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				‘A graceful generation that had to work for men wrapped up in their individual egos, a sin their ﬂesh is not heir to.’

				Joe Flaherty, Managing Mailer

				‘. . . the best of a generation were being lost—some among the hippies to drugs, some among the radicals to an almost hysterical frenzy of ­alienation.’

				I.F. Stone

				§

				‘It was fun to have that sense of engagement when you jumped on the earth and the earth jumped back.’

				Abbie Hoffmann

				‘It takes a long time for sentiments to collect into action, and often they never do . . . I wanted to make actions rather than effect sentiments.’

				Norman Mailer, Paris Review Interview

				§

				‘Worst of all, expansion is eroding the precious and time honored values of community with neighbors and communion with ­nature. The loss of these values breeds loneliness and boredom and ­indifference . . . once the battle is lost, once our natural splendor is destroyed, it can never be recaptured. And once man can no longer walk with beauty or wonder at nature his spirit will wither and his sustenance be wasted.’

				Lyndon Baines Johnson

				‘You can’t dig the moon

				Until

				You dig the earth.’

				William Eastlake, from Whitey’s on the Moon Now

				§

				‘No one was saved.’

				Paul McCartney

			

		

	
		
			
				1994

				‘I have but one claim to fame.’ Now, why do people say that? It doesn’t mean what it says. They have no fame to lay claim to. What it really means is that they once met someone who was, or got, famous, which scrap of knowledge somehow enlightens their otherwise interminable obscurity—not even famous for ﬁfteen minutes, just touching fame. OK, I have three ‘claims to fame’. I was in high school with Buddy Holly, class of ’55, in Lubbock, West Texas. I once, when I was ﬁfteen and like Tom Sawyer thought senators must be ten feet tall, shook the hand of Lyndon Baines Johnson—I did not wash the hand for a week. And, I once met Norman Mailer. Well, twice really.

				§

				The ﬁrst time I met Mel Kissing I asked him the question everyone asked him sooner or later. How does anyone come to be called Mel Kissing? Mel told the story I heard him tell a hundred times over the years that followed. Back on Ellis Island in the 1900s Immigration asked his grandfather what his name was. ‘Last name ﬁrst, then your Christian name.’ The old guy spoke slowly, understood slowly, and maybe he was struggling with the idea that any part of him might be Christian and said ‘Kissinger, Melchior’ so slowly the Immigration guy took the ‘er’ for a pause and wrote down Kissing. Mel Kissing was really Melchior Kissinger IV.

				§

				I thought of Mel today. The day Tricky Dicky died, and TV went apeshit with a Nixathon. Wet April, waiting for spring. I was stuck indoors with the ﬂu bug, hoping for the pleasures of channel surﬁng till my thumb ached. Instead I got Nixon. The nation got Nixon, and more Nixon, and it was like he’d never happened. The Nixon of the tele-obits was a statesman. Like there were two Richard Milhous Nixons. The dead statesman and the crook, and the dead statesman was somehow not connected to the crook. ‘Only Nixon could go to China.’ I heard that ﬁfty times today. Old ﬁlm of Tricky telling America there would have been no peace with Vietnam, no arms limitation deal with Russia, ’cept that he went to China. He’s wrong. Only Nixon went to China. Anyone could have gone. Just so happened it was Tricky Dicky. And I defy anyone to point to a democratized China as a result of diplomatic recognition and ‘most favored trading nation’ status. That’s just horsepucky. Why will we never have sanctions against China, whatever China does? Because in six weeks all those Wal-Marts the size of football stadiums that seem to fringe every American city would run out of stuff to sell as half their stock is made in China.

				(Good God, am I preaching? Absofuckinlutely, darling—as my late wife would have said.)

				§

				Mel used to tell me it was people like me who would not vote for Humphrey who let in Nixon. I voted for Herbie ‘Flim-Flam’ McCoy, who ran on the United Fibbers of America ticket. ‘All politicians are liars. The difference between me and them is I know it. Believe me, people. I’ll never tell you the truth.’ I voted for that. Me and about ﬁve thousand others. I wouldn’t blame you if you said you’d never noticed Flim-Flam McCoy. He polled less than Frank Zappa. And Flim-Flam didn’t let Nixon in. That was George Wallace. A fraction of Wallace’s southern millions would’ve saved Humphrey’s skin. But fuckit, the man was not worth saving. Mel and I did not go up to New Hampshire in 1968 and root for Gene McCarthy just to see LBJ’s stooge run in his stead. I’d sooner vote for . . . well . . . fuckit . . . I’d’ve voted for Wavy Gravy if Wavy Gravy’d stood. Sheeit—wonder what happened to Wavy Gravy? Hi, Wavy, long time no . . .

				I thought of Mel today. I guess it’s just Nixon—symbol of an era. Lots of things could make me think of Mel, but today it was the First Criminal. And I thought about the time in ’69 when I was getting ready to call him and say, ‘You know what today is? Today is exactly one year since LBJ said he wouldn’t run again. March 31st. Let’s go out and get skunk drunk!’

				But he called me. Said, ‘Can you come over to Brooklyn tonight? Norman Mailer’s running for Mayor.’

				Mel was a hotshot reporter on the Village Voice, Mailer was its founder and still owned a piece of the action. I’d done eighteen months at the Voice myself, and I’d never even set eyes on Mailer. But then, I wasn’t a hotshot. It ﬁgured Mel would know Mailer. All the same, I said, ‘What?’

				And he said, ‘Don’t tell me you won’t vote for Mailer. Dammit, Turner, I still blame you for Tricky Dicky!’

				So that’s why Nixon makes me think of Mel.

				All former presidents will be at the funeral in California. Gerald Ford, Jimmy Carter, Ronald Reagan, George Bush. Slick Willie too. I hope they bury him with a stake though his heart. Just in case.

				I buried Mel with a volume of Wallace Stevens. It was what he wanted.

				§

				It was the summer we went to the moon. The hottest, the sweatiest, the longest—the most American. 1969. The American year in the American century—whitey on the moon, our boy from Wapakoneta uttering the most rehearsed one-liner since Henry Morton Stanley trekked thousands of miles across Africa with ‘Dr Livingstone, I presume?’ bursting on his lips with every step. A small step for man and blahdey blah de blah. Before that, before the Summer-we-went-to-the-Moon, it was the Spring-we-went-to-Brooklyn.

				I rode the subway out to Clark Street in Brooklyn Heights, and gave myself enough time to walk down to the promenade and catch the last of the sun going down over Manhattan. I have often thought that’s the best reason to live in Brooklyn. You can see Manhattan. You can stare at Manhattan. You can ogle Manhattan, rising up on that narrow strip of land like a castle with a hundred turrets and never get enough of it. First time I saw it I thought of the Disney logo, Tinkerbell buzzing the towers of a fantasy castle. The castle is largely Wall Street, but you can suspend disbelief long enough to take in the ﬁnest skyline on earth. The Statue of Liberty faces Brooklyn. The lady’s a way off, but she’s looking right at you. I used to think this was odd. Give me your tired, your poor, and she’s looking at Brooklyn. Before I saw her I automatically assumed the face and the slogan looked out to sea, to Europe where all those huddled masses were teeming from. Now I’m glad she faces Brooklyn, or I’d have to ride the tempest-tost Staten Island Ferry just to see her face once in a while.

				I went out to the promenade with Mel about a month after I ﬁrst got to the city—sometime in ’63—just to be able to say ‘Wow’. To be able to send a postcard home and say I’ve seen the Statue of Liberty.

				‘What do you think I am? A fucking tourist? I live here. I was born here. I don’t have to look at New York, I live New York,’ he said.

				New Yorkers can be like that. I know an ex-cop who says things like ‘I am New York’, as though that goes with the round shoulders and the beer-belly, and a look on his face that says ‘hick’ to you. They think all out-of-towners are hicks. Mel used to call me a hayseed. Told me my habit of chewing the end of a pencil was left over from chewing straw. So often the people who see the beauty in New York City are people like me, from out of town and out of state. New Yorkers can be blind to it.

				That night I made a point of telling Mel I’d meet him at the end of the block. There was no way I was going to ring on the bell and cold call Norman Mailer, but there was also no way I was going to watch the sun go down over Manhattan with a loudmouth New York Jew like Mel whispering sweet cynicisms in my ear.

				I walked back from the harbor to the corner of Pierrepont and Columbia. Mel was waiting. A little guy in a great fur ragbag of a coat, wrapped up against the winter with only hair and beard to show, and hair and beard ﬁlled most of his face, and if it weren’t for the thick spectacles that magniﬁed his eyes like the moon in a night sky you’d be hard put to ﬁnd an opening in the fur. Then he smiled, a beaming grin of perfect teeth that had lived in the grip of braces most of his adolescence. The visible evidence of a childhood well-ordered and mapped out by his parents that had led to this urban gypsy and to their inevitable heartbreak—had they but lived to see it.

				‘For a gumshoe you make one hell of a noise,’ he said.

				I never apologize for the boots. I know he saw them as a clichéd symbol of the West, a symbol of everything I told him I’d left, but, dammit, once you break them in, a pair of Tony Lama’s boots are the most comfortable thing on earth.

				‘Hi, hippie.’

				‘Hi, cowboy. Been out lookin’ at your statue again?’

				‘Don’t piss on it, Mel.’

				‘I wasn’t.’

				A hand shot from a furry pocket and pushed the bridge of his glasses back up his nose. His glasses always seemed to be slipping.

				‘I wasn’t. I was about to say if you think it looks good from here you should see it from Norman’s rear window.’

				It was a short walk along the Heights to an old brownstone—up porch steps from the street and push at an unlocked door. Then the ﬁltered, almost muted hubbub of whatever was happening up on the top ﬂoor ﬁltering down to the lobby. A long climb. Five ﬂights and Mel’s little legs pounding away in front of me.

				The room was full. The all American motley, gliding around under a curved ceiling, along the towering ﬂights of books, in and out the hanging rope ladders. Rope ladders. Really. Made Mailer seem for the moment like a literary buccaneer. Rumour was he shinned up these ladders into the top of the house and wrote among the gods. Then, there he was in front of me. A good-looking little guy with an impish face and bright, bright blue eyes. Offering to shake hands except that he seemed to have a glass in each hand—one lot of bourbon swirling one way around the rocks, the other orbiting backwards like the tassels on a stripper’s pasties as he gestured with each hand and set the booze in motion.

				‘Good to see you,’ he said simply, and the necessity of a huddle passed over the pair of them as Mel said, ‘A word if I may, Norman’ and Norman put one arm across his back, bourbon in hand, and steered him into a corner.

				I was left alone. Wondering who in this room I knew. I knew many of Mel’s friends. But, given the kind of man he was, there were bound to be twice as many I’d never met or never even heard of. A good-looking—no downright beautiful—woman struck me as a face I knew, even if I could not put a name to it, blonde hair and big glasses, and I was picking my way across the room trying to think of an opener less corny than ‘Haven’t we met someplace?’ when I saw a face I really did know. Jerry Rubin, leader of the Yippies, serene upon the sofa, a small body of calm in a sea of human turmoil. Another little Jewish guy all but lost in hair and beard. His hand shot up and beckoned me over.

				‘Raines. Last place I expected to see you.’

				He had a point. I had long since ceased to be a joiner. There was no gathering in which I could not be made to feel unease unto surly silence. Mel had cajoled me onto the Pentagon March in ’67, much as he had cajoled me into this room. I’d stuffed ﬂowers down the barrels of National Guard riﬂes while Ed Sanders read the exorcism—‘Out Demons out!’—and Rubin and Abbie Hoffman got us all to link hands and chant ‘Ommmm’ in an attempt to levitate the Pentagon. That was where we differed. Mel didn’t think it would work. I knew it wouldn’t work, and Hoffman thought it would. I’d no idea what Rubin thought. I’d spent a night in jail—hundreds of us had. Many got their heads cracked. I was not one of them. Last summer, the summer of ’68, Rubin had called me up and told me I had to be in Chicago for the Democrats Convention. Absolutely had to be there. I took one look at it and headed for home. I wondered if I was about to be confronted with my cowardice.

				‘Last damn place I expected to ﬁnd me. Who’s the blonde?’ I let him follow my look.

				‘Pussy power,’ he said.

				I always liked Rubin. He was against the grain—untypical. So many people at the forefront of sixties’ protest struck me as being like Charlie Chaplin in Modern Times—unlucky enough to have picked up a red ﬂag in the street just as a march turns the corner and makes him into an unwitting leader. Rubin was not like that. He wasn’t the brightest guy I ever met, but he was born to lead. He loved to lead. He was, as he put it himself, a pretty mainstream kind of person. He never thought of himself as against the grain—as far as Jerry was concerned he was the grain. Whatever was happening in his generation he’d be at the heart of it. It did make me wonder what was happening here. Rubin and ‘pussy power’ did not sound like a natural combination. I almost pulled a muscle trying to raise an eyebrow at this.

				‘It’s Gloria Steinem,’ he added and before I could ask him any more a guy in thick black glasses—a beat’s head on a jacket and tie torso—stood up at the back of the room and started calling the night to order. I got the slow Rolodex of the mind to ﬂip a card. Yes. I knew the name. I’d just forgotten the face. A few years back she’d landed herself a job as a Playboy bunny and exposed it for the tits ’n’ ass job that it was in a magazine. She and Mailer did not sound like the most natural combination either. I began to get the feeling that this was going to be the long night of the strange bedfellow—like me, everyone who’d made the climb to the top of the Mailer house was the unwilling partner in an odd couple combination. And then it hit me, as Norman took up a spot with his back to the harbor window, I saw Manhattan like I’d never seen it before. The greatest rear window in the world. I’d kill to be able to live with that sight. I found myself wondering how a writer ever got to write. Wouldn’t you just waste your days looking out the window?

				It was a reverie—the like of which I am prone to. Watching Wall Street go out, room by room, ﬂoor by ﬂoor. By the time I surfaced the night had changed and the mood of the room with it and if I’d paid any attention I might have known why. A mêlée of political chat and booze chat suddenly had focus—Mailer. What it didn’t have was order. Everyone wanted a piece of Mailer. Somebody urged him not to run at all—sensitive if not good advice. I could tell from his look he was not wholly certain himself. Steinem said that Women’s Liberation could not be ignored. A young black woman said he should step down, before he’d even stepped up, for Adam Clayton Powell, New York’s best-known black politician, and Rubin threw a ﬁrecracker in the works with ‘Why not a Black Panther?’

				Why not? Mailer told him why not. Because they weren’t running as a college boy prank, that’s why not. And as I looked around it all seemed to me to split up into the kind of pranksterness that gave the lie to that statement. Only Ken Kesey’s pranksters would have relished the anarchy into which we ﬂung ourselves. Mailer wanted what he called a ‘hip coalition of the left and right’, to strike sparks off both and start the ﬁre burning. It burned. A dozen people were yelling at him now. Who’s left? What’s right? These were not questions that needed to be asked. And they weren’t going to get answers. A phrase sprang to my mind, from nowhere I thought at the time, now it seems like prophecy—you don’t need a weatherman to know which way the wind blows. You just need half a dozen to blow up a Con Ed station. Whumpff goes Bank of America. Whumpff goes West 11th Street. Hot damn, hindsight.

				A hip coalition? He was holding out a dream. Wasn’t that what we’d been looking for since about 1952? What did it mean now? A fusion of differences into common cause between his generation and mine?

				I have always admired Mailer. I think he was the ﬁrst who told us what we were—White Negroes. Maybe his hipsters begat the beats, and the beats begat the hippies and the yippies, and maybe somewhere in all that unbiblical begatting I ﬁtted and Mel ﬁtted. All the disaffected. But Mailer was of an identiﬁable generation. The guys who fought World War Two. I could never see myself as one of them—that would be pretentious—and I don’t know how to deﬁne my generation. I never fought in a war. Too young for Korea. Too old for Vietnam. Vietnam was being fought right now by a generation younger than me and Mel. I’m not sure they were represented in that room. I felt they should be. Whatever issue American politics could throw up—even at this level—Vietnam was the ghost in the machine.

				People began to leave. Some walking out, some just drifting. Mel went back into a huddle with Mailer and a handful of the loyal. I waited. Ogled Manhattan. Stared at Steinem. And when Mel said, ‘It’s over. Let’s go’ I followed.

				He was angry. He said nothing until we were in the elevator going down to the tracks at Clark Street.

				‘Chaos,’ he said. ‘Complete fuckin’ chaos.’

				There’s a certain homogeneity to what I have learnt to call the Restof­america. That is, what’s left when you accept that New York is something else as well as someplace else. Restofamerica? Anywhere west of the New Jersey turnpike, east of the San Andreas fault. Capital? Chicago. The capital of everyplace else. I do not by this assertion mean to say that the Restofamerica cannot be factional, racial, whatever—look at Chicago itself for Chrissake, backdrop by Mies van der Rohe, accessories by Smith & Wesson. I mean that it doesn’t seem to me to do it in that microscale, haunch-by-jowl fashion that New York does. Whittle it down to Lubbock, and yes, people ﬁnd enough reasons to hate each other, but I’ve never felt that the diversity was so broad and so dense—and it’s the combination of the two that makes the difference. The intensity is lacking. In New York every block can make a faction, every gathering of three people dissent.

				I saw this difference—Restofamerica versus New York City—crudely illustrated the ﬁrst time I climbed the steps inside the Statue of Liberty, playing the tourist—no Mel—hoping to dangle from the torch like Robert Cummings at the end of Hitchcock’s Saboteur. Ahead of me, overdressed for the hike, an Hassidic family, Mom, two kids and a folding baby carriage and Dad—homburg, frock coat, string belt, beard. Behind me a 250-pound man in blue jeans and a windbreaker. He leans around me. Taps the Jew on the shoulder.

				‘’Scuse me, sir,’ all best Western manners, ‘I’m from Colorado. And I ain’t never seen anyone looks like you before, and I was wonderin’. What kind of a person would you be?’

				Good manners counted for little. Dammit, if the guy had been wearing a hat he’d have doffed it. Instead he stood there smiling like a dumb hick and lit the blue touch paper.

				‘Whaddya mean what am I? I’m a Jew! You never seen a Jew before?’

				‘No, sir,’ he said simply. And I believed him. There may be Jews in Mississippi, and there’s a big community in Galveston—ship heading for Ellis Island, more teeming poor, blown way, way off course. But there are parts of this great country of ours where the nearest thing to a stranger is anyone to whom you are not kin, because the chances are that in your own briarpatch everyone you meet every day is someone to whom you are related. The Restofamerica binds by kin. Kin is a great Restofamerican notion.

				I felt I’d seen New York at its most factional. Forget every block is a faction, forget every street—every single goddam New Yorker is a faction. Kinless in the head. I’d been to a typical New York political bash—I’d come out of it without a ﬁrst idea of what the platform was. I was as wise now as when I went in. Mailer for Mayor. That’s all I knew.

				‘What’s the deal?’ I asked Mel.

				‘The deal is statehood for New York City.’

				I laughed. Just a little. A nervy kind of giggle, heading for an out and out roar, but the look on Mel’s face told me it would be a mistake. He was deadly serious.

				‘That’s not exactly an original idea,’ I said. And it wasn’t. I heard it kicked around from time to time ever since I arrived in the city. It slotted neatly into my Restofamerica spiel. It was the absurdist projection of that feeling.

				‘Maybe not,’ he said. ‘But it is the idea. And since when have we been slaves to novelty? I thought we were about being right not about being original. If the two pair off, all well and good. But to hammer us for a lack of originality sounds remarkably like the kind of thing my dad used to say whenever I argued with him. It’s a generational thing. They said they wanted us to be original—we wanted to be right—when in reality they just wanted us to be them.’

				It was a brief, pointless, adolescent speech—Mel could roll them out by the dozen if you accidentally invoked the spirit of the late Melchior Kissing III—and what it amounted to was another of the great clichés of the times. If you’re not part of the solution you’re part of the problem. He was calling me out. High Noon on a subway train. So I told him.

				‘Last year we were ﬁghting for the soul of a nation. Now, suddenly we’re whittled down to New York City. What’re we doing? Reclaiming America borough by borough? Today New York, tomorrow Hoboken?’

				‘It’s a start,’ Mel said. ‘It’s this or nothing.’

				‘Last year we were united. We had common cause. Get rid of LBJ. Stop the war. Pull out of Vietnam. I couldn’t see what the cause was tonight, let alone whether it was common. This Left-Right coalition strikes me as a fantasy. Dammit, Mel, the Left cannot agree with themselves—how are they going to ﬁnd common ground with the right? On an issue as narrow as this? We’ve dissolved. We’re into a feeding frenzy. The Liberals insult the Right, the Blacks insult the Liberals, the Right insult the Blacks, everybody insults the women and so it goes on. You think Rubin understands a damn thing Gloria Steinem says? You think she and Mailer are on the same wavelength?’

				‘As ever you are missing the point. You are getting stuck on matters of surface. Try and look deeper. There are battle lines being drawn, to quote Stephen Stills. This is the new battleground. If you think we fought for the soul of America then you’re a bigger romantic than I thought—but if that’s really what you think then we lost the soul of America when Bobby Kennedy got blown away . . .’

				‘Mel. We lost it when we let McCarthy get hijacked. Or maybe I should say hibobbied.’

				‘If your delivery weren’t so laboured that would be funny. But . . . if we lost it on the national stage the only way back is this way. We can say who runs this city even if we can’t say who runs America.’

				‘Hippies talk to feminists?’

				‘Yes.’

				‘Black bluestocking women talk to beer-belly Irish hustlers?’

				‘If you like, yes.’

				‘I don’t believe it. And I can’t do it.’

				He took off his glasses, breathed on them. Pulled out a shirt tail, wiped ’em clean and shoved them back with that habitual Mel gesture—tip of his big ﬁnger pressed against the bridge. If people who wear glasses didn’t wear glasses they’d have to smoke to know what to do with their hands.

				‘You can’t walk away from everything, Turner.’

				This was way below the belt. So I told him the truth.

				‘Mel, I didn’t walk away, I ran.’

				It was the best part of a month before I saw him again.

				§

				Mel had one thing in common with my brother Billy. Looked nothing like him (short, Jewish Mel versus tall, bony—rangy would be the word—brother Billy) but they could both talk the tail feathers off a buzzard. Until I met Mel I’d known no one with a gift for words like Billy. All through our childhood he dreamed out loud. I heard his version of The Alamo a thousand times—different every time, except that he was always cast as the hero in this dream. I got used to being a supporting player, Gabby Hayes to his Gary Cooper, Ward Bond to his John Wayne. But that dream was one the old man had thrust upon him. Billy, in full, was William Travis Raines, named for the commander of the Alamo. My dad, Sam, was Samuel Houston Raines, his father before him was Samuel Houston Raines, named for the ﬁrst, the only President of the Republic of Texas. I’ve no idea who John Turner was. I was happy to be John Turner Raines, named for no one, carrying no burden of history. I could, after all, given the old man’s tendency to memorialize, so easily have been David Crockett Raines. And the gags would never have stopped. Every kid in school would of wanted a piece of me for a name like that. I have enjoyed my anonymity. Billy reveled in reﬂected glory. He wanted the real thing, as big a piece as he could lift and carry, all to himself. I have never met anyone in such a hurry to grow up, no one with that rage to live. He made the six years between us into a generation. I was forever l’il brother. His deputy, sidekick and pupil. I was devastated when he left me. A light had not gone out of my life, a voice had gone silent, a voice that had whispered sweet mischief and adventure in my ear from the day I was born. He left me, took off into the dream and left me, stranded in the Restofamerica.

				The Restofamerica we were born into was the Texas Panhandle, the Llano Estacado. The ﬂat plains under the big sky, beyond the Red River, where John Wayne and Montgomery Clift raised a hundred thousand head of cattle. Plenty of people still raised cattle there.

				My great-grandfather had settled on the high plains within a few years of the Commanches’ last rout at Palo Duro. He’d set out from St Louis with two wagons, a Radiant Fairblast stove and four bales of Glidden’s Patent Barb Wire, intending to fence himself a piece of California. This was as far as he got. The stove got installed in the cabin—I polished it once a week as a kid—the barbed wire stood out back and rusted. It’s still there today. No one ever moved it. I’d guess there was just about enough to corral one jackass—maybe that’s all he ever meant to fence in, about half an acre. The acreage he staked claim to he never fenced in, and it ran to thousands of acres, hundreds of thousands.

				It was not yet a rich man’s country. During the Depression plenty of people seemed no more than just dirt farmers scraping a living off scrubby ﬁelds of cotton. Maybe my father could have made money—after all we’d been there as a family since before Lubbock was even started as a township, and we’d gone on buying. We owned even more in 1940 than we’d owned in 1880. Grazing and arable as far as the eye could see and further. Sounds a lot, but there are ranches in the Panhandle closer to a million acres, and it was out beyond the point where any railroad would ever run or anyone else ever want to live. Wrong side of town and wrong side of tracks that never came. The Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe (the second ‘the’ of the song title is entirely optional and strictly for purposes of metre), which quartered Lubbock like sliced pizza, passed us by. The interstate, when it ﬁnally arrived, passed us by. We were country—further out, thank God, than the reach of any country club. The town would never come out to meet us. Our development potential was zero. My father complicated his life. He’d commit to nothing fully. Some cattle, some cotton, never as much as the land would hold and never enough attention to either. If money came in it soon went out—cattle got bought and bred, then sold too cheap, crops got planted, then neglected in the ﬁelds. Got to the point where he’d hired and laid off the help so many times there was not a man in the county who’d work for Sam Raines anymore. That was my old man. Always struggling to make ends meet. Bound in chains to a crazy scheme of his own.

				In the 1930s, when Billy and I were born, no one had found much oil around Lubbock. The ﬁrst local strike had been in Yoakum County to the south around 1927 or ’28, but there’d been strikes around Borger and Pampa, up near the Oklahoma line, as far back as 1920 or ’21. As Lubbockians saw it the plain fact was that no one had struck oil as far north and as far west as Sam was looking. During the Depression, when the worst dust storms in living memory swept through, most people gave up looking. Not Sam. Sam said he’d hit it for sure. Everyone he knew said, ‘That’ll be the day’ but that’s Lubbockians for you.

				By the end of the war Dallas and Galveston had grown rich on the oil trade, and there’d been drilling aplenty and new fortunes made all around Midland and Odessa—and a couple of counties north in Hutchinson County, or south in Gaines, the plains were forest-thick with derricks. But my old man was a crank, mocked by his neighbors for daring to think he might strike it lucky, mocked for the time he’d wasted, the money he’d lost looking for a gusher on his farm. I often think it was that made Billy as bold as he was. Standing up for the old man’s failures. Outtalking, outshouting anyone who thought Sam Raines’ twenty-third or thirty-third borehole a ﬁt subject for a joke. I just got used to it. Said nothing. My old man was my old man. Drilling for oil on an empty plain of scrub northwest of Lubbock was by no means the crankiest thing about him.

				I was not embarrassed by our father. I liked where we lived. I loved our farm. In the shadow of the one feature that broke that endless horizon—a vast shale plug that sat out on the plains less as though it had risen from the earth, more as though it had tumbled from the sky. You could see it from miles around. It meant you could always see home. You could see home before you even cleared the city limits. There was no such thing as a skyscraper to get in the way—although there was sky to scrape aplenty. I loved the four room wooden shack my great-grandfather had built in 1881. He’d built there because the plug of rock cast a shadow that kept the heat of the day off the house. It was, it still is, called Bald Eagle Rock because nothing grows on it, but I never once saw a bald eagle there. I could stand up there and dream. It’s a family trait. Billy would stand up there and dream into words, and if I’d heard enough that day I’d just turn off to him and watch the sails on the windmill turn.

				When I was seven my mother took sick and died. It was the day Japan surrendered. Left with two boys my father was lost. Widowered at forty-two, he had no idea how to handle it or us. I remember my ﬁrst day back at school after the funeral—he’d made up my lunchbox for the ﬁrst time. A bar of chocolate and an unripe apple hard as a bullet. Vitamins, proteins, nutrition meant nothing to him. Kids just grew. All you had to do was stoke ’em. It should not have surprised either of us that day in 1948 when he came back from a trip to Tucumcari and brought with him his new wife—Lois, nineteen years old, tall and tan and beautiful, without a doubt part Indian, and a shock to the system. She knelt down and hugged me. At ten years old I was still a runt of a child. She could wrap me up and smother me in her arms and breasts. Billy was sixteen, and a tad under six feet tall. He forestalled the embrace, stuck out a hand for her to shake. Lois smiled and took the hand. Told Billy how Sam never stopped talking about him.

				That evening, halfway up the mountain, watching the sunset, Billy had stopped talking.

				How to describe a West Texas sunset? Well, ﬁrst off you will run out of vocabulary down the pink to red to purple end of the spectrum. You will ﬁnd yourself splitting words like frog hairs—pinky-red, reddish-blue, magenta drifting to maroon (not that I ever met a Texan who described anything as magenta) and so on. Let me say as simply as I saw it that the evening sky just glowed, soft and slow, it glowed until the sun vanished over the far, far horizon.

				After an hour or so I had to ask.

				And Billy said, ‘What’s wrong? What the hell do you think is wrong? The old man comes home with a store-bought wife, tells us she’s our new mom and you ask what’s wrong.’

				The old man had not said that. It would have been the cliché from every other Western if he had, but he hadn’t. Hadn’t even called her ‘Mom’. Introduced her as Lois and told us how they’d fallen in love and married in three days. He hadn’t been looking for a wife. But I was baffled by the notion that you could buy a wife in a store. I asked how much Lois had cost. Ever the educator, Billy explained the phrase. Didn’t talk to me like I was an idiot. And lapsed back into that untypical, unimaginable silence. The old man called to us in the darkness, voice booming out below us, bouncing back off the rock to echo across the plains. We climbed down, Billy still not speaking. Lois had milk and cookies laid out for us. I got used to Lois. Never called her Mom, never had to. I’d gotten another best friend. After Billy Lois was my best friend. After he went my only friend for a while. I liked Lois, immediately. But Billy loved her. Took days for him to realize this, and years for me to notice.

				§

				1969. Mel rang me at my office on Lafayette and Spring. A voice to whisper mischief.

				‘You busy?’

				‘Kind of.’

				‘You working?’

				‘Er . . . I’m in the middle of a case.’

				A lie. I was twiddling my thumbs waiting on anything to happen.

				‘Can you come to a couple of meetings?’

				‘A couple?’

				‘There’s one out in Queens . . .’

				‘Mel. I am not going to Queens. Not for you, not for Norman Mailer, not for anyone.’

				‘Upper West Side?’

				‘Maybe.’

				‘Brooklyn.’

				‘Where in Brooklyn?’

				‘Menora Temple in Borough Park.’

				I dearly wanted to be able to say no. That was worse than Queens—halfway to Coney Island. The coward in me won hands down.

				‘OK,’ I said.

				‘Fine. Meet me at Michel’s on Flatbush Avenue. I’ll buy you dinner.’

				He hung up. Should have smelled a rat. Mel is the kind of guy who waits for you to buy dinner. When I got there I found an entire entourage in the restaurant. Mel hanging on Mailer’s every word. I guess I should of written it all down. If I’d known it was part of history I’d of written it down. Norman said hi and shook hands like he remembered me. I can’t remember a tenth of what he said. Just the moment when he was knocking ‘fuckin’ phony Manhattan liberals’ and Mel looked at me and I looked at Mel. A ‘does he mean me?’ look. Both of us wondering if he included us in the put-down.

				But he played the temple like an old pro. If politics is show biz—and Menora Temple is surely a theater with its plastic palm trees and red-ﬂocked wallpaper—then Mailer deserved to win. On the way over Mel said, ‘You may not recover the soul of America, but you are about to see the great beating heart of New York. And it is named Mailer.’ I would have to concede that he was right—on that night if on no other.

				I had picked up fragments of the manifesto. You had only to read the campaign buttons to get the gist. Mel had pinned a cute one on me the minute I arrived. It said, plainly, ‘No More Bullshit’—I wondered how long they’d go on giving that one out before someone complained. I saw other people wearing ‘Mailer/Breslin/Vote the Rascals In’ and ‘Power to the Neighborhood’. I liked that—it was the anarchist core of Mailer’s message—‘property is power, we have none, Washington and Albany own us’. Ditch Washington, quit Albany and devolve power to the most fundamental level, the boroughs. Let Queens be a city, let Staten Island rule itself. And there was the absurdist, the near-poetic ‘I Would Sleep Better Knowing Norman Mailer Were Mayor’, probably the longest campaign button slogan in history. The message could get quirky to the point of eccentric—someone asked Mailer if he were in favor of legal abortion. He replied, ‘Only if you let me outlaw the pill.’ Was that a yes or a no? And quirky to the sharp point of truth—crime will persist as long as it’s the most interesting thing to do.

				But, that night—after he had stomped the stump of declaring the 51st State and throwing down the gauntlet to Albany—out of this rag bag of ideas he pulled a notion so off-the-wall, so sane and so original he had New York, and me, eating out of his hand. Let us, he said, keep Sunday sweet.

				It’s ﬁfty years since T-Bone Walker gave us “Stormy Monday” (and I’ve lost count of the number of Black Tuesdays and Thursdays in that time) and a couple of years before this some guys down at the University of Texas had had themselves a Gentle Thursday—which speaks for itself—but nothing, nothing compared to the sublime idea of Sweet Sunday.

				When Mailer was Mayor, one Sunday each month in New York City would be ‘sweet’—that is no cars would run, no buses, no ships would dock, no planes would land. The subway, which any other time ran round the clock day and night, would be silent. So would the apartments, because Norman meant to cut off the electricity too, so no radio, no TV, no washers washing, no driers tumbling . . . and, as Mel cynically whispered in my ear, no refrigerators freezing, no elevators elevating and no air conditioners doing whatever it was they did.

				I didn’t care. Let the ice in my icebox melt. For once I shared Mailer’s vision. Shut down the city. Who knows maybe people would talk to each other again? Suddenly I could see a life worth living, if only for one day a month. I had a vision of a peaceful populace, playing chess in Washington Square, walking the dog up a 5th Avenue free of traffic . . . sitting in Battery Park watching Liberty to see if she winked . . . whatever. It was a redundant religious idea pushed into the secular and boosted back to meaning. I cheered Mailer for this. So did a couple of dozen freaks. But not Mel. Mel said, ‘Are you nuts? This’ll never work. This is just word-spinning. He’s thinking on his toes and talking through his ass. Wait till he sits down.’

				Norman did not sit down, he took questions from the ﬂoor. 

				What will happen if you get elected?

				‘Washington would fall to its knees.’

				What will happen if you really put Sweet Sunday into practice?

				‘On the ﬁrst hot day the populace would impeach me.’

				Always leave ’em wanting more.

				Always leave ’em laughing.

				I got the joke. Sure it could be a joke, but it had that hint of . . . there is no other word for it so I say again . . . the sublime. And I could not remember when I last felt the cool hand of sublimity on my brow. Sunday, Sweet Sunday. And just a whisper of mischief.

				§

				1966. I was a failure as a journalist—gently ﬁred by the Village Voice with ‘Sorry Turner, but you are crap’—and it bothered me not one bit, but all the same I had a living to make. I was a law-school dropout who’d never practiced. I had oddjobbed my way into a dead end in less than three years. I’d worked for the East Village Other (looking back, was it news or pornography? Hindsight will not tell me), for Liberty House over on Bleecker, selling Deep South goods in the Deep North—which was where I ﬁrst came across Abbie Hoffman, long before he invented the Yippie (Q: what’s a Yippie? A: a hippie who’s had his head busted by a cop), both of us then just former civil rights workers alienated by the shift to “Blacks Only”. And I’d worked for the War Resisters League and the Peace Eye Bookstore over on Avenue A and blahdey blah . . . but all of that put together hardly amounted to an income. Half those places were volunteer stuff, paid nothing. To go back to the law was not exactly my preference, but I had rent to pay, a landlady dropping unsubtle hints such as ‘You’re ﬁve months behind, why don’t you get qualiﬁed and earn some real money?’, a block on asking my father for more money, and a block on my imagination that led me inexorably to the easy option. I was yawning my way through it one day in the fall, when my sharer and landlady Rose asked, ‘Would you do me a favor?’

				‘Sure?’

				‘Remember that woman used to clean for us. Mrs Kosciuscko? She rang me at work yesterday. Her son’s being drafted. He won’t go. The old man won’t speak to him and she’s terriﬁed.’

				‘Why’d she call you?’

				‘I’m a professional. Probably the only one she knows. It hardly matters to her that I’m not a lawyer. I use long words and go to work in an office—that’s all she sees.’

				‘What is she? Polish? Why doesn’t she talk to her priest?’

				‘The Catholic Church has but one line on the war—duty.’

				‘And?’

				‘I thought you might have a better line. You know the law. And you’ve been in jail. Maybe you could talk some sense to her. Perhaps reassure her.’

				I saw Mr and Mrs Kosciuscko. It set a pattern for the way I worked for the next four or ﬁve years. They came round to the apartment. A short, fat woman in her forties who could hardly keep from weeping and a short fat man in his forties who maintained a near-total silence. Would I just talk to Mikey Jr? I was an educated man, she could see that. At the mention of his son’s name Mikey Sr grunted. With each repetition he seemed to push nearer the point where that angry silence might explode.

				Mikey Jr gave me two minutes of his time in a diner out in Queens the next night.

				‘The old man got shot up on Omaha Beach on D-Day. He keeps his medals in a velvet box on the dresser next to the bed. He expects the same of me. I say, fuck ’im. No fuckin’ medal’s gonna make me feel any better about losing one of my balls. I got better uses for ’em.’

				Mikey was no college student—he stacked pickle jars in a warehouse in Essex Street, a block off Delancey on the Lower East Side. Smelled of vinegar at ﬁfteen feet. I doubted he was any kind of conscientious objector—and if he were it took brains to prove it to the draft board and somehow ‘fuck my old man’ didn’t strike me as the most constructive argument ever assembled. This kid was going to get inducted. If he’d been middle-class, brains, money and a slick lawyer could all be factors in an exemption, but this was an acned, greasy-haired, blue-collar punk who smelled of vinegar. He was perfect cannon fodder.

				‘So. Mikey. What’s your plan?’

				He looked at me as though I was a mind-reader. Real surprise on his pocky face. But he told me all the same.

				‘Canada, man, I’m goin’ to Canada. I was wonderin’ how to tell the old woman. I was going to mail her this.’

				He took an envelope out of his trousers pocket. The handwriting looked more like that of a ten-year-old than an eighteen-year-old. It said ‘Mrs M. Kosciuscko’ in pencil.

				‘But I was wonderin’—maybe they could trace me from a postmark. Would you give it to her? Not now, not today. Like in two or three days?’

				I could have said no. I didn’t. I kept my word to the kid. Mrs Kosciuscko wept when she read it. Through the tears I could see that it part was relief part new-worry. Mikey Sr tore the note into a thousand pieces, put on his purple heart and declared that he no longer had a son. A month or so later she called me. As long as he was safe. She could live with it, she could talk her husband round, as long as she knew Mikey was safe. Would I go to Canada and just check on him? She’d pay—she had a legacy from an aunt they’d never touched.

				I could have said no then—I didn’t. It wouldn’t be hard to ﬁnd him. Odds were he was in Toronto and if he was in Toronto he’d gravitate to where all the other draft dodgers were. Took me less than three days to ﬁnd him. I brought home a long letter from Mikey, a promise that he’d keep in touch, and best of all, a note to his father saying he was sorry but he had to do it and hoped his dad could ﬁnd it in his heart to forgive him. I did not tell them how I dictated the note to Mikey and threatened to break his arm if he didn’t sign.

				I waived the fee—but out of it I got the beginnings of a job. I applied for a PI’s license. I’d been arrested more times than I could count, but never in New York state, and out of all those nights in jail I had only one charge and one conviction—from a civil disobedience sit-in in South Carolina in the spring of 1961. I was clean, I would pass muster, and tracking down the Mikeys was something I had discovered an aptitude for. And the word went out. If your kid goes missing Turner Raines can ﬁnd him. I had clients coming to me from all over the tri-state area. I brought no kids home—that was stated up front, it was not the business I was in—but I brought peace of mind to worried women and warring families for ﬁfty dollars a day plus expenses. Between times I spied on cheating husbands and trailed petty embezzlers and all the other shoe-leather wearing tasks that went with the job.

				My landlady Rose said, ‘Who would ever have thought there was a living in it? I mean, darling—anyone with a bit of clout and a good lawyer doesn’t have to fuck off to Canada, now do they?’

				Maybe she was right. Most of my ‘clients’ were blue-collar people defeated by the system, not knowing how to manipulate it for their own ends. The best scam I ever heard was a guy who took on the draft board by confusing their bureaucracy. They wrote to him. He wrote back, and every time they replied to him he replied more quickly than they did. Endless obfuscations and queries, anything to keep his ﬁle aﬂoat, going from one desk to another, from one poor damned clerk to another—until, inevitably, one of them lost it. It worked. Came the day they stopped writing to him. He’d beaten the system. That took brains and patience. Not something I saw much of across the other side of my desk.

				By 1967 the trade was booming—all thanks to LBJ’s Selective (such an understatement) Service System aka the draft—and I was something of an authority on draft law. I even bought a suit just for court ­appearances—all neat in neutral colors and my hair slicked back with greasy kid stuff. I’d ﬁnally found my niche by becoming a private eye. If LBJ kept up the escalation (another understatement) I ﬁgured I could be the second self-made millionaire in the family by about 1982. I had enough business to open an office on Lafayette Street over the East River Savings Bank, twelve ﬂoors up with a view of the Williamsburg Bridge—not bad, better than facing a brick wall, pretty at night with the lights twinkling, but nobody’s favorite—at the end of a long corridor of frosted glass doors and black-stenciled lettering that never ceased to remind me of a scene in any Raymond Chandler novel. Down these mean corridors a man must go, so I went. I made it home from home. Coffee pot, kettle, an ancient, gurgling icebox, a brand new ice pick and a shelf of books for all those days when trade was slack.

				That May, the ‘Brooklyn spring’ of ’69, trade was slacker than usual and I was killing a morning. Eleven o’clock and the heat of the day was already up. Looked to be set for a blazing summer. Mel wanted me over in Greenwich Village in the evening for another shot of Mailer on the campaign trail. Nothing till then. Cup of coffee and a battered copy of Hemingway’s stories—the clean, well-lighted place. Nada y nada. A tap at the glass door brought me a Mr and Mrs DiMarco from Mott Street, around the corner and a block over. More often than not couples came as couples. Sometimes just the mother, never the father on his own. Joey DiMarco, aged nineteen, had burned his draft card and vanished two weeks ago. A script so routine I could have held it up as idiot boards and cued them. You really don’t need a weatherman.

				‘He’s a good boy,’ Mrs D told me.

				‘Yeah,’ Mr D chipped in. ‘Good for nothin’.’

				Cue the next board. Mr D was like a younger version of Ed Begley in 12 Angry Men. All the fathers were variations on Begley or Lee J. Cobb. The Cobbs could be angry. Big men rising up out of their seats to stab ﬁngers at me. The Begleys mixed the angry and the pathetic in equal measure. If they ever got out of the seat I could blow them back down.

				Joey had been working in his old man’s restaurant. I can’t remember its real name. It was smack in the middle of Little Italy at a time when Little Italy was a lot bigger than it is now and Chinatown hadn’t begun the inexorable creep north with Houston in its sights. I’d been there a few times myself—great aglio e olio, spaghetti swimming in the most pungent broth this side of Naples, you sweated garlic for four days ­after—and we all called the place Holy Joe’s. It was inadvertently accurate. The old man was holier than thou in all his attitudes. The kid had failed to graduate high school and the old man had stuck him in the cellar of the restaurant for the last three years, chopping onions, shredding lettuce, turning cabbage into coleslaw. He did this six days a week until nine in the evening. Where he went after that or on Sundays they didn’t know. That summed up a lot of the people I faced across the desk. They didn’t know their own kids. They couldn’t tell me the names of any of his current friends—those Mrs DiMarco named were the teen versions of the little boys who’d played in the street with her son eight or nine years back. If I were nineteen and spent my days and nights in a cellar, well aware that this was 1969, and that the world over my head had exploded into full colour with stereo two or three years ago, I’d’ve cut and run too. And I wouldn’t have waited on the Draft Board for my cue.

				I found Leonardo Lerici, childhood friend of the miscreant. He worked in an electrical goods store on 14th Street and studied double entry book-keeping at night. A kid out of his time. Determined to make good through the system—not that he would ever have called it that. His concession to his own generation was that his hair lapped his collar and the tie and shirt were in matching paisley swirls, the regular guy’s version of ﬂower power.

				‘Joey and I don’t see so much of each other any more,’ he said in answer to my enquiry. ‘You should tell Mrs DiMarco I’m sorry Joey’s gone. And what you shouldn’t tell her is she should pray he never comes back.’

				‘That bad, eh?’

				‘Joey was my best friend. We known each other since I don’t know when. We were christened the same day in the same church. Went to our ﬁrst communion together. Difference being Joey’s ﬁrst was also his last. You can’t keep a friend who lives like Joey does.’

				‘Like how?’

				Leonardo looked at me as though he were weighing up the worth of telling me any more.

				‘Like drugs?’

				He shook his head.

				‘Not Joey’s thing. He was happier with a bottle of Bud.’

				‘And . . .’

				‘Things . . . like . . . you have to tell me this won’t go any further . . . like it won’t get back to Joey.’

				‘It won’t. Talking to me is like talking to a lawyer. I couldn’t tell even if the cops asked me to.’

				‘Joey ran with a mean crowd. They were dealing in stolen stuff. I know this on account of he came in here once or twice offering me color TVs and stereos at a few dollars a pop. I blew him out. I haven’t seen him since Easter. Truth is Joey’s a punk. That’s what his old man made him.’

				Thank you, Dr Spock.

				‘Were the cops onto him?’

				‘Not that I heard. All I heard is he laughed off his draft notice. That was Joey all over. Reality didn’t apply to him. He’d’ve forgotten all about it until they issued the next one and told him to report for induction. Then I heard he’d split for Canada.’

				I spent that afternoon asking a few more kids the same questions—a quick tour of Italian–American youth in the age of Aquarius. The NYU student, brighter than all the rest, working his way through college, economics, pol sci and ‘You want fries with that?’—the young married, working double shifts, living in two rooms on Hester Street with an irresistibly fuckable wife and the inevitable, irresistible babe in arms, prisoner of his own cock—and the dope-smoking, effortlessly laid back hippie selling Afghan jackets, posters, Fugs albums and City Lights anthologies in a head shop on Tompkins Square. They all said the same thing. Joey had lit out for Canada. They hadn’t seen him. It was just what they’d heard in the old neighborhood, twixt Mott and Mulberry. And it was logical. It was what you’d do if you knew no better or no other. Of all the ways to dodge the draft it was the most drastic and the most simple. Kids like Joey DiMarco weren’t going to get college deferments, get commissioned in the Air Reserve, ﬁnd a smart lawyer, cop a Rhodes Scholarship or land a non-combat posting in photography or information. They were always going to shout, cut and run or give in, grunt and die.

				The next stage in this all too familiar process could have been designed to bring out the worst in a man and something approaching the best in a woman. I could not just light out for Canada without spelling out the cost, the circumstances and the rules to the parents. Cue the next card. Look out, kid, dunno what ya did.

				I went over to Mott Street around six in the evening. Mr DiMarco went nuke. I knew he would. He would bluster.

				‘You think I got thousands of dollars to throw away on that no good kid?’

				Mrs DiMarco played the voice of reason.

				‘That’s not what Mr Raines said, Louie. He said hundreds, that’s all, just a few hundred.’

				‘Hundreds, thousands. What does it matter? It’ll all be wasted. Get it through your head, Gina. The boy has been a disaster. I mean. Is this what we raised him to be? A coward? A kid who runs away from his country when there’s a war on?’

				‘He’s not a kid anymore, Louie. He’s nineteen. He’s got ideas of his own. Principles maybe.’

				‘Principles my ass. He can’t even spell the word. You want principles I’ll give you principles . . .’

				Above the TV, given pride of place, between the Pope—not the current guy, the one before, John XXIII—and the Madonna, was a framed photograph of the President. Not the current guy, not even the one before, but the guy before him—JFK. Mr DiMarco snatched it off the wall and held it up like an orthodox priest in procession clutching an icon, nestling it on his chest opposite his heart.

				‘I’ll give you principles. John Fitzgerald Kennedy, the Catholics’ President . . . “Ask not what you can do for your country, but what your country can do for you.” Now that’s a principle!’

				Mrs DiMarco looked from her husband to me. I wasn’t going to tell him, but clearly she was.

				‘Louie, you got it the wrong way round. It’s “ask not what your country can do for you but what you can do for your country”.’

				‘So? It means the same goddam thing, don’t it?’

				‘No,’ she said quiet and ﬁrm. ‘It doesn’t.’

				He exploded. It sounded like ‘Sheeeeiiiiiitttttt!’ but I couldn’t be sure. It didn’t much matter. I’d heard this ﬁfty times already. ‘His country needs him’, ‘My son is a coward,’ which would give way to ‘I have no son’, ‘We raised an ungrateful sonuvabitch’, ‘Where did we go wrong?’ A variation on this was ‘Better Dead than Red’ which, rarely, could lead to a half-baked discourse on the Red Peril, but that was not most men. Most men did not believe in ideology. In that generation most men had scarcely got their head above the parapet of ‘work, family, more work’, the quick quick slow working man’s shuffle from cradle to grave, to have an ideology. As his ‘the Catholics’ President’ made clear even the tissue thin ideology of Republican versus Democrat meant very little to Mr DiMarco. He was an American, after that an Italian hyphenate and a Catholic, and that’s about as far as it went.

				After this, and it could last ﬁfteen minutes or more, they either stormed out, banging the door ﬁt to shake down the building, or they got to sobbing, and an understanding wife would wave me away with a whispered ‘tomorrow’. Every so often, like one in ten, the husband—those who fancied themselves more Robert Mitchum than either Lee J. Cobb or Ed Begley—would try to throw me out. DiMarco opted for a practiced display of door slamming.

				Mrs DiMarco sat down as soon as she heard the outer door bang.

				‘You have to understand,’ she said. ‘Louie is . . . Louie is . . . offended, yes that’s the word, offended by Joey. He was at Anzio. Did I tell you that? Imagine, a second generation Italian having to invade Italy. He takes all this too personally. You young people, you’re different, aren’t you?’

				Rhetoric or question? I risked an answer.

				‘I guess so, but I never got asked to ﬁght in a war. Too young for Korea, too old for this one.’

				‘Then you’re lucky. I waited for Louie to get back from Europe. I’m not going to wait for Joey to come back from Vietnam, wondering all the time if he’s going to step off the plane or be carried off in a body bag. I lost two brothers in the World War, that’s enough for any woman. If you think my boy’s in Canada you go there. All I want to know is that he’s safe, and he knows he can come to me or his sisters any time. I’ll handle his father. God knows I’ve done that since 1943. Just ﬁnd out what he means to do with himself, and if there’s anything he needs.’

				I asked a tricky one.

				‘Mrs DiMarco. I’m pretty certain Joey is in Canada, but I’m curious. Why would someone like Joey have a passport?’

				I’d known New Yorkers who’d never been out of the state, no further than the public beaches on Long Island, people for whom Penn Station was the gateway to a foreign country, let alone out of America.

				‘A kid like what, Mr Raines? No, don’t answer. You mean a blue-collar kid with no college education and a Three Stooges accent who reeks of garlic all day. What would he be doing with a passport?’

				‘I guess I phrased myself badly.’

				‘I’m sorry. This is getting to me. I apologize. But the answer to your question is his grandmother, my mother that is, died two years ago and left Joey some money on condition it was used to send him to the old country. That’s how come Joey has a passport.’

				‘Like I said, I’m sorry.’

				‘Don’t be.’

				§

				I kept my appointment with Mel that evening. If nothing else I had to tell him I wouldn’t be around for a few days. Let him know to keep an eye on my office. I walked across town to PS 41, the Greenwich Village School, at the corner of West 11th and 6th. A prime example of the modern–shabby school of public architecture. Built to rot. All toughened glass and steel panels. Ashes to ashes, rust to rust. I was late. The meeting was already under way. I stepped into the lobby and found myself up against a set of locked glass doors. I’m sure if I’d tried I could have found the way in, but what I saw and heard through the glass doors made me bide my time.

				Mel reckoned this was the night Mailer would pull his irons out of the ﬁre. This was to be the most prepared, well-argued address of the campaign so far. Tonight the numbers would be rolled out. Statistics tripping from the tongue. What had we spent on defense since 1960? Apparently 551 billion dollars. As much, if not more, than had been spent nationwide on housing and education. That was America at the end of the decade of riches. And then Norman would paint a picture of the powder keg and tinder that were the cities of America. I had queried whether anyone needed to be told this anymore. It was only just a year since the death of Martin Luther King. The ﬂint that struck the tinder in Detroit, Washington, Baltimore and a hundred other powder kegs the breadth of the country. ‘Just be there,’ Mel had said.

				What I saw was a circus. A bunch of hairies seemed to have hijacked the meeting. Balloons were batted back and forth across the aisles by skinny, bearded guys, like a weightless basketball game. Fine—Abbie Hoffman always said revolution should be fun, that this was America’s contribution to the revolution; something so American it could happen only in America. Fun, revolution as the great put-on. The great game. Hairy clowns in hippie garb for whom nothing should be sacred. The motley denim, tie-dye crew for whom the three-piece suit was just a walking prison.

				I could only just make out Mailer on the stage, for all the guys surrounding him. Bobbing up and down and gibbering. Then a Viet Cong ﬂag was unfurled onstage. Predictably, Norman asked for it to be removed or he’d leave. Then the even more predictable cry went up: ‘Fuck you!’ And as if by prior consent it began to turn from sporadic ‘Fuck you’s’ to rhythmic, concerted, mantra-like ‘Kill! Kill! Kill!’ Twelve or twenty voices chanting in unison. And ‘Kill! Kill! Kill!’ elided, slid effortlessly, into a chilling, a blood-can-run-cold ‘Kill for Peace!’

				How many turning points can one life have? I had seen Chicago in ’68. A turning point. To hear this again was to live a piece of it all again. A momentary ﬂash of the worst we could offer. The worst I had seen. I was debating with myself whether I should just walk away without ﬁnding Mel, when Mailer’s voice roared out over the PA. He named the hairies as ‘the Motherfuckers’, a group he was prepared to say had been inﬁltrated by the CIA.

				He was wrong. On both counts I am sure. They weren’t the Mother­fuckers, a Lower East Side bunch simply named for the slogan ‘Up Against the Wall Motherfuckers’, that I’d seen around for a couple of years. They were the Crazies. A ﬁne difference you might say. And I would agree with you. And I would add that maybe Mailer got off lightly. I had known the Crazies to do a bare-ass routine, in which whatever ‘phony fuckin’ liberal’ they were targeting would be presented with a pig’s head on a silver platter. And whatever Mailer really thought of ‘fuckin’ phony Manhattan liberals’, to the Crazies we were all fuckin’ liberals and all legit targets—just made to eat our own words.

				The room emptied. A sudden surge towards the back, a hundred and more people heading for the street. A little guy with a button of a face was pressed up against the glass, shaking the doors and yelling at me. He looked for an instant like the central ﬁgure in a Francis Bacon painting, one of those popes in glass booths or whatever, where rage seems red and muted, the body rigid and the mouth and throat exaggeratedly, silently animate. I pointed to the side, to where the open doors were ﬂooding with people. Then I looked again. This little guy, round of face, shiny of cheek, angry of mien, was wearing Mel’s clothes. It was Mel. Mel without a beard. As the tail end of the crowd followed Mailer across 6th Avenue, he emerged, the last straggler from the ruins of the meeting.

				‘Jesus Christ! Did you see that? Did you see that? The fuckers just shouted us down!’

				‘You mean you didn’t expect it?’

				‘Of course I didn’t expect it.’

				‘Let me guess . . . you’re the good guys, right? So all the Crazies and the Motherfuckers and the God Knows Who should just leave you alone.’

				‘Fuck you, Turner.’

				Fuck solves a lot of things. There should be a dictionary devoted solely to the word.

				‘When did you shave off the beard?’

				‘What?’

				‘I hear Norman does not like beards. I hear he’s against dope too. You going to give up the weed next?’

				‘You think I shaved off my beard for Mailer?’

				‘Well, did you?’

				‘Of course not. Why would I do a thing like that?’

				None of this quite had the toothpaste ring of conﬁdence. He’d had that beard as long as I’d known him. He’d shaved it off just once.

				‘Last time you shaved it off was when we were in Philadelphia. Some horny sophomore got you to do it.’

				Good God, he was blushing. I’d hit home.

				‘You shaved your beard off for a woman? Who is she?’

				‘Nobody you know.’

				‘Somebody who doesn’t like beards?’

				‘Look—stop raggin’ me and come with us.’

				‘Where?’

				‘We’re moving the meeting to Union Square.’

				‘Well, that’s traditional if nothing else. But I need an early night. Canada in the morning.’

				‘Naw. Come with us. We might just shake off this bunch of crazy motherfuckers. Now, you coming?’

				‘Absolutely not.’

				I should have. I really should have. I never saw him again.

				§

				The date I drove north has stuck in my mind for lots of reasons. What happened when I got there. What happened when I got back. But, simplest of all I remember it because I picked up a paper at a corner newsstand on 7th Avenue as I drove out of the city. May 28. The news had broken that we’d given up Hamburger Hill. It became the Iwo Jima for our times. Iwo Jima, whatever the truth behind that ﬂag hoisting, had been a symbol of American courage since 1945. Hamburger Hill’s been what? A symbol of waste and stupidity. Fifty dead and ﬁve hundred wounded and nobody knew why. Hill taken, hill given up and ﬁfty body bags get sent back to Mom and Pop Averageamerica.

				I took a slightly eccentric route north. As the crow ﬂies, and as long as you didn’t mind blacktops that dodged and weaved, it would pay to head out towards Scranton and wind your way along the banks of the Susquehanna and head for a crossing into Canada at Niagara. That was how I’d done it the ﬁrst few times. Ever since, well almost ever since I’d taken the Hudson Valley route, north out of the city, across the George Washington Bridge into New Jersey and up the interstate and over the Catskills to follow the railroad track from Albany to Niagara. It enabled me to call in on an old friend from Georgetown.

				As soon as I heard the name I knew it had to be the same woman. Mel and I had gone through College with a Tsu-Lin Shin—mostly Chinese, part German—damn missionaries get everywhere—and part Vietnamese. I doubt she was ever going to practise law, any more than Mel or me. The third or fourth time I had to drive up to Toronto I checked with the War Resisters League down on Beekman Street, not a block from Rose’s apartment, and they said, ‘You might save yourself half the journey. Look in on Tsu-Lin in Palenville. She gives the runners a halfway house for a while. The kids seem to know about her the way the moms and pops know about you.’ Had to be the same woman. Had to go see.

				Palenville? Never heard of it, but it wasn’t hard to ﬁnd. A short hop off Interstate 87, which runs all the way up the valley to the Quebec line, a small village nestled in the Blackhead range of the Catskills. First sight of it, the kind of one store and a gas-station place (make that one store, gas station and video rental today) most likely to be populated by Irish and English from way back, made me wonder what the locals made of a hybrid like Tsu-Lin.

				‘Johnnie, what brings you to this neck of the woods?’

				She sat on a wicker chair in front a vast, crumbling turn-of-the-century mansion, something probably built by a New York tycoon in the days when steamships ploughed all the way upriver to Rome or Athens for the convenience of Vanderbilts or Rockefellers.

				‘I just drove up from New York.’

				‘Well, John Turner Raines, you don’t look like a big city lawyer to me. Too hairy by far.’

				‘I’m not. I’m a private eye.’

				‘No shit?’

				‘God’s truth.’

				‘What exactly are you detecting up here, Johnnie?’

				‘Draft-dodgers?’

				‘Uh uh?’

				‘It’s not what you think. I don’t chase kids and bring ’em back. I ﬁnd ’em and I try to keep families in touch. I’m legit—check me out with the War Resisters League if you don’t believe me.’

				She got up, stretched to the tips of her toes and kissed me on the cheeks.

				‘I already did. They called and told me you might be dropping in. Of course I believe you—but you have to admit at ﬁrst hearing it’s a pretty unbelievable story. You must have had to work to establish yourself with those kids.’

				‘I did. Took months.’

				‘Me too. They come here wanting God knows what from me and suspicious as sin. Now which of my waifs are you hoping to reunite with his loving parents?’

				I named whichever kid it was that week—Tommy this, Ricky that . . . whatever.

				She led me indoors, pointed to a cork board on the studio wall—six feet across and almost as high—plastered with Polaroids and stuck her ﬁnger on a mug shot.

				The kid’s parents had given me a high school yearbook print of the runaway—white shirt, tie, lots of teeth. I could just discern the man beneath the mask, a waif in hippie’s clothing.

				‘This guy?’

				I stared just to be certain. When I turned back to her the camera was aimed at me—a quick ﬂash and I was part of her portfolio.

				‘Yep. That’s him.’

				‘Went north two days ago.’

				‘Tell me,’ I said. ‘Don’t you think this collection might be somehow incriminating?’

				‘How so? Is what I do illegal? Is what you do illegal? You tell me, lawyer man.’

				‘No—but there are men in suits who can stand on your doorstep and ask a lot of questions.’

				‘Let ’em. Do I give a fuck? Besides do we either of us think any of these kids are ever coming back? Do we think LBJ’s Amerika is going to amnesty them? Every last damn one of them is safe in Canada, tucked up in Toronto, marooned in Montreal . . . and I can’t think of an alliteration for Quebec.’

				‘Coralled in Quebec?’

				‘That’ll do.’

				‘Why do you take them? Why do you keep them?’

				‘Work in progress. What does every painter need? Brush fodder. Better brush fodder than cannon fodder.’

				‘You paint?’

				She looked at me with that eye-roll that meant I’d just stated the all-too-obvious, threw the dust cover off her easel. A small canvas was maybe half ﬁnished—twenty or thirty heads in juxtaposition, in unnatural colors. A touch of Bosch about them. It seemed to me that heads were either devouring or disgorging one another.

				‘I’ve ground to a halt on this. Something that wasn’t quite right about it. Something just not working out. I think maybe it’s the scale. Too small.’

				I looked. I turned my head this way and that, but I hadn’t a clue. What I knew about art you could jot down on the back of a map of Rhode Island. Nor, to screw up a cliché, did I know what I liked.

				‘I leave meaning to the critics, but if you ﬁgure it out, let me know. Meantime, I’ll ﬁx supper.’

				One reason I do not eat Chinese food is that after college and countless improvised meals by Tsu-Lin, when Mel and I were too drunk or too stoned to do anything smarter than phone out for pizza, I could never face the monosodium-glutamate rich goo of commercial Chinese food again.

				Over dinner I watched her hands move over half a dozen dishes like ﬂuttering hummingbirds—a little of this, a dash of that—ate my ﬁll, nostalgic to the last noodle, and answered her questions about the lives Mel and I had led since we last met the best part of seven years ago. She was deeply curious about Mel. Everybody always was. He seemed to ﬁx himself in people’s minds. I had gotten used to it. I was well over six feet tall, and if I say so myself, a looker and a bigger hit by far with women. Mel was short, pudgy and nothing to write home about. But the combination of wit and aggression, energy and commitment made him a force. I was always Tonto to his Lone Ranger. I called him Kemosabe in college. He didn’t even think it was funny. Just accepted it at face value.

				‘Mel’s been at the Voice since 1963. He’s turned out to be a ﬁrst rate investigative reporter. Tried to make me into one. Got me up from Washington, stuck me behind a desk and tried to teach me. Couldn’t be done. He goes his own way, takes as long as it takes to come up with a story, and every so often they scream, “Where the fuck is Mel Kissing?” and every so often lets himself get as far as the talking stage when bigger papers want to headhunt him. Lets the Voice know they can’t take him for granted. He’s turned down a lot of money to stay with them. It was Mel exposed that illegal garbage dumping racket about six months back.’

				Another roll of the eyes and ﬂat utterance of ‘Fascinating.’ 

				It was—but only to New Yorkers.

				‘And is the Tom Wolfe of the East Village married?’

				‘Nope.’

				‘Girlfriend?’

				‘Not as many as he’d like.’

				‘But more than you?’

				‘No comment.’

				Nothing I said seemed to surprise her. Perhaps we had all gone similar ways for all our differences. We were none of us part of the Amerika for which our education had been designed to prepare us.

				I asked her why she had got involved in war resistance.

				‘Why do I do it? Simple enough if you think about it. My family has moved on each generation for almost a hundred years. China, Hong Kong, Macao, Saigon. I was born in Macao, but the ﬁrst country I can remember is Vietnam. We left when I was three and the Japanese invaded. We went back and the French invaded—we left again. Finally washed up in America. Turner, I know what it’s like to leave home, to turn your back on everything that mattered and everything that made you. I was sixteen when I got to America—almost grown. These kids who run to Canada may well be making the biggest decision of their lives. Sure anyone can get to Canada in a day—makes it too easy. I give them time to pause. I don’t put up any argument. I just let it be known that if they want to lay low for a couple of days or a couple of weeks they can do it here. Whether they go on or go back is no matter to me—I’m not out to make or un-make the army that’s raging across my country. I gave up my country—I’d just like them to have a chance to think about it before they do the same thing. My father died with China on his lips like Orson Welles with Rosebud. It shouldn’t have to be that way.’

				‘What do the locals make of all this?’

				‘God, Johnnie, they don’t know. They think they know everything that goes on, but that’s just village life. No different here from Vietnam or Gascony or Yorkshire. They think they know—they hardly ever do. No, there’s six ways in and out of here. Nobody sees a thing. If they did I might well have had a visit from the Feds by now, but I haven’t and I don’t think I ever will.’

				That had been three years ago. The Feds never had come—the waifs, as she always called them, seemed endless. It seemed sensible to ask about Joey DiMarco—he was far from being the usual runaway. Thief or not he seemed from all I’d heard to be more mainstream than anyone I’d chased after so far. But there was nothing to lose by asking.

				I arrived at Tsu-Lin’s late morning, after a couple of hours’ drive in my beat-up VW. She wasn’t at the door to meet me. I found her up a ladder, at work with brush and palette on another of her vast canvasses. She slipped down quickly, offered me one cheek instead of the usual Gallic kiss on both. I caught her chin in one hand and said, ‘What are you hiding?’

				‘Just another purple heart,’ she said and squirmed from my grip. I could see now, a fading bruise on her left cheek, fading but big. Big as a man’s ﬁst.

				‘Who did this?’

				‘One of the waifs. Who else would it be?’

				‘Did he tell you his name?’

				‘Joey. He didn’t have a surname. Most of them don’t,’ she said.

				I said, ‘It’s DiMarco.’

				She wiped the paint off her hands on a rag, looked me up and down and said, ‘He the one you’re after? If he is, be careful. He’s a mean son of a bitch.’

				‘When was he here?’

				‘Just over a week ago. Spent a night here, casing the place, then he grabbed me, socked me when I said I’d no money and took $229. Cleaned out the stash I keep in the kitchen drawer.’

				‘You were alone.’

				‘Yes. I guess it was always a risk so I won’t be needing any lecture you might be thinking of giving me.’

				‘You gonna stop now?’

				‘Of course not. Are you?’

				‘No.’

				I stayed two or three hours, more to reassure myself than her. At last she said, ‘You staying the night?’

				‘No.’

				As I got back in the car she said, ‘Turner. I want the money back. I can afford to lose it. But I can’t think of a single reason why I should.’

				Nor could I. Then I thought and said, ‘Did you take your usual mugshot of the guy?’

				‘No. Wouldn’t let me. If I’d been smart I should have smelled a rat at that point. Like I said, Turner, be careful.’

				§

				I hit Toronto just after midnight. No matter—the guy I stayed with usually studied late. I could count on him being up till two or three. He opened the door with an economics text book in his hand.

				‘Hi, Mikey.’

				‘Hi, Raines.’

				Mikey Kosciuscko had become a good friend. He had found a freedom in Canada, a direction, less from escaping America and the draft than from escaping his family. There is an old adage—you never know what you can do until you don’t have to explain it to your dad. Well, if there isn’t there should be. Mikey’d ﬁnished high school in two years of evening study and was now a college freshman, University of Toronto. He worked mornings and evenings, went to college in the afternoons and studied halfway into the night. Had to admire the kid. I’d had it easy. Everything paid for. I’d never waited table or pumped gas in my life. Oh—and he dropped the ‘y’ from his name. Part of growing up I guess.

				He yawned a lot, made coffee and asked me his usual, ‘So, who you after this time?’

				I told him.

				‘I was over at the Rochdale two nights back,’ Mike said. ‘The Frisbee brothers were there . . . ’

				I’d met the Frisbee brothers. Doug and Bob Frisbee. Two kids from Minneapolis, so named because they did little else but play frisbee. They were Canadian National Champions. And they were earnest advocates of Nixon, or whoever came after Nixon, granting amnesty, but only so they could go home, become All-America champions and take on the world.

				‘. . . they have a new place now. They said this really weird guy had turned up on them. Could be the kid you’re looking for.’

				‘How so weird?’

				‘You know Doug and Bob—not great with words. They just said he was straight, but straight in a weird kind of way. Like they pass him a joint to take a toke and he doesn’t pass it on, like he doesn’t know what to do with it. Sucks it down to the roach. Then he rolls over and barfs. It’s like he doesn’t know the rules. Like he’s . . . straight. Straight and heavy at the same time. That was their phrase—straight and heavy.’

				Straight and heavy? That could be Joey DiMarco.

				I said I’d look ﬁrst thing in the morning. Check out the Frisbees’ new commune.

				In those days it was possible to drift from commune to commune—always a place to untie your bedroll, always a vegetarian pot on the hob, and few—if any—questions asked. Rochdale—which Mike had ­mentioned—was a high-rise warren that had become a mecca for dropout kids across Ontario—I’d bump into kids who’d driven all the way from Sault Ste Marie on Lake Superior just to hang out at the Rochdale and score some dope—and for dodgers from across the border. I had daydreams of dodgers and deserters going in there and emerging thirty years later like Jap soldiers from the jungle. I say dodgers and deserters. Not a good idea to roll the two together. Same motive maybe, but the deserters had nothing left to imagine. They’d seen it. They were hard, took what they wanted from anyone and shit from no one. The kind of kids who gave ready shelter to draft-dodgers soon found deserters too much to handle.

				I found the Frisbee brothers’ commune. Down one of those endless leafy avenues off Bloor in the Annex district—a two-block walk from Honest Ed Mirvish’s store. You know the place. No two houses quite the same. No two houses quite different enough. Doug and Bob’s house stood out—zap colors on the picket fence, a mess of reds and yellows, peeling door and window frames, sheets tacked up for curtains and a front lawn surrendered to the predations of squirrels, not a blade of grass or a ﬂower to be seen.

				No one answered at the front. I went around back. Hammered on the door. Heard nothing. A chain-link fence, playing host to a few dried out trailing plants, separated this garden from the one next door. A small, bald, wispy old man was moving down the fence to the end of the garden away from me.

				‘Excuse me, sir. You wouldn’t happen to have . . .’

				He scurried on, glaring back at me a couple of times. I caught up with him by a gap in the fence. He was clutching a dustpan and brush and he was looking up at me still glaring.

				‘Excuse me, sir. Have you by any chance seen . . .’

				He drew a line in the dust to complete the sense of the missing chain-link fence, like a kid in some baked dirt schoolyard daring me to step over it.

				‘This,’ he said, ‘is what you people do to Canada.’

				He threw the contents of the dustpan at me, quite possibly aiming at my face—the crud bounced off my chest instead.

				‘This is what you do to Canada. Filth, scum, crap.’

				I looked down at my feet—I was standing among the shards of a couple of dozen used hypodermics.

				‘Send us your bums, send us your junkies, send us your scum!’

				In the years in which I’d been coming up to Canada I had not encountered this kind of resentment at the tide of disaffected youth we had unleashed upon our nearest neighbor—but I’d not doubted for one second that it existed.

				‘You can’t control these kids. So you send ’em here. You can’t win your goddam war so you export it to us. Scum! Nothin’ but scum and bums and junkies.’

				I’d said nothing. The old guy seemed to run out of steam and glide gently to the side, the dustpan in one hand, the brush in the other, hanging at arm’s length, pulling him into a round-shouldered stoop. Maybe he thought I’d hit him? Who knows? He ran for his back door, yelled ‘God bless America’ over his shoulder with as much irony as he could muster, and locked himself in.

				Was I going to search every commune in Toronto or was I going to get tactical? I looked down at the needles again—drugs did not seem like Joey D’s scene at all. The tactical move would be to track him down to the Toronto equivalent of his New York scene—that is, wait until dark and hit the clubs in Yorkville. I was never sure whether Yorkville was a Lower East Side or a Greenwich Village, maybe it was the former aiming to become the latter. Half the clubs weren’t even licensed—run by potheads for potheads. That whittled down the task some. Beer ’n’ rock ’n’ roll ’n’ girls. That was Joey D . . . and if he had to put up with a few hippies along the way, so be it. Suddenly I could see a place for Joey in all this—for a small time New York thief always in search of a ‘mark’. I could imagine Joey in a few years’ time—dealing dope to the hairy tribe he despised and occasionally asking, ‘What does this stuff do for you guys? I tried it once and barfed.’

				§

				He seemed to know me at once. That kind of second sense some crooks have in the presence of the man. I was scouring The Technicolor Orange about ten the same evening, propping up the bar and trying, as unobtrusively as I could, to look at every face at every table. Looking for someone who might be Joey D with a new haircut, or Joey D in a hat or Joey D growing a beard. He’d changed nothing. The photograph I had of him could have been pulled from the back of a Polaroid minutes ago. The out-of-date greasy quiff. The sharp, imported suit. The narrow, shiny tie. The ﬁstful of rings. The unrufflable arrogance of a punk looking to be a made man.

				I was wrong about the beer. He was nursing a large scotch on the rocks. When I got to him he said, ‘Don’t tell me—the old man sent you?’

				‘Right,’ I said.

				He was sitting in a booth—he waved me into the seat opposite with a kind of ‘hail-fellow-well-met’ bonhomie that he probably learnt from his father—the little man’s assumption of the role of big spender. Every guinea a godfather.

				‘I’ll buy you a drink, tell you I’m doing OK, and then you can head off back to Pops.’

				Circumstances there were under which I would have accepted this. An address, a letter, some sense—and here I was not so insistent on the truth—of how they meant to support themselves, and I could and had gone back to New York and calmed the heaving breast of parenthood. But—fuckit—there was Tsu-Lin and the $229 the little bastard had ripped off.

				‘Ain’t gonna be that easy, Joey.’

				‘Uh?’

				He was looking around for a waitress—trying hard for the effect of me being of no particular importance to him.

				‘Two hundred and twenty-nine dollars, Joey.’

				‘What?’

				‘That’s what you took from Tsu-Lin Shin in Palenville. I’d like it back.’

				‘She a friend o’ yours?’

				‘Yes.’

				‘No problem.’

				He pulled a fat roll from his inside pocket, peeled off three big ones and said, ‘Keep the change.’

				The cocky little shit. I was ﬁt to kill him now. Where had he gotten hold of a stash like that? Throws me $300 and thinks nothing of it because he’s got two or three thousand riding on his hip? I never did get to know.

				At last a waitress passed us, topless, young, shy and carrying a round of drinks to another table. Joey grabbed her by the arm.

				‘Hey, a beer for the man here. And another Chivas for me.’

				She said, ‘Just a moment, sir,’ and Joey slapped her across the tits—slapped her hard. The drinks tray toppled and tears welled in her eyes. The next thing I knew Joey and I were on our feet—face to face but for the fact that his face was not much higher than my chest. I was getting ready to adopt the placatory ‘now just a cotton-pickin’ minute, son’ tone of voice I had surely learnt from my father, but he poked me in the chest with a stubby middle ﬁnger.

				‘Butt out—butt out—go home and get out of my face.’

				That made four times he’d prodded me—enough to let me know that, little or not, the kid was built like a log-cabin. Didn’t stop me. I prodded him back and out of nowhere a switchblade sliced through my shirtfront and sank into my belly. He’d stabbed me. The little bastard had stabbed me.

				§

				I spent the best part of the next month in hospital. The wound took infection. I narrowly escaped peritonitis, and lay there pumped full of antibiotics with a drain in my side to let unspeakable goo run off.

				The cops talked to me. I would not press charges. I gave up on Joey D. If I ever got back to New York in one piece, I’d invent something palatable for his parents. I owed it to the client to lie.

				Mike said, ‘You’re an idiot. I known guys like that all my life. Typical Wop hellraisers. Always wanting to be bigger than they are. He’ll never amount to anything.’

				‘That’s what your old man used to say about you.’

				‘Sooner or later someone will send him to jail.’

				‘Then let it be later and let it be someone else. I have a reputation to think of. How many kids in this town will talk to me if it’s known I call the cops on them? Mike, forget it.’

				Mike shrugged it off. He was angrier than I was, partly I suspected because he could see a little ‘there but for the grace of God go I’ when I described Joey D to him.

				‘Is there like anything you want?’

				‘A newspaper would be good. I feel like the world has stopped turning while I’m in here.’

				‘It’s only been three days, Raines. You could be here a while.’

				‘Fine. Get me an American paper. New York Times would be good. Boston Globe maybe. And a packet of Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups.’

				I watched a lot of TV. More Rowan and Martin than could be good for a man. Failing to ﬁnd the Times on a regular basis, Mike brought me the Daily News every so often as a kind of consolation prize. Eight cents in New York, a half dollar in Canada. It was kind of him. Kept me in touch with the burgeoning madness of home without the effort of having to read long sentences. Hardly a day passed without some pronouncement from Tricky Dicky, some new lie about his peace program. That’s the neatness of having a ‘secret’ program, you can say what the hell you like. Troops in, troops out—and a lottery for the draft. That last was no lie. Bastard meant every word of that. John F. Kennedy’s ﬁnal dream orbited the moon as Apollo 10—‘Moon Summer’ was under way. The papers hashed over the abandonment of Hamburger Hill—the Pentagon had deemed it an indefensible site, because of ‘the difficulty of supply’—so what if we mangled the lives of ﬁve hundred and ﬁfty Americans kids taking the damn thing? I missed Charlie Mingus at the Village Vanguard and . . . and . . . Leo Gorcey died and a piece of my childhood died with him.

				Leo . . . the most rascally, streetwise, sneering, wisecracking of the Dead End Kids, as Bowery-brash as Mel Kissing. I’d spent hours in movie theaters watching him and Huntz Hall play the fool. I’ll never forget the episode where they inadvertently volunteer to be rookies and take the army’s induction test—banging square pegs into round holes. If you succeed the army won’t accept you as this is held to be the deﬁnition of a moron. If only we had that today.

				And . . . I saw the New York campaign ads for Mailer and Breslin—‘The Other Guys are the Joke’. But the other guys won. Mailer lost the Democratic primary. Fourth in a ﬁve horse race—so it wasn’t just my missing vote that did it. Maybe now it would be possible to talk to Mel about something else.

				When Dan and Dick had said goodnight, when Goldie Hawn had shrieked her last shriek, when Arte Johnson’s ‘interesting’ had ceased to be just that, when I’d read the papers and the books Mike had got me, I still had plenty of time to think. And reading about Leo Gorcey’s death plunged me back into childhood and thinking of my childhood I thought of brother Billy.

				§

				1950. Billy had the most remarkable mind of anyone I’ve met. Minds like Billy’s might be more commonplace now in an age that has overreached for thirty years or more, but 1950 was not a year in which anyone overreached. It was a year, and for that matter a decade, in which we played safe. We did right and we thought right. Billy thought pure left-ﬁeld. A man born to come off the wall before the damn thing fell on us.

				By the time he was twelve he had outread his teachers. He’d come home from the library with an elementary textbook of physics or chemistry or astronomy and a week or two later would be reading a college level text. But he was not content with theory, in any matter—Billy’s was above all a practical mind. In those days there were vast areas of rural Texas that had homes lit by kerosene and water wound up from wells in buckets. This was the way we grew up, the way Sam had grown up and most likely the way Lyndon Johnson grew up. A world without gadgets, because a world without electricity. Billy ﬁxed that.

				A feature of the Texas plains is windmills, pumping water for irrigation. Billy told Sam he could rig one to generate electricity. All he needed was a couple of trips to a scrap yard. I was six at the time, but I can still remember the conversation that took place, the three of us standing on the patch of footworn dirt in front of the porch.

				‘Son, are you sure about this?’

				‘Sure I’m sure.’

				‘It’s just that it seems an awful lot for . . .’

				Sam could not ﬁnish but it was obvious, even to me, how the sentence had to end.

				‘You mean it’s an awful lot for a kid to come up with,’ Billy said.

				‘I mean it’s an awful lot for a kid to be asking.’

				‘Trust me, Dad, I can see.’

				‘I’m not so old I’m blind myself.’

				‘No, Dad. I mean I can see.’

				Billy tapped his forehead just above the bridge of his nose.

				‘I can see see. I mean I can see.’

				Sam looked foxed. Our mother appeared on the porch, shook a tablecloth free of crumbs and Sam looked at her as if to say, ‘He’s your kid, he sure as hell doesn’t get any of this from me’, but she folded the cloth, said nothing and went back inside. She knew no more of Billy’s schemes than Sam, but unlike him she expected her kids to put on seven league boots and stride past her. That’s what kids did. She no more understood Billy than Sam did, but she wasn’t baffled by him.

				‘Billy, how much is this going to cost?’

				‘Nickels and dimes, Dad.’

				Nickels and dimes was all Sam had—over in Europe and across the Paciﬁc the Second World War was generating a boom economy for those back home. Lubbock was growing—reaching its adolescence as a town—as airbases and manufacturing moved in and brought new labor with them. As ever Raineses were not beneﬁting from this. All the same, Sam drove him into Lubbock and Billy came back clutching a box load of automobile innards. Bits I didn’t know the name or purpose of and I’m damn sure Sam didn’t either. For about a week Billy labored with yards and yards of electrical cable, with Sam doing just what the kid told him. At the end of the week Billy gathered the four of us into the cabin and threw the switch. Half a dozen twelve volt bulbs lit up the room. Hardly Times Square but ﬁve times brighter than kerosene, and as Billy reminded the old man, it was free. It was a glimmer in that house, a light that scarcely penetrated the corners of the room, but looking back it seems to me now to be the blinding light of the beginning of a dream.

				Billy did not, probably could not stop. The water that one mill had pumped into a tank from which it was bucketed for household use he next piped into faucets. For the ﬁrst time in her life my mother had running water—cold only—at the sink.

				By the following summer Billy had added hot. A machine on a colossal scale that had the two of us digging old bottles out of every dump in town. We unearthed the archaeological strata of Lubbock, dug right back to the turn of the century I should think, and came home with around ﬁfteen hundred glass bottles. He went to the old man and said, ‘I need a thousand feet of black rubber hose pipe and a small industrial diamond.’ The old man protested the cost, but didn’t argue for long. Our mother blackmailed him, said if he didn’t buy the boy a diamond she’d prise one out of her engagement ring. Then Billy made a device that looked a lot like a giant geometry compass, with the diamond set in the sharp end, that neatly lopped the bottoms off all the bottles by inscribing a perfect circle in the glass. One tap with a wooden mallet and the bottle broke in two without shattering. Then Billy threaded the hose through the bottles and made a glass snake in three high rising coils next to the house. Then he went to Sam again and said, ‘I need three 100 gallon steel drums—used won’t do, they have to be new ’cause they have to be clean.’ The old man demurred, thinking this was it, but then Billy came back and said, ‘I want twenty bales of hay.’ He got them too. Hay cost Sam nothing—I think he was relieved that his son had ﬁnally asked him for something he didn’t have to go out and buy. Billy built a hay box two feet thick around each barrel. Last of all, he hooked up the whole thing and plumbed it into a cold water feed. It wasn’t pretty. It rose up the side of the house like a series of cockamamey pyramids, each barrel higher than the last till they reached the roof, the glass coils leaping between them reﬂecting the light back at you in a blaze of sunshine. Each barrel fed a separate faucet—lukewarm from the ﬁrst, near enough boiling from the last. It worked. Like a dream. Sam scratched his head and wondered about the mystery of genetics—or he would have done if he knew the term. Billy baffled him.

				It was about 1949 when Billy’s reading of geology started to pay off. He had now turned his mind to Sam’s great obsession. Oil. Sam set down his rig and drilled at random. Pointless, if you think about it. The man had no system whatsoever. Billy grasped strata and sedimentary layers—he could recognize an anticline when he saw one—Billy could read stone like it was text. As far as Sam was concerned it might be stone but the text was hieroglyphic. All the same he let Billy steer him across the plain, let him choose the spot, let him read the geological samples the drill brought up.

				‘What exactly are we looking for, son?’

				I watched Billy crumble a handful of red earth to dust between his ﬁngertips. I wonder if he’d already seen how close we had come. Already he rationed what he told the old man, he’d learnt to give him no more than he could comprehend in a single grasp.

				‘Salt, Dad. We’re looking for salt.’

				Sam looked blank. Billy might as well have said shinola as salt.

				‘It’s often the crust over an oil deposit. The ﬁrst sign you get that you’re approaching a gusher is salt. Pays to slow up when you see it.’

				When he was eighteen he won a scholarship to UT at Austin. All tuition, room and board paid for—wouldn’t cost Sam a cent. As reward Sam let him take me on a holiday to Arizona. Billy had long wanted to see the red rocks of Sedona. Sam even agreed to swap vehicles with him, just for the week. We got the pickup—only a year or two old—Sam got Billy’s renovated, string and elastic band, rust and cowgum 1928 Oldsmobile ﬂatbed. I liked the ﬂatbed. Billy had rescued it from ruin, all it needed to be complete was a mattress tied to the back with Grandma Joad on it. Nobody thought it would make Arizona and back. It was a mark of Sam’s faith in the two of us that he lent us his most prized possession. I was twelve. I’d never been out of the county let alone out of the state. My excitement was limitless. I did everything Billy told me—I carried the books he wanted me to read, even read some of them, a basic geology, a history of the settlement of the West—ﬁne by me, it was full of characters like Wyatt Earp and the Ringo Kid—and a couple of English novels. The summer of 1950 was the ﬁrst big summer of a short life lived under a big sky. We drove Route 66—so long ago I doubt there was even a song about it.

				Towns rolled by just like they do in the song, Albuquerque, Gallup, Flagstaff. It took us a day and a half to get to Flagstaff. Ike hadn’t built the interstate yet and you slowed through every small town you passed. We ate in truckstops most of which advertised ‘the best cup of coffee on Route 66’, and when night fell we just pulled up the ﬁrst dirt road we saw and pitched our tent. Nobody hassled us. Nobody appeared out of the gloom toting a shotgun and the stereotypical look of an inbred halfwit. It was still the Restofamerica but it was Anotheramerica. Remember, we’d just fought the last good ﬁght of the Twentieth Century. We’d won the century—the rest of it was ours to do with as we pleased. We still had ﬁfty years to build New Eden. Even God had only seven days—or was it six? America was a kinder, gentler place, because it was a more optimistic place.

				On the evening of the second day we stood in the mainstreet of Jerome, AZ—a town that seemed to be made of matchwood and perched on a cliffside to spit in the face of gravity—and stared at the red and purple streaks that tore across the mountainside above Sedona. Billy could read strata like the plot of a novel. He reeled them off to me, the congealed story of the earth’s crust writ large on the face of Arizona. I wish I could remember a word of what he said, but science has always been a foreign language to me. Permian, Mesozoic, Eocene, Pre-Cambrian—if he’d said Martian I’d of believed him. I was in awe of my big brother, in thrall to the magic of his words. He was young Copernicus to me. We trailed around among the sandstone mountains for three or four days. Billy chipped away with his rock hammer and ﬁlled a sack with lumps of stone and each evening he’d set them out in a row and give me the history of each one. Sandstone—that’s about all I can recall. Sandstone. Every hue from salty white to veinous puce.

				The night before we were due to turn around we were camped three or four miles from the truck. We were on the Mogollan Rim that cuts across the north east corner of the state, and had walked, backpacks and all, along a narrow, winding, perilous path high above Wet Beaver Creek to a rocky outcrop set above a clear, clean pool of water. A slice of the old Eden. As the campﬁre burned low Billy set to musing, just like he did on nights when we sat on the side of Bald Eagle and looked out across the plains. Only now we looked up through a cloudless sky to the stars.

				‘You read those books I gave you?’

				‘Sure,’ I lied. I’d skimped through the geology primer, read all the history of the West, but I’d got halfway through one of the English ­novels—The First Men in the Moon—and switched to Zane Grey’s Riders of the Purple Sage. It had seemed the more appropriate.

				‘First Men in the Moon, right?’

				‘Right.’

				It was shining down on us, full, faintly blue and bouncing off the pool below us.

				‘We’re going there.’

				‘What? You and me?’

				‘No, stupid. America. Man. Man is going to the moon.’

				I don’t know when NASA got started, but if anyone had thought of it in 1950 I’ll be amazed.

				‘When?’ I asked, knowing that what could sound fanciful with Billy was often merely literal.

				‘Oh . . . 1965 . . . 1970. No later than that.’

				‘In a gravityless iron ball?’

				(That was how H.G. Wells had done it, and I think Jules Verne had ﬁred his guys out of a big gun.)

				‘No,’ said Billy very matter-of-fact, eyes still ﬁxed on heaven, not looking at me. ‘That won’t work. Nice idea, but it won’t work. No, it’ll be rockets, rockets as big as skyscrapers.’

				There was a long silence. At the end of it Billy said, ‘I have a dream.’

				I had no idea what to say to this. The kid was a dreamer. But it did not sound to me as though he was simply stating what was obvious.

				‘I have a dream of America.’

				Another long silence followed. We stared at the moon. I could feel my teeth begin to chatter. Billy broke reverie, ducked back inside the tent, emerged with a blanket, wrapped it around me, and took up exactly where he had left off.

				‘I have a dream.’

				‘Is that like the American Dream?’

				‘No. No. In fact I’d say it’s almost the exact opposite of the American Dream. What is the American Dream? A dream of easy money, of get-rich-quick? Of making it anew in the newest country?’

				‘I guess so.’ I hadn’t a clue what it was. He made a fundamental concept of being American sound plainly vulgar.

				‘Fine. In its place, ﬁne. But I have a dream of America, not an American Dream. And that’s different. The founding fathers dreamt America.’

				‘They did?’

				‘Sure they did. No other country had ever sprung into being overnight. Somebody had to dream it. Thomas Jefferson and George Mason had to dream it ﬁrst. They invented America. That’s what we all have to do. We have to dream America so we can invent it. America is ours to reinvent.’

				I struggled towards meaning, straining for a spark of anything big brother might take as a sign of intelligence.

				‘But America’s already invented—the Constitution and that.’

				‘We’ll reinvent that too.’

				‘Why?’

				‘Because if we do not we cannot reinvent ourselves. We have to dream America anew to reinvent it, and then we dream ourselves and reinvent ourselves. All this will happen in our lifetime as surely as man will go to the moon.’

				Another long silence. I was falling asleep, but I dared not. I knew he wasn’t through yet.

				‘I have a dream. I shall invent myself. I shall become.’

				‘Become who?’

				‘There was no word missing there, Johnnie. That’s the whole damn sentence. I shall become.’

				I asked the perplexing question. Had to.

				‘Will I “become”?’

				‘Only if you dare to dream.’

				I awoke under the blankets inside the tent. He must have picked me up and put me to bed. Sunlight ﬁltered through the canvas. I could hear the crackle of a wood ﬁre, smell the sweet aroma of woodsmoke. I threw back the ﬂap and found Billy sitting more or less where I’d last seen him. On the ﬂat rock, above the edge of the pool, his back to me, still looking up.

				‘Did I fall asleep?’

				‘You always do. There’s coffee in the pot. Eat and pack. We have to go soon.’

				‘What’s the hurry?’

				‘Nothing. Don’t worry, you’ll be ﬁne.’

				‘Why wouldn’t I be ﬁne?’

				‘I have to drop you at the bus depot.’

				‘The bus depot?’

				‘I’m not coming back with you.’

				I took a couple of steps toward him, meaning to spin him round and get a look at his face. It was a gag, right? I had to know it was a gag. But he dived off the rock, a butterﬂy arc, to slice the water. When he bobbed up again he said what he’d just said. ‘Don’t worry, you’ll be ﬁne.’

				All the way into Flagstaff I kept asking why and he’d say, ‘I told you last night.’

				In the Greyhound station he stuffed a one way ticket to Amarillo in my hand, about ﬁfteen dollars in notes and change and said, ‘Call the old man when you get to Amarillo. Don’t worry, he’ll come and get you.’

				‘What do I tell him?’

				‘Nothing.’

				‘When will you be back?’

				But he hugged me and never said another word. Walked back to the truck, pulled out of the terminal and headed west. Never looked back. Never waved.

				§

				I rode Route 66 east in a Greyhound bus seated next to an old cowhand who clearly thought me beneath his attention or his words. He just chewed tobacco, occasionally slurping back a river of black spittle from his chin, and stared out the window. I got to Amarillo and called Sam collect. I sat three and a half hours in the depot, ate chocolate bars from an automat and waited.

				Lois was ﬁrst to tumble out of the Olds. Threw her arms around me and kissed me and cried. Sam had questions. Lois would not let him ask them. All he knew was what I’d told him over the phone. Billy was gone. And the truck was gone with him. I guess Sam wanted to ask the question I’d asked, ‘When will he be back?’ But if he’d been able to ask I would not have been able to answer.

				It was a bumpy, slow, silent ride home. Sam seemed more sad than angry. Every so often Lois would squeeze my hand, but she’d no more speak than the old man. Me in the middle, Lois slipping one arm around me. I can smell her perfume to this day. And Sam gripping the wheel like it was a lifesaver thrown to a drowning man, eyes ﬁxed on the road ahead.

				A few miles from Bald Eagle he spoke. The sum total of all that he’d been holding back for the last six hours.

				‘He’s ruined me. The goddam kid has ruined me.’

				But he hadn’t. Billy had made Sam. Made all of us.

				The next couple of weeks of summer went by with Sam working furiously, burying himself in any activity by day, and by evening watching the track for any sign of Billy—looking for the tell tale trail of dust whipped up by the wheels of a pickup.

				Then Lois announced she was expecting. My father whooped with joy and added two rooms to the house in anticipation—thrown up with his usual mixture of enthusiasm and carelessness. Six months later my brother Huey was born—Samuel Houston Raines Jr. But two months before that the old man drilled right through a salt crust and struck oil. Like I said, Billy made us.

				It was a character-forming moment. Sam had been a feckless dreamer all his life. I’d already worked out that if we ever struck it rich he’d ﬁnd a way to fuck it up. He didn’t. He came home plastered in oil, hugged Lois—must be traditional to ruin your wife’s clothes at a moment like this—sat down without any ‘Yippee! We’re rich!’ and said, ‘This is ­going to be tricky. We need money now. Lots of it. Backing, ﬁnancial ­backing—or this could slip right through our ﬁngers.’ It was calm, a precision of mind I had not expected. I had never admired the old man more—he took success exactly as Billy would have done, in his stride, with a pragmatism that made him rich. He took samples for evaluation, hawked the samples round every bank in the Panhandle till he found one that believed in him, took out a loan and took off for Pennsylvania and West Virginia. He came back with seasoned oil crews—complete pros, guys who’d spent a lifetime drilling oil back East. Within a year he was back in credit, and then the oilmen in slick suits, cowboy hats and shiny boots came up from Midland and started to talk temptation money to this hick in blue jeans and a check shirt who lived in a wooden shack. Sam refused all offers of a buy-out and managed the whole damn thing himself. Within eighteen months he was a millionaire. Billy made us and what Sam learnt from Billy made us rich as Croesus. The dream come true. Not my brother’s dream, you will understand, but the other dream, the American Dream.

				§

				You ever dreamt of being rich? Seems un-American, almost indictable not to. Most Americans would think a man without that dream a fool. As I was saying, Sam had been a dreamer all his life, tumbleweed between the ears, and windblown to the point where the man was a hazard to his own well-being. But he got seriously rich and I began to wonder which of his dreams he would summon up ﬁrst. Took a while, the ﬁnancing of the company meant he could take little out of it for the ﬁrst year. All he did for himself and the family was buy a new pickup and tack the two extra rooms onto the shack. But after eighteen months or so he was ready to spend. The dream he chose surprised us all.

				We stood on the porch of the shack, me and Sam and Lois, and Lois holding young Huey. And Sam pointed up to the bald mountain and said, ‘That’s where the new house’ll be.’

				I looked at Lois seeking some reassurance, but she just smiled, so obviously pleased for her man. Build a house on the mountain, where Billy and I had stood to watch the universe turn above our heads and corkscrew off into inﬁnity, and looked down on Texas stretching off into the lesser inﬁnity below us? It was pretty well sacrilege. It was the stupidest thing I’d ever heard.

				He did it. He embraced modernity with a fervor I had not imagined he could possess for a concept I did not think he knew. If I say the house looked a little Frank Lloyd Wright then I am gracing it too much from my own paucity of comparison. It was a glass and concrete monstrosity, about ﬁfty feet up the shady side of Bald Eagle, overlooking our shack. He did not demolish the shack. The shack stayed in the sight line of the huge plate glass window on the dawn side of the mountain. A memento of our humble beginnings? He’d of laughed out loud if I suggested that. Nor was it a lasting reminder of his ﬁrst marriage, to my mother. If it were he might have kept it as it was, left the old chairs and table, and the iron bedstead, like museum pieces. He didn’t. He cleared it and used it to keep tools and tack in. I used to sit in there, the way I’d used to sit up the mountain staring at the stars, now just gazing out through the coating of dust on the windows, swimming in the smell of oil and leather that had replaced the smell of cooking and the waft of Lois’ scent. It wasn’t life on the mountainside with Billy. No one whispered the secrets of the universe in my ear anymore, I was alone with my own thoughts, but it wasn’t all bad. The occasional burst of rain on the roof could bring my skin up in goose bumps. I would sit through a rainstorm as though it were the most erotic experience known to a boy until Lois came out with a ﬂashlight and an umbrella, insisting I should come ‘home’, and I knew then it wasn’t.

				It was years before I could see the new house for what it was. Must have been the early seventies. The Sam Shepard/Antonioni ﬁlm, Zabriskie Point. There’s this house, all glass and steel and concrete, that gets blown to pieces over and over again as the ﬁlm repeats itself. That’s what my father’s house looked like, Zabriskie Point. Don’t know how many times I sat in the shack and mentally blew up the new house. Enough for a movie to strike a chord in me the best part of twenty years later. Into that house Sam packed all his dreams, his wife, his sons, his memories, his frustrations, his deep-felt satisfaction that he had made his mark on the world, etched himself into it as bold as canyon. I could have anything I wanted. I never knew what to ask for. I could rip through the consumer world like I was taking scissors to a mail order catalogue. But I never did. I would have liked the impossible, I would have liked my brother back, but Sam’s ﬁrstborn was never mentioned in his presence. Only Lois and I ever talked of Billy. And after a while not even that. If she thought of him at all she ceased to tell me. I guess there was safety in silence. And as Huey grew there was another brother to entertain and be entertained by us. Young Huey looked a lot like Sam. But, then, so he should. Billy too looked a lot like Sam. Everyone said he was the spittin’ image of his daddy. Could be it was just a cliché, but I could see it in every movement the child made. Few things could disappoint me more than that as he grew older I saw so little affinity in the operation of their minds. In that respect Huey was Sam to the T.
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