be able to make three-quarter letrgiisers a by-word of masculine fashion. Your
advertising and merchandising programs are obwdasillty.) and (2) as a means of testing your bt
meet the standards requisite in a distributor of quality product. (Our loyal and dependable oatletn
vend any trouser bearing the Levy label no mattev kbominable their design and construction. Yau ar
apparently a faithless people.)

We do not wish to be bothered in the future duch tedious complaints. Please confine your
correspondence to orders only. We are a busy anandig organization whose mission needless effrgnter
and harassment can only hinder. If you molest @nagir, you may feel the sting of the lash acrnassr
pitiful shoulders.

Yours in anger,
Gus Levy, Pres.

Happily pondering the thought that the worldderstood only strength and force,
Ignatius copied the Levy signature onto the letigh the office manager’s pen, tore up
Mr. Gonzalez’ letter to Abelman, and slipped hisnowto the correspondence Outgoing
box. Then he tiptoed carefully around the littlerinfigure of Miss Trixie, returned to the
filing department, picked up the stack of still ied material, and threw it into the
wastebasket.

“Hey, Miss Lee, that fat mother got him thegn cap, he comin in here anymore?”

“No, thank God. It's characters like that rywur investment.”

“When your little orphan frien comin here agaWhoal! | like to fin out what goin on
with them orphan. | bet they be the firs orphangbdice be interes in ever.”

“| told you | send the orphans things. A étttharity never hurt nobody. It makes you
feel good.”

“That really soun like Night of Joy chariddyen them orphan payin in a lotta money
for whatever they gettin.”

“Stop worrying about the orphans and startrying about my floor. | got enough
problems already. Darlene wants to dance. You waatse. And | got worse problems on
top of that.” Lana thought of the plainclothesmemovhad suddenly started to appear in
the club late at night. “Business stinks.”

“Yeah. | can tell that. | starvin to deathtlms cathouse.”

“Say, Jones, you been over to the precinetyal Lana asked cautiously, wondering
whether there was an outside chance that Joned tmgleading the cops to the place.



This Jones was turning out to be a headache, i@ spthe low salary.
“No, | ain been visitin all my po-lice friem.waitin tin | get some good evidence.”
Jones shot out a nimbus formation. “I waitin fdyraak in the orphan case. Ooo-wee!”
Lana twisted up her coral lips and tried tagime who had tipped off the police.

Mrs. Reilly could not believe that it had dgahappened to her. There was no
television. There were no complaints. The bathreaas empty. Even the roaches seemed
to have pulled up stakes. She sat at the kitchie &pping a little muscatel and blew
away the one baby roach that was starting to diessable. The tiny body flew off the
table and disappeared, and Mrs. Reilly said, “Swgjalarling.” She poured another inch
of wine, realizing for the first time that the heusmelled different, too. It smelled as
close as it ever did, but her son’s curious pefsodar, which always reminded her of
the scent of old tea bags, seemed to have liftbé. IBted her glass and wondered
whether Levy Pants was beginning to reek a littlased pekoe.

Suddenly Mrs. Reilly remembered the horridghhthat she and Mr. Reilly had gone
to the Prytania to see Clark Gable and Jean Hanowed Dust.In the heat and
confusion that had followed their return home, niMe Reilly had tried one of his
indirect approaches, and Ignatius was conceivedr M. Reilly. He had never gone to
another movie as long as he lived.

Mrs. Reilly sighed and looked at the floordee whether the baby roach was still
around and functioning. She was in too pleasanbado harm anything. While she was
studying the linoleum, the telephone rang in therava hall. Mrs. Reilly corked her
bottle and put it in the cold oven.

“Hello,” she said into the telephone.

“Hey, Irene?” a woman’'s hoarse voice askedh&¥you doing, babe? It's Santa
Battaglia.”

“How you making, honey?”

“I'm beat. | just finished opening four dozersters out in the backyard,” Santa said in
her rocky baritone. “That’s hard work, believe nbanging that erster knife on them
bricks.”

“I wouldn't try nothing like that,” Mrs. Rel said honestly.

“I don’t mind. When | was a little girl | us® open ersters up for my momma. She
had her a little seafood stand outside the Lautdasger Market. Poor momma. Right
off the boat. Couldn't speak a word of English Mardhere | was just a little thing
breaking them ersters open. | didn’'t go to no sthdot me, babe. | was right there with
them ersters banging away on the banquette. Evaxyamd then momma start banging
away on me for something. We always had a lottangotion around our stand, us.”

“Your momma was very excitable, huh?”

“Poor girl. Standing there in the rain anddcelith her old sunbonnet on not knowing
what nobody was saying half the time. It was harthem days, Irene. Things was tough,
kid.”

“You can say that again,” Mrs. Reilly agre&dle sure had us some hard times down
on Dauphine Street. Poppa was very poor. He hadahjiobh by a wagon works, but then
the automobiles come in, and he gets his hand taughfanbelt. Many's the week we



lived on red beans and rice.”

“Red beans gives me gas.”

“Me, too. Listen, Santa, why you called, s®jar

“Oh, yeah, | almost forgot. You remember whenwas out bowling the other night?”

“Tuesday?”

“No, it was Wednesday, | think. Anyway, it wdee night Angelo got arrested and
couldn’t come.”

“Wasn’t that awful. The police arresting orfdleey very own.”

“Yeah. Poor Angelo. He's so sweet. He sure tgotible at that precinct.” Santa
coughed hoarsely into the telephone. “Anyway, is\lae night you come for me in that
car of yours and we went to the alley alone. Thignimg | was over by the fish market
buying them ersters, and this old man comes up ¢oanmd says, ‘Wasn’'t you by the
bowling alley the other night?’ So | says, ‘Yeahistar, | go there a lot.” And he says,
‘Well, | was there with my daughter and her husband | seen you with a lady got sorta
red hair.’ | says, ‘You mean the lady got the heha&? That’s my friend Miss Reilly. I'm
learning her how to bowl.” That’s all, Irene. Hesfutips his hat and walks out the
market.”

“I wonder who that could be,” Mrs. Reilly sanmth great interest. “That’s sure funny.
What he looks like, babe?”

“Nice man, kinda old. | seen him around theghlkorhood before taking some little
kids to Mass. | think they his granchirren.”

“Ain’t that strange? Who'd be asking about ihe?

“I don’t know, kid, but you better watch o®omebody’s got they eye on you.”

“Aw, Santa! I'm too old, girl.”

“Listen to you. You still cute, Irene. | se@fenty men giving you the eye in the
bowling alley.”

“Aw, go on.”

“That’s the truth, kid. | ain’t lying. You baestuck away with that son of yours too
long.”

“Ignatius says he’s making good at Levy Pamiss. Reilly said defensively. “I don’t
wanna get mixed up with no old man.”

“He ain'tthat old,” Santa said, sounding a little hurt. “Listdrene, me and Angelo
coming by for you about seven tonight.”

“I don’t know, darling. Ignatius been tellimge | oughta stay home more.”

“Why you gotta stay home, girl? Angelo say’s laebig man.”

“Ignatius says he’s afraid when | leave himng here at night. He says he’s scared of
burgulars.”

“Bring him along, and Angelo can learn him htoabowl, too.”

“Whoo! Ignatius ain’t what you’d call the spiog type,” Mrs. Reilly said quickly.

“You come along anyways, huh?”

“Okay,” Mrs. Reilly said finally. “I think thexercise is helping my elbow out. I'll tell
Ignatius he can lock himself up in his room.”

“Sure,” Santa said. “Nobody’s gonna hurt him.”

“We ain't got nothing worth stealing anywayslon’t know where Ignatius gets them
ideas of his.”

“Me and Angelo be by at seven.”



“Fine, and listen, precious, try and ask by/fish market who that old man is.”
v

The Levy home stood among the pines on a smsalloverlooking the gray waters of
Bay St. Louis. The exterior was an example of elegasticity; the interior was a
successful attempt at keeping the rustic out dntieepermanently seventy-five-degree
womb connected to the year-round air-conditionimg by an umbilicus of vents and
pipes that silently filled the rooms with filterethd reconstituted Gulf of Mexico breezes
and exhaled the Levys’ carbon dioxide and cigarstteoke and ennui. The central
machinery of the great lifegiving unit throbbed sawhere in the acoustically tiled
bowels of the home, like a Red Cross instructoingivadence in an artificial respiration
class, In comes the good aibut goes the bad aim comes the good air.”

The home was as sensually comfortable as tineah womb supposedly is. Every
chair sank several inches at the lightest toucAmf@and down surrendering abjectly to
any pressure. The tufts of the acrylic nylon caspetkled the ankles of anyone kind
enough to walk on them. Beside the bar what lodikeda radio dial would, upon being
turned, make the lighting throughout the house a#lomv or as bright as the mood
demanded. Located throughout the house within eadking distance of one another
were contour chairs, a massage table, and a metoexercising board whose many
sections prodded the body with a motion that wasnae gentle yet suggestive. Levy’s
Lodge -- that was what the sign at the coast r@ad s was a Xanadu of the senses;
within its insulated walls there was something tild gratify anything.

Mr. and Mrs. Levy, who considered each otler dnly ungratifying objects in the
home, sat before their television set watchingctilers merge together on the screen.

“Perry Como’s face is all green,” Mrs. Levydsavith great hostility. “He looks like a
corpse. You'd better take this set back to the shop

“l just brought it back from New Orleans tmgek,” Mr. Levy said, blowing on the
black hairs of his chest that he could see thrabglV of his terry cloth robe. He had just
taken a steam bath and wanted to dry himself caelgleEven with year-round air
conditioning and central heating one could nevesibe.

“Well, take it back again. I'm not going to gbnd looking at a broken TV.”

“Oh, shut up. He looks all right.”

“He does not look all right. Look how grees lips are.”

“It's the makeup those people use.”

“You mean to tell me they put green makeugComo’s lips?”

“I don’t know what they do.”

“Of course you don'’t,” MrsLevy said, turning her aquamarine-lidded eyes toviwear
husband, who was submerged somewhere among tbevpitf a yellow nylon couch.
She saw some terry cloth and a rubber shower ¢ltgeaend of a hairy leg.

“Don’t bother me,” he said. “Go play with yoexercising board.”

“| can’t get on that thing tonight. My hair edone today.”

She touched the high plasticized curls ofglatinum hair.

“The hairdresser told me that | should getig v00,” she said.

“What do you want with a wig? Look at all thair you've got already.”

“I want a brunette wig. That way | can changepersonality.”



“Look, you're already a brunette anyway, rigjl8o why don’t you let your hair grow
out naturally and buy a blonde wig?”

“I hadn’t thought of that.”

“Well, think about it for a while and keep qtiI'm tired. When | went into town
today | stopped at the company. That always maledepressed.”

“What's happening there?”

“Nothing. Absolutely nothing.”

“That’s what | thought,” Mrs. Levy sighed. “Mtve thrown your father’'s business
down the drain. That’s the tragedy of your life.”

“Christ, who wants that old factory? Nobodisying the kind of pants they make
anymore. That's all my father’s fault. When pleatsne in in the thirties, he wouldn’t
change over from plain-front trousers. He was tleaiy Ford of the garment industry.
Then when the plain front came back in the fifties started making trousers with pleats.
Now you should see what Gonzalez calls ‘the newnsamline.” They look like those
balloon pants the clowns wear in circuses. Andféibeic. | wouldn't use it for a dishrag
myself.”

“When we were married, | idolized you, Gughdught you had drive. You could have
made Levy Pants really big. Maybe even an officBléw York. It was handed all to you
and you threw it away.”

“Oh, stop all that crap. You're comfortable.”

“Your father had character. | respected him.”

“My father was a very mean and cheap martfla tyrant. | had some interest in that
company when | was young. | had plenty interestll,Vile destroyed all that with his
tyranny. So far as I'm concerned, Levy Pantsisscompany. Let it go down the drain. He
blocked every good idea | had for that firm jusptove that he was the father and | was
the son. If | said, ‘Pleats,’ he said, ‘No pledti€ver! If | said, ‘Let’s try some of the new
synthetics,” he said, ‘Synthetics over my dead bbdy

“He started peddling pants in a wagon. Loolkawe built that into. With your start
you could have made Levy Pants nationwide.”

“The nation is lucky, believe me. | spent nhyldhood in those pants. Anyway, I'm
tired of listening to you talk. Period.”

“Good. Let’s keep quiet. Look, Como’s lips &wening pink.”

“You've never been a father figure to Susad 8andra.”

“The last time Sandra was home, she openeg@urse to get cigarettes and a pack of
rubbers falls on the floor right at my feet.”

“That’s what I'm trying to say to you. You n&wvgave your daughters an image. No
wonder they’'re so mixed uptried with them.”

“Listen, let’s not discuss Susan and SandnayTe away at college. We’re lucky we,
don’'t know what's going on. When they get tiredeyti marry some poor guy and
everything will be all right.”

“Then what kind of a grandfather are you gdimgpe?”

“I don’t know. Let me alone. Go get on youressising board, get in the whirlpool
bath. I'm enjoying this show.”

“How can you enjoy it when the faces are atdlored.”

“Let’s not start that again.”

“Are we going to Miami next month?”



“Maybe. Maybe we could settle there.”

“And give up everything we have?”

“Give up what? They can fit your exercisingambin a moving van.”

“But the company.”

“The company has made all the money it's ega@ng to make. Now is the time to
sell.”

“It's a good thing your father’s dead. He shibbave lived to see this.” Mrs. Levy
gave the shower shoe a tragic glance. “Now | gyessll spend all your time at the
World Series or the Derby or Daytona. It's a reagedy, Gus. A real tragedy.”

“Don’t try to make a big Arthur Miller play owf Levy Pants.”

“Thank goodness I'm around to watch over ybluank goodneskhave an interest in
that company. How’s Miss Trixie? | hope she’s seliating and functioning pretty well.”

“She’s still alive, and that’s saying a lot feer.”

“At least | have an interest in her. You wollave thrown her out in the snow long
ago.”

“The woman should have been retired long ago.”

“I told you retirement will kill her. She mube made to feel wanted and loved. That
woman’s a real prospect for psychic rejuvenationvaint you to bring her out here
someday. I'd like to really get to work on her.”

“Bring that old bag here? Are you nuts? | davant a reminder of Levy Pants snoring
in my den. She’ll wet all over your couch. You gaay with her by long distance.”

“How typical,” Mrs. Levy sighed. “How I've stml this heartlessness through the
years I'll never know.”

“'ve already let you keep Trixie at the officwhere | know she must drive that
Gonzalez nuts all day long. When | went there thigning everybody was on the floor.
Don’'t ask me what they were doing. It could haverbanything.” Mr. Levy whistled
through his teeth. “Gonzalez is on the moon, asludwt you should see this other
character working in there. | don’t know where tlgey him from. You wouldn’t believe
your eyes, believe me. I'm afraid to guess whasehtiiree clowns do in that office all
day long. It's a wonder nothing’'s happened alréady.

\Y,

Ignatius had decided against going to theddigt The movie being shown was a
widely praised Swedish drama about a man who wssddis soul, and Ignatius was not
particularly interested in seeing it. He would haeespeak with the manager of the
theater about booking such dull fare.

He checked the bolt on his door and wonderbdmhis mother would be coming
home. Suddenly she was going out almost every nigott Ignatius had other
considerations at the moment. Opening his deskodleed at a pile of articles he had
once written with an eye on the magazine market tf® journals of opinion there were
“Boethius Observed” and “In Defense of Hroswitha: Those Who Say She Did Not
Exist.” For the family magazines he had written &TBeath of Rex” and “Children, the
Hope of the World.” In an attempt to crack the Sandupplement market he had done
“The Challenge of Water Safety,” “The Danger of IEigylinder Automobiles,”
“Abstinence, the Safest Method of Birth Controlfida“‘New Orleans, City of Romance



and Culture.” As he looked through the old manyssrihe wondered why he had failed
to send any of them off, for each was excellerntsiown way.

There was a new, extremely commercial progchand, though. Ignatius quickly
cleared the desk by brushing the magazine artamheisBig Chief tablets smartly to the
floor with one sweep of his paws. He placed a newaséleaf folder before him and
printed slowly on its rough cover with a red craytdE JOURNAL OF A WORKING
Boy, OR, UP FROM SLOTH. When he had finished that,tore the Blue Horse bands
from the stacks of new lined paper and placed therthe folder. With a pencil he
punched holes in the sheets of Levy stationery wiabbeady held some notes and
inserted them in the front section of the foldexkiig up his Levy Pants ballpoint pen, he
began writing oh the first sheet of new Blue Hqraper:

Dear Reader,
Books are immortal sons defying their sires.
--Plato

| find, dear reader, that | have grown accugto to the hectic pace of office life, an adjustimehich |
doubted | could make. Of course, it is true thamninbrief career at Levy Pants, Limited, | havecasried
in initiating several work-saving methods. Thosey@fi who are fellow office workers and find yoursed
reading this incisive journal during a coffee brealsuch might take note of one or two of my inrtewas.
| direct these observations to officers and tycoaiso.

I have taken to arriving at the office one htater than | am expected. Therefore, | am faremested
and refreshed when | do arrive, and | avoid thaablfirst hour of the working day during which ntills
sluggish senses and body make every chore a penlaficé that in arriving later, the work which lod
perform is of a much higher quality.

My innovation in connection with the filing $¢m must remain secret for the moment, for iather
revolutionary, and | shall have to see how it wasks. In theory the innovation is magnificent. Hoeg |
will say that the brittle and yellowing papers Ivetfiles constitute a fire hazard. A more specsglegt that
may not apply in all cases is that my files apptlyeare a tenement for assorted vermin. The bubonic
plague is a valid Medieval fate; | do believe, thbuthat contracting the plague in this dreadfuiteey
would be only ludicrous.

Today our office was at last graced by thespnee of our lord and master, Mr. G. Levy. To biequ
honest, | found him rather casual and unconcerhbtbught to his attention the sign (Yes, readehais
finally been painted and posted; a rather impdtealr-de-lis now gives it added significance.), Iiit,
too, elicited little interest on his part. His stayas brief and not at all businesslike, but who aeeto
guestion the motives of these giants of commercesatwhims rule the course of our nation. In time he
will learn of my devotion to his firm, of my dediten. My example, in turn, may lead him to onceiaga
believe in Levy Pants.

La Trixie still keeps her own counsel, thergligving herself even wiser than | had thoughudpect
that this woman knows a great deal, that her apiatlayfacade for her seeming resentment against Lev
Pants. She grows more coherent when she spea&Brefitent. | have noticed that she needs a newopair
white socks, her current pair having grown ratheygPerhaps | shall gift her with a pair of absortb
white athletic socks in the near future; this gestmay affect her and lead her to conversation.sgleens
to have grown fond of my cap, for she has takemearing it rather than her celluloid visor on oéoas

As | have told you in earlier installmentswas emulating the poet Milton by spending my yointh
seclusion, meditation, and study in order to pénfieg craft of writing as he did; my mother’s caarhic
intemperance has thrust me into the world in thetroavalier manner; my system is still in a stdtéux.
Therefore, | am still in the process of adaptingsaifyto the tension of the working world. As so@amy
system becomes used to the office, | shall takegthet step of visiting the factory, the bustlingalt of
Levy Pants. | have heard more than a little hissind roaring through the factory door, but my pnéise
somewhat enervated condition precludes a desdenthat particular inferno at the moment. Now ameht
some factory worker straggles into the office tibeifately plead some cause (usually the drunkeniés
the foreman, a chronic tosspa). When | am oncenaghole, | shall visit those factory people; | haleep



and abiding convictions concerning social actioarm certain that | can perhaps do something tdheise
factory folk. | cannot abide those who would acivaadly in the face of a social injustice. | belianebold
and shattering commitment to the problems of aues.

Social note: | have sought escape in the Rigtan more than one occasion, pulled by the ditres of
some technicolored horrors, filmed abortions thatemffenses against any criteria of taste andraggce
reels and reels of perversion and blasphemy thanstd my disbelieving eyes, that shocked my vilgina
mind, and sealed my valve.

My mother is currently associating with sormelesirables who are attempting to transform her amt
athlete of sorts, depraved specimens of mankind negolarly bowl their way to oblivion. At times infl
carrying on my blossoming business career rathiefydasuffering as | do from these distraction$atne.

Health note: My valve did close quite violgnthis afternoon when Mr. Gonzalez asked me to add
column of figures for him. When he saw the state imhich | was thrown by the request, he thoughtful
added the figures himself. | tried not to make ans¢ but my valve got the better of me. That office
manager could, incidentally, develop into somethihg nuisance.

Until later,

Darryl, Your Working Boy

Ignatius read what he had just written witlegslure. Thelournal had all sorts of
possibilities. Itcould be a contemporary, vital, real document wybang man’s problems.
At last he closed the looseleaf folder and contatepl a reply to Myrna, a slashing,
vicious attack upon her being and worldviewwibuld be better to wait until he had
visited the factory and seen what possibilities docial action there were there. Such
boldness had to be handled properly; he might Ibee tabdo something with the factory
workers which would make Myrna look like a reactonin the field of social action. He
had to prove his superiority to the offensive minx.

Picking up his lute, he decided to relax imgdor a moment. His massive tongue
rolled up over his moustache in preparation adyghing, he began to sing, “Tarye no
longer; toward thyn heritage/ Hast on thy weye, baaf ryght good chere.”

“Shut up!” Miss Annie hollered through her séal shutters.

“How dare you!” Ignatius replied, ripping op&is own shutters and looking out into
the dark, cold alley. “Open up there. How dare gale behind those shutters.”

He ran furiously to the kitchen, filled a peith water, and rushed back to his room.
Just as he was about to throw the water on Missefnstill unopened shutters, he heard
a car door slam out on the street. Some people w@reng down the alley. Ignatius
closed his shutters and turned off the light, tistg to his mother speaking to someone.
Patrolman Mancuso said something as they passeer inmsl window, and a woman’s
hoarse voice said, “It looks safe to me, Irene.rélan’t no lights on. He must of gone to
the show.”

Ignatius slipped his overcoat on and ran ddvenhall to the front door as they were
opening the kitchen door. He went down the froepstand saw Patrolman Mancuso’s
white Rambler parked before the house. Bending owtr great effort, Ignatius stuck a
finger into the valve of one of the tires until thessing stopped and the tire’s bottom
pancaked across the brick gutter. Then he walkeehdbe alley, which was just wide
enough for his bulk, to the rear of the house.

Bright lights were burning in the kitchen, amel could hear his mother’s cheap radio
through the closed window. Ignatius climbed thekbateps silently and looked in
through the greasy glass of the back door. His eroéimd Patrolman Mancuso were
sitting at the table around an almost full fifthEdrly Times. Patrolman Mancuso looked
more downtrodden than ever, but Mrs. Reilly wagiag one foot on the linoleum and



laughing shyly at what she was watching in the eeat the room. A stocky woman with
kinky gray hair was dancing alone on the linolestraking her pendulous breasts, which
were slung in a white bowling blouse. Her bowlitngas pounded the floor purposefully,
carrying the swinging breasts and rotating hipklaad forth between the table and the
stove.

So this was Patrolman Mancuso’s aunt. Onlyrdfaain Mancuso could have
something like that for an aunt, Ignatius snortetdimself.

“Whoo!” Mrs. Reilly screamed gaily. “Santa!”

“Watch this, kids,” the gray-haired woman sered back like a prize fight referee
and began shaking lower and lower until she wagston the floor.

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius said to the wind.

“You gonna bust a gut, girl,” Mrs. Reilly laogd. “You gonna go through my good
floor.”

“Maybe you better stop, Aunt Santa,” Patrolnvamcuso said morosely.

“Hell, I ain’t stopping now. | just got heretfie woman answered, rising rhythmically.
“Who says a grammaw can’t dance no more?”

Holding her arms outward, the woman bumpedsacthe linoleum runway.

“Lord!” Mrs. Reilly said and guffawed, tippirtpe whiskey bottle to her glass. “What
if Ignatius comes home and sees this?”

“Fuck Ignatius!”

“Santa!” Mrs. Reilly gasped, shocked but, liggsnoticed, slightly pleased.

“You people cut it out,” Miss Annie screamédaugh her shutters.

“Who's that?” Santa asked Mrs. Reilly.

“Cut it out before | ring up the cops,” Missidie’s muffled voice cried.

“Pleasestop,” Patrolman Mancuso pleaded nervously.

five

DARLENE WAS POURING WATER into the half-fillelluor bottles behind the bar.

“Hey, Darlene, listen to this shit,” Lana Leemmanded, folding the newspaper and
weighting it down with her ashtray. “Frieda CluBetty Bumper, and Liz Steele, all of
796 St. Peter St., were arrested from El Caballonge, 570 Burgundy St., last night and
booked with disturbing the peace and creating dipuinisance. According to arresting
officers, the incident started when an unidentifradn made a proposal to one of the
women. The woman’s two companions struck the mdrmg fked from the lounge. The
Steele woman threw a stool at the bartender, aedother two women menaced
customers in the lounge with stools and broken bettes. Customers in the lounge said
that the man who fled was wearing bowling shoeswld about that? People like that are
ruining the Quarter. Some honest Joe tries to noéfkeith one of those dykes and they
try to beat him up. Once upon a time it was nicé stnaight around here. Now it's all
dykes and fairies. No wonder business stinks. tcénd dykes. | can’'t!”

“The only people we get in here at night angenig plainclothesmen,” Darlene said.
“How come they don'’t get a plainclothesman aftemea like that?”

“This place is turning into a goddam precirdt.I’'m putting on is a benefit show for



the Policeman’s Benevolent Association,” Lana sdigfjustedly. “A lotta empty space
and few cops throwing signals at each other. Hftime | gotta watch you, brain, to see
you don't try to sell them a drink.”

“Well, Lana,” Darlene said. “How I'm supposéd know who'’s a cop? Everybody
looks the same to me.” She blew her nose. “I tnéke a living.”

“You tell a cop by his eyes, Darlene. Thewezy self-assured. | been in the business
too long. | know every dirty cop angle. The markdtk, the phony clothes. If you can’t
tell by the eyes, then take a look at the mong&yfutl of pencil marks and crap.”

“How I'm supposed to see the money? It's stkda here | can hardly see the eyes
even.”

“Well, we’re gonna have to do something abgnd. | don’t want you sittin out here
on my stools. You're gonna try to sell a double tmato the chief of police one of these
nights.”

“Then let me get on the stage and dance. aguatcko routine.”

“Oh, shut up,” Lana hollered. If Jones knewuattthe police in the place at night, then
goodbye, discount porter. “Now look here, Darlethan’t tell that Jones we suddenly got
the whole force in here at night. You know how cetbpeople feel about cops. He might
get scared and quit. | mean, I'm trying to help g out and keep him off the streets.”

“Okay,” Darlene said. “But | ain’t making noamey I'm so afraid the guy on the next
stool is the police. You know what we need in Hermake money?”

“What?” Lana asked angrily.

“What we need in here is a animal.”

“Awhat? Jesus Christ.”

“I ain cleanin up after no animal,” Jones sddmping his mop noisily against the
legs of the barstools.

“Come on over and check under these stooksyalcalled to him.

“Oh! Whoa! Where | miss a spot? Hey!”

“Look in the paper, Lana,” Darlene said. “Alsa@very other club on the street’s got
them an animal.”

Lana turned to the entertainment pages armigir Jones’s fog studied the nightclub
ads.

“Well, little Darlene’s on the ball. |1 guesswd like to become the manager of this
club, huh?”

“‘No, ma’'m.”

“Well, remember that,” Lana said and ran géinalong the ads. “Look at this. They
got a snake at Jerry’'s, got them some doves dtGhea baby tiger, a chimp...”

“And that’'s where the people are going,” Dadesaid. “You gotta keep up with things
in this business.”

“Thanks a lot. Since it's your idea, you goyauggestions?”

“| suggest we vote unanimous agains changueg t a zoo.”

“Keep on the floor,” Lana said.

“We could use my cockatoo,” Darlene said. éeh practicing a smash dance with it.
The bird’s very smart. You oughta hear that thelg.t

“In color bars peoples all the time tryina gd®rdsout”

“Give the bird a chance,” Darlene pleaded.

“Whoa!” Jones said. “Watch out. Your orpharerir just pullin in. It's humanitaria



time.”

George was slouching through the door in &yukd sweater, white denims, and
beige flamenco boots with slim-pointed toes. Onhblois hands there were tatoos of
daggers drawn with ball-point pencil.

“Sorry, George, nothing for the orphans tothgna said quickly.

“See that? Well them orphan they better spglyén to the United Fun,” Jones said
and blew some smoke on the daggers. “We havindpleowith salary as it is. Chariddy
begin at home.”

“Huh?” George asked.

“They sure keeping a buncha hoods in the orghes these days,” Darlene observed.
“I wouldn’t give him nothing, Lana. He’s operatisgme kinda shakedown racket, if you
ast me. If this kid’s a orphan, I'm the queen ofE&md.”

“Come here,” Lana said to George and led hitnomto the street.

“Whatsa matter?” George asked.

“I can't talk in front of those two jerks,” bba said. “Look, this new porter’s not like
the old one. This smartass has been asking me #tisutrphan crap since he first saw
you. | don’t trust him. | got cop trouble already.”

“Then get yourself a new jig. There’s plentgund.”

“l couldn’t get a blind Eskimo for the saldfgn paying him. | got him on something
of a deal, like discount price. And he thinks if thes to quit, | can get him arrested for
vagrancy. The whole thing’s a deal, George. | m@&amy line of business, you gotta
keep your eye peeled for a bargain. Understand?”

“But what about me?”

“This Jones goes out to lunch from twelvewelve-thirty. So you come around about
twelve-forty-five.”

“What am | supposed to do with them packadieafernoon? | can’t do nothing till
after three. | don’t want to be carrying that sefbund.”

“Go check it in the bus station. | don’'t cadeist be sure they're safe. I'll see you
tomorrow.”

Lana went back into the bar.

“I sure hope you told that kid off,” Darlenaid. “Somebody oughta report him to the
Better Business Bureau.”

“Whoa!”

“Come on, Lana. Give me and the bird a chawegre boffo.”

“It used to be the old Kiwanis types likeddomme in and watch a cute girl shake it a
little. Now it's gotta be with some kinda animalowy know what's wrong with people
today? They're sick. It's hard for a person to eamnhonest buck.” Lana lit a cigarette
and matched Jones cloud for cloud. “Okay. We audlithe bird. It's probably safer for
you to be on my stage with a bird than on my stedgth a cop. Bring in the goddam
bird.”

Il
Mr. Gonzalez sat next to his little heatetelisng to the sounds of the river, his

peaceful soul suspended in a Nirvana somewheralfave the two antennae of Levy
Pants. His senses subconsciously savored ther@étiats and the smell of old paper and



wood and the possessed feeling that his pair ajyoagvy Pants gave him. He exhaled a
thin stream of filtered smoke and aimed the cigaietshes like a marksman directly at
the center of his ashtray. The impossible had hagupelife at Levy Pants had become
even better. The reason was Mr. Reilly. What fgmgmother had dropped Mr. Ignatius J.
Reilly on the worn and rotting steps of Levy Pants?

He was four workers in one. In Mr. Reilly'smapetent hands, the filing seemed to
disappear. He was also quite kind to Miss Trixleerée was hardly any friction in the
office. Mr. Gonzalez was touched by what he had dbe previous afternoon -- Mr.
Reilly on his knees changing Miss Trixie’s socks. Reilly was all heart. Of course, he
was part valve, too. But the constant conversatioout the valve could be accepted. It
was the only drawback.

Looking happily about, Mr. Gonzalez noticeé tiesults of Mr. Reilly’s handiwork in
the office. Tacked to Miss Trixie's desk was a &agygn that said MISS TRIXIE with an
old-fashioned nosegay drawn in crayon in one corfecked to his desk was another
sign that said SR. GONZALEZ and was decorated whith crest of King Alfonso. A
multisectioned cross was nhailed to a post in tlieeggfthe LIBBY'S TOMATO JUICE
and KRAFT JELLY on two sections awaiting what Meil/ had said would be brown
paint with some black streaks to suggest the gohithe wood. In several empty ice
cream cartons on top of the filing cabinets beaarevalready sprouting little vines. The
purple monkscloth drapes that hung from the windext to Mr. Reilly’s desk created a
meditative area in the office. There the sun casaeet-colored glow over the three-foot
plaster statue of St. Anthony that stood near thstebasket.

There had never been a worker like Mr. Rellg. was so dedicated, so interested in
the business. He was even planning to visit theofgavhen his valve was better to see
how he could improve conditions there. The otherrkers had always been so
unconcerned, so slipshod.

The door opened slowly as Miss Trixie madedssr's entrance, a large bag preceding
her.

“Miss Trixie!” Mr. Gonzalez said in what wa®y him, a very sharp tone.

“Who?” Miss Trixie cried frantically.

She looked down at her tattered nightgownftrthel robe.

“Oh, my goodness,” she wheezed. “| thougledtl & little chilly outside.”

“Go home right now.”

“It's cold outside, Gomez.”

“You can't stay at Levy Pants like that. I'orsy.”

“Am | retired?” Miss Trixie asked hopefully.

“No!” Mr. Gonzalez squeaked. “I just want ytmigo home and change. You only live
around the block. Hurry up.”

Miss Trixie shuffled through the door, bangihglosed. Then she came in again to get
the bag, which she had left on the floor, and bdrme again.

By the time Ignatius arrived an hour latersMilrixie had not returned. Mr. Gonzalez
listened to Mr. Reilly’s heavy, slow tread on thairs. The door was thrust open, and the
marvelous Ignatius J. Reilly appeared, a plaidfststarge as a shawl wound around his
neck, one end of it stuffed down into his coat.

“Good morning, sir,” he said majestically.

“Good morning,” Mr. Gonzalez said with deligfdid you have a nice ride here?”



“Only fair. | suspect that the driver was &eld speed racer. | had to caution him
continually. Actually, we parted company with a degyof hostility on both sideSVhere
is our little distaff member this morning?”

“I had to send her home. She came to workrttaming in her nightgown.”

Ignatius frowned and said, “I do not underdtarhy she was sent away. After all, we
are quiteinformal here. We are one big family. | only hop&ttyou have not damaged
her morale.” He filled a glass at the water codtewater his beans. “You may not be
surprised to see me appear one morning in my mghtsfind it rather comfortable.”

“I certainly don’t mean to dictate what youopée should wear,” Mr. Gonzalez said
anxiously.

“I should hope not. Misgrixie and | can only take so much.”

Mr. Gonzalez pretended to look for somethindis desk to avoid the terrible eyes
that Ignatius had turned on him.

“I shall finish the cross,” Ignatius said fiyaremoving two quarts of paint from the
pouchlike pockets of his overcoat.

“That’s wonderful.”

“The cross is top priority at the moment. igli alphabetizing -- all of that must wait
until I have completed this project. Then, when | finisl cross, | am going to have to
visit the factory. | suspect that those people smeaming for a compassionate ear, a
dedicated guide. | may be able to aid them.”

“Of course. Don'’t let me tell you what to do.”

‘I won't.” Ignatius stared at the office marmaig“At last my valve seems to permit a
visit to the factory. | must not pass up this oppoity. If | wait, it may seal up for several
weeks.”

“Then you must go to the factory today,” tece manager agreed enthusiastically.

Mr. Gonzalez looked at Ignatius hopefully, hetreceived no reply. Ignatius filed his
overcoat, scarf, and cap in one of the file draveerd began working on the cross. By
eleven o’clock he was giving the cross its firsatzaneticulously applying the paint with
a small watercolor brush. Miss Trixie was still AWO

At noon Mr. Gonzalez looked over the staclpapers on which he was working and
said, “I wonder where Miss Trixie can be.”

“You have probably broken her spirit,” Ignatiteplied coldly. He was dabbing at the
rough edges of the cardboard with the brush. “Hereshe may appear for lunch. | told
her yesterday that | was bringing her a luncheoatresandwich. | have discovered that
Miss Trixie considers luncheon meat a rather tawties delicacy. | would offer you a
sandwich, but | am afraid that there are only ehdieg Miss Trixie and me.”

“That’s quite all right.” Mr. Gonzalez produte wan smile and watched Ignatius
open his greasy brown paper bag. “I'm going to havevork straight through lunch
anyway to finish these statements and billings.”

“Yes, you'd better. We must not allow Levy Bato fall behind in the struggle for the
survival of the fittest.”

Ignatius bit into his first sandwich, teariiign half, and chewed contentedly for a
while.

“I do hope that Miss Trixie does appear,” ledsafter he had finished the first
sandwich and emitted a series of belches whichdexias if they had disintegrated his
digestive tract. “My valve will not tolerate lunabve meat, I'm afraid.”



While he was tearing the filling of the secaahdwich from the bread with his teeth,
Miss Trixie came in, her green celluloid visor fagithe rear.

“Here she is,” Ignatius said to the office rager through the big leaf of limp lettuce
that was hanging from his mouth.

“Oh, yes,” Mr. Gonzalez said weakly. “Miss Aig.”

“l imagined that the luncheon meat would eatévher faculties. Over here, Mother
Commerce.”

Miss Trixie bumped into the statue of St. Aol

“I knew | had something on my mind all mornir@loria,” Miss Trixie said, taking
the sandwich in her claws and going to her deskatlgs watched with fascination the
elaborate process of gums, tongue, and lips tlalygiece of sandwich set into motion.

“You took a very long time to change,” theiodf manager said to Miss Trixie, noting
bitterly that her new ensemble was only a littlerenpresentable than the robe and
nightgown.

“Who?” Miss Trixie asked, sticking out a toredul of masticated luncheon meat and
bread.

“| said you took a long time to change.”

“Me? | just left here.”

“Will you please stop harassing her?” Ignatiesnanded angrily.

“There was no need for the delay. She onlgdidown by the wharves somewhere,”
the office manager said and returned to his papers.

“Did you enjoy that?” Ignatius asked Miss Teixvhen the last grimace of her lips had
stopped.

Miss Trixie nodded and began industriouslyaosecond sandwich. But when she had
at last eaten half, she slumped back in her chair.

“Oh, I'm full, Gloria. That was delicious.”

“Mr. Gonzalez, would you care for the bit ahslwich that Miss Trixie can not eat?”

“No, thank you.”

“I wish that you would take it. Otherwise, ttags will storm ugen masse.”

“Yes, Gomez, take this,” Miss Trixie said, dping the soggy half of uneaten
sandwich on top of the papers on the office marsgesk.

“Now look what you've done, you old idiot!” MGonzalez screamed. “Damn Mrs.
Levy. That’s the statement for the bank.”

“How dare you attack the spirit of the noblesMLevy,” Ignatius thundered. “I shall
report you, sir.”

“It took over an hour to prepare that stateimeook at what she’s done.”

“I want that Easter ham!” Miss Trixie snarlétlVhere’s my Thanksgiving turkey? |
quit a wonderful job as cashier in a nickelodeondme to work for this company. Now |
guess I'll die in this office. | must say a worlgegts shabby treatment around here. I'm
retiring right now”

“Why don’t you go wash your hands?” Mr. Gomzasaid to her.

“That’s a good idea, Gomez,” Miss Trixie sarttl tacked off to the ladies’ room.

Ignatius felt cheated. He had hoped for a ec&khile the office manager began
making a copy of the statement, Ignatius returigethé cross. First, however, he had to
lift Miss Trixie, who had returned and was kneeldigectly beneath it and praying in the
spot where Ignatius had been standing to paints Nlisxie hovered about him, leaving



only to seal some envelopes for Mr. Gonzalez, $t the bathroom several times, and to
catnap. The office manager made the only noisénénaffice with his typewriter and
adding machine, both of which Ignatius found slighklistracting. By one-thirty the cross
was almost finished. It lacked only the little gd&hf letters that spelled GOD AND
COMMERCE which Ignatius had ready to apply acrbeskiottom of the cross. After the
motto was applied, Ignatius stood back and saMiss Trixie, “It is complete.”

“Oh, Gloria, that’s beautiful,” Miss Trixie shsincerely. “Look at this, Gomez.”

“Isn’t that fine,” Mr. Gonzalez said, studyitize cross with tired eyes.

“Now to the filing,” Ignatius said busily. “Em off to the factory. | cannot tolerate
social injustice.”

“Yes, you must go to the factory while youlvweais operating,” the office manager
said.

Ignatius went behind the filing cabinets, gidkup the accumulated and unfiled
material, and threw it in the wastebasket. Notidimgt the office manager was sitting at
his desk with his hand over his eyes, Ignatiusgoutiut the first drawer of the files, and,
turning it over, dumped its alphabetical contente the wastebasket, too.

Then he lumbered off to the factory door, thenng past Miss Trixie, who had fallen
to her knees again before the cross.

Patrolman Mancuso had tried a little mooniigiptin his effort to apprehend someone,
anyone for the sergeant. After dropping off his tatrom the bowling alley, he had
stopped in the bar on his own to see what he dowidup. What had turned up was these
three terrifying girls who had struck him. He toadhthe bandage on his head as he
entered the precinct to see the sergeant, whourmathened him.

“What happened to you, Mancuso?” the sergeenetamed when he saw the bandage.

“I fell down.”

“That sounds like you. If you knew anythingoabyour job, you’'d be in bars tipping
us off on people like those three girls we brougHast night.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I don’t know what whore give you the tip onig Night of Joy, but our boys have
been in there almost every night and they havem'ted up anything.”

“Well, | thought...”

“Shut up. You gave us a phony lead. You kndvatwve do to people give us a phony
lead?”

“No.”

“We put them in the rest room at the bus ctati

“Yes, sir.”

“You stay in the booths there eight hours wa wlatil you bring somebody in.”

“Okay.”

“Don’t say ‘okay.” Say ‘yes, sir.” Now get dathere and go look in your locker.
You're a farmer today.”

A%



Ignatius opened “The Journal of a Working Bag”the first unused sheet of Blue
Horse looseleaf filler, officiously snapping theingoof his ballpoint pen forward. The
point of the Levy Pants pen did not catch on thst fsnap and slipped back into the
plastic cylinder. Ignatius snapped more vigorousty, again the point slid disobediently
back out of sight. Cracking the pen furiously oa #dge of his desk, Ignatius picked up
one of the Venus Medalist pencils lying on the fld¢e probed the wax in his ears with
the pencil and began to concentrate, listenindnéosbunds of his mother’s preparations
for an evening at the bowling alley. There were ynstaccato footfalls back and forth in
the bathroom which meant, he knew, that his motkas attempting to accomplish
several phases of her toilet at once. Then thene Wee noises that he had grown
accustomed to over the years whenever his mothempwaparing to leave the house: the
plop of a hair brush falling into the toilet bowhe sound of a box of powder hitting the
floor, the sudden exclamations of confusion andsha

“Ouch!” his mother cried at one point.

Ignatius found the subdued and solitary ditha bathroom annoying and wished that
she would finish. At last he heard the light clafk She knocked at his door.

“Ignatius, honey, I'm going.”

“All right,” Ignatius replied icily.

“Open the door, babe, and come kiss me gootbye

“Mother, | am quite busy at the moment.”

“Don’t be like that, Ignatius. Open up.”

“Run off with your friends, please.”

“Aw, Ignatius.”

“Must you distract me at every level. | am Wiog on something with wonderful
movie possibilities. Highly commercial.”

Mrs. Reilly kicked at the door with her bowdishoes.

“Are you ruining that pair of absurd shoesttheere bought with my hard-earned
wages?”

“Huh? What'’s that, precious?”

Ignatius extracted the pencil from his ear apdned the door. His mother’s maroon
hair was fluffed high over her forehead; her cheelds were red with rouge that had
been spread nervously up to the eyeballs. One pufd full of powder had whitened
Mrs. Reilly’s face, the front of her dress, anegw foose maroon wisps.

“Oh, my God,” Ignatius said, “you have powadlrover your dress, although that is
probably one of Mrs. Battaglia’s beauty hints.”

“Why you always knocking Santa, Ignatius?”

“She appears to have been knocked a bit irifeealready. Up rather than down. If
she ever nears me, however, the direction willdvenrsed.”

“Ignatius!”

“She also brings to mind the vulgarism ‘knoské

“Santa’s a grammaw. You oughta be ashamed.”

“Thank goodness Miss Annie’s coarse criesorest peace the other night. Never in
my life have | seen so shameless an orgy. And irghty very own kitchen. If that man
were any sort of law enforcement officer, he wdudde arrested that ‘aunt’ right there on
the spot.”

“Don’t knock Angelo, neither. He's got him ard road, boy. Santa says he’s been in



the bathroom at the bus station all day.”

“Oh, my God! Do | believe what I'm hearing®B$e run along with your two cohorts
from the Mafia and let me alone.”

“Don’t treat your poor momma like that.”

“Poor? Did | hear poor? When the dollars aszdlly flowing into this home from my
labors? And flowing out even more rapidly.”

“Don’t start that again, Ignatius. | only getenty dollars out of you this week, and |
almost had to get down on my knees and beg fawoik at all them thing-a-ma-jigs you
been buying. Look at that movie camera you brungétoday.”

“The movie camera will shortly be put to uSkat harmonica was rather cheap.”

“We never gonna payoff that man at this rate.”

“That is hardly my problem. | don’t drive.”

“No, you don't care. You never cared for nathiboy.”

“I should have known that every time | oper tthoor of my room | am literally
opening a Pandora’s Box. Doesn’'t Mrs. Battaglia tvgou to await her debauched
nephew and her at the curb so that not one invlEduabment of bowling time will be
lost?” Ignatius belched the gas of a dozen browtregsped by his valve. “Grant me a
little peace. Isn’t it enough that | am harried @dly long at work? | thought that | had
adequately described to you the horrors which Itrface daily.”

“You know | appreciate you, babe,” Mrs. Reifigiffed. “Come on and gimme a little
goodbye kiss like a good boy.”

Ignatius bent down and lightly bussed hertenaheek.

“Oh, my God,” he said, spitting out powder.diM my mouth will feel gritty all
night.”

“I got too much powder on?”

“No, it's just fine. Aren’t you an arthriticrasomething? How in the world can you
bowl!?”

“I think the exercise is helping me out. I'eefing better.”

A horn honked out on the street.

“Apparently your friend has escaped the bathr@ Ignatius snorted. “It's just like
him to hang around a bus station. He probably ltkewatch those Scenicruiser horrors
arrive and depart. In his worldview the bus is appty a good thing. That shows how
retarded he is.”

“I'll be in early, honey,” Mrs. Reilly said]asing the miniature front door.

“I shall probably be misused by some intrutleghatius screamed.

Bolting the door to his room, he grabbed ampt@nmk bottle and opened his shutters.
He stuck his head out of the window and looked dtivenalley to where the little white
Rambler was visible in the darkness at the curlih\Ml of his strength, he heaved the
bottle and heard it hit the roof of the car witleaer sound effects than he had expected
it to.

“Hey!” he heard Santa Battaglia shout as kensy closed the shutters. Gloating, he
opened his looseleaf folder again and picked upénus Medalist.

Dear Reader,
A great writer is the friend and benefactohfreaders.
--Macaulay



Another working day is ended, gentle reader! #old you before, | have succeeded in layingating,
as it were, over the turbulence and mania of oficefAll non-essential activities in the officeeaslowly
being curtailed. At the moment | am busily decorgtour throbbing hive of whitecollared bees (thrdée
analogy of the three bees brings to mind tHosewhich describe most aptly my actions as an office
worker: banish, benefit, beautify. There are alseeb’s which describe most aptly the actions of our
buffoon of an office manager: bait, beg, blighyyraer, bore, boss, bother, bungle, burden, buazh(
case, | am afraid that the list gets somewhat 6dtaod.) | have come to the conclusion that ouiceff
manager serves no purpose other than one of olfusa@nd hindrance. Were it not for him, the other
clerical worker (La Dama del Comercio) and | wohklquite peaceful and content, attending to oueslut
in an atmosphere of mutual consideration. | amagethat his dictatorial methods are, in part, oesible
for Miss T.’s desire to retire.

| can at last describe to you our factory.sTddiernoon, feeling fulfilled after having com@dtthe cross
(Yes! It is completed and gives our office a needpilitual dimension.), | set out to visit the dtaand
whirr and hiss of the factory.

The scene which met my eyes was at once ctimgpahnd repelling. The original sweatshop has been
preserved for posterity at Levy Pants. If only Smithsonian Institution, that grab-bag of our nalo
refuse, could somehow vacuum-seal the Levy Pamtsriaand transport it to the capital of the United
States of America, each worker frozen in an atéitod labor, the visitors to that questionable muoseu
would defecate into their garish tourist outfitsisla scene which combines the worstatle Tom's Cabin
and Fritz Lang'Metropolis;it is mechanized Negro slavery; it represents tlogness which the Negro has
made from picking cotton to tailoring it. (Were yhie the picking stage of their evolution, they et
least be in the healthful outdoors singing andngatvatermelons [as they are, | believe, supposetbto
when in groups al fresco].) My intense and deeml €onvictions concerning social injustice were
aroused. My valve threw in a hearty response.

(In connection with the watermelons, | musy, dast some professional civil rights organizatios
offended, that | have never been an observer ofrfsare folk customs. | may be wrong. | would imagine
that today people grasp for the cotton with onedhahile the other hand presses a transistor radtbe
sides of their heads so that it can spew bulletipsut used cars and Sofstyle Hair Relaxer and Royal
Crown Hair Dressing and Gallo wine about their eamts, a filtered menthol cigarette dangling froraith
lips and threatening to set the entire cotton fathze. Although residing along the MississippieRi[This
river is famed in atrocious song and verse; thetrmposvalent motif is one which attempts to makehef
river an ersatz father figure. Actually, the Mis§pi River is a treacherous and sinister body afew
whose eddies and currents yearly claim many liveave never known anyone who would even venture to
stick his toe in its polluted brown waters, whickethe with sewage, industrial waste, and deadly
insecticides. Even the fish are dying. Therefdne, Mississippi as Father-God-Moses-Daddy-PhallyssPo
is an altogether false motif begun, | would imagimgthat dreary fraud, Mark Twain. This failurenake
contact with reality is, however, characteristicatdnost all of America’s “art.” Any connection beten
American art and American nature is purely coinatek but this is only because the nation as a ahak
no contact with reality. That is only one of thesens why | have always been forced to exist on the
fringes of its society, consigned to the Limbo reed for those who do know reality when they sde lit
have never seen cotton growing and have no desile 0. The only excursion in my life outside aviN
Orleans took me through the vortex to the whirlpoiotlespair: Baton Rouge. In some future installiman
flashback, | shall perhaps recount that pilgrimgmyeugh the swamps, a journey into the desert fndrich
| returned broken physically, mentally, and spalty New Orleans is, on the other hand, a comideta
metropolis which has a certain apathy and stagmatinich | find inoffensive. At least its climate msild;
too, it is here in the crescent City that | am asdwf having a roof over my head and a Dr. Nuiyn
stomach, although certain sections of North Afij€angiers, etc.] have from time to time excited my
interest. The voyage by boat, however, would proba&mervate me, and | am certainly not perverse
enough to attempt air travel even if | were ableafford it. The Greyhound Bus Line is sufficiently
menacing to make me accept my status quo. | wiah ttiose Scenicruisers would be discontinued,; it
would seem to me that their height violates sontergtate highway statute regarding clearance ineisn
and so forth. Perhaps one of you, dear readers,aMiegal turn of mind can dredge the approprittase
from memory. Those things really must be removechp& knowing that they are hurtling somewhere on
this dark night makes me most apprehensive.)

The factory is a large, barn-like structuratthouses bolts of fabric, cutting tables, massie®ing
machines, and furnaces that provide the steam riessing. The total effect is rather surreal, esigci



when one seekes Africainsmoving about attending to their tasks in this meded setting. The irony
involved caught my fancy, | must admit. Somethingnf Joseph Conrad sprang to my mind, although |
cannot seem to remember what it was at the timeéhape | likened myself to Kurtz ithe Heart of
Darknesswhen, far from the trading company offices in Ewope was faced with the ultimate horror. | do
remember imagining myself in a pith helmet and wfiihen jodpurs, my face enigmatic behind a veil of
mosquito netting.

The furnaces keep the place rather warm aasty@n these chill days, but in the summer | stisieat
the workers once again enjoy the climate of theielbears, the tropic heat somewhat magnified bgetho
great coal-burning steam-producing contrivancamderstand that the factory is not working at cépac
currently, and | did observe that only one of theseices was operating, burning coal and what Iddike
one of the cutting tables. Also, | saw only oner gitrousers actually completed during the timatth
spent there, although the factory workers were $&iagnabout clutching all sorts of scraps of clofine
woman, | noticed, was pressing some baby’s clottang another seemed to be making remarkable
progress with the sections of fuscia satin whick sfas joining together on one of the large sewing
machines. She appeared to be fashioning a rathafuddout nonetheless rakish evening gown. | nasst
that | admired the efficiency with which she whiggbe material back and forth under the massivetride
needle. This woman was apparently a skilled wordtad | thought it doubly unfortunate that she was n
lending her talents to the creation of a pair ofyt Pants... pants. There was obviously a moralbleno in
the factory.

| looked for Mr. Palermo, the foreman of tteetbry, who is, incidentally, normally only a feuweps
from the bottle, as the many contusions that heslhiatained from falling down among the cutting ¢abl
and sewing machines can testify, with no successwhls probably quaffing a liquid lunch in one oé th
many taverns in the vicinity of our organizationete is a bar on every corner in the neighborhddaey
Pants, an indication that salaries in the areaahysmally low. On particularly desperate blocks¢hare
three or four bars at every intersection.

In my innocence, | suspected that the obsfareissuing forth from the loud speakers on théswa
the factory was at the root of the apathy whichalswitnessing among the workers. The psyche can be
bombarded only so much by these rhythms beforegins to crumble and atrophy. Therefore, | found an
turned off the switch which controlled the musitisraction on my part led to a rather loud andaiefy
boorish roar of protest from the collective workesho began to regard me with sullen eyes. Sorler
the music on again, smiling broadly and waving dotyign an attempt to acknowledge my poor judgment
and to win the workers’ confidence. (Their huge tetdyes were already labeling me a “Mister Chdrlie.
would have to struggle to show them my almost psiicldedication to helping them.)

Obviously continual response to the music thekloped within them an almost Pavlovian respdose
the noise, a response which they believed was yrleaklaving spent countless hours of my life watghi
those blighted children on television dancing tie gort of music, | knew the physical spasm whtchas
supposed to elicit, and | attempted my own consgeevaersion of the same on the spot to furtheiifpac
the workers. | must admit that my body moved withpsising agility; | am not without an innate serge
rhythm; my ancestors must have been rather oufisigiad jigging on the heath. Ignoring the eyeshaf t
workers, | shuffled about beneath one of the Iquebkers, twisting and shouting, mumbling insari&y!

Go! Do it, baby, do it! Hear me talkin’ to ya. WoWl! know that | had recovered my ground with them
when several began pointing to me and laughingugithed back to demonstrate that I, too, shared thei
high spirits.De Casibus Virorum lllustriumOf the Fall of Great Men! My downfall occurred. &ially. My
considerable system, weakened by the gyrationg¢e]y in the region of the knees), at last redtlland

| plummeted to the floor in a senseless attempinat of the more egregiously perverse steps whigul
witnessed on the television so many times. The arsrkeemed rather concerned and helped me up most
politely, smiling in the friendliest fashion. | dezed then that | had no more to fear concerningfa pas

in turning off their music.

In spite of all to which they have been sutgidc Negroes are nonetheless a rather pleasantofotke
most part. | really have had little to do with thefor | mingle with my peers or no one, and sintave no
peers, | mingle with no one. Upon speaking withesalof the workers, all of whom seemed eager &akp
with me, | discovered that they received even pegsthan Miss Trixie.

In a sense | have always felt something ofrahip with the colored race because its positethe
same as mine: we both exist outside the inner redlAmerican society. Of course, my exile is volnmyt
However, it is apparent that many of the Negroeshvd become active members of the American middle
class. | can not imagine why. | must admit thas tthésire on their part leads me to question thaines



judgments. However, if they wish to join the bowigee, it is really none of my business. They mesls
their own doom. Personally, | would agitate quitamantly if | suspected that anyone were attemgting
help me upward toward the middle class. | wouldagiagainst the bemused person who was attempting
to help me upward, that is. The agitation wouldet#tke form of many protest marches complete wiéh th
traditional banners and posters, but these woyld'Bad the Middle Class,” “The Middle Class MusbG

I am not above tossing a small Molotov cocktaitwo, either. In addition, | would studiously avditting
near the middle class in lunch counters and oniptiiEinsportation, maintaining the intrinsic horyesnd
grandeur of my being. If a middle-class white wsnicidal enough to sit next to me, | imagine thabuld
beat him soundly about the head and shoulders @rith great hand, tossing, quite deftly, one of my
Molotov cocktails into a passing bus jammed withddhé-class whites with the other hand. Whether my
siege were to last a month or a year, | am cettaihultimately everyone would let me alone after total
carnage and destruction of property had been etemiua

I do admire the terror which Negroes are dbléspire in the hearts of some members of theewhi
proletariat and only wish (This is a rather persamnfession.) that | possessed the ability to Isiryi
terrorize. The Negro terrorizes simply by being éify |, however, must browbeat a bit in order ¢hiave
the same end. Perhaps | should have been a Neguspkct that | would have been a rather large and
terrifying one, continually pressing my ample thiagminst the withered thighs of old white ladiepirblic
conveyances a great deal and eliciting more thansbniek of panic. Then, too, if | were a Negraduld
not be pressured by my mother to find a good jobnb good jobs would be available. My mother hiérse
a worn old Negress, would be too broken by yearsnoferpaid labor as a domestic to go out bowling at
night. She and | could live most pleasantly in sam@dy shack in the slums in a state of ambitiales
peace, realizing contentedly that we were unwartked striving was meaningless.

However, | do not wish to witness the awfué&acle of the Negroes moving upward into the naddl
class. | consider this movement a great insulbéir integrity as a people. But | am beginningdarsd like
the Beards and Parrigntons and will soon totalilgdt Levy Pants, the commercial muse for this paldir
effort. A project for the future could be a sodi#tory of the United States from my vantage pdintThe
Journal of a Working Boyneets with any success at the book stalls, | gfeathaps etch a likeness of our
nation with my pen. Our nation demands the scrubhya completely disengaged observer like your
Working Boy, and | already have in my files a ratfiermidable collection of notes and jottings that
evaluate and lend a perspective to the contempscanye.

We must hasten back on the wings of prosedddctory and its folk, who prompted my ratheriry
digression. As | was telling you, they had justelif me from the floor, my performance and subsejuen
pratfall the sources of a great feeling of camatiadéthanked them cordially, they meanwhile irrng in
their seventeenth-century English accents aboutanglition most solicitously. | was uninjured, andcge
pride is a Deadly Sin which | feel | generally emshabsolutely nothing was hurt.

I then questioned them about the factory,tifis was the purpose behind my visit. They werbenat
eager to speak with me and seemed even most it@@res me as a person. Apparently the dull hours
among the cutting tables make a visitor doubly wele. We chatted freely, although the workers were
generally non-committal about their work. Actualligey seemed more interested in me than in anything
else; | was not bothered by their attentions arrdgzhall of their questions blithely until they laist grew
rather personal. Some of them who had from timtnte straggled into the office asked pointed questi
about the cross and the attendant decorationsjne@ese lady asked permission (which, of courses wa
granted) to gather some of her confreres abouttb®s occasionally to sing spirituals. (I abhorrigmls
and those deadly nineteenth-century Calvinist hynimg | was willing to suffer having my eardrums
assaulted if a chorus or two would make these werkappy.) When | questioned them about wages, |
discovered that their average weekly pay envelopgtained less than thirty ($30) dollars. It is my
considered opinion that someone deserves moreliaain the way of a wage for simply staying inlage
like the factory for five days a week, especiallijem the factory is one like the Levy Pants factiory
which the leaking roof threatens to collapse at mmyment. And who knows? Those people might have
much better things to do than to loiter about LBants, such as composing jazz or creating new dance
doing whatever those things are that they do witthsfacility. No wonder there was such apathy ia th
factory. Still it was incredible that the dispariigtween the doldrums of the production line ardfévered
hustle of the office could be housed within the edirevy Pants) bosom. Were | one of the factorykers
(and | would probably be a large and particulaglyifying one, as | said earlier), | would long bef have
stormed the office and demanded a decent wage.

Here | must make a note. While | was desuitattending graduate school, | met in the coffea@psone



day a Miss Myrna Minkoff, a young undergraduatégud, offensive maiden from the Bronx. This expert
from the universe of the Grand Concourse was a¢ttaio the table at which | was holding court bg th
singularity and magnetism of my being. As the mgamnce and originality of my worldview became
explicit through conversation, the Minkoff minx kegattacking me on all levels, even kicking me unde
the table rather vigorously at one point. | botscfaated and confused her; in short, | was too nfioicher.
The parochialism of the ghettoes of Gotham hadongpared her for the uniqueness of Your Working.Boy
Myrna, you see, believed that all humans livingts@and west of the Hudson River were illiterate bows

or -- even worse -- White Protestants, a classuofidns who as a group specialized in ignoranceltgrue
and torture. (I don’t wish to especially defend WHerotestants; | am not too fond of them myself.)

Soon Myrna’s brutal social manner had drivenaaurtiers from the table, and we were left alaaé,
cold coffee and hot words. When | failed to agrethwer braying and babbling, she told me that swa
obviously anti-Semitic. Her logic was a combinat@rhalf-truths and clichés, her worldview a compdu
of misconceptions deriving from a history of outioa as written from the perspective of a subwayngl.
She dug into her large black valise and assaultedamost literally) with greasy copies bfen and
Massesand Now! and Broken Barricadesand Surgeand Revulsionand various manifestos and pamphlets
pertaining to organizations of which she was a nagsive member: Students for Liberty, Youth for Sex
The Black Muslims, Friends of Latvia, Children fdiscegenation, The White Citizens’ Councils. Myrna
was, you see, terriblgngagedin her society; I, on the other hand, older andewisvas terriblydis-
engaged.

She had chiseled quite a bit of money from herefiatb go away to college to see what it was liket“o
there.” Unfortunately, she found me. The traumawffirst meeting fed each other’s masochism addde
an affair (platonic) of sorts. (Myrna was decidedigsochistic. She was only happy when a policeveig)
sinking its fangs into her black leotards or whée sas being dragged feet first down stone steps &
Senate hearing.) | must admit that | always susgedlyrna of being interested in me sensually; my
stringent attitude toward sex intrigued her; inease, | became another project of sorts. | did, dvew
succeed in thwarting her every attempt to assail dhstle of my body and mind. Since Myrna and |
confused most of the other students when we weaet,aps a couple we were doubly confusing to the
smiling Southern birdbrains who, for the most pardde up the student body. Campus rumor, | undetsta
linked us in the most unspeakably depraved intsgue

Myrna’s cure-all for everything from fallen chies to depression was sex. She promulgated this
philosophy with disastrous effects to two Southbglles whom she took under her wing in order to
renovate their backward minds. Heeding Myrna’s celimith the eager assistance of various young men,
one of the simple lovelies suffered a nervous ldewl; the other attempted unsuccessfully to slash h
wrists with a broken Coca-Cola bottle. Myrna’s exmtion was that the girls had been too reactiotary
begin with, and with renewed vigor, she preachedisevery classroom and pizza parlor, almost getti
herself raped by a janitor in the Social Studieddimng. Meanwhile, | tried to guide her toward thath of
truth.

After several semesters Myrna disappeared fhantollege, saying in her offensive manner, “Thace
can't teach me anything | don’t know.” The blacktirds, the matted mane of hair, the monstrousevali
were all gone; the palmlined campus returned tdréditional lethargy and necking. | have seen that
liberated doxy a few times since then, for, fromeito time she embarks on an “inspection tour’hef t
South, stopping eventually in New Orleans to hamenme and to attempt to seduce me with the grim
prison and chain and gang songs she strums oruftar.dyrna is very sincere; unfortunately, shalso
offensive.

When | saw her after her last “inspection taire was rather bedraggled. She had stopped thootig
the rural South to teach Negroes folk songs sheldemhed at the Library of Congress. The Negrdes, i
seems, preferred more contemporary music and tuapetheir transistor radios loudly and defiantly
whenever Myrna began one of her lugubrious dirgdéthough the Negroes had tried to ignore her, the
whites had shown great interest in her. Bands a€lkars and rednecks had chased her from villages,
slashed her tires, whipped her a bit about the .a8ies had been hunted by bloodhounds, shockedtthy ca
prods, chewed by police dogs, peppered lightly vgltiotgun pellets. She had loved every minute of it,
showing me quite proudly (and, | might add, suggest) a fang mark on her upper thigh. My stunnad a
disbelieving eyes noted that on that occasion sée wearing dark stockings and not leotards. My diloo
however, failed to rise.

We do correspond quite regularly, the usuahth of Myrna’s correspondence tending to urge me to
participate in lie-ins and wade-ins and sit-ins andh. Since, however, | do not eat at lunch cosrdad



do not swim, | have ignored her advice. The subsydiheme in the correspondence is one urging me to
come to Manhattan so that she and | may raise aomdy of twin confusion in that center of mechadiize
horrors. If | am ever really well, | may make thigpt At the moment that little musky Minkoff mins i
probably in some tunnel far beneath the streete@Bronx speeding in a subway train from a meeting
social protest to an orgy of folk singing or worSmme day the authorities of our society will naibio
apprehend her for simply being herself. Incarcerawill finally make her life meaningful and endrhe
frustration.

A recent communication from her was bolder amate offensive than usual. She must be dealt arith
her own level, and thus | thought of her as | syedethe sub-standard conditions in the factory. [Gog
have | confined myself in Miltonic isolation and ditation. It is clearly time for me to step boldhto our
society, not in the boring, passive manner of therd Minkoff school of social action, but with gtestyle
and zest.

You will be withesses to a certain courageadlasing, and aggressive decision on the part oathbor,

a decision which reveals a militancy, depth, amengjth quite unexpected in so gentle a nature. Timwo
| will describe in detail my answer to the MyrnarMoffs of the world. The result may, incidentatiypple
(all too literally) Mr. Gonzalez as a power withievy Pants. That fiend must be dealt with. Onehef t
more powerful civil rights organizations will no alat cover me with laurels.

There is an almost unbearable pain needlindinggers as a result of these overabundant scrigblil
must lay down my pencil, my engine of truth, andhkbamy crippled hands in some warm water. My
intense devotion to the cause of justice has lethi®lengthy diatribe, and | feel that my Levyoba-
within-a-circle is zooming upward to new success®s heights.

Health note: Hands crippled, valve temporasihen (half-way)

Social note: Nothing today; Mother gone aghiinking like a courtesan; one of her cohorts, gught
like to know, has revealed his hopelessness byaliegea fetish for Greyhound buses.

| am going to pray to St. Martin de Porreg ffatron saint of mulattoes, for our cause in #wofy.
Because he is also invoked against rats, he wiliggs aid us in the office, too.

Until later,

Gary, Your Militant Working Boy

\Y

Dr. Talc lit a Benson and Hedges, looking @iuhe window of his office in the Social
Studies Building. Across the dark campus he saweskghts from the night classes in
other buildings. All night he had been ransackimg desk for his notes on the British
monarch of legend, notes hurriedly copied from adned-page survey of British history
that he had once read in paperback. The lecturetovas given tomorrow, and it was
now almost eight-thirty. As a lecturer Dr. Talc wasiowned for the facile and sarcastic
wit and easily digested generalizations that made gopular among the girl students
and helped to conceal his lack of knowledge abdmbst everything in general and
British history in particular.

But even Talc realized that his reputation dophistication and glibness would not
save him in the face of his being unable to remerabsolutely anything about Lear and
Arthur aside from the fact that the former had saiiédren. He put his cigarette in the
ashtray and began on the bottom drawer againelnetdr of the drawer there was a stack
of old papers that he had not examined very thdriyuduring his first search through the
desk. Placing the papers in his lap, he thumbemltir them one by one and found that
they were, as he had imagined, principally unregdressays that had accumulated over a
period of more than five years. As he turned over essay, his eye fell upon a rough,
yellowed sheet of Big Chief tablet paper on whidmswrinted with a red crayon:

Your total ignorance of that which you proféssteach merits the death penalty. | doubt wheyioer



would know that St. Cassian of Imola was stabbededath by his students with their styli. His death,
martyr’'s honorable one, made him a patron saiteathers.

Pray to him, you deluded fool, you “anyone tilennis?” golf-playing, cocktail-quaffing pseudodaat,
for you do indeed need a heavenly patron. Althogalr days are numbered, you will not die as a marty
for you further no holy cause -- but as the tosas which you really are.

ZORRO

A sword was drawn on the last line of the page
“Oh, 1 wonder whatever happened to him,” T aloud.

SIX

MATTIE’'S RAMBLE INN was on a corner in the Gallton section of the city where,
after having run parallel for six or seven miles, Gharles Avenue and the Mississippi
River meet and the avenue ends. Here an anglenseéy the Avenue and its streetcar
tracks on one side, the river and levee and ralltoacks on the other. Within this angle
there is a separate little neighborhood. In tharare is always the heavy, cloying odor
of the alcohol distillery on the river, an odor theecomes suffocating on hot summer
afternoons when the breeze blows in from the riVbe neighborhood grew haphazardly
a century or so ago and today looks hardly urbaallaiAs the city’'s streets cross St.
Charles Avenue and enter this neighborhood, thegluslly change from asphalt to
gravel. It is an old rural town that has even a f®wns, an alienated and microcosmic
village within a large city.

Mattie’s Ramble Inn looked like all the buidis on its block; it was low, unpainted,
imperfectly vertical. Mattie’s rambled slightly the right, tilting toward the railroad
tracks and the river. Its facade was almost invalple, covered as it was with tin
advertising posters for a variety of beers andreit@s and soft drinks. Even the screen
on the door advertised a brand of bread. Mattigs & combination bar and grocery, the
grocery aspect limited to a sparse selection ofigpsoft drinks, bread, and canned foods
for the most part. Beside the bar there was archest that cooled a few pounds of
pickled meat and sausage. And there was no MattieWatson, the quiet, tarcafe au
lait owner, had sole authority over the restricted mamndise.

“The problem come from not havin no vocatidaill$ Jones was saying to Mr.
Watson. Jones was perched on a wooden stool, ¢ssblent under him like ice tongs
ready to pick up the stool and boldly carry it aviyore Mr. Watson’s old eyes. “If | had
me some trainin | wouldn be moppin no old whore’flo

“Be good,” Mr. Watson answered vaguely. “Bdlwehave with the lady.”

“Wha? Ooo-wee. You don understan at all, nhayot a job workin with &ird. How
you like workin with a bird?” Jones aimed some smoker the bar. “I mean, I'm glad
that girl gettin a chance. She been workin for the¢ mother a long time. She need a
break. But | bet that bird be makin more money thmen Whoa!”

“Be nice, Jones.”

“Whoa! Hey, you really been brainwash,” Josa&l. “You ain got nobody to come in
and mop your flo. How come? Tell me that.”

“Don’t get yourself in no trouble.”



“Hey! You soun just like the Lee mother. Taamdbyou two ain met. She love you. She
say, ‘Hey, boy, you the kinda fool oldtimey nigddreen lookin for all my life.” She say,
‘Hey, you so sweet, how's about waxin my floor gmaintin my wall? You so darlin,
how’s about scrubbin my tawlet and polishin my shded you be sayin, ‘Yes, ma’m,
yes, ma’'m. I'm well behave.” And you be bustin yass fallin off a chandelier you been
dustin and some other whore frien of her cominarthey can compare they price, and
Lee star throwin some nickel at your feet and 84y boy, that sure a lousy show you
puttin on. Han us back them nickel before we calbdice.” Ooo-wee.”

“Didn that lady say she call a po-lice if yowe her trouble?”

“She got me there. Hey! | think that Lee goine connection with the po-lice. She all
the time tellin me about her frien on the forcee Shy she got such a high class place a
po-lice never stick a foot in her door.” Jones fedra thundercloud over the little bar.
“She operatirsomethirwith that orphan crap, though. As soon as somebkey ee say,
‘Chariddy,” you know they somethin crooker in the And | know they somethin wron
cause all of a sudden the Head Orphan stop showiause I'm axing plenty question.
Shit! 1 like to fin out what goin on. I tire of beicaught in a trap payin me twenty dollar a
week, workin with a bird as big as a eagle. | wagaasomeplace, man. Whoa! | want
me a air condition, some color TV, sit aroun dim&omethin better than beer.”

“You want another beer?”

Jones looked at the old man through his sgsgk and said, “You tryina sell me
another beer, a poor color boy bustin his assvienty dollar a week? | think it about
time you gimme a free beer with all the money yakensellin pickle meat and sof drink
to po color peoples. You sen you boy to collegdthe money you been makin in here.”

“He a schoolteacher now,” Mr. Watson said pllguopening a beer.

“Ain that fine. Whoa! | never go to school mdhan two year in my life. My momma
out washing other people clothin, ain nobody talalvout school. | spen all my time
rollin tire aroun the street. I'm rollin, momma was, nobody learnin nothin. Shit! Who
lookin for a tire roller to give them a job? | end gainfully employ workin with a bird,
got a boss probly sellin Spanish fly to orphan. Owee.”

“Well, if conditions really bad...”

“Really bad’? Hey! I'm workin in modren slame If | quit, |1 get report for bein
vagran. If | stay, I'm gainfully employ on a salain even startin to be a minimal wage.”

“I tell you what you can do,” Mr. Watson saidnfidentially; leaning over the bar and
handing Jones the beer. The other man at the batdweard them to listen; he had been
silently following their conversation for severalmates. “You try you a little sabotage.
That's the only way you fight that kinda trap.”

“Wha you mean ‘sabotage’?”

“You know, man,” Mr. Watson whispered. “Likbe maid ain bein paid enough to
throw too much pepper in the soup by accident. Ithies parkin lot attendant takin too
much crap skid on some oil and crash a car intdethee.”

“Whoa!” Jones said. “Like the boy workin inettsupermarket suddenly get slippery
fingers and drop a dozen aigs on the floor caussrhbeen pay overtime. Hey!”

“Now you got it.”

“We really plannirbig sabotage,” the other man at the bar said, bredkmgilence.
“We havin a big demonstration where | work.”

“Yeah?” Jones asked. “Where?”



“At Levy Pant. We got this big old white maangin in the factory tellin us he like to
drop a atom bum on top the company.”

“It sound like you peoples havin more thanatage,” Jones said. “It sound like you
havin awar?”

“Be nice, be respectful,” Mr. Watson told the stzan

The man chuckled until his eyes filled withrgand he said, “This man say he prayin
for the mulattas and the rats allover the world.”

“Rats? Whoa! You peoples got a one-hunnergrefieak on your hand.”

“He very smart,” the man said defensively. ¥y religious, too. He built him a big
cross right in the office.”

“Whoa!”

“He say, “You peoples all be happier in theldie age. You peoples gotta get you a
cannon and some arrows, drop a nuclear bum orhipplace.” The man laughed again.
“We ain't got nothin better to do in that factole always interestin to listen to when he
flappin his big moustache. He gonna lead us ingadeimonstration he say make all the
other demonstration look like a ladies’ social.”

“Yeah, and it sound like he gonna lead youpteo right into jail,” Jones said,
covering the bar with some more smoke. “He soukeldi crazy white mother.”

“He kinda strange,” the man admitted. “But Werk right in that office, and the
manager in there, Mr. Gonzala, he think this gwsttgrsharp. He let him do whatever he
want. He even let him come back in the factory tamg this guy want to. Plenty peoples
ready to do demonstrate with him. He tell us hepggwmission from Mr. Levy hisself to
have a demonstration, tell us Mr. Levy want us émndnstrate and get rid of Gonzala.
Who know? Maybe they raise our wage. That Mr. Gtana&ed of him already.”

“Tell me, man, what this white savior cat Idike?” Jones asked with interest.

“He big and fat, got him a huntin cap he weali the time.”

Jones’s eyes widened behind his glasses.

“This huntin cap green? He got higraencap?”

“Yeah. How you know that?”

“Whoa!” Jones said. “You peoples in plentyulote. A po-lice already lookin for that
freak. He come in the Night of Joy one night, s##lm this Darlene gal about a bus.”

“Well, whaddya know,” the man said. “He te#i about a bus, too, tell us he go ridin
into the har of darkness on a bus one time.”

“He the same one. Stay away from that freak.vdnted by a police. You po color
peoples all get your ass throwed in jail. Whoa!”

“Well, | gotta ax him about that,” the man dafl sure don wanna get led on no
demonstration by a convic.”

Mr. Gonzalez was at Levy Pants early, as udd@lsymbolically lit his little heater
and a filtered cigarette with the same match, iightwo torches that signaled the start of
another working day. Then he applied his mind t® darly morning meditations. Mr.
Reilly had added a new touch to the office the blefpre, streamers of mauve, gray, and
tan crepe paper looped from light bulb to lighttbakcross the ceiling. The cross and
signs and streamers in the office reminded the®ffnanager of Christmas decorations



and made him feel slightly sentimental. Looking igpinto Mr. Reilly’s area, he
noticed that the bean vines were growing so héglthat they had even begun to twine
downward through the handles of the file drawers. Gbnzalez wondered how the file
clerk managed to do his filing without disturbinigettender shoots. Pondering this
clerical riddle, he was surprised to see Mr. Rdiliyiself burst like a torpedo through the
door.

“Good morning, sir,” Ignatius said brusquédig scarf-shawl flying horizontally in his
wake like the flag of some mobilized Scottish clAncheap movie camera’ was slung
over his shoulder and under his arm he had a buvidiegh appeared to be a rolled-up bed
sheet.

“Well you certainly are early today, Mr. Rgill

“What do you mean? | always arrive at thisetim

“Oh, of course,” Mr. Gonzalez said meekly.

“Do you believe that | am here early for sqouepose?”

“No. I...”

“Speak up, sir. Why are you so strangely suigps? Your eyes are literally flickering
with paranoia.”

“What, Mr. Reilly?”

“You heard what | said,” Ignatius answered &mthbered through the door to the
factory.

Mr. Gonzalez tried to compose himself agaihveas disturbed by what sounded like
a cheer from the factory. Perhaps, he thought,obriee workers had become a father or
won something in a raffle. So long as the factooykers let him alone, he was willing to
extend the same courtesy to them. To him they wienpely part of the physical plant of
Levy Pants not connected with “the brain centeh&y were not his to worry about; they
were under the drunken control of Mr. Palermo. Wherid find the proper courage, the
office manager intended to approach Mr. Reilly immast politic manner about the
amount of time he was spending in the factory. HexeMr. Reilly had lately become
somewhat distant and unapproachable, and Mr. Genzikaded the thought of a battle
with him. His feet grew numb when he thought of arfethose bear’s paws landing
squarely on the top of his head, driving him peghdike a stake through the
unpredictable flooring of the office.

Four of the male factory workers were embrgdgnatius around the Smithfield hams
that were his thighs and, with considerable eff@dre lifting him onto one of the cutting
tables. Above the shoulders of his carriers Igsatiarked directions as if he were
supervising the loading of the rarest and mostipuscof cargoes.

“Up and to the right, there!” he shouted dowdp, up. Be careful. Slowly. Is your
grip tight?”

“Yeah,” one of the lifters answered.

“It feels rather loose. Please! | am detetiogpinto a state of total anxiety.”

The workers watched with interest as the riftettered back and forth under their
burden.

“Now backward,” Ignatius called nervously. ‘@avard until the table is directly
beneath me.”

“Don’t you worry, Mr. R.,” a lifter panted. “&/aimin you right at that table.”

“Apparently you are not,” Ignatius repliedstbody slamming into a post. “Oh, my



God! My shoulder is dislocated.”

A cry arose from the other workers.

“Hey, watch out with Mr. R.,” someone scream&tbu men gonna bust his haid wide
open.”

“Please!” Ignatius cried. “Someone help! Inodrer moment | shall probably be a
broken heap.”

“Look, Mr. R.,” a lifter said breathlesslyh table right behind us now.”

“I shall probably be dumped into one of thenfaces before this misadventure
terminates. | suspect that it would have been nwiskr to address the group from floor
level.”

“Put your feets down, Mr. R. The table righder you.”

“Slowly,” Ignatius said, extending his big tdewnward with great caution. “Well, so
it is. All right. When | have steadied myself, yaay release your hold upon my body.”

Ignatius was at last vertically atop the Idable, holding the bundled bed sheet over
his pelvis to hide from his audience the fact thaing the process of being lifted, he had
become somewhat stimulated.

“Friends!” Ignatius said grandly and liftecetarm that was not holding the sheet. “At
last the day is ours. | hope that you have all rabered to bring your engines of war.”
From the group around the cutting table there dswether confirmation nor denial. “I
mean the sticks and chains and clubs and so fo@igyling in chorus, the workers
waved some fence posts, broomsticks, bicycle chaingd bricks. “My God! You have
really assembled a rather formidable and diffuseoay. The violence of our attack may
surpass my expectations. However, the more definitie blow, the more definitive the
results. My cursory inspection of your arms, theref confirms my faith in the ultimate
success of our crusade today. In our wake, we hease a sacked and pillaged Levy
Pants, we must fight fire with fire.”

“What he say?” one worker asked another.

“We shall storm the office very shortly, thieyesurprising the foe when his senses are
still subject to the psychic mists of early morning

“Hey, Mr. R., pardon me,” a man called outnfrthe crowd. “Somebody tell me you
in trouble with a po-lice. Is that right?”

A wave of anxiety and uneasiness broke ovemntbrkers.

“What?” Ignatius screamed. “Where did you heach slander. That is totally false.
Some white supremacist, some upstate red-neckaperbven Gonzalez himself no
doubt began that vile rumor. How dare you, sir.&llyou must realize that our cause has
many enemies.”

While the workers were applauding him sountijpatius wondered how that worker
had learned of the mongoloid Mancuso’s attempteesarPerhaps he had been standing
in the crowd before the department store. Thatopaan was the fly in everyone’s
ointment. However, the moment seemed to have lmeards

“Now this we will carry with us in the vangu#t Ignatius shouted over the last
sprinkled applause. He dramatically whipped from eelvis the sheet, flapping it open.
Among the yellow stains the word FORWARD was phte high block letters in red
crayon. Below thi€rusade for Moorish Dignityas written in an intricate blue script.

“I wonder who been sleepin on that old thingpé intense woman with the spiritual
bent, who was to be the leader of the choir, Samtd!”



Several other prospective rioters expressedstime curiosity in more explicitly
physical terminology.

“Quiet now,” Ignatius said, stomping one ftlmanderously on the table. “Please! Two
of the more statuesque women here will carry taisner between them as we march into
the office.”

“l ain puttin my hand on that,” one woman aesd.

“Quiet! Everyone!” Ignatius said furiously. d&m beginning to suspect that you people
are not actually deserving of this cause. Appayeydl are not prepared to make any of
the ultimate sacrifices.”

“How come we gotta take that old sheet witR"usomeone asked. “I thought this
suppose to be a demonstration dealin with wages.”

“Sheet? What sheet!” Ignatius replied. “I amlding before you the proudest of
banners, an identification of our purpose, a vigaéibn of all that we seek.” The workers
studied the stains more intensely. “If you wishsbmply rush into the office like cattle,
you will have participated in nothing more thanda.rThis banner alone gives form and
credence to the agitation. There is a certain gagnmevolved in these things, a certain
ritual which must be observed. Here, you two ladiasding there, take this between you
and wave it thus with honor and pride, hands hajt,ret cetera.”

The two women whom Ignatius indicated amblewly to the cutting table, gingerly
took the banner with their thumbs and index fingarsd held it between them as if it
were a leper’s shroud.

“That looks even more impressive than | hadgmed,” Ignatius said.

“Don wave that thing around me, gal,” someeai to the women, creating another
ripple of giggles from the crowd.

Ignatius flipped his camera into action anched it at the banner and the workers.
“Will all of you please wave your sticks and storegain?” The workers complied
merrily. Myrna would choke on her espresso when sw this. “A bit more violently
now. Brandish these weapons fiercely. Make facese&n. Perhaps some of you could
jump up and down, if you don’t mind.”

They laughingly followed his directions, eveng, that is, but the two women who
were sullenly holding the banner.

In the office Mr. Gonzalez was watching MigsiE bump into the door frame as she
made her entrance for the day. At the same timedse wondering what the new and
violent outburst from the factory meant.

Ignatius filmed the scene before him for autenor two more, then he followed a post
upward to the ceiling for what he imagined woulddpeinteresting and rather recherchée
bit of cinematography suggesting aspiration. Enogh gnaw at Myrna’s musky vitals.
At the top of the post the camera focused uponraésquare feet of the rusted interior of
the factory’s roof. Then Ignatius handed the cantenan to a worker and asked to be
photographed. While the worker aimed the lensmat kgnatius scowled and shook a fist,
entertaining the workers greatly.

“All right now,” he said benevolently when had taken the camera back and flipped
it off. “Let us control our riotous impulses forettmoment and plan our stratagems. First,
the two ladies here will precede us with the banDeectly behind the banner comes the
choir with some appropriate folk or religious mejo@he lady in charge of the choir may
choose the tune. Knowing nothing of your musicét-feays, | shall leave the selection



to you, although | wish that there had been timeugh to teach all of you the beauties of
some madrigal. | will only suggest that you choassomewhat forceful melody. The

remainder of you will compose the warriors’ batiali | shall follow the entire ensemble
with my camera in order to record this memorableasmn. At some future date all of us
may realize some additional revenues from the reftdis film to student organizations

and other similarly appalling societies.

“Please remember this. Our first approach balla peaceful and rational one. As we
enter the office, the two ladies will carry the hanto the office manager. The choir will
then form about the cross. The battalion will remai the background until needed.
Because we are dealing with Gonzalez himself, pecisthat the battalion will be called
upon in short order. If Gonzalez fails to respoadhe emotion of this spectacle, | shall
call, ‘Attack!” That will be the signal for your sfaught. Are there any questions?”

Someone said, “This a lotta shit,” but Ignatignored the voice. There was a happy
hush in the factory, most of the workers eagerttier change of pace. Mr. Palermo, the
foreman, appeared drunkenly between two of theaftga for a moment and then
disappeared.

“Apparently the battle plan is clear,” Ignaiuwaid when no questions were
forthcoming. “Will the two ladies with the bannelepse take their positions over there
by the door? Now the choir please form behind tlaachthen the battalion.” The workers
formed rapidly, smiling and sticking one anothethatheir engines of war. “Fine! The
choir may now begin singing.”

The lady with the spiritual bent blew a pitghgpand the choir members began singing
lustily, “Oh, Jesus, walk by my side,/ Then | alwaglways be satisfied.”

“That really sounds rather stirring,” Ignatioisserved. Then he shouted, “Forward!”

The formation obeyed so rapidly that beforealgus could call anything else, the
banner had already passed through the factory asdiging up the stairs to the office.

“Halt!” Ignatius screamed. “Someone come he®off this table.”

Oh, Jesus, you be my friend

Right, oh, yeah, right up till the end.
You take my hand

And | feel grand

Knowing you walking

Hearing me talking

| ain’t complaining

Though maybe it's raining men

I'm with Jesus.

“Stop!” Ignatius called frantically, watchinge last of the battalion file through the
door. “Come back in here immediately.”

The door swung closed. He got down on his samtl knees and crawled to the edge
of the table. Then he swung around and, after g ilshile spent in maneuvering his
extremities, managed to sit on the edge of thestdvbticing that his feet were swinging
only a few inches from the floor, he decided td tise jump. As he pushed himself free
of the table and landed on the floor, the camedafisim his shoulder and hit the cement
with a hollow, cracking sound. Disemboweled, itsnfientrails spilled onto the floor.
Ignatius picked it up and flipped the switch thaasasupposed to set it in motion, but
nothing happened.



Oh, Jesus, you pay my bail
When they put me in that old jail.
Oh, oh, you always giving

A reason for living.

“What are those maniacs singing?” Ignatiusedstke empty factory while he tried to
stuff foot upon foot of film into his pocket.

You never hurt me,

You never, never, never desert me.
| never sinning

| always winning

Now | got Jesus.

Ignatius, trailing unwound film, hustled toetldoor and entered the office. The two
women were stonily displaying the back of the stdisheet to a confused Mr. Gonzalez.
Their eyes closed, the choir members were chamtmgpulsively, lost in their melody.
Ignatius pushed through the battalion loitering igely on the fringes of the scene
toward the desk of the office manager.

Miss Trixie saw him and asked, “What’s happeniGloria? What are all the factory
people doing in here?”

“Run while you're able, Miss Trixie,” he toleer with great seriousness.

“Oh, Jesus, you give me peace/When you keepiray them po-lice.”

“| can’t hear you,” Miss Trixie cried, grablgirhis arm. “Is this a minstrel show?”

“Go dangle your withered parts over the tdilegnatius screamed savagely.

Miss Trixie shuffled away.

“Well?” Ignatius asked Mr. Gonzalez, rearrampithe two ladies so that the office
manager could see the lettering on the other ditieecsheet.

“What does this mean?” Mr. Gonzalez asked]irgpthe banner.

“Do you refuse to help these people?”

“Help them?” the office manager asked in ghftened voice. “What are you talking
about, Mr. Reilly?”

“I am talking about the sin against societywhiich you are guilty.”

“What?” Mr. Gonzalez’s lower lip quivered.

“Attack!” Ignatius cried to the battalion. “Eman is totally without charity.”

“You ain give him a chance to say nothin,” elved one of the discontented women
holding the sheet. “You let Mr. Gonzalez talk.”

“Attack! Attack!” Ignatius cried again, evenone furiously. His blue and yellow eyes
protruded and flashed.

Someone halfheartedly whizzed a bicycle cloaer the top of the file cabinets and
knocked the bean plants to the floor.

“Now look what you've done,” Ignatius said. H told you to knock those plants
over?”

“You say, ‘Attagg,” the owner of the bicyctdhain answered.

“Stop that at once,” Ignatius bellowed at annveho was apathetically making a

m



vertical slash in the DEPARTMENT OF RESEARCH AND RERENCE -- I. REILLY,
CUSTODIAN sign with a pen knife. “What do you peephink you're doing?”
“Hey, you say, ‘Attagg,” several voices ansec

In this lonesome place

You give me grace

Giving your light

Through the long night.

Oh, Jesus, you hearing my woe

And | never, | never, never gonna let you go.

“Stop that awful song,” Ignatius shouted a¢ tthoir. “Never has such egregious
blasphemy fallen upon my ears.”

The choir ceased its singing and looked hurt.

“I don’t understand what you're doing,” théioé manager said to Ignatius.

“Oh, shut up your little pussymouth, you mologgh.”

“We goin back to the factory,” the spokesman the choir, the intense lady, said
angrily to Ignatius. “You a bad manbélievea police looking for you.”

“Yeah,” several voices agreed.

“Now wait a moment,” Ignatius begged. “Someamest attack Gonzalez.” He
surveyed the warriors’ battalion. “The man with thréck, come over here at once and
knock him a bit about the head.”

“l ain’t hittin nobody with this,” the man witthe brick said. “You probly got a po-lice
record a mile long.”

The two women dropped the sheet disgustediyhenfloor and followed the choir,
which was already beginning to file through theoo

“Where do you people think you're going?” Igna cried, his voice choked with
saliva and fury.

The warriors said nothing and began to foltbe choir and the two standard bearers
out of the office. Ignatius waddled swiftly behitite warriors straggling in the rear and
grabbed one of them by the arm, but the man swattbaan as if he were a mosquito and
said, “We got enough trouble without gettin throvedkil.”

“Come back in here! We're not finished. Youncget Miss Trixie if you want,”
Ignatius cried frantically to the disappearing &k, but the procession continued to
move silently and determinedly farther down therstmto the factory. Finally, the door
swung closed on the last of the crusaders for Mbatignity.

Patrolman Mancuso looked at his watch. He Igh in the rest room a full eight
hours. It was time to check his costume in at tleeipct and go home. He had arrested
no one all day and, in addition, he seemed to tehitay a cold. It was chilly and damp in
that booth. He sneezed and tried to open the duarjt wouldn't give. He shook it,
fumbled with the lock, which appeared to be studker a minute or so of rattling and
pushing, he called, “Help!”

v



“Ignatius! So you got yourself fired.”

“Please, Mother, | am near the breaking pbilgnatius stuck the bottle of Dr. Nut
under his moustache and drank noisily, making gseahds of sucking and gurgling. “If
you are planning now to be a harpy, | shall celyade pushed over the brink.”

“Alittle job in a office and you can't hold down. With all your education.”

“I was hated and resented,” Ignatius saidtimgs hurt expression at the brown walls
of the kitchen. He pulled his tongue from the moaththe bottle with a thump and
belched some DNut. “Ultimately it was all Myrna Minkoffs fault. 8u know how she
makes trouble.”

“Myrna Minkoff? Don’t gimme that foolishnesknatius. That girl’s in New York. |
know you, boy. You musta really pulled some booshabthat Levy Pants.”

“My excellence confused them.”

“Gimme that paper, Ignatius. We gonna takaeok kat them want ads.”

“Is that true?” Ignatius thundered. “Am | ggito be thrown out again into the abyss?
Apparently you have bowled all the charity out ofiy soul. | must have at least a week
in bed, with service, before | shall again be wiole

“Speaking of bed, what happened to your shost?”

“I certainly wouldn’t know. Perhaps it waslsto. | have warned you about intruders.”

“You mean somebody broke into this housetoisake one of your dirty sheets?”

“If you were a bit more conscientious abouindgahe laundry, the description of that
sheet would be somewhat different.”

“Okay, hand over the paper, Ignatius.”

“Are you really going to attempt to read al@Uddoubt whether my system could bear
that trauma at the moment. Anyway, | am lookingaatery interesting article in the
science column about mollusks.”

Mrs. Reilly snatched the paper from her seaving two little scraps of it in his
hands.

“Mother! Is this offensive display of ill maars one of the results of your association
with those bowling Sicilians?”

“Shut up, Ignatius,” his mother said, leafiegmpulsively toward the classified
section of the newspaper. “Tomorrow morning youiggton that St. Charles trolley with
the birds.”

“Huh?” Ignatius asked absently. He was wordgnvhat he could write to Myrna
now. The film seemed to have been ruined, too. &Rrjlg the disaster of the Crusade in
a letter would be impossible. “What was that yoid,saother of mine?”

“| said you gettin on that trolley with thertts,” Mrs. Reilly screamed.

“That sounds appropriate.”

“When you come home again, you gonna haveayob.”

“Apparently Fortuna has decided upon anotlogrravard spin.”

“What?”

“Nothing.”

\Y

Mrs. Levy lay prone on the motorized exerasiboard, its several sections prodding



her ample body gently, nudging and kneading het; sdfite flesh like a loving baker.
Winding her arms under the table, she held it ght

“Oh,” she moaned softly and happily, nibblimg the section beneath her face.

“Turn that thing off,” her husband’s voice daomewhere behind her.

“What?” Mrs. Levy raised her head and lookeebdhily around. “What are you doing
here? I thought you were staying in town for theega”

“I changed my mind, if it's okay with you.”

“Sure, it's okay with me. Do whatever you wabbn't let me tell you what to do.
Have yourself a ball. See if | care.”

“Pardon me. I'm sorry | tore you away from theard.”

“Let’s leave the board out of this, if you domind.”

“Oh, I'm sorry if | insulted it.”

“Just leave my board out of it. That's allaic I'm trying to be nice. | don't start the
arguments around here.”

“Turn the damn thing on again and shut up.domg to take a shower.”

“You see? You're very excited over nothing.mdake all your guilt feelings out on
me.”

“What guilt feelings? What have | done?”

“You know what it is, Gus. You know how youterown your life away, A whole
business down the drain. A chance to go nationwidewr father’s sweat and blood
handed to you on a silver platter.”

“Ugh.”

“A growing concern failing.”

“Listen, | have a headache from trying to senag business today. That's why | didn’t
go to the races.”

After having fought with his father for almdsirty-five years, Mr. Levy had decided
that he would spend the rest of his life trying tmtbe bothered. But he was bothered
every day that he was at Levy’'s Lodge by his wifepdy because she resented his not
wanting to be bothered by Levy Pants. And in stayaway from Levy Pants, he was
bothered even more by the company because somethmglways going wrong there. It
would all be simpler and less bothersome if he @dwdve really operated Levy Pants
and put in an eight hour day as manager. But justname “Levy Pants” gave him
heartburn. He associated it with his father.

“What did you do, Gus? Sign a few letters?”

“I fired somebody.”

“Really? Big deal. Who? One of the furnacekete?”

“You remember | told you about that big kotte one that ass Gonzalez hired?”

“Oh. Him.” Mrs. Levy rolled about on the exisiag board.

“You should see what he did to that place.ePafreamers hanging from the ceiling. A
big cross tacked up in the office. As soon as kwaltoday, he comes up to me and starts
complaining that somebody from the factory knockedbean plants to the floor.”

“Bean plants? He thought Levy Pants was &tgacden?”

“Who knows what went on in that head. He wantsto fire the one who knocked
over his plants and this other guy he says cutisigign. He says the factory workers are
a bunch of rowdies who have no respect for himsélgs they're out to get him. So | go
back in the factory to find Palermo, who of couis@ot there, and what do | find? All



those workers have bricks and chains lying all ottee place. They're all very
emotionally worked up, and they tell me this guyllRethat's the big slob, made them
bring all that crap so they could attack the ofeicel beat up Gonzalez.”

“What?”

“He’d been telling them they were underpaid amerworked.”

“I think he’s right,” Mrs. Levy said. “Just geerday Susan and Sandra wrote
something about that in their letter. Their litthieends at college told them that, from
what they’'d said about their father, he sounded #kplantation owner living on slave
labor. The girls were very excited. | meant to nantt to you, but | had so much trouble
with that new hair designer that it slipped my mifiley want you to raise the salaries of
those poor people or they won't come home again.”

“Who do those two think they are?”

“They think they’re your daughters, in case yorgot. All they want is to respect you.
They said you have to improve conditions at Levgt®# you want to see them again.”

“What's their big interest in colored peoplea a sudden? The young men gave out
already?”

“Now you're attacking the girls again. You se#at | mean? That's why | can't
respect you either. If one of your daughters wasrge and the other a baseball player,
you couldn’t do enough for them.”

“If one of them was a horse and the otherseball player, we’'d be better off, believe
me. They could turn in a profit.”

“I'm sorry,” Mrs. Levy said, flipping the bodron again. “I can't listen to anymore of
this. I'm too disillusioned already. I'll hardly ba&ble to bring myself to write the girls
about this.”

Mr. Levy had seen his wife’s letters to thelsgyjiemotional, irrational brainwashing
editorials that could have made Patrick Henry @ubé¢ a Tory, that brought the girls
home on holidays bristling with hostility againgteir father for the thousands of
injustices he had committed against their motheth\Mm cast as a Klansman firing a
young crusader, Mrs. Levy could really write a flaghbroadside. The material at hand
was too good.

“This guy was a real psycho,” Mr. Levy said.

“To you character is a psychosis. Integritg isomplex. I've heard it all before.”

“Look, | probably wouldn’t have fired him ifr@ of the factory workers hadn't told
me he heard this kook is wanted by the police. Teally made up my mind fast. | have
enough trouble with that company without havingoaky police character working in
there.”

“Don’t give me that. It's too typical. To sobmady like you, crusaders and idealists are
always beatniks and criminals. It's your defensaireg} them. But thanks for telling me.
It will add to the realism of the letter.”

“I've never fired anybody in my life,” Mr. Levsaid. “But | can’t keep somebody the
police are looking foMVemight get in trouble.”

“Please.” Mrs. Levy gestured warningly fronr beard. “That young idealist must be
floundering somewhere at this very moment. It Wwileak the girls’ hearts, just as it's
breaking mine. I'm a woman of great character amdgrity and refinement. You've
never appreciated that. I've been debased throyghssociation with you. You've made
everything seem so cheap, me included. I've becamghardened.”



“So | ruined you too, huh?”

“I was a very warm and loving girl at one timv@gh high hopes. The girls knew that. |
thought you'd make Levy Pants nationwide.” Mrs. ¥/e\head bounced up and down, up
and down. “Look. Now it’s just a little run-down meoern with a few outlets. Your
daughters are disillusioned. I'm disillusioned. THiaung man you fired is disillusioned.”

“You want me to kill myself?”

“You make your own decisions. You always hdiee just existed for your pleasure.
I’'m just another old sports car. Use me when yoshwi don’t care.”

“Oh, shut up. Nobody wants to use you for aimg.”

“You see that? You're always attacking. Itsecurity, guilt complexes, hostility. If
you were proud of yourself and of the way you tiaer people, you'd be pleasant. Just
take Miss Trixie as another example. Look at witat'ye done to her.”

“I've never done anything to that woman.”

“That’s just it. She’s alone, afraid.”

“She’s almost dead.”

“Since Susan and Sandra are gone, | feel la@umplex myself. What am | doing?
Where is my project? | am a woman of interestsalglé Mrs. Levy sighed. “I feel so
useless. You've caged me in with hundreds of naltebjects that don't satisfy the real
me.” Her bouncing eyes looked coldly at her husbdBdng me Miss Trixie and | won't
write that letter.”

“What? | don’t want that senile bag out héthatever happened to your bridge club?
The last time you didn’t write a letter you got emndress. Settle for that. I'll buy you a
ball gown.”

“It's not enough that I've kept that womaniaet She needs personal help.”

“You've already used her as a guinea pig f@t tcorrespondence course you took.
Why not let her alone. Let Gonzalez retire her.”

“Do that and you'll kill her. Then she’ll rdglfeel unwanted. You'll have a death on
your hands.”

“Oh, boy.”

“When | think of my own mother. On the beachSan Juan every winter. A tan, a
bikini. Dancing, swimming, laughing. Boy friends.”

“She has heart failure every time a wave ksdoér down. What she doesn’t lose in
the casinos she spends on the house doctor aatiteeilton.”

“You don't like my mother because she’s onytu. She was right. | should have
married a doctor, somebody with ideals.” Mrs. Lexyunced sadly. “It really doesn'’t
matter to me very much anymore. Suffering has strigngthened me.”

“How much would you suffer if somebody pulléide wires out of that goddam
exercising board?”

“l told you already,” Mrs. Levy said angrilyLeave the board out of this. Your
hostility’s getting the upper hand. Take my adviGys. Go see that analyst in the
Medical Arts building, the one that helped Lenny pis jewelry shop out of the red. He
cured Lenny of that complex he had about sellirgaries. Lenny swears by that doctor.
Now he’s got some kind of exclusive agreement witbunch of nuns who peddle the
rosaries in about forty Catholic schools all oves tity. The money’s rolling in. Lenny’s
happy. The sisters are happy. The kids are happy.”

“That sounds great.”



“Lenny’s put in a beautiful line of statuedamligious accessories.”

“I bet he’s happy.”

“He is. You should be the same. Go see thatoddefore it's too late, Gus. For the
girls’ sake you should be helped. | don'’t care.”

“I’'m sure you don't.”

“You're a very mixed-up person. Sandra, peafignis much happier since she was
psychoanalyzed. Some doctor at the college helpedut.”

“I'm sure he did.”

“Sandra may have a setback when she hearfiaf you did to that young activist. |
know the girls will at last turn against you contplg. They're warm and compassionate,
just like 1 was before | was brutalized.”

“Brutalized?”

“Please. Not another word of sarcasm.” An ataréne-nailed gesture warned from
the bouncing and undulating board. “Do | get Misgi€ or do the girls get the letter?”

“You get Miss Trixie,” Mr. Levy said finally:You'll probably try to bounce her on
that board and break her hip.”

“Leave the board out of this!”

seven

PARADISE VENDORS, INCORPORATED, was housedninat had formerly been
an automobile repair shop, the dark ground flooarobtherwise unoccupied commercial
building on Poydras Street. The garage doors wsuelly open, giving the passerby an
acrid nostrilful of boiling hot dogs and mustarddaalso of cement soaked over many
years by automobile lubricants and motor oils thatd dripped and drained from
Harmons and Hupmobiles. The powerful stench of diseaVendors, Incorporated,
sometimes led the overwhelmed and perplexed strlglance through the open door
into the darkness of the garage. There his eyeufatin a fleet of large tin hot dogs
mounted on bicycle tires. Was hardly an imposing vehicular collection. Selvefahe
mobile hot dogs were badly dented. One crumpledkftater lay on its side, its one
wheel horizontal above it, a traffic fatality.

Among the afternoon pedestrians who hurriest paradise Vendors, Incorporated,
one formidable figure waddled slowly alongwlas Ignatius. Stopping before the narrow
garage, he sniffed the fumes from Paradise witlatgsensory pleasure, the protruding
hairs in his nostrils analyzing, cataloging, categng, and classifying the distinct odors
of hot dog, mustard, and lubricant. Breathing dgepe wondered whether he also
detected the more delicate odor, the fragile seEhbt dog buns. He looked at the white-
gloved hands of his Mickey Mouse wristwatch andawsat that he had eaten lunch only
an hour before. Still the intriguing aromas wereim@ him salivate actively.

He stepped into the garage and looked ardaral corner an old man was boiling hot
dogs in a large institutional pot whose size dwatfe gas range upon which it rested.

“Pardon me, sir,” Ignatius called. “Do youakthere?”

The man’s watering eyes turned toward theelaigitor.

“What do you want?”



“I would like to buy one of your hot dogs. fhemell rather tasty. | was wondering if
| could buy just one.”

“Sure.”

“May | select my own?” Ignatius asked, peerct@yvn over the top of the pot. In the
boiling water the frankfurters swished and lasthikd artificially colored and magnified
paramecia. Ignatius filled his lungs with the pumgeour aroma. “I shall pretend that |
am in a smart restaurant and that this is the déolpsind.”

“Here, take this fork,” the man said, handiggatius a bent and corroded semblance
of a spear. “Try to keep your hands out of the wadts like acid. Look what it’s done to
the fork.”

“My,” Ignatius said to the old man after hayitaken his first bite. “These are rather
strong. What are the ingredients in these?”

“Rubber, cereal, tripe. Who knows? | wouldotich one of them myself.”

“They're curiously appealing,” Ignatius saiearing his throat. “I thought that the
vibrissae about my nostrils detected somethingueighile | was outside.”

Ignatius chewed with a blissful savagery, gtoug the scar on the man’s nose and
listening to his whistling.

“Do | hear a strain from Scarlatti?” Ignatasked finally.

“I thought | was whistling ‘Turkey in the Swa”

“I had hoped that you might be familiar witba®latti's work. He was the last of the
musicians,” Ignatius observed and resumed his dsriattack upon the long hot dog.
“With your apparent musical bent, you might appbusself to something worthwhile.”

Ignatius chewed while the man began his twselehistling again. Then he said, “I
suspect that you imagine ‘Turkey in the Straw’ éoabvaluable bit of Americana. Well, it
is not. It is a discordant abomination.”

“l can’t see that it matters much.”

“It matters a great deal, sir!” Ignatius senedl. “Veneration of such things as ‘Turkey
in the Straw’ is at the very root of our currededima.”

“Where the hell do you come from? Whadda yaunt®”

“What is your opinion of a society that coreswl ‘Turkey in the Straw’ to be one of
the pillars, as it were, of its culture?”

“Who thinks that?” the old man asked worriedly

“Everyone! Especially folk singers and thirtkde teachers. Grimy undergraduates
and grammar schoolchildren are always chantintdkét $orcerers.” Ignatius belched. “I
do believe that | shall have another of these sasdr

After his fourth hot dog, Ignatius ran his mdigent pink tongue around his lips and
up over his moustache and said to the old mamarthot recently remember having been
so totally satisfied. | was fortunate to find tiplace. Before me lies a day fraught with
God knows what horrors. | am at the moment unengaland have been launched upon
a quest for work. However, | might as well have Has Grail set as my goal. | have been
rocketing about the business district for a weew.npparently | lack some particular
perversion which today’s employer is seeking.”

“No luck, huh?”

“Well, during the week, | have answered omlp tads. On some days | am completely
enervated by the time | reach Canal Street. Onetloeys | am doing well if 1 have
enough spirit to straggle into a movie palace. Ay | have seen every film that is



playing downtown, and since they are all offens@weugh to be held over indefinitely,
next week looks particularly bleak.”

The old man looked at Ignatius and then atntiassive pot, the gas range, and the
crumpled carts. He said, “l can hire you right hiere

“Thank you very much,” Ignatius said condesiiegly. “However, | could not work
here. This garage is particularly dank, and I'mcepsible to respiratory ailments among
a variety of others.”

“You wouldn’t be working in here, son. | measa vendor.”

“What?” Ignatius bellowed. “Out in the raindasnow all day long?”

“It don’t snow here.”

“It has on rare occasions. It probably wouldia as soon as | trudged out with one of
these wagons. | would probably be found in soméeguticles dangling from all of my
orifices, alley cats pawing over me to draw themtar from my last breath. No, thank
you, sir. | must go. | suspect that | have an appeoent of some sort.”

Ignatius looked absently at his little watetu @aw that it had stopped again.

“Just for a little while,” the old man beggédry it for a day. How’s about it? | need
vendors bad.”

“A day?” Ignatius repeated disbelievingly. 8ay? | can’t waste a valuable day. | have
places to go and people to see.”

“Okay,” the old man said firmly. “Then pay e dollar you owe for them weenies.”

“I am afraid that they will all have to be tve house. Or on the garage or whatever it
is. My Miss Marple of a mother discovered a numbertheater tickets stubs in my
pockets last night and has given me only carfadayd

“I'll call in the police.”

“Oh, my God!”

“Pay me! Pay me or I'll get the law.”

The old man picked up the long fork and dgfiigced its two rotting tongs at Ignatius’
throat.

“You are puncturing my imported muffler,” Igna screamed.

“Gimme your carfare.”

“l can’t walk all the way to Constantinople&t.”

“Get a taxi. Somebody at your house can paytiver when you get there.”

“Do you seriously think that my mother will llye me if | tell her that an old man
held me up with a fork and took my two nickels?”

“I'm not gonna be robbed again,” the old maids spraying Ignatius with saliva.
“That’s all that happens to you in the hot dog ¢aHot dog vendors and gas station
attendants always get it. Holdups, muggings. Nolredpects a hot dog vendor.”

“That is patently untrue, sir. No one respduté dog vendors more than I. They
perform one of our society’s few worthwhile sendgc&he robbing of a hot dog vendor is
a symbolic act. The theft is not prompted by awabat rather by a desire to belittle the
vendor.”

“Shut your goddam fat lip and pay me.”

“You are quite adamant for being so aged. Hane am not walking fifty blocks to
my home. | would rather face death by rusty fork.”

“Okay, buddy, now listen to me. I'll make argpain with you. You go out and push
one of these wagons for an hour, and we’ll cajuits.”



“Don’t | need clearance from the Health Depemt or something? | mean, | might
have something beneath my fingernails that is \d&ilitating to the human system.
Incidentally, do you get all of your vendors thiay®? Your hiring practices are hardly in
step with contemporary policy. | feel as if I'vedmeshanghaied. | am too apprehensive to
ask how you go about firing your employees.”

“Just don’t ever try to rob a hot dog man adai

“You've just made your point. Actually, youvemade two of them, literally in my
throat and muffler. | hope that you are preparedaimpensate for the muffleFhere are
no more of its kind. It was made in a small factorfEngland that was destroyed by the
Luftwaffe. At the time it was rumored that the Lwiéiffe was directed to strike directly at
the factory in order to destroy British morale, fine Germans had seen Churchill
wrapped in a muffler of this sort in a confiscateavsreel. For all | know, this may be the
same one that Churchill was wearing in that padicMovietone. Today their value is
somewhere in the thousands. It can also be woansaawl. Look.”

“Well,” the old man said finally, after watelg Ignatius employ the muffler as a
cummerbund, a sash, a cloak, and a pair of kilssing for a broken arm, and a kerchief,
“you ain’t gonna do too much damage to Paradisel®denin one hour.”

“If the alternatives are jailor a pierced Adsirapple, | shall happily push one of your
carts. Though | can’t predict how far I'll go.”

“Don’t get me wrong, son. | ain’t a bad guwyt lyou can only take so much. | spent
ten years trying to make Paradise Vendors a refgutaiganization, but that ain’t easy.
People look down on hot dog vendors. They thinlpérate a business for bums. | got
trouble finding decent vendors. Then when | findnsonice guy, he goes out and gets
himself mugged by hoodlums. How come God had toenitago tough for you?”

“We must not question His ways,” Ignatius said

“Maybe not, but | still don't get it.”

“The writings of Hoethius may give you somsigit.”

“I read Father Keller and Hilly Graham in thaper every single day.”

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius spluttered. “No wondgru are so lost.”

“Here,” the old man said, opening a metal tyakear the stove. “Put this on.”

He took what looked like a white smock outlt# locker and handed it to Ignatius.

“What is this?” Ignatius asked happily. “Ibks like an academic gown.”

Ignatius slipped it over his head. On top wf dvercoat, the smock made him look
like a dinosaur egg about to hatch.

“Tie it at the waist with the belt.”

“Of course not. These things are supposedrdelyf flow about the human form,
although this one seems to provide little leeway pou sure that you don’t have one in
a larger size?

“Upon close scrutiny, | notice that this govwenrather yellow about the cuffs. | hope
that these stains about the chest are ketchuprréthe blood. The last wearer of this
might have been stabbed by hoodlums.”

“Here, put on this cap.” The man gave Ignaéidistle rectangle of white paper.

“I am certainly not wearing a paper cap. The that | have is perfectly good and far
more healthful.”

“You can’t wear a hunting cap. This is thedige vendor’s uniform.”

“I will not wear that paper cap! | am not ggito die of pneumonia while playing this



little game for you. Plunge the fork into my vitaigans, if you wish. | will not wear that
cap. Death before dishonor and disease.”

“Okay, drop it,” the old man sighed. “Comeamd take this cart here.”

“Do you think that I am going to be seen ore thtreets with that damaged
abomination?” Ignatius asked furiously, smoothihg vendor’s smock over his body.
“Give me that shiny one with the white sidewalésr”

“Awright, awright.” the old man said testille opened the lid on the little well in the
cart and with a fork slowly began transferring dogs from the pot to the little well in
the cart. “Now | give you a dozen hot dogs.” He rogik another lid in the top of the
metal bun. “I'm putting a package of buns in heBat that?” He closed that lid and
pulled upon a little side door cut in the shinied tin dog. “In here they got a little can of
liquid heat keeps the hot dogs warm.”

“My God,” Ignatius said with some respect. EBe carts are like the Chinese puzzles.
| suspect that I will continually be pulling at thheong opening.”

The old man opened still another lid cut ie tear of the hot dog.

“What's in there? A machine gun?”

“The mustard and ketchup’s in here.”

“Well, 1 shall give this a brave try, althougimay sell someone the can of liquid heat
before | get too far.”

The old man rolled the cart to the door of gaage and said, “Okay, buddy, go
ahead.”

“Thank you so much,” Ignatius replied and whdethe big tin hot dog out onto the
sidewalk. “I will be back promptly in an hour.”

“Get off the sidewalk with that thing.”

“I hope that you don’t think | am going outarthe traffic.”

“You can get yourself arrested for pushing ohthem things on the sidewalk.”

“Good,” Ignatius said. “If the police followenthey might prevent a robbery.”

Ignatius pushed slowly away from the headguarbf Paradise Vendors through the
heavy pedestrian traffic that moved to either sitihe big hot dog like waves on a ship’s
prow. This was a better way of passing time thaingepersonnel managers, several of
whom, Ignatius thought, had treated him ratherously in the last few days. Since the
move houses were now off limits due to lack of fsinge would have had to drift, bored
and aimless, around the business district unséémed safe to return home. The people
in the street looked at Ignatius, but no one baugfier he had gone half a block, he
began calling, “Hot dogs! Hot dogs from Paradise!”

“Get in the street, pal,” the old man criedsavhere behind him.

Ignatius turned the corner and parked the waggainst a building. Opening the
various lids, he prepared a hot dog for himself @wtnously ate it. His mother had been
in a violent mood all week, refusing to buy him dy Nut, pounding on his door when
he was trying to write, threatening to sell the $®m@and move into an old folks’ home.
She described to Ignatius the courage of Patrolllancuso, who, against heavy odds,
was fighting to retain his job, whavantedto work, who was making the best of his
torture and exile in the bathroom at the bus stat®atrolman Mancuso’s situation
reminded Ignatius of the situation of Boethius winenwas imprisoned by the emperor
before being killed. To pacify his mother and topmowve conditions at home, he had
given herThe Consolation of Philosophgn English translation of the work that Boethius



had written while unjustly imprisoned and had tbkt to give it to Patrolman Mancuso
so that he might peruse it while sealed in his botthe book teaches us to accept that
which we cannot change. It describes the pligte pfst man in an unjust society. It is the
very basis for medieval thought. No doubt it willl gour patrolman during his moments
of crisis,” Ignatius had said benevolently. “YeaH@rs. Reilly had asked. “Aw, that’s
sweet, Ignatius. Poor Angelo’ll be glad to get thiRor about a day, at least, the present
to Patrolman Mancuso had brought a temporary peedde on Constantinople Street.

When he had finished the first hot dog, Igmatprepared and consumed another,
contemplating other kindnesses that might postgueehaving to go to work again.
Fifteen minutes later, noticing that the supplyhot dogs in the little well was visibly
diminishing, he decided in favor of abstinencetfee moment. He began to push slowly
down the street, calling again, “Hot dogs!”

George, who was wandering up Carondelet witlaranload of packages wrapped in
plain brown paper, heard’ the cry and went up &gargantuan vendor.

“Hey, stop. Gimme one of these.”

Ignatius looked sternly at the young boy wiadl placed himself in the wagon’s path.
His valve protested against the pimples, the dadg that seemed to hang from the long
well-lubricated hair, the cigarette behind the é¢hge aquamarine jacket, the delicate
boots, the tight trousers that bulged offensivelythe crotch in violation of all rules of
theology and geometry.

“I am sorry,” Ignatius snorted. “I have onlyfew frankfurters left, and | must save
them. Please get out of my way.”

“Save them? Who for?”

“That is none of your business, you waif. Wdmgn't you in school? Kindly stop
molesting me. Anyway, | have no change.”

“I got a quarter,” the thin white lips sneered

“I cannot sell you a frank, sir. Is that cl&ar

“Whatsa matter with you, friend?”

“What’s the matter witlme?What's the matter wittyou? Are you unnatural enough
to want a hot dog this early in the afternoon? Mwgscience will not let me sell you one.
Just look at your loathsome complexion. You aregaaving boy whose system needs to
be surfeited with vegetables and orange juice ahdlavwheat bread and spinach and
such. I, for one, will not contribute to the deblaeig of a minor.”

“Whadda you talking about? Sell me one of thehdogs. I'm hungry. | ain’t had no
lunch.”

“No!” Ignatius screamed so furiously that {hessersby stared. “Now get away from
me before | run over you with this cart.”

George pulled open the lid of the bun companirand said, “Hey, you got plenty
stuff in here. Fix me a weenie.”

“Help!” Ignatius screamed, suddenly rememigerthe old man’s warnings about
robberies. “Someone is stealing my buns! Police!”

Ignatius backed up the cart and rammed it@aorge’s crotch.

“Ouch! Watch out there, you nut.”

“Help! Thief!”

“Shut up, for Christ's sake,” George said af@mmed the door. “You oughta be
locked up, you big fruit. You know that?”



“What?” Ignatius screamed. “What impertinemaes that?”

“You big crazy fruit,” George snarled more ditytand slouched away, the taps on his
heels scraping the sidewalk. “Who wants to eattangtyour fruity hands touched?”

“How dare you scream obscenities at me. Somegab that boy,” Ignatius said
wildly as George disappeared into the crowds ofepedns farther down the street.
“Someone with some decency grab that juvenile dalmt. That filthy little minor.
Where is his respect? That little guttersnipe nbasiashed until he collapses!”

A woman in the group around the mobile hot dagl, “Ain’t that awful? Where they
get them hot dog vendors from?”

“Bums. They all bums,” someone answered héfing is what it is. They all crazy
from wine if you ast me. They shouldn’t let peolike him out on the street.”

“Is my paranoia getting completely out of hgrgnatius asked the group, “or are you
mongoloids really talking about me?”

“Let him alone,” someone said. “Look at theye®”

“What's wrong with my eyes?” Ignatius askediously.

“Let’s get outta here.”

“Please do.” Ignatius replied, his lips quingr and prepared another hot dog to quiet
his trembling nervous system. With shaking han@shéld the foot of red plastic and
dough to his mouth and slipped it in two inchegs &éime. The active chewing massaged
his throbbing head. When he had shoved in thenfdfimeter of crumb, he felt much
calmer.

Grabbing the handle again, he shoved off upoi@kelet Street, waddling slowly
behind the cart. True to his promise to make iuadthe block, he turned again at the
next corner and stopped by the worn granite wdliGallier Hall to consume two more
of the Paradise hot dogs before continuing on aise leg of his journey. When Ignatius
turned the final corner and saw again the PARADVERIDORS, INC., sign hanging out
over the sidewalk of Poydras Street at an angldyrbke into a relatively brisk trot that
brought him panting through the doors of the garage

“Help!” Ignatius breathed pitifully, bumpindpe tin hot dog over the low cement sill
of the garage.

“What happened, pal? | thought you was supptsstay out a whole hour.”

“We’'re both fortunate that | have returnedadit | am afraid that they have struck
again.”

“Who?”

“The syndicate. Whoever they are. Look at ragds.” Ignatius shoved two paws into
the man’s face. “My entire nervous system is on bhiek of revolt against me for
subjecting it to such trauma. Ignore me if | sudg@o into a state of shock.”

“What the hell happened?”

“A member of the vast teen-age undergrounéeed me on Carondelet Street.”

“You was robbed?” the old man asked excitedly.

“Brutally. A large and rusty pistol was placatd my temples. Actually, was pressed
directly upon a pressure point, causing the blaostdp circulating on the left side of my
head for quite a while.”

“On Carondelet Street at this time of day? dibpstopped it?”

“Of course no one stopped it. People encouthge sort of thing. They probably
derive some sort of pleasure from the spectacke pdor and struggling vendor’s being



publicly humiliated. They probably respected thg'ditiative.”

“What did he look like?”

“A thousand other youths. Pimples, pompadadenoids, the standard adolescent
equipment. There might have been something elsealikirthmark or trick knee. | really
can't recall. After the pistol had been thrust agaimy head, | fainted from lack of
circulation in the brain and from fright. While las lying in a heap on the sidewalk, he
apparently ransacked the wagon.”

“How much money did he get?”

“Money? No money was stolen. After all, theras no money to steal, for | had not
been able to vend even one of these delicaciestdigethe hot dogs.

“Yes. However, he apparently didn’t take thalin When | had recovered, | checked
the wagon. There are still one or two left, | think

“I never heard of nothing like this.”

“Perhaps he was very hungry. Perhaps somewitdeficiency in his growing body
was screaming for appeasement. The human desifeddrand sex is relatively equal. If
there are armed rapes, why should there not bedahne dog thefts? | see nothing
unusual in the matter.”

“You're full of bullshit.”

“I? The incident is sociologically valid. Th#ame rests upon our society. The youth,
crazed by suggestive television programs and lesweriodicals had apparently been
consorting with some rather conventional adoleséemiales who refused to participate
in his imaginative sexual program. His unfulfillgzhysical desires therefore sought
sublimation in food. I, unfortunately, was the nctof all of this. We may thank God that
this boy has turned to food for an outlet. Had be hmight have been raped right there
on the spot.”

“He took all but four,” the old man said, peerdown into the well in the hot dog.
“That son of a bitch, | wonder how he could cariytleem hot dogs away.”

“I really don’t know,” Ignatius said. Then laglded indignantly, “| awaked to find the
lid of the cart open. Of course no one would hegpup. My white smock stamped me as
a vendor, an untouchable.”

“How about making another try?”

“What? In my present condition, do you serigu=xpect me to take to the streets
again and hustle? My ten cents is going to be degub the hands of the St. Charles
streetcar conductor. The remainder of the daydnidtto spend in a hot tub trying to
recapture some semblance of normality.”

“Then how about coming back tomorrow, pal, &mythg it again?” the old man asked
hopefully. “I really need vendors.”

Ignatius pondered the proposal for some tiseeytinizing the scar on the old man’s
nose and belching gassily. At least he would bekimgr That should satisfy his mother.
The work offered little supervision and harassmdmding his meditations with a
clearing of the throat, he belched, “If | am fuocing in the morning, | shall perhaps
return. | cannot predict the hour at which | wittige, but, more or less, | imagine that
you can expect to see me.”

“That’s fine, son,” the old man said. “Call k. Clyde.”

“I shall,” Ignatius said and licked at a crurtiiat he had discovered in the corner of
his mouth. “Incidentally, Mr. Clyde, | shall be wesy this smock home to prove to my



mother that | am employed. You see, she drinksrdikavily, and she needs reassurance
that money from my labors will be forthcoming irder that her supply of spirits won’t
be cut off. My life is a rather grim one. One daghall perhaps describe it to you in
detail. For the moment, however, you must knowirggtior two about my valve.”

“Valve?”

“Yes.”

Jones was blindly running a sponge along #re lkana Lee had gone on a shopping
trip, her first one in a long time, locking the ba®gister loudly and warningly before
leaving. After he had wet the bar a little, Jonesséd the sponge back into the bucket,
took a seat in a booth, and tried to look at thesk.ife Darlene had given him. He lit a
cigarette, but the cloud of smoke made the magaeusn more invisible. The best
reading light in the Night of Joy was the small arethe cash register, so Jones went
over to the bar and flipped it on. He was just begig a study in-depth of a cocktail
party scene in a Seagram’s V.O. advertisement Wwhea Lee pushed into the bar.

“I thought | shouldn’t leave you in here algnghe said, opening a bag and taking out
a box of classroom chalk which she put in the catbimder the bar. “What the hell are
you doing with my cash register? Get back on mgrffo

“| already finish on your flo. I turnin into axpert on flos. | think color cats got
sweepin and moppin in they blood, it come natutalorta like eatin and breathin now to
color peoples. | bet you give some little color pame-year-old a broom in he han, he
star sweepin his ass off. Whoa!”

Jones returned to the advertisement while Uaoked the cabinet again. Then she
looked at the long tracks of dust on the floor timstde it look as if Jones had plowed
rather than mopped it. There were linear strealdeain floor for the furrows, and linear
streaks of dust, the hillocks. Although Lana did kiow it, this was Jones’s attempt at
some subtle sabotage. He had some larger platisefduture.

“Hey, you there. Take a look at my goddamffbo

Jones reluctantly looked through his sungkssel saw nothingness.

“Whoa! You got a fine floOoo-wee. Everthin in the Night of Joy firs rate.”

“You see all that crap?”

“For twenny dollar a week, you gotta expedtidel crap. The crap star disappearin
when the wage goin up aroun fifty or sigsty.”

“I want performance when | put out money,” hasaid angrily.

“Listen, you ever try livin on my kinda wag&®u think color peoples get grossries
and clothin at a specia price? What you thinkinuabwalf the time you sittin up here
playin with your penny? Whoa! Where | live, you kndow peoples buy cigarette?
Them peoples cain affor a whole pack, they buy tiggrette separate two cent apiece.
You think a color mother got it easy? Shit. | abolin. | gettin pretty tire of bein vagran
or tryina keep myass alive on this kinda wage.”

“Who took you off the streets and gave yoolawhen the cops was about to lock you
up for vagrancy? You might think about that sometwhen you're goofing off behind
them goddam glasses.”

“Goofin off? Shit. Goofin off ain cleanin ugis mother-fuckin cathouse. They



somebody in here sweepin and moppin up all theyshit po, stupor customer drippin on
the flo. | feel sorry for them po peoples comin in here kinrthey gonna have theirself
some fun, probly gettin knockout drop in they driclatchin the clap off the ice cube.
Whoa! And talkin about puttin out money it seenrmte maybe you be puttin out a little
more now that your orphan frien stop comin arouimc& you cut out the chariddy,
maybe you slip me some of the United Fun money.”

Lana said nothing. She clipped the receipttlierbox of chalk to her ledger book so
that she could list it in the column of itemizedddetions that always accompanied her
income tax returns. She had already bought a ukdxz @f the world. That, too, was
stored in the cabinet. All she needed now was &.bdthen she saw George next, she
would ask him to bring her one. He must have soimeé & book left over from the days
before he had dropped out of high school.

Lana had taken some time to assemble the ldtillection of props. While the
plainclothesmen had been coming in at night, sliebieeen too worried and preoccupied
to attend to this project for George. There hachltbe major problem of Darlene, the
vulnerable point in Lana’s wall of protection aggtimndercover policemen. But now, the
plainclothesmen had gone away as suddenly as t#bgppeared. Lana had spotted each
one as soon as he had entered, and with Darlealy sdff the stools and practicing with
her bird, the plainclothesmen had nothing to golama had seen to it that they were
actively ignored by everyone. It took experiencebénable to spot a cop. But a person
who could spot a cop could also avoid a lot of iteu

There were only two things to be settled. @as getting the book. If George wanted
her to have a book, he could get it for her himdedha wasn't about to buy a book, even
a used one. The other was getting Darlene back hen stools now that the
plainclothesmen were gone. Having someone likeddarbn commission was better than
having her on salary. And what Lana had seen Dartknon the stage with the bird told
her that, for the moment, the Night of Joy mightheter if it decided not to cater to the
animal trade.

“Where’s Darlene?” Lana asked Jones. “| glittla message for her and that bird.”

“She telephone and say she be in sometimattesnoon to do some more rehearsin,”
Jones said to the advertisement he was researcidhg. say she takin her bird to the
veternaria firs, she think it losin some of itstfes.”

“Yeah?”

Lana started to plan the ensemble with theeglthe chalk, and the book. If the thing
had commercial possibilities, it should be donehvat certain finesse and quality. She
envisioned several arrangements that would comipiaee and obscenity. There was no
need to be too raw. After all, she was appealingds.

“Here we come,” Darlene called happily frone ttloor. She tripped into the bar in
slacks and a pea jacket, carrying a covered biglcag

“Well, don't plan to stay too long,” Lana arswd. “I got some news for you and your
friend.”

Darlene put the cage on the bar and uncoveredge, scrofulous rose cockatoo that
looked, like a used car, as if it had passed thrdbg hands of many owners. The bird’s
crest dipped, and it cried horribly, “Awwk.”

“Okay, get it out, Darlene. You go back to ystool starting tonight.”

“Aw, Lana,” Darlene moaned. “Whatsa matter? M#en doing good in rehearsal. Just



wait’ll we iron out the kinks. This act is gonna &déoffo smash.”

“To tell you the truth, Darlene, I'm afraid gbu and that bird.”

“Look, Lana.” Darlene took off her pea jacketd showed the manager the tiny rings
attached to the side of her slacks and blouse safbty pins. “You see these things?
That's what's gonna make the act smooth. | beectipnag with it in my apartment. It's a
new angle. He grabs at those rings with his beakrgos my clothes off. | mean, these
rings is just for rehearsal. When | get my costunagle, the rings are gonna be sewed on
top of a hook and eye so when he grabs, the cospape open. I'm telling you, Lana.
It's gonna be a smash hit sensation.”

“Listen, Darlene, it was safer when you juatl that goddam thing flying around your
head or whatever it did.”

“But now it's gonna be a real part of the tutis gonnapull...”

“Yeah, and it might pull your tits off. Allhneed in this place is a goddam accident and
a ambulance to drive away my customers and ruinnwgstment. Or maybe this bird
gets it in his head to fly out in the audience patlout somebody’s eyes. No, to be frank,
| don't trust you and a bird, Darlene. Safety first

“Aw, Lana.” Darlene was heartbroken. “Giveaishance. We just getting good.”

“No. Beat it. Take that thing off my bar befait takes a shit.” Lana threw the cover
over the birdcage. “The you-know-whats are goneyamdcan go back to your stool.”

“I think maybe I'll tell you-know-who about ¢hyou-know-whats and make you-
know-who scared and quit.”

Jones looked up from an advertisement and SHigou peoples be talkin all this
double-talk, | cain read. Whoa. Who the ‘you-knowats’ and who ‘you-know-who!™”

“Get off that stool, jailbait, and get on mgdr.”

“That bird been travelin to Night of Joy priaotg and tryin,” Jones said from his
cloud, smiling. “Shit. You gotta give it a chancajn treat it like it's color peoples.”

“That’s right,” Darlene agreed sincerely.

“Since we cuttin off the orphan chariddy and mot extendin it to the porter help,
maybe we oughta give a little to a po, strugglih g@tta hustle on commission. Hey!”
Jones had seen the bird flap around on the stage darlene tried to dance. He had
never seen a worse performance; Darlene and tdegbalified as legitimate sabotage.
“Maybe it need a little polishin here and theréljtie twistin and rockin, some more
slippin and slidin, but I think that ack very godoo-wee.”

“You see that?” Darlene said to Lana. “Jonaghta know Colored people got plenty
rhythm.”

“Whoa!”

“I don’t wanna scare somebody with a storyutsmme people.”

“Oh, shut up, Darlene,” Lana screamed.

Jones covered the two with some smoke and 4&tink Darlene and that there bird
very unusual. Whoa! | think you be attractin plemayv peoples in this place. What other
club got them a ball eagle on the stage?”

“You jerks think there’s really a bird tradewould tap?” Lana asked.

“Hey! | sure they a bird trade. White peophdsays got parrakeets and canayries they
smoochin. Wait till them peoples fin out what kiadird the Night of Joy offerin. You be
havin a doorman in front this place. You be gettie society trade. Whoa!” Jones created
a dangerous-looking nimbus that seemed ready tst.bidarlene and that bird jus gotta



eye-rom out a few rough spot. Shit. The gal jug-$tain show biz. She need a break.”

“That’s right,” Darlene said. “I'm just stamntiout in show biz. | need a break.”

“Shut up, stupid. You think you can get thiatllho strip you?”

“Yes, ma’'m,” Darlene said enthusiasticallyutiflenly it come to me. | was sitting in
my apartment watching it play on its rings, ana@idgo myself, ‘Darlene, how come you
don't stick some rings on your clothes?””

“Shut your moron up,” Lana said. “Okay, letise what it can do.”

“Whoa! Now you talkin. All kinda mother be skim up to see this act.”

“Santa, | hadda call you, honey.”

“What's wrong, Irene babe?” Mrs. Battagliaedgy baritone asked feelingly.

“It's Ignatius.”

“What he’s done now, sweetheart? Tell Santa.”

“Wait a minute. Let me see if he’s still inathtub.” Mrs. Reilly listened
apprehensively to the great liquid thrashings cgnfirom the bathroom. One whalelike
snort floated out into the hall through the peeloaghroom door. “It’'s okay. He’s still in
there. | can't lie to you, Santa. My heart’s brdke.

“Aw.”

“Ignatius comes home about a hour ago dreggditte a butcher.”

“Good. He’s got him another job, that big tbatm.”

“But not in a butcher shop, honey,” Mrs. Reshid, her voice heavy with grief. “He’s
a hot dog vendor.”

“Aw, come on,” Santa croaked. “A hot dog veritigou mean out on the streets?”

“Out on the streets, honey, like a bum.”

“Bum is right, girl. Even worst. Read the pelinotices in the paper sometimes. They
all a bunch of vagrants.”

“Ain’t that awful!”

“Somebody oughta punch that boy in the nose.”

“When he first comes in, Santa, he makes nesgwhat kinda job he’s got. First, |
guess, ‘butcher,” you know?”

“Of course.”

“So he says, very insolent, ‘Guess again. ot even close.’” | keep guessing for
about five minutes until | can’t think of no morebs where you'd be wearing one of
them white uniforms. Then he finally says, ‘Wrongeey time. | got me a job selling
weenies.’ | almost passed out, Santa, right orkitichen floor. Wouldn'’t thata been fine,
me with my head broke open on the linoleum?”

“He wouldn't care, not that one.”

“Not him.”

“Never in a million years.”

“He don’t care about his poor momma,” Mrs. IResaid. “With all his education,
mind you. Selling weenies out on the street inditead daylight.”

“So what you told him, girl?”

“I didn’t tell him nothing. By the time | gotny mouth open, he runs off to the
bathroom. He’s still locked up in there splashiratav all over the floor.”



“Hold on a minute, Irene. | got one of mylétgrandchirren over here for the day,”
Santa said and screamed at someone at her end lifieh“Get the hell away from that
stove, Charmaine, and go play out on the banqbeftee | bust you right in the mouth.”

A child’s voice made some reply.

“Lord,” Santa continued calmly to Mrs. Reillifhem kids is sweet, but sometimes |
just don’t know. Charmaine! Get the hell outside go play on your bike before | come
slap your face off. Hold the line, Irene.”

Mrs. Reilly heard Santa put the telephone doWwmen a child screamed, a door
slammed, and Santa was back on the line.

“Christ, | tell you true, Irene, that child wolisten to nobody! I'm trying to cook her
some spaghettis and daube, and she keeps on playimgpot. | wish them sisters at her
school would beat up on her a little. You know Aleage’ou shoulda seen how them
sisters beat up on him when he was a kid. Oner sfgt@ved him right into a blackboard.
That's how come Angelo’s such a sweet, considemate today.”

“The sisters loved Ignatius. He was such érachild. He used to win all them little
holy pictures for knowing his catechism.”

“Them sisters shoulda knocked his head in.”

“When he useta come home with all them litibdy pictures,” Mrs. Reilly sniffed, “I
sure never thought then he’d end up selling weeni¢se broad daylight.” Mrs. Reilly
coughed nervously and violently into the telephoftgut tell me, sweetheart, how
Angelo’s making out?”

“His wife Rita rings me up a little while ago tell me she thinks he’s coming down
with pneumonia from being stuck in that toilet ek time. | tell you true, Irene, that
Angelo’s getting as pale as a ghost. The cops domé treat that boy right. He loves the
force. When he graduated from the cops’ academy,wauld a thought he just made it
outta the Ivory League. He was sure proud.”

“Yeah, poor Angelo looks bad,” Mrs. Reilly agd. “He’s got him a bad cough, that
boy. Well, maybe he’ll feel a little better aftex heads that thing Ignatius give me to give
him. Ignatius says it's inspirational literature.”

“Yeah? | wouldn't trust no ‘inspirational Itgture’ | got from that Ignatius. It's prolly
fulla dirty stories.”

“Suppose somebody | know sees him with ortaeri wagons.”

“Don’'t be ashamed, babe. It ain’t your fauttuygot a brat on your hands,” Santa
grunted. “What you need is a man in that housé, tgirset that boy straight. I'm gonna
find that nice old man ast about you.”

“l don’t want a nice old man. All | want isnéce child.”

“Don’t you worry. Just leave it to Santa. fitk you up. The man runs the fish market
says he don't know the man’s name. But I'll findt.ois a matter of fact, | think | seen
him walking down St. Ferdinand Street the other’day

“He ast about me?”

“Well, Irene, 1 mean | didn't get a chancetaétk to him. | don’t even know if it was
the same man.”

“You see that? That old man don’t care neither

“Don’t talk like that, girl. I'll ask over byhe beer parlor. I'll hang around Sunday
mass. I'll find out his name.”

“That old man don’t care for me.”



“Irene, they’s no harm in meeting him.”

“l got enough problems with Ignatius. It's tbsgrace, Santa. Suppose Miss Annie,
the next door lady, sees him with one of them wag&he’s awready about to get US put
under a peace bond. She’s all the time spyingahdhey behind her shutters.”

“You can’t worry about people, Irene,” Santdviged. “The people on my block got
dirty mouths. If you can live down here in St. Odk Cluny Parish, you can live
anyplace. Vicious is the word, believe me. | got evoman on my block’s gonna get a
brick right in her face if she don’t shut up abmé. Somebody told me she’s been calling
me a ‘merry widow.’ But don’t you worry. I'm gonrget her good. | think she’s running
with some man works at the shipyards, anywaysinktim gonna write her husband a
little anonymous letter to straighten out that.girl

“I know what it is, sugar. Remember | livedwdothere on Dauphine when | was a
girl. The anonymous letters my poppa useta gétoutame.Vicious. | always thought my
cousin, that poor spinster girl, was writing them.”

“Which cousin was that?” Santa asked withriegé Irene Reilly’s relatives always
had gory biographies that were worth hearing.

“That was the one knocked a pot of berlingevain her arm when she was a child.
She was kinda scalded looking. You know what | rhéaiways seen her writing away
at the kitchen table at her momma’s house. Shepnaly writing about me. She was
very jealous when Mr. Reilly started seeing me.”

“That's the way it goes,” Santa said. A scdldelative was a dull figure in Irene’s
dramatic gallery. Then she said hoarsely and chierfl’ll have a little party with you
and Angelo and his wife, if she’ll come.”

“Aw, that's sweet, Santa, but | don’t feel rhdike a party these days.”

“It'll do you good to shake yourself a littlgirl. If | can find out about that old man,
I'll invite him over too. You and him can dance.”

“Well, if you see the old man, babe, tell Hitiss Reilly said, ‘Hello.

Behind the bathroom door Ignatius was lyinggpzely in the tepid water pushing the
plastic soap dish back and forth across the susaiteone finger and listening now and
then to his mother on the telephone. Occasionalhéld the soap dish down until it
filled with water and sank. Then he would feel fioon the bottom of the tub, empty it,
and sail it again. His blue and yellow eyes restedn unopened manila envelope on the
top of the toilet. For quite a while Ignatius hageh trying to decide whether or not he
would open the envelope. The trauma of having famgloyment had affected his valve
negatively, and he was waiting until the warm watewhich he wallowed like a pink
hippopotamus had a calming effect upon his sysféran he would attack the envelope.
Paradise Vendors should prove to be a pleasantogeplHe would spend his time
parked somewhere by the river accumulating noteste Journal. Mr. Clyde had a
certain paternal quality that Ignatius liked; the man, the scarred and wizened mogul of
the frankfurter, would be a welcome new charactehe Journal.

At last Ignatius felt relaxed enough and, ingjshis dripping hulk out of the water,
picked up the envelope.

“Why must she use this sort of envelope?” sieed angrily, studying the little circle
of a Planetarium Station, New York, postmark ontttiek tan paper.

“The contents are probably written in markpencil or worse.”

He tore the envelope open, wetting the papet, pulled out a folded poster that said



in large letters:

LECTURE! LECTURE!
M. Minkoff speaks boldly about
“Sex in Politics: Erotic Liberty as a weapogdinst Reactionaries”
8 p.m. Thursday, the 28th
Y.M.H.A. - Grand Concourse
Admission: $1.00 - OR - Sign M. Minkoff's P@bin Which Aggressively Demands More and

Better Sex for All and a Crash Program for Minesti (The petition will be mailed to
Washington.) Sign now and save America from sexgrabrance, chastity, and fear. Are you
committed enough to helpin this bold and crucialvement?

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius spurted through hispihing moustache. “Are they letting her
speak in public now? What in the world does thie @ this ludicrous lecture mean?”
Ignatius read the poster again, viciously. “At aate, | know that she will speak boldly,
and in a perverse way | wish that | could hear titde minx babbling before an
audience. This time she has outdone herself imdifigy taste and decency.”

Following a handwritten arrow at the bottomttué poster and the worer, Ignatius
complied and looked at the other side of the ppstieere Myrna had written something:

Sirs:

What is wrong, Ignatius? | have not heard frgoa. Well, | don'’t really blame you for not wrign |
guess | came on a little strong in my last letvet, it was only because your paranoid fantasy st me,
rooted as it possibly was in your unhealthy at@ttioward sex. You know that ever since | first yet |
have directed pointed questions at you in orderladfy your sexual inclinations. My only desire svib
aid you in finding your true self-expression anaitemtment through satisfying, natural orgasm. pees
your mind and | have always accepted your eccetarnidencies and that is why | want to see you rédaeh
plateau of perfect mental-sexual balance. (A gexglosive orgasm would cleanse your being and bring
you out of the shadows.) Just don't be angry abbwut the letter.

I will explain this poster a little later ihit letter because | imagine you are interestdchowing how
this bold, dedicated lecture came about. Firstugho | must tell you that the movie is off, so duywere
planning to play the landlord, forget it. Basicallye had trouble with funds. | could not milk aneth
drachma out of my father, so Leola, the Harlem fopat very hostile about salary (or lack of it) divhlly
dropped a remark or two that sounded a little Setiaitic to me. Who needs a girl who isn't dedicated
enough to work gratis in a project that would bénleér race? Samuel has decided to become a forest
ranger in Montana because he is planning a draralitigory set in a dark woods (Ignorance and Custom
and he wants to get the feel of the forest. Froratwhknow of Samuel, he will be a big flop as agamn but
the allegory, | know, will be challenging and caversial, full of unpleasant truths. Wish him welle is
fantastic.

To get back to the lecture. At last it seetmt # am finding a platform for my philosophy, ettall
happened in a strange way. A few weeks ago | wasparty that some friends were giving for thisyer
real boy who had just returned from Israel. He was uekiable. | mean that.

Ignatius emitted a little Paradise gas.
For hours and hours he sang these folk soadsat picked up over there; really significant sotitat
proved my theory that music should basically bénatrument of social protest and expression. He ksp

all in that apartment for hours and hours listeramgl asking for more. Later we all started talkingn
many levels -- and | let him know what was on mydin general.

“Ho, hum,” Ignatius yawned violently.

He said, “Why are you keeping all of this touyself, Myrna? Why haven’t you let the world in on



this?” | told him that | often spoke in discussigroups and in my group therapy group. | also tald h
about these letters of mine to the editor that hmeen printed iThe New DemocragndMan and Masses
andNow!

“Get out of that tub, boy,” Ignatius heard his neatiscream outside the door of the
bathroom.

“Why?” he asked. “Are you going to use it?”

“No.”

“Then please go away.”

“You been in there too long.”

“Please! | am attempting to read a letter.”

“A letter? Who wrote you a letter?”

“My dear friend, Miss Minkoff.”

“The last thing you said was she got you fioedta Levy Pants.”

“Well, she did. However, it might have beefagor in disguise. My new work may
prove rather agreeable.”

“Ain’t that awful,” Mrs. Reilly said sadly. “%u get fired outta a two-bit clerk job in a
factory and now you selling weenies in the strésll, I'll tell you one thing, Ignatius,
you better not get fired by the weenie man. Yowkmdhat Santa said?”

“I'm sure that it was rather perceptive andisive, whatever it was. | would imagine
that it is rather difficult to comprehend her adtsaupon the Mother tongue.”

“She said somebody oughta punch you righténriose.”

“Coming from her, that's rather literate.”

“What that Myrna’s doing now?” Mrs. Reilly ask suspiciously. “How come she’s
writing so much? She needed a good bath, that girl.

“Myrna’s psyche is only capable of dealinghwitater in an oral context.”

“What?”

“Will you please stop shrieking like a fishngam and run along? Don’t you have a
bottle of muscatel baking in the oven? Now let hom@. I'm very nervous.”

“Nervous? You been in that hot water over anrhi

“It's hardly hot anymore.”

“Then get out the tub.”

“Why is it so important to you that | leavasthub? Mother, | really don’t understand
you at all. Isn’t there something that, as a hoaspkr, you feel compelled to do at the
moment? | noticed this morning that the lint in Halway is forming into spheres almost
as large as baseballs. Clean the house. Telepbotigefcorrect time. Do something. Lie
down and take a nap. You're looking rather peakede days.”

“Of course | am, boy. You breaking your poasmma’s heart. What would you do if |
dropped dead?”

“Well, I am not going to participate in thdiotic conversation. Carry on a monologue
out there if you wish. Quietly. | must concentrapon the new offenses that M. Minkoff
has conceived in this letter.”

“l can’t take it no more, Ignatius. You gorfitad me laying in the kitchen one of these
days with a stroke. Just watch, boy. You gonnallb&ane in the world. Then you gonna
fall on your knees and pray to God for the way yreated your poor dear mother.”

From the bathroom there came only silence. Keslly waited for at least a splash of
water or a rustle of paper, but the bathroom doghtras well have been the door of a



tomb. After a minute or two of fruitless waitindyeswalked off down the hall toward the
oven. When Ignatius heard the oven door creak bpaeturned to the letter.

He said, “With that voice and personality, y&hould be appearing before the people in prisdhis
guy was really amazing; in addition to his touglmdyihe was a reahenschHe was so gentlemanly and
thoughtful | could hardly believe it. (Especiallitex dealing with Samuel, who is dedicated and raidf
but all a little too loud and something of a cloddrjever met anybody so dedicated to fighting rieactry
ideas and prejudice as this folk singer. His veggtifriend was a Negro abstractionist, he said, mhde
magnificent smears of protest and defiance actessdnvas, sometimes slashing the canvas to shitds
a knife. He handed me this brilliant pamphlet thladwed in detail how the Pope is trying to assemble
nuclear armory; it really opened my mind, and Mfarded it to the editor ofhe New Democrady aid
him in his battle against the Church. But this glso had this big thing against WASPS. Like he dhate
them. | mean, this fellow was sharp.

The next day | got a telephone call from hkfmuld | lecture to this social action group he wgafg to
form somewhere in Brooklyn Heights? | was overcomethis world of dog eat dog, it is rare to find a
friend... a really sincere friend... or so | thotighvell, to make my point as briefly as possiblaatl learned
the hard way that the lecture circuit is something like shbusiness: the casting couch and that routine.
Get what | mean?

“Do | believe this egregious offense againsdd)taste that | am reading?” Ignatius
asked the floating soap dish. “This girl is withgaame entirely!”

Again | have been awakened to the fact thabody appeals to some people more than my mind.

“Ho hum,” Ignatius sighed.

Personally, | feel like exposing this phonglkf singer” who | guess is preying on some othelickted
young girl liberal at this moment. Somebody | knsaid she heard this “folk singer” guy is really apBst
from Alabama. Boy, what a fraud he was. So therhdcked on this pamphlet he had given me and
discovered that it was printed by the Klan. Thi#l give you some idea of the ideological subtletidsich
we have to deal with today. It sounded like a gbbdral pamphlet to me. Now | have had to humiliate
myself by writing to the editor ofFhe New Democrady tell him that the pamphlet, although challenging
was written by the wrong people. Well, the WASP&igt back and got me this time. The incident
reminded me of the time in Poe Park when this sgjuirvas feeding turned out to really be a ratalhat
first glance could have passed for a squirrel amy &o live and learn. This phony gave me an idea.
can always learn something from crumbs. | decidedsk up here at the ‘Y’ if | could get the auditon
one night. After a while, they said o.k. Of coures audience up here at the Bronx Y’ will probabk a
little parochial, but if | make good in the lectutemight one day end up speaking down at the Lex.

‘Y’ where great thinkers like Norman Mailer and &eyur Krim are always airing their views. It wontirt
to try.

I hope that you are working on your persogglitoblems, Ignatius. Is the paranoia getting aoyse?
The basis for the paranoia, | think, is the faett tyou’'re always sealed up in that room and haweine
suspicious of the outside world. |1 don't know whguyinsisted on living way down there with the
alligators. In spite of the complete overhaul tyatr mind is crying for, you have a brain that abrgally
grow and flower here in N.Y. As it is, you are thtireg yourself and your mentality. The last timeaw
you, when | was passing through from Mississipmiu ywere in pretty bad shape. You've probably
regressed completely by now living in that substaddold house with only your mother for company.
Aren't your natural impulses crying for releaseddautiful and meaningful love affair would transfor
you, Ignatius. | know it would. Great Oedipus boads encircling your brain and destroying you.

I don’t imagine that your sociological or gial ideas are getting any more progressive eitHave
you abandoned your project to form a political pant nominate a candidate for president by divigatf
| remember that when | finally met you and chalkethgour political apathy, you came up with thisade
knew that it was a reactionary project, but it eadt showed that you were developing some political
consciousness. Please write to me about the mh#ar.very concerned. We need a three-party sygiem



this country, and | think that day by day the fatcare growing in strength. This Divine Right Réstthe
sort of fringe-group scheme that would syphon drge part of the fascist support.

Well, let me stop. | hope the lecture is acess. You, especially, would benefit from its mgss@y the
way, if you ever do activate the Divine Right mowart) | can give you some help in organizing a clapt
up here. Please get out of the house, Ignatiuseatedt into the world around you. | am worried abgur
future. You have always been one of my most imporpaojects and | am interested in hearing of your
current mental condition, sgeaseget out of the pillows and write.

M. Minkoff

Later, his puckered pink skin wrapped in the ftannel robe that a safety pin held
around his hips, Ignatius sat at the desk in hesréilling his fountain pen. In the hall his
mother was speaking to someone else on the telepbaying, “And | used every last
cent of the insurance money his poor old GrammawyRleft just to keep him in
college. Ain’'t that awful? All that money down tldeain.” Ignatius belched and opened a
drawer to search for the stationery that he betidwe still had; there he found the yo-yo
that he had bought from the Filipino who had beelling) them in the neighborhood a
few months ago. On one side of the yo-yo there avpalm tree which the Filipino had
carved at Ignatius’ request. Ignatius spun the yalgwnward, but the string snapped and
it rattled across the floor and under the bed witdended on a pile of Big Chief tablets
and old magazines. Removing the piece of stringhibag from his finger, he dug into
the drawer again and found a sheet of paper witwvg Pants letterhead.

Beloved Myrna:

I have received your offensive communicatibwm. you seriously think that | am interested in your
tawdry encounters with such sub-humans as folkesg®yIn every letter of yours | seem to find some
reference to the sleaziness of your personal Rfease confine yourself to discussing issues awt;su
thereby you will at least avoid obscenity and ofienl did think, however, that the symbolism of the
and squirrel or rat-squirrel or squirrel-rat waseative and rather excellent.

On the dark night of that dubious lecture, sisde member of your audience will probably be some
desperately lonely old male librarian who saw &tlig the window of the lecture hall and hopefudhme
in to escape the cold and the horrors of his peilsoell. There in the hall, his stooped figureisgtalone
before the podium, your nasal voice echoing ambegempty chairs and hammering boredom, confusion,
and sexual reference deeper and deeper into thevp@ich’s bald skull, confounded to the point of
hysteria, he will doubtlessly exhibit himself, wagi his crabbed organ like a club in despair agahmest
grim sound that drones on and on over his heddvéfre you, | would cancel the lecture immediatélgm
certain that the ‘Y’ management would be only téadgto accept your withdrawal, especially if thegva
had a chance to see that tasteless poster whiciwisio doubt tacked to every telephone pole irBitwax.

The comments upon my personal life were uadafbr and revealed a shocking lack of taste and
decency.

Actually, my personal life has undergone aameirphosis: | am currently connected in a most vita
manner with the food merchandising industry, aretd@fore | doubt quite seriously whether | shall dhav
much time in the future to correspond with you.

Busily,

Ignatius

eight

“LET HER ALONE,” Mr. Levy said. “Look, she’sying to sleep.”



“Let her alone?” Mrs. Levy propped up Missxlei on the yellow nylon couch. “Do
you realize, Gus, that this is the tragedy of gho®r woman'’s life. She’s always been
alone. She needs someone. She needs love.”

“Ugh.”

Mrs. Levy was a woman of interests and ide@lger the years she had given herself
freely to bridge, African violets, Susan and Sandyalf, Miami, Fanny Hurst and
Hemingway, correspondence courses, hairdressegssuh, gourmet foods, ballroom
dancing, and, in recent years, Miss Trixie. She dadys had to settle for Miss Trixie at
a distance, an unsatisfactory arrangement for iceyrgut the program outlined in the
psychology correspondence course, the final exammaof which she had failed
resoundingly. The correspondence school had easee to give her an F. But now that
Mrs. Levy had played her card correctly in the gatealing with the firing of the young
idealist, she had Miss Trixie in the wrinkled flesisor, sneakers, and all. Mr. Gonzalez
had gladly given the assistant accountant an indefvacation.

“Miss Trixie,” Mrs. Levy said sweetly. “Wakepu

Miss Trixie opened her eyes and wheezed, “Aatited?”

“No, darling.”

“What?” Miss Trixie snarled. “I thought | wastired!”

“Miss Trixie, you think that you're old anded. This is very bad.”

“Who?”

“You.”

“Oh. I am. | am very tired.”

“Don’t you see?” Mrs. Levy asked. “It’s all your mind. You have this age psychosis.
You're still a very attractive woman. You must gayyourself, ‘I am still attractive. | am
a very attractive woman.”

Miss Trixie exhaled a grunting snore into Mrsvy’s lacquered hair.

“Will you please let her alone, Dr. Freud?”.NMevy said angrily, looking up from a
Sports lllustrated:l almost wish Susan and Sandra were home so yald gday with
them. Whatever happened to your canasta circle?”

“Don’t talk to me, you failure. How can | plaganasta when there’s a psycho in
distress?”

“Psycho? The woman'’s senile. We had to stagbaut thirty gas stations on the way
over here. Finally | got tired of getting out ofetltar and showing her which was the
Men’s and which was the Women'’s, so | let her giekm herself. | worked out a system.
The law of averages. | laid money on her and sheeaaut about fifty-fifty.”

“Don’t tell me any more,” Mrs. Levy cautionetNot another word. It's too typical.
Permitting this anal compulsive to flounder likath

“Isn’t Lawrence Welk on?” Miss Trixie askeddslenly.

“No, dear. Relax.”

“It is Saturday.”

“He’ll be on. Don’t worry. Now tell me, whabdyou dream about.”

“| can’t remember at the moment.”

“Try,” Mrs. Levy said, making some sort of eain her date book with a rhinestoned
automatic pencil. “You must try, Miss Trixie. Dantj, your mind is warped. You're like a
cripple.”

“I may be old, but I'm not crippled,” Miss &ie said wildly.



“Look, you're exciting her, Florence Nightirlgd Mr. Levy said. “With all you know
about psychoanalysis, you're going to ruin whatsvesft in that head of hers. All she
wants is to retire and sleep.”

“You've already wrecked your life. Don’t doeghsame to hers. This case can’t be
retired. She must be made to feel wanted and nesuktbved...”

“Turn on your goddam exercising board andésttake a nap!”

“I thought we agreed to let the board outhis.t

“Let her alone. Let me alone. Go ride yourreyele.”

“Quiet, please!” Miss Trixie croaked and rubdleer eyes..

“We must talk pleasantly in front of her,” Mr&evy whispered. “Loud voices,
arguing, will only make her more insecure.”

“I'll buy that. Keep quiet. And get that semlbag out of my rumpus room.”

“That'’s right. Think about yourself as usuélyour father could only see you today.”
Mrs. Levy’s aqua lids rose in horror. “A motheapdayboy looking for kicks.”

“Kicks?”

“Now you people shut up,” Miss Trixie warnétimust say it was a dark day when |
was brought out here. It was much nicer in therd @omez. Nice and quiet. If this is
some sort of an April Fool, | don't think it's fugri She looked at Mr. Levy through
rheumy eyes. “You're the bird that fired my frie@loria. Poor Gloria. The kindest
person ever worked in that office.”

“Oh, no!” Mrs. Levy sighed. Then she turnedhar husband. “So you only fired one
person, is that right? What about this Gloria? @Peeson treats Miss Trixie like a human
being. One person is her friend. Do you know tHi&?you care? Oh, no. Levy Pants
might as well be on Mars for all you care. You walkfrom the track one day and kick
Gloria out.”

“Gloria?” Mr. Levy asked. “I didn't fire any IGria!”

“Yes, you did!” Miss Trixie piped. “I saw it #h my very own eyes. Poor Gloria was
the soul of kindness. | remember Gloria gave mé&saad luncheon meat.”

“Socks and luncheon meat?” Mr. Levy whistleobtigh his teeth. “Oh, boy.”

“That’s right,” Mrs. Levy shouted. “Make furf this neglected creature. Just don't tell
me whatever else you did at Levy Pants. | couldedr it. | won't tell the girls about
Gloria. They wouldn’t understand a heart like yoditsey're too innocent.”

“No, you’d better not try to tell them abouko@a,” Mr. Levy said angrily. “Any more
of this foolishness and you’ll be down on the beathSan Juan with your mother,
laughing, and swimming and dancing.”

“Are you threatening me?”

“Now quiet!” Miss Trixie snarled more loud§. want to go back to Levy Pants right
this very minute.”

“You see that?” Mrs. Levy asked her husbaou‘hear that desire to work. And you
want to crush her by retiring her. Gus, please.i@#d. You're going to end badly.”

Miss Trixie was reaching for the bag of scrigz she had brought as luggage.

“Okay, Miss Trixie,” Mr. Levy said as if he weesummoning a pet cat. “Let’s go get in
the car.”

“Thank goodness,” Miss Trixie sighed.

“Take your hands off her!” Mrs. Levy screamed.

“I haven’t even gotten up from my chair,” ersband answered.



Mrs. Levy shoved Miss Trixie down on the cowagmin and said, “Now stay there.
You need help.”

“Not from you people,” Miss Trixie wheezed.étLme up.”

“Let her up.”

“Please.” Mrs. Levy held up a warning handjnmb and ringed. “Don’t worry about
this neglected creature I've taken under my wingn'Dworry about me either. Forget
your little daughters. Get in your sports car amd.r There’'s a regatta this afternoon.
Look. You can see the sails from the picture windowad installed with your father’s
hard-earned money.”

“I'll get even with you people,” Miss Trixie @ snarling on the couch. “Don’t worry.
You'll find out.”

She tried to rise; but Mrs. Levy had pinnedtoehe yellow nylon.

His cold was getting worse and worse, and eaclgh caused a vague pain in his
lungs that lingered on for moments after the cobgld seared his throat and chest.
Patrolman Mancuso wiped his mouth clean of salivé taied to clear the phlegm from
his throat. One afternoon he had had such a bas afaslaustrophobia that he almost
fainted in the booth. Now it seemed that he wadyda faint from the dizziness that the
cold had induced. He leaned his head against the &fi the booth for a moment and
closed his eyes. Red and blue clouds floated adngssyelids. He had to capture some
character and get out of that rest room beforeafjige got so bad that the sergeant had to
carry him to and from the booth every day. He hlaehgs hoped to win honor on the
force, but what honor was there in dying of pneuimam a bus station rest room? Even
his relatives would laugh. What would his childsay to their friends at school?

Patrolman Mancuso looked at the tiles on therf They were out of focus. He felt
panic. Then he stared at them more closely andtisairthe haze was only the moisture
that formed a gray film over almost every surfacehe rest room. He looked again at
The Consolation of Philosophyhich was opened on his lap, and turned a limp,pdam
page. The book was making him more depressed. Gjevgo wrote it was going to be
tortured by the king. The preface had said so. M8whis time the guy was writing this
thing, he was going to end up with something dridenvn into his head. Patrolman
Mancuso felt sorry for the guy and felt obliged¢ad what he had written. So far he had
only covered about twenty pages and was beginoingohder whether this Boethius was
something of a gambler. He was always talking alfatet and odds and the wheel of
fortune. Anyway, it wasn’t the kind of book thataetly made you look up to the brighter
side.

After a few sentences Patrolman Mancuso’s niagan to wander. He looked out
through the crack in the door of the booth, whiehahways left open an inch or two so
that he could see who was using the urinals, thatdaies, and the paper-towel box.
There at the lavatories was the same boy that IRetnoMancuso had been seeing every
day, it seemed. He watched the delicate boots mydséick and forth from the lavatory to
the paper-towel dispenser. The boy leaned agaifestadory and began drawing on the
back of his hands with a ballpoint pen. There mightsomething in this, Patrolman
Mancuso thought.



He opened the booth and went up to the bougfiag, he tried to say pleasantly,
“What's that you’re writing on your hand, pal?”

George looked at the monocle and the beahisatlbow and said, “Get the hell away
from me before I kick your nuts in.”

“Cawd the police,” Patrolman Mancuso taunted.

“No,” George answered. “Just get away. | améking trouble.”

“You afred udda police?”

George wondered who this nut was. He was dsabdhat hot dog vendor.

“Look, kookie, move it. | don’t want no trobWith the cops.”

“You dote?” Patrolman Mancuso asked happMo,“and neither does a screwball like
you,” George said, looking at the watering eye heétthe monocle and the moistness at
the mouth of the beard.

“You udder arrest,” Patrolman Mancuso coughed.

“What? Boy, are you out of it.”

“Patrolman Mancuso. Uddercover.” A badge feakhn front of George’s pimples.
“Cubb alogg wid me.”

“What the hell are you arresting me for? I'ostj standing here,” George protested
nervously. “I ain’t done nothing. What is this?”

“You udder suspiciudd.”

“Suspicion of what?” George asked in panic.

“Aha!” Patrolman Mancuso slobbered. “You rifljred.”

He reached out to grab George by the arm andduff him, but George snatch&de
Consolation of Philosophiyom under Patrolman Mancuso’s arm and slammetatthe
side of his head. Ignatius had bought a large,amledimited edition of the English
translation, and all fifteen dollars of its prici Ratrolman Mancuso in the head with the
force of a dictionary. Patrolman Mancuso bent deepick up the monocle, which had
fallen from his eye. When he straightened up adansaw the boy scraping rapidly out
of the door of the rest room with the book in he&l. He wanted to run after him, but his
head was throbbing too badly. He returned to histtbdo rest and grew even more
depressed. What could he tell Mrs. Reilly aboutitbek?

George opened the locker in the waiting rodnthe bus terminal as quickly as he
could and took out the brown-paper packages hestmdd. Without closing the locker
door, he ran out onto Canal Street and jogged hoatlyy toward the central business
district, looking over his shoulder for the beanddamonocle. There was no beard
anywhere behind him.

This was really bad luck. That undercover agesuld be prowling the bus station all
afternoon looking for him. And what about tomorroWwRle bus station was no longer
safe; it was off-limits.

“Damn Miss Lee,” George said aloud, still watkas fast as he could. If she weren'’t
so tight, this wouldn't have happened. She coukkh@ed the jig, and he could have
kept on picking up his packages at the old time& biclock. As it was, he had almost
been arrested. And it was all because he had whgok the stuff in the bus station, all
because he was stuck with the stuff now for tworbi@very afternoon. Where did you
put stuff like that? You could get tired of carrgithat stuff around all afternoon. Mother
was home all the time, so you couldn’t go arouretdiwith it.

“Tight bitch,” George mumbled. He tucked mekages higher up under his arm and



realized that he was also carrying the book he takdn from the undercover agent.
Stealing from a cop. That was good, too. Miss Laé asked him to bring her the book
she needed. George looked at the tiflee Consolation of Philosophwell, she had a
book now.

Santa Battaglia tasted a spoonful of the posatlad, cleaned the spoon with her
tongue, and placed the spoon neatly on a papeimapkt to the plate of salad. Sucking
some pieces of parsley and onion from betweendwetht she said to the picture of her
mother on the mantelpiece, “They gonna love thatddy makes a good potatis salad
like Santa.”

The parlor was almost ready for the party.t@mof the old console radio there were
two fifths of Early Times and a six-bottle cartohSeven-Up. The phonograph she had
borrowed from her niece sat on the mopped linol@uthe center of the room, the cord
rising to the chandelier where it was plugged woTgiant-sized bags of potato chips
rested in either corner of the red plush sofa. vk &iuck out of the open bottle of olives
that she had placed on a tin tray on top of theemy and folded rollaway bed.

Santa grabbed the picture on the mantelpee@hotograph of an ancient and hostile-
looking woman in a black dress and black stockstgading in a dark alley paved with
oyster shells.

“Poor momma,” Santa said feelingly, giving theture a loud, wet kiss. The grease on
the glass that covered the photograph showed thgudéncy of these affectionate
onslaughts. “You sure had it hard, kid.” The litbéack coals of Sicilian eyes glared
almost animatedly at Santa from the snapshot. ‘Grig picture of you | got, momma,
and you standing in a alley. Ain’'t that a shame.”

Santa sighed at the unfairness of it all ataimmed the picture down on the
mantelpiece among the bowl of wax fruit and thecami of paper zinnias and the statue
of the Virgin Mary and the figurine of the Infant Brague. Then she went back to the
kitchen to get some ice cubes and one of the kitdmairs. After she had returned with
the chair and a little picnic cooler of ice cubglse arranged her best jelly glasses on the
mantelpiece before her mother’s picture. The prayirof the picture made her grab it
and kiss it again, the ice cube in her mouth cragkigainst the glass.

“| say a prayer for you every day, babe,” &atdald the snapshot incoherently,
balancing the ice cube on her tongue. “You betétietie they’s a candle burning for you
over in St. Ode’s.”

Someone knocked at the front shutters. Inimgutthe picture down hurriedly, Santa
tipped it over on its face.

“Irene!” Santa screamed when she opened tbe aod saw the hesitant Mrs. Reilly
on the front steps and her nephew, Patrolman Manatianding down on the banquette.
“Come on in, sweetheart darling. You sure lookintec

“Thanks, honey,” Mrs. Reilly said. “Whoo! Irgot how long it takes to drive down
here. Me and Angelo been in that car almost a hour.

“Id’s the traffig is whad id is,” Patrolman Meuso offered.

“Listen to that cold,” Santa said. “Aw, Angelkou better tell them men at the precinct
to take you out that toilet. Where’s Rita?”



“She diddit feel like cubbig. She’s got hdreadache.”

“Well, no wonder, locked up in that house wiliem kids all day long,” Santa said.
“Aw, she oughta get out, Angelo. What's wrong wthiat girl?”

“Nerbs,” Angelo answered sadly. “She’s gothoers trouble.”

“Nerves is terrible,” Mrs. Reilly said. “Younkw what happened, Santa? Angelo lost
the book Ignatius give him. Ain't that a shame.ohd mind about the book, but don'’t
never tell Ignatius about it. We'll really have aigight on our hands.”

Mrs. Reilly put her finger to her lips to idte that the book must forever be a secret.

“Well, gimme your coat, girl,” Santa said edgealmost tearing Mrs. Reilly’s old
purple woolen topper off. She was determined thatghost of Ignatius J. Reilly would
not haunt her party as it had haunted so many egsruf bowling.

“You got you a nice place here, Santa,” MrsillR said respectfully. “It's clean.”

“Yeah, but | want to get me some new linolefanthe parlor. You ever used them
paper curtains, honey? They don't look too badednssome nice ones up by Maison
Blanche.”

“I bought some nice paper curtains for Igrgittoom once, but he tore them off the
window and crumpled them up. He says they an aboréiin’t that awful?”

“Everybody to his own taste,” Santa observeitkdy.

“Ignatius don’t know | come here tonight. Iddim | was going to a novena.”

“Angelo, fix Irene here a nice drink. Takeitdd whiskey yourself, help out that cold.
| got some cokes in the kitchen.”

“Ignatius don't like novenas neither. | dokitow what that boy likes. Personally, I'm
getting kinda fed up on Ignatius, even if he isoamn child.”

“| fixed us a good potatis salad, girl. Thad onan tells me he likes a good potatis
salad.”

“You oughta see them big uniforms he’s giving to launder. And all the directions |
get on how to wash them. He sounds like he’s selimap powder on the TV. Ignatius
acts like he’s really made good pushing that wamyoound downtown.”

“Look at Angelo, babe. He’s fixing us a niaend.”

“You got any aspirins, honey?”

“Aw, Irene! What kinda party pooper | got ory tmands! Take a drink. Wait till the old
man comes. We gonna have us a nice time. Lookagduhe old man can dance right in
front the phonograph.”

“Dance? | don't feel like dancing with no amdan. Besides, my feet swole up this
afternoon while | was ironing them uniforms.”

“Irene, you can’t disappoint him, girl. Youahlida seen his face when I invited him
out in front the church. Poor old man. | bet nobadyhim out.”

“He wanted to come, huh?”

“Wanted to come? He ast me should he weait4 su

“And what you told him, honey?”

“Well, | said, ‘Wear whatever you want, mister

“Well, that's nice.” Mrs. Reilly looked downt dher green taffeta cocktail dress.
“Ignatius ast me why | was wearing a cocktail driesgo to a novena. He’s sitting in his
room right now writing some foolishness; | says,h&Vs that you writing now, boy?’
And he say, ‘I'm writing about being a weenie vendain’t that terrible? Who want to
read a story like that? You know how much he brougime from that weenie place



today? Four dollars. How I'm gonna payoff that mian?

“Look. Angelo fixed us a nice hi-ball.”

Mrs. Reilly took a jelly glass from Angelo adcank half of it in two gulps.

“Where you got that nice high-fly from, dadi?r

“What you mean?” Santa asked.

“That gramophone you got in the middle of floer.”

“That’s my little niece’s. She’s precious. tlgsaduated outta St. Odo High and she’s
awready got her a good saleslady job.”

“You see that?” Mrs. Reilly said excitedly.bét she’s making better than Ignatius.”

“Lord, Angelo,” Santa said. “Stop that cougdiitso lay down in the back and rest up
till the old man comes.”

“Poor Angelo,” Mrs. Reilly said after the paltnan had left the room. “He sure a
sweet boy. You two sure been good friends to mel #rthink we all met when he tried
to arrest Ignatius.”

“I wonder how come that old man ain’t showexdyet.”

“Maybe he’s not coming; Santa.” Mrs. Reillpihed her drink. “I'm gonna make me
another one, if you don’t mind, sugar. | got prohde’

“Go ahead, babe. I'm gonna take your coat acke kitchen and see how Angelo’s
making out. | sure got two happy people at my padyar. | hope that old man don'’t fall
down and break his leg on the way over.”

After Santa had left, Mrs. Reilly filled helags with bourbon and added a jigger of
Seven-Up. She picked up the spoon, tasted thegpsddad, and, cleaning the spoon with
her lips, put it back on the paper napkin. The fanm the other half of Santa’s double
house was beginning to stage what sounded liketaSipping her drink, Mrs. Reilly put
her ear to the wall and tried to filter some megront of the loud shouting.

“Angelo’s taking some cough medicine,” Sardal @s she returned to the parlor.

“You sure got you good walls in this buildinigabe,” Mrs. Reilly said, unable to
comprehend the gist of the argument on the otrae ef the wall. “I wish me and
Ignatius lived here. Miss Annie wouldn’t have noidpto complain about.”

“Where’s that old man?” Santa asked the fetmitters.

“Maybe he ain’t gonna come.”

“Maybe he forgot.”

“That’s the way it is with old folks, honey.”

“He ain’t thatold, Irene.”

“How old is he?”

“Someplace in his late sixties, | guess.”

“Well, that ain’t too old. My poor old Tante &fuerite, the one | told you them kids
beat up on to get fifty cents out her coin purbe, going on eighty.” Mrs. Reilly finished
her drink. “Maybe he went to see a nice picturensbo something. Santa, you mind if |
make me another drink.”

“Irene! You gonna be on the floor, girl. | &igonna introduce no drunk to this nice
old man.”

“I'll make me a small one. | got nerves tortigh

Mrs. Reilly slopped a great deal of whiskeyoirher glass and sat down again,
crushing one of the bags of potato chips.

“Oh, Lord, what | done now?”



“You just smashed them potato chips,” Sania adittle angrily.

“Aw, they all crumbs now,” Mrs. Reilly saidujting the bag from beneath her. She
studied the flattened cellophane. “Listen, Santhatwime you got? Ignatius says he’s
sure the burglars is striking tonight and for mgébin early.”

“Oh, take it easy, Irene. You just got here.”

“To tell you the truth, Santa, | don't thinkviant to meet this old man.”

“Well, it’s too late now.”

“Yeah, but what me and this old man gonna ddf&. Reilly asked apprehensively.

“Aw, relax, Irene. You makingne nervous. I'm sorry | axt you over.” Santa pulled
Mrs. Reilly’'s drink down from her lips for a momeriNow listen to me. You had
arthritis very bad. The bowling’s helping that oRight? You was stuck home with that
crazy boy every night until Santa come along. Rigkiow listen to Santa, precious. You
don’t wanna end up all alone with that Ignatiusyonr hands. This old man looks like
he’s got him a little money. He dresses neat. HaMenyou from somewhere. He likes
you.” Santa looked Mrs. Reilly in the eye. “Thigilohan can pay off your debt!”

“Yeah?” Mrs. Reilly hadn’t thought of this lme€é. The old man suddenly became a
little more attractive. “He’s clean?”

“Sure he’s clean,” Santa said angrily. “YounthI'm trying fix my friend up with a
bum?”

Someone knocked lightly at the shutters orfribret door.

“Oh, | bet that’s him,” Santa said eagerly.

“Tell him | hadda go, honey.”

“Go? Where you goint to, Irene? The man’strighthe front door.”

“He is, huh?”

“Lemme go take a look.”

Santa opened the door and pushed the shattevsird.

“Hey, Mr. Robichaux,” she said into the nightsomeone whom Mrs. Reilly couldn’t
see. “We been waiting for you. My friend Miss Rgillere’s been wondering where you
was. Come on in out the cold.”

“Yeah, Miss Battaglia, I'm sorry I'm a littlate, but | had to take my little granchirren
around the neighborhood. They raffling some rosdoe the sisters.”

“I know,” Santa said. “I bought a chance franlittle kid just the other day. They
beautiful rosaries. A lady | know won the outboandtor the sisters was raffling last
year.”

Mrs. Reilly sat frozen on the sofa staringiher drink as if she had just discovered a
roach floating in it.

“Irene!” Santa cried. “What you doing, girlays'hello’ to Mr. Robichaux.”

Mrs. Reilly looked up and recognized the oldnmwhom Patrolman Mancuso had
arrested in front of D. H. Holmes.

“Glad to meet you,” Mrs. Reilly said to heirdk.

“Maybe Miss Reilly don’t remember,” Mr. Robighix told Santa, who was beaming
happily, “But we met before.”

“To think you two are old friends.” Santa sambpily. “It's sure a small world.”

“Ay-yi-yi,” Mrs. Reilly said, her voice chokedith misery. “Eh, la la.”

“You remember,” Mr. Robichaux said to her. f#as downtown by Holmes. That
policeman tried to take in your boy and he tookimestead.”



Santa’s eyes opened wide.

“Oh yeah,” Mrs. Reilly said. “I think | remerabnow. A little.”

“It wasn’t your fault though, Miss Reilly. # them police. They all a bunch of
communiss.”

“Not so loud,” Mrs. Reilly cautioned. “They gthin walls in this building.” She
moved her elbow and knocked her empty glass ofatheof the sofa. “Oh, Lord. Santa,
maybe you oughta go tell Angelo to run along. | gabh me a taxi. Tell him he can run
out the back way. It’s easier for him. You know?”

“| see whatcha mean, honey.” Santa turned toRdbichaux. “Listen, when you seen
my friend and me down by the bowling alley, yourdiddee no man with us, huh?”

“You ladies was all alone.”

“Wasn’t that the night A. got himself arres?édiirs. Reilly whispered to Santa.

“Oh, yeah, Irene. You come by for me in that of yours. You remember the fender
came loose entirely right in front the bowling glfe

“I know. | got it in the backseat. Ignatiugi® one made me wreck that car, he got me
so nervous from the backseat.”

“Aw, no,” Mr. Robichaux said. “The one thingcan’t stand is a poor loser or a bad
sport.”

“If somebody does me dirt,” Santa continuddry to turn the other cheek. You know
what | mean? That's the Christian way. Ain’t thight, Irene?”

“That’s right, darling,” Mrs. Reilly agreed Ifizeartedly. “Santa, sweet, you got some
nice aspirins?”

“Irene!” Santa said angrily. “You know, Mr. Bichaux, now suppose you saw that
cop that took you in.”

“I hope | never see him again,” Mr. Robichasaid with emotion. “He’s a dirty
communiss. Them people want to set up a police.Stat

“Yeah, but just supposing. Wouldn't you forgignd forget?”

“Santa,” Mrs. Reilly interrupted, “I think I'ngonna run in the kitchen and see if you
got some nice aspirins.”

“It was the disgrace,” Mr. Robichaux said @n&. “My whole family heard about it.
The police called up my daughter.”

“Aw, that ain’t nothing,” Santa said. “Everyiy gets took in some time in they life.
You see her?” Santa picked up the photograph lfaceg down on the mantelpiece and
showed it to her two guests. “My poor dear mommhe Police took her out the
Lautenschlaeger Market four times for disturbing tfeace.” Santa paused to give the
snapshot a moist kiss. “You think she cared? Not he

“That’s your momma?” Mrs. Reilly asked intaefly. “She had it hard, huh? Mothers
got a hard road to travel, believe me.”

“So, as | was saying,” Santa continued, “I Wdott feel bad about getting arrested.
Policeman got them a hard line of work. Sometintesytmake a mistake. They only
human, after all.”

“| always been a decent citizen,” Mrs. Reghid. “I wanna go wrench out my glass in
the zink.”

“Oh, go sit down, Irene. Lemme talk to Mr. Rdtaux.”

Mrs. Reilly went over to the old console radiod poured herself a glass of Early
Times.



“I'll never forget that Patrolman Mancuso,” MRobichaux was saying.

“Mancuso?” Santa asked with great surprisegdt plenty relatives with that very
same name. As a matter of fact, one of them’s erfdite. As a matter of fact, he’'s here
now.”

“I think | hear Ignatius calling me. | bettgo.”

“Calling you?” Santa asked. “Whadda you mdaene? Ignatius is six miles away
uptown. Look, we ain’t even give Mr. Robichaux &#ér Fix him a drink, kid, while | go
get Angelo.” Mrs. Reilly studied her drink furioysh the hope of turning up a roach or
at least a fly. “Gimme that coat, Mr. Robichaux. &ttha friends call you?”

“Claude.”

“Claude, I'm Santa. And that there’s Irenenke, say ‘hello.”

“Hello,” Mrs. Reilly said automatically.

“You two make friends while I'm gone,” Santaid and disappeared into the other
room.

“How’s that fine big boy of yours?” Mr. Robiabx asked to end the silence that had
fallen.

“Who?”

“Your son.”

“Oh, him. He’s okay.” Mrs. Reilly's mind flewack to Constantinople Street where
she had left Ignatius writing in his room and muimdplsomething about Myrna Minkoff.
Through the door, Mrs. Reilly had heard Ignatiugrsgto himself, “She must be lashed
until she drops.”

There was a long silence broken only by theewit sipping noises that Mrs. Reilly
made on the rim of her glass.

“You want some nice potato chips?” Mrs. Refllyally asked, for she found that the
silence made her even more ill at ease.

“Yeah, | think | would.”

“They right in the bag next to you.” Mrs. Reiwatched Mr. Robichaux open the
cellophane package. His face and his gray gabamiiiteboth seemed to be neat and
freshly pressed. “Maybe Santa needs some help. &slyb went and fell down.”

“She just left the room a minute ago. Shedlldack.”

“These floors are dangerous,” Mrs. Reilly aled, studying the shiny linoleum
intently. “You could slip down and crack your skwlide open.”

“You gotta be careful in life.”

“Ain’t that the truth. Me, I'm always careful.

“Me, too. It pays to be careful.”

“It sure does. That’s what Ignatius said jirgt other day,” Mrs. Reilly lied. “He says
to me, ‘Momma, it sure pays to be careful, dor?tAnd | says to him, ‘That’s right, son.
Take care.”

“That’s good advice.”

“I'm all the time giving Ignatius advice. Yoknow? I'm always trying to help him
out.”

“I bet you a good momma. | seen you and tlegt dlowntown plenty times, and |
always thought what a fine-looking big boy he whds.kinda stands out, you know?”

“I try with him. | say, ‘Be careful, son. Wétoyou don't slip down and crack your
skull open or fracture a arm.” Mrs. Reilly suckatlthe ice cubes a bit. “Ignatius learned



safety at my knee. He's always been grateful fat.th

“That’s good training, believe me.”

“I tell Ignatius, | say, ‘Take care when yowss the street, son.”

“You gotta watch out in traffic, Irene. Yourdbmind if | call you by your first name,
huh?”

“Feel free.”

“Irene’s a pretty name.”

“You think so? Ignatius says he don't liké Nirs. Reilly crossed herself and finished
her drink. “I sure got a hard road, Mr. Robichaluaton’t mind telling you.”

“Call me Claude.”

“As God is my witness, | got a awful crossear. You wanna nice drink?”

“Yeah, thanks. Not too strong, though. I'm addrinking man.”

“Oh, Lord,” Mrs. Reilly sniffed, filling two @sses to the rim with whiskey. “When |
think of all | take. Sometimes | could really hawe a good cry.”

With that, Mrs. Reilly burst into loud, wilears.

“Aw, don’t cry,” Mr. Robichaux pleaded, comf#éy confused by the tragic turn the
evening was apparently taking.

“| gotta do something. | gotta call the authes to come take that boy away,” Mrs.
Reilly sobbed. She paused to take a mouthful ofyHames. “Maybe they put him in a
detention home or something.”

“Ain’t he thirty years old?”

“My heart’s broke.”

“Ain’t he writing something?”

“Some foolishness nobody never gonna feel ld&ding. Now him and that Myrna
writing insults to each other. Ignatius is tellimg he’s gonna get that girl good. Ain't that
awful? Poor Myrna.”

Mr. Robichaux, unable to think of anythingsiay, asked, “Why don’t you get a priest
to talk to your boy?”

“A priest?” Mrs. Reilly wept. “Ignatius wonlisten to no priest. He calls the priest in
our parish a heretic. They had a big fight wheratars’ dog died.” Mr. Robichaux could
find no comment for that enigmatic statement. “dsaawful. | thought I'd get throwed
out the Church. | don’'t know where that boy gets idieas from. It's a good thing his
poor poppa’s dead. He’'d be breaking his poor faherart with that weenie wagon.”

“What weenie wagon?”

“He’s out on the streets pushing a weenie wagbover.”

“Oh. He’s got him a job now.”

“A job?” Mrs. Reilly sobbed. “It's all over mpeighborhood. The lady next door’s
been asking me a million questions. All ConstargladStreet’s talking about him. When
| think of all the money | spent on that boy’s edtiegn. You know, | thought chirren was
supposed to comfort you in your old age. What larambmfort Ignatius is giving me?”

“Maybe your boy went to school too long,” NRobichaux advised. “They got plenty
communiss in them colleges.”

“Yeah?” Mrs. Reilly asked with interest, dabdiat her eyes with the skirt of her green
taffeta cocktail dress, unaware that she was stgpivin Robichaux the wide runs in her
stockings at the knee. “Maybe that's what's wronghwignatius. It's just like a
communiss to treat his momma bad.”



“Ax that boy what he thinks of democracy some time.”

“I sure will,” Mrs. Reilly said happily. Ignats was just the type to be a communist.
He even looked like one a little. “Maybe | can schim.”

“That boy shouldn’t be giving you trouble. Ygot a very fine character. | admire that
in a lady. When | recognized you down by the boglalley with Miss Battaglia, | says
to myself, ‘I hope | can meet her some time.”

“You said that?”

“I admired your integrity, standing up for thay in front that dirty cop, especially if
you got troubles with him at home. That takes cgera

“I wisht | woulda let Angelo take him away. Mo of this other stuff woulda happened.
Ignatius woulda been locked up safe in jail.”

“Who's Angelo?”

“There! | hadda go open my big mouth. WhatitsClaude?”

“Something about Angelo.”

“Lord, lemme go see if Santa’s okay. Poorghidaybe she burnt herself on the stove.
Santa’s all the time getting herself burnt. She'take care around the fire, you know.”

“She woulda screamed if she was burnt.”

“Not Santa. She’s got plenty courage, that §ou won't hear a word outta her. It's
that strong Italian blood.”

“Christ Awmight!” Mr. Robichaux screamed, jumg to his feet. “That’s him!”

“What?” Mrs. Reilly asked in panic, and, loogi around, saw Santa and Angelo
standing in the doorway of the room. “You see, &ahtknew this was gonna happen.
Lord, my nerves is shot already! | shoulda stayamtidr”

“If you wasn't a dirty cop, I'd punch you righn the nose,” Mr. Robichaux was
screaming at Angelo.

“Aw, take it easy, Claude,” Santa said calrf¥yngelo here didn’'t mean no harm.”

“He ruint me, that communiss.”

Patrolman Mancuso coughed violently and lookiegpressed. He wondered what
terrible thing would happen to him next.

“Oh, Lord, | better go,” Mrs. Reilly said despngly. “The last thing | need is a fight.
We'll be all over the newspaper. Ignatius’ll redlg happy then.”

“How come you brought me here?” Mr. Robichasked Santa wildly. “What is
this?”

“Santa, honey, you wanna call me a nice taxi?”

“Aw, shut up, Irene,” Santa answered. “Nowdis Claude, Angelo says he’s sorry he
took you in.”

“That don’t mean nothing. It's too late to fesorry. | was disgraced in front my
granchirren.”

“Don’'t be mad at Angelo,” Mrs. Reilly pleadetit was all Ignatius’ fault. He's my
own flesh and blood, but he sure does look funngmwhe goes out. Angelo shoulda
locked him up.”

“That’s right,” Santa added. “Listen at whegrie’s telling you, Claude. And watch out
you don’t step on my poor little niece’s phonograpy

“If Ignatius woulda been nice to Angelo, nasfethis woulda happened,” Mrs. Reilly
explained to her audience. “Just look at the caldrAngelo’s got. He’s got him a hard
road, Claude.”



“You tell him, girl,” Santa said. “Angelo gthat cold on account of he took you in,
Claude.” Santa waved a stubby finger at Mr. Rohigha little accusingly. “Now he’s
stuck in a toilet. Next thing they gonna kick hifffithe force.”

Patrolman Mancuso coughed sadly.

“Maybe | got a little excited,” Mr. Robichawonceded.

“I shouldn’t of toog you id,” Angelo breathet.got nerbous.”

“It was all my fault,” Mrs. Reilly said, “fotrying to protect that Ignatius. | should of
let you lock him away, Angelo.” Mrs. Reilly turndeer white, powdery face to Mr.
Robichaux. “Mr. Robichaux, you don’'t know Ignatidtse makes trouble everyplace he
goes.”

“Somebody oughta punch that Ignatius in thgerioSanta said eagerly.

“Somebody oughta punch him in the mouth,” MRsilly added.

“Somebody oughta beat up on that Ignatiusyit&aaid. “Now come on. Everybody
make friends.”

“Okay,” Mr. Robichaux said. He took Angelo’kib-white hand and shook it limply.

“Ain’t that nice,” Mrs. Reilly said. “Come sidn the sofa, Claude, and Santa can play
her precious little niece’s high-fly.”

While Santa put a Fats Domino record on thenplgraph, Angelo, sniffling and
looking a little confused, sat down on the kitclodrair across from Mrs. Reilly and Mr.
Robichaux.

“Now ain’t this nice,” Mrs. Reilly screameditintly over the deafening piano and
bass. “Santa, honey, you wanna turn that downle?it

The thumping rhythm decreased slightly in votu

“Okay,” Santa shouted at her guests. “Now y@vedy make friends while | go get us
some plates for my good potatis salad. Hey, comdrene and Claude. Let's see you
kids shake a leg.”

The two little coal-black eyes scowled downhatr from the mantelpiece as she
stomped gaily out of the room. The three guestsywded in the pounding beat of the
phonograph, silently studied the rose-colored walfgl the floral patterns on the
linoleum. Then, suddenly, Mrs. Reilly screamedhe two gentleman, “You know what?
Ignatius was running the water in the tub whenftl lend | bet he forgot to turn it off.”
When no one answered, she added, “Mothers gotdarbad.”

nine

“WE GOT A COMPLAINT on you from the Board ofddlth, Reilly.”

“Oh, is that all? From the expression on ytage, | thought that you were having
some sort of epileptic seizure,” Ignatius said to Mlyde through his mouthful of hot
dog and bun, bumping his wagon into the garageaml afraid to guess what the
complaint could be or how it could have originateassure you that | have been the very
soul of cleanliness. My intimate habits are aba@each. Carrying no social diseases, |
don’t see what | could possibly transmit to yout Hogs that they do not already have.
Look at these fingernails.”

“Don’t gimme none of your bullshit, you fat o’ Mr. Clyde ignored the paws that



Ignatius had extended for inspection. “You onlyrbea the job a few days. | got guys
working for me for years never been in trouble viftb Board.”

“No doubt they're more foxy than I.”

“They got this man was checking on you.”

“Oh,” Ignatius said calmly and paused to cha@wthe tip of the hot dog that was
sticking from his mouth like a cigar butt. “So tsatvho that obvious appendage of
officialdom was. He looked like an arm of the bweacy. You can always tell
employees of the government by the total vacandgiwbccupies the space where most
other people have faces.”

“Shut up, you big slob. Did you pay for thatemie you eating?”

“Well, indirectly. You may subtract it from myiserable wage.” Ignatius watched as
Mr. Clyde jotted some numbers on a pad. “Tell mbawarchaic sanitary taboo have |
violated? | suspect that it's some falsificationtba part of the inspector.”

“The Board says they seen the vendor with Nem3gven... that’s you...”

“So it is. Thrice-blessed Seven! I'm guilty dmat count. They've already pinned
something on me. | imagined that Seven would imlhjcbe an unlucky cart. | want
another cart as soon as possible. Apparently | ashipg a jinx about the streets. | am
certain that | can do better with some other wagamew cart, a new start.”

“Will you listen to me?”

“Well, if | really must. | should perhaps wayau that | am about to faint from anxiety
and general depression, though. The film | sawragit was especially grueling, a teen-
age beach musical. | almost collapsed during thgirsj sequence on surfboard. In
addition, | suffered through two nightmares lagihtj one involving a Scenicruiser bus.
The other involved a girl of my acquaintance. ltswather brutal and obscene. If |
described it to you, you would no doubt becomenhteged.”

“They seen you picking a cat out the gutteSbnloseph Street.”

“Is that the best that they can do? What aublie,” Ignatius said and with a flip of
his tongue pulled in the last visible portion of tot dog.

“What was you doing on St. Joseph Street?’'Jladlt warehouses and wharfs out
there. They’'s no people on St. Joseph. That's verh en our routes.”

“Well, | didn’t know that. | had only feeblyhambled out there to rest a while.
Occasionally a pedestrian happened along. Unforynfor us, they did not seem to be
in hot dog moods.”

“So youwasthere? No wonder you not selling nothing. And 1 ggigou was playing
with that goddam cat!”

“Now that you mention it, | do seem to rememéelomesticated animal or two in the
vicinity.”

“So you was playing with the cat.”

“No, | was not ‘playing’ with the cat. | onlgicked it up to fondle it a bit. It was a
rather appealing calico. | offered it a hot dogwewer, the cat refused to eat it. It was an
animal with some taste and decency.”

“You realize what a serious violation thatyisy big ape?”

“No, | am afraid | don't,” Ignatius said anlgri“It has apparently been taken for
granted that the cat was unclean. How do we kn@it?tiCats are notoriously sanitary,
continuously licking at themselves when they suspet there is the slightest cause for
offense. That inspector must have some prejudieenagcats. This cat hasn’t been given



a chance.”

“We not talking about this cat!” Mr. Clyde dawith such vehemence that Ignatius was
able to see the purple veins swelling around thi#gewld scar on his nose. “We talking
about you.”

“Well, 1 certainly am clean. We've already clissed that. | just wanted to see that the
cat got a fair hearing. Sir, am | going to be essl harassed? My nerves are nearing
total decay already. When you checked my fingesnaimoment ago, | hope that you
noticed the frightening vibration of my hands. | v hate to sue Paradise Vendors,
Incorporated, to pay the psychiatrist's fees. Peshgou do not know that | am not
covered by any hospitalization plan. Paradise Ves)dof course, is too paleolithic to
consider offering its workers such benefits. Adyair, | am growing quite dissatisfied
with conditions at this disreputable firm.”

“Why, what's wrong?” Mr. Clyde asked.

“Everything, I'm afraid. On top of that, | dorfeel at all appreciated.”

“Well, at least you show up every day. I'lvgiyou that.”

“That is only because | would be beaten sesselith a baked wine bottle if | dared
stay at home. Opening the door of my home is liteuding into the den of a lioness. My
mother is becoming increasingly abusive and vicious

“You know, Reilly, | don’t wanna fire you,” MClyde said in a paternal tone. He had
heard the sad tale of vendor Reilly: the drunkenher the damages that had to be paid,
the threat of penury for both son and mother, tlo¢her’s lascivious friends. “I'm gonna
fix you up with a new route and give you anothearate. | got some merchandising
gimmicks maybe help you out.”

“You may send a map of my new route to the taleward at Charity Hospital. The
solicitous nuns and psychiatrists there can help deeipher it between shock
treatments.”

“Now shut up.”

“You see that? You've destroyed my initiateleeady,” Ignatius belched. “Well, | do
hope that you have selected a scenic route, playesmmething in a park area where
there are ample seating accommodations for suéfdrem tired, stunned feet. When |
rose this morning, my ankles gave way. Fortunatedyabbed for the bedpost in time.
Otherwise, | would have landed on the floor in aken heap. My tarsi are apparently
about to throw in the towel completely.”

Ignatius limped around Mr. Clyde to illustrakes desert boots scuffing along the oily
cement.

“Stop that, you big slob. You ain’t crippled.”

“Not completely as of yet! However, variousahibones and ligaments are beginning
to wave a white flag of surrender. My physical apgisseem to be preparing to announce
a truce of some sort. My digestive system has dleessed functioning altogether. Some
tissue has perhaps grown over my pyloric valvejrsgé forever.”

“I’'m gonna put you down in the French Quatter.

“What?” Ignatius thundered. “Do you think tHaam going to perambulate about in
that sinkhole of vice? No, | am afraid that the @erais out of the question. My psyche
would crumble in that atmosphere. Besides, theetstrare very narrow and dangerous
there. | could easily be struck down in trafficher wedged against a building.”

“Take it or leave it, you fat bastard. Thdtie last chance you get.” Mr. Clyde’s scar



was beginning to whiten again.

“It is? Well, please don't have another seszifou may tumble into that vat of franks
and scald yourself. If you insist, | imagine thaghall have to trundle my franks down
into Sodom and Gomorrah.”

“Okay. Then it's settled. You come in tomorrovorning, we’ll fix you up with some
gimmicks.”

“I can’t promise you that many hot dogs wil sold in the Quarter. | will probably be
kept busy every moment protecting my honor agdhtse fiends who live down there.”

“You get mostly the tourist trade in the Qeait

“That’s even worse. Only degenerates go tgurifersonally, | have been out of the
city only once. By the way, have | ever told yowabthat particular pilgrimage to Baton
Rouge? Outside the city limits there are many herfo

“No. | don’t wanna hear about it.”

“Well, too bad for you. You might have gainedme valuable insights from the
traumatic tale of that trip. However, | am gladttigau do not want to hear of it. The
psychological and symbolic subtleties of the joyrn@robably wouldn’t be
comprehended by a Paradise Vendors mentality. frately, I've written it all down, and
at some time in the future, the more alert amomgréading public will benefit from my
account of that abysmal sojourn into the swampsh&inner station of the ultimate
horror.”

“Now listen here, Reilly.”

“In the account | struck upon an especiallytatle simile in comparing the
Scenicruiser bus to a loop-the-loop in a surreal@husement park.”

“Now shut up!” Mr. Clyde screamed, waving fosk menacingly. “Let’s go over your
receipts for today. How much did you sell?”

“Oh, my God,” Ignatius sighed. “I knew thatd/get to that sooner or later.”

The two haggled over the profits for severahutes. Ignatius had actually spent the
morning sitting at Eads Plaza watching the hartadfi¢ and jotting some notes about the
history of shipping and Marco Polo in a Big Chieblet. Between notes, he had
contemplated means of destroying Myrna Minkoff Ihad reached no satisfactory
conclusion. His most promising scheme had involgetding a book on munitions from
the library, constructing a bomb, and mailing it plain paper to Myrna. Then he
remembered that his library card had been revokkd. afternoon had been wasted on
the cat; Ignatius had tried to trap the cat inliha compartment and take it home for a
pet. But it had escaped.

“It seems to me that you would be generousighdo give some sort of discount to
your own employees,” Ignatius said importantly aféa audit of the day’s receipts
showed that, upon subtracting the cost of the bgsde had eaten, his take-home pay
for the day was exactly a dollar and twenty-fivatse “After all, | am becoming your
best customer.”

Mr. Clyde stuck the fork in Vendor Reilly’s fifler and ordered him out of the garage,
threatening him with dismissal if he didn't show egarly to begin working the French
Quarter.

Ignatius flapped off to the trolley in a darlood and rode uptown belching Paradise
gas so violently that, although the car was crowdecne would sit next to him.

When he walked into the kitchen, his mothexeted him by falling to her knees and



saying, “Lord, tell me how come you sent me thisilée cross to bear? What | done,
Lord? Tell me. Send me a sign. | been good.”

“Stop that blasphemy this moment,” Ignatiuseamed. Mrs. Reilly was questioning
the ceiling with her eyes, seeking an answer antbeggrease and cracks. “What a
greeting | receive after a discouraging day bajtfor my very existence on the streets of
this savage town.”

“What's them bo-bos on your hand?” Ignatiusked at the scratches he had received
in trying to persuade the cat to remain in the tampartment.

“I had a rather apocalyptic battle with a gitag prostitute,” Ignatius belched. “Had it
not been for my superior brawn, she would have esheky wagon. Finally she limped
away from the fray, her glad rags askew.”

“Ignatius!” Mrs. Reilly cried tragically. “Evg day it seems you getting worst and
worst. What’s happening to you?”

“Get your bottle out of the oven. It must lmnd by now.”

Mrs. Reilly looked at her son slyly and askétynatius, you sure you not a
communiss?”

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius bellowed. “Every dayin subjected to a McCarthyite witch
hunt in this crumbling building. No! | told you lee. | am not a fellow traveler. What in
the world has put that into your head?”

“I read someplace in the paper where theyp@oity communiss at college.”

“Well, fortunately | didn't meet them. Had therossed my path, they would have
been beaten to within an inch of their lives. Dauyhink that | want to live in a
communal society with people like that Battagligw@waintance of yours, sweeping streets
and breaking up rocks or whatever it is people @mays doing in those blighted
countries? What | want is a good, strong monarchly @& tasteful and decent king who
has some knowledge of theology and geometry acdltivate a Rich Inner Life.”

“A king? You want a king?”

“Oh, stop babbling at me.”

“I never heard of nobody wanted a king.”

“Please!” Ignatius pounded a paw into thelotflt on the kitchen table. “Sweep the
porch, visit Miss Annie, call the Battaglia bawdagtice with your bowling ball out in
the alley. Let me alone! | am in a very bad cycle.”

“What you mean, ‘cycle’?”

“If you do not stop molesting me, | shall cten the prow of your broken Plymouth
with the bottle of wine in the oven,” Ignatius stear.

“Fighting with some poor girl in the streeMrs. Reilly said sadly. “Ain’t that awful.
And right in front a weenie wagon. Ignatius, | thiyou need help.”

“Well, 1 am going to watch television,” Ignas said angrily. “The Yogi Bear program
is coming on.”

“Wait a minute, boy.” Mrs. Reilly rose fromehfloor and pulled a small manila
envelope out of a pocket in her sweater. “Heres Thime for you today.”

“Oh?” Ignatius asked with interest, seizing tlttle tan envelope. “I imagine that you
have memorized its contents by now.”

“You better stick your hands in the sink aneemch out them scratches.”

“They can wait,” Ignatius said. He rippedfa envelope. “M. Minkoff has apparently
responded to my missive with a rather frantic uoyehtold her off quite viciously.”



Mrs. Reilly sat down and crossed her legsngimg her white socks and old black
patent leather pumps sadly while her son’s blue yelldw eyes scanned the unfolded
Macy’s bag on which the letter was written.

Sirs:

Well, at last | heard from you, Ignatius. Aadick, sick letter it was. | won't go into the “ePants”
letterhead on that stationery. It is probably yalea of an anti-Semitic prank. It's a good thingtthim
above attack on that level. | never thought tfeatwould stoop so low. Live and learn.

Your comments about the lecture showed a petty jealousy | didn’t expect from someone wharmka
to be so broad and non-committed. Already the tecisi beginning to interest several dedicated meopl
know. One person who has promised to come (andjts@veral sharp friends, too) is a brilliant new
contact | made during rush hour on the Jerome Awdime. His name is Ongah, and he is an exchange
student from Kenya who is writing a dissertatiorNaY.U. on the French symbolists of the 19th céit.
course, you would not understand or like a briliand dedicated guy like Ongah. | could listenita talk
for hours. He is serious and does not come on aliithf that pseudo stuff like you always did. Wikaigah
says is meaningful. Ongahtigal and vital. He is virile and aggressive. He ripseslity and tears aside
concealing veils.

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius slobbered. “The minxshiaeen raped by a Mau-Mau.”

“What's that?” Mrs. Reilly asked suspiciously.

“Go turn on the television set and warm it"ugnatius said absently and returned to
his furious reading of the letter.

He is not a bit like you, as you can imagiHe. is also a musician and a sculptor and spendy eve
minute in some real and meaningful activity, cregtand sensing. His sculpture almost leaps ouaalas
you, it is so filled with life and being.

At least your letter let me know that you atéd alive, if you can call what you do ‘livingWhat were
all these lies about being connected with the “fooerchandising industry?” Is this some attack on my
father’s restaurant supply business? If so, thdti’'tiget to me either because my father and | Heeen at
ideological odds for years. Let’s face it, Ignati®nce | saw you last, you have done nothing mut |
around rotting in your room. Your hostility to mgdture is a manifestation of your feelings of faglu
nonaccomplishment, and mental (?) impotence.

“This liberal doxy must be impaled upon thenmher of a particularly large stallion,”
Ignatius mumbled furiously.
“What? What's that, boy?”

Ignatius, a very bad crack-up is on the wapu Yhust desomethingEven volunteer work at a hospital
would snap you out of your apathy, and it wouldlqadaly be non-taxing on your valve and other things.
Get out of that womb-house for at least an houay @lake a walk, Ignatius. Look at the trees amdsbi
Realize that life is surging all around you. Théveacloses because it thinks it is living in a deaganism.
Open your heart, Ignatius, and you will open yoaive

If you are having any sex fantasies, desdfileen in detail in your next letter. | may be alddrterpret
their meaning for you and help you through thisgbeysexual crisis you are having. When | was at
college, | told you many times that you would umgdea psychotic phase of this sort.

| thought you might be interested in knowihgttl've just read irBocial Revulsiothat Louisiana has
the highest illiteracy rate in the U.S. Come oonirunder the mess before it’s too late. | reallg'dmind
what you wrote about the lecture. | understand ymundition, Ignatius. The members of my group thgra
group are all following your case with intereshéve told it to them chapter by chapter beginniiity the
paranoid fantasy, adding certain background comaniesi, and they are all rooting for you. If | weret
so busy with the lecture, 1 would take off on adesverdue inspection tour and come to see you peliso
Hold on until we meet again.



M. Minkoff

Ignatius folded the letter violently; thentoled the folded Macy’s bag into a ball and
heaved it into the garbage pail. Mrs. Reilly lookecher son’s reddened face and asked,
“What that girl wants? What she’s doing nowadays?”

“Myrna is preparing to bray at some unfortenidegro. In public.”

“Ain’t that awful. You sure pick up with fin&iends, Ignatius. Them colored people
already got it hard, boy. They got a hard road, Life’s hard, Ignatius. You'll learn.”

“Thank you very much,” Ignatius said in a messlike manner.

“You know that poor old colored lady sells ih@ralines in front the cemetery? Aw,
Ignatius. | really feel sorry for her. The otheydaeen her wearing a little cloth coat full
of holes, and it was cold out. So | says to henyls, ‘Hey, honey, you gonna catch your
death of cold wearing that little cloth coat fulllwles.’ And she says...”

“Please!” Ignatius shouted furiously. “I amtmothe mood for a dialect story.”

“Ignatius, listen to me. That lady’s pitifyleah. She says, ‘Oh, | don’t mind the cold,
sugar. I'm used to it.” Ain’'t that brave?” Mrs. Rgilooked emotionally at Ignatius for
agreement but was treated only to a sneering mchestdAin't that something. So, you
know what | done, Ignatius. | give her a quarted &says, ‘Here, darling, go buy you a
trinket for your little granchirren.”

“What?” Ignatius exploded. “So that is where profits are going. While | am almost
reduced to begging on the streets, you are flinging money away at frauds. That
woman’s clothing is all a ruse. She has a wondeltficrative location at that cemetery.
Doubtlessly she makes ten times more than | do.”

“Ignatius! She’s all broke down,” Mrs. Reilbaid sadly. “I wish you was as brave as
she is.”

“| see. Now | am being compared to a degepayhat female fraud. Worse, | am losing
in the comparison. My own mother daring to malige so.” Ignatius thrust a paw onto
the oilcloth. “Well, | have had enough of this. I'going into the parlor to watch the Yogi
Bear program. Between wine breaks, bring me a smdckome sort. My valve is
screaming for appeasement.”

“Shut up over there,” Miss Annie screamed tigto her shutters as Ignatius gathered
his smock about him and swept into the hall contatimy his most important problem:
organizing a new assault against the minx’s efepntThe civil rights assault had failed
because of defections in the ranks. There musth®r assaults which could be launched
in the fields of politics and sex. Preferably got The strategy deserved his full
attention.

Lana Lee was on a barstool, her legs crossetn suede trousers, her muscular
buttocks pinning the stool to the floor and commagdt to support her in perfectly
vertical form. When she moved slightly, the greaisoies of her nether cheeks rippled to
life to prevent the stool from leaning and tottgrieven an inch. The muscles rippled
around the cushion of the stool and grabbed itlihglit erect. Long years of practice
and usage had made her rump an unusually veraatilelexterous thing.

Her body had always amazed her. She had extéiree of charge, yet she had never
bought anything that had helped her as much asbthdy had. At these rare moments



when Lana Lee grew sentimental or even religiobs,tkanked God for His goodness in
forming a body that was also a friend. She replagddift by giving it magnificent care,
expert service and maintenance that was given tiéh emotionless precision of a
mechanic.

Today was Darlene’s first dress rehearsalev minutes earlier Darlene had arrived
with a large dress box and disappeared backstage looked at Darlene’s gadget on the
stage. A carpenter had made a stand that lookediltkatrack but instead of hooks there
were large rings attached to the top of the stanabltAree rings on chains hung from the
top at different heights. What Lana had seen ofdtteso far was not promising, but
Darlene said that the costuming would transformpédormance into a thing of beauty.
Lana couldn’t complain all things considered, steswlad that she had let Darlene and
Jones talk her into permitting Darlene to perfo8he was getting the act cheap, and she
had to admit that the bird was very good, a skidad professional performer who almost
made up for the act’'s human deficiencies. The othdrs along the street might get the
tiger, chimp, and snake trade. The Night of Joy th&dbird trade in the bag, and Lana’s
peculiar knowledge of one aspect of humanity t@dthat the bird trade might indeed be
very large.

“Okay, Lana, we’re ready,” Darlene called tdfge.

Lana looked over at Jones, who was sweepingheubooths in a cloud of cigarette
smoke and dust and said, “Put the record on.”

“Sorry. Recor plain star at thirty a week. Valtio

“Put down that broom and get on that phondgiagfore | call up the precinct,” Lana
hollered at him.

“And you get off your stool and get on thatopbgraph before | call up the precinc
and ax them po-lice mothers make a search for gguinan frien who disappear. Ooo-
wee.”

Lana studied Jones’ face, but his eyes wevesible behind the smoke and dark
glasses.

“What was that?” she asked finally.

“The only thing you ever be givin the orphansiphlus. Whoa! Don gimme no shit
about no motherfuckin record player. As soon astk open this orphan case, | callin a
po-lice myself. | sick and tire of workin in thiathouse below the minimal wage and
getting intimidatia all the time.”

“Hey, kids, where’s our music?” Darlene’s wicalled eagerly.

“What can you prove to the cops?” Lana asketbs.

“Hey! Then theyis somethin crooker with the orphans. Whoa! | knowteallialong.
Well, if you ever plannin to call up a po-lice albbowe, | plannin to call up a po-lice about
you. Phones at po-lice headquarters really be ham@®bo-wee. Now lemme in peace
with my sweepin and moppin. Recor playin prettyathe for color peoples. | probably
break your machine.”

“I'd like to see a jailbait vagrant like youwying to get the cops to believe you,
especially when | tell them you been dipping intp cash register.”

“What's happening?” Darlene inquired from behthe little curtain.

“The only thing | been dippin in around heseaimop bucket fulla dirty water.”

“It's my word against yours. The police alrgagbt their eyes on you. All they need is
to get the word about you from an old pal of théks me. Which one you think they’'ll



believe?” Lana looked at Jones and saw that leac had answered her question. “Now
get on the phonograph.”

Jones threw his broom into a booth and puhenecord oStranger in Paradise.
“Okay, everybody, here we come,” Darlene calledmping on stage with the
cockatoo on her arm. She was wearing a low-cutgeraatin evening dress, and at the
peak of her upswept hair there was a large adlficichid. She made several clumsily
lascivious motions over toward the stand while ¢bekatoo swayed unsteadily on her
arm. Holding onto the top of the stand with onedhashe made a grotesque pass at the

pole with her pelvis and sighed, “Oh.”

The cockatoo was placed in the lowest ring, &ith beak and claw began to climb up
to the next highest ring. Darlene bumped and grarodnd the pole in a sort of orgiastic
frenzy until the bird was on a level with her wai$hen she offered the bird the ring
sewed in the side of her gown. He grabbed at h Wi$ beak and the gown popped open.

“Oh,” Darlene sighed, bumping down to the eddethe little stage to show the
audience the lingerie that showed through the ogeriOh. Oh.”

“Whoa!”

“Stop it, stop it,” Lana screamed and, leapingm her stool, snapped off the
phonograph.

“Hey, what'’s the matter?” Darlene asked iroéended voice.

“It stinks is what’s the matter. For one thirygu're dressed up like a streetwalker. |
want a nice, refined act in my club. | got a dedmrdiness, stupid.”

“Whoa!”

“You look like a whore in that orange dressidAwhat’s all these sounds you're
making like a slut? You look like a drunk nymphagiag out in a alley.”

“But Lana...”

“The bird’s okay. You stink.” Lana stuck a argtte between her coral lips and lit it.
“We gotta rethink the whole act. You look like yauotor’s broke or something. | know
this business. Stripping’s an insult to a womane kind a creeps come in here don't
wanna see a tramp get insulted.”

“Hey!” Jones aimed his cloud at Lana Lee’stHbught you say nice, refine peoples
comin here at night.”

“Shut up,” Lana said. “Now listen, Darlene.ylody can insult a tramp. These jerks
wanna see a sweet, clean virgin get insulted amgpetl. You gotta use youreadfor
Chrissake, Darlene. You gotta pare.| want you to be like a nice, refined girl who'’s
surprised when the bird starts grabbing at youhels.”

“Who says I'm not refined?” Darlene asked dggr

“Okay. You're refined. Then be refined on mgge. That's what gives a tudnama,
goddammit.”

“Ooo-wee. Night of Joy be winnin a Academy Awegth this ack. The bird get one,
too.”

“Get back on my floor.”

“Right away, Scarla O’Horror.”

“Wait a minute,” Lana screamed in the bestlitran of the director in a musical
movie, She had always enjoyed the theatrical aspefcther profession: performing,
posing, composing tableaux, directing acts. “Thiat's

“That's what?” Darlene asked.



“An idea, moron,” Lana answered, holding higlacette before her lips and speaking
through it as if it were a director’'s megaphofdow see this act. You're gonna be a
southern belle type, a big sweet virgin from the Sbuth who'’s got this pet bird on the
old plantation.”

“Say, | like that,” Darlene said enthusiastica

“Of course you do. Now listen to me.” Lana’snchbegan to whirl. This act could be
her theatrical masterpiece. That bird had starityu&Ve get you a big plantation dress,
crinoline, lace. A big hat. A parasol. Very refinégur hair’s on your shoulders in curls.
You're just coming in from a big ball where a Idt sbuthern gentlemen were trying to
feel you up over the fried chicken and hog jowlst Bou cooled them all. Why? Because
you're a lady, dammit. You come onstage. The baWsr, but you still got your honor.
You got your little pet with you to tell it goodriig and you say to it, ‘There was plenty
beaux at that ball, honey, but I still got my hoh®hen the goddam bird starts grabbing
at your dress. You're shocked, you're surprisedynginnocent. But you're too refined
to stop it. Got it?”

“That’s great,” Darlene said.

“That’s drama,” Lana corrected. “Okay, letiggyit a try. Music, maestro.”

“Whoa! Now we really back on the plantatioddnes slid the needle across the first
few grooves of the record. “I'm pretty stupor toeopmy mouth in this miser cathouse.”

Darlene minced out on the stage, sashayingudyn and making a rosebud of her
mouth, said, “There sure was plenty balls at tieaiL) honey, but...”

“Stop!” Lana hollered.

“Give me a chance,” Darlene pleaded. “It's fingt time. | been practicing being an
exotic, not a actress.”

“You can’t remember one simple line like that?

“Darlene got Night of Joy nerves.” Jones cledidhe area in front of the stage. “It
come from low wage and high intimidatia. The birel gettin it, too, pretty soon, be
snarlin and clawin and fallin off its stan. Whoa!”

“Darlene’s your pal, huh? | see she’s alwagssing you magazines,” Lana said
angrily. This Jones was really starting to get urtge lotioned skin. “This act is mostly
your idea, Jones. You sure you wanna see hergerace on the stage?”

“Sure. Whoa! Somebody gotta get ahead in pglase. Anyway, this ack got plenny
class, bring in a lotta trade. | be gettin a raksey!” Jones smiled a yellow crescent that
opened the lower part of his face. “I got all mybgin on that bird.”

Lana had an idea that would help businesshamtlJones. She’d let him go too far
already.

“Good,” Lana said to him. “Now listen to me&n&s. You wanna help out Darlene
here. You think this act is good, huh? | remembau gaid Darlene and the bird was
gonna bring in so much business I'd need a dooriefi, | got a doorman. You.”

“Hey! | ain comin around here at night beldve iminimal wage.”

“You’re coming out on opening night,” Lanadavenly. “You gonna be out front on
the sidewalk. We're gonna rent you a costume. Ré&lSouth doorman. You attract the
people in here. Understand? | wanna see a fullenfarsyour pal and her bird.”

“Shit. 1 quittin this motherfuckin bar. Mayly®u gettin Scarla O’Horror and her ball
eagle on the stage, but you ain gettin a fiel harfront, too.”

“The precinct is gonna be gettin a certairorep



“Maybe they be gettin another orphan repar,’to

“I don't think so.”

Jones knew that this was true. Finally, hel,s&Dkay. | be here on openin night. |
bring in some peoples. | bring in some peoples slawtn your place for good. | be
bringin in peoples like that fat mother got him tireen cap.”

“I wonder where he went to,” Darlene said.

“Shut up and lemme hear you say your linegid_hollered at her. “Your friend here
wants to see you get ahead. He’s gonna help yguDautene. Show him how good you
are.”

Darlene cleared her throat and enunciatedudbre There sure was plenty beaux at
the bowl, honey, but I still got me honor.”

Lana grabbed Darlene and the bird off theest@gd pushed them out into the alley.
Jones listened to the loud sounds of argument &atlipg coming from the alley and
heard one plop of a slap land on someone’s face.

He went behind the bar to get a glass of water contemplated means of sabotage
that could finish Lana Lee forever. Outside, theke®oo was squawking and Darlene
was crying, “l ain’t no actress, Lana. | alreadigtgou.”

Looking down for a moment, Jones saw that Lbae@ had absentmindedly left the
door open on the little cabinet under the baraftérnoon she had been preoccupied with
previewing Darlene’s dress rehearsal. Jones koglhdand, for the first time in the Night
of Joy, took off his sunglasses. At first his eh@sl to adjust to the brighter but still dim
light that revealed crusted dirt on the floor behitme bar. He looked into the little
cabinet, and there he saw neatly stacked aboytaekages wrapped in plain paper. Piled
in the corner were a globe, a box of chalk, aratgel, expensive-looking book.

He did not want to sabotage his discoveryakyng anything from the cabinet. Lana
Lee, with her hawk eyes and bloodhound nose, woattte that right away. He thought
for a moment, then he took the pencil from the aagjster and, running his hand down
the side of the stacked packages, wrote as minatglpossible on the side of each
package the address of the Night of Joy. Like & moia bottle, the address might bring
some reply, perhaps from a legitimate and professisaboteur. An address on a package
wrapped in plain brown paper was as damaging aggerprint on a gun, Jones thought.
It was something that shouldn’t be there. He stdcitee packages back carefully,
straightening the pile to its original symmetry.efhhe placed the pencil on the cash
register and finished his water. He studied ther @ddohe cabinet and decided that it was
open at about the same angle at which he had fibund

He came from behind the bar and resumed hssilidey sweeping just as Lana,
Darlene, and the bird, looking like a small unraigb, burst in from the alley. Darlene’s
orchid was hanging, and the bird’s few feathersewaeffled. Lana Lee, though, was still
well groomed and looked as though some cyclonentieatulously missed only her.

“Okay now, Darlene,” Lana said, grabbing Dadédyy the shoulders. “What the hell
are you supposed to say?”

“Whoa! You sure a understandin director. lbyme makin big movies, half the peoples
in it be dead.”

“Shut up and get on my floor,” Lana said tm&® and shook Darlene a little. “Now
say it right, stupid.”

Darlene sighed hopelessly and said, “There sas plenty bones at that ball, honey,



but I still got my honor.”
I

Patrolman Mancuso leaned against the sergedetk and wheezed, “You gotta tage
me oud thad badroom. | can breed no more.”

“What?” The sergeant looked at the wan figoeéore him, at the watery pink eyes
behind the bifocals, at the dry lips through thdtevlyoatee. “What's wrong with you,
Mancuso? Why can’'t you stand up like a man? Gettirapld. Men on the force don't
catch cold. Men on the force astong”

Patrolman Mancuso coughed wetly into the goate

“You haven't picked up nobody out that bugista Remember what | told you? You
stay there until you bring me somebody.”

“I'b getting pneumodia.”

“Take some cold tablets. Get outta here amdjbme somebody.”

“My at says if | stay iddat badroom, I'b guddie.”

“Your aunt? A grown man like you'’s gotta liste his aunt? Jesus. What kinda people
you know, Mancuso? Old ladies who go sit in stopgs all alone, aunts. You probly
belong to a ladies’ sodality or somethirg@fand up straight.The sergeant studied the
miserable figure that was shaking with the afte@ of a dangerous cough. He didn't
want to be responsible for a death. It would beebdb give Mancuso a probationary
period and kick him off the force. “Okay. Don’t gack to the bus station. Get out on the
streets again and get some sunshine. But listem Her giving you two weeks. If you
don’t bring in nobody by then, you're off the foré®u understand me, Mancuso?”

Patrolman Mancuso nodded, sniffling.

“I'b gudda try. I'b gudda brig you subbody.”

“Stop leaning over me,” the sergeant screafietbn’'t wanna catch your cold. Stand
up. Get outta here. Go take some pills and oramge.jJesus.”

“I'b gudda brig you subbody,” Patrolman Manecusheezed again, this time even
more unconvincingly than the first. Then he drifteff in his novel costume, the
sergeant’s ultimate practical joke on him. He wasamng a baseball cap and a Santa
Claus ouftfit.

v

Ignatius ignored his mother’s pounding on dd®r and crying in the hall about the
fifty cents in wages that he had brought hometierday’s work. Sweeping the Big Chief
tablets, yo-yo, and rubber glove from his deskopened the Journal and began to write:.

Dear Reader,
A good book is the precious life-blood of astea-spirit, embalmed and treasured up on purpasa f
life beyond.
--Milton

The perverted (and | suspect quite dangeroigd of Clyde has devised still another means of
belitting my rather invincible being. At first hbught that | might have found a surrogate fatheéhe czar
of sausage, the mogul of meat. But his resentmmhtjealousy of me are increasing daily; no doubyth
will ultimately overwhelm him and destroy his minthe grandeur of my physique, the complexity of my



worldview, the decency and taste implicit in myr@age, the grace with which | function in the mok
today’s world -- all of these at once confuse astb@nd Clyde. Now he has relegated me to workirtgen
French Quarter, an area which houses every videntha has ever conceived in his wildest aberrations
including, | would imagine, several modern variamtade possible through the wonders of science. The
Quarter is not unlike, 1 would imagine, Soho andaia sections of North Africa. However, the resitieof

the French Quarter, blessed with American “Stick-tiveness” and “Know-how,” are probably straigin
themselves at this moment to equal and surpasariaty and imagination the diversions enjoyed kg th
residents of those other world areas of human degjcn.

Clearly an area like the French Quarter isthetproper environment for a clean-living, chaptedent,
and impressionable young Working Boy. Did Edisoard; and Rockefeller have to struggle against such
odds?

Clyde’s fiendish mind has not stopped at sopte an abasement, however. Because | am allegedly
handling what Clyde calls “the tourist trade,” Masbeen caparisoned in a costume of sorts.

(Judging from the customers | have had onfitésday with the new route, the “tourists” setbe the
same old vagrants | was selling to in the busirdistrict. In a stupor induced by Sterno, they have
doubtlessly stumbled down into the Quarter and,ttau€lyde’s senile mind, qualify as “tourists.tvbnder
whether Clyde has even had an opportunity to sealdyenerates and wrecks and drifters who buy and
apparently subsist on Paradise products. Betwesmttier vendors -- totally beaten and ailing itames
whose names are something like Buddy, Pal, Spap, Buck, and Ace -- and my customers, | am
apparently trapped in a limbo of lost souls. Howgetke simple fact that they have been resounding
failures in our century does give them a certaimitspl quality. For all we know, they may be --etde
crushed wretches -- the saints of our age: bediytifwoken old Negroes with tan eyes; downtrodden
drifters from wastelands in Texas and Oklahomajadisharecroppers seeking a haven in rodent-idfeste
urban rooming houses.

(Nevertheless, | do hope that in my dotage]linot have to rely upon hot dogs for sustenafte sale
of my writings may bring some profit. If need begduld always turn to the lecture circuit, followgin
behind the ghastly M. Minkoff, whose offenses agtitaste and decency have already been described in
detail to you readers, in order to clear away tbelders of ignorance and obscenity which she véliéh
strewn among the various lecture halls of the matRerhaps, however, there will be some persomuality
in her first audience who will wrest her from thedpum and lash her a bit about her erogenous zdnes.
spite of whatever spiritual qualities it may posseskid row is definitely substandard in the mattér
physical comfort, and | seriously doubt whether supstantial and well-formed physique would easily
adapt to sleeping in alleys. | would definitelydeto hang over park benches. Therefore, my sieff isa
safeguard against my ever sinking too low withie 8tructure of our civilization. [After all, | dooh
believe that one must necessarily scrape bottorib vaere, in order to view his society subjectiveiather
than moving vertically downward, one may move hamially outward toward a point of sufficient
detachment where a modicum of creature comfortmar@aecessarily precluded. | was there -- on g1y v
rim of our age -- when my mother’s cataclysmic imperance, as you well know, catapulted me into the
fever of contemporary existence. To be quite hgrestust say that since then things have beennggtti
worse and worse. Conditions have deteriorated. Mfhkny passionless flame, has turned upon me. Even
my mother, the agent of my destruction, has begubite the hand that feeds her. My cycle is dipping
lower and lower. Oh, Fortuna, you capricious sfriersonally, | have found that a lack of food and
comfort, rather than ennobling the spirit, creaiely anxiety within the human psyche and channklsfa
one’s better impulses only toward the end of primgusomething to eat. Even though | do have a Rich
Inner Life, | must have some food and comfort glso.

But back to the matter at hand: Clyde’s vengeaThe vendor who formerly had the Quarter roudee
an improbable pirate’s outfit, a Paradise Vendodgl to New Orleans folklore and history, a Clydian
attempt to link the hot dog with Creole legend.d&yorced me to try it on in the garage. The costuoh
course, had been made to fit the tubercular anéndegeloped frame of the former vendor, and no aou
of pulling and pushing and inhaling and squeezirguleh get it onto my muscular body. Therefore, a
compromise of sorts was made. About my cap | tiedred sateen pirate’s scarf. | screwed the orgegol
earring, a large novelty store hoop of an earramgo my left earlobe. | affixed the black plastitlass to
the side of my white vendor’s smock with a saféaty plardly an impressive pirate, you will say. Hoxsg
when | studied myself in the mirror, | was forcedatdmit that | appeared rather fetching in a dréaowvady.
Brandishing the plastic cutlass at Clyde, | cri8ffalk the plank, Admiral!” This, | should have know
was too much for his literal and sausage-like mihel.grew most alarmed and proceeded to attack itie wi



his spear-like fork. We lunged about in the garkiee two swashbucklers in an especially inept histd
film for several moments, fork and cutlass clickiagainst each other madly. Realizing that my pasti
weapon was hardly a match for a long fork wieldggabnaddened Methuselah, realizing that | was geein
Clyde at hisworst, | tried to end our little duel. | called out padifg words; | entreated; | finally
surrendered. Still Clyde came, my pirate costumgrsat a success that it had apparently convingaed h
that we were back in the golden days of romantichgw Orleans when gentlemen decided matters of hot
dog honor at twenty paces. It was then that a lidgwned in my intricate mind. | know that Clyde was
really trying to kill me. He would have the perfeotcuse: self defense. | had played right intoHaisds.
Fortunately for me, | fell to the floor. | had backinto one of the carts, lost my always precarlmlance,
and had fallen down. Although | struck my head eatbainfully against the cart, | cried pleasantbni the
floor, “You win, sir.” Then | silently paid homage dear old Fortuna for snatching me from the jafvs
death by rusty fork.

I quickly rolled my cart out of the garage &t out for the Quarter. Along the way, many pedes
gave my semicostume favorable notice. My cutlaggpmhg against my side, my earring dangling from my
lobe, my red scarf shining in the sun brightly egiouo attract a bull, | strode resolutely acrossrp
thankful that | was still alive, armoring myselfagst the horrors that awaited me in the Quartemya
loud prayer rose from my chaste pink lips, soméhahks, some of supplication. | prayed to St. Mathu
who is invoked for epilepsy and madness, to aid@llyde (Mathurin is, incidentally, also the patrsaint
of clowns). For myself, | sent a humble greetingSto Medericus, the Hermit, who is invoked against
intestinal disorders. Meditating upon the call fridme grave which | had almost received, | begathittk
about my mother, for | have always wondered whatrbaction would be were | to die in the cause of
paying for her misdeeds. | can see her at the &lin@ishoddy, low-cost affair held in the basenoérsome
dubious funeral parlor. Insane with grief, teardibg from her reddened eyes, she would probaldy By
corpse from the coffin, screaming drunkenly, “Daake him! Why do the sweetest flowers wither aaltl f
from the stem?” The funeral would probably degetgemto a circus, my mother constantly poking her
fingers into the two holes dug in my neck by Mry@#'s rusty fork, crying an illiterate Grecian oco§
curses and vengeance. There would be a certain ranoduspectacle involved in the proceedings, |
imagine. However, with my mother acting as diredoe inherent tragedy would soon become melodrama.
Snatching the white lily from my lifeless handsgeshould break it in half and wail to the throng of
mourners, well-wishers, celebrants, and sightséassthis lily was, so was Ignatius. Now they arettb
snatched and broken.” As she threw the lily badk ithe coffin, her feeble aim would send it flying
directly into my whitened face.

For my mother | sent a prayer flying to SttaZzof Lucca, who spent her life as a house seraadt
practiced many austerities, in the hope that shaldvaid my mother in fighting her alcoholism and
nighttime roistering.

Strengthened by my interlude of worship, telied to the cutlass slapping against my sidesdtreed,
like some weapon of morality, to be spurring meawoivthe Quarter, each plastic slap saying, “Talkathe
Ignatius. Thou hast a terrible swift sword.” | waginning to feel rather like a Crusader.

At last | crossed Canal Street pretendinggtmie the attention paid me by all whom | passdee T
narrow streets of the Quarter awaited me. A vagpatitioned for a hot dog. | waved him away anddr
forth. Unfortunately, my feet could not keep padéhwny soul. Below my ankles, the tissues werengyi
for rest and comfort, so | placed the wagon atctiie and seated myself. The balconies of the adildibgs
hung over my head like dark branches in an allegbfiorest of evil. Symbolically, a Desire bus henld
past me, its diesel exhaust almost strangling nhasi@y my eyes for a moment to meditate and thereby
draw strength, | must have fallen asleep, for lesther being rudely awakened by a policeman standing
next to me prodding me in the ribs with the toéhiaf shoe. Some musk which my system generates must
be especially appealing to the authorities of theegnment. Who else would be accosted by a polinbema
while innocently awaiting his mother before a dépa&nt store? Who else would be spied upon and
reported for picking a helpless stray of a kitteonf a gutter? Like a bitch in heat, | seem to atteacoterie
of policemen and sanitation officials. The worldlvsibomeday get me on some ludicrous pretext; | §imp
await the day that they drag me to some air-caomiiiil dungeon and leave me there beneath the fiotesc
lights and sound-proofed ceiling to pay the prisedcorning all that they hold dear within thettlé latex
hearts.

Rising to my full height -- a spectacle ineifs-- | looked down upon the offending policemamda
crushed him with a comment which, fortunately, &ikefl to understand. Then | wheeled the wagon darth
into the Quarter. Because it was early afterndoeret were few people stirring on the streets. kged that



the residents of the area were still in bed redagdrom whatever indecent acts they had been paifm

the night before. Many no doubt required medictdrdion: a stitch or two here and there in a taifice

or a broken genital. | could only imagine how mamggard and depraved eyes were regarding me
hungrily from behind the closed shutters. | triedd to think about it. Already | was beginning teffdike

an especially toothsome steak in a meat market.eidewy no one called enticingly from the shuttesse
devious mentalities throbbing away in their darlariments were apparently more subtle seducers. |
thought that a note, at least, might flutter dovinfrozen orange juice can came flying out of ondha
windows and barely missed me. | stooped over ackkediit up in order to inspect the empty tin cyénd
for a communication of some sort, but only a viscoesidue of concentrated juice trickled out onhragd.
Was this some obscene message? While | was pogdiwénmatter and staring up at the window from
which the can had been hurled, an old vagrant @upex the wagon and pleaded for a frankfurter.
Grudgingly | sold him one, ruefully concluding thas always, work was interfering at a crucial motne

By now, of course, the window from which th@nchad been sent flying was closed. | rolled farthe
down the street, staring at the closed shuttera fsign of some sort. Wild laughter issued from erthian
one building as | passed. Apparently the deludecupants therein were indulging in some obscene
diversion which amused them. | tried to close nrgini ears to their horrid cackling.

A group of tourists wandered along the strebisir cameras poised, their glittering eyeglastesing
like sparklers. Noticing me, they paused and, iarghMidwestern accents which assailed my delicate
eardrums like the sounds of a wheat thresher (hemavimaginably horrible that must sound), begged m
to pose for a photograph. Pleased by their gra@ttesitions, | acquiesced. For minutes they snappexy
as | obliged them with several artful poses. Stagdiefore the wagon as if it were a pirate’s vedsel
brandished my cutlass menacingly for one espeama#iynorable pose, my other hand holding the prow of
the tin hot dog. As a climax, | attempted to cliatiop the wagon, but the solidity of my physiqueved
too taxing for that rather flimsy vehicle. It beganroll from beneath me, but the gentlemen indhmup
were kind enough to grab it and assist me downlast this affable group bade me farewell. As they
wandered down the street madly photographing evienytin sight, | heard one kindly lady say, “Wasn't
that sad? We should have given her something.” ttinfately, none of the others (doubtless right-wing
conservatives all) responded to her plea for chagty favorably, thinking, no doubt, that a fewntecast
my way would be a vote of confidence for the wedfatate. “He would only go out and spend it on more
liquor,” one of the other women, a shriveled craomgose face bespoke WCTU affiliation, advised her
friends with nasal wisdom and an abundance of hdshApparently the others sided with the WCTU drab,
for the group continued down the street.

I must admit that | would not have turned doamoffering of some sort. A Working Boy can usergv
penny that he can get his ambitious and strivingdeaon. In addition, those photographs could dawee
corn-belt clods a fortune in some photographic esintFor a moment, | considered running behindethes
tourists, but just then an improbable satire oowaist, a wan little figure in Bermuda shorts pagtunder
the weight of a monstrous apparatus with lenses dbdainly must have been a CinemaScope camera,
called out a greeting to me. Upon closer inspectiooted that it was, of all people, Patrolman kl#so. |,
of course, ignored the Machiavel’s faint mongolgith by pretending to tighten my earring. Appangié
has been released from his imprisonment in the n@sh. “How you doing?” he persisted illiterately.
“Where is my book?” | demanded terrifyingly. “I'iils reading it. It's very good,” he answered inrar.
“Profit by its lesson,” | cautioned. “When you hasempleted it, | shall ask you to submit to me &tem
critique and analysis of its message to humanhyith that order still ringing magnificently in thesr, |
strode proudly off down the street. Then, realizihgt | had forgotten the wagon, | returned grartdly
retrieve it. (That wagon is a terrible liability.féel as if | am stuck with a retarded child wheelwes
constant attention. | feel like a hen sitting or garticularly large tin egg.)

Well, here it was almost two o’clock, and Hreold exactly one hot dog. Your Working Boy wotlave
to bustle if success was to be his goal. The oauspaf the French Quarter obviously did not place
frankfurters high on their list of delicacies, atik tourists were not apparently coming to cologfntl
picturesque old N.O. to gorge themselves upon Fsrgoroducts. Clearly | am going to have what is
known in our commercial terminology as a merchangdiproblem. The evil Clyde has in vengeance given
me a route that is a “White Elephant,” a term whiehonce applied to me during the course of orauof
business conferences. Resentment and jealousyalgaire struck me down.

In addition, | must devise some means of iagdl. Minkoffs latest effronteries. Perhaps theaQar
will provide me with some material: a crusade fsté and decency, for theology and geometry, perhap

Social note: A new film featuring my favoritemale star, whose recent circus musical excesmastl



and overwhelmed me, is opening shortly at one @fdibwntown movie palaces. | must somehow get to see
it. Only my wagon stands in the way. Her new fibrbilled as a “sophisticated” comedy in which shesin
certainly reach new heights of perversion and llespy.

Health note: Astonishing weight increase, due doubt to the anxiety which my dear mother’s
increasing unpleasantness is causing me. It isisntrof human nature, that people learn to hatsethzho
help them. Thus, my mother has turned on me.

Suspendedly,

Lance, Your Besieged Working Boy

Vv

The lovely girl smiled hopefully at Dr. Taloé breathed, “I just love your course. |
mean, it's grand.”

“Oh, well,” Talc replied delightedly. “Thatigery kind of you. I'm afraid the course is
rather general...”

“Your approach to history is so vital, so amporary, so refreshingly unorthodox.”

“I do believe that we must cast aside som#hefold forms and approaches.” Talc’s
voice was important, pedantic. Should he invite ttiharming creature to have a drink
with him? “History is, after all, an evolutionaryihg.”

“I know” the girl said, opening her eyes wide enoughhst Talc could lose himself
in their blueness for a moment or two.

“I only wish to interest my students. Let'séait. The average student is not interested
in the history of Celtic Britain. For that mattewrither am I. That’s why, even if | do
admit it myself, | always sense a sort of rapponly classes.”

“I know.” The girl brushed gracefully against Talc's expeastweed sleeve in
reaching for her purse. Talc tingled at her toudfis was the sort of girl who should be
attending college, not ones like that dreadful Miffilgirl, that brutal and slovenly girl
who had almost been raped by one of the janitass gutside of his office. Dr. Talc
shuddered at the very thought of Miss Minkoff. lass she had insulted and challenged
and vilified him at every turn, egging the Reillyonster to join in the attack. He would
never forget those two; no one on the faculty eveuld. They were like two Huns
sweeping down on Rome. Dr. Talc idly wondered dythhad married each other. Each
certainly deserved the other. Perhaps they had defitcted to Cuba. “Some of those
historical characters are so dull.”

“That’s very true,” Talc agreed, eager to j@ny campaign against the figures of
English history, who had been the scourges of kistence for so many years. Simply
keeping track of all of them gave him a headache.pidused to light a Benson and
Hedges and cleared some of the phlegm of Englistoryi from his throat. “They all
made so many foolish mistakes.”

“I know! The girl looked into her compact mirror. Then hegres hardened and her
voice grew a little surly. “Well, | don’t want to agte your time with all this historical
chatter. 1 wanted to ask you what happened to rdrt that | handed in about two
months ago. | mean, I'd like to get some idea o&tkind of trade I’'m going to get in
this course.”

“Oh, yes,” Dr. Talc said vaguely. His hopelfwibble burst. Under their skins students
were all alike. The lovely girl had turned into eieeyed businesswoman checking,
adding the profits of her grades. “You handed regort, did you?”

“I most certainly did. It was in a yellow bied”



“Let me see if | can find it then.” Dr. Talogup and began to look through piles of
various antique term papers, reports, and exammain the top of the bookcase. As he
was rearranging the stacks, an old sheet of witkdltablet paper folded into an airplane
fell out of one binder and glided to the floor. J&lad not noticed the plane, only one of
the many that had come sailing through his transoich window one semester a few
years earlier. As it landed, the girl picked it aipd, seeing that there was writing on the
yellowed paper, unfolded the glider.

“Talc: You have been found guilty of misleagliand perverting the young. | decree
that you be hung by your underdeveloped testictes dead. ZORRO” The girl reread
the red crayon message, and as Talc continuedss pis search on top of the bookcase,
she opened her purse, dropped in the airplanesraaqaped the clasp.

ten

GUS LEVY WAS A NICE GUY. He was also a regutaiow. He had friends among
promoters and trainers and coaches and managerssdtre country. At any arena or
stadium or track Gus Levy could count on knowindeaist one person connected with
the place. He knew owners and ticket sellers aageps. He even got a Christmas card
every year from a peanut vendor who worked the ipgrkot across from Memorial
Stadium in Baltimore. He was very well liked.

Levy's Lodge was where he went between seaddashad no friends there. At
Christmas the only sign of the season at Levy'sgepdhe only barometer of Yuletide
spirit was the appearance of his daughters, whoeteled upon him from college with
demands for additional money coupled with threatdisavow his paternity forever if he
continued to mistreat their mother. For ChristnMss. Levy always compiled not a gift
list but rather a list of the injustices and britieé she had suffered since August. The
girls got this list in their stockings. The onlyftgMrs. Levy asked of the girls was that
they attack their father. Mrs. Levy loved Christmas

Now Mr. Levy was waiting at the lodge for sigripractice to begin. Gonzalez had his
reservations to Florida and Arizona in order. But@vy’'s Lodge it was like Christmas
allover again, and what was going on in Levy's Ledguld have been postponed until
he left for the practice camps, Mr. Levy thought.

Mrs. Levy had stretched Miss Trixie acrossfaigorite couch, the yellow nylon one,
and was rubbing skin cream into the old woman’'sfddow and then Miss Trixie’'s
tongue would flap out and sample a bit of crearmfleer upper lip.

“I'm getting nauseous from watching that,” Mrevy said. “Can’t you take her
outside? It's a nice day.”

“She likes this couch,” Mrs. Levy answeredetlher have some enjoyment. Why
don’t yougo outside and wax your sports car?”

“Silence!” Miss Trixie snarled with the stugkrus false teeth that Mrs. Levy had just
bought her.

“Listen to that,” Mr. Levy said. “She’s realtynning this place.”

“So she’s asserting herself. Does that bogha® The teeth have given her a little self-
confidence. Of course, you begrudge the woman #vwan I'm beginning to understand



why she’s so insecure. I've found out that Gonzadgwres her all day, makes her feel
unwanted in about a hundred different ways. Subzionsly she hates Levy Pants.”

“Who doesn’t?” said Miss Trixie.

“Sad, sad,” was all that Mr. Levy answered.

Miss Trixie grunted and some air whistled tigb her lips.

“Now let’'s cut this out,” Mr. Levy said. “I'vdéet you playa lot of ridiculous games
around here. This one doesn’t even make senseulfwant to open a funeral parlor, I'll
set you up. But not in my rumpus room. Now wipe tp@o off her face and let me drive
her back to town. Let me have some peace whilar’'this house.”

“So. You're angry all of a sudden. At leasuye having a normal response. That's
unusual for you.”

“Are you doing this just to make me angry? Y@un make me angry without all this.
Now let her alone. All she wants is to retire. like torturing a dumb animal.”

“I am a very attractive woman,” Miss Trixie mbled in her sleep.

“Listen to that!” Mrs. Levy cried happily. “Ahyou want to throw her out in the
snow? I'm just getting through to her. She’s likesyanbol of everything you haven't
done.”

Suddenly Miss Trixie leaped up, snarling, “W&ie my eye-shade?”

“This is going to be good,” Mr. Levy said. “Wdill she sinks those five-hundred-
dollar teeth in you.”

“Who took my eyeshade?” Miss Trixie demandiedctly. “Where am 1? Take your
hands off me.”

“Darling,” Mrs. Levy began, but Miss Trixie tafallen asleep on her side, her
creamed face smearing the couch.

“Look, Fairy Godmother, how much have you spam this little game already? I'm
not paying to have that couch re-covered.”

“That'’s right. Spend all your money on thedes. Let this human flounder.”

“You'd better take those teeth out of her nmobiefore she bites off her tongue. Then
she’ll really be stuck.”

“Speaking of tongue, you should have heardhat she told me about Gloria this
morning.” Mrs. Levy made a gesture that indicatedeptance of injustice and tragedy.
“Gloria was the soul of kindness, the first persoryears who took an interest in Miss
Trixie. Then out of the blue you walk in and kickoBa out of her life. | think it's given
her a very bad trauma. The girls would love to kradwut Gloria. They'd ask you some
guestions, believe me.”

“I bet they would. You know, | think you'realty going out of your mind. There ®©
Gloria. If you keep on talking to your little prg# there, she’s going to take you with her
right into the twilight zone. When Susan and Sarwinme home for Easter, they'll find
you bouncing on that board with a paper bag fullagfs in your arms.”

“Oh, oh. | see. Mere guilt about this Glorieident. Fighting, resentment. It’s all
going to end very badly, Gus. Please skip one aof yournaments and go see Lenny’s
doctor. The man works miracles, believe me.”

“Then ask him to take Levy Pants off our hardsilked to three realtors this week.
Every one of them said it was the most unsalaldpenty they'd ever seen.”

“Gus, did | hear correctly? Did | hear you saynething about selling your heritage?”
Mrs. Levy screamed.



“Quiet!” Miss Trixie snarled. “I'll get you p¥ple. Wait and see. You'll get it. I'll get
even.”

“Oh, shut up,” Mrs. Levy shouted at her andssed her back to the couch, where she
promptly dozed off.

“Well, one guy,” Mr. Levy continued calmly, His very aggressive-looking agent,
gave me some hope. Like all the others, he saiohady wants a clothing factory today.
The market’s dead. Your place is outmoded. Thousdod repairs and modernization.
It's got a railroad switch line, but light goodg&di clothes are going by truck today, and
the place is badly located for trucks. Across tdvam the highways. Southern garment
business folding. Even the land’s not worth muche Whole area is becoming a slum.’
And on and on. But this one agent said maybe h&ldoterest some supermarket chain
in buying the factory for a store. Well, that soaddjood. Then the hitch came in. There’s
no parking area around Levy Pants, the neighborbdiwthg median or something is too
low to support a big market, and on and on agaaskid the only hope was renting it
out as a warehouse, but again warehouse revenga®tihigh and the place is badly
located for a warehouse. Something about highwggsiaSo don’t worry. Levy Pants is
still ours, like a chamberpot we inherited.”

“A chamberpot? Your father’s sweat and blosdiichamberpot? | see your motive.
Destroy the last monument to your father’s accoshpfients.”

“Levy Pants is a monument?”

“Why | ever wanted to work there I'll never dw,” Miss Trixie said angrily from
among the pillows where Mrs. Levy had her piniorf8dank goodness poor Gloria got
out of there in time.”

“Pardon me, ladies,” Mr. Levy said, whistlittgough his teeth. “You two can discuss
Gloria alone.”

He got up and went into the whirlpool bath.i\&the water swirled and jetted around
him, he wondered how he might somehow be able topduevy Pants in the lap of some
poor buyer. It must have some uses. A skating rlagym? A Negro cathedral? Then he
wondered what would happen if he carried Mrs. Legxercising table to the seawall
and dumped it into the Gulf. He dried himself caligf put on his terry-cloth robe, and
went back into the rumpus room to get his dopetshee

Miss Trixie was sitting up on the couch. Haecd had been cleaned. Her mouth was an
orange smear. Her weak eyes were accentuated dgwhdlrs. Levy was adjusting a
coiffed black wig over the old woman'’s thin hair.

“What in the world are you doing to me now?isMl Trixie was wheezing at her
benefactress. “You'll pay for this.”

“Do you believe it?” Mrs. Levy asked her hustigroudly, all traces of hostility gone
from her voice. “Just look at that.”

Mr. Levy couldn’t believe it. Miss Trixie lo@d exactly like Mrs. Levy’s mother.

In Mattie’s Ramble Inn, Jones poured a gldssfibeer and sank his long teeth into
the foam.

“That Lee woman ain’t treatin you right, Jofiddr. Watson was telling him. “One
thing | don like to see a colored man make funis$éif for bein colored. That what she



be doin with you fix up like a plantation darky.”

“Whoa! Color cats got it har enough withoubpkes bustin out laughin cause they
color. Shit. I make my mistake when | tell that Lraether a po-lice tell me to get a job. |
shoulda tell her them fair employmen peoples sengirover, scare that gal a little.”

“You better go to the po-lice and tell thermuyguit tin at that place but you gonna fin
you another job.”

“Hey! | ain walkin in no precinc and flappinynmouth at no po-lice. Them po-lice
take one look at me, throw my ass in jail. Whoalo€peoples cain fin no job, but they
sure can fin a openin in jail. Goin in jail the besy you get you somethin to eat regular.
But | rather starveoutside.l rather mop a whore floor than go to jail and baking
plenny license plate and rug and leather belt &itd ISus was stupor enough to get my
ass snatch up in a trap at that Night of Joy. fegfigure this thing out myself.”

“I still say you go to the po-lice and telkth you be between job a little while.”

“Yeah. And maybe | be between job about fifedar. | ain seen no peoples screamin
for unskill color cats. Ooo-wee. Somebody like thaee bastar know plenny po-lice.
Otherwise that B-drinker, knockout drop cathouselbse down long ago. | ain takin no
chance going to no Lee frien in the po-lice andrsdiley, man, | jus be vagran a little
while.” He say, ‘Okay, boy, you be servin jus #éditwhile, too.” Whoa!”

“Well, how the sabotage comin along.”

“Pretty poor. Lee make me work overtime on flber the other day, she see the crap
gettin a little thicker so pretty soon her pooupslr customer be up to they ankle in dus.
Shit. I tol you | wrote a address on one of herarppackage, so if she still distributin
for the United Fun maybe we be gettin some answehat. | sure like to see wha that
address bringin in. Maybe it'll be bringin in a poe. Whoa!”

“It pretty clear you not gettin nowhere. Gdktto the po-lice, man. They understand
your story.”

“| scareof the po-lice, Watson. Ooo-wee. You be scare, ifoggu was jus standin in
Woolsworth and some po-lice drag you off. Espegialhen Lee probly goin roun the
whirl with half the po-lice on the force. Whoa!”rdes sent up what looked like a cloud, a
radioactive one which gradually sent some fallaaw onto the bar and the cooler filled
with pickled meat. “Say, whatever happen to thahblunother was in here that day, the
one workin for Levy Pant? You ever seen him arogeire?”

“The man talking about demonstratin?”

“Yeah, the cat got him that fat white freak &oleader, the one tellin them poor color
peoples they suppose to drop a nucular bum onhteyp factory, kill theirselves and get
what'’s left of their ass throwed in jail.”

“l ain’t seen him since.”

“Shit. | like to fin out where that fat fredddin out. Maybe | call up Levy Pant and ax
for him. | like to drop him in the Night of Joy kka nucular bum. Seem like he the kin
make that Lee mother shit in her drawer. Whoa!dbhna be a doorman, | gonna be the
mos sabotagin doorman ever guarded a plantatioo-w@e. The cotton fiel be burn to
the groun before I'm through.”

“Watch out, Jones. Don be gettin yourselfantrouble.”

“Whoa!”



Ignatius was beginning to feel worse and warig valve seemed to be glued, and no
amount of bouncing was opening it. Great belchpged out of the gas pockets of his
stomach and tore through his digestive tract. Sesmaped noisily. Others, weaning
belches, lodged in his chest and caused massivibhea

The physical cause for this health decline, iaasknew, the too strenuous consuming
of Paradise products. But there were other, subdasons. His mother was becoming
increasingly bold and overtly antagonistic; it Wascoming impossible to control her.
Perhaps she had joined some fringe group of theidgat wing that was making her
belligerent and hostile. At any rate, she certaivdg been carrying on a witch-hunt in the
brown kitchen recently, asking him all sorts of sfigns concerning his political
philosophy. Which was strange. His mother had asmagen notably apolitical, voting
only for candidates who seemed to have been kirldeio mothers. Mrs. Reilly had been
solidly behind Franklin Roosevelt for four termstrmecause of the New Deal, but
because his mother, Mrs. Sara Roosevelt, seentetobeen respected and well treated
by her son. Mrs. Reilly had also voted for the Tammwoman standing before her
Victorian house in Independence, Missouri, and specifically for Harry Truman. To
Mrs. Reilly, Nixon and Kennedy had meant Hannah Rade. Motherless candidates
confused her, and in motherless elections she dtayehome. Ignatius could not
understand her sudden, clumsy effort to protecAtherican Way against her son.

Then there was Myrna, who had been appeaoitgnt in a series of dreams that was
taking the form of the old Batman serials that bd keen at the Prytania as a child. One
chapter followed the other. In one gruesome chaptehad been standing on a subway
platform, reincarnated as St. James, the Less, wds martyred by the Jews. Myrna
appeared through a turnstile carrying a NON-VIOLENCDNGRESS FOR THE
SEXUALLY NEEDY placard and began heckling him. “dswill come to the fore, skins
or not,” Ignatius-St. James prophesied grandly.Bwta, sneering, pushed him with the
placard onto the tracks before the speeding sulive&ty. He had awakened just as the
train was about to crush him. The M. Minkoff dreamwmsre getting worse than the old,
terrifying Scenicruiser dreams in which Ignatiusagnificent on the upper deck, had
ridden doomed buses over the rails of bridges ataldollisions with jets taxiing along
airport runways.

By night he was plagued by dreams and by gayd® impossible route that Mr. Clyde
had given him. No one in the French Quarter, itvessh was interested in hot dogs. So
his take-home pay was getting smaller, and his arpth turn, was getting surlier. When
and how would this vicious cycle end?

He had read in the morning paper that a ladieguild was having a hanging of its
paintings in Pirate’s Alley. Imagining that the pmngs would be offensive enough to
interest him for a while, he pushed his wagon u d¢ine flagstones of the Alley toward
the variety of artwork dangling from the iron pitkef the fence behind the Cathedral.
On the prow of the wagon, in an attempt to atttacsiness among the Quarterites,
Ignatius taped a sheet of Big Chief paper on whiethad printed in crayon: TWELVE
INCHES (12”) OF PARADISE. So far no one had respzhtb its message.

The Alley was filled with well-dressed ladigslarge hats. Ignatius pointed the prow
of the wagon into the throng and pushed forwardiofnan read the Big Chief statement
and screamed, summoning her companions to draw &sich the ghastly apparition that



had appeared at their art show.

“Hot dogs, ladies?” Ignatius asked pleasantly.

The ladies’ eyes studied the sign, the earring scarf, the cutlass, and pleaded for
him to move along. Rain for their hanging would @&een bad enough. Bilis.

“Hot dogs, hot dogs,” Ignatius said a little angriSavories from the hygienic
Paradise kitchens.”

He belched violently during the silence thaltdwed. The ladies pretended to study
the sky and the little garden behind the Cathedral.

Ignatius lumbered over to the picket fencegralmning the hopeless cause espoused
by the wagon, and viewed the oil paintings and ggasind watercolors strung there.
Although the style of each varied in crudity, thibjects of the paintings were relatively
similar: camellias floating in bowls of water, aza$ tortured into ambitious flower
arrangements, magnolias that looked like white wiilld. Ignatius scrutinized the
offerings furiously for a while all by himself, fdhe ladies had stepped back from the
fence and had formed what looked like a protedittle grouping. The wagon, too, stood
forlorn on the flagstones, several feet from thevest member of the art guild.

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius bellowed after he hawmenaded up and down along the
fence. “How dare you present such abortions tgthsic.”

“Please move along, sir,” a bold lady said.atiolias don't look like that,” Ignatius
said, thrusting his cutlass at the offending pastagnolia. “You ladies need a course in
botany. And perhaps geometry, too.”

“You don’t haveto look at our work,” an offended voice said frohe tgroup, the
voice of the lady who had drawn the magnolia instjoe.

“Yes, | do!” Ignatius screamed. “You ladiesedea critic with some taste and decency.
Good heavens! Which one of you did this camelligea& up. The water in this bowl
looks like motor oil.”

“Let us alone,” a shrill voice said.

“You women had better stop giving teas anchbnes and settle down to the business
of learning how to draw,” Ignatius thundered. “Eirgou must learn how to handle a
brush. | would suggest that you all get together gaint someone’s house for a start.”

“Go away.”

“Had you ‘artists’ had a part in the decoratiof the Sistine Chapel, it would have
ended up looking like a particularly vulgar tra@mrhinal,” Ignatius snorted.

“We don't intend to be insulted by a coarseda,” a spokeswoman for the band of
large hats said haughtily.

“| see!” Ignatius screamed. “So it is you pleowho slander the reputation of the hot
dog vendor.”

“He’s mad.”

“He’s so common.”

“So coarse.”

“Don’t encourage him.”

“We don’t want you here,” the spokeswoman saitly and simply.

“I should imagine not!” Ignatius was breathingavily. “Apparently you are afraid of
someone who has some contact with reality, who tcatifully describe to you the
offenses which you have committed to canvas.”

“Please leave,” the spokeswoman ordered.



“I shall.” Ignatius grabbed the handle of b&t and pushed off. “You women should
all be on your knees begging forgiveness for whete seen here on this fence.”

“The city is certainly going down whehat's out on the streets,” a woman said as
Ignatius waddled off down the Alley.

Ignatius was surprised to feel a small rockrim® off the back of his head. Angrily, he
shoved the wagon along the flagstones until he neas the end of the alley. There he
parked the wagon in a little passageway so thabitld be out of sight. His feet hurt, and
while he was resting he didn’t want anyone to biottien by asking for a hot dog. Even
though business couldn’t be worse, there were tiwiesn a person had to be true to
himself and consider his welfare first. Much mofehas vending and his feet would be
bloody stumps.

Ignatius squatted uncomfortably on the sidgpstof the Cathedral. His recently
increased weight and the bloating caused by thperative valve made any position
other than standing or lying down somewhat awkwB&mnoving his boots, he began to
inspect his great slabs of feet.

“Oh, dear,” a voice said above Ignatius. “What | seeing? | come out to see this
dreadful, tacky art exhibit, and what do | find Ehibit Number One? It's the ghost of
Lafitte, the pirate. No. It's Fatty Arbuckle. Or isMarie Dressler? Tell me soon or I'll
die.”

Ignatius looked up and saw the young man wdm lbought his mother’s hat in the
Night of Joy.

“Get away from me, you fop. Where is my mothéat?”

“Oh, that,” the young man sighed. “I'm afraidwas destroyed at a really wild
gathering. Everyone dearly loved it.”

“I'm sure that they did. | won’t ask you jusdw it was desecrated.”

“I wouldn't remember anyway. Too many martitiiat night for littlemoi.”

“Oh, my God.”

“What in God’s name are you doing in that beaoutfit? You look like Charles
Laughton in drag as the Queen of the Gypsies. \dle&you supposed to be? | really
want to know.”

“Move along, you coxcomb,” Ignatius belchdtk gassy eructations echoing between
the walls of the Alley. The women’s art guild tudhgs hats toward the source of the
volcanic sound. Ignatius glared at the young maasny velvet jacket and mauve
cashmere sweater and the wave of blonde hair étlaber the forehead of his sharp,
glittering face. “Get away from me before | striggu down.”

“Oh, my goodness,” the young man laughed iartshmerry, childish breaths that
made his downy jacket quiver. “You really are insaaren’t you?”

“How dare you!” Ignatius screamed. He unpinhésicutlass and began to strike the
young man’s calves with the plastic weapon. Thengoman giggled and danced about in
front of Ignatius to avoid the thrusts, his lith@wvements making him a difficult target.
Finally he danced across the Alley and waved tatigs. Ignatius picked up one of his
elephantine desert boots and flung it at the pitougfigure.

“Oh,” the young man squealed. He caught theeséind threw it back at Ignatius,
whom it hit squarely in the face.

“Oh, my God! I've been disfigured.”

“Shut up.”



“I can easily have you booked for assault.”

“If | were you, I'd stay as far away from tipelice as possible. What do you think
they’d say when they saw that outfit, Mary MarvAld bookingmewith assault? Let's
be a little realistic. I'm surprised that they’rermitting you to go cruising at all in that
fortune-teller’s ensemble.” The young man clicked lghter open, lit a Salem, and
clicked it closed. “And with those bare feet andtttoy sword? Are you kidding?”

“The police will believe anything I tell thein.

“Get with it, please.”

“You may be locked away for several years.”

“Oh, you really are on the moon.”

“Well, | certainly don’t have to sit here ksting to you,” Ignatius said, putting on his
suede boots.

“Oh!” the young man shrieked happily. “Thabkoon your face. Like Bette Davis
with indigestion.”

“Don’t talk to me, you degenerate. Go playhwour little friends. | am certain that
the Quarter is crawling with them.”

“How is that dear mother of yours?”

“I don’t want to hear her sainted name crass ylecadent lips.”

“Well, since it already has, is she all rigl8fe’'s so sweet and dear, that woman, so
unspoiled. You're very lucky.”

“I will not discuss her with you.”

“If that’s the way you want to be, all rightjust hope that she doesn’'t know that
you're flouncing around the streets like some sbflungarian Joan of Arc. That earring.
It's so Magyar.”

“If you want a costume like this, then buy grignatius said. “Let me alone.”

“I know that something like that couldn’t beught anywhere. Oh, but it would bring
the house down at a party.”

“l suspect that the parties you attend mustrie visions of the apocalypse. | knew
that our society was coming to this. In a few yesmi and your friends will probably
take over the country.”

“Oh, we’re planning to,” the young man saidthwia bright smile. “We have
connections in the highest places. You'd be suegris

“No, | wouldn’t. Hroswitha could have predidtéhis long ago.”

“Who in the world is that?”

“A sibyl of a medieval nun. She has guidedIifey”

“Oh, you're truly fantastic,” the young manicgsaleefully. “And although | didn't
think it would be possible, you've gained weighth&e will you ever end? There’s
something so unbelievably tacky about your obésity.

Ignatius rose to his feet and stabbed the gowman in the chest with his plastic
cutlass.

“Take that, you offal,” Ignatius cried, diggirthe cutlass into the cashmere sweater.
The tip of the cutlass broke off and fell to thaeg$tone walk.

“Oh, dear,” the young man shrieked. “You’lateny sweater, you big crazy thing.”

Down the Alley the women’s art guild membersrevremoving their paintings from
the fence and folding their aluminum lawn chaike IArabs in preparation for stealing
away. Their annual outdoor exhibit had been ruined.



“I am the avenging sword of taste and decérgpatius was shouting. As he slashed
at the sweater with his broken weapon, the ladegmb to dash out the Royal Street end
of the Alley. A few stragglers were snatching aitimagnolias and camellias in panic.

“Why did | ever stop to talk to you, you mar?4 the young man asked in a vicious
and breathless whisper. “This is my very finestaee”

“Whore!” Ignatius cried, scraping the cutlassoss the young man’s chest.

“Oh, isn’t this horrible.”

He tried to run away, but Ignatius had beeldihg his arm firmly with the hand that
was not wielding the cutlass. Slipping a fingewotigh Ignatius’ hoop earring, the young
man pulled downward, breathing to Ignatius, “Drbattsword.”

“Good grief.” Ignatius dropped the sword othe flagstones. “I think that my ear is
broken.”

The young man released the earring.

“Now you've done it!” Ignatius slobbered. “Yawill rot in a federal prison for the
remainder of your life.”

“Just look at my sweater, you disgusting menst

“Only the most flamboyant offal would be séara miscarriage like that. You must
have some shame or at least some taste in dress.”

“You awful creature. You hughing.”

“I will probably spend several years at theeElar, Nose, and Throat Hospital having
this attended to,” Ignatius said, fingering his. &dou may expect to receive some rather
staggering medical bills each month. My corps dbratys will contact you in the
morning wherever it is thatou carry on your questionable activities. | shall wénam
beforehand that they may expect to see and he#niagyThey are all brilliant attorneys,
pillars of the community, aristocratic Creole s&rsl whose knowledge of the more
surreptitious forms of living is quite limited. Themay even refuse to see you. A
considerably lesser representative may be senaltoupon you, some junior partner
whom they've taken in out of pity.”

“You awful, terrible animal.”

“However, to save you the anxiety of awaitithgs phalanx of legal luminaries to
arrive at your spider web of an apartment, | sbatisent to accepting a settlement now, if
you wish. Five or six dollars should suffice.”

“My sweater cost me forty dollars,” the youmgn said. He felt the worn portion that
had been scraped by the cutlass. “Are you preparpdy for it?”

“Of course not. Never become involved in aerahtion with a pauper.”

“I can easily sue you.”

“Perhaps we should both drop the idea of legeburse. For an event so auspicious as
a courtroom trial, you would probably get complgtearried away and appear in a tiara
and evening gown. An old judge would grow quite fosed. Both of us would
doubtlessly be found guilty on some trumped up gddr

“You revolting beast.”

“Why don’t you run along and partake in soméidus recreation that appeals to
you,” Ignatius belched. “Look, there’s a sailorfting along Chartres Street. He looks
rather lonely.”

The young man glanced down to the ChartresegSénd of the Alley.

“Oh, him,” he said. “That’s only Timmy.”



“Timmy?” Ignatius asked angrily. “Do you kndwmn?”

“Of course,” the young man said in a voicevyewith boredom. “He’s one of my
dearestpldestfriends. He’s not a sailor at all.”

“What?” Ignatius thundered. “Do you mean thatis impersonating a member of the
armed forces of this country?”

“That’s not all he impersonates.”

“This is extremely serious.” Ignatius frowneadd the red sateen scarf rode down on
his hunting cap. “Every soldier and sailor that see could simply be some mad
decadent in disguise. My God! We may all be trappedome horrible conspiracy. |
knew that something like this was going to hapddre United States is probably totally
defenseless!”

The young man and the sailor waved at eaatr ddmiliarly, and the sailor drifted out
of sight around the front of the Cathedral. Follogvia few steps behind the sailor,
Patrolman Mancuso appeared at the end of Piratke’g Wearing a beret and goatee.

“Oh!” the young man shrieked gaily, watchingt®lman Mancuso stalking the sailor.
“It's that marvelous policeman. Don'’t they know tleaeryone in the Quarter knows who
he is?”

“Do you know him, too?” Ignatius asked guargetHe’s a very dangerous man!”

“Everyone knows him. Thank goodness he’s bagkin. We were beginning to
wonder what had happened to him. We love him de@ty | simply wait to see what
new disguise they put on him. You should have $@ena few weeks ago before he had
disappeared, he was just too much in that cowbdaijt.6urhe young man exploded in
wild laughter. “He could hardly walk in these badis ankles kept giving way. Once he
stopped me on Chartres when | was going truly misld your mother’s W.P.A. hat. Then
he stopped me again on Dumaine and triedtést a conversation. That day he was
wearing horn-rimmed glasses and a crew sweaterhandld me that he was a Princeton
student down here on a vacation. He's just fabulbosso glad the police have returned
him to the people who truly appreciate him. I'mesitie was being wasted wherever he
was recently. Oh, that accent of his. Some pedkdehim best as the British tourist. That
is choice. But I've always preferred his southeofonel. It's really a matter of taste, |
guess. We've had him arrested twice for making ¢edé proposals. That's always
wonderfully confusing to the police. | do hope tinat haven’t gotten him in too much
trouble, for he’s close to our hearts.”

“He is thoroughly evil,” Ignatius observed.é&rhhe said, “I wonder how many of our
‘military’ are simply people like your friend, diagsed tarts.”

“Who knows? | wish they all were.”

“Of course,” Ignatius said in a thoughtfulyisas voice, “this could be a worldwide
deception.” The red sateen scarf rode up and dbte next war could turn out to be
one massive orgy. Good grief. How many of the amjitleaders of the world may simply
be deranged old sodomites acting out some fakadgntole? Actually, this might be
quite beneficial to the world. It could mean an émdvar forever. This could be the key
to lasting peace.”

“It certainly could,” the young man said plaay. “Peace at any price.”

Two nerve ends in Ignatius’ mind met and fadna® immediate association. Perhaps
he had found a means of assaulting the effrontely. dinkoff.

“The power-crazed leaders of the world wowdd&inly be surprised to find that their



military leaders and troops were only masqueradodpmites who were only too eager’
to meet the masquerading sodomite armies of otaons in order to have dances and
balls and learn some foreign dance steps.”

“Wouldn’t that be wonderful? The governmentuldbpay us to travel. How divine.
We would bring an end to world strife and renewgles hope and faith.”

“Perhaps you are the hope for the future,’atgrs said, dramatically pounding one
paw into the other. “There certainly doesn’t seenbé anything else very promising on
the horizon.”

“We would also help to end the population espn.”

“Oh, my God!” The blue and yellow eyes flasheddly. “Your method would
probably be more satisfying and acceptable thamdtier stringent birth control tactics
which | have always advocated. | must dedicate sgpaee to this in my writings. This
subject deserves the attention of a profound tmimite has a certain perspective on the
world’s cultural development. | am certainly gldst you have given me this valuable
new insight.”

“Oh, what a fun day this has been. You're psyy Timmy’s a sailor. The marvelous
policeman’s an artist.” The young man sighed. fi'st like Mardi Gras, and | feel so left
out. | think I'll go home and throw something on.”

“Wait just a moment,” Ignatius said. He coutdpermit this opportunity to slip
through his swollen fingers.

“I'll put on some clogs. I'm in my Ruby Keelphase,” the young man told Ignatius
gaily. Then he began to sing, “You go home andygetr scanties, I'll go home and get
my panties, and away we’ll go. Oh-ho-ho. Off wegenna shuffle, shuffle off to
Buffalo-ho-ho...”

“Stop that offensive performance,” Ignatiuslened angrily. These people must be
whipped into line.

The young man did a little soft shoe aroundatgis and said, “Ruby was such a
darling. I watch her old movies on television raigsly. ‘And for just a silver quarter, we
can tip the pullman porter, turn the lights doww,l@h-ho-ho, off we're gonna shuffle,
shuffle off to...”

“Please be serious for a moment. Stop fluttearound here.”

“Moi? Fluttering? What do you want, Gypsy Woman?”

“Have you people considered forming a politjgarty and running a candidate?”

“Politics? Oh, Maid of Orleans. How dreary.”

“This is very important!” Ignatius shouted wiedly. He would show Myrna how to
inject sex into politics. “Although | had never cidered it before, you may hold the key
to the future.”

“Well, what do you want to do about it? EleaRmosevelt?”

“You must start a party organization. Plansthe made.”

“Oh, please,” the young man sighed. “All tman’s talk is making my mind reel.”

“We may be able to save the world!” Ignatitgidwed in an orator’s voice. “Good
heavens. Why haven't | thought of this before?”

“This kind of conversation depresses me mbaa tyou could possibly imagine,” the
young man told him. “You’re beginning to remind memy father, and what could be
more depressing than that?” The young man sighéd. dfraid I'll have to be running
along. It’s costume time.”



“No!” Ignatius grabbed the lapel of the youmgn'’s jacket.

“Oh, my goodness,” the young man breathedjguhis hand to his throat. “Now I’ll
be on pills all night.”

“We must organize immediately.”

“I can’t tell you how much you’re depressing.th

“There must be a large organizational meetinkjck off the campaign.”

“Wouldn’t that be something like a party?”

“Yes, in a way. However, it would have to eegs your purpose.”

“Then it might be sort of fun. You can’t imagi how drab, drab the parties have been
lately.”

“This is not to be a party, you ass.”

“Oh, we’ll be very serious.”

“Good. Now listen to me. | must come to leettw you people so that you will be set
upon the correct path. | have a rather extensiwsvletge of political organization.”

“Marvelous. And you must wear that fantastistame. | can assure you that you'll
get everyone’s undivided attention,” the young mshrieked, covering his mouth with a
hand. “Oh, my dear, what a wild gathering it coloé&d”

“There is no time to be lost,” Ignatius sdieraly. “The apocalypse is near at hand.”

“We'll have it next week at my place.”

“You must have some red, white, and blue mgjti Ignatius advised. “Political
meetings always have that.”

“I'll have yards and yards of it. “What a deabng job lies ahead. I'll have to get
some close friends in to help me.”

“Yes, do that,” Ignatius said excitedly. “Begirganizing at every level.”

“Oh, | never guessed that you would be sudbmaperson to know. You were so
hostile in that dreadful, tacky bar.”

“My being has many facets.”

“You amaze me.” The young man stared at Igsawoutfit. “To think that they're
letting you run around loose. In a way, | respext.y

“Thank you very much.” Ignatius’ voice was tlg pleased. “Most fools don't
comprehend my worldview at all.”

“l wouldn’t imagine so.”

“| suspect that beneath your offensively antharly effeminate facade there may be a
soul of sorts. Have you read widely in Boethius?”

“Who? Oh, heavens no. | never even read nquespd

“Then you must begin a reading program imntetifsso that you may understand the
crises of our age,” Ignatius said solemnly. “Begwth the late Romans, including
Boethius, of course. Then you should dip ratheemsitely into early Medieval. You
may skip the Renaissance and the Enlightenment.i$mostly dangerous propaganda.
Now that I think of it, you had better skip the Ramtics and the Victorians, too. For the
contemporary period, you should study some selemedc books.”

“You're fantastic.”

“I recommend Batman especially, for he termldranscend the abysmal society in
which he’s found himself. His morality is rathegid, also. | rather respect Batman.”

“Oh, look, there’s Timmy again,” the young maaid. The sailor was passing on
Chartres Street in the opposite direction. “Doebe’ever get tired of the same old route?



Back and forth, back and forth. Look at him. It'swer and he’s still wearing his summer
whites. Of course he doesn't realize that he'stangiduck for the shore patrol. You can'’t
imagine how stupid and foolish that boy is.”

“His face did appear rather clouded,” Ignatiagd. The artist in the beret and goatee
passed Chartres, busily following the sailor byesal/feet. “Oh, my God! That ludicrous
law officer will ruin everything. He’s the fly inieryone’s ointment. Perhaps you should
run along and get the deranged sailor off the stiee¢he naval authorities apprehend
him, they will discover that he is an imposter, ana political strategy will be undone.
Spirit that clown away before he wrecks the mamdish political coup in the history of
western civilization.”

“Oh!” the young man shrieked happily. “I'll gmack and tell him about it. When he
hears what he’s almost done, he’ll scream and.faint

“Now don'’t slacken in your preparations,” Iginig warned.

“I'll work myself to exhaustion,” the young measaid gaily. “Ward meetings, voter
registration, pamphlets, committees. We’ll stag Kickoff rally around eightish. I'm on
St. Peter Street, the yellow stucco building ju$tRoyal. You can’t miss it. Here’s my
card.”

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius mumbled, looking at thestere little calling card. “You can’t
really be named Dorian Greene.”

“Yes, isn’'t that wild?” Dorian asked languidRif | told you my real name, you'd
never speak to me again. It's so common | coulduBethinking of it. | was born on a
wheat farm in Nebraska. You can take it from tHere.

“Well, at any rate, | am Ignatius J. Reilly.”

“That isn’'t too dreadful. | sort of imaginedwy as a Horace or Humphrey or
something like that. Well, don't fail us. Practigeur speech. | guarantee a large crowd,
everyone is almost dead from ennui and generaledsfm, so they'll be fighting for
invitations. Give me a tinkle and we’ll iron ouktlexact date.”

“Be sure to stress the importance of thisonistconclave,” Ignatius said. “We shall
want no fly-by-nights in this core group.”

“There may be a few costumes. That's what'sveaderful about New Orleans. You
can masquerade and Mardi Gras all year round if want to. Really, sometimes the
Quarter is like one big costume ball. Sometimear’tctell friend from foe. But if you
oppose costumes, Ill tell everyone, although thkitle hearts will snap with
disappointment. We haven’t had a good party in i@t

“I would not oppose a few tasteful and deamaskers,” Ignatius said at last. “They
may add the proper international atmosphere tartbeting. Politicians always seem to
want to shake hands with mongoloids in ethnic aati/e costumes. Now that | think of
it, you may encourage a costume or two. We do rattvany female impersonators,
however. | don’t believe that politicians care te feen with them particularly. They
cause resentment among rural voters, | suspect.”

“Now let me run along and find that silly Tign¥'ll frighten him to death.”

“Beware of that Machiavel of a policeman. & gets wind of the plot, we're lost.”

“Oh, if | weren’t so glad to see him back be beat, I'd telephone the police and have
him arrested immediately for soliciting. You dokitow the wonderful expression that
man used to get on his face when the squad caedro take him off. And the arresting
officers. It was too priceless. But we’ll all be gmateful to have him back. No one will



dare mistreat him now. So long, Gypsy Mother.”

Dorian skipped off down the alley to find tkhecadent mariner. Ignatius looked
toward Royal Street and wondered what had happémdbe women’s art guild. He
lumbered over to the passageway where his carthigaien, prepared a hot dog, and
prayed that some customers would happen along ééfe day was over. Sadly he
realized how low Fortuna had spun his wheel. Heracer imagined that he would one
day be praying that people buy hot dogs from himle&st he had a magnificent new
scheme ready for launching against M. Minkoff. Theught of the kickoff rally cheered
him greatly. This time the minx would be totallyndfounded.

v

It was all a matter of storage. From almost tmthree every afternoon George was
stuck with the packages. One afternoon he had twremovie, but even there in the
dark watching a double bill of two nudist colonynfs he wasn’'t comfortable. He was
afraid to put the packages down on an adjoining esaecially in a theater like that one.
Holding them in his lap, he was reminded of thedearthroughout the three hours of
tanned flesh that filled the screen. On the otlagische had carried them around with him
during boring wanderings through the business idisand the Quarter. But by three
o'clock he was so tired from the marathon of singlithat he hardly had the enthusiasm
to negotiate his day’'s business; and in two hotiflseing carried, the wrapping on the
packages got damp and started to break. If onédaxet packages broke open on the
street, he could plan to spend the next few yeassjuvenile detention home. Why had
that undercover agent tried to arrest him in tte¢ reom? He hadn’t done a thing. That
agent must have had some sort of detective ESP.

Finally George thought of a place that wouldeast guarantee him some rest and a
chance to sit down, St. Louis Cathedral. He satia of the pews next to a bank of vigil
lights and decorated his hands, his packages stdmé®de him. When his hands were
done, he picked a missal from the rack before muohlaoked through it, refreshing his
dim knowledge of the mechanics of the Mass by stidthe drawings of the celebrant
as he moved through the devotions. The Mass wdly reay simple, George thought.
Until it was time to leave he flipped back and lottirough the missal. Then he gathered
up his packages and went out onto Chartres Street.

A sailor leaning against a lamppost winketliat. George acknowledged the greeting
with an obscene gesture of his tatooed hands andlstd off down the street. As he
passed Pirate’s Alley, he heard screaming. Thet@arAlley the crazy hot dog vendor
was trying to stab a fairy with a plastic knife.afhvendor was really far out. George
paused for a second to look at the earring and 8trwere heaving and bobbing while
the fairy shrieked. That vendor probably didn't knwhat day it was or what month or
even what year. He must have thought today was iNGrask.

Just in time George saw the rest room undercagent coming down the street
behind the sailor. He looked like a beatnik. Geawye behind one of the arches of the
ancient Spanish governmental building, the Cabitda dashed through the arcade out
onto St. Peter Street, where he continued runnimg be reached Royal and headed
uptown to the bus lines.

Now the undercover agent was prowling arour@l@athedral. George had to give it



to the cops. They were really on the ball. ChAsguy didn’t have a chance.

So his mind returned to the matter of stordge.was beginning to feel like some
escaped convict hiding out from the cops. Where hé¥e climbed on an outbound
Desire bus and pondered the matter while the busigvaround and headed out on
Bourbon Street, passing by the Night of Joy. Laea Was out on the sidewalk giving the
jig some directions about a poster he was puttmgnithe glass case on the front of the
bar. The jig flipped a cigarette that would haveMess Lee’s hair on fire if it hadn’t been
aimed by a master marksman. As it was, the buttdsaiver Miss Lee’s head with about
an inch to spare. These jigs were really gettingreéniGeorge would have to ride into one
of their neighborhoods one of these nights andddesv eggs. He and his friends hadn’t
done that in a long time, driving along in somesngbuped-up car and splattering
whatever jigs were stupid enough to be standingonuhe sidewalk.

But back to the matter of storage. The bussed Elysian Fields before George came
up with anything. There it was. It had been befoira all the time and he just hadn’t
realized it. He could have locked himself in thenshwith the stiletto toes of his
flamenco boots. He saw a nice, roomy, weather-tightial compartment, a mobile safety
deposit box that no undercover agent in the wadnllyever crafty, would think of
opening, a safe vault operated by the biggest patdye world: the bun compartment in
that oddball vendor’s wagon.

eleven

“AW, LOOK,” SANTA SAID, holding the newspapetose to her eyes. “They got a
cute picture show on in the neighborhood withdifflebbie Reynolds.”

“Aw, she’s sweet,” Mrs. Reilly said. “You likeer, Claude?”

“Who's that?” Mr. Robichaux asked pleasantiyttle Debra Reynolds,” Mrs. Reilly
answered.

“I don't think | can place her. | don't go tiee show much.”

“She’s darling,” Santa said. “So petite. Yoreeseen her in that cute picture where
she played Tammy, Irene?”

“Ain’t that the picture where she went blind?”

“No, girl! You must be thinking of the wrong®w.”

“Oh, I know who | was thinking of, preciouswhs thinking of June Wyman. She was
sweet, too.”

“Aw, she was good,” Santa said. “I remembaeat thicture where she played the
dummy who got herself raped.”

“Lord, I'm glad | didn’t go see that show.”

“Aw, it was wonderful, babe. Very dramatic. Wkknow? The look on that poor
dummy’s face when she got raped. I'll never foiigét

“Anybody want more coffee?” Mr. Robichaux agke

“Yeah, gimmee some there, Claude,” Santa $aiding the newspaper and throwing
it on top of the refrigerator. “I'm sure sorry Arlgecouldn’t make it. That poor boy. He
told me he’s gonna be working day and night ondws so he can bring somebody in.
He’s out someplace tonight, |1 guess. You oughtachedat his Rita been telling me. It



seems Angelo went out an bought a lot of experdtbes he can wear so maybe he can
attract some character. Ain’t that a shame. Thettghows you how much that boy loves

the force. If they was to kick him out, it'd brelks heart. | sure hope he takes in some
bum.”

“Angelo’s got him a hard road to travel,” MReilly said absently. She was thinking
of the PEACE TO MEN OF GOOD WILL sign that Ignatibad tacked to the front of
their house after he had come home from work. Mizsie had immediately started an
inquisition about that as soon as it had appeasetkaming questions through her
shutters. “What you think about somebody wants pe@taude?”

“That sounds like a communiss to me.”

Mrs. Reilly’s worst fears were realized.

“Who wants peace?” Santa asked.

“Ignatius got a sign up in front the house whmeace.”

“I mighta known,” Santa said angrily. “Firdtat boy wants a king, now he wants
peace. I'm telling you, Irene. For your own gootial boy’s gotta be put away.”

“He ain’t wearing no earring. | ask him and $eys, ‘I ain't wearing no earring,
momma.™

“Angelo don't lie.”

“Maybe he just got him a small one.”

“A earring’s a earring to me. Ain't that rigl€laude?”

“That’s right,” Claude answered Santa.

“Santa, honey, that's a sweet little Blessed)i you got on top that T.V.,” Mrs.
Reilly said to get them off the earring topic.

Everyone looked at the television set nexth refrigerator, and Santa said, “Ain’t
that nice, though? It's a little Our Lady of theéwasion. It's got a suction cup base so |
don’t knock it over when I'm banging around in #itchen. | bought it by Lenny’s.”

“Lenny’s got everything,” Mrs. Reilly said.t“looks like it's made outta nice plastic,
too, don't break.”

“Well, how you kids liked that dinner?”

“It was delicious,” Mr. Robichaux said.

“It was wonderful,” Mrs. Reilly agreed. “I dirhad me a good meal in a long time.”

“Aarff,” Santa belched. “I think | put too magarlic in them stuffed eggplants, but |
got a heavy hand with garlic. Even my granchirrelh me, they say, ‘Hey, maw-maw,
you sure got a heavy hand with garlic.”

“Ain’t that sweet,” Mrs. Reilly said of the gomet grandchildren.

“I thought the eggplants was fine,” Mr. Rokacix said.

“I'm only happy when I’'m scrubbing my floorsié cooking my food,” Santa told her
guests. “I love to fix a big pot of meatballs ombalaya with shrimps.”

“I like to cook,” Mr. Robichaux said. “It hedpout my daughter sometimes.”

“| bet it does,” Santa said. “A man who carokas a big help around the house,
believe me.” She kicked Mrs. Reilly under the tallewoman’s got a man that likes to
cook is a lucky girl.”

“You like to cook, Irene?” Mr. Robichaux asked

“You talking to me, Claude?” Mrs. Reilly hagdn wondering what Ignatius looked
like in an earring.

“Come back out the clouds, girl,” Santa order&laude here was axing you if you



like to cook.”

“Yeah,” Mrs. Reilly lied. “I like to cook okayBut sometimes it gets so hot in that
kitchen, especially in the summer. You don’t getoneezy out that alley. Ignatius likes to
eat junk, anyways. You give Ignatius a few botdéPr. Nut and plenty bakery cakes,
and he’s satisfied.”

“You oughta get you a letrit range,” Mr. Raténix said. “I bought my daughter one.
It don't get hot like a gas stove.”

“Where you getting all this money from, Cla@ti&anta asked interestedly.

“I got me a nice pension from the railroadvds with them for forty-five years, you
know. They gimme a beautiful gold pin when | redife

“Ain’t that nice,” Mrs. Reilly said. “You madgood, huh, Claude?”

“Then,” Mr. Robichaux said, “I got me a fewtle rental properties around my house.
| was always putting a little of my salary asidenwest in properties. Property’s a good
investment.”

“It sure is,” Santa said, rolling her eyesdiylat Mrs. Reilly. “Now you well fixed,
huh?”

“I'm pretty comfortable. But you know sometimé get tired of living with my
daughter and her husband. | mean, they're youngy hot they own family. They are
very nice to me, but I'd rather have my own homau ¥now what | mean?”

“If I was you,” Mrs. Reilly said, “I'd stay wédre | was. If your little daughter don’t
mind having you around, you got you a nice setupish | had me a nice child. Be
grateful for what you got, Claude.”

Santa ground the heel of her shoe into MrdlyReankle.

“Ouch!” Mrs. Reilly cried.

“Lord, I'm sorry, babe. Me and my big feetgBeet’s always been my problem. They
can hardly fit me down by the shoe store. Thatkcéses me coming, and he says, ‘Lord,
here comes Miss Battaglia again. What I'm gonnd’do?

“Your feet ain’t so big,” Mrs. Reilly observelboking under the kitchen table.

“l just got them squished up in this littleippaf shoes. You oughta see them things
when I'm barefoot, girl.”

“I got bum feet,” Mrs. Reilly told the othewd. Santa made a sign for Mrs. Reilly not
to discuss her deficiencies, but Mrs. Reilly was taobe silenced. “Some days | can't
hardly walk. | think they went bad when Ignatiusswidtle and | useta have to carry him
around. Lord but he was slow walking. Always fajlidown. He was sure heavy, too.
Maybe that's how | got my arthuritis.”

“Listen, you two,” Santa said quickly so thdts. Reilly would not describe some
new; horrible deficiency. “Why don’t we go see thbate little Debbie Reynolds?”

“That would be nice,” Mr. Robichaux said. ‘@ver go to the show.”

“You wanna go see a show?” Mrs. Reilly askédon't know. My feet.”

“Aw, come on, girl. Let’s get out the houskesrnells like garlic in here.”

“I think Ignatius told me this movie ain’'t rgpod. He sees every picture that comes
out, that boy.”

“Irene!” Santa said angrily. “You all the timbinking of that boy, and with all the
trouble he’s giving you. You better wake up, badbgou had any sense, you woulda had
that boy locked away at Charity Hospital a longdiago. They'd turn a hose on him.
They'd stick a letrit socket in that boy. They'dosh that Ignatius. They'd make him



behave himself.”

“Yeah?” Mrs. Reilly asked with interest. “Hawuch that cost?”

“It's all for free, Irene.”

“Socialized medicine,” Mr. Robichaux observé@ihey probly got communiss and
fellow travelers working in that place.”

“They got nuns operating the place, ClaudedLwhere you all the time getting this
communiss stuff from?”

“Maybe them sisters been fooled,” Mr. Robickaaid.

“Ain’t that awful,” Mrs. Reilly said sadly. “llem poor sisters. Operating for a buncha
communiss.”

“I don’t care who'’s operating the place.” Sastid. “If it's free and they lock people
away, Ignatius oughta be there.”

“Once Ignatius started talking to them peofiiey’d maybe get mad and lock him up
for good,” Mrs. Reilly said, but she was thinkirgat even that alternative wasn'’t too
unattractive. “Maybe he wouldn't listen to the dwst”

“They’d make him listen. They'd beat him inetlhead, they’'d lock him up in a
straitjacket, they’d pump some water on him,” Saati a little too eagerly.

“You gotta think about yourself, Irene,” MroBichaux said. “That son of yours is
gonna put you in your grave.”

“That’s it. You tell her, Claude.”

“Well,” Mrs. Reilly said, “We’ll give Ignatius chance. Maybe he’ll make good yet.”

“Selling weenies?” Santa asked. “Lord.” Sheddhher head. “Well, lemme go dump
these dishes in the zink. Come on, let’'s go seepitegious Debbie Reynolds.”

A few minutes later, after Santa had stoppethé parlor to kiss her mother goodbye,
the three of them set out for the theater. Thehdaybeen a balmy day; a south wind had
been blowing steadily from the Gulf. Now the evenimas still warm. Heavy odors of
Mediterranean cooking floated across the congestighborhood from the opened
kitchen windows in every apartment building and lWethouse. Each resident seemed to
be making some contribution, however small, toglaeeral cacophany of dropping pots,
booming television sets, arguing voices, screaramligiren, and slamming doors.

“St. Odo Parish is really at it tonight,” Santommented thoughtfully as the three
slowly strolled down the narrow sidewalk betweea tlurb and the steps of the double
houses built in solid, straight rows down each kldde streetlights shone on the treeless
stretches of asphalt and cement and continuouslatd roofs. “It's even worst in the
summertime. Everybody’s out on the streets tiltééven o’clock.”

“Don’t tell me, precious,” Mrs. Reilly said as she hobbled dranadlyicbetween her
friends. “Remember I'm from Dauphine Street. Wetaigrit the kitchen chairs out on the
banquette and set there till midnight sometimegimgafor the house to cool off. And the
things the people down here say! Lord.”

“Vicious is what it is,” Santa agreed. “Dimyouths.”

“Poor poppa,” Mrs. Reilly said. “He was so pothen when he went and got his hand
caught in that fanbelt, the people in the neighbodhhad the nerve to say he musta been
drunk. The anonymous letters we got about that. @ggoor old Tante Boo-boo. Eighty
years old. She was burning a candle for her poparded husband and it fall off the night
table and sets her mattress on fire. The peoplesba was smoking in bed.”

“I believe people innocent until they provanilty.”



“That’s the same way | feel, Claude,” Mrs. IBesaid. “Just the other day | says to
Ignatius, ‘Ignatius, | think people innocent urnkiey prove guilty.”

“Irene!”

They crossed St. Claude Avenue during atuthe heavy traffic and walked along the
other side of the avenue under the neon lightsthey were passing a funeral parlor,
Santa stopped to talk to one of the mourners stgnalit on the sidewalk.

“Say, Mister, who they got laid out in therestie asked the man.

“They waking old lady Lopez,” the man answered

“You don't say. She the wife of that Lopez rtne little market over on Frenchman
Street?”

“That’s the one.”

“Aw, I'm sorry to hear that,” Santa said. “Wtshe died from?”

“Heart trouble.”

“Ain’t that a shame,” Mrs. Reilly said emotilty. “Poor girl.”

“Well, if | was dressed,” Santa told the maid go in and pay my respects. Me and
my friends here just on our way to a picture shbwank you.”

As they walked along, Santa described to MRsilly the many sadnesses and
tribulations that had comprised old lady Lopez'sndal existence. Finally Santa said, “I
think I'll send her family a Mass.”

“Lord,” Mrs. Reilly said, overcome by old ladppez’s biography, “I think I'll send a
Mass, too, for the repose of that poor woman’s.5oul

“Irene!” Santa screamed. “You don’t even knibvm people.”

“Well, that's true,” Mrs. Reilly agreed weakly

When they arrived at the theater, there wasesdiscussion between Santa and Mr.
Robichaux over who was going to buy the ticketss.MReilly said that she would if she
didn’t have to meet a payment on Ignatius’ trumpefore the week was out. Mr.
Robichaux was adamant, though, and Santa at tdshiehave his way.

“After all,” Santa said to him as he handetéis to the two ladies, “you the one’s got
all the money.”

She winked at Mrs. Reilly, whose mind had wexred again to that sign that Ignatius
refused to explain to her. During most of the madvies. Reilly thought about Ignatius’
rapidly decreasing salary, the payment on the teimghe payment on the wrecked
building, the earring, and the sign. Only Santaépgy exclamations of “Ain't she
precious!” and “Just take a look at that cute dsdsss got, Irene!” brought Mrs. Reilly
back to what was happening on the screen. Then thorgeelse drew her from her
meditations about her son and her problems, botuha¢h were really the same thing.
Mr. Robichaux’s hand had gently covered and was holing hers. Mrs. Reilly was too
afraid to move. Why did movies always seem to midleemen she had known -- Mr.
Reilly and Mr. Robichaux -- amorous? She stareddb}i at the screen, on which she saw
not Debbie Reynolds cavorting in color but rathearHarlow taking a bath in black and
white.

Mrs. Reilly was wondering if she could easiyrench her hand out of Mr.
Robichaux’s and bolt from the theater when Sanidcr‘Just watch it, Irene, | betcha
little Debbie’s gonna have her a baby!”

“A what?” Mrs. Reilly screamed wildly, bursgnnto crazy, loud tears that didn’'t
subside until the frightened Mr. Robichaux took heroon head and placed it carefully



on his shoulder.

Dear Reader,
Nature has sometimes made a fool; but a coRderalways of man’s own making.
--Addison

As | was wearing the soles of my desert bdotsn to a mere sliver of crepe rubber on the @ddtone
banquettes of the French Quarter in my feveredrgtdo wrest a living from an unthinking and unogri
society, | was hailed by a cherished old acquao#afeviate). After a few minutes of conversation i
which | established most easily my moral superouoiter this degenerate, | found myself ponderingeon
more the crises of our times. My mentality, uncoliaible and wanton as always, whispered to me a
scheme so magnificent and daring that | shrank filwmvery thought of what | was hearing. “Stopttied
imploringly to my godlike mind. “This is madnes®8ut still | listened to the counsel of my brainwas
offering me the opportunity to Save the World ThgbuDegeneracy. There on the worn stones of the
Quarter | enlisted the aid of this wilted flower @fhuman in gathering his associates in foppergtiey
behind a banner of brotherhood.

Ouir first step will be to elect one of theumber to some very high office -- the presidentiartuna
spins us kindly. Then they will infiltrate the nidry. As soldiers, they will all be so continuabysy in
fraternizing with one another, tailoring their wrifns to fit like sausage skins, inventing new aaded
battle dress, giving cocktail parties, etc., tingytwill never have time for battle. The one whom fimally
make Chief of Staff will want only to attend to Hashionable wardrobe, a wardrobe which, altergatel
will permit him to be either Chief of Staff or dehate, as the desire strikes him. In seeing theesscof
their unified fellows here, perverts around the ldvavill also band together to capture the militamtheir
respective countries. In those reactionary countrievhich the deviates seem to be having somdledn
gaining control, we will send aid to them as relielfielp them in toppling their governments. Whes w
have at last overthrown all existing governmeriie,world will enjoy not war but global orgies comtied
with the utmost protocol and the most truly intdio@al spirit, for these people do transcend simple
national differences. Their minds are on one gy are truly united; they think as one.

None of the pederasts in power, of coursel, bél practical enough to know about such devices as
bombs; these nuclear weapons would lie rottindgheirtvaults somewhere. From time to time the Chbfef
Staff, the President, and so on, dressed in sequmiddeathers, will entertain the leaders, i.ee,ghrverts,
of all the other countries at balls and partiesai@ls of any sort could easily be straightenediouhe
men’s room of the redecorated United Nations. Baléend Broadway musicals and entertainments of that
sort will flourish everywhere and will probably nekhe common folk happier than did the grim, hestil
fascistic pronouncements of their former leaders.

Almost everyone else has had an opportunityitcthe world. | cannot see why these people shoat
be given their chance. They have certainly beenutiderdog long enough. Their movement into power
will be, in a sense, only a part of the global nmaeet toward opportunity, justice, and equality &tr (For
example, can you name one good, practicing tratitsvés the Senate? No! These people have been
without representation long enough. Their pligha isational, a global disgrace.)

Degeneracy, rather than signaling the dowrtfblh society, as it once did, will now signal pedor a
troubled world. We must have new solutions to negbfems.

I shall act as a sort of mentor and guidetfier movement, my not inconsiderable knowledge afldvo
history, economics, religion, and political strategting as a reservoir, as it were, from whiclsthpeople
can draw rules of operational procedure. Boethiussélf played a somewhat similar role in degenerate
Rome. As Chesterton has said of Boethius, “Thusriilg served as a guide, philosopher, and friend to
many Christians; precisely because, while his ames were corrupt, his own culture was complete.”

This time | shall really confound Myrna minkhe scheme is too breathtaking for the literaledé
minx mind mired in a claustrophobic clutch of clésh The Crusade for Moorish Dignity, my brilliairst
attack upon the problems of our times, would hasenba rather grand and decisive coup had it nat bee
for the basically bourgeois worldview of the ratsanple people who were members of the vanguaris. Th
time, however, | shall be working with people wheclkeew the insipid philosophy of the middle class,
people who are willing to assume controversial fimss, to follow their cause, however unpopulamay



be, however it may threaten the smugness of thdlenass.

Does M. Minkoff want sex in politics? | shailve her sex in politics -- and plenty of it! Nould she
will be too overcome to respond to the originalifymy project. At the very least, she will seethithw
envy. (That girl must be attended to. Such effrgnéannot go unchecked.)

A debate between Pragmatism and Morality ragesy brain. Is the glorious end, Peace, worth the
awesome means, Degeneracy? Like two figures inmbéieval Morality play, Pragmatism and Morality
spar in the boxing ring of my brain. | cannot awthi# outcome of their furious debate: | am too ebsd
with Peace. (If any perceptive film producers aretiested in buying the movie rights to this Jolrha
might here make a note on the filming of this debatmusical saw would provide excellent background
accompaniment, and the hero’s eyeball may be supesed upon the debate scene in a most symbolic
manner. Certainly some attractive new discovenjdte found in a drugstore or a motel or in whateve
den people are “discovered” to play the Working Boye film may be made in Spain, Italy, or someeoth
interesting land which the cast may wish to seeh s1s North America.)

Sorry. Those of you who are interested inl#ttest bleak frankfurter news will find none. Myndiis
too preoccupied with the magnificence of this desiow | must communicate with M. Minkoff and make
some jottings for my lecture at the kickoff rally.

Social note: My truant mother is gone agaihiclv is really rather fortunate. Her vigorous a#tsaand
blistering attacks against my being are negatiadlgcting my valve. She said that she was goingtout
attend a Crowning of the May Queen at some chimghsince it isn't May, | tend to doubt her vergcit

The “sophisticated comedy” featuring my numbae female film favorite is opening at a downtown
palace momentarily. Somehownrlustbe there on opening day. | can only imagine tha'fillatest horrors,
its flaunting of vulgarity in the face of theolognd geometry, taste and decency. (I do not undetstas
compulsion of mine for seeing movies; it almostseas if movies are “in my blood.”)

Health note: My stomach is getting out of basinthe seams of my vendor’s smock are creaking
ominously.

Until later,

Tab, Your pacifist Working Boy

Mrs. Levy helped the renovated Miss Trixiethp steps and opened the door.

“This is Levy Pants!” Miss Trixie snarled.

“You're back again where you're wanted anddeek darling.” Mrs. Levy spoke as if
she were comforting a child. “And how you've beeissad. Every day Mr. Gonzalez has
been on the phone begging for you. Isn’t it wondletd know that you're so vital to a
business?”

“I thought | was retired.” The massive teettagped like a bear trap. “You people
have tricked me!”

“Now are you happy?” Mr. Levy asked his wilde was walking behind them
carrying one of Miss Trixie’s bags of scraps. ‘tieshad a knife on her, I'd be taking you
to the hospital right now.”

“Listen to the fire in her voice,” Mrs. Levyisl. “So vigorous. It's unbelievable.”

Miss Trixie tried to break away from Mrs. Leag they entered the office, but her
pumps did not give her the traction that she wasiue with sneakers, and she only
wobbled.

“She’sback?” Mr. Gonzalez cried heartbrokenly.

“Can you believe your eyes?” Mrs. Levy asked.h

Mr. Gonzalez was forced to look at Miss Trjxiehose eyes were weak pools edged
with blue shadow. Her lips had been extended irange line that almost reached her
nostrils. Near the earrings a few gray wisps of lkataped from beneath the black wig,
which was slightly awry. The short skirt revealedhered, bowed legs and small feet



that made the pumps look like snowshoes. Whole dayspping under a sunlamp had
baked Miss Trixie to a golden brown.

“She certainly looks fit,” Mr. Gonzalez saidis voice was false and he smiled a
broken smile. “You've done her a wonderful servigks. Levy.”

“I am a very attractive woman,” Miss Trixielidded.

Mr. Gonzalez laughed nervously.

“Now listen here,” Mrs. Levy said to him. “Raf this woman'’s trouble is that kind of
attitude. Ridicule she doesn’'t need.”

Mr. Gonzalez tried unsuccessfully to kiss Mrsvy’s hand.

“I want you to make her feel wanted, Gonzaldzs woman still has a sharp mind.
Give her work that will exercise those facultieshefrs. Give her more authority. She
desperately needs an active role in this business.”

“Definitely,” Mr. Gonzalez agreed. “I've saithat myself all along. Haven't I, Miss
Trixie.”

“Who?” Miss Trixie snarled.

“'ve always wanted you to assume more resjiity and authority,” the office
manager screamed. “Isn’t that correct?”

“Oh, shut up, Gomez.” Miss Trixie’s teeth téaied like castanets. “Have you bought
me that Easter ham yet? Answer me that.”

“All right. You've had your fun. Let's go,” MrLevy said to his wife. “Come on. I'm
getting depressed.”

“Just a moment,” Mr. Gonzalez said. “| haveneamail for you.”

As the office manager went to his desk totlgetmail, there was a crash in the rear of
the office. Everyone, aside from Miss Trixie whallh@egun napping on her desk, turned
around and looked in the filing department. Thereegtremely tall man with long black
hair was picking up a file drawer that had fallerttie floor. He stuffed the filing roughly
back into the drawer and slammed the drawer isteldt in the files.

“That's Mr. Zalatimo,” Mr. Gonzalez whisperetHe’s only been with us for a few
days, and | don't think he’s going to work out.drndt think we’ll want to include him in
the Levy Pants plan.”

Mr. Zalatimo looked confusedly at the filinghinets and scratched himself. Then he
opened another drawer and fumbled through its octsteith one hand while the other
scratched at his armpit through his threadbaredahghirt.

“Would you care toneethim?” the office manager asked.

“No thanks,” Mr. Levy said. “Where do you firide people that work in this place,
Gonzalez? | never see people like this anywhege els

“He looks like a gangster tne” Mrs. Levy said. “You don't keep any cash around
here, do you?”

“I think Mr. Zalatimo’s honest,” the office mager whispered. “He only has trouble
alphabeting.” He handed Mr. Levy a sheaf of mailhése are mostly confirmations on
your hotel reservations for spring practice. Them’'letter in there from Abelman. It's
addressed to you and not the company, and it'sedgpkrsonal, so | thought you’'d better
open it. It's been around for a few days.”

“What does that crack want now?” Mr. Levy saidyrily.

“Maybe he wonders what happened to a brilligrowing concern,” Mrs. Levy
observed. “Maybe he wonders what happened sincen Uesvy died. Maybe this



Abelman has some words of advice to a playboy. Redsus. It will be your work for
Levy Pants for the week.”

Mr. Levy looked at the envelope, on which “personald baen written three times in
red ballpoint. He opened it and found a letter dmclv some attachment had been
stapled.

Dear Gus Levy,

We were shocked and grievously injured toirecthe attached letter. We have been a faithftlieoéor
your merchandise for thirty years and have heretofdways had the warmest affectionate feelings for
your firm. Maybe you remember the wreath we senemwlyour father died for which we spared no
expense.

This will be very short. After many nights ttut sleep, we have given the original letter tolawyer,
who is instigating a libel suit for $500,000. Thisy do a little to compensate for our hurt feelings

Get a lawyer. We will see you in court likenjemen. No more threats, please.

Very best wishes,

I. Abelman,

Manager, Abelman’s Dry Goods

Mr. Levy turned cold as he flipped the pagd amad the Thermofaxed copy of the
letter to Abelman’s. It was incredible. Who would ® the trouble of writing things like
that? “Mr. I. Abelman, Mongoloid, Esq.”; “Your tdteack of contact with reality”; “your
blighted worldview”; “you may feel the sting of thash across your pitiful shoulders.”
Worst of all, the “Gus Levy” signature looked fgiduthentic. Abelman must be kissing
the original right now and smacking his lips. Tonstody like Abelman that letter was
like a savings bond, a blank draft on a bank.

“Who wrote this?” Mr. Levy demanded, givingetletter to Mr. Gonzalez.

“What is it, Gus? A problem? Are you havingrablem? That's one of your problems.
You never tell me your problems.”

“Oh, my goodness!” Mr. Gonzalez squeaked. STikihorrible.”

“Silence!” Miss Trixie snapped.

“What is it, Gus? Something you didn’t handierrectly? Some authority you
delegated to somebody else?”

“Yes, it's a problem. It's a problem that meame could lose the shirts off our backs.”

“What?” Mrs. Levy grabbed the letters from M&onzalez. She read them and became
a hag. Her lacquered curls turned into snakes. “Mowve done it. Anything to get back
at your father, to ruin his business. | knew it \gagg to end like this.”

“Oh, shut up. I never write the letters arotnede.”

“Susan and Sandra will have to quit collegeeyfll be selling themselves to sailors
and gangsters like that one there.”

“Huh?” Mr. Zalatimo asked, sensing that he wamg discussed.

“You're sick” Mrs. Levy shouted at her husband. “Quiet!”

“And will | be any better off?” Mrs. Levy’s aamarine lids were trembling. “What
will become of me? Already my life has been wrecké&that happens to me now?
Prowling in garbage cans, following the fleet. Mptimer was right.”

“Quiet!” Miss Trixie demanded, this time muaiore fiercely. “You people are the
noisiest I've ever met.”

Mrs. Levy had collapsed in a chair, sobbingsthing about going out to sell Avon
products.



“What do you know about this, Gonzalez?” Mevl asked the office manager whose
lips had turned white.

“I don’t know a thing,” Mr. Gonzalez pipedt the first time I've seen that letter.”

“You write the correspondence around here.”

“I didn’t write that” His lips were quivering. “I wouldn’'t do somethirlike that to
Levy Pants!”

“No, | know you wouldn’t.” Mr. Levy tried tohink. “Somebody really had it in for
Mr. Levy went over to the files, pushed theasthing Mr. Zalatimo aside, and opened
the files in the A's. There was no Abelman foldgre drawer was completely empty. He
opened several other drawers, but half of them weenpty, too. What a way to begin
fighting a libel suit.

“What do you people do with the filing?”

“I was wondering about that myself,” Mr. Zatabd said vaguely.

“Gonzalez, what was the name of that big kgol had working in here, the big fat
one with the green cap?”

“Mr. Ignatius Reilly. He handled the lettergo out.” Who had composed that awful
thing?

“Hey,” Jones’s voice said over the telephdiyeu people still got a fat mother with a
green cap working there at Levy Pant? A big whitg got him a moustache?”

“No we don’t,” Mr. Gonzalez answered in a Blwoice and slammed the phone down.

“Who was that?” Mr. Levy asked.

“Oh, | don't know. Someone for Mr. Reilly.” €hoffice manager wiped his forehead
with a handkerchief. “The one who tried to makefewtory workers kill me.”

“Reilly?” Miss Trixie said. “That wasn’t Reyll that was...”

“The young idealist?” Mrs. Levy sobbed. “Whanted him?”

“I don’t know,” the office manager answereti.sounded like a Negro voice to me.”

“Well, | guess so,” Mrs. Levy said. “He’s ouying to help some other unfortunates
right now. It's encouraging to know that his ideatiis still intact.”

Mr. Levy had been thinking of something, areddsked the office manager, “What
was the name of that kook?”

“Reilly. Ignatius J. Reilly.”

“It was?” Miss Trixie said with interest. “Tti®strange. | always thought it...”

“Miss Trixie, please,” Mr. Levy said angrilfhat Reilly blimp was working for the
company at the time that that letter to Abelman dated. “Do you think that that Reilly
would write a letter like that?”

“Maybe,” Mr. Gonzalez said. “I don’t know. B high hopes for him until he tried to
get that worker to brain me.”

“That’s right,” Mrs. Levy moaned. “Try to piih on the young idealist. Put him away
where his idealism won't bother you. People like thoung idealist don’'t deal in
underhanded things like that. Wait until Susan 8addra hear about this.” Mrs. Levy
made a gesture that indicated that the girls waldérly go into a state of shock.
“Negroes are calling here to get his counsel. ¥oalout to frame him. | can’t take much
more of this, Gus. | can't, | can’t!”

“Then do you wantheto say | wrote that?”

“Of course not!” Mrs. Levy screamed at her barsd. “I'm supposed to end in the

us.



poorhouse? If the young idealist wrote it, he godsil for forgery.”

“Say, what’s going on?” Mr. Zalatimo askeds ‘this dump gonna close down or
what? | mean, I'd like to know.”

“Shut up, gangster,” Mrs. Levy answered wildhefore we pin it on you.”

“Huh?”

“Will you keep quiet? You're getting everythgimonfused,” Mr. Levy said to his wife.
Then he turned to the office manager. “Get meR@gly’s phone number.”

Mr. Gonzalez awakened Miss Trixie and askedidrea phone book.

“I keep all of the phone books,” Miss Trixie snapp&hd no one is going to use
them.”

“Then look up a Reilly on Constantinople Striee us.”

“Well, all right, Gomez,” Miss Trixie snarle@#Hold your horses.” She took the three
hoarded office telephone books out of some reges$ei desk, and, studying the pages
with a magnifying glass, gave them a number. |

Mr. Levy dialed it and a voice answered, “Gaooadrning. Regal Cleaners.”

“Give me one of those phone books,” Mr. Lewjiéred.

“No,” Miss Trixie rasped, slapping her handwhoon the stack of books, guarding
them with her newly enameled nails. “You'll onlysl it. I'll find the right number. |
must say you people are very impatient and ex@tabtaying at your house took ten
years off my life. Why can’t you let poor Reillycale? You already kicked him out over
nothing.”

Mr. Levy dialed the second number that sheedam. A woman who sounded slightly
intoxicated answered and told him that Mr. Reillpuln’t be home until late in the
afternoon. Then she started crying, and Mr. Lewydgpressed and thanked her and hung
up.

“Well, he’s not at home,” Mr. Levy told thediance in the office.

“Mr. Reilly always seemed to have the bestnests of Levy Pants at heart,” the office
manager said sadly. “Why he started that rioniédlser know.”

“For one thing because he had a police retord.

“When he came to apply, | certainly didn'trtkihe was a police character.” The office
manager shook his head. “He seemed so refined.”

Mr. Gonzalez watched. Mr. Zalatimo probing lleisg index finger high into one of his
nostrils. What would this one do? His feet tingeth fear.

The factory door banged open and one of thekeve screamed, “Hey, Mr. Gonzalez,
Mr. Palerma just burn his hand on one of them foerdoor.”

There were sounds of disorder in the facthmpan was cursing.

“Oh, my goodness,” Mr. Gonzalez cried. “Qutee workers. I'll be there in a
minute.”

“Come on,” Mr. Levy said to his wife. “Let’ssgout of here. I'm getting heartburn.”

“Just a moment.” Mrs. Levy gestured to Mr. Galez. “About Miss Trixie. | want you
to give her a welcome every morning. Give her megfioi work to do. In the past her
insecurity probably made her afraid of taking aagponsible work. | think she’s over
that now. Basically she has a deep-seated hatreemvyfPants that I've analyzed as being
rooted in fear. The insecurity and fear have ledatved.”

“Of course,” the office manager said, halfdiing. The factory sounded bad.

“Go see about the factory, Gonzalez,” Mr. Leayd. “I'll get in touch with Reilly.”



“Yes, sir.” Mr. Gonzalez made a deep bow nthand dashed out of the office.

“Okay.” Mr. Levy was holding the door open.sfcome near Levy Pants and you
were subjected to all sorts of annoyances and deipige influences. You couldn't leave
the place alone for a minute. Anyone who wantethke it easy and not be bothered had
better not have a company like Levy Pants. Gonzdithz't even know what kind of mail
was going out of the office. “Come on, Dr. Freudt's go.”

“Look how calm you ardt doesn’t matter to you that Abelman is about to cue
lives away if he can.” The aquamarine lids trembl&&ren’t you going to get the
idealist?”

“Some other time. I've had enough for one day.

“Meanwhile Abelman has Scotland Yard at ouo#ts.”

“He’s not even home.” Mr. Levy didn’t feel 8kspeaking with the crying woman
again. “I'll call him tonight from the coast. Thésenothing to worry about. They can’t
sue me for a half million for a letter | didn’t viei”

“Oh, no? I'm sure somebody like Abelman codldan just see that lawyer he’s got.
Crippled from chasing ambulances. Mutilated fronmgecaught in fires he’s started for
insurance money.”

“Well, you'll take the bus back to the coastyou don’t hurry up. I'm getting
indigestion from this office.”

“All right, all right. You can't spare a mireiof your wasted life for this woman, can
you?” Mrs. Levy indicated the loudly snoring Missixie. She shook Miss Trixie’s
shoulder. “I'm going, darling. Everything is goitgbe fine. I've spoken to Mr. Gonzalez
and he’s delighted to see you again.”

“Quiet!” Miss Trixie ordered. Her teeth snagpeenacingly.

“Come on before | have to take you to getldesshot,” Mr. Levy said angrily and
grabbed his wife through her fur coat.

“Just look at this place.” A gloved hand gestlto the dingy office furniture, to the
warped floors, to the crepe paper streamers strigimg from the days when I. J. Reilly
was custodian of the files, to Mr. Zalatimo who wasking at the wastebasket in
alphabetical frustration. “Sad, sad. A businessmddiwve drain, unhappy young idealists
stooping to forgery to get even.”

“Get out of here, you people,” Miss Trixie ded, slapping her palm on the desk.

“Listen to the conviction in that voice,” Mrkevy said proudly as her round, furry
figure was being hauled through the door. “I've kext a miracle.”

The door closed and Mr. Zalatimo came ovemMiss Trixie, absently scratching
himself. He tapped her on the shoulder and ask&aly, 1ady, maybe you can help me out
with this. What would you say comes firg¥jllis or Williams?”

Miss Trixie glared at him for a moment. Then sheksher teeth into his hand. In the
factory Mr. Gonzalez heard Mr. Zalatimo’s screamiHg didn’t know whether to desert
the seared Mr. Palermo and see what had happentedstay in the factory, where the
workers had begun dancing with one another under Itludspeakers. Levy Pants
demanded a lot of a person.

In the sports car, as they drove through #ftensarshes that led back to the coast, Mrs.
Levy, pulling her blowing fur up closer around heeck said, “I'm establishing a
Foundation.”

“| see. Suppose Abelman’s lawyer gets the mang of us.”



“He won’t. The young idealist is trapped,” d@d calmly. “A police record, inciting a
riot. His character references will stink.”

“Oh. Suddenly you agree that your young ictadi a criminal.”

“He obviously was all alone.”

“But you wanted to get your hands on Miss iEix

“That’s right.”

“Well, there will be no Foundation.”

“Susan and Sandra will hate to know that ymumn'’s attitude toward the world almost
ruined them, that because you won't even takeithe to supervise your own company,
we have somebody suing us for half a million. Tiks gill really resent that. The least
that you've always given them has been materialfedmSusan and Sandra will hate to
know that they could have ended up as prostitutegcse.”

“They might at least have made some monely Asiit is, they're all for free.”

“Please, Gus. Not another word. Even my bizgdl spirit has some sensitivity left. |
can't let you slander my girls like that.” Mrs. Legighed contentedly. “This Abelman
business is the most dangerous of all your mistakelserrors and evasions through the
years. The girls’ hair will curl when they readiofOf course, | won't frighten them if
you don’t want me to.”

“How much do you want for this Foundation?”

“I haven't decided yet. I've been composing thles and regulations.”

“May | ask what this Foundation is going toda#led, Mrs. Guggenheim? The Susan
and Sandra slush fund?”

“It will be called the Leon Levy Foundatiom honor of your father. | have to do
something to honor your father's name for all thatt haven't done to honor it. The
awards will commemorate the memory of that great.ina

“l see. In other words, you'll be tossing lalsrat old men outstanding only for their
unequaled meanness.”

“Please, Gus.” Mrs. Levy held up a gloved hdfithe girls have been thrilled by my
reports on the Miss Trixie project. The Foundatwii really give them faith in their
name. | must do all | can to make up for your catefailure as a parent.”

“Getting an award from the Leon Levy Foundatall be a public insult. Your hands
will be really full of libel suits then, libel s@wtfrom the recipients. Forget it. Whatever
happened to bridge? Other people are still plaifin@an’t you go play golf at Lakewood
anymore? Take some more dancing lessons. TakeTkigs with you.”

“To be quite honest with you, Miss Trixie wheginning to bore me the last few
days.”

“So that's why the rejuvenation course endéedfa sudden.”

“I've done all I can for that woman. Susan &ahdra are proud that I've tried to keep
her active so long.”

“Well, there will be no Leon Levy Foundation.”

“Do you resent it? There’s resentment in ywoice. | can hear it. There’s hostility.
Gus, for your own sake. That doctor in the Medfd$ building. Lenny’s savior. Before
it's too late. Now I'll have to watch over you eyeminute to see to it that you get in
touch with that idealist criminal as soon as pdssibknow you. You'll put it off, and
Abelman will have a van out in front of Levy’s Lagltpking everything away.”

“Including your exercising board.”



“'ve already told you!” Mrs. Levy screamedLéave the board out of this!” She
adjusted her ruffled furs. “Now get to that Reilgycho before Abelman comes down
here and starts taking the hub caps off this smantsWith somebody like that, Abelman
has no case. Lenny's doctor can analyze Reilly, Hred state will put him away
someplace where he can'’t try to wreck people. Tlgoddness Susan and Sandra won't
know that they almost ended up selling roach tableim door to door. Their hearts
would break if they knew how carelessly their owathér handled their welfare.”

v

George had set up his stakeout on PoydrastSiceoss from the Paradise Vendors,
Incorporated, garage. He had remembered the nantBeowagon and looked up the
address of the vending firm. All morning he hadte@ifor the big vendor, who had never
shown up. Perhaps he had been fired for stabbiaddiny in Pirate’s Alley. At noon
George had left his outpost and gone down to the&t@uto get the packages from Miss
Lee. Now he was back on Poydras wondering whetiervéndor was going to show.
George had decided to try to be nice to him, todhaim a few dollars right away. Hot
dog vendors must be poor. He'd appreciate a fevksuithis vendor was a perfect front
man. He would never know what was coming off. He &ayood education, though.

At last, sometime after one o’clock, a whitmogk billowed off the trolley and
whipped into the garage. A few minutes later thdbadl vendor wheeled his wagon out
onto the sidewalk. He was still wearing the earrswarf, and cutlass, George noticed. If
he put them on in the garage, they must be paniso$ales gimmick. You could tell by
the way that he talked, though, that he had gorseltiool a long time. That was probably
what was wrong with him. George had been wise ema@aget out of school as soon as
possible. He didn't want to end up like that guy.

George watched him push the wagon a few feendhe block, stop, and tape a piece
of tablet paper to the front of his wagon. Georgeid use psychology on him; he’d play
up to the vendor’s education. That and the monewulshmake him rent out his bun
compartment.

Then an old man stuck his head out of thegganan up behind the vendor, and struck
him across the back with a long fork.

“Get moving, you ape,” the old man shoutedolYe already late. It's already
afternoon. Today you're gonna bring in a profietse.”

The vendor said something coolly and quigBgorge couldn’t understand it, but it
lasted a long time.

“I don’t care if your mother takes dope,” tblel man answered. “I don’t wanna hear
no more bullshit about that automobile accident wmgr dreams and your goddam girl
friend. Now get outta here, you big baboon. | wawe dollars minimum from you
today.”

With a push from the old man, the vendor blie the corner and disappeared onto St.
Charles. After the old man returned to the gar&pmrge slouched off in pursuit of the
wagon.

Unaware that he was being trailed, Ignatiushed his cart against the traffic down St.
Charles toward the Quarter. He had stayed up sothat night before working on his
lecture for the kickoff rally that he hadn’t beebleato move from his yellowed sheets



until almost noon, and then it had only been hishads violent pounding and screaming
that had awakened him. Now that he was out ontteets, he had a problem. Today the
sophisticated comedy was opening at the RKO Orphéterhad been able to bleed ten
cents out of his mother for carfare home, althosbgh had even begrudged him that.
Somehow he had to sell five or six hot dogs quickérk the wagon somewhere, and get
to that theater so that his disbelieving eyes codtthk in every blasphemous
technicolored moment.

Lost in speculation about means for raisirgyrttoney, Ignatius did not notice that for
quite some time his car had been traveling in aigtt and unswerving line. When he
attempted to pull closer to the curb, the cart Wodt incline to the right at all. Stopping,
he saw that one of the bicycle tires had lodgetthéngroove of a streetcar track. He tried
to bump the cart out of the groove; it was too lyelavbe easily bounced. He bent and
tried to lift the cart on one side. As he slippésliands beneath the big tin bun, he heard
through the light mist the grinding of an approachstreetcar. The hard little bumps
appeared on his hands, and his valve, after waydona moment of frantic decision,
slammed closed. Wildly Ignatius pulled upward oa tim bun. The bicycle tire shot up
out of the tracks, rose upward, balanced for armbda the air, and then became
horizontal as the cart turned over loudly on itseotside. One of the little lids in the tin
bun opened and deposited a few steaming hot dogsewstreet.

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius mumbled to himself, whing the silhouette of the streetcar
forming a half-block away. “What vicious trick i®Ffuna playing on me now?”

Deserting the wreck, Ignatius lumbered dowantthcks toward the streetcar, the white
muu-muu of a uniform swishing around his anklese Tiive and copper trolley car
ground slowly toward him, leisurely pitching andckong. The motorman, seeing the
huge, spherical, white figure panting in the cemwtethe tracks, slid the car to a halt and
opened one of the front windows.

“Pardon me, sir,” the earring called up to hiith you will wait a moment, | shall
attempt to right my listing craft.”

George saw his opportunity. He ran over tatmrs and said cheerily, “Come on, prof,
let's you and me get this off the street.”

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius thundered. “My pubeste&emesis. What a promising day
this appears to be. | am apparently to be run dwera streetcar and robbed
simultaneously, thereby setting a Paradise recaetl away, you depraved urchin.”

“You grab that end and I'll get this one.”

The streetcar clanged at them.

“Oh, all right,” Ignatius said finally. “Actdly, | would be perfectly happy to let this
ridiculous liability lie here on its side.”

George took one end of the bun and said, ‘Deiter close that little door before more
of them weenies falls out.”

Ignatius kicked the little door closed, ahd were playing to win in a professional
football game, neatly severing a protruding hot ohdg two six-inch sections.

“Take it easy, prof. You gonna break your wago

“Shut up, you truant. | didn’t ask you to malanversation.”

“Okay,” George said, shrugging. “I mean, I'asj tryna help you out.”

“How could you possibly help me?” Ignatius lbeled, baring a tan fang or two.
“Some authority of society is probably hot on tleerg of your suffocating hair tonic



right now. Where did you come from? Why are youloiwing me?”

“Look, you want me to help you pick up thisepof junk?”

“Pile of junk? Are you talking about this Pdise vehicle?”

The streetcar clanged at them again.

“Come on,” George saitiJp.”

“I hope you realize,” Ignatius said as he bikssly lifted the wagon, “that our
association is only the result of an emergency.”

The cart bounced back onto its two bicyclestirthe contents of the tin bun rattling
against its sides.

“Okay, prof, there you go. Glad | could helpuyout.”

“In case you haven'’t noticed, you waif, yoe about to be hooked on the cowcatcher
of that streetcar.”

The streetcar rolled by them slowly so tha tonductor and motorman could study
Ignatius’ costume more closely.

George grabbed one of Ignatius’ paws and stuokdollars in it.

“Money?” Ignatius asked happily. “Thank GodH& quickly pocketed the two bills.
“I'd rather not ask the obscene motive for thisl like to think that you're attempting to
make amends in your simple way for slandering mamyndismal first day with this
ludicrous wagon.”

“That’s it, prof. You said it better than lenvcould. You're a really educated guy.”

“Oh?” Ignatius was very pleased. “There magtme hope for you yet. Hot dog?”

“No, thanks.”

“Then pardon me while | have one. My systenpditioning for appeasement.”
Ignatius looked down into the well of his wagon. yM5od, the hot dogs are quite
disordered.”

While Ignatius was slamming doors and plundirsgpaws down into the well, George
said, “Now | helped you out, prof. Maybe you cantkde same for me.”

“Perhaps,” Ignatius said disinterestedly,ngtinto the hot dog.

“You see these?” George indicated the browpeppackages he was carrying under
his arms. “These are school supplies. Now thisygonoblem. | gotta pick them up from
the distributor at lunchtime, but | can’t delivdret to the schools until after school’'s
closed. So | gotta carry them around for almost hears. You understand? What I'm
looking for is a place to put these things in thHeeraoon. Now | could meet you
someplace about one and put them in your bun cdampat and come get them out
sometime before three.”

“How bogus,” Ignatius belched. “Do you serijugxpect me to believe you?
Delivering school supplies after the schools aosell?”

“I'll pay you a couple of bucks every day.”

“You will?” Ignatius asked with interest. “Welyou will have to pay me a week’s rent
in advance. | don’t deal in small sums.”

George opened his wallet and gave Ignatiust eigllars.

“Here. With the two you already got, that maken for the week.”

Ignatius happily pocketed the new bills amped one of the packages from George’s
arms, saying, “I must see what it is that I'm stgriYou're probably selling goof bills to
infants.”

“Hey!” George shouted. “I can't deliver thei§tif it's opened.”



“Too bad for you.” Ignatius fended off the bagd tore off the brown wrapping. He
saw a stack of what looked like postcards. “Whatthese? Visual aids for civics or some
other equally stultifying high school subject?”

“Gimme that, you nut.”

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius stared at what he s&@mce in high school someone had
shown him a pornographic photograph, and he hapsEd against a water cooler,
injuring his ear. This photograph was far supeAonude woman was sitting on the edge
of a desk next to a globe of the world. The suggkesinanism with the piece of chalk
intrigued Ignatius. Her face was hidden behind rgdabook. While George evaded
indifferent slaps from the unoccupied paw, Ignasgsutinized the title on the cover of
the book: Anicius Manlius Severinus Boethid$e Consolation of Philosoph$Do |
believe what | am seeing? What brilliance. WhatetaSood grief.”

“Give that back,” George pleaded.

“This one isming” Ignatius gloated, pocketing the top card. He dehthe torn
package back to George and looked at the piecerofvirapping between his fingers.
There was an address on it. He pocketed that;Wdloere in the world did you get these?
Who is this brilliant woman?”

“None of your business.”

“| see. A secret operation.” Ignatius thoughthe address on the piece of paper. He
would do his own investigating. Some destitute worrdellectual was doing anything
for a dollar. Her worldview must be quite incisivieher reading material were any guide.
It could be that she was in the same situation agvtitking Boy, a seer and philosopher
cast into a hostile century by forces beyond hertrob Ignatius must meet her. She
might have some new and valuable insights. “Wallspite of my misgivings, | shall
make my cart available to you. However, you mudtctvahe cart this afternoon. | have a
rather urgent appointment.”

“Hey, what is this? How long you gonna be?”

“About two hours.”

“| gotta get uptown by three o’clock.”

“Well, you shall be a little late this aftelw@” Ignatius said angrily. “I am already
lowering my standards by associating with you amdifig up my bun compartment. You
should be glad that | haven'’t turned you in. | hawethe police force a brilliant friend, a
sly undercover agent, Patrolman Mancuso. He islgudting for the sort of break a case
like yours would offer. Fall to your knees and batgful for my benevolence.”

Mancuso? Wasn't that the name of the undercagent who had stopped him in the
rest room? George got very nervous.

“What does this undercover pal of yours loitle?” George sneered in an attempt at
bravery.

“He is small and elusive.” Ignatius’ voice wasnning. “He is given to many
disguises. He is a veritable will-o’-the-wisp, sgimg here and there in his never-ending
search for marauders. For a while he chose thertcova bathroom but now is out on the
streets where he remains at my beck and call everyte.”

George’s throat filled with something that kbd him.

“This is a frame-up,” he swallowed.

“That’'s enough from you, you guttersnipe. Bmeging the degeneration of some
noble woman scholar,” Ignatius barked. “You shdwgdkissing the hem of my uniform in



gratitude for my not advising Sherlock Mancuso ofiyevil goods. Meet me before the
RKO Orpheum in two hours!”

Ignatius billowed grandly off down Common &treGeorge put his two packages in
the bun compartment and sat down on the curb. whis really luck meeting a pal of
Mancuso’s. The big vendor really had him. He lookedously at the wagon. Now he
wasn't only stuck with the packages. He was stuitk & big hot dog wagon.

Ignatius tossed money at the cashier andilijelunged into the Orpheum, waddling
down the aisle toward the footlights. His timingliaeen perfect. The second feature was
just beginning. The boy with the magnificent photgahs was definitely a find. Ignatius
wondered if he could blackmail him into watching thagon every afternoon. The urchin
had certainly responded to his mention of a friendhe police force.

Ignatius snorted at the movie credits. Alltbé people involved in the film were
equally unacceptable. A set designer, in particiiad appalled him too many times in
the past. The heroine was even more offensivegharhad been in the circus musical. In
this film she was a bright young secretary whonaged man of the world was trying to
seduce. He flew her in a private jet to Bermudaiasthlled her in a suite. On their first
night together she broke out in a rash just asiltkeetine was opening her bedroom door.

“Filth!” Ignatius shouted, spewing wet popcasker several rows. “How dare she
pretend to be a virgin. Look at her degenerate. lRepe her!”

“They sure got some funny people at matine$dty with a shopping bag said to her
companion. “Just take a look at him. He’s got @againg.”

Then there was a soft-focus love scene, andtilgs began to lose control. He could
feel the hysteria overtaking him. He tried to Herdi but he found that he couldn't.

“They’re photographing them through severaickhesses of cheesecloth,” he
spluttered. “Oh, my God. Who can imagine how wratkbind loathsome those two really
are? | think I'm getting nauseated. Can't somean¢he projection booth turn off the
electricity? Please!”

He rattled his cutlass loudly against the sifldis seat. An old usherette came down
the aisle and tried to grab the cutlass from hiat, Ignatius wrestled with her, and she
slid to the carpet. She got up and hobbled away.

The heroine, believing her honor to be in ¢joes had a series of paranoid fantasies
in which she was lying on a bed with her libertiiee bed was pulled through the streets
and floated across a swimming pool at the resdglho

“Good grief. Is this smut supposed to be coyRédgnatius demanded in the darkness.
“I have not laughed once. My eyes can hardly belithis highly discolored garbage.
That woman must be lashed until she drops. Shedsrmining our civilization. She is a
Chinese Communist agent sent over to destroy easEl Someone with some decency
get to the fuse box. Hundreds of people in thiatifreare being demoralized. If we're all
lucky, the Orpheum may have forgotten to pay isteical bill.”

As the film ended Ignatius cried, “Under hdl-American face she is really Toyko
Rose!”

He wanted to stay for another showing, butdreembered the waif. Ignatius didn’t
want to ruin a good thing. He needed that boy. lyeh& climbed over the four empty
popcorn boxes that had accumulated before hisisesty the movie. He was completely
enervated. His emotions were spent. Gasping, lygetad up the aisle and out onto the
sunlit street. There, by the cab stand at the Radisklotel, George was keeping a surly



watch over the wagon.

“Jesus,” he sneered. “I thought you was nex@mning outta there. What kinda
appointment you had? You just went to see a movie.”

“Please,” Ignatius sighed. “I've just beendilgh trauma. Run along. I'll meet you at
one sharp tomorrow at Canal and Royal.”

“Okay, prof.” George took his packages andtstato slouch away. “Keep your mouth
shut, huh?”

“We shall see,” Ignatius said sternly.

He ate a hot dog with trembling hands and eéettown into his pocket at the
photograph. From above the woman’s figure lookeehewore matronly and reassuring.
Some broken professor of Roman history? A ruinedievalist? If only she would have
shown her face. There was an air of solitude, ddakenent, of solitary sensual and
scholarly pleasure that appealed to him greatlylddked at the scrap of wrapping paper,
at the crude, tiny address. Bourbon Street. Theommdvoman was in the hands of
commercial exploiters. What a challenging charaéterthe Journal. That particular
work, Ignatius thought, was rather lacking in tlemsual department. It needed a good
injection of lip-smacking innuendo. Perhaps thefessions of this woman would perk it
up a bit.

Ignatius rolled down into the Quarter and, fowild and very fleeting moment,
pondered an affair. How Myrna would gnaw at heresgo cup rim in envy. He would
describe every lush moment with this scholarly wom#ith her background and
Boethian worldview, she would take a very stoic #edlistic view of whatever sexual
gaucheries and blunders he committed. She woulthderstanding. “Be kind,” Ignatius
would sigh to her. Myrna probably attacked sex whit vehemence and seriousness that
she brought to social protest. How anguished sh@dvoe when Ignatius described his
tender pleasures.

“Do | dare?” Ignatius asked himself, bumpirdge twagon absent-mindedly into a
parked car. The handle sank into his stomach antielghed. He would not tell the
woman how he came across her. First, he would sis@&oethius. She would be
overwhelmed.

Ignatius found the address and said, “Oh, rag!G he poor woman is in the hands of
fiends.” He studied the facade of the Night of doyg lumbered up to the poster in the
glass case. He read:

ROBERTAE. LEE
presents

Harlett O'Hara
The Virgin-ny Belle
(and pet!)

Who was Harlett O’'Hara? Even more important, whigidkof pet? Ignatius was
intrigued. Afraid of attracting the wrath of the XNaproprietress, he sat down
uncomfortably on the curb and decided to wait.

Lana Lee was watching Darlene and the biréyMiere almost ready to open. Now if
only Darlene could get that line straight. She ward away from the stage, gave Jones



some additional directions about cleaning understoels, and went to look out of the
porthole of glass in the padded door. She’'d seenginof the act for one afternoon. The
act was really pretty good in its own way. Georgesweally bringing in the money with
the new merchandise. Things were looking good. Toogs seemed to be broken in at
last.

Lana pushed the door open and hollered oot tim street, “Hey, you. Get off my
curb, you character.”

“Please,” a rich voice answered from the $trpausing to think of some excuse. “I
am only resting my rather broken feet.”

“Go rest them someplace else. Get that crappgon away from in front my
business.”

“Let me assure you that | did not choose ttapse here before your gas chamber of a
den. I did not return here of my own volition. Mget have simply ceased to function. |
am paralyzed.”

“Go get paralyzed down the block. All | nesdyou hanging around here again to ruin
my investment. You look like a queer with that eagr People’ll think this is a gay bar.
Goon.”

“People will never make that mistake. Withautloubt you operate the most dismal
bar in the city. May | interest you in purchasinga dog?”

Darlene came to the door and said, “Well, laio it is. How’s your poor momma?”

“Oh, my God,” Ignatius bellowed. “Why did Forta lead me to this spot?”

“Hey, Jones,” Lana Lee called. “Quit knockitizat broom and come chase this
character away.”

“Sorry. Bouncer wage star at fifty dollar aekée’

“You sure treat your poor momma cruel,” Dadesaid out the door.

“I don’t imagine that either of you ladies hraad Boethius,” Ignatius sighed.

“Don't talk to him,” Lana said to Darlene. “ldea fucking smart-aleck. Jones, I'll give
you about two seconds to come out here before ygetpicked up on a vagrancy rap
along with this character. I'm getting fed up wémartasses in general.”

“Goodness knows what storm trooper will descepon me and beat me senseless,”
Ignatius observed coolly. “You can’t frighten meéel already had my trauma for the
day.”

“Ooo-wee!” Jones said when he looked out tberd“The green cap mother. In
person. Live.”

“| see that you've wisely decided to hire atjgalarly terrifying Negro to protect you
against your enraged and cheated customers,” e gap mother said to Lana Lee.

“Hustle him off,” Lana said to Jones.

“Whoa! How you hustle off a elephan?”

“Look at those dark glasses. No doubt hisesyss swimming in dope.”

“Get the hell back in there,” Lana said to IBae, who was staring at Ignatius. She
pushed Darlene and said to Jones, “Okay. Get him.”

“Get out your razor and slash me,” Ignatiusl s& Lana and Darlene went in. “Throw
lye in my face. Stab me. You wouldn'’t realize, olucse, that it was my interest in civil
rights which led to my becoming a crippled venddrfranks. | lost a particularly
successful position because of my stand on thalrgaestion. My broken feet are the
indirect result of my sensitive social conscience.”



“Whoa! Levy Pant kick your ass out for tryigat all them po color people throwed in
jail, huh?”

“How do you know about that?” Ignatius askedumgledly. “Were you involved in that
particularly abortive coup?”

“No. | hear peoples talkin aroun.”

“You did?” Ignatius asked interestedly. “Nouthd they made some mention of my
carriage and bearing. Thus, | am recognizable rdifpasuspected that | have become a
legend. Perhaps | abandoned that movement todyiaggnatius was delighted. This
was developing into a bright day after many bleaks “I have probably become a
martyr of sorts.” He belched. “Would you care fdna dog? | extend the same courteous
service to all colors and creeds. Paradise Verttmsdeen a pioneer in the field of public
accommodations.”

“How come a white cat like you, talkin so gosdllin weenies?”

“Please blow your smoke elsewhere. My respiyasystem, unfortunately, is below
par. | suspect that | am the result of particularBak conception on the part of my father.
His sperm was probably emitted in a rather offharachner.”

This was luck, Jones thought. The fat mothepped out of the sky just when he
needed him most.

“You mus be outa your min man. You oughta hgme a good job, big Buick, all that
shit. Whoa! Air condition, color TV...”

“I have a very pleasant occupation,” Ignatarsswered icily. “Outdoor work, no
supervision. The only pressure is on the feet.”

“If 1 go to college | wouldn be draggin no mewagon aroun sellin peoples a lotta
garbage and shit.”

“Please! Paradise products are of the verlgdsgquality.” Ignatius rapped his cutlass
against the curb. “Anyone employed by that dubibaisis not in a position to question
another’s occupation.”

“Shit, you think | like the Night of Joy? Oawee. | wanna get someplace. | like to get
someplace good, be gainfully employ, make me a lvage.”

“Just as | suspected,” Ignatius said angfily. other words, you want to become
totally bourgeois. You people have all been brastvea. | imagine that you'd like to
become a success or something equally vile.”

“Hey, now you gettin me. Whoa!”

“| really don’t have the time to discuss theoes of your value judgments. However, |
would like some information from you. Do you by atlyance have a woman in that den
who is given to reading?”

“Yeah. She all the time slippin me somethirrgad, tellin me | be improvin myself.
She pretty decent.”

“Oh, my God.” The blue and yellow eyes flash8d there any way that | can meet
this paragon?”

Jones wondered what this was all about. He, s&hoa! You wanna see her, you
come around some night, see her dancin with hér pet

“Good grief. Don't tell me that she is thisriédt O’Hara.”

“Yeah. She Harla O’Horror all right.”

“Boethius plus a pet,” Ignatius mumbled. “Whadiscovery.”

“She be openin in a coupla three days, man.odgyhta get your ass down here. This



the very fines ack | ever seen. Whoa!”

“I can only imagine,” Ignatius said respedgfulSome brilliant satire on the decadent
Old South being cast before the unaware swine @& Night of Joy audience. Poor
Harlett. “Tell me. What sort of pet does she have?”

“Hey! | cain tell you that, man. You gotta stee yourself. This ack a big surprise.
Harla got somethin to say, too. This ain jus aaegtrip ack. Harla talkin.”

Good heavens. Some incisive commentary whicbme in her audiences could fully
comprehend. He must see Harlett. They must commateic

“There is one thing | would like to know, Silgnatius said. “Is the Nazi proprietress
of this cesspool around here every night?”

“Who? Miss Lee? No.” Jones smiled at himséle sabotage was working too
perfectly. The fat mother really wanted to comethie Night of Joy. “She say Harla
O’Horror so perfec, she so fine, she don’t havtadmain aroun at night to supervise. She
say jus as soon Harla be openin, she leavin facation in Califonia. Whoa!”

“What luck,” Ignatius slobbered. “Well,shall be here to see Miss O’Hara’s act. You
may secretly reserve a ringside table for me. Itrees and hear everything she does.”

“Ooo-wee. You be real welcome, man. Drag ya&s over in a coupla days. We give
you the fines service in the house.”

“Jones, are you talking to that character bat?” Lana demanded from the door.

“Don’t worry,” Ignatius told her. “I'm leavingYour henchman has terrified me
completely. | shall never make the mistake of gvassing by this vile pigsty.”

“Good,” Lana said and swung the door closed.

Ignatius gloated at Jones conspiratorially.

“Hey, listen,” Jones said. “Before you be leavell me somethin. Wha you think a
color cat can do to stop bein vagran or employweéle minimal wage?”

“Please.” Ignatius fumbled through his smazKind the curb and raise himself. “You
can’'t possibly realize how confused you are. Yoalug judgments are all wrong. When
you get to the top or wherever it is that you wango, you'll have a nervous breakdown
or worse. Do you know of any Negroes with ulcergt@urse not. Live contentedly in
some hovel. Thank Fortuna that you have no Cautgssent hounding you. Read
Boethius.”

“Who? Read wha?”

“Boethius will show you that striving is ultately meaningless, that we must learn to
accept. Ask Miss O’Hara about him.”

“Listen. How you like bein vagran half the 8fY

“Wonderful. | myself was a vagrant in happieetter days. If only | were in your
shoes. | would stir from my room only once a mawtfiumble for my relief check in the
mailbox. Realize your good fortune.”

The fat mother was really a freak. The poapbe at Levy Pants were lucky that they
hadn’t ended up in Angola.

“Well be sure you come aroun in a coupla réighlones blew a cloud at the earring.
“Harla be doin her stuff.”

“I shall be there with bells on,” Ignatius ddiappily. How Myrna would gnash her
teeth.

“Whoa!” Jones walked around to the front o thagon and studied the sheet of Big
Chief paper. “Look like somebody been playin tricksyou.”



“That is only a merchandising gimmick.”

“Oo00-wee. You better check it again.”

Ignatius lumbered around to the prow and shat the waif had decorated the
TWELVE INCHES (12") OF PARADISE sign with a varietf genitals.

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius ripped off the sheewveoed with the ballpoint grafitti. “Have
| been pushing this about?”

“I be out front lookin for you,” Jones saidHéy!”

Ignatius waved a happy paw and waddled offlast he had a reason for earning
money: Harlett O’Hara. He aimed the denuded prowhefwagon toward the Algiers
ferry ramp, where the longshoremen gathered inaftexnoons. Calling, entreating, he
guided the wagon into the crowd of men and sucakaueselling all of his hot dogs,
courteously and effusively squirting ketchup andstartd on his sold goods with all the
energy of a fireman.

What a brilliant day. The signs from Fortunargr more than promising. A surprised
Mr. Clyde received cheery greetings and ten dofian: vendor Reilly, and Ignatius, his
smock filled with bills from the waif and the mogaf frankfurters, billowed onto the
trolley with a glad heart.

He entered the house and found his motheintaluietly on the telephone.

“I been thinking about what you said,” Mrs.ilRewas whispering into the phone.
“Maybe it ain’'t such a bad idea after all, babeu¥mow what | mean?”

“Of course it ain’t,” Santa answered. “Thenople at Charity can let Ignatius take
him a little rest. Claude ain’t gonna want no Ignataround, sweetheart.”

“He likes me, huh?”

“Likes you? He called up this morning to ax mhé thought you was ever gonna
remarry. Lord. | says, ‘Well, Claude, you gotta gbp question.” Whoee. You two having
a worldwin courtship if | ever seen one. That pman’s desperate from loneliness.”

“He’s sure considerate,” Mrs. Reilly breathetb the mouthpiece. “But sometimes he
makes me nervous with all them communiss.”

“What in the world are you babbling about?idgjus thundered in the hall.

“Christ,” Santa said. “It sound like that Iging come in.”

“Ssh,” Mrs. Reilly said into the phone.

“Well, listen, sweetheart. Once Claude getsrima, he’ll stop thinking about them
communiss. His mind isn't occupied is what's wrowgh him. You give him some
loving.”

“Santa!”

“Good grief,” Ignatius spluttered. “Are youesaking with that Battaglia strumpet?”

“Shut up, boy.”

“You better knock that Ignatius in the heaBgdnta said.

“I wish | was strong enough, sweetheart,” MRsilly answered.

“Oh, Irene, | almost forgot to tell you. Angetome around this morning for a cup of
coffee. | hardly recognized him. You oughta sean hi that wool suit. He looked like
Mrs. Astor’s horse. Poor Angelo. He’s sure tryiregch Now he’s going to all the high-
class bars, he says. He better get him some chatact

“Ain’t that awful,” Mrs. Reilly said sadly. “Wat Angelo’s gonna do if he gets himself
kicked off the force? And him with three chirrensigpport.”

“There are a few challenging openings at Haeadendors for men with initiative and



good taste,” Ignatius said.

“Listen at that nut,” Santa said. “Aw, IreiYeu better ring up the Charity, honey.”

“We gonna give him another chance. Maybe Inglthe jackpot.”

“I don’t know why | bother talking to you, @i Santa sighed hoarsely. “I'll see you
tonight then about seven. Claude says he’s gonme @ver here. Come pick us up and
we’ll take us a nice ride out to the lake for soofighem good crabs. Whoo! You kids
sure lucky you got me for a chaperone. You two neael especially with that Claude
around.”

Santa guffawed in a voice huskier than usndltang up.

“What in the world do you and that old bawdbble about?” Ignatius asked.

“Shut up!”

“Thank you. | see that things about here areheeerful as ever.”

“How much money you brought in today? A quétteMrs. Reilly screamed. She
leaped up and stuck her hand into one of the psabethe smock and pulled out the
brilliant photograph. “Ignatius!”

“Give that to me,” Ignatius thundered. “Howrelayou besmirch that magnificent
image with your vintner’s hands.”

Mrs. Reilly peeked at the photograph again theth closed her eyes. A tear crept out
from beneath her closed eyelids. “I knew when yaunted selling them weenies you was
gonna be hanging around with people like this.”

“What do you mean, ‘people like this'?” Ignegi asked angrily, pocketing the
photograph. “This is a brilliant, misused woman.e&p of her with respect and
reverence.”

“I don’t wanna speak at all,” Mrs. Reilly siafl, her lids still sealed. “Go sit in your
room and write some more of your foolishness.” T#lephone rang. “That must be that
Mr. Levy. He already rang up here twice today.”

“Mr. Levy? What does that monster want?”

“He wouldn't tell me. Go on, crazy. Answer thRick up that phone.”

“Well, 1 certainly don’t want to speak withrhj” Ignatius thundered. He picked up the
telephone, and in an assumed voice rich with Ma@ecents said, “Yus?”

“Mr. Reilly?” a man asked.

“Mr. Reilly is not here.”

“This is Gus Levy.” In the background, a worsavoice was saying, “Let's see what
you're going to say. Another chance down the draipsycho escaped.”

“I'm terribly sorry,” Ignatius enunciated. “MiReilly was called out of town this
afternoon on rather crucial business. Actually, ibeat the state mental hospital in
Mandeville. Since being so viciously dismissed byryconcern, he has had to commute
back and forth regularly from Mandeville. His egobiadly bruised. You may yet receive
his psychiatrists’ bills. They are rather stagggfin

“He cracked up?”

“Violently and totally. We had something otieme with him here. The first time that
he went to Mandeville, he had to be transportedrinarmored car. As you know, his
physique is rather grand. This afternoon, howedweleft in a state patrol ambulance.”

“Can he have visitors at Mandeville?”

“Of course. Drive out to see him. Bring himms®cookies.”

Ignatius slammed the telephone down, pressgdaater into the palm of his still



sniffling, blinded mother, and waddled to his roddefore opening the door, he stopped
to straighten the PEACE TO MEN OF GOOD WILL sigrattthe had tacked to the
peeling wood.

All signs were pointing upward; his wheel wasgolving skyward.

twelve

THERE HAD BEEN a flurry of excitement. The diblowing of the postman’s
whistle, the chugging postal truck out on Consteogle Street, his mother’'s excited
screaming, Miss Annie’s calling to the postman thiatwhistle had frightened her -- all
had interrupted Ignatius’ dressing for the kickcdfly. He signed the postal delivery
receipt and rushed back to his room, locking hisrdo

“What is it, boy?” Mrs. Reilly asked in thelha

Ignatius looked at the AIR MAIL SPECIAL DELIVE stamping on the manila
envelope and at the little hand-written pleas, ®ij and “Rush.”

“Oh, my goodness,” he said happily. “The Miffkminx must be beside herself.”

He tore open the envelope and pulled outdtterl

Sirs:

Did you really send me this telegram, Ign&iuglYRNA FORM PEACE PARTY CENTRAL
COMMITTEE NORTHEASTERN ZONE AT ONCE STOP ORGANIZETAEVERY LEVEL STOP
RECRUIT SODOMITES ONLY STOP SEX IN POLITICS STOP DHEHLS WILL FOLLOW STOP
IGNATIUS NATIONAL CHAIRMAN STOP

What does this mean, Ignatius? Do you reabytame to recruit fags? Who wants to be a regidtere
Sodomite? Ignatius, | am very worried. Are you hiaggaround with some queers? | could have guessed
that this would happen. The paranoid fantasy ofattiest and accident was the first clue. Now thelerh
thing is out in the open. Your normal sexual ogtleve been blocked for so long that now the sexual
overflow is seeping out into the wrong channelsic8ithe fantasy, which was the beginning of it il
have been undergoing a period of crisis which isnating in overt sexual aberration. | could tékht you
were going to flip sooner or later. Now it has heped. My group therapy group will really be depeelss
when they hear that your case has taken a turthéoworse. Please leave that decaying city and come
north. Call me collect if you want to and we calk @ver this problem of sexual orientation that yeme
having. You must have therapy soon or you will mee@ screaming queen.

“How dare she?” Ignatius bellowed.

Whatever happened to the Divine Right partyad several people who were all ready to joinon'tl
know if they'll go for this Sodomite business, altlyh | can see that we might use this Sodomitey part
drain off the fringe-group fascists. Maybe we cogfiit the right wing in half. Still | don’t thinkhis is a
good idea at all. Suppose non-Sodomites want to @id we refuse. We will be accused of being
prejudiced, and the whole thing will flop. The l@at was not exactly a success, I'm afraid. It wardr all
right -- right over the people’s heads. There wer or three middle aged people in the audience triad
to heckle me with these very hostile remarks, babaple of my friends from the group therapy group
challenged them hostility for hostility and finallyove those reactionaries out of the auditoriunst as |
suspected, | was a little too advanced for thehimghood audience. Ongah did not show up, that lsrum
As far as I'm concerned, they can send him badkftica. | really thought that guy had somethingtbe
ball. Apparently he'’s very apathetic politicallyehbromised me he would be there, that schmucktilgna
this Sodomite plan does not sound very practicablitIn addition, | think it is only a dangerous
manifestation of your declining mental health. hdknow how | can tell my group therapy group abou



this weird development -- however predictable igltihave been. The group has been really pulling fo
you all along. Some are even identifying with ydluyou go, they might go, too. | need immediate
communication from you. Please call collect anytafter 6 P.M. | am very, very worried.

M. Minkoff

“She’s totally confounded,” Ignatius said hdypp“Wait until she hears of my
apocalyptic meeting with Miss O’Hara.”

“Ignatius, what'’s that you got?”

“A communication from Myrna minx.”

“What that girl wants?”

“She’s threatening suicide unless | swear tfmateart is hers alone.”

“Ain’t that awful. 1 bet you been telling thagoor girl a lota lies. I know you,
Ignatius.”

Behind the door there were sounds of dressiogiething that sounded like a piece of
metal fell to the floor.

“Where you going to?” Mrs. Reilly asked theelieg paint.

“Please, Mother,” a basso profundo voice amsdie “I'm rather rushed. Stop
bothering me, please.”

“You might as well stay at home all day lomg &ll the money you bringing in,” Mrs.
Reilly screamed at the door. “How I'm gonna meettiote | gotta pay that man?”

“I wish that you would let me alone. | am agBing a political meeting tonight, and |
must organize my thoughts.”

“A political meeting? Ignatius! Ain’t that walerful. Maybe you’ll make good in
politics, boy You got you a fine voice What clulmney? The Crescent City Democrats?
The Old Regulars?”

“The parry is secret at the moment, I'm afraid

“What kinda political parry’s a secret?” MrReilly asked suspiciously “Are you
gonna talk with a buncha communiss?”

“Ho hum.”

“Somebody gimme some pamphlets on the comrauh®y. | been reading all about
the communiss. Don't try to fool me, Ignatius.”

“Yes, | saw one of those pamphlets in the Ha#l afternoon. You either dropped it
there on purpose so thatcbuld benefit from its message or you tossed it there
accidentally during your regular afternoon wine yormp the belief that it was a
particularly elephantile bit of confetti. | imagindat your eyes have some trouble
focusing at about two in the afternoon. Well, IddaArough the pamphlet. It's almost
completely illiterate. Goodness knows where you g3eth garbage. Probably from the
old woman who sells pralines at the cemetery. Wedltn not a communist, so let me
alone.”

“Iguatius, don’t you think maybe you’d be hgppyou went and took you a little rest
at Charity?”

“Are you referring to the psychiatric ward byy chance?” Ignatius demanded in a
rage. “Du you think that | am insane? Du you suppbat some stupid psychiatrist could
even attempt to fathom the workings of my psyche?”

“You could just rest, honey. Yawouldwrite some stuff in your little copybooks.”

“They would try to make me into a moron whkeli television and new cats and



frozen food. Don’'t you understand? Psychiatry issgahan communism. | refuse to be
brainwashed. | won't be a robot!”

“But, Ignatius, they help out a lot of peoglat problems.”

“Do you think that |1 have a problem?” Ignatibsllowed. “The only problem that
those people have anyway is that they don'’t liker wars and hair sprays. That’s why
they are put away. They make the other memberseotdciety fearful. Every asylum in
this nation is filled with poor souls who simplyrceot stand lanolin, cellophane, plastic,
television, and subdivisions.”

“Ignatius, that ain’t true. You remember old.Becnel used to live down the block?
They locked him up because he was running dowstteet naked.”

“Of course he was running down the street dakies skin could not bear any more of
that dacron and nylon clothing that was clogging fores. I've always considered Mr.
Becnel one of the martyrs of our age. The poor was badly victimized. Now run along
to the front door and see if my taxi has arrived.”

“Where you getting money for a taxi?”

“| keep a few pennies stuffed in my mattresgiiatius answered. He had blackmailed
another ten dollars out of the urchin, also forcihg waif to watch the wagon while he
spent the afternoon at Loew’s State watching a flnout drag-racing teenagers. The
guttersnipe was definitely a discovery, a gift septFortuna to make amends for all of
her bad spins. “Go peek through the shutters.”

The door creaked open and Ignatius appearked ipirate finery.

“Ignatius!”

“I thought that you might react like that. Tatre | have kept all of this paraphernalia
stashed at Paradise Vendors, Incorporated.”

“Angelo was right,” Mrs. Reilly cried. “You le@ out on the streets dressed up like a
Mardi Gras all this time.”

“A scarf here. A cutlass there. One or twa @efld tasteful suggestions. That's all. The
total effect is rather fetching.”

“You can’t go out like that,” Mrs. Reilly hated.

“Please. Not another hysterical scene. Yadi$lodge all of the thoughts which are
developing in my mind in connection with the leetlir

“Get back in that room, boy.” Mrs. Reilly begheating Ignatius on the arms. “Get
back in there, Ignatius. | ain’t fooling this timayy. You can’t disgrace me like that.”

“Good heavens! Mother, stop that. I'll be im condition for my speech.”

“What kinda speech you gonna make? Where youggo, Ignatius? Tell me, boy?”
Mrs. Reilly slapped her son flatly in the face. tvain’t leaving this house, crazy.”

“Oh, my God, Are you going mad? Get away fnom this instant. | hope that you've
noticed that scimitar dangling from my uniform.”

A slap struck Ignatius in the nose, anothedéal on his right eye. He waddled down
the hall, pushed the long shutters open, and ramtwthe yard.

“Come back in this house,” Mrs. Reilly screahfeom the front door. “You ain’t
going no where, Ignatius.”

“| dare you to come out in that shredded rgghtn and get me!” Ignatius answered
defiantly and stuck out his massive pink tongue.

“Get back in here, Ignatius.”

“Hey, knock it off, you two,” Miss Annie shad from behind her front shutters. “My



nerves is shot to hell.”

“Take a look at Ignatius,” Mrs. Reilly calléd her. “Ain’t that awful?”

Ignatius was waving to his mother from thecbkrsidewalk, his earring catching the
rays of the streetlight.

“Ignatius, come in here like a good boy,” MReilly pleaded.

“I| awready got me a headache from the goddastnpan’s whistle,” Miss Annie
threatened loudly. “I'm gonna ring up the cops liat one minute.”

“Ignatius,” shouted Mrs. Reilly, but it wasotdate. A taxi was cruising down the
block. Ignatius flagged it down just as his motliergetting the disgrace of the shredded
nightgown, ran down to the curb. Ignatius slammesl rear door right in his mother’s
maroon hair and barked an address at the drivest&lsed at his mother’s hands with
the cutlass and ordered the driver to move alongediately. The taxi sped off, churning
up some pebbles in the gutter that stung Mrs. Reilkgs through the torn rayon gown.
She watched the red taillights for a moment, thenran back into the house to telephone
Santa.

“Going to a costume party, pal?” the drivekeab Ignatius as they turned onto St.
Charles Avenue.

“Watch where you're going and speak when y@sjpoken to,” Ignatius thundered.

During the ride the driver said nothing elset Ignatius practiced his speech loudly in
the back seat, rapping his cutlass against the $eat to emphasize certain key points.

At St. Peter Street he got out and first hehednoise, dim yet frenetic singing and
laughing coming from the three-story yellow stucbailding. Some prosperous
Frenchman had built the house in the late 1700®tse a menage of wife, children, and
spinstertantes.Thetanteshad been stored up in the attic along with therotixeess and
unattractive furniture, and from the two little doer windows in the roof they had seen
what little of the world they believed existed adésof their ownmondeof slanderous
gossip, needlework, and cyclical recitations ofribsary. But the hand of the professional
decorator had exorcised whatever ghosts of thechreourgeoisie might still haunt the
thick brick walls of the building. The exterior wpainted a bright canary yellow; the gas
jets in the reproduction brass lanterns mountediier side of the carriageway flickered
softly, their amber flames rippling in reflectiom dhe black enamel of the gate and
shutters. On the flagstone paving beneath botledastthere were old plantation pots in
which Spanish daggers grew and extended their lshaomted stilettos.

Ignatius stood before the building regardihgvith extreme distaste. His blue and
yellow eyes denounced the resplendent facade. Hs® mebelled against the very
noticeable odor of fresh enamel. His ears shraoi fthe bedlam of singing, cackling,
and giggling that was going on behind the closedlbpatent leather shutters.

Testily clearing his throat, he looked at theee brass doorbells and at the little white
cards above each:

Billy Truehard
Raoul Frayle -3A
Frieda Club

Betty Bumper

Liz Steele -2A
Dorian Greene -1A



He jabbed a finger into the bottom bell andtech The frenzy behind the shutters
abated very slightly. A door opened somewhere ddlen carriageway, and Dorian
Greene came walking toward the gate.

“Oh, dear,” he said when he saw who was outhensidewalk. “Where in the world
have you been? I'm afraid that the kickoff rallyfést getting out of hand. | have tried
unsuccessfully once or twice to call the group tdeg but apparently feelings are
running rather high.”

“I hope you've done nothing to dampen theirat®,” Ignatius said gravely, tapping
his cutlass impatiently on the iron gate. He natisemewhat angrily that Dorian was
walking toward him a little unsteadily; this wastmehat he had expected.

“Oh, what a gathering,” Dorian said as he @uktne gate. “Everyone is simply letting
his hair down.”

Dorian did a rapid and uncoordinated pantontionéustrate this.

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius said. “Stop that appadi obscenity.”

“Several people will be completely ruined afteis evening. There’s going to be a
mass exodus for Mexico City in the morning. Butrtidexico City is so wonderfully
wild.”

“I certainly hope that no one has tried tdishfany warmongering resolutions upon
the gathering.”

“Oh, goodness, no.”

“I'm relieved to hear that. Heaven knows wbpaposition we may have to face even
at the outset. We may have some ‘enemy within.'dWory have leaked out to the whole
military combine of the nation and, for that mattee world.”

“Well, come along, Gypsy Queen, let’s getdiesi

As they walked down the carriageway, Ignatsasd, “This building is repellingly
flamboyant.” He looked at the pastel lamps conakalehind the palms along the walls.
“Who'’s responsible for this abortion?”

“I, of course, Magyar Maiden. | own the buildi”

“I should have known. May | ask where the mom®mes from to support this
decadent whimsy of yours?”

“From my dear family out there in the wheat,”

Dorian sighed. “They send me large checksyen®nth. In return | simply guarantee
them that I'll stay out of Nebraska. | left thereder something of a cloud, you see. All
that wheat and those endless plains. | can’t tell fow depressing it all was. Grant
Wood romanticized it, if anything. | went East fwllege and then came here. Oh, New
Orleans is such freedom.”

“Well, at least we have a gathering placedor coup. Now that I've seen the place,
however, | would have preferred your renting an Aioca Legion hall or something
equally appropriate. This place looks more like sietting for some perverted activity
like a tea dance or a garden party.”

“Do you know that a national home decoratinggarine wants to do a four-page
color spread on this building?” Dorian asked.

“If you had any sense, you would realize ttredt is the ultimate insult,” Ignatius
snorted.

“Oh, Girl with the Golden Earring, you arewdng me out of my mind. Look, here’s



the door.”

“Just a moment,” Ignatius said cautiously. ‘&I that awful noise? It sounds as if
someone’s being sacrificed.”

They stood in the pastel light of the carriagg listening. Somewhere in the patio a
human was crying in distress.

“Oh, dear, what are they doing now?” Doriam@ce was impatient. “Those little
fools. They never can behave themselves.”

“I would suggest that we investigate,” Ignatsaid, his voice a conspiratorial whisper.
“Some obsessed military officer may have slipped the meeting incognito and may be
trying to extricate our secrets from some faithgatty member by means of torture. The
dedicated military will stoop to anything. It coudden be some foreign agent.”

“Oh, what fun!” Dorian shrieked.

He and Ignatius tripped and waddled to théopahere someone was crying for help
in the slave quarters. The door of the slave quatas slightly ajar, but Ignatius threw
himself against it anyway, shattering several parfiggass.

“Oh, my God!” he screamed when he saw whatlvedgre him. “They’ve struck!”

He looked at the little sailor shackled andinkd to the wall. It was Timmy.

“Do you see what you've done to my door?” @arwas asking behind Ignatius.

“The enemy is among us,” Ignatius said wildiyho tattled? Tell me. Someone is on
to us.”

“Oh, get me out of here,” the little sailoeptled. “It's awfully dark.”

“You little fool,” Dorian spat at the saild®#Vho chained you in here?”

“It was that terrible Billy and Raoul. They's® awful, those two. They brought me
out here to show me how you’re redecorating theeslguarters, and the next thing |
knew they locked me in these dirty chains and &klinto the party.”

The little sailor rattled his chains.

“I've just had this place redone,” Dorian stedgnatius. “Oh, my door.”

“Where are those agents?” Ignatius demandeplinning his cutlass and waving it
about. “We must apprehend them before they leasévthlding.”

“Please get me out. | can’t stand the dark.”

“It's your fault that this door is broken,” Dan hissed at the deranged mariner.
“Playing games with those two tramps from upstairs.

“He broke the door.”

“What can you expect from him? Just look ab.Ri

“Are you two deviates talking about me?” Ignatasked angrily. “If you're going to
get this excited about a door, | seriously doubethér you'll survive for long in the
vicious arena of politics.”

“Oh, get me out of here. I'm going sereamif | stay in these tacky chains much
longer.”

“Oh, shut up, Nellie,” Dorian snapped, slagpifimmy across his pink cheeks. “Get
out of my house and go back on the streets whardgtong.”

“Oh!” the sailor cried. “What a terrible thing say.”

“Please,” Ignatius cautioned. “The movementsmoot be sabotaged by internal
strife.”

“I did think that | had at least one friendt[ethe sailor said to Dorian. “I see | was
wrong. Go ahead. Slap me again if it gives you scmpleasure.”



“l wouldn’t even touch you, you little tramp.”

“I doubt whether any hack, under pressureldc@en such atrocious melodrama,”
Ignatius observed. “Now stop all of this, you twegdnerates. Exercise at least a little
taste and decency.”

“Slap me!” the sailor shrieked. “I know you’'dying to do it. You'd love to hurt me,
wouldn’t you?”

“Apparently he won'’t settle down until youagreed to inflict at least a little physical
injury upon him,” Ignatius told Dorian.

“I wouldn't put a finger on his stupid slutdhp”

“Well, we must do something to silence him. Malve can take only so much of this
deranged mariner’s neuroses. We shall have toepptirop him from the movement. He
simply does not measure up. Anyone can smell ttavyrmusk of masochism which he
exudes. It's stinking up the slave quarters at #eisy moment. In addition, he appears
rather drunk.”

“You hate me, too, you big monster,” the safloreamed at Ignatius.

Ignatius tapped Timmy soundly on the head Wwithcutlass, and the seafarer emitted a
little moan.

“Goodness knows what debased fantasy he’'sigavignatius commented.

“Oh, hit him again,” Dorian chirped happil}hat fun!”

“Please let me out of these awful chains,”shsor pleaded. “My sailor suit’s getting
all rusty.”

While Dorian was unlocking the shackles witlkey he took from over the door,
Ignatius said, “You know, manacles and chains Hametions in modern life which their
fevered inventors must never have considered inaaler and simpler age. If | were a
suburban developer, | would attach at least ontodtie walls of every new yellow brick
ranch style and Cape Cod split level. When the hdnites grew tired of television and
Ping-Pong or whatever they do in their little hoptegy could chain one another up for a
while. Everyone would love it. Wives would say, ‘Myusband put me in chains last
night. It was wonderful. Has your husband done tbatou lately? And children would
hurry eagerly home from school to their mothers wiomld be waiting to chain them. It
would help the children to cultivate the imaginatitenied them by television and would
appreciably cut down on the incidence of juveniddirdjuency. When father came in
from work, the whole family could grab him and ah&im for being stupid enough to be
working all day long to support them. Troubleson relatives would be chained in the
carport. Their hands would be released only ono®ath so they could sign over their
Social Security checks. Manacles and chains couild la better life for all. | must give
this some space in my notes and jottings.”

“Oh, my dear,” Dorian sighed. “Don’t you earut up?”

“My armsare all rusty,” Timmy said. “Just wait till | get my hds on that Billy and
Raoul.”

“Our little convention seems to be gettindheatunwieldy,” Ignatius said of the mad
noises issuing from Dorian’s apartment. “Apparetégling about the issues is striking
more than one nerve center.”

“Oh, heavens, I'd rather not look,” Dorian gapushing the glass-paneled wisp of a
French provincial door open.

Inside Ignatius saw a seething mass of pe@ptmrette and cocktail glasses held like



batons flew in the air directing the symphony cttér, shrieking, singing, and laughing.
From the bowels of a huge stereophonic phonogrbphvbice of Judy Garland was
fighting its way through the din. A small band afung men, the only stationary ones in
the room, stood before the phonograph as if it veeraltar. “Divine!” “Fantastic!” “So
human!” they were saying of the voice from thegattic tabernacle.

His blue and yellow eyes traveled from thie ttio the rest of the room, where the
other guests were attacking one another with ceatien. Herringbones and madras and
lamb’s wool and cashmere flashed past in a bluhagls and arms rent the air in a
variety of graceful gestures. Fingernails, cufkfinpinky rings, teeth, eyes -- all glittered.
In the center of one knot of elegant guests a cgwtith a little riding crop flicked the
crop at one of his fans, producing a response afygarated screaming and pleased
giggling. In the center of another knot stood at loua black leather jacket who was
teaching judo holds, to the great delight of hicepe students! “Oh, do teach me that,”
someone near the wrestler screamed after an elegest had been twisted into an
obscene position and then thrown to the floor ol levith a crash of cuff links and other,
assorted jewelry.

“I only invited the better people,” Dorian €40 Ignatius.

“Good gracious,” Ignatius spluttered. “I caaeghat we’re going to have a great deal
of trouble capturing the conservative rural redikn€alvinist vote. We are going to have
to rebuild our image along lines other than thosed here.”

Timmy, who was watching the black leather Itwist and dump eager partners
sighed, “How fun.”

The room itself was what decorators would pliyp call severe The walls and high
ceilings were white, and the room itself was sggréernished with a few pieces of
antique furniture. The only voluptuous elementhe targe room was the champagne-
colored velvet drapes tied back with white ribbofise two or three antique chairs had
apparently been chosen for their bizarre desigmandor their ability to seat anyone, for
they were delicate suggestions, hints at furnitwiéh cushions barely capable of
accommodating a child. A human in such a room waee&ed not to rest or sit or even
relax, but rather pose, thereby transforming hims¢b a human furnishing that would
complement the decor as well as possible.

After Ignatius had studied the decor, he sai@orian, “The only functional item in
here is that phonograph, and that is obviously d@msused. This is a room with no
soul.” He snorted loudly, in part over the room amgart over the fact that no one in the
room had even noticed him, even though he compleedahe decor as well as a neon
sign would have. The participants in the kickoffiyaseemed much more concerned
about their own private fates this evening thary there about the fate of the world. I
notice that no one in this whitened sepulcher faan has so much as even looked at us.
They haven't even nodded to their host, whose lighey are consuming and whose
year-round air conditioning they are taxing with @l those overpowering colognes. |
feel rather like an observer at a catfight.”

“Don’t worry about them. They've been simplyirg for a good party for months.
Come. You must see the decoration that I've madhe”took Ignatius over to the
mantelpiece and showed him a bud vase containiagemh one white, and one blue rose.
“Isn’t that wild? It's better than all of that taglcrepe paper. | did buy some crepe paper,
but nothing that | could do with it satisfied me.”



“This is a floral abortion,” Ignatius commedteritably and tapped the vase with his
cutlass. “Dyed flowers are unnatural and perversk hsuspect, obscene also. | can see
that | am going to have my hands full with you pedp

“Oh, talk, talk, talk,” Dorian moaned. “Theatk go into the kitchen. | want you to
meet the ladies’ auxiliary.”

“Is that true? An auxiliary?” Ignatius askeceedily. “Well, | must compliment you
upon your foresightedness.”

They entered the kitchen where, except for wang men who were having an
emotional argument in a corner, all was quiet. &kait a table were three women
drinking from beer cans. They regarded Ignatiusasgly. The one who was crushing a
beer can in her hand stopped and tossed the @aa putted plant next to the sink.

“Girls,” Dorian said. The three beer girlssed a raucous Bronx cheer. “This is
Ignatius Reilly, a new face.”

“Put it there, Fats,” the girl who had beeustiing the can said. She grabbed Ignatius’
paw and worked it over as if it, too, were a prasper crushing.

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius screamed.

“That’s Frieda,” Dorian explained. “And theg’Betty and Liz.”

“How do you do,” Ignatius said, slipping hiarfds into the pockets of his smock to
prevent any further handshaking. “I'm sure that 'fobe of invaluable help to our
cause.”

“Where did you pick him up?” Frieda asked @arivhile her two companions studied
Ignatius and nudged each other.

“Mr. Greene and | met through my mother,” Igns.answered grandly for Dorian.

“No kidding,” Frieda said, “Your mother mus¢ b very interesting person.”

“Hardly,” Ignatius replied.

“Well, grab yourself a beer, Tubby,” Friedadsdl wish we had it in bottles. Betty
here could open you one with her teeth. She’segihtlike an iron claw.” Betty made an
obscene gesture at Frieda. “And one of those dag's going to get them all knocked
down her fucking throat.”

Betty hit Frieda on the head with an empty.can

“You're asking for it,” Frieda said, raisinge of the kitchen chairs.

“Now stop it,” Dorian spat. “If you three cafsehave, you can just leave right now.”

“Personally,” Liz said, “we’re getting very kel just sitting here in the kitchen.”

“Yeah,” Betty screamed. She grabbed a runth@tchair that Frieda was holding over
her head, and she and Frieda began wrestling &sgssion of it. “How come we have to
sit out here?”

“Put that chair down this minute,” Dorian said

“Yes, please,” Ignatius added. He had rettetde corner. “Someone will be injured.”

“Like you” Liz said. She heaved an unopened beer can atilgry who ducked.

“Good heavens!” Ignatius said. “I think | shadturn to the other room.”

“Beat it, bigass,” Liz said to him. “You're ing) up all the air in here.”

“Girls!” Dorian was screaming at the wrestliRgeda and Betty, whose T-shirts were
growing damp. They were huffing and heaving arotimedroom with the chair, mashing
each other against the wall and sink.

“Okay, cut it out,” Liz screamed at her frisndThese people are going to think
you're crude.”



She picked up another chair and got betweenwb contestants. Then she slammed
her chair down onto the one that Frieda and Be#sewrestling over, knocking the girls
aside. The two chairs rattled and clattered tdlte.

“Who told you to butt in?” Frieda demanded.f, grabbing her by her cropped hair.

Dorian, stumbling over the chairs, tried tslpuhe girls back to the table, snapping,
“Now sit down there and be decent.”

“This party stinks,” Betty said, “Where’s thetion?”

“How come you invited us down here if all wee'gonna do is sit here in this frigging
kitchen?” Frieda demanded.

“You'll only start brawling in there. You know. | thought it would be a neighborly
thing to do to ask you down out of courtesy. | damant any trouble. This is the nicest
party we've had in months.”

“Okay,” Frieda growled. “We’ll sit out herekk ladies.” The girls punched one
another about the arms in agreement. “After allrevenly paying tenants. Go in there
and be nice to that shony cowboy, the one thatdslike Jeanette MacDonald, the one
that tried to bitch us on Chartres Street the odlagr”

“He’s a very fine and friendly person,” Doriaaid. “I'm sure he didn’'t see you girls.”

“He saw us all right,” Betty said. “We coppleith on the head.”

“I'd like to kick his superior balls in,” Lizaid.

“Please,” Ignatius said importantly. “All les@bout me is strife. You must close ranks
and present a unified front.”

“What's with him?” Liz asked, opening the bemm she had thrown at Ignatius. A
spray of foam shot out and wet Ignatius on hisedided Paradise product stomach.

“Well, I've had enough of this,” Ignatius sadgrily.

“Good,” Frieda said. “Shove off.”

“The kitchen is our territory tonight,” Betbaid. “We decide who uses it.”

“l certainly am interested in seeing the fissterry party that the auxiliary gives,”
Ignatius snorted and lumbered to the door. As he exdting, an empty beer can struck
the door frame near his earring. Dorian followerh lnut and closed the door. “I can'’t
imagine how you decided to besmirch the movememb\ying those rowdies here.”

“I had to,” Dorian explained. “If you don’t wite them to a party, they break in
anyway. Then they're even worse. They're really §ints when they're in a good mood,
but they had some trouble with the police receiaityg they’re taking it out on everyone.”

“They shall be dropped from the movement imiautedy!”

“Anything you say, Magyara,” Dorian sighed.mlyself feel a little sorry for the girls.
They used to live in California, where they hadrang time. Then there was an incident
about assaulting a bodybuilder at Muscle BeachyTied been Indian arm wrestling
with the boy, or so they say, and then it seemsttiiags got out of hand. They literally
had to flee southern California and dash acrossd#sert in that magnificent German
automobile of theirs. | have given them sanctulrymany respects they’re wonderful
tenants. They guard my building better than anychddg could. They have loads of
money that they get from some aging movie queen.”

“Really?” Ignatius asked with interest. “Pguhal was hasty about dropping them.
Political movements must get their money from wheatesource they can. The girls have,
no doubt, a charm which their blue jeans and bobssure.” He looked over the seething
mass of guests. “You must get these people quietmst bring them to order. There is



crucial business at hand.”

The cowboy, the phony bitch, was tickling démgant guest with his riding crop. The
black leather lout was pinning an ecstatic guesth® floor. Everywhere there were
screams, sighs, shrieks. Lena Home was now singitign the phonograph. “Clever,”
“Crisp,” “Terribly cosmo,” the group around the plograph was saying reverently. The
cowboy broke away from his aroused fans and begamgrichronize his lips to the lyrics
on the record, slinking around the floor like a mfesse in boots and stetson. With a
barrage of squeals, the guests gathered arounddaming the black leather lout with no
one to torture.

“You must stop all of this,” Ignatius shoutéal Dorian, who was winking at the
cowboy. “Aside from the fact that | am witnessingiast egregious offense against taste
and decency, | am also beginning to smother froenstench of glandular emissions and
cologne.”

“Oh, don’t be so drab. They’re just having.fun

“I am very sorry,” Ignatius said in a busindsstone. “I am here tonight on a mission
of the utmost seriousness. There is a girl who rbesattended to, a bold and forward
minx of a trollop. Now turn off that offensive masand quiet these sodomites. We must
get down to brass tacks.”

“I thought you were going to be fun. If youjiest going to be tacky and dreary, then
you'd better leave.”

“I shall not leave! No one can deter me. PeReace! Peace!”

“Oh, dear. Youware serious about this, aren’t you?”

Ignatius broke away from Dorian and rusheds&rthe room, pushing through the
elegant guests, and unplugged the phonograph. Asrhed around, he was greeted by
the guests’ emasculated version of an Apache war cr

“Beast.” “Madman.” “Is this what Dorian promid?” “That fantastic Lena.” “The
outfit -- grotesque. And that earring. Oh, my.” ‘@hwas my very favorite song.”
“Horrible.” “How unbelievably gross.” “So monstrdyshuge.” “A bad, bad dream.”

“Silence!” Ignatius bellowed over their enrdgbabbling. “I am here tonight my
friends, to show you how you may save the world lamalgy peace.”

“He’s truly mad.” “Dorian, what a bad joke.Where in the world did he come from?”
“Not even vaguely attractive.” “Filthy.” “Depresgiif “Someone turn on that delicious
record again.”

“The challenge,” Ignatius’ continued at fublume, “Is placed before you. Will you
turn your singular talents to saving the worldwalt you simply turn your backs on your
fellow man?”

“Oh, how awful!” “Not at all amusing.” “I'll lave to leave if this tacky charade
continues.” “In such poor taste.” “Someone turntioat record again. Dear, dear Lena.”
“Where is my coat?” “Let’s go to a smart bar.” “Liqol’ve spilled my martini on my
most priceless jacket.” “Let’s go to a smart bar.”

“The world today is in a state of grave unfelginatius screamed against the mewing
and hissing. He paused for a moment to glance doviars pocket at some notes he had
scribbled on a piece of Big Chief paper. Insteadpbked out the torn and dogeared
photograph of Miss O’Hara. Several guests saw dt stirieked. “We must prevent the
apocalypse. We must fight fire with fire. Thereforéurn to you.”

“Oh, what in heaven’s name is he talking aBbtiThis is making me so depressed.”



“Those eyes, they're frightening.” “Let’s go to mart bar.” “Let’s go to San Francisco.”

“Silence, you perverts!” Ignatius cried. “lest to me.”

“Dorian,” the cowboy pleaded in a lyric soppariMake him keep quiet. We were
having such fun, such a grand, gay time. Oh, haf®wen amusing.”

“That’s right,” an extremely elegant guest,ost taut face was brown with suntan
makeup, said, “He’s truly awful. So depressing.”

“Must we listen to all of this?” another guasked, waving his cigarette as if it were a
magic wand which would make Ignatius disappearttis a trick of some kind, Dorian?
You know that we dearly love parties with a maifit this. | mean, | never even watch
the news on television. I've been working all daythat shop, and | don’t want to come
to a party and have to hear all of this sort ofighiLet him talk later if he really has to.
His remarks are in such terrible taste.”

“So inappropriate,” the black leather loutred, turning suddenly fey.

“All right,” Dorian said. “Turn on the recordithought it might be fun.” He looked at
Ignatius, who was snorting loudly. “I'm afraid, ndears, that it turned out to be a
terrible, terrible bomb.”

“Wonderful.” “Dorian’s magnificent.” “There’the plug.” “I love Lena.” “I truly think
that this is her very best recording.” “So smatto3e special lyrics.” “| saw her in New
York once. Magnificent.” “Playsypsynext. | adore Ethel.” “Oh, good, it's coming on.”

There Ignatius stood like the boy on the bwgndeck. The music rose from the
tabernacle once again. Dorian fled to speak wiginoaip of his guests, actively ignoring
Ignatius, as was everyone else in the room. Igadéli as alone as he had felt on that
dark day in high school when in a chemistry labmmathis experiment had exploded,
burning his eyebrows off and frightening him. Theack and terror had made him wet
his pants, and no one in the laboratory would eolicn, not even the instructor, who
hated him sincerely for similar explosions in tl@stp For the remainder of that day, as he
walked soggily around the school, everyone hadeposd that he was invisible. Ignatius,
feeling just as invisible standing there in Dorgahving room, began feinting at some
imaginary opponent with his cutlass to relievedal-consciousness.

Many were now singing with the record. Two &eglancing near the phonograph.
The dancing spread like a forest fire, and soonfli@r was filled with couples who
swayed and dipped around the Gibraltar of a waliflg Ignatius. As Dorian swept past
in the arms of the cowboy, Ignatius tried futilety attract his attention. He attempted
even to stick the cowboy with his cutlass, but tive were a wily and elusive dance
team. Just as he was about to evanesce completiegla, Liz, and Betty burst in from
the kitchen.

“We couldn’t take that kitchen any more,” Eldesaid to Ignatius. “After all, we're
human beings, t0o.” She gave Ignatius a light tapbnch to the stomach. “Looks like
you're left out, Fats.”

“Just what do you mean?” Ignatius asked halyght

“Looks like your costume’s not going over toell,” Liz observed.

“Pardon me, ladies. | must leave.”

“Hey, don’t go, Tubby,” Betty said. “Somebotlydsk you. They're just trying to bitch
you. Don't give up the ship. They'd bitch their owrother.”

At that moment, Timmy, who had slipped outhe slave quarters again to look for his
missing charm bracelet and, he hoped, more gantbdiva chains, appeared in the living



room. He wandered over to Ignatius and asked viigtfiDo you want to dance?”

“There. You see?” Frieda said to Ignatius.

“I want to see this,” Liz shouted. “Let’s sgeu two do the limbo. Come on. I'll get a
broom we can use for the pole.”

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius said. “Please. | dod&nce.”

“Oh, come on,” Timmy said. “I can teach youlove to dance. I'll lead.”

“Go ahead, bigass,” Betty threatened.

“No. It would be impossible. The cutlass, srmock. Someone would be injured. |
came here to speak, not dance. | don’'t dance. émaance. | have never danced in my
life.”

“Well, you're going to dance now,” Frieda toldm. “You don’t want to hurt this
sailor’s feelings.”

“I am not dancing!” Ignatius barked. “I havevwer danced, and | certainly am not
going to begin with some drunken deviate.”

“Oh, don’t be so straight,” Timmy sighed.

“I have always had a rather substandard sehb&alance,” Ignatius explained. “We
will plunge to the floor a broken heap. This demhghariner will be crippled or worse.”

“Tubby looks like a troublemaker,” Frieda stodher friends. “Right?”

With a wink from Frieda, the three girls aked Ignatius. One wrapped a square leg
around his; the other kicked him in the back of khee; the third pushed him backward
onto the cowboy, who was whirling in the vicinitgnatius steadied himself by grabbing
the cowboy, who broke from Dorian’s horrified graspd toppled to the floor. As the
cowboy landed, the needle jumped from the recodl the music stopped. But in its
place there began a chorus of shrieking and screpfrom the guests.

“Oh, Dorian, get him out!” an elegant shriekagbanic.

There was a metallic crash of rings, braceletsl cuff links as some of the guests
pressed together in a corner.

“Hey, you knocked that bitch of a cowboy ovidke a tenpin,” Frieda screamed
admiringly at Ignatius, who was still flailing hesms to regain his balance.

“Nice work, Fats,” Liz said.

“Let’s aim him at somebody else,” Betty saachier companions.

“What have you done, you huge beastly thirlg8fian cried at Ignatius.

“This is an outrage,” Ignatius was shoutinighdve not only been ignored and vilified
at this gathering. | have been viciously attackethiw the walls of your cobweb of a
home. | hope that you carry liability insurancendft, you may well lose this flamboyant
property once my legal advisors have attended @0’yo

Dorian was down on his knees, fanning the aywlvhose lids were beginning to
flutter.

“Make him leave, Dorian,” the cowboy sobbede“almoskilled me.”

“I had thought you might be different and fyyirDorian hissed at Ignatius. “As it is,
you have proved to be the most awful thing that & been in my house. From the
moment that you broke the door, | should have zedlithat it would end like this. What
did you do to this dear boy?”

“My trousers arélthy,” the cowboy shrieked.

“| was savagely attacked and pushed ontodiwetomb cowpoke.”

“Don’t try to lie, Fats,” Frieda said. “We sdive whole thing. He was jealous, Dorian.



He wanted to dance with you.”

“Awful.” “Make him go.” “Ruining the party.” So monstrous.” “Dangerous.” “Total
loss.”

“Get out!” Dorian cried.

“We’ll handle him,” Frieda said.

“All right,” Ignatius said grandly as the tlergirls sank their stubby hands into his
smock and started propelling him toward the dogou’have made your choice. Live in
a world of war and bloodshed. When the bomb drdpsjot come to me. | shall be in my
shelter!”

“Can it,” Betty said.

The three girls hustled Ignatius through thercand down the carriageway.

“Thank Fortuna I'm dissociating myself fromighmovement,” Ignatius thundered.
The girls had knocked the scarf down over one eykte was having trouble seeing
where he was going. “You distempered people hdrdlye voter appeal.”

They pushed him through the gate and ontaittewalk. The Spanish dagger plants at
the gate pricked his calves painfully and he steatbbrward.

“Okay, buster,” Frieda called through the gageshe closed it. “We're giving you a ten
minutes headstart. Then we start combing the Quiarte

“We better not find your fat ass,” Liz said.

“Shove off, Tubby,” Betty added. “We havendca good fight in a long time. We're
ready for one.”

“Your movement is doomed,” Ignatius slobbeaf@r the girls, who were pushing one
another down the carriageway. “Do you hear me? ®ro-e-d. You know nothing about
politics and voter persuasion. You will not carrgiagle ward in the nation. You won't
even carry the Quarter!”

The door slammed and the girls were back m plarty, which seemed to have
regained its momentum. The music had started agaim,Ignatius heard the squealing
and shrieking growing louder than before. He kndcke the black shutters with his
cutlass, screaming, “You will lose!” The tap andislof many dancing feet answered his
cry.

A man wearing a silk suit and a homburg camea the shadow of an adjoining
doorway for a moment to see whether the girls lmtegThen the man slipped back into
the darkness, watching Ignatius, who was waddliagkband forth before the building
furiously.

Ignatius’ valve responded to his emotions lmpping closed. His hands sympathized
by sprouting a rich growth of tiny white bumps titahed maddeningly. What could he
tell Myrna about the movement for peace now? Noke the abortive Crusade for
Moorish Dignity, he had another debacle on hisimtgthands. Fortuna, that vicious slut.
The evening had hardly begun; he couldn’t retur€tmstantinople Street and a variety
of assaults from his mother, not now that his eomstihad been stimulated toward a
climax that had been snatched from his grasp. Fowost a week he had been
preoccupied with the kickoff rally, and now, ejetttom the political arena by three
dubious girls, he stood frustrated and furioushendamp flagstones of St. Peter Street.

Looking at his Mickey Mouse wristwatch whichasy as usual, moribund, he
wondered what time it was. Perhaps it was stillye@nough to see the first show at the
Night of Joy. Perhaps Miss O’Hara had opened. Ihd Myrna were not destined to



joust on the field of political action, then it wduhave to be the field of sex. What a
lance Miss O’Hara could be to hurl right betweenrivys offensive eyes. Ignatius
looked at the photograph once more, salivatinchdiigWhat kind of pet? The evening
could still be wrenched from the jaws of failure.

Scratching one paw with the other, he decitiatl safety at least dictated his moving
along. Those three savage girls might make good tiveat. He billowed off down St.
Peter toward Bourbon. The man in the silk suit hathburg came out of the shadow of
the doorway and followed him. At Bourbon, Ignatiitsned and began walking up
toward Canal through the night's parade of tourgstd Quarterites, among whom he did
not look particularly strange. He shoved through ¢howd on the narrow sidewalk, his
hips swinging each way free and slamming peopldeasivhen Myrna read of Miss
O’Hara, she would spew espresso allover the lgtteonsternation.

As he crossed onto the Night of Joy's block, Heard the doped Negro calling,
“Whoa! Come in, see Miss Harla O’Horror dancin witar pet. Guarantee one hunner
percent real plantation dancin. Ever motherfuckimidgot a guarantee knockout drop.
Whoa! Everbody guarantee to catch them some clathey glass. Hey! Nobody never
see nothin like Miss Harla O’Horror Old South pahdin. Opening night tonight, maybe
this be your one and only chance to catch this@mb-wee.”

Ignatius saw him through the crowd that wasrymg past the Night of Joy.
Apparently no one was heeding the barker’s plea @drker himself had paused in his
calling to emit a nimbus formation of smoke. He wa=aring tails and a stovepipe hat
that rested at an angle above his dark glassefingrthirough the smoke at the people
who resisted his appeals.

“Hey! All you peoples draggin along here. St come stick your ass on a Night of
Joy stool,” he started again. “Night of Joy got gee color peoples workin below the
minimal wage. Whoa! Guarantee plantation atmosplgoe cotton growin right on the
stage right in front your eyeball, got a civil righrorker gettin his ass beat up between
show. Hey!”

“Is Miss O’Hara on yet?” Ignatius slobberedta barker’s elbow.

“Oo-wee!” The fat mother had arrived. In parséHey, man, how come you still
warin that earrin and scarve? What you suppose tmngway?”

“Please.” Ignatius rattled his cutlass a hithaven'’t time to chat. | have no success
pointers for you tonight, I'm afraid. Has Miss O’tdabegun?”

“She be startin in a few minute. You better ymur ass in there and get you a ringside
seat. | talk to the head waiter, he say he haable tll reserve for you.”

“Is that true?” Ignatius asked eagerly. “ThazNproprietress is gone, | hope.”

“She jet away to California this afternoony $¢arla O’Horror so good she gonna go
dip her ass in the ocean a while and stop worrgoutiher club.”

“Wonderful, wonderful.”

“Come on, man, get inside before the showt.sW@hoa! You don wanna miss one
minute. Shit. Harla comin on in a few seconds, gb ypurself right down by that
motherfuckin stage, see ever goosebump on Miss @aHbum.”

Jones propelled Ignatius rapidly through thddged door.

Ignatius stumbled into the Night of Joy witlck momentum that his smock swirled
around his ankles. Even in the darkness he notitaidthe Night of Joy was somewhat
dirtier than it had been on his previous visit. feheas certainly enough dirt on the floor



to permit a very limited cotton crop; but he sawawndton. That must have been one of
the Night of Joy’s vicious come-ons. He looked aliou the headwaiter and saw none,
so he lumbered through the few old men scatteredtadi tables in the gloom and seated
himself at a small table directly beneath the st&tjs cap looked like a solitary green
footlight. At this close range he could perhaps enakme gesture to Miss O’Hara or
whisper something about Boethius that would attdaet attention. She would be
overwhelmed when she realized that there was addghspirit in the audience. Ignatius
glanced about at the handful of empty-eyed menedeat the place. Miss O’Hara
certainly had to cast her pearls before a disntabfiewine, who looked like the type of
vague, drawn old men who molested children at rean

A three-piece band in the wings of the tilggst was beginning to thump througbu
Are My Lucky StaAt the moment the stage, which itself looked adioity, was empty of
orgiasts. Ignatius looked over at the bar to trattbact some sort of service and caught
the eye of the bartender who had served his matmehim. The bartender pretended not
to see him. Then Ignatius winked wildly at a wonhkaaning on the bar, a fortyish Latin
who leered a terrifying response with a gold tootltwo. She pried herself loose from
the bar before the bartender could stop her anc carer to Ignatius, who was huddled
against the stage as if it were a warm stove.

“You wanna dreenk, chico?”

Some halitosis filtered through his moustadhe.ripped the scarf from his cap and
shielded his nostrils with it.

“Thank you, yes,” he said in a muffled voit&.Dr. Nut, if you please. And be certain
that it's frosty cold.”

“I see what we have,” the woman said enignadticand clopped back to the bar in
her straw sandals.

Ignatius watched her speak to the bartendgramomime. They made a variety of
gestures, most of which were directed at Ignathiseast, Ignatius thought, he would be
safe in this den if the sinewy girls were out prioglthe Quarter. The bartender and the
woman made some more signs; then she clopped balgnatius with two bottles of
champagne and two glasses.

“We no have Dr. Nut,” she said and slammediig on the table¢Mira, you are owe
twenty-four dollar for these champagne.”

“This is an outrage!” He directed a few swipéshe cutlass at the woman. “Bring me
a coke.”

“No coke. No nawtheen. Only champagne.” Thanao took a seat at the table.
“Come on, hawny. Open the champagne. | am vergtthir

Again the breath wafted toward Ignatius, whesped the scarf to his nose so rightly
that he felt he would suffocate. He would catch esgarm from this woman that would
speed to his brain and transform him into a mondollisused Miss O’Hara. Trapped
with subhuman women as co-workers. Of necessitgsNl’Hara’s Boethian detachment
must be rather lofty. The Latin woman dropped theck in Ignatius’ lap.

“Don’t you dare touch me!” he bellowed throutle scarf.

“Ave Maria! Que pato!”the woman said to herself. Then she s&tira, you are pay
now, maricon.We throw you out on your bigulo.”

“Such grace,” Ignatius mumbled. “Well, | didtrcome here to drink with you. Now
get away from my table.” He breathed deeply throdigh mouth. “And take your



champagne with you.”

“Oye, locg you are...”

The woman'’s threat was submerged by the bahdsh emitted a debilitated fanfare
of sorts. Lana Lee appeared on the stage in whketblike gold lame overalls.

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius spluttered. The dopedgrb had tricked him. He wanted to
bolt from the club, but realized that it would beser to wait until the woman had
finished and left the stage. In a moment, he wasdaired down against the side of the
stage. Over his head, the Nazi proprietress waagdyVelcome, ladies and genitals.” It
was so dreadful a beginning that Ignatius almostkad over the table.

“You are pay me now,” the woman was demandstigking her head under the table
to find the face of her customer.

“Shut up, you slut,” Ignatius hissed.

The band stumbled into a four-count versiosophisticated Ladylhe Nazi woman
was screaming, “And now that pure Virgin-ny Beldiss Harlett O’Hara.” An old man
at one of the tables clapped feebly, and Ignateesqu over the rim of the stage and saw
that the proprietress was gone. In her place stosténd decorated with rings. What was
Miss O’Hara up to?

Then Darlene swept onstage in a ball gowntthded yards of nylon net. On her head
was a monstrous picture hat and on her arm a nowsshird. Someone else clapped.

“Mira, you are pay me now or elssgbron.”

“There sure was plenty balls at that ball, butill got my honor,” Darlene said
carefully to the bird.

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius bellowed, unable to @msilent any longer. “Is this cretin
Harlett O’'Hara?”

The cockatoo noticed him before Darlene dd,its beads of eyes had been focusing
on Ignatius’ hoop of a novelty earring ever sintéad come onstage. When Ignatius
bellowed, it flapped from Darlene’s arm to the stagpd squawking, hopping, dashed for
Ignatius’ head.

“Hey,” Darlene cried. “It's the crazyman.”

As Ignatius was about to dash from the clie, bird hopped from the stage to his
shoulder. It sank its claws into his smock and geddis earring with its beak.

“Good heavens!” Ignatius leaped up and be#hatbird with his itching paws. What
avian menace had depraved Fortuna spun his way?ci@mpagne bottles and the
glasses shattered on the floor as he sprang arsh ls¢é@ggering to the door.

“Come back here with my cockatoo,” Darlenedgri

Lana Lee was on the stage now, screamingba@hd had stopped. The few old male
patrons moved out of the way of Ignatius, who wearfdering around among the little
tables making moose calls and beating at the nfasse feathers welded to his ear and
shoulder.

“How in the hell did that character get in é#&r Lana Lee asked the confused
septuagenarians in the audience. “Where’s Jonase8umly get me that Jones.”

“Come here, you big crazyman,” Darlene holleréOn opening night. Why you
hadda come here on opening night?”

“Good grief,” Ignatius gasped, feeling for teor. In his wake he had left a trail of
overturned tables. “How dare you fiends inflict @id bird upon your unsuspecting
customers? You may expect to be sued in the marning



“Come! You are owe twenty-four dollars to me. You are pgit now.”

Ignatius knocked over another table as hethadtockatoo lurched forward. Then he
felt the earring loosening, and the cockatoo, #eirg firmly in its beak, fell from his
shoulder. Terrorized, Ignatius bounced out of tberdust ahead of the Latin woman,
who was waving the check with great determination.

“Whoa! Hey!”

Ignatius stumbled past Jones, who had neveeated the sabotage to assume such
dramatic proportions. Gasping, clutching his cem@émalve, Ignatius continued forward
onto the street and into the path of an oncomingirBéus. He first heard the people on
the sidewalk screaming. Then he heard the pountiieg and the crying brakes, and
when he glanced up he was blinded by headlighteva feet from his eyes. The
headlights swam and faded from his sight as heefdin

He would have fallen directly before the bu3anes hadn'’t leaped into the street and
pulled at the white smock with his two large handsatius instead fell backward, and
the bus, exhaling diesel exhaust, rumbled past@nar two from his desert boots.

“Is he dead?” Lana Lee asked hopefully, stagythe mound of white material lying
in the street.

“I am hope not. He is owe twenty-four dolldre maricon”

“Hey, wake up, man,” Jones said, blowing semeke over the inert figure.

The man in the silk suit and homburg steppechfan alleyway, where he had hidden
himself when he saw Ignatius enter the Night of. Jggatius’ departure from the club
had been so violent and rapid that the man had foeestartled to act until now.

“Let me take a look at him,” the man in theriurg said, bending over and listening
to Ignatius’ heart. A kettledrum of a thump toldrhthat life still breathed within the
yards of white smock. He held Ignatius’ wrist. Té&key Mouse watch was smashed.
“He’'s okay. He just passed out.” The man clearesl throat and ordered weakly,
“Everybody back. Give him air.”

The street was filled with people and the bag stopped a few yards down the street,
blocking traffic. Suddenly it looked like Bourbotr&et at Mardi Gras.

Through the darkness of his glasses Jone®tbakthe stranger. He looked familiar,
like a well-dressed version of someone Jones haal Isefore. The weak eyes were most
familiar. Jones remembered the same weak eyes pnoftoa red beard. Then he
remembered the same eyes under a blue cap ingbmgron the day of the cashew nut
incident. He said nothing. A policeman was a potiea. It was always best to ignore
them unless they bothered you.

“Where he came from?” Darlene was asking tbevd. The rose cockatoo rested once
again on her arm, the earring dangling from itskbkee a golden worm. “What a
opening night. What we gonna do, Lana?”

“Nothing,” Lana said angrily. “Let that chatac lay there till the street sweeper
comes around. Then let me get my hands on Jones.”

“Whoa! Hey! That cat force his way in. We wigghtin and grapplin, but that mother
seem determine to get in the Night of Joy. | wasaees | be rippin this costume you
rentin, you be havin to pay for it, Night of Joy ¢@n broke. Whoa!”

“Shut your smart mouth. | think I’'m gonna hawecall up all my pals at the precinct.
You're fired. Darlene, too. | knew | shouldna letuyget on my stage. Get that goddam
bird off my sidewalk.” Lana turned to the crowd. &l folks, now that you're all here,



how’s about coming into the Night of Joy? We gatass show.”

“Mira, Lee.” The Latin woman inflicted a little halitosi® Lana Lee. “Who is pay the
twenty-four dollar for champagne?”

“You're fired, too, you dumb spic.” Lana sndlé‘Come on in folks, and enjoy a good
drink made by our expert mixologists to your exgucifications.”

The crowd, however, was craning at the whiteunad, which was wheezing loudly,
and declined the invitation to elegance.

Lana Lee was about to go over and kick thenddato consciousness and get it out
of her gutter when the man in the homburg saidtglgli“I'd like to use your telephone.
Maybe I'd better call a ambulance.”

Lana looked at the silk suit, the hat, the kyeasecure eyes. She could spot a safe
one, a soft touch all right. A rich doctor? A lawyeShe might be able to turn this little
fiasco into a profit.

“Sure,” she whispered. “Look, you don’t wanmaste your evening messing with that
character laying in the street. He’'s some kinda .bviou look like you could use you
some fun.” She stepped around the white mountasnaick, which was wheezing and
snorting volcanically. Somewhere in fantasylandalggms was dreaming of a terrified
Myrna Minkoff being tried by a court of Taste anced@ncy and found wanting. A
dreadful sentence was about to be pronounced, Bomgeguaranteeing physical injury to
her person as penance for innumerable offencesa Lae got close to the man and
reached into her gold lame overalls. She squatetito him and surreptitiously flashed
the Boethian photograph cupped in her hand. “Takml at this, baby. How'd you like
to spend the evening with that?”

The man in the homburg turned his eyes fronatigs’ whitened face and looked at
the woman, the book, the globe, the chalk. He etkars throat once more and said, “I'm
Patrolman Mancuso. Undercover agent. You're undeest for soliciting and for
possession of pornography.”

Just then the three members of the defunatdaduxiliary, Frieda, Betty, and Liz,
stomped into the crowd surrounding Ignatius.

thirteen

IGNATIUS OPENED HIS EYES and saw white flogtirmbove him. He had a
headache and his ear was throbbing. Then his bide/alow eyes focused slowly, and,
through his headache, he realized that he wasrigadti a ceiling.

“So you finally woke up, boy,” his mother’sige said near him. “Just take a look at
this. Now we really ruined.”

“Where am 1?”

“Don’t start acting smart with me, boy. Dostart with me, Ignatius. I'm warning
you. | had enough. | mean it. How I'm gonna faceple after this?”

Ignatius turned his head and looked about Kienwas lying in a little cell formed by
screens on either side. He saw a nurse pass ligdhef the bed.

“Good heavens! I'm in a hospital. Who is mycttw? | hope that you have been
selfless enough to secure the services of a spgciahd a priest. Have one come. I'll see



whether he’s acceptable.” Ignatius sprayed a littt¥vous saliva on the sheet that
snowcapped the peak of his stomach. He touchetldaid and felt a bandage plastered
over his headache. “Oh, my God! Don't be afraidetb me, Mother. | can tell from the
pain that it must be rather fatal.”

“Shut up and take a look at this,” Mrs. Reilynost shouted, throwing a newspaper
on Ignatius’ bandage.

“‘Nurse!”

Mrs. Reilly tore the newspaper from his faced aslapped her hand over his
moustache.

“Now shut up, crazy, and take a look at thesehpaper.” Her voice was cracking. “We
ruined.”

Under the headline that said, WILD INCIDENT (BBOURBON STREET, Ignatius
saw three photographs lined up together. On tha Dgrlene with her ball gown was
holding the cockatoo and smiling a starlet’s snfde. the left Lana Lee covered her face
with her hands as she climbed into the rear seat sfuad car already filled with the
three cropped heads of the members of the ladiediary of the Peace Party. Patrolman
Mancuso, in a torn suit and a hat with a bent porposefully held open the door of the
car. In the center the doped Negro was grinninglett looked like a dead cow lying in
the street. Ignatius scrutinized the center phefolgthrough slitted eyes.

“Just look at that,” he thundered. “What safrtlods does that newspaper employ on
its photographic staff? My features are barelyigiggtishable.”

“Read what it says underneath the pictureg,”ddrs. Reilly stuck a finger into the
newspaper as if she meant to lance the photogtayst. read it, Ignatius. What you think
people are saying on Constantinople Street? Goead, that out loud to me, boy. A big
brawl out on the street, dirty pictures, ladieshaf evening. It's all there. Read it, boy.”

“I'd rather not. It's probably full of falsifiation and smear. The yellow journalists
doubtlessly suggested all sorts of lip-smackingienmdos.” Nevertheless, Ignatius treated
the story to a desultory reading.

“Do you mean to tell me that they claim thiaattwayward bus did not hit me?” he
asked angrily. “The very first comment is a lie.n€act Public Service. We must sue.”

“Shut up. Read the whole thing.”

A stripper’s bird had attacked a hot dog vendearing a costume. A. Mancuso,
undercover, had arrested Lana Lee for soliciting for possession of and posing for
pornography. Burma Jones, porter, had led A. Mamtosa cabinet under the bar where
pornographic materials were discovered. A. Mancidd reporters that he had been
working on the case for some time, that he haddireontacted one of the Lee woman’s
agents. Police suspect that the arrest of the Lemamn broke a citywide high school
pornography distribution syndicate. Police founiisaof schools in the bar. A. Mancuso
said that the agent would be sought. While A. Mancwas performing the arrest, three
women, Club, Steele, and Bumper, emerged from dlgelcrowd before the club and
assaulted him. They were also booked. IgnatiusugscReilly, thirty, was removed to a
hospital to be treated for shock.

“It's our bad luck they had a photographerdiag around doing nothing they could
send out to take a picture of you laying in theedttike a drunk bum.” Mrs. Reilly began
to sniffle. “I shoulda known something like this svgonna happen with your dirty
pictures and running off dressed up like a Mardissr



“I ran off into the most dismal night of mydj” Ignatius sighed. “Fortuna was really
spinning drunkenly last night. | doubt whether h@o much farther down.” He belched.
“May | ask what that cretin nemesis of a policemas doing on the scene?”

“Last night after you run off | rung up Samtad told her to get Angelo at the precinct
and for him to go see what you was doing down orP8ter Street. | heard you give a
address to that taxi man.”

“How clever.”

“I thought you was going to a meeting with anbha communiss. Was | wrong.
Angelo says you was hanging around with some fyaople.”

“In other words, you were having me trailelgjfiatius screamed. “My own mother!”

“Attacked by a bird,” Mrs. Reilly wept. “Thétadda happen to you, Ignatius. Nobody
never gets attacked by a bird.”

“Where is that bus driver? He must be indigtethediately.”

“You just fainted, stupid.”

“Then why this bandage? | don’t feel at alliwkemust have damaged some vital part
when | fell to the street.”

“You just scraped your head a little. Theysthing wrong with you. They took
Xrays.”

“Have people been fooling with my body whilevds unconscious? You might have
had the good taste to stop them. Heaven knows whese salacious medical people
have been probing.” Ignatius now realized thatdditon to the head and ear, an erection
had been bothering him ever since he had awakéneds demanding attention. “Would
you mind leaving my booth for a moment while | isspmyself to see whether I've been
mishandled? Five minutes should be sufficient.”

“Look, Ignatius.” Mrs. Reilly rose from the &in and grabbed Ignatius by the collar of
the clownlike dotted pajamas that had been pution #bon’'t act smart with me or I'll
slap your face off. Angelo told me all about it.n&Ay with your education bumming
around with funny people down in the Quarter, gaimtg a barroom to look for a lady of
the evening.” Mrs. Reilly cried anew. “We just lycthe whole thing’s not in the paper.
We’'d have to move outta town.”

“You're the one who introduced my innocentrgeto that den of a bar. Actually, it's
all the fault of that dreadful girl, Myrna. She mbg punished for her misdeeds.”

“Myrna?” Mrs. Reilly sobbed. “She ain’t evem town. | heard enough of your crazy
stories already about how she got you fired oudaylPants. You can't do this to me no
more. You're crazy, Ignatius. Even if | gotta sgymy own child’s out his mind.”

“You look rather haggard. Why don’t you pusim&one aside and crawl into one of
the beds around here and take a nap. Call agaimont an hour.”

“I been up all night. When Angelo rang me up aaid you was in the hospital, |
almost took a stroke. | almost fell down on thectkén floor right on my head. | coulda
split my skull wide open. Then | run into my roomget dressed and | sprain my ankle. |
almost got in a wreck driving over here.”

“Not another wreck,” Ignatius gasped. “I wouldve to go to work in the salt mines
this time.”

“Here, stupid. Angelo says to give this to you

Mrs. Reilly reached down next to her chair aidked from the floor the large volume
of The Consolation of Philosophyhe aimed one of its corners at Ignatius’ stomach.



“Awff,” Ignatius gurgled.

“Angelo found it in that barroom last nighMTs. Reilly said boldly. “Somebody stole
it off him in the toilet.”

“Oh, my God! This has all been arranged,” lgreascreamed, rattling the huge edition
in his paws. “I see it all now. | told you long atwt that mongoloid Mancuso was our
nemesis. Now he has struck his final blow. How werd | was to lend him this book.
How I've been duped.” He closed his bloodshot eyed slobbered incoherently for a
moment. “Taken in by a Third Reich strumpet hidiveg depraved face behimay very
own book, the very basis of my worldview. Oh, Mathé only you knew how cruelly
I've been tricked by a conspiracy of subhumansiitally, the book of Fortuna is itself
bad luck. Oh, Fortuna, you degenerate wanton!”

“Shut up,” Mrs. Reilly shouted, her powderextd lined by anger. “You want the
whole recovery ward coming in here? What you thifigs Annie’s gonna say now? How
I’'m gonna face people, you stupid, crazy Ignatidg®v this hospital wants twenty
dollars before | can take you outta here. The aarmd driver couldn’t take you to the
Charity like a nice man. No. He has to come dumplyere in a pay hospital. Where you
think | got twenty dollars? | gotta meet a noteyonr trumpet tomorrow. | gotta pay that
man for his building.”

“That is outrageous. You will certainly notyp@venty dollars. It is highway robbery.
Now run along home and leave me here. It’s ratleaceful. | may recover eventually.
It's exactly what my psyche needs at the momenteWAnou have a chance, bring me
some pencils and the looseleaf folder you'll find my desk. | must record this trauma
while it’s still fresh in my mind. You have my peission to enter my room. Now, if
you'll pardon me, | must rest.”

“Rest? And pay another twenty dollars for &eotday? Get up out that bed. | called
up Claude. He’s coming down here and pay your’bill.

“Claude? Who in the world is Claude.”

“Aman | know.”

“What has become of you?” Ignatius gasped.lfWmderstand one thing right now.
No strange man is going to pay my hospital biflhall stay here until honest money buys
my freedom.”

“Get up out that bed,” Mrs. Reilly hollerechéssnatched at the pajamas, but the body
was sunken into the mattress like a meteor. “Gdiafpre | smack your fat face off.”

When he saw his mother’s purse rising ovehbid, he sat up.

“Oh, my God! You're wearing your bowling shgelgnatius cast a pink and blue and
yellow eye over the side of the bed down past hagher’'s hanging slip and drooping
cotton stockings. “Only you would wear bowling shae your child’s sick bed.”

But his mother did not rise to the challengee had the determination, the superiority
that comes with intense anger. Her eyes were ste@l\ips thin and firm.

Everything was going wrong.

Il
Mr. Clyde looked at the morning paper anddfifeeilly. The big ape’s career as a

vendor was finished. Why was that baboon wearisghifit when he was off duty? One
ape like Reilly could demolish ten years of trytegouild up a decent commercial name.



Hot dog vendors had an image problem already witboe of them passing out in the
street by a whorehouse.

Mr. Clyde and the cauldron bubbled and boileé&eilly tried to show up at Paradise
Vendors, Incorporated, again, he would really gét the throat with the fork. But there
were those smocks and that pirate gear. Reilly ragé smuggled the pirate gimmicks
out of the garage the afternoon before. He woulde lia contact the big ape after all, if
only to tell him not to come around. You really nit expect to get your uniforms back
from an animal like Reilly.

Mr. Clyde telephoned the number on Constapte&treet several times and got no
answer. Maybe they had put him away somewhere.bidh@pe’s mother must be dead
drunk on the floor somewhere. Christ only knew wsla¢ was like. It must be quite a
family.

Dr. Talc had been having a miserable week. ebanw the students had found one of
those threats that that psychotic graduate stubedtflooded him with a few years
before. How it got into their hands he didn't kndlie results were already awful. An
underground of rumors about the note was slowlgagting; he was becoming the butt of
the campus. At a cocktail party one of his collezgbhad finally explained to him the
reason for the laughter and whispering that wesgugiing his previously respectful
classes.

That business in the note about “misleadind)@@rverting the young” had been badly
misunderstood and misinterpreted. He wondered ifntight have to explain to the
administration eventually. And that phrase “undeedeped testicles.” Dr. Talc cringed.
Bringing the whole matter into the open might be thest plan, but that would mean
trying to find that former student, who was thetssho would deny all responsibility
anyway. Perhaps he should simply try to describatwir. Reilly had been like. Dr. Talc
saw again Mr. Reilly with his massive muffler artthtt awful girl anarchist with the
valise who traveled around with Mr. Reilly and dittd the campus with leaflets.
Fortunately she hadn't stayed at the college tag,lalthough that Reilly seemed as if he
were planning to | make himself a fixture on thenpas like the palm trees and the
benches.

Dr. Talc had had them both in separate claseesgrim semester, during which they
had disrupted his lectures with strange noisesi@pertinent, venomous questions that
no one, aside from God, could possibly have ansWere shuddered. In spite of
everything, | he must reach Reilly and extract golanation and confession. One look at
Mr. Reilly and the students would understand thatriote was the meaningless fantasy
of a sick mind. He could even let the administratiook at Mr. Reilly. The solution was,
after all, really a physical one: producing Mr. Rein the abundant flesh.

Dr. Talc sipped the vodka and V-8 juice thatdiways had after a night of heavy
social drinking and looked at his newspaper. Astighe people in the Quarter were
having rowdy fun. He sipped his drink, and remeratiethe incident of Mr. Reilly’s
dumping all of those examination papers on the sieddhat freshman demonstration
beneath the windows of the faculty office buildifdne administration would remember
it, too. He smiled complacently and looked at tlagpgr again. The three photographs



were hilarious. Common, bawdy people -- at a distan had always | amused him. He
read the article and choked, spitting liquid ondmoking jacket.

How had Reilly ever sunk so low? He had bemeetric as a student, but now.... How
much worse the rumors would be if it were discogidgleat the note had been written by a
hot dog vendor. Reilly was the sort who would caméhe campus with his wagon and
try to sell hot dogs right before the Social StsdBuilding. He would deliberately turn
the affair into a three-ring circus. It would beiagraceful farce in which he, Talc, would
become the clown.

Dr. Talc put down his paper and his glass eoekred his face with his hands. He
would have to live with that note. He would dengmehing.

v

Miss Annie looked at her morning newspaper tanded red. She had been wondering
why it was so quiet over at the Reilly househol$ timorning. Well, this was the last
straw. Now the neighborhood was getting a bad na&he. couldn't take it anymore.
Those people had to move. She’d get the neighbasigh a petition.

Vv

Patrolman Mancuso looked at the newspapenag@aien he held it to his chest and
the flashbulb popped. He had brought his own Brewtoliday camera to the precinct
and asked the sergeant to photograph him againmsairceofficial backdrops: the
sergeant’s desk, the steps of the precinct, a sgagda traffic patrolwoman whose
specialty was school zone speeders.

When there was only one exposure left, Patolilancuso decided to combine two
of the props for a dramatic finale. While the ti@fbatrolwoman, pretending to be Lana
Lee, climbed into the rear of the squad car grimgcand shaking a vengeful fist,
Patrolman Mancuso faced the camera with his neves@ap frowned sternly.

“Okay, Angelo, is that all?” the patrolwomaskad, eager to get to a nearby school
before the morning speed zone hours ended.

“Thank you very much, Gladys,” Patrolman Maswisaid. “My kids wanted to get
some more pictures to show to they little friends.”

“Well, sure,” Gladys called, hurrying out dfet precinct yard, her shoulder bag
bursting with black speeding tickets. “I guess tigey a right to be proud of they poppa.
I’'m glad | could help you out, honey. Anytime yoamt to take you some more pictures,
just gimme the word.”

The sergeant tossed the last flashbulb intoash can and clamped his hand on
Patrolman Mancuso’s vertical shoulder.

“Single-handed you break up the city’s mostvachigh school pornography racket.”
He slapped his hand on the incline of Patrolmandvaa’s shoulder blade. “Mancuso, of
all people, brings in a woman even our best plathelsmen couldn’t fool. Mancusco, |
find out, has been working on this case on the Mancuso can identify one of her
agents. Who's the person really been going out isnotwn all the time looking for
characters like those three girls and trying tadpthem in? Mancuso, that's who.”

Patrolman Mancuso’s olive skin flushed slighédxcept in limited areas scratched by



the Peace Party auxiliary; There it was simply red.

“Just luck,” Patrolman Mancuso offered, clagrhis throat of some invisible phlegm.
“Somebody gimme a lead to the place. Then that Rulones told me to look in that
cabinet under the bar.”

“You staged a one-man raid, Angelo.”

Angelo? He turned a spectrum of shades beteeemge and violet.

“I wouldn’t be surprised if you was to get eomotion for this,” the sergeant said.
“You been a patrolman a pretty long time. And jaistouple days ago | was thinking you
was a horse’s ass. How’s about that? What do yptosthat, Mancuso?”

Patrolman Mancuso cleared his throat veryevity.

“Can | have my camera back?” he asked almmusthierently when his larynx was at
last clear.

Vi

Santa Battaglia held the newspaper up to le¢hen’s picture and said, “How you like
that, babe? How you like the way your grandson Amgeade good? You like that,
darling?” She pointed to another photograph. “Hoswu ylike poor Irene’s crazy boy
laying there in the gutter like a washed-up whaélef that sad? That girl’s gotta get that
boy put away this time. You think any man’s gonrarm Irene with that big bum laying
around the house? Of course not.”

Santa snatched at her mother’s picture and gav moist smack. “Take it easy, babe.
I’'m praying for you.”

Vi

Claude Robichaux looked at the newspaper avitleavy heart as he rode the streetcar
to the hospital. How could that big boy disgradena, sweet woman like Irene? Already
she was pale and tired from worrying about her Samta was right: that son of Irene’s
had to be treated before he brought any more disgmhis wonderful mother.

This time it was only twenty dollars. Next &nt might be much more. Even with a
nice pension and some properties, a person coudtfoitd a stepson like that.

But worst of all was the disgrace.

VIli

George was pasting the article in the Junicni@vement scrapbook that was one of
his mementos from his last semester at school.ddted it on an empty page between his
biology drawing of the aorta of a duck and his @sviproject on the history of the
Constitution. He had to give it to that Mancuso ghg was really on the ball. George
wondered if his name was on that list the copsfbadd in the cabinet. If it was, it might
be a good idea to go visit his uncle who lived lba toast. Even then, they'd have his
name. He really didn’t have enough money to go d&®ye. The best thing was to stay at
home for a while. That Mancuso might spot him ifwent downtown.

George’s mother, vacuuming on the other sidine living room, hopefully watched
her son work on his school scrapbook. Maybe he gedtsng interested in school again.



She and his father didn’t seem to be able to déhamy with him. What chance did a boy
without a high school education have nowadays? \Wtald he do?

She turned off the vacuum cleaner and answiredioorbell. George was studying
the photographs and wondering what that vendorbleath doing at the Night of Joy. He
couldn’t have been some kind of police agent. Anyv&eorge hadn't told him where the
pictures came from. There was something funny athe@uvhole business.

“The police?” George heard his mother askintha door. “You must have the wrong
apartment.”

George started for the kitchen before he zedlithat there was nowhere to go. The
apartments in the housing project had only one.door

IX

Lana Lee tore the newspaper into shreds asd tihre the shreds into smaller shreds.
When the matron stopped by the cell to tell hetléan it up, one of the members of the
ladies’ auxiliary, all three of whom were sharirge tcell, said to the matron, “Beat it.
We're the ones living in this place. We like paparthe floor.”

“Shove off,” Liz added. “Get lost,” Betty said

“I'll take care of this cell all right,” the atron answered. “You four have been making
noise ever since you come in last night.”

“Get me out this goddam hole,” Lana Lee screrat the matron. “I can’t take
another minute with these three bats.”

“Hey,” Frieda said to her two apartment matesll doesn'’t like us.”

“It's people like you been ruining the Quaytérana told Frieda.

“Shut up,” Liz said to her.

“Can it, sweets,” Betty said.

“Get me outta here,” Lana screamed through lthes. “l just been through one
fucking hell of a night with these three creepgiot my rights. You can't stick me in
here.”

The matron smiled at her and walked away.

“Hey!” Lana screamed down the corridor. “Cobaek here.”

“Take it easy, dearie,” Frieda advised. “Qottking the boat. Now come on and show
us those pictures of yourself you got hidden inryma.”

“Yeah,” Liz said.

“Get out the snapshots, doll,” Betty order&tfe’re tired of looking at these frigging
walls.”

The three girls lunged for Lana at the same i

X

Dorian Green turned one of his severe caliagls over and printed on the reverse
side: “Stunning apartment for rent. Apply at 1A.’eHtepped out onto the flagstone
sidewalk and tacked the card to the bottom of dribeoblack patent leather shutters. The
girls would be gone for quite a while this time.liB® were always so adamant about
second offenses. It was unfortunate that the pats never been very sociable with their
fellow residents in the Quarter; someone wouldatelg have pointed out that marvelous



patrolman to them, and they would not have madefat® mistake of attacking a
member of the police force.

But the girls were so impulsive and aggressiVihout them, Dorian felt that he and
his building were completely unprotected. He topkaal care to lock his wrought iron
gate securely. Then he returned to his apartmeifinith the job of cleaning up the litter
left from the kickoff rally. It had been the mosiblilous party of his career: at the height
of it Timmy had fallen from a chandelier and speairhis ankle.

Dorian picked up a cowboy boot from which &lhead been broken and dropped it
into a wastebasket, wondering whether that imptesddnatius J. Reilly were all right.
Some people were simply too much to bear. Gypsye@@sesweet mother must have
been heartbroken over the dreadful newspaper piyblic

XI

Darlene cut her picture out of the paper aot ipon the kitchen table. What an
opening night. At least she had received a littlbligity from it.

She picked up her Harlett O’Hara gown from sbéa and hung it in the closet while
the cockatoo watched her and squawked a bit frenpetch. Jones had certainly taken
over when he found out that man was a cop, leallimgright over to the cabinet under
the bar. Now she and Jones were both out of aljo®.Night of Joy was out of business.
Lana Lee was out of circulation. That Lana. PosorgFrench pictures. Anything for a
buck.

Darlene looked at the golden earring thatdbekatoo had brought home. Lana had
been right all along. That big crazyman was retily kiss of death. He sure treated his
poor momma cruel. That poor lady.

Darlene sat down to ponder job possibiliti€Eee cockatoo flapped and squawked
until she stuck the novelty earring, its favoribg,tin its beak. Then the phone rang, and
when she answered it, a man said, “Listen, yowsgote great publicity. Now | run a club
in the five hundred block of Bourbon, and...”

Xl

Jones spread the newspaper on the bar ofédaRamble Inn and blew some smoke
at it.

“Whoa!” he said to Mr. Watson. “You sure gim@aeood idea with all this sabotage
crap. Now | sabotage myself right back to bein graa. Hey!”

“It look like this sabotage go off like a nlaubum.”

“That fat freak a guarantee one hunner pemecular bum. Shit. Drop him on
somebody, everybody gettin caught in the falloet, tgh their ass blowed up. Ooo-wee.
Night of Joy really turn into a zoo las night. Five get a bird, then the fat mother come
draggin along, then three cats look like they jusape from gym. Shit. Everybody
fightin and scratchin and screamin and that bigrik layin in the gutter like he daid,
peoples fightin and cussin and rollin all arourt thig cat pass out in the street. Look like
a barroom fight in a western movie, look like a ganmble. We got us a big crowd on
Bourbon Street look like we could have us a fodtgaie. Po-lice drivin up draggin off
that Lee Bastar. Hey! It turn out she don have alcapthe precinc anyways. Maybe they



be haulin in some of them orphan she been spondftina! That paper sure sending out
plenny mothers takin pictures and axin me all abwlid happen. Who say a color cat
cain get his picture on the front page? Ooo-weeb&VH gonna be the mos famous
vagran in the city. | tell that Patrolman Mancukaay, ‘Hey, now this cathouse shut
down, how's about tellin your frien on the forcéeélp you out so maybe they don star
draggin my ass off for vagran?’ Who wanna get singkngola with Lana Lee? She was
bad enough on the outside. Shit.”

“You got any plan for gettin you a job, Jories?

Jones blew a dark cloud, a storm warning, said, “After the kinda job I jus had
workin below the minimal wage, | really deserve ay pvacation. Ooo-wee. Where |
gonna fin me another job? Too many color motheeggin they ass aroun the street
already. Whoa! Gettin your ass gainfully employ exactly the easies thing in the worl. |
ain the only cat got him a problem. That Darlenkeaga gonna have no easy time gettin
herself and that ball eagle gainfully employ. Pesptee wha happen the firs time she
stick her ass on a stage, they be throwin watkeirface if she be comin aroun lookin for
work. See wha | mean? You drop somebody like thatrfother for sabotage, plenny
innocen peoples like Darlene gettin theyselvesvgede Like Miss Lee all the time sayin,
that fat freak ruireverybodyinves’men. Darlene and her ball eagle probly statione
another right now sayin, ‘Whoa! We really boffo shdor openin night. Hey! We real
openinbig.’ | plenny sorry that sabotage goin off in Darldaee, but when | see that big
mother, | couldn resis. | knowed he make some kasgdosion in that Night of Joy. Ooo-
wee. He really go off. Hey!”

“You pretty lucky them po-lice didn't take yany, too, workin in that bar.”

“That Patrolman Mancusa say he appreciate ishbwn that cabinet. He say, ‘Us
mothers on the force need peoples like you, helpuis He say, ‘Peoples like you be
helpin me get ahead.’ | say, ‘Whoa! Be sure andhet to your frien at the precinc, they
don star snatchin my ass for vagran.’ He say, reswill. Everybody at the precinc be
appreciatin wha you done, man.’ Now them po-licehasappreciateme. Hey! Maybe
| be gettin some kinda awar. Whoa!” Jones aimedessmoke over Mr. Watson’s tan
head. “That Lee bastar really got her some snapshwrself in that cabinet. Patrolman
Mancusa starin at them pictures, his eyeballs abmdallout on the floor. He sayin,
‘Whoa! Hey! Wow!" He sayin, ‘Boy, | really be gettiahead now.’ | say to myself,
‘Maybe some peoples be gettin ahead. Some othglgsebe turnin vagran again. Some
peoples ain gonna be gainfully employ below theim&h wage after tonight. Some
peoples be draggin they ass all aroun town some&shbe buyin me air condition, color
TV.’ Shit. Firs I'm a glorify broom expert, now I'm vagr.”

“Things can always be worse off.”

“Yeah. You can say that, man. You got youttelibusiness, got you a son teachin
school probly got him a bobby-cue set, Buick, aindition, TV. Whoa! | ain even got me
a transmitter radio. Night of Joy salary keepin pes below the air-condition level.”
Jones formed a philosophical cloud. “But you righ& way there, Watson. Things maybe
be worse off. Maybe | be that fat mother. Whoa! Wkar gonna happen to somebody
like that? Hey!”

Xl



Mr. Levy settled into the yellow nylon couchdaunfolded his paper, which was
delivered to the coast every morning at a highbseuption rate. Having the couch all to
himself was wonderful, but the disappearance ofsMisxie was not enough to brighten
his spirits. He had spent a sleepless night. Mesylwas on her exercising board treating
her plumpness to some early morning bouncing. Sag silent, occupied with some
plans for the Foundation which she was writing oshaet of paper held against the
undulating front section of the board. Putting pencil down for a moment, she reached
down to select a cookie from the box on the fléord the cookies were why Mr. Levy
had spent a wakeful night. He and Mrs. Levy hadeairiout through the pines to see Mr.
Reilly at Mandeville and had not only found he wext there but had also been treated
very rudely by an authority of the place who hakktathem for pranksters. Mrs. Levy
had looked something like a prankster with her gotd/hite hair, her sunglasses with the
blue lenses, the aquamarine mascara that madg aronnd the blue lenses like a halo.
Sitting there in the sports car before the mainding at Mandeville with the huge box of
Dutch cookies on her lap, she must have made tthe@y a little suspicious, Mr. Levy
thought. But she had taken it all very calmly. FigdMr. Reilly did not seem to bother
Mrs. Levy particularly, it seemed. Her husband Wwaginning to sense that she did not
especially want him to find Reilly, that somewharesome corner of her mind she was
hoping that Abelman would win the libel suit sottlshe could flaunt their resulting
poverty in the face of Susan and Sandra as théeifa ultimate failure. That woman had
a devious mind that was only predictable when slemted an opportunity to vanquish
her husband. Now he was beginning to wonder whtd she was on, his or Abelman’s.

He had asked Gonzalez to cancel his springfipeareservations. This Abelman case
had to be cleared up. Mr. Levy straightened hisspaper and realized again that, were
his digestive system able to take it, he shouldehgiven his time to supervising Levy
Pants. Things like this would not happen; life cbbe peaceful. But just the name, just
the three syllables of “Levy Pants,” caused acithglications in his chest. Perhaps he
should have changed the name. Perhaps he shouwdchamnged Gonzalez. The office
manager was so loyal, though. He loved his thasklesv-salaried job. You couldn’t just
kick him out. Where would he find another job? Eweare important, who would want
to replace him? One good reason for keeping LewytsPapen was keeping Gonzalez
employed. Mr. Levy tried, but he could think of nther reason for keeping the place
open. Gonzalez might commit suicide if the factagre shut down. There was a human
life to consider. Too, no one apparently wanteluy the place.

Leon Levy could have named his monument “L&wyusers.” That wasn't too bad.
Throughout his life, but especially when he washdd¢ Gus Levy had said, “Levy
Pants,” and had always received a standard regly,does?” When he was about twenty,
he had mentioned to his father that a change lef iight help their business, and his
father had moaned, “Levy Pants’ all of a sudderitigood enough for you? The food
you're eating is ‘Levy Pants.’ The car you're dngiis ‘Levy Pants.| am ‘Levy Pants.’
This is gratitude? This is a child’s devotion? Néxhould changeny name. Shut up,
bum. Go play with the autos and the flappers. Alyelagot a Depression on my hands, |
don’t need smart advice from you. Better you shaiNe with the advice to Hoover. You
should go tell him to change his namesthlemielOut of my office! Shut up!”

Gus Levy looked at the pictures and the atost the front page and whistled through
his teeth, “Oh, boy.”



“What is it, Gus? A problem? Are you havingrablem? All night you were awake. |
could hear the whirlpool bath going all night. Yoeigoing to have a crackup. Please go
to Lenny’s doctor before you become violent.”

“I just found Mr. Reilly.”

“I guess you're happy.”

“Aren’t you? Look, he’s in the papers.”

“Really? Bring it over here. I've always womdéd about that young idealist. | guess
he’s received some civic award.”

“Just the other day you were saying he wasyahm.”

“If he was clever enough to send us over todiéaille like two stooges, he’s not that
psycho. Even somebody like the idealist can plaia pn you.”

Mrs. Levy looked at the two women, the bittg grinning doorman.

“Where is he? | don't see any idealist.” Mewy indicated the stricken cow in the
street. “That's him? In the gutter? This is tragi@rousing, drunken, hopeless, already a
bloated derelict. Mark him down in your book nextMiss Trixie and me as another life
you've wrecked.”

“A bird bit him on the ear or something cratlere, look at the bunch of police
characters in these pictures. | told you he hadl&cg record. Those people are his
buddies. Strippers and pimps and pornographers.”

“Once he was dedicated to idealistic causesv Mok at him. Don’t worry. You'll pay
for all of this someday. In a few months, when Anah has finished with you, you'll be
out on the streets again with a wagon like youndatYou'll learn what happens when
you play games with somebody like Abelman, when ymerate a business like a
playboy. Susan and Sandra will go into shock wihety find out they don’t have a penny
to their name. Will they give you the big go-by. Aievy, ex-father.”

“Well, I'm going into town right now to speatith this Reilly. I'll get this crazy letter
business straightened out.”

“Ho ho. Gus Levy, detective. Don't make medhauYou probably wrote that letter one
day after you won at the track and felt good. IM«riiewould end like this.”

“You know, | think you're actually looking farard to Abelman’s libel suit. You
actually want to see me ruined, even if you go dowth me.”

Mrs. Levy yawned and said, “Can | fight whatve been leading up to all your life?
This really proves to the girls that what I've satabut you all along was right. The more
I think about Abelman’s suit, the more | realizattithe whole thing is inevitable, Gus.
Thank goodness my mother has some money. | alwagw Kd have to go back to her
someday. She’ll probably have to give up San Jtleuygh. You can’'t keep Susan and
Sandra alive for peanuts.”

“Oh, shut up.”

“You're telling me to shut up?” Mrs. Levy bated up and down, up and down. “I'm
supposed to watch your smashup in silence? | haveake plans for myself and my
daughters. | mean, life goes on, Gus. | can't gmdruskid row with you. We can only be
grateful that your father has left us. If he hagdi to see Levy Pants lost because of some
practical joke, you'd really pay. Believe me. Lebevy would have you run out of the
country. That man had courage, determination. Ahdtever happens, the Leon Levy
Foundation goes through. Even if Mother and | hevelo without, I'm making those
awards. I'm going to honor and reward people wheeltae kind of courage and bravery



that | saw in your father. | won’t let you drag Imame down with you on your journey to

skid row. After Abelman’s finished, you'll be, lugko get hired as a water boy on one of
those teams you love so much. Boy, will you haveveok then, running around with a

bucket and a sponge like a bum. But don't feelystor yourself. You had it coming.”

Now Mr. Levy knew that his wife’s strange lognade it necessary for him to be
ruined. She wanted to see Abelman victorious; stiédvsee in the victory some peculiar
justification. Since his wife had read the lettenh Abelman, her mind must have been
working over the matter from every angle. Every ménthat she was pedaling the
exercycle or bouncing on the board, her systenogitiwas probably telling her more
and more convincingly that Abelman must win thd.dstiwould be not only Abelman’s
victory, but hers, also. Every conversational apistelary roadsign and guidepost that
she had held up before the girls pointed to tregindr’s final, terrible failure. Mrs. Levy
couldn’t afford to be disproved. Sheededhe $500 thousand libel suit. She wasn't even
interested in his speaking with Reilly. The Abelmeaise had passed from a purely
material and physical plane to an ideological aptitsal one where universal and
cosmic forces decreed that Gus Levy must lose,alddtildless and desolate Gus Levy
must wander endlessly with bucket and sponge.

“Well, I'm going after Reilly,” Mr. Levy saidinally.

“Such determination. | can hardly believeDon't worry, you won't be able to pin
anything on the young idealist. He's too clever.lHagay another joke on you. Just
watch. Another wild-goose chase. Back to Mandevillas time they'll keep you there, a
middle-aged man driving a little toy of a collegsgaports car.”

“I’'m going right to his house.”

Mrs. Levy folded her Foundation notes and edroff her board, saying, “Well, if
you're going to town, take me with you. I'm worriethout Miss Trixie since Gonzalez
reported that she bit that gangster’s hand. | masther. Her old hostility toward Levy
Pants is out in the open again.”

“Do you still want to play around with thatngle bag? Haven't you tormented her
enough already?”

“Even a little good deed you don’t want me do. Your type isn't even in the
psychology books. You should at least go to Lendgstor forhis sake. Once your case
was in the psychiatric journals, they’'d be invitihgn to Vienna to speak. You'd make
him a famous man just like that crippled girl oraeler it was put Freud on the map.”

While Mrs. Levy was blinding herself with lageof aquamarine eyeshadow in
preparation for her errand of mercy, he got thetspzar out of the monumental three-car
garage, built like a substantial rustic carriageid® and sat looking over the calm,
rippling bay. Little darts of heartburn pricked abdn his chest. Reilly had to make some
kind of confession. Abelman’s shysters could wipe but; he couldn’t give his wife the
satisfaction of seeing that happen. If Reilly wouwdnfess to writing the letter, if
somehow he could come out of this all right, he Malhange. He would vow to become
a new person. He might even give the companyla 8tipervision. It was only sensible
and practical to supervise that place. A neglet®g Pants was like a neglected child: it
could turn out to be a delinquent, something theated all sorts of problems that a little
nurture, a little care and feeding could preverite Thore you stayed away from Levy
Pants, the more it plagued you. Levy Pants was dikeongenital defect, an inherited
curse.



“Everyone | know has a fine big sedan,” Mrevi said as she got into the little car.
“Not you. No. You have to own a kid’s car that costore than a Cadillac and blows my
hair all around.”

To prove her point, a lacquered strand flafflysout in the breeze as they roared out
onto the coast highway. Both were silent during jth@ney through the marshes. Mr.
Levy nervously considered his future. Mrs. Levy temtedly considered hers, her
aquamarine lashes flapping calmly in the wind. &dtlthey roared into the city, Mr.
Levy’s speed increasing as he felt himself getitaser to the Reilly kook. Hanging
around with that crowd in the Quarter. Goodnesy é&nkew what Reilly’'s personal life
was like. One crazy incident after another, inganfion insanity.

“I think I've finally analyzed your problemfrs. Levy said when they slowed down
in the city traffic. “This wild driving was the ctu A light has dawned. Now | know why
you've drifted, why you don’t have any ambition, yiou’ve thrown a business down
the drain.” Mrs. Levy caused for effect. “You hahe death wish.”

“For the last time today, shut up.”

“Fighting, hostility, resentment,” Mrs. Levyigl happily. “It will all end very badly,
Gus.”

Because it was Saturday, Levy Pants had cetsadsaults upon the concept of free
enterprise for the weekend. The Levys drove pastfalietory, which, open or closed,
looked equally moribund from the street. Weak smokée type produced by burning
leaves rose from one of the antennae of smokestadtksLevy pondered the smoke.
Some worker must have left one of the cutting wlscking in a furnace on Friday
evening. Someone might even be in there burningekeaStranger things had happened.
Mrs. Levy herself, during a ceramics phase, hae @mnmandeered one of the furnaces
for a kiln.

When they had passed the factory and Mrs. lbevlygazed at it and said, “Sad, sad,”
they turned along the river and stopped before zedlooking wooden apartment
building across from the Desire Street wharf. Al toh scraps beckoned the passerby to
climb the unpainted front steps toward some go#liwithe building.

“Don't take too long,” Mrs. Levy said while stwas going through the heaving and
lifting process that was necessary to remove obed®y from the sports car. She took
with her the sampled box of Dutch cookies that badinally been intended for the
patient at Mandeville. “I've just about had it withis project. Maybe she’ll keep busy
with the cookies and | won't have to try to makeamweonversation.” She smiled at her
husband. “Good luck with the idealist. Don't letrhplay another trick on you.”

Mr. Levy sped off uptown. At a stoplight heked at Reilly’s address in the morning
newspaper folded and stored in the well betweerbtloket seats. He followed the river
on Tchoupitoulas and turned at Constantinople, bioignalong in Constantinople’s
potholes until he found the miniature house. Cotlld huge kook live in such a
dollhouse? How did he get in and out of the fromdr®

Mr. Levy climbed the steps and read the “Pestcgny Price” sign tacked to one of
the porch posts and the “Peace to Men of Good Willih tacked to the front of the
house. This was the place all right. Inside a tedeg was ringing.

“They not home!” a woman screamed from behandshutter next door. “They
telephone’s been ringing all morning.”

The front shutters of the adjoining house @okeand a harried-looking woman came



out on the porch and rested her red elbows ondrehpail.

“Do you know where Mr. Reilly is?” Mr. Levy lsd her.

“All I know is he’s all over this morning’s par. Where he oughta be is in a asylum.
My nerves is shot to hell. When | moved next damthitem people, | was signing my
death warrant.”

“Does he live here alone? A woman answereghtiome once when | called.”

“That musta been his momma. Her nerves is, $bot She musta went to get him out
the hospital or wherever they got him.”

“Do you know Mr. Reilly well?”

“Ever since he was a kid. His momma was sweg of him. All the sisters at school
loved him he was so precious. Look how he endedaymg in a gutter. Well, they better
start thinking about moving off my block. | candke it no more. They'll really be
arguing now.”

“Let me ask you something. You know Mr. Reillyell. Do you think he’s very
irresponsible or maybe even dangerous?”

“What you want with him?” Miss Annie’s bleaeyes narrowed. “He’s in some other
kinda trouble?”

“I'm Gus Levy. He used to work for me.”

“Yeah? You don't say. That crazy Idnatius vease proud of that job he had at that
place. | useta hear him telling his momma how he veally making good. Yeah, he
made good. A few weeks and he was fired. Wellgifworked for you, you really know
him good.”

Had that poor Reilly kook really been proudLevy Pants? He had always said that
he was. That was one good sign of his insanity.

“Tell me; Hasn't he been in trouble with thelipe? Doesn’'t he have some kind of
police record?”

“His momma had a policeman coming around/Aeegular undercover agent. But not
that Idnatius. For one thing his momma likes httlelinip. | don’t see her drunk much
lately, but for a while there she was really gogupd. One day | look out in the backyard
and she had herself all tangled up in a wet shagihg off the line. Mister, it's already
took ten years off my life living next to them pémpNoise! Banjos and trumpets and
screaming and hollering and the TV. Them Reillyghta go move out in the country
somewheres on a farm. Every day | gotta take &xers aspirin.” Miss Annie reached
inside the neckline of her housedress to find satnap that had slipped from her
shoulder. “Lemme tell you something. | gotta be.fahat Idnatius was okay until that
big dog of his died. He had this big dog useta baytt under my window. That’s when
my nerves first started to go. Then the dog diesll,W think, now maybe I'll get me
some peace and quiet. But no. Idnatius is got ¢igel@id out in his momma'’s front parlor
with some flowers stuck in its paw. That's when Fand his momma first started all that
fighting. To tell you the truth, | think that's wheshe started drinking. So ldnatius goes
over to the priest and ax him to come say sometbigg the dog. Idnatius was planning
on some kinda funeral. You know? The priest saysoheourse, and | think that's when
Idnatius left the Church. So big Idnatius puts @ dwn funeral. A big fat high school
boy oughta know better. You see that cross?” MuylLleoked hopelessly at the rotting
Celtic cross in the frontyard. “That where it aigpened. He had about two dozen little
kids standing around in that yard watching him. Addatius had on a big cape like



Superman and they was candles burning allover. Wihele time his momma was
screaming out the front door for him to throw tregdn the garbage can and get in the
house. Well, that's when things started going bexlrad here. Then Ildnatius was at
college for about ten years. His momma almost Wwewite. She even hadda sell the piana
they had. Well, 1 didn’t mind that. You oughta sebis girl he pickes up at college. | says
to myself, ‘Well, good. Maybe that Idnatius is ganget married and move out.” Was |
wrong. All they done is sit in his room. It seerkelievery night she and him was putting
on a regular hootenanny. The things | useta heaugin my window! ‘Put down that
skirt.” and ‘Get off my bed.” And ‘How dare you™’ a virgin.” It was awful. | went on
aspirins twenty-four hours a day. Well, that gidne left. | can’t blame her. She musta
been funny to hang around with him anyways.” Missni® reached in the opposite
direction for another strap. “Of all the housesthe city, how come | hadda move in
here? Tell me that.”

Mr. Levy could think of no reason for her hayimoved to this particular location.
But the Ignatius Reilly story had made him deprésaaed he wished he were away from
Constantinople Street.

“Well,” the woman rushed on, eager for theiande to hear her tale of suffering, “this
stuff in the paper’s the last straw. Look at thd Ipaiblicity the block’s got now. If they
start anything now, I'm gonna call up the policel ajet him put under a peace bond. |
can't take it no more. My nerves is shot to helle& when that Idnatius takes a bath, it
sounds like a flood’s coming in my own house. hkhall my pipes is busted. I'm too old.

I had enough with them people.” Miss Annie glanoedr Mr. Levy’s shoulder. “It's been
nice talking to you, mister. So long.”

She raced back into her house and slammedhutters. Her sudden disappearance
confused Mr. Levy as much as her strange biographyr. Reilly had. What a
neighborhood. Levy’s Lodge had always been a baagainst knowing people like this.
Then Mr. Levy saw the old Plymouth trying to dodktlae curb, scraping its hubcaps
against its moorings before finally coming to réstthe rear seat he saw the silhouette of
the big kook. A woman with maroon hair climbed dofnom the driver’s seat and called,
“Okay, boy, get out that car!”

“Not until you clarify your relationship witkhat drooling old man,” the silhouette
answered. “l thought that we had escaped fromdhgenerate old fascist. Apparently |
was wrong. All along you've been carrying on araaffvith him behind my back. You
probably planted him there in front of D. H. Holmé&ow that | think of it you probably
planted that mongoloid Mancuso there, too, to dtsig vicious cycle whirling. How
unsuspecting, how ingenuous I've been. For weeks Hwe been the dupe of a
conspiracy. It's all a plot!”

“Get down from that car!”

“You see?” Miss Annie said through her shgttéfhey’re at it again.”

The rear car door swung rustily open and ating desert boot stepped down onto the
running board. The kook’s head was bandaged. Heetbtired and pale.

“I will not stay under the same roof with a$® woman. I'm shocked and hurt. My
own mother. No wonder you've turned on me so sdyafsuspect that you are using me
as a scapegoat for your own feelings of guilt.”

What a family, Mr. Levy thought. The mothed dibok like something of a floozie. He
wondered why the undercover agent had wanted her.



“Shut up your dirty mouth,” the woman was senéng. “All this over a fine, decent
man like Claude.”

“Fine man,” Ignatius snorted. “I knew you’dcelhike this when you started traveling
around with those degenerates.”

Along the block a few people had come outlairtsteps. What a day this was going
to be. Mr. Levy ran the risk of getting into a pebscene with these wild people. His
heartburn was spreading out to the limits of hissth

The woman with the maroon hair had fallen & knees and was asking the sky,
“What | done wrong, God? Tell me, Lord. | been géod

“You're kneeling on Rex’s grave!” Ignatius shed. “Now tell me what you and that
debauched McCarthyite have been doing? You probadliyng to some secret political
cell. No wonder I've been bombarded with those lwicint pamphlets. No wonder | was
trailed last night. Where is that Battaglia matckeraWhere is she? She must be lashed.
This whole thing is a coup against me, a viciouseste to get me out of the way. My
God! That bird was doubtlessly trained by a bantas€ists. They’'ll try anything.”

“Claude’s been courting me,” Mrs. Reilly saieffiantly.

“What?” Ignatius thundered. “Do you mean tth tee that you have been permitting
some old man to paw allover you?”,

“Claude’s a nice man. All he done is hold nayd a few times.”

The blue and yellow eyes crossed in anger.peves closed over the ears so that he
would not have to listen to more.

“Goodness only knows what unmentionable dsdliat man has. Please don't tell me
the whole truth. | would have a total breakdown.”

“Shut up!” Miss Annie screamed from behind Bbkutters. “You people are living on
borrowed time in this block.”

“Claude ain’t smart, but he’s a nice man. Hgiod to his family and that's what
counts. Santa says he likes the communiss becasséohely. He ain’'t got nothing else
to do. If he was to ax me to marry him this veryate, I'd say, ‘Okay, Claude.’ | would,
Ignatius. | wouldn’t haveta think twice about itgdt a right to have somebody treat me
nice before | die. | got a right not to haveta waabout where my next dollar’s coming
from. When Claude and me went to get your clothes fthat head nurse and she hands
us over your wallet with almost thirty dollars iy that was the last straw. All your
craziness was bad enough, but keeping that mooeyyour poor momma...”

“I needed the money for a purpose.”

“For what? To hang around with dirty women?tsMReilly lifted herself laboriously
from Rex’s grave. “You ain't only crazy, Ignatidéu mean, too.”

“Do you seriously think that Claude roué wamisirriage?” Ignatius slobbered,
changing the subject. “You'll be dragged from oreking motel to another. You'll end
up a suicide.”

“I'll get married if | want to, boy. You candtop me. Not now.”

“That man is a dangerous radical,” Ignatiugl sdarkly. “Goodness knows what
political and ideological horrors lurk in his minde’ll torture you or worse.”

“Just who the hell angouto try to tell me what to do, Ignatius?” Mrs. Reifitared at
her huffing son. She was disgusted and tired, @igésted in anything that Ignatius might
have to say. “Claude is dumb. Okay. I'll grant yithat. Claude is all the time worrying
me about them communiss. Okay. Maybe he don’t knothing about politics. But |



ain’t worried about politics. I'm worried about ag half-way decent. Claude can be kind
to a person, and that's more than you can do Mlityoar politics and all your graduating
smart. For everything nice | ever done for youustjget kicked around. | want to be
treated nice by somebody before | die. You leavetyhing, Ignatius, except how to be a
human being.”

“It's not your fate to be well treated,” Ignad cried, “You're an overt masochist. Nice
treatment will confuse and destroy you.”

“Go to hell, Ignatius. You broke my heart samy times | can’t count them up no
more.”

“That man shall never enter this house whi&n here. After he had grown tired of
you, he would probably turn his warped attentionsne”

“What's that, crazy? Shut up your silly moutim fed up. I'll take care of you. You
say you wanna take a rest? | can fix you up witlca rest.”

“When | think of my dear departed father bgrebld in his grave,” Ignatius
murmured, pretending to wipe some moisture fronelyes.

“Mr. Reilly died twenty years ago.”

“Twenty-one” Ignatius gloated. “So. You've forgotten your beéd husband.”

“Pardon me,” Mr. Levy said weakly. “May | speaith you, Mr. Reilly?”

“What?” Ignatius asked, noticing for the fitshe the man standing up on the porch.

“What you want with Ignatius?” Mrs. Reilly a=k the man; Mr. Levy introduced
himself. “Well, this is him in person. | hope yoidd't believe that funny story he give
you over the phone the other day. | was too ticegréb the phone out his hands.”

“Can we all go in the house?” Mr. Levy askédl like to speak with him privately.”

“It don’t matter to me,” Mrs. Reilly said digerestedly. She looked down the block
and saw her neighbors watching them. “The wholghi®mrhood knows everything
now.”

But she opened the front door and the threébesh stepped into the tiny entrance hall.
Mrs. Reilly put down the paper bag she was carryirag contained her son’s scarf and
cutlass, and asked, “What you want, Mr. Levy? IgrshitCome back here and talk to this
man.”

“Mother, | must attend to my bowels. They sreolting against the trauma of the last
twenty-four hours.”

“Get out that bathroom, boy, and come back hdow what you want with crazy, Mr.
Levy?”

“Mr. Reilly, do you know anything about this?”

Ignatius looked at the two letters that Mrvig@roduced from his jacket and said, “Of
course not. That is your signature. Leave this @ammsnediately. Mother, this is the fiend
who fired me so brutally.”

“You didn’t write this?”

“Mr. Gonzalez was extremely dictatorial. Heulbnever permit me near a typewriter.
Actually, he cuffed me once rather viciously whey @yes chanced to stray across some
correspondence which he was composing in rathedéflieprose. If | was permitted to
shine his cheap shoes, | was grateful. You know possgessive he is about that cesspool
company of yours.”

“I know. But he says he didn’t write this.”

“An obvious untruth. His every word is fal$¢e speaks with a forked tongue!”



“This man wants to sue us for a lot of money.”

“Ignatius done it,” Mrs. Reilly interrupted ldgtle rudely. “Whatever went wrong,
Ignatius done it. He makes trouble everyplace hesgGo on, Ignatius. Tell the man the
truth. Go on, boy, before | knock you in the head.”

“Mother, make this man leave,” Ignatius criégjng to push his mother against Mr.
Levy.

“Mr. Reilly, this man wants to sue for $50@tisand. That could ruin me.”

“Ain’t that awful!” Mrs. Reilly exclaimed. “lgatius, what you done this poor man?”

As Ignatius was about to discuss the circumtspe of his behavior at Levy Pants, the
telephone rang.

“Hello?” Mrs. Reilly said. “I'm his mother. Otourse I'm sober.” She glared at
Ignatius. “He is? He did? What? Aw, no.” She staagdher son, who was beginning to
rasp one paw against the other. “Okay, mister, l{yget your stuff, all except the earring.
The bird got that. Okay. Of course | can remembleatwou telling me. | ain’t drunk!”
Mrs. Reilly slammed down the telephone and turnedher son with, “That was the
weenie man. You're fired.”

“Thank God,” Ignatius sighed. “I couldn’t sththat cart again, I'm afraid.”

“What you told him about me, boy? You told Himas a drunk?”

“Of course not. How ludicrous. | don’t discussu with people. No doubt he’s spoken
with you previously when you were under the infloenYou've probably had a date with
him for all I know, a drunken spree in several thog boites”

“You can’t even peddle hot dogs in the strefas that man angry. He says you gave
him more trouble than any vendor he ever had.”

“He resented my worldview rather actively.”

“Oh, shut up before | slap you again,” MrsiliRescreamed. “Now tell Mr. Levy here
the truth.”

What a squalid homelife, Mr. Levy thought. §iwoman certainly treated her son
dictatorially.

“Why, | am telling the truth,” Ignatius said.

“Lemme see that letter, Mr. Levy.”

“Don’t show it to her. She reads rather draligf She’ll be confused for days.”

Mrs. Reilly knocked Ignatius in the side oéthead with her purse.

“Not again!” Ignatius cried.

“Don’t hit him,” Mr. Levy said. The kook’s hdavas already bandaged. Outside of the
prizefighting ring, violence made Mr. Levy ill. ThiReilly kook was really pitiful. The
mother ran around with some old man, drank, watitedson out of the way. She was
already on the police blotter. That dog was propé#ie only thing that the kook had ever
really had in his life. Sometimes you have to sg@eeson in his real environment to
understand him. In his own way Reilly had been \etgrested in Levy Pants. Now Mr.
Levy was sorry that he had fired Reilly. The koakdhbeen proud of his job at the
company. “Just let him alone, Mrs. Reilly. We’lltge the bottom of this.”

“Help me, sir,” Ignatius slobbered, grabbingttionically at the lapels of Mr. Levy’s
sports jacket. “Fortune only knows what she willtdane. | know too much of her sordid
activities. | must be eliminated. Have you thoughspeaking to that Trixie woman? She
knows far more than you suspect.”

“That’s what my wife says, but | never belidveer. After all, Miss Trixie is so old. |



wouldn't think she could write a grocery list.”

“Old?” Mrs. Reilly asked. “Ignatius! You tolehe Trixie was the name of some cute
girl worked at Levy Pants. You told me you two tikeach other. Now I find out she’s a
grammaw can’t hardly write. Ignatius!”

It was sadder than Mr. Levy had thought atfiThe poor kook had tried to make his
mother think he had a girlfriend.

“Please,” Ignatius whispered to Mr. Levy. “Cermto my room. | must show you
something.”

“Don’t believe a word Ignatius says,” Mrs. Recalled after them as her son dragged
Mr. Levy through the door into the musty chamber.

“Just let him alone,” Mr. Levy said to Mrs. iRe somewhat firmly. This Reilly
woman wouldn’t even give her own child a chancee 8fas as bad as his wife. No
wonder Reilly was such a wreck.

Then the door closed behind them and Mr. Lewgidenly began to feel nauseated.
There was a scent of old tea leaves in the bedtbatreminded him of the teapot that
Leon Levy had always had near his elbow, the dligacracked china pot in whose
bottom there was always a residue of boiled leaMeswent to the window and opened
the shutter, but as he looked out his eyes meethb#liss Annie, who was staring back
at him from between the blinds of her shuttersititaed from the window and watched
Reilly thumbing through a loose-leaf folder.

“Here it is,” Ignatius said. “These are sonwdes that | jotted while working for your
company. They will prove that | loved Levy Panterevnore than life itself, that my
every waking hour was spent in contemplating mexdri®lping your organization. And
often at night | had visions. Phantoms of Levy Bafiitted gloriously across my
slumbering psyche. | would never write a letteeltkat. llovedLevy Pants. Here. Read
this, sir.”

Mr. Levy took the loose-leaf folder and, wh&eilly’s fat forefinger indicated a line,
he read, “Today our office was at last graced leygresence of our lord and master, Mr.
G. Levy. To be quite honest, | found him ratheruehsnd unconcerned.” The forefinger
skipped a line or two. “In time he will learn of nagvotion to his firm, of my dedication.
My example, in turn, may lead him to once againdvel in Levy Pants.” The guidepost
of a forefinger indicated the next paragraph. “L@xi€ still keeps her own counsel,
thereby proving herself even wiser than | had thdulgsuspect that this woman knows a
great deal, that her apathy is a facade for hanisgeresentment against Levy Pants. She
grows most coherent when she speaks of retirement.”

“There is your evidence, sir,” Ignatius sashatching the folder from Mr. Levy’s
hands. “Interrogate the Trixie jade. The senilgyaiguise. It is part of her defense against
her work and the company. Actually, she hates Ueawts for not retiring her. And who
can blame her? Many times when we were alone, sludvbabble for hours about plans
to ‘get’ Levy Pants. Her resentment surfaced inftiven of vitriolic attacks upon your
corporate structure.”

Mr. Levy tried to assess the evidence. He kibat Reilly had really liked the
company; he had seen it at the company, the woraandoor had told him, he had just
read it. Trixie, on the other hand, hated the camgpBven though his wife and the kook
claimed that the senility routine was a front, loailoted that she would be able to write a
letter like that. But now he had to get out of ttlaustrophobic bedroom before he



possibly got ill all over the tablets that coverb@ floor. When Mr. Reilly had been

standing next to him pointing out the passageshé notebook, the scent had grown
overpowering. He felt for the doorknob, but the IRekook threw himself against the

door.

“You must believe me,” he sighed. “The Trixiellop had a fixation about a turkey or
a ham. Or was it a roast? It was all rather fiemod confusing at times. She swore
vengeance in connection with not being retiredhat proper age. She was filled with
hostility.”

Mr. Levy eased him aside and got out intohh®, where the maroon-haired mother
was waiting like a doorman.

“Thank you, Mr. Reilly,” Mr. Levy said. He hamb get out of that claustrophobic
miniature of a heartbreak house. “If | need youimgdl call you.”

“You'll need him again,” Mrs. Reilly called d& passed her and ran down the front
steps. “Whatever it is, Ignatius done it.”

She called out something else, but Mr. Levgar drowned out her voice. Blue smoke
settled over the stricken Plymouth, and he was gone

“Now you done it,” Mrs. Reilly was saying tgnatius, her hands grasping the white
smock. “Now we in trouble for real, boy. You knovhat they can do you for forgery?
They can throw you in a federal prison. That poani® got a $500 thousand case on his
hands. Now you done it, Ignatius. Now you reallyrouble.”

“Please,” Ignatius said weakly. His pale skims turning an off-white that shaded into
gray. He felt really ill now. His valve was exeagiseveral maneuvers that exceeded in
originality and violence anything it had done befofl told you it would be like this
when | went out to work.”

Mr. Levy picked the shortest route back to esire Street wharf. He sped out
Napoleon to the Broad overpass and got onto theesgway, fired by an emotion that
was a distant but recognizable version of deteriwnalf resentment had really driven
Miss Trixie to writing that letter, then Mrs. Lewyas the person responsible for the
Abelman suit. Could Miss Trixie write somethingiatelligible as that letter? Mr. Levy
hoped that she could. He drove through Miss Trxesighborhood quickly, flashing past
the bars and the BOILED CRAWFISH and OYSTERS ON THELF SHELL signs
that stuck out everywhere. At the apartment hoesélowed the trail of scraps up the
stairs to a brown door. He knocked and Mrs. Levgrmal it with, “Look who'’s back. The
idealist's menace. Have you solved your case?”

“Maybe.”

“Now you're talking like Gary Cooper. One wordjet for an answer. Sheriff Gary
Levy.” She plucked at an offending aquamarine lagh her fingers. “Well, let's go.
Trixie’s gorging on the cookies. I'm getting naused

Mr. Levy pushed past his wife into a scenecbald never have imagined. Levy’s
Lodge had not prepared him for interiors like tme ¢ve had just seen on Constantinople
Street -- and for this one. Miss Trixie’s apartmesats decorated with scraps, with junk,
with bits of metal, with cardboard boxes. SomewHszaeath it all there was furniture.
The surface, however, the visible terrain, wasraldaape of old clothes and crates and
newspapers. There was a pass through the centiee ofiountain, a clearing among the
litter, a narrow aisle of clear floor that led tevandow where Miss Trixie was seated in a
chair sampling the Dutch cookies. Mr. Levy walkemvi the aisle past the black wig



that hung from atop a crate, the high pumps tossed pile of newspapers. The only
aspect of the rejuvenation that Miss Trixie hadaapptly retained was the teeth; they
gleamed between her thin lips as they knifed ihtodookies.

“Suddenly you're very silent,” Mrs. Levy obsed. “What is it, Gus? Another mission
ended in failure?”

“Miss Trixie,” Mr. Levy screamed into her eafBid you write a letter to Abelman’s
Dry Goods?”

“Now you’re scraping rock bottom,” Mrs. Levgid. “The idealist fooled you again, |
guess. You really fall for that Reilly’s line.”

“Miss Trixie!”

“What?” Miss Trixie snarled. “I must say yoagple know how to retire a person.”

Mr. Levy handed her the letter. She picked agmifying glass from the floor and
studied the letters. The green visor cast a deeallyr upon her face, upon the Dutch
cookie crumbs that rimmed her thin lips. When sbhedown the magnifying glass, she
wheezed happily, “You people in trouble now.”

“But did you write that to Abelman? Mr. Reilbaid you did.”

“Who?”

“Mr. Reilly. The big man with the green cap avhsed to work at Levy Pants.” Mr.
Levy showed Miss Trixie the photographs in the muyrpaper. “That one there.”

Miss Trixie applied her magnifying glass toetmewspaper and said, “Oh, my
goodness. So that's what happened to him.” Poori&ldie seemed to be injured.
“That’s Mr. Reilly, is it?”

“Yes. You remember him, | guess. He says yotevthat letter.”

“He did?” Gloria Reilly wouldn't lie. Not Glaa. True blue. Gloria had always been
her friend. Miss Trixie tried hazely to recall. Raps she had written the letter. All sorts
of things happened that she couldn’t remember angnfaVell, | guess | did. Yes. Now
that you mention it, | guess | did write that. Yjoeople deserve it, too. You've driven me
crazy these last few years. No retirement. No Hsdathing. | must say | hope you lose
everything you own.”

“You wrote that?” Mrs. Levy asked. “After dWe done for you, you wrote something
like that? A viper in our own bosom! You can kisgvi Pants goodbye, traitor.
Discarded? You'll get discarded!”

Miss Trixie smiled. That annoying woman waallsegetting excited. Gloria always
had been her friend. Now the annoying woman wooldogthe poorhouse; Perhaps. But
right now she was coming toward her, those aquamadmgernails poised like talons.
Miss Trixie started to scream.

“Let her alone,” Mr. Levy said to his wife. ‘8N, well. Won't Susan and Sandra like
to hear about this. Their mother tortures an otty lso much that the girls are in danger
of losing all of their cardigans and culottes.”

“So. Blame me,” Mrs. Levy said wildly. “I stkg¢he paper in the typewriter. | helped
her peck it out.”

“Didn’t you write that letter to get even witlevy Pants because you weren't retired?”

“Yes, yes,” Miss Trixie said vaguely.

“To think | trusted you,” Mrs. Levy spat at 84 Trixie. “Give me back those teeth.”

Her husband blocked her grab for Miss Trixiasuth.

“Quiet!” Miss Trixie snarled, all of her whitangs gleaming. “I can’t even have a



little peace in my own apartment.”

“If it wasn’t for your stupid, harebrained tect’ this woman would have been retired
long ago,” Mr. Levy said to his wife. “After all tise years of predicting thingguturn
out to be the one who almost threw Levy Pants dihwsrdrain.”

“| see. You don’t blame her. You blame a wonedrstandards and ideals. If a thief
broke into Levy Pant$'d be to blame. You need help, Gus. Badly.”

“Yes, | do. And from Lenny’s doctor, of all pele.”

“Wonderful, Gus.”

“Quiet!”

“But you're the one who’s going to call Lensyloctor,” Mr. Levy said to his wife. “I
want you to get him to declare Miss Trixie senitelancompetent and to explain the
motivation for writing the letter.”

“This is your problem,” Mrs. Levy answered &g “You call him.”

“Susan and Sandra won't like to hear about thether’s little mistake.”

“And blackmail, too.”

“I've learned a few things from you. After alVe’ve been married for some time.” Mr.
Levy watched anger and anxiety play upon his wifate. For once she had nothing to
say. “The girls won’'t want to know that their deaother was such a fool. Now plan to
get Trixie over to Lenny’s doctor. With her adm@siand any doctor’s testimony,
Abelman doesn’t have an outside chance on this édisgou’d have to do is drag her
into a courtroom and let a judge look at her.”

“I'm a very attractive woman,” Miss Trixie shautomatically.

“Of course you are,” Mr. Levy said, bendingaionext to her. “We're going to retire
you, Miss Trixie. With a raise. You've had a lowdsal.”

“Retirement?” Miss Trixie wheezed. “I must gais is unexpected. Thank goodness.”

“You'll sign a statement that you wrote thettér, won't you?”

“Of course | willl” Miss Trixie cried. What &iend Gloria was. Gloria knew how to
help her out. Gloria was smart. Thank goodnessi&lad remembered this magic letter.
“I'll say anything you want me to.”

“Everything is suddenly clear to me,” Mrs. & bitter voice said behind a pile of
newspapers. “I'm blackmailed with my two darlinglgi I'm pushed out of the way so
that you can be a bigger playboy than ever. NowyLBants will be really down the
drain. You think you have something on me.”

“Oh, I do. And Levy Pants will be down the idraBut not because one of your games
wrecked it.” Mr. Levy looked over the two lettef$his Abelman business has made me
think about a lot of things. How come nobody buys pants. Because they stink.
Because they're made from the same patterns mgrfatged twenty years ago, the same
fabrics. Because that old tyrant wouldn’'t changeéhimg in that plant. Because he
destroyed whatever initiative | had.”

“Your father was a brilliant man. Not anothlesrd of disrespect from you.”

“Shut up. Trixie’s oddball letter gave me alea. From now on we make bermuda
shorts only. Less trouble, higher profits on lowgpenditures. | want a whole new line of
wash and wear swatches from the mills. Levy Paat®imes Levy Shorts.”

“Levy shorts.’ That’s rich. Don’t make me lglo. You'll go broke in a year. Anything
to obliterate the memory of your father. You canih a business. You're a failure, a
playboy, a racetrack tout.”



“Quiet! | must say you people are a nuisatfcthis is retirement, I'd rather be back at
that Levy Pants.” Miss Trixie raked at them withr lveokie box. “Now get out of my
house and mail me my check.”

“I couldn’t run Levy Pants. That’s true. il can run Levy Shorts.”

“Suddenly you're very smug,” Mrs. Levy said anvoice that bordered on hysteria.
Gus Levy operating a company? Gus Levy dominantatWwbuld she say to Susan and
Sandra? What could she say to Gus Levy? What wuabghen to her? “The Foundation
goes down the drain, too, | guess.”

“Of course not,” Mr. Levy smiled inwardly. Aast his wife was rudderless, trying to
steer some sort of course on a sea of confusi@mgakim for directions. “We’ll make an
award. What were they supposed to be for, meriigrgervice and bravery?”

“Yes,” Mrs. Levy said humbly.

“Here. This is brave.” He picked up the newsgaand pointed to the Negro who
stood over the fallen idealist. “He gets the faatard.”

“What? A criminal with park glasses? A BourbStreet character? Please, Gh\st
this. Leon Levy is dead only a few years. Let hestiin peace.”

“It's very practical, the kind of maneuver dldon would have made himself. Most of
our workers are Negroes. Good public relations. Rihghrobably need more and better
workers before long. This will make for a good eayphent climate.”

“But not tothat” Mrs. Levy sounded as if she were retching. “Thaals are fonice
people.”

“Where’s the idealism you’re always coming smstrong for? | thought you had an
interest in minority groups. At least you've alwasaid so. Anyway, Reilly was worth
saving. He led me to the real culprit.”

“You can't live the rest of your life on spite

“Who's living on spite? I'm doing some congttive things at last. Miss Trixie,
where’s your telephone?”

“Who?” Miss Trixie was watching a freightenfn Monrovia depart with a dockful of
International Harvester tractors. “I don't have ofi@ere’s one at the grocery on the
corner.”

“Okay, Mrs. Levy. Go down to the grocery. Calénny's doctor and call the
newspaper to find out if they know how we can redches, but those people usually
don’t have telephones. Try the police, too. Theghhiknow. Give me the number. I'll
call him personally.”

Mrs. Levy stood staring at her husband, héred lashes motionless.

“If you're going to the store, you can just gee that Easter ham,” Miss Trixie rasped.
“I want to see that ham right here in my home! h'tlevant any double talk this time. If
you people want a confession from me, you'd bedtart paying off.”

She snarled once at Mrs. Levy, flashing hethteas if they were a symbol of
something, a gesture of defiance.

“There,” Mr. Levy said to his wife. “You haubaree reasons for going to the grocery
now.” He handed her a ten-dollar bill. “I'll waibf you here.”

Mrs. Levy took the money and said to her hagbé guess you're happy now. Now
I'll be your maid. You'll hold this over my heack& a sword. One little misjudgment and
| suffer all this.”

“One little misjudgment? A libel suit for ha# million? What are you suffering?



You're just going to the corner grocery.”

Mrs. Levy turned and found her way along tisea The door slammed and, as if a
weighty problem had been lifted from her, Miss Teifell into a juvenile slumber. Mr.
Levy listened to her snoring and watched the Mommreighter moving out into the
harbor and turning downstream toward the Gulf.

His mind grew calm for the first time in sealedays, and some of the events
surrounding the letter began passing in reviewudinohis consciousness. He thought of
the letter to Abelman, and then his mind was regathnother place where he had heard
similar language. It was in the Reilly kook’s yawdt an hour ago. “She must be lashed.”

“Mongoloid Mancuso.” So he had written it afedl. Mr. Levy looked tenderly down
at the little accused party snoring over her bo®uofch cookies. For everyone’s sake, he
thought, you will have to be declared incompetamd aonfess, Miss Trixie. You are
being framed. Mr. Levy laughed out loud. Why had#irixie confessed so sincerely?

“Silence!” Miss Trixie snarled, snapping awake

That Reilly kook had really been worth savafter all. He had saved himself, Miss
Trixie, and Mr. Levy, too, in his own kook way. Wéeer Burma Jones was, he deserved
a generous award... or reward. Offering him a joth@ new Levy Shorts would be even
better for public relations. An award and a jobthAdome good newspaper publicity to
tie in with the opening of Levy Shorts. Was thafimmick or wasn't it?

Mr. Levy watched the freighter cross the moaththe Industrial Canal. Mrs. Levy
would be on a ship soon, destination San Juanc8lle visit her mother on the beach,
laughing and singing and dancing. Mrs. Levy wouldeally fit into the Levy Shorts
plan.

fourteen

IGNATIUS SPENT THE DAY in his room nappingftitly and attacking his rubber
glove during his frequent, anxious moments of cansness. Throughout the afternoon
the telephone in the hall had been ringing, eaeh neg making him more nervous and
anxious. He lunged at the glove, deflowering igb$ing it, conquering it. Like any
celebrity, Ignatius had attracted his fans: Hishmos jinxed relatives, neighbors, people
Mrs. Reilly had not seen for years. They had dikploned. At every ring Ignatius
imagined that it was Mr. Levy calling back, but &levays heard his mother say to the
caller the lines that were becoming tearfully semd“Ain’t this awful? What I'm gonna
do? Now our name is really ruint.” When Ignatiusiidostand it no longer, he would
billow out of his room in search of a Dr. Nut. ¥ kshanced to meet his mother in the hall,
she would not look at him but rather study thedlespheres of lint that drifted along the
floor in her son’s wake. There seemed to be notthaghe could say to her.

What would Mr. Levy do? Abelman, unfortunajelyas apparently a rather petty
person, a man too small to accept a little critigia hypersensitive molecule of a human.
He had written to the wrong person; the militant aourageous broadside had been
delivered before the wrong audience. At this phistnervous system could not manage a
court trial. He would break down completely beftre judge. He wondered how long it
would be before Mr. Levy descended upon him agdafmat senile conundrums was Miss



Trixie babbling to Mr. Levy? An infuriated and coaised Mr. Levy would return, this

time determined to have him incarcerated at on@av Maiting for this return was like

waiting for an execution. The dull headache pezdisiThe Dr. Nuts tasted like gall.
Abelman certainly wanted a great deal of moneyt $kasitive plant of an Abelman must
have been greatly offended. When the true authahefletter was discovered, what
would Abelman demand in lieu of $500 thousand#e¥@li

The Dr. Nuts seemed only as an acid gurgliogrdinto his intestine. He filled with
gas, the sealed valve trapping it just as one pimdhe mouth of a balloon. Great
eructations rose from his throat and bounced upwawdrd the refuse-laden bowl of the
milk glass chandelier. Once a person was asketefisto this brutal century, anything
could happen. Everywhere there lurked pitfalls Wd@elman, the insipid Crusaders for
Moorish Dignity, the Mancuso cretin, Dorian Greenewspaper reporters, stripteasers,
birds, photography, juvenile delinquents, Nazi pgmaphers. And especially Myrna
Minkoff. The musky minx must be dealt with. Somehd®omeday. She must pay.
Whatever happened, he must attend to her ever ifeenge took years and he had to
stalk her through decades from one coffee shomathar, from one folk singing orgy to
another, from subway train to pad to cotton fiedddemonstration. Ignatius invoked an
elaborate Elizabethan curse upon Myrna and, roltingr, frantically abused the glove
once more.

How dare his mother contemplate a marriagdy ©@mmeone as simpleminded as she
could be so disloyal. The aged fascist would cohduich hunt after witchhunt until the
formerly intact Ignatius J. Reilly was reduced tbragmented and mumbling vegetable.
The aged fascist would testify for Mr. Levy so tig future stepson would be locked
away and he would be free to satisfy his warped amnthaic desires upon the
unsuspecting Irene Reilly, to perform his conseveapractices upon Irene Reilly with
free enterprise. Prostitutes were not protectethbySocial Security and unemployment
compensation systems. No doubt the Robichaux rag thws attracted to them. Only
Fortuna knew what he had learned at their hands.

Mrs. Reilly listened to the squeaking and belg emanating from her son’s room and
wondered whether, on top of everything else, heevimaving a fit. But she didn’t want to
look at Ignatius. Whenever she heard his door oggrshe tried to run to her room to
avoid him. Five hundred thousand dollars was a shencould not even imagine. She
could hardly imagine the punishment given someom® Wwad done something bad
enough to be worth five hundred thousand. If tiveeee any cause for suspicion on Mr.
Levy’s part, there was none on hers. Ignatius hatlen whatever it was. Wouldn't this
be fine? Ignatius in jail. There was only one waysave him. She carried the telephone
as far down the hall as she could, and for thetfiotime that day, she dialed Santa
Battaglia’s number.

“Lord, honey, you really worried,” Santa sdidhat happened now?”

“I'm afraid Ignatius is in worst trouble thamst a picture in the paper,” Mrs. Reilly
whispered. “I can’t talk over the phone. Santa, ywas right all along. Ignatius gotta go
to the Charity.”

“Well, at last. | been talking myself hoarsdihg you that. Claude just rang up a little
while ago. He says Ignatius made a big scene didhpital when they met. Claude says
he’s ascared of Ignatius, he’s so big.”

“Ain’t that awful. It was terrible in the hosgl. | already told you how Ignatius started



screaming. All them nurses and sick people. | codied. Claude ain’t too angry, huh?”

“He ain’t angry, but he don’t like you beintpiae in that house. He ax me if maybe
him and me shouldn’t come over there and stay yoth”

“Don’t do that, babe,” Mrs. Reilly said quigkl

“What kinda trouble Ignatius is in now?”

“I'll tell you later. Right now | can only say been thinking about this Charity
business all day, and I finally made up my mindwNs the time. He’s my own child, but
we gotta get him treated for his own sake.” MrsillRéried to think of the phrase that
was always used in courtroom dramas on TV. “Weaggttt him declared temporary
insane.”

“Temporary?” Santa scoffed.

“We gotta help out Ignatius before they comagchim off.”

“Who's gonna drag him off?”

“It seem like he pulled a boo-boo when he wasking at Levy Pants.”

“Oh, Lord! Not something else. Irene! Hang up aadl them people at the Charity
right now, honey.”

“No, listen. | don’'t wanna be here when theyne, | mean, Ignatius is big. He might
make trouble. | couldn’t stand that. My nervesasl lenough now.”

“Big is right. It'll be like capturing a wiletlephant. Them people better have them a
great big net,” Santa said eagerly. “Irene, thighis best decision you ever made. | tell
you what. I'll call up the Charity right now. Yowme over here. I'll get Claude to come
over, too. He'll sure be glad to hear this. Whoalu¥ be sending out wedding
invitations in about a week. You gonna have you estittle properties before the year’s
out, sweetheart. You gonna have you a railroadiperis

It all sounded good to Mrs. Reilly, but sh&exka little hesitantly, “What about them
communiss?”

“Don’t worry about them, darling. We’ll getdriof them communiss. Claude’s gonna
be too busy fixing up that house of yours. He’s rgorhave his hands full turning
Ignatius’s room into a den.”

Santa broke into some baritone peals of larght

“Miss Annie’s gonna turn green when she shissplace fixed up.”

“Then tell that woman, say, ‘You go out andilsh yourself a little. You'll get your
house fixed up, too,” Santa guffawed. “Now get thi¢ line, baby, and get over here. I'm
calling the Charity right now. Get out that houastf’

Santa slammed the telephone down in Mrs. YRe#lar.

Mrs. Reilly looked out the front shutterswias very dark now, which was good. The
neighbors would not see too much if they took Igrsaiway during the night. She ran
into the bathroom and powdered her face and tha& fsbher dress, drew a surrealistic
version of a mouth beneath her nose, and dashedantbedroom to find a coat. When
she got to the front door, she stopped. She causdry goodbye to Ignatius like this. He
was her child.

She went up to his bedroom door and listeoethe wildly twanging bedsprings as
they reached a crescendo, as they built towardaefiworthy of Grieg’dn the Hall of
the Mountain KingShe knocked, but there was no answer.

“Ignatius,” she called sadly.

“What do you want?” a breathless voice askddsi.



“I’'m going out, Ignatius. | wanted to say gbge.”

Ignatius did not answer.

“Ignatius, open up,” Mrs. Reilly pleaded. “Cerkiss me goodbye, honey.”

“I don't feel at all well. | can hardly move.”

“Come on, son.”

The door opened slowly. Ignatius stuck hisdity face into the hall. His mother’s
eyes watered when she saw the bandage.

“Now kiss me, honey. I'm sorry it all had tocelike this.”

“What do all of these lachrymose clichés médgfatius asked suspiciously. “Why
are you suddenly pleasant? Don’t you have somenaldlto meet somewhere?”

“You was right, Ignatius. You can’t go to woikshoulda known that. | shoulda tried
to get that debt paid off some other way.” A tdat som Mrs. Reilly’s eyes and washed
a little trail of clean skin through the powderf that Mr. Levy calls, don’t answer the
phone. I'm gonna take care of you.”

“Oh, my God!” Ignatius bellowed. “Now I'm rdglin trouble. Goodness knows what
you're planning. Where are you going?”

“Stay inside and don’t answer the phone.”

“Why? What is this?” The bloodshot eyes flashath fright. “Who was that you
were whispering to on the phone?”

“You won’t have to worry about Mr. Levy, sdfin gonna fix you up. Just remember
your poor momma’s got your welfare at heart.”

“That’s what I'm afraid of.”

“Don’t never be mad at me, honey,” Mrs. Re#lid and, jumping up in her bowling
shoes that she had not taken off since Angelo elegpioned her the night before, she
embraced Ignatius and kissed him on his moustache.

She released him and ran to the front doogre/ishe turned and called, “I'm sorry |
run into that building, Ignatius. | love you.”

The shutters slammed and she was gone.

“Come back,” Ignatius thundered. He rippethatshutters, but the old Plymouth, one
of its front tires fenderless and exposed as ¥fate a stock car, was rumbling to life.
“Come back, please. Mother!”

“Aw, shut up,” Miss Annie hollered from someevk in the darkness.

His mother had something up her sleeve, sdomsy plan, some scheme that would
ruin him forever. Why had she insisted that he staide? She knew that he would not be
going anywhere in his present condition. He fouadt8 Battaglia’s number and dialed
it. He must speak with his mother.

“This is Ignatius Reilly,” he said when Saiitad answered. “Is my mother coming
down there tonight?”

“No, she ain’t,” Santa replied coldly. “I airspoke with your momma all day.”

Ignatius hung up. Something was going on. bBié heard his mother saying “Santa”
over the telephone at least two or three timesndutie day. And that last telephone call,
that whispered communication just before his mottaef left. His mother only whispered
to the Battaglia bawd and then it was only whery tivere exchanging secrets. At once
Ignatius suspected the reason for his mother’s iemadtfarewell, for its finality. She had
already told him that the Battaglia matchmaker hddised a vacation for him in the
psychiatric ward at Charity. Everything made semse psychiatric ward he would not



be liable to prosecution by Abelman and Levy, ooeter it was who would push the
case. Perhaps both of them would sue him, AbelraacHaracter defamation and Levy
for forgery. To his mother’s limited mind the psyatnic ward would seem an attractive
alternative. It was just like her, with the verysbeof intentions, to have her child
harnessed by a straitjacket and electrocuted bgkstieatments. Of course, his mother
might not be considering this at all. However, wiesr dealing with her, it was always
best to prepare for the worst. Wife of Bath Baitdgllie was itself not very reassuring.

In the United States you are innocent unglytprove you guilty. Perhaps Miss Trixie
had confessed. Why hadn’t Mr. Levy telephoned bagkatius would not be tossed into
a mental clinic while, legally, he was still innmteof having written the letter. His
mother, typically, had responded to Mr. Levy’s visi the most irrational and emotional
manner possible. “I'm gonna take care of you.”

“I'm gonna fix you up.” Yes, she would fix hinp all right. A hose would be turned
on him. Some cretin psychoanalyst would attemptaimprehend the singularity of his
worldview. In frustration, the psychoanalyst wolldve him crammed into a cell three
feet square. No. That was out of the question wiasl preferable. There they only limited
you physically. In a mental ward they tampered witkir soul and worldview and mind.
He would never tolerate that. And his mother ha@&nbso apologetic about this
mysterious protection she was going to give hinhsAJns pointed to Charity Hospital.

Oh, Fortuna, you wretch!

Now he was waddling around in the little holike a sitting duck. Whatever strong-
arm men the hospital employed had their sights aidieectly at him. Ignatius Reilly,
clay pigeon. His mother might only have gone to ohker bowling Bacchanalia. On the
other hand, a barred truck might be speeding tes@otinople Street right now.

Escape. Escape.

Ignatius looked in his wallet. The thirty doi was gone, apparently confiscated by
his mother at the hospital. He looked at the cldtkas almost eight o’clock. Between
napping and assaulting the glove, the afternoon ewehing passed rather quickly.
Ignatius searched his room, flinging Big Chief &blaround, mashing them underfoot,
dragging them from beneath his bed. He came up swithe scattered coins and went to
work on the desk, where he found a few more. Thal twas sixty cents, a sum that
limited and blocked escape routes. He could at lgad a safe haven for the rest of the
evening: the Prytania. After the theater had clpsgedcould pass along Constantinople
Street to see whether his mother had come home.

There was a slipshod frenzy of dressing. Bukeflannel nightshirt sailed up and hung
on the chandelier. He jammed his toes into the rdésmts, and leaped as well as he
could into the tweed trousers, which he could hataitton at the waist. Shirt, cap,
overcoat, Ignatius put them on blindly and ran ithi® hall, careening against the narrow
walls. He was just reaching for the front door wiiemee loud knocks cracked against the
shutters.

Mr. Levy returned? His valve sent out a dssdrsignal that established communication
with his hands. He scratched the bumps on his gawispeered through the shutters,
expecting to see several hirsute brutes from tispited.

There on the porch stood Myrna in a shapeali#gs drab corduroy car coat. Her black
hair was braided into a pigtail that twisted undee ear and fell on her breast. A guitar
was slung over her shoulders.



Ignatius was about to burst through the shajteplintering slats and latches, and wrap
that one hemplike pigtail around her throat uritg surned blue. But reason won. He was
not looking at Myrna; he was looking at an escapga. Fortuna had relented. She was
not depraved enough to end this vicious cycle bgtting him in a straitjacket, by
sealing him up in a cement block tomb lighted hyofescent tubes. Fortuna wished to
make amends. Somehow she had summoned and flusiwed vhinx from a subway
tube, from some picket line, from the pungent beédame Eurasian existentialist, from
the hands of some epileptic Negro Buddhist, fromm\trbose midst of a group therapy
session.

“Ignatius, are you in that dump?” Myrna demeahdn her flat, direct, slightly hostile
voice. She beat on the shutters again, squintirggigh her black-rimmed glasses. Myrna
was not astigmatic; the lenses were clear glass;vetre the glasses to prove her
dedication and intensity of purpose. Her dangliragrieg reflected the rays of the
streetlight like tinkling glass Chinese ornamefitssten, | can tell there’'s somebody in
there. | heard you stomping around in that halle®pp these crummy shutters.”

“Yes, yes, I'm here,” Ignatius cried. He takthe shutters and pushed them open.
“Thank Fortuna you’'ve come.”

“Jesus. You look terrible. Like you're haviaghervous breakdown or something. Why
the bandage? Ignatius, what's the matter? Look hmwh weight you've gained. I've
just been reading these pitiful signs out herehenpiorch. Boy, have you had it.”

“I've gone through hell,” Ignatius slobbergullling Myrna into the hall by the sleeve
of her coat. “Why did you step out of my life, younx? Your new hair-do is fascinating
and cosmopolitan.” He snatched at her pigtail aiedged it to his wet moustache, kissing
it vigorously. “The scent of soot and carbon in ybair excites me with suggestions of
glamorous Gotham. We must leave immediately. | gadtower in Manhattan.”

“I knew something was wrong. Btlis. You are really in bad shape, 1g.”

“Quickly. To a motel. My natural impulses a@&eaming for release. Do you have any
money on you?”

“Don’t put me on,” Myrna said angrily. She gbeed the soggy pigtail from Ignatius’
paws and threw it over her shoulder onto the gwtaere it landed with a twang. “Look.
Ignatius. I'm beat. I've been on the road sinceemclock yesterday morning. As soon
as | mailed you that letter about the Peace Pattine, | said to myself, ‘Myrna. Listen.
This guy needs more than just a letter. He needs lelp. He’s sinking fast. Are you
dedicated enough to save a mind rotting right efpour eyes? Are you committed
enough to salvage the wreckage of that mentalitg@ime out of the post office and got
in my car and just started driving. All night. Sgfat. | mean, the more | thought about
that wild Peace Party telegram, the more upset.1 go

Apparently Myrna was very hard up for causeMlanhattan.

“I don’t blame you,” Ignatius cried. “Wasn’hdt telegram horrible? A deranged
fantasy. I've been in the depths of depressionwfeeks. After all these years that I've
stuck by my mother’s side, she has decided to getied and wants me out of the way.
We must leave. | can't stand this house another embrh

“What? Who’d marrher?”

“Thank God you understand. You can see howctads and impossible everything
has become.”

“Where is she? I'd like to outline for that womahat she’s done to you.”



“She’s out somewhere failing her blood testh&t moment. | don’t want to see her
again.”

“I guess not. You poor kid. What have you bdemg, Ignatius? Just lying around in
your room doping off?”

“Yes. For weeks, I've been immobilized by tieurotic apathy. Do you remember the
fantasy letter about the arrest and the accident®te that when my mother first met this
debauched old man. It was then that my equilibratanted to fail. Since then, it's been a
continuously downward movement culminating in, sichizophrenia of the Peace Party.
Those signs outside were just one physical maatiest of my inward torment. My
psychotic desire for peace was no doubt a wishtelhgt to end the hostilities which
have been existing in this little house. | can onéy grateful that you were perceptive
enough to analyze my fantasy life as embodied inettgrs. Thank goodness they were
distress signals written in a code which you caulderstand.”

“I can tell how inactive you've been from youeight.”

“I've gained pounds lying continuously in beskeking surcease and sublimation in
food. Now we must run. | must leave this housbak terrible associations.”

“I told you to get out of this place a longhg ago. Come on, let’s get you packed.”
Myrna’s monotonous voice was growing enthusiasiidis is fantastic. | knew you'd
have to break away sooner or later to preserve iyamtal health.”

“If only | had listened to you earlier, | waln’'t have had to go through this horror.”
Ignatius embraced Myrna and pressed her and htardlatly against the wall. He could
see that she was beside herself with joy overtigdi legitimate cause, a bona fide case
history, a new movement. “There will be a place you in heaven, my minx. Now we
must dash.”

He tried to drag her out the front door, bbe said, “Don’'t you want to pack
anything?”

“Oh, of course. There are all of my notes pttihgs. We must never let them fall into
the hands of my mother. She may make a fortune fteem. It would be too ironic.”
They went into his room. “By the way, you shouldtnthat my mother is enjoying the
guestionable attentions of a fascist.”

“Oh, no!”

“Yes. Look at this. You can imagine how they/lween torturing me.”

He handed Myrna one of the pamphlets thattother had slipped under the door of
his room,Is Your Neighbor Really an Americaiv®rna read a note written in the margin
of the cover: “Read this Irene. It is good. Thexsdme questions at the end you can ask
your boy.”

“Oh, Ignatius!” Myrna moaned. “What has it hdie?”

“Traumatic and dreadful. At the moment | thithlkey're out somewhere lashing some
moderate whom my mother overheard speaking in fa¥dhe United Nations in the
grocery this morning. She’s been mumbling aboutinb&lent all day.” Ignatius belched.
“I've been through weeks of terror.”

“It's so strange to find your mother gone. Slsed to be around here all the time.”
Myrna hung her guitar on a bedpost and stretchezka¢he bed. “This room. We used to
have a ball in here, exposing our minds and sauds)posing anti-Talc manifestos. |
guess that fraud is still hanging around that sthoo

“I would imagine so,” Ignatius said absentie wished that Myrna would get off the



bed. Soon her mind would turn to exposing otharghi Anyway, they had to get out of
the house. He was in the closet, where he wasrgofar the overnight bag that his
mother had bought for him for a disastrous onestay at a boys’ camp when he was
eleven. He pawed through a pile of yellowed drawies a dog digging for a bone,
throwing the drawers up behind him in an arc. “Bpghyou’d better rouse yourself, my
little lily. There are tablets to be collected, emto be gathered. You might look under the
bed.”

Myrna swung herself off the damp sheets, spyihve tried to describe you to my
friends in the group therapy group, working awayhis room, sealed off from society.
This strange medieval mind in its cloister.”

“No doubt they were intrigued,” Ignatius munrad. Having found the bag, he was
filling it with some socks he found lying on th@dk. “Soon they’ll be able to see me in
the flesh.”

“Just wait till they hear all that originalipouring out of your head.”

“Ho hum,” Ignatius yawned. “Perhaps my motlmas done me a great favor by
planning to remarry. Those Oedipal bonds were Iméginto overwhelm me.” He threw
his yo-yo into the bag. “Apparently you had safegaaye through the South.”

“l didn’t have a moment to really stop alohg tway. Almost thirty-six hours of drive,
drive, drive.” Myrna was making piles of the Big i€htablets. “I did stop at a Negro
diner last night, but they wouldn’t serve me. hththe guitar threw them off.”

“That must have been it. They took you for sorad-neck hillbilly singer. I've had
some experience with those people. They're rathetdd.”

“I can’t believe that | aractuallytaking you out of this dungeon, this hole.”

“It is unbelievable, isn’t it? To think thatdught your wisdom for years.”

“We are going to have the most fantastic imBlew York. Honestly.”

“| can’t wait,” Ignatius said, packing his stand cutlass. “The Statue of Liberty, the
Empire State Building, the thrill of opening nigbth Broadway with my favorite
musicomedy stars. Gab sessions in the Village osgpresso with challenging,
contemporary minds.”

“You’re coming to grips with yourself at laskeally. | can hardly believe what I've
heard in this shack tonight. We’ll work on your plems. You're going into a whole new
and vital phase. Your inactivity is over. | canl.télcan hear it. Just think of the great
thought that is going to come streaming out of tletd when we’ve finally cleared away
all the cobwebs and taboos and crippling attachsient

“Goodness knows what will happen,” Ignatiugd sdisinterestedly. “We must leave.
Now. | should warn you that my mother may returnnmeatarily. If | see her again, I'll
regress horribly. We must dash.”

“Ignatius, you're jumping all over the plad®elax. The worst is over.”

“No, it isn’t,” Ignatius said quickly. “My méiter may return with her mob. You should
see them. White supremacists, Protestants, or woesene get my lute and trumpet. Are
the tablets gathered together?”

“This stuff in here is fascinating,” Myrna daindicating the tablet through which she
was flipping. “Gems of nihilism.”

“That is merely a fragment of the whole.”

“Aren’t you even going to leave your mothensovery bitter note, some articulate
protest or something?”



“It would hardly be worthwhile. She’d be weeks comprehending it.” Ignatius
cradled the lute and trumpet in one arm and thentgiet bag in the other. “Please don't
drop that looseleaf folder. It contains the Jour@akociological fantasy on which I've
been working. It is my most commercial effort. Werfdl film possibilities at the hands
of a Walt Disney or a George Pal.”

“Ignatius.” Myrna stopped in the doorway, laems laden with tablets, and moved her
colorless lips for a moment before she spoke, abkafwere formulating an address. Her
tired, highway-drugged eyes searched Ignatius’ facmuigh the sparkling lenses. “This is
a very meaningful moment. | feel as if I'savingsomeone.”

“You are, you are. Now we must flee. Pleasellghat later.” Ignatius pushed past
her and lumbered down to the car, opening thedear of the little Renault and climbing
in among the placards and piles of pamphlets thatred the seat. The car smelled like a
newsstand. “Hurry up! We don’t have time to stagtaleau-vivanthere before the
house.”

“I mean, are you really going to sit back ##®rMyrna asked as she dropped her load
of tablets through the rear door.

“Of course | am,” Ignatius bellowed. “I am t@nly not going to sit up in that
deathtrap of a front seat for highway travel. No@t o this go-cart and get us out of
here.”

“Hold on. | left a lot of tablets behind,” Mya said and ran into the house, her guitar
thumping against her side. She came down the st#psnother load and stopped on the
brick sidewalk, turning to look at the house. Igasitcould tell that she was attempting to
recordthe scene: Eliza crossing the ice with a partityl@rge genius in her arms. Like
Harriet Beecher Stowe, Myrna was still around tierd. At last, in response to Ignatius’
cries, she came down to the car and threw the deload of tablets onto Ignatius’ lap.
“There are still some left under the bed, | think.”

“Never mind about those!” Ignatius screame@et' in and start this thing. Oh, my
God. Don't stick that guitar in my face like th&Yhy can’t you just carry a purse like a
decent young lady?”

“Go fall in a hole,” Myrna said angrily. Shikdsinto the front seat and started the car.
“Where do you want to spend the night?”

“Spend the night?” Ignatius thundered. “Wen@ spending the night anywhere. We
must drive straight.”

“Ignatius, I’'m about to drop dead. I've bearthis car since yesterday morning.”

“Well, get across Lake Pontchartrain at léast.

“Okay. We can take the causeway and stop inddaille.”

“No!” Myrna would drive him right into the alied arms of some psychiatrist. “We
can't stop there. The water’s polluted. They'reihgvan epidemic.”

“Yeah? Then I'll take the old bridge to Slidel

“Yes. It's far safer anyway. Barges are alwdystling into that causeway. We'll
plunge into the lake and drown.” The Renault wasgdmg very low in the rear and
accelerated slowly. “This car is rather small foy frame. Are you sure that you know
how to get to New York? | seriously doubt whetheah survive more than a day or two
in this fetal position.”

“Hey, where are you two beatniks going?” Missnie’s voice called faintly from
behind her shutters. The Renault moved into théecer the street.



“Does that old bitch still live there?” Myrrasked.

“Shut up and get us out of here!”

“Are you going to bug me like this?” Myrna gga at the green cap in the rear-view
mirror. “I mean, I'd like to know.”

“Oh, my valve!” Ignatius gasped. “Please domiake a scene. My psyche will
crumble entirely after the assaults it has recarttgived.”

“I'm sorry. For a while it sounded like oldrtes with me playing chauffeur and you
bugging me from the back seat.”

“I certainly hope it isn’t snowing up north.yMystem simply will not function under
those conditions. And please watch out for Greyldo&tenicruisers along the way.
They’ll demolish a toy like this.”

“Ignatius, all at once you're your old horebself. All at once | think I'm making a
very big mistake.”

“A mistake? Of course not,” Ignatius said stieéBut watch out for that ambulance.
We don’t want to begin our pilgrimage with an aesit”

As the ambulance passed, Ignatius hunched anctisaw “Charity Hospital” printed
on its door. The rotating red light atop the amhaoé splashed over the Renault for a
brief moment as the vehicles passed each otheatilgnfelt insulted. He had expected a
massive barred truck. They had underestimated hirsending out an old, well-used
Cadillac ambulance. He would easily have been tabdéenash all of those windows. Then
the glowing Cadillac fins were two blocks behin@nhand Myrna was turning onto St.
Charles Avenue.

Now that Fortuna had saved him from one cyeleere would she spin him now? The
new cycle would be so different from anything he leaer known.

Myrna prodded and shifted the Renault throtinghcity traffic masterfully, weaving in
and out of impossibly narrow lanes until they welear of the last twinkling streetlight
of the last swampy suburb. Then they were in dagme the center of the salt marshes.
Ignatius looked out at the highway marker thatewt#d their headlights. U.S. 11. The
marker flew past. He rolled down the window an imehtwo and breathed the salt air
blowing in over the marshes from the Gulf.

As if the air were a purgative, his valve opénHe breathed again, this time more
deeply. The dull headache was lifting.

He stared gratefully at the back of Myrna'atheat the pigtail that swung innocently
at his knee. Gratefully. How ironic, Ignatius thbtigTaking the pigtail in one of his
paws, he pressed it warmly to his wet moustache.
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