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It was the day of Gordon's last errand he had promised 

tor Davis. another visit to a amall town with all three ot them. 

Gordon hadn't said anything about quitt1ng yet, just dropped a 

tew hints. The afternoon had gone well, meeting the people 

at a headquarters office and dropping off the paraphern&li~ 

as usual. That night was to be the big rally at the airport 

back in town for the great Senator Garrison, and all three ot 

them had special passes to be up on the podium with him. 

Then everything had gone bad. Gordon had not been there 

at the time; he had been talking to someone from the local paper 

while Davis and Jeanette were across the street with a few ot 

the party officials. Davis ran over and told Gordon about it, 

told him to come back and help right away. Jeanette was Sick, 

"motion sickness" accoring to Davis. It was a terrible scene. 

They were supposed to be driving back shortly to get ready for 

the rally, and the town they were in was in one of the furthest 

corners of the district. It would be at least an hour and a 
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aalf Just to get aome, and now Jeanette was olaiming that she 

oould. hardly move at all, oertainly not travel. She oould 

stay behind, she said, telling Gordon and Davis to go on ahead:. 

But at this point none of the looal oronies offered any 

kind of assistanoe whatsoever. In faot, they shied away, even 

leemed angry that this had happened in taeir place. The inoident 

had attracted some attention by this time, and they oouldn't 

figure out what to do. Stephen was starting to go into one of 

ais charaoteristio panios. Gordon thought it best to get out

lide and led the way, looking baok in disgust at the party 

workers and throwing out a oouple ohoice epithets. 

"Don't do that," said Davis harshly as they moved down the 

sidewalk steadying Jeanette. 

WWhy?" Gordon asked indifferently. 

WWe need them. We ~ them." 

Wfou need them, I don't." 

"Gordonl Goddamn it ••• !" Davis was shouting now. He 

turned to Jeanette, "Get in the car---we've got to get moving 

right now Z" 

"I'm not going anyplace. I'm staying here." 

"Get in, Goddamn it!" 

"Shuddup, Stephen," Gordon interjected. Davis ignored him. 

"I'm getting siok again," Jeanette said, "I won't budge. 

Find a hotel room, find anything. I'm not going anyplace." 

Grudgingly, Davis gave up and they moved on past the oar. 

They found a small hotel downtown, upstairs in an old building. 

At the desk.Davis confronted the manager. 
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WHow much?" he demanded. 

"For wl1o, Sir?" 

WHer." 

"Fi fteen ••• " 

"Fifteen? For one lousy room?" 

wrou can either take it or leave it," said the man. 

Jeanette didn't have enougA money with her, and Davis 

angrily tArew out the money. The man handed them the key. 

They went upstairs. 

"0001 down," said Gordon. 

"0001 down?" Davis was l1ysterical, disgusting. "Yeah," 

l1e said, "And what about the damage that's been done to my 

campaign today, !l campaign?" 

wrou're doing more damage all the time, sounding off." 

He had already made a public idiot of himself, Gordon 

thought, as they had come down the street together. Davis 

shouting all the way, people noticing and maybe recognizing him. 
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"Getting siok:" Davis continued 1n his ohildish out

burst, "And Senator Garrison ooming down for all of us, for mel 

Senator Garrison: And they might even let me say something, 

and then you do thisZ" 

"Shut up and get out." 

W!ou owe me fifteen dollars when you get baokl" 

"I owe you nothing. I've worked for you more than two 

months and I get nothing, nothing but this. I'm through, now 

get out of here. Gordon, get kim outl" Take fifteen dollars 

out Of your oontributions. Take him,awaY, Gordon, I oan't 

stand him." 

"Are you ooming?" Davis looked at Gordon sheepishly. 

"No. I think I better stay and make sure she's all right. 

Go ahead." 

-Davis just looked at him, "You're not ooming then." 

"Save me a plaoe. I might try to make it and oome in late, 

oatoh the bus or something." 

Davis took Gordon's pass out of his wallet and handed it 

to him, "Then here, take this. But that bus doesn't come in 

till late." He moved toward the door. "I'll save you a seat," 

he said as he left and the door slammed behind. 

"Yeak." Gordon looked toward Jeanette now who was baok 1n 

room, slumped down in a ohair. 

"Thanks, Gordon, thanks so much •••• " 

"Don't say anything. Hell, I just oouldn't leave l1ke 

that." 
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couldn't stop talking. "I suppose you wonder what happened," 

Ihe said, "And what he was talking about." 

"I just thought you got siok and •••• " 

"You wouldn't believe what that dumb aas said," she went 

on, "You wouldn't believe. W. were just sitting there with 

that ohairman guy, the way it always is. The chairman was 

congratulating him about the new polls, the ones they took back 

in town last week that showed Stephen gaining a few points on 

Hansen. And he lit up, just lit up with that little angel 

faoe he has. He was oompletely serious and it just came out 

of him." 

Jeanette arched baok and laughed wildly to think of it. 

-What was it?" Gordon asked. 

"He just looked right at that man," she said, "And told 

h1m that what he really wanted some day was to be Pres1dent of 

the United States." 

"Oh no." 

"It was crazy. And I just started laughing, couldn't help 

it. And it just got funnier and funnier, thinking of the way 

he looked when he said that, that dumb innocent look, and I 

oouldn't stop. You wouldn't have believed that he'd really say 

that, and I laughed and lauJhed. I mean, I should have known 
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all tne time but I couldn't help it. And then I just looked 

at kim sitting there, all red and flushed and angry, and I got 

.oared and felt like ice. I just froze and then I oouldn't 

kelp it ••••• " 

"Forget about it," Gordon said, "Forget about it." 

They just sst there opposite one another for a long while 

now, neither saying anything more. 

-Ie there sometning I can get for you?" Gordon finally 

a.ked. 

wreaa, if you would. I won't be able to sleep in this, go 

pick me up a robe or something. And get me some pills or medioin~. 

eomething to oalm me down and something for my stomaoh. There's 

money in my purse. Thanks a lot." 

"I've got some money too." 

"Thanks. I need some rest." 

Gordon went downtown and bought the things Jeanette wanted. 

It was almost night now, only a long splash of oolorleft along 

the western horizen, the sky purple and the city lights coming 

on. An eerie, isolated feeling oame to Gordon; a good, free 

feeling. He was surprised, to think of it, that Jeanette was 

the one to get siok and not himself. He still wasn't sure 

whether or not to try and make it back for the Garrison rally. 

He felt both ways about it. 

Back in the hotel room he gave Jeanette the things and she 

went in to take a long, warm bath. Gordon sat there in the 

lounge chair and paged through the bibles and the phone book. 

There were five bibles--the Gideon, the Kin9 James, A Catholio 
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bible, a children's bible, and tae book of Mormon. He placed 

a call to the bus station and found that it would be leaving in 

-about two hours. If he decided to take it, he might make it 

just in time. 

Jeanette came out in the robe, and propped herself baok 

on the bed with pillows. All her make-up was off now, and her 

long hair hung down freely. She looked quite frail, and her 

skin seemed very light. Still, in this exhaustion and sickness, 

it stuck Gordon that she appeared in a way healthier and more 

attractive than she had in her apparent health, all dressed 

up for the campaign. 

"The son-of-a-bitch," Gordon said slowly, "The God-damned 

bastard." 

"I don't want to talk about it anymore," she said. 

"It's just that I can't believe I ever felt sorry for 

the guy." 

"I know what you mean, but let's talk about something else, 

anything else. It's over now. I just want to talk." 

Gordon looked at her, and past her to the mirror on the 

opposite side of the bed. There was something about the image 

in it that disturbed him--just Jeanette's back and her yellow 

hair fa lling down over her neck and the light blue robe, and 

over her shoulder the image of himself looking full face on. He 

got up out of the chair next to the bed and turned the reading 

light off, moved across to a chair at the opposite side of the 

room where he wouldn't have to look at himself. 

"Here," he said, "Try to get some rest. You need it." 
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wrou're Dot leaTing yet are you?" 

"No. I'm Dot sure whether to try to make it back or Dot." 

She leaned back aDd closed her eyes, didn't say anything. 

"It I do," he said, "I can drive back iD the morning and 

get you, take you back it you teel like it." 

"Home?" 

wreak. I'm gonna call my parents in the morning. Maybe 

my brother or sister or somebody can come pick me up." 

"That's a long drive." 

"They won't mind. I'll just tell them what happened. 

They'd like to see me, I think. I haven't been home for a 

long time." 

"It might be nice for you." 

"It will be." 

Gordon didn't say much. It must be nice to think of home 

like that, he thought. He thought of that orazy plaoe he was 

trom. Ninnabay. The name even sounded funny. He'd rather 

hear about the plaoe she was from. 

They talked on for a long while about different random 

subjeots. Jeanette took some of the medioine and it seemed to 

ease her, although she said she still felt "lousy." She told 

h1m about her fam1ly, her town, and that strange old utopia 

not far down the roa.d from her. Gordon just listened. It 

was a good story, about those dreamers who had wanted to form 

the perfeot community on earth where everything was to be equal, 

work,and prof1t evenly div1ded. Apparently they thought the 
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mrRennium was near, the imminent second coming of Christ. They 

a11practiced celibacy since the end,_ after all, was at hand. 

"I got interested a lot in it when I was in high school," 

sae went on, "We used to go out there for history classes. I 

guess they thought it was important for us kids in the vicinity 

to know about, part of a tradition or something." 

She kad mentioned it all in a light, half-humorous way and 

was now on to something else. Gordon wasn't really listening 

to what she said anyaore; it seemed to be something about 

school. But the sound of her voice was nice, and it had 

settled into an easy flow now which he liked. For Gordon was 

tired too, and Jeanette's mentioning of the New Harmony dreamers 

had set his mind off on a course of its own. He knew that 

story too, and remembered it now. "The perfect communityr 

Jeanette had said they wanted, and how was that different from 

any of the other places they had been---the capitol City, right 

here, "Middletown," or even back in Ninnabay? Those crazy 

continuing searches for utopias, those places where people come 

together, and people fly apart. Those idyllic dreams; they still 

had them. And waere did they all end up? And wasn't it these 

wild dreams themselves that were ultimately responsible for the 

wreckage that seemed to be all about wherever you looked? He 

thought back to what he had heard about the end of New Harmony. The 

colony had flourished for awhile, in the manner of a kind of 

quiet, isolated monastery. Before long, though, some began to 

grow.restless and work slackened off. And then the flocks of 

teachers and professors, the enlightened progressives, the 
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partioipant-observers. Of oourse, Gordon remembered, it failed 

beoause all of tnem, except for maybe one or two at the most, 

were only in it for themselves. In other words, human nature. 

Maybe not a great revelation or insight, but a sound one. Of 

oourse, youoould always take a more direct, and more humorous 

attitude about it all and say that it failed simply because 

tnere were no families, no new people to carry it on. So, in 

a strange way, the millennlWII nad come. They died and no one 

came after them. 

" ••••• and as far as classes next week, the Hell witn it," 

she went on, "I can skip. It's a weekend now, and then five 

days, and then another weekend •••• l need to be away that long. 

L~ybe you could check into my classes once for me next week, if 

it~ not too much out of your way, Gordon. Gordon?" 

_He looked up. "What did it look like?" 

"What?" 

"New Harmony. Is there much there?" 

"On I'm sorry," she said, "I guess I wasn't listening to 

you. Yeah, there's a few things. Old brick and wooden buildings 

that they've restored. Orchards and gardens and pathways, 

and the labyrinth. That's been restored too." 

"The labyrinth?" 

"Yeah, haven't you ever heard about them? You know what 

they are, like circular mazes made out of circles of shrubs. 

They aren't really sure why they built the one down there, but 

they think it had something to do with that idea about the 

seoond coming. If course, they aren't sure, because everything 
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lett behind in New Harmony was simple except tor this. It 

was supposed to be ditticult, like the way they saw the paths 

·people took 1n lite wind1ng around in circles until they tound 

something. It was almost impossible for outsiders to find 

their way inside, so it was kind ot 11ke the way their sooiety 

who fixed and olosed too. When the oommunity tell apart the 

labyrinth did too. My history teacher said that maybe that 

was intentional on the builder's part. Since they thought the 

end was ooming soon, they didn't see any need to construot 

symbols that would last longer thsn themselves •••• 

"Of course, it was a big place of teasting and celebration 

too. They had three annual feasts, and did speoial dances in 

and around it. I remember when my folks took me out there 

tor a picnic when I was just a little kid. It was the first 

time I ever saw it, and I was trying to get awsy from my mom. 

It was easy to get lost in it though it wasn't as bad inside 

as it looked outside. Still it was plenty thick and full of 

thorns and little flowers. It took me a long time to figure 

it out, not until I was much older really. For a long time I 

thought it was just a trick. Then I realized that you couldn't 

get in at all on one side, and one of the two entrances on the 

other side was a dead end too. And finally getting through it 

was easy, when you knew it, the most direot and simple way of 

all. Just three concentrio oiroles, olockwise, getting small

er until you were in the center. Ha,ha,ha." 

"Sounds beautiful," Gordon laughed, "from the outside. 

But what it you found yourself set right down in the middle at 
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it and couldn't get out?" 

Jeanette atopped and looked at him, a little more 

"seriously. WYou really don't believe in anything, Gordon, do 

you?" 

WMy faith is "kind of like a kite blown away and tangled 

up in a treer he said, "It's gone, but I oan't keep from 

standing down here and looking baok up at it." 

WMaybe you have to do more taan look at it. You either 

haye to rejeot it all or make it into something new." 

They went talking on, back and forth, for another hour 

or so about different things. They both felt better now, and 

relaxed. Then Gordon notioed the time, and on impulse he 

deoided to catoh the bus and try to make it. 

WYou mean you're going to leave?" Jeanette asked. 

WYeah, I'm quitting this thing pretty soon and I might 

as well see it close as I oan before i~s over." 

"Oh come on, Gordon, sit back down. Its over already. 

What do you want with them, anyway? You know •• ," she said 

slowly, looking right at him, "They're all the same and ••• 

there's so many of them." 

Gordon .stopped. What was he to think of this? He wanted 

to believe her, but •••• now could she be saying that anyhow 

when she had been suoh a part of it for a long time, before he 

himself even oame along. And she had even so olearly enjoyed 

it at ~times. One thing for sure, she didn't look quite 

as sick anymore, not at all. 

"I guess i~B just that I get used to having you around," 

she said. 
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-Well. said Gordon. "I can wait a tew minutes more. It's 

not leaving right away." He wanted to think about this. She 

was right. really. And it going anywhere. why go back to that? 

Because he wanted to see it, tor one thing. And so he could 

tinish a three-part story he was doing tor Markey, the tirst 

part ot which he had told Markey to go ahead with earlier in 

the day. It could already be out. 

At the same time it was hard to leave. It had been a good 

teeling. the last couple hours here with Jeanette. Where he 

could start wondering seriously tor once how they had both 

gotten carried away in such trivia. But still, how could she 

really reject it as easily as she was seeming to now? Brush 

ott all the little political hacks, when she herself had been 

so involved with Stephen. She had, atter all, hadn't she? 

Gordon looked at her, thinking of that superficial brightness 

that she so often had, that abruptness of manner. Why, 

Gordon wondered, why? It was not the relationship itselt that 

bothered him, just the c~01oe. And before he left Gordon had 

to tinally play out his own nature, he had to know about that. 

He had to adllli-l:: -thQ.t ) li~e.. d. -tnJe... f"E.por-ter"'j he. It'~-t:eJ1.eJ. 1::V l1..Lm.oY"S. 

"Heck nol" Jeanette blurted out, taken aback, "With!1!? 

Gordon what the Hell do you think I am? Well that explains 

the way you are. You Goddamn tool, you stupid, poor mis-

guided fool. You look tor so much mystery and intrigue, when 

really its so depressingly normal. So ordinary ••••• " 

"I'm sorry," Gordon repeated, "I just hear people saying 

rotten things all the time, and it can't help but make you wonder. And 

1:t. -t1~S in witl-~ itI1s rre..{e.c.e.ssol' du.ct€... I tbo. " 
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He saw immediately that he kad done the wrong thing. She was 

retreating again, sinking back to the way she had been earlier 

in the evening. He had Just let her down, maybe even worse 

than Davis. 

-And you listen, too," she said) WSut listen to me. You 

wanted to know how simple and dumb it was? He just turned 

my head, that's all. I don't know how I could have been so 

stupid, but I was. And there were my girlfriends telling me 

how lucky I was to be going around all the time with an 

incredible person like Stephen Davis. The whole idea just 

took me away for awhile. Like some marvelous dream. How 

stupid, you probably say. Well yeah, sure, but I didn't 

know that. And what if it had been like you sayt So what? 

I mean, I wouldn't have been the first. You know how he uses 

people ••••• " 

"I'll sorry," Gordon said, "I've got to go ••••• "· 

"He's such a nothing, Gordon. And why are you so 

interested 1n h1m? What are you looking for? You know you 

could be so much more than he is. Why don't you?' ~?tf 

Gordon didn't know what to do. He knew he had hurt her 

terr1bly. She had offered only love, really, and he had been 

unable to relate at all. !low if he tried to make up 1 t would 

se"em ridiculously phony, after that mal1cousness he had just 

shown. He wondered .at that terrible cruelty in himself, where 

did 1t come from? That relentless curiosity and ind1fference. 

He felt himself 1n an old position--restless and awkward and 

wanting nothing but to get out, escape, run away. And always, 
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leaving behind, the wreokage borne of his own bad and de

struotive deoisions. 

"Good-bye, Jeanette, I'm sorry. I've got to get out. 

I'm goin' orazy too. I'm orazier than any of them---and 

worse." He started to reach out a hand, "Can I oall you, 

oan I get a hold of you when you're Aome?" 

wreak, sure," she said resignedly and blankly, shutting 

the door behind as he left. 

He moved quickly away. The air was cool now, and though 

it was still fairly early in the evening few people were to 

be seen. It was nine-o'clock. The rally was to be at eleven, 

a late night type of thing after Garrison got away from an 

e~rlier dinner engagement. Gordon walked down two blocks, 

turned left and entered the bus station. He bought his ticket 

just in time and walked back out to where the long silver bus 

stood half-lit under night lights. The motor was humming 

lowly. the black windows glimmering. Luggage was being 

packed away. People were climbing aboard. 
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The bus had been on the road about an hour and a halt 

already, and they were hardly even halfWay there. They seemed 

to be stopping in eTery obsoure plaoe along the way, and Gordon 

couldn't imagine now that he'd make it on time. Everything 

seemed very darkj there weren't even any reading l1ghts on 

1nside the bus and outs1de only an occasional farmhouse or 

car would show itself off in the distance. It was terribly 

opp~ive and the ride Beemed endless. 

WWe're not gonna make it," the old woman up in the front 

called out again, "We're goin' the wrong way." 

There were orazy people on the bus. She was one of them. 

They had taken a fifteen minute stop at another bUB station 

back along tie way, one of those ,bland modern well-lighted 

places with food maohines and coin-operated restrooms. 

Gordon had noticed this woman by herself and started up a 

conversation. It seemed that she was waiting for a bus that 

was supposed to have left at three in the afternoon. She 
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kad waited all that time without apparently even having said 
> c 

anything, and it was obvious that she didn't even know the 
~-.-' 

,> > 

-time ot day. A large woman, she seemed a study in blacks and 

browns with her great shaggy coat, pillboX hat, and old leather 

purse. As she talked on, Gordon realized that she was headed 

tor the same place he was, and suggested she come aboard. 

WWhere are you from?" he had asked her. 

"Florida," she replied, "I came up all the way from Florida. 

They put me on the bus yesterday morning and all this way, all 

this way I could hardly get any sleep. Oh, I hope they're 

still waiting for me." 

"Who are they?" 

WMy sister and her family. Maybe they think I 'got lost'." 

ftYou live in Florida?" 

"No, I just work there. I work at a school for the 

retarded." 

So she had come aboard and at the same time, apparently, 

come alive. She was convinced that the whole ride was, in some 

vague way, a great plan designed to trick her. Every once and 

awhile she would move up front to inform the bus driver of 

this, until finally she had just decided to stay there in the 

seat behind him. The driver didn't say mUCh, trying to be as 

patient as possible. 

"Look at the sign:" she cried again, "Look at the sign! 

It says '26 east'. I know this way, I've been this way lots 

of times. Its not 26 we want, it's 53. 53: 26 doesn't go 

to the city~ it goes the other way. And see that! _;" 
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It says torty-tive miles. We should only be about seven or 

eigat miles by now. We'll never make it!" 

"HeR-heh-heh," chuckled a voice lowly in the seat behind 

Gordon, "Poor old woman, poor old woman." It was the black 

tellow who he had talked to a little earlier. There was another 

black turther behind him on the other side ot the bus, an older 

man who Gordon could see now and then as a dark silaouette 

ot a raised tace and a tilted pint ot liquor against the window. 

He knew by now that the idea ot going to the rally was 

ridiculous, but it was too late to turn back. Even it he got 

there on time, which was impossible, the experience would not 

be very pleasant. He telt to himselt out of of his mind and 

trapped. It he was smart, he figured, he would have stayed 

with Jeanette, wouldn't have acted like such a bastard. She 

had been teeling lousy and sick enough already without him, 

and now she was stuck in that strange town until the next 

atternoon. Gordon felt guilty about that, but there seemed 

nothing to do about it. It was done. 

He tried to rest, but that wasn't possible either. So 

ae decided to get out a pen and paper and begin writing a long 

letter to Jeanette. He could send it back to her home town 

when he got back to school. "We are all so pathetic," he 

began, and went on again to try to document reasons why they 

had all gotten so carried away in trivia. He kept on with it, 

wanting her to understand he wes sorry, and all the while 

thinking sardonically to himself of how he was writing this 

while embarked on yet another trivial errand. He wrote a 
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oouple pages and then stopped. put it away. 

It was blaok outside the windows. He could only see the 

very olosest parts ot the road as the bus tlew over them, one 

long, di. blur. It was a 0001 evening and olear, and tar enough 

past the little towns almost all the stars became visible in 

the sky. The driver was gOing tast again now. letting it all 

the way out on the open road. In some areas it was very bumP1 

and the dull running lights inside would flioker as they 

passed though. 

Before long they were in another town. and then past it. 

Some people had left and others got on. When they were rolling 

again the old black man in baok started yelling out to no one 

in particular. 

"Those people are crazy!" he said. "Crazy town. Never 

\ go there. I tell you they're crazy. Whewl Last time those, 

dose •••••• " He trailed off. returning to his state of in

ooherence. 

"Shuddup ya ole' fool," said the middle-aged black man 

behind Gordon. This only aroused him more. 

"Shuddup yourself. mothatuck. I tell 1a they're orazy 

people. and no one gonna tell me different. They put me in 

the Jail. those orazy people. Three goddamn days. ya hear 

aet· The judge says. 'What 1a do in here?' and I say. 'Nothin. 

judge.'· and the judge says 'Tilree daysl' And I wasn't doin 

a ~oddamned thing." 

WWhat were ya drinken?" laughed the man behind Gordon. 

"Nothin. man." 
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"Heh-keh, I'll bet, heh-heh, I'll bet big daddy." 

'''Nothin, man, they jus' lock me up and then three day 

later let me out. The aoddamned rot'n judge. And then he says 

tor me to not bother ever comin' back to that town again or the 

same things gonna happen. Never show my face again, you hear? 

And you say they're all right! I tell-you they're crazyl Whew:" 

Gordon turned around, to see ais profile again against the 

window) with the bottle. The man behind Ohuckled,softly, and 

only the light in his eyes showed that anyone was there at all. 

- ~eh-heh-heh, damned ole' fool, damned ole' fool." 

"He'll be asleep before long," Gordon said. 

"He'll be dead before long," replied the man. 

"Yeah ... 

"See," the man continued, "I know a little about that 

stuff, what it kin ~ to a man. Yeah, I've seen it work. Can't 

understand it, you see, but I've seen it." 

"Yeah, I guess you're right." 

"I know I'm right, son." 

. '''Goin , to the city?" 

"Naw, I'm jus'goin on past it about twenty miles to where 

I live. You know, New Castle?" 

"Yeah. " 

"1 jus' left my car off for the weekend with my girlfriend. 

She lives back about fifty miles. She likes to have the car 

on weekends, and then she brings it back to me on Sunday and 

takes the bus back." 

"I see." 
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"Oh yeah, I shoulda known that. That~a a good thing, boy, 

you're a smart one. Don't let anyone a'them talk ya out of 

it, either." 

"No ••••• " 

"They tIl try to do it, talk ya out of it. Tell you 

about their cars and things, things you can't have. Good times. 

And you'll start thinkinL-~ell,well,well.' But don't do it. 

You gut~ ih school are the smart ones. See it happened to me, 

they talked me out of it a long time ago. I was lucky, though, 

to get to be doirrwhat I'm doin' but I was jus' lucky. Yeah, 

you guys in school are the smart ones. Most of the ~ 

ones turn into somebody like tnat damned oll:! ' cuss back there, 

heh-heh-heh." 

"You're right." Gordon was tired and confused, didn't 

know what else to say. 

"Hell yes, I'm right. 

college. Down in Georgia. 

Ya know my brother teaches school, 

He's a smart one too. Dedicated 

man, my brother. And the thing is, ya know, despite all the 

learnin' he did he's still just a regular guy, like you and 

me. He never pushes it on you. Hell, you'd never think he 

was no college teacher--though he's pretty smart, smarter than 

me. Hets a decent man, though. The kids love him, he takes 

off extra time to help people, ya know. He works at it, he 

enjoys helping other people. And when ya ask him about it, he 

says that~his job. Yeah, people really like my brother •• He's 
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• good man. There aren't many, but there's a tew ••••• " 

He sat back and smiled. Gordon could see part ot his 

tace now. He was doing nothing but listening now, too wild 

and wi~ed to do anything else. What does this have to do witA 

me, he wondered, what does this have to do with anything? 

Tais ride tull ot crazies and now this man's story •. The old 

woman could still be heard trom time to ti~e in front. In back, 

the old drunk man was sound asleep. Gordon wished he could 

sleep, but he couldn't. All he could do was to listen and to 

stare. 

Wfeah," the black man drawled on, "There's a few of them 

all right. You know I was in the servioe, right at the end of 

the war, and I was ~ you know, tor a long time and they 

put me in one ot those there military hospitals in the area. 

Well, when I was in there the President was going through, 

Mister Harry Truman, and he needed an operation. The thing is, 

you see, that he could have gone on over to Hawaii which had 

these big expensive hospitals or for that matter he couldv'e 

gone on baok to the oountry anywhere he wanted. But he chose 

not to do that. He came right on into our military hospital, 

just like any common soldier, like any regular guy. He stayed 

about a week and had it done. Now that's what I call a great 

man. They can say what they want to about President Truman, 

he was the greatest anyway. Come right into that hospital with 

us. I never S8W him, but we knew he was there." 

"That's really somethingr said Gordon. 

"Damed right it is. But it ain't like that now. The past 
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was different. You're a kid so you might say. 'Naw, this dumb 

ole' fool's just talkin about good ole' days like they all do.' 

.Well, maybe I tan see how ya feel bec-ause, iiE, ya never knew 

any different how are you to blame? But I'm tellin the truth 

and I saw it before and I know it. It jus' ain't the same 

anymore. You take these politicians for instance. None of 'em 

wanna be common like Truman, they all wanna be kings all of a 

sudden. Even these little fish ,right around here. They can 

hardly wait to get up there and put it over on you. Yeah, it 

was different back then. Now they're all just like a bunch 

a' hoodlems an' gangsters. You jus' watch an' see. I can't 

88Y where it's all goid to go. But I got some ideas." 

The bright lights of the bus ahead out into a dark woods 

they were passing through, full of sharp turns. Their driver 

didn't slow down at all. There were some big ~umps, and it made 

the old woman shriek again at the driver. It also dislodged 

the bottle from the hand of the sleeping drunk and caused it 

to tinkle to the floor. That wasn't enough, however, to wake 

aim. 

"Damned ole' fool," the man repeated as if in refrain, "and 

that poor dumb woman." 

"No driver no," came the woman's VOice, "that Sign said 

46. You wouldn't even be ~ 46 unless you'd made the wrong 

turn on 26. You'll have to turn back, turn back." 

"You know what she told me?" the man said, "She told me 

she worked in a school for the retarded ••• " 

"Yeah," said Gordon, "She told me the same thing." 
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Wffell,W said the man, "She 1! retar.ed. There oughta be 

80meone to look atter her." 

"Yeah. We'll have to make sure her people get to the bus 

stop. " 

"You're right. You're a good kid, boy. There ain't too 

many ~them, but you're all right •••• " 

"Let's talk about the other ones," Gordon said, "The 

ones who aren't all right." 

"There ain't much you can say about them." 

"1'1'0." 

Wlell, not much. Except that each has his demon." 

"His demon?" 

"Yeah. Lemme show ya somethin." 

He reached up and turned on the reading light above, and 

tor the first time Gordon could see his face and figure clearly. 

He was really an ordinary looking man, mid-fortyish and medium 

height and build, shorter hair and skin very black. His clothes 

were old and worn but clean, a light shirt rolled up at the sleeves 

and 8 loosened tie, maroon-colored and frayed at the edges. He had 

some sort of briefcase, and pulled a piece of paper out of it 

that was carefully preserved in acetate and handed it to Gordon. 

"Here,w he said, looking at Gordon direct with those large, 

bright eyes. It was a piece of writing, surrounded by an 

elaborate pattern of dark brown ink lines. It was titled 

THE DEVIL'S PSALM, in big black print letters. The man told 

Gordon that he had "did it all himself," pointing to the 

careful ink. lettering and the ominous 11 ttle illustrations in 
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the margins: evil sp1rits and liquor bottles, tangled branches 

and dead trees, drug paraphern~~ and smiling skulls, the 

figure of death. Gordon held it up to the light and read it: 

The DEVIL is my shepherd; 

I am in want all the time. 

He leads me forth and drops me in the mudhole; 

In ooncrete gutters he rots my soul away. 

He takes me down wrong pathways 

For his namesake and that of the DEMON BOOZE. 

Every day I walk in the dark valley 

And I always fear evil, 

For he is at my side with the DEMONS BOOZE and WHISKEY 

And all the other EVIL DEMONS 

And they take away my courage and my money 

And make me DEAD. 

He spreads the table before me 

In the sight of my drinking friends. 

He anoints my guts and my brains with his DEMONS 

Until I can drink no more. 

Only BADNESS AND DISEASE follow me 

All the days of my rotten and wasted life 

And I shall dwell in the house of the DEVIL for years to come. 

The man grinned and looked right at Gordon that way again. 

!I'm a poet," he said. 

"Yeah," said Gordon, "I like it.~ 

"Ya see, I know somethin' about these demons." 

He turned the light back off and put his psalm away, 
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return1ng everything to darkness but bring1ng back into focus 

the l1ghts of the bus ahead. Gordon leaned back and the voice 

com1ng out of the spaoe behind continued on. 

"! travel in this state," he said, "gOing around from 

time to time, place to place, you know. Some a' my friends go 

with me, there's usually five of us, you see, talkin' to people 

about booze and things, and how it ruD.~1oU down. What you 

gotta do, see, 1s try ta give these people a vision of some

th1ng, know what I mean?" 

"Oa ••• ah, I'm not sure." 

-Well you know, show them that there's other things, good 

things. Of ~'course, I 'Ill k1nd of strange anyhow, heh-heh-heh." 

"How's that?" 

"Aw, you'd probably just laugh if I told you 'bout it, 

heh-heh-heh." 

"That's Okay, I won't laugh." Gordon was tired, thought 

he could listen to anything now. Moreover, he didn't know what 

else to say. 

"It's like tIll1s',~"the voice went on, "I been havin' these 

vis1ons, as I call them, for a long time. First time was when 

! was 'jus'a little kid, no more than five or six. I was 

walkin in the field for a time, it was morning I think, when I 

stopped and sawall this light, you know it was real bright, and 

I looked up and I saw three suns 1n the sky. Three big bright 

ones all in a line across' the sky and all the same, jus' like 

the regular sun you usually see in the sky every day." 

WWhat did they mean?" Gordon asked quietly. 
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"That I can't say. I mean, I know, but I can't say be

cause I know that it is forbidden me ever to tell. I can tell 

you this, though, that for a long time I didn't understand it 

at all, and then I gradually started to figure it out. When I 

was a younger man I figured out the first part of it and then 

just lately, I figured out the second part of it. I'm just 

starting to get around to the third part, but it~ still a 

mystery. And that's the key to the whole thing, man, so really 

I don't know much more than you do, heh-heh!" 

Gordon was silent. "Excuse me," he spoke up, but what are 

you really talking about? Can't you even give me any clues?" 

"Well," the man drawled out, Wffeh,heh, maybe I can try. 

For starters, you know, the fact that there was three of those 

suns was the clue that got me started thinking about it to 

the £act that the vision was in three parts. But i~s more 

complicated than that, man, because the three parts aren't as 

simple as just one, two, three, ya follow me?" 

"Kind of." 

"It's like this---the first point I figured out has to do 

with the fact that there was more than one of them. Two of them, 

you know, sll you need to see is one 'extra one. Ya see all you're 

life since you're a little kid you're lookin up in the sky and 

there's just one sun, ya follow me? And then all of a sudden 

more then that, an extra one. So there's opposites set up, 

what always was up there against what you see now. It's a 

oontradiction, a puzzle. A vision! Heh-heh. I figured that 

much out by myself!" 
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"Well, okay, if tnat's as much as you want to tell me 

about what you call the first part, what was the second?" 

____ -__ "The second part's when you take the puzzle for granted, 

maD, the two suns. So you say to yourself, ~All right, I 

follow that. So there's two suns, why not three?' You go along 

with the idea of three suns in the sky and get comfortable 

with it, you know. After all, ya saw them hangin' up there like 

that, ha: I~s the easy way out. But then pretty soon it goes 

on with the same kind of thinking. If three, why not four? Or 

ten? Or ten thousand? See? See? Ha,ha, ha: It seems at 

first that you could go on thinking about that forever, man, 

because there'd be so many a' taem. But pretty soon ya' get 

bored with that. So then ya realize that this second part is 

the false part of the Vision, and's supposed to be. Because 

whether it's three or ten thousand of the~, they all look the 

~: Ha..,-h~'tha: rt 

Gordon just stared out into the night, not believing. 

"Well, this is the point where you just stand up and shout 

out loud, sayin' 'Nol Nol The devil with all of itl' Ya have 

to start over from scratch and throw it all away, allot it, 

man. You're there before the third part of the thing and ya 

realize that ya don't understand it at all, and that the third 

part stands for it all. But at least you've thrown away the ~ 

parts of the vision. The clue is, though, comin' out of the 

second part. Because ya realize that though there might be three 

or ten thousand a' them, you don't really even understand jus' 

~, by itself. See? So in the third part you've gotta 

L 



148 

understand jus' one ole' sun, the same sun that's been hangin' 

up there sinoe when you were a little kid. The only idea ot 

-the three, ya see, was ta help ya understand the one--beoause 

even the three is one, ya know, one vision. Ha.l So what's 

lett is to figure out the oneness, the, the •••• essenoe of it, 

1eah~ the vision of the vision. See? Heh,heh. Yeah men, that's 

all that's left to understand, heh,heh,heh~' Ha-hal" 

"Do these things happen to you often?" Gordon asked. 

"Ha-hal Ya don't believe mel Well, I told ya that ya 

would think I was orazy. But, yeah, other things ~ happen. 

Like about the same time, after I saw the suns, other things 

started to happen. I would walk on out in the woods and birds 

would land on my shoulder, waisper secret things in my ear. 

Coons' an' possums would come out, and follow me along •••• " 

'Oh brother, Gordon thought, now even this men, who 

seemed even to make a orazy kind of sense for awhile, was 

threatening to tall into oliche'. The Uncle Remus myth. 

Gordon wondered if he'd ever seen Song of the South. 

"Ya see," the men laughed again,his eyes shining bright, 

"I always ~ kinda different, heh,heh,heh." 

More than ever Gordon wished he could sleep. Sleep had 

rarely failed him before; it was the best escape. But he was 

wide awake now. They still had some way to go, and by this time 

it seemed the crazy people were taking over the bus. The drunk 

was awake, staring around morosely and mumbling to people. The 

woman up front was at it again. 

"Oh yes, I'm from Florida, but I know my way. I know 
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theBe roadB. You made the wrong turn, you'd better turn baok. 

We're never going to make it. See, it says twenty miles. 

-Twentyl And ~his is 691 I know no 691 I'll never see them 

now! They've been waiting for a long time while I've been 

in Florida working in that retarded sohool, trying to make 

enough money just to get baok. And now going the wrong way!" 

"Crazyl"the drunk bawled out, "All orazyl" 

Meanwhile the man behind Gordon was into a new story, re

lating how a dream of his onoe solved a murder mystery. It was 

a long involved tale, inoluding rural farmers, bloody knives, 

pitohforks, and a hay wagon. No one ever knew what happened to 

the murder weapon, until he had seen the killer throwing it 

into the passing hay wagon in his dream. He testified to this 

at the trial, he said, and the killer was later put to death. 

"So it was only beoause a' my dreams and visions as I oall 

them," he laughed disturbingly, "that justice was finally done." 

Outside the window, Gordon could just barely see the road 

going away below and, beyond it, the dark landscape blurring 

away. It is too much, he thought, too much. Too many im

pressions at once, he couldn't keep it all in. Looking at the 

road as it flew by in a long strip, he felt to himself like a 

tape recorder being erased. All the images from the past few 

weeks, all the impressions leaving his memory now as soon 

as they were recorded. He felt himself goiIlg oompletely bIen!!:. 
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He Was late, angry, and running. The airport seemed all 

bright lights and parked oars as ae came in, tae taxi driver 

~ho had brought him just staying parked there behind for a 

moment and looking at it all. It was an inoredible sight, 

really, all these people out here a half hour before midnight. 

Gordon moved toward the large orowd that was oongregated be

tween the oontrol tower and one of the runways, hoping to at 

least oatoh some piotures of the last moments of it. 

As he got oloser to the oenter, though, he quiokly realized 

that nothing had even started yet. Some people in the orowd 

told aim that Senator Garrison would be an hour or more late 

beoause of a speaking engagement in one of the northern oities. 

All the politioians, all the people, all the newsmen and polioe 

had been waiting almost an hour already. And apparently very 

few had left. 

The publio was out off from the speaker's podium by a high 
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oyolone fence. They were closed in toward it too densely for 

Gordon to approach. On the other side, though, he could get a 

glimpse of ell the politicos sitting there patiently in'rows 

on either side of the podium •• Gordon moved back out of the 

orowd, toward one of the numberous policeman that guarded the 

entrance to the inside. He opened Ais wallet, and found the 

long yellow ticket that Davis had told him would gain his ad~ 

mittance there. He gave this to the policeman. 

WWhat's this?" asked the guard, turning on a flashlight 

so he could read.it. He was a young man, not even much older 

than Gordon. 

"It's my pass. I've got a place reserved inside." 

WWell, this is no good." 

WWhat do you mean no good?" Gordon was angry. The fact 

that nothing had started yet aad given rise to his hopes 

again, the possibility that his crazy night journey wasn't a 

complete waste. 

"Do you know what this is?" 

wreah, its a pass to get me in. I work for stephen Davis." 

The policeman calmly handed it back to him. "This is not 

8 pass," he said, "This is a ticket to a CincinnatiiReds 

baseball game." 

Gordon looked at it dumfounded. He couldn't believe that 

Davis would really go that far. So one moment of vacillation, 

back there in town tais ~~n, had been enough for him. 

"Besides," the policeman concluded, "The game was more 

than a month ago." 
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Gordon moved baok and away. He nadn't even bothered to 

read .the ticket, Ais trust had been so impl1ci t and absolute 

that it was real. And Davis had figured on that trust. Gordon 

tried to make his way through to a point where he oould see 

Davis inside tAe fence. He finally found him, back in the 

second row, looking as superfioally happy and animated as 

ever. Unaware of anyone in particular watching him, but aware 

at the same time of everyone and anyone watohing him. Next to 

him was the pred~CeBsor~ Yeah, Gordon realized now, and also 

tile suocessor. 

Bellind all of this col08sal gathering, Gordon walked around 

adjusting his camera. He could still do that. Finding the 

film in his pockets, he had also come aoross that half-finished 

retter to Jeanette. He remembered it; the whole content of 

it disturbed him. She was right, Gordon saw more clearly now 

after the incident with the pass, he was just a damned fool. 

The ridiculous conceit that he had before, thinking he could 

use Davis and his campaign for his own purposes. You were 

never able really to use people like that, but rather they were 

the ones who would always use you. Not far from the air 

traffic oontrol center was something resembling an incinerator, 

a big blue can. Gordon went there, taking out some matches to 

ignite both the baseball ticket and the letter. He held them 

out in flame looking at them, pleased to himself that he had 

decided not to say anything by mail unless he could say it 

faoe to face. A policeman was running over. 

"Don't do that:" ae shouted, "Don't do that: No fires!" 
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Momentaril1 soared, Gordon held the burning paper slightly 

too long and began to singe himself. He immediately threw it 

to the ground and stamped it out. Then Ae went quickly away. 

tollowed by the glare of the officer. 

Slowly, it began to dawn on Gordon that the number of 

police here was far out of the ordinary. For the first time he 

saw a group of state troopers on the roof of the control building 

itself. visible as a revolving floodlight scanned their direction. 

All in brown shirts. brown trooper hats. and holding large 

automatic rifles. On the ground in front of the building was 

another group of troopers holding big police dogs at bay. the 

kind they said could kill a man on command. The dogs seemed 

tairly benign at the moment. mouths open as if they were smiling, 

fondled and petted by their masters. Within the crowd itself 

were interspersed the occassional blue uniforms of the regular 

polioe. Gordon figured it all must be because of Senator 

Garrison. and tha unusual amount of security required around 

his person these days. 

Still, the scene seemed to become scarier the longer 

Gordon was in it. With the darkness of the night cut into by 

the intense brightness of the runway ligAts ahead and the turning 

searchlight behind, the restless, milling orowd stretohing out 

along the center and passed over by that light in its soan, 

picking up white helmets among the mOTing faces, it could all 

appear like some frightening futuristic vision oome to life. It 

was apocalyptic, those dark undertones of antioipated violenoe 

as they waited together for the plance to oome in. 
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Some other planes besides Garrison's landed in the hiatus, 

eaoh one greeted by a hightened antiCipation among the people 

that it was the real one. Finally a Lear jet landed which 

proved to be the press plane, and it was understood that the 

next arrival would be his. Before long there was that same 

eharp whistle in the sky and two lights coming over low. one 

green and one red. 

"Look in the air." came a voice close to Gordon, "'~ere 

he comesZ" 

"It's aim." another shouted, "It's himl" 

The plane circled once and then streaked down across the 

long runway directly out front. It was another Lear jet, 

Identical to the first. People pushed forward to the fence 

partition. straining to see, cramming and trapping themselves 

into about half the space they had occupied formerly. Flash

bulbs were going off everywhere. The movement of the crowd 

had simultaneously exposed the plainclothesmen who hadn't 

moved, with the rest. They stood there stationary as if the 

fixed pillara used to support a pier, now carried away by flood. 

A couple of them had walkie-talkies, and were speaking into 

them. 

Suddenly there was a movement toward the podium--eight 

fully armed bodyguards came out and made a perfect square 

around the platform,. kneeling and staring into the crOWd, the 

rifles ready and half-pointed up from the ground. A brass band 

of some sort, olose but out of Gordon's range of sight, began 

playing loudly and joyously. He was in about the center of the 
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orowd, trying to fight Ais way toward the fence so he could get 

aome.good pictures. He made it, to a point straight in front 

of one of the wary bodyguards on the opposite side of the fence. 

He saw that the heads and eyes of the guards were turning 

oonstantly, ever-searching the people before them. A rush of 

people oame forward, and everyone cheered. It was Garrison 

aimself and his coterie. They were seated and the band was 

silenced. The mayor gave a long, patronizing introduction. 

Gordon glanced back toward tae fringes of the gathering, 

where an ominous presence was starting to take shape. Yet 

another group of policemen, this time some kind of elite force 

in dress blue uniforms. They had on tinted glasses and 

globular wllite helmets, looking 11ke aliens, Martians landed 

here. There was something eerie about those black chin straps 

to the helmets that set them apart. It occurred to r~rdon that 

they were ready for r,fulll scale battle, if necessary. All 

had loaded pistols caaually tucked under their belts. 

Garr1son,seated and nervous as the introduotions went on, 

appeared w11dly different from the image that preceded him. 

That image was one of a great man, someWhat tarnished maybe, 

but still formidable enougll to have the Presidential nomination 

someday for the asking, if he wanted it. People in both parties 

seemed to take quite for granted, in fact, the idea that he 

would be President some day. Those press pictures of him that 

Gordon had seen emphasized the sheer physical stature of the 

man, with broad shoulders. But here was nothing but an uneasy 

and f1dgeting little Irishman, constantly crossing and uncrossing 
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ais legs. He was really short and squat in shape, looking like 

he'd be more at home off in a pub someplace. Indeed, even from 

the" distance, he seemed to have all the traits of a man qUite 

hung over. As he was granted the podium and got up to move 

toward it, something resembling mass hysteria followed. 

Tae speech was loud and rambling, disjointed and unorganized, 

scary. The hands trembled visibly, the voice quavered as 

the man moved quickly over a set of notes before him. It was 

orazy. 

seemed 

The people cheered outrageously at every cue. It 
I to Gordon that every liberal cliche: ever pronounced 

I 
was thrown together here into some mad pastiche' without even 

the pretense of any order whatsoever. He made sure to mention 

the big local issue of the tax rate, and then talked about the 

~ar, civil rights, the environment, health care, structural 

reforms, everything in a straight line of machine-gun rhetoric. 

Garrison had been closely allied to those Great Originals of the 

early sixties and once, together with a friend and Presidential 

hopeful on the same podium, had been in the line of fire of a 

ora zed assassin. The other man had been shot dead instantly. 

Ever since the specter of assassination had followed closely 

everywhere, and it sprung into view almost visibly now. Just 

as it was matter-of-factly assumed that he would be President 

some day, so it seemed to be just as easily assumed that he 

would be someday shot dead in the head. 

And now there was a movement in the crowd; somethir~ out 

of the ordinary was happening. Gordon turned and then he saw 

it--a man, a "rather ordinary nondeaeript man like anyone else, 
• 
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seemed to pushing his way through the crowd a little with a 

brown paper bag in hand. Nearly plainclothesmen were speaking 

hurridly into walkie-talkes and then, all of a sudden and from 

no~here, from somewhere behind and in the back a swarm of police 
• 

appeared. All in those white buglike helmets, they made a "V" 

shape into the crowd. Scrambling, pushing people out of the 

way, going straight for the man. He was not yet ~pparently 

aware of their presence, and was nearing the fence. Wasn't he, 

for an; instant, holding that bag straight out in front of him? 

Then there was an 1_ed1. te and furious souffle,;, a; storm:lxe

le~sed 1n the center with shouts and upraised arms, the man 

aidden from view. The crowd reacted with that strange 

oollective mind, both backing off and clOSing in tighter at the 

same time. Gordon caught the face of Garrison in the corner 
• 

of his vision, stopping in his speech and staring ashen white. 

There was an incredible and spontaneous violence being re-

leased in the fight, police clubs upraised and then falling, 

the man fighting back. They pulled h1m out. For an instant 

the whole group of them~ sideways to face Gordon directly. 

The fight wasn't over yet, the man still clutching his bag. 

Instinctively, Gordon was taking pictures. 

"Nol" shouted the man, "No! No:" 

He was standing crouched over, his teeth gritted and eyes 

glaring. Five black gloved hands were pulling at him, at his 

shirt. 

"Just a .sandwhichl" he shouted, "Just a ~oddamned 

sandwhichl" 
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Tae man soreamed on,terribly frightened, and then it was 

tinally pulled from his hand to fly aoross and spill out on the 

ground. A wrapped sandwhioh and a red apple were lying there 

below, and a period of oonfusion followed. It seemed that they 

were going to take the man away anyway. They moved out througk 

a gap in the crowd, all those egg white helmets, soft blue 

summer shirts with oolored division patohes. One straggling 

policeman passed Gordon a somewhat threatening look. 

Immediately, the speeoh oontinued on almost as if nothing 

had happened. Garrison was gripping the podium now, staring 

right at the people and launohing into an even louder diatribe 

thQn before. It was as if in defianoe, daring the people to 

do something unnamed. 

WBullets won't stop us," he rasped out, "Violenoe won't 

keep us from what we have to say. Oh yes," he was almost 

laughing, "They think they can stop our message by shooting us 

down. But we've shown them, and we're going to keep on showing 

them that this is the land of free people, who will never be 

intimidated by the politios of murder, assassination, riot, 

and fire: They didn't suooeed in Dallas! They didn't succeed 

in Mempkist They didn't seooeed in Los Angelus: They didn't 

suoceed in Maryland: And they'll never succeed, here or anywhere 

elsel" 

The last words .oame out hoarsely and wildly, and Garrison 

retreated back from the podium and waved sheepishly. All 

around shouts and oheers went up; you oouldn't hear anything. 

People were jumping up to see. People were trying to get past 
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the fence. Hands were reaching up and out; they wanted to 

touch him. The searohlights passed over the crowd. revealing 

a pioture like that of a released and ohurning sea. Garrison 

was thanking the people from the miorophone but you oouldn't 

even hear him. 

Then he suddenly was almost physically picked up and 

oarried toward the fence by the tide of local political 

supporters coming in on either side of him. Likewise, he was 

oarried down quickly along the other side of the fence to shake 

hands with the closed-in mob. Hundreds of hands were reaohing 

over. shaking. Garrison was propelled helplessly, reaching back. 

He was not really shaking hands. just quickly grasping and re

leasing hands with both of his own. He was touching them. 

But he could not touch them all. noteVenhalf of them. Some 

eager hands reached at llis clothes, his tie·.. Aides shook 

them off. People were screaming his name, shaking signs. It 

was obvious that if it was not for the fence, polioe notwith

standing. they would have closed in and killed him in their 

overflowing, smothering affection, torn him apart alive. He 

was moving quickly and Gordon, near the fence, threw a hand 

over to see how it would feel. He watched Garrison approach 

under the night lights, the picture of a man totally out of 

control and badly frightened yet driven on, paranoid. It 

seemed as if he was being pulled along by those hands, 

dragged down a straight line. the terrifying vision of the 

politician not as oontroller and erchestrator but rather as the 

puppet of the masses. He came up to Gordon, glared at him for a 
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tenth of a second w1th his wh1te eyes, and grasped his hand 

by chance and held 1t firmly for an 1nstant and then re

leaaed it, moving on. It had been a terrible, spasmodic 

feeling, 11ke a cold and gripping electric shock that went 

right to the spine. 

It was over. Garrison disappeared in the distance and 

the crowd fell away, Gordon among them. He came upon a 

policeman standing there who looked twice at him. He was 

an older man, who seemed to have been involved in that souffle. 

"Don't look at me," the policeman said defensively but 

in a friendly manner, "I'm here beoause I have a job to do, 

Just like you. I'd rather be home with my family than out 

on this nutty business, but you ~ow how it goes. I'm just 

another good soldier, a regular guy like yourself." 

The airplanes flew away above with their colored lights 

and disappeared. On the ground bright car lights came on. 

People went away across the land, scattering in all directions. 
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In the morning Gordon awoke slowly. WRen he finally 

remembered where he was and what had been going on, though, 

he wasted no time in getting up. He glanced at the pile of 

pictures thst had been growing on his desk, picked a few of 

them out~ He took those and his camera .and headed out for a 

little walk to Stephen Davis' apartment about a mile away. 

Outside, it was very bright. 

Davis lived on the second floor of a smsll apartment com

plex downtown. Gordon walked up the flight of steps, found 

the door to the apartment open. He went inside. The whole 

place stunk; it was full of garbage that looked like it hadn't 

been dumped for months. Half-eaten meals and rotten apple 

cores graced table tops. Old newspapers and used kleenex 

tissues almost covered the floor. Every trash can and ashtray 

that Gordon could see in the place was overflowing. Out of 

open closets fell piles of green plastiC trash bags, full and 
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bulging. The dark-shaded drapes were closed, leaving the 

place in an eerie half-glow. 

In tae back of the apartment, on a pulled-out couch in 

the center of a fresa-trasA pile, Stephen Davis was sound 

asleep. Gordon set up the flash atatchment to his camera. 

After adjusting for dim light, he began moving around the 

room taking pictures of the garbage. He did it from different 

angles, finally moving close up to take pictures of the 

sleeping Davis highlighted by diry, torn-up papers and used 

dishes in the foreground. It was not even necessary to move 

the garbage around for better asthetic effect, Gordon realized, 

it was already perfectly placed. Un the third direct flashbulb, 

Davis began to wake up. 

"Gordon ••••• ," Davis moaned slowly, "Gordon? What the ••• " 

"Good morning," Gordon said. 

"What are you •••• doing to me?" 

"Taking pictures of you getting up in the morning. It 

was part of the deal, remember? You said I could do it when 

you first took me on." 

"Yeah, but not in the ••• middle •••• of all this shit." 

"Try to smile." Another flashbulb want off. 

"You can't do this, you bastard." 

"It's your element, Davis. This is where you live, 

isn't it?" 

"Sure, damn it. But I've been so busy lately •••• I 

don't have time •••••• " 

Gordon was done taking pictures and closed his camera up. 
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He reaohed in ais picket and pulled out some olose-up stills 

ot Davi8 smiling, others ot him oampaigning and shaking hands. 

Wffere," he said, handing them over, "These are yours. 

Your money paid for them, and they were taken for you. Now 

I don't owe you anything else. I'm quitting." 

Davis halt-sat up on the oouch, looked right at Gordon. 

He was wide awake now. WWait," he said, nyou can't do this. 

What brought this on all of a sudden." 

Gordon laughed. "Oh come on, Stephen. Don't act so 

innocent. And what the devil was that 'pass' you gave me 

for last night?" 

WWhat are you talking about? You didn't even show up 

last night. One of the most important things of the whole 

oampaign and you weren't even there: And a great speech 

you missed, too." 

"Yeah." 

WWell come on, where the Hell were you?" 

"I was there. With a ticket to see the Cincinn~ti Reds." 

WWhat?" Davis was trying to act supremely innocent. " 

"I don't have to tell you how you set me up. First that 

obnoxious inoident in the afternoon, and then coming all the 

way back just to find out that what you gave me was a fake." 

door. 

"NoZ" Davis stared, mouth agape, as if unbelieving. 

Gordon didn't say anything, started to move toward the 

"Wait, Gordon. I've made a bad mistake. You mean I 

gave you the wrong thing? Oh, I'm sorry. I didn't know: 
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I've had that baseball ticket for a long time. I just forgot 

to throw it away!" 

Gordon laUghed, looking around the room at all the 

other things Davis aad forgotten to throwaway. 

"I can't tell you how sorry I amI It was a mistake, an 

accidentl Here, look in my wallet. The real pass must 

still be there ••••• " 

"No thenks." Gordon stopped momentarily. He didn't 

want to look anyway. Davis might be right. And even if he 

was, that still wouldn't ~rove he aadn't switched the tickets 

intentionally. 

"I know," Davis shouted now, "You just want to believe 

I did that on purpose. You're sick in the head, Gordon. 

You won't accept an apology, and you want to turn everything 

around the way you see it." 

"Sure." 

"And now you're going to quit, just like thatl After 

all this, when you've let me expect I could depend on you. 

Where the Hell am I supposed to turn now? This is the last 

week before eleotion--the most importsnt week of the whole 

damn campaign: And now you choose to walk out. You bastardl 

You've been using me, Gordon, you've just been using me 

all along. You rotten ••••• " 

"I'm sure you'll find somebody." 

"Like who? You know how Jeanette's been acting. I 

don't know what'a gotten into her lately. And now you. You 

just let people depend on you and then walk on out when they 
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need you the most. You've used me!. You've used me" 

,"I'm getting out of liere," Gordon said, "I'm going far 

-away." He went back to the door. 

Davis was shouting, "You've used me: You've used me!" 

"I don't want to hear about it. Besides, there's no 

need of me talking to you anymore." 

"Sure I Now that you've got what you want: You've got 

all your pictures, and the girl: Hal You and Jeanette are 

in this together: You're trying to destroy me:" 

"Well," Gordon laughed, "I do have the piotures." 

Davis stopped a moment. He tried to change his whole 

demeanor around completely. He was suddenly pleading. "Come 

on, Gordon. 

any of it. 

Really, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to do that, 

If you stay I'll give you anything you want. 

You know, if I'm eleoted •••• " 

"No." 

Now Davis turned back, more furious than before, instantly. 

"Okay, then. Get out: You've got what you came for. You 

and Jeanette. You've used mel Besides, you think you're 

above it all, don't you? What do you know? What did you 

know about politics? You don't know anything about it, just 

that you and your newspaper friends are above it all:" 

Gordon just looked at him. Davis lay back down and 

laughed harshly. 

"Besides," Davis said, "There's so many of them, aren't 

there? And they're all the same." 

Gordon paled, then grew instantly furious. "I don't feel 
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