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CHAPTER 53

WELCOME TO GREAT LAKES

U.S. NAVAL TRAINING BASE

Hog Butcher for the World, / Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat,

Player with Railroads and the Nation’s Freight Handler;

Stormy, husky, brawling, / City of Big Shoulders.

“Chicago,” st.1, by Carl Sandburg, 1878-1967.

The five Great Lakes—Huron, Superior, Erie, Michigan and Ontario—compose the

planet’s largest freshwater system. Covering (4,00 square miles, containing 5,500 cubic

miles of water, and bordered by 10,210 miles of shoreline, the lakes account for 20

percent of the world’s freshwater and more than 95 percent of surface freshwater for the

Lower 48 states. Only the polar ice caps contain more fresh water. The greatest of the

Lakes is Superior. With a volume of 2,900 cubic miles, it could hold all the other Great

Lakes plus three more Lake Eries, or cover all of North American under 1 foot of water if

spread out over the Continent. (Taken verbatim from National Wildlife, June/July 2004.)

A Dismal Array

Great Lakes Training Center, or Base, is on Lack Michigan about 20 miles north of

Chicago. (Chicago is Alonquian for “onion field” but this cannot account for the terrible

smells from the stockyards. They are long gone now.) GLTC was a dismal array of

battleship-gray barracks, and barrack-like buildings that were to become familiar to

generations of college students as “temporary” housing and classrooms in postwar

academia, and government job training centers. I did not need time to adjust to the

eternal gray colors of the place, as I went in numb, stayed numb, and went out numb.
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Military Life is Better Than No Life At All

The main consolation of much military life is that it is better than death. And my branch,

called “R.T.” for Radio Technician, was considered the crème de la crème: we were

supposed to be in the “upper two percent” of the nation’s intelligence—whatever that

meant. The scores were called “GCQ”, or General Classification Quotient, which differed

from your I.Q. since it emphasized mechanical, spatial, and mathematical skills.

The Stupidity of Everything At Great Lakes

The hilarious part about this accolade was the utter stupidity of everything you

encountered at Great Lakes: there was madness in their method. The orientation officers

were proud to acknowledge that even Ph.D.’s have flunked out of the Navy’s R. T. program,

only to turn us over to some simian types just because they wore their rank on the right

(as opposed to the left) sleeve. The former were “line” officers, and were (to be)

“technicians.” They inspired the joke: “If it moves, salute it, if it doesn’t move, paint it.”

That is “The lunatic logic of bureaucracy”—George Steiner.

Boys fresh out of high school were what most of the “men” were actually. We

had thrown safety razors in our toiletries chiefly for morale. I still had my peaches

and cream complexion, which embarrassed me. Even seven years later a Dean’s wife

at Purdue ran up to me, and gushed, “I wish I had a complexion like that!” So do I

now.

Cusses Like a Sailor?

In order to make ‘men’ of us, the Navy threw a battery of cretins at us who intended

to shock us into manhood by the abuse of obscene language. People can say, as

they will, “He cusses like a sailor”, but until you hear a stream of invective and

blasphemy from the lips of an “old salt” just itching to do mental and sadistic

surgery on you, this will always be an understatement. Their idea of fun is to keep

the obscenities going for an hour or so without repetition. I was totally unprepared

for anything like what the Navy threw at us. Compared to our Great Lakes “salts”,

Peaselburg was a saintly community of do-gooders whose occasional “damns” or

“shee-its” were mostly for emphasis, or gilding a lily. The Navy gave us the hardcore

of which the obscenities were the substance, not the vehicle. I merely thought

these people were stupid, limited as their vocabulary was, without a hint of

originality.
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Navy Lingo

We also had to learn navy lingo for toilet was “head”, lunch or dinner was “mess”, or

“chow”, eaten in a mess or chow hall, you “chowed down” (ate) at “chow time,” you slept

in a hammock, or a bunk on a “fart-sack.” The latter had to be snow-white clean (amusingly

enough like diapers, which is derived from the Greek word diapros, meaning pure white);

so taut that a dropped coin could bounce off it. Being young mostly continent men, we

faced the embarrassment of keeping the sheets clean after a “wet dreams.” At least, we

“starched” them, another term for a wet dream.

Sailors climb up ladders to get on deck, or topside,1 instead of steps, walls were

bulkheads, floors were decks which you swabbed, doors were gangways, and if you were

incarcerated you were put in a brig. Your stuff was called gear, and you stowed it in a large

cylindrical bag made of canvas or duck, called a duffel (bag.) Sailors lived in barracks,

and officers had, or shared, cabins, went fore to the bow, aft to the stern, abaft to go to the

sides your ship, port was the left side, so-called because the ship docked on the side next

to the port, and starboard, that is, facing the stars, was to the right, as they faced the bow.

A ship is “rigged” with hawsers, and hawsers were to be belayed (tied down). Ahoy

was the command to attract attention, or to hail a ship, and “Landho!” everybody knows.

Avast was the command of the captain, or deck officer, e.g., the Bos’un mate, for the ship

to stop, and also used as a command for sailors, or whoever, to desist. Of course, landlubbers

were hardly seamen. A depth charge thrown overboard to explode over an enemy submarine

was called an ash can. A cathead is a beam over the bow used as a support to lift the

anchor.

Still, even a landlubber knows what a keel of a boat is, but what about the meaning

of “keelhaul”? This was a severe punishment that instead a throwing a culprit into the

brig, he was hauled under the keel through the water from one side of the ship to the

other, or from stem, i.e., the fore part, to stern, i.e. the aft part, hence more generally, to

severely reprimand, or even ruin someone. New navy recruits were “boots” because of

the above-ankle canvas attachments worn above the shoes, ergo, Great Lakes Training

Center was called “Boot Camp.” Ironically, wearing “boots” meant wearing knickers

again. See Chapter 11 for the ignominy of it all! A sailor is variously a Swab (for swabbing,

i.e., mopping the decks), Swabby, or Tar (from tarpaulin?); if he went to sea, he was a Salt,

and a Sea Dog if he was a veteran Salt. Gob is slang for sailor (from Gobshite, a spit-wad

1 Topside: (1) the surface of a ship above water line. (2) The highest position of authority;

Nautical. 1. On or to the upper parts of a ship; on deck. 2. In a position of authority. American

Heritage Dictionary.



350 CARL FAITH

of tobacco?) If given an order by a superior officer, you saluted with four fingers, and

rang out “Aye-Aye, Sir!”

�The Last Detail�: “Sir” was de rigeur, and omitting it led to verbal and

other forms of chastisement, as the movie, “The Last Detail” illustrated so well in the last

moments when the two members of the Shore Patrol (navy police, convincing played by

Jack Nicholson and Otis Young) deliver their prisoner (Randy Quaid) to a chicken-shit

marine officer played by Michael Moriarty, who later became the longest lasting DA in

“Law and Order. (See p. 116(215-216) for a bit more on this movie, if you haven’t already

done so.)

Liberty meant authorization to go “ashore,” although a sailor didn’t have to be on

a ship, or at sea, to get it. “Grab your socks, and hold your cocks, we’re going on liberty!”

was a frequent expression, which conveys something about what sailors expected to get

when they went on leave! “But Not For Me” is a George Gershwin song, in “Girl Crazy,”

1930, which applied to me. This also applied to clap, or gonorrhea—venereal diseases I

never had to worry about. Frequently, sailors were given “short arms,” the lingo for

inspections of the penis for signs of VD.

Navy Time is measure by a bell, one bell for each half-hour, so that 8 bells is 4

o’clock. Each watch, that is, tour of duty last 8 bells, when you are relieved from duty,

and the next watch begins. The bells do not register when it is 4 or 8, or 12 o’clock. (More

Navy Lingo in Ch. 58.)

Navy Clothes

Navy work-clothes were called “fatigues.” You usually wore your “whites,” when not on

fatigue duty, your woolen “blues” in winter, and your “dress whites and blues” for more

formal occasions. There was no fly on your trousers to open. Instead, there were 13 buttons

to unfasten and fasten in order to open or close a large front flap, one button for every one

of the original colonies—each button represents a colony in order of ratification of the

Constitution. This was a good reason for the epithet “monkey suits.” If you got lost

contemplating which colony a button represented, then you probably ended up damp, or

worse. Clothes were not ironed, but rolled tightly into rolls, and stored in your duffel bag.

Degradation of Recruits

The degradation suffered by enlisted men was called “chicken shit”. Anybody who saw

the 1955 movie “Mr. Roberts,” starring Jack Lemmon in the title role, and James Cagney

as the wacky captain, or the 1954 movie, “The Caine Mutiny”, starring Humphrey

Bogart as the obsessive-compulsive captain, will learn a lot about it.

“Snafu” is an acronym meaning “situation normal all fucked up.” Not that everybody
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using profanity was hostile towards us, but rather at their frustration at being in the Navy.

Grab-ass was rough horseplay, or grabbing at and squeezing a buddy’s buttocks, as a

display of affection, or degradation. George Orwell had this to say about the often

meant-to-be-funny stream of profanity that was common in the navy.

Dirty Jokes As Rebellion?

Whatever is funny is subversive, every joke is ultimately a custard pie, and the reason

why so large proportion of jokes centre [sic] round obscenity is simply that all societies,

as the price of survival, have to insist on a fairly high standard of sexual morality. A

dirty joke is not, of course, a serious attack upon morality, but is a sort of mental

rebellion, a momentary wish that things were otherwise—From Orwell’s “Art of Donald

McGill”, in Horizon, September 1941, and in Orwell’s Collected Essays, 1961; also see

the “New Penguin Dictionary of Modern Quotations.”

Going back to profanity, if anyone would have told me that I was a “privileged

child, or had led a sheltered life, I would have snorted. (See chapters entitled 2439

Herman Street, Lower Depths, The Gang, The Herman Street Jungle, etc.) There I was, a

Bible-toting, clean-living, God-fearing Kentucky Baptist virgin being inundated with

the filth, depravity, and bilge of the most lurid and sadistic kind, that violated everything

that I had thought the country stood for.

The Slaughter of the Innocents . . . and Brainwashing: You

might call this “the slaughter of the innocents.” Certainly many others must have felt

their ideals were being violated. (See. e. g., Gary Swanson in “Brave Men, Gentle Heroes,”

p. 384: “. . . the military brainwashes their inductees . . . They take away your dignity. It’s

not right.”) The point of the obscenity was to demoralize you, to degrade humanity, and,

by implication, degrade you, in order to make you more submissive. If humans act like

monkeys, as these old navy hands did, then they forfeit their human rights. In effect, they

are sneering at the veneer of human dignity and idealism. This was a dirt-by-association

accusation. But, if George Orwell is to be believed (see quote above), they had their

reasons for their profanity. What bothered me most were the degraded images of women

that constituted practically one hundred percent of obscenity. I was no “bastard,” no

“mother-fucker,” not even a “fucker,” no “son-of-a-bitch,” and none of the degrading

epithets that casually came out of the mouths of the Bos’n mates and other line officers

that I encountered during my six-week training period at Great Lakes. Yet I was called all

of these and more, directly and by innuendo, even though I had never even met a

prostitute.

No doubt this kind of brainwashing has its defenders who will insist that

individualism (and individuality) has to be destroyed in order to weld together men into

a war machine that will blindly follow orders to kill. However, the success of the Chinese
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in their own brand of brainwashing of U. S. Korean War prisoners discredits the type of

soldier that is produced by that kind of thinking. The Chinese success showed that the

military could have profited a great deal by soldiers individualized enough to know the

true historical and ideological foundations of their country. As it were, the Navy’s motto

was: “Shape up or ship out!”

One Fishball!

A song “One Meatball!” by Hy Zare and Lou Singer and introduced and popularized in

1943 by Josh White, was on the radio a lot at Great Lakes. I wasn’t able to find the lyrics,

but “One Fishball,” I found in the Book of Concise Quotations; George Martin Lane

who actually experienced the embarrassment wrote about it. It had appeared in July

1855 in Harper’s Monthly:

And gently whispers

The waiter he to him doth call—“One Fishball.”

The waiter roars it through the hall,

The guests they start at “One Fishball!”

The guest then says, quote ill at ease,

“A piece of bread, sir, if you please.”

The waiter roars it through the hall:

“We don’t give bread with one Fishball!”

Not that we ever were served fishballs! Maybe fish on Fridays for Catholics, but this

was before the days of frozen food, and the fish, well, smelled like fish. The phrase,

“there’s something fishy here,” expresses why many people do not like fish—any kind

of fish, frozen or fresh. This was eons before fish, and chicken, came to be wholesome

alternatives to meat. And rabbit food was an epithet for salad. All in all, people did not

live long enough to worry about vitamins, and minerals, and, anyway, they probably

got their daily requirements before the advent of fast foods, French fries, etc.

Did the Navy serve navy beans? You betcha! Only, at home we called them “boom-

boom beans.” So there’s no doubt that we ate nutritious food at home. The modern

nutritionists tell us that less is more since experiments show that skinny rats live longer.

Well, eating at home, we were skinny all right, but very soon I begin to add weight—for

the first time in my life, apart from feast days at home, I was able to eat all I wanted in the

Navy’s mess hall. Fred had the same happy experience when he enlisted in the paratroopers

in 1946.
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CHAPTER 54

V.D. OR NOT V.D.?

It is better to have flunked your Wassermann

Test than never to have loved at all.

APOCRYPHIA OF LOVE

A test for syphilis was discovered in 1906 by August von Wassermann, 1856-1925,

he also developed anti-toxin treatment for diphtheria, and inoculations for cholera, typhoid, and

tetanus.

Paul Ehrlich, 1854-1915, discovered the first antidote for syphilis, Salvarsan,

and shared a Nobel Prize in 1908 for his work on immunology.

After several days of “orientation”, interspersed with nine types of inoculations from

typhoid to tetanus, we were given the “Horrors of V.D.” routine. This was so effective that

if drunken and careless drivers were similarly indoctrinated, the number of traffic fatalities

would plummet from the present 50-55,000 per annum to about 5,000 or less!

Syphilis in Technicolor!

Looking at medical books on diseases is enough to make anyone ill who has not become

calloused to disease and suffering. What made the Navy’s anti-V.D. program so effective

is that the diseases in all their progressions were shown in motion pictures—in

Technicolor!

Before the widespread of penicillin and other anti-biotics, there was no sure cure for

syphilis, although in 1908 the renown biologist Paul Erhlich, 1854-1915, shared the

Nobel Prize for his studies in immunology, including a antidote, Salvarsan, and later, the

less toxic neo-Salvarsan, for syphilis. Then why was syphilis so dreaded? Well, if the

chancre that appears is not treated, it becomes dormant until later in life when it can

cause madness. Nowadays, gonorrhea, or what is called “clap,” is routinely treated with



354 CARL FAITH

1 We were told the story of a farmer with an ailing young bride for whom a doctor prescribed

“sexual intercourse”, a prescription that he had to fill himself since the farmer did not know what

the word meant. One day the farmer caught him filling the prescription, asked him what he was

doing, and when he told the farmer, he responded, “Oh, that’s all right—there for a minute I

thought you were diddling her.”

Poe had this to say about “diddling:” A crow thieves; a weasel outwits; a man diddles. To

diddle is his destiny—quoted by Martin Arnold in “Making Books,” in the New York Times, p.

E 3, June 6, 2002. According to Funk and Wagnalls, to diddle has several meanings: (1) as a

transitive verb, to cheat, to pass time idly, i.e., to dawdle, and (2) to toddle (or toggle?), to jerk

up and down. This last is closer to its pejorative meaning!

ten or more days of an antibiotic, e.g., penicillin, and tuberculosis was cured this way by

the discovery of streptomycin in 1943.

Sailors were advised to approach strange women cautiously
(circumspectly?), and to never engage in sexual intercourse1 with a stranger, and,

not only that, never even kiss her! After all, V.D. stands for “venereal disease,” named

after Venus is the goddess of love in Roman mythology. Isn’t that ironic? That covered a

multitude of sins, since everybody is a “stranger” when you are away from home. Except

that it did not. The prohibition went on. In the event you disregarded this bit of advice,

they had failsafe measures to protect you.

Sailors Advisory: Wear a Condoms . . .
And Use Disinfectant Soap

Sailors were advised: Always wear a condom, i.e., a rubber while engaged in “sexual

intercourse.” In a spoof by Woodie Allen, a man wears a body condom. I think there’s one

in his hilarious movie “Everything You Ever Wanted to Know About Sex (But Were

Afraid to Ask)”

In addition, afterwards, always soap down with surgical disinfectant soap, I suppose

if you carried a gallon of that evil-smelling green stuff with you, you would not have to

worry about using it—the girls would actually run away from you! In addition, they

urged sailors to urinate frequently immediately afterwards. I have seen dogs urinate

frequently, every ten paces or so, on every shrub or tree they passed, but I did not suppose

that humans had that capacity reached old age.

The Unpleasant Venereal Symptoms

After “exposure” you were urged to get a blood test even if you failed to have the

famous symptoms: green discharge, excruciating pain urinating (for gonorrhea), a
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chancre or running sore a warning sign for syphilis (which when ignored becomes

dormant, and reappears years late virulently infecting the brain, and other organs),

swollen testicles, or blue balls (a painful condition experience by boys from sub-

orgasmic heavy petting, and itchy pubic hair from crabs (slang for infestation with

crab lice.)

On shore leaves, I never saw anything more seductive than a the hostesses at the

USO in Chicago, who were there to pass out information to the thousands of boys in the

military, or maybe to sign you up for an overnight bunk on a gymnasium floor shared

with hundreds of others, or to dance with you. As I said in the preceding chapter (in case

you missed it!), “But Not For Me” is a George Gershwin song in “Girl Crazy” (1930) that

applied to me in 1945-46—I never had to worry about clap (gonorrhea) or any venereal

disease. Sailors were given periodic “short arms,” the lingo for inspections of the penis

for a telltale sign of VD, i.e., pus, or chancre.

Bad Girls?

Other girls were there to give you what books or magazines you would like, and maybe

even dance with you in the record room, but I believe everybody was safe from V.D. in

their impersonal dances. Even when I occasionally went into a bar for a soft drink, I

could find nothing that I could classify as sinful beyond the drinking. Where were all

these “bad” women that the Navy spent so much time and energy to educate their own to

avoid? Regarding whom I remember a joke about a horny dude calling up the Salvation

Army, and asked “Do you save bad girls?” When the response was “yes”, then he pleaded,

“Save me two for a pal and me for Saturday night, wontcha?” Wishful thinking! “Sex was

the last thing a girl gave to a man.”

We Caught Everything But VD! I concluded that it was just another attempt

to degrade women and by inference to degrade us, so we would think of ourselves as

needing guidance and be more obedient. In an entire year in the service, I never knew

anybody that contracted a venereal disease. Many caught measles, mumps, scarlet fever,

pneumonia, and other diseases that the Navy never bothered to warn us about, but none

caught the Navy’s favorite.

Genius, Madness, and the Mysteries of Syphilis: In a 2003 book, “Pox”,

with the subtitle above, Deborah Hayden presents the thesis than many eminent figures

in history very likely suffered from syphilis, and that the disease may explain aspects of

their behavior, and how they accomplished some of their feats.

Syphilitics in History: Hayden’s list includes: Beethoven, Nietzsche, Flaubert,

van Gogh, Schubert, James Joyce, Goya, Mary Todd and Abraham Lincoln, Al Capone,

Ivan the Terrible, and Hitler. Not only that, but almost every week or so a researcher

uncovers irrefutable evidence of other syphilitics in history. She inexplicably left out
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Gaughin, who picked it up in a visit to a brothel in France after returning from Tahiti,

then took it back with him, and infected some of his Tahitian concubines. Some fictional

characters are candidates in my book, e.g., Captain Ahab of “Moby Dick,” Captain

Queeg, of “The Caine Mutiny”, Dr. Jekyll (i.e., Mr. Hyde in madness), and practically

any character in Edgar Allen Poe’s fiction.



357

CHAPTER 55

COMPANY 1038

God moves in a mysterious way / His wonders to perform;

He plants his footsteps in the sea / And rides upon the storm.

From the Olney Poems, 1779, no. 35, William Cowper, 1731-1800

Navy mottoes: (1) “Shape up or ship out!”;

(2) “Hurry up and wait!”

Navy Pals

�Whitey” Sweitzer, my new friend from Covington,1 with whom I rode the train with

from Cincinnati, and I were assigned to a company of 120 Radio Technicians (RTs)

Company 1038, which, I suppose, was the 1038th company formed at Great Lakes that

year, but I have no idea how many of them were RT companies.

This was my first glimpse of the bigger world outside. Company 1038 was comprised

of men from 21 of 48 States, and one from Canada. From Northern Kentucky, Whitey and

I were the only two who passed the Eddy Test (so named after Captain Eddy who devised

it) out of 41 who attempted, but at Great Lakes we were just two out of 120 who had

passed. I counted 22 from Ohio, 13 from California, 11 from New York, including 4 from

New York City, 7 from Wisconsin, 6 from Tennessee, 4 from New Jersey, an equal number

from Texas, and 3 from Kentucky, including guess which two from Covington. This was

quite an education in the geography of the USA. (See “Getting to Know You . . .” on the

next page). I can’t vouch for the accuracy of the count, nor explain why there were so

many from Ohio, nor so few from New Jersey. Anyway, look at the Roster, and count for

yourself.

1 “Whitey” gave his Covington address on the Company 1038 Roster (see), but did not attend

Holmes High School, at least, did not graduate with us in 1945. Maybe John G. Carlisle?
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Company 1038 Roster and Photograph

Fortunately, Claude Lynch, Jr., who like Glenn Fitkin was from Toledo, persuaded

everybody to write his name and address on the Company Roster (see), corresponding to

their position in the Company Photograph (also see.) He is the first person (all positions

from the left) in the first row. (Everybody in the first row is kneeling on one knee.) I am

catty-corner, the last person in the last row.

Standing next to me is Randy Hudson of Palo Alto, appropriately meaning “high

stick” in Spanish, since at 6ft. 2 in. I looked short beside him. Also standing tall on the

back row Cecil Elby, Jr., of Charlestown, West Virginia, and Rod Berger, from Milwaukee.

Morton Wooley, of Worthington, Ohio, was another one I looked up to. Glenn Fitkin, of

Toledo, was shorter, but powerfully built. In the Company photograph, Glenn is 17 from

the left in Row IV. In the last Row, Row VI, Jack Seifert of Massilon, Ohio, is 8 from the

left, Rod is next to him on the right, Cecil is 14 from the left, while Mort is 9 from the left

in Row II, right behind the Company flag. John Schinnel, is to Mort’s right, and “Red”

Inskeep is second to his right. I think we called Schinnel “Skinner” for maybe homophonic

reasons. Along with Mort, “Skinner” wielded his authority in the company with great

kindness.

Miraculously it appeared that our company was born full-grown like Gargantua

and Pantagruel (giant heroes in the book by François Rabelais.) Captain T. R. Harrison

(note his initials are R. T. backwards!) was the company commander, the only

experienced navy man in the company, and he appointed himself a number of

lieutenants to carry out his orders, the most prominent of whom was Morton. Judging

by his self-confidence, I guessed that Morton was either an Eagle Scout or an ROTC

man, but whatever his credentials were, he proved to be an excellent choice for Harrison’s

right-hand man.

Company 1038 Postman

Thanks to a tip from a friend whom I made while working for the Covington Post Office

the previous summer, I applied for the job of company Postmaster. To my everlasting

surprise and pleasure, I got the job! Either Harrison was impressed with my knowledge of

postal regulations, which I recited to him chapter-and-verse, or he was overwhelmed to

find a Kentuckian who could read, or, gave me the job out of shock, I know not which.

Little did he know that in Covington, we played basketball, sorting packages by bouncing

them off the wall into mail sacks hanging on racks.

The result of this coup (as Miss Rasch, my high school French teacher, would have

pronounced en Français as “coo”—means a sudden telling stroke or masterstroke) was

that I was excused from marching drills and other tiresome chores. Indeed, it did not take
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long for me to discover that I had the most popular job in the company, for the obvious

reason that while an army may march on its belly (as Napoleon claimed), it survives by

its heart, and for the letter-hungry recruit this meant home.

Getting to Know You . . .

Furthermore, I got to know every single person in the company—first and last name, and

serial number. For year afterwards, I used to astound friends by repeating verbatim the

Company 1038 roll-call. Not only that but I handled mail from many parts of the country

that I barely heard of before: Santa Ana, Santa Monica, Oakland, Palo Alto, Redwood

City, Tulare, Visalia (all in California), El Paso, Richardson (Texas), Punxsutawney,

Schwenksville (Pennsylvania), Mobile (Alabama), Brooklyn, Bronx, Elmira—a home of

Mark Twain, Ames (Iowa), St. Albans, and some places closer to home: Berea, Kentucky

I had heard of, but not Berea, Ohio, nor Berwyn, Illinois, or Shanesville, or Sugarcreek

(Ohio), or Rye (New York), or Two Rivers (Wisconsin).

Is It Any Wonder that I Wander?

You might say I was interested in just about any and every place. A wonderful wanderlust

seized me. Since then I have traveled to all 48of the continuous United States, and more

than 30 countries. In fact, through the auspices of the Navy, I was shipped to and through

a goodly number of states, when we traveled from Great Lakes to Michigan City, Indiana,

Dearborn Michigan, and thence to Texas via St. Louis, Texarkana, to Corpus Christi, Texas.

Getting To Know All About You

Aside from names and place, I became familiar with the personalities of each RT as he

showed his pleasure, disgust, or sadness at the mail. I did all that I could to soften the

blow when day after day someone received no mail, by giving the high-sign when it did

arrive, or smuggling it to him before regulation mail-time.

Caviar and Pâté de Foie Gras

Being Company 1038 Postman was the most interesting job that I ever had up to that

time, and also the one with the greatest ex-officio benefits. It happened that the metal

mail cabinet was the only place to store food since it was impervious to rodents and was

airtight, inhibiting insects. Harvey Saks of University Heights, Ohio, brought caviar and

pâté de foie gras (literally, pate of fat (goose) liver) to me for safekeeping. I found out

what it meant to trust someone. (Nobody ever trusted me with anything before!) At every



360 CARL FAITH

take-out, I was cut in for a piece, just to keep the trust secure. Not that I ever acquired a

taste for caviar. I was strictly a “meat-and-potatoes man.”

Chief T. R. Harrison, Company Commander

Harrison guided us through the shoals and shallows of our ten-week “boot camp.” I

remember him as a short, compact, energetic man who knew his job and therefore did not

like any trouble from recruits. In fact, everybody in the Navy gave that impression—

nobody asks for trouble anywhere, but authority figures express more outrage when

they get it than the rank-and-file. Nobody in Company 1038 could challenge his authority,

or even think of doing it.

The Yellow Rose of Texas and Deep In the Heart of Texas

There’s a yellow rose in Texas that I am going to see, / No other soldier knows her, no

soldier, only me. / She cried so when I left her, it like to broke my heart, / And if I ever find

her, we never more will part.

The stars at night are big and bright, / Deep in the heart of Texas,

They remind me of the one I love, / Deep in the heart of Texas.

Aside from his penchant for having us sing The Eyes of Texas (sung to the tune of

“I’ve Been Working on the Railroad”) followed by The Yellow Rose of Texas, and Deep

in the heart of Texas, I do not recall any peculiarities about Harrison—certainly none

of those of Captain Queeg in Herman Wouk’s The Caine Mutiny. But it sure made

Charles “Tex” Rutledge (Company 1038 Photograph, Row II, 2nd from the left) delirious.

I suppose that I retain kind feelings toward Harrison because of my enviable position

as Company Postman. Otherwise there is no incident that could be used for a

litmus-paper determination of his character, which I assume was as rugged as his

deeply-tanned, square-jawed face indicated. He barked out orders that brooked no

half-way compliance. His marching cadence was you leap rahup! Or you leap, you

leap, you leap, rahup! “Leap” meant left, and “rahup” meant right; tenhut! meant

attention! Another favorite song was Red River Valley we used to sing in Kentucky

before we knew where the Red River was. N.B. We also marched to the tune of the

theme-march of “The Bridge on the River Kwai”—an old WWI whistling tune, the

“Colonel Bogey March,” which the soldiers whistled on the way to work on the

bridge)—only we made it into a pejorative instead:

Horseshit, which makes the grass grow green, / Horseshit, which smells so nice and

clean. Another marching song was: “The Yellow Ribbon”:
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Around her neck She wore a yellow ribbon, / She wore it in the springtime And in the month of

May. / And if you asked her Why the heck she wore it / She wore it for her lover who is far, far away. /

Far away, far away, she wore it for her lover who was far, far away.

On June 29, 2005, Jack Seibert, aka “JR,” e-mailed me this anecdote about Harrison:

“There was a roly-poly guy named Hubbell with two left feet. Before our drill competition

with the other companies, Harrison shrewdly pulled Hubbell aside handed him his coat

and told him to stand on the sideline and hold his coat. When we won the competition,

Harrison nonchalantly strolled over to Hubble retrieved his coat, and marched to the

reviewing stand to retrieve his prize.”

From this valley they say you are going, / I mill miss you bright eyes and your smile.

For they say you are taking the sunshine, / That has brighten our pathways a while.

Come and sit by my side if you love me, / Do not hasten to bid me adieu,

But remember the Red River Valley, / And the cowboy who loves you so true.

Originally “In the Bright Mohawk Valley,” written by James Kerrigan about New

York State, this simplified version, set in (and called) Red River Valley, has become

standard. The Red River flows 1,018 miles between Arkansas and Texas to Texarkana,

through Louisiana to the Mississippi River

Minorities in Company 1038: There were no blacks in Company

1038 that I recall and, now that I look back, surprisingly few Jews.2 I am certain such a

company today would 20-50 percent Jewish membership, and many more Blacks and

Hispanics.3

A study by the American Mathematical Society published in the August 2004

Notices showed a larger discrepancy between the respective percentages of (a) Ethnic

population and (b) Ph.D.’s granted in the years 1993-2002: Asian/Pacific Isl. (a) 3.8, (b)

15.4; Black (a) 12.2, (b) 1.9; Hispano/Latino (a) 11.9, (b) 2.6; White (a) 71.3, (b) 77.6;

Native American (a) 0.7 (b) 0.3; BH/LN (a) 24.8 (b) 4.8, where BH/LN denotes the total

for Blacks, Hispano/Latino, and Native Americans.

In retrospect, I wish I had been a better sociologist. I was traveling in pretty fast

company, mentally, and it would have been interesting to make a note or two on the

2 Blacks were called “Negroes” or “colored people” in those racist times. I based my estimate of

the number of Jewish R.T.’s by the few observing the Jewish Sabbath on Saturday. On the other

hand, I didn’t know how religiously tolerant the Navy was back then, nor what percentage of the

Jews were observant.
3 I base this on the Jewish enrollments in several of the nation’s top schools—Harvard, Princeton,

and Chicago. In Company 1038, there were no Blacks, and few, if any Hispanics.
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ethnic constituencies represented in Company 1038, but I was far too busy writing,

puerile though they might have been, love letters to Joy Deborah Kinsburg.

And a losing battle that was, too. I often thought of Ted Daffan’s mournful song,

“Born to Lose” with the catchy add-on, “And now I’m losing you,” which came out two

years earlier in 1943. At such times, I also think of the painter Toulouse Lautrec, who had

been born with a painful deformity of his legs, and when I sing, I also sing, “Born

Toulouse,” in homage, and to share the sadness of his life and love. (Also see Glenda

Jackson’s take on her love life quoted at the head of Chapter 48)  Another mournful song

that comes to mind, “Careless Love,” that sounds like a dirge: “Look what love has done

to me,” etc., was popularized by Mel Tormé in 1949.

Violence: American as Cherry Pie?

An article in the New York Times ventured that the Depression and World War II made the

people more brotherly, and helped explained the decline in per-capita crimes of violence

in that era. In other words, as Rap Brown, the Vietnam Anti-War leader said, violence has

always been “as American as cherry pie,” except in the period 1950-1960, and the rise in

the crime rate in the “sixties and seventies” is just a return to the “good old’’ American

way of violence. The author went on to say that the reason for the brotherly feelings back

then was that the Depression and World War II made Americans feel related to one

another as never before. I suppose ours has always been a country of isolation that our

foreign policy up to 1914 reflected (and again from 1919 to 1939.)

�Some of My Best Friends Are Jewish�

This is a defensive and condescending declaration made to alleviate guilt felt by the

exclusion of Jews in their everyday lives. Would you say the same about Christians?

Women? Baptists? Catholics? Oops! I did myself—about Joy Kinsburg, who was my first

Jewish friend (but see the Index at Elaine Seligman), and Jack Seibert, who is Catholic!

Mea Culpa! However, they both were part of my everyday life, so I exonerate myself!

(Doesn’t everybody?)
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CHAPTER 56

BELL-BOTTOM TROUSERS COAT OF

NAVY BLUE

Bell-bottom trousers, Coat of navy-blue,

Girls love the sailors, and the sailors love them too!

(Let him climb the rigging, Like his daddy used to do.)

—from the Web:Louis Prima was composing original material, and in 1937 he completed a song

called “Sing, Sing, Sing. . . .”Bell Bottom Trousers” (sung by Lily Ann Carol in 1945)

I left my heart at the Stage Door Canteen,

And every doughboy will know what that means.

From the musical, Stage Door Canteen

Music by James Monaco & lyrics by Al Dubin, 1943.

Choice of Two Sizes: Too Large or Too Small

When you are mustered into the Navy you have two choices for sizes: too large or too

small. Only a determined “gob” could count on a reasonable fit, although naval

regulations required a perfect fit.

The main reason you did not get one at stores, the navy supply house, was

supply and demand. If your size was too popular, then you would get the

second-most-popular size. In this, the Navy is not decidedly different from real life

since there are only a certain number of 32W-32L’s in stock in any store, and when

they are gone, it usually is too late to re-order.

Gobs did what civilians did: take your duds to a tailor for alterations! Naturally,

shoes were a bigger problem, though not insurmountable provided that you brought

enough cork linings and cotton pads along. Ditto for hats and paper linings.

The biggest problem I had was that the sleeves of my shirts and jackets were too

short and my hat was too big. (Photographs of me at Great Lakes give ample demonstration

of the truth of this.)
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Monkey Suits: Anachronistic Uniforms

Beside fit, the Navy presented you with their anachronistic uniforms. The shirt with

the deep V neck and big square collar hanging down your back probably had a utilitarian

function in history, but by World War II it had become quaint enough to be a part of a

“monkey-suit”, an epithet frequently hurled by our brothers—and sisters-in-arms. (I

think the collar was to protect you from the grease on the pigtail that ancient sailors

were accustomed to wearing.)

Bell Bottoms

Then there were the inimitable bell-bottom trousers, reputedly for the ease in rolling up

when swabbing the deck. (This customary occupation of sailors earned them the

resounding salutation, “swabs”.) But what fiendish quirk of mind ever resulted in the

square front flap secured by thirteen buttons, representing the original colonies.

Warning: Avoid Diarrhea

Sailors not able to button up in times of abdominal stress or diarrhea fastened their flaps

with just the two corner buttons representing Maryland (the first colony to ratify the

Constitution) and Pennsylvania (New Jersey, Georgia and Connecticut were next in that

order).

Tight Pants

A favorite pastime of gobs is arguing the pros and cons of the navy uniform. Pros were

the people who liked the distinction the uniform bestowed of wearing an (literally)

outlandish garb. According to the pros, girls practically faint when they set their eyes on

the buttocks revealed by the (regulation) tight-fitting bell-bottoms.

Carl: Too Skinny?

I was one of the cons. I was too skinny (at 155 pounds) to have any buttocks, and

altogether too lanky for G.I. clothing. Since I sent Mama all but ten dollars of my

monthly check (in an “allotment”), I did not have the money to spend on the splendid

tailored uniforms that many pros wore. These invariably included a zippered front behind

dummy colonial buttons, and zippered sides on the shirt. Besides that, it was de rigueur

that every bulge in the body had to be revealed by the tight cloth. It was thus easy to

know the vainest men in the company, especially when they stuffed bandanas down their
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crotches! There were even tailored hats—ones that were permanently pressed into the

traditional shape with the rolled rims. Although G.I. clothes were made of high-quality

cotton or wool, there were prized Egyptian cotton and English woolen tailored uniforms.

The blues particularly benefited from the blue serge suit material that went into the

tailoreds, so when these peacocks strutted into town, anyone could distinguish the

difference! The G.I.’s floundered in their wake.

Pea Jackets

The standard winter wear for seamen was a snug-fitting jacket, called a pea jacket, a

double-breasted coat that draped to just below the buttocks. The word pea jacket always

puzzled me, and I was surprised to find in the venerable American Heritage Dictionary that

it is derived from the Dutch pijjekker, from pij, a kind of course cloth. Like a lot of GI issue,

it became fashion in the postwar world. Not only did GI’s wear their fatigues to classes on

college campuses, but also girls who begged them from their friends prized them. This

accounted for the popularity of the ubiquitous Army-Navy stores that fed the public taste

for khaki (from an Arab word for dusty), blue chambray shirts, blue serge or blue denim

pants. Considering the popularity of denim in the USA, I was surprised to learn that denim

isn’t an American invention at all—it is derived from a cloth woven in Nimes, France, and

said to be “de Nimes”, that is, from Nimes. And together with the Pea coat, you might wear

a “watch cap,” a warm navy-blue knitted cap for sailors, worn often for guard duty.

The Hong Kong Blues
It’s a story of a very unfortunate Memphis man,

Who got ‘rrested down in old Hong Kong.

He got twenty years’ privilege taken away from him,

When he kicked old Buddha’s gong.

Now he’s bobbin’ the piano just to raise the price

Of a ticket to the land of the free.

Well, he says his home’s in Frisco where they ship the rice,

But it’s really in Tennessee. That’s what they say.

I need somebody to love me. Need somebody to carry me home to San Francisco

And bury my body there.

○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○

That’s the story of very unfortunate Memphis man,

Who got ‘rrested down in old Hong Kong.

He got twenty years privilege taken away from him,

When he kicked out Buddha’s gong.

Hoagy Carmichael, wrote and sang this in “To Have and Have Not,” 1944
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CHAPTER 57

LETTERS FROM HOME

Are you lonesome tonight?

Do you miss me tonight?

Are you sorry we drifted apart?

Does your memory stray

To the bright summer day,

When I kissed you and called you sweetheart?

Do the chairs in your parlor seem empty and bare?

Do you gaze at your doorstep and picture me there?

Is your heart filled with pain, shall I come back again?

Tell me dear, are you lonesome tonight?

1926 Song by Lou Handman (music) & Roy Turk (lyrics).
One of Elvis Presley’s greatest hits circa 1972

Moral Boosters and Friendship

My own morale was sky-high because of the constant flow of letters from my family

and friends. Even Dad found time to write, and Fred wrote me “I’m proud of you (sob)!”

Louise was the chronicler of family fortunes, and, more often than not, misfortunes. If I

needed to know what was up with the family, she would tell me.

There was a lot of love in all this. I hardly recognized Mama’s personality in her

writing, so intent was she in her task of morale-boosting. My leaving had left a gap in her

life, and she showed the pain it caused her in spite of her efforts at concealment. In her

letters she was the most loving that I had ever known her. And, Sister too, kept up a

constant stream of morale boosters.
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Careless Love?

I am ashamed to recall one letter Mama wrote imploring me to believe that she loved all

her children equally. (I assumed that I had accused her of loving me less in a thoughtless

letter (Cf. Careless Love.) Only after I recognized this as a common tactic in sibling

rivalry did I manage to forgive myself the anguish this had caused her. Later I was to

encounter the same rivalry with my daughters and sons. One episode at Christmas in

which Heidi hit two-year-old Cindy on the head with a Playskool mallet was repeated

exactly one year later when Cindy returned the favor.

Sibling rivalry played out with my sons, but before I adopted them. A charming

example occurred when Malachi asked “Granny, Zeno is good at music, and Japheth is

good at math, what am I good at?” “Bless his heart,” as Gertrude would say, he became

good at many things, especially in languages—he teaches French and Spanish in high

school, was a Court interpreter in Portuguese, and has studied Arabic, Latin, Russian and

Bengali. He also has a yellow belt in the Afro-Brazilian martial arts called Capoeira.

However, what Malachi was most envied for, and not just by his brothers, was his popularity

with girls!

Joy�s Letters

Joy wrote warm letters once-, sometimes twice a week, but our kiss was consigned to

oblivion from all indications, except for two of her last letters, postmarked May 7 and

May 17, 1946, which I have included as Chapter 70. I never could bring myself to

mention it in a letter, and neither could she. Then, the times I came home on leave I

noticed a distinct coolness which puzzled me, but did not then cause me to despair,

because I also dated Doris Rudy and Vernie Neville whenever I came home, both of

whom wrote me. I have kept and reread all the letters, including ones from Vernie and

Frank Duff. The happiness of receiving and writing letters was one of the biggest

discoveries that I made in “Boot” camp.1 I could never have imagined the emotion

evoked by the written page by a familiar hand. Mama was the ever-loyal, ever-loving

mother, Sis the dutiful, abundant correspondent, Fred the master of the light touch, and

Eldridge was, well, Eldridge.

1 Navy recruits are called “boots”. Parts of the dress uniform were the khaki leggings, which

appeared to be boots, but I do not know whether this is the derivation of the term. See p.190 for

other Navy lingo.
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Saturday night is the loneliest night in the week,

Be cause that’s when me and my sweetheart use to meet.

They used to play those Jelly Roll Blues,

Until we danced right out of our shoes,

Oh, Saturday night is the loneliest night in the week.

Jules Styne (music) and Sammy Cahn (Lyrics), 1944

Letter to Joy Posthumously.

I have kept your letters divine;

Why haven’t you kept mine?

A propos of this couplet: When will I ever grow up? Jokingly, I posed the same question

in an E-mail to a friend about her husband on his seventy-fifth birthday, and she replied,

“There’s still plenty of time!” (March 2005)

Love, O love, O careless love,

Love, O love, O careless love,

Love, O love. O careless love,

Look what love has done to me!

Are you lonesome tonight?

W. C. Handy adapted this mountain folk song published in 1921,

See Ewen’s “All the Years, pp. 30, 134, & 484.

“Careless Love” was 1947 hit sung by Mel Tormé

See e.g., Da Capo’s Companion, p. 936

Are you lonesome tonight?

Do you miss me tonight?

Are you sorry we drifted apart?

Does your memory stray to a bright sunny day

When I kissed you and called you sweetheart?

Do the chairs in your parlor seem empty and bare?

Do you gaze at your doorstep and picture me there?

Is your heart filled with pain, shall I come back again?

Tell me dear, are you lonesome tonight?

By Lou Handman (music) & Roy Turk (lyrics).

The song was published in 1926 (Wikipedia)

Recorded by Elvis Presley (1976)—see Da Capo, p. 714.
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CHAPTER 58

C.C.

Angelina, waitress at the pizzeria,

If she’ll be-a my ca-ra mi-a,

then I’ll join in matrimony

with a girl who serves spumoni,

And Angelina will be mine.

Radio pop song in Chicago, circa 1945

Kilroy was here!

Graffito, WW II

Double Initials

We knew each other by the first two initials, first and middle. The Navy had a passion

for initials, and middle ones especially. If you came into it unendowed, they gave you

one NMI (no middle initial)!

CC Means Carbon Copy . . .

Not only were you roll-called by your initials, but every stitch of your clothing, sheets,

and toweling had to be stenciled in jet-black ink with your initials and last name.

Eventually I became “C.C.” to everybody, a name that I hated with such a passion that I

never allowed anybody to know that I had a middle name thereafter.1 To me, “C.C.” meant

“carbon copy”, which is what I thought the Navy wanted me to be.

. . . Or Crew Cut?

Almost everybody finds serving in the armed services a humiliation, especially at first

when your civilian identity is shorn from you as completely as they shear your golden

1 Until some secretary hunted it up in my records because the university, or math journal, required it!
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locks. Plop, your hair falls to the barbershop floor, and you have what the Navy gave the

name to: a crew-cut. You are no longer an individual but a member of the crew.

A Make-Over . . .

So in every way they make over you in appearance: your hair, your clothes, and even

your body! Yes, your body changes as you develop the muscles needed to navigate the

obstacle course required of all “Boots.” (Joy particularly teased me about being “ninety-

three percent stronger”, as a brochure bragged.)

. . . And a New ID

Even the food contributed to your new “identity”: you had to eat what the Navy wanted

you to eat, or starve—period. Anybody who reflects on the emotions that some favorite

food or dinner can create, not to mention mood or mellowness, will realize how depressed

you can become when nothing you eat tastes the way you like it. When you add on the

surroundings and noise of a mess hall, and the strange companions that Captain Eddy

picked to be your breakfast, lunch, dinner, work, and bunk-mates, then you cease to

wonder at the depths of despondency that recruits fall to.

More Navy Lingo

As I mentioned in Chapter 53, the names of things changed, too: a bed was a bunk (or

hammock), a wall a bulkhead, a floor a deck; stairs became a ladder, a window became a

porthole, “left” was port, “right” starboard, “aft” was behind, “fore” in front, and abeam was

off to the port or starboard side. A “fart sack” covered your mattress, and you “stowed” your

“gear” in a “sea bag” or duffel, which was always neatly secured (i.e., tied) at the end of

your bunk.

When the smoking lamp was lit, you could smoke, and not when the smoking lamp

was out. You peed in the “head” and you were thrown in the “brig” for an infraction of

naval law or code. Moreover, Navy rules were enforced by “Shore Police”, or “SP”, the

navy equivalent of the Army’s MP’s. A quartermaster on shipboard is a petty officer who

assists in navigation; in the army he is in charge of functions of the Quartermaster Corps,

that is, supplying food, clothing, and equipment.

Bos’un is short for Boatswain, a subordinate officer in charge of rigging, anchors,

lifeboats, and the deck crew, but on a fighting ship he is a warrant officer in charge of

seasoning recruits, and much to be feared like an army or marine drill sergeant;
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Practically everything is different: living in a barracks, dining in a mess hall,2 where

you ate your “chow,” showered en masse, slept bunk-to-bunk3 , wore monkey-suits, lost

your hair (ditto beard and mustache), lost your family and friends, lived in a different

climate (north of Chicago!), and on and on. But maybe the biggest difference of all was

the language: hardly anyone, except Whitey, spoke my dialect. That alone made me

homesick. Every day I wanted to hear Mama call my name.

To Pitch and Yaw

In winds or heavy seas a ship may pitch or yaw. To yaw is to swerve off course momentarily

or temporarily. In projectiles, to yaw is to turn about the vertical axis, a description that

also applies to a ship, when it turns about its axis, e.g., alternatively abeam port and

abeam starboard. This happens in heavy winds or seas. To pitch is for the bow to fall

forward and rise. This happens when heavy weather, or high tides, creates high waves.

Kilroy Was Here

Kilroy was a ubiquitous graffito that showed the top of a baldhead and four fingers one

each side of the head, resting on a straight line with a long nose drawn downward and

“Kilroy was here” written underneath. (This is a case of when a picture is worth a thousand

words!) It was found wherever US troops traveled, and the October issue of Smithsonian

contains an article on Vietnam Graffiti, and states that “the full story will be recounted in

their (Art and Lee Beltrone’s) book, “Vietnam Graffiti; Messages from the Troopship.”

Nobody ever discovered who “Kilroy” was, so he remained “The Unknown GI Joe, and

probably the best memorial a serviceman ever got.

2 A T.V. ad on Channel 2 (New York) brags that at Annapolis, there is no waiting in line at the mess

hall—the entire college of some 4,000 sit down at the same time!
3 Or “bung-hole to bung-hole,” as they would say. We were advised never to bend over in the

shower.
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CHAPTER 59

G. L. AND J. R.

I only want a buddy, not a sweetheart,

Sweethearts only make you blue . . .

Navy Pals

My best friends, besides “Whitey” Sweitzer (who accompanied me on “shore leaves”

to Covington), were J. R. (Jack Richard) Seibert and G. L. (Glenn) Fitkin. Both hailed

from Ohio: J. R. from Massilon and G. L. from Toledo. Henceforth, I will write GL and JR

for simplicity, although I am adopting what I condemned the Navy for, i.e., the use of

depersonalized initials!

An Unlikely Triumvirate: GL., JR, and CC.

Nobody could have been more unlike than JR. and GL, but the differences never interfered

with their (or our) friendship. JR was taller than either of us—maybe 6' 3" or 4"—whereas

GL topped off at 5' 8" or 9" (at most), but was a powerfully built former wrestler in high

school; I was 6' 2" and skinny like JR.

What made JR so different was that he was one of the few Catholics in the Company

(judging by church attendance), and he went every Sunday—drunk or sober (usually the

former, as I recall).

GL was a study in contrast, from a comfortably off WASP family, which sent his 12-

foot sailboat along with him when we moved to the Gulf of Mexico at Corpus Christi.

This was a world apart for JR and me, and when GL invited us both to his home for one

weekend leave, I was impressed with the family’s luxuries that, until then, I had seen

only in movies.

Glenn had a different view of his family, i.e., middle-class American. (See his Letter.)

Of course, such things are relative, and in commenting on this, I did not intend to express
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any jealousy. For years I have sailed on a lake in Princeton on my own 12-foot sailboat,

but back then our family couldn’t afford one.

E-Mails from Jack and Glenn

Jack reinforced me in my opinion about this: in an e-mail on July 5, 2005, he wrote: “I

agree that GL’s home life looked luxurious . . . (I came from a home that was heated with

a coal stove in the dining room and no running hot water—we heated it on the kitchen

stove.) However, to your credit, GL, you never acted superior not flaunted your “wealth.”

In response to my e-mailing Chapter 5, “2439 Herman Street,” to both of them,

Glenn sent this humorous reply on July 7, 2005:

“Dear Jack and Carl, My god! What’s going on here? After 60 years I find out that my

friends had to live with coal stoves and rats. The only hardship this WASP had was to go

down the basement and fire up the coal furnace so the rest of the family could get up to

warmth. The interesting thing is for more than a year we all were the same. Same income.

Same clothes. Same beds. Same food. Since we all seemed to have the same ideals, I

assumed that we were alike, and I think we were. I know that if you had shared your early

life that it would have made no difference to me, but it might have provided an interesting

topic of discussion.”

I couldn’t agree with Glenn’s sentiments more if I had written the e-mail myself!

However, I doubt that we would have had much to discuss since I, and no doubt JR,

wanted to put poverty and want behind us now that we had plenty of navy chow!

GL and JR�a Study in Contrasts

JR was a study in contrasts to GL. He was easy-going and smiled a lot. GL did too, but not

as much out of pleasure as JR did. GL was good-natured, would bend over backwards to

avoid giving offense, the opposite of JR, who was a wit, and did not mind giving rapier

thrusts in any direction, especially at the Navy, and it’s right-armed officers, that is, with

their insignia on their right arms. They had rank of the left-armed officers that we became.

GL was charming, but JR never bothered with charm, more of a yawner, as I recall. JR

was so much more at ease with himself than either GL or I was. One might think that JR’s

smoking and drinking made him more companionable than GL, except that our camaraderie

was a rebuttal of this. Actually, GL was the more congenial, knew a lot about good food and

wine, and steered us to some good eating places in our eternal search for them.

JR would get up for early Sunday mass despite his hangovers, while GL and I went

to the later Protestant services (if and when). With JR, I had a relation unusual for a WASP

since I knew more about Judaism than Catholicism. Despite the fact that Peaselburg

where I grew up, was largely Catholic, he was my first Catholic close friend, and if I
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annoyed him by my persistent queries, it never showed, except through his boredom! I

began to understand how formal Catholicism can be, leaving the essential person

underneath unchanged by catechism since he did not enter into it existentially. How

different from your born-again Christian who fed his faith by evangelical fire and

conversions. (Think of Billy Graham, who has preached to 80,000,000 million over his

lifetime). Of the two types of religion, evangelical or Catholic, I much preferred JR’s

benign indifference, to hell-fire evangelism. He was in Catholicism, but not of it. Or

maybe he was of Catholicism but not into it? I tried to follow Christ’s example, and tried

be a good person, not the “don’t do as I do, but do as I say!” variety.

As for G.L., he practiced religion like everything else he did—with good taste,

privately, but without overt passion.

I think that JR. and I were closer to each other than either were to GL, possibly

because neither of us could match GL’s competency in all things. Where we would fuss

over a procedure or maneuver, delaying the inevitable, GL would simply do it, and then

stand around waiting for us. He was neat in all things, and organized well enough to

have led the entire company by his example. JR and I stood (when we were not sitting)

in awe of G. For example, we went out in the Gulf of Mexico in his sailboat not knowing

the first thing about sailing, because of our confidence in GL’s competency, convinced

that he knew what he was doing. (And he did.)

Our Triumvirate

Ours was the first triumvirate that I ever become part of, not counting a couple of what

is called a ménage à trois, including Elwood Hunley, Rosemary Cook, and me at Southside

Baptist Church. Elwood, a classmate at Holmes High School Class of 1945, was drafted in

the Navy in 1943, and served most of his two years on Guam Atoll as a Radio Transmitter.

When he came home from leave in 1945, his mother surprised him, presenting him with his

diploma. I am puzzled why he is not listed in “Lest We Forget” as “Serving Our Country,”

while 16 others were. (From a telephone conversation on November 18, 2005)

As a coincidence, perhaps, our classmate Gus Berger served as a Radio Man in the

Navy from 1946 to 1949. He was stationed on Adak Atoll in the Aleutians, and then on

Kodiak. As a reservist, Gus was recalled for the Korean War, from 1951-1953. In 2005, he

e-mailed me that while serving in the Philippines “the Korean War Peace Treaty was

transmitted on my radio.”

Going back to Elwood: he was a roommate on Limestone in Lexington for a brief

period of a month or two while we were the University of Kentucky, and then he joined

Lambda Chi Alpha Fraternity there. (I had pledged in fall 1946, and became active the

same the spring semester. As I have remarked, Dick Macke also joined at UK, while Frank

Duff joined at U. of Cincinnati while I was there.)
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Elwood, Rosemary, and I sang in the choir at Southside, hung out together, and enjoyed

trips to an ice-cream parlor on Madison Avenue that featured sundaes with a thick, syrupy

nut topping. (Rosemary was from Holmes High School a year before us, in 1944.)

At Holmes High School, I palled around with Frank Duff, but our manic humor

made it difficult for a third person to enter into. On the reverse side of the coin, Benny

Craig and I were too low-keyed in our friendship to willingly subdivide. For this reason

I was aware of the deep friendship we felt for each other that kept JR, GL, and me

together, and made us feel incomplete when one of us was missing. In that event we

simply went off looking for the spare part.

In Loco Familiae1

If leaving home had any distinct benefits, at the head of the list I would place my

friendship with JR. and GL. For me, we were in loco familiae, literally, in place of a, or a

substitute, family, and it cut down on the heartache of separation from Mama. I suffered

from post partum blues: at Great Lakes I cried myself to sleep every night the first two

months, and then again when I was in the Infirmary with scarlet fever at the Armory in

Michigan City, Indiana.

Like many friendships, our friendship proved to be a temporary relation, for as soon

as we were mustered out of the Navy at Camp Wallace, Texas (with “Honorable

Discharges”), we quickly lost track of each other after exchanging Christmas cards

several years.2 On the other hand, when we were serving together, we shared almost

everything we could manage to share: meals, liberty, leisure, and intimacies (such as

they were). On my part, I loved them very much—as brothers and beyond. However,

Glenn and I kept in touch intermittently, and, then he found our where Jack was (in

California), and after that we exchanged e-mails. Some of these are reported on below.

See the Index for some other excerpts.

GL. and JR.: �The Brightest and the Best�

Being, in David Halberstam’s title “The Best and the Brightest,” G.L. and J.R. were easy

to admire. They made thinking look easy. GL was idealistic and hardly ever complained,

not that he loved Navy life. We all hated the “chicken shit” that was everywhere: make-

work, insistence on form over function, show for substance, obedience over intelligence,

and a full range of pettiness that demeaned us.2

1 My Latinist wife, Molly, corrected me on this, as on all things; it means in place of a, or a

substitute, family. My view is that I went from a “loco” family to in loco.familiarum.
2 Molly likes to quote this line of Gertrude Stein, Before the flowers of friendship faced, friendship fade.
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Navy Chicken Shit: Discipline operated in cycles: first, there would be a

crackdown on laxity of a specific kind, say guard-duty. This would lead to demerits and

loss of liberty. Or if they cracked down on cleanliness, you had to work overtime to wax

and shine, spit and polish. Then soon afterwards, things were permitted to get lax again,

so the entire effort was wasted. It was a recurring show the top brass put on to show who

was boss. The point is that we knew it was a waste, and we hated the brass wasting us to

boost their authority and/or morale. Well, G.L. was perfectly deathly in his condemnation

of “chicken shit”, and all the more effective coming from this broad-shouldered, mild-

tempered young (eighteen years old) Christian.

GL sent me a blatant example of Navy C.S. on July 2, 2005, about “make work: right

before being demobbed—see Chapter 68.

The Need for Love.

Love is a deep human need. That was one reason why I loved GL and JR, but I also loved

them for their courage in standing up to, and condemning, stupidity, and in undercutting

the authority that displayed it. It was the Yankee equivalent of the Spanish duende that

GL. and JR had, which captured my imagination, friendship, and love.

Excerpt from Glenn�s Autobiography

On p. 3, Glenn wrote: “At the time [summer of 1943, when you were sixteen years old]

Ottawa hills was looked upon as the home of the very high, and people of the laboring

class did not hold the residents in very high repute. I kept my origins hidden, and got

along fairly well with my co-works. One person they did not like was John Biggers, who

was a well-known glass company president. They were always mentioning him as the

type of person that the community would be better off without. They did not know that

I regularly swam in his pool, because one of my classmate’s mother was his wife’s sister.

We also had to listen to certain union leader give us a weekly lecture on the importance

of voting Democratic. As I said, I learned a lot about class hatred. “On October 27, 1943,

my father purchased my first car, a 1931 Model A Ford. It cost $100, and it ran fine . . .”

My E-mail Response of August 4, 2005

Dear Glenn, don’t you think that your were being disingenuous [in your letter of May

20, 1988] when you told me that a propos of your father shipping you sailboat to Corpus

Christi [from Toledo in 1946] that you were not rich but thought of your family as

“middle-class”? Seriously though, I think that you may not have sufficiently understood

how poor we were back then compared to your family. Another thing that I would like to
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address: “class hatred’ isn’t necessarily what the many of the “laboring-class” feel toward

richer families. It has been well documented in electing rich people to the highest

offices, e.g., from George Washington, Thomas Jefferson, Franklin Delano Roosevelt,

John Fitzgerald Kennedy, Jimmy Carter (who made his millions from peanuts), Ronald

Reagan (who made his from selling land surrounding the major studios in Hollywood),

both Bushes; and more recently, Mayor Bloomberg of New York City, Senator Jon Corzine

of New Jersey, Governor Arnold Scwarzennegger of California, etc. that many voters are

attracted to rich people as persons either whom they admire, or whose wealthy status

they aspire to. Of course, most of these had other admirable characteristics!

Of course, one may always make comparisons, e.g., I bought my own first car when

I was 28 years old, i.e., twelve years after your father gave you the Model A, but I didn’t

feel any envy about that. I was just happy to stay out of the rain and pickup my laundry,

or groceries, in a car instead having to ride my bike in inclement weather, or carry those

loads on it. Nor was I envious of your sailboat, which you shared with Jack and me. As I

have written elsewhere, I trusted your seamanship in the Gulf of Mexico and admired it.

Your subsequent boat building activities and your sailing overseas in your own sailboat

with your family proves me out on this assessment of your nautical skills. (This is a light

revision of my e-mail.)
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CHAPTER 60

VJ DAY AND OGU

In some sort of crude sense, which no vulgarity, no humor, no overstatement can quite extinguish,

the physicists, have known sin, and this is a knowledge which they cannot lose.

J. Robert Oppenheimer, 1904-1967,Quoted in Time Magazine,

23 February and 8 November 1948

If the radiance of a thousand suns burst forth at once in the sky,

That would be like the splendor of the Mighty One.

From the Bhagavad-Gita (Sanskrit: The Lord Krishna’s song.)

Quoted by J. Robert Oppenheimer when the first atom bomb

exploded July 16, 1945 near Alamogordo, New Mexico.

Hiroshima and Nagasaki: The United States dropped the first A-bombs ever

used in warfare on Hiroshima, August 6, 1945 and on Nagasaki, three days later on

August 9, destroying both cities. (Also see p. 313.) As stated on p. 313, Truman announced

that Japan surrendered unconditionally on August 14, and VJ Day was celebrated on

August 15, while the Japanese formally surrendered on September 2 in Tokyo Bay aboard

the U. S. Battleship Missouri (named after President Truman’s home state). In the newsreels,

General Douglas MacArthur, who signed in behalf of the United States, dwarfed Emperor

Hirohito. After his defeat in the Philippines at Corregidor, in May 1942, MacArthur had

vowed to return, and he did. However, US Paratroopers recaptured Corregidor only in

March 1945. On August 17, US troops began landing in Japan for occupation.

VJ Day: The celebrations for VJ Day on August 15 were just as noisy, maybe even

noisier, than the one for VE Day. For one thing, Japan had been considered impregnable.

Considering the rocky, easily defended cost line of Japan, and the tenacious battles in the

Pacific over Midway, Guam, Iwo Jima, Okinawa, and others, it had been estimated that it

would cost over a million casualties to defeat Japan. (See the Horrors of War Chart in

Chapter 50, and remarks preceding.) Yet in the strange world of atomic weapons, Japan had

capitulated in just three days, and even at that, one wonders, Why did it take them so long?
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Here I had a chance to celebrate the end of the bloodiest war in all history, but I

stayed on base. The same reasons that I did not follow the Herman Street Gang applied

here. I do not know why I did not follow the gang, either then, or later. Somehow I always

managed to veer away from raw experience, although inadvertently I packed plenty of it

in. As I have said, I’m fringy.

Life is what happens to you while you are busy
making other plans.

John Lennon, 1940-1980, wrote that in “Beautiful Boy, a song published posthumously.

(This is attributed in essence to Allen Saunders in “Quotable Quotes,” Readers Digest, January

1957; see Quotationary at Life, where “you” is replaced by “us”, and “busy” is deleted.)

Lennon was only 5 years old when the A-bombs were dropped on Japan, and World

War II ended; and sadly only 40 years old when he was assassinated on December 8,

1980 by a deranged fan, much the way the Mexican singer, Selena, was many years later.

(Lennon’s assassin envied his fame.) He, Paul McCartney, and the Beatles, did so much

to further peace on earth by making so many people, countless millions, happy. Lennon

and McCartney wrote the following in 1963:

I’ll tell you something / I think you’ll understand,

Then I’ll say that something, / I want to hold your hand.

And Lennon’s wife Yoko Ono wrote this in 1980, the year Lennon was murdered:

Kiss, kiss, kiss, kiss me love, / Just one kiss kiss will do.

Kiss, kiss, kiss, kiss me love, / Just one kiss kiss will do.

Why death, why life? / Warm hearts, cold hearts, / Kiss, kiss, kiss, kiss me love.

It is ineffably sad, but a beautiful tribute to their love.

On December 9, 2005, I saw a moving tribute to their love in a TV documentary

shown on the Biography Channel, showing the grief stricken Yoko at the hospital unable

to comprehend Lennon’s death. Explored, inter alia, was the sick personality of his

assassin, who in his own words wanted to be famous like Lennon, and who justified the

killing by quoting the “hero,” Holden Caulfield in J.D. Salinger’s 1951 novel “Catcher

in the Rye.” The docudrama also explained the grotesque meaning of the title.

Going back to VJ Day, another reason was for the happiness that surged through my

company was the hope that now maybe we did not have to go to the Pacific, especially

not as fighters. And, since Japan was not going to be occupied by Allied troops, in all

probability we would not have to go at all. Dad wrote this in one of his rare letters.
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I was still too much of a straight-laced Baptist to enjoy the carousing that accompanied

the war’s end. I did not drink, and I thought that I had a girlfriend back home I planned to

return to, so I missed out on the chance to partake of the most jubilant day and night in

Chicago’s history. In those days my idea of a good time was standing around a piano and

singing my heart out—the more sentimental the better. In the rec room, there were always

sailors hacking away at some little ditty, and you could hum along with them if you wanted

to; nobody minded much, provided you sang on key. (I did not, but got by on enthusiasm.)

Angelina, The Waitress at the Pizza Mia

Every morning at 5 a.m. we were awakened by the damnedest noise. Somebody played

a record over the squawk-box, and the announcer shouted, “It’s a beautiful day in Chicago!”

and then out poured

Angelina, Angelina, waitress at the pizzeria / if you’ll be-a my ca-ra mi-a / then I’ll join in

matrimony with a girl who serves spumoni / and Angelina will be mine.

And, as I reported in Chapter 53: One Meat Ball! / You get no bread / With one meatball.

According to the Commander Harrison, these records had been selected by the observed

scientific principle: Nobody ever had managed to sleep through them. Then, and only

then, did the bugler blow reveille. (Who wants to play to an empty hall or sleeping barracks?)

Boot Camp Ends!

In the third week of September, we finished Boot Camp and were given a week’s leave to

return home as conquering heroes with our S1/c (Seaman First Class) single stripe on our

sleeves. I was plenty shy walking the streets of Covington in my “dress blues,” which I

had never even worn before. (I much preferred the white hat that went with our whites for

one thing, and I hated blue suits for another.) However, nobody paid me any mind: the

war was over, wasn’t it? I was a lame duck.

Aside from my family, there was hardly anybody around to admire my splendor. The

gang was either in reform school or the armed services, and the Holmes High class of ’45

was scattered to the winds. Only a few escaped the draft—Frank Duff and Benny Craig

were still around, and, of course, Joy Kinsburg. Frank served later.

Joy�s Riddle

Joy was the “a riddle wrapped in a mystery inside an enigma” (to borrow Churchill’s

phrase about USSR.) She wrote me a letter every week, often two or three a week for
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the first six months, and was my most faithful correspondent (no pun intended!) but

neither of us could tell the other what we needed to know. Since I never got down on

my knees to profess my undying love, I could not expect any affirmations from her

either, yet her last two letters to me, postmarked May 7 and May 17, 1946, could be

read as declarations of strong feelings, if not love. (See Ariela’s afterword.) She was

the same riddle: intellectually and morally beyond me, and emotionally ambivalent.

See, for example, the Joy’s letter of May 17, 1946 in Chapter 70, in which she appears

to looking for an answer from me about our status, which had changed so much

during the year past. Other letters from her also contain the same puzzlement, e.g.,

about meeting Benny Craig and Walter Waymeyer at the University of Cincinnati,

where she was enrolled as a freshman. She marveled at the change in her relationships

with them too.

Thinking back to the quote about Umberto D.: “human beings have this perennial,

ancient fault of not understanding each other, of not communicating with each other.”

Certainly, as the cliché goes we had that fault in spades. But perhaps we are not entirely

the blame, given our youth, my inability to start or support a family, and the vast gulf, the

abyss, that divided us: Baptist and Zionist, in addition to the very strong bonds we had

with our parents. What we needed was a machine like the one that broke the German

code called the Enigma.

�The Self Withheld�

If you consider how much I loved her, you have to conclude that I was a paragon of

self-control: I never let on. Only years later, when I heard Robert Frost read the

inaugural poem The Gift Outright at the TV cast of President Kennedy’s inauguration,

did I consider what was lacking in my relations with Joy: myself. This “self withheld”

has been my “tragic” flaw (in the Greek sense of character-defect). Like “K.” in

Kafka’s “The Castle”: I might have been able to walk through the door that Joy hid

behind, but I first had to open it. It was not locked. Or was it? As I said before, things

might have been different if I had been able follow Matthew’s advice, “Ask, and it

shall be given you, seek, and ye shall find, knock and it shall be opened unto you”

(Matthew 7:7).

Mama�s Lovingest Letters

The royal reception during my leave from the Navy that Mama gave me made it all

worthwhile. Mountains of ham, sliced beef, chicken with gravy and all the trimmings,

biscuits, fruit pies and cobblers sated the royal hunger. If I were to die for my country,

Mama was going to see to it that I died full of food. And love. She wrote me the lovingest
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letters. A child never realizes how much love his mother has for him until he leaves and

comes back. In one letter she painfully explains she loves all of us equally, saying we

each were her “pride.” I had hurt her by writing that she loved Eldridge most. Yet now I am

almost glad that I had, just for the beautiful reply she sent me. It is the most passionate of

all her letters to me. Mama was nothing if not passionate. She always ended her letters

with 0s and Xs, indicating hugs and kisses.

Surprisingly, I was less than inconsolable about returning to Great Lakes, especially

now that World War II was ended. It is frightful how much emotional energy that dreaded

war drained us of—for over four years. I was beginning to recover from the global

nightmare. Another reason for my optimism was the understandable pride I felt in my

ability after having successfully met the rigors of boot camp. I dragged on my cigarettes

openly now—to Mama’s distress, I might add. (She was afraid I would be like Dad in my

other habits as well.)

Company 1038 Expires

Uncle Sam was going to a lot of trouble and expense to educate me, so naturally while in

Covington I felt good about my loyal relative and my prospects. This feeling was short-

lived, for when I got back I found that Company 1038 had expired, and we were assigned

to OGU (short for Out-Going-Unit), where you were assigned the most tedious make-

work projects imaginable. So instead of an education, I got to clean the officers’ “head”

(or “toilet”, to landlubbers). So I was “promoted” to “Captain of the Head.” (Another

Navy term with head in it is the cathead, or a projecting beam at the bow of the boat, a

support to lift, or “cat,” the anchor.)

My Navy Addresses on Joy�s Letters

Letters from Joy addressed to me at as “Seaman 1/c, 986-25-34, OGU, Great Lakes,

Illinois” began on October 10, and ended on October 25. (The 7-digit number was my ID

number etched on my “Dog Tag” necklace worn at all times.) Before that all letters were

addressed to me at “Co. 1038, United States Training Center (actually, U.S.N.T.C.), Great

Lakes, Illinois”, but the address changed to “U.S.N.R., 986-25-34, Naval Armory, Michigan

City, Indiana, on Lake Michigan on November 2, then to “Class 22-A3, Barracks D,

Naval Training School, Dearborn Michigan”, on River Rouge, from December 16 through

February 5. Then I was promoted to Aviation Technicians Mate, 3/c, and, starting February

25, 1946, she addressed me as “A.E.T.M 3/c, Class 9, Barracks 2, Ward Island, Corpus

Christi, Texas”, on Corpus Christi Bay and Laguna Madre, and separated from the Gulf

of Mexico by Mustang and Padre Island. (See Maps in Part IV.) Her last letter to me at

Ward Island was on May 16.
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Carl, Captain of the Head

At OGU, since Company 1038 no longer existed, the postman’s job no longer existed,

and the law of gravity exerted itself: I had a long fall—to the officers’ urinals. It was this

job that taught me a lesson, though, that no cushy P. O. job ever could: every job has its

good side. You can make of it what you want—up to a point. Obviously you cannot be

polishing urinals or swabbing its decks all day long—can you? And obviously, somebody

has to be around all the time in order to pick a cigarette or cigar butt out of the urinals

that some careless Lieutenant JG flipped in, despite my polite sign1 asking them not to.

Or, some gold-braid may have embibed a wee bit too much at the officers’ club, and

found his aim off a whole lot.2 At last I had become a Swabby.

The Navy Is Caught With Its Plans Down

Nevertheless, the job—any job—becomes a routine after a while, and if you are

unsupervised, then you can arrange time off for perks. In my summer job at the Covington

PO, I literally ran around my route, so I could fool round downtown on the way back. The

best part of an OGU was that weekend passes were easier to get, and the worst part was the

uncertainty of not knowing what was going to happen to us. It appeared that the Navy

was prepared for anything except peace. Japan’s swift surrender caught the military

with their plans down! Peace broke out, as the old joke goes. Congressmen were

strenuously vying with each other to sponsor the bill “bring our boys home.”3 My

brother-in-law Charley Menefee got back at the end of August, and out of service by the

first of October.

1 That classic: Please do not throw your cigarettes in the urinal—they get soggy and are hard to

light!
2 Ignoring that other classic: We aim to please—you aim too, please.
3 The upshot was that the Navy sent us on through radio school lasting nine months only to

discharge us without getting a penny’s worth of benefit from our knowledge. However, the

country benefited enormously from their RTs as first we filled its colleges and graduate schools

as students, and later we taught in them as TAs and Profs, not to mention the high tech boost

those who didn’t teach gave American industry. Also, quite a few of us, myself included, enlisted

in the Inactive Navy Reserves, much to our sorrow when the Korean War broke out in 1950.

Many were called back while the rest of us sweated it out. This exemplifies George Steiner’s

quip, “The lunatic logic of bureaucracy.”
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CHAPTER 61

MICHIGAN CITY, INDIANA

By the sea, by the sea, / You and me, you and me,

Oh, how happy we will be / By the beautiful sea!

Recorded by the Heidelberg Quartet in 1914;

See The Da Capo Companion, p. 678.

OGU lasted six weeks, and Michigan City, Indiana, was the next step. We were

assigned to the rather small naval armory there to attend radio school. It is located on

Lake Michigan about 50 miles as the crow flies from Chicago. By now Lake Michigan

had lost the romantic appeal of novelty. On the chilly December mornings and nights,

the damp lake air came right through our thick Pea Jackets like they were cotton shirts.

(Thus the nickname, “The Windy City.” Chicago is an Algonquian Indian name meaning

“garlic field.” Our suffering was nothing compared to what the soldiers in overseas

foxholes had to endure.) The water only intensified the gloom of the many sunless days

despite the radio announcer’s boast “It’s a sunny day in Chicago.”

Nevertheless, I was totally unprepared for the shock of Michigan City in October.

The last remnants of its summer-resort quaintness had long since been rolled, boarded, or

folded up. As a city, it was neither here not there—not big enough to offer Chicago’s or

Cincinnati’s amenities, yet not small enough to allow you to enjoy the delicious sense of

isolation that you would have gotten in, say, Nagshead, North Carolina (a place I did not

know existed in those days. It’s been ruined by over-building and greed since I wrote

those lines, but what coastal resort hasn’t?)

Another unhappiness was the cut-list posted every fortnight after exams—the list

of those who flunked or who did not make a sufficiently high grade. Now that there

was no war, they did not need us that much (to put it mildly. At OGU, Captain Eddy had

addressed the RTs, promising that the Navy would “honor” its advertisements of a year

in radio training, but as the old saying goes: “God gives and God takes away.” And

more and more of us were being taken away weekly. ). “They washed out about half the
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class because they could not stand the strain,” according to Glenn Fitkin in his

autobiography.

The USO (United Service Organization) was built to scale. Not large enough to

offer a choice and not small enough to be cosy or homey. Naturally, Main Street paralleled

the waterfront, and you could see the menacing black water at every intersection. I was

never so miserable in my whole life, and never that miserable again. This was not to be

compared to USOs that I visited earlier in Chicago, and later in Detroit and Cincinnati.

The latter, in the YWCA building, was converted to a Young Peoples Coed Lounge after

the war, and it was there I met my first wife, “Mickey” (Betty Compton), while I kibitzed

a game of Bridge she was playing: I asked to see her hand, meaning the cards, and she

held her own hand for me to examine, and act of flippancy that augured a beautiful

friendship. She provocatively called the YWCA, the “Young Women’s Craving

Association.”

Besides Mickey, who was the mother of my two daughters, Heidi and Cindy, I

made some life-long friends there, including Jack Snyder, who owned a beautifully

restored Reo in which we toured the city in looking for “chicks,” and Bill Moorhead

(who introduced us to the fascinating card game Skat, which we played obsessively.)

Bill, a veteran of World War II, had a lusty humor, which he enjoyed embarrassing us

with, e.g., he lived in Newport, KY, and wrote his return-address on letters, as “Studville,

KY.” (It would seem that the influence of horse breeding permeated Kentucky.) He also

flaunted his availability with overtures to any girl that happened by, most often with

Mickey. However, his leers were disarming, and good for laughs. He was bitter at a radio

station in Cincinnati—WKRC?—when it wouldn’t hire him back after his years in the

service. He believed that he was a gifted commentator, but as a veteran of WWII, he

wouldn’t “kiss-ass,” or “brown-nose” to keep it, so lost out to someone who would and

did.

Bill Moorfield introduced me to the “52-20 Club” that entitled veterans of

WW II to 52 weeks of unemployment compensation of $20 a week with the proviso that

they actively seek work. Since his line of work was that of a radio announcer, he

automatically qualified for the full term. Lying obviously appealed to many who wanted,

or needed a post-service vacation, so we spent endless hours inventing novel occupations,

e.g., dog-sitter, novelist, poet, or pimp, and other unneeded niches of life. Because of the

GI bill being a student did not qualify. (The GI bill was signed by FDR on June 22, 1944,

and was called the “Readjustment Act.” See the Index.)

Ray Dubin was another “Y” friend, who worked for the National Labor

Relations Board in Cincinnati. We called him “Gucks” because of his penchant for

“gucksing” in the Skat games. The Jester brothers were also habitués, and Marvin also

met his wife, Joanne, there. It was a fun place to be, with Ping-pong and card games,

blending in with dancers. I became fond of Latin American music played by a convivial
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and vivacious group of Cubans: rumba, originally, a frenzied dance performed by

Cuban Blacks, the modern rumba is a complex version, salsa consists of African-

American rhythms, big Band Cuban dance melodies, and elements of Jazz and rock.

(Salsa is also a hot, spicy sauce that accurately describes the dance!) Samba, is a

Brazilian ballroom dance of African origin. La Cucaracha and Malagueña were two of

their favorite music pieces. I did not know then that Cucaracha was the Spanish word

for a cockroach. Nor what malagueña meant: according Federico García Lorca in a

article translated in Anteus on Music (Anteus Autumn 1993, p.220), malagueñas,

among others, are offshoots of canto jondo, a group of Andalusia songs, “the perfect

prototype is the Gypsy Seguidilla.”

Penicillin: Many in our company came down with flu or scarlet fever, and I spent

two weeks in the infirmary that winter coughing my head off. (Let me interject here that

Primo Levi had it far worse in January 1945 at Buna, where he was treated with sulfa

drugs. (See at Levi.) I was diagnosed with scarlet fever and injected with my first shots of

penicillin, just three years after it was first used on a human in the USA. (In this connection,

see p. 100.) Lying in bed, I listened for days to the rain on the pane of the overhead

skylight, while a homesick sailor in the Rec room incessantly played some one-finger

obsession on the piano.

As I mentioned in Chapter 31, my wife, Molly, received penicillin, after sulfa drugs

proved ineffective. She was a very sick six-year old when Penicillin in 1945, discovered in

1928 by Sir Alexander Fleming, gave her back her life. Penicillin is one of the great boons

for humanity in history, but up to 1943, it was produced in single doses in a time-consuming

way, and not available to the general public. The first American patient to receive it was in

1943.

Dr. Jasper Herbert Kane�s Deep-Tank Fermentation Process

This all changed in March 1943, when Dr. Jasper Herbert Kane, 1903-2004 a biochemist

who graduated from Brooklyn Polytechnic University in 1928, working at the Brooklyn

plant of Charles Pfizer & Co. developed a deep-tank fermentation process that used

molasses rather than refined sugar. (In 1942, he got the idea that this deep-tank mold

fermentation method could also make penicillin, streptomycin and other antibiotics in

large quantities. His idea initially received a cool reception because of the risks that

Pfizer was being asked to take. At the time, hundreds of Allied soldiers were dying daily

from infections [not to mention civilians!], and desperate measures were called for.

Pfizer bought an ice-making plant in Brooklyn, and Dr. Kane’s idea was put to test in

1943 in a round-the-clock race against time. The plant opened in March 1943, and

produced more than 45 million units of broad-spectrum antibiotics by the end of the

year.)
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CHAPTER 62

DEARBORN ON THE RIVER ROUGE

“In May 1920, the Dearborn Independent—a local weekly bought by Henry Ford printed the first

of ninety-one articles devoted to exposing ‘The International Jew: The World’s Problem;’ in

ensuing issues, serializes the text of the fraudulent ‘Protocols of the Learned Elders of Zion’ while

claiming the document—and its revelation of a Jewish plan for world domination—to be authentic.

Circulation rises to close to 300,00 as subscriptions . . . are forced on Ford dealers as a company

product, and the strongly anti-Semitic articles are collected in a four-volume edition, The International

Jew” The World’s Foremost Problem.” From the Postscript of “The Plot Against America,” p.378,

by Philip Roth.

On the Whole I Prefer Detroit

The Radio Material School at Dearborn was a vast improvement to Michigan City. It

was bigger, better equipped, and a completely serious electronics theory school.

Furthermore, its location right across River Rouge from the Ford Plant afforded

innumerable advantages by its proximity to Detroit, while Dearborn itself sported the

Ford Automobile Museum.

Company 1038 had been further divided—once after Great Lakes, and now again

after Michigan City. Some had been reassigned to regular navy duty because of low

grades, while others were sent to other radio schools.

The only way to be immune to the vagaries of the weekly cut was to stay at or near

the top of the weekly class rank list. That balancing act took a lot of nerve. Most of the

R.T’s studied nightly to lights-out after attending classes all day. This habit was easy to

maintain since there were virtually no distractions save the weekly movie.

After reading of the incredible rigors of Peter Freuchen (or Knut Admundsen) at the

North Pole1, I wonder how he would have survived the monotonous diet of radio theory,

1 Freuchen wrote in one of his travel books that he loved Eskimo women because “they pushed

back” in coitus.
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radio theory, radio theory we were fed. Luckily the school maintained an exquisite

reading room/library in a quonset hut. The library was stocked with adventure stories,

mysteries, romance novels, and even classics, but its greatest attraction was the overstuffed

furniture you could lounge around on. Who knows, I may have read “Forever Amber,”

here.

Oddly enough, the library was almost always empty, and I began to use it as my

retreat, preferable to the forays into Dearborn bars that the R.T.s made on slack nights

after the exams.

The boredom of Michigan winter began to wear on my nerves. Kentucky weather,

even northern Kentucky, was so much milder. It is amazing how much even two

degrees can affect have you when applied throughout the day, especially when it’s

two degrees above freezing. Kentucky the roads were “always” melted, while in

Michigan they were “always” frozen!

As for the River Rouge, the Frenchman that named it was colorblind.

Arthur Guy

I suppose everybody has had the experience of meeting someone from the past but

unable to pinpoint when or where. The first time this happened to me was in Graduate

School in a graduate course in nuclear physics at Purdue University in West Lafayette

during the fall term, 1952. After several weeks I began to notice a familiar nasal voice,

with a Boston or New England accents, several seats to my left, but I could not place the

speaker. After introducing myself, we went through the catalog of schools and

universities that we had attended without success. Then, one afternoon, as I was

shopping at an A & P grocery, I literally bumped into him as I turned from the shelves.

After mutual apologies, we once again pondered our pasts with the same result. Then,

as I turned to leave, I shouted out, “Were you at RT School at Dearborn?” And, he

answered with an emphatic “Yes!”

Here�s The Weird Part

We actually never met each other at Dearborn. He was the instructor for our Aircraft

Identification class, and while we were sitting in the classroom facing the screen, he

would come into the room, switch off the lights, and begin the projector showing the

airplanes that had to be identified in one-twentieth of a second, or less. After each ID, he

would talk about the differences between the Japanese fighters and bombers, e.g., Zeroes,

as the fighters were called, and our own. I would have recognized his New England nasal
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voice anywhere.2 Art was from Worchester, Massachusetts. We became quite good friends

thereafter. He taught me things to increase the pleasure of food, for example, to decanter

the wine to let it breathe and to enjoy the increased aroma, and to warm cheddar cheese

between the palms of your hands for the same reason.

A Sequel

In June 1998, I was surprised to receive a telephone call from Art Guy’s older daughter

Jennifer. She was born in Lafayette, Indiana, while we still was at Purdue, and had been

living in Princeton for years. She told me that in the fall she was going to play a cello in

a concerto for nine cellos in Bristol Chapter at Westminster Choir College in Princeton.

I attended with Molly who is an accomplished violinist and music-lover. (Jennifer’s

mother, Dorothy, was too, but she did not attend.) While waiting for the concerto to

begin, since the concerto was to follow intermission, I tried to recognize Jennifer in the

auditorium. Finally, sure that I had identified her, at Intermission I introduced myself to

a young woman there, only it wasn’t Jennifer but her sister. Jennifer’s sister reminded me

of Dorothy, although there also were family resemblances that I saw in Jennifer as she

played the one of the nine cellos. The performances were excellent.

2 In particular, the actor Ray Milland had a nasal quality peculiarly his own. I often wondered how

he got the romantic roles he did, since he sounded so odd, as if he had chronic sinusitis.
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CHAPTER 63

THE FATAL GLASS OF BEER1

We’re poor little lambs, / who’ve gone astray, /Baa! Baa! Baa!

Just little black sheep, / who’ve lost their way, / Baa—aa—aa!

Gentleman songsters off on a spree, Damned from here to eternity, /

God ha mercy on such as we, / Baa! Yaa! Baa!

Rudyard Kipling, “Ballads and Barrack, Room Ballads”, 1892, 1893, Refrain

On which is based Yale’s Whiffenpoof song.

I don’t want to give you the impression that I’m a teetotaler—I’ve been known to take a drink or two!

W[illiam] C[laude] Fields, 1880-1946, who wasn’t joking—he died of the stuff. Another quip by him

quoted in “Cassell’s Movie Quotations,” Somebody stole the cork out of my lunch.

I like liquor—its taste and its effects—and that is what I never drink it.

Thomas “Stonewall” Jackson, 1824-1863.

I don’t drink liquor. I don’t like the stuff. It makes me feel good.

Oscar Levant, 1906-1972, Time, 5 May 1958.

Although a number of people have tried, no one has yet found a way to drink for a living.

Jean Kerr, Playwright, and author of “Please Don’t Eat the Daisies.

A Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Bread, and Thou

Omar Khayyám (died c.1123)

Candy Is Dandy /But liquor Is Quicker

Odgen Nash, 1902-1971, from “Hardlines, 1931.

It takes only one drink to make me drunk. The trouble is,

I can’t remember whether it is the thirteenth or fourteenth—George Burns

A woman drove me to drink . . . and I never

even had the courtesy to thank her—W.C. Fields

Drink, and the world drinks with you.

Swear off, and you have to drink alone—anonymous.

1 With thanks to W. C. Fields. See his hilarious short film with this title, now on DVD.
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Baby Book:

In it Mama asks for me to pray to God to forgive me for my sins, and for me not to sin anymore.

Already at birth she knew me so well. (Or maybe she believed that the sins of the father are

visited on the sons?) Sadly her prayers went unanswered, and bound to, since in her personal

book almost all of secular life was sinful in some way or another. I had promised Mama that I

would never drink, but in that cold Michigan winter I took my first in a Dearborn bar. Yet, not

before I had bragged in a Cincinnati fruit juice bar one year earlier “How could anybody like

beer when he has orange juice to drink?” Ah, well, what does Youth know?

Cognac

Nobody in his or her right mind would be able to guess that my first drink was a cognac!

And then they would not be able to guess “Why cognac?” Indirectly this had to do with

the comfortable base library—I had taken to reading French novels! The main culprits,

of course, were Alexandre Dumas’ “The Three Musqueteers”, Honore de Balzac’s “The

Human Comedy”, and Victor Hugo’s “Les Miserables”. In any case, I developed a thirst

for cognac that everybody in those books threw down their throats like water. (And not

fire-water! The bartender could not believe it when I sidled up to the bar in the company

of my Navy buddy “Whitey” (who had enlisted with me), a veteran drinker, and whispered

“A cognac, please” He was amused and said, “You won’t like it,” but I insisted.

The Hierarchy of Drinks: �Building a Base�

Whitey was right! I ought to have drunk it neat, but I made the mistake of tasting the

God-awful stuff, and the fierce face I made showed what I thought of it. I have never

seen such a happy barman. Here I stood, eighteen years old, never having had a

drink, and thinking I could leap over the drinker’s hierarchy—beer, wine, sherry, and

whiskey—to start at brandy! Much later in my drinking days, a professional drinker

told me, “In order to hold your liquor it is necessary to build a base. Start with beer,

then wine, and work up to whiskey, gin, and top it off with brandy.”

Advice to Drinkers

This advice despite the warning to drinkers given by “Wine on beer is drear, beer on wine

is fine.”2 The guy must have had a cast-iron stomach.

2 “Lips that taste wine, will never taste mine,” is a variation on a stanza of a song by George W.

Young, 1900.
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�I�ll tell You What, Kid�

The bartender said with a twinkle in his eyes. “I’ll fix you up.” Whereupon he opened a

bottle of 7-Up, poured it in a glass, and dumped the cognac in it. “You’ll like this,” he

winked significantly. And you know, he was right. And twenty years were to pass before

I had my second cognac.

Absinthe

Thereafter I drank only beer, and years later I developed a taste for wine, but not

whiskey, brandy, and other hard liquor, although like tobacco, I tried everything,

including absinthe, which has been blamed for bad judgment (what drug hasn’t?),

poor health (ditto), and even madness. It was a drink enjoyed by 19th century Parisians,

and especially writers and artists such as Baudelaire, Lautrec, Picasso, Degas and

Manet. Manet’s “The Absinthe Drinker” portrayed the evils of absinthe in the form of

a woman under the influence in café.

Oscar Wilde was of two minds about absinthe:

After the first glass, you see things as you wish they were. After the second you see things

as they are not. Finally, you see things as they really are, and that is the most horrible

thing in the world.

But, he also said, obviously after he had his second glass:

A glass of absinthe is as poetical as anything in the world. What difference is there

between a glass of absinthe and a sunset?

Do you like puns? Here’s one of my wife’s, Molly Sullivan’s, “absinthe makes the

heart grow fonder”. I think it was Bernard Shaw who said, “Puns are the lowest form of

human wit, and people who engage in them ought to be punished”. And maybe be put

into a “penitentiary”? Anyway, Molly likes to tell the story that her father, Denny, took

her aside when she was sixteen, and taught her how to drink, so she would be able to hold

her liquor when she started dating.

Here�s a ditty we used to sing in the Navy:

Show me the way to go home,

I’m tired and I wanna go to bed.

I had a little drink about an hour ago,

And it went straight to my head!
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Now wherever I may roam,

O’er land or sea, or foam,

You can always hear me singing this song:

“Show Me the Way To Go Home!”

And here is a parody:

Indicate the direction to my abode,

I’m fatigued and desire to retire.

I imbibed a libation 60 minutes ago,

And it traveled right to my cerebellum!
Now wherever I may perambulate,

O’er terra firma, oceans, or spume,

You will forever audit me chanting this ditty:

�Indicate the Direction To My Abode!�

Yet another:

What shall we do with the drunken sailor (repeat twice more)

Ear-leye in the morning?

Give him a drink to make him sober ( repeat twice more)

Ear-leye in the morning!

I fudged the second stanza, but it�s something like that, and it goes on and
on. Ladies and Gentlemen I present:

The Alabama Song
Oh! Moon of Alabama,

We now must say goodbye

We’ve lost our good old mama

An must have whiskey

Oh, you know why!

From “Rise and Fall of the City of Mahagonny”, 1931

[Aufstieg und Fall der Stadt Mahagonny]

Bertold Brecht, lyrics; Kurt Weill, music.

“Rye Whiskey, Rye Whiskey, Rye Whiskey I cry

I must have Rye Whiskey, or I think I will die!”

—Anonymous
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And this anonymous ballad:

Whiskey Johnny
Whiskey is the life of man,

Whiskey, Johnny!

Oh, I’ll drink whiskey while I can,

Whiskey for my Johnny!

The all-time favorite drink song is �Sweet Adeline.� From
memory, here goes:

Sweet Adeline, for you I pine

In all my dreams

Your fair face beams

You’re the flower of my heart

Sweet Adeline

Or something like that. Here are two more drink songs:

Drink drank drunk, Drunk last night, and drunk the night before

I’m going to get drunk tonight, like I never got drunk before!

Ninety-nine beers on the wall, ninety-nine bottles of beer

One beer fell off the wall, ninety-eight bottles of beer on the wall, etc.

Roll out the barrel, We’ll have a barrel of fun,

Roll out the barrel, we’ve got the Huns on the run!

And don�t forget smoking:

Smoke! Smoke! Smoke!

That cigarette,

Puff! Puff! Puff!

And if you smoke yourself to death,

Tell Saint Peter at the Golden Gate,

That you hate to make him wait,

But you just gotta have another cigarette!

Devised for Tex Williams by Merle Travis, after “Bert Williams’ The Darktown Poker Club.

His most enduing song [was] “Sixteen Tons,” . . . . [an] archetypical coalfield protest song.”

(Extract from Da Capo’s companion to Twentieth Century Popular Music, p. 940.)
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Night and day you are the one

Only you beneath the moon and under the sun.

Whether near you or far,

It’s no matter, darling, where you are

I think of you, night and day!

“Night and Day,” Cole Porter, from the Gay Divorcee, 1932

AN HONEST DESCRIPTION OF MYSELF WITH A GLASS OF WHISKEY
AT A BAR, LET US SAY, IN MINNEAPOLIS

My ears catch less and less of conversations, and my eyes have weakened

though they are still insatiable.

I see their legs in miniskirts, slacks, wavy fabrics.

Peep at each one separately, at their buttocks and thighs, lulled by imaginings of porn.

Old lecher, it’s time for you to the grave, not to the games and amusements of youth.

○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○

Czeslaw Milosz, 1911-2004; This is the first four lines of a poem published

in the New York Review of Books, November 21, 2001 when Milosz was 90 years old.

The Drunkard�s Lament
I got home the first night, as drunk as I can be. I spied a horse in the stable, where no horse

ought to be. I said to my wife, my pretty little wife, why’s this horse in the stable, where no horse

ought to be.

You blind fool, you drunken old fool, can’t you never see?

That’s nothing but an old milk cow.

I’ve traveled the whole world over, but a saddle on a milk cow I never did see before.

Repeat replacing “first by second”, “horse in the stable” by ‘head on the pillow,” and “milk cow”

by “cabbage head.” And finally replace “saddle on a milk cow” by “mustache on a cabbage

head.”

There are many more verses to this wonderful Pete Seeger song.

Winston Churchill�s Drinking
“Winston Churchill, even at age sixty eight, works eighteen hours a day, including Sundays, drinks

a point of wind at lunch, several whiskeys and sodas at dinner, and a spot or two of brandy at night,

smokes strong cigars all day longs, gets hardly any sleep, jumps hither and yon across the seas, and

yet seems to get things done pretty well,”—George Jean Nathan in Berman’s “Proverb, Wit, &

Wisdom,” p.4. Also check Churchill in the Index/Glossary.

“My grandmother is over eighty and still doesn’t need glasses—she drinks right out of the bottle!”

Henny Youngman
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“I don’t drink because I want to know a good time”—Nancy Astor (See the Index/Glossary)

“I drink to your charm, your beauty, and your health—which gives an idea of how hard up I am for

a drink”—Grouch Marx.

Upon the first goblet we read the inscription, monkey wine; upon the second, lion

wine; upon the third sheep wine; upon the fourth, swine wine. The four inscriptions

expressed the descending degrees of drunkenness: the first, that which enlivens; the

second, that which irritates; the third, that which stupefies; finally the last, that which

brutalizes—Victor Hugo, Les Miserables, Cosette,VI, 9; see Bartlett.
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CHAPTER 64

DETROIT: MOTOR CITY

I’ll be down to get you in a taxi, Honey / You better be ready about half past eight,

Now Dearie don’t be late / I want to be there when the band starts playing . . . .

The Darktown Strutters Ball—Shelton Books, 1917—see Index.

In 1945, Detroit1 was at its zenith. It had equipped the Allies with trucks, tanks, and

guns, and also supplied the home front with its quota of cars and trucks. When I first took

it in, the bright lights, its shops, theatres, and buildings dazzled me: this city had power

to burn, and burn it did!

In this respect, Detroit was like Chicago2 , with this difference: I liked Detroit. I

think Chicago, with 3 million people activated my agoraphobia (fear of bigness or wide

open space, and maybe claustrophobia, or fear of closed spaces, e.g., elevators, crowds,

etc?), while Detroit’s million souls was not that much bigger than Cincinnati’s 500,000

which I had accustomed myself to. (I’m using modern population figures, since I don’t

know what they were back then.)

Cincinnati was a culturally respected place that sported several downtown theaters

(one called “The Taft,” after the influential family of Cincinnati affairs), a Hall of Music,

an orchestra, a university, a zoo, and a summer opera company. True, Chicago had these

in multiples—whence my phobia. Detroit was Cincinnati’s twin practically within the

same state.

1 Detroit was founded in 1701 by the French explorer Antoine de la Mothe sieur de Cadillac, and was

incorporated as a city in 1815. Détroit, is the French word meaning “strait.”
2 As reported, e.g., p. 189(347), Chicago is the Alonquian Indian term for “garlic field.”
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Katherine Cornell�s and Cedric Hardwicke�s Antigone:
Euripides? Eumenides!�

I went to a number of plays (on Annie Oakley’s from the USO). I can remember

Katherine Cornell and Cedric Hardwicke starring in Antigone in Detroit as if it were

yesterday. I seem to recall that the theater was called “The Shubert.” (It may well

have been—see, e.g., Shubert in the Index/Glossary.) How I would love to see a

newspaper of that era. Imagine what I might have seen but did not. I was so green that

I made the classical mispronunciation of “Antigone”, but no one knew enough to

correct me.

Two jokes on this subject are in order. In the first, a man walks into a tailor to have

his trousers repaired. The tailor says, “Euripides?” and the man answers, “Yes, Eumenides!”

In the second joke, the sports announcer incorrectly pronounces the winner of the third

race, a horse with a Greek name, so in the next race he gives “Old Ironsides” a Greek

pronunciation.

I Told the Biggest Fib! Surprise?

I remember a number of parties that Detroit girls threw for sailors. You signed up at the

USO, and somebody picked you up there one half-hour before the party. I was flattered to

be hosted by women for a change, since Kentucky women were shy about “Dutch treat”

(except on Sadie Hawkins Day). I still have the book that was given as a prize in a contest

for the telling the biggest lie contest. I can even remember the lie: “I’m too tired to tell

a fib, just roll me over and put the prize in my pocket.”

Of course, the book was way too big for my pocket. The book was This is My Best, a

collection of short stories edited by Will Burnett, and it impressed me. These were perspicacious

young ladies to offer real literature to sailors. At the time I was reading trash like the 1944

best—seller Forever Amber by Kathleen Winsor, but also the 1936 Best-Seller Gone with the

Wind by Margaret Mitchell. I enthused about Forever Amber to Joy in a Letter, and she

answered back puzzled, because the Cincinnati Public Library wouldn’t loan her a copy

because she wasn’t quite 18 years old—It was considered too sexy for teenagers! The 1939

film GWTW starring Clark Gable and Vivien Leigh won a then record number of seven

Academy Awards. (That cognac in Dearborn had burned me off French literature.)

I wonder what Joy would have thought of this anonymous rhyme.

Would you like to sin / With Elinor Glyn

On a tiger skin? / Or err with her

On some other skin?
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This was written about Elinor Glyn’s 1907 romantic novel with its episodes of

explicit sex on a tiger skin. Rather kinky, isn’t it?

Another nice thing about Detroit: as in Chicago, it was easy to get home on weekend

passes because of the good train connection. I made it home both Thanksgiving and

Christmas. The train made it in just under eight hours.

Jack Johnson, Joe Louis, the Brown Bomber, and Jackie
Robinson

Joe Louis, born Joseph Louis Barrow, 1914-1981, held the heavyweight boxing title

for 11 years and 8 months, the longest ever, 1937-1949. He had a phenomenal record

of 23 knockouts out of the record 25 times he defended his title, often against fighters

of low caliber. His bouts were derisively called “bum-a-month,” although he did take

the title from Max Baer, who was not bum, and lost a pre-title match to the German

Max Schmeling in 1936. Schmeling, who was highly prized by Hitler shouted “Sieg

Heil!” at the end of his bout with Louis, but in the 1938 return bout, Louis leveled him

in the first round, so there was no Siegs Heils! (To make a pun, they gave him Schmeling

salts to revive him.) See the Index and Glossary at Joe Louis.

The Radio announcer who broadcast his bouts referred to Louis as “a credit to his

race,” itself a racial epithet. No matter how well meaning, it was, however, condescension—

he was a credit to humanity, and an important person. Still, he was known as the “Brown

Bomber,” and Barney Nagler wrote a 1972 biography of him with that title. (Louis wrote

his autobiography in 1978.) Louis lost a decision to Ezzard Charles in 1951, and was

knocked out by Rocky Marciano a year later. Billy Conn out-boxed him in one fight,

was winning on points, but was knocked out when he tried to out-slug him. Louis was

Boxing’s second African-American champion, following after Jack Johnson’s

championship in 1910, and represented an important step for Black dignity inasmuch as

many Blacks were denied the opportunity to compete with Whites. He did much to

change that, as did Jack Roosevelt Robinson, better known as “Jackie,” who became the

first Black player ever to play in the major leagues. (The Negro Leagues, however, were

full of great Black players who couldn’t overcome the taboo against mixing the races.)

He broke in with the Brooklyn Dodgers in 1947, brought in by Branch Rickey, the

Dodgers’ manager. The most important player in the Pennant for the Dodgers, he was

voted the National League Rookie of the Year. His adjustment to the team was famously

aided by “Peewee” Reese, who befriended him, and who forestalled a great deal of

hostility by other Whites who thought they were superior to Blacks. But Reese was

stalwart in his support of Jackie, and for the good of the team. Even other recalcitrant

Southerners were won over by Jackie’s skills at bat (his lifetime batting average was .311),
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on the bases, and in the field. That, his fine fielding, and his fierce competitive nature,

assured his induction into Baseball’s Hall of Fame. Other blacks, e.g., the late Arthur

Ashe and the late Althea Gibson, both in tennis, and Tiger Woods (whose father was

Black American, and his mother was Thai) in golf, had made their statements convincingly

as well. See Woods in the Index and Glossary.

See Ken Burns’s video, “American Stories: Baseball: The National Pastime (1950-

1960),” for much more about Jackie Robinson, and, e.g., the legendary Sachel Paige who

broke into the Big Leagues with the Cleveland Indians the very next year. (The text of

Burns’ video may come out in a book as his video “Mark Twain” has.)
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CHAPTER 65

CORPUS CHRISTI, TEXAS

In my adobe hacienda, / There’s a touch of Mexico

Line from a Song Gene Autry Sang

Oh give me land, lots of land, under starry skies above, / Don’t fence me in. Let me ride through the

wide open country that I love, / Don’ fence me in./ Let me be by myself in the evening breeze, listen to

the murmur of the cottonwood trees,/ Send me off forever but I ask you please, don’t fence me in./ Let

me ride to the ridge where the West commences / Gaze up at the sky until I lose my senses./ I can’t

stand cobbles and I can’t stand fences./

Don’t fence me in! Oh, no, don’t fence me in.

—“Don’t Fence Me In,” Cole Porter, 1944 (from memory.)

The Spanish Heritage of Texas: I could not believe that there could be a

city named “The Body of Christ,” but there it was, right smack dab on the Gulf of

Mexico. It was an exotic experience to see palms growing on the main street, and to wear

your summer whites in January!

The Spanish left an indelible heritage in southern Texas, and many Spanish words

are still part of every day Texan speech. In spite of this, there is a love-hate attitude for the

Spanish heritage, a legacy of the wars that were waged by the Texas revolt that gave birth

to the Texas Republic.

Unfortunately, I studied the wrong language. French was no good here, nor did

Latin come in handy. If I had been sent to New Orleans, I could have parlez-vooed with

the Cajuns, but as it was, I could not even Como se dice? with anyone.

Charles Rutledge, Texan: Of the remnants of Company 1038, one, Charles

Rutledge, was a Texan from Richardson who had praised Texas so extravagantly in Great

Lakes, Michigan City, and Dearborn that we never let him forget it during our tour of

duty there, by asking him to show us all those wonders he had been talking about. On the

train down from Detroit he had grown quieter and quieter as we got nearer and nearer to

Texas, so that by the time we actually arrived there, he was stone silent! East Texas is not
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the Wild Texas, or West Texas. We certainly didn’t see anything to talk about not even

steers, never mind Longhorns. As Mark Twain once said, “Be silent, and people will think

you a fool. Speak up and they will be sure of it!”

As we passed through Texarkana, the story was told about a politician referring to

Arkansas as an “outlying” province of Texas, whereupon somebody in the audience

denounced him with “That’s a lie, suh, nothing and nobody can out-lie Texans!”

I saw so many John Wayne films at the Navy base that I never went to see another for

almost thirty years. There is irony in the fact that I disliked the most popular film actor

ever. What somebody said about one of the Hepburns (probably Audrey, because Katherine

won four Oscars, and had a range) fitted Wayne himself: “Her emotions ran the gamut

from A to B.” Wayne’s frowning in every speech got to me, but I did admire his grit in his

fatal bout with cancer. (He won his Oscar for “True Grit,” 1969.) He also starred in “She

Wore a Yellow Ribbon.”

On the whole, life was so much more relaxed on Main Base. We were now veterans

of six months’ standing, and as sailors like to say, “I tied more sea bags than you’ve tied

shoelaces.” Or, “Why, I’ve got more salt on my shoulder than you’ve got dandruff.”

Glenn (G.L.) Fitkin had his twelve-foot sailboat shipped from Toledo, and

took us out on the Gulf. I had never sailed before, and I was thrilled, especially when G.L.

spotted a shark. (Sharks are common in the Gulf, as the Winslow Homer painting attests

to, yet years later, a friend hooted at this, and said we probably encountered porpoises.)

Conquistador of Mexico: The chief attraction to sailors at Corpus Christi

was Mexico whose closest city was Matamoros 160 miles away crossing the vast area

that formed King’s Ranch, 17 miles from the Gulf of Mexico, and across the Rio Grande

from Brownsville. Both cities had name changes: in 1846 a Texas fort there was renamed

for Major Jacob Brown, and the city grew up around it, while its sister city, was renamed

in 1851 after Mariano Matamoros, the leader of Mexican Independence. The later was a

“wide-open” city according to my more adventurous buddies. But G. L., J. R. and C. C.

(me) mainly stayed put in town, except for an occasional foray into (staid) San Antonio

or (polluted) Houston.1 (According to the Democratic Presidential Candidate 2000, Senator

Al Gore, Houston is the USA’s most polluted city. He lost Texas in the election, which

cost him the presidency. He would have won anyway if he had won his home state of

Tennessee, or President Clinton’s home state of Arkansas.) Miss Rasch made me a

visit, when she, and several Holmes High School language teachers, stopped by Corpus

Christi en route to Mexico. Imagine my surprise and happiness.

Oily Houston: The great city named after Sam Houston reminded me of

Covington, as did so many cities. It seems that I keep dragging my native city with me—

never to part—wherever I go, like a shadow. But, of course, Covington has no monopoly

1 See the letter of G. L. (Glenn) Fitkin in four pages before Chapter 53.
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on the forces that created it in its unalloyed mediocrity. So many crassly commercial

towns shape out the same way with an abundance of saloons, cocktail lounges,

greasy-spoon eating emporia, and fake-front stores, and a dearth of art, music, theaters,

bookstores, and poetry-readings. Many of these cities are different now, and I was

pleasantly surprised by my visit to a gentrified Covington in May 2003. People claim

that modern Houston now reeks not with gas and oil fumes, but culture, but I never had

the temerity to go back. Once W. C. Fields was asked which he would prefer, Philadelphia,

or Hell, and he famously replied, “On the whole, I prefer Philadelphia.” I feel that way

about Houston. Yes, it does have a great Museum of Modern Art, and other amenities, but

then there’s the pollution, and the miles of freeways crowded with gas-guzzling Sports

Utility Vehicles (SUVs).

Corpus Christi: No Dogs or Sailors Allowed

Corpus Christi�No Dogs or Sailors Allowed—was one of those Navy towns, i.e.,

dogs and sailors not allowed. At church one Sunday, I told a Texas girl a white lie, “I’ve

been in the Navy almost a year and have never even been kissed.” Whereupon she

reached up and kissed me on the lips, and said, “There, you can’t say that now!” A life is

well lived that has such poetry as this. Nevertheless that unexpected kiss was the sweetest

thing that happened to me in Texas. It inspired a poem “Kissing Flowers.” (See my book

of poems, the “Seduction of Hummingbirds.”) From then on I went around telling the

same lie, which was now a double lie. As the Hitler and his propagandist Goebbels, 1897-

1945, taught the world, “the bigger the lie, the more people believe it.”2 And Goering,

1893-1946, the first and only Field Marshall of the Third Reich, said, “All you have to do

is to tell them they are being attacked and denounce the pacifists for lack of patriotism

and exposing the country to danger. It works in every country” (quoted in “Losing

America,” by Robert C. Byrd, and the NY Times Review of Aug. 9, 2004.) But, alas, my

well of poetry ran dry.

2 “The Great masses of people will more easily fall victim to a big lie than to a small one”—Hitler

in “Mein Kampf,” I, 10.
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CHAPTER 66

YOU MUST REMEMBER THIS:
A KISS IS JUST A KISS

You must remember this,

A kiss is just a kiss, / A sigh is just a sigh;

The fundamental things apply, / As time goes by.

By Herman Upfield, 1931, St. 1, sung by Dooley

Wilson in the film “Casablanca”, 1942;

See “Reading Lyrics,” pp. 156-157

I beg your pardon, / I never promised you a rose garden

Along with the sunshine, / There’s gotta be a little rain sometime.

1970 song by Joe South, vocalized by Lynn Anderson, 19711

If I broke you heart, / Beg your pardon./

But if some sunny day, / you’ll let me have my way, /

Then I won’t have to say / Beg your pardon.

Francis Craig, 1948

I only want a buddy, not a sweetheart,

Sweethearts only make you blue . . . Pop song

Kiss me once, and kiss me twice,

And kiss me once again, it’s been a long, long time.

Victor Herbert, 1910

1 Anderson’s recording won an Emmy, for which she received a gold record. Fourteen other gold

records of this song were cut worldwide. I suppose that meant a lot of people were dying of

broken hearts. Sob. But hearts mend, don’t they?
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Mama�s Gallbladder Operation . . .

Mama was suddenly operated on for gallbladder early summer, 1945, and I was called

home by the family. Her rapid recovery pleased but puzzled me until Sis told me that

they wanted me to get a leave out of it!

I was an ignoramus about medicine and did not even know what a gall bladder was

or did. However, as often happens, the operation did not spare Mama of the painful

attacks that had precipitated the operation.

. . . And Joy�s Goodbye

In High School, Joy lived only a block or two from the hospital—St. Elizabeth’s—before

she moved to Cincinnati (I still remember the address—328 Erkenbrecker), where she

attended the University. Naturally, I thought of her as soon as my anxiety about Mama

was allayed. Joy was her mysterious self when I called her, and said it was to be an

“important” evening. This overjoyed (!) me, as I wanted my pure shining love to be

reciprocated.

Joy appeared more beautiful than ever—tall, long lustrous dark hair shining in the

moonlight, her lips slightly moist, and a white flower in her hair. We walked to the park

nearby—appropriately named Eden Park—and Joy once again expressed her wish that

our love be “eternal.” But we were to make that possible by parting at once and forever.

According to her, this would guarantee that we would live in each other’s hearts and

minds, and greatly improve our lives thereby. She proved prophetic.

This, however, was contrary to the strong feelings she conveyed in her letters of May

7, and May 17 (see Chapter 70.) As much as anything else that happened, or did not

happen,between us in our lifetimes (remember, she was just seventeen the preceding

December, and I had just turned 19 on April 28), this illustrates the airy never-never-land

fantasy of our relationship. There was nothing real about it, and, as we always knew, or

feared, nothing would come of us as a couple. This reminded me of the character in Ford

Madox Ford’s “The Good Soldier,” who wished to marry his sweetheart so they could

continue their conversations uninterrupted.

La Belle Dame San Merci?

Nevertheless, I couldn’t believe my ears. Here was a “Dear John,” coming straight from

Joy’s lips. For me, she was still that dazzling “enigma within a riddle”, tall, statuesque,

and, until I die, like Keats’ La Belle Dame Sans Merci, / Hath thee in thrall! Perhaps there

is that bit of cruelty in every human being, like a cat who plays with its prey before the

kill. (Why is this? To make sure it’s still alive?)
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Sure, the moon was shining just as bright. Sure, the other lovers were still embracing

and kissing throughout the night. But Joy had just given me her last kiss.

“So we’ll go no more a-roving/ So late into the night/ Though the heart be still as

loving,/ And the moon be still as bright./ For the sword outwears the sheath,/ And the

soul wears out the breast,/ And the heart must pause to breathe,/ And love itself have

rest.” “So we’ll Go No More A-Roving,” 1817 by George Noel Gordon, Lord Byron,

1788-1824.

Compare us with the couple in D. H. Lawrence’s kiss in “The Rainbow, Ch. XI, 1915:

D. H. Lawrence�s �The Kiss� . . .
Still she waited, in her swoon and her drifting waited, like the Sleeping Beauty in the story. She

waited and again his face was bent to hers, his lips came warm to her face, their footsteps

lingered and ceased, they stood still under the trees, whilst his lips waited on her face, waited like

a butterfly that does not move on a flower. She pressed her breast a little nearer to him, he moved,

put both his arms round her, and drew her close.

And then, in the darkness he bent to her mouth, softly, and touched her mouth. She was afraid,

she lay still in his arm, feeling his lips on her lips. She kept still, helpless. Then, his mouth drew

near, pressing open her mouth, a hot drenching surge rose within her, she opened her lips to

him, in pained, poignant eddies she drew him nearer, she let him come further, his lips came and

surging, surging, soft, oh soft, yet, oh, like the powerful surge of water, irresistible, till with a

little blind cry, she broke away.2

. . . And Rodin�s �The Kiss�

Lawrence’s words illustrate the power of literature, and also the function of literature as

wish fulfillment, don’t you think? But not just literature, all the arts fulfill human

desires and needs. Think of that personification of a kiss in Rodin’s greatest sculpture,

“The Kiss.” An artist has to have unrealized passion to etch a desire in marble. When

does one ever get to see anything like that in real life? Or even to experience it?

To go back to my story, stunned, I walked in a daze the four (?) miles home, arriving

a little after dawn. Mama was worried sick, but instantly realized that I was suffering from

much worse than fatigue or lack of sleep, and for once did not scold me. I could not tell

her that Joy had kissed me goodbye. She never interfered with my love for Joy in any way,

although, as I intimated earlier, she exhibited an ingrained bigotry against Catholics.

2 This is a good example of pure male fantasy, isn’t it? If only life were like this! I wonder what

“she” (in Lawrence’s “The Kiss,”) would have to say.
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(Not that they ever harmed her in any way! Which reminds me of a daffy definition of a

paranoid person as one who has real enemies.)

Reverse Anti-Semitism?

A Jewish friend told me some twenty years later that I had been a victim of “reverse

Anti-Semitism,” but I didn’t agree. There was no way that Joy could not defy her

parents’ wishes and marry “a Faith out of her faith.” (Well, at least I got a pun out of it.)

Joy’s Zionism was something that had to be shared with another Zionist, while I was a

devout Baptist. I am reminded of the quip by Rita Rudner (quoted in “Wit”, by Des

MacHale, p. 127), “What part of ‘No’ don’t you understand?” Me? Obviously all of it.

Ha-Ha.

The Case of Soren Kierkegaard and Regina Olsen

Later when I read Kiergegaard’s reason for breaking off his engagement with Regina

Olsen, although Joy and I were not engaged, I wondered if she did not renounce our

obvious love for each other, perhaps for similar reasons. See the commentary on p.116 to

the excerpt from “Fear and Trembling: A Dialectic Lyric by Johannes De Silentio (1843)”

in “A Kierkegaard Anthology”, Robert Bretall, Ed., Walter Lowrie, transl., Princeton U.,

1946: “S.K. leaves us in no doubt of the fact that all his pseudonymous works were

written ‘for Regina’ . . . Just as Abraham was called upon to sacrifice Isaac, his most

dearly beloved, so S.K. was impelled to give up Regina. The parallel is clear enough . . . .

But nobody would be likely to think of it who did not know S.K.’s tragedy from the

inside. This was just the sort of situation that appealed to S.K.’s love of mystification, and

he made the most of it in the name of the ‘author’ Johanes de Silentio and in the motto . . .

for the title page, a quotation from Hamman: ‘What Tarquinius Superbus spoke in his

garden with the poppies was understood by his son, but not by the messenger, alluding

to the old Roman story in which Tarquinius, not wishing to trust the messenger . . . struck

off the heads of the tallest poppies—meaning that his son was bring about the deaths of

the most imminent men in the city.’ When I read of Kierkegaard’s account of his breaking

off his engagement to Regina Olsen, I realized that although Joy and I were not engaged,

Joy was making a renunciation and expected me to understand this the way that

Kierkegaard expected Regina Olsen to. I have already alluded to the “mystification,” or

“enigma,” aspect of Joy several times; again not unlike Kierkegaard. I have never

understood him either, except as an example of the hysteria that some males experience

when about to lose their freedom. For others, as a line of a song goes, it’s “just like

leading lambs to slaughter.” Cf. Isaiah, 53:7: he is brought as a lamb to slaughter. This

is a common feeling among men.



415THE SUN SHINES BRIGHT

On Top of Old Smokey
On top of Old Smokey, all covered with snow

I lost my true lover, for courting too slow.

For courting is a pleasure, and parting is grief,

And a false—hearted lover, if worse than a thief.

For a thief, he will rob you, and take what you have,

But a false-hearted lover will lead you to the grave.

And the grave will decay you, and turn you to dust,

Not one girl in a hundred a poor boy can trust.

Traditional Ballad

Auf Wiedersehn Sweetheart3

Auf Wiedersehn,

We’ll kiss again, like this again,

Don’t let the teardrops start.

With love that’s true, I’ll wait for you,

Auf Wiedersehn, sweetheart!

1952 German tune with English Lyrics by Jimmy Phillips and Geoffrey Parsons

Auf Liebe Eingestellt
Ich bin vom Kopf bis Fuss / Auf Liebe eingestellt,

Und dass ist meine Welt / Sonnst anders gar nicht.4

I�m Falling in Love
I’m falling in love

With someone, someone who

Could make me feel happy,

Could make me feel blue,

I’m falling in love, with you.5

3 German for “Goodbye”, literally, “until again (we’re) seeing.” German singers sang this song,

and the following one, with much feeling, including Marlene Dietrich and Lotte Lenya.
4 This footnote is for the next page!Literal translation: “I have fallen (or been put) in love from

head to foot, and that is my world, there is no other.” An idiomatic rendering might be: “I’m head

over heels in love; otherwise I am nothing.”
5 This was listed in Da Capo’s Companion to 20th Century Popular Music, p. 789, as a “million

–selling single” by the trio “Hamilton, Frank, and Reynolds,” 1975
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Lili Marlene6

Underneath the lanterns,

By the Barracks Square,

I used to meet Marlene

And she was young and fair . . .

Norbert Schultze and Hans Leip, 1938

Based on a WW I song by Leip.

When you’re smiling / Have no regrets,

It isn’t raining rain, you know / It’s raining violets . . .

Sung by Billie Holiday, accompanied by Lest Young, circa 1936.

Oh innocent victim of Cupid,

Remember this little verse,

To let a fool kiss you is stupid,

To let a kiss fool you is worse—Yip Harburg

Fools rush in where angels fear to tread—Alexander Pope, 1711

Somewhere over the rainbow

Bluebirds fly,

Birds fly over the rainbow—

Why then, oh why can’t I?

(Edgar) “Yip” Harburg, 1898-1981, with music by Harold Arlen;

Purple Haze are in my brain,

Lately things don’t seem the same,

Actin’ funny, but I don’t know why,

‘scuse me while I kiss the sky

—1967 by Jim Hendrix, 1942-1970,

6 According to John Steinbeck in “America and the Americans,” this is the only good thing to

come out of Nazi Germany. There is much more to the story. In the song, Lille Marlene, as

Steinbeck spelled it, started offering love to the German troops at the bottom and working up to

the level of Brigadier General. When the British took German prisoners, “Lille” came with them

and swept through the British Eight Army and through the American Forces in North Africa.

Steinbeck remarks, “War songs need not be about the war . . . indeed they rarely are.” The song

was rewritten by the British, and the Americans. According to Da Capo (see footnote 5), the

song was popularized (Electrola 1939) by, and partly based on the life of, Lale Andersen, a

husky voiced Dane, born in 1910, died in 1972 in Vienna. (Steinbeck spelled her name Lala, ib.)

Da Capo notes Rainer Fassbinder’s 1982 film, “Lili Marleen.” Also see the campaign song

devised by US soldiers in Italy, on p. 231.
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CHAPTER 67

WARD ISLAND, TEXAS

Secondary School

Beginning about February 26, 1946, I was enrolled in what was called “Secondary

School” on Ward Island, Corpus Christi, Texas. (See Maps.) The school at Dearborn,

Michigan had been Primary, and Michigan City, Indiana, had been “Pre-Radio” School.

There many of these scattered around the country. Ward Island was a peninsula rather than

an island (see maps) cut off from Corpus Christi (another “CC”!). It was east of CC, south

of CC Bay, and cut off from Padre and Mustang Islands, by Laguna Madre (or Mother

Laguna), and measured two miles from its base to the tip where the Naval Air Station is

located, called “Main Base.” The airplanes either were amphibian, patrol craft, or fighter

planes for aircraft carriers, and we had to learn the electronic gear: radio, radar, loran, and

IFF that they were equipped with.

Radar, Sonar, Loran and IFF

IFF is an acronym for “identification friend or foe,” while radar is an acronym for “radio

detecting and ranging,” a system that sends out radio signals and measuring returning

blips on the radar screen of reflected objects. Sonar, which is used in submarines, or to

detect submarines, is an acronym for “sound navigation and ranging,” using transmitted

and reflected underwater sound waves to locate submerged objects, and to measure

distances. Loran is an acronym for “long range navigational system”, and involves

computing the time intervals between pulses from two or more pairs of fixed ground

stations.

Radar Tracked and Help Sink The Bismarck and Prinz Eugen

Unknown to the Germans, England had developed radar, which enabled them to track

and sink Germany’s (and the world’s) most powerful battleship, The Bismarck, on May
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27, 1941, after the Bismarck had sunk the British cruiser, Hood, on May 24. Had the

Germans known that Britain had radar, they would not have allowed the Bismarck into

such dangerous waters. In addition to the Bismarck, the new heavy German cruiser, Prinz

Eugen with a speed of 32 knots, or about 32 mph, itself equipped with long-range radar,

escaped for a time, but was torpedoed, and put out of action by a British submarine, The

Trident, in 1942. (See, for example, the Reader’s Digest’s “Illustrated History of World

War II”, pp. 66-69.)

On the very same day the Bismarck was sunk, with a loss of 2300 lives, FDR

declared a state of “Unlimited National Emergency.”

How Radar Was Developed

Radar was developed independently in several countries between 1935 and 1940 besides

Britain and the Germans. Radar developed in Britain between in 1935-1936 by Sir

Robert Watson-Watt, a Scots physicist. When I was at Corpus Christi Navy Air in 1946,

radar searched for German subs, or U-Boots. (Das Boot is German for (the) boat, and U

stands for Unten, or under.) Everybody asked if radar could make us impotent. Sailors

thought that navy chow was laced with “saltpeter” (potassium nitrate) allegedly to

render us less lusty. I had always supposed that saltpeter was a euphemism for the

condition, “soft peter” to be explicit1 , it was supposed to produce in us, but no, it turns

out that there is no limit to my ignorance. I would guess that saltpeter was just about as

effective as the aphrodisiacs were in the opposite direction, that is, nil. The reason we felt

sex-less was simple. No girls. Of course gays might have had been happy with that. One

gob at Great Lakes told me that I had legs like a girl’s. That flustered me no end. I didn’t

understand what he meant. Was he “hitting” on me, or what? I learned much later that

men crowded together, or in places where heterosexual love is forbidden or suppressed,

say, in prison, or in puritanical countries, often pair off.

Secondary School

Secondary School was more competitive than ever, with buddies being shipped out weekly

to serve in the fleet stationed at Treasure Island in San Pablo Bay joining San Francisco,

Oakland, Berkeley and other bay towns, and bounded by the Golden Gate on the West.

“Solomon” Navy Base was another destination in Oregon, and there was (and still is) a

huge Naval Airbase at San Diego.

1 Like the nursery rhyme I came across in 2003: Though his little was small/ Yet she had his little

all. However the meaning in the rhyme is a double-entendre. It can be read as his being poor.
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Gulf Heat and Humidity Before Air Conditioning

The Gulf is noted for its terrible heat and humidity, and towards the end of my service,

August 1945, it moved into our training base on Ward Island. Air conditioning was

unknown then, anywhere. The playwright, Arthur Miller, wrote an Op Ed article for the

New York Times in summer of ‘99, complaining of the lack of air conditioning in New

York City in the 60’s.2

Carl�s Caught Napping During Retreat!

One steamy afternoon after a couple of beers in the PX, I flaked out on the grass and went

to sleep in the cooling offshore breezes about the time for Retreat, that is, when they

lower the flag for the day. Did I hear the bugler blaring its sad notes over the loudspeaker?

No, I did not. A buddy (“GL”?) nudged me awake and said “For God’s sake, Carl, get on

your feet and salute!” Having saluted the flag throughout elementary schools, junior

high and high school, and having followed the flag in innumerable Boy Scout parades

on Memorial and Independence Days, I would never knowingly show disrespect to the

flag, so I groggily got on my feet, prepared to salute old Glory. As I did so the last strains

of Retreat died down. My buddy said “Carl, you’d better beat it, two ‘bird-dogs’ spotted

you and are getting into a Jeep.” I ducked into my favorite place in the Navy, the library

(see Glenn Fitkin’s letter in Documents for Part III.), and started reading a book, but to no

avail. The officers came into the library and asked the librarian who had just entered, and

there I stood red-faced. They treated me roughly, rougher than if I had committed a

crime, and put me on report. I was to be tried in a Navy Court, and possibly court-martialed

for not respecting the flag, an example or “Chicken shit” in Navy lingo.

But that was never to be. There really were no witnesses, no proof of intent and

eventually the brass dropped the charge. But not before I suffered the fear of a

falsely accused innocent, a fear that after 13 months of exemplary behavior, and

highest academic achievements, I might be given a less than honorable discharge,

but my Karma saved the day. I owe her a lot.

I Get a Nose-Job

While the demands of Congress to release non-essential personnel had increased in

2 Gail Cooper’s “Air-conditioning in America, is the first full-length treatment of the evolution

and sociology of AC between 1902 and 1955, while Marsha Ackermann’s “America’s Romance

with Air Conditioning”, (Smithsonian, 2001), also deals with the slow growth of AC in the

USA, including its best known inventor and promoter-W. H .Carrier.
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shrillness, what saved me was my nose. The humidity had severely aggravated my sinuses,

and I had been scheduled for a nose job for a deviated septum the previous month (June).

When my turn came, I was whisked off to the hospital, and had the operation.

The surgeon was one of the best medicos I ever encountered before or since. Like most of

us, he too was a draftee, and probably could have made a mint in private practice. He not only

straightened my deviated septum, but pulled some nose bones back in place that my brother

Fred had bashed in in that stupid struggle we had over who was to hold Sister’s little Billy. I

remain grateful to this day to this excellent surgeon. (I also recommend nose jobs!) On the

other hand, for a short while my nose had a Homeric shape. It still has the Foster profile though.

Lee Allen

Dr. Leland (“Lee”) Allen, a neighbor of mine, and an emeritus professor at Princeton

University, who lives several short blocks from my house on Mac Lean Circle, was an R.

T. at Ward Island arriving there two months before me, in November 1945, and staying on

to be an instructor until August 1946. At a party at his, and his wife’s, Carol’s, house

sometime about 1994 he told me about a huge fire at the Navy base destroyed a warehouse

containing a huge quantity of Kellogg’s Cornflakes that raged throughout the night

sometime in March 1946. (For more on Kellogg, see the Index/Glossary.) He told of the

delicious aroma of scorching cereal that permeated the base for days, but I don’t remember

a thing about it! When I asked him if it interfered with our supply of breakfast cereal, he

told me “No, that was just the storehouse, and our daily supplies were untouched.”

Impressed with his almost total recall, I urged him to write the story of the R. T. Program,

and the effect that it had on lives of us RTs. I hope he will.

Captain Eddy Again

Allen also told me that Captain Eddy, the man who devised the R. T. Program, and the

“Eddy Test” we all had to pass to qualify, was an electrical engineer from Chicago. Moreover,

Lee told me that he himself grew up in Cincinnati, that is close to my native city, and after

the war received his degree at the U. of Cincinnati in Electrical Engineering, a field that I

started out in at the U. of Kentucky, and then for two quarters at the U. of Cincinnati, only

to find that my talent lay in the field of mathematics. But that’s another story—see, e.g., my

“Rings and Things,” Part II, “Snapshots of Mathematical People and Places.”

Lille Marlene Again

On June 6, the Allies landed in Normandy, and Italy became yesterday’s news. The troops

there became a forgotten army, heading once more for the harsh mountains (after the
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capture of Rome on June 4.) They gave vent to their bitterness in their own campaign

song to the tune of Lilli Marlene.3

We’re the D-Day Dodgers out in Italy,

Always drinking vino, always on the spree.

Eighth Army shivers and their tanks,

We live in Rome, among the Yanks,

For we’re the D-Day Dodgers, in sunny Italy.

Looking round the mountains in the mud and rain,

There are lots of little crosses, some which bear no name.

Blood, tears, sweat and toil are gone.

The boys beneath them slumber on.

These are your D-Day Dodgers, who’ll stay in Italy.

Breaking The Enigma Code

Another important technical triumph by the Allies, especially the British was the copying

of the German Enigma code by decoders at Bletchley Park.4 This enabled them to make

a copy of the machine, facilitating the deciphering of German coded messages.

The Enigma machine had 26 combinations on each of three rotor wheels. There

were 1.5 million, million, million ways to arrange a code, depending on which

rotors, and in what order. During the first year of the war the allies didn’t know much

about the Enigma. To prevent the Allies from getting the code of the day, the Germans

sent it out using the Enigma machine. They got careless about security, and often

sent it out twice, when the receiver asked them to. Repetition in cryptography is

revealing.

The Enigma code first was broken by the three Polish mathematicians who shared

their discovery with the decoders at Bletchley. When the Germans surmised that their

Enigma was no longer an enigma to the Allies, they made it more complicated by adding

a fourth rotor. This too was broken by the British team headed by Alan Turing who

devised a programmable computer that could read off the messages at a very high speed,

looking for the needed repetitions in the messages. When the German navy switched to

another machine, this too was replicated by a Brit of no special training but handy with

electrical circuits.

3 This paragraph was lightly edited from p.288 of Reader’s Digest Illustrated History of World War

II, where the campaign song “We’re the D-Day Dodgers” was also taken.
4 Bletchley is about 45 miles northwest of London in Buckingham.
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A good book on the subject is “Code Breakers: The Inside Story of Bletchley Park”

(see Bibliography.) Also, this subject is an English movie “Enigma” based on a novel by

Robert Harris, and a TV program on Nova entitled “Breaking the Code.”

Flaws in the Code and the German Character

The code represented a flaw in the machine itself, since the code was chosen from a list of

so-called “random” numbers and letters, and there is no such thing as “pure randomness.”

Another fatal flaw was the German character, the German slavish devotion to follow

orders. Once when a German submarine was abandoned, the Enigma encoder left the

codebook on board either because he was ordered to, or because he wasn’t, although

neither option made sense. The Allies were sure to find it.

Another example of this was their using the Enigma machine to send the day’s code.

Then, when a station didn’t understand it, they resented it! This was a fatal mistake since

repetition in cryptography is revealing. The decoding of the Enigma greatly aided the

Allies at D-Day. If the Germans had known the exact spot for the D-Day landings in

Normandy, they would have revealed this fact in coded messages. This gave the Allies

greater confidence that their biggest secret of WW II was safe.

In other instances, the Allies knew when and where Germany was planning counter-

offences, and were able to deploy their forces most effectively, including massive

bombings of the German columns and supply lines.
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CHAPTER 68

ANCHORS DOWN AT CAMP WALLACE

When Johnny comes marching home again, hurrah, hurrah,

We’ll give him a hearty welcome then, hurrah, hurrah. /

The men will cheer and the boys will shout, / The ladies they will all turn out,

And we’ll all feel gay when Johnny comes marching home.

Patrick S. Gilmore, Union Army Bandmaster, based on an Irish tune, 1863

Hiroshima and Nagasaki

I entered the service on July 27, 1945, two and a half months after VE Day, May 8, 1945,

and spent a year in Boot Camp, Pre-Radio, Primary and Secondary Schools. Nobody in

the Navy knew that A-bombs were going to be dropped on Japan on August 6 and August

9, 1945, devastating Hiroshima and Nagasaki, respectively. (The code names for the

bombs were Fat Boy and Little Boy.) The Allies proclaimed August 15 as VJ Day after

Japan agreed to unconditional surrender, but nobody at the time knew what to do with us

RTs. We had enlisted to go to these schools, and they decided to continue our education

in radio technology and applications for an entire year just in case.

The Training Given Us Was Not Wasted

But it wasn’t wasted on the thousands of RT’s who went on to finish their educations,

often in science and mathematics. There is an untold story here, and I for one am at loss

for the reason why. It’s a bit like the gag: Do you want to because “those who matter,

don’t care, and those who don’t care, don’t matter.” In other words, “Those who should,

don’t care, and those care shouldn’t!” (You can make up your own. Ha-ha.) In 1945, more

than 12,000,000 US service men and women became citizens again, and some 7,800,000

to back to school under the GI Bill—from of “Word War II Remembered, 1945:Victory at

Last,” p. 9. (This is volume 5 of a 5 volume set.) In 1946, most of the rest of the 16,000,

000 US service people were “demobbed,” i.e., demobilized.
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Demobbed

In February 1946, I had been promoted to Aviation Electrician’s Mate Third Class (AETM

3/c) and demobbed at Camp Wallace, Texas on August 14, 1946. This entitled me to the

GI Bill of Rights which would provided me with tuition and living expenses for 25

months of college, in addition 14 college credits—8 for ROTC from which I was thereby

exempt and 6 for “Radio Lab”. I think that there should have been more credits given,

e.g., for radio and electro-magnetism theory, but compared to the deal that millions of

others who had faced combat, this was surely icing on the cake.

Glenn Fitkin Remembers

“Another word about Corpus Christi. After we had completed our electronics course, but

were awaiting our discharge (a period of two or three weeks), they did not know what to

do with us. They had us and other companies doing all sort of busy work. I remember that

we were digging holes and someone else was later filling them up and subsequently we

were filling up holes that they had dug. The three of us decided to spend our time in the

library where they could not use the PA system to page us. We spent many days there and

read books that we then discussed. I remember that Freud was one of them. We only

joined with our company in order to eat, go the movies, and sleep. I consider this one of

our finest acts.” (E-mail from Glenn on July 2, 2005.)

�1946 Was the Best Time of the Century�the War Was Over�

That quote appears on p. 7 of Anatole Broyard’s memoir “Kafka Was the Rage,” to that

Broyard added, “The Depression was over.” I am sorry to disagree. I think that 1945-1946 was

the best year, starting with VJ-Day. And not only that, the Depression has been long gone by

then, due to Roosevelt’s economic efforts in the Thirties and to the wartime economy.

My Gratitude To Captain Eddy and the RT Program

I have nothing but gratitude for Captain Eddy, and the Navy RT program. But I got a lot

more out of it than the GI Bill and the 14 college credits. I had survived the rigors of

Secondary School, and was convinced that I could be anything I wanted to be. Well, not

exactly everything (N.B.)

I Was Still a Virgin After a Year in the U.S. Navy, 1945-46.

If anyone asked me how I manage that while attending USOs for a year and dancing with

the pretty hostesses, I would say, “Aw, shucks, it was easy!” This may seem like something
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of no great importance in the scale of things measured against WW II, but for better or for

worse, one’s personal life looms large in one’s one mind. For examples: George Bernard

Shaw lost his virginity at age 29, and with someone not his wife. (Cf. p.161 of Michael

Holroyd’s “Bernard Shaw, The Search for Love.”) And on p.44 of an issue on Einstein in

September 2004 Discovery magazine, it is stated that Newton was a virgin—all his life.

Baptist Date Maxim: �You Don�t Have to Smoke and
Drink to Have a Good Time�

The lady was a Southern Baptist who attended services and taught Sunday school every

week. On one Sunday, an out of town acquaintance, a gentleman, was in the pew right

behind her. He noted what a fine looking woman she was.

While they were taking up the collection, the man leaned forward and said, “Hey,

how about you and me having dinner on Tuesday?” “Why yes, that would be nice,” the

lady responded.

Well, the gentleman couldn’t believe his luck. On Tuesday he picked the lady up

and took her to a fine restaurant. When they sat down, the gentleman looked over at her

and suggested, “Would you like a cocktail before dinner?” “Oh, no,” said our circumspect

fine example of Southern Womanhood, “What ever would I tell my Sunday School

class?”

Well, our gentleman was taken aback a bit, so he didn’t say much until after dinner.

When he pulled out a pack of cigarettes and asked, “Would you like a smoke?” Oh my,

goodness no,” said the woman “I couldn’t face my Sunday School class if I did?”

Well, our boy felt pretty low after that, so they left, got in his car and as he was

driving the lady home, they passed the local Holiday Inn. He’d been morally rebuffed

twice already, so he figured he had nothing to lose so he ventured forth with, “Ahhh . . . .

Mmmm . . . how would you like to stop at this motel?” “Sure, that would be nice,” she

said in anticipation.

The gentleman couldn’t believe his ears, and did a fast U-turn right then and there

and drove back to the motel and checked in. The next morning, after a wild and passionate

night of the most incredible sex imaginable, the gentleman awoke first. He looked at the

lovely Dixie darling lying there in the bed and with remorse thought, “What the hell

have I done? He shook her awake and pleaded, “I’ve got to ask you one thing, whatever

are you going to tell your Sunday school class?”

The lady said, “The same thing I always tell them. ‘You don’t have to smoke and

drink to have a good time.’”
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CHAPTER 69

WHERE ARE THE SNOWS OF YESTERYEAR?

What does not kill you, makes you stronger.

Friedrich Nietzsche (1844-1900)

Elle est née sans raison . . . pour mourir; et elle meurt sans raison.

Maurice Maeterlinck (1862-1949), “Pelléas et Mélissande”. Literally:

“She is born without reason . . . to die; and she dies without reason”—said about Mélissande.

“Of all the words of tongue or pen, / The saddest are these,/

“It might have been!”—John Greenleaf Whittier, Maude Muller, 1856, St. 33

“I remember things the way they should have been.—Truman Capote, Remark

What is life? It is the flash of a firefly in the night. It is the breath of a

buffalo in the wintertime.

It is the little shadow, which runs across the grass and loses itself in the sunset—

“Last Words,” 1890, Crowfoot, Blackfoot warrior and orator, 1821-1890

What’s past is prologue—William Shakespeare,” The Tempest”, II, I, 261

Yesterday, all my troubles seemed far away.

Now it seems they’re here to stay. Oh, I believe in yesterday.

John Lennon and Paul McCartney, “Yesterday,” 1965

Mais où sont les neiges d’antan?

(But where are the snows of yesteryear?)—François Villon, 1431-1465)

Surely the present sports craze had its origins in “The Affluent society,” a term coined

by John Kenneth Galbraith for the title of his 1955 book, by the fact that even the minor

sports of my youth may be seen on TV almost daily during their season. Still, the majority

of us are “couch potatoes,” and takes in more calories than expended. When production

of goods is once again a human product, then people will not need to run to the gym, or

spa, or jog, in order to take off excess calories. They will work them off. But, alas, this will

never happen. When a person needs an electric toothbrush what hope is there?
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The USA, which occupies 6% of the world’s landmass, has 6% of the world’s

population, and accounts for nearly a third of the world’s gross domestic product, in

2004, according to J.S. Gordon in his book, “An Empire of Wealth.” In a short time we

have gone from the denials of the Great Depression and those of rationing in World War

II to the “Affluent Society1”, which gobbles a large percentage of the world’s goods, and,

as a by-product, we have become the Obese Society. (See below, and also Prices in the

Thirties at the end of this chapter.)

Obesity Anyone? According to Gina Kolata in an articles in the New York Times

in The Week in Review for November 20, 2004, and a follow-up article on the front page on

April 20, 2005, 65 percent of Americans are either overweight or obese, and so were about

half of US Presidents from George W. Bush (2001-?) with a Body Mass Index (BMI) of

26.3, Bill Clinton (1992-2001) at 28.3, who underwent a coronary artery bypass graft (or

CABG) in October 2004, Chester Arthur (1881-1885) at 28.7, Teddy Roosevelt (1901-

1909) at 30.2, with William Howard Taft (1909-1913) topping them all at 42.3. George

Washington (1789-1797) at 25.5, where BMI= 703 times (wt. in lbs) divided by (height in

inches) squared. A BMI of 25.0 is ideal, underweight below 18.4, normal 18.5-24.9,

overweight 25-29.9, obese 30-34.9, and extremely obese over 36. The mortality curve is U-

shaped with death rates ascending for BMI’s above 30, or below 18.5. “The meaning of

BMI has to be modified by other factors, including age, gender, physical activity, race and

central fat distribution,” according to Dr. George Bray an obesity researcher quoted by

Kolata in her article in the Week in Review Nov. 20, 2004, where the stuff about the

presidents appeared, together with the BMIs of some other US Presidents, e.g., Abe Lincoln’s

6ft. 4 in. gave him 21.7—see the Index/Glossary at Body Mass Index.

My BMI is 25.22—I am glad to be normal at something! When I entered the Navy

I weighed 155 lb. was 73.5 inches tall, which gives a MBI of a mite over 20. I have since

gained of 31 lb. and lost 1.5 inches!)

One result of the energy crunch will be a physically tougher life for us, and eventually

for our children. Unfortunately, obesity has health problems associated with it: the heart,

stroke arteriosclerosis, high blood pressure, diabetes, pancreatic cancer, etc. etc. The

present LA Laker basketball all-star, Shaquille (“Shaq”) Oneal, is a mountain of a man,

300 pounds muscle with less than 4% of his body weight fat, and a good example for us

all. (Maybe he ought to weigh less though?)

1 In 2004, newspapers, e.g., the New York Times on July 18, reported that, several medical

advisories have categorized obesity as a medical, as opposed to a personal, problem, and

consequently, obese people can qualify for Medicare and Insurance Benefits, despite the warnings

of experts on obesity that most of the current “cures” for obesity, including diet, and surgical

removal of a portion of stomach, are only temporary—and on or about October 20, 2005, the

NY Times published stats that indicated the latter was dangerous as well!.
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More than any other time in history, mankind faces a crossroads. One path leads to despair and utter

hopelessness. The other, to total extinction. Let us pray that we have the wisdom to choose correctly—

Woodie Allen in his 1980 film” Stardust Memories”.

Life is full of misery, loneliness, and suffering—and it’s all over much too soon—Woodie Allen

JFK�s Heroism

In his short tenure in office (1000 days), John Fitzgerald Kennedy inaugurated the

fifty-mile swim (hike) per annum in order to publicize physical fitness exemplified in

his own life. As Lt. (j. g.) and commander of PT 109, a torpedo boat that was rammed by

the Japanese destroyer Amagirir on August 2, 1943 off the Solomon Islands in World War

II—he was able to save himself by swimming miles to an Island dragging a wounded

crewmember to safety. He was awarded the Navy and Marine Corps Medal for heroism,

and a Purple Heart for back injuries, which plagued him all his life. A 1963 video “PT

109” starring Cliff Robertson as JFK documents his exploits, and a book (by his doctor?)

in the late 90’s documented the enormous amounts of barbiturates and pain-killers JFK

took in order to live a normal life, and to appear “presidential”, much the way FDR

disguised the degree he was crippled by polio. Presidential candidate Hubert Humphrey

eschewed surgery on his bladder, which was recommended after a test discovered a

defective gene associated with bladder cancer. He thought that carrying an artificial

bladder would hurt his chances to win the election against Nixon, and that cost him his

life. It did, but not right away. He died of bladder cancer in 1978.

Atle Selberg on the Need for Human Energy

Atle Selberg, a professor at the Institute for Advanced Study, computed that human

expenditure of energy in work always would be more efficient because the cost of doing

everything mechanically is astronomical. This should augur well for our waistlines, but

no! At last count, in 2004, some 30 percent of Americans are obese, no doubt because

lack of exercise and the plentiful table. Some wag said, “the best exercise for losing

weight is to place both hands firming against the edge of the table at mealtimes and

straighten the arms pushing oneself away.” Ha-ha. If wishes were wings, then beggars

could fly.

Dad

My father made his living at age sixteen by manual labor, while I started at eighteen as

an R.T. studying radio theory; and went on to undergraduate, then graduate, and post-
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graduate school lifting nothing heavier than a very heavy backpack. (And that only for

relatively short distances.) Will society remain affluent enough to maintain the long

years of education its technology requires?

Dad rode motorcycles, with detachable sidecars to pile the family in. He had an

automobile only briefly, late in life, while I had one beginning my twenty-eighth year,

and my daughter, Heidi, received a used Rambler Convertible, a gift from me, in her

twentieth year, as a sophomore at Rutgers, and later in her senior year, age 22, a Ford

Torino station wagon. (It never made up for the horse and its upkeep we promised her but

couldn’t afford.) High school students today, at least in Princeton where I live, drive to

school, and not only that, have their own parking lot. What will “hot-rodders” do for fuel

when it costs $2.50 a gallon, or more, as it does in the Europe? Ironically the craze for gas-

guzzling SUV’s and RVs (sports utility vans and recreation vans) peaked at a time when gas

prices climbed. Will people get used to walking again? Will we grow back our legs as newts

do when they lose them?

Deferring to the Aged

When I was a boy, I was taught to give up my seat on the trolley to older people and to

women, a custom that became yet another victim of World War II through the

egalitarianism fostered by the war effort. I was forcibly reminded of this fossilized custom

the other day on a metropolitan New York bus (up Madison/down Fifty), when a

grammar-school girl from the Alliance Français captured a seat. Had I been one tenth as

rude as she, then I would have won the seat by returning her shove, but I was taught not

to fight, and above all to defer to women. “Look, but don’t touch!”

A lady seated next to the seat-grabber and man-pusher remarked, “You cannot win—

you have lost both ways!”

I did not understand. “How both ways?”

“Oh, you gave up your seat when you were young, and now you give it up when they

are young!”

I smiled and thanked her for this bit of sympathy, but several hours later when I

reflected on it, I decided, “I have won both ways.” In both instances I had the pleasure of

my own strength (to forego comfort): in youth it was for the benefit of the aged, the

infirm, or the weaker; and later it was for the benefit of a softer, flabbier youth than was

mine. He/she who laughs last, laughs best.

Anne Bernays and Justin Kaplan

I read a fascinating dual-autobiography of Anne Bernays and Justin Kaplan, entitled,

“Back Then: Two Lives in 1950’s New York”(Morrow, 2002). The privileged lives that
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they lived as children of wealthy parents in Manhattan, New York was in stark contrast to

mine, e.g., Justin’s parents owned the Arrow Shirt Company, which were the shirts to wear

when I was growing up, just as Hathaway shirts were when I grew up. And Anne’s parents

were perhaps even wealthier—they lived on Park Avenue. Nevertheless, they are

enormously gifted. Anne Bernays has written a number of novels, including “Professor

Romeo” and “Growing Up Rich”, and together they wrote “The Language of Names”,

another book I greatly enjoyed reading. Justin won a Pulitzer prize and the National

Book Award for his biography, “Mr. Clemens and Mark Twain”, has written “Walt

Whitman: A Life”, and inter alia is the general editor of the Sixteenth and Seventeen

Editions of Bartlett’s “Familiar Quotations.” Not since Dashiell Hammett2 and Lillian

Hellman has a couple been so hugely successful. (I’m not ignoring the Brownings,

Elizabeth Barrett and Robert, nor the Woolfs, Virginia and Leonard.) So partly in jest,

and partly seriously, I wrote to Justin and Anne that while I had severe poverty to

overcome as I grew up, they had to overcome wealth. They kindly ignored my jest, but,

of course, there were much greater perils than that. Read “Back Then” to find out what.)

I know anyone reading this will think that I am crazy, and no doubt would like to have

the chance to overcome wealth. But Geoffrey Thurley evidently agrees with me on this.

See his remark on Esenin’s childhood, on the Title Pages to Parts I and II.

Thucydides said it better in this excerpt from his Funeral Oration of Pericles taken

from his “The History of the Peloponnesian War, 431-413 B.C. quoted in Bartlett’s:

We are lovers of beauty without extravagance, and lovers of wisdom with unmanliness. Wealth to us

is not mere material for vainglory but an opportunity for achievement; and poverty we think it no

disgrace to acknowledge but a real degradation to make not effort to overcome—Thucydides

George F. Kennan

George F. Kennan, in “A Personal Note” in Volume 1 of his “Memoirs” writes on his

Milwaukee poverty and youth, and his Princeton Days, 1921-1925:

. . . . forbidden participation in spots, too poor to share the most common avocations . . . I remained

therefore, an oddball on campus, not eccentric, not ridiculed, just imperfectly visible to the naked

eye . . . In these circumstances, Princeton was for me not the sort of place reflected in [F. Scott

Fitzgerald’s] “This side of Paradise”.

2 I read recently, in a book of mysteries edited by Tony Hillerman, a story that Hammett wrote for

“Black Mask”, a pulp fiction magazine of the kind that Dad used to have scattered around the

house. Now I wonder if he did not indeed read some of Hammett’s other works, e.g. “The Thin

Man”.
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Ironically, Kennan, who turned 100 in February 2004, is a former ambassador to the

USSR. He was the architect of the “Policy of Containment” that was effective in limiting

the spread of Marxism, ultimately leading to Gorbachev’s Policy of “Glasnost” and the

dissolution of the USSR. Kennan’s policy of Containment emphasized Western values

of liberty, freedom, independence, and ethnic nationalism (as opposed to the supra-

nationalism of the USSR.)

For those who worry about their children’s lack of career aspirations, will take heart

in Kennan’s confession:

My decision to try for entry [in the Foreign Service] was dictated mainly . . . by the feeling that I did

not know what else to do. (Ibid.) (My emphasis, here and above.)

Youthful doubts about career choices and role models were identified by the noted

late psychologist, Erik Erikson, in his book, “Youth, Anxiety, and Crisis.” Now Popeye’s

philosophy on identity was expressed in his immortal words, “I yam what I yam and that

is all I yam!” If it were only that simple. Read a novel about the impossibility of changing

identity in society, “I’m Not Stiller,” by Max Frisch. According to Frisch, “society” will

not let you. So we have birth certificates, names, passports, social security numbers,

photo driver’s licenses, dog tags, etc., which we cannot escape, even if we wanted to.

Since the bombing of the World Trade Center on September 11, 2001, and the passage of

the Patriot Act, obviously, President Bush and the Republican-controlled Congress

think that the question of identity has become vital to the security of the country. Sadly,

Popeye’s proud assertion has become: “I yam what society says I yam!”

But isn’t Kennan’s above statement beautiful? And by the man whose policy of

“Containment” against USSR imperialism that emphasized liberty, freedom,

independence, and ethnic nationalism, instead of relying solely on weapons, and the

military. Kennan has emerged as the savior of the West, and our foremost champion of

the ideals on which the USA was founded, and embodied in the Constitution. Little

acorns grow into great oaks.

In the 1960’s the phrase “Different folks, different strokes” was commonly used to

express individuality, and how to approach people (or other people’s pets?). Regarding what

one has to overcome, think of the analogy with steel. Even steel has to be tempered to obtain

the right degree of hardness or flexibility. In this regard I think of another contemporary

phrase: what ever it takes. But Nietzsche said it better in a quote heading this chapter.
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Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,

To the last syllable of record time;

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out brief candle!

Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player,

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,

And then is heard no more: it is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Signifying nothing.

William Shakespeare, Macbeth, V, v, 17

Envoi To Writing

If you want to get rich from writing, write the sort of thing that’s read by persons who

move their lips when they’re reading to themselves—Don Marquis.

Writing is the hardest work in the world not involving heavy lifting—Pete Hamill

Writing is manual labor of the mind: a job like laying pipe—John Gregory Dunne

The above quotations, and Churchill’s below, are from “The Writer’s Quotation

Book”, by James Charlton, 1991.

The next is a provocative remark by Truman Capote which I found in “Wit”, an

anthology by Des Mac Hale (Andrews McMeel, 2003), but which few, including myself,

agree with:

Finishing a book is just like you took a child out in the yard and shot it.

Compare this with the justly famous comment of Francis Bacon:

Some books are to be tasted, others to be swallowed, and some few to be chewed and digested.

—Francis Bacon, 1561-1626, in “Of Studies”, from his Essays, 1621.

Publishing (a volume of poems) today is like throwing a rose petal down the Grand Canyon and waiting

for the echo,”—Don Marquis, 1878—1937. See The Quotionary at Poetry.
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Do Books Deserve to Be Read?
Books deserve to be read as deliberately as they are written—Henry David Thoreau,

“Walden,” Reading, 3.

Life . . .
Life is full of surprises, Ralph Waldo Emerson, quoted in “Zen Soup,” p. 120

There is no cure for birth and death save to enjoy the interval—ibid. p. 121

Live if only to satisfy your curiosity—Yiddish Proverb

While there’s life, there’s hope (Dum anima est, spes est)—Cicero, 106-43 BC and Terence,

c. 190-159 BC, who said it somewhat differently. See Bartlett.

Life has its limit . . . people die young, fail at love, fail of their ambitions—Robert Hass.

In a poem, “Privilege of Being.” See the Norton Introduction to Poetry.

. . . And the Mysterious
The most beautiful thing we can experience is the mysterious. It is the source of all true art and all

science. He to whom this emotion is a stranger . . . is as good as dead: his eyes are closed—

Albert Einstein in “What I believe,” partially quoted in Barlett’s.

The Hardest Years
The hardest years are those between 10 and 70—Helen Hayes (née Brown), 1900-1993, when she

was 82. (Thus, the voice of experience!)

“When you get to the end of your rope, tie a knot and hang on,” Thomas Jefferson

At Fifty
At 50, everyone has the face he deserves—George Orwell, April 17, 1949, see Faces in

The Quotationary.

Maybe it is true that life begins at fifty . . . but everything else starts to wear out, fall out,

or spread out—Anonymous

At Sixty
I have developed an inflammation of the sentence structure, and definite hardening of the paragraphs

as Sixty was staring me in the face—James Thurber, quoted in the New York Post, June 30, 1955

At Seventy
Being over 70 is like being engaged in a war. All our friends are going or gone and we survive

amongst the dead and the dying as on a battlefield—Miss Taylor in “Memento Mori” (1959, ch. 4)

by Muriel Spark; see the New Penguin Dictionary of Modern Quotations
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At Eighty
By the time you are eighty years old, you’ve learned everything, you only have to

remember it—George Burns

At Ninety
AN HONEST DESCRIPTION OF MYSELF WITH A GLASS OF WHISKEY

AT A BAR, LET US SAY, IN MINNEAPOLIS
My ears catch less and less of conversations, and my eyes have weakened

though they are still insatiable.

I see their legs in miniskirts, slacks, wavy fabrics.

Peep at each one separately, at their buttocks and thighs, lulled by imaginings of porn.

Old lecher, it’s time for you to the grave, not to the games and amusements of youth.

○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○

Czeslaw Milosz, 1911-2004; This is the first four lines of a poem published

in the New York Review of Books, November 21, 2001 when Milosz was 90 years old.

The First Hundred Years
Life is a tough proposition, and the first hundred years are the hardest.

—Wilson Mizner, quoted in the Penguin Dictionary of Humorous Quotations.

It’s not how long you live, but how you live your life that’s important—Saying

Youth Versus Old Age
Youth is when you think you’ll live forever. Old age is when you wonder how you’ve

lived so long—Anonymous

Youth is a blunder; manhood a struggle; old age is a regret—Benjamin Disraeli, 1844

You know that you are growing old, when your friends ask you if you are “getting

enough” and they mean sleep—Comic Birthday Card Greeting

Age is an issue of mind over matter; if you don’t mind, it doesn’t matter—Mark Twain

Those whom the gods love grow young, Oscar Wilde, 1894; see Quotationary, 960

I’m not young enough to know everything—Oscar Wilde

Immortality
I don’t want to achieve immortality through my work . . . I want to achieve it through not dying.

—Woodie Allen quoted in “Woodie Allen and His Comedy,” 1975,Ch. 12, by Eric Lax

Life
Oh, isn’t life a terrible thing, thank God?—Dylan Thomas in “Under Milkwood,” 1954

Life without music would be unthinkable—Anonymous
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What is life? It is the flash of a firefly in the night. It is the breath of a buffalo in the

wintertime. It is the little shadow which runs across the grass and loses itself in the

sunset—“Last Words,” 1890, Crowfoot, Blackfoot warrior and orator, 1821-1890 (also

quoted at the head of this Chap.)

What is your Life? You are a mist which appears for a little time and then disappears,

James 4:14

Life is not what one lived, but what one remembers . . . Gabriel García Márquez.

Epigraph to “Living To Tell the Tale.”

Life, if unexamined, is not worth living—Socrates

The unlived life is not worth examining—Malachi Tarquin Cyrus Wood in chiasmus of

Socrates’s famous quotation.

There are but three events in a man’s life: birth, life, and death. He is not conscious of being born, he dies

in pain, and he forgets to live—Jean de La Bruyère, 1645-1696, see Bartlett.

There’s no cure for birth and death, save to enjoy the interval—George Santayana,

1922, See The Quotationary.

Life and Love
Life is a sharing, and life is love, and the love of sharing. Nothing is more beautiful

than the love one has for one another, for God, or the Supreme Being, and the reverence

for life—from an e-mail to my brother, Fred, New Year’s Eve, 2005

Ars Longa, Vita Brevis
What you don’t understand (but will . . .) is the artist’s terrific affinity for the difficult, the thing he

cannot do—Shelby Foote, Letter

Loneliness . . . .
To be adult is to be alone—Jean Rostand, 1894-1977 (Être adulte, c’est être seul)—see

Oxford Dictionary of Quotations,

Nothing has ever been created without loneliness. I have created loneliness for myself which nobody

can see. It is difficult nowadays to be on your own, because there are clocks and watches. Have you

ever seen a saint with a watch? I have never been able to find any, not even among those saints who

are regarded as patron saints of the watchmakers—Picasso, in “Picasso” by Ingo F. Walther (see

Bibliography.)

I am the loneliest man in the world;” quoted in Lincoln.” History Channel, Jan. 16,

2005, & the NY Times Rev. on that day.

. . . And Writing
Writing is a form of disappearance—Simon Armitage, quoted by Michael Holroyd in “Basil Street

Blues.”
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Quotations, Anyone?

One original thought is worth a thousand mindless quotings—Diogenes, the Cynic

When Shakespeare is charged with debts to his authors, Landor replies, “Yet he was more

original than the originals. He breathed upon dead bodies and brought them into life.”—

Ralph Waldo Emerson, Quotation and Originality, in Letters and Social Aims, 1875. (See Bartlett’s)

By necessity, by proclivity, and by delight, we all quote—Ibid.

If you steal from one author, that is plagiarism; if you steal from many, that’s

research—Wilson Mizner, 1876-1933 in the Penguin Dictionary of Humorous Quotations

What is originality? Undetected plagiarism—Dean William R. Inge, 1860-1954

Originality usually amounts to plagiarizing something unfamiliar—Katherine

Fullerton Gerould, 1829-1944. (See Quotationary at Originality. )

Churchill on America

America and Britain are divided by a common language—paraphrased from memory;

Churchill’s mother was American and his father English. When asked which he was,

he responded: “Half and half ”—the first “half ” is pronounced the American way, and

the second with the English or Bostonian long “a.”

Churchill: On Writing a Book

Writing is an adventure. To begin with, it is a toy and an amusement. Then it becomes an

amusement. Then it becomes a mistress, then it becomes a master, then it becomes a tyrant. The

last phase is that just as you are about to be reconciled to your servitude, you kill the monster

and fling him to the public—Winston Churchill quoted in “The Writer’s Quotation Book.”

Churchill and Lady Astor

Churchill was notorious for his wit, and I give an example to whet your appetite: Nancy

Astor was a Virginian who became Britain’s first woman in the House of Commons. In the

1930’s she headed a clique in the House that found something to admire about Hitler’s

Germany. Churchill describe an Astorite as an appeaser “who feeds the crocodile hoping

that it will eat him last.” Shortly thereafter, Churchill found himself at Cliveden, the Astor

mansion. After dinner Lady Astor poured coffee. When Churchill came by, she glared and

said, “Winston, if I were your wife, I’d put poison in your coffee.” “Nancy,” Churchill

replied, “If I were your husband, I would drink it.” (Ibid. p. 163.)

Another example of Churchill’s wit: Churchill had imbibed heavily as was his wont

on occasions. Trading insults with a woman, he said, “Madame, you are ugly.” She
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replied, “Winston, you are drunk.” Churchill responded, “Yes, Madam, but in the morning

I shall be sober, but you will still be ugly.”

Ghosts of Yesteryear
Friends who died

Visit me at night.

Dad is his quiet self—

Chain-smoking leaves him breathless—

Reading what Mama called “trashy novels.”

She was right: I checked them out

And now I read them

In your place, Dad.

“Even talks like a gangster,”

She complained,

To Dad’s secret satisfaction. Why else

Read Whodunits and Shoot-Em-Ups?

Mama reads recipes and the Bible, period.

And couldn’t know.

Frankie Haake’s red hair

Flames out in the water—

They found him in the Licking River

That Saturday Mama said, “No

You can’t go swimming there

It’s too dangerous.” And she was right

About that, even if she was wrong about “trashy novels.”

Mama also walks at night now

Carrying her hospital toga

Looking very much the Roman

Matron and complains

“They wake me up at 5a.m.

And give me pills

So I can sleep!”

I mutter something about

The immutability of things,

And she weeps.
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“I want to go home-

I miss my own things,”

She cried.

Mama’s toga becomes a white, white shroud.

Once more the good Doctor parts us,

But this time, Mama,

Your sly promises

Impossible

Are left unkept

For time alone to keep,

And I weep.

I am wept awake

Gasping for air-

Saying

“Want out of here—

Frankie’s blue eyes

Have a fishy stare!”

I race down the corridor

For one last look at Dad:

A bright orange glow

Flares up in his oxygen tent,

As he puffs his last cig.

Like the neon lights

Of the Pastime Café,

He hung out in, the tip

Glows on and off-

On and off,

And, finally,

Off.

They are lying side-by-side

Now in Perpetual Care—

The Forest Lawn Home-

Not what Dad wanted

Nor Mama who liked

To stay at home.
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The nurse wept when Dad died,

And hundred of friends

Walked around his casket

To admire his handsome

Remains, while Fred and I

Wept inconsolably

In the Family Room.

Surfacing for Air

I strive to breathe,

As Frankie strove,

My head sunk deep

Deep in the valleys

Of your soft, white flesh,

Except now an organdy blue

Pillow cradles my face,

Mama,

In your place.

—2005 revision of a poem of the

author in The Seduction of Hummingbirds, 2004

What I Owe My Mother.

1. My mother taught me TO APPRECIATE A JOB WELL DONE: “If you’re going to

kill each other, do it outside. I just finished cleaning.”

2. My mother taught me RELIGION: You better pray that comes out of the carpet.”

3. My mother taught me TIME TRAVEL: ”If you don’t straighten up, I’m going to

knock you into the middle of next week!”

4. My mother taught me LOGIC: “Because I said so, that’s why.”

5. My mother taught me MORE LOGIC: “If you fall out of that swing and break your

neck, you’re not going to the store with me.”

6. My mother taught me FORESIGHT: “Make sure you wear clean underwear, in case

you’re in an accident.”

7. My mother taught me IRONY: ”Keep crying and I’ll give you something to cry about.”

8. My mother taught me about the science of OSMOSIS: “Shut your mouth and eat

your supper.”

9. My mother taught me about CONTORTIONISM: “Will you look at the dirt on the

back of your neck!”
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10. My mother taught me about STAMINA:. “You’ll sit there until all that spinach is

gone.”

11. My mother taught me about WEATHER: “This room of yours looks as if a tornado

went through it.”

12. My mother taught me about HYPOCRISY: “If I told you once, I’ve told you a

million times. Don’t exaggerate!”

13. My mother taught me the CIRCLE OF LIFE: “I brought you into this world, and I

can take you out:” or, “I brought you into this world for you to make something of

yourself!”

14. My mother taught me about BEHAVIOR MODIFICATION: ”Stop acting like your

father!”

15. My mother taught me about ENVY: “There are millions of less fortunate children in

this world who don’t have wonderful parents like you do.”

16. My mother taught me about ANTICIPATION: “Just wait until we get home.”

17. My mother taught me about RECEIVING:. “You are going to get it when you get

home!”

18. My mother taught me MEDICAL SCIENCE: “If you don’t stop crossing your eyes,

they are going to get stuck that way;” Or, “If you keep cracking your knuckles, they

will become gnarled;”

19. My mother taught me ESP: “Put your sweater on; do you think I don’t know when

you are cold?”

20. My mother taught me HUMOR: “When that lawn mower cuts off your toes, don’t

come running to me.”

21. My mother taught me HOW TO BECOME AN ADULT: “If you don’t eat your

vegetables, you’ll never grow up.”

22. My mother taught me GENETICS: “You’re just like your father.”

23. My mother taught me about my ROOTS: Shut that door behind you. Do you think

you were born in a barn?”

24. My mother taught me WISDOM: “When you get to be my age, you’ll understand.”

25. My mother taught me about JUSTICE: “One day you’ll have kids—I hope they turn

out just like you.”!

Thanks to a friend who e-mailed this to me, I can throw my Bio out the window

knowing with confidence that everything’s been said already, except, perhaps, this:

Prices in the Thirties and Now: A Comparison

A New York Times article on August 3 of this year claimed that the heat wave this

summer was nothing compared to that of 1936, and printed a wonderful photograph of



442 CARL FAITH

people crowded around Nathan’s at Coney Island on July 9, 1936. It also displayed a

big sign advertising beer and ale for 5c and 10c (using “c” for the cent sign), hot

Frankfurters, hamburgers, roast beef 5c, fresh fruit (orange, pineapple and grape) 5c,

and all soft drinks 5c.

Soft drinks now sell for $1 (or more!) in coin-operated machines, or 20 times that in

1936. Hot dogs are $1 minimum off the streets of New York, and The New York Times

itself sold on the streets for 5c then and $1 now.

Movie theaters charged 10c then, and $7.50 at the Garden Theater in Princeton, NJ,

by no means the priciest of movie houses, and New York City movies cost $10. These

prices are 75 and a 100, respectively, times those in the 30s.

Let’s get to the nitty-gritty: ice cream was 5c a scoop and 10c for three scoops in the

30s. I called two Princeton ice-cream parlors, to use an old fashion term: Thomas Sweet

(“The Emperor of Ice Cream,” to use Wallace Steven’s title of a poem, in which it is

declared: The only emperor is the emperor of ice cream) charges $2.50 for one scoop,

$3.50 for two scoops, and does not price out three scoops; and Halo Pub’s ice-cream goes

for $1.50 for one scoop, $2.75 for two, and a bargain $3.80 for three scoops. Taking Halo

Pub’s prices, we have a factor of 50 for one scoop, and 38 for three scoops times the prices

paid in the 30s.

A new car of the former “Big Three” (Chevrolet or “Chevy”, Ford, and Plymouth)

cost $500 in the 30s. The cheapest car available now costs $10,000, while most models,

e.g., the Chevy’s Manufacturer’s Suggested Retail Prices start at $16,000, according to

an advertisement in the local newspaper, plus $960 NJ state tax! (But see below.) A used

2003 six cylinder V-8 Toyota Camry LE cost Molly and me $18,000 in late 2004, including

tax and “wrap-around insurance.” These prices are multiples of 20, 32, and 36, respectively,

times the prices in the 30s. It was the first foreign car we had.

Plymouth no longer makes cars, but AOL on October 22, 2005 listed several Chevys

(the Calvalier and the Cobalt Compact Sedans) and Fords (e.g., the Ford Focus) for under

$15,000, and the Chevy Aveo Compact Sedan was listed between $9,455 and $13, 215.

By paying between $5000 and $6000 cash for ten-year-old Cadillac and Lincoln V-8s,

Molly and I calculated that over a 30-year period we saved $250,000, or about $8, 333

per year by avoiding depreciation and interest costs. In response to our query on October

22, 3005, the Ford dealer, Nassau-Conover, where we previously had bought several

Lincolns, reported that the Ford Montego Sedan was priced “in the low 20s,” i.e., upwards

of $20,000.
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CHAPTER 70

SELECTED LETTERS FROM

JOY DEBORAH KINSBURG1

With an Afterword by her daughter, Ariela Marks

Joy�s Letter
May 7, 1946

Carl Faith AETM 3c

Class 9—Brks 2

NattC

Ward Island

Corpus Christi, Texas

Postmark: May 7, 6 PM, 1946

(UC) Campus Sta.

Aviation Electronics Technician

Mate 3rd class

Or more gently known to me as

Dear Carl,

This is a letter that I have been writing daily to you since April 21. I’m not sure that

it will be precisely the original but I shall try. First, I must paint a setting. The words will

have to be mundane because I’m trying to relate facts.

1 These letters have been typed by the author, and published here with the permission of Joy’s daughter,

Ariela Marks. The (UC) Campus is the U. of Cincinnati Campus, where Joy was a student.



444 CARL FAITH

A Debate Tournament was held in Fredericksburg, Virginia. Four debaters from

U.D. participated. We son. On the way home, we spent Sunday in Washington, D.C. We

spent an hour in the Library of Congress. We spent five hours everywhere else.—

That was distasteful, but I suppose when I can’t see you, I really don’t know what

you are actually doing much as I imagine it. Well, that is the outline of one of the most

interesting events of my existence.

But an even more wonderful part about it was your appearance in Washington. I

don’t know why or how but I’m sure you were there. Carl, I have never been to an entire

city which seems made for any individual, but I know that Washington is yours if such

things may be apportioned so freely. It was exhilarating to sense your presence, address

thoughts to you—but yet disappearing to receive no audible response. It has been

several weeks since I was aware of these things, but I want you to realize these sensations,

supernatural or no—of which you are capable. I know—perhaps the stripes on your

arm give you untold power. Oh—I can almost shout with distraction. I would like so very

much to exchange oral words with you on myriads of subjects and I cannot. It’s hard,

because these things I feel are not surface enough to write truly and yet they are

thoughts I want terribly to transmit.

I’ll try again—

Riding on the train at 3:00 in the morning—waking up in the dim light of a passenger

coach, I pictured you in your numerous journeys [a]cross country. It can be a very sad

procedure—but destinations, no matter whether they are home re not—are always

welcome.

Carl, for a letter that’s been weeks in formulation, I feel this is most insufficient.

All I can say is that it most satisfying in many occasions to reflect up on you, upon

what you represent, upon your ideas and upon the combined incidents of our lives.

More than this—I cannot write.

With love—

Drenched by waterfalls flowing with torrents

of thought & emotion—

I doubt that it is but

You know that I be

J o y
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Joy�s Letter of May 17, 1946
Same address

Postmark: May 17, 2 PM

Cincinnati, Ohio 3

Dear Carl,

I have seldom been in a state of being more appropriate for thought of you. I

frequently find myself filled with unexplainable desires, many of which are concerned

with being in sight of you. At such times, sight of recently composed writings from you

often are most welcome although as a substitute for a living, breathing presence—well,

it’s impossible. I realized this week, with somewhat of a start, that you are older since

last I knew you. Happy Birthday doesn’t nearly complete the wishes I feel on the occasion.

I remember that my first written word to you were upon the fact of your eighteenth year.

It seems impossible that these things are of another day—the impossibility lies in their

vividness. It’s very hard to write to you, Carl of things I would like to be able to say. It’s

hard because I have little idea of your response. I wonder have I ever really engaged in

oral conversation with you. Oh I know I have. It’s just that it’s a process which easily

bears repetition.

Granting the fact that these thoughts will of necessity have to be written ones, I’ll

cease talking to myself and write them down.

Tomorrow will be the final day of the college semester. Exams and then I will have

completed a year of so-called higher education. The routine itself was different from

Holmes’ routine: Faculty, buildings, campus were strange and unfamiliar. The people

were equally strange and this was the most complete change of all. I am too close to the

events to know the influence of all this on me. I can only begin to judge the influences

of the people and events of previous years. I know that the happiness which sprung from

this of the past has not been exceeded. Your part in the happiness of my life still makes

me marvel and be glad therein.

I don’t know what it would have been like if I could have known you continuously

during this year. As it was, your leaving makes complete in itself my knowing you. It’s

almost like seeing a story-book filled with pictures and recounting a tale from the “once

upon a time” to the “happily every after”. I rather think I would prefer sacrificing the

good story qualities of abrupt endings for the much more pleasureful [sic] idea of

continuation.

Carl—I have to repeat your name to convince myself that these things I’m writing will

eventually be read by an honest-to-goodness real, live being. Is it part of growing-up to be

faced by the growing complexity of simple, every day things? For example, it seems impossible
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that now, just on impulse, I could go and look for violets on a hill together with young

people of similar bent. It would have to be in the guise of a pre-arranged, stable expedition

with purpose and clarity. I protest if this must be a part of maturity. I should like to modify the

definition so as to include these frivolities, which are such a lovely part of living.

I would be most inclined to continue writing for an hour or more, but I cannot. I

would also like this opportunity to come more frequently than it does, and I am always

glad when I find you, even though you are wrapped in white envelopes.

You’re nineteen, Carl. You’re doing work for yourself and as dictated to you. You’re

thinking thought of many kinds. I want very much to be able to know this young man,

being formed by and forming his country. I want very much to be able to read and

understand what he writes. And most of all, I am happy because of him, for him, and with

him.

It is not sentimentalism, an expression scored by the realist of our day. It’s my spirit

as stirred by your own.

Good night-

A night relaxed by the

Softness of damp breezes.

L o v e ,
J o y

These things I am writing are not the impersonal creations of a novelist. If I write in

that vein, it may be because I’ve been reading Dickens. But what I have written has been

of a most meaningful circumstance—the circumstance of your friendship.2

AFTERWORD BY ARIELA MARKS

. . . how beautiful the letters look . . . with the italics and the honorific title which

announces them and the romantic vision you had of her, even today, no?

When I read these letters, it is easy for me to understand why she had been so

admired, why you felt so powerfully about her, as well as your impact on her . . .

I suppose that you and I are the 2 (sic!) people alive who have loved her best . . .

Excerpt from a letter of July 7-8, 2004,
from Joy�s daughter, Ariela Marks

2 This is a postscript to Joy’s letter.
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Carl,
In the way you depict my mother so beautifully and lyrically, you light up this same

dimension of her, previously hidden from me— except for fleeting glimpses—until the

last years of her life. And as I wrote, were it not for this, I doubt whether I could

understand her life as I feel I do now.

This is the gift of our storybook after-Joy knowledge one of the other. Even

at the very beginning, I seem to remember writing to—back when I still

used ink and paper—the phrase: “my mother’s tragic and exalted life”. The motifs

of her youth that you capture precisely when you write of her “ephemeral world

high above the planes of others” which she has drawn around us and that “she

was an exponent of the impractical, the pure, and the unattainable”—both

represent the exalted; her suffering words that I quoted below [these appear

elsewhere]—the tragic.

As when you have quoted me before, I am very honored and rewarded by the fact

that you are inspired to do so.

The poem “The Hill” conveys a feeling [that] I remembered from reading your

chapter. The “Hill” of Covington was such a hill, it seemed to me too when I read your

chapter, perhaps the same hill [where] you went to pick violets . . . .

Breathless we flung us on the windy hill,

Laughed in the sun, and we kissed the lovely grass.

You said through glory and ecstasy we pass,

Wind, sun, and earth remained, the birds sing still.

“And when we are old, are old, . . . And when we die

All’s over that is ours; and life burns on

Through other lovers, other lips,” said I—

“Heart of my heart, our heaven is now, is won!”

Elinor Hoyt Wylie, 1885-1928, “The Hill”, st.1

Those other fairies, Edna St. Vincent Millay and Emily Dickinson, are very much

kindred spirits as well. Who but a fairy could close her letters the way my mother did?

Anyway, back for the time being on this plane,

Ariela (slightly edited E-mail of January 7, 200; e.g., I included several more

lines of Elinor Wylie’s poem)

PS. When I reread them the [letters] recently, I too saw the resemblance you spoke

of though I don’t think these two that you sent me specifically have a ‘fond goodnight’

in them. It’s quite uncanny, isn’t it, to take after her in this way. I would never have

known that I do, had you not only sent me the letters, but also made it possible for me to
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see the young girl she was, from whom later the young woman also grew, so I now

believe.

Another reaction to the letters that I had this time: in both of them it’s apparent that

you are always on her mind. Whatever she’s doing refers to you and is about you. If she

and I are alike in this as well, and I suspect that we are, this is how she—loved.

Dear Ariela, I think your Afterword is a wonderful coda to Joy’s letters, and to my

little memoir. Thanks for your generosity and your contributions, Carl (excerpt from an

e-mail of January 10, 2006.)
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To laugh often and much, to win the respect of intelligent people and the affection of children, to

earn the appreciation of honest critics and endure the betrayal of false friends, to appreciate

beauty, to find the best in others, to leave the world a bit better, whether by a healthy child, a

garden patch . . . to know even one life has breathed easier because you have lived. This is to have

succeeded!

—Ralph Waldo Emerson

He who knows and knows that he knows is a wise man. Follow him.

He who knows not and knows not that he know not is a fool. Shun him.

He who knows not and knows that he knows not is a child. Teach him.

He who knows and knows not that he knows is asleep. Wake him.

—Arab Proverb

Solomon Grundy,

Born on Monday,

Christened on Tuesday,

Married on Wednesday,

Took ill on Thursday,

Worse on Friday,

Died on Saturday,

Buried on Sunday:

This is the end

Of Solomon Grundy.

—Anonymous Nursery Rhyme



When Johnny Comes March home again, hurrah, hurrah,

We’ll give him a hearty welcome then, hurrah, hurrah.

The men will cheer and the boys will shout,

The ladies they will all turn out,

And we’ll all feel gay when Johnny comes marching home.

—Patrick S. Gilmore, Union Army Bandmaster,

Based on an Irish tune, 1863
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