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For Alice Twombly—our touchstone.









“Don’t be a fool! Close this book at once! It is nothing but foma!”


(The First Book of Bokonon)









Chairman of the Board


He changes habits as quickly as he changes his $285 sharkskin suits. The current ring-a-ding is Jill St. John; Peter Lawford has been demoted from clansman to Harvey; the restaurants are Ruby’s Dunes in Palm Springs, Villa Capri in Los Angeles, Jilly’s in New York.


At 47, Francis Albert Sinatra is still the absolute, unchallenged arbiter of show-business tribal customs…


(Newsweek, 28 Oct. 1963)
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Negro Minister Dragged by Heels from Cafeteria


NEW ORLEANS (UPI)—A Negro minister was pulled by his heels from a segregated cafeteria in city hall Thursday.


Police arrested 24 other Negroes who refused to leave the building…


(Wisconsin State Journal, 1 Nov. 1963)
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Clipping Prices Go Even Higher


CHICAGO (AP)—The price of haircuts in Chicago starting Nov. 18 will be one of the nation’s highest—$2.25 daily except Saturday when a clipping will cost $2.50…


(The Capital Times, 1 Nov. 1963)
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Cites Orgies at Harvard


(The Capital Times, 1 Nov. 1963)
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A City Disgraced


… Dallas was shocked. Wrote the Dallas Times Herald in a Page One editorial: “Dallas has been disgraced. There is no other way to view the storm-trooper actions of last night’s frightening attack on Adlai Stevenson…”


(Time, 1 Nov. 1963)
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It Happened in Madison


By Irv Kreisman


… A large Confederate flag, which had been flying from the second floor of the construction site of a new motor inn now being erected at West Washington Avenue and Broom Street has disappeared. The construction firm is from Memphis. Wonder if the inn will accept confederate money when it opens…


(The Capital Times, 1 Nov. 1963)
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Reward Offered for U.S. Soldiers’ Rescue from Viet Communists


(Wisconsin State Journal, 1 Nov. 1963)
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Phantom Bugler Serenades Again


MIAMI, Fla. (AP)—The phantom bugler who knows the secret phone number for hooking into the Eastern Air Lines public address system has struck again …


(The Capital Times, 1 Nov. 1963)
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The Playboy Philosophy


… a sometimes rambling, disorganized discourse, because the writing of each new installment brings forth a succession of ideas rather than feelings that vie for expression…


(Playboy, October 1963)
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(February 18th, 1964)


JFK:


“We stand today on the edge of a new frontier—the frontier of the 1960s.”


You shouldn’t be reading this.


I don’t mean you in particular. I mean anybody. This—okay, what is this?—this document, chronicle, record. Whatever you want to call it, it’s personal.


It’s not that I’m shy. God, no. I’ve written stuff I’d love to get published, especially the book I wrote about this kid I used to know in grade school, Fat Vinny, and this disgusting infatuation he had in seventh grade. But that’s a whole different story. Right now, really, I’m just trying to get a grip on all the stuff that happened here right around the time they shot Kennedy.


As I look back, I realize now that Kennedy’s assassination was a milestone in world history. I didn’t exactly feel that way at the time. There was just too much other stuff on my mind. I mean, you wouldn’t believe the shitstorm that was raging right here at Thorstein Veblen High—this is where I go to school—at the very moment old Lee Harvey Oswald was putting JFK in his crosshairs.


I guess I have to start with my high school, which is located in Madison, Wisconsin. But if you’re reading this—and you shouldn’t be (where the hell did you find it, anyway?)—I want it clear that I’m not writing some sort of “searing portrait of the trials and tribulations, triumphs and heartaches beneath the peaceful surface of today’s typical American high school.” This isn’t The Blackboard Jungle or even Elmtown’s Youth (I’ve read them both). It just so happens, by total coincidence, that I’m in high school, which is where I was on Friday afternoon, November 22nd, when I heard the news about JFK. Since then, it seems like people keep asking each other, “Where were you when you heard?”


And nobody says “Heard what?”


And everybody—without fail—remembers exactly where they were.


Eerie.


Me, I was on the stairwell in the A wing, heading for my sixth-period study hall, and some kid passing by, who didn’t even stop—I think it was Steve Kaatz—said to me, “They shot Kennedy.”


I swear to God, the first thing I thought was, “Jesus, why would anybody shoot the goddamn freshman basketball coach?”


Not that Mr. Kennedy is not a dipshit! But shooting him seemed a little extreme.


Anyway, so I’m going to be including a lot of high school here, but I’m not writing any sort of steamy exposé about Peyton Place High, or even a rant about the phonies and perverts at Pencey Prep. I just happen to be in high school. It’s a coincidence.


Besides—and this is my last warning:


YOU SHOULDN’T BE READING THIS!


The only reason I’m putting this all down is because (according to Mrs. Porche, my favorite teacher) I need to sort out all the complications in my admittedly insignificant adolescent life, and among my friends, that all came crashing down on my head right around that weekend.


Probably the first major event that seemed to anticipate the JFK thing—at least around here—was the news that Pamela Rush had broken up with Casey Dworkin.
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Kennedy Wants to Keep Johnson as Running Mate in Reelection Bid


(Wisconsin State Journal, 1 Nov. 1963)
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California Mice Have Their Own Population Boom


(The Capital Times, 1 Nov. 1963)
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No-Casualty War Aim of General


Maj. Gen. Marshall Stubbs, a young 57 despite his white hair, doffed his uniform with a goal almost realized.


The goal associated with the deadliest weapons in a division of warfare known as Chemical, Biological and Radiological (CBR) is to make possible a war in which no one would be killed or seriously wounded…


… “I myself think there are important developments just over the horizon. They won’t mean that there will be no deaths from the by-products of war, because war is always going to be hell and there will be some loss of life. But the weapons themselves can be completely harmless.”…


(Wisconsin State Journal, 1 Nov. 1963)
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It’s Shameful To Make Child Feel He’s Failed Because He’s Ugly


(Wisconsin State Journal, 1 Nov. 1963)
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JFK:


“There is always inequity in life. Some men are killed in a war and some are wounded, and some men never leave the country… Life is unfair.”


… I ache with recrimination. I wring my heart. I wrack my brain, exhaust my senses, strangle my soul. And what do I find there? In heart, brain, senses, soul? A void. An absence. What have I there? Whatever did I have that could have kept her in my bosom, held her love, inspired her devotion? What am I to her but a millstone of middle-class, American high-school conventions that she has no need of, that she outgrew when I was wallowing oblivious in the capture of her beauty, her taken-for-granted CONTRACTUAL nearness, when I was bloated and smug with the possession of the unpossessable? Her! She! Lost!… Going steady! What an absurdity. We made a DEAL! Jesus Christ! What a travesty and an insult. How could she be steady, she whose ever-changing aspects are as fleeting as a note of music, as capricious as the stroke of a brush on canvas? How could I, pedestrian I, common I, clumsy, awkward, ungainly, brutish, earthbound, dreary I, imagine—stupidly, stupidly, blindly, deafly, dumbly, dumb-shittily!—how presume to imprison her in a straitjacket of steadiness? Steady?! What folly! What legalism! What hubris? What egomania! Gone, gone, gone, but here, there, everywhere. Constantly close, haunting me, mocking me, exploding in my presence a dozen times a day, in halls, on the street. Like a cloud of butterflies as I turn a corner! She’s in two of my classes! What beautiful hell! What do I do? How do I endure? Would that I could flee this bourgeois gaol, abandon these lawns, shrubs, penny loafers and hair oil, my pudgy parents and their white-collar dreams. Would that I could take to the vagabond life, my sum total in a rucksack, my bed a patch of earth, my friends the passing, fleeting faces and greetings of strangers like me, strolling west toward sea and sun. Would that I had the courage to be free of this cozy coffin of complacent comfort, free of her taunting, unloving, unwanting, unforgiving nearness, free of this petty striving for approval by peers and grown-ups, slobs and idiots, superiors and inferiors, thinkers and human vegetables, climbers and doormats, that fill my face with vapid smiling and fill my days with false cordiality! Would that I had never, never, NEVER… I see where the downward spiral unfurled, where I sent her reeling away, bewildered and soiled. I was a slug on a rose petal, a gob of spit running down the surface of a Da Vinci! But could I have forestalled this conflagration? Could I have forever stood away, untouched, untouching? Could I have never kissed such perfection, never roamed across skin that flowed like scented oil beneath my tongue, never held breasts like warm flightless birds in my worshipful hands, never found and stroked and hungered for and sought to explore deep deep the humid grotto of her throbbing…


Okay, that’s enough.


This goes on for page after page. It gets even more sickening!


It’s from Casey Dworkin’s “Confessions.” He said he writes in it every night. He gave this to me, to keep (whether I wanted it or not). He types it, honest to God—he types his goddamn diary! And makes a carbon copy. Really!


Okay, Casey didn’t share this with me right away. The “Confessions” dump came later.


The earliest sign that Casey had officially entered my life came the first Friday night in November, at a football game. Our team, the hapless Vipers, was getting hammered by North High, at Warner Park. I was sitting with the usual suspects. This consists of Elmont Roper, Ron Rasmussen, David Hirschbeck and—usually, but not that night—Dick Abbott. In the past, we were accustomed to occupy a spot in the bleachers that established our presence but suggested a certain detachment, usually in the very top row, “far from the madding crowd.” However, Roper was in the throes of his Melanie Pietsch vigil, which required us to move much closer to the field, about twelve rows up and right around the 30-yard line—where, of course, the cheerleaders set up shop.


I wouldn’t say it was a shock when Casey Dworkin dropped in on us. At a game, Casey never really settled into one spot. He roamed. Casey’s a sociable guy. He’s probably the most gregarious kid in school, which is the key to his popularity. Despite that, he was never gregarious with us in particular. I couldn’t remember the last time he went out of his way—even as far as six feet—to socialize with Roper, Rass, Hirschbeck and me, mainly because it wouldn’t do him any good. We weren’t the sort of in-crowd types who’d burnish his reputation as a Big Man on Campus. We were just this bunch of party-pooping wiseasses who came to the games for two main reasons, one of which was to make fun of everybody else and the other of which was Melanie Pietsch’s thighs.


Roper was in his third month of a morbid crush on Melanie’s thighs—well, the rest of her, too—that all started with a cartwheel. One football game in September, there’s a cheer—which tend to be common at football games—and all the cheerleaders do a cartwheel. Now, your basic cartwheel is a wonder to behold, really, because all the cheerleaders go upside-down for a second, and their skirts tumble topsy-turvy onto their hips, their panties flash, their legs open up and for one glorious moment, the whole world is a symphony of teenage girls’ totally shaven, white luminous naked thighs.


Makes you believe in God!


Now, for some reason, at that game, on that specific crisp autumn Friday night, in the middle of this routine group cartwheel by eight cheerleaders, Elmont Roper goes, “Jesus fuckin‘ Christ.”


Really loud. People turned around and looked up at us. And I said, “Damn, Roper, what the hell?”


Roper replied, “Cribbsy, did you see that?”


I was at a loss. Roper stood up, which is a lot of standing up, because he’s about six-eight (although he only weighs about 150 pounds), and he pointed. “Who is that?”


He was pointing at the cheerleaders, pretty much en masse. They’d finished the cheer and they were doing their standard post-cheer giggling and clustering bit.


“Which one?”


“That one, that one, that one, goddammit.”


Well, how was I to know which cheerleader he meant? And I was getting no help from Dick or Hirschbeck or Rasmussen, so I started off listing for Roper all the cheerleaders I knew by name.


“Well, Jesus, Roper, okay, you got Mary Korn, and there’s Julie Woolsey, of course.”


“I know Julie Woolsey!” snapped Roper. “Everybody knows Julie fucking Woolsey. I mean that one. There!”


So I just went on. “Well, um, on the left there, that’s Citronella Hermanson and next to her, Janine Hinkel, and Melanie Pietsch, and Beth Yngsdahl, and—”


“Wait! Before Beth! Who?”


“Melanie Pietsch. She’s a sophomore.”


“Melanie Pietsch. Holy shit! Melanie Pietsch!”


While Roper gaped at Melanie, I gave her the once-over. Out of loyalty to Roper, we all did—even Hirschbeck, who stuck a finger in his book. Admittedly, she was cute, although not gorgeous. Anyway, you had to be cute to be a cheerleader. Like all the cheerleaders, she was medium-sized, including her boobs, with short brown hair that kind of helmeted around under her ears. Her nose was a little big, but not big enough that you could call it a beak or a honker. She seemed slightly taller than the others because she tended toward short-waistedness with long legs. Nothing about her seemed to merit Roper’s sudden, profane rapture.


“I gotta have her,” said Roper.


“What?” asked Rasmussen, incredulously.


“She’s got to have,” said Roper, in tones that could only be described as religious, “the creamiest thighs on the face of the earth.”


We had no immediate articulate response to this sort of statement, especially from Roper, who is the most cynical human at TV High. I mean, Roper was the creator of the dreaded “Small Talk of the Week” award.


But he was still raving on. “Did you see? Did you fuckin‘ see?”


Well, we hadn’t, actually, seen. I mean, everybody watches cheerleaders when they do a cartwheel. You have to, or else you have no reason to live. But most guys naturally tend to home right in on their little red panties. And none of us had any reason to dwell specifically on Melanie Pietsch—panties, thighs or otherwise.


But, anyway.


Prodded by Roper, the four of us sat there that whole game waiting for cartwheels, so we could carry out an empirical evaluation of Melanie’s thighs. While Roper rhapsodized, we all reserved judgment ’til the fourth quarter, at which point we’d examined five more cartwheels and Kenosha Tremper had taken a 35-12 lead over our own beloved but feckless Vipers.


“Well?” said Roper.


Hirschbeck, who tried to rise above matters of the flesh, expressed a “seen one thigh, seen ’em all” position and went back to reading No Exit by Jean-Paul Sartre.


Rasmussen said, “Well, they’re creamy all right, but…”


“But what?” Roper insisted.


Rasmussen shrugged. “I dunno. I still might vote for Julie Woolsey. I mean… jeez. Talk about the full package!”


I interrupted to stifle any discussion of Julie Woolsey as a sexual object. I was the only one among us who actually knew Julie, and I preferred not to have her body parts bandied about in the bleachers.


“Goddammit, we’re not talkin‘ about Julie Woolsey,” Roper growled. “We’re talkin‘ about Melanie Pietsch’s thighs.”


I held Julie sacrosanct, but Melanie Pietsch was, as far as I was concerned, fair game for sexual objectification. At that point in my life, I didn’t know Melanie. Frankly, I wish I didn’t. Ignorance is bliss.


Anyway, I said, “Rass, I gotta go with Roper here. I mean, those are not your everyday, run-of-the-mill, garden-variety thighs. I mean, they start right above her knees and they go all the way up into her shorts. Soft, smooth, unblemished, white as the driven snow.”


“And creamy!” said Roper.


“Well put,” I said. “If you’re gonna marry a woman based on one isolated body part, Melanie Pietsch’s thighs might be up there with Jayne Mansfield’s tits.”


“Yes!” said Roper.


“Well,” said Rasmussen, “if we’re gonna talk tits, let’s not forget Victoria Valentino.”


I didn’t pay much attention to this. I’d never heard of Victoria Valentino. But I should’ve listened, because this was a name that was going to reverberate through all our puny lives as the month wore on.


Little do we know. Little does anyone know!
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VIVA VICTORIA


a pretty patroness of the arts becomes our september playmate


There exists in this world a small but notable number of girls to whom artistic endeavors come naturally. Such a gifted one is our September Playmate, a dark-tressed Los Angeleno named Victoria Valentino, whose talents, like her figure, are wondrously well-rounded. Vicky has many irons in the creative fire: she paints (“Mostly still lifes, and pen-and-inks”), she sings (“My voice is technically imperfect, but I like to think it has a bluesy quality that gets a song across”), she dances (“Purely for my own pleasure—though I did work one summer teaching ballet to little girls”), she plays the guitar (“I’m what you would call an experimentalist”). And she acts—wherein lies the pith of her talent and the core of her fondest hopes…


… “I’d describe my personality as sensitive and introspective. My main weakness, besides staying in bed till all hours, is an occasional lapse of self-confidence—I’m very easily hurt if a man I like shows a lack of respect toward me. I should laugh it off, I know, as being the way the world is. But I can’t—my hopes are always too high.”…


(Playboy, September 1963)
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Anyway.


Here we were, six weeks later at another football game. It’s November now, and we’re staked out in the bleachers helping Roper with his Pietsch vigil. On my insistence, Hirschbeck, one eye on the game, was skimming The Secret by James Drought, my current favorite book (“Scruffy, irrational, intemperate, the book is a product of a personality that thinks radically and thinks for itself.” Arthur Gold, New York Herald Tribune)And along bops Casey Dworkin, of all people.


Instead of passing us by with a cordial nod, Casey plunked down right next to Hirschbeck, draped an arm on Hirschbeck’s shoulders and said, “Hey, Dave, how ya doin’?”


Well, nobody calls Hirschbeck “Dave.” Mostly people call him “Haystack,” partly due to his size, which is moderately large—although not tall—and partly because it goes so well with “Hirschbeck.” But “Dave”? Never.


Casey didn’t notice the dirty look Hirschbeck askanced at him. He just said, “What’re ya reading?”


Hirschbeck, without looking up, read right off the page. “… Just as you are vicious, just as my dog Fritz was vicious, well then so I am vicious, and I try to be better at it than anybody around, for if I were not this way I could not survive—it is the way society has been rigged and not by me, for killers, for animals, for greedy quick souls, for the greasy, the muscled, the crude, the vicious, the shortsighted, the money-hungry, the cruel, the filthy, the lusters, the sensationalists, the cheap, the sentimental, the rabid, the monsters, the criminals, the haters, the whiners, the bleeders…”


And here, Casey didn’t flinch. “Wow. That’s great! Can I borrow that when you’re finished, Dave?”


Hirschbeck didn’t answer so Casey looked up and said, “How’re you guys?”


“Wait!” said Roper.


There was a time-out on the field, which meant there would be a cheer. We all froze and watched, alert for a cartwheel. But this was just a regular jump-up-and-down cheer.


“False alarm,” said Roper, although he continued to stare at Melanie.


After that, Casey stuck with us, making conversation, asking questions, showing real interest in The Secret, even thumbing through it and noticing all my underlinings and margin notes. At first, we thought Casey might just be desperate for companionship since his big breakup with Pamela Rush. But he was still supremely popular. Half the girls in school would’ve fallen at his feet if he looked at them. We began to entertain the unlikely suspicion he was hanging with us because he was interested in us, specifically.


We just couldn’t figure out why.


There was a bigger “Why?” involved, though.


Why did Casey and Pamela split up? Everybody in school had been asking that question all week. Casey and Pamela were the most perfect couple in the short history of Thorstein Veblen High. They had been inseparable since sixth grade at the Willow Glen School, which is, I guess, the most prestigious among the four grade schools that feed TV High. If you took one look at Casey and Pamela, you’d see why they were made for each other. They’re both great-looking. I think of Pamela, whose hair is honey-colored and her smile sort of a sunrise over the lake, as quietly beautiful. Casey is a little stocky but agile, with this big welcoming face that makes you want to vote for him—even when he’s not running for anything. Pamela is sweet and smart, but not outgoing. Casey is Mr. Personality. The thing that made them everybody’s dream couple is that they both seemed a little too glamorous for plain old high school. They seemed like sweethearts in a Broadway musical. Casey was president of our class, co-chairman of the Student Council, president of the Pep Club, a soloist in the Concert Choir, on the Honor Roll—and lots of other high school crap I’d rather not get into. Pamela wasn’t as involved in extracurriculars. She belonged to a couple of clubs, but she actually turned down people begging her to try out for cheerleader. Her real interest was art. She was already selling her paintings, and she’d had an exhibition in the lobby at the Madison Theater Guild. She focused on paintings of lonely-looking people whose faces were half turned away. They were really pretty good. They gave you this feeling in the pit of your stomach that you’d forgotten something that’s terribly important, like your mother’s name, or a little girl stuck in a well.


Mr. Knickie, the art teacher, raved about everything Pamela did. I know Mr. Knickie pretty well. That’s because I make posters. I’ve never won an election for Student Council, although God knows I’ve tried. But Polly Botticelli, who’s on the council, nominated me as Student Council Publicity Committee Chairman, I guess because I write a lot (mostly crap!). Since nobody needs press releases for high school events, I exercised my authority by getting into the poster business.


Which means that now, every time there’s a game or a play or any dumbass high school event, I paper the halls with these giant, hysterical posters that say things like “WHITEWASH WEST!” and “BLOOD DRIVE! DRACULA LIVES!” Stuff like that.


My most recent tour de force was just two words, in preparation for that night’s football epic. In letters four feet high and twenty-four feet from end to end, it said:


Kneecap Knorth!


Anyway, getting back to Casey and Pamela: Nobody could figure what went wrong between them. They were the whole school’s heartthrob, the sort of Doris Day-Rock Hudson romance that we all wanted to experience someday before we died horribly and artlessly in a hail of H-bombs. Nobody had dared ask either of them what was up, how their idyllic bond had sundered, shattering the illusions of the entire goddamn student body, plus most of the faculty and even our psychotic vice principal, Mr. Yago. The horrible news sifted through the halls, gradually, as the week progressed and nobody saw Casey and Pamela holding hands in the commons or eating lunch together or snuggling home after school. Inevitably, it was all anybody could talk about, except maybe Hirschbeck, who pointedly eschews idle gossip. Looking back, I think if you were to make, like, a Top Forty headlines list for November 1963 at TV High, it would follow this order:




1.Pamela Rush and Casey Dworkin Call it Quits


2.Veblen Upsets East (this came later, and it was basketball)


3.JFK Gunned Down in Dallas





Honest to God!


Casey hung out with us guys for the whole North game, ’til we almost got used to his presence. We might’ve eventually broken the ice and asked him about the Pamela Rush situation, but the game actually distracted us. Veblen was getting murdered, as usual, but the Vipers were experiencing spasms of near-competence.


I guess I should explain that TV High is a new high school, a result of the post-World War II enrollment bulge in the Madison school district. For a long time, there were just three high schools here, East, West and Central. Then came North about ten years ago. Now, there’s us, and we’re two years old. This year is Veblen’s first with an actual senior class—because kids in the Veblen district who were seniors last year were allowed to graduate from their old schools.


Anyway.


Our team, even with seniors, pretty much stinks. But this game, we were putting on a fourth-quarter comeback, mainly due to the defense getting a fumble and an interception. The North coach called a time-out. I thought about grilling Casey about the Pamela tragedy, but I settled for just studying his demeanor as he struggled to converse with Hirschbeck.


The thing about Casey and Pamela Rush that upset the whole school was that their split-up felt like a breach of faith, like Martin Luther hammering his heresies onto the church door. They were both perfect, and they were all the more perfect together. We all knew nobody was good enough for Pamela except Casey, and vice versa. Casey and Pamela’s logical, ordained, inevitable true love was the one thing we all depended on to lend some semblance of order and coherence to our squalid and chaotic adolescence.


So, when they split, Jesus! What was left on earth to believe in, to count on, to give you hope that life wasn’t just an endless series of lunch bags filled with shit sandwiches?


Before the time-out ended, Casey turned to me and said, “Hey, there’s some records you should hear. You want to come over after the game?”


“Come over where?” I asked.


“My house.”


Come over to Casey Dworkin’s house? Casually? After the game?


You have to understand that nobody ever invited me over. It’s not like I smell or anything, it’s just that I’m not the sort of kid you expose your parents and siblings to. I guess I look vaguely disreputable. I’m definitely not bubbly. The main issue is that I’m the sort of person who, after I leave, needs to be explained.


But here was Casey asking me over, risking contact with his kid sister.


“Um,” I said, groping for a response. I noticed that Hirschbeck was watching me, impishly. Did I dare reject an invitation from the most popular kid in the history of western civilization?


Then it came to me.


“You’re not going to the dance?” I asked.


This being the final game of the City Series, Veblen was hosting a postgame “Friendship Dance” for students from North and Veblen to mingle.


“I hadn’t planned on it,” said Casey. Here was another shocker. Casey always went to dances, often leaving Pamela for more than an hour while he circulated and chatted with his vast constituency of friends, admirers, toadies and charity cases. Casey’s reluctance to go to the dance made me realize how deeply the breakup had affected him.


Trying not to sound sympathetic, I said, “Well, I’m going. C’mon, be my guest.”


Casey smiled. “Yeah,” he said, “Okay. Maybe afterward, you can come over.”


Jesus. He still wanted me to come over. Me! How desperate was he for companionship?


After the time-out, the Vipers scored on a touchdown pass from our only star, Jerry Jendrzejewski, whom everybody called “Juice.” This cut North’s lead to 20 points and everybody around us stood up screaming and clapping. Instead of standing up, Casey took a flask from his hip pocket and drank from it. He offered it to me. I refused. I don’t drink. But Roper went for it, crouching down ridiculously so nobody could see. If Coach Stuhldreher were to look up and spot the flask, he’d bolt from the sideline, leave his whole goddamn team behind and he’d be up the bleachers, bellering at Roper, in about two seconds. Stuhldreher was like that. And Roper’d be out of school for three days, and his golf scholarship at the University would be stillborn—even though it was Casey’s flask.


Casey, of course, never got caught at anything.


When Roper surfaced, reeking of hooch, Rasmussen nudged him. “That Juice,” he said, referring to Jerry Jendrzejewski, “he’s kickin’ some serious ass out there.”


This was not a sincere plaudit. It was a cruel dig aimed at Roper—because Juice had recently laid claim to Melanie Pietsch, and their romance rankled Roper to the point where his grades had begun to suffer.


“Shut the fuck up,” said Roper. Then, reflectively, he added, “Christ, I don’t understand what she sees in that slob.”


Put aside the fact that none of us could quite understand what Roper saw in Melanie, beyond her transcendent thighs. Certainly, seeing anything in Jerry Jendrzejewski, who’s your basic cookie-cutter high-school jock, would require an electron microscope and a team of crack optometrists. If the guy had even the vestige of a personality, it had yet to be revealed. Like every other jock, he strolled the halls in a sort of Ben-Gay trance, resplendent in letter jacket, white Levis and penny loafers, saying hi to other jocks and ignoring every other carbon-based life form, except the obligatory Girl of the Week who was always tucked under his arm and attached to his hip. Melanie had qualified for willing subjugation by Juice because she was a cheerleader and she was relatively untraveled among the other jocks. She was, after all, only in tenth grade. Even I, who felt no particular reverence toward Melanie, sympathized with Roper’s position. If you had an ounce of humanity, you could hardly help but shudder at the thought of Juice Jendrzejewski defiling the alabaster Pietsch thighs with his gangling, splay-fingered, pigskin-callused paws.


Halfway through the fourth quarter, North stifled the Vipers’ hopes by scoring on a 66-yard run. Roper and Rasmussen missed this because they’d fallen into a dispute about Victoria Valentino, who had been the September centerfold in Playboy. Of course, it’s every human male’s deepest fantasy to marry his own Playmate of the Month and spend his entire life getting blow jobs from her, preferably in the window of a major department store, so that every other guy on earth can shrivel up with envy. And if not marry her, then at least—just once—have fleeting sexual congress with any Playmate, even with one of the obligatory small-tits months. And if not sex, then just one date—a movie and a milkshake, that’s all! OR, if not a date, well then, please, just some sort of contact, touching the hem of her garment, or an exchange of “hi’s,” or even just the Playmate of the Month slapping your face and saying, “Fuck off, creep.” That would be enough for a lifetime!


The problem with Rasmussen was he actually thought it possible to get through to Miss September, to talk to her, touch her, get to know her, share her admiration for Bertrand Russell. I mean, he thought Miss September was a real girl, just like Melanie Pietsch or Beth Yngsdahl. He refused to accept the widely known truth that Playmates were not actual human women at all, but astoundingly lifelike motorized mannequins fashioned from miraculous space-age materials by mad scientists in the basement of the Playboy Mansion in Chicago. They were unattainable because they did not exist, as existence is understood by mortal men. Real women who looked like that with measurements of 42-18-36, who professed an uninhibited enthusiasm for wild sex, anywhere, anytime, with any guy who was not “possessive” or “crude” or “narrow-minded,” well, shit! Any such women, not built in a laboratory and powered by tiny nuclear batteries, were physically and conceptually impossible.


But Rasmussen refused to accept this proposition. He had decided that Miss September, whom Playboy called Vicky—which was not, of course, her real name—was his personal destiny. He was going to track down and marry Miss September.


“Even if she existed,” Roper was saying, “(but she doesn’t exist), how do you plan to get through to her? Do you have any idea the kind of security Hugh Hefner has to protect these honeys?”


“Shit, it can’t be that good,” Rass protested. “Miss June and Miss August are both bunnies at Playboy Clubs in Chicago and Miami. All I’d have to do is get a Playboy Club membership and I could see either of them. Talk to ’em!”


“And get thrown out! Even if you could get in. But you can’t. You’re underage, and you’re not rich. Plus they got rules. If you mess with a Bunny, you get banned, at every Playboy Club in the world.”


“Jesus, Roper! I’m not gonna mess with Victoria. I’m gonna marry her. Hugh Hefner doesn’t mind if his girls get married.”


“Yeah, but only after he’s done with ’em! Are you really that eager for damaged goods?”


“Well, she wouldn’t do that.”


“Do what? Fuck Hefner? Jesus Christ, Rass. You don’t get to be a Playmate if you don’t fuck Hefner.”


“I thought you said they aren’t real. If they aren’t real, how could Hefner fuck ’em. Jesus, Roper, is Hugh Hefner humping giant Barbie dolls?”


“Oh, f’Chrissake, Rass!”


They would have continued like this indefinitely except Juice got blindsided by four guys from North and everybody on our side of the field (well, most of us—not Hirschbeck) stood up to see if he’d been killed. Roper was especially hopeful.


But Juice got up and limped to the sideline.


Even without Juice, though, the Vipers had one last gasp in an otherwise typical wretched effort. North punted with a minute left and this chronic benchwarmer named Gallenstein somehow weaved his way through the entire North team and scored an 82-yard touchdown, sending our side into fits of ecstasy (although we still got creamed by twenty points). Gallenstein’s girlfriend, Polly Botticelli, went charging indecorously onto the field and threw her arms around him, and kissed him about twelve times and, typically, Gallenstein treated Polly like she was a beagle licking his face.


I don’t know why Polly put up with this sort of treatment. Any guy in school would be thrilled, humbled and blessed if Polly just smiled and held his hand. But the only guy she cares for acts like she’s a leper whenever they’re in public together. In private, the stuck-up son of a bitch probably beats her.


Okay, I admit it. I disapproved of Polly going out with Jack Gallenstein. I disapproved of Polly being on the same planet as Jack Gallenstein. But I never said so to her face.


Until it was too late.


[image: ]


Senators May Quiz Beauty in Baker Case


WASHINGTON (AP)—Senators investigating the Robert G. Baker case reportedly are considering whether to try to question a West German beauty whose name has been involved in the inquiry.


The Rules Committee, which is looking into the business affairs of Baker, who resigned under fire as secretary of the Senate Democratic majority, is said to be discussing attempting to summon the statuesque brunette, Mrs. Ellen Rometsch, 27…


(Wisconsin State Journal, 1 Nov. 1963)
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State’s Bow Hunters Hit Record Bear Kill


(Wisconsin State Journal, 1 Nov. 1963)
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Atty. General Kennedy Booed by Drunks


By Earl Wilson


NEW YORK—There were boos from two or three tables during a standing ovation for Atty. Gen. Bobby Kennedy the other night after he’d suggested to the Theater Owners of America to desegregate.


Bobby—sitting on the dais—didn’t flinch. And his brother-in-law, Peter Lawford, beside him, was never braver. But Joe Levine, the film tycoon, host at the international dinner, was furious. “They were drunk,” he concluded…


(Wisconsin State Journal, 1 Nov. 1963)
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JFK: “Forgive your enemies, but never forget their names.”


After the North game, the Deathmobile—our usual ride on Friday nights—was unavailable. Hirschbeck, Roper, Rasmussen and I had all managed to get to the game without resort to the Deathmobile, but we hadn’t made any postgame transportation plans. This put us—as events transpired—at the mercy of Casey Dworkin, which was definitely a two-edged sword.


Okay, a little background here.


It wasn’t our idea to call Dick Abbott’s car the Deathmobile, especially considering the morbid reality that the car’s original owner, Duane—Dick’s older brother—was dead. Duane, in fact, had always called it the Duanemobile. But Duane drove like a maniac and did a lot of underage, illegal boozing. Ergo, Dick—as early as ninth grade—started calling Duane’s car the Deathmobile. He assumed that eventually Duane would get himself killed (which he did). Dick also expected Duane to destroy the car in the act of getting himself killed, before Dick could inherit it. A clear injustice. Everyone agreed that losing the car would probably be worse than losing Duane, who was a conceited asshole with delusions of being an athlete (he wasn’t) and also God’s gift to women (he definitely wasn’t). I mean, if Duane didn’t have the Duanemobile, he probably never would’ve gotten a date. But the car was irresistible. A 1957 yellow and white Chevrolet Bel Air. Gorgeous. The most desirable car in the Upper Midwest. Not that I give a rat’s ass about cars. But the Duanemobile transcended mere transportation. It was possibly the all-time pinnacle of automotive art, in terms of mechanical integrity, affordability, aesthetic appeal, practicality and hominess.


With a blanket, a set of curtains and a hot plate plugged into the cigarette lighter, you could live happily ever after in a ’57 Bel Air. Honest to God.


Miraculously, after Duane bought the farm, the Deathmobile was still intact, having played no role in Duane’s demise. When Duane finally cashed in, he was a passenger in a whole different car. Last summer, just after graduating from Monona Grove High School, he’d gone to the Kollege Klub—or “KK,” the most bacchanalian bar at the University of Wisconsin—and he got so drunk he couldn’t drive home. So, in probably the first prudent decision of his entire life, Duane hitched a ride with a guy, also from MG, named Wendell McCool, who was reputedly less drunk than Duane. Unfortunately, out near the Dane County Coliseum, old McCool—doing about 190 mph in a 35-mph zone—lost control, performed several impromptu doughnuts and flipped his mother’s Rambler into a ditch. Duane flew out the door and busted his neck and then, just for good measure, got run over by a passing truck. The State Journal’s photo spread of Duane’s mortal remains was transcendently sickening. McCool came out of the crash with a sprained wrist.


So Dick—who drives more carefully than my mother—inherited the coveted Chevy without a scratch on its finish. Dick immediately declined the obvious logic of redubbing the car the Dickmobile. He stuck with Deathmobile, because, he said, “The car carries a curse.”


“A curse?” I asked him once.


“It was destined to be Duane’s coffin. This was foreordained by Fate,” said Dick. “But then, that asshole McCool cheated Fate. The Deathmobile was deprived of its rightful victim. Now, Fate is pissed off. The Deathmobile must claim another life.”


“Uh huh,” I said. “Yours?”


“Maybe me, maybe you. Who knows?” said Dick coolly. Dick, you should know, is the calmest and least demonstrative kid I know. I swear that, at Duane’s funeral, to look at Dick’s face, you’d think they were planting potatoes.


“Someone, sooner or later,” said Dick, “will meet his fate inside the Deathmobile.”


The alleged curse, however, didn’t keep Dick from driving the Deathmobile to school every day and all around Madison on weekends. His philosophy was a sort of combination of Calvinism, Epicureanism and safe driving. Of course, the curse meant that all of us were tempting Fate every time we piled into the Deathmobile. But we didn’t have much choice. Dick was our regular ride.


Besides—until Roper’s tragedy later in the month—Dick was the only real believer in the Deathmobile curse.
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DIEM, NHU DIE IN REVOLT


By Robert Eunson


TOKYO (AP)—Military rebels in South Viet Nam announced today the deaths of President Ngo Dinh Diem and his brother Nhu and proclaimed a new government led by Buddhists.


Some accounts filtering from South Viet Nam’s capital Saigon—where thousands danced joyously in the streets—said the Ngo brothers committed suicide, others that they were shot to death.


Suicide was the story broadcast by the rebel-held radio Saigon…


(The Capital Times, 2 Nov. 1963)
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Playboy’s Fall & Winter Fashion Forecast


By Robert L. Green


The two major stylistic revolutions of the past decade-and-a-half (Ivy and Continental), each having made important contributions to a sound fashion profile, appear ready for a season of harmonious coexistence. There will be significant innovations in every aspect of men’s clothing, of course, but this year there is no overriding trend transforming well-planned wardrobes into apparel museums. Accordingly, if the soul of a man is his clothes, as Shakespeare once wrote, then this is an excellent year for sartorial soul-searching and a perfect time to increase the variety of duds hanging in your closet…


(Playboy, October 1963)
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That night, of course, the likeliest curse victim wasn’t any of us. It was Janice Moody, Dick’s date. That sounds funny when I write it. Dick isn’t really a dater. None of us are. But Janice Moody, who’s a senior, had thrown herself at Dick, using me as her gullible go-between. I resented this role, because I had, metaphorically, seen Janice Moody first. I understood fully the folly of a junior boy courting a senior girl. Still, it was Keats—or maybe Browning—who said, “Ah, but a man’s reach should exceed his grasp, Or what’s a heaven for?” And Janice Moody, based on her physical aspects, was a heaven worth reaching for. She was slightly on the short side, but stacked. She also featured waves of dark, silky hair, big doe eyes and this yummy mouth that made you want to lick off all her lipstick and teethe tenderly on her tongue.


Anyway.


One day, I was in the awkward process of conducting a preliminary feeling-out conversation with Janice Moody, in my typical lame circuitous fashion (but funny, okay?), when she said, “You’re friends with Dick Abbott, right?”


“Dick? Oh yeah. He’s one of my best—”


“Is he dating anyone?” she says.


“Dick? Dating? That’s a good one, Janice.”


But Janice didn’t think it was a good one at all.


“I’d really love to meet him,” she said.


Just like that. She completely ignores my transparent efforts to tickle her fancy and she recruits me to pimp her to Dick. And what do I do?


Right. I pimp away.


Not that it worked very well. Despite the fact that 90 percent of the guys in school would’ve gladly contributed one of their nuts to Igor the Hunchback for one night with Janice Moody, Dick spurned her overtures, based on his code of ethics. Largely because he doesn’t want to resemble his late dipshit brother Duane in any way, shape or form, Dick categorically shuns the sort of girls who throw themselves at guys, plus he doesn’t think it proper for men to go out with older women. Janice Moody, hence, faced an uphill battle, which she proceeded to wage like Caesar vs. Vercingetorix. She hounded Dick through the halls, cornered him in the commons and sought him out at lunch, day after day, doing all that girl stuff that makes guys weak-kneed and pliable—slipping her arm around his when they walked down the hall, touching him a lot when they talked, snuggling up beside him thigh-to-thigh at lunch, encouraging him to look down her blouse, nudging him here and there with this breast or that one. Well, even Joe Cool eventually has to buckle under pressure like that. And so, finally, reluctantly, magnanimously, Dick caved, and asked her out.


To the game. To sit outdoors in the freezing cold in November.


There they were. About six rows in front of us. Janice was draped all over Dick, kneading his leg, talking breathily into his ear and warming her nose somewhere inside his coat. Dick did his best to lean away from her, pretending to concentrate on football, maintaining his sangfroid in the face of a veritable blast furnace from Janice Moody. The whole scene looked really uncomfortable. I would have gladly taken Dick’s place and borne the burden of Janice Moody’s lust, but…


Anyway.


No ride in the Deathmobile tonight.


So Casey said, “You guys need a lift?”


Any port in a storm. We asked if he was going to the dance.


He said, “Yeah, sure, why not? But why don’t we hit McDonald’s first? My treat.”


His treat? High school kids don’t pick up tabs.


But we also don’t look gift horses in the mouth.


“Okay.”


Besides, it wasn’t like we were making a commitment to Casey Dworkin. It was just a ride. And a free meal. Plus, none of us actually disliked Casey. It’s just that we didn’t know him especially well. Casey had come to TV High from the Willow Glen School. Hirschbeck, Roper, Rasmussen and Dick all came from the Alice Frank School. Me, I was from Jackson. And there were also lots of kids who came over in tenth grade from Schwoegler Junior High. This is important stuff. Three years removed from grade school and most of TV High society was still divided up by who you knew in seventh grade.


Pathetic.


Anyway, so we all piled into Casey’s dad’s Pontiac, wondering what exactly Casey wanted from us. We suspected that we were temporary stand-ins for Pamela Rush, until Casey found another girl.


We accepted the ride, and the burgers, but with an air of dignified reserve.
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5 Integrationists Freed As Court Voids Law


AMERICUS, Ga. (AP)—Five integration leaders were released from jail on bond Friday under a Federal Court order following a decision striking down a 19th century Georgia insurrection law and an unlawful assembly statute.


The five, three white men and two Negroes, along with a 14-year-old Negro girl, had been held nearly three months…


(Wisconsin State Journal, 2 Nov. 1963)
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We didn’t get to the dance ’til after ten, wherewith we all sort of went our separate ways. I think we all needed a little respite to recover from Casey, who had sung us about eighty verses of what he said were the real lyrics to “Louie, Louie,” all of which were filthy. I’ve tried to verify Casey’s lyrics since then, listening to “Louie, Louie” on the radio. But I can’t understand anything those guys are saying after “We gotta go now.” Actually, I’m not even sure about that.


The dance was supposed to be a “friendship” dance for students of Veblen and North. However, since it took place at Veblen, and since there was virtually no interest among kids at either school in making friends with kids from any other school (we had enough aggravation just coping with our own screwed-up student body), there were almost no kids from North. Thank God.


Except for hoods.


Hoods came to dances spoiling for a fight. Dances at enemy schools are ideal for that sort of opportunity. However, the one Veblen guy the North hoods found most fascinating was the last guy they wanted to fight. His name was Turk. He hadn’t surfaced yet, probably because he was on the football team. Football players tended to be late arrivals at postgame events.


Suddenly, I remembered. Turk had to quit football because he had just turned 19, which made him ineligible. A year in prison, and being held back one year in grade school (probably for strangling his kindergarten teacher), meant that he was older than all of us—which made him even scarier.


I know—it’s pretty unusual for a hood to play football, especially for a coach like Otto Stuhldreher. But Turk was an unconventional hood, in many respects.


As high school dances go, this one was tediously typical. They’re always held in the gym or cafeteria. Risers on one end of the floor featuring a four-piece rock ‘n’ roll band, butchering a repertoire of popular crap that has to include, for example, “The Loco-Motion,” “The Twist,” “Big Girls Don’t Cry,” “Runaround Sue,” “Summertime Blues,” “Surf City” and just lately, “Louie, Louie.” The band that night was four punks from East High called The Cheques. They played for a lot of our dances, probably because they were cheap—and sounded that way. Roper called them “Wheat, Rice, Corn and Travelers.”


The Cheques were wailing full blast when we arrived, and the dance floor was hopping. If you didn’t look close enough to distinguish individual human forms, the scene looked like some huge mohair beast sprawled across the cafeteria, having an epileptic seizure. Resisting the urge to plunge in and dance, I peered among the bodies to see who was whom. First couple I spotted—probably because I was looking for them—was Polly Botticelli with Gallenstein, him typically looking everywhere except at Polly, whom he should’ve been looking at with undisguised pleasure, because Polly was wearing this cute print dress with a scoop neckline, a waistline tucked up right under her boobs and a skirt that made it about halfway to her knees. I watched her appreciatively ’til she was obscured by the ample form of Norris Volkmann, defensive tackle, who was clumsily but affectionately clutching…


Aha!


This was interesting. Until that night, I hadn’t been aware of a liaison between Norris Volkmann and Barbara Wetnight, both of them rather large—Volkmann along the lines of a bread truck, Barbara more the voluptuous type. I was vaguely glad to see that Barb had found a guy, even though it was Volkmann—who’s not my favorite neanderthal—because her size had a tendency to scare off potential boyfriends. Good for Barb, I thought.


That was then. Since that night, I have repeatedly rued the day Volkmann first set eyes on big Barb.


Dick Abbott was out there, dancing desultorily with Janice Moody, who seemed determined to dance cheek-to-cheek, even though the current song, “Palisades Park,” was way too fast for safe facial contact. On one pass, she accidentally clipped Dick under the chin with the top of her head and nearly dropped him on the spot. Even with the Cheques belting at the top of their off-key lungs, I’d swear I heard Dick’s teeth snap together. Out of pity, I looked away from Dick and spotted Julie Woolsey—who seemed to be staring at Dick while dancing with some guy I’d never seen before. Although only two and a half semesters out of Willow Glen, Julie had gone through just about all the prominent athletes at TV High. She’d found them all wanting—“really sweet, but, you know, immature” was her formulation (no shit, Toots! We’re talking jocks here!)—and she’d begun to mine neighboring schools (as if jocks were not all the same everywhere) for male companionship.


Anyway, Julie’s latest jock was twisting the night away in his letter jacket with a big “M” on his left breast, and sweating profusely because letter jackets (if you’ve never worn one) are really warm. I wondered if he slept in it. I didn’t wonder who the hell he was—or even give a shit—because I figured I’d find out from Julie on Sunday, at her house, when we did our Latin together. But that’s another story.


Speaking of jocks, there was Juice Jendrzejewski, leaning against a pillar, Melanie Pietsch leaning against him. I scanned the vicinity and spotted the inevitable Roper, about six feet away, surreptitiously glaring at Juice’s hand, which had slipped beneath the waist of Melanie’s cheerleader skirt and was gently massaging the small of her back—inches above her butt cleavage. Roper looked slightly nauseous.


I couldn’t stand to watch.


I noticed a group of seniors dancing in a big circle, talking and kidding among one another. The best thing about going to dances at your own school is—if you wanna dance under the moonlight—you don’t need a date, or a steady, or even the nerve to ask a girl onto the dance floor. There’s always a circle. People come and go, but the circle’s always there, and anybody’s welcome.


I was about to crash the circle when I spotted Casey Dworkin, working the crowd. He had just gotten to Mrs. Porche, who was evidently stuck with the chore of chaperoning the dance, along with Mr. Yago, evil vice principal. Casey was talking animatedly. Mrs. Porche was laughing her lovely laugh with no sign of inhibition. A minute later, they were dancing together, still jabbering away, and Mrs. Porche, of course, was not chaperoning worth a damn. Mrs. Porche, who’s in the second year of her teaching career, is not ideally suited to guard duty. She looks more like an eleventh grader than a faculty member and besides, I don’t think she really cared if—for example—a rash of heavy petting suddenly swept the cafeteria.


Watching Casey, I couldn’t help thinking about Pamela Rush—who was nowhere to be seen. I guess her absence was good for Casey. They had attended every dance since sixth grade together, like royalty passing among the serfs, asking us if our sheep were fertile and our root cellars dry, and if we had enough cornmeal to get through the winter. If they’d both attended the dance that night, not together—but aware of each other, moving with painful caution and using everyone else as human shields—the tension would’ve been unbearable, and nobody would be able to talk about anything but Casey and Pamela, and then only in whispers. As it was, everybody was pretty much whispering about Casey and Pamela anyway, as they watched the pathetic sight of Casey dancing with Mrs. Porche.


“Jesus,” I said to myself.


“What’re you, Cribbs? Prayin‘?”


I hadn’t noticed as Turk fell in beside me. I jumped a little when he said that, although he spoke very softly. Suddenly, “Palisades Park” ended with a clatter and one of the Cheques announced a ten-minute break. Immediately, the throng on the dance floor started to shift, shuffle and murmur.


I turned toward Turk. “I was just thinking,” I said.


“About what?”


“Well, it’s sad, man. I’ve been here ten minutes and the only goddamn thing on my mind was who’s dating who, and who broke up this week, and who got caught smoking in the toilet and—”


“C’mon, Cribbs, cut it out. I’m gettin‘ fuckin‘ flashbacks here,” said Turk.


“Flashbacks to what?”


“Green Bay, man.”


“What, you mean when you were up the river?”


“When else, genius?”


“Oh, c’mon, Turk, this ain’t jail,” I said. “I’m just talkin‘ about all this petty high school crap. I mean, why can’t I get past all this? Why can’t—”


“Shee-it. It’s all the same old thing, man,” said Turk.


“What?” I said. “Veblen High’s like prison?’


“Fuckin‘ A, man,” said Turk. “What makes you think there’s any difference?”


I looked at him. I looked around. I looked back at Turk. He wasn’t much bigger than me, but a lot more solid, with real shoulders and a barrel chest. You could see muscles in his neck. He didn’t look especially scary—at least not to me. His face was pinkish, with a high forehead, small blue eyes and a cold smile that never quite went away but never seemed particularly humorous. His hair was streaky blond with a prominent widow’s peak that made him look about ten years older than Mrs. Porche.


“Either way,” Turk said, “you’re locked up all day, right? You’re either in a cell, or in the yard, or having some shitty meal on a deadline. The schedule’s so regular and the routine’s so fuckin‘ boring that you start lookin‘ around for the tiniest little details, the slightest changes. Anything for a break, man. Pretty soon, you’re watchin‘ everybody else like a hawk, figurin‘ out who’s hangin‘ with who, who’s in trouble, who’s tight with the guards, who’s your friend and who’s fixin‘ to jump you in the shower. The whole place turns into a fuckin‘ daytime drama, but only in your head. Dig? You get fascinated. The time passes a little faster ’cause y’know the script and y’know the characters. But what the fuck d’ya learn? Does any of this shit teach you how to get along on the outside once your stretch is finally up? Fuck, no. You learn how to get along in a fuckin‘ hothouse that doesn’t exist anywhere in reality. You’re programmed with a lot of chickenshit rules that get canceled the second you set foot in the motherfuckin‘ real world. And once you’re out there, who d’ya know? You look around and say to yourself, ‘Jesus Christ, what now? Where the fuck do I go from here?’”


Turk stopped, looked around. He studied the line of hoods from North, who had stretched themselves along the cafeteria windows that overlooked the Monona Golf Course.


“If y’learn anything worthwhile on the inside, y’learn on your own,” Turk said. “The wardens and the guards just want you hypnotized by bullshit while you’re here. Trouble is…”


Turk studied one of the hoods by the window. He didn’t say what the trouble was. He was never going to say what the trouble was. I had to ask.


“The trouble is what,” I asked.


“Well, kid, if you can’t make it in the straight world, because you didn’t learn a fuckin‘ thing in prison, they’ll take you right back. Soon as you fuck up.”


“But not high school,” I said.


Turk nodded.


“Unless you become a teacher,” I offered.


“Yeah,” said Turk. “Fuckin‘ life without parole.”


As I was talking to Turk, more and more people started watching us. This happened a lot. People couldn’t understand what I saw in Turk, who—pound for pound—is probably the hoodiest kid in all of Madison. What most people don’t know, even guys like Rasmussen and Roper, is that I made Turk’s acquaintance in a non-hood context. He’s a faithful subscriber to the “literary” magazine that Hirschbeck and I publish sporadically. It’s called The Id (“25 cents! Cheap!”). Turk is always one of our first customers. Turk got hooked on reading—anything, from Mickey Spillane to Will and Ariel Durant—up at Green Bay. He reads The Id pretty much ravenously and then tracks me down the same day to talk about it. Insightful literary discourse is inconsistent with Turk’s rep as a psychotic killer, but Turk’s an enigma.


Of course, the foundation of Turk’s fearsome reputation was his year in prison. Turk is the only kid in school who’s ever done hard time—or any time as far as I know. According to the best information I could gather (I never asked him), Turk started his prison career at the juvenile detention center in Wales but lasted about two days there, because he beat the shit out of the first kid who gave him any lip. This got him shipped to the adult prison in Green Bay, as an “example.” He apparently did a lot of fighting at Green Bay, too—mainly to defend his virginity—which is why he served his full year and got no time off for good behavior.


When Turk arrived back at Veblen in tenth grade, but old enough to be a junior, everybody knew about him, and they were shaking in their boots. Everybody but me. This isn’t because I was brave. I was just dim. I didn’t know Turk from a hole in the wall. So, one day, I’m sitting in the commons, reading Tess of the D’Urbervilles. I had a brief Thomas Hardy period in my sophomore year. A shadow falls over the book. And it stays. I wait a minute, then look over my shoulder, and there’s this blocky character with slicked-back dirty-blond hair and his collar turned up, greaser-style. And I say to him, “You’re in my light.”


The shadow says, “Oh, sorry.” Right away, he backs off. But he doesn’t leave. A minute later, I look again and he’s pointing at the book. “Is it good?” he says.


Well, I give him this “What? You can read?” sneer and I just say, “Yes. But it’s complicated.” End of incident. Next time I looked, he was gone. It wasn’t ’til later that day that Polly Botticelli informed me, anxiously, that I had told the most dangerous hood in history to get lost.


Polly was worried for my life because—like almost everybody—she knew Turk only by rumor, reputation and living legend. The reality is that Turk, as long as I’ve observed him, might be TV High’s leading pacifist. Never had a fight, never even had an argument.


After all, no sane adolescent would ever pick a fight with Turk.
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Nelson In Fight Against Secrecy


WASHINGTON (AP)—Appointment of an agency or individual to spearhead a fight against secrecy in government was proposed by Sen. Gaylord Nelson (D-Wis.)…


(The Capital Times, 2 Nov. 1963)
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR


… There’s nothing as square-rigged as a business-suited or sports-jacketed gentleman with peek-a-boo calves. His socks should reach at least three quarters of the way up his calves, whether he chooses stretch socks or uses garters with the nonstretch kind. For anything but active-sports attire, where sweat socks are permissible, anklets are as out as spats…


(Playboy, October 1963)
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Speaking of Polly, here she was.


“Hi, Cribbsy.”


“Where’s Dreamboat?” I asked.


“Oh, Jack? Wasn’t he great tonight? Wow, 82 yards!”


Out of affection for Polly, of which I have oodles, I didn’t mention that—with a minute to go in the game and North ahead by 27 points—Gallenstein had scored his touchdown against North’s jayvee punt coverage team.


“Yeah, great.”


Polly glowed. I love it when she glows. Why would I want to cast a cloud over such radiance, even if it derived from a counterfeit triumph by a no-talent peacock? Where the hell was Gallenstein? Why would any guy in his right mind spend a minute away from Polly?


“Jack’s over with his friends,” said Polly. “How are you?” She grabbed my hands and pecked me on the cheek, and I got a whiff of her hair. Human experience knows no better whiff.


I turned toward Turk to introduce him to Polly (who still only knew him by rumor, reputation and living legend), but he was gone. Typical Turk.


“I’m fine,” I said. “But I’ve missed you. Except for English, I barely see you.”


“Well, Jack and I, you know. We’re busy.”


“Yeah, I guess.”


Jack’s business with Polly was the last thing I wanted to picture. I tried to fill my mind with cheerier images—like tortured puppies and infants impaled on swords.


“Hey, I know!” bubbled Polly. (God, I love it when she bubbles.) “Listen, Jack’s 18th birthday is on the 17th. Two Sundays from now. His family’s throwing him a party, but afterwards we’re meeting friends up at the KK, you know, so Jack can have his ceremonial first legal beer. I’m sure he wouldn’t mind if you came along. I’d love it.”


“I don’t know,” I said. I was closer to Khrushchev than I was to Jack Gallenstein, and any friends of his were, by definition, enemies of mine.


“The more the merrier,” bubbled Polly. There was something in her eyes at that moment, beneath her effervescence, a hint of anxiety. But it didn’t register with me, because I was festering with jealousy.


“A Sunday night? Jeez, Polly, we got school the next day. Plus, I’ve never even been to the KK.”


“Oh, it’s not as bad as they say.” Polly was almost begging me, but could I hear her? Was I even the least bit aware of her needs?


Nope. Nothing. Total swine. No better than Gallenstein.


“Polly, it’s really not… I mean…”


“It’s just that, you know, Jack’s friends,” said Polly. “I really don’t know that crowd. Most of those guys go to the university, y’know.”


“Yeah.”


“I’d feel a lot better with a friend of my own, I mean, besides Jack, of course.”


She wanted me as a sort of pet, to occupy her during the prolonged and numerous times (like this very moment) when Jack Gallenstein withdrew into his dimwit brotherhood of towel snappers. A girl’s best friend is her dog or—lacking a dog—me.


“Well,” I said, seething resentfully but caught in Polly’s gentle spell.


“Oh, good!”


“I’ll think about it! That’s all. No promises, okay?”


“Good. I know you’ll come.”


I was suddenly seized in a comradely grip. I looked for its source but smelled his breath first, redolent of hip flask.


“Ah. Dworkin.”


“Cribbsy, are you seducing this goddess away from Jack, the conquering hero?”


“Casey!” cried Polly.


Casey launched himself at Polly, lifted her by the waist and swung her around. Just like that. I’d imagined my arms around Polly maybe 20,000 times but never had the courage to lay a finger on her. And here she was, laughing and swinging her hair, casually enveloped in Casey’s embrace. After about six revolutions, Polly planted her hands on Casey’s face and squealed, happily, “Casey, you’re bad! Put me down!”


Casey stopped, but before setting her down, hugged her tight, looked into her eyes and said, “God, I love this girl.”


Didn’t everybody?


Polly laughed and blushed, and finally free, turned instantly sympathetic. She said, “Casey, really. How are you doing?”


“You mean,” said Casey, “since I was dumped?”


“Oh, Casey, no! I didn’t mean—”


He silenced her with laughter and said, “I’m great, Polly. I’m free. I’m on the prowl. Look out, baby. You are prime quarry.”


“Oh, no, you don’t,” said Polly, shoving Casey away. “I’m spoken for.”


“In words of one syllable,” I muttered. “By a gorilla.”


Casey heard, Polly didn’t and we were all treated to another guffaw from Casey.


“Good line,” said Casey, and he was off circulating again. “Be good, Polly.”


Wheat, Rice, Corn and Travelers were once more reassembling onstage and Polly was being summoned by Gallenstein. She said to me, “Sunday the 17th. Please!” and threw me a kiss as she twinkled away. She really does twinkle.


I thought about going to Gallenstein’s beer bash at the KK, but not for long. Two seconds, maybe three.
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Theologian Criticizes Realty Men’s Bill of Rights


The controversial Property Owner’s Bill of Rights, adopted by the National Association of Real Estate Boards, has been assailed by a Catholic theologian who argues that the document defies the human rights of minority groups…


(The Capital Times, 2 Nov. 1963)
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I wanted to dance, just immerse myself in the beat and sweat through my clothes, but I noticed that Dick was across the floor, struggling to untangle from Janice Moody. This was a rare chance to lend Dick—who’s one of the most self-sufficient people I’ve ever known—a little assistance. I dared not duck the opportunity because, after all, I owed Dick my life. He’s the one who extricated me from certain death at the hands of Deanie Schicchi. Which is another story.


“Hey, Dick. Hi, Janice.”


Janice unwrapped herself from Dick’s body but still clung to his arm like a limpet. Dick’s usually impassive face showed the strain of a date with Janice, which was a mixture of conversational fatigue and suppressed horniness. Janice had powers to make you horny in spite of yourself. Somewhere in the crowd, I assumed, there was heavy betting on whether Janice was wearing a bra. If she wasn’t, which looked likely, Dick was a goner.


“How’d you get here?” Dick asked me.


“Ah,” I said. “Got a ride from Casey.”


“Good,” said Dick. “Sorry I couldn’t—”


“No problem,” I said.


Janice made no effort to involve herself in the dialog. She stared at Dick, as though I was invisible. Now, normally, she’s a bright girl, outgoing and fun to talk to. But at that moment, obviously, she was drunk with love and not capable of relating to anyone but Dick. So Dick and I talked past her.


“How’s Casey doin‘?” asked Dick.


“A little weird. He seems to want to buddy up with me and Roper and all.”


“Really?”


“Yeah.”


“Think he’s in shock?”


“Somethin‘ like that. I mean, if he’s desperate enough to hang out with Hirschbeck.”


“Right.”


‘Everybody’s worried!” shouted Janice Moody suddenly, her voice piercing the din created by the caterwauling Cheques.


“Huh?” I said.


“Some people think he might try to kill himself!” said Janice. She had released Dick, who began immediately to massage blood back into his arm.


“Casey?” I said. “Kill himself?”


“Yes! He’s terribly despondent! Without Pamela, he can’t see any reason to go on with life.”


“Who said that?” I bellowed. The Cheques were mangling “Sherry,” including a drum solo that sounded like “The Attack of the Killer Kitchenware.”


“Well, that’s what I heard,” replied Janice.


“Did Casey say that?” asked Dick, contributing to the cross-examination.


“That’s what they say he said. That he didn’t want to live,” said Janice.


“Who?” I asked.


“Who what?”


“Who said Casey said he wanted to die?”


“Everybody I talked to!” said Janice.


“Who’s that?”


“My friends. People I see in the halls. Casey’s friends.”


“Shit,” I said. “We’re Casey’s friends.” I was stretching this point, but I tend to get self-righteous in the face of irresponsible gossipmongering. I knew Casey was screwed up about losing Pamela—otherwise he wouldn’t be cozying up to someone like Haystack Hirschbeck—but he wasn’t screwed up enough to kill himself (was he?).


Anyway.


I said to Janice, “He hasn’t said anything like that to us. He’s fine, f’Godsake!”


“It’s what I heard,” Janice insisted. “Everybody’s saying it.”


“Well, why the hell can’t they talk about something else?” asked Dick.


“Yeah.”“Jesus,” said Dick. “There are things going on in the world. They’re lynching Negroes in Alabama. They’re kidnapping American soldiers in Indochina. Why is it the only thing anybody here can talk about is Casey Dworkin breaking up with Pamela Rush?”


Unfortunately, the Cheques ended “Sherry” just before Dick shouted the last two words, so that Pamela’s name reverberated throughout the cafeteria. Fifty people turned to stare at us. Janice, one hand on her face, scanned the dance floor for Casey and said, “Oh my God! I hope Casey didn’t hear you say that, Dick. That could push him right over the edge. My God!”


“Christ,” said Dick. “This is hopeless.”


Dick was right. But there’s no fighting the tide of popular opinion. Casey and Pamela’s breakup was as earthshaking as anything that ever happened at TV High. Now that everybody’s dream couple was quits, the unspoken consensus was that neither of them, without each other, had much purpose in life. Even more demoralizing was the growing sense, among everybody, that life might have no purpose at all, for anyone. It was as if the Big Dipper had disappeared from the night sky, and nobody at Veblen could find a direction in the moonless dark. Casey could run around the room, slapping people on the back and making jokes, but beneath the mask, he was an empty shell. Putting him out of his misery wasn’t such a bad idea, at least in a philosophical sense. It would close a chapter in all our lives. With Casey dead, we might be able to go on. We could turn away from the tragedy of Casey and Pamela, and perhaps—if we tried really hard—find some new, lesser purpose within ourselves.


Yeah, I know. Looking back on it months later, this sounds deeply dumb. Dick was right. Turk was right. But that’s really how people felt then—depressed and disoriented over two teenagers who stopped going steady—and that’s partly why I’m writing this all down, so I won’t forget how it was. Plus, if I didn’t, who’d believe this horseshit?
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U.S. Support Set for Junta


WASHINGTON (UPI)—The United States was understood to be ready to recognize the revolutionary government that overthrew South Viet Nam President Ngo Dinh Diem.


It emphatically denied it had anything to do with the revolt…


(Wisconsin State Journal, 2 Nov. 1963)
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Anyway, Casey did—indeed—hear Dick shout Pamela’s name. But he didn’t kill himself. Instead, he caught up to me after the dance. Roper, Hirschbeck and Rasmussen had all slipped away earlier. Dick was gone. Presumably, Janice Moody had dragged him off to make out lasciviously in the Deathmobile. With nothing even remotely lascivious in my life, I stayed to dance ’til the bitter end. On the way out, I had a moment with Julie Woolsey. She introduced me to her current knuckle-dragger, Pete-something, from McFarland. Julie and I made plans for Sunday: Study Latin from ten to noon on her kitchen table, then watch the Packers and the Steelers with Julie’s father.


Casey caught me outside.


“Let’s talk,” he said.


“Uh,” I said.


“I can talk to you, Cribbs. You’ve got a mind. You see things.”


I disagreed, but I wouldn’t admit it. In truth, I don’t seem to see anything. Turk had a better grasp of the wretched realities of high school than I ever would. Roper had a quicker wit than me. Hirschbeck understood everything he read the first time he read it, from Gatsby to Sartre, without struggling ridiculously to unearth the inner meaning. Me, I couldn’t even find the outer meaning. I saw nothing coming. Things just happened to me, unexpectedly, and then, months later, I staggered out of the fog.


But I couldn’t tell Casey I didn’t know shit from Shinola. If he thought I was some sort of intellectual touchstone, well, I wasn’t going to disillusion him. Maybe I could fake it.


We wandered for a while, not saying much, and we ended up on the cemetery wall just beyond the school parking lot. We sat there, shivering, our hands in our pockets, our breath wreathed around our adolescent faces. Casey took out his flask and offered me a sip. I shook my head. Then he drained the dregs.


“What’s in there?” I asked.


“Nothing now.”


“Okay, Dworkin, what was in there.”


“Cheap brandy. My old man buys cheap brandy.”


I wondered if we were going to talk about Casey’s father’s taste in liquor.


“You know what my trouble is?” said Casey.


Here it came.


“Casey—” I started. I had hopes of heading him off.


“Insubstantiality,” said Casey before I could go on.


“Huh?”


“I’m insubstantial. I’m a lightweight. I’m fluff.”


“Jeez, Case, I wouldn’t say that.”


He was digging in his jeans. He produced a small spiral notebook from his pocket. The spirals were squished and the paper was curved to the shape of his ass.


“Here. I want you to read this.”


“What is it?”


“Drivel,” said Casey. “Shit.”


“Then why the heck should I read it?”


“Yeah, you’re absolutely right, Cribbsy. You see things. Why should you have to read this total pile of crap? You can write, Cribbsy. Me? Nothin‘ but shit.”


He made like he was going to throw the notebook in the cemetery. So I grabbed it. “No, Casey. I’ll read it. I’m sure it’s fine. But what is it?”


“One of my confessions,” he said, surrendering it. Honest to God, he called it a confession, like Rousseau. “My latest. It’s mostly about—you know.”


“About you, and Pamela.”


Casey nodded.


You’ve seen part of the confession, back in Chapter 2. He was right. It’s largely shit. But after I’d read it, I understood how upset Casey really was, and also how passionate things were with Pamela Rush. They’d had a pretty adult sort of relationship, which I found a little intimidating. I mean, I’m still looking for my first kiss.


Fortunately, there was nothing in Casey’s confessions about killing himself. Thank God.


“Jesus, Casey,” I said. “I’m really sorry you broke up with Pamela, but you gotta look at the bright side, man. I mean, you guys were together a long time. Everybody thought what a great couple you were. They all envied you. We all wished we could, you know, love someone like you and Pamela, just for a while. You should look at it like it was a great thing, but you know, it couldn’t last forever. Sort of.”


I know. I trailed off there. I had no idea what to say. I didn’t want to sit there, holding Casey Dworkin’s hand. But there I was.


“It could’ve lasted, though,” Casey insisted. “That’s the point. I blew it. I couldn’t hold up. She saw through me and once she did, she lost interest. She lost respect.”


“Respect?” I said. “No, Casey. I’m sure she respected you, man. You’re a smart guy. I mean, you do stuff. You’re involved. You get good grades. You’re—”


I was floundering. I was about to say he was a “leader,” but he broke in.


“You know what I am? You know what Pammy figured out?”


I didn’t ask. I didn’t want to know. I wanted to go home.


“I’m a charmer,” said Casey. “That’s all. Lots of flash, no substance. Friendly. Big shit-eating smile. Charming as all hell. I know everybody’s name, right? But nobody knows who I am. I always charge in. I spout a few superficial, egotistical bullshit words and zip! Gone. Leave ’em laughing. That’s Casey. And if they ever got to know me, what would they see? What Pammy saw, that’s what. Nothin‘!”


Well, that was a pretty astute self-evaluation. But I knew better than to endorse it.


“Aw no, Casey.”


“No, it’s okay, Cribbsy! You see…” He clutched my shoulders and stuck his nose into my face. His breath was pretty strong, but I didn’t want to hurt his feelings, so I just sat there letting him fumigate me.


“… Pammy grew. I didn’t. By rejecting me, Pammy showed me what I have to do.”


“Grow?”


“Exactly. And that’s why I sought you out tonight. You guys, you and Dave and Roper, even Rasmussen, you guys are real! You guys think, you talk about important stuff. You have substance.”


“Unlike you.”


“Exactly.”


“But no charm, right?”


Casey laughed and let me go, thank God. I took a deep breath of cemetery air.


“Goddammit, that’s what I mean. You see right through my bullshit, Cribbsy! And you throw it right back in my face!”


“I do?”


“I can learn from you guys. I can transcend the superficial. I can explore my own depths and find out what’s there. If anything! Find out if I can ever be worthy of someone as pure and good and fine and creative and brilliant as Pammy. Do you see, Cribbsy? Do you see why I need real friends, instead of just a lot of glad-handing phonies?”


Anyway.


Casey was drunk—a condition that allowed him to go on like this for another half hour ’til my ass just about froze onto the goddamn wall. The upshot was that we had ourselves a new pal—me and Hirschbeck, Dick, Rasmussen and Roper. Casey Dworkin was launching a voyage of self-discovery and he’d decided that we were the Niña, the Pinta and the Santa Maria. With Hirschbeck as Queen Isabella.


As Casey rambled on, I figured having him around was okay. Casey seemed like a nice guy. I had no idea, of course, what was in store for all of us, but it wasn’t all Casey’s fault.


Thinking back, though, I tend to see that Friday night on the cemetery wall as foreshadowing.
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Mental Retardation May End, JFK Says


(Wisconsin State Journal, 2 Nov. 1963)


Mme. Nhu Pledges to Return to Viet Nam to Face ‘Traitors’


BEVERLY HILLS, Calif. (UPI)—Mme. Ngo Dinh Nhu, former first lady of South Viet Nam, vowed Saturday to return to her strife-torn country and labeled the deaths of her husband and brother-in-law a “dirty crime and nothing less than murder.”…


…She said that there was a saying in Asia:


“If you have Americans for friends, you don’t need enemies. I did not believe that, but now, if the news of this treason is true, I predict the story in Viet Nam is only beginning, and America’s problems are only starting there.”…


(Wisconsin State Journal, 3 Nov. 1963)
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Polls Show GOP Leaders Favor Goldwater


(Wisconsin State Journal, 3 Nov. 1963)
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‘Exciting Piano Team’ Coming Here Nov. 13


Ferrante and Teicher, who have been called “the most exciting piano team of our time,” will perform Nov. 13 at 8 p.m. at the Orpheum Theater…”


(Wisconsin State Journal, 3 Nov. 1963)
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Roundy Says…


…I love butter. I put two hunks of it in all the soups I eat some say that’s nuts. I am supposed to be a little punchy anyhow that’s what some think.


Some think I have got a lot of brains but the x-ray machine didn’t find them.


I’ll be in Milwaukee today to see the Packers and Pittsburgh Steelers play. They are sold out too bad they didn’t sell two or three tickets on home plate for standing room…


(Wisconsin State Journal, 3 Nov. 1963)
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The Periscope


…MADISON—The most famous name in Wisconsin politics may be back on the ballot in 1964, after a lapse of nearly 20 years. The Democrats plan to nominate Bronson Cutting LaFollette, 27, for state attorney general. He is the son of the late Sen. Robert LaFollette, Jr. and grandson of Sen. “Fighting Bob” LaFollette. The family dominated Wisconsin politics for half a century until the late Joseph R. McCarthy defeated Sen. Robert in the 1946 primaries…


(Newsweek, 4 Nov. 1963)
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Playing in Leaves Costs Life of Girl, 7


(AP) The death of a girl who was struck by a car while playing in leaves in front of her home has raised Wisconsin’s 1963 traffic toll to 745…


(Wisconsin State Journal, 4 Nov. 1963)
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Predicts JFK Will Lose South


BOSTON (AP)—Gov. George C. Wallace of Alabama says President Kennedy may be defeated for re-election next year by Southern Democrats angry at administration civil rights policies.


Kennedy “will not carry a single southern state”… (The Capital Times, 4 Nov. 1963)


(The Capital Times, 4 Nov. 1963)
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Playboy Interview: Jawaharlal Nehru a


candid conversation with the architect of modern india


…PLAYBOY: Do you think the judgment of the electorate is likely to improve?


NEHRU: That becomes a little doubtful. I think it may be said without offense—for I belong to that tribe of politicians—that the quality of men who are selected by this modern democratic method of adult suffrage gradually deteriorates. There are outstanding individuals chosen, no doubt, but their quality does deteriorate because of this lack of thinking and because of the application of modern methods of propaganda. All the noise and din and the machinery of advertisement prevent men from thinking. They react to it by producing a dictator or a dumb politician, who is insensitive, who can stand all the noise in the world and yet remain standing…


(Playboy, October 1963)
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