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      LONDON, JUNE 1991

      Enter Lord Herrendon

      
         Harry Bontecou was tired, but also relaxed. He sat in one of the pleasant, comfortably tatterdemalion clubs patronized by
         English literati. He had been warned his host might be late for dinner so he had brought along the morning papers. The headline
         in the Telegraph spoke of the rumored capture the day before of Pol Pot in the Cambodian forests. There were two accounts, one in a news article,
         the second in the editorial section, telling the minihistory of Pol Pot, sometime plenipotentiary ruler of Cambodia.
      

      They differed on the enumeration of Cambodians executed by Pol Pot during the years 1975 to 1979, when he ruled. The news
         account spoke of “over a million executed,” the editorial of “two million.” Harry sipped his sherry. He paused then and reflected
         on exactly what he was doing, reading about Pol Pot twenty-five years after the age of the killing fields, drinking sherry.
      

      He supposed that there would not ensue, in the press accounts the next day, lively and informed discussions over which of
         the two figures was more nearly correct—one million killed by the self-designated Marxist-Leninist, or two. The population
         of Cambodia at the time of Pol Pot’s rule was five million, the Telegraph reminded its readers. So, Harry Bontecou closed his eyes and quickly calculated. The variable estimates meant 20 percent
         of the population executed, or 40 percent of the population executed. The Telegraph’s account 
         told that Pol Pot’s genocide was the “gravest since those of the Second World War.” Harry reflected. The executions in Nazi
         Germany might have reached 10 percent of the population; perhaps an equivalent percentage in the Soviet Union (twenty-five
         million shot or starved between 1917 and the death of Stalin in 1953 was a figure frequently encountered). Harry remembered
         his reaction on that winter day in 1946 when it became his job to expedite a genocidal operation. A mini genocidal operation.
         Now he could read the papers and sip sherry and speak softly and securely in this well-protected shelter for British men of
         letters. It was very different for him then, and very different those early years. Now he could focus on the statistics, on
         the round figures. Now he was Harry Bontecou, Ph.D. History.
      

      The Telegraph noted also the transatlantic debate over whether Marcus Wolf was entitled to a visa to visit the United States. Herr Wolf,
         the paper reported, was indignant at having been held off. He had served as chief of intelligence for the Democratic Republic
         of Germany, which no longer existed. But when it did, East Germany’s mission had been to do the will of Moscow. This included
         guarding the impermeability of the Berlin Wall. That was a special responsibility of Marcus Wolf, Harry knew—he scanned the
         story, would the reporter mention the wall? No. He went back to the paragraph reporting Wolf’s displeasure. Harry knew, as
         did how many members of the Garrick Club?—70 percent? 10 percent?—that as Secret Police (Stasi) chief, Wolf had engaged in
         the torture and killing of anyone who, between 1961 and 1989, when the wall came down, tried to escape from the Democratic
         Republic of Germany to West Germany. Marcus Wolf had taken considerable precautions to discourage trespassers to freedom.
         They included land mines and electrical fences and barbed wire and spotlights and machine guns and killer dogs. Now, in the
         morning paper, Wolf was reported as saying he did not understand being persecuted for carrying out a routine professional assignment. “I didn’t kill anybody personally,” he told the reporter.
      

      Neither did Hitler, Harry reflected.

      He was jolted by the hortatory tone of voice from a figure standing by the bar, who now, drink in hand, approached him, an
         elderly man stylishly dressed in dark gray. His abundant white hair framed an angular face with heavy tortoise-shell glasses
         that magnified the 
         light blue eyes. Oh, my God, Harry Bontecou thought, Tracy. His freshman-year college roommate.
      

      “Say.” The insistent tone was off register in the quiet of the Garrick Club. One had the impression the leather volumes winced
         at Tracy’s voice. “Didn’t you used to be Harry Bontecou?”
      

      Harry was irritated by the question. To begin with, the tired formulation, “Didn’t you used to be …” Harry remembered that
         phrase used in the title of a book published in the 1960s, an autobiography of George Murphy. The author had been a genial
         Hollywood song-and-dance entertainer in the memory of an entire generation of moviegoers, and suddenly he was junior senator
         from the state of California. Clever title—back then. In the 1960s; not funny in 1991. There was that, there was the imperious
         tone of voice, and there were the—memories, many of them ugly, of the man who now addressed him. Harry remained in his chair
         but extended his hand. “Hello, Tracy. How you doing?”
      

      “I’m fine, old boy. And you? I’ll buy you a drink. What will you have?”

      “Nothing, thanks. You living in England, Tracy?”

      “Yes, old boy. But you—you still hunting political progressives for a living?”

      Oh, please, Harry thought. Four decades had gone by. He would not take the bait. He had had more than enough, back then. Back
         in the years of the Korean war, of the rise of Mao Tse-tung, of the Soviet explosion of an atom bomb, of the Berlin blockade,
         the campaign of Henry Wallace for president. Above all … the years of Joe McCarthy. His mind turned determinedly to the likeliest
         way of avoiding the old subject.
      

      “Yes, indeed, Tracy,” he said submissively. And then quickly, “Trust everything is okay with you. Come to think of it, the
         last time I got any word about you was from the Washington, D.C., police.”
      

      “Oh?”

      “Yes. After your surprise … visit to me … after they—escorted you home, they reported the next day that you were in law school
         and evidently had excess energies to spare.” Harry did not tell him about the other call, from the security people. “—But
         all goes well for you, I gather.”
      

      “Well, I manage to make ends meet.” Tracy Allshott extended his 
         hand toward a waiter, who knew to bring him another drink. “You would discover this, dear Harry, if ever while in London—or,
         for that matter, anywhere else in the world—you needed a lawyer, and someone was benevolent enough, notwithstanding your Redhunting
         past, to give you the name of the … best in America—or in London—you would learn that I am indeed … paying my bills! Though
         if you came to me as a client, perhaps I would give you a compassionate discount, as a member of the Columbia class of 1950.”
      

      Talks rather more than he used to, Harry reflected. On the other hand, Allshott had clearly been drinking.

      “That would be nice, Tracy.” He permitted his eyes to wander over to the entrance of the lounge. Tracy did not miss the meaning
         intended.
      

      “But you are waiting for somebody?”

      To Harry’s dismay, Tracy reached over to an adjoining table, drew a chair alongside, and sat down. “Evidently your host has
         not arrived yet. So I will take the opportunity. I am writing my memoirs, and I thought to try to dig up an address for you.
         I want in my memoirs to talk about Senator McCarthy.”
      

      “Which Senator McCarthy?” Harry asked, affecting innocence, though knowing it was fruitless. Clearly, with his background,
         Tracy was not talking about the other McCarthy. Eugene McCarthy, sometime senator from Minnesota, had derailed President Johnson
         in 1968 and soon after resigned political office to go back to his poetry. Harry might as well have asked, “Which Pope John
         Paul?”
      

      “Don’t waste my time, Harry. My assistant, after a few minutes in the library, confirms my impression: that after Presidents
         Truman and Eisenhower, your Senator McCarthy was the dominant figure in the United States from 1950 to 1955.”
      

      “I will not deny that.”

      Allshott stared at his drink as though the salons of history were assembled there to hear his charge. His voice was oracular.
         “Senator McCarthy was, by the consolidated holding of history, the most dangerous American of the half century, a savage,
         unscrupulous, fascistic demagogue—”
      

      “Tracy. Would you please go away?”

      “You don’t want to talk about Joe McCarthy.” Allshott’s voice was 
         insistent, the words rapidly pronounced. Now he paused. “I don’t blame you.”
      

      He rose from his chair. “We’ll leave it that there were those of us back in the fifties during the anti-Communist hysteria
         who were far-sighted and courageous enough to resist McCarthy and McCarthyism.”
      

      “Congratulations,” Harry said, lowering his eyes to the newspaper.

      “All right. I’ll let you alone. But you’re going to have a place in my memoirs, Harry. Harry Bontecou, the young McCarthyite.
         You’ve never written about those years. But I’m not surprised. What the hell would you say?”
      

      Harry bit his lip. He said nothing, keeping his eyes on the paper. Tracy Allshott hesitated only a moment, and then turned
         and walked back to the bar.
      

      Harry’s eyes stayed on the newspaper, but they did not focus. It had been a long time since the subject of Joe McCarthy had
         been raised. But the memories would never entirely dissipate. When McCarthy died, Pol Pot was a young Marxist student in Paris;
         Khrushchev had succeeded Stalin as general secretary of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union, the most exalted office in
         the Soviet empire; Dwight David Eisenhower was one year into his second term as president. And Harry—
      

      But again he was interrupted. This time by his host.

      “We’ve never met.” Lord Herrendon extended his hand.
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      London, the same day

      
         The letter from Lord Herrendon had reached Harry Bontecou at the University of Connecticut a day or two after Harry’s visit
         with Ed Furniss, UConn’s provost. Furniss, age thirty-two, had snow white hair. When two years earlier the trustees nominated
         him as provost, he found the color of his hair useful in suggesting a seniority he hadn’t biologically earned. It wasn’t easy
         for a thirty-two-year-old to deal with scholars twenty, thirty, even forty years older. But Furniss had to do it, approving
         this project, disapproving the other, allocating funds here at the expense of requests there.
      

      Harry Bontecou, sixty-four, had been thirty years with the department of history, teaching the politics and diplomacy of the
         nineteenth century. During his year in office Ed Furniss had never interfered with the history department, in which Bontecou
         was senior professor.
      

      The summons had social dress—an invitation to Furniss’s house for a drink before dinner. But it had, even so, an instrumental
         feel. The subject Harry knew had to come up at some point might now be coming up: the matter of Harry’s retirement. The senior
         Storrs community, when the subject of retirement came up (not infrequently), called their talisman the “Old Age Act.” It was
         the law-regulation that made it unlawful for any institution that received federal funds to discriminate against an employee
         on account of age. Professor Harry 
         Bontecou was mutely grateful for this protection, while aware that civilized behavior would require him, at some point, to
         hang up his hat and make way for younger scholars. But then too, in recent weeks he had found himself restless.
      

      It had been just two months—the day after Valentine’s Day. There had been no theater for a public dispute over whose fault
         the accident was, no lawsuits, no arraignments. But for an oppressive week or two, one thousand faculty and ten thousand students
         took it for granted that Professor Bontecou privately thought the responsibility for the accident lay with Mrs. Furniss—the
         late Mrs. Furniss—and that Professor Furniss privately thought the responsibility for the accident lay with Mrs. Bontecou—the
         late Mrs. Bontecou.
      

      The official verdict: The accident was, in every respect, accidental. Approaching the bridge from the south, in a heavy snowstorm,
         Mrs. Furniss had swerved left to avoid the fourteen-year-old boy crossing the bridge, walking from right to left (he testified
         to seeing the oncoming car for only an instant). A police reconstruction had her slamming on her brakes, skidding diagonally
         left into Mrs. Bontecou’s car, which had been approaching the bridge from the west road, going downhill. The impact edged
         both the Ford station wagon driven by Mrs. Furniss and the Bontecous’ Volvo over the embankment, the two cars and their drivers
         dropping twenty feet into the icy water. The boy’s telephone call from the half-hidden house on the point brought police and
         ambulance in fifteen minutes. Both drivers were drowned.
      

      They had agreed, in a crisp telephone call the next morning, not to attend each other’s funerals, and they both declined to
         give interviews to the New London Press. A month later the university chaplain invited them to a small dinner party to which just the right other people—two close
         friends of each of the widowers—had been invited. The dinner party worked. There had now been a meeting between the two widowers,
         who had professional reasons to be in touch.
      

      Ed Furniss was a natural diplomat. He had no problem using his house for official purposes. As a widower, he recognized that
         he needed to give extraordinary attention to domestic arrangements. What on earth had his wife done, he made himself wonder
         out loud, pencil and pad in hand, to make one guest professor comfortable? On that list today were fresh limes, essential
         to a proper gin and tonic. That was the drink Harry Bontecou had requested at the chaplain’s dinner.
      

      
         “You know, of course, about Campari?” Furniss’s voice sounded to Harry, seated in an armchair in the handsome book-lined living
         room with ornithological prints nicely spaced along three walls, as if he were speaking from deep inside the refrigerator.
      

      “What do you mean, Ed? Do I know that Campari exists? Or are you asking me for recondite knowledge about Campari? My field
         is history.” He attempted to make his voice sound solemnly reproachful—better to break the ice that way than to answer routinely.
      

      “Don’t slight Campari when you’re making a proper gin and tonic. I use one teaspoonful per jigger of gin. Since I will be
         giving you two jiggers of gin, which I would not have been permitted to do by Edith—she insisted on three jiggers—I will be
         giving you two teaspoonfuls of Campari.”
      

      “That follows. How much tonic?”

      “Ah. People are careless on the subject. The ratio must be exact. One and one-half ounces of tonic water for one ounce of
         gin. Otherwise the tonic taste simply takes over. I don’t really like the taste of tonic, come to think of it.”
      

      “You know what, Ed,” Harry moved into the orderly New England kitchen, where Furniss was mixing the drinks, “I don’t know
         you very well, but I’d bet you have a cup there that holds five ounces, which is what the average cup holds. So to make it
         sound highly calibrated, you come up with the one-point-five measures of tonic for one gin, but what it all boils down to
         is a cup of tonic water and a regular two-jigger splash of gin.”
      

      “Plus the Campari bit.”

      “Plus the Campari bit.”

      Ed Furniss laughed and, seated back in the living room, raised his glass and started talking about the upcoming baseball season.

      Harry let him go on a bit. But after the refill was served he took his pen from his pocket and tinkled his glass, as though
         summoning a dinner party to a toast. “Ed, you want to talk to me about when I plan to pull out of UConn?”
      

      Furniss raised his own glass and sipped from it, a philosophical smile taking shape. “Well, yes.”

      “The Old Age Act no longer shelters me, Ed?”

      “Yes, it does. But—well, who knows the situation better than you do? There’s a lot of pressure, and not unreasonable pressure.
         All 
         those young cubs gasping for the pure air of tenure. But,” he said with resignation, “we can’t move any without a corresponding
         vacancy, not with Hartford’s budget, and that budget ain’t going anywhere.”
      

      Harry had several years before resolved not to pay out his federal anchor line beyond the point he thought seemly. He had
         no financial obligations he couldn’t handle. His third book, Victorian Disharmony, was on its way to the University of Chicago Press. He had fitfully planned to visit Europe (his wife hated to fly, so he
         had been there only twice). But everything was now different, and he knew that he really yearned to be away. He’d make it
         easy for Furniss.
      

      “Tell you what, Ed. I’m not due for a sabbatical until 1992. Give it to me instead at the end of this semester. I’ll go off
         for the summer and fall, come back after that and teach one more year, then quit. Okay?”
      

      “Done,” said the provost.

      Harry was oddly grateful for this nudge by Official Connecticut. Before he had finished his second drink, Harry was talking
         to Ed about other matters, academic, national, collegiate, though never personal.
      

      Lord Alex Herrendon was tall, spare, well-groomed, his abundant hair silver. A trace of a smile on his face. “I was told you
         were waiting for me here,” he said. “I’m sorry if I kept you.”
      

      Harry stood. Herrendon motioned Harry back down with the deferential touch of a hand on his shoulder. “Please sit.” He slid
         his limber frame onto the chair Tracy Allshott had left behind. “And I will join you in a sherry. I gave the order to the
         steward coming in. You selected the favorite of my father, I discovered.”
      

      Lord Herrendon was animated on a subject he and Harry had resolved by correspondence to pursue.

      Herrendon eyed Harry. “It is very important to me that you were so intimately involved with Operation Keelhaul.”

      Harry Bontecou had served in the U.S. Army division that was involved in the repatriation of Russian refugees right after
         the world war. Three million Russians, against their will, had been sent back to the Soviet Union.
      

      Herrendon addressed Harry. “Which division were you with?”

      
         “The 103rd,” Harry replied.
      

      “Have you written on your experiences in 1946?”

      “No,” Harry said. “I never have.”

      Herrendon sipped his drink. For a few moments there was silence. Neither spoke. Then Herrendon said, “I had a jolly difficult
         time finding out where in the University of Connecticut to find you. Department of history, yes. But I did not know to put
         down ‘Storrs.’ ” He sipped and suddenly he smiled. “I should have asked Marcus Wolf to advise me. You noticed the story in
         the newspapers? He is angry at having run into some bureaucratic difficulty in getting a visa to visit America—” Harry nodded.
         Yes, he had seen the story.
      

      Another pause. And then, “I know about your late wife. I am sorry. But it is always easier, wouldn’t you agree—”he looked
         up—“not to get into personal matters?”
      

      “Yes,” Harry said, with some emphasis.

      “So let me quickly get to the matter I wrote to you about. My book. But now let me ease into the subject. Let me talk to you
         first, oh—permit an eighty-six-year-old historian to digress a little—talk a little about my Operation Keelhaul research,
         which will be a part of my bigger book. It will perhaps interest you to know that I received a call from the new Russian ambassador
         in February, telling me I would be receiving an invitation to visit the archives housed, as it happens, in Tolstoy’s estate—Leo
         Tolstoy’s estate—with permission to examine for my own purposes the archives the Soviet authorities wouldn’t let Nikolai Tolstoy,
         when doing his book on the question twenty years ago, look at.”
      

      Harry nodded but said nothing.

      “The offer came too late for Nikolai’s book. But they will be important for my own.” Harry looked at the eighty-six-year-old
         gentleman, admiring his confidence and apparent good health. “Which is … one reason I wrote to ask you to meet with me. A
         book about the Communist scene in the West—after the war. So I wrote back cautiously on the Tolstoy business. I am certain
         to want Russian cooperation on the book I am planning.”
      

      “You took the trip to Saint Petersburg?”

      “Yes. The man who dealt with me was a General Lasserov. A scholarly gentleman. We spent some time together, and we surveyed
         the estate—it is twelve hundred acres. The dwelling places—the main 
         house and the farmers’ quarters—will sleep four hundred souls. Non-dead souls. Aleksandr Lasserov, I would learn after several
         evenings together, was as a young man in Gulag for four years, sent there by Brezhnev, for what infraction I forget. He is
         eager to sort out the history of Soviet suffering and to analyze compliant responsibility for it by the West.”
      

      “He is talking mostly about Operation Keelhaul?”

      “Yes. Though not exclusively. He cares about American foreign policy and its neglect of Soviet suffering in the years that
         followed Keelhaul.”
      

      “You told him about your prospective book?”

      “Yes.” Herrendon took a worn leather packet from his jacket and—“Do you mind?—”lit a small cigar. He stretched out his legs.

      “So what exactly is his interest in your project?”

      “Lasserov is an ethicist. He wants to try to understand why presumably moral people simply stand by when huge crimes are not
         merely committed but institutionalized.”
      

      “He wants you to figure that out?”

      Herrendon smiled. “You have the point exactly, yes, Professor Bontecou.”

      “—Harry.” Odd, Harry thought, to be asking Herrendon to call him by his first name.

      Herrendon nodded and went on. “There are not many senior officials alive who took part in the operations. But, at a junior
         level, you of course did. Most important, for me, is what came later. The great, turbulent, postwar Communist/anti-Communist/Red
         scare/McCarthy period. You were in it, deeply in it. And you are a trained historian. And I am here to ask you to spend time
         with me—as much time as is required—to help me to understand, retrospectively.”
      

      Harry drained his glass. His wife, Elena, had often teased him about his impetuosity, sometimes reproachfully. He recalled
         her summons to spend more time deliberating commitments he often made offhandedly. Accordingly, with a nod to her memory, he touched his napkin to his lips and said
         with mock deliberation, “Let me think about it.” He was not ready to call him Alex.
      

      He would say yes. Tomorrow. Actually—he was busy assembling supporting arguments for his decision—actually, he had nothing
         
         else to do. He had no plans on how to spend the sabbatical suddenly sprung on him. And just one hour ago, reading the news
         of Pol Pot, the old questions had stirred: Why? How come? He turned to Herrendon.
      

      “I know. You want me to talk about Senator McCarthy.”

      Lord Herrendon took a puff on his cigar. “Yes.”

      “You probably know that I have never written about Senator McCarthy. You probably do not know that I have never spoken about
         him.”
      

      “I did know that. One of your students was a colleague in Cambridge. Jim Presley. He said he once tried to interview you for
         the college paper.”
      

      Harry paused. He had made his resolution in 1957, more than thirty years ago, and hadn’t diverted from it. But he felt now
         not merely the weakening of an old resolve but an utterly unanticipated anxiety to reverse himself. The historian who shelters
         historical material profanes his calling—the point had been made to Harry before, both by fellow historians and by survivors
         of the great McCarthy wars, 1950 to 1954.
      

      He spoke finally. “I’d need a lot of stuff.”

      “I’ll bring over everything you want.”

      “Nobody can put his hands on everything I’d want. Though I know a bit about his boyhood, and the war years. I collected all
         that, way back then.”
      

      “From the widow?”

      “Well, Jeanie McCarthy and I were close. But she died in 1979. I’m talking about way back. Let’s put it this way—you can count
         on me to help.”
      

      “Even to telling all … telling everything you know about Joe McCarthy?”

      Harry closed his eyes. “Even to telling about Joe McCarthy.”

      “That is what I hope you can tell me about. When is your next appointment?”

      “What’s the date today?”

      “June thirtieth.”

      “Well, I should get back to Storrs in a year or so.”

      “In that case, we’d better get started.”
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      Joe McCarthy, age fourteen

      
         Joe McCarthy left on the school bus on the opening day of classes. He didn’t respond to the talk of his schoolmates, which
         surprised them: Joe was the very best fifteen-year-old to swap stories with, discuss the virtues and weaknesses of the faculty,
         all six of them. “What’s the matter?” Billy asked him. “Just thinking,” Joe said. “Well, I wouldn’t want to interrupt that, you agree, Moe?” Joe ducked his head and shot his right elbow back as if preparing to deliver a blow. But he laughed, and
         when he turned his head again to the bus window, his companions left him alone.
      

      When he descended the bus, the decision was made. He thought to take Billy to one side—it was 8:20, and class didn’t begin
         for ten minutes. Take him aside and tell him what Joe had decided. Joe would tell him he wasn’t learning anything, he was
         “bored out of my mind—”Joe had heard that formulation on the radio and thought it expressive. He would tell Billy that the
         shortage of hands on the farm—his father’s, and also their neighbors’—meant there was need for extra help. And anyway, what
         harm had leaving school done to his two older brothers?
      

      But he quickly reflected that it would be disloyal to his parents to tell anyone before they learned about it. What he knew
         he couldn’t do, having made up his mind, was to enter that classroom and wait until bus time at three P.M. to go home. So instead of making his case 
         to Billy, he leaned over and said, “I’ve got to go home, very important. Tell Miss Lockhart I won’t be there.” Billy tried
         to interrogate him, but, lunch box in hand, Joe simply wheeled about and started his five-mile walk back to the farm.
      

      He had rehearsed how to say it to Tim and Bid. He didn’t look forward to it, and delayed opening the door to the farmhouse
         until the lunch hour, noon. He spent two hours in his old tree house, well removed from his father’s sight—he’d be tending
         the farm over the brow of the hill. But he had to do it and thought, after much self-interrogation, to do it matter-of-factly.
      

      Tim and Bid were seated at the kitchen table with the big bowl of soup, the loaf of bread, and the platter of butter. “What
         you doing here at noon, Joe?” his mother asked.
      

      Joe knew to direct the conversation to his father. “I’m sure you know, Dad, it’s one of those things, just like it was for
         Steve and Bill.” Joe knew his mother would make a fuss, never mind that his older brothers had done the same thing. But he
         knew also that his father would deal fatalistically with Joe’s decision. His brothers too had been fifteen and had said they
         would join their father as farmhands, as now Joe was expected to do.
      

      There was more of a problem with his mother. Bid closed her mouth tightly. But she knew instantly, knew from the way Joe had
         given them the news and from her close study of him as a boy, that there would be no changing his mind. Bid got up, left the
         table, and retreated to the bedroom, but returned moments later to the silent kitchen, neither husband nor son saying anything.
         Bid fancied her son Joe as someone who ought to continue in school. Joe listened, and let his eyes dart over for comfort to his father. Tim McCarthy had finished his
         soup and was now seated by the stove, idly petting the hound dog.
      

      Joe was reassured: He could be confident that there would be no interference from that quarter. Joe rose and embraced his
         mother, propelling her into a cheek-to-cheek dance, Joe humming the tune.
      

      Bid stopped resisting. She couldn’t deny the handsome, dark, muscular boy whose school picture she always kept within reach.
         When Bid visited her cousin at Fond du Lac she would put up on the mirror in the room she shared with her hostess a picture
         of her husband, Tim. Tim never changed, neither in appearance nor in 
         dress: always the blue overalls and the straw hat with the old pheasant feather, faded after five years, sticking up from
         the hatband that took icy snow in the winter and, in the summer, day after day of Tim’s sweat-soaked hair. And alongside it,
         the picture of Joe, standing stiffly for the school portrait but unable to suppress entirely the smile that seemed always
         to animate his face, as also his spirit.
      

      What was special about Joe, Bid thought, was that in his view of life everything was marvelous and everybody was wonderful. Joe packed so much pleasure into his waking hours that he resented even the hours given to sleeping. He was
         now, at fifteen, up earlier and earlier, going to bed later and later. Sometimes in the late hours he would read magazines,
         occasionally a book. He would listen to the radio and comment on whatever he heard, laughing uproariously when Jack Benny
         told a funny story. He took careful notes whenever the announcer gave the name of a product that could be had, free of charge,
         by just mailing in a request for it. He had his own special wooden box that he kept in the barn. He had built the box himself,
         though it was his brother Steve, three years his senior, who taught him how to use the lathe that made it possible.
      

      Joe kept his box padlocked, and at age fourteen had announced to the family with some ceremony that it would be his own preserve,
         its contents not to be seen by any other McCarthy. He had in the box his array of samples. Listerine, Colgate, Pepsodent,
         Wrigley’s, Mum—all in tiny, one-ounce bottles or in tubes smaller than Joe’s thumb. There were specially wrapped single sticks
         of gum, lozenges, small packages of Smith Brothers cough drops. The box contained one document, a holographic will leaving
         his collection to his sister, Anna Mae, who was nine. Joe had got two of his teachers to witness his will. He did not want
         any family to witness it, as they would then be privy to the secret object of Joe’s philanthropy.
      

      His collection became something of a problem for him when, in the summer of 1923, the advertisers one after another changed
         their policy. Now the samples were no longer free: they required a nickel. Plus postage. That meant eight cents. This was
         a problem for Joe. His father paid him almost twice that sum for an hour’s work, but Joe had a difficult time saving money.
         For one thing, he had taken to going to Billy’s house, two miles down the country road, unpaved, hemmed in by the luxuriant
         Wisconsin green, speckled with tall oak trees. He 
         would do this two, sometimes three times a week. There he would play poker tirelessly and joyously with Billy and his older
         brother Jerry. Sometimes Moe would join them, but Moe wasn’t very welcome—he tended to lose his temper when he lost.
      

      They played five-card stud, betting nickels and dimes, and every now and then a quarter. The house limit was a quarter. But
         often a night’s gambling would lose (or gain) the player a dollar; on two memorable occasions, four dollars. Joe played with
         desperate zeal. Billy and Jerry and Moe learned that they would need to call Joe’s bluff every now and then or else lose to
         him, hand after hand. Joe would always stay, and always raise.
      

      The day of the upset was Thanksgiving Eve. Joe had accumulated very nearly ten dollars by intensive wood chopping in the hard
         Wisconsin cold for his father’s winter supply. He arrived at Billy’s with Thanksgiving presents—he was always bringing presents,
         especially after he had walked home the winner. For Jerry he brought the newest model of a Whizz—the rubber ball attached
         to the center of a paddle by a long elastic string. Joe was eager to demonstrate his skill with it and managed eleven hits
         before the ball eluded the paddle. For Billy he brought a box of ten jacks and, again, set out to show him how to bounce the
         ball on the floor and quickly snatch up a jack. Billy showed prowess, capturing six of the ten jacks before missing the ball.
         The two boys were engrossed with their toys. Joe enjoyed the pleasure they were taking, but now Moe came in, and he wanted
         to play cards. That meant getting out of the warm house and walking through the cold to the barn. There was the usual recitation
         of the house rules: five-cent limit, three-raise maximum.
      

      It was after ten, and they had been playing for two hours. Now it was cold. They sat under the kerosene lamp on individual
         hay bales grouped around twin hay bales that were covered by a blanket. Jerry and Billy’s father, Mr. Garvey, had set down
         his rule in mid-September, before the chill set in. His rule was that just ten pieces of coal could be used by the boys to
         keep warm. Mr. Garvey thought that rule a good idea from two points of view. There was the husbandry—coal was not to be treated
         as though it grew from the ground. And then too, putting a limit on the coal the boys could burn was a way of limiting the
         time they would stay up nights.
      

      “What would happen,” Joe asked, burying his hands in the pockets 
         of his jacket to shield against the night’s cold, “if we just, well, stuck a few more pieces in the stove? I mean,” he asked
         Jerry, “your dad wouldn’t notice. He doesn’t count how many pieces are in that vat, does he?”
      

      Joe thought his idea very funny, and without waiting for an answer, got up from his seat, walked over to the coal bin, and,
         in the voice of an auctioneer, counted out, “Five thousand four hundred and eighty-seven coal pieces here, five thousand four hundred and eighty-eight, five thousand four
            hundred and eighty—who took number five thousand four hundred and eighty-nine! Jerry! Billy! I’m going to whip your ass!”
      

      Billy, freckled and chubby, wearing a winter jacket and a scarf, thought this funny too, as did Jerry, red haired and rangy,
         with traces of a beard. He rubbed his fingers together to keep warm. Moe, his wool cap pulled down to his ears, said nothing,
         his eyes fixed on the corner of the blanket and Joe’s collection of silver after hours of successful poker—He must have five dollars in quarters and nickels, Moe reckoned.
      

      Joe stood there by the coal bin with the grave countenance of an auctioneer deliberating over a critical bid. Joe was waiting
         for Jerry, the senior Garvey, to say, What the hell! Go ahead! Take a few forbidden pieces of coal!
      

      But Jerry gave no such signal. Instead he said, “Cut it out, Joe. My dad trusts Billy and me. Let’s call it a night. It’s
         late. And,” he shivered ostentatiously, “it’s cold.”
      

      Joe paused. “Tell you what, Jerry. Suppose I buy some coal from your dad? How much is one piece worth? A penny? Two pennies? Hell, let’s say three pennies! Five pieces, fifteen cents.” He reached down to the corner where his stakes were sequestered, plucked out a dime
         and a nickel, and placed the coins in Jerry’s corner. He then turned, opened the bin, and scooped up coals in the cups of
         both hands.
      

      He was reaching down to put them in the stove when Jerry landed his fist on his chest, knocking him down. Joe got up, the
         smile gone. He lowered his head and, fists flying, tore into Jerry, two years older, fifteen pounds heavier. Jerry, who boxed
         at school, returned the blows lustily and with precision, and in moments Joe McCarthy was on the floor, his mouth bleeding.
         The blanket had been ripped away, the coins strewn about the hay-packed floor among the bales 
         that served as chairs. Moe began collecting the silver pieces, frenzied, determined. Jerry leaned down, picked up the blanket,
         spread it out, and reconstituted the table. He turned to Moe.
      

      “Put it all back on the table. We’ll figure out who had what.”

      Joe, silent, looked on. In a few moments Jerry, his hand full of silver coins, approached him.

      “I figure this is yours.”

      Joe did not extend his hand. Jerry reached to one side and dumped the money in Joe’s pocket.

      “Okay, that’s it. Good night, Moe. Good night, Joe. And thanks for the Whizz ball. Come on, Billy.” Jerry reached over and
         turned the kerosene light knob down. The light flickered out gradually on the four boys dressed for winter, one of them with
         a bloodstain over his chin, but the faltering light caught also the bright smile on Joe’s face.
      

      The next day was a holiday, and Tim McCarthy forbade work on holidays and holy days. Joe was gone when his parents and brothers
         woke at seven, but he was back in time for the Thanksgiving turkey, happy and talkative.
      

      Where had he been? his mother asked.

      Down to the school, he said.

      But the school was closed.

      Yes, but he wanted to track down Mr. Agnelli. The football coach.

      “He teaches boxing too, you know. I wanted to get him to teach me.”

      “How’re you going to do that,” Steve wanted to know. “Now that you’ve pulled out of school?”

      “Oh,” said Joe happily, “no problem. We made a deal.”
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      Joe McCarthy, age nineteen

      
         Joe worked very long days, adding twenty hours for his uncle to his father’s fifty-hour ration, but now, at seventeen, he
         was staying awake in bed at night. He had to do more, it was that simple, he concluded after several weeks, and one night
         he got the idea, and after making some notes on the inside cover of a magazine, he slept long and well. The next day he informed
         his father that he, Joe, was going into business “on my own,” needing only permission to use a corner of his father’s sixty-four-acre
         farm. He didn’t say what it was he intended to do. But he did open his wallet to his father, and with some ceremony counted
         out the sixty-five dollars he had saved. Altering his habits, he had studiously sequestered the money he earned from his uncle
         as a farmhand. He kept it separate from the money he earned from his father. This he spent on cards and on the steady drizzle
         of little gifts he was always giving to family and friends.
      

      “That’s what they call capital,” he said. “Just wait, Dad.”

      Joe McCarthy, a year and a half later, was by community standards a prosperous chicken farmer. He owned two thousand laying
         hens and ten thousand broilers. He would rise before dawn and tend his chickens, coming home at dark heavy with chicken offal,
         showering before dinner, and talking about his future as a chicken farmer—“The sky’s the limit!” he told his mother buoyantly.
      

      In late summer he bought the second-hand Chevrolet. He refitted 
         it for his own uses and spent long days on the road selling cases of eggs, carefully memorizing the names of all his customers,
         some of whom, attracted to the energetic young man, were cheered by his ambition. Many would hold back on buying eggs from
         the local store, waiting to see Joe McCarthy come by in his converted old Chevy. They gave as their reason for doing so, when
         talking to members of the family, that it was a good thing in America to encourage youthful enterprise. Actually, they were
         buying their eggs from Joe McCarthy because they liked him, liked his cheerfulness and affability and the hint of a flirt
         when the buyer was the lady of the house.
      

      In December he drove in his Chevy to pick up Jerry. They embarked on a considerable adventure, a drive to Chicago, where Jerry
         hoped to go to college. They would share a room at the hotel, saving on expenses. The 175 miles was an exciting trip. They
         were now in the Windy City, which would be the home of the World’s Fair of 1939, an exuberant act of defiance of the terrible
         Depression. The great drive by the shore of Lake Michigan still gave off its old splendor. Both young men wanted to take Chicago
         on, Jerry to examine the University of Chicago, and Joe to cultivate prospective clients and attend festivities at the biannual
         twenty-four-hour convention of chicken farmers.
      

      The day was full with speeches and meetings and seminars and an exchange of trade information. At the closing reception he
         spotted the name of Richie O’Neill, a seigneurial figure at age twenty-five with his hundred-thousand-broiler enterprise,
         a major player in southern Wisconsin.
      

      Joe introduced himself, pointing to his mislettered name tag. “They got it wrong, Mr. O’Neill—”

      “Richie.”

      “Richie. They got it wrong; it’s McCarthy, one t.”
      

      Richie asked the routine questions about the business enterprise of the chicken farmer he was talking to. They ate dinner
         with two of Richie’s friends, and after the evening lecture (on the need for federal price supports), Richie asked if Joe
         played poker. Joe whooped his delight at the thought of a game, and five of them went to Richie’s hotel room, bringing in
         extra chairs to play their cards on the bed.
      

      Richie ordained that there would be no house limit. Joe was startled when Richie, opening with two kings, put down a five-dollar
         bill. 
         Joe, a single ace showing in his four up cards, saw him and raised five dollars. Gene, Benton, and Chuck dropped out. Richie
         raised Joe back. Joe paused for a moment, and then raised Richie ten dollars. Richie looked up at Joe, apparently unconcerned.
         The others froze on the scene, an opening-hand drama. Richie folded. Joe took the money, buried his cards—no one would know
         whether he had another ace as his down card.
      

      It was Gene’s deal. A half hour later Richie thought he had drawn the profile of young McCarthy, poker player. An hour later
         Joe lost seventy-five dollars on a single hand.
      

      Gene said he was quitting, but Benton and Chuck and Richie said they were good for more. Benton volunteered to go find some
         beer. Richie looked up at Joe.
      

      “You want to quit?”

      “Hell, no! But I got to go get some stuff from my room. Be right back.”

      He prayed Jerry would be back from his tour of the university campus. He was there, sitting in the armchair, reading the next
         day’s Chicago Tribune.

      “Jerry, can you let me have a loan?”

      “How much?”

      “Two hundred dollars.”

      Jerry laughed. “Forget it, Joe. How much you lose?”

      “Four big ones.”

      Jerry paled. “Did you have it on you?”

      “Hell, yes; they play for cash.”

      “My advice: Cut your losses—you are a dumb … stupid …” He stopped. Joe must be suffering enough.
      

      Still standing by the corner of the double bed they shared, Joe persisted. “I got to get back there, Jerry. You like my car,
         I know. And you’ll need one in Chicago. It’s yours for two hundred dollars.”
      

      Jerry reacted quickly. He bit his lip. “Okay. But I didn’t bring two hundred dollars in cash with me. I can give you fifty
         in cash and a hundred fifty in a check.”
      

      “Done!”

      Joe reached for the telephone and dialed Richie’s room.

      “Richie? Joe here. Got hung up for a minute, but don’t give me up. Will be with you in no time.”

      
         He pulled out his wallet and the registration form for the car, read it hastily, signed his own name as seller, and said to
         Jerry, “You fill in the rest.”
      

      He picked up the cash and the check, opened the door, then turned around, a broad smile on his face. “Jerry?”

      “Yuh.”

      “I’ll buy the car back from you tomorrow for two hundred fifty!” He slammed the door shut.

      In the dining room the conventioneers were arriving for breakfast, downing their coffee and eggs and cereal, exchanging business
         cards, and walking off to their cars or buses, or to the railroad station. Joe sat alone, reading the paper. He looked up
         at the figure who had sat down opposite. It was Richie.
      

      “How’d you get here, Joe? Bus, or somebody give you a ride?”

      “Oh,” Joe answered cheerfully, “I came down with a buddy. But he’s going on south, so I’ll be taking the bus home.”

      “Why don’t you let me give you a ride? I go right by your place on the way to the farm.”

      “Well, that would be just fine. When you want to leave, Richie?”

      “In an hour. See you outside.”

      Richie drove a splendid half-ton, the rear of it equipped as a bedroom/study, complete with toilet and sink and radio and
         portable library and chicken catalogs. He displayed it to Joe with some pride. “Got all the facilities of a trailer, right,
         Joe?”
      

      “I think it’s terrific,” Joe said. “Maybe I should get one just like it. Though I’d change a couple of things. …”
      

      Richie smiled and went to the driver’s door. “Come on around, get in.”

      On the way, Richie listened to his companion’s story of his triumphant chicken farm. Joe was cheerful as ever and confessed
         that the two nights in Chicago had been the first he had ever spent away from home, indeed, the first night away from his
         chickens. He asked about Richie’s RU-Farm, as it was known. Richie too had begun with nothing but a few dollars. “But I had
         the advantage of my dad, who 
         was retired when I started in. He knew the business and gave me leads. I’m eager to see your layout,” he said to Joe.
      

      It was just after eleven when they arrived in Appleton, driving directly to Joe’s farm. Richie stopped the truck opposite
         the chicken shed, got out, and went with Joe into the largest coop.
      

      Inside, he looked about and registered some concern. It was the smell that had got his attention.

      “You mind, Joe?” Richie leaned over, grabbed a chicken by the neck, and brought the cleaver from the tool table down sharply,
         severing the chicken’s head. He grabbed the neck and let the blood pour into a glass, throwing the chicken carcass to one
         side.
      

      “Hang on, Joe, I’ll be right back.”

      Richie returned from his trailer with a foot-wide wooden box. He opened it. There were eight tubes with liquids of different
         colors, a chart fastened to the length of the box, and a cavity with a dozen cotton swabs. He took an eyedropper and squeezed
         a few drops of the chemical from the third tube into what looked like a shallow glass ashtray. Now he dipped a cotton swab
         into the chicken blood and touched it down on the chemical.
      

      The blood, in seconds, turned amber. Richie turned to him. “It’s coccidiosis. They’ll all die.”

      Bid hadn’t seen him that way, not ever. After hearing the news his father did an unprecedented thing. He drew from the padlocked
         cupboard his bottle of applejack, measured two ounces into the kitchen cup, poured them into a glass, and offered them to
         his son.
      

      “Thanks, Dad.”

      He stared at the glass, then looked up at his father.

      “You may as well know I went broke at poker yesterday. Sold my car to Jerry.”

      Tim McCarthy poured himself a shot glass, and Bid wiped her eyes with the hanging towel. The next morning Joe told them at
         breakfast that he was going back to school.
      

      Under Wisconsin law, high schools were not obliged to admit any student older than nineteen. Joe was twenty. He sighed on
         hearing the rule 
         for the first time, this from Miss Hawthorne, tall, stately, her gray-white hair neatly tied in a bun; after thirty-eight
         years’ service, the senior teacher. But the rule was simply one more little obstacle in the life of Joseph Raymond McCarthy.
         It wasn’t as if Joe had caught coccidiosis, he said to himself. He asked for an appointment with the principal.
      

      His encounter with Mr. Hershberger was facilitated by a recent ruling that authorized promotion in Wisconsin high schools
         for students who showed passing grades on the appropriate exams. Joe would have to take a general test in reading, writing,
         and arithmetic before being admitted into freshman year. This was obligatory because so much time had passed since Joe had
         completed eighth grade. He should report at three the following afternoon at Little Wolf High School, Miss Hawthorne informed
         him.
      

      He thought quickly. “You know, I work, Miss Hawthorne. Work every day at the Cash-Way. They wouldn’t like it if I pulled out
         in the middle of the afternoon. Is there any way I could take the test later in the day—maybe seven, eight o’clock?”
      

      Prudence Hawthorne was impressed by the lanky twenty-year-old’s determination to return to school. She felt it only right
         to encourage him.
      

      “All right, Joe. I’ll tell Miss Mackay at the library. It stays open until nine. Complete the test, after you’re through seal
         it in the envelope she’ll give you, and we’ll get the results.”
      

      “My problem,” Joe explained to Jerry, who had agreed to give him a ride to the movie house, “is that I’m not so sure I could
         pass that test. Been a long time since I did grammar and multiplication and that kind of thing. What I do know is that when I get instruction I’ll whiz along. So, buddy, what I want you to do for me—this is very important to me,
         Jerry—is to go to Miss Mackay at the Little Wolf library at seven tomorrow and take the test—sign my name.”
      

      Jerry was, for a moment, taken aback. He wound a curl from his red hair around his index finger, steering the car with his
         left hand. He understood about going late in life to school—he would be going to the University of Illinois as a freshman
         at the advanced age of twenty-two. What the hell. Yes. He’d drive to Little Wolf in his car, 
         Joe’s old car—“I’ll drive with you,” Joe said. “I’ll sit in the car while you take the exam and say a rosary that you do well!”
      

      Miss Mackay was not surprised that it was a young man, not a child, who asked for the sealed envelope. She handed it to him
         and pointed to an empty desk. “Good luck, McCarthy.” She corrected herself. “Good luck, Joe.”
      

      Joe’s confidence in himself was well placed. He sat down in September with thirty-nine boys and girls aged fourteen; nine
         months later he was ready to graduate alongside forty seniors whose ages averaged eighteen. Prudence Hawthorne, who administered
         progressive exams to Joe what seemed every few weeks as he skidded upward to ninth, tenth, eleventh, and now twelfth grade,
         was deliriously proud of his record, but not happy at the prospect of his leaving, because she loved it when Joe was at school.
         He was always playing with the younger children, offering to do odd jobs that needed doing, and unintrusively flirting with
         the younger teachers, and with some not so young. He seemed utterly untroubled by a schedule that had had him working at the
         Cash-Way from three until eleven and all day on Saturday. But now only graduation lay ahead.
      

      Joe told Miss Hawthorne, passing by her office on Tuesday morning of the big week, that he wanted to have a “date” with her
         after the school graduation lunch.
      

      “Doing what?” she asked sharply.

      “Never mind. Do you promise?”

      She promised. And when the time came, after he had kissed his mother and shaken hands with four siblings, Joe guided her to
         his new car, telling her to hush up.
      

      Twenty minutes later, Prudence Hawthorne was being coaxed into a little Piper biplane. Joe’s graduation present to her would
         be a flight in an airplane—her first. Joe had never himself been up, but promised himself he’d do it soon, after saving money
         to hire “High-Fly Jim” for a second ride. Meanwhile, he would just watch Miss Hawthorne.
      

      She looked pale when she stepped onto the boarding ladder and into the tiny cockpit. She had no reason to suspect what was
         in store 
         for her: Joe had arranged with Jim to take her up—and then to do a loop-the-loop.
      

      The whole trip took only five minutes, but when she was helped out of the plane by High-Fly Jim, Prudence Hawthorne was a
         pale and very irate lady. She said to Joe that she would never speak to him again and would certainly not recommend him to
         any college. The tirade gave out just about the time Joe’s car pulled up at her little cottage. She let Joe take her by the
         arm to the front door. He took her door key from her, put it in the keyhole, and turned the lock.
      

      “You are a scoundrel, Joe.”
      

      Suddenly she turned, pecked him on his cheek, closed the door, and rushed to the telephone to call all her friends, one after
         another, into the early hours of the evening, to tell them about her incredible afternoon, just like Lindbergh.
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      McCarthy goes to Marquette

      
         It didn’t surprise the family and friends of Joe McCarthy that the momentum he had built up would take him on, past high school.
         In the fall of 1930 he matriculated at Marquette, the large and busy Jesuit-run university in Milwaukee, celebrating, the
         year Joe entered, its fiftieth anniversary.
      

      He lost no time entering into college life, though his primary concern was the money needed to see him through. His boardinghouse,
         shared with a dozen other students, was four blocks from the campus and charged eight dollars a week for room and board. Joe
         did everything, including dish washing (“It’s okay. Just think about something else”), construction work, and janitorial duties
         (“I’m going to be nice to janitors for the rest of my life”). He sold flypaper and did short-order cooking in a beanery (“I
         have become a very good cook,” he wrote to his mother. And he would volunteer to do the cooking when he visited his girlfriends). Every few
         months he sold blood, his blood. After a while he fastened on two service stations to which he gave as much as eighty hours
         of his time during the week (“In a perfect world, everybody would run out of gas once a day”).
      

      He paid his way and became something of a money broker. He continued, as ever, to be a gift giver, and anyone who needed a
         dollar went to Joe, who gave the loan without any regard to whether he would be repaid. As regularly, he borrowed money. At
         one point he 
         borrowed from his father and brothers. What seemed moments after, he bought another car.
      

      He had a very early disappointment. Applying to the football coach, he was asked, Had he played football in high school?

      To the astonishment of his friend Charles Curran (“I’d have expected Joe to say he was captain of the school team”), he admitted
         that he had not. In that case, the coach said, he could not apply. Joe talked back. “So I haven’t played before, how do you
         know I won’t be the best football player in Wisconsin after a couple of months?” The coach told him he’d run that risk, and
         turned to the next applicant.
      

      He decided to box. He worked at it diligently, and the great day came: He saw his name in print in the Marquette Tribune, which recorded that “McCarthy is a husky, hard-hitting middleweight who promises an evening’s work for any foe.” He worked
         hard at the sport, and in his second year, when he learned that Marquette’s coach had resigned, he applied for the job and
         held it down for a few weeks, in charge of seventy student boxers. Joe was much taken with his new responsibility and befriended
         a boxing instructor at a Milwaukee gymnasium. He would stand by at coaching sessions and learn from the points stressed by
         Coach Fred Saddy. He took these lessons to heart, and toward the end of the year faced a rematch with a heavier competitor
         who had trounced him the first time out. Joe practiced determinedly, stressing the points Saddy had taught him. He fought
         now hard as ever, but with finesse, winning the fight. He was so transported by his success that he went early the next day
         to the gym to find Saddy.
      

      “I want to talk to you about becoming a professional boxer.”

      The deflation was quick. Saddy sat him down and ended his little lecture by telling him he, Saddy, would rather have a college
         degree than be heavyweight champion.
      

      Joe signed up to join the Delta Theta Phi fraternity. He was warned by his sponsor that when examined by the admissions board
         he would be expected to give a five-minute speech. “I’ve never given a speech,” Joe said deferentially to the senior. “Could
         we just skip that one? I’ll do a boxing exhibition if you want. Or maybe milk a cow?”
      

      Dutifully, Joe reported to the debate coach, Hank Razzoli. His first experience was humiliating. When his turn came, Joe stood,
         looked down at the other dozen applicants, seated, and over at Razzoli, 
         at his desk at the end of the room. Joe stood there, mouth open, but no word was framed.
      

      After a half minute the coach snapped, “Say something, McCarthy. Anything. But don’t just stand there.”
      

      Joe stepped away. “Sorry, coach. I’ll be back.”

      Day after day he practiced. He memorized (always easy for Joe McCarthy) Brutus’s oration over the dead Caesar and spoke it
         in whispers when on the bus, and in a loud, declamatory voice in the park at night. He would imagine huge crowds listening
         to him.
      

      “Is he any good?” Joe’s brother Howard asked the debate coach, seated next to him at a football game.

      “He’s pretty fluent now,” Razzoli said to the chatty younger McCarthy, convivial like all the McCarthys, except for father
         Tim. “But there’s a monotone problem. Your brother speaks almost always in the same tone of voice.”
      

      “What can you do about that?”

      The coach jolted up on his feet to cheer a touchdown. And then replied, “Joe’s quick to learn. He’s no orator. But anyway,
         who really cares?”
      

      Joe cared. He cared a great deal. As a freshman he had registered as a prospective engineer. By the end of his second year
         he had decided that the law was better suited for him: Now he imagined a lifetime of oral arguments and pleadings before juries
         and judges.
      

      He’d be good at it, he knew. He was persuasive, and everybody liked him. Soon he was a member of the Franklin Debating Club,
         debating every week. In his final year at law school, five years after his matriculation under the amalgamated curriculum,
         he resolved to run for president of the Franklin club. This proved painful when, at lunch in the cafeteria with his closest
         friend, Charlie Curran, he learned that Curran had already filed for the same post. They agreed, in high bonhomie, to vote
         for each other. The vote was a tie. A fresh vote was scheduled, which Joe won by two votes.
      

      “Did you vote for me?” Charles Curran asked, a severe expression on his face.

      Joe smiled impishly. “We were told to vote for the best man, weren’t we, Charlie? Well, I did.”
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         The big moment loomed: graduation from law school in exactly one month. Charlie Curran had ruminated with Joe. Most of their
         classmates planned to take a week’s vacation, perhaps even two, then they would line up and try to endear themselves to law
         firms in Milwaukee and about. “Not me,” said Charlie. “I’m going to open my own office.”
      

      Joe looked surprised. He would play that game with Charlie. He said he thought it rather presumptuous to do any such thing.
         Charlie liked that. “Some people are more enterprising than other people, Joe. Never mind; after you hustle for a year or
         two, come on over to where I’m practicing, and I’ll see if I can make room for you.”
      

      McCarthy waited until the morning of the graduation on Saturday. Walking down the aisle dressed in academic gown and hat,
         keeping rough time with the ceremonial organ music, Joe leaned over: “I bet I’ll have my own office before you do.”
      

      Charlie managed a disdainful smile. “You’ll have to open your office before Monday. That’s when I’ll hang out my shingle.”

      Joe feigned distress at such a challenge. Then he spoke, quietly, because they were now nearing the stage where the fifty-seven
         law students would sit for the commencement ceremonies before going to Madison to be sworn in at noon. “I bet you twenty bucks
         I’m in business before you are.”
      

      Late in the afternoon, McCarthy—Bid at his side with her Brownie camera to record the great moment—opened his office, a single
         room shared with Mike Eberlein, an older friend who was himself excited at going out more or less on his own. Bid could not
         disguise her elation: two sons dropped out of high school, one son—a lawyer! She went to St. Ambrose church when dark came
         and prayed out her gratitude for Joe Raymond McCarthy.
      

      His work was routine. There were a lot of title examinations, local people selling their houses and farms, others picking
         them up. Joe encouraged all his friends to make out their wills if they hadn’t already done so, and to revise their wills
         if they had—if they preferred to pay him only upon death, he would arrange that. He wrote a lot of wills. He wondered about
         the first client who asked for help in obtaining a divorce—Bid wouldn’t like that—but, well, money was scarce, and he couldn’t
         turn down business. He lent himself 
         ardently to the enterprise and even performed as a stakeout two nights, opposite the house where his client, Snowbird, insisted
         he’d get evidence of her husband’s impropriety. Joe was disappointed the defendant didn’t perform for the benefit of his plaintiff,
         and confessed to Charlie, who had forgiven him after a few months his duplicity in winning twenty dollars on a sure thing,
         that he had to think for a minute or two about the moral problem. “There I was, hoping to catch Mr. Snowball, I’ll call him,
         going into that little house to screw the lady. I was disappointed it didn’t happen! That’s strange, isn’t it, Charlie?”
      

      “Nah,” Charlie said. “Lawyers always hope the other side screws up-”

      “Watch your language, Charlie.”

      He laughed, but Joe accepted the point, the lawyer’s perspective. He won the case for Snowbird and two other divorce cases
         later. But after a few years of routine activity he felt the tedious exasperations of the country lawyer. He began to notice
         the surrounding political scene. In less than one week, he had his target, his objective. He was careful not to talk about
         it until the idea settled, but he yearned for an exchange or two that would accelerate his thinking. He was several times
         tempted to talk about it to Charles Curran and to brother Bill. On November 16, 1937, he got into his car and drove forty
         miles to Little Wolf. He had made a date with Prudence Hawthorne.
      

      “Taking me out to lunch, Joe McCarthy! You certainly have got yourself fancy ways. Are you making a lot of money in the law
         business?” Miss Hawthorne had said over the telephone, and never mind picking her up in his car, she would walk to the hotel
         from school. Either she had gone home from school before meeting him, or else she had taken to school, to put on for her lunch
         date, the velvet beret with the royal coat of arms stitched up front and the matching pocketbook. What would she like from
         the menu?
      

      As they ate, Joe said he wanted to confide in her. He found his law work boring. “It’s right, isn’t it, Miss Hawthorne, to
         use whatever talents you have?”
      

      “You have a lot of talents, Joe. You’re never going to be a professor; you’re too restless. What do you have in mind?”

      “Politics,” Joe said.

      “Well, why not?” Prudence Hawthorne applied her knife to the 
         chicken. “There isn’t anybody better than you at getting on. What post you thinking about taking on, Joe?”
      

      “State judge.”

      Miss Hawthorne paused before taking her fork to her mouth. “State judge? That’s for older people, isn’t it, Joe? Maybe you
         should wait before you do that, wait maybe … five, ten years?”
      

      Joe impulsively reached out and pressed her arm. “Miss Haw thorne, ma’am, this is what I was born to do. I love to mix with people, and people like me and trust me. I haven’t told anybody about this, and I have to raise
         some money, of course. … No no no, not from you, I mean, you know, a candidate has to have some money, has to get around. But mostly I’ll go and call on people. You know, I’ve done a lot of that, Miss Hawthorne,
         a lot back when I was selling eggs, and I got a lot of eggs sold, Miss Hawthorne. I’m going to tell everybody how good a judge
         I can be, you know, somebody who really worked his way up from nothing, you’ll agree. … No, no, I don’t mean Dad and Mom were
         nothing, they’ve been wonderful parents, but you know, there wasn’t any thought I’d finish high school—thanks to you, I did—or go to college. And law school?
         I mean, that was for other people to do, not the McCarthy kids. So I thought, well, that’s worth listening to, that’s something
         I can tell them and that the facts bear out. …”
      

      Prudence Hawthorne had stopped eating. She just listened. Joe was unstoppable. He gave the details. He would run for judge,
         run in the Tenth Judicial District, run against the veteran incumbent—Edgar Werner.
      

      Miss Hawthorne resolved to put away her reservations about his age and experience. When they parted she gave him a matronly
         kiss on the forehead. “I’ll vote for you, Joe. But remember something. There are some people who won’t vote for you. And some
         of those aren’t going to like what you’re doing, competing with a nice gentleman who almost seems to own that job.”
      

      “Don’t worry, ma’am. People are good sports. They’re used to sports. Some people win, means some people have to lose.” He
         smiled broadly and blew another kiss at her. He was right, he thought. He would get the most reliable judgment on his enterprise
         from Prudence Hawthorne. Because she was an educated woman with a lot of experience and she knew what Joe McCarthy could accomplish.
         She 
         had seen him through those incredible four years of high school in nine months. It was from her that Joe wanted to hear about
         climbing steep hills.
      

      For the declaration of his candidacy, his mother and father arrived dressed as they had been dressed at Aunt Bessie’s funeral.
         Tim McCarthy was without his overalls, wearing a scarlet tie with the profile of the state of Wisconsin on the front. Bid’s
         dress was calico, her wide hat a dark blue. Joe’s two older brothers sat stiffly, their neckties inconclusively knotted. Miss
         Hawthorne was there, sitting upright, the same posture in which she was found every day by her students when they trooped
         into her classroom. Joe’s old friends Jerry and Billy wore the jeans and open shirts they wore at school—dressed, with this
         or that difference, like the half-dozen other high school classmates present, all of them much younger than the candidate.
         And, of course, there was Mike Eberlein, his law partner, dressed as if preparing to instruct a jury.
      

      They gathered at eleven A.M. in the grand dining hall of the Grand Hotel in Shawano, ordinarily kept closed during the hard winter months to economize
         on the heating bills. Diners during that period ate on tables set up in the lounge opposite the reception desk. The dining
         hall’s ten heavy wooden tables were cramped together opposite the four large windows, creating a spacious working lounge.
         Enough chairs were brought in to seat fifty people.
      

      Representing the media was a single reporter, Jim Kelly of the Appleton Post-Crescent. Joe and Mike Eberlein, who was now not only law partner but also campaign manager, had done everything they could to promote
         the announcement. With only twenty-four hours to go, only one of the fifty-odd invitations sent to radio broadcasters, country
         weeklies, dailies, and scattered celebrities had signaled acceptance. Joe and Mike spent a half day on the two telephones
         in their law office. They dialed the numbers on their roster, leaving nobody out. Joe—or Mike—would ask whoever answered the
         telephone: “Is it true that young Joe McCarthy from Appleton is going to oppose Judge Werner in the April election and is
         going to announce tomorrow?”
      

      Those respondents who were polite would reply, Sorry, they knew 
         nothing about the political race for judge, and declined—thanks-very-much—to take note of where and when the announcement
         would be made. Other news offices, less indulgent of stray information gatherers, professed no knowledge of Joe McCarthy and
         registered no curiosity about him.
      

      At a few minutes after eleven, Joe peeked in at the half-filled room. The absence of press confirmed Mike’s gloomy forecasts.
         Still, notice had got out: There were a dozen bodies in the lounge who were neither friends nor family.
      

      The candidate walked in, smiling. The early winter sun shone through the windows on a quiet audience. The family members did
         not know what was expected of them, so they sat silent. Only Miss Hawthorne applauded, joined listlessly by a few of Joe’s
         schoolmates.
      

      Joe nodded to them all, the bow of the head slightly accentuated when acknowledging Jim Kelly of the Post.

      He walked to the improvised lectern and read out a speech about the importance of law and of order and of a genuine, up-to-date
         knowledge by the judiciary of exactly how the world of 1938 worked. He was proud, he said, to have come from a rural background,
         to have gone into business for himself at the age of seventeen, to have worked his way at a relatively late age through high
         school, on through college and law school, and now to be launched on a legal career. The incumbent, Judge Werner, was a very
         nice gentleman, but the seasons come and the seasons go, and—Joe looked up—“little acorns take root,” and nature has to make
         way for youth and for change. When he finished he got a rousing hand from his family, something more perfunctory from his
         boyhood friends, and, of course, pursuant to protocol (the press is not expected to applaud a political speaker)—nothing from
         Jim Kelly.
      

      Mike went to the lectern and said that the candidate was ready for questions from the press. Joe scanned the room with concentrated
         attention, left to right, as if everyone there were representing an organ of the media keen to flash back to his constituency
         news of Joe McCarthy’s candidacy.
      

      Jim Kelly finally broke the silence. His tone of voice was tinged with the tedium of the professional doing his duty. “What
         gave you the idea of running for judge? You’ve only been out of law school a few years.”
      

      
         “Well,” said Joe, straightening his tie, “I was impressed by the great initiative taken by President Roosevelt just two years
         ago when he spoke of doing something about U.S. justice. Now, I’m prepared to go along, but the president was wrong to try to pack the Supreme Court. Congress was right to turn him down, and the elections last month were pretty conclusive
         on that point. But,” Joe looked up, his expression grave, “I did think the president was right when he said that the country
         needs new and younger judges. The time comes when elderly judges have to say, ‘Well, let’s have younger people, maybe more
         energetic, maybe better informed about what’s going on, let’s let them make a contribution to their country.’ I have to agree with FDR on that one, Jim. Hope you agree.”
      

      Kelly was suddenly awake, taking notice of this improbable candidate for judge who had so neatly handled the hot quarrel of
         the political season and apparently emerged with a position congenial to both sides, and, of course, to his own candidacy.
         President Roosevelt, impatient with a contrarian Supreme Court that had resisted some New Deal legislation, had proposed the
         previous summer a retirement program for elder judges. “He tried to pack the court” was how it was negatively described. He suffered a devastating rebuke when, in November, the voters had sent back to office
         the same senators—friends of the autonomy of the court—FDR had singled out for defeat. Now Joe McCarthy was having the best
         of the two positions. Rebuking Roosevelt for his court packing while endorsing Roosevelt’s championship of younger judges.
         Jim Kelly resolved to dig in with his questions.
      

      “Judge Werner is only sixty-six years old; that hardly makes him a … rotting old-timer, does it, Joe?”

      Joe smiled. “Correction, Jim. That’s seventy-two years old, not sixty-six.”

      Kelly was startled. It had all been a part of local legend for a generation. Edgar Werner had decided to run for district
         attorney when only thirty-six years old. In order to deflect criticism of his youth, he had given out his birthdate as 1866,
         when in fact it was 1872. That was a very long time ago, and Judge Werner was now a local institution. At banquets commemorating
         his years of service he was often teased about his youthful imposture—adding six years to his actual date of birth. But no
         one took seriously the misstatement of 1916—the mis-statement of twenty-two years ago.
      

      
         “Come on, Joe. You know he’s only sixty-six.”
      

      Joe reached over to Mike. “Can I have the Martindale, Mike?”

      His partner handed him the black-bound volume.

      “This, Jim, is the Martindale-Hubbell directory. As you know, it is the official register giving the names and dates of birth
         of all U.S. lawyers. If you look there, Jim, under ‘Werner,’ you will read, ‘Born, 1866.’ This being 1938, that makes him
         seventy-two years old.”
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