- S
Volume One
/ The Making of a Modern

American Revolutionary



PULPLESS.com, INnc. Books by Robert LeFevre

A Way to Be Free, Volumes | and 11
Slander (forthcoming)
Cosmo (forthcoming)
Death Valley Johnny (forthcoming)
The Fundamentals of Liberty (forthcoming)
This Bread is Mine (forthcoming)
Raising Children for Fun and Profit (forthcoming)



A Way to
Be Free

The Autobliography
of Robert LeFevre

Volume |
The Making of a Modern
American Revolutionary



PULPLESS.com, INC.

10736 Jefferson Blvd., Suite 775
Culver City, CA 90230-4969, USA.
Voice & Fax: (500) 367-7353
Home Page: http://www.pulpless.com/
Business inquiries to info@pulpless.com
Editorial inquiries & submissions to
editors@pulpless.com

Copyright © 1999 by Loy LeFevre
All rights reserved. Published by arrangement with
Loy LeFevre. Printed in the United States of
America. The rights to all previously published
materials by Robert LeFevre are owned by Loy
LeFevre, and are claimed both under existing
copyright laws and natural logorights. All other
FULP;‘LES:S, L __ materials taken from published sources without
L OAW, BN specific permission are either in the public domain
or are quoted and/or excerpted under the Fair Use Doctrine. Except for attrib-
uted quotations embedded in critical articles or reviews, no part of this book may
be reproduced or utilized in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical,
including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval
system, without written permission from the publisher.

First Pulpless.Com™, Inc. Edition September, 1999.
Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 99-62898
Trade Paperback ISBN: 1-58445-141-6
Acrobat/PDF Digital Edition ISBN: 1-58445-142-4
HTML Digital Edition ISBN: 1-58445-143-2

Book and Cover designed by CaliPer, Inc.
Cover Photograph courtesy of Loy LeFevre
© 1999 by Loy LeFevre

Pulpless.Com, Inc. bocks are paper optional™! You can
Der@ﬂmmgﬁggmmﬁrﬁW@
ar Comp or bk from your favorife

bm who can order them for you through Ingram Boaok
Compary. Find all our books — of fraditional bound
— in owr World Wide Web catalog afhﬂp fhm.u pulpless.com/, or
bg{%}mmmmw mﬁmmm&nm
Sanww . amaozon.com), book catalogs such as Laissez Faire
Books (hitp:/ fwww loissezfaire.crg/ 1-B00-326-0996), from magjor chain
bookstores such as Barmes and Noble -/ Porwrwe bamesand-
obde.com), or from your favorte Inde ent booksfores such as
'L Dangerous Visions (http://www.readsf.com/) _/J




A Note from the Publisher

After my first encounter with Bob LeFevre, listening to a speech
he gave at the Hunter College Libertarian Conference in New York
City, in September, 1972, | braved my first and only ride on the back
of a motorcycle, holding on for dear life through mid-Manhattan
traffic, to meet him at his hotel room. We immediately hit it off,
talking until two a.m., after which | was convinced that | seriously
needed to rethink some of my most cherished notions about the
nature of justice. Bob was incredibly generous with his time to this
first-year college student.

Soon afterwards, we entered into extensive correspondence, re-
sulting in his inviting me out to his and Loy’s home in Santa Ana,
California, in February, 1973. During that visit, | did a short taped
interview with Bob that was published in New Libertarian Notes, in
June 1973.

Two years later, in May, 1975, | invited Bob to be the keynote
speaker at the second CounterCon conference on libertarian eco-
nomics, which | organized off-season at a summer camp owned by
relatives of mine. Three months later | moved to Southern Califor-
nia, and Bob’s presence there was undoubtedly one of the attrac-
tions.

Bob LeFevre was one of my best friends until the day he left us.
This was no exclusive honor since you’d have to work overtime not
to be one of Bob LeFevre’s friends. My aunt Henri, an ideological
socialist for her entire life, was charmed by Bob’s two presenta-
tions at the CounterCon conference, despite Bob’s arguing the op-
posite of just about everything she believed.

I am delighted not only to be able to publish the life of Robert
LeFevre, in his own words, for the first time anywhere, but also, to
be able to publish in upcoming months, in addition to his classic
nonfiction works, previously squirreled-away manuscripts includ-
ing two novels and a short story collection.

I thank Loy LeFevre for trusting me with the honor of bringing
the major life’s work of Robert LeFevre to a world sorely in need of
both his ideas and his kindness.

| also thank Victor, Veronica, and Vanessa Koman for the arduous



task of OCR scanning in the photocopy of a 2096 page typescript of
uneven quality.

Finally, I extend my gratitude to Wendy McElroy, an accomplished
author in her own right, for the marvelous feat of editing this mas-
sive work to the high standards that Bob LeFevre required during
his career as a writer, editor, and publisher. Wendy started with
often-hashed text files, from a manuscript which was dictated in
large part by Bob LeFevre to his secretary, Ruth Dazey, and Wendy
polished this diamond-in-the-rough into a Hope Diamond.

—J. Neil Schulman, June 9, 1999



To Loy LeFevre,
Ruth Dazey
Edith Shank

and Marji Llewellyn
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Foreword
by Loy LeFevre

I met Bob LeFevre on March 17, 1943, and he changed my life.

Until that moment, my life was music, singing on the radio, on
WFBR and WBAL, Baltimore. | had five vocal scholarships with five
different teachers. My last scholarship was with Eugene Martinet,
director of the Baltimore Civic Opera.

I first saw Bob across the room, talking on the phone. A voice
inside me said, “That is the man you are going to marry!”

The rest of the story is in the book.

Bob changed the life of everyone who met him. He had a devas-
tating smile, honest blue eyes, and a charisma that drew people to
him like a magnet. He was the most honest man | ever knew, some-
what like Don Quixote. He saw good in everyone, and nothing but
evil in big government. He learned that lesson the hard way.

He never wavered in anything he stood for. “Two evils don’t make
a right,” he would say about voting. “The majority is never right,
only misguided by the media hype and excitement.”

His quote—“The man who knows what freedom means will find
a way to be free.”—was carved on a large wooden plank by Gene
Hauske, one of our first students. It was at the school entrance in
Douglas County, Colorado.

We opened the school in May, 1957. We held classes for 16 years.
People came from all over the country and the world.

I am happy to say that | shared 42 years of Bob’s life. There was
never a dull moment.

I hope that you, dear reader, will come to know and understand
and, yes, even to admire a man who always stood by the truth.

—Loy LeFevre, June 8, 1999
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“The man who knows what freedom means will find a way to be
free.”
—Robert LeFevre, October 13, 1911-May 13, 1986



14 A Waz to Be Fres



olume One 15
|

Prologue

I am making some fundamental assumptions upon which my life
and my philosophy are based. These are bedrock ideas that | can-
not prove, but which evidence supports.

First, | assume that human beings are real. Whatever variations
may occur within the genus homo, the root characteristics remain.
This means that human nature is also real. It may be complex, but
it exists and its various convolutions can be discerned, identified
and classified.

Second, | assume that the world on which we human beings exist
is real. This real world contains land, water, and atmosphere. Its
surface, upon which human beings live, is subject to a relatively
wide range of temperatures. Various species other than human be-
ings also live on this world. Whatever is on this world, or in it, is
here. What isn’t here, isn’t here. The world is what it is. And human
beings, including human nature, are what they are.

Next, | assume that by studying the nature of human beings and
the nature of the world they inhabit, it will be possible to theorize
the best possible relationships obtainable. These | will call “ideal.”
That does not mean they are ideal in any cosmic sense of perfec-
tion. It means that, if we deal with the realities before us intelli-
gently and reasonably, then we improve our chances of survival,
including the probability of living in relative ease, happiness, com-
fort, and joy for a maximum of human beings.

I am assuming that, if we persist in believing human beings are
what they are not, if we persist in fictionalizing reality—pretending
that it is what we want it to be rather than what it is—then we will
create distress, unhappiness, failure and misery.

I am, therefore, suggesting a blue print for human behavior that
would produce an ideal civilization. (The best obtainable civiliza-
tion based on reality.) | am not suggesting that human beings will
follow the blue print.

Finally, I am assuming that our species homo sapiens “ought to”
survive. | do not know this, and | cannot prove this assumption. It is
self-serving and can readily be discounted if you are of some other
species. In short, | do not offer a cosmology but, rather, a
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humanology. Its aim is to perpetuate and elevate man to the high-
est reality attainable.

What | have in mind is the development of a civilization wherein
human well being will be maximized and the horror of war, fam-
ine, pestilence, and cruelty will be reduced to the degree possible,
or eliminated. | deem it unlikely that any attempt will be made to-
ward this end unless a vision exists, a blue print if you will, of how
things might be, given the realities with which we must work.
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Chapter |

How can you and | exist in this world, along with millions of other
human beings, in such a way that we maximize human well being?
Further, how can we accomplish this without inflicting our wills by
force upon others, or without suffering injury, privation or death as
others impose their wills upon us? Mankind has diverse objectives.
We have certain interests in common. We have interests exclusively
our own. We even have interests that are in conflict with the inter-
ests of others.

How can we resolve this condition in such a way that human well
being is maximized? | am using that term advisedly. In view of the
nature of man and the nature of this world, | must assert | can con-
ceive of no method, however well thought through or nobly moti-
vated, that will produce success and happiness for everyone. Ev-
eryone will not achieve well being. Some will be unjustly treated
and abused. Some will doubtless receive more blessings and hap-
piness at the hands of their fellows than they have earned.

Some will die before they should, and others will live on when
we can think of no reason for such longevity.

Realistically speaking, some will win and some will lose. Some
will deserve their victories or their losses; some will not.

Two major avenues have repeatedly been used to maximize hu-
man well being. Both have failed and, in failing, increased the
amount of misery and woe human beings have endured.

One avenue and perhaps the most pernicious is the
politico-military effort to bring the entire world under a single gov-
ernment. The idea surfaces repeatedly. It has done so since the days
of Alexander the Great and possibly even before. Who knows what
dreams Hammurabi, Sargon | or Rameses may have had? Alexander,
the Roman Caesars, Ghengis Khan, Napoleon, Hitler et al, have tried
to remold the world by force. The justification is that if all men
could be conquered, then there would be a single world ruler. The
United Nations is something of an embryonic and fortunately ane-
mic effort in this direction. The League of Nations was a previous
abortive effort.

Given a single world ruler, we would have peace between na-
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tions and wars would cease. The unhappy truth is that were a single
world ruler to emerge the nature of man and the nature of the world
would not change. While wars between nations might cease, inter-
nal acts of rebellion, violence and terrorism would continue. To
obtain a single world order by force and violence would leave the
majority of our species in a state of suppression, frustration and
poverty.

Suppression and frustration engender bitterness and an eager-
ness to retaliate. To maintain even a semblance of order, it would
be necessary to rely upon greater and greater suppression and to
impose tyranny on the peoples of the earth. Meanwhile, the genetic
loss, as well as the loss of natural resources brought about by con-
quest could conceivably impose a social retrogression that might
never be overcome.

The second major effort has been made through religious pros-
elytizing. Hundreds if not thousands of zealots, seeking ever to cre-
ate universal harmony and understanding, have offered their par-
ticular theology as the true faith. The justification has been that,
once men all agree on a particular series of concepts or beliefs,
they will stop imposing on one another. To date, this effort has also
fallen short.

Human beings have never yet agreed on anything, nor is it likely
that they will. Indeed, everyone in the world does not yet believe
that two and two make four, or that the world is round. They have
profound differences in opinions, attitudes, ambitions, and ultimate
purposes. They have deep seated, emotionally inflammatory theo-
logical positions. Tragically, governments and the use of arms have
often been invoked in a last ditch effort to spread, solidify or con-
vert people to one opinion.

It is safe to say that the opinions | will express will be rejected as
well as accepted and, hence, may indeed become cause for contro-
versy.

The single merit | can claim at this juncture is that | am not seek-
ing to obtain agreement. | am seeking only to outline the reality
that exists, not to win support, start a movement, or contrive con-
currence. The reason is clear. It can’t be done. Additionally | do not
know everything. Therefore, | can be wrong. What evil | could im-
pose if | obtain agreement on a point that happened to be in error!
I do not intend to be wrong, but the mind and the memory are both
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fallible. So, | propose to set down what is so, to the degree | am
capable of recognizing it.

While | can be wrong, there is nothing that says | must be. | will
try to be a truth teller. And | am quite sure that some of what | say
will be true. At least it will be as true as evidence and experience
make it seem true to me. That is the best anyone can do.

The nature of man is such that he tends to believe what he wants
to believe. Whether it is true or not usually provides only a brief
hesitation. Men believe on the basis of their likes and dislikes. Un-
fortunately, much of what we believe to be true may be partially
true. Absolute truth or absolute falsehood is rare. A total falsehood
is easier to detect than a partial falsehood. Even a total truth is to-
tally true only in context.

In hopes of effective communication, let me offer a few essential
definitions and explanations of what | mean by certain words.

1. luse the word ‘man’ in its generic rather than its genetic sense.
It means any and all members of the genus homo sapiens whether
male or female, young or old, hale or frail.

2. 1 use the term ‘objective’ to denote a thing or condition that
exists in itself irrespective of man’s awareness of its existence. The
word applies to animate as well as inanimate objects. It helps to
categorize things or conditions which, perhaps cannot be seen or
felt, but which, by the use of instruments can be found to have real
existence: i.e. radio frequencies, distant stars, etc.

3. l use the term ‘subjective’ to denote an opinion, a point of view,
an idea, or a process of evaluation—none of which can be formed
or come into existence without a sense of awareness, i.e. the work-
ing of the mind.

4.1 use the term ‘conjunctive’ to denote the successful merging of
the objective with the subjective. When such a merging occurs, the
individual may be said to have acquired knowledge.

Many things exist in fact. For a majority of his life, man lives in
relation to a single basic rule—the law of cause and effect. He acts
in a way that gets what he desires and avoids what he does not
desire. If he understands himself, he knows what he wants and also
knows what he does not want. If he knows the characteristics and
behavior of things in this world, then he can act successfully. Some-
times cause and effect are clearly connected. | see a book. | decide
to pick up the book. I reach out my hand, grasp the book and pick it
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up. That is simple. Sometimes cause and effect are complicated. |
decide | would like many apples. | do not see any apples. | must
find some, if | am to have any. | find some in a store. The store-
keeper wants money for his apples. To get the apples either | must
steal them, thus inflicting a loss on the storekeeper, or | must get
the money to buy them. To get the money, | may have to render a
service or sell something | own. This may lead to many compli-
cated procedures. But if | steal the apples that may lead to many
other complicated procedures.

In any of the instances respecting apples, | set in motion a series
of causes, one after the other, ultimately leading to my acquisition
of many apples. The more the person understands himself and what
he wants, the more he understands about apples and how to get
them, the more swiftly and certainly he can get what he wants.

Cause and effect mean that man is largely a creature who reacts
to his environment. But man is more than a reactor. He is also a
creature of uncaused cause. He can, and sometimes does, act as a
true initiator. He may want something that does not exist. If he un-
derstands reality, he may be able to bring it into existence. Every
architect, engineer and artist knows this. Man is creative. He can
instigate.

But man is limited as a creator. He cannot make something out of
nothing. No human being can. The best man can do in his creative
capacities is to reformulate something that already exists. It fol-
lows again that the more he knows about the objective reality with
which he can work, the more successful he can be as a creative
person.

Living entails feeling. The way a person feels is the way the per-
son is. Every person is capable of feeling either pain or pleasure.
Today, many of us think of pain as resulting from some physical
illness or injury, and pleasure as resulting from some gratification.

I would prefer a larger arena in which to examine human feel-
ing, so | will use the term satisfaction in contrast to dissatisfaction.
A person can experience satisfaction in many ways that the word
pleasure does not encompass. For instance, a man may work hard
all day, experience no gratification, and yet go to sleep satisfied.
Similarly, a man may experience dissatisfaction at an auction at
which someone tops his highest bid, and he does not obtain a cher-
ished object. In this instance, the suffering is not from illness or
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physical injury. The person’s wishes have been thwarted, and dis-
satisfaction results.

The ultimate purpose of my writing is to maximize human satis-
factions (not merely to pleasure-seek) and to minimize human dis-
satisfactions, (not merely to fight disease and injury.)

No human being can feel anything without using his mind. What-
ever we feel, satisfaction or dissatisfaction, we feel it subjectively.
Usually, the feelings we have are reactions to the world around us—
reactions we ourselves engender. Many have found that by using
their minds correctly they can control their emotional reactions.
They summon emotions they find satisfying. This is not easy, but it
has been done, and it can be done to a greater extent than is pres-
ently believed. If a person does not wish or believe it possible to
control his emotions, he becomes a creature of his emotions and
they rule. Many people fear and, so, reject the idea that they can
think and feel as they wish. They fear becoming responsible for
themselves. This would deprive them of an alibi. (“The devil made
me do it.”)

Instead of seeing themselves as creatures of free will who are
able to think, feel and act as they please, they see themselves as
sensitive creatures who are acted upon by everything and every-
body else. Thus, they seek happiness by trying to control others in
the belief that human well being will be maximized. It is strange
that many believe they cannot control themselves, but they can con-
trol others.

The important task is to learn the truth. If it is true man can think,
feel, and act as he pleases, then it would be best for him to believe
in that truth. Yet, because it creates anxiety, people do not want to
believe it. Therefore, they believe what they want, whether itis in
harmony with reality or not. However, their satisfaction in life will
come only when their beliefs are in harmony with reality.

I am going to call man’s natural ability to think, feel, and act as he
pleases ‘liberty’. In this sense, man is born in a state of liberty. Lib-
erty is a natural endowment. The primitive man usually knows that
his actions are under his own control. But he is not certain that he
can think or feel except as outside forces manipulate him. The bar-
baric man knows that he can think and act as he pleases, but he
does not believe he can learn about his emotions, and does not seek
to do so. The barbarian is sure they arise as reactions only.
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But the adult man, the mature, civilized person recognizes that
he has control of his entire mental area including thinking, feeling,
desire, emotion and so on.
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Chapter 11

I am an ignorant man. Try as | may, | have never overcome my
lack of knowledge. | sit at my desk, looking back across the years.
There is a considerable span of time behind me that stands at ‘pa-
rade rest’, waiting for the command, “Pass in review.”

My hair is thinning and snowy white. My back aches, not so much
from the weight of years as from military surgery on a ruptured
disc between the fourth and fifth lumbar vertebrae. It is an ever-
present ever painful reminder: the fine surgeon who took out 12 of
the 13 pieces of cartilage composing the disc was as ignorant of the
procedure as | was of military practices when | enlisted in the army.
Why did he leave one piece, the largest? He did what any good sci-
entist in a lab might have done. He tried various techniques and
methods on different patients. Possibly if one piece remained it
would grow back like the tail of certain lizards. Who could tell?
That way | might come up with a full-sized rejuvenated disc! This
surgical expectation has now been temporarily shelved. Whatever
may be true of a lizard’s tail apparently did not apply to mine. Thus
my periodic agony, which contorts my features and compels reli-
ance upon a cane, resulted from military vivisection. | was the labo-
ratory animal used for the experiment.

| trust this observation does not engender animus toward the
medical profession. Doctors are not deities. Like the rest of us, they
learn by trial and error. When we do something right the first time,
the only apparent lesson learned is how to brag. Failure has always
been a more effective instructor than success. Pain teaches, whereas
pleasure is a reward.

Indeed | have often thought that the truly fortunate in our society
are the handicapped. Those who have been injured, ostracized,
maligned, or abused tend to develop high 1Q’s. Those who seem
totally normal fail to awaken concern and sometimes move about
virtually unnoticed.

I was born in 1911 in a miserable shack on a dirt farm near
Gooding, Idaho. | was abnormal and thus fortunate. Some proto-
plasmic globule, some stray bit of genetic blue printing in sperm or
ovum caused me to be born with a spina bifida. So it is likely that
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the difficulty | have had with my spine was not solely the result of
my military misadventures.

The Idaho physician who delivered me opined that | would never
walk and probably not survive. This dictum was all my mother
needed. | became the center of her attention and the object of her
considerable devotion. She loved me and made me feel important.
I have no doubt that | was kept alive during the first twenty-four
months largely by her total commitment to my well being.

Among my earliest recollections are long monologues in which
she confided all manner of things to me. Of course, | didn’t under-
stand. But there was one phrase that stuck. | was different. She in-
sisted on it again and again. And | would walk. She loved me. And
love made the difference. The doctor said | would not walk, but she
said ‘yes.” Of course, | was not like other girls and boys. | would
have to learn to take exceptionally good care of myself. Mother
wanted me to understand and, slowly, she had her way with my
mind. | was “different,” but this did not mean others were my supe-
riors. Quite the contrary. | had been marked by whatever powers
there were in a very special way. | was “superior”—others merely
“ordinary.” By the time | was three, | emerged from a bout with
pneumonia and began to gain strength. By then, Mother’s preju-
dices, hopes, and beliefs had been indelibly inscribed. Make no mis-
take about the impact of earliest impressions upon infants. They
are profound. Mother was the middle child of a family of three,
with an older sister and a younger brother. Her father had been a
physician with a semi-lucrative practice in Minneapolis. He died
the year | was born.

At the age of 13, Mother had been very ill. Bernarr MacFadden,
one of the first health faddists in the country had written to the
effect that flesh foods were unhealthful and should not be eaten.
Mother, in her illness, decided to stop eating meat. She regained
her health after doing so. Obviously that confirmed MacFadden.

Mother decided that if she ever had children they would be raised
as vegetarians. She also concluded that alcohol and tobacco were
“wrong,” and that sex was brutish and should be tolerated only for
purposes of having children. All men were “brutes” if they were
sexually motivated, with the exception of a few English “gentle-
men” of whom she had read. Mother was an Anglophile and, to her,
an “English gentleman” was the highest creation in the universe.
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These were the ideas and ideals with which she flooded my con-
sciousness.

I was to become the equivalent of an English gentleman. Little
Lord Fauntleroy was to be my boyhood model. | would never soil
my hands with labor or with conflict. Just how | was to make a
living never entered her mind—an unfortunate oversight in view of
the poverty that accompanied my life until | learned to do some-
thing about it.

In her fantasy, | was a Prince born to the purple who would some
day be recognized for all his sterling virtues. Therefore, | was dif-
ferent from other boys and girls and must always conduct myself
accordingly. “It takes two to make a quarrel,” Mother frequently
said to me. “One can always stop it.”

“The superior man offers the public a model of personal recti-
tude. The greatest strength,” she told me, “is found in moral prin-
ciples. It is better to be right than to be president.”

“The task of the gentleman,” she reiterated, “is to protect women.
A truly good man lives his life in such a way that he protects those
weaker than he is. The moral man does not smoke or drink, and is
true to the woman he loves. If his health is important to him, he
eats no meat and even refrains from partaking of coffee or tea.”

Mother’s view of men and women was essentially this: A truly
good man was the acme of creation. A truly good woman inspired
and cared for a man so that he became truly good. Few men or
women ever attained this sublime elevation. Most people were
“riff-raff.” Hence, if | accepted her views, my congenital defect could
be used to good purpose. | would not descend to the mundane by
athletic effort, physical prowess, or physical labor. Besides, physi-
cal activity of any kind was dangerous. A blow on my back could
kill me, she insisted. Therefore, | would hold myself aloof and alone.

Mother was the product of the city, born and bred in Minneapo-
lis. Her parents were both diminutive by today’s standards, although
they were larger than Mother. She was slightly less than five feet
tall, with clear skin, an oval face and a luxuriant growth of dark
brown hair. Her brother stood an inch or two below her crown, and
her sister could not have been above four feet six.

Dad, on the other hand, had been born and bred on a farm near
Sterling, Illinois. His parents were large and produced giant prog-
eny. Dad, the youngest, was the runt of the litter and stood at six
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feet. Each of his four brothers, and even his sister, were taller. More
important than height, each of Dad’s siblings was husky, big of bone
and strong of sinew. Dad was hollow-chested, square faced and frail.
Even as a young man, he had a slight stoop and often carried him-
self like a refugee from a tuberculosis sanitarium. He had a dark,
heavy beard that he dutifully scraped away. Yet the top of his head
carried a mop of unruly hair that thinned as rapidly as his beard
thickened.

Mother had an indifferent education. She attended grade school,
off and on, then dropped out permanently. She never graduated
from anything. On the other hand, Dad was an intellectual. He at-
tended MacAllister College in St. Paul, Minnesota. He graduated
with a Bachelor Degree in science after three years of study. He
was a mathematical whiz, able to handle complicated problems
without recourse to paper. He knew the names of every plant and
animal in any clime. He could speak German fluently, understood
Latin, and he served as an assistant professor before he was handed
his sheepskin. Dad’s first job was teaching. Then he was appointed
principal to the high school in Brainerd, Minnesota.

So far as | have been able to reconstruct, Dad’s value system went
in descending order: money, a good laugh, money, sex, money, show-
ing off, telling yarns, playing games and, then, money. If he held to
any principles, he kept the matter dark. He was a pragmatist. If
something worked, it was okay.

If there were ever two mismated creatures, they were my Dad
and mother. I do not know what impelled her, but the middle daugh-
ter of the Minneapolis physician got a job as postmistress in Brainerd,
Minnesota. My parents met at the general delivery window. Mother
was awed by my father’s position as the principal of the city’s only
high school. She was ever impressed with titles, degrees, and ac-
ceptance by the establishment. | suppose Dad was interested in her
as he tended to be interested in any woman. She was small and
lovely, clear-eyed and innocent.

They dated a few times. | am sure they were both lonely. Mother
told me that she felt sorry for Dad. He seemed so brilliant, yet physi-
cally in need of nourishment.

It was probably Dad’s sense of humor that turned the trick. Mother
took the world seriously, Dad, sardonically.

He appeared at the General Delivery window one day and in-
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formed Mother that he “had a letter” for her. He handed her a sealed
envelope, with her name inscribed.

She took it, her heart fluttering in excitement. No man ever put
words on paper to a lady unless he was serious. Of this, she was
certain. Perhaps she even confided to others of her acquaintance
that the principal of the high school had seen fit to write to her in
person. I’'m not sure of this, but it would have been like her.

In any case, she treasured the envelope with its secret message
until she returned to her rooming house that evening. With Mother’s
strict moral sense, she would not have dreamed of taking her
employer’s time by reading a personal message at work.

Safely ensconced in her room and with trembling fingers, she
tore open the envelope. Inside she found a sheet of paper with the
letter “A” inscribed. That was all. After this episode, it was easy for
Mother to conclude that Dad needed help. She married him with
the intention of weaning him from his ill-conceived sense of hu-
mor and remolding him according to her image of what he should
be.

They were married and their union was soon blessed by the ar-
rival of my sister, Lauris.

In 1906, married women did not work outside the home. Earning
a salary would have been a slap in the face to any man and, cer-
tainly, to a professional man.

Those first years must have been difficult. Dad received about
$700 per year as superintendent. During the summers he got part
time work as a salesman, often earning as much door-to-door in
the three months as he did all year as high school principal.

| suspect that Dad and Mother fought over money. Dad wanted to
quit his job as principal and devote himself to selling. They needed
the money. Mother would have objected in every possible way. They
would manage somehow, she would have admonished him. Dad
simply must not give up his professional status and the prestige
that went with it. Selling from door-to-door? That was for the riff-raff.

After about three years of turmoil and tensions, Dad learned of a
government grant. Federal policy made it possible then for a man
to obtain a parcel of land in the far west at no cost. All he had to do
was move onto the land and live there for a specified period of time,
making certain improvements. If he met the conditions, he obtained
a grant deed and the land was his without encumbrances.
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Somehow Mother and ad agreed. Farming was “respectable” even
if door-to-door selling wasn’'t. And Mother would have been re-
minded that Dad had been raised on a farm. Certainly he under-
stood farming. Indeed, Dad knew just about everything there was
to be known.

So my parents and Lauris moved to Gooding, Idaho where they
“took possession” of a tract and began the task of “proving up.”

While Dad may have understood farming, there was something
he hadn’t considered. In those days, farm equipment as we know it
wasn’t available. Most farming entailed a great deal of hard, physi-
cal work using simple tools and a mule. Dad was poorly prepared
for the exhausting toil of wresting crops from ground that had never
been cultivated. Nor had he considered how little money there would
be, and how life in a nearly uninhabited area would affect a young
wife, accustomed only to city ways.

To make matters worse for them, | became rather more than a
twinkle in Dad’s eye and in due course | made my appearance. My
arrival was certainly unplanned and unwanted.

When my malaise was ascertained, | can imagine the general
consternation. Mother’s strength of character undoubtedly saved
me. | became her unwitting ally in support of her yearning to re-
turn to Minneapolis and “decent” medical treatment. The physical
prowess that Dad had failed to develop was also instrumental in
forcing a decision.

They abandoned the land and all the effort that had gone into it
and returned to Minnesota where Dad was immediately
re-employed as a door-to-door salesman. It was in Minneapolis that
| spent my early formative years.
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Chapter Il

Mother had done her work well. | was different. The weakness in
my lower back was the least of it. There was my diet. | never met
another vegetarian until | was a grown man. Also, | had principles.
None of my friends were at all sure of the difference between right
and wrong. While they verbalized the idea that murder, theft and
fornication were “wrong,” in practice the only thing that mattered
with most of them was not being caught. On top of that, | had been
born in Idaho. Through grade and high school, whenever | was
required to list my place of birth, I recall detecting astonishment at
the revelation. Apparently, no one else raised in Minnesota had ever
been born in Idaho.

Then, thanks to my father, my family name was French. In Min-
nesota, the Scandinavians, the Poles, the Germans and the British
were dominant. There were also Slavonians, Hungarians and
Slovakians. But there were very few French.

Children are very susceptible to everything that marks them apart.
I probably could have used some adult assurances that, despite these
departures from the norm, | was much the same as everyone else.
Instead, Mother delighted in assuring me | was different. Ergo, |
was uniquely superior except in physical matters, where | must be
protected at all costs.

I am sure Mother’s concern for my health after my first very ten-
der years, was exaggerated and unnecessary. In any case, | became
fairly well developed and quite muscular. | walked and ran and
jumped as well as anyone. But she dinned it into me; physical com-
bat was wrong. If anyone ever wanted to fight with me | was to
decline. If the aggressor insisted, | was to flee.

I have no recollection of this event but she delighted in telling
friends about it. One day, when | was about five, as the story goes, |
burst into the house in tears.

“What happened?” Mother demanded in great alarm.

“Jimmy hurt my feelings.” | blubbered.

“What did he say to you?”

“He didn’t say anything,” | sobbed. “He hit me in the stomach.”

The stomach? What a relief! She laughed and assured me | would
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be fine. But she also praised me because | had not retaliated.

The young boys of my acquaintance began to call me “Sissy.” |
was a “mama’s boy.” They learned that it was perfectly safe to bully
me because | refused to strike back.

Small boys love to fight. It is the manner hallowed by time and
custom in which a “pecking order” is established. Instead of fight-
ing, at the first sign of a brandished fist, | dropped to the ground,
flat on my back. That would protect my “sore spot” and it almost
invariably stopped the conflict.

My reputation as a non-combatant worked its way through the
school, and into all grades. One January day, with snow piled high,
a youth from the sixth grade, known far and wide as a “toughy”
grabbed my arm.

“I’m gonna wash your face with snow!” he snarled.

I was only in the second grade and half the size of my assailant.

“Why bother?” | asked. “You are bigger than | am and can easily
do it. Why don’t you let me save you the trouble?” So, | bent over,
grabbed a handful of snow and polished my own physiognomy.

He regarded me pop-eyed. “Why’d you do that?” he demanded.

“If we were to fight, you would win.” | said with a shrug. “l see no
point in fighting when I'm sure to lose.”

“You’'re a coward!”

“Sure,” | agreed. “But I'm a smart coward.”

The statement convulsed him. He roared with laughter. Then he
sobered.

“Would you wash your face again if | said | was gonna do it to
you?”

I hunched my shoulders. “The snow doesn’t hurt me. | probably
would.”

He grabbed my hand. “You come with me.”

He dragged me after him and approached a group of children
closer to my age.

“Sissy, here does anything | want him to!” he shouted. “Sis, wash
your face in snow or I'll do it to you!”

I grinned and did as commanded.

His audience watched in astonishment.

Somebody asked, “Will Sis do that for anyone?”

The bully paused. There was a crafty look on his face. “Nope,” he
said. “He only does it for me.
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Right, Sis?”

“If you say so,” | said. “I figure you could lick anyone here.”

The bully drew himself up to his full height.

“You bet | can. Anybody want to try?” He glared at the eager faces.
One by one they backed down.

“Now get this,” the bully roared. “From here on, Sissy is mine.
Nobody’s gonna touch him. Anybody try it and I'll polish him off!”

There were nods of comprehension. Again with me in tow, the
bully marched off. From that time on, | was treated to a great deal
more respect from my peers.

For several days after that, whenever | arrived at school, the bully
would meet me, usually with a number of spectators. He would
order me to wash my face and | would do so.

| had reduced my tormentors from many to one.

One day he met me without an audience. He gave the customary
order, but this time | just smiled at him.

“Look,” I said. “You know I'll do it if you really want me to. But
the kids don’t like it. They say you're a big bully. They say you're a
coward. Now, we both know that you're not. But the reason they say
it is because you seem to be spending your time lording it over me
and | don’t give you any problems. They say you're afraid of anyone
who likes to fight.”

“Who says that?” He demanded.

I shrugged. “Just about everybody. They want you to pick on some-
one your own size.”

He regarded me soberly. “Wash your face!”

“Sure.” | did so.

He sat down on the base of a partially constructed snowman.

“You know something, kid,” he said. “You're all right.”

“Of course | am.”

“Are you afraid of me?”

“Not really,” | said. “It’s just that you’'re bigger and older and stron-
ger.”

“And you’re not afraid?”

| said nothing.

“You told me you were a coward.”

“l said | was a smart coward.”

He chuckled. “I’m beginning to believe that you’re smart, at that.”

I nodded.
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“What if | said | was gonna beat you up?”

“You could do it,” I assured him. “I know that. And | wouldn’t like
it.”

“Then why aren’t you scared?”

“Look at it this way. You can run faster than | can. You can beat
me up anytime you have a mind to. But that is gonna take a lot of
your time and energy. Meanwhile, what are you getting out of it?
You don’t have to prove anything. I've admitted it. Suppose we fight.
You get me pinned, sit on top of me and get me to admit that you
can whip me. I've already admitted it. Now what do we do?”

After a moment and to my complete surprise he offered me his
hand. “Kid,” he said, “Why don’t you and me be friends?”

I took his hand. “Fine,” | said. “I like being friends.”

| turned and walked away without looking back.

He caught up to me. “Do you like people calling you Sissy?” he
asked.

“Not particularly,” I admitted. “But I’'m not gonna try to fight the
whole school. I'd lose.”

“Nobody’s gonna call you ‘Sissy’ anymore.”

“Oh?”

“Don’t worry, kid. I'm really gonna be your friend.”

After that episode things were easier for me at school.

But in my neighborhood, lived another boy who attended a dif-
ferent school. He persisted in calling me Sissy, and his bullying didn’t
stop there.

Every time he got close to me, he poked or prodded. When | laid
flat on the ground to protect my back he kicked me. One day he not
only kicked, but walked on me, aimed a foot at my head, which |
dodged, and then tried to jump up and down on my stomach, chest
and legs, all the while calling me vile names. The more | did to
protect myself from him, the more infuriated he became. | rolled
and squirmed on the ground, managing to avoid his most serious
blows. When it appeared he was going to continue the process until
he injured me severely, | managed to get to my feet and took to my
heels.

I confronted my mother angrily.

“You’ve told me never to fight,” | panted accusingly. “All right. |
haven’t been fighting. But Billy, down the street, picks on me all the
time.”
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“What do you do?” she asked, smiling sweetly.

I recited my efforts at avoidance and evasion and, finally, flight.

She patted me on the head. “I'm very proud of you, Robert. Al-
ways do as your mother tells you.”

“There’s something wrong,” | insisted. “At school it worked. But
it doesn’t work with Billy. He really wants to hurt me. | think he
likes to hurt people.”

She looked startled. “You don’t suppose Billy’s a sadist do you?”

“What's a sadist?”

“Never mind.” She shook her head and frowned. | knew | had her
attention and concern.

“Why don’t you just stay away from where he lives? Avoid him
altogether.”

“Id like to, Mother. But he lies in wait for me. He has it in for me
and he wants to hurt me.

He’s ambushed me again and again. He calls me a Sissy. | think
he wants to kill me.”

“Kill you?” Her laugh was a little forced. “That’s just your imagi-
nation, Robert. I'm sure he doesn’t want to do anything of the kind.”

“Well, he acts like it.”

“What do you think you better do?”

“I think I should kick the shit out of him.”

Mother paled and her hands fluttered to her throat and face. “Rob-
ert! What a terrible word. Don’t you ever use that word again. The
idea! Using such a word in front of your mother. Who taught it to
you?”

When | started to tell her she shut me off.

“I’m going to have to take this up with your father,” she said.
“Meanwhile, go to your room and think about how wrong you were
to use such a dreadful word.”

Later she confronted me.

“I've been thinking about that Billy person.”

“Did you talk to Dad?”

“No. He’s very busy and hasn’t time to think about what happens
here at home. You listen very carefully to what | tell you. The next
time Billy starts to abuse you, | want you to turn on him and warn
him to stop it at once. Tell him...well, warn him that you will retali-
ate if he persists.”

“What if he keeps on?”
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“Then | want you to carry the fight to him.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that you are not to wait for him to attack. | want you to
jump on him. Pull his hair. Bite him. Knock him down and keep
doing it until he agrees to stop bullying you.”

I laughed. “Mother, | can’t pull his hair and bite him. That’s for
girls. They fight that way. | have to fight him fair.”

“You don’t know how to fight.”

“Billy’s bigger than | am. He won’t expect me to fight at all. And
what about my back?”

“You’ll have to protect yourself, Robert. Don’t turn your back on
him.”

“But you’ve always said that fighting is wrong. It’s bad. Won’t | be
bad if I hurt him?”

Mother didn’t even pause. “Not this time. There’s an exception to
every rule. You plow into him and give him as good and better than
he’s given you.”

“And you won'’t be mad at me?”

She smiled sweetly. “I can’t fight your battles for you. And | can’t
accompany you to protect you. Use all your muscles and beat him
up good.”

“All right, Mother.”

I went off down the street and ran into Harvey, another neighbor-
hood youngster. Harvey was pulling a little red wagon of which he
was very proud.

“Come with me,” | said to Harvey. “You’re gonna see something
you won't believe.”

He looked at me quizzically. Something in my manner must have
convinced him. Nodding he trotted along behind trailing the wagon.

Billy was sitting on the front steps of his house beside his older
sister. | marched up his walkway, fists clenched. Harvey halted and
stared after me.

Billy smirked. “Well, well,” he announced to nobody in particu-
lar. “Here comes Sissy. Didn’t you get enough last time?”

“Come down here into the yard, Billy.” | said it quietly, but my
heart was pounding. | was bolstered by the knowledge that | was
acting under orders.

Billy swaggered down the steps. His sister called. “Cut it out, Billy.
Ma doesn’t want you to fight all the time.”
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“Sissy’s asking for it,” he snarled. “And boy, is he gonna get it!”
He began circling, trying to find the best opening.

With a roar like a trumpeting elephant | charged him, head low-
ered. He tried to sidestep but | was quicker than he had guessed. |
butted him in the belly and we went down with all the wind knocked
out. I was astride him, swinging fists at his head, first one side, then
the other.

He finally found his breath and bellowed.

“Hey. No fair. You’re beating a man when he’s down!”

I clipped him on the side of his head. “Don’t you ever call me
Sissy again!”

Billy squirmed and managed to roll over. Another pair of hands
grabbed at my shoulders and pulled me off. His sister had inter-
vened, but | quickly shook loose from her as Billy scrambled to his
feet.

“So, you really want a fight!” he shouted. He came for me, his
fists swinging.

I had no skill at boxing and every time | aimed a punch at him, he
parried successfully. Then he got a blow to my chin that shook me.
It was clear to me that he would win that kind of struggle. | dove for
him again, got only a partial hold and found myself on the ground.
A vicious grin was on Billy’s face. He marched up to my prone fig-
ure.

“I’'m gonna stomp sense into you, Sissy,” he snarled.

He raised a foot, aiming it at my face. | caught the foot as it de-
scended and twisted it. Billy gave a yowl of pain and somersaulted
over me landing on his head. | had him under me again.

“Don’t you call me Sissy anymore,” | hissed. Then | gave him a
blow to his face.

Again, his sister clawed at my shoulders trying to dislodge me.
But | was ready this time and locked my legs around Billy’s prone
form in a scissor grip. She couldn’t pull me away.

“Take that.” | said as | blackened an eye. “And that.” | tore my
knuckles on his teeth and probably loosened a couple of them. His
sister started to scream.

“You're hurting my brother, you big bully!”

“Yup,” I said. “And I’'m gonna keep doing it until he agrees not to
call me Sissy anymore!” | gave him another blow, this one over an
ear.
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“Give up, Billy,” his sister screamed. “He’s got you! Give up!”

“You’'re hurting me, Sissy,” Billy pleaded.

“I mean to hurt you,” | said. “My mother told me it’s all right, and
I’'m gonna hurt you and hurt you until you agree not to call me
Sissy.”

Tears were coming into Billy’s eyes. “All right.” He started to cry.
“Get up. You win.”

I got up and backed off.

Billy surged to his feet and came at me with a rush. Some stroke
of beginner’s luck came to my help at that moment. | sidestepped
and pivoted, my left arm flying. My left fist collided with something
solid, probably his jaw. | wasn’t synchronized. Billy went to the
ground like a felled ox, face down. Again | was on top of him. |
grabbed one of his arms and bent it up under his shoulders in a
hammerlock.

He screamed. | put a little more pressure on the arm. “You’re a
bad person,” | hissed, teeth clenched. “If you ever call me Sissy
again, I'll do this to you.” | levered his arm and got another scream.
“And then I'll do this.” | got my hand on the back of his head and
pushed his face into the lawn.

Between screams and sobs all the fight went out of him. He grov-
eled and squirmed under me, pleading. “Don’t hurt me no more.
Oh, please. Don’t do it. | quit. | didn’t mean nothin’ when | called
you ‘Sissy’. You beat me.”

After repeated assurances, | finally got to my feet.

“I’m gonna call the police,” his sister said.

I shrugged. “Your brother is a dirty coward,” | said to her. “Go
ahead and call the police.”

I marched out of their yard with head high and with Harvey,
round-eyed and solemn in my wake. We went far enough to be out
of sight of Billy’s house. Then my body began doing strange things.
First the muscles in my legs cramped. | was in agony. | had to stop
walking. Suddenly, | experienced a great wave of nausea. | lost my
milk and cookies. Every bone in my body ached in a manner | had
never before experienced. | sank to the sidewalk and groaned. Fi-
nally, with Harvey’s help, | got into the little wagon. Harvey pulled
me home and by the time we got there, | was a total wreck. | was
shaking as if | had the palsy. Mother put me to bed and | cried my-
self to sleep.
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| took no pleasure from the fact that | had beaten Billy, although
Billy never called me “Sissy” again. But he was never my friend
either. He was clearly afraid of me. Behind my back he circulated
stories about me and did every sneaky thing possible to discredit
me and to get others to dislike me. To my face, he smirked and was
overly my “buddy.”
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Chapter IV

How does a person learn? The brain is a marvelous instrument
but it has limitations. It functions in certain ways, and does not func-
tion except as it was designed. The brain appears to provide the
mind with a workshop that includes finite powers for reasoning
and infinite powers for rationalizing. Man’s intellect hangs by a slen-
der thread somewhere between what is real and what is imagined.

What do | mean when | suggest that the mind’s reasoning ability
is finite? I mean that man thinks within specific lines and limita-
tions. To reason, we must reason about something. And the some-
thing we reason about must have boundaries. The boundaries, when
determined, reveal the finite nature of the mind. We can only think
from specific and indicated positions having boundaries. Remove
the boundaries and positions vanish. The mind boggles and, then,
blanks out.

Consider space. You and | cannot think ‘space’ although we can
rationalize the concept and provide a word. What we really think is
distance. Space to our minds is a distance between points of refer-
ence. Remove all points of reference, then what do we have? | will
be told, “The entire universe.”

Very well. What do we think of when the phrase “entire universe”
is used? Is the universe a gigantic spheroid filled with galaxies,
nebulae, suns, planets and possibly a few black holes? What is the
shape of the universe? Is it oval? Conic? Square? A rhomboid? Regu-
lar or irregular? Whichever shape it takes in the mind, what exists
beyond the universe? More space? Where does that space end? It
doesn’t end, but goes on forever. How far is that? And what exists
beyond it?

If you aren’t already babbling, you have, at any rate, gone beyond
your ability to conceptualize visually. To use reason we must have
points of reference. Without points of reference we cannot visual-
ize.

Man is a part of the universe. He exists in it; he is comprised of
the same stuff that makes the universe and he cannot get out of the
universe, even in his mind. Man is a finite creature and even his
mind has finite limitations. Man’s relationship to the universe will
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always be from the inside.

Only an outsider, in so far as the universe is concerned, could
have an outside or infinite view.

You and | face the same dilemma if we try to think time. What is
time? We think of it as an interval between points of reference. Re-
move the reference points and where are we? Or possibly | should
ask, when are we? We cannot conceive of a condition in which time
does not exist. We think of it as an endless stream moving from the
past into the future through that incredible conjunction in reality
called now. When did time begin? Will it end? If so, when? And
what comes after?

To use reason we must have reference points. To have those ref-
erences, we invent ways of measuring the passage of time and we
devise stipulated words that relate to years, months, weeks, days,
hours, minutes and so on.

One can see why theorists have suggested that time is possibly a
fourth dimension. My personal view is that those theories are in
error. A dimension, by its nature, must relate to space. You and |
can move through space, back and forth, up and down and around.
But we do not know how to move through time although many of
us have, on occasion, wished devoutly that we could.

Time is not a dimension in a spatial context. We do not move
through time; time moves through us.

I can understand the ancient Mayans who appear to have wor-
shipped time. It is the single immutable force. We can speed up or
slow down our progress through space. But we do not move around
through time. Time seems to be in charge of us, and it ticks away
through our lives however we may move in space. Reference points
concerning time may move about. Time, though passing, appears
to be fixed. Without points of reference such as past, present and
future, we cannot even think time.

Life falls into the same category as space and time. We learn about
life only because we can find or devise points of reference. Without
those points we are baffled. What is life? | do not know. | only know
that | exist. | surmise that you do, too, but I do not know it in the
same way that | know my own existence. | sense my own existence
from within myself. You are outside and beyond me. | sense your
existence but it is beyond and outside of me. | am a reference point
for myself.
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Do each of us live once or more than once? Did the | who is me
have prior existence? | can rationalize the possibility, but I cannot
reason about it. | simply don’t know. Does that particular unit of
awareness that | think of as me have existence after death? | can
rationalize, dream, conjecture, but my mind is limited. It is finite. |
do not know.

Human ignorance is basic, profound, enduring. Human knowl-
edge is shallow, limited by points of reference and subject to cor-
rection.

My purpose is to deal with what we know and what is knowable.
Conjecture is exciting fiction. But it is fiction. | deal here only with
the objective reality of which | am aware. There is much reality of
which | am ignorant.

How do you and I, as finite creatures endowed with finite minds,
learn? We arrive in this world in a state of universal ignorance. We
are sensitive organisms able to feel satisfaction and dissatisfaction.
And we are real. Objective. Our existence as individuals is a fact.
We are thrust, naked and uninformed into a real world. Many reali-
ties could kill us. Many others make it possible for us to survive. At
birth none of us knows the difference.

But we do have sensory equipment. We can reach out with all our
senses and begin the laborious process of documenting and storing
in our minds the nature of reality.

Here’s how we learn:

1. We perceive. (All sensory equipment is involved.)

2. We differentiate. We identify. We learn to tell one thing from
another.

3. We classify. We begin to categorize. We put things into groups
for our convenience in remembering. Some things please us and
provide satisfaction. Some things provide dissatisfaction. Some
things provide neither although we may observe these, we usually
ignore them.

4. We select. The human mind appears to be incapable of func-
tioning without exhibiting preferences of one kind or another. In
short, we begin to express our wants. We want the things that sat-
isfy us. We also begin to express our won’ts. We don’t want the things
that provide dissatisfaction. So we discriminate. We choose.

In terms of selection no two of us are identical. No two of us,
including identical twins are precisely the same. Genetically we
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are often very similar. But, even if cloning were established as a
means of reproduction so that the genetic pattern of two persons
was identical, each of us is deposited in the time-space continuum
in a slightly different aspect.

The same can be said of identical atoms. Were identical atoms to
have protons and electrons that behaved identically, each atom still
exists in its own continuum and retains its own identity.

Individuality appears to be the order of the universe.

5. We associate. We associate the data we have selected. This
appears to be an inborn or instinctive characteristic of the mind. It
is impossible for us to observe and study reality without applying
our findings to our best interests, as we understand them. The more
we understand, the more we may revise and rationalize our best
interests.

The association of ideas and images from our contact with reality
causes us to generalize.

Here is the infant lying in his crib. | am assuming a healthy, “nor-
mal” infant. To begin with, he knows nothing but he has been ob-
serving for several weeks. He learned that there were arms and
legs in the crib with him. At first they annoyed him and provided
dissatisfaction. To his delight, he discovered they were attached to
him and he could move them about at will: he confirmed this by
bringing every sensory tool he had to bear upon his inquiry. He felt
his arms and legs. He saw them. He was unable to hear or smell
them, but he tasted his toes. When you see something and taste it
too, it must be real. The proof of the toe is in the tasting.

Have you ever observed an infant cooing with glee as he thrust a
big toe into his mouth? You have probably asked yourself, “Why
does he like the taste?”

I profoundly doubt the infant enjoys the taste. He is merely con-
firming his feelings. His limbs are real. They are a part of him. His
earlier dissatisfaction gives way to sublime satisfaction. He is the
master of his own arms and legs!

He also observes other things. He takes note of his crib, the blan-
kets, the things in the crib. He stares at the ceiling above his head.
This may enthrall him for hours, but he usually loses interest. The
ceiling doesn’t do anything. Then there is a voice that comes from
his crib. He presently discovers that the voice is his own, and that
like his arms and legs he can use it when he wills. And, of course,
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he takes note of the adult who comes whenever he uses his voice.

There may be other things that he observes as well. But presently
he generalizes. He adds up the total of his observations and it may
come out something like this: | exist. | am a creature who has feel-
ings, legs, arms and a voice. | live in a crib equipped with various
objects. And there is a person who comes to me when I cry. The
generalization is not profound. The infant lives in a world limited
by his own sensory observations. He doesn’t know how he got where
he is and what he is supposed to do about it.

But he is. And the other things he discovers co-exist with him.

What is the function of this instinctive drive to generalize? | am
not certain, but it seems to me that it is part and parcel of man’s
drive to survive. The purpose of all life—human, animal, or veg-
etable— appears to be to life. Not because a particular life form has
reason to live, but simply because the nature of life demands living.

Included in the association process, then, is reaching a conclu-
sion. As the infant adds up the data with which he is familiar, he
extracts significance; he finds meaning. There appears to be a rea-
son for this.

The fundamental purpose of the mind appears to relate to dis-
covering predictability. Every human being has a fundamental sense
of uneasiness. This is inescapable in a creature with a mind ca-
pable of self-identification that finds himself in an objective reality
about which he is ignorant. We don’t know that worries us. To be-
gin with we exist totally in the “don’t know” category.

This helps to account for the infant’s fabulous curiosity and his
ability to learn.

At the start of his life the infant is totally dependent upon others.
Left alone for even a relatively brief period with his wants unat-
tended, and he will die. He doesn’t know this, of course. Rather his
mind seems to have been genetically implanted with a drive to sat-
isfy his curiosity. He wants to know what things are and how they
behave. His survival depends on it.

So he uses his mind to find out how the various things of this
world will behave later on. He must be able to predict. He wants to
know how his legs and arms work. Further, he wants to be assured
that they will work tomorrow just as they do today.

What human beings seek is orderly process and predictable re-
sults. Were we to live in a chaotic world, we would either be driven
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mad or perish swiftly.

The infant wants to know that when he flexes certain muscles,
his arms, hands and legs will move in a predictable manner. He
wants to know that when he calls out, his parent or guardian will
come.

The necessity of predictability is demonstrated later on by what
occurs when unexpected, dramatic and unpredictable events oc-
cur. Man is prone to a mental condition we refer to as shock. Shock
can be so severe that it can induce amnesia, coma or even death.

This accounts for the tendency of infants to smash, destroy or eat
practically anything that comes within their sphere. They are learn-
ing. They are acquiring information about predictability.

The mental tools of learning are: (a) memory; (b) comparison;
and, (c) repetition. We learn what something is; what its shape and
contour feel, smell, taste and sound like. Then we contrast (com-
pare) these characteristics with other things. And we remember.
When patterns of behavior develop, we discover that a bottle con-
taining formula is not a banana, not a watch or a puppy. A bottle of
formula is a bottle of formula. We predict that a bottle of formula
today will be like a bottle of formula tomorrow.

This is the manner in which we learn the nature of things. When
we are older, we have an additional tool. We discover we can make
mistakes. So when we wish to find out how something works, we
test it for ourselves. Then we seek confirmation from others, ask-
ing them to test it in the same way. If | operate a switch and a light
goes on, that is marvelous. | operate the switch and again and again
the light goes on. Now | ask another to operate the switch in the
same way. If he obtains the same result and if, after considerable
experimentation, the same result occurs no matter who operates
the switch, then we have what is called a principle. The light al-
ways comes on when all the conditions (the context) of switch and
light are the same no matter who performs the experiment.

If the light comes on for me but for no one else, then we are not
dealing with principle. We are dealing with magic. If all of us, in
performing an experiment, get identical results 80 percent of the
time, but not the other 20 percent, we have no predictability. We
have probability. The degree of probability is measured mathemati-
cally. Probability indicates ignorance. It means there are factors that
are not sufficiently known, so we can predict with confidence.
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All knowledge is contextual. When we have a principle we have
absolute predictability in context. When we have probability, we
have predictability on a mathematical basis. It is not absolute. 1g-
norance persists. Beyond principle and probability we have possi-
bility. This means that our ignorance is profound and we do not
have the necessary information to predict.

6. We form opinion. We formulate opinions as we gain knowl-
edge of what things are and how they interact. An opinion is a con-
clusion. Some of our opinions are formed as a result of our per-
sonal contact with reality and how it appears to work. Some of our
opinions are merely accepted from others who (we suppose) have
had contact with reality and have told us about it accurately. We
formulate opinions by contact with the objective order and by ac-
cepting the opinions others who may have had a broader contact
with reality.

We accept the opinions we like. They may or may not be correct.
It is characteristic of man to learn what satisfies him and to reject
what doesn’t. When the opinion we accept coincide with reality we
have an accurate opinion. When the opinion does not coincide with
reality we have an inaccurate opinion.

7. We adopt an attitude. Attitudes emerge after an opinion has
been accepted and over an extended period of time. It doesn’t mat-
ter to us whether the opinion is true or false. What matters is our
affection for the opinion.

Attitude means belief. It also means faith. We believe what we
wish to believe and we disbelieve what we do not wish to believe.
An attitude is actually an opinion to which emotional conviction
has been added, whether the emotional conviction is justified.

Itis difficult to alter the opinions of others. It is next to impossible
to challenge their faith or emotional convictions.

Much of what people believe today is factual. Much is not. If they
have developed an emotional attachment to their point of view,
entrance into this area is fraught with peril.

8. We take action. Man is an acting creature, not a passive one.
Nature does not look after man; he must look after himself. Once
an individual has formulated a number of opinions as to the nature
of reality and how various units of reality interact, he will take cog-
nitive action. That is, he will predict how things will be in the fu-
ture. Then he acts to insure the results he wants.
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These are the steps to learning. All learning is aimed at taking
cognitive action. When our opinions and beliefs coincide with real-

ity, we can initiate causative factors that will lead us to satisfactory
results.
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Chapter V

Psychologists frequently bemoan the influences parents exert over
their children. The sighs of frustration have been wasted upon thin
air. The fact is—children will invariably be influenced, if not by
their parents, then by others. No such thing as a non-influenced
human being can or will exist.

Had psychologists been around when | was a small lad, their lam-
entations would have moved whole libraries. Thanks to Mother,
my attitudes in certain areas had already been formed by the time |
first trotted off to public school.

| readily accepted Mother’s conviction that | was superior. Ac-
companying this acceptance was an overpowering reluctance to
ask questions. | deemed it a mark of stupidity. Asking revealed a
‘lack.” Such a revelation would have destroyed my self-aplomb. |
was superior and, therefore, could not ask. Such an attitude doesn’t
encourage scholarship.

Physically | appeared to be as strong as an ox. However, because
of my spinal defect, | had been frightened away from any rough
and tumble sports. When | was urged to play games, or even par-
ticipate in organized exercise, | pretended to a superiority I did not
feel. Competitive sports were not for me.

Early in this century, educators had only begun to promote physi-
cal education. | was hostile to athletics from the first.

But I did have some interests that moved me toward learning. |
was an avid reader long before kindergarten and, thus, | had a smat-
tering of information. Little of it was organized or made sense, and
parts of it were wholly in error. But | was eager for more. | loved
books.

When | reported to Mother that the teacher was pressuring me to
getinvolved with games and exercise instead of read, Mother made
a trip to school and got me excused from physical education. At
home she counseled me. If a teacher ever offered information |
found hard to accept, | was to ask the “why” of it.

I became so difficult that Mother managed a transfer and | was
enrolled at a second school at which a few of my faults were tempo-
rarily shelved by her intervention.
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My first teachers undoubtedly hated the sight of me. Nothing builds
arrogance in a child so rapidly as parental backing against central-
ized policy.

I vividly recall one of my first confrontations with a teacher.

During a class on hygiene, the teacher asserted that every boy
and girl needed a good diet. In explaining this, it was stated that
fresh fruit and vegetables, milk and meat were the essentials.

Meat?

I asked why meat had to be eaten. | was informed that without
meat in my diet, | would not be able to stay alive.

| asked “why” that was true. The answer: it was true because it
was so.

Since | had never eaten meat and was clearly alive, the teacher
was badly informed. | debated the matter no further, but set my
teacher down as a dunce. | related the episode to Mother who con-
firmed the intellectual status of my teacher. Finding the teacher
deficient in one particular | concluded she was deficient in all.

I had a similar experience in another grade. The class was study-
ing biology. This included the dissecting of a frog, pickled in form-
aldehyde. In lecturing about the internal organs of frog vs. man,
the teacher explained that there is a certain enzyme or gastric se-
cretion that digests meat. If that is true, | challenged, why didn’t
these juices digest our own stomachs?

The blank look on her face revealed that she had never thought
of such a thing. Her answer was: “because it doesn’t.”

Mentally I fitted her with a dunce cap, too.

I have revealed one obnoxious side of my nature, but there was
another. Adults are rarely consistent and it would be surprising if a
child were. If a teacher favorably impressed me with a reasonable
response to one of my frequently voiced “whys,” from that moment
I rarely questioned anything offered. Thus, in the midst of my arro-
gance | was exceedingly open to suggestion if | liked the teacher.
Indeed, in such a case | was a veritable sponge.

| really don’t know which attitude is worse. In combination they
do not create an apt pupil.

One of the first things | accepted at face value was an assertion
made in the first grade. The teacher said that no matter how bad a
government is, it is better than no government. | liked the teacher
and bought the package.
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At the time, when we had all learned through propaganda that
the Germans were “Huns” (which they aren’t) and that the German
government under Kaiser Wilhelm Il was so bad the U.S. had to
eliminate it.

Another statement, equally open to challenge, was this: “My coun-
try, may it always be right; but my country, right or wrong.” | swal-
lowed this appeal to blind, unthinking patriotism along with any-
thing else the lady said. The statement still has its devotees.

Still later in a history class, a teacher drew a bell-shaped curve
on the blackboard and explained that the historical evidence estab-
lished that great civilizations arose periodically only to decline and
fall at a later time.

I asked her what made the civilization rise. She said the answer
was unknown, but it was generally believed it had to do with water.
If a country had abundant rainfall or could benefit by irrigation, a
great culture could and would arise. Lacking water, nothing of this
sort would happen.

So | asked: “Does the civilization decline because of a change in
climate or a lack of rainfall?”

She admitted she didn’t know.

| asked why a great civilization had not arisen in the valley of the
Amazon River that had abundant rainfall. She didn’t know that ei-
ther. Then | asked why a great culture had appeared in the Andes
Mountains, called the Incan culture that had a terrain that was un-
friendly, at an altitude that was forbidding, and where the rivers
ran the wrong way. The storm clouds forming from moisture—
drawn up from the Pacific— blew across the mountains and emp-
tied over Brazil.

She didn’t know and reminded me that she had not claimed to
know the answer. | mentally dusted off another dunce cap for her. |
didn’t like her anyway. She was always asking me to memorize the
dates of major battles, the names of kings and generals. That seemed
to be a rather narrow, provincial approach to the whole human story
and | rejected it. | concluded that I didn’t like history, and didn’t
like history teachers. From that time on, | tried to bluff my way
through history classes.

From what | have said thus far, it would be reasonable to con-
clude that | found science and mathematics stimulating. | didn’t. By
a strange quirk, inspired by the personality of a male fifth grade
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teacher, | soured on the exact disciplines. In these subjects, there
was no question about what was right and what was wrong. | con-
cluded that mathematics dealt only with memorizing. It would be
impossible for me to make a contribution. Two and two always made
four. There was no subtle twist | might innovate; no way of dealing
with numbers except the way | was instructed.

The trouble was, even though I couldn’t prove the teacher wrong,
I didn’t like him. So the subject frustrated me although I did have a
very good memory. When | asked “why” | was bluntly shown why. |
couldn’t trip him up and he felled my challenges without excep-
tion. I simply tuned him out.

There was one area that fascinated me: literature, reading, com-
position, anything at all relating to the English language and those
who had used it skillfully. | read whatever was assigned, and much
more besides. Here | absorbed practically anything and everything.
I couldn’t get enough. Fiction captivated me. Drama inspired. Po-
etry lifted me. Looking back at my years in school | can truly say
that my education in these areas was good. But again it was be-
cause | had teachers | happened to like and admire. So | was an
ideal student. | managed to skip fourth grade altogether and when
I entered the University | was excused from all freshman English
since | was judged to have already mastered the art and craft of
writing. That wasn’t true, but | believed it.

Clearly, a growing youngster has many interests outside of school.
My earliest daydreams were about getting married, having a home
of my own and a loving wife who would, of course, support me in
all ways.

I managed to have a few male friends. But | had a host of girl
friends. The girls were interested in their futures and in making a
home. I'm told that boys don’t think about things of this sort.

You can put it down to Mother’s influence if you like, but | was
certainly interested and began looking closely at each girl at a ten-
der age in an effort to determine which one | would marry.

If I had been frail, had glasses, or in some other way been visibly
handicapped, I'm sure my male peers would have liked me better
than they did. In consequence, | would probably have liked more of
them.

Most of the boys | knew were poor conversationalists. They were
invariably pushing, shoving, shouting, wrestling, and releasing en-
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ergy by every physical means available. They didn’t want to discuss
the future of anything. They were so excited about proving their
physical prowess and having fun, that | was a stalk of alien corn—
tolerated, but hardly admired.

Whenever the talk turned to girls, the boys would smirk, smile
knowingly and indicate they knew what girls were for. When | was
asked pointedly by an older boy if | knew what “it was all about,” |
naturally said I did. | could never admit to ignorance.

He didn’t believe my assurances and proceeded in graphic detail
to explain the art of copulation. What he described, while basically
factual, was so revolting to me that | dismissed it out of hand.

Mother had told me that when a man and a woman loved each
other, children sometimes were entrusted to them.

As she explained it, the process involved the creator and was a
most sacred procedure. It was vile if a man sought any intimacies
whatever unless having a child was the objective. Naturally, Mother
was not at all graphic.

I didn't know what “intimacies” were, but the way they were
sniggered at by the boys convinced me | was the victim of a “con”
job. I dismissed the smut and sneered at it, as to references to the
tooth fairy and Santa Claus.

I had never attended a wedding and, in my youthful mind, a min-
ister of the gospel or some government official would explain “inti-
macies” at the time of the wedding.

Prior to the ceremony it would be wrong for me to know, to in-
quire. It would certainly brutish and beastly if | attempted to find
out by experience. | would be “intimate” with only one woman, my
wife; and then only after | was firmly, legally and sacredly united to
her.

Meanwhile, my masculine nature asserted itself in truly interest-
ing ways.

I thought about girls and about making a home, and possibly hav-
ing children. What | would do to pay the bills didn’t occur to me.
Economic ideas were foreign. An income would be forthcoming—
somehow—and in some automatic manner. | would have a job, of
course.

What | would do didn’t seem too iynportant.

P
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In the third grade, a young lady had a desk across the aisle and
just one place to the rear of mine. Her name was Lavern. She had
long blonde ringlets and a round, cherubic face. | was attracted to
her. | flushed red whenever she looked at me, and felt myself a
tiger if any other boy so much as spoke to her.

I had read Tom Sawyer and knew that when a man loved a woman,
the first way he showed it was by offering to carry her books.

One day, after school, | waited for this lovely with pounding heart.
When she finally came out | fell in step beside her offering assis-
tance. She accepted and off we went, together.

I had no difficulty in opening a conversation and we strolled along
in a state of animated bliss. At least it was blissful for me.

Her house was somewhat out of the way, which from my point of
view, was fortuitous as it extended the time we could be together.
We took a circuitous route, wandering down to Shingle Creek and
following its uncertain course. The creek bank was overgrown with
giant willows, sumac and high dank grasses. Thus we were hidden
from prying eyes and it was just the two of us, alone and with our
futures in our hearts and eyes.

Lavern tripped over an outstretched root and, as a gentleman, |
helped her to her feet. Doing so, | had to take her hand and the
contact sent currents of joy and exultation tingling through my body
and mind.

She said her ankle hurt and so we rested for a bit, greedily con-
suming time and glorying in the feelings | presumed were mutual.
Certainly my heart was singing. That electrifying tingle surely could
only mean love.

When | finally reached home, Mother was frantic. | was more
than two hours late and she had been phoning around in an effort
to locate me. | had never been late before.

I explained that | had met the woman | was going to marry.

In a state bordering on shock, Mother questioned me closely.
Exactly what had occurred? | said that the young lady and | had
walked home by way of the creek so that we could be alone to-
gether.

Mother’s anxiety mounted. Further questions poured out. Exactly
what had the two of us done?

My answers didn’t appear satisfactory and the interrogation con-
tinued.
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Finally, Mother blurted: “You weren’t intimate with her, were you?”

I hung my head and silently owned up to it. | had touched her
hand and had experienced a thrill.

Further grilling finally established that my “intimacy” was lim-
ited to that event.

When Mother had convinced herself that nothing more serious
had occurred, she expressed relief. At the same time, she lectured
me: boys and girls weren’t supposed to hold hands because “that
could lead to a great many other things.” Even if | was thinking of
getting married, which was clearly preposterous at my age, hold-
ing hands happened after marriage and not before.

| promised Mother to be more careful in the future. My sister
razzed me for having a case of “puppy love.” That night | dreamed
of Lavern. The two of us were riding on the backs of elephants,
each of us dressed in exotic East Indian garb.

Dreaming of your enamored along with elephants was a serious
matter.

I was so embarrassed by Mother’s tirade that | avoided further
meetings with Lavern. | worshipped her from afar vowing to live
out the allotted time in martyred silence until the day when I could
make her mine. If we were ever alone together again, | knew I
would be so eager for the same thrill that | would probably touch
her hand. After that, who knew what would happen? I recalled the
filthy suggestions of various boys. | decided | would, indeed, pro-
tect Lavern even from myself. What might have been my first ro-
mance, was thus nipped in the bud by Mother’s admonitions.

A situation began to develop between Mother and Dad. I've seen
a similar situation arise many times since and, indeed, have expe-
rienced it myself.

The mores of the time meant that husbands were breadwinners
and wives stayed home to raise the children. My parents carried
out this custom without question.

Widely divergent points of view developed. Dad’s interests lay in
increasing the family income. He began to make good commissions
as a salesman. Mother’s interest lay in getting social recognition
for the unusual gifts and abilities of her family.

After they had retired, | frequently lay awake at night hearing my
parents arguing. | can only deduce what the conversations were
about.
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Mother was distressed because, as a salesman, Dad had no stand-
ing in the community. Dad was distressed because, despite the fact
Mother needed far more money than he provided, she wanted him
to put aside a fair income for prestige and possible privation.

An agreement was reached. Dad was adamant about returning to
the school board for re-instatement, but he would study at night
and, in his spare time, he would become a doctor. Both Mother and
Dad believed that a doctor enjoyed prestige and made a fabulous
income. So Dad signed up for a home study course in the Palmer
method of Chiropractics. In due course, he was awarded his mail
order diploma.

With the impressive paper duly framed, Dad rented offices and
set himself up as a practicing chiropractor. We were already in debt.
Now further debt was incurred to equip his office. Patients were
slow in coming. All of us experienced some slim years.

It began to dawn on Mother that a Chiropractor, despite his cre-
dentials, had little more prestige than a salesman did. Worse, Dad
was attracting a clientele consisting principally of women with ach-
ing backs. Mother began to emit a green glow of jealousy.

| don’t suggest that Dad was circumspect in all his doctor-patient
relationships. Living with an attractive woman, who didn’t believe
in sexual contact unless a child was wanted, must have had him
baying at the moon on many a lunar-lit night.

My parents grew apart. Dad would have added it up something
like this: “I am in debt up to my ears. My wife wants more and more
money from me. The children take more and more. What am | get-
ting out of it?”

Mother would have added it up this way: “Who is this man to
whom | am tied? He doesn’t love me. He complains every time |
need money. I'm sure he is having affairs with other women. How
did | ever get myself into this kind of situation?”

We tend to blame our problems on persons other than ourselves.
Thus, Dad associated all his debts, his long hours of work, and his
meager income with Mother. She was responsible for his problems
and provided him with little or nothing in the way of benefit.

Mother associated all her problems with Dad. Her poverty, her
worries, her jealousy and the thankless task of presiding over a
pair of youngsters all were laid at his feet. His shortcomings cre-
ated her problems.
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How to find a remedy? Again their approaches were at variance.
Although Mother was not a churchgoer in any traditional sense,
she had a firm hold on moral concepts. She didn’t believe a mar-
riage should be dissolved for any but the most extreme causes. Af-
ter all, they had taken an oath to stand together through thick and
thin. Somehow, they must work things out.

To Dad, the marriage wasn’t working. What didn’t work was no
good. Therefore, for the good of both, a divorce was the way out.

They compromised on a separation. Dad plunged into debt all
over again and bought a new home in a good subdivision. We had
been living in a working class neighborhood and I suspect this was
his gesture to Mother’s constant search for prestige. If she didn’t
approve of door-to-door selling, a task to which he joyously returned,
at least she’d have a good address.

He promised to send money each month for our support, a prom-
ise kept only sporadically. Mother was left, holding title to the new
house and handling all the bills.

The separation ended in divorce. From my ninth year, Mother
took complete control. She raised my sister and me with little assis-
tance of any kind. She had some skills as an artist and made a small
sum of money this way. Also, she rented rooms.

At the age of twelve, | got my first regular job delivering newspa-
pers. Mother managed to get some help from a relative so that my
sister could finish high school and, then, go on to college. By the
time | finished high school it was clear | would have to handle my
own expenses. If | went to college | would have to pay for it myself.
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Chapter VI

An event in my final year of grade school was to affect my future
profoundly. Naturally, at the time, | didn’t know it. All through the
first eight grades, | had been deeply interested in girls. | was an
avid reader. In an off-hand way, | had decided | would become a
naturalist and write books about animals. Ernest Thompson Seton
was my hero and | devoured everything he had written and pur-
chased copies of his works with money earned from my paper route.

For reasons unknown to me, one of my teachers in the eighth
grade decided I should play the lead in the class play. Mother had
seen to it that | had had “elocution” lessons, so | was not backward
about reciting, in class or out. | don’t think the prior training was
the reason | was chosen. Somehow the teacher and | had good rap-
port. | liked her and trusted her. It is clear that she liked me.

The play was a one-act affair entitled: “The Village Photographer.”
Presumably it is now gathering dust. I'm sure the dialogue would
sound stilted and ludicrous to a modern audience. But this was 1925
and | was fourteen.

The leading character was the photographer who appeared as
the curtain rose and remained on stage reading every other line
until the end. It was a generous part and | was beautifully coached.

As | look back, I realize | never did understand the part or know
why | said what | said or did what | did. | simply learned by rote,
memorized all the stage business and did as | was told. | was trying
to please my teacher.

To my amazement, the presentation was an overwhelming suc-
cess. There were endless curtain calls, (even my behavior here had
been coached), and my part made me an overnight sensation. For
the first time in my life, my peers were jealous of me. And | loved it.

I had always been an outsider, a loner who was tolerated rather
than admired. In the few days left before graduation, | was lionized
by teachers and students alike. | had only to appear and people
crowded around. My prior attitudes had produced an aloofness, a
cloak of dignity behind which I retired. My sober air, which caused
me to display a kind of quiet disdain, was swept away. People often
said | was old for my age. | was solemn and took things seriously.
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Suddenly, | was just a boy.

I had given no thought to what | would study in high school. A
teacher suggested, “Of course you’ll want to study drama and get
into the Harlequin Club,” so | agreed. I liked plays and had read
many, including Shakespeare. The possibility of a stage career now
eclipsed my desires to be a naturalist.

Mother was enchanted. Actors had prestige. They even won fame
and fortune on occasion. She had never been certain about natu-
ralists. For the first time in my life | decided that people really weren’t
so bad.

Ingrained habits were not so readily swept aside. My grade school
graduation class contained perhaps fifty boys and girls. | enrolled
in a freshman class of about eight hundred.

| expected some teacher to emerge and recognize my sterling
qualities as an actor and dramatist—a teacher who would coach
me to continued rounds of applause.

Nothing of the sort occurred. The competition was overwhelm-
ing.

I signed up for drama and for Shakespeare. However, when |
wanted to join the Harlequin club, | learned there were dues to be
paid. | gave up the idea. Mother had a long talk with me about the
family’s finances. The few dollars required for dues were beyond
my reach. She would not be able to help me in high school. My
paper route sustained me but, to commute to high school, | needed
a car. | had saved a few hundred dollars but every cent | could earn
went to books, gasoline and car payments—and clothing—with a
quarter budgeted for lunch every day. By cutting out everything else
we could just scrimp by.

Mother helped my sister who enrolled at college. I was on my
own and could surely prove my acting and dramatic ability without
the luxury of the Harlequin.

I hid behind the facade of dignity and superiority. | had only an
occasional triumph in high school and the four years were, in the
main, a long and unpleasant sojourn.

I found that my competitors were boys and not girls. So my atti-
tude toward the female of the species was reinforced.

Fortunately, my income from the paper route grew. But the in-
crease was marginal and many things I might have done with more
money were simply not for me.
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My high school served fairly opulent neighborhoods and it was
no big deal to ask students to pay for this or that “frill.” It was a big
deal for me. And | was so ashamed of my poverty that I learned to
dissemble. | pretended to non-interest when, in fact, | was deeply
hurt.

My one source of joy was the 1922 Ford coupe that | bought
second-hand. Having a car marked me as “okay”. Also, it made me
welcome among the coeds.

Most of the lads, who drove cars, drove their father’s models.
Those from wealthy backgrounds tooled around in fine, new mod-
els of their own. Mine was a clinker, but it would go. When | had
gas.

I began to believe that my Mother was a trifle old fashioned. Be-
ing “intimate” with a girl meant sex. She was right about that, of
course. No one should have a sexual relationship until after mar-
riage. But “necking” was all right.

Two young ladies who attended high school lived close to my own
residence. | looked them over as possible wives. | dated each of
them a few times and finally got in some smooching with each.

This was so exciting and gratifying that | could hardly think of
anything else. On each occasion, | reluctantly broke off when it
appeared that the heat engendered would cause a conflagration.

One of the reasons | continued to believe in Mother’s moral stan-
dards was related to what was taught in school. In biology, I learned
that sex produced one of two results. The girl became pregnant or
the boy got syphilis. Either eventuality clearly established that the
male had been guilty of a moral breach. Either result would cause
expenses and personal shame.

Despite the thundering eagerness of my adolescence, | stopped
short. Truthfully, | would have been too embarrassed to reveal to
the girl that | had no knowledge of how to proceed. Sure, I’d heard
a lot of talk. But most of it, I still classed as nothing but filth.

I recall a particularly trying experience. | was out collecting fees
from my paper route customers—(seventy cents a month daily and
Sunday). | stopped at the house of a regular and was admitted by
one of my classmates, a boy who lived only a few blocks from home.
With him was another and younger boy.

The parents, my clients, were away. | was told that a young lady
of mutual acquaintance was baby sitting and was at that moment,
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“upstairs, putting the kid to bed.”

After an exchange of banter | turned to go. But my classmate sug-
gested | “hang around.” According to him, the baby-sitter had
phoned and invited him over. He and his companion were going to
“lay” her as soon as she was available. She’d have no objection if |
had a round with her too. She “loved” to take on all the boys.

I was dismayed and shocked. I called them both immoral and
indecent. They just laughed. My neighbor, whom | had thought of
as a friend, suggested | was probably “queer.” Then he told me in
detail how he had taken one of the two girls | had been dating in
the back seat of his father’s car. He had the effrontery to suggest
that this same girl had been concerned about me because | hadn’t
tried to seduce her.

I thought my last necking party with her had been torrid. | told
him he was a liar and marched away.

The trouble was deeply inside. | knew he was telling the truth.
Some of the girls were apparently as interested in learning first
hand as was I.

To believe that girls were interested in sex went against every-
thing Mother had taught me. Men were the aggressors, the beasts,
unless they learned to be gentlemen. No decent girl wanted that
sort of thing. | was upset for months.

At last in my junior year, my attitudes were rewarded. A young
lady named Charlotte became my date.

| treated her the same way | had treated others—with courtesy
and detached calm. We didn’t even neck. Never on a first date. She
came from a good family and | told her that I didn’t believe in inti-
macies before marriage.

Her beliefs coincided with mine. She was a devout churchgoer,
being a member of a downtown Presbyterian church. And she as-
sured me that she had no intention of getting involved “that way”
until after she was married.

I looked at her with suddenly awakened interest. She was en-
tirely sincere.

She was lovely, just tall enough so that | could easily press my
lips against her clear, high forehead. She had long auburn hair that
she braided and coiled into a tight bun. Later | found it reached to
her waist. One of her ambitions was to let it grow until it reached to
her ankles.
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Her face was oval, unmarred by lines except for little crinkles at
the corners of her blue eyes. She had an astonishing array of freck-
les. Her features were regular, serene and precious.

Her body was slender, just beginning to develop the fulsome
curves that can set a man’s heart pounding. She had a marvelous
disposition, and laughed readily. She loved the out-of-doors, while
not seeking to demonstrate athletic skills. On top of this she was
smart and a good student.

By the time | dropped her off at her home, near Lake Harriet |
was really interested. To my astonishment, | dreamed about her
that night.

I began to pal around with Charlotte at school and to go with her
on a steady basis. Gradually a sense of ease and purpose came to
me. We went together for a full year before | attempted anything
more intimate than holding her hand.

Finally, in my senior year in high school, | kissed her. She was
entirely willing and we shared a long embrace.

Charlotte was very quiet when | drove her home. When | parked
in front of her home and turned off the lights, | raced around to
open the door for her, but she continued sitting in the car.

“What is it, Charlotte?” | asked.

“We have to talk,” she said. “Don’t you think we should?”

“Well, sure.” | scooted around and got in behind the wheel again.

I was all concern. “What is it, Hon?”

“I’ve been thinking.”

“Me, too.”

“What are you thinking about?”

“Well, I was thinking about how much | care about you.

She was pleased. “I'm glad.”

We sat in silence for a bit.

“When do you think we should get married?” she asked.

“Charlotte, you know | want to marry you,” | said. “We’ve talked
about it before. But we’ve got to finish school. | don’t think we should
get married until we finish our education. Do you? And then I've
got to get a job so | can support you.

“Your folks will probably send you to college, but | can’t afford
that. So, after we both graduate from high school, I'll get a job, as
an actor or director. Then I'll start saving up. Maybe in about three
or four years, if I'm getting ahead, we can get married.”
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She smiled wistfully. “But what if we have a baby in the mean-
time?”

“A baby!” | was thunderstruck.

“Certainly.”

We stared at each other.

“Charlotte, we’'ve been very good. We’'re not going to have a baby.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“Well, we haven’t done anything to cause a baby.”

“Don’t you believe that God is the one who decides that?”

“Sure. But people have to cooperate. We haven't...”

“Not until tonight we haven’t.”

“What do you mean?”

She looked at me and her heart was in her eyes. “We Kissed. To-
night for the first time.”

“My God,” | said softly. “Did you think that a kiss could cause a
baby?”

“That’s what I've been told,” she said. “So | never let any boy kiss
me. Not until tonight. And when we Kissed | felt very strange and
very wonderful. | think it may have happened. Maybe I'm preg-
nant.”

I'm afraid | laughed in relief. “My Lord, Charlotte, that's not so.
Kissing doesn’t cause babies. And we haven’t even come close to
doing what we’d have to do if we wanted a child.”

“I've heard all that smut,” she said. “l don’t believe it.”

“I don’t know what you’ve heard,” | said. “Probably lots of what
you’ve heard isn’t so. But part of it is true. We have to get together
in a very special way to have a baby. Please believe me. There’s no
way you could get pregnant from a kiss.”

She sighed and reached for my hand. “I believe you,” she said.
“And in a way I'm glad. I'm glad and sad at the same time.”

“How’s that?”

“Well, | want to wait just as you do. At the same time, | would
really like to have your child. So, maybe I’'m a little bit sorry, too.”

I put my arms around her and we drew close. “Charlotte, you're a
marvel. | wonder if you have any idea how much | care about you.”

She nodded with tears in her eyes. “I’'m yours,” she whispered.

The balance of my senior year was excellent. Now that the im-
portant question of whom | would wed had been settled, | could
think of other things that had to happen first. | saw Charlotte every
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day. We dated whenever | could get the money together.

Also, from that time on we had some fairly heavy petting sessions
whenever the occasion offered.

We graduated in the spring of 1929. Her family presented her
with a new Ford coupe that put my old model to shame. Then she
enrolled at the University of Minnesota.

I found additional work as a clerk, first in a grocery store, then a
drug store.

An ad appeared in the newspaper I still delivered. An outfit call-
ing itself “Universal Producing Company”—Ilocated in Fairfield,
lowa—wanted to hire young men or women, over 21, who were
interested in a career as directors of home talent stage shows. Their
offer was curious.

They would train each recruit. To receive training, the applicant
had to go to Fairfield and study for two weeks. The training would
cost the applicant $35.00 per week. At the end of the two-week pe-
riod, if you passed, they hired you and guaranteed $30 per week or
more from that time on.

At this particular time $30 weekly was a good wage.

If you failed to pass, they refunded your money and sent you home.
All you risked were the expenses of the trip.

Universal Producing Company! | was jubilant. With a name like
that it must have some connection with Universal Pictures. What a
fantastic opportunity.

Mother was uncertain. She couldn’t help me with the $70.00. Be-
sides, I'd be a long way from home. | would have to lie about my
age: | was only 17.

She became firm. No.

I did some careful figuring. If | really scrimped, | could get that
sum together in five to six weeks. My largest concern was Char-
lotte. If Charlotte approved | would defy Mother.

| told Charlotte about the job opportunity and she was less than
enthusiastic. However, it she wanted me to go if I felt it was the
right thing.

| took this as support. | wrote a letter to the Company, saying that
I would be “at liberty” (I thought this sounded professional) in five
weeks. | stated | was qualified although | doubtless could benefit
from training.

I’d have to give up my paper route, which had stood me in good
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stead over the years. Visions of the great White Way in New York, or
a film career in Hollywood, beckoned like a beautiful Lorelei.

I was accepted for training and reminded that the $70 had to be
paid in advance. | was again reassured that, if | didn’t measure up,
I'd get the money back. | was told the training was difficult and
everyone didn’t succeed.

Finally, | boarded the train and set off on the first of a series of
strange experiences.

Mother was baffled by my stubborn insistence, and Charlotte saw
me off.

Fairfield was a small town and the Universal Producing Com-
pany occupied second story accommodations on one of the prin-
ciple streets. | presented myself to the receptionist, who unceremo-
niously relieved me of $70. | got a receipt and was told to come
back that evening at seven.

I was not alone. Some thirty-six young people, male and female
crowded into a long room and sat at a huge table that nearly filled
the place. We stared at each other like ill-advised directors at a
board meeting, saying little. We had no idea what was coming.

Presently a man of about thirty-five, decently dressed and clean-
shaven, entered. He looked around and said: “This is probably the
worst collection of misfits, odd balls, jerks and dumbbells | have
ever seen.”

“What in hell gave any of you the idea that you could direct a
stage play?”

He groaned and made an exit.

The receptionist appeared laden with mimeo material. She walked
around behind each of us, muttering under her breath, dropping a
copious sheath of written matter at each place.

The man re-appeared. “Start studying,” he commanded in a sharp
voice. “You’re going to have to memorize every word in front of you
and you’ve got just one week to do it.” Again he disappeared.

Among the items in front of me was a three-act play, entitled “Cor-
poral Eagan.”

There was other material as well. The receptionist came back
with more. Still muttering she made a total of four trips about the
crowded room, giving each of us a stack of new reading matter
each time. When she had served us all, I had a pile, much of it
printed on both sides, at least six inches thick! Memorize it all?
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I looked about me in confusion. | wasn’t the only one confused.
One of my co-enrollees said: “Does anyone know what this is all

about?”

We began to compare notes. The thirty-six present had come from
various places, one man all the way from New York. All of us had
the same information. We were all looking for work. We had all
paid our money. The whole affair took on a flavor of unreality.

The man returned. “Has anybody memorized the first page of
“Corporal Eagan?” he demanded.

Of course no one had. “Let’s get it straight,” the man growled.
“I'll tell you right now there aren’t more than a few of you who
could possibly make it. So why don’t you save yourselves and us a
lot of trouble? Go home! Just step out to the reception desk. Your
checks are ready. Full refunds as we promised. Go on, get out of
here!”

One man, better dressed than most, said: “You know, I think that’s
a good idea. | came to get a job, not to be bullied.”

He moved his chair.

The man cheered. “Hooray. You’re smarter than | thought. Beat
it. Goon.”

He left, his face crimson.

“Who's next?” Our tormentor demanded.

We all sat like statues.

“Stubborn, eh?” He glowered at us. “My name is Stewart and I'm
in charge of this group. And what a group! Very well, if you won’t
leave without help, maybe | can convince some of you.”

With that he began circling the room, stopping behind each per-
son and making derogatory remarks. One young man was a paraple-
gic. A leg was mix-formed and he moved with a cane. He had a
sensitive face and when he had spoken during the lull, he had re-
vealed excellent diction and appeared to have an advanced educa-
tion.

Stewart stopped behind him and grinned.

“I've got nothing against cripples,” he said. “In fact, | rather ad-
mire your courage. But what we are going to train you to do is far
too strenuous for a man with a cane. Out!”

“l am capable of competing with the best,” the lame man asserted.
“My infirmity will not offer obstacles.”

“Wrong!” Stewart said. “It already has. We can’t use you. The re-
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ceptionist should have refused your money at the outset. Your check
is ready.”

“I'd prefer to stay.”

Stewart grinned. “What would happen to you if | grabbed you
and threw you to the floor right now?”

“You wouldn’t do that!”

“Sonny boy,” Stewart said, “during this training you’'re going to
have to learn to fall down stairs without getting hurt and then run
back up. Think you can handle that?”

“No, sir.”

“Right. Out you go.”

The cripple made an exit.

Stewart continued his rounds. | was gritting my teeth. | wasn’t
sure | could take very much more of this.

He stopped behind me. Suddenly he rumpled my hair. “Well, well,”
he said. “Who have we got here? Pretty boy! Look at his hair!”

He twisted my head around so he could look at my face. “You
look like a girl,” he said. “How old are you, kid?”

I almost told the truth, but remembering the lie on my applica-
tion | said, “Twenty-one.”

“Yeah? I'll bet. Have you ever shaved?”

“Are you going to teach all of us how to shave?” | asked. “How
about the girls?”

There were eight or nine young women in the group, and | got a
murmur of approval.

“Well, you’ve got some spunk, anyhow.” He chuckled. “How would
you like it if | threw you to the floor?”

“I wouldn’t like it.”

He moved on to the next. By the time he had finished, the class
had been reduced to twenty-eight. | was still hanging in and won-
dering what kind of a madman | was dealing with.

Just then the door opened and in came another man. Then a third,
a fourth, and a fifth. They had similar lines to their faces and were
introduced. All were Stewarts—brothers. And by turns they ridi-
culed, cajoled and insulted.

We sat there and grimly took it.

As suddenly as it had begun, the nastiness stopped. The five broth-
ers looked at each other and nodded pleasantly. Then they all left
except for the first Stewart. His whole attitude had changed.
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“You are naturally wondering about what you’ve just experi-
enced,” he said. “We've found that this is the quickest and most
efficient way to let you know the kind of thing that can happen to
you when you are staging a play. You will be insulted, abused and
cussed out. If you can’t take it, you have no place with this organi-
zation. So, we’ve established that those of you left can take it.”

“However, there is still a long way to go. How many of you can do
the job? Don’t worry. We’'re going to find out.”

The business procedure they taught was simple enough. A front
man traveled from town to town lining up various local organiza-
tions as a sponsor for a home talent production. When a contract
was signed, it was signed between the company and one of these
sponsoring organizations. The company owned two plays and had
many teams all over the mid-west staging them. Our play would be
“Corporal Eagan” and therefore the sponsoring organization would
usually be an American Legion Post— The Veterans of Foreign Wars
or some other patriotic group.

The financial arrangement was straightforward. The company
would supply one person, the director. That director would arrive
in town, cast the play with local talent, rehearse it and stage it for a
minimum of two nights. If the play went well, it would be held over
for a matinee or another evening.

The entire effort would take only two weeks. It would be push,
drive, cajole, but get it done and on time.

Out of the gross receipts from the sale of tickets, popcorn or any-
thing else that could be peddled, all bills were paid, including the
director’s salary. What was left was split fifty-fifty with the sponsor-
ing organization. The fifty-percent going to the Company was then
split again—forty percent going to the director, sixty-percent going
to the company.

The Stewarts had a unique system of training. We were trained
in what to say and do in every conceivable situation. It was not just
a memorizing of words: we walked through the parts. Each of us
acted, in turn, as director, sponsor, actor, businessman, and mayor
of the town—any and every person who was involved. It was all ad
lib. As a sponsor, each of us tried to embarrass the director and, at
the same time, we learned what the sponsor really wanted. Each
saw and experienced his objectives and learned what to expect. We
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learned to think on our feet and to further our objectives against all
arguments, pressures and odds.

Meanwhile, we studied the play. Each of us memorized every part.
We learned by doing.

Stewart hadn’t exaggerated. At one point in the play, the leading
character had to fall down a couple of steps. We learned how by
doing. | learned how quickly a person could absorb a very great
deal of information.

It was incredible, but at the end of the first week everyone had
learned everything in the stack we’d been given, except the play.
Some had learned parts of the play but no one had yet mastered it.

At the end of the first week, we were shepherded into the large
room with the table once more. Stewart announced who was and
was not capable of doing the work and, thus, who was staying on
for the second week of training.

One by one, members of the class were called out. There had
been attrition during the week, but nothing like this. As our num-
bers dwindled, one man said, “I wonder if any of us will be left.”

We must have all been thinking the same thing. Finally there were
just seven of us. | was proud to be one of that number. We were the
survivors.

I phoned Mother and shared my triumph with her. She was dubi-
ous about my future, but happy | had succeeded.

Then | phoned Charlotte. We had made a pact. Each Sunday, at a
specified time, no matter what either of us was doing, we would
seek a secluded place and think about each other. | had become
greatly interested in the idea of mental telepathy. | had tried to
“think” messages to her and she to me. It didn’t work. So | told
Charlotte of my achievement, indicating that it might be some time
before I got home because the policy of the company was to send a
director from one city to another as rapidly as he could move.

During the next month | staged “Corporal Eagan” twice— once
in Wausau, Wisconsin, once in Sauk Center, Minnesota. Both events
were successful and | earned handsomely in both cases.

By that time | was homesick. | lost weight from the intensive work,
but I also learned a great deal. Why shouldn’t | write my own play
and handle the whole thing myself? That way, half of the net would
be mine rather than 40% of half.

I resigned from Universal, and returned to Minneapolis. The
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Stewarts had been tough. But so far as my dealings with them went,
they were honest.

My life was shaping up. | had direction and purpose. | knew what
I wanted to do. | had a girl who loved me and who was going to
school. At last, everything was falling into place. Or so | believed.
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Chapter VII

Ah, the emotions we have! How deeply we feel. There are so many
drives, compulsions, desires, and wants that move us. Man is an
active, rather than a passive creature. Man acts. He may be acted
upon, but he does act.

There has been a scholarly debate for years on the question of
why man acts. Does man act with reason or does he act instinc-
tively? As in so many of these scholarly harangues, each school of
thought offers splendid arguments and either states or implies that
anyone who disagrees is “wrong,” “irrational,” or just plain “unin-
formed.”

Perhaps the matter can be set forth on the basis of how the terms
“rational” and “instinctive” are defined. In an effort at clear com-
munication, I will define instinctive behavior as follows: when any-
one or anything acts as a result of drives that are implanted geneti-
cally, and can act no other way, he acts on the basis of instinct.

In a prior chapter, | showed how a human being learns. He learns
through his sensory equipment, directly or indirectly. That is, he
learns directly by contact with reality and indirectly by contact with
others who communicate their own experiences.

Why does man learn by this process? He can’t help it. Genetically,
his brain functions in this manner. The manner in which the mind
functions, at least at the start of an individual’s life, is instinctive.
What he thinks is rational. That he thinks and the manner in which
he thinks is instinctive. It may be possible for him to study the work-
ings of the mind and, finally, to develop new and rational ways of
using the mind. But, at the outset, mind function per se is genetic,
ergo instinctive.

Another example: mentally, man chooses from among the myriad
of data available to him, selecting things that please or satisfy and
rejecting things that do not. Man cannot help but choose. He has a
discriminating, selective intelligence. That type of intelligence is
genetic. What he chooses is done rationally; that he chooses is in-
stinctive.

What is the definition of ‘rational’? To rationalize is to reason.
When a person acts as the result of a conclusion, an opinion, or a
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belief, he is acting rationally.

There is a usage of “rational” that is entirely valid from a literary
point of view, but which defies the definition | have used. That us-
age sets forth the proposition that a wise decision or choice is ratio-
nal and that an unwise or foolish decision is irrational. | will avoid
that usage, not because it is incorrect, but because it will confuse.
Foolish decisions are likewise the result of using the mind. Within
the definition | prefer, they are the result of a reasoning process,
hence, they are rational even if they are flawed.

Differences of meaning can be important barriers to understand-
ing and should cause us to be more careful concerning our defini-
tions. Many a word in English is given double, triple or even qua-
druple meanings. Meaning is the objective of communication, not
words. Words are nothing more than the stipulated sounds or sym-
bols by which we communicate. The word is like the vessel carry-
ing a cargo. It is the cargo that matters. We seek an exchange of
meanings not merely an exchange of words.

By defining ‘rational’ as | have, | will move on and identify man
as a rational species. This means that man acts as a result of using
his mind. He acts from reasons. His reasons may be good or bad,
right or wrong, wise or the utmost folly. But he acts as a result of
these reasons, whatever they may be.

Might | not also define man as an instinctive creature? At the
outset he acts without thinking because he has not learned to think.
And even when he learns, his brain is such that he thinks in certain
ways dictated by his genetic makeup. Thus, man has genetic en-
dowments without which he probably could not exist. It appears so
from the little we presently know.

An ultimate conclusion causes me to identify man as rational and
not instinctive. It relates to the character of the mind as developed
by man.

The evidence unearthed by those who discover our past reveals
that early man had much less grey matter in his cranium than he
presently has. It is accepted that, during these pre-historic times,
man was far more instinctive and far less rational than he now is.
The evolvement of man has apparently centered upon the enlarge-
ment of his forebrain, the cerebrum, coupled with his exercise of
fingers and thumb.

The cerebrum is a powerful organ and we do not yet understand



_olume One 73
its potential. What appears likely is that in earliest times man was
far more a creature of instinct than he is now. | conjecture that, in
those days, man did not spend a great deal of time making long
range predictions. He reacted to the exigencies of the moment. In
such a situation, the cerebellum and a modest cerebrum would have
sufficed. When danger threatened, he either fought or ran for safety.
When he was hungry, he sought food. If he thirsted, he sought wa-
ter. The instinctive drives were there and he acted at once and di-
rectly upon nature to satisfy those urges. Many mammalians are in
this stratum today.

Somewhere along the line, man began to ask the question, “but
what then?” Man began to think ahead, to plan for tomorrow rather
than simply managing problems as they arose.

He began to produce food because he anticipated hunger tomor-
row. He found better places to live since the danger of today might
reappear tomorrow.

Gradually, over millennia, he reasoned more and more. As he did
so0, his instincts atrophied and the cerebrum grew. Beginning to
rely on his own judgment, he discovered that he was dependent
upon that judgment. His instincts no longer were reliable.

The instinctive drives are probably still there. But the cerebrum
is so powerful that it has provided man with the ability of acting
despite the inherited drives.

In classifying the genus homo as rational, | am not overlooking
his instinctive endowments; rather, I am noting the power of the
cerebrum. As an individual, man grows from infancy to adulthood
and no longer acts instinctively. The drives are still present, but
reason intervenes. His reasons may not be the best, but they are his
and he will act upon them.

To be as precise as possible, I classify man’s behavior as instinctoid
rather than instinctive.

Perhaps an example will help to clarify. Let me take an earlier
idea. “Every human being has an instinct for self-preservation.”
Superficially, this appears to be true. The nature of life itself ap-
pears to be the instinctive drive to live. Therefore, why would it be
incorrect to say every human has an instinct for self-preservation?

If each of us had an instinct for self-preservation, then, without
exception, each of us would be compelled by his own genetic makeup
to stay alive at any cost. We would do anything necessary to stay



74 A Waz to Be Fres

alive.

But this is not true of human behavior. Individuals, thanks to cir-
cumstances they apparently cannot control, sometimes commit
suicide. Having thought through the context of their own existence,
some persons decide it would be better to die than to stay alive.
Some persons reach this decision as a result of injury or illness.
Some persons reach it as a result of duress from others. A man de-
cides to die rather than to betray a secret. Or he prefers death to the
loss of property, a relationship or a principle. This is the rationaliz-
ing process. The merit of his conclusion is not under discussion.
The fact that he can reach a conclusion to live or die, places his
continuing survival under the control of his thinking processes, not
of his genetic inheritance.

Any species that can make a volitional choice to live or die can-
not be said to have an instinct for self-preservation. Man chooses to
live. Or he chooses not to. This, then, is a rational species.

Try another example. Man has a genetic drive to mate. It is very
strong. The sex urge is a potent force. But some individuals have
stifled this drive by the use of their reasoning powers to live solitary
and celibate lives. Further, even if they do not turn off the sex drive
totally, most of our species is highly selective 1n this area. Were
this not true, the moment an individual came across a member of
the opposite sex, he would act on his instincts.

Here we may be looking at the evolvement of our kind. It is con-
ceivable that the early human female, like the female of most spe-
cies, was fecund only at specified times. At other times, she was
not.

Under conditions such as prevail among most mammals, instinct
would suffice. Males would only be attracted to females at certain
times. Man, as we presently know him, uses reason and is selec-
tive. The sex drive is certainly present. But man’s mind and his
ability to choose, to procrastinate or even to negate are present.
This is evidence of the power of the cerebrum, for today’s female is
almost always attractive to almost all males. Nature no longer runs
up the signal that a given female is “available.” Our reasoning abil-
ity has taken the place of blind instinct.

Perhaps an even better illustration could be found in the drive
called hunger. To survive at all, man must consume food. Any given
individual can refuse to eat, even though he is surrounded by the
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food he likes best. Were he a creature of instinct, he would have to
eat. His mind is so powerful, however, that even this basic drive
can be set aside and nullified.

I would, therefore, define an instinct as a genetically implanted
drive that cannot be dominated by reason. Rather, when the drive
is present, the individual must obey. He has no choice in the matter.

This iswhy | define man as a rational creature. His reasons domi-
nate. He still has the drives. But he obeys those drives only if and
when his reason gives the order. Therefore, man is instinctoid (hav-
ing drives) but not instinctive (for he can refuse to obey them).

The most civilized among us are usually those adjudged to be
most capable of mastering their drives. It seems likely that the abil-
ity to master a genetic urge originally was discernable only in the
negative. How else could we know that an individual was using
reason? We know what another individual’s genetic drives are be-
cause we have them ourselves. So when we witness a person who
says “no” to something almost anyone would “want,” we believe he
showed character.

Our species appears to be learning slowly that negation per se
can derive from other factors, including fear. Therefore, we are
beginning to recognize that it is not negation that marks a highly
developed use of mental powers, but careful selection.

Bear in mind that genetic drives are implanted as a result of
nature’s commands. The drives were there before we knew how to
use reason. Therefore, to some degree, the drives are essential to
survival. The use of reason is a mixed blessing for we can and do
make mistakes.

But most of us have learned that while it may be necessary to eat,
we don’t have to gourmandize. While it may be necessary to mate if
the race is to survive, we do not have to live in perpetual orgiastic
delight. Indeed, our species would not survive today were we to
revert to instinctive response alone. The overwhelming demand of
our current situation appears to be ‘use your head!

There appear to be at least four genetic drives, beyond what |
have mentioned, with which every human being is endowed. These
drives provide the fundamental emotional (feeling) footing on which
we act. How we act is determined by what we know and how care-
fully we make choices among available alternatives. How we act is
determined by the drives with which each of us is genetically
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endowed:

1. Preventing loss.

2. Promoting gain.

3. Achieving approval from others.

4. Self-approval.

We could refer to these drives as “wants”, “desires”, “hopes”,
“yearnings”...whatever. We all have them.

In all actions and choices, every human being seeks to prevent
loss. Loss of what? Loss of anything he values. Since most of us
value their lives, most of us can be counted upon to act in favor of
our own survival. But not in every case, as | have shown. Circum-
stances may intrude.

Indeed, if life becomes such a burden that we finally believe our
own survival will be too painful for us to bear, then we may reason
that loss would result from continued existence. In such a case (and
I am not applauding the decision), one might conclude that loss
could be prevented by death.

The same applies for every value. If a person values a personal
relationship, then he will seek to prevent its loss. If he values money,
or a property, or a principle or anything else, he will seek to pre-
vent its loss.

We cannot predict what a given individual will do to prevent loss.
This is partly because we do not know what he values most. It is
also because we do not know what a given individual will choose to
do to prevent the loss. We only know that man, by his basic genetic
nature, is a loss avoider.

If circumstances are such that the individual cannot reason to
prevent loss, he will then try to minimize the loss.

Every human being has a basic sense of uneasiness. We want to
know what is going to happen (to predict), but we cannot be sure.
This sense of uneasiness arises from ignorance. There is so much
we do not know, so little we do.

As we learn what things are and how they behave, we establish a
way of survival—a “life-style” if you prefer— that is calculated to
prevent loss of what we most value.

Preventing loss is not enough. Whatever we value, we would like
to have more of. Every human being wishes to gain.

No two of us are precisely alike in what we value. Each of usis an
individual living in his own space-time continuum. As we watch
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the behavior of others, we come to learn what they value and do
not value. This is because we observe them eagerly seeking to pre-
vent the loss of what they value while time trying to obtain more of
the same thing.

In today’s world, there is a temptation to use a dollar sign when-
ever the term gain is employed. While dollars are a means by which
some make gains, the term ‘gain’ is intended on a much broader
scale. Some persons do not value dollars highly. Some do. Some
persons value the arts. Some value friendship. Some value travel,
books, sports, good food. Whatever the individual values he will
seek to increase in his own favor.

I am going to use a term that differs from the dollar sign. Instead
of stating that man always acts in terms of $$3$, | will state that he
acts in terms of +++. | will call +++ ‘plus factors.” Thus, every hu-
man being always acts in terms of a plus factor (+). By preventing a
loss of something he values, he wins a +. If he makes a gain, that
tooisa +.

I am not saying he always achieves this objective. | am saying he
constantly seeks +++. They could be in the form of dollars, but they
could be any other form as well.

However we may squirm and cavil at this disclosure, the fact re-
mains—man is egocentric. And he will act in his own best interest
as he interprets that interest.

Isn’t it possible for individuals to be truly concerned about the
well being of others? Of course it is. Being helpful to others can
become a primary target from which a given person receives a very
high value. Such a person ‘gains’ when he helps another. Thus, he
is bringing satisfaction to himself.

It is sometimes argued that the two drives—Iloss prevention and
gain promotion—are identical. It is true, to be sure, that if a person
makes a gain he has prevented a loss. Also, if he prevents a loss that
is a gain in itself.

But | have drawn a line between gain and loss because of the
human tendency to predict (to anticipate) and, then, to act in terms
of that prediction.

Thus it appears that if a person anticipates a loss, there is a prob-
ability he will act in a certain way. Conversely, if he anticipates a
gain, he will act differently. Again, this is only a probability and |
have no mathematical data to provide percentages. | merely note a
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tendency.

The evidence available supports the conclusion that in primitive
times, or in undeveloped or ‘backward’ societies, knowledge of re-
ality is minimal and fear of the unknown is high. These societies
have little in the way of material or intellectual advantages. But
they are so fearful of what they do not know that they tend to huddle
together.

Old adages come to mind: “Misery loves company.” “There’s safety
in numbers.” And so on. So when fear is the dominant emotion or
feeling of significant numbers of persons in a group, they tend to
draw close to one another.

On the contrary, when a society has a significant number of opti-
mistic, forward looking persons who predict and anticipate gains,
then it tends to act with a great show of independence and indi-
viduality. Ignorance is the mother of fear, but confidence is inspired
by knowledge.

It appears that when we anticipate loss, we like to share it with
others. On the other hand, when we believe a gain is in the offing,
we would just as soon manage that gain in our own way.

Some suggest—and | am among them—that America, in the lat-
ter half of the 20th century, has turned from optimism, confidence,
knowledge, and individual self-reliance. It has become a country
filled with fearful, ignorant persons who are loss oriented. And in-
creasingly dependent.

Every human being wishes to win approval to some degree, from
at least some of his kind. Certain individuals yearn for recognition
from the public at large. Some are content to be admired by a few.
But no one is satisfied without favorable recognition from at least
some others.

Some find satisfaction by developing skills, achieving office or by
some other procedure calculated to bring recognition and approval.
Some hope to achieve recognition by developing character. Some,
by making themselves visually attractive. All of us are interested in
favorable feedback from others.

In short, we want to be loved, admired, and remembered.

On occasion | have argued this point with some who pride them-
selves on being “rugged individualists.” Such persons sometimes
tell me they are totally indifferent to what anyone thinks of them.

None the less, they are eager to let others know they have written
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a book, or climbed a mountain, or survived in the wilderness with-
out assistance. Upon examination, all those who pride themselves
on being rugged individualists tend to adopt precisely the same type
of conduct. Upon analysis, rugged individualists apparently wish to
be admired by other rugged individualists.

Finally, each of us wishes to approve of his own conduct and to
like himself. In a sense, this is probably the most basic of all the
genetic emotions. We must have self-esteem, at least to some degree.

Naturally, the best way to be happy with one’s self is never to
make an error. But man is prone to err. A person who has never
made an error would have to be a person who has never tried to
achieve anything. This could be an error in itself.

As with all emotions, sound judgment is essential. While it is nec-
essary to feel good about one’s self, it is not essential that we erect
a shrine to our own image and worship therein. This is one of the
most difficult places to establish balance and judgment. We are
prone to think well of ourselves.

Further, man’s ability to rationalize is virtually without limits. To
escape self-condemnation and a sense of guilt, many persons be-
come intellectually dishonest. They know they have made an error
but cannot bear the thought of admitting it to themselves. To main-
tain their own self-esteem they will argue that wrong was right when
they did it. They were justified in doing what they did and, there-
fore, (they plead) they are above reproach.

Actually, man learns by trial and error. Being able to recognize a
mistake is one of the first steps toward enlightenment. This is a
narrow strait through which each of us must sail. We must avoid
the Scylla of guilt and the Charybdis of self-deception.

I have learned that for me, the best medicine to take is to express
gratitude that | have learned and, then, to laugh at my frailties.
Having learned and laughed, | move on. It is sometimes difficult.
But it is best.

To draw even closer to the subject, let me introduce another
word—'sacrifice.” Do human beings ever voluntarily sacrifice them-
selves? If the definitions | have been using are followed, the answer
must be, no. In every volitional act taken by any human being, he
seeks +++ (plus factors).

But what if a person longs for a particular objective but at the last
minute, due to the difficulties of another, he gives up the objective
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in favor of helping the other person? Isn’t that a sacrifice?

I must insist that it is not. The individual, seeking result A as his
highest value of the moment, is persuaded to perform action B be-
cause of circumstances that become important to him. He has not
sacrificed. He has merely shifted from A to B as his highest value.
Man always acts in terms of his highest value of the moment as he
sees it. He re-evaluates his position and his values shift. This is the
process of rationalizing.

Is there no such thing as sacrifice? Of course there is. But no
human being volitionally sacrifices himself. He may be quite will-
ing to sacrifice another. But he cannot function against his own in-
terests as he sees them. He does not act contrary to his own nature.

This is a difficult area to comprehend but it is important. | am
speaking of two kinds of behavior and, in the interests of clear com-
munication, it is essential to use different words to designate differ-
ent concepts.

When a person is free to act as he will, even though his values
may shift and he may perform an act quite different from what he
had planned, he is still acting to seek his highest plus factors. There-
fore, he is not sacrificing himself.

However, a second party may intrude and use force—or a con-
vincing display of the ability to use force coupled by a threat—to
cause the first party to act contrary to his intentions. Then, the first
party is being sacrificed by the wishes of the second party.

If A decides to give away his money, his blood, his property or
even his life, and the decision is made voluntarily without duress,
then A is not the victim of sacrifice. He is merely acting in terms of
his best interests as he sees them. You and | might have profound
convictions that his actions are not in his best interests. But you
and | are not A. He is A, and you and | are other than A.

Whatever A may do, regardless of our value judgment as to the
merit of the act, A is acting as one in control of his own energy. No
person ever will use his own energy against himself as he himself
determines his best interests. Even if X is planning to commit suicide
it will be because, according to his values, his death can prevent a
loss or make a gain, or both. Therefore, he voluntarily decides to
die. Whenever a person voluntarily does anything, he sees the act
as a plus factor.

When A is required by force or the threat of force to act in some
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way, then A is no longer exclusively in charge of his own energies
and decision making process. This means that someone other than
A has interposed forcefully.

I am going to use the term sacrifice, to identify this compulsive
condition. This being the case, then—in the interests of clear com-
munication—I cannot also use the same word to mean a different
condition. When | use the word ‘sacrifice,’ it will mean that a sec-
ond party has intruded by force (not merely by plea, argument, per-
suasion or promise of reward) or the threat of force. So long as the
individual is free of duress or forceful intrusion by a second party,
regardless of how he may shift his values around, | will refer to this
condition as nothing more than a shift in value judgments.

Even if a person is compelled by another to do something that
actually benefits him, when force is used the person is victimized
regardless of the result. Imagine, if you please, that a thief breaks
into my home. He steals a hundred dollars, invests it in a security of
some kind, and then signs the security over to me so that | benefit
from all the earnings. Is that sacrifice? Certainly. The sacrifice oc-
curred at the moment that my will was thwarted by force regarding
something I wished to do. I had planned on having a party and spend-
ing the $100 on entertainment.

But isn’t the security of more value than the party? Not to me. If |
wanted to buy the security | would have done so. | have been de-
prived of something | wanted. The relative merits of what | want
and what another wants for me have nothing to do with the ques-
tion under consideration. The only factor being considered is this:
Who is in charge of my property and me? When | manage my own
affairs, make my own decisions without duress—whether | win or
lose—I am uncoerced and acting in my own best interests as | in-
terpret them.

But isn’t there a special exception here for children? Don’t par-
ents, or teachers or employers often use force (or forceful threats)
to obtain reasonable conduct? Certainly they do, although there are
usually superior ways of dealing with children, students or employ-
ees. In most cases, however, threats by parents, teachers, or busi-
ness executives do not comprise sacrifice.

Why not?

Because, in most cases, the child, the student, or the employee is
not paying his own way but is acting with the money or property of
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another. He is presuming to act as he pleases not only with his own
time and energy but also with the property or money of another.

Thus, when the child, the student, or the employee insists on do-
ing as he pleases with the property of another, an entirely reason-
able response might be to suggest that the child do as he pleases
with his own money or property.

If the student wishes to do as he pleases, then an entirely proper
response might be to suggest that he leave the school, or set up his
own.

And if the employee no longer wishes to follow the instructions
and agreements made with the executive who hired him, then a
proper response could be to suggest that he quit his job, find an-
other, or set up his own business.

It is currently popular to bad-mouth anyone in authority. But the
truth is that many a child, student, or employee is currently placing
his parents, teachers, or employers under duress. Because of con-
fusion on this point, the loss to the authority and the loss of author-
ity is overlooked or denied.

Whenever confusion appears, it is important to examine the words
we are using so that the confusion is removed to the degree pos-
sible. Therefore, | will identify “free choices” as those actions an
individual makes with what belongs to him and without duress,
regardless of the actions taken. By definition, each of these actions
means that the individual is seeking plus factors.

However, when a second party intrudes and uses force, the sec-
ond party is seeking plus factors by using the first party as he pleases.
This is clearly a sacrificial act and creates a sacrificial victim, re-
gardless of how the action culminates.

If this explanation is glimpsed in its entirety, then we have come
a long way in resolving one of the most perplexing problems con-
fronting philosophers for a very long time. For ages, savants have
raised the question: is man basically good or basically evil? Each
position has its advocates. Each makes compelling arguments.

I am offering the idea that man is neither basically good nor basi-
cally evil. | am suggesting, rather, that man by his inherent genetic
qualities is basically an opportunist. In our lifetimes, each of us will
act on millions of separate decisions. Without a doubt, some of the
decisions will be good and some will be otherwise. A given action
may be good or it may be evil. The same person can pursue either
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line of conduct and most of us follow both trails.

Every human being seeks plus factors for himself in all that he
does.

You and I, in examining the behavior of others, will sit in judg-
ment on what they do and what they appear to be. But man’s ability
to rationalize seems limitless. Even the most cruel sadist, the most
depraved murderer or rapist, acts because in his judgment plus fac-
tors accrue to him when he does so.

And that brings us to grips with the fundamental characteristic of
human nature. Man, by his nature, is a profit seeker. Not in a dollar
sense, but in a plus factor sense. He may achieve the plus factors he
seeks; he may not. But he seeks them. He cannot help it. That is the
fundamental, bed rock of humanity which each of us shares.

Is this explanation entirely satisfactory? Probably not. We are so
accustomed to think of ourselves as “being forced” by circum-
stances—the weather, society or whatever—that we like to think of
ourselves as martyrs. And human beings usually believe what they
find attractive, whether it is true or not. It is always comforting to
blame other things or people for our problems.

Still, wouldn’t it be true that if A planned to perform action B and
circumstances over which he had no control caused him to
re-evaluate and instead perform C, then a kind of sacrifice had oc-
curred? Granted: A made up his own mind and acted as the only
controller of his own energy. But circumstances intruded and he
was forced by those circumstances to re-evaluate. Isn’t that a kind
of intrusion in itself? And shouldn’t it be called a sacrifice?

I will define a sacrificial act as one that is caused by an
inter-human relationship and nothing else. Thus, if it rains and my
picnic must be cancelled or postponed, nothing is sacrificed even
though | must go without something | value highly. However, if
people go to the picnic grounds and dump so much refuse there
that my picnic must be postponed or cancelled, then we have sacri-
fice. One group of persons was compelled to alter behavior because
of what others did.

Here is another way of explaining it. There is no such thing as a
free act or deed. Every time an individual is free to act, he has alter-
native courses of action, each of which will appear as a +. However,
each plus factor (+) is always accompanied by a cost (-), or negative
factor. The task of choosing how to act is a matter of weighing gains
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against costs, in advance.

Consider the picnic. Anyone planning a picnic knows that weather
is a major factor. When a picnic is planned, one of the cost factors
the planners must consider is weather. It happens to be a factor
they cannot control. So they determine the date of the picnic and
cross their fingers, hoping for the best.

In short, weather is a cost that can arise and be prohibitive, and
they know it. But they willingly run that risk in order to have the
picnic. If they are not willing to run the risk then it becomes impos-
sible to make long range plans to schedule a picnic. So this prohibi-
tive cost is one that the planners voluntarily accept. Without ac-
cepting it, no picnic planning is possible.

But consider the other situation. Some person or persons delib-
erately damaged the picnic grounds for whatever reason. This is a
cost forced upon the picnickers that they did not willingly incur. In
a sense, that is what makes any act sacrificial.

Human beings know that in seeking a + factor, costs will be in-
curred. But they voluntarily agree to pay those costs or to accept
the risks of such costs. A free choice entails the voluntary assump-
tion of costs in an effort to make a gain.

Thus, we define a sacrifice as the forceful imposition of a cost
upon someone by someone else. Many people presume that when-
ever a cost arises, a sacrifice has taken place. A great many people
seem to imagine that everything should be “free” or without cost,
and they feel themselves badly used when they must pay.

But that is not the nature of this world. Whatever we want to be-
lieve, itis important to know what the facts are. Reality says there is
no such thing as a free act or deed. And when reality is recognized,
then we know a “free choice” is the voluntary assumption of cost,
and a “sacrifice” is an imposed cost—the imposition occurring by
force or the threat to use it.

Thus, | define sacrifice as an imposition upon a person by an-
other person against the will of the victim whereby he is made to
pay a cost he did not agreed to cover. All sacrificial acts entail a
victim and a victimizer.

I define free choice as the willing acceptance of cost by an indi-
vidual who values and re-values, possibly again and again, but fi-
nally acts because he accepts whatever costs may arise from the
action he is taking.
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Chapter VIl

How many of my interests, drives and passions did | inherit? How
many did | develop as a result of life’'s experience? | have no idea.

Mother profoundly influenced me, and | suspect the influence
was genetic as well as environmental. For example, Mother was
fascinated by many ideas that had not yet been accepted as valid.
This was in strange contrast to her devotion to establishment dicta.

Shortly after my birth she wrote to a friend of hers, a certain Fred
White, who was expert in astrology. Given the date, time and pre-
cise location of my birth, plus a handsome fee, Mr. White consulted
the ephemeris. He provided Mother with a voluminous prediction
of what my life would contain.

Mother gave me the document when | reached my 21st birthday.
| kept it around for awhile, then destroyed it. | now wish | had pre-
served it. In certain respects, it was almost eerily accurate.

Mother was told when | was six months of age that | would be
fond of the company of women. At the age of twelve, | would have
an accident by falling (I broke my leg). | would be interested in
writing, animals, the occult, and the strange and unusual, but pri-
marily in women.

I would have problems with my stomach and my back, and | would
live a long life. In the latter years, | would travel a good deal—and
with great speed—back and forth across the country. (The intro-
duction of passenger air travel was many years in the future at the
time of my birth. But how | have utilized it!)

Mother always believed. | was invariably skeptical, but enthralled.

During my pre-high school days, | became fascinated with Sci-
ence Fiction and a subscriber to Amazing Stories, every word of
which | absorbed like a blotter. | became interested in ESP, spiritu-
alism, and the great questions of what life is about; how we arrived
on this planet; what we are doing here; where do we go after death;
do we really die?

My head was full of conjecture, visions, and supposing. My boy-
hood heroes swashbuckled their way through my brain, conducted
by Edgar Rice Burroughs, Jules Verne, H. G. Wells and A. Merritt.

A boyhood friend told me the Bible was about as exciting a story
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as one could read. Further, | was informed that it contained a lot of
salacious reading material. Plenty of begetting. | read it in its en-
tirety with fascination.

Then my sister suggested that the book of Revelations was abso-
lutely true. We were moving toward an Armageddon wherein people
like me would meet their doom. | re-read Revelations and scared
myself half-silly. This was science fiction coming true with a ven-
geance!

When this preoccupation with the outré was coupled with my
headstrong refusal to inquire in the face of ignorance, you had a
loner. Make him a vegetarian, of French antecedents and have him
born in Idaho but living in Minnesota, and it is small wonder that
eyebrows were arched at some of my statements.

My love for Charlotte got my feet on the ground. After my experi-
ence with Universal Producing Company, and upon returning home,
Mother urged me to get a “regular” job. She was proud of my suc-
cess but, taking note of my loss of weight, she wanted me to get a
job that would keep me at home. | was too young to be “traipsing”
across the country. And while | had done all right with the two pro-
ductions | had staged, | would be bound to flop sooner or later.
What then? | must always look ahead.

There was no denying my loneliness when on the road. | missed
Charlotte far more than I did my own home, a point | did not dis-
cuss with Mother.

Meanwhile, Mother had sought the assistance of her brother, who
had become a successful businessman in Minneapolis. He refused
to hire me in his store. He said he had a policy of never hiring re-
latives. Factually, | don’t think he wanted me around. | was too full
of daydreams and too empty of interest as a merchant. But he had a
good friend who owned an employment agency, and | have no doubt
he used whatever influence he had with this agency to get me a
position.

One way or another, it worked. | was hired as a warehouseman
by Linde Air Products, a subsidiary of Union Carbide. My job was to
load and unload freight from railroad cars, spotted on the siding
outside the company’s warehouse.

The job required extensive physical exertion and certainly “dirt-
ied” my hands. Mother was aghast. Perhaps | was attracted to the
work partly for that reason. A degree of antagonism had manifested
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between Mother and me. | delighted in proving her wrong when-
ever | could.

At this particular juncture, the work was exactly what | needed.
Not only did it pay fairly well and was steady, with regular hours, it
built my muscles and improved my health. Also it left my mind free
for its visions and fantasies. Further, | was well liked by the firm. |
developed a real affection for the other warehousemen with whom
I worked, shoulder to shoulder.

Charlotte and | dated every weekend. We made plans. She was
doing well as a University freshman in all subjects except English.
That was my forte, so | often helped her with her English assign-
ments.

One Saturday night | took her to a movie and, afterwards, we
drove out a country lane which we often used to be alone together.
We took my car, of course. | insisted. Hers was better, but the male
must always cover the expenses. All of them.

We drove in the general direction of Lake Minnetonka. From the
main road, we branched off onto a rarely used track. It ended at a
point where an artesian well brought water gushing from a pipe
that slanted up from the ground. It was January, and snow spread a
thick blanket over the landscape, making the naked trees stand out
in spite of the moonless dark.

Cattle came to drink from this spring and a small herd was mill-
ing around not far from where we parked.

For some time we were lost to the world in a series of passionate
kisses and embraces. My car had no heater and a window was bro-
ken, but we were so amorous that the windows were steaming. Fi-
nally | broke away and we gazed adoringly at each other.

Charlotte broke the silence. “Bob,” she said, “Let’s go all the way.”

I was startled. While my body, my mind, my very soul shouted
agreement, | shook my head. “Don’t say that, Hon,” | pleaded. “You
know | want to so much that I'm hurting. But we’ve made our plans
and we should follow them.

“I could get you pregnant. And I’'m not making enough money yet
to support you. Furthermore, | have only a little saved.”

“I’ve been thinking about our plans,” she said. “Sometimes | feel
that we’ve been wrong to make them. | sometimes don’t think they’re
going to come true.”

“Not come true?” | frowned. “Whatever could stop them from
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coming true? You know I love you and | know you love me. Of course
they’ll come true.”

She shook her head. “l don’t think so.”

“Why not?”

“l don’t know.”

“I don’t figure that. Do you want them to come true?”

“Of course | do. You know that.”

“Well why don’t you think they will?”

“It’s just a feeling.”

“A feeling?”

She shrugged. “Umhumm. Our plans are so wonderful. | don’t
think they will happen.”

“You think they are too good to come true?”

She nodded.

“Charlotte, we've been good. Pardon the emphasis, but we've been
damn good! You know I’'m not much for church, but I do believe in
God and in moral principles. We’ve always done the right thing re-
gardless of temptation. It seems to me that we should have faith
that everything will come out as we plan it.”

“I know.”

“But you still don’t believe it?”

Again she nodded.

“Get out of the car,” | said.

She looked at me in surprise but immediately obeyed.

I got out on my side and took her hand. “You come with me.”

I led her down the slight slope over the treacherous, crunching
footing. We stopped at the gate of the fence that kept the cows in
pasture.

As | had anticipated, the gate could readily be opened and | swung
it wide so we could pass through. The cows, perhaps fifty yards
away, looked up with stodgy bovine interest.

With her hand firmly in mine, I led her to the spring.

“There are four great elements in the world,” | said to her. “They
are earth, fire, air and water.”

I pushed both our hands into the icy stream where it emerged at
the pipe-end. “I swear to you,” | said, “by this sacred element, wa-
ter, that our plans will come to pass. They will mature and come
true in every way. You are my one true love and | am yours. Know
this and remember it always.”
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There were tears in her eyes. We embraced there, standing in
slush, with the splattering of the water filling the otherwise silent
night.

Quietly we returned to the car, and | started the engine.

On the following day, Charlotte phoned me. She was having diffi-
culty with a theme she would be required to read in class the next
day. Could | come over to help her?

We hadn’t planned on dating that Sunday, because we had been
together the night before and we were trying to save money. But, of
course, | agreed.

I drove to her home and, having greeted her parents and younger
brother—all of whom were high on my list of fine people—we re-
tired to the den and | read what she had written. Together we bent
our heads over her efforts and | offered a few suggestions that were
incorporated into the work. Satisfied at last, although admitting
anxiety over her coming presentation, she gave me a final kiss. |
went home.

Even though it was January, the next day was warm and bright.
Shortly after | had eaten lunch out of my customary brown bag, the
office manager appeared at the warehouse. His face showed con-
cern.

“There’s a phone call for you, Bob.”

“For me!” | had instructed everyone | knew never to call me at
work. “Who is it? Do you know?”

“It's your mother. It must be an emergency of some kind. She
wouldn’t tell me what it was about. But she’s crying.”

Mother crying? | had seen her in tears only rarely. She was adept
at concealing emotions. | raced to the phone.

“You must come home at once, Robert,” she sobbed. “Something
terrible has happened!”

“What is it, Mother?” | shouted. “Tell me! Are you all right?”

“Of course I’'m alright.” The sobbing continued.

“Why are you crying?”

“I...1...1 simply can’t tell you. Not on the phone.”

“Is it Lauris?”

“No. No. She’s fine.” There was more sobbing.

“Mother, what in heaven’s name? Was there a fire?”

“No. Nothing like that.”

“Let’s not play guessing games,” | roared. “I must know. Tell me
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at once!”

For a moment it seemed she would. Then there was a new burst
of tears, “Oh, | can’t tell you. | simply can’t. You must come home at
oncel!”

The manager quickly excused my departure and | bent every
speed law on the books getting out to the house, a distance of at
least five miles. I've often wondered why | wasn’t arrested. | went
through the downtown loop district like a guided missile. | have
always reasoned that, when there is a good excuse for exceeding
the speed limit, a person is not breaking a law. He is merely bend-
ing it out of shape.

I took the shortest route, parked on the wrong side of the street,
and dashed into the house.

Mother was wringing her hands. | confronted her. Again | de-
manded the cause of her distress and she moaned and looked into
my face, then broke into a new batch of tears.

She was diminutive, and | was now as strong as a young Her-
cules. | picked her up in my arms, cradling her as if she were a
child.

I marched to a rocking chair, sat with her on my lap, and began to
make soothing noises. “Come on, Mother,” | urged patiently. “You
got me home so you could tell me. Sooner or later you are going to
tell me. Why not get to it now?”

For a long time, all she could do was moan and say, “Oh, Robert.”
Then, she would bury her face on my chest. Finally, looking at my
face, she blurted: “Charlotte is dead.”

I stood so suddenly | nearly dropped her. “Charlotte? Dead?” |
shook my head in horror. “Mother, that’s not so. It can’t be so. Is
this supposed to be some kind of joke?”

“Oh, I didn’t want to be the one to tell you,” she cried. “Now you'’ll
probably hate me. No one likes the person who brings bad news.”

I grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her. “Cut that out!” |
yelled. “Charlotte is not dead! That’s...that’s preposterous. My God,
I was with her only last evening.”

Then fear clutched at my heart. “Was there an accident?”

“No, no accident. She’s...she’s just dead.”

“Whoever gave you that nonsense?” | bellowed.

“Her father... He phoned... He was crying too. He’s all broken up.
Charlotte just died. She dropped over dead!”
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I screamed at the top of my voice. “Stop saying that! It simply isn’t
true! That's completely absurd!”

“Her father wouldn’t lie about a thing like this, Robert. No, I'm
sure it’s true.”

| raced to the phone and dialed. Her father’s voice, shaken with
tears, answered. “Yes, Bob. It’s true.” Charlotte is gone. Forever!”

“Who told you that?” | yelled. “Have you seen her? Do you know
this from your own observations?”

“No,” he said, struggling for calm. “They called from the Univer-
sity. She was called on to read an essay in class. They said she stood
up and started to read and then just fell over dead.”

“There has to be some mistake,” | insisted. “Possibly it’s a case of
mistaken identity. Universities make mistakes. It couldn’t be Char-
lotte.”

“There’s no mistake, Bob.” He was crying now without shame.

“I’ll be right over!”

I glared at Mother. “Somebody is pulling some kind of a grim
joke.” | said. “Her father doesn’t know she’s dead. Somebody at the
University told him. When | get my hands on whoever started this
story...”

I rushed from the house. The radiator was steaming. To hell with
the radiator. | turned the speed laws into a pretzel in covering the
two miles to Charlotte’s home.

Amidst a cloud of vapor | parked and dashed up the steps: the
entire family was together and doing their best to comfort each other.

“I can’t believe this.” | shouted. “There’s got to be some explana-
tion.”

“It's hard to understand,” her mother said. “But the Lord giveth
and the Lord taketh away.”

“Have you been to the University?” | demanded. “Tell me exactly
what happened.”

“Someone called me,” Charlotte’s mother said. “l called father
and got Sonny home from school.”

“Who called you?”

“I don’t know. Someone from the University hospital.”

| turned to her father. “They called me after | got home,” he said.
“They wanted permission to perform an autopsy.”

“An autopsy? What...what did you do?”

“What could | do? | told them to go ahead.”
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“You gave permission?” My brain reeled. “My God!” My eyes
burned into his face. “Did it ever occur to you that maybe Charlotte
wasn’t dead at all? Maybe she just fainted. Did you go to the hospi-
tal?”

“No, No, I didn’t. The University wouldn’t make a mistake like
that, Bob. She’s...she’s gone.”

“Well, I don’t believe it!” | shouted. “I’'m going over to see for
myself.”

“Maybe that’s what we should have done....” her father began,
but | was already out the front door streaking to my overheated car.

I didn’t stop for assistance with my radiator. Again | put the car
through its paces and sped to the University, located the hospital
and stormed inside.

A white-jacketed student or intern was in the hallway, and | ac-
costed him. “Who’s in charge of corpses around here?” | shouted. |
was wild eyed.

He indicated a doorway on the left. | raced that way. He called
after me, “Nobody’s allowed in there!” He came after me at a run.

I opened the door and stepped through.

A trio of white-gowned surgeons or other officials stood around a
slab that had been pulled from, or was about to be pushed into, a
compartment in the wall.

“I’'m looking for Charlotte “ my voice grated, and then choked up.

One of the white robed figures stepped aside and indicated the
prone figure before him. | came up for a good look.

There had been no error. Charlotte’s pale face and auburn hair
were unmistakable. Except for these, she was covered with a white
shroud. The surgeons had performed a post mortem trepanning. A
jagged bloody seam crossed her smooth brow just at the hairline.

| froze into immobility. My entire life seemed to seep out of my
body, through my feet, and into the floor. From what seemed to be a
great distance, the surgeon next to me was speaking.

“We found the problem. It was a brain tumor. Nobody suspected
it. It’s really a shame. She was a lovely girl.”

Somehow, | made my way back to the car.
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Chapter IX

I was wild with grief.

For several days, Mother feared alternately for my sanity and my
life. |1 thought seriously of committing suicide. It appeared to be a
reasonable thing to do in response to Charlotte’s death. Mother
employed a young man of my acquaintance, who happened to be
out of work, to be my companion day and night. | didn’t know he
had been hired until I caught Mother handing him money. | had
thought he became my close companion out of sympathy. The dis-
covery underlined my sense of abandonment and sorrow. He wasn’t
really concerned with my survival. He was simply after a buck.

Because of Charlotte’s interest in religion and church work, | had
attended several Sunday sessions at the Westminster Church in
downtown Minneapolis. | had done it to please her. Insensibly, |
had adopted much the same moral view she held without getting
involved in the mundane ramifications of church oriented proce-
dures or the church sponsored interpretation of Biblical events.

I had accepted an assumption without intellectual challenge:
namely, if an individual obeyed the commandments, accomplished
good works, minded his own business and was generous with oth-
ers, God would look after him and everything would turn out in his
favor. | certainly was no saint. But, to the best of my ability, | had
tried to live in accordance with the precepts of saintliness. | had
lied on occasion, been guilty of petty theft, and probably inflicted
minor injuries on persons | didn’t even know. Further, there was a
deep trace of the irreverent in me, probably picked up from Dad.

It seemed to me that God, the father of all mankind and the cre-
ator of the Universe, wouldn’t be petty. Besides, if | was His cre-
ation, He was responsible for my flaws. If He had decided to take
my life, that could have made some sense. Not a whole lot, but some.

But why did he take Charlotte? Her mother had said: “The Lord
giveth and the Lord taketh away.” The line that followed was:
“Blessed be the name of the Lord.” Blessed?

If Charlotte had been killed in an accident, | could have hated the
party responsible. If she had been ill, or had some indication of the
malignancy that would cut her life short, | could have found some
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rationale for staying alive. There simply was no explanation or ex-
cuse for what had occurred. Charlotte had seemed well and happy
to all observers. Further, she was one of the very few people | knew
who never had an enemy. If she had ever done an unkind or mean
act, | have yet to learn of it. Despite these virtues, she took her
sweetness and purity as commonplace. She was intelligent without
boasting, humble without self-negation, fun-loving but not at the
expense of others.

So | took another look at my life and came within a narrow mar-
gin of snuffing it out. Christian belief holds that there is life after
death. Then, Charlotte was around somewhere. It would make sense
to join her. There was nothing left for me on earth, as | reasoned it.
And although I was told that taking one’s own life was a terrible sin,
it seemed insignificant compared to the taking of Charlotte’s life in
the manner it had occurred.

Death, with Charlotte, seemed desirable. Living without her would
be a hollow, pointless eternity.

In the brief interval before the internment, | went to the funeral
parlor every day and closeted myself with what was left of her dear
person. | tried to communicate with her in death as | had tried
thought projection when | had been traveling for Universal. Slowly,
I began to blame her father. If only he had not been so precipitate
in granting permission for the autopsy. A gossamer thought flick-
ered into my mind, romantic and idiotic. If only | had been sum-
moned, perhaps by giving her a kiss | could have brought her back.

My hired companion suggested that | pay a call on her family. |
couldn’t bring myself to do it. Charlotte and | had spent some glori-
ous times there, in her home, planning a bright future. Everything
I saw would tear me apart. And further, | was fearful that I might
turn on her father and make wild accusations that, in a saner part
of my mind, I knew could not be justified.

Then the incongruity of the teachings Charlotte and | had ac-
cepted began to soak in. We had been assured that, when death
came, the soul of the departed went to a better, far more beautiful
life than anyone could hope for in this world. Then why were so
many of us grieving? If we really believed the teaching, we should
have been throwing parties, rejoicing in Charlotte’s promotion.

Such a conclusion meant that all the wailing—and | had been
guilty of plenty—was nothing more than self-pity. | was sorry for
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myself for having lost Charlotte. Those left behind were bemoan-
ing their loss instead of rejoicing at Charlotte’s attainment. There
could be no question. If there were a heaven, Charlotte had as-
cended into it.

Then another thought intruded. The teaching said a person was
rewarded according to what he did. Good acts brought favorable
reward. Evil acts brought punishment. Charlotte had been filled
with good acts. Yet she had been struck down and punished as
though she had been wicked.

What if all the teaching was just so much hog wash? Charlotte
and | had gone steady for more than two years. During the first
year, | was such a disciplinarian that we had done nothing more
passionate than holding hands. Even during our final days together,
even with her request that we consummate our love, | had said no.
We had been good, according to the precepts. Sex without mar-
riage was a sin. And behold the reward!

If the teaching that every act was rewarded according to its char-
acter—good for good, evil for evil—was false, then how much more
of the teaching was false?

Perhaps death was an end. No one knew. Perhaps Charlotte didn’t
live in a cleaner, brighter place. Perhaps she simply didn’t exist
anywhere. In that case, were | to die, | would simply cease to exist,
too.

That thought stayed my hand, not the thought of suicide as a sin.

| returned to the warehouse of Linde Air Products and retrieved
my meager belongings. The manager urged me to take a leave of
absence and, then, come back. My job would be waiting. | would
have none of it. While working there my mind had been glorying in
the plans Charlotte and | had made. Every stack of goods in the
warehouse would remind me of her.

Without pressuring me, Charlotte had often expressed the wish
that 1 would change my mind and take an interest in church work.
I had told her, oh, so often, that | didn’t really object to the church,
it’s just that | could accept moral ideas without church affiliation.
Working for the Church and consummating our love were the only
things Charlotte had ever asked that | had not done. On the chance
she still existed somewhere and my action could make her happy, |
presented myself to the Director of Religious Education, a splendid
man named Herman Sweet. | told him | would like to join the
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Westminster congregation.

With characteristic disregard for his feelings, | said: “l don’t know
whether | believe what is taught here in the church, or whether |
don’t. I want to join the congregation for one reason only. | think
Charlotte would approve.”

Normally such an approach would prevent membership. How-
ever, many in this powerful body of church devotees had known
Charlotte. She had been loved and respected. And if | had been her
boy friend, | couldn’t possibly be all bad.

After taking the matter “under advisement,” he notified me that |
was accepted. He believed that, if | “gave myself a chance,” | would
come to accept the church doctrine. Meanwhile, | would be wel-
comed as a member.

Once more the hand of my mother was raised in an effort to help
me. Learning the name of the Director of Religious Education at
Westminster, and finding me emotionally determined not to return
to my job, she must have done a bit of behind the scenes maneuver-
ing with Mr. Sweet. Someone did, and | suspect her.

I was called into the church office one day and Mr. Sweet offered
me the job of “director” of church dramatic productions. Appar-
ently, he had been impressed with those two plays | had staged for
Universal Producing. | was offered a tiny sum of money on a regu-
lar basis, a small cubby-hole of an office, and a chance to stage and
direct the various dramas which were offered two or three times
each year by the young people of the church.

Mr. Sweet told me that the job would also make it possible for me
to read books about church doctrine and, thus, hasten my accep-
tance of the Presbyterian credo.

| accepted the position, mostly because of my memories of Char-
lotte.

Naturally, this brought me into contact with the young people’s
organization of the church. | found myself immediately the center
of all attention. Charlotte had been most active here. | was seen as
atragic and, therefore, an heroic figure. In Christian circles, at least,
there are few psychological plus factors more rewarding than the
belief of your peers that you are a martyr. Inwardly | preened my
feathers at the warmth of their sympathy.

There was one young lady who accepted my presence with a to-
tal disregard for what | had been through. As she saw it, | was just
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one more fellow. Her name was Peggy. She had known and liked
Charlotte. She accepted Charlotte’s passing with fatalistic calm. She
accepted me in precisely the same way. What had happened had
happened. | was who | was, not because Charlotte had died but
simply because a person is what he is.

At first | was annoyed. Couldn’t she detect my nobility, my sacri-
ficial status?

She could not. | decided to go out with her to see if a closer look
at me would bring forward some of what the others were offering
wholesale. It did not.

Gradually | found myself thinking about Peggy a great deal. From
irritation emerged appreciation. This young lady was “normal” and
I had long ago accepted that | was other than “normal.” Whatever
normal may be.

I dated Peggy more and more frequently. Without intending it, |
found we were going steady. Peggy had long, dark hair, was rela-
tively short of stature and endowed with a sweet soprano voice. She
had taken singing lessons and occasionally performed a solo. Her
voice was never large, but the tones were pure. She was a very
attractive girl and, in most respects, a total contrast to Charlotte.

The major difference related to bodily structure. Whereas Char-
lotte had been slender, almost boyish, Peggy had curves. Desire
arose in me, mounting ever higher. But | wasn’t sure | was in love
with Peggy, as thoughts of Charlotte invariably intruded.

Mr. Sweet was tremendously impressed with Peggy and overjoyed
by the interest | took in her. Mother, meanwhile, was stunned. How
could I take an interest in another woman with Charlotte so re-
cently in her grave?

Young people’s activities stopped during summer months at the
church. So did my income. Rather than going out to find a new job
I wrote a play, a murder mystery. Using techniques | had picked up
from the Stewart brothers, | booked the show with the American
Legion Auxiliary in Anoka, a suburb of Minneapolis, and staged it
as a home talent production.

The play was named “Don’t Tell.” The audience apparently took
the title to heart and didn’t. Although in the two nights of produc-
tion | took in enough money to pay all the bills, | obtained for my
own services a total of $15.00 net. That was not a large sum for a
full summer of hard, grueling work.
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Discouraged I gravitated back to the church and further associa-
tion with Peggy. I finally made up my mind. If | found that I loved
Peggy, | would throw the earlier moral position out the window. |
had longed for Charlotte, and fate had slapped my face. This would
not happen again.

Peggy and | began harmlessly with a little petting. Neither of us
had had any experience beyond “necking.” Without even discuss-
ing the matter, one night after a movie date, and with the entire
household asleep, Peggy and | became intimate. The experience
convinced both of us that we loved each other.

Few events convince a person that he has become an adult quite
so thoroughly as sexual involvement. Once a sex act has occurred,
both parties imagine they “know it all.” In my own case, and | sus-
pect in the case of many others, | was convinced no one else had
ever felt quite the same emotional fulfillment. | was a pioneer. |
had invented sex. Certainly | knew more than my parents, Peggy’s
parents and the world in general.

Meanwhile, my dramatic efforts at Westminster were not totally
appreciated. Whenever | staged a play, | coached the performers
into an interpretation of the role of Jesus, which was relatively
worldly. | had never been impressed with the idea that Jesus was
the only begotten Son of God. And after the shabby way God had
treated Charlotte, | was confirmed in my irreverence.

If Jesus had been the actual offspring of the Deity, then why would
He say: “These things that | do, shall ye do also. And even greater
things than these shall ye do.” No one else could possibly do what
He was capable of doing, given His divine origin. He must have
been guilty of some kind of put-on. Apparently He was trying to
persuade people into a pratt-fall. They couldn’t possibly live up to
His example. But He was conning them into attempting it. Why? So
He could jeer at them when they bit the dust?

That didn’t square with the image of a gentle, loving, forgiving
fellow who really cared about the rest of us.

If Jesus were a man who, despite His human weaknesses, rose to
the heights demonstrated by His compassion and concern, then
there might be a chance for others to follow in His footsteps. In the
latter case, He could be viewed as a great teacher. If He was actu-
ally divine, then He was begging a comparison wherein all would
fall short. That could only mean an exercise in conceit.
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At home, | made no secret of my disdain for the kind of interpre-
tation Mr. Sweet and others at the Church wished me to accept.
Mother urged me to quit the job and get one that would earn more
money. | told her | wanted to stay on, partly because | felt that my
interpretation was needed, partly because | felt that | was fulfilling
Charlotte’s wishes. Privately, | truly enjoyed my influence with the
young people. | most especially enjoyed my relationship with Peggy.

When | finally let Mother know that | was going steady again, she
was aghast. She assured me that | couldn’t possibly be in love with
Peggy if | had truly been in love with Charlotte.

Assured that she couldn’t know what was going on in my own
mind, | laughed at her and stubbornly persisted. Again she pulled
some strings. | know this is true because she told me so later. She
contacted Mr. Sweet to see if she could persuade him to let me go. |
suspect he told her that, while everyone at the church liked me, |
was still immature and my dramatic efforts could be improved with
formal study.

One way or another, they persuaded the administration of Hamline
University to offer me a scholarship if I would enroll and partici-
pate in their drama department as an assistant.

Fortuitously, at this juncture, our little family became the benefi-
ciary in a will left by one of dad’s recently departed relatives.
Twenty-five hundred dollars had been left to Mother, Lauris and
me. After the attorney—a “friend” of the family—took his $1500, we
received about $1,000 net.

With this in hand, Mother broke the news. I could go on to col-
lege. A partial scholarship had been arranged and, with the bonanza
from my great Aunt, we could just afford the effort. | could go for
one year, at least. And if | got a decent job close to the campus in St.
Paul, | could probably put myself through four years and emerge
with a degree.

I was not impressed at first. But Mr. Sweet urged the same course
of action. When | talked with Peggy about it, she decided she would
go to Hamline, too.

In the spring of 1931, | visited the campus for the first time and
formally accepted the partial scholarship. | also let various profes-
sors and administrators at the school know | was enrolling to fur-
ther my education, not to obtain a degree.

I was headstrong and demanding. Curiously | had my way. | took
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an examination and was excused from all Freshman English. |
signed up for a reasonably heavy scholastic load consisting of En-
glish Literature, English Composition, Drama, History of Civiliza-
tion, and Physics. The last two were compulsory and | took them
grudgingly. I signed up for the campus newspaper. | also agreed to
assist in coaching the school’s dramatic efforts in tandem with a
fine young woman who had just been hired to head the new drama
department.

All of the ensuing summer, Peggy and | dated furiously. We at-
tended a pair of church “retreats” together and, finally, just before
the school year began we celebrated by having a picnic on the high
banks of the Minnesota River, a mile or so above its confluence
with the Mississippi. On this occasion, the precautions | had always
taken were disregarded. Never had | been so “at one” with another
person.

We talked of marriage, Peg and I, but we postponed the date by
mutual consent. We would both finish school first.

When the day came for actual matriculation, the school authori-
ties demanded a physical examination. | could see no reason for
such a procedure, but after registering an objection, | shrugged and
went along with it.

Male students assembled at the gymnasium where we were in-
structed to disrobe completely. | was shocked, and disgusted. My
person was private and | didn’t want to expose it to anyone, let alone
to a roomful of men | didn’t know. | complied. Inwardly resentful,
and clad only with a towel, | lined-up with everyone else.

I had no premonition of what was going to take place. | was stand-
ing in the line of nudes, taking great care not to touch the man in
front of me while making certain no one touched me from the rear.
I sought to hide the scar on my back with my towel, while also pre-
serving my dignity.

The next thing | knew | was lying on my back on a hard bench,
naked as a plucked chicken. | had “passed out.” A doctor was work-
ing over me and a half a dozen concerned male faces peered down
at me. No one knew what had occasioned my sudden lapse into
unconsciousness, least of all, me. | had been “out” for about ten
minutes.

With the exception of this interlude my entrance into renewed
study was routine. However, | must have been doing a few things
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correctly because | was elected President of the freshman class
during the first assembly. | plunged into my busy schedule and
managed to retain my sudden popularity.

Shortly thereafter, Peggy took me aside and conveyed some star-
tling news. She was pregnant. She had missed her first period and
was experiencing morning sickness. We had to make sure. She vis-
ited her doctor having first sworn him to secrecy. Her condition
was confirmed.

What should we do? Pregnancy, like murder, will out. It could not
be hidden forever.

We would have to get married and the sooner the better. We may
have talked about abortion, but it could only have been a brief dis-
cussion. Neither of us was prepared for so drastic a remedy.

Once more, just as | was getting my life in order, events went out
of my control. There were two major problems. The first, and by far
the most serious, was that neither Peggy nor | was of age. We could
not be married without parental consent. Secondly, neither of us
could continue in school. My scholarship was a restricted grant. It
applied only to a single person. | would have to quit anyway in or-
der to support my wife and child.

Peggy said she would have no difficulty with her parents. They
would be fully in agreement with an immediate wedding. | expressed
confidence that Mother would see it the same way. She had drilled
me to understand that a person was responsible for what he did.
True, she didn’t approve of Peggy, but when confronted with the
inevitable, she would certainly favor our union. All the same | hated
to tell her. I would have to confess to her that | had been “bad” with
Peggy. She had me so high on a pedestal; the information would
surely hurt her.

I caviled and postponed seeing Mother, but Peggy informed me
that she had obtained permission from her parents and it was now
up to me. | couldn’t delay. Time was precious. People have known
how to count down from nine for a very long time.

I had constantly insisted that | didn’t believe in sex before mar-
riage. | would stand exposed as the greatest of hypocrites. But if we
moved quickly enough, we could claim a premature child.

Well, I had developed my persuasive powers, thanks to my expe-
rience with Universal. Perhaps | wouldn’t have to tell Mother ev-
erything. | would insist that | wanted to get married right away,
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never mind the reason. | would simply be willful and headstrong.

So | sought out Mother on what | hoped was an appropriate occa-
sion and began with all the subtlety of a Sherman tank rolling against
a detachment of infantry.

“I have decided to get married.” | said.

Mother looked at me with scorn. “Have you, indeed?” She didn’t
think | meant it.

“Yes, Mother. At first | thought I'd wait for a year or so, but | want
to get married at once. Right away.”

Mother smiled. “Whatever for?”

“Well,” | said, “I’ve been thinking it over. You know that in all the
time | went with Charlotte, I...well, | never tried to, you know. We
never made love together. You know what | mean.”

“Charlotte was a beautiful girl,” Mother confirmed wistfully.

“Right. Charlotte was special. How often | wanted to take her
in my arms and complete our...our union. You know. But | always
remembered what you had told me. A good man doesn’t have that
kind of relationship until after he’s married. So, | never did.”

Her smile patted me on the head. “Of course, Robert. I've always
been so proud of you.”

“Yeah. But look what happened! Charlotte is gone. And now, to
tell you the truth, I feel cheated. | wish to God | had done it with
her.”

Mother paled. “Don’t say things like that, my son. Of course you
don’t mean it. Besides, Charlotte wouldn’t have wanted it that way.”

“That shows what you know,” | snapped. “She actually asked me
to but I wouldn’t.”

“I don’t believe it.”

“l don’t care. It’s true.”

“What's gotten into you?”

“Well, after what happened to Charlotte, | mean, well, |1 decided
that if | ever felt that way again...you know, like | wanted to...that |
would.

“Well, I want to. | want to with Peggy. So | want to get married to
Peggy right away.”

She sniffed. “With Peggy? That girl! Hummph. You can do better
than that.”

“I don’t think so. | love Peggy. And this time I’'m not going to be
cheated.”
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Color drained from Mother’s face. “You weren’t cheated. And you
don’t love Peggy.”

“Yes, | do.”

“You love Charlotte.”

“Oh for Gosh sakes. Charlotte’s dead. | loved her. Sure. But she’s
gone. Now | love Peggy.”

Color came back, with interest. “You don’t any such a thing. Oh, |
should have been more insistent about Peggy. | knew she was set-
ting her cap for you. The very idea!”

“Peggy’s a fine girl.” I insisted. “She comes from a good family
and she’s...well, she’s fine. I'm going to marry her.”

“I won’t hear of it. Let’s stop this conversation at once.” A look of
apprehension was on Mother’s face.

“No. I’'m going to marry her. “

She stared at me. Then her expression softened. “Well, Robert, it
so happens that you can’t. There’s a law in this state. You can’t marry
anyone until you’re twenty-one.”

“Yes, | can. But | have to have your consent.”

She smiled. “That’s right. And | certainly will not provide it.”

“l want you to.”

“Well, I won’t. And that’s that. What are you thinking of? You've
just started back to school. You have your whole life ahead of you.
I’m not going to permit you to throw it away.”

This wasn’t going the way | had planned.

“If you won'’t,” | threatened, “Peggy and | will simply go away and
live together. In sin, if that’s what it is. | want to fulfill myself with
her. And I’'m going to do it.”

Mother’s hands fluttered to her throat. A light of knowledge came
to her eyes.

“Oh, Robert,” she moaned. “It’s too late, isn’t it? You, you and that
Peggy person have already...”

Her voice trailed off.

I nodded. What could I say? | felt stripped and shamed before her.

Mother’s voice was very quiet. “Is Peggy pregnant?”

Again | nodded. | was sick with self-guilt.

Mother squared her shoulders. “Maybe not. Maybe she just thinks
she is. You need to have a doctor for her. There are so many things
you know nothing about. | think she’s just trying...”

“Stop saying things against Peggy. She’s fine. And she’s pregnant
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all right. She’s already seen the doctor.”

“Oh, dear.” Mother wrung her hands. “All right. If that’s the way
things are, the least she can do is to get an abortion.”

“Mother, that’s against the law. Besides, it’s murder.”

“l don’t care what it is. You’re not going to throw yourself away
on that...”

“That will do!” | thundered. “You’ve had it in for Peggy from the
start.”

“Yes, | have. And | was right. You’re not going to marry her!”

“Okay. Then we’ll live in sin.

“You wouldn’t do that.”

“You just try to stop me.”

“Robert, | will not tolerate this defiance. You are still a minor.
And while you are you will do as | say. I'm going to call my brother.
I’'m going to talk to Mr. Sweet. I'm going to call the police. I'll do
anything | have to do. But you are not going to be taken in by...”

I drew myself up to my full height and, frankly, | wore a sardonic
smile. “So that’s the way it is, eh? All my life you’ve lectured me on
being good. All my life you've told me that the man who dances
must pay the piper. You've told me that I'm responsible for what
I’ve done.

“Well, I've had the dance. And I’'m going to pay the piper. | never
expected anything like this from you. Sure, | don’t like to begin my
married life this way. | can’t imagine anyone wanting to. But I'm
willing to face the facts and do what is right. And now, from you, the
fountain of all wisdom and virtue, | hear you suggesting breaking
the law, murdering, anything except doing what you’ve always told
me that a good man must do.”

Mother gave a little scream. Her hands went to her mouth and
she glared at me, round eyed. “That was dreadful, Robert.”

“Well, you asked for it.”

“There’s got to be a way out.” She burst into tears and ran to her
room.

For the next week, Mother put every pressure on me she could
contrive. Her brother came to talk to me. He was filled with disgust.
He offered to buy Peggy off and | gave him a piece of my mind. He
offered to pay for an abortion, even suggesting that he could find a
doctor to perform the illegal act. | would have none of it.

Mother offered to sell our home so that she and | could travel and
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get the whole “sorry mess” out of my mind. We could go to Mexico
for a year or so. And then, when we came back, we could settle in
some other part of the city. The whole affair would have blown over.

I was called into the Dean’s office at Hamline and told that, if |
married, the scholarship would be cancelled. | was in arrears with
the balance of my tuition for the first year, in any case.

I reached a compromise with the Dean who agreed that | could
finish the first year of study, provided | paid the tuition.

Mother eventually capitulated and formally signed the necessary
waivers and a license was issued.

Peggy and | were married in a beautiful ceremony at Westminster.
I had wanted a small, private affair but Peggy’s mother wanted all
the trimmings.

Meanwhile, my financial affairs were in total disarray. My money
was gone and jobs were hard to find. Even skilled labor was going
begging. This was the winter of 1931-32, and the great depression
was laying a heavy hand across the land.

The baby—a fine, healthy boy—was born in May of 1932. Peggy
and I lived first in one place and then in another, pushed by a grow-
ing tidal wave of debt.

Equally disastrous was my mental confusion. | was lost in a vast
sea of guilt. I no longer knew what was right and what was wrong.
I avoided my friends.

Anguish and shame filled my days and haunted my nights. Mother
had insisted | was “special.” Now it seemed that my specialty was
getting into trouble. | had ruined my life. | had become a bit of
human flotsam, adrift on currents outside my control.

Deep inside | was angry. In turns | blamed everyone | knew. It
was all Mother’s fault. Or Dad’s. Or the Church. All my problems
had been dropped on me by outside forces. All my problems had
been imposed by others. In the midst of my shame and confusion, a
glowing, suppressed hatred began to burn.

I did my best to bottle up my emotions, feigning a detached and
martyred calm.

Then summed up my anger | got it all together. My distress be-
gan when God had taken Charlotte. It was all God’s fault. There
had been no reason to take Charlotte. If she were still alive every-
thing would have been different. Defiance glowed in my heart like
an ember, filled with malice.
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Chapter X

Man is a consumer.

It is a part of our genetic inheritance and there is no way to set
consumption aside.

Man does not arrive on this planet with a power pack and a
life-support system that will function regardless of what the indi-
vidual does. So long as we are born with physical bodies, we are
bound by the demands made by those bodies.

Periodically, a body of thought arises among men, which is hos-
tile to human consumption. Consumption is deemed destructive
and unworthy. Indeed, at times the anti-consumption concept flour-
ishes so richly that it appears to formulate a genocide wish. This is
a hope that, somehow, man will cease to exist so “nature” can pro-
ceed without human interference.

The truth, to the degree we are capable of recognizing it, indi-
cates that man is a creature of nature, like any other creature. He is
made up of the same substances that comprise the universe. He is
part and parcel of the universe, and he cannot throw off these uni-
versal characteristics. He cannot get out of the universe.

The individual has only one fundamental choice to make after
birth. The choice is to be or not to be. To live or not to live. If he
decides to die, he can simply do nothing and nature will oblige him.
If, however, he decides to live, his own physical nature will de-
mand action. He must eat to live. He must imbibe water to live. He
will be wakeful and sleepy by turns. He will be filled with eager-
ness to act and be too weary to act, by turns.

What he eats—how much and when—are matters of ongoing de-
cision. Capacities and preferences will vary almost infinitely. But
there is no variation in the fundamental. Eat or die. Drink or die. Be
active or die. Go to sleep or die, by turns.

These are the rules of physical life for each individual whether
he approves or not. In short, living man is a consumer. We need to
spend no time at this juncture concerning the dead. Our business is
with the living.

What is meant by consumption?

There is one obvious meaning and another equally important
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meaning, but less obvious. Clearly, consumption includes inges-
tion. Whatever a person eats or drinks ceases to be what it was
before and, in a very personal way, becomes a part of that person.
This is obvious consumption.

But man is more than just a perambulating appetite. He must and
does occupy physical space. If he is to stay alive he cannot be re-
duced to “no space.” Therefore, man must be able to occupy space
(control a certain amount in his own favor), or die.

Man lives in what has been called a “space-time” continuum. No
two physical bodies can occupy the same space at the same time
and retain their individual identity as they do so. While a man is
occupying it, no one else can occupy the same space in the same
way.

Anyone who controls space in his own favor at a given moment is
the consumer of that space at that moment. Just as you cannot eat
the apple | am eating unless you take it from me, so you cannot
occupy the space | am in unless you take it from me. Although the
apple vanishes inside of me and the space remains outside, con-
sumption occurs in both cases because my control is exclusive and
I reject all rivals or competitors.

The space any human being occupies with his physical body is
not merely so many cubic feet of empty void. All space in which a
human body can survive contains “things” of a physical nature. Man
stands on earth. The earth is comprised of many physical things.
All of them may be important to him.

A man obtains an automobile. No one presumes that he will “con-
sume” his car by ingesting it. But while he is driving his car, no one
else is driving it. He is controlling his car in his own best interests,
as he views them. By common consent and long usage, we call him
the consumer of a motor vehicle.

The man buys gasoline that his car will “consume.” But it is the
driver of the car who actually consumes the gasoline although not
in the man’s stomach.

The same type of procedure occurs with the other things within
the space that a given individual occupies and controls. The size of
the space, the number and variety of the things within the space—
all controlled by the person occupying that space—determine the
person’s standard of living.

Standards vary as human beings vary. Some eat more than others
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do. Some want more than others do. No two of us want precisely
the same things, or the same amount of things. No two of us are
capable of obtaining exactly the same things at the same time in
the same place.

The drive to consume is instinctive. That is to say, it is genetically
implanted. Every human being has it. He can refuse to consume,
thus ceasing to live. But if he chooses to live, then he must con-
sume. We are born as consumers. We will live as consumers. Con-
sumption and life are inseparable.

At the outset, man presumably inhabited this planet as a forager
and hunter. The numbers of humans who could survive depended
upon nature’s cooperation. If nature, at a given moment was gener-
ous, we feasted. If nature was indifferent or destructive, we starved.

But man was endowed with the ability to think. And to remem-
ber. The more he experienced, the more he had to remember. The
more he could remember, the more he had to think about. Nature’s
relationship to man did not satisfy him. Man resented and rebelled
against the indifference or hostility with which nature regarded him.

Undoubtedly, one of the first and far reaching generalities, which
some human beings formulated, related to other human beings. A
kind of logical sequence formed in the minds of some humans. Had
it been set down, it might have looked something like this:

1. Everything | must have in order to stay alive is scarce and hard
to come by.

2. There are many humans, just like me, who are looking for
these scarce and valuable things. There isn’t enough to go around.

3. If one person manages to control something (a handful of ber-
ries, a bird, fish, whatever), then | can’t control it.

4. 1 have no means of survival if | don’t control things. It is more
important for me to survive than for anyone else to survive.

5. Other human beings are my rivals and consequently my en-
emies.

6. If I can destroy other human beings, there will be more for me.

| believe such a conclusion would have been inevitable for a rea-
soning creature in a world of scarcity. | cannot attest to the date of
its first emergence. But it must have been formulated sometime, at
some place, for it is still with us. Indeed, many today look at life as
a jungle. It is kill or be killed; eat or be eaten.

Out of this line of reasoning came suspicion, hostility, crime,
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murder, and cannibalism. With certain humans this became, and
still remains, the order of survival.

Probably through experience, some human beings learned that
murdering every other human being had enormous negative re-
sults. We could not mate in solitary grandeur. Many of the chores
that had to be performed for individual survival took place more
efficiently if more than one person was on hand. Gradually some
human beings discovered that a kind of working truce with a few
others was superior to the destruction of everything human.

To protect against ever-present danger, one person of a group
could stand watch while others slept. A group could combine ef-
forts in foraging and hunting, and get more.

Those outside our particular group might be hostile and under
suspicion. But within our own group, we could make and keep the
peace. We didn’t necessarily like each other; but we needed each
other.

Then came a startling break through. (I leave the time factor to
the technicians. Sometime, some place the discovery was made.)
We could cooperate with nature and make nature less indifferent
to our demands as humans.

We could plant seeds and increase the supply of forage materials.
We could domesticate a few animals—dogs, pigs, turkeys, what-
ever we could find. Then, when the hunt was poor, we could eat
what we already had on hand.

The odds in favor of human survival improved.

Then we learned something else. It is called a division of labor.
Instead of having everyone in the group cooperate in the hunt, one
group could hunt while another group foraged. We began to spe-
cialize. Some persons appeared to have a natural aptitude for work-
ing with stones. Others were better at planting seeds. Still others
encouraged an increase in our flocks. Each group could make the
product of its own endeavors available to others in exchange for
their products.

The second great human characteristic was formulated. Man
became more than a consumer. He became a producer. For the
first time, human beings confronted a new problem. Some of us
produced a surplus.

From a condition of want, a few moved into a position of afflu-
ence, at least compared to what others had. (All concepts of afflu-
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ence are comparative). A given individual might have the skills to
produce such an abundance of spears that the members of his tribe
could not use them all. Or he could raise more turkeys, or build
more huts than those he knew could possibly use.

What could be done with this surplus?

He focused on other groups in the same geographic area. What
did they have that he could use, in exchange for what he had and
they didn’t? The concept of exchange was generalized.

Rudimentary ideas of trade emerged. How could it be accom-
plished? He trusted no one but those in his own group. And while
he could make war on those he didn’t trust, in an effort to obtain
what they had, it became apparent that, in so doing, his group might
lose some of its own superior producers.

The evidence available indicates a surprising amount of ingenu-
ity. The first exchanges were apparently conducted in the following
fashion: members of group A approached the territory occupied by
group B. Once they had been sighted, they threw down their spears
and axes, trying to communicate peaceful intentions.

If members of group B responded in kind, then the next step oc-
curred. Individuals in group A placed on the ground those objects
they wished to trade. Each person made his own little pile.

Then all the members of group A retreated to a respectful dis-
tance and, with gestures, urged group B forward to examine the
merchandise.

Members of group B, warily came forward, looked over what was
offered and, then, did one of two things. If the merchandise was
unwanted, they shook their heads, shrugged, or just wandered away.
No takers. If the merchandise offered was desirable, they ran back
to home base, picked up something they had in surplus. Hastening
back, they laid it on the ground next to the pile of goods they wanted.

When all members of group B had completed their respective
piles according to their own best interests, they retreated.

It was the turn of A group. They advanced, examined what was
offered in exchange. If the offer was acceptable, they picked up
what B had left and walked away, leaving what they had brought. If
not, they picked up what they had brought and left B’s offering in-
tact.

This time consuming procedure was the beginning of peace be-
tween groups. It could get complicated. Sometimes, some items of-
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fered by individuals in group A were desired, but others were not.
In this case, more than two piles would be set down on the field of
exchange. Things were paired off, moved this way and that, to indi-
cate acceptance or rejection.

After each pairing off, the group making those allocations would
retreat to give the other group an opportunity to approve or disap-
prove.

The fundamental element of exchange emerged in very early
times. That element is voluntaryism. There are only two ways in
which exchanges could be effected. Voluntary exchange which we
now call trade, barter, swapping, buying and selling.

Or coercion. This form of exchange includes force or stealth, or
both. Taken to its logical conclusion, it meant war.

The discovery that peaceful exchanges outside of one’s own group
could occur was, perhaps, the first great step toward an ultimate
civilization that we have not yet attained. But a beginning was made.

A particular type of relationship was recognized: this is the in-
structive aspect. Even our primitive forebears knew that control of
a given trade item remained with its owner until the control was
voluntarily surrendered. They knew that the owner would volun-
tarily relinquish control only when it appeared in his favor to do so.

Since it is impossible for man to survive without controlling some
space and some things in that space, the first ideas about owner-
ship of property came to the surface.

As it works out, there are two kinds of fundamental relationships
that concern every living person. There are relationships he can
form with others of his own kind. And there are relationships he
can form with the things of this earth, which are other than his own
kind.

Relationships with one’s own kind are either voluntary or coer-
cive. There are several important elements that should be exam-
ined. If A wishes a relationship with B, the relationship is voluntary
only when B agrees. To create a voluntary relationship, all parties
must be in agreement. Voluntary relationships are productive, prof-
itable to all and peaceful.

What if A wishes the relationship but B does not? If the relation-
ship is forced upon B, then the relationship is not voluntary and B
has become a victim. His wishes have been sacrificed to A's wishes.
At best, this creates an uneasy truce. At worst, it leads to conflict.
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But what if B needs the relationship? A has no obligation to supply
the needs of another at the expense of his own interests. Both A and
B will always act in terms of their own profit, if they are free to do
s0. To compel A to associate against his will is to impose a sacrifice.

Each of us is born alone. Even twins arrive one after the other.
Thus, while one party may wish a relationship, for it to be volun-
tary, the other party must concur. Lacking concurrence, each party
reverts to what he is—an individual and nothing more. This can
never be an imposition on anyone, for it is what nature has ordained
as the fundamental of human existence.

The things controlled by a given individual within his space are
extensions of his survival and, thus, a part of his life. He cannot
survive without them. True, some will control more things than
others, for no two of us are alike.

If an individual is compelled to part with something within the
space he controls, an injustice occurs. The injustice is not against
the thing, but against the controller. | do not injure the car if | steal
it from you; I injure you, the owner and controller.

Whether we are dealing with persons, directly or indirectly
through the things they control, there are only two known ways to
do so. We deal voluntarily or we deal with force—stealth, lies, vio-
lence and possibly war. What other methods are there?

In earliest times, the concept of property probably took a long
time to emerge. Ownership, as we presently think of it, is an el-
evated, complex, sophisticated concept. Primitive men probably
could not conceptualize. At first, control of a given object was pro-
bably obtained by force.

Even in early trading, exchanges were performed by individuals
acting within groups. Each person depended on his group’s will-
ingness to resort to violence if any of the opposing group claimed
control of what he offered the trade was consummated.

If this is correct, then the first concept of ownership wasn’t own-
ership as we now see it. It was physical possession and little more.

If all property is held by those who are strong enough to keep it,
then it must follow that the biggest, most ruthless, violence-prone
group will have whatever it wants. The rest of us will get what is
left.

There is a profound weakness to this method of controlling prop-
erty. Possession of any item depends upon the strength, wakeful-
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ness, and ability of the bully. Assume a 600-pound behemoth of a
caveman. He must sleep once in a while. At which point, an agile
opponent of far lesser stature and ability could snatch his property,
running off with it. Or, several men could band together, each weigh-
ing 300-pounds, and beat up the 600-pounder, thereby getting what-
ever he had.

There is no limit to this procedure. The result is easy to conjec-
ture. No one would ever be safe with what was his. The value of
controlling things depends on the ability of the individual to do as
he pleases with them until he no longer wishes to control a specific
item. If others intrude, he either loses his life, or his life options are
reduced.

So it happened that, along with free trade, another idea surfaced.
Government. Let there be a permanent group of persons with
strength, cunning, wakefulness and ability to stand guard over the
properties of all others. In short, let there be a permanent bully, so
big that no one will dare attack him. Presumably, he would make
the rest of us safe.

While governments were being organized—at first in simple and
embryonic form—a third idea came to light. What if, instead of re-
lying on force, a concept could show people the difference between
right and wrong? Any bully, even our own, was counter-productive.
And dangerous.

What if people could learn that there are only two kinds of rela-
tionships—voluntary and coercive ones? Could we not create a sys-
tem of taboos that spelled out what people ought to do and ought
not to do?

If this could be done, then a person would not only possess a
property by virtue of his ability; he would possess a property of right.
In a delineation of right versus wrong, The concept of morality was
formulated.

As | study the human record it appears to me that all three ideas
were chronologically related. Government, an ultimate force. Free
trade, an ultimate voluntary method. Morality, the difference be-
tween what is right and what is wrong.
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Chapter Xi

Only days after the baby was born, Dad came to my rescue with a
job offer. Dad had remarried. He and his new wife, Alethea, were in
Des Moines, lowa. The offer was made by mail. Dad didn’t want to
come to Minneapolis where he might have to confront Mother.

Dad now had a business of his own called the “Occidental Por-
trait Company. He had been operating in lowa and said that busi-
ness was good, but he wanted to go to California to take up perma-
nent residence. He wanted me to work with him en route and then
to stay in California where, he assured me, business conditions
would be wonderful.

During one of my summer vacations, while still attending high
school, | had obtained a substitute carrier for my paper route and
worked for Dad in Indiana. Although | was disenchanted with Dad,
and upset that he had a new wife, one | had never seen, | needed a
job desperately. Further, | had done well as a salesman with Dad,
and | knew he would treat me fairly.

I was only beginning to realize the importance of the relation-
ship people must have with “things” if they are to stay alive. | was
in debt, grabbing any odd job I could find. | was angry with God, the
whole world, everyone in it and—when | wished to be honest about
it—most particularly angry with myself.

I was to work on the front end of the picture business. | would
earn a flat fee of $15.00 per week. But | would earn commissions as
well. Dad said | should earn $40.00 per week, “easy. It wasn’t easy,
and | didn’t earn that much. However, even a sure $15.00 per week
was better than | was doing. By working with Dad, Peggy and | would
travel to California where we could make a new life for ourselves.
We could settle down in the fabled land of golden promise and op-
portunity.

Through the mail, | bargained with Dad about transportation. My
car was far too old to make the trip, and it needed a great many
repairs. | agreed to take the job if he would get me a “new” one,
meaning a later model second hand. He sent the money and | bought
a '28 Chevy coach.
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This is how the Occidental Portrait Company operated. Being on
the front end meant | would be a solicitor. | would “canvass” (cover
like a tarpaulin) certain designated small towns. Ideal population:
somewhere between four and six thousand. Smaller than four thou-
sand didn’t provide a large enough population to work with. Larger
than six thousand and the population would probably have a local
emporium that would be doing the kind of work Occidental did.
There would be a tendency to patronize the local establishment so
the competition would be difficult to overcome.

As the front man | would go door to door. This was work | had
tried, both with Dad and with other firms in Minneapolis. | disliked
the work, but sometimes it was all | could find. Interestingly, | had
done well with Dad in Indiana.

I would present myself to the lady of the house, and start in with
a technical discussion of the enlarging process. | would become
tongue-tied and embarrassed at my apparent ineptitude at an ex-
planation (this was calculated to make the lady sympathetic). Fi-
nally, in apparent desperation, | would ask to see a snapshot, a pho-
tograph, a tintype, anything around. With that in my hand, | would
say, | could explain my objective better.

This procedure worked about ninety percent of the time. Getting
my hands on the picture was the objective of the visit, but one had
to be devious.

Once the picture was in my hands, | would immediately begin
asking about the subject or subjects portrayed. | would evince a
deep interest and have something nice to say: “Isn’t the baby cute?
Isn’t the little girl a beauty? My, what a handsome man,” etc., etc.

This almost always brought forward tons of information about
family, relatives, friends and background. I'd drink in all the infor-
mation. If it became clear that the photograph | held was prized by
its owner, | would continue with it. If not, | would lament: “It’s too
bad you don’t have a picture of Cousin Jane, now that she’s moved
away. Especially since you were so fond of her.” And more of the
same.

If a prized picture was available, the owner would almost always
trot it out. I'd hand back “the opener” and keep the more valuable
picture.

Now came the pitch: “Occidental Portrait Company is making a
survey here in (name of town) with the intention, if business condi-
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tions justify it, of opening a studio here. Here’s what we are pre-
pared to do.

“We’ll take this picture of Cousin Jane and enlarge it into a beau-
tiful ten by eighteen portrait. To accomplish this, we’ll have to keep
this picture in our possession for about two to three weeks. You see,
we have to ship it back to our home office in.....” (Usually Chicago
but always some major city farther east.)

“When the picture is ready, another representative of our com-
pany will personally return your picture. If you like the portrait, the
cost to you is 49 cents. In any case, you get your picture back un-
harmed. Of course, if you don’t like the portrait you are under no
obligation to accept it or to pay for it. However, we are so sure you’'ll
like it that we are willing to partially pay for this service.

“Many big companies spend thousands of dollars on advertising.
Instead of doing that, we want to spend our advertising dollars in a
way that will personally benefit the people of (name of town). It
costs us more than 49 cents to make the portrait, but think what
we’'d spend in advertising if we used some other method? So you
benefit by this low, low price. You get a beautiful portrait of some-
one you care about. We benefit by making a friend and, we hope a
future customer for Occidental Portrait Company.”

The come-on is almost irresistible. The claimed cost of making
the portrait was honest. Counting packing and shipping, commis-
sions and expenses, it cost us about $1.00 per enlargement. The
49-cent tag didn’t begin to cover expenses.

Of course, the pitch about wanting to open a studio was hokum.
However, it provided a marvelous alibi later when no studio was
set up. The follow-up man could always explain that business hadn’t
been that good and, therefore, we had decided to open elsewhere.
This kind of business has often been called a “fly-by-night.” The
only permanent office is your car. People don’t trust anyone living
out of a suitcase as a rule.

When the time came for the follow-up man to appear (Dad’s job,
in this case) the stage had been set for some real money to be made.
The snapshot would be returned as promised, If the portrait wasn’t
wanted, the 49-cent charge was dropped and the matter ended.

However, when the follow-up man showed, the portrait would be
handsomely framed. Nothing had been said about the frame. Fur-
ther, the shape of the portrait was eight-sided, and beveled. If the
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portrait were taken out of the frame it wouldn’t even lie down flat
in a drawer along with other pictures. And it would fit no other
frame on earth unless it had been custom made. In a small town in
1932, such framing mean taking the picture to a large city, which
was often many miles away.

More than that, by beveling the picture and providing a beveled
glass to cover it, a kind of three-dimensional effect occurred which
was usually startling and attractive.

The frames were gorgeous. Prices ranged from $2.98 all the way
up to $9.98. The frames with glass, purchased in large lots, cost
about 75 cents each. The more deluxe frames cost only pennies
more. The most expensive frame we had cost less than $1.00.

The follow-up man usually developed sales statistics about like
this: in one hundred pictures delivered, one person would take back
the photo and pay nothing. About five would buy the portrait, cer-
tain they could get a frame for less somewhere else. The other
ninety-four would buy a frame. Most of the frames sold went for
$3.98. That was the popular choice.

On top of that, we offered easy credit. Pay whatever you could
down and, then, 50 cents a week until the balance was covered. No
interest.

There were countless embellishments and a few variations to this
general procedure. It was about as certain a door-to-door opera-
tion as could be found at that time.

The baby was only six weeks old when Peggy and | set out for
Des Moines, to rendezvous with LeFevre senior and his bride. They
occupied rented rooms in a neighborhood suffering from neglect,
but starting to flourish because of low-priced rentals. Peggy suf-
fered something of a shock when she observed the squalor sur-
rounding my father. | felt much the same.

Dad pulled out a roll of bills as big as a softball, and laughed.
Gleefully, he explained that the secret of success was to take in the
money but to buy everything cheap. “Cheap” was the name of Dad’s
game.

Dad had rented space for us in the same building. We spent a few
days in Des Moines, principally to renew my understanding of the
job I would have to do. He would be busy in Des Moines for another
two or three weeks on the delivery end. Meanwhile, Peg and | could
push off and begin getting new orders.
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Together, Dad and | drew up the itinerary. We would work two
cities in Nebraska—Schuyler and Ogallala—and one in Wyoming—
Rawlins. Then, we would stop for a catch-up break in Ogden, Utah.
After re-grouping there we would decide on the final leg of the jour-
ney.

With our small son in a bassinet, slung above the back seat, Peggy
and | set out. Peggy was a nursing mother and breast-fed Robert
junior, so we had no worries about stopping to prepare a formula.

Business was not as good as planned or hoped. Peg and | stayed
in each town two weeks, stopping in the “cheapest” rooming houses
we could find. The baby was very good and gave us few problems
other than those that accompany any infant.

The Lincoln Highway, Route 30 (it has since been re-numbered
to 80), wasn’t completed. Between Schuyler and Ogallala, we were
on dirt roads for some of the distance. Beyond Ogallala, we followed
a road grader for miles, eating dust and dirt every foot of the way
for the better part of two days before we arrived at Rawlins. Our
Chevy wasn’t quite a covered wagon, but we frequently felt it wasn’t
much more comfortable over such terrain.

Dad’s mail caught up to us. He advised us to spend a week or so
in Evanston, Wyoming, before going on to Ogden. But when we
stopped in this community, it was so depressing, and Ogden was
such a short distance farther, that we didn’t even unpack. Instead,
we went on into Utah, winding through the beautiful city of Salt
Lake, laid out by Brigham Young. We finally located an apartment
in Ogden.

The plan was to spend four weeks there while Dad worked the
follow-up and collected as much money as possible.

Our first meal in Ogden was interesting. We were tired of restau-
rant food, where salads were unknown, and | was constrained to
eat sandwiches or eggs. Often, | had to argue with waitresses or
cooks to prepare my eggs in something other than lard or bacon
fat. As often as not, the cook would simply re-do the eggs as before,
but with less fat. They thought | wouldn’t know the difference. But
I could detect even a trace of meat fat because it made me ill. |
didn’t overeat, and lack of nourishment kept me hungry.

But at last we had a little apartment with its own kitchen. “Let’s
eat in,” Peggy pleaded. “I don’t think I can face another restaurant
meal. And you could do with some decent food.”



120 A Waz to Be Fres

It was nearly ten o’clock p.m., but before moving into the fur-
nished second floor accommodations, we had noticed an all-night
grocery only a few blocks away.

I heartily agreed with Peg'’s idea, so she prepared a list of desir-
ables and I drove over to the convenience market—a small store on
one of the main streets.

I made the purchases and hastened back, throwing myself into
an overstuffed chair, famished and tired, to wait for Peggy’s culi-
nary skills to run their course.

A scream and a gasp came from the kitchen. | leaped up to learn
the cause. Peggy was holding a can of string beans at arm’s length.
Her complexion was grey-green.

I looked at the can from which she had removed the top. A dead
mouse lay curled on top of the beans, its eyes still open.

| slapped the top back in place and returned to the store. The
lone attendant was serving two or three late shoppers, so | waited
my turn. When he looked my way, | said: “Do you remember me?”

“Sure,” he said. “You were just here a few minutes ago.”

“That’s right,” | said. “And this is one of the items | bought.” |
shoved the can in front of him and whisked off the top. His face
turned a pale chartreuse and rivaled Peggy’s.

“My God,” he hissed under his breath. He grabbed the can from
my outstretched hand and hid it under the counter. “Don’t let any-
body else see that! It'd put me out of business.

“Now, Mister,” he said. “I don’t know who you are, but we don’t
do things like this. We’re in business to help our customers. | hope
you know we didn’t can these beans.”

I nodded. “Of course.”

“Here’s what | want you to do,” he said. He grabbed a paper sack
and whisked it open. “You just go through the store and fill this bag.
Take anything you want. No charge. It’'s on us.

“And | want you to know. I’'m going to cancel the business we do
with the firm that canned those beans! Holy Jehoshaphat! We don’t
want stuff like that on our shelves. | don’t suppose they did it on
purpose,” he added lamely, “But we can’t take a chance. You go
right ahead. We want you as a satisfied customer.”

“I'm sure it was just an accident,” | agreed.

“Sure, sure, Of course it was an accident. But we don’t do busi-
ness with firms that have accidents like that. My God, did you see
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that damn thing? Its eyes were still open.”

I managed a weak smile. “Yeah. The mouse was probably as sur-
prised as you were. As my wife and me.”

“You probably know it full well, sir,” the clerk went on. “You could
have put me out of business with that. If the rest of my customers
ever heard of it, they’d go someplace else. Go on, now. Help your-
self.”

When | got back to the apartment, Peggy decided she wasn’t hun-
gry and my famine went elsewhere to roost.

The inland empire of the Mormons proved to be a bright spot on
the economic map. Here, business was what we had hoped. | was
able to hire a woman to help with solicitations. We canvassed a
number of small towns not too far from Ogden, even doing work in
Ogden and Salt Lake City themselves.

Peggy and | were curious about the Mormon faith. A family in an
adjoining apartment was Mormons and happily explained the theory.
They introduced us to other Mormons. Within a couple of weeks,
we had a score or more of friends and felt completely at home.

The Mormon Church was formed in the midst of travail, preju-
dice and persecution. The Church is both a magnificent and pow-
erful organization. I respected it, and | took care not to attempt any
kind of theological discussion. | simply listened to the stories of
Joseph Smith, Brigham Young, and the Angel Maroni with the golden
tablets.

Naturally, | was fascinated by the concept of plural marriage. |
was assured that it no longer took place. | was somewhat grieved
by this disclosure. | inquired about jealousy. Wouldn’t it be natural
for each wife to be fairly hostile to the others?

Not so, | was told, not if the teachings of Joseph Smith were un-
derstood. It seemed a shame | wouldn’t be able to visit with a family
boasting one male and possibly three or four wives to see for my-
self. I was laughingly told to give up the idea.

The family is very strong in Mormon land, regardless of the num-
ber of wives. And the Latter Day Saints are a hard-working, thrifty,
persevering tribe. | liked nearly all the people | met. They were
cheerful, taking great interest in their children and working like
beavers.

Somewhere along the line, I let out the information that | was
something of a theatrical whiz. | had been the director of a dra-
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matic production at Westminster and had staged plays on the road,
including one | had written.

The inevitable suggestion was made. Since | was in town, per-
haps the people could benefit from my expertise. Maybe | could be
induced to stage a drama for them. Peg and | were scheduled to
stay in town until Dad arrived, and that could be two months or
more.

Being accepted at face value was something that hadn’'t happened
since Hamline and I rejoiced. Not only would I be glad to do it; I'd
write a play for them so they wouldn’t have to worry about paying
royalties. Just a one-act affair, but I'd be glad to do it.

A little theater was made immediately available, and | was intro-
duced to the lady who usually handled affairs of this sort. She agreed
to work with me and help with the amateur casting.

In the evenings | wrote a one-act play. Inspired by Sheridan,
named it “The School for Kissing.” | figured that, with the Mormon
background, they would have a lot of experience in this area and
not be too averse to something a trifle avant-garde.

The production went well. The play was staged and, while a few
eyebrows were raised, it was generally appreciated. The audience
laughed where they were supposed to, and | felt that the applause
was more than a polite response.

When Dad and Alethea finally came into town, they were very
pleased with the business | had been doing. August was at hand.
The correct procedure was for Peg and me to head directly for Los
Angeles. Dad would stay about six weeks to take care of deliveries.

| told Dad that, once we got to LA, I planned to join some theatri-
cal troupe or get into the “movies.” | didn’t want the picture busi-
ness anymore. He said he understood, and raised no objections. His
account with me was settled, even a bit in advance. One early morn-
ing, Peggy and | left for LA. If the Far West were anything like the
inter-mountain area of Utah, Los Angeles would be all that people
had said, and more.

We drove as rapidly as possible, for the sooner we arrived the
quicker I could find work. And we needed to have money on hand
to pay for an apartment in advance and to carry expenses.

We were not at all prepared for what we found.
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Chapter XI|I

Peggy and | drove southward, through Salt Lake City, Provo and
Spanish Fork. We made as close to a beeline as possible to the City
of the Angels.

August is cherry time in Utah and the state was beautiful.
Throughout the Mormon area, with only an occasional exception,
the farms appeared prosperous; the farm houses neat and clean.
Vegetable and fruit stands were plentiful, and we stopped once or
twice to partake of those exotic beverages.

We spent the night in Cedar City. | think that’s where it was, al-
though I cannot be sure. Autos were far less efficient in those days.
If a driver could average between thirty to thirty-five miles an hour,
he was making time. The road was a two-lane strip of asphalt with
occasional detours of a few miles. | know we stayed at a rooming
house, and it had taken from early in the morning to well after dark,
yet we were still in Utah.

The next day, we made another early start. | had the custom of
starting before daylight and driving two or three hours before break-
fast. It made the day shorter.

The highway crossed into Arizona, but only for a few miles. We
dog-eared the state and found ourselves in Nevada. | had seen many
westerns and tended to romanticize the beauty of the desert. Now
that | was actually experiencing desert conditions, | didn’t find them
quite so enchanting.

It was hot. And the vistas stretching as far as the eye could see
were barren of anything familiar. The plains of Nebraska and Wyo-
ming, together with the Rocky Mountains, had prepared me—I had
thought—but not for the stark and hollow loneliness that settled
over us as we drove.

Traffic was non-existent. We were alone at the end of the world.
The land contained tortured crags and miles of sand, sagebrush
and cactus. The engine overheated and a wisp of steam fluttered
from the radiator cap, like an almost invisible pennant.

“Why don’t we stop for water?” Peggy asked.

“Don’t worry,” | said. “We will. But we have to be near some wa-
ter first.”
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“We should have eaten before we started,” she observed.

“You are so right. But don’t worry. We still have some of the stuff
left from Ogden, We’'ll be fine.”

Robert junior began to fuss and Peggy said, “Bob, we’ve got to
stop. | have to feed the baby.”

“I'm trying to find some shade.”

“We have to stop anyway.”

“Hang on. | thought we could stop at Mesquite, but there wasn’t
anything in that town. There’ll be another town before long.”

“Bob, I've got to stop. A private reason.”

“Did you ever see such a barren place?”

“Please, Bob. Stop.”

I pulled off the asphalt onto the shoulder, and obeyed. A cloud of
steam momentarily hid the view.

“Where’ll 1 go?”

| shrugged. “Anywhere you like.”

“Bob, there’s nothing to hide behind except those boulders. What
if someone came by?”

“You’ll have to take your chances,” | said. “l don’t think | should
have stopped. The radiator is nearly dry and, if the cylinders are
overheated, they’ll freeze in place and we’ll be stuck here.”

There was a note of desperation in my voice, and Peggy said,
“Well, all right,” and scooted from the car.

I tried to comfort junior. Now that we weren’t moving, the heat
engulfed us in a dry oven. Peggy returned. “Let me sit in the back
seat. | can nurse the baby and you can keep going.”

| took a few moments to bring a small spot of moisture to that
arid place and, then, slid behind the seat. My heel hit the starter
button again and again. Reluctantly, at last, the motor coughed into
life.

After another ten miles, a wide spot in the road signaled a town.
There was a filling station, a general store, a sprinkling of frame
and adobe houses, a few pepper trees, and one picket fence that
was falling all over itself. No restaurant.

I pulled into the station, as the last of the radiator water spumed.
A tousle-headed youth filled the tank; he grinned and ordered me
to start the engine so he could fill the radiator. It wasn’t wise to put
100-degree water into a 400-degree engine unless the water circu-
lated at once.
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The starter didn’t work. The battery was dead.

The attendant raised the hood, and peered. Then he beckoned
and | got out. “Your generator ain’t working.”

I am not a mechanical genius. “What’ 6 wrong?” | asked. “Is it the
fan belt?”

He gave me a disparaging glance. “Nope. You see that there metal
strap? Well, it holds the generator in place. It’s busted. You haven’t
been charging for a long time.” He poked a grimy finger. “See? Broke
off clean as a whistle.”

Even a novice could recognize the problem. “Well, I'll have to
have it fixed. Can you do it?”

He nodded. “Sure can. "Cept for one thing.”

“What's that?”

“We don’t have no spare strap. The one you’ve got has got to be
welded.”

“Can you do that?”

“Yep. ‘Cept for one thing.”

“What is it this time?”

He shrugged. “No welding equipment. Fred took the torch home
with him. It’s the only one in town. He had to fix his tractor.”

I looked around the sparsely settled community. “If you’ll tell me
which house is his, I'll ask him to come over to do the job.”

“Sorry, Mister,” he said. “Fred don’t live in town. He has a ranch
out that-a-way.” A vague gesture indicated something between Puget
Sound and Fairbanks, Alaska.

“How far is his place?”

“Ninety miles.”

“When will he come back with the torch?”

“Tomorrow morning first thing, sure. You’ll have to spend the
night here.”

Peggy and | exchanged glances. “We can’t do that,” | said. “We
have a small baby and we’ve got to get to California fast.”

He nodded.

“What’ll we do?”

“Well, first off, I'd say you’d better wait for about an hour. Your
engine’ll be cool enough so | can put in water. After that?” His shrug
indicated that we were on our own.

“Where’s the nearest town with equipment to handle the prob-
lem?” | indicated the direction we were going.
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“Barstow.”

“That’s in California.”

“Sure is.” It was a full day’s drive. Barstow was where we planned
to spend the night after crossing the desert.

“How about if we went back? How far would we have to go?”

“One of them towns in Utah.”

I slouched at the wheel, then | straightened. “There’s got to be
something we can do. Is Fred the only person in this part of Nevada
who can do metal work?”

The attendant nodded. Then he brightened. “Hey, wait a sec. You
said ‘metal work’. Heinsohn has a forge. He shoes horses. He can
do metal work. Heavy stuff. Does it all the time. Maybe he could
make you a new strap. He can’t weld, tho.”

“Where do I find him?”

“He’s bound to be at home. Jest go there.”

“Where is that? Not another ninety miles!”

“Nah. He lives close in. Jest stay on the highway for three and a
half miles. You’ll come to a dirt track off to the right. Take that. You
won'’t see his place from the highway. He’s about seven miles back
from the road. But you can’t miss it, once you make that turn. No
place else to go.”

“I believe it.”

“Heinsohn’s a good Joe. I'll bet he’ll do it.”

“We’'ll follow your advice,” | said. “Thanks very much.”

Peg and | got out and wandered around. There was nothing to do
or to see. But the exercise did us good. The heat was stifling.

After a lapse of time, the attendant returned to the car and filled
the radiator from a sprinkling can. The battery had pulled itself
together just enough to get the engine started. With the generator
and fan belt on the floor under Peggy’s feet, we carefully drove down
the highway. We found the dirt track and, after jouncing around
over the desert and consuming several pounds of dust apiece, we
drove around an outcropping. There before us, at the edge of a great
basin, was a clump of trees, a ranch house, a huge red barn, stables,
fences, and outbuildings.

I drove to the barn with the radiator in full steam once more.

There seemed to be more people at the Heinsohn ranch than there
had been in town. A huge bear of a man, wearing a wool shirt and
denims came toward us. A grey-haired woman, two small but ac-
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tive children, and three cowboys followed him. The man had a grin
and an outstretched hand.

“Howdy, stranger,” he said in the best cinematic tradition. “Glad
to see yah. Anything we can do to help?”

I explained our predicament. “Can you make a new strap?” | asked.

With what appeared to be a single movement, Heinsohn lifted
the hood, and peered under it. | had the feeling that, if the hood had
resisted his efforts as it did mine, he’d have lifted the front end of
the car.

“You haven’t lost the generator, have you?”

“It's in the car.”

“Couldn’t help with a new generator, but this’s no problem. I'll
just straighten out a horseshoe, punch a couple of holes for bolts
and you’ll be rarin’ and snortin’.”

“If it will just work,” | said, “that will do it.”

“I'll giton it.”

“What will you charge?”

Heinsohn rubbed his chin. “Same as for shoein’ a horse. You
see...I've got to start the forge and it’s cold. So, it’ll take a while.”

“I'm a little rusty on the rates for shoeing horses, | said.

He laughed. “I'll just bet you are. “Well, it’s two dollars per shoe.
How does eight dollars sound to you?”

“It sounds real good.”

“Whyn’t you and the misses go inside and rest a spell.” Mrs.
Heinsohn and the two children came up, all smiles.

Introductions followed and | decided to risk imposition.

“We haven't eaten yet,” | said lamely. “We were planning on stop-
ping at some restaurant, but we didn’t see one that was...well, very
inviting. I'd be happy to pay,” | gave assurance.

Mrs. Heinsohn said, “You young couples certainly take your
chances.” She turned to Peggy, “You poor dear. I'll bet you’re nearly
tuckered out, what with all that driving and a small baby to tend.
You come right in with me. John’ll do a good job, don’t you worry.”

Compared to the bright sunlight, the house was cool and bounti-
ful in its contrasting gloom. Our hostess prepared a splendid break-
fast and for a change we ate well. Eggs, potatoes, home-baked bread,
homemade preserves, and bacon for Peggy. It was a feast. Even the
coffee was good.

The delay cost us another two hours. But refreshed and in high
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spirits, with the generator in place and the radiator again filled with
water, we were once more on our way.

Another twenty-five miles and one of the tires went flat. | jacked
up the car in the broiling temperature and put on the spare.

The afternoon was drawing to a close as we mounted a rise. The
road stretched before us across a vast ocean of rolling sand dunes
where nothing whatever grew. Far in the distance, a ridge seemed
to divide the world. The road was a hairline mounting the barrier.

“l don’t see how people can stand land like this,” Peggy said. “Mrs.
Heinsohn said she found the desert beautiful.”

“I know. | guess you can get used to it. But it sure isn’t for me.”

“Me, either.”

“I think that ridge in the distance is California,” | said.

“Really? Does that mean we can stop?”

“No. But it won’'t be much further. We've got to get to Barstow.
There’s nothing else between where we are and it. | sure hope we
don’t get another flat.”

I drove as rapidly as | could across that endless waste of billow-
ing dunes, where nothing—not even sagebrush—marred the ster-
ile immensity.

“I’d hate to be out here in a high wind,” | observed.

“Why?” Peggy asked.

“I've heard the sand can blow around so fiercely it will take the
paint off a car.”

“I don’t believe it,” Peggy responded. “These westerners like to
intimidate foreigners.”

“You may be right. All the same, I'm glad we’'re getting across it. |
don’t think I'd like to make this trip again.”

“You don’t suppose the rest of California will be like this, do you?”

I said nothing, but | was beginning to wonder the same thing.

The heat of the day began to dissipate, and | turned on the lights
as darkness came. We went over the ridge and found ourselves in a
second wasteland. Its size was curtailed to our vision by the en-
croaching night.

I had seen enough to dishearten me. The map had indicated the
beginning of the Mojave Desert. The map showed an ending. |
couldn’t see any. Although there were occasional clumps of sage
and a Joshua tree loomed in the dusk now and then, we were in a
land that time had overlooked and from whence the gods had de-
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parted along with all other living things.

On the map, Barstow stood just inside the California line. A
weather-beaten, badly tilted sign caught in the headlight’s brief
gleam indicated more than ninety miles yet to be covered.

I said nothing. Peggy apparently hadn’t noticed the information.

With the departing day, the temperature changed drastically. At
first, the cooling breezes were welcome. We opened the windows
to drive out what was left of the desert heat. The temperature con-
tinued dropping. Soon, we shut the windows. It was downright cold.

The highway developed a characteristic | had never encountered
before. In putting in the asphalt, no effort had been made to chan-
nel a runoff of water during a rain. The highway builders had sim-
ply followed the rise and fall of the dunes with a minimum of grad-
ing.

This was fun. It was a roller coaster. | zoomed up a rise and then
dropped over the apex and plummeted down the slope, only to rise
again in a moment or two.

“Slow down, Bob,” Peggy said in a small voice. “This up and down
motion is making me ill.”

“It's the first fun I've had all day,” | said. | didn’t want to slacken
pace.

“How much farther is it?”

“It’s just up ahead, Peg. Don’t make me slow down. The engine
works better when it’s cooler and the tires are safer. We can really
make time now.”

Robert junior awoke, and began to gurgle and laugh. He loved
the motion. Peggy groaned but didn’t complain again. Up and down,
up and down, faster and faster.

Weaving and bobbing, headlights far in the distance were head-
ing our way.

“Hey,” | shouted. “Look! Traffic! Someone else is out in this
god-forsaken place.”

The approaching car seemed just ahead, but five minutes must
have elapsed before it whooshed past.

Under favorable conditions, the Chevy could manage sixty or
sixty-five miles per hour. We were approaching maximum. The up
and down condition of the road prevented a clear view except for
the immediate thirty to forty yards ahead. We’d whip up a rise, the
headlights aiming skyward, we’d crest and then the headlights would
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illumine the down slope...but nothing beyond.

In the distance a second vehicle began its lengthy approach.

“We must be getting close to Barstow,” | said in encouragement.
“The traffic is increasing.” | glanced at Peggy out of the corner of
my eyes. She was clinging to the armrest on the door.

We mounted an incline, topped and headed down. Lying on the
asphalt just forty feet ahead was a steer, apparently sleeping off the
heat of the day. Bobbing beams of the approaching car gave evi-
dence of immediate passage.

| couldn’t stop the Chevy in time! If | hit the steer, the chassis
would continue without the wheels! | veered into the opposite lane,
whizzed around the recumbent bovine and careened back into my
own lane as the approaching vehicle roared by. Peggy screamed.

I was trembling like an aspen, as | took my foot from the gas and
let the momentum ebb away. “Sorry,” | said. “Much too close for
comfort.”

“I hope that teaches you a lesson,” Peggy said.

I was contrite. Junior crowed in glee.

Finally, in the distance, a glow of light—like a soft mist, visible
whenever we topped a rise—became a fixture on the horizon. |
pointed it out. “That’s Barstow,” | said.

At something close to midnight we drove into the neon glare of
the main street and stopped at the biggest motel sign. The bed was
comfortable and we slept deeply without dreaming.
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Chapter XIlII

In nature there is no morality. If nature is another word for God,
as some proclaim, then God is ruthless. So far as our minds can
fathom the unfathomable, nature favors only those who survive.

When men lived in a state of nature, it appears that they, like
other living creatures, developed certain innate behaviors to
inter-relate with nature. | have been calling the genetic reaction of
man—the built-in patterns of desire, the apparent automatic re-
sponse to a given stimulus—instinct. In a state of nature, man seems
to have been largely an instinctive creature.

Largely, but not totally. What factors in the environment caused
the human brain to enlarge? What compelled the outer brain of
man to become so powerful? Food selection? The choice of mates?
Radiation from unknown sources? Mutations? Darwin called it
“natural selection,” and he apparently applied the idea in all direc-
tions. The development of man’s brain is natural enough. But the
reason for it is not known. Does nature have a purpose?

Natural selection occurred with other species, too. But man alone
developed a forebrain—an outer-brain if you prefer—so powerful
that man no longer reacted to his instincts without first giving
thought. And having thought, he sometimes acted other than in-
stinctively.

As man began to use reason, his instincts faded and became less
powerful, his mind more powerful. And here is the curious result.
By the use of reason, man improved on nature. That is to say, man
found he could work with nature and bring into being a kind of
world that favored him. Nature favored no one. Man found nature’s
ticklish spot and nature laughed in response, rewarding him. When
man lived in a state of nature, only a few humans survived. The
more man learned and worked with nature— the more he learned
to cooperate, first with nature and then with others—the better con-
ditions he created for himself. The better his conditions, the greater
his chances for survival.

At the outset, men feared each other. But observation and experi-
ence taught them that they could surmount these fears, learn to
cooperation, and live better.
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Nature provided man with sticks and stones. Man invented the
axe, the spear, the hammer, the bow and arrow, and the canoe.

Nature provided animals. Man domesticated, bred, and harnessed
them.

Man’s instincts didn’t give him dominion over this planet; his in-
telligence did. Nature didn’t promote human survival; man’s con-
triving and striving did.

But the growth of man’s upper or outer brain is not an unmixed
blessing. Creatures that do not reason are instinctively driven to
act in a manner that furthers their species. The food on which lem-
mings thrive is scarce. So the surplus population instinctively hurls
itself into the sea, thereby making certain there will be enough food
for the remaining members of lemming society.

Man reasons from incomplete information. Inevitably, he reaches
decisions and acts upon them. But not everyone who acts improves
conditions either for himself or for others. Reason is the best thing
we have going for us, but we are not omniscient.

Consider the relationship of man to property. Like other living
things, man has an instinctive drive to acquire territory. We cannot
survive without occupying space; holding territory on our own be-
half is fundamental. Men began to take possession of land for for-
aging, hunting and other survival activities. At the outset, muscles
produced the arrangements.

The biggest bully had his way. The largest and most aggressive
tribe won and held the best land.

But, then, human beings devised production, a division of labor,
trade, and cooperation. When it came to production, the most valu-
able man was not the biggest bully, but the most skillful cooperator
and producer.

Man may be endowed with instincts as a consumer, but produc-
tion is a learned skill. By nature, we are eaters and users. But, if we
intend to eat well and to have things to use, those things must be
produced. This is a conclusion provided by the intellect, not by the
instincts.

If we are going to produce, two conditions are vital: a favorable
time span in which to work; and, peace. Only when we have un-
molested control of territories can we use them to advantage. To pro-
duce anything takes time. To produce sophisticated complicated and
highly developed tools or other benefits takes a great deal of time.
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To produce in abundance, we must also be free to make ex-
changes. There are only two ways to effect an exchange. Force or
voluntaryism. Theft or trade. If theft is employed, the time span of
production is disrupted. Production shifts from what people want
to what warriors must have. In the end, production stalls.

If we are to produce in abundance and to trade with those who
wish exchanges, peace must ensue. Peace and trade are the bread
and water of civilization. War and theft are the handmaidens of
primitive and barbarous survival.

Two monumental ideas emerged as divergent paths to peaceful
production. One of the ideas is government. The other, the concept
of morality. Although they are antithetical ideas, both came into
common use.

The rationale behind government is relatively simple. By organi-
zation, man could produce the ultimate bully. This bully would be-
come the enemy of all other groups, but the protector of our own.
Difficulties with government must have appeared at an early stage.

Man arrives on this planet as a unique individual. Some willingly
cooperate after a relatively brief period of instruction. Others re-
quire extensive training. Some never seem to learn. Thus, the en-
emies of our group could be individuals within the group, and not
strangers.

For our bully (government) to be effective, it must not only ward
off attacks from without, it must exert ultimate force upon way-
ward individuals within our group who are slow or unwilling to
learn.

The difficulty with the idea of morality must have also quickly
surfaced. Morality is based upon understanding.

It requires some simple common point, readily discernable, upon
which everyone could agree.

But will everyone agree? Thus far, they have not. Humankind
knows so little about itself that it has never yet agreed on anything.

We do not yet have agreement as to the shape of the earth, or that
two plus two equals four, or that red cannot be non-red...

Actually, the point where understanding might ultimately coa-
lesce is not too difficult to deduce. What man must have is unmo-
lested, peaceful control of whatever is his, through time. The sanc-
tity of boundaries is needed.

The merger of government with morality must have seemed logi-
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cal to our savage and barbarous forebears. Let government be
formed, not as a man-devised system, but as a divinely ordained
structure. Then the government—acting as a divine intervention-
ist—could decree right and wrong. And if slow or reluctant learn-
ers existed, the government could play deity and punish or destroy
them. The greatest military and political leaders to whom the hu-
man record refers are those who first claimed a “pipeline” to the
All-Knowing. The Most-High God (by whichever name or names)
had given them the ultimate knowledge and authority here on earth.
Having made this proclamation, they proceeded to force allegiance
and to distribute destruction and death. Divinity became the test of
a given government or a given leader. If he could win, God wanted
it that way. If he failed, he was a false prophet.

Occasionally, prophets arose who did not resort to war. Their
ministries were usually of short duration. They changed their tunes,
and called out the troops, or some other leader resorted to his troops.
God was the god of battles.

The same idea holds sway today, although we have cloaked the
rationale in sophisticated and scientific verbiage. We should not be
surprised or shocked. After all, what else can be expected from bar-
barians? Or even from post-barbarians?

Despite these results, government appeared to provide benefits.
When wars stopped—either because some bully stifled opposition
or because he found a circumstance with little likelihood of mili-
tary challenge—then, the bully began doing some of the things for
which man had hoped.

Rules were promulgated and even the greatest dullard obeyed. If
not, he was punished. Even before Hammarabi, men set down codes
of behavior that applied to the average person. Naturally, those in
government had to hold themselves above these rules. If it was a
rule that no person could trespass his neighbor’s vineyard, it was,
at the same time, a rule that government could. For government
had the blessings of the “Most-High.”

Government provided what has been called “legitimacy.” While
private persons had taken the territory nature had provided and
putitto use, government looked over the holdings and decided when
a boundary was “right” or “just.” Then, it stated when the holding
was “legal.”

If a particular boundary displeased the men in government, then
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it was re-drawn. God (through his appointed emissary, government)
wanted everything to be as the local politicians thought best.

It didn’t take long for men to learn how to deal with government.
If one found out just which itch a given ruler wished to scratch, the
private citizen could help him scratch it. He could pay a fee to those
in government. Quickly the government legitimized some of the
fees.

Now, if anyone wanted anything, he first paid the legitimizing
fee. This did not suffice. Man wants something better than what
other men can have.

There are always ways of winning favoritism. Men learned how
to cozen nature to their advantage. Now they studied the cozening
of politicians. Flattery, verbal support, military allegiance, voting...,
but, most of all, money or other fiduciary benefits are the common
currency. When things go badly, we call the process bribery. When
things go well, we call it friendship.

Government, the embodiment of the Most High, would now act
in your benefit, (if you are "with-it”). If you are not “with ii,” the
best you can hope for is to be overlooked.

At the outset, the process appeared to be a winner. Those who
were favored by government obtained what they had to have—peace
and time. Peace and time are so important to human well being
that, even when only a few achieved favoritism, conditions in gen-
eral improved. But they did not improve equally.

Two important factors should be noted. Some improved their abil-
ity to produce and trade because of government favors; others man-
aged to produce and trade without that benefit.

The intrusion of the state has not become so universal as to make
government assistance mandatory for survival.

Just as it was true that some refrained from violating the bound-
aries of other persons because of the fear of reprisal, it was also
true that some refrained because they were intelligent enough to
see more general benefits.

Peace and time. Stability. How beneficial they are! Governments
set up to provide or preserve those conditions disrupted the very
conditions that made production and trade possible. Men in gov-
ernment, having obtained power over their fellows, began to use it
not merely to maintain a stable market place, but to disrupt the
market place. They banished the stability if, in the process, their
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own power could be enhanced.

Men are not gods. The more power they have, the more they tend
to strut as if they were gods. Soon, the only certainty government
provided was the surety that, in time, it would make production
and trade uncertain.

Naturally, a given producer—seeing the government intrude upon
a competitor—hailed that government as good. When the same gov-
ernment turned about to intrude upon him, as all governments did
in time, he could not understand why things had changed. They
hadn’t. The government behaved as it always had.

All governments behave like any other instrument of war and
terror. A gun doesn’t change its nature. When it is aimed at some-
one you fear or dislike, you will praise the importance of guns. When
the gun is aimed at you, you will call for help against those who use
guns.

The magnitude of the problem can be seen in light of the link-up
between government and a presumed divinity. When a particular
prophet claims to be the voice of the One God, his view of what the
rules should prevail will differ from that of the next prophet. Each
prophet seeks to bring favors and benefits to his own group, how-
ever small or large. The rules promulgated are inevitably helpful to
some in the group, while also being helpful to the prophet. At the
same time, the rules will injure others, both in and out of that group,
when force is used to compel a general acceptance of them.

Such rules distort certain moral ideas, such as: boundaries should
not be violated; peace is essential; production and trade are benefi-
cial. The harmony and tranquility required to wrest a living from
nature was subverted. No boundary was sacred until God (or gov-
ernment) had approved it. No production was good until God (or
government) said it was. Methods of trade and production, items to
be traded or produced...all these things were to shift ever more out
of private hands into the hands of a presumably, all wise, all-knowing
deity called government.

The ultimate result was to enslave mankind under theocracies.

In this sense, government is the religion of mammon. It is the
world’s first universal church. Early theologies set forth the rules
by which individual men could win divine favor or grace (this var-
ied among theologies). In general, the high priests let it be known
that reward or punishment would occur in the next life, in what-
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ever happens after death.

Live your life as the high priest advised, and your reward would
be in heaven. Live it in some other fashion and your punishment
would be in hell.

Government became the church pragmatic. On this side of the
hereafter-hiding veil, who could be sure of what God would or would
not do? Why wait? The fear of future punishment, the hope of fu-
ture reward was not enough. Governments filled the void. They
provided both reward and punishment in the here and now.

While itis relatively easy to see that government is a bully, a thief,
and a Killer, the most baneful effect of government has always been
psychological. Government convinced man that it was an absolute
necessity for human survival. “No matter how bad a government
may be, it is better than no government.” No other church had a
more convincing argument.

This idea has taken hold around the world. Almost. No idea has
ever been universally accepted, but this one has come close. Yet it
is contrary to fact.

Some have argued that enforcement of contract is the thread by
which civilized survival hangs. But it is the individual integrity that
fulfills a contract and keeps the wheels turning. Upon close examina-
tion, no contract can be enforced if the contracting party refuses to
comply. True, he can be tortured, jailed, or killed if he refuses. But
to fulfill a contract, he must remain alive. In peace and through
time, he must provide the fulfillment.

Many human beings do not recognize their own moral position.
They believe what government has repeatedly dinned into their
brains. Man always act upon their deepest convictions, even if the
convictions are in error.

In order to convince the world to worship government, those
within its presumably divine channels of rule had to create an im-
age of superiority. Early governments did so by invoking fear and
terror. This is not surprising. Early deities were ruthless, vindic-
tive, and cruel.

Governments of this type still exist. They labor to convince their
masses that man is naturally evil and must be restrained by force
and violence. Thus, force and violence are condemned among the
common people, but government is exempted for it must be above
the herd, always capable of ultimate actions of force and violence.
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As the people in government became more sophisticated, a new
line of psychological perversion was adopted. No government dared
to abandon its image as a ruthless, all-powerful enforcer. But the
hope of reward was recognized as a more viable, more practical
motivational factor.

Indeed, men in government had recognized this motivational fac-
tor from the beginning. But they tended to reward a few of the most
powerful men, while holding all others under a sway of fear and
anxiety. Favoritism is the balm with which to cool the sores of op-
pression and imposed control.

Democratic governments are the prime movers in this particu-
lar, for they claim to “care” about the masses. How else can they
obtain mass support through balloting? They paraded as favoring
(giving favors to) the “little people.” There is no larger bloc of votes
available.

If the masses are made dependent upon the state and, at the same
time, they are led to believe that the state “cares” about them and
will look after them, then the masses become little more than vast
herds of domesticated animals, licking the hand that feeds them.

This is not surprising. Modern theologies argued that God is the
embodiment of love; it was natural for the ultimate church—gov-
ernment—to seek the same image.

A simple line of propaganda was invoked. Life is always good. No
matter what else occurs, the life of the individual is sacred and must
be preserved at any and all costs.

This, too, is false. Life is not always good. Death is not always
evil. Death is as natural as life. Were the life-is-always-good phi-
losophy to be considered seriously, the only logical procedure would
be to procreate to the ultimate degree possible. Every life would
have to be saved, no matter what the cost. We would presently have
a planet so crowded that human life would self-destruct. Nature
will not tolerate such an extreme.

Given this proposition, man’s entire life is tragic, for it must end
in evil. The moment you are born, death begins its silent approach.
Life is all pervasive, as is death—its handmaiden.

You and | should have no difficulty with the truth.

All we have to do is to accept the fact that we do not know the
ultimate value of any human being. Consequently, the single rule
that applies to every human is merely this: injure no one. It is not
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our business who shall live and who shall die. That is the business
of life and of death. You and | should have no illusions here. The
business of life is to live. The business of death is to terminate life.
These determinations are not ones you and | can morally make.

But men in government make them. This is because men in gov-
ernment presume to a divinity they do not possess. They believe
they should decide who is to live and who is to die. No single hu-
man being has that much knowledge. Value judgments inevitably
contain prejudice. While we have learned to seek out and identify
patterns of behavior, such patterns are not sure enough to safely
predict individual human action. The fact that a man may have per-
formed a dreadful and heinous act does not mean that his future
acts will be of that caliber. The fact that a man has lived a lifetime
of virtuous accomplishment does not prevent him from committing
a heinous action.

All men are opportunists and will act in terms of their deepest
convictions at any given moment. They will search for their own
good as they interpret that good.

Now, to convince the masses that people in government were
doing good, government took on the task of keeping everyone alive.
It demanded that those it helped acknowledge the superiority of
the state in all things. Praise the politician, assure him of your vote,
get a group who will vote as they are told and, then, let the politi-
cian know of a great “need.”

If an agency does not yet exist to provide help, one can be formed.
Indeed, this is an almost certain avenue to a successful career.

With this false sense of doing ‘good’ dinned into our ears by the
politicians, government began to compete with all actions of char-
ity. It was no longer good enough for you and me to be generous
with individuals who needed help. Government usurped our natu-
ral tendency to kindness and generosity.

The consequences were predictable. The American taxpayer, for
example, was called upon to finance hospitals in India where dis-
ease and privation kept life expectancy at a low rate amid a popula-
tion already overly large.

The people of India rewarded our well-intended efforts with an
increased survival rate.

This is a difficult point to grasp. The line separating true charity
from modern do-goodism appears to be a hairline.
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It seems to me wise for an individual to do all he can to maintain
his own survival in peace. When his survival becomes parasitical,
and he exists only because others suffer, the question of the merit
of that life becomes moot. | am not speaking against charity. It is a
mark of generosity and kindness that a person voluntarily assists
others to the degree that is both effective and prudent. | have no
objection to keeping a dysfunctional person alive when that person
wishes to live and there are others who share the view sufficiently
to make it possible voluntarily.

But when the preservation of life becomes a fetish, the state takes
over. It enslaves mankind through taxation and regulation so that a
person who may wish to die is kept alive at all costs. Then, we have
become victims of a false and harmful philosophy.

Voluntary assistance to others is a mark of human goodness and
concern. Compulsory assistance at the point of a gun falls some-
what short of kindness. Instead it becomes a state-sponsored act of
false charity hiding the lust for power of those encouraging the prac-
tice.

It seems to me that a person should live with a glad heart. It seems
correct, also, that he should die with a heart equally glad. Death is
a necessary and useful end. If accepted for what it is, death is no
more terrifying than being born.

How long should a person live? There is no fixed number of years
but, in general, the longer the better. But this is true only when life
depends upon the individual’s efforts, or upon the efforts of those
near and dear to him, who wish to assist him.

What of the progress being made to extend man’s longevity? Ex-
cellent.

But isn’t it possible that one day we will develop a pill or a pro-
cess by which the aging tendency cannot only be halted but re-
versed? What if we find not only the fountain of youth, but also the
ability to reverse time and move backward into youth? What then?

I do not think it will happen. Even the universe is aging, and the
largest of stars is cooling. But | could be wrong. | don’t know all
things. However, this much appears sure: if we all revert to our
youth and continue to procreate, life very quickly would become
unbearable. What most of us want is not our own eternal youth, but
the ability to out-live and surpass our fellows. If everyone had eter-
nal youth and continued to multiply our species, we would loathe
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and kill each other as a common good.

Think of the monsters that have lived before now. Suppose they
were still around and could not die. | am thinking of the monsters
in human form.

Be happy with death. At the right time it is as useful and as be-
nevolent as life. It is not our province to bestow death upon others.
It is our province to live our own lives, making them as construc-
tive and elevated as possible.

What is truly important is our stature while living, not the indefi-
nite prolongation of life. | do not see life as a constant or universal
value. How a person lives creates value, not that he lives. Every rat
is alive, too. What makes a human more valuable than a rat is that
he refuses to live like one.

Life is not a tragedy, ending in death. Nor is life a comedy be-
cause it ends that way. Life and death are twin adventures. When
you have been granted the one, the other is always a portion of the
grant.
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Chapter X1V

An ancient adage runs: “Early to bed and early to rise makes a
man healthy, wealthy and wise.” | was beginning to learn that late
to bed and early to rise can wear a man out.

After spending a short night in Barstow, Peg and | got an early
start and drove on. We crossed the remainder of the desert, went
through the San Bernardino Mountains, and emerged in the great
LA basin. When we arrived in Riverside, | thought we were in LA.

A filling station attendant re-set my lens. | had to continue west
for a few more miles. | did so and mistook Pomona for LA. Ontario
turned out to be other than LA. So did Arcadia and Pasadena. | kept
arriving in LA only to find | wasn’t there yet.

Another filling station attendant explained that Los Angeles was
really about forty communities looking for a city. The day was nearly
spent before we arrived at a place where one of the locals con-
fessed to being in Los Angeles. He didn’t appear to be happy about
it.

The people we met while driving were either in filling stations or
cafes, so | always asked where a good place was for permanent
residence. | was told nobody lived in Los Angeles, if he could help
it. That wasn’t correct, as | found out later. But what does a stranger
know?

Los Angeles was in a state of expansion. Nobody knew much about
where anything was. Even if they had known last month, growth
had altered streets, landmarks, and familiar patterns. So we were
greeted with shrugs and “Quien sabe?” People were usually quite
pleasant about it. They just didn’t know, and it didn’t worry them.

| stopped at every filling station we came to. One attendant sug-
gested that South Gate was a good place for a person of modest
income to live. | asked how he knew that. It turned out that he lived
there and worked “in town.”

My idea of a big city was being revised minute by minute. | ex-
pected a big city to consist of a core of large buildings with sur-
rounding suburbs. In Los Angeles, | found surrounding cities. | was
not yet certain there was a core.

Baffled, | said to Peg. “Let’s go to South Gate.”
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“We don’t know anything about the place,” Peggy objected.

“How right you are,” | responded. “But we don’t know anything
about any place else, either. | feel like a babe in the woods. At least
we know the name of South Gate.”

The distances we had to travel within completely built-up areas
astounded me. We went miles and miles in search of South Gate. |
reasoned that it must be on the south edge of Los Angeles. Why else
would it be called South Gate?

Exhausted and hot, we found it at last and cruised the streets
looking for a house or apartment. Signs beckoned us in every di-
rection. After exploring several places, we stopped in front of a court
apartment building. It appeared to be new and clean, and about as
good as our modest purse could command.

For $20 per month we obtained a two-bedroom, furnished apart-
ment (electricity, water and gas included).

That seemed about right, although | had hoped for something
closer to $I5.

We paid the landlord a month’s rent in advance, and took posses-
sion.

In view of my interest in the theater and moving picture industry
(which I secretly intended to crash), it would have been simple to
find a more convenient address. But we were worn out and irri-
table. At least we could settle down, cheaply.

During the first weeks at our new address, | sought work every
day and found nothing. This was, to be candid, partly my own fault.
I was so “star-struck” that—while | honestly did seek work—the
jobs I found paid poorly and demanded full effort.

Unwilling to take such demanding work for so little money, |
managed an alibi even when | landed something.

I was looking for a paycheck that would be large enough to live
on, but wouldn’t demand much in return. That way | would have
several hours each day in which to advance my career as an actor
or director. Meanwhile, my resources dwindled.

Dad sent nearly all of the money still due me. He was staying in
Ogden where business was pretty good, but he would be out soon.
Meanwhile, | steadfastly refused to go out soliciting for him, which
he urged me to do since | had nothing else. Day after day, after |
had responded to the want ads, | headed for Hollywood. | spent
hours in the offices of various agents. | signed up at Central Cast-
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ing. | went to the various studio gates, but never got inside.

I thought of myself as the answer to all of Hollywood’s problems.
Apparently, Hollywood didn’t know it had one. No one took the slight-
est notice. Well, not quite. | finally met a man who got me into a
studio where a certain writer had some connections with Hamline
University. When he learned | was from Hamline, he wanted to know
if 1 was willing to try out for a small part. He asked what | wanted
and, foolishly, I told him | would take anything.

A phone call sent me at dizzying speed to an old theater where a
try-out was in progress. The production under consideration was a
musical, and | would have to sing and dance in the chorus. | nei-
ther hoofed nor warbled.

I was so embarrassed that | pretended to be above a job in a cho-
rus line, and refused to audition. Temperament has always been
presumed to be a reasonable alibi. In my case, and in many others
as | was to learn, it also covered a large range of ineptitude.

Dad finally arrived, and a last financial settlement was made. Dad
was overly generous. He appeared to be honestly concerned with
the well being of Junior, and inadvertently concerned with Junior’s
parents. But these few dollars also evaporated.

Within a day or so of Dad’s arrival, good fortune beckoned. A few
blocks from our apartment, a large tent had been pitched. A sign—
erected in front, and flyers circulated through the neighborhood—
revealed that the Hart Players had arrived and offered a full three-
act play for the entertainment of all. Admission to the tent theater
was 50 cents. Further, the Hart Players were a stock company. They
offered a brand new three-act play every week.

This is what | had been hoping for. Baby sitters cost money, so |
left Peggy at home and spent 50 cents to see a production by the
Hart Players. It was a sit. com.—known as a “tab” show—and en-
titled “The Flat Tire.”

In my Judgment, the performance was tops. The actors knew what
they were doing. The show was paced. It held my interest, and
brought laughter and applause where | would have wanted it. In
content, the show was a bit of fluff without any particular message
or significance. In those days, a drama usually didn’t try to have a
message. It was entertainment.

After the final curtain, | went backstage and introduced myself to
several of the cast, offering congratulations. | asked to meet the
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producer or director, and presently shook hands with Harvey Hart—
the producer and general manager. | told him | was an actor, tem-
porarily at liberty, but willing to take a job in his company if an
opening occurred.

He asked me if | was a professional actor, and | said | was. | justi-
fied the exaggeration on the grounds that | had been paid for my
efforts with Universal and at the church, even though | had been
paid as a director and not as an actor. But as the director at Univer-
sal, | had learned how to “mug” the lines and how to stage the busi-
ness of everyone in the show. Surely that was acting. And | had
been the star of my grade school graduating class.

I was taken at face value. Mr. Hart said he would keep my name
and address on file. There was no opening at the moment.

My spirits soared as a result of that meeting. Now | would wait. It
didn’t matter how long it took. Sooner or later, Harvey Hart would
keep his word. Meanwhile, | would take any job as a potboiler until
the Hart Players called.

Another week or two went by with no result. By chance | was
seeking employment at some store near our South Gate apartment—
I can’t remember what store it was. A young fellow, a stranger, sud-
denly smiled my way. “Didn’t | see you a few weeks ago backstage
with the Hart Players?” he asked.

I acknowledged that | had been there, job seeking.

“Do you know what’s happened?”

“I haven’t the faintest.”

“The Harts got burned out. They used smudge pots to keep their
patrons warm in the tent. One of the pots got too hot and set fire to
the whole thing.”

My heart sank. “No! Damn. That's a real shame. | liked them.
Every one of them.”

The stranger nodded. “I've known Harvey and Vayne for years.
Ruby, too. In fact, I've worked for them on and off, doing various
things. I'm an electrician. Sometimes I've handled scenery or props
for them. Whatever.”

I was crushed but tried to be detached. “l was really hoping I'd
get a call from them one day,” | admitted. “You see, I'm an actor.”

“I thought as much.” He gave me his name—Carl something. We
shook hands. “Now, I've got some good news for you.”

“Oh?”
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“Remember the young fellow they had doing juveniles?”

I nodded. “Yeah. He was really good.”

“Well, he’s leaving the cast. He got his big break. He tried out for
a network radio show and was accepted. You’ll be hearing him now
on the “Wanna Buy a Duck” show.”

“Joe Penner?”

“That’s the one.”

“Hey, that’s great.” For him. | was green with envy.

“That means they’ve got a vacancy. Go see Harvey and remind
him that you're available.”

“I thought you said they were out of business.”

He laughed. “Harvey? Out of business? You don’t know Harvey.
The whole company is now working at the Alhambra Theater in
Alhambra. | don’t quite know the arrangement, but they offer a stage
show in conjunction with a full-length moving picture. They’re pack-
ing them in. Get there right away.”

“If Harvey wanted me, he’d have phoned. He has my number.”

The young fellow laughed. “Jesus Christ, man, don’t stand on your
pride in times like these. If | were you, I’d bust the speed limits to
Alhambra. In the theater, the guy on hand when he’s needed gets
the job. You oughta know that!”

“Thanks,” | said. | wrung his hand. “I’'m on my way.”

In Alhambra, | went backstage at once. The players were in their
dressing rooms (one for males, one for females), preparing for the
night’s performance. | practically tripped over Harvey as he was
making his way behind the booming speakers that carried the sound
track for the picture being shown.

“Remember me?” | asked in the semi-darkness.

He peered at me, and then motioned for me to follow. We went to
the star’s dressing room that Harvey was using as his office.

In the light, he looked me over and, then, smiled.

“Yes, | do remember you,” he said. “You're...you're...”

“Bob. Bob LeFevre. I'm an actor. | met you over in South Gate in
the tent.”

Recognition dawned.

“I learned that you’re losing one of your cast. I'd like a chance at
his job.”

“Of course, Bob. That last name’s a mouthful. But | do remember.”
He paused and looked me over more closely. “So you’re an actor.”
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“Of course I’'m an actor.”

“Okay, okay. You're an actor. Don’t get huffy. Come on with me
and let’s see what Vayne and Ruby have to say.”

| trailed him to the men’s dressing room. Harvey introduced me
to all four men, who were in various stages of dress and makeup.
Vayne Hart played leads.

He was a good looking, solidly built man in his thirties.

Harvey explained my presence and everyone focused on me.

Vayne gave me the once-over.

“It's okay with me, Dad. Whatever you say.”

“What do you say?” His father asked.

“Can you read lines?” Vayne asked me.

“Certainly.”

“Had any experience?”

“Yes.”

“Can you project?”

I wasn’t exactly sure of what was meant, but | said, “Of course.”

Vayne shrugged. “Okay, Dad. He’s in.” He turned back to the mir-
ror. “Good luck, kid,” he threw my way as he applied some grease.

“Let’s go see Vesta and Ruby,” Harvey said to me.

We crossed the stage behind the blaring speakers, and Harvey
opened the door of the women’s dressing room. Two actresses were
in partial states of preparedness. Harvey pushed me into the room
and stood behind me. One woman, apparently in her fifties, wore a
dressing robe and was applying makeup. The other—blond, in her
late twenties—sat in bra and panties with a towel over her shoul-
ders. My face must have revealed some shock. At least surprise.
Harvey hadn’t even knocked.

The older woman was introduced as Vesta, the younger was Ruby.
Vesta smiled warmly and said, “Hello. Glad to see we’re getting some
new talent right away.”

Ruby’s smile was somewhat arch. “Haven’t you ever been back-
stage before, kid?” She asked.

“Many times,” | said truthfully.

“Have you ever been a pro?” Ruby wanted to know.

“Certainly.”

“Just how much experience have you had?”

I could feel the blood rise to my hairline. “I played in ‘Corporal
Eagen’,” | said. “And | did the lead in...” | couldn’t remember the
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name of my grade school triumph, and began to stammer.

Ruby nodded sagely. “Not much. But, my God, you’re good look-
ing enough. You don’t look like a kid who is completely familiar
with the lady’s dressing room.”

“You're right about that,” | said. “I didn’t know that was part of
becoming an actor.”

Everyone laughed heartily. “We’re all one family here,” Harvey
explained. “Don’t mind Ruby. She’s...well, a little outspoken at
times.”

“But I’'m an actress,” she asserted.

“Sure you are,” Harvey said. “l just wanted you to see Bob, before
I hired him. What do you think?”

“He’s green,” Ruby said, and turned her back. “But he’ll learn.
What he doesn’t know, we can teach him. Who knows? Maybe he’s
another Barrymore.”

She tossed those observations off her shoulder.

“No, I'm not,” | said. “But I can play any part you give me.”

“Well, well, well.” Ruby turned my way again. This time her smile
was pleasant. “We can use someone who can still blush.”

“Come with me,” Harvey said.

We returned to his “office.”

“Let me explain how we work things. | have a contract with this
theater. We made these arrangements because we don’t have
enough capital to buy another tent. Our juvenile lead is leaving.
You haven’t met him. He’s around someplace, and you will. But this
is his final week with us, so we really can use you if you know your
onions. This is a stock company. That means we produce a new
show every week. So you’ll be performing in one play, rehearsing a
second, and forgetting a third every day. We also paint and handle
all the sets.

“Here’s how it works. The theater offers one full-length stage play.
That’s us. No advance in price.

“Our deal is this. We've run an average of what the box office
ordinarily takes in each night we perform. So we know what the
average is. The theater gets that intact. All the money above the
average is used as follows. First, we cover costs of our production—
royalty, scenery, and any special props or costumes. Then, we split
what’s left. Half of it goes to the theater, half to us. We take the
total—whatever it is—and break it down by however many people
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we have in the cast. If we have several, as we do in this present
show, the money is divided into eight equal shares.”

Harvey laughed. “I’'m counted as one, even if | don’t do anything.
Sometimes | do fill in on bit parts. Sometimes | direct.

“So, if there’s eight dollars left, each of us gets a dollar. If there’s
sixty-four dollars, each of us gets eight dollars.

“At the present time, we’re showing four nights out of the week.
It’s share and share alike. You get paid after each performance. In
cash.

“There’s no guarantee. Since we came here, we’ve been averag-
ing between twenty-five and thirty dollars a week each in five pre-
sentations, four nights—one matinee. Thursday, Friday, Saturday
and Sunday twice.

It's a lot of hard work and long hours. Think you can do it?”

“I know I can.” | assured him.

“You’ve got to be a quick study, help with the sets, props or any-
thing else that comes up. We rehearse daily at ten.”

I nodded. “I'd love it. Really, Mr. Hart. | want the job.”

“Okay.” He offered his hand. “You are now a member of the Hart
Players.”

“Want me to read some lines, or anything?”

“No point in it. You’'ll either do a good job or we’ll drop you. And
we’ll find out fast. Now, | want you to meet young Parsons. He’s the
lad who's leaving us for the big time. This week is his last, and
we’re already rehearsing next week’s show. It happens to not have
a juvenile role in it. That's why we booked it.”

Why don’t you scoot out in front and watch tonight’s show? You
won’t need a ticket, just use the door into the audience from the
stage and sit down front. Then come over and watch us as we re-
hearse. You'll pick up a lot just watching. We do things our own
way around here.” He laughed again. “l don’t know if we do it the
best way, but it works for us.”

I could hardly believe my good fortune. Obviously, | wouldn’t be
getting rich, but even twenty-five dollars a week was great. I'd be
doing what | wanted to do. And who could tell? Maybe | would be so
great that a Hollywood scout would see me. And people would line
up in droves just to attend a play | was in. In which case, I'd have a
lot of money.

My fantasies soared into infinity as | drove home.
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When | told Peggy of my good fortune, she looked at me skepti-
cally. “You really did get the job?” she asked.

“Of course.” | drew myself up, erect and proud.

“It's kind of a funny arrangement,” she said.

“What's funny about it?”

“There’s no guarantee,” she reminded me.

“Times are tough,” | told her. “There aren’t any guarantees in
most jobs.”

She gave me a Mona Lisa smile. “We’ll see,” she said.
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Chapter XV

Harvey Hart had been accurate when he had stated that the Hart
Players were all one family. The permanent cast consisted of Vayne
Hart, the leading man—Harvey’s son by his first wife. The leading
lady was Vayne’s wife, Ruby Hart. Vesta Radcliff was Harvey’s first
wife who played character parts. She used the stage name, Vesta
Vayne. Hal Radcliff, her second husband, played character roles.
Harvey had remarried a lady named Audrey. Audrey Hart was in-
cluded in the cast, and played ingenue roles.

Thus, five of the eight regular members of the troupe were re-
lated by blood or marriage to Harvey, and Harvey was number eight.

In addition to their ‘juvenile,” there was an old stager named
Cunningham, who only remained a few weeks. A fine actor named
George Jones, who did character roles or second business, replaced
him. | use the name, Jones, because | cannot recall George’s real
name, and Jones will do. | learned many things from him.

George had experience on the New York stage and had come west
to crack Hollywood. He had taken an apartment with a pair of as-
piring actors whom | met, briefly. One was Stu Irwin, the other Clark
Gable. Stu, Clark, and George were all trying for pictures. Privately,
George and I discussed his roommates, whom he abandoned to take
a steady job with the Harts.

We figured Stu would make it, and make it big. He was hand-
some, smart, a quick study, made friends easily and had some good
contacts.

We were right. In time Stu Irwin became a star.

Both George and I figured that George was number two when it
came to chances for success. Clark, we conceded, was a real fine
guy. However, he ought to go back to driving a cab or truck. His
ears were almost at right angles from his head. He didn’t appear to
be a particularly fast study. We couldn’t think of a good reason for
anyone to hire him as an actor.

Privately, | accepted George as a better actor than I. He was expe-
rienced, fast, and smooth. He conveyed sincerity with a consum-
mate level of grace. | rated the four of us: George first, then myself,
then Stu, with Clark a poor also-ran. Human beings tend to believe
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what they hope is true.

At the time | joined the company, Vayne and Ruby were living in
a rented home in Pasadena with their small son. They provided
lodging for Harvey and his second wife, Audrey. All four of them
lived in the same house, and shared expenses.

Mr. and Mrs. Radcliff (Vesta Vayne and Hal) lived in a smaller
house just down the street. Often all six would have meals together.
Thus, the income each shared, gave the Hart family a pretty good
financial foundation.

George was a bachelor, and the share he received was satisfac-
tory for one person,

My own position was the most precarious financially, for | was
supporting a wife and child, as well as myself. However, | was in
the theater. That, alone, was high reward.

I marveled at the Hart domestic scene—apparently a harmoni-
ous one—in which Harvey would be dining with his first and sec-
ond wives, his son by his first wife, his son’s wife, and his first wife’s
second husband. If there were tensions or problems, | never de-
tected them.

I joined the company toward the end of September and spent about
five months with the Harts. They were among the happiest times of
my life. The work was hard and demanding, and I loved it.

Commuting from South Gate took energy and gas. Harvey lined
up the Mission Playhouse, in San Gabriel, a magnificent theater
where the famous play, “Ramona,” had been staged year after year.
The Playhouse had been converted into a moving picture palace,
and “Ramona” moved to an outdoor natural theater in Hemet.

Harvey planned three nights in San Gabriel, four in Alhambra.
Our incomes would have risen substantially. However, some dis-
pute as to which nights were to be in one place, which in the other
cancelled the Alhambra booking. At the same moment, the owner
of the Mission Inn, in Riverside—the son of the original builder of
the Inn, a man named Miller—asked if we could bring our produc-
tion to Riverside for two nights each week. He would sponsor our
appearance at the Riverside Theater. He felt that a stage play by
professionals would be a cultural achievement for Riverside. We
could make any deal we wished with the theater. Miller would pro-
vide rooms for all of us at the Inn at no charge.

The following routine was established. Monday was a rehearsal
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day for the next week’s production. It was also a day for painting
scenery, gathering props and getting organized. No presentation.
On Monday afternoon or evening, we’'d load all the flats onto a
four-wheeled flatbed trailer. In our respective cars, we would drive
to Riverside, spending the night at the Inn.

Tuesday: Ten o’clock rehearsal for next week’s show. Set stage
for this week’s opening night. Presentation that night starting around
eight o’clock.

Wednesday: Ten o’clock rehearsal. Two o’clock matinee. Eight
o’clock showing. After final curtain, load flats again and head for
San Gabriel.

Thursday: Ten o’clock rehearsal. Set stage for Mission Playhouse
that evening. Eight o’clock presentation.

Friday: Ten o’clock rehearsal. Choose and cast play for week af-
ter next. Evening presentation at eight.

Saturday: Ten o’clock dress rehearsal. Evening show.

Sunday: No rehearsal. 2:00 p.m. matinee. 8:00 p.m. show.

The Hart Players acquired a following. Audiences grew. We be-
gan to do well. And I was running myself ragged.

Peggy and | moved to Pasadena. A few blocks from where the
Harts resided, we found a small cottage and moved in. The rent
was a trifle higher than in Southgate, but the saving in time was
significant. Gasoline costs weren’t so great as to be a burden. Low
test sold for ten cents a gallon. A dollar would buy the better part of
a full tank.

The Chevy gave signs of wishing full retirement. The doors were
afflicted with dry rot and wanted to fall off the vehicle. The engine
usually ran on four or five cylinders, and needed a major overhaul.

| traded the Chevy for a much newer Ford sedan. However, | went
into debt to do so. The Chevy had been paid for. | was optimistic.
Never had conditions for my future been better. People were begin-
ning to remember my name. A huge picture of me on a sandwich
board in front of the Mission Playhouse helped bring in the custom-
ers, | was told. | was conceited enough to believe it.

The allure of the footlights, in part, relates to the “live” aspects of
stage production. When a moving picture is being made and some-
one fluffs, there’s a re-take. Indeed, there are countless re-takes,
while the first take is being taken. Movie making is the production
of a finished product.
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When the curtain rises for a “legitimate” drama, one must work
through the booboos, the gaffes, the blown lines, the missed cues.
Your skills as an actor in handling these crises become your daily
stock in trade.

I recall one night shortly after | joined the company. | had a mild
case of flu, but | had already learned that “the show must go on.” If
you had a broken leg and carried your head under an arm, you still
made your appearance on cue.

I was a “juvenile heavy.” That means, a “brat.” In this particular
play, | was supposed to sink down in a large overstuffed chair, where
the audience could see me, and pretend to fall asleep. The stage
action took place behind me, and the others in the cast were sup-
posedly not aware of my presence.

Because of the flu bug, | actually went to sleep. | only drowsed for
a moment and, upon awakening, heard the hum of voices behind
me. Nothing being said made any sense to me. | was totally disori-
ented. I didn’t know where or who | was. Before my eyes the row of
footlights burned in red and amber. Beyond them swam a sea of
faces, the audience watching and listening in expectation.

Who were all those people?

Suddenly, | heard my cue. | leaped from my chair, galvanized
into action and completely out of character. In that instant, every-
thing came into focus.

To justify my outrageous leap, | grabbed my behind, returned to
the chair, probed the upholstery where I'd been sitting and pulled
up an imaginary bit of metal, which | threw down in disgust. It
brought a laugh.

After the show, | had to explain to the director. | was cautioned
against repetition. A laugh wasn’t wanted at that point. At the same
time, | was patted on the back for the quick recovery.

Veteran actors were sometimes allowed to originate a piece of
business and keep it in, if it went well. That courtesy was denied to
me.

Once we were staging a south sea island romance. | was a native,
clad in breech cloth and brown dye. To create the illusion of the
South Seas, we had tacked long strings of rattan over the doorways.
To make an exit or entrance, one had to part the rattan and move
through.

Unfortunately, on our opening night, we hadn’t taken the time to
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sweep the stage after hanging the rattan and a number of carpet
tacks were on the floor. | was barefooted, sneaking into the set with
drawn knife, intent on murder. My heel found a carpet tack, point
heavenward, and | came down on it with full weight. The pain was
exalted. | am proud that | showed no emotion other than what the
script called for. I walked through the whole scene with spasms
leaping up my calf. No one in the cast suspected a thing, and I'm
sure the audience was oblivious.

Probably the most hilarious, out-of-the-script event of my stage
career occurred during a matinee in Riverside. | was cast as the
assistant villain; George was the arch-heavy. The drama involved a
diamond heist that George and | were about to pull off. The scene
was a drawing room in a manor house in England, and | wore a
cutaway with a tall silk hat. George was similarly attired.

I had made it a rule to eat my meals as far before curtain time as
possible. On this particular Wednesday, we had all had a rare treat.
Eddie Peabody, King of the Banjo, had arrived at the Mission Inn. |
learned that Eddie had once been the juvenile with the Harts and
he wanted to renew his friendship. He had built a magnificent home
just outside the city, and we were all invited to drive out to see it.
His car was a big Packard, large enough to hold the entire cast and,
understandably, we were eager for the outing.

In talking with Eddie, | learned that Ted Lewis had also begun
his professional career with the Harts. They had been around for
years, and many people knew them and loved them.

The jaunt brought us back to the theater with just enough time to
grab a bite before show time. All went well until we came to the last
act, which was divided into two scenes. Just before the curtain rose
on the first, | got an attack of hiccups.

Fortunately, | had no lengthy speeches. George and | had the first
scene to ourselves. George had several sides during which he gave
me detailed instructions on how | was to get my hands on the “jools.”
All I had to do was to punctuate his instructions with an occasional,
“I see, sir.” “Quite right, sir,” and “Whatever you say, sir.”

We faced each other down stage just above the footlights, and
George began his near-monologue. | hiccuped as quietly as pos-
sible. My tall silk hat fit only indifferently and, as my head bobbed
with the spasm, the hat bobbed in reverse.

Sotto voce, George said, “Cut that out,” and went on with his in-
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structions. | hiccuped again and said aloud, “Quite right, sir.”

George’s lips twisted in mirth, but he controlled himself. He went
on with his lengthy speech. Again came the spasm and the hat
bobbled. He wiped away the out-of-character grin, and continued.

Every time | had a line, my voice behaved. Every time George
continued, | hiccuped without mercy. It got worse. In trying desper-
ately to prevent the outburst, | began to have double spasms. Hic,
hic; bobble, bobble.

Under his breath, George said, “I’m gonna punch you in the nose.”

“Whatever you say, sir,” | managed.

George turned away to recover his aplomb. He turned back and |
hiccuped furiously. The audience began to snicker. George still had
lines to cover.

The agonizing few minutes became funnier as we progressed.
Mercifully, | was finally able to make my exit.

Ruby met me. “What are you trying to do,” she whispered, “Break
up the show?”

“I'm (hic) sorry, Ruby. (hic) | can’t (hic) help it. I've got the hi...(hic)
hiccups.”

She started to laugh. “Well, stop. There’s still a scene to go”

“Don’t you (hic) think I know (hic) it?”

I had no more appearances in that scene, but, of course, in the
very last we were all on stage. The jewels would be found in my
possession. Again, | was spared, for my lines were short and few.

My fellow actors weren’t spared. They tried to ignore me, even
though | was the center of all eyes as the actual thief caught with
the goods. | doubt if a stage production ever occurred with quite so
many actors turning their backs to the audience to hide-wide grins.
Meanwhile, the customers had identified my problem. They were
in convulsions.

This is called “detrimental empathy.” They were laughing at me,
rather than following the plot.

Our hero, Vayne, while dressing me down, got to laughing, turned
away, walked up to a stage window, interpolated a line “l wonder
why the police aren’t here yet” (not in the script), and spent an
unexplained minute peering out of the window gasping for breath.

After what seemed an eternity, the curtain rang down. The audi-
ence was delighted. Much of what is funny to one entails misery to
another. | was embarrassed beyond words. | expected to be fired on



L/olume One 159
the spot. | felt | deserved to be.

Harvey showed up and | told him my story. He took it in stride.
“Things sometimes happen, Bob,” was all he had to say. “I’'m sure
you didn’t do it on purpose.” | wasn’t even reprimanded. No won-
der people loved the Harts.

Christmas of 1932 arrived. The show went on with sparse atten-
dance. My cut for the evening’s work was 13 cents. But a week later
came New Year’s eve. My share for that evening’s work was $29.00.
These were usually the worst and the best nights in the theater.
Perhaps that has changed.

Toward the end of February, Peggy began experiencing nausea
around breakfast time. A trip to the doctor confirmed our suspi-
cions. She was pregnant again. While we were doing fairly well,
according to the times we were in, we rarely had more than twenty
dollars in reserve. Without telling her, | opened a bank account in
an effort to save a little money. The initial deposit was all the money
I managed to put aside. The expenses of the day took the income of
the night.

Peggy’s face showed mounting anxiety. The only doctor she trusted
was in Minneapolis. Whenever | was home she showed her uneasi-
ness. Her face became drawn with lines of worry. Meanwhile, Rob
Jr. was beginning to toddle. He gleefully bit and broke anything he
could reach.

In March of 1933, President Roosevelt was inaugurated. He had
been elected the prior November. | hadn’t voted, but | tended to be
Republican in outlook. My father had lectured me on ideas of pri-
vate property and the Republicans seemed to make more sense in
that area than Democrats. In view of the plight of the nation, it sur-
prised me that a Democrat would gain power. Actually, | knew noth-
ing about it whatever. The people | worked with shared my igno-
rance.

The phrase on everyone’s lips was, “Maybe Roosevelt will do
something.” No one knew what. But we were convinced Hoover
would “do nothing.” Americans tend to be like that, | have found.
They want action. They don’t like to take the time to think in an
effort to discover the correct action. They just feel better when some-
thing is going on.

In this regard, Roosevelt was not a disappointment. Within a few
days of taking the oath of office, on March 6, 1933, he declared a
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national banking crisis and closed every bank in the United States.
By executive order and without warning.

Here was a catastrophe, born and bred in government. It is true;
there had been a number of bank failures prior to March. Indeed,
this outcome had been predictable.

The Federal Reserve Board commanded or, at least, influenced
every bank to provide low interest loans for the “little people” wish-
ing to make fortunes in real estate and the stock market. Bankers
had responded with loans, believing the Feds would bail them out
of their unprecedented expansion of credit.

The Feds had no money to do so. They relied on credit and issu-
ing more credit to redeem earlier credit. The day of reckoning came
with the bank closings. Roosevelt declared that a number of banks
were insolvent, and the implication was that many of them were
dishonest. Most of them had been engaged in nothing worse than
obeying Federal policy.

“Experts” went on radio to tell us all that the bank holiday was a
“good thing.” Roosevelt was “doing something.” The result would
be the weeding out of the unsafe banks. To show the effectiveness
of the whole thing, at the time of the closings, there were about
16,000 banks in the U.S. When the banks reopened, there were still
about 16,000. The weeding out process had taken place prior to the
closings.

The effect in the theater was drastic. If people have no money but
loose change, they’ll spend it for food rather than theater admis-
sions. Attendance went to a trickle.

Personally, the bank closings meant | couldn’t draw out my mea-
ger savings. We put on a couple of performances, with zero to share
and share alike. Frankly, | was scared. | understood nothing of what
was going on. The whole world seemed to me to have gone crazy.

But circumstances beyond and outside my ability to control were
only getting started. On March 10, the Hart Players were ready for
opening night with the play “Bringing UP Father.” | was cast as
“Cecil”, the gay suitor of Maggie’s daughter.

I was at home. Peggy and | had eaten our evening meal, with Rob
Jr. sitting in a high chair, pounding on the tray with his spoon and
geysering his food in splendid abandon.

Peggy felt ill and retired to the bathroom for privacy. | turned on
the radio. The “March of Time,” one of my favorite shows was on
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the air.

I lifted junior from his chair. He began to strut around, swaying,
recovering, and doing occasionally sudden hands-to-floor exercises.

Abruptly, the radio went dead. There was a monstrous roar as
though a pair of freight trains were rumbling through the front yard.
The house lurched. Pictures swayed, some dishes fell from shelves,
the house moved back and forth like a giant sieve, screening gravel.

I managed to retain my balance, but Rob Junior sat on the floor
looking at me with an accusing stare, as if to say: “Why did you do
that to me, Daddy?”

Peggy screamed “Earthquake,” and came running.

She grabbed the baby and we shot out the front door. People
throughout the area were debauching into the street. The earth
continued to heave as though it had swallowed something unpalat-
able, and was retching.

The rumbling died away in the distance.

“My God,” | said in a whisper. “l guess that was an earthquake.”

Peggy looked at me in disbelief. How could anyone doubt it?

“What'll we do?” Peggy demanded in terror.

“What's to be done?” | countered. “It’s over now. We’'re all right. |
guess we lost a couple of plates.”

Peggy stood close, and | put an arm around her. She was trem-
bling. “I'm scared to death,” she half sobbed.

We stood there a few minutes. Apparently, whatever an earth-
gquake was, it had ended. Finally, we re-entered and began putting
things to rights.

In a few-minutes, another rumble sounded and, again, the house
swayed, though not with such power as before. The motion quickly
subsided.

“I hate California,” Peggy blurted. “l want to go back to Minne-
sota!”

“Ah, come on,” | said. “The worst is over. And we’re fine. Every-
thing is O.K. now.”

“No, it’s not. Everything is rotten. We’re...we’re so poor. And noth-
ing is going right. And I’'m going to have a baby. | want to go home.”

“Peg, this is our home. Sure, it's scary. | don’t blame you for being
scared. It’'s enough to scare anyone. But it’s over. We're fine.”

Some time passed before Peggy stopped trembling.

The radio came on with the announcer bringing us up to date as
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best he knew. The epicenter had been in Long Beach. The damage
there was catastrophic. The National Guard had been mobilized.
People were ordered to stay away from coastal cities.

“What will you do now?” Peggy wanted to know.

“Do? Why, I’'m going over to the theater. It’s opening night. I've
got a pretty good part, too.”

“There’s not going to be any show.”

| laughed. “Of course, there is. Don’t you remember? The show
must go on.”

She started to cry. “I would think you’d want to stay here to pro-
tect your wife and baby.”

“How can | protect anyone from an earthquake? The best thing
for me to do is to keep my commitments. I’'m an actor. I've got a job.
I’'m one of the lucky ones. The show must go on.”

“Then I'm going to the theater with you. And I'm going to bring
Robbie.”

“No problem. In fact, | think that’s a good idea.”

With Peggy safely parked in a front row seat, | went backstage.
Professionals don’t panic. Everyone was present dressing and put-
ting on makeup. The picture was being shown and, curiously, there
was a fair audience. Better than for the closing nights of our prior
production.

The particular version of “Bringing Up Father” we were staging
required my first entrance at the beginning of Act Il. Unfortunately,
all through Act I, occasional after-shocks kept rumbling through
the place. When one occurred, the teasers swayed and the scenery
buckled but held together.

The audience was restless, and from time to time, in the midst of
a tremor, the electrician would turn up the house lights. Whenever
this occurred, the business on stage would “hold,” and the audi-
ence—reassured by being able to see their surroundings—would
settle back in their seats.

Between the first two acts, Vayne went out on the apron and ad-
dressed our customers. The Mission Playhouse, he told them, was
“earthquake proof.” They were safer there than in their own homes.
He urged them to relax and enjoy the production. He got a round of
applause.

The curtain rose on Act Il. On cue, | appeared in the doorway to
lisp my opening line. At the instant, a major tremor surged. In fas-
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cination, | saw a wave coming across the stage. The floorboards
rose and then fell as if they had been made of water. It passed un-
der my feet, and | rose and fell with the boards.

The audience had had enough. They leaped up and began hurry-
ing out on the near side of panic. Vayne, already on stage, grabbed
center. “Hold it,” he shouted. “The building is safe. But apparently
this isn’t a good night for entertainment. Please stop at the box of-
fice and get a rain check. We’ll re-open in a day or so and we want
you back again.”

His voice had a calming effect and, in good order, the theater
emptied. Hal Radcliff came over. “Bob,” he quipped, “lI have never
seen an entrance so move an audience.”

“They moved the wrong way,” | said. “But they sure moved. | didn’t
know | was that bad.”
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Chapter XVI

What is property?

Property is anything that, as a result of its own natural character-
istics, admits of or tolerates human ownership.

What is human ownership?

Human ownership is a relationship developed by man, which has
gradually evolved from the instinctive custom of possession. At its
roots, ownership is a moral idea.

Two kinds of relationships are essential to human survival. One
is the relationship that develops between one person and another
person, or persons. The other kind is the relationship that develops
between a person (or persons) and the things of this world, natural
or man-made, which are other than persons.

Both relationships are vital to human survival.

Nothing in nature demands any particular way of defining prop-
erty or of deciding which things are property and which are not.
Various peoples in varying places and periods have defined it dif-
ferently. Despite these variations, they have survived.

Life is persistent. Survival often occurs despite adversity. Certain
definitions or attitudes concerning property and its ownership seem
to develop that produce conditions favorable to human survival and
happiness. Conversely, when divergent or alternate definitions or
attitudes prevail—even though survival may continue—conditions
for survival and human happiness decline.

Human beings cannot live without property. Each of us occupies
space and must dominate it in our own favor to some degree, or
perish. It is clear that property, by its nature, is and must be exclu-
sive. If | occupy a particular unit of space or consume a particular
item, it is a fact of nature that another cannot, at the same time,
occupy the same space or consume the same item.

Ownership consists of several factors. Before any human being
will set himself up as an owner, he must value the item he seeks to
own. The value relates to his belief in the future disposition of the
property as a plus factor to himself.

He looks at a given property as desirable because, as he sees it, if
that property were his to command, then he could sell, keep, im-
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prove, employ, eat, increase or otherwise use it to his advantage.
Time—future time, long or short—is the essence of all property
holding. The would-be owner pictures uninterrupted, unmolested
ownership through time as he obtains a given property. He may
dispose of that property in the future to fulfill his value judgments.

The second factor of ownership is boundary. All property owner-
ship is exclusive, as | have shown. Therefore, all property is lim-
ited. Hence, property must have exclusive, discernable boundaries
to exist as property. Some properties have boundaries as a result of
their own nature. Physical objects provide their own boundaries.
Abstract properties, consisting of contracts or agreements, will have
agreed upon abstract boundaries. Land will be divided one way or
another, with the agreed upon line of demarcation revealing the
boundaries.

If something does not have a natural boundary and current tech-
nology allows for no boundary upon which people can agree, then
it is not property. It cannot be owned. A future technology may make
ownership possible. But until an individual can show to others where
a given boundary is, and they can recognize that boundary, a
would-be owner is wasting his time in attempting ownership.

The final test of ownership is control. The owner of a property
must be able to use it to his own ends, whatever the ends may be. If
others control what the owner claims as property, then he is either
deluded in his ownership or he is beset by thieves.

Summing up, to own property, the owner: must be able to value a
thing in time; must establish a boundary for purposes of identifica-
tion and exclusiveness; and finally, have control.

Something else should be noted. Nothing in nature reveals the
identity of the owner of any given property. No magical or mystical
lines of force string the space between owner and what is his. |
cannot tell by looking at you what you own. Owners and the prop-
erty they own are invariably vulnerable to marauders.

Possession of a property, on the other hand, is largely visible and
readily recognized. Few will challenge the strong man who visibly
holds a property in his hand. Few will challenge an even stronger
man who visibly imposes his will on others. The biggest bully in
the area may possess anything he wants.

Ownership is, therefore, a moral concept. It proclaims that a prop-
erty belongs to an owner despite his lack of strength, or power.



_olume One 167
Indeed, it proclaims that the property belongs to the owner even
when he is absent and not physically available to defend it. All civi-
lized life depends upon this moral idea.

In those places enjoying the highest standards of living, nearly
everything is owned by someone. In a truly advanced culture, prop-
erties proliferate and ownership is widely dispersed. Many, if not
most, of the population own many things.

Some relatively advanced cultures denounce private ownership
of various kinds of property. They claim that “the people” own cer-
tain properties, perhaps most of them. This is a kind of collective
ownership.

The difficulty with collective ownership is that ownership, itself,
is eroded. Mere possession reasserts itself. The collective becomes
the single viable bully. The collective takes what it wishes from
individuals, thereby destroying private ownership by force. At the
same time, it pretends to make private ownership safe by promis-
ing to punish private persons who steal from other private persons.
Theft becomes the modus vivendi of the collective and, gradually, a
culture or population begins to abandon the moral position of own-
ership. It accepts force as the only method available to prevent the
destruction of ownership.

In such cultures—where collective destruction of private owner-
ship is advanced to a constant and general policy—the greatest crime
is theft from the collective. This will be called: “A crime against
society;” or, “crime against the people.” Thus, the collective is left
unchallenged and may steal what it will, calling such theft “com-
mon good.” The only forbidden theft is theft not approved by the
collective.

In such cultures, the moral force is dissipated. What is right and
what is wrong become indistinguishable. Right becomes whatever
action the collective approves. Wrong becomes whatever action the
collective disapproves. Thus, collective cultures are atavistic—a
throwback to pre-historic times. They constitute a reversion to the
concept that might makes or, at least, might guarantees what is
right.

The true test of ownership relates to control of property. Who
controls a given property reveals the identity of the true owner.
When a collective—a government or other organization—controls
vast amounts of property and suppresses individuals in favor of the
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collective, standards of living rarely rise. If the collective
de-centralizes and permits private control of property, then stan-
dards of living usually begin going up. Although private ownership
may still be denied, the effective factor of ownership—control—is
again in the hands of individuals. Private ownership, in practice,
has been restored even though the fact is publicly denied.

There are several classes of property. First and foremost, is the
property of the body and mind. The person defined by that body
and mind owns this property. This property is exclusive and per-
sonal by nature. Let me call it the property of the self. If you like, it
could be looked at as man’s basic property. What he is physically
and mentally is clearly exclusively owned by him. Call it primary
property, basic property, fundamental property...whatever it is
called, it exists in the nature of things as they are.

All other properties are extensions of individual man’s natural
condition of self-ownership.

Property is owned by human beings as an act of individual hu-
man will, which is accepted (more or less) by custom and usage.

Consider those items, separate from the individual, which are
portable. They can be readily moved about and easily passed from
one person to another. Personal property can be classed in two broad
groupings, A and B.

Class A property would be portable. But it has the capacity of
self-determination, to some degree, in respect to where and when
it moves about. Every animate species would fall into class A, in-
cluding man, himself. Anything animate can be owned, as a kind of
personal property.

Class B property would be inanimate. It is portable but incapable
of generating through its own self-will, the necessary energy to move
about. Inanimate properties also can be owned.

Class A properties include man, but are not limited to man. This
category includes anything capable of internal self-generated
decision-action sequences. Birds, fish, and animals are included.
From the lowly amoeba to the elephant and whale—everything that
lives which is capable of changing location voluntarily—would be
included.

Other living things are inert so far as moving about is concerned.
Trees, shrubs, flowers, grasses, herbs, all fall into this category. They
live, but they do not move about. These are not Class A personal
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properties.

Class B property is portable, but inanimate. This includes items
such as sticks, stones, supplies of food, as well as clothing, books,
automobiles, furniture, airplanes, boats and millions of other items,
manufactured by man, or directly produced by or found in nature.

The final classification of property cannot readily be moved about.
It is inert or stationary by nature. It is called realty or real estate.
This includes the land and anything that is part of it: soil, grass,
trees, shrubs, and plants of all kinds, as noted above. It also in-
cludes manmade items attached to the earth such as paving, sew-
ers, mines, wells, houses, factories, and so forth. Clearly, anything
can be moved. But these items are not designed to be moved, and
must be classed accordingly.

Summing up:

1. Property of the person owned by himself.

2. Portable property, both animate and inanimate.

3. Inert or stationary property.

When a human being is born into this world, the only property
that is his by nature is his brain and body. However, every human
being is the heir to these assets at birth. If the infant survives, it is
because he has a body and brain. If either is lacking, the infan