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When, in 2002, I received an award from the New York Chapter of the Friends of Charles Dickens for my collection of short fiction, Counterpoints , I was inspired to try my hand at serial fiction, ala Dickens. On my website, BerkshireBrightFocus.com, I began a series of short stories geared to the number of Sundays in a given month and wrote these tales in four or five segments. Dickens had written many of his best novels and novellas for newspaper publication in much the same fashion and I finally felt compelled to try a novel. I predicted it in fifty-two chapters, decided on a prologue and epilogue and armed with a theme and a goal for that theme, embarked on Small Ironies in 2008. The book, in three parts, took sixty weeks to complete. There was no outline and only a vague list of characters when I began writing.


The story developed a following of readers who often e-mailed questions, suggestions and comments. A few have begged for a sequel, but there are no plans for such a book at this time. Instead, at the request of several folks who seemed to love Max and Freddy and their trials and woes, this book has been prepared. Special thanks go to Johnna Murray for her insights and her willingness to share, in depth, her reactions.

Many changes have taken place in the narrative. Chapters have been re-ordered. Events have been illuminated. Relationships have been re-examined and the result of this eight months of rewrites, I think, has been a better book than the original version. The story is still the same, in case you are worried about that.

With thanks to those who responded to the novel on line and to the various members of the Lee (MA) Fiction Writers who often listened to me reading sections and whose comments are always of great importance and implicit use, here is the novel in its final form.

This book is dedicated to the memory of Ruth Percival Bergman.


Chapters in Max’s voice open with items quoted from the April, 1946 edition, Volume 48, No 288 of Reader’s Digest, published by The Reader’s Digest Association, Inc., Pleasantville, NY.

Chapters in Freddy’s voice open with items quoted from The Dictionary of Phrase & Fable by E. Cobham Brewer, published 1978 by Avenal Books, distributed by Crown Publishers, Inc., NY.

Chapters in Vinnie’s voice open with items quoted from The International Thesaurus of Quotations, compiled by Eugene Ehrlich and Marshall De Bruehl, published 1996 by Harper Perennial, a division of Harper Collins, NY.

Chapter’s in Paul’s voice open with items quoted from Theatre Language by William Parker Bowman and Robert Hamilton Ball, published 1961 by Theatre Arts Books, NY.

In Chapter Nine: Edna St. Vincent Millay quote from Make Bright the Arrows (1940); in Chapter Forty-Four: quote from Keen, from The Harp Weaver and Other Poems (1928); in Chapter Forty-Four, Dirge from Second April (1922), used with permission from the Edna St. Vincent Millay Society, Elizabeth Barnett, Literary Executor.

In Chapter Ten: Lyrics to “S ‘Wonderful” by Ira Gershwin, published 1927.

In Chapter Forty, THAT IS THE QUESTION from Grooks by Piet Hein, published by the MIT Press


Prologue: April, 1946
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Small ironies erupt around my birth. My father, the manager of a midtown New York hotel quits his job. The stress has caused him to live with a twitch that never leaves his face, it seems. His left hand has developed a tremor all its own and he cannot hold me in his arms. We need money to live, my mother, I’m told, keeps saying this over and over, and my father has taken the only job he can find, working as a waiter in the same hotel he ruled for eleven years. He only takes orders now, works a sane schedule and makes a bundle in tips. In part this is the result of his former job in the building. He knows which rooms are available and can advise his customers in the small bar in the hotel as to where they can adjourn for an hour to make love, make whatever perverted sort of passion come to life. For this knowledge, more than for his memory of who ordered which cocktail, he is rewarded with cash. My mother is satisfied. We live well. My father, whose conscience never allowed him to indulge clients of the hotel in this way when he managed the place, now has no conscience at all, it would appear. He lives for the money. He holds himself completely free of the cares that would otherwise bind him to report malfeasance, to avoid corruption. He serves drinks. He sells information. He, himself, is not corrupt. He is feeding his family.



My older sister, eleven years older to be exact, has decided this April to become a prostitute when she is old enough. She has confided this fact to only one person, our grandmother. Granny Elainie is pleased to know that her grandchild has elected the old family profession without even prior knowledge of Elainie’s own outrageous youth.


Briana-my sister-it turns out, doesn’t know what a prostitute does; she only knows that there is good money to be made and you don’t have to work in the daytime. She loves the daylight hours. Her passion is to sleep late, breakfast at noon and go to bed about eleven o’clock. Somewhere she has learned that prostitutes work in the evening. That suits her timetable perfectly. When she tells Granny Elainie about her decision she honestly believes that prostitutes are nothing more or less than women who go to dinner with gentlemen and then dance with them. That is her belief at age eleven. Granny won’t fill her in on the finer details for another two years when Briana suddenly develops breasts.


Remarkably Briana is not discouraged by the full disclosure.

I, on the other hand, know very little two years later. In April, 1948 I am still the perfect innocent. I don’t know about my father, mother, my grandmother or my sister. I know them, of course, but not about them. That takes longer. But I am already a prostitute; I am one who “sells himself for an unworthy purpose.” I am a baby model. My face and hands and body are up for grabs. I sell inferior baby products: food, clothing, toys. My joyous expressions convince millions of mothers and fathers, doting aunts and uncles, gullible grandparents to purchase products which, in the long run, may indeed prove to be harmful to the children who relish these gifts.

The family profession, it seems, goes forward. Small Ironies.






































PART ONE


Chapter One
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The hotel where my father worked, the year I was born, was the Excelsior Grand on West 38th Street. It was a reasonably fashionable place, especially for the opera singers at the Metropolitan-that’s the old Met, not the new one, of course-because they could get back and forth easily, the stage door being only a block and a half away. My father knew many of them well. In fact, according to Briana, he knew two of them extremely well, close and well. It makes me laugh to think about that, because he knew nothing about their music, didn’t even like it very much. There was a period of time, I was about twenty, when they had a subscription series at the Met-that’s the new Met, not the old ne-and he always complained about going, literally begged me to take her. But it was the singers, not the songs, that held him in thrall in the 1940s.



“Helga says she can’t stand the new line,” he told my mother once when I was still an infant. It’s a sentence I remember hearing, obviously not understanding, but hearing it anyway. What caught my ear in that first year of my life and stayed with me was the oddness of it, I suppose. I could recognize words, even grasp their meaning sometimes, but not restate them in any coherent fashion, a not unusual situation I suppose for a child of less than one year old. “Helga says she can’t stand the new line.” What could that mean? Even today I don’t truly grasp the nuance, the hidden revelation.



Helga, it turned out, was the Wagnerian soprano my father had befriended at his hotel: Helga Meerstadt. And the “new line,” what the hell was that? Clothing? Music? I never knew for sure. Now, now that I’m older and I fully understand the family history, the family profession, I wonder if that was a code, a buzz-word for some sexual by-play, something too outside the limits for Frau Meerstadt to indulge in during those idle hours in a room upstairs at the Excelsior Grand.

My father’s other operatic companion was the American basso Paul Donner. He was from California. He was tall, elegant, with dark flashing eyes and bright, overly white teeth. Donner had a rich, lush voice and even when he spoke there was a clarity and a strength that made your blood boil over, your skin tingle. I think he was the sexiest male singer in the classical music world of his day. He made three movies. I’ve seen them all. In them he overacts and his hammy gestures and his speaking voice don’t seem connected. In real life, and I saw him quite a lot up until I was about ten, he was just plain dynamic, just plain sexy. You couldn’t avoid the animal side of this man and when he opened his mouth and sang, that voice ran over you like molten silver. It heated up everyone in the room, female, male, it made no difference. Any room where he sang became an intimate space. Carnegie Hall, the Met, our living room, it didn’t matter. He lassoed you with that dark sound and reeled you in like a heifer at a rodeo.

They were both married in 1946, Donner and Meerstadt, though not to one another. His wife lived on their ranch in California and raised chickens and artichokes. Her husband lived outside of Vienna and analyzed sex-starved women and sex-crazed men. I met them each just once. But in 1946, the year I was born, and the year my father was a waiter and not the manager of the Excelsior Grand, Donner and Meerstadt were lovers and my father arranged for the room. He was their connection. He was, for all intents and purposes, their pimp. They each paid him handsomely for his friendship and his services. His “tips, “ going out and coming in, were proof that his pudding had gelled nicely.

My father had a successful career going and he had an eleven year old daughter and a newborn son, a wife and a mother-in-law, my Granny, and he had his parents as well. He had a rich existence. He was content, well reasonably content, I suppose. He also had a brother and sister-in-law, my Uncle Frank, my Aunt Gussie.

Frank and Gussie were older than my parents. They had been married for seventeen years at that point in time and they were still childless, a situation my mother loved to bring up every time Frank or Gussie got the slightest bit judgmental about my father and his “career.”


This conversation I am about to relate is not one I remember. I don’t recall a single word of it personally, but I heard my mother repeat it and repeat it incessantly during the years I spent listening to her every word, worshiping the family stores she liked to tell. This is how she related the incident that I don’t remember.


It was over dinner at our apartment. Only family was present. The main course had been consumed and dessert was underway. Granny Elainie was in the kitchen dishing out the Apple Brown Betty when the argument began, so she only heard part of it, only participated in the final moments.

“I think it’s disgusting,” Aunt Gussie apparently said, starting the fight. “Gussie, don’t go on,” Uncle Frank added quickly.

“And there are children,” she said before he had even finished admonishing her. “Gussie, mind your own business,” my mother said firmly.

“You shut up!” Gussie responded. “You have no right to...” 

“No right? In my own house, no right?”

“Come on, ladies...Gussie, please,” my father said.

“Don’t you call her a lady, Jimmy. Any real lady is offended by that!” Gussie retorted, heaving her breasts upward, her arms crossed firmly, supporting them.

“She is my wife!” my father said, slamming his large, flat hand down on the table and making the glassware ring.

“Your choice, not mine,” Gussie shouted.

“Gussie, please, keep your voice down, the children...” Uncle Frank hissed at her.

“The children? The children? The children should know who their mother is,” my aunt spat back at him.

“My children know their mother, know who she is, what and how she is,” my mother said. “Don’t you babies?”

Briana, eleven years old, said quickly, “I hate you Aunt Gussie. Your twat is dead. No babies for you.”

“Don’t say those words, Briana,” my father shouted at her, although apparently he was smiling when he said it.


“Did you hear her? Did you hear her language? How can she say such a thing to me?” Aunt Gussie cried.


“You brought in on yourself, Gussie,” Uncle Frank told her.

“Dried up old man,” Briana continued, pointing her finger at Uncle Frank. “Dried up gizzum. No babies for you.”

“Where does she learn this language?” Aunt Gussie shrieked.

“From me, you hideous hag.” Granny Elainie had come in from the kitchen and overheard this last part, I guess. “You prune, you pissant, you heinous heartless half-a-harlot. You don’t even have the good sense to sell what no one can disturb.”

“Elainie! You shock me,” Aunt Gussie sounded like she was whimpering when she said this, my mother always told us.

“Do I? Good. Your system could take a few shocks. Might be the best thing for it.”

“Mama, please,” my father said, but she waved him off with a flaccid gesture.

“You owe these people, your generous hosts, an apology, Gussie. You owe them an apology so big you should hit the streets and work the men until you can repay them for this vile humiliation with dirty dollars you earn on your knees in back alleys.”

According to my mother, Aunt Gussie fainted dead away at this concept and had to be taken home in a taxi. Two weeks later, by the time of the next family dinner, all of this had been set aside, put away somewhere in a drawer with a lilac cachet to cover its stench. Everyone was nice to everyone and nothing was said. I don’t know, to this day, if in between those two get-togethers something was said, or done, to put this all right. But somehow the family came together and nothing was said. It was supposedly a pleasant time, but I don’t remember that either. That’s just what I was told.

My immediate family. Now you know about them. I should tell more about me, for this is my story, not theirs, but without them there would be no me. There’s a small irony buried in that statement. It’s obvious that without my parents there would not have been a me. But the others you’ve met, Gussie and Frank, Granny Elainie and my sister Briana, had as much to do with forming me, creating me, as my own parents ever did when they were still alive.

When I was ten I read Charles Dickens’s novel David Copperfield. Are you familiar with it? “I am born,” he wrote. “I am born.” Well, I was born, too, and I led a life that so mirrors young Davey’s it sometimes confounds and confuses me, especially on those long nights in winter when memories flood the room where I sit with a brandy in a snifter on a table in front of a roaring fire. Music plays in this room, usually old opera recordings, mostly Paul Donner. His voice gets inside my body and swells it up, fills it with emotions and desires and even a tinge of sorrow. “I am born.” I was raised. Some are raised up. I, oddly, was raised down.


Chapter Two
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I had a friend when I was about five years old. We vowed to be best friends forever and he suggested we should be blood brothers. He was almost a whole year older, you see, and knew about these things.


His name, curiously was Robert Louis Stevenson, but he wasn’t the same one. His parents had an apartment near ours, in the next building actually. We met one day when I was sitting on the front stoop watching traffic, something I seemingly adored at that age. At any rate, he came up the stairs and sat down next to me and imitated my pose, chin on cupped hands, elbows on knees, and he watched with me. We never spoke that day.


When I’d had enough of this, I stood up and went into our building. He, I believe, stood up and went home to his own. I don’t know for sure, because I didn’t look around to see what he was doing.

A few days later we met on the street and he nodded solemnly to me and I returned the nod. As I moved a few steps past him, I heard him giggle and I laughed in return.

Suddenly we had a secret. I don’t think my mother realized what had happened that day. I don’t know about his.

When we met for the third time he introduced himself and I was forced to do the same thing.

“I’m Robert Louis Stevenson,” he said, extending his right hand, open and flat, palm up. “How do you do?”

“I do fine,” I said. “Thanks.” “And who are you?”

I hesitated a moment. “I am...I am Maxwell Draper. 

“I have three names.”

“So do I!” I snapped that back at him. “Max. Well. Draper.”

“Oh, okay,” he said sweetly enough, “then I’ll just call you Max. And you can call me Louie.”

We shook hands, like the grownups always did when they came to an agreement. I knew right then that Louie would be my best friend and that I could tell him anything.


We saw a lot of each other that spring and summer. New York City was an easy place for children in 1951. It was safe for us to run around the block and play in the alleys behind our buildings. There were women on the steps of almost every building , hanging out of windows, shopping in the local stores. It seemed that there was always someone nearby who knew Louie or me or our parents or my sister. We were protected by the neighborhood, safe in our world. Cars didn’t speed then. Or at least they never seemed to do so. Garbage cans were our fortresses. Fire escape ladders were our circus tents’ center rings. We jumped, flew, hid and ran. We weren’t angels, but we weren’t devils either. We were two kids playing and two people developing personalities along the way. Louie, being slightly older, developed quickly, but I was keeping up with him most of the time.



It was late in August. We had been playing cops and robbers for hours and I was tired of the game. I dashed up the stairs of Louie’s building and got myself a perfect top step seat on the stoop. The iron railing of his front stairs included wide bands of textured metal, painted black and at that particular point I could squeeze myself, tiny behind three of them and be almost completely out of sight while maintaining a perfect view of the street below. I was in place when he came hightailing it out of the alley next door. He stopped at the curb and looked up and down the street for me, but he didn’t see me. I saw his shoulders drop a bit and his neck bend forward so that his head could droop a bit. He looked tired to me. Then I heard him sob once. It hurt me to hear that. I didn’t understand it.


Without hesitation I called out his name and stood up so he could see me behind the metal bars. He threw back his head and laughed and came quickly up the nine steps of his stoop, throwing himself down on top of me. It was a roughhouse sort of thing, a way of playing and we wrestled around a bit. Winded, he stopped suddenly and pulled back and stared at me.


“We should be blood brothers,” he said. I nodded, not knowing what he was talking about. “Alvin told me about it. You don’t know him. He lives in Brooklyn. He’s my cousin.”


“Okay,” I said rather absently. That was all I said; I didn’t understand a word of it. “You don’t know what that is, do you?” Louie asked me.

“No. What is it?”


“Well, it’s like this,” he said, “you make a cut in your wrist and I make a cut in mine and when we’re bleeding good and hard we put our wrists together and our bloods mix and you get mine in you and I get yours in mine and we’re blood brothers, forever and always.”

“I’d have to cut my wrist?” I asked him. “Sure. All guys do it.” 

“I don’t know about that.” “Indians do it, too.”

“I’m not an Indian,” I told him.

“Well, they do it and we can do it. We’re as good as any damn Indian.”

“Better,” I said. “My sister knows an Indian and she doesn’t like him, but she likes you.” “How does your sister know an Indian?”

“She knows him at work,” I said. Briana was fourteen now and she had a part time job in the drug store making sodas at the fountain. An Indian who worked on the bridges liked to come in and drink an egg cream every afternoon and she had talked to him.

“Golly gee,” Louie said. “That sounds like something big.”

“Yeah,” I said, sorry I’d said it because my father always told me not to say ‘yeah.’ “Well, we have to be blood brothers, Max. That’s all there is to it.”

I agreed and we decided to meet the next day and cut ourselves and become really best friend blood brothers forever and always. The truth was I didn’t want to do it, but I knew I had to do it and that was that.

At dinner that night I didn’t tell anyone about the plans that Louie and I had made that day. I was already afraid of what my mother might do but I had some questions about the bleeding and I had to ask someone something, so I brought up the subject after dinner.

My father had gone back to the hotel to work a partial night shift and Briana wanted to listen to some dance music on the radio. So this would be a perfect opportunity to talk to mother.

“I have a question,” I said to her.

“Is it about modeling, Maxie? I know you love to do it.”

I did, but that wasn’t my goal, as I told you, so I shook my head emphatically. “Oh, all right then, what’s on your mind?”

“Its about the bleeding,” I started to say, but she grabbed me and put her hand over my mouth.

“It happens to me every month, darling, and it’s nothing for you to worry about.” “You do it every month?” I asked her, not believing what I was hearing.

“Yes, all women do.”

I stared at her not believing what I was hearing. “You must have a lot of best friends,” I said. “Yes, I do, darling, why?”

“If you do it every month.” “I’m sorry?”

“I love you so much, and now I think you’re terrific,” I said and I hugged her very hard. She hugged me back and held me close to her heart. I could smell her perfume and her sweat all mixed together. Then she relaxed her grip.

“Maxie, I think it was very sweet of you to be so concerned about the bleeding, but there’s nothing to worry about. I have these nice large pads to absorb the blood and in a few days I’m fine.”


I knew the pads she meant. I’d seen them in her dresser drawer. It was an immediate decision that followed: I would take one and bring it with me for the bleeding ceremony. That would make things all right. As soon as I could the next morning I stole into my parents room and took one of her absorbing pads and hid it in my pants. Right after lunch I went out to play and found Louie already waiting on my stoop.


“I found the perfect place to do it,” he said. “Follow me.”


I rushed off after him, entering the basement door of a building around the corner from the block on which we lived. It was dark in this basement hallway and I could barely see Louie who was still ahead of me. Then he pushed open a heavy metal door and stepped inside a lighted room. I followed him in. It was a laundry room. All of the machines were going and that made it both noisy and hot. I felt perspiration on my brow and I wiped it off with the back of my hand. 



“I brought something,” I said, “for the extra blood.” I pulled out my mother’s pad and showed it to him.

“You won’t need that,” Louie replied. “After we mix our blood, if there’s any left, we can just put our arms in the washing machines.”

That was clever. I would never have thought of that. I stuffed the pad back down my pants. I knew what we had to do, and this was the time to do it.

“Hold out your arm, Max,” he said, and I did, shutting my eyes tight. “You too,” I said to him. “Okay, cut.”

“With what?” he asked me. “Did you bring anything?”

I hadn’t and, it turned out, neither had Louie. We didn’t have a knife between us. Eyes open again, we looked around the room for some sort of sharp implement to use but there was absolutely nothing.

“What’ll we do?” I asked him, a tightness in my throat.

“I don’t know. I don’t know.” He stopped to think. I heard his sharp intake of breath that always signified an idea. “Yes, I do. I do know something.”

He grabbed my pants and yanked them down around my hips. This sharpness of this act also pulled down my shorts. Before I could say anything he did the same thing with his own pants and underwear.

“What are we doing?” I shouted at him.

“Blood and piss, my old man always says, is the same thing. So we can piss and touch peepees and it will be just like the blood, don’t you see?”

Well that actually made sense to me, so I nodded and we each took a step closer and touched our peepees but neither one of us made water. We just stood there like that waiting. It felt silly. Then Louie got another bright idea.

“You hold mine and I’ll hold yours. Then it will be like we are each other. See?”

I saw. So we did that and still nothing much happened. I say much. I’m wrong there.

That was the moment when the door opened and a woman walked in. I believe she screamed, then she shouted, then she groaned. We didn’t know what to do, so we just stood there as we were, holding on tight to each other’s infantile penises. We were looking at her, not sure what we should do, but in less than a moment we knew what had to be done.

She grabbed us both by our ears and began to pull us apart. I grabbed for my pants with my one free hand and Louie did the same thing. My mother’s pad fell to the floor. More screams ensued. For some reason I never understood we were still holding on to each other’s baby parts. The woman began shouting for help, calling out to whomever could hear her, for assistance. It didn’t take a lot of shouting for a crowd to gather, each new person seemingly upset by what they saw, although a few of them seemed to be laughing more than they were doing anything else.

The woman, a Mrs. Lowry, found out our names and dragged us home to our parents. Louie’s folks were very angry, more at me than at Louie it seemed. My mother was outwardly upset, but later on she laughed and laughed as she told the story to my father. He thought it was a pretty funny tale and so did Granny Elainie. I don’t remember what Briana thought or if she even knew about it. Aunt Gussie was disgusted and called me some sort of name, but I forgot about that pretty quickly because my mother loved the story so much.

Louie and his family moved a week later to some other neighborhood and I never saw him again, but I always think of him as my best friend, my blood brother, and the only person I really want to come hold my peepee for me. Ever.


Chapter Three
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Granny Elainie died when I was still young. I mean, really young. I was in the second grade. Eisenhower was President. It was 1953. She wasn’t sick or even old, not really old, not like some people are old. Granny Elainie was the youngest of us in so many ways.

She had spirit and energy. She had life licked. She couldn’t be phased. Not really; well, not often, really. And she didn’t die, or live, on being Granny Elainie. For most of the people who knew her she was just Elainie. Mr. Compton, though, held on to the version of her when she was Lainie.

Lainie Silver was her name when she knew Mr. Compton. She showed me pictures of when she was Lainie Silver. She was beautiful. She looked like Elizabeth Taylor looked in the year that Granny died. The 1953 Liz was the 1931 Lainie, a version of the Liz from “Ivanhoe,’ from “A Place in the Sun,” shining and pure and almost too beautiful to look directly at her.


I still have the photo of her in front of the billiard parlor where she hung out with her friend Tooie. They had grown up together and even though Tooie was a lesbian, Lainie hung out with her. Granny Elainie was a faithful friend to those she pledged to love and Tooie was one of the first. I was the last one and she was always faithful to me, too.


But Mr. Compton was a story and a half.

Mr. Compton was the man who ruined Lainie for other men. My grandmother’s words there, not mine. When they met, she told me, the earth moved for her and that had never happened before. It’s not like she was a virgin when they met, not like she hadn’t been sleeping with men for money or even for love sometimes. Lainie Silver was a career girl whose career started at the top and stayed there for a long, long time. She was a dominant lover, she told me-saying it was the best position. I didn’t get it then. I do now, of course. But Mr. Compton changed her mind, turned her around, flipped her over, let her feel her power ebb as he made her happier than she felt she had any right to feel. She fell in love with Mr. Compton and he loved her just as much as she loved him. Of course, there were things he didn’t know about her at that time and when he found out what she was, who she was, it hurt him and that hurt them.

Granny Elainie told me the story of his becoming aware. It went like this:

“We were in bed together, Maxie. We’d been in bed together for, I don’t know, four hours or five maybe and I was thirsty, so I asked him for a drink. When he got up to fetch me water from the sink across the room, he tripped on my handbag. He fell hard on the floor, hitting his head on the Morris Chair in the corner where they kept it in this hotel room. But he laughed. He wasn’t hurt, you see, and he laughed. But when he tried to stand back up, he fell again because his foot was caught in the strap on the handbag.

That’s what did it, Maxie. That’s when the contents spilled out and he saw the photograph.”

‘What photograph?’ I asked her each time she got to this point in the story. She liked to be prompted. She didn’t need it, but she liked it. 


“It was a picture of your mommy and me. You know the picture,” and she’d turn to the photo album in her lap and open it automatically to the page where that very picture resided, tucked into its four black paper corners that held it fast to the black paper page. She’d point to the picture, then thump it with her fingernail. I always liked it when she did that. I liked the sound her fingernail made against the glossy paper. “This picture. The picture I love the best of your mommy and me.”


It was a photograph taken when my mother was about ten years old. She was a true miniature of Granny Elainie. The two of them, so blonde, so perky, their faces in identical smiles with their high cheek bones shoved into blushes by the fun they seem to be having. When I asked Granny Elainie who took the picture she just shrugged. “Not someone you’d like to know,” was all she said.


“But you look so happy, you both look so happy,” I’d exclaim. 

“It’s a look, Maxie. It’s a look that suited us, that’s all.”

“But I want to know who...?”


“So, Mr. Compton saw the picture and he knew right away that the woman was me and he could see, from how much alike we were, that we were related and he could also see that I was a lot older than the little girl, so he knew right away that this wasn’t my little sister, but my daughter, so he wasn’t too happy about that.”

When she would finish this speech about Mr. Compton’s distress she would sometimes start to cry a little, but she could pull back from that quickly and she would and she’d go on with the story without needing a prompt.

“He never got me the water, Maxie. Instead he came back to the bed and he sat down and he held my hand in silence for a long time and then he looked up at me and there were tears in his eyes. That’s when he asked me the hard question, that is it was hard for him to ask and not for me to answer. ‘Lainie, tell me,’ he said looking me straight in the face, ‘this little girl...she’s your daughter, so you weren’t a virgin with me?’ Well, Maxie, I wanted to laugh but he was so sincere and looking me in the face when he said it, so I told him ‘no, I’m not a virgin, not now, not when we met, not for years already.’”

“Did that make him mad?” I asked her.

“Mad? Mr. Compton? No, he was never mad. He was never mean, not like some could be mean. He wasn’t even so upset, really. He was just disappointed in me.”

“What happened then?” I was back to prompting her, even though I knew what came next.

“So he got up from the bed and came around to stand in front of me. He was naked, you know. I sat up in the bed and looked at him, he was a magnificent specimen, and he was getting aroused a little bit. I let my breasts show on top of the sheet I was holding close to me and he said, ‘Lainie, would you kiss it?’ And I said, ‘Mr. Compton, what do you think of me? I’m no whore.’ And he cried and he knelt by the bed and he hugged me and he kissed my breasts and he swore he would always love me, always be true to me in his heart. It was so beautiful, but I knew what it meant. It meant the ecstasy that was Mr. Compton was over for me.”

“Why was mommy a secret, Granny Elainie?”

“I wasn’t such a youngster anymore, Maxie. For a man like Mr. Compton who wanted a virgin, a young and unspoiled woman, a mother wasn’t in the cards.”

“But he loved you, right?”

“He loved me, yes. But he loved the woman who was Lainie Silver, and not the mother who was Elainie Silverman.”


“But you were both of them!” I always shouted at that point throwing my little arms in the air. Granny Elainie loved it when I did that. She would grab me high across the chest and hug me and my little arms would fall on her shoulders and I’d laugh because she was tickling me.


“And he was always true to you? Always faithful?”

“He never really married. All his life he was never truly married.”


“And you were right not to kiss his peepee,” I said, “because you weren’t a whore.”


“That’s right. I wasn’t a whore. I was a prostitute, but never with Mr. Compton. It’s very possible, Maxie, that I loved Mr. Compton for more reasons than how he made me feel when he was on top. I think I loved him for his gentle ways and his polite manners. The first time we were in bed together and he made love to me he cried because he believed he had taken my youth from me. That last time, with the photograph,” and here she would tap the picture once again, “I think he cried because he knew it must be the final time.”


“But why? If he loved you, why?”

“He was a little bit disgraced, Maxie. He was ashamed he hadn’t had the sense to know a woman from a girl. He was upset because now he understood that I knew he had been the virgin when we met. He was disgraced with himself.”

“Did you ever see him again, Granny Elainie?”

“Did I ever see him again? Naturally. He married my girlfriend, Tooie, the lesbian. That way he could stay close to me and stay faithful to me as well because it’s a well known fact that lesbians don’t do sex with men. That’s how he showed me how faithful he could be to me. But he ruined me for other men, Maxie. I could never love again either, so if it wasn’t for money it wasn’t happening.”


Granny Elainie told me this story about twenty-five times in the years before she died. Each time the story was exactly the same as it had been the time before and the time before that time. She never varied in it. But it wasn’t until she died that I ever met Mr. Compton or even saw him.


He came to the funeral. My mother pointed him out to me, because she knew that Granny Elainie had told me this particular story. He was across the room and when he saw us he nodded solemnly. My mother nodded back to him and beckoned him over. He put his hat on a chair and then walked over to where we were standing.

“You look a little like her,” he said, but I wasn’t sure if he meant my mother or me when he said it.

“Mr. Compton, this is my son, Maxwell, Elainie’s grandchild.”

I held out my hand, very manly, and he took it and gave it a perfect single shake. “I’ll miss your grandmother very much,” he said. “Very much.”

“She said you were always faithful,” I told him.

“So she mentioned me?” He nodded a few times. “I’m very pleased to hear it.”

“She loved you too,” I whispered to him. He nodded again and then he put his hand over his eyes, his head still nodding slightly. When he stopped nodding and he removed his hand I could see the remains of his tears in the palm of his hand, but his face was dry. He looked up at my mother and he spoke.

“I made a mistake with Lainie. I should have asked her to marry me right then, right there.”

“She wasn’t the marrying kind,” my mother said gently.

“So true,” he said. Then he stood up very straight and looked at me again. “You remind me of her, Maxwell. You have her eyes.” I blushed. “And you have her coloring, too,” he said.

“They were very close,” my mother added.

“It’s a pleasure to finally meet you both,” he said and he was turning away, about to return to his hat.

“How’s Tooie?” I asked suddenly in a voice a bit too loud perhaps. He stopped and turned back to me and looked very hard at me. Then he smiled and I could see right away why Granny Elainie had loved him.

“That’s a sweet question to ask. Would you care to meet her?” “Is she here?” I asked him, a bit too eagerly.

“Here? No. She couldn’t come here. But someday I could take you to her if you don’t mind the trip. She would love to see you.”

“Could I, Mommy?” I asked. My mother closed her eyes and bit her lower lip before answering. “We’ll see, darling,” was all she said to me.

Mr. Compton nodded again and went back to his seat being held by his hat. And then we buried Granny Elainie and what we left, we lost.


Chapter Four
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My mother became well-acquainted with John Q. Public. Her mother, Granny Elainie, introduced them around 1935, eleven years before I was born. It was that night of sexual initiation that helped move the family profession forward into a new generation and Granny Elainie was determined to be the one who decided the when, where, how and who of this first step into the big time for her daughter. Not that she was totally inexperienced by then. She was nineteen, after all, and she’d been out with boys, even with older men, by then, and she had learned a thing or two about keeping her pride and her passions in reasonable balance. Quite a few of her swains had made their moves and been politely rebuffed, although one or two of them had made it to what was already quaintly being referred to as ‘second base.’ Or at least that’s what she told me one drunken night in a rental apartment in Far Rockaway, New York where we spent the summer I was eight years old. 



So, at nineteen, Granny Elainie introduced her daughter to the delights of doing it “right” and “not for all night,” as she liked to say. She also taught her child-turned-woman about doing it for cash.


“If you have to do it at all,” she said to her daughter, Lana, “then make it worthwhile. Let me tell you how its done,” and she proceeded to do exactly that. She explained everything from coitus to cunnilingus and all the various techniques a provocative woman could use with a man. She went into lengthy detailed descriptions of various hygiene practices and she was very deliberate in explaining about the money. “What they get to do depends on what they pay, and pay up front,” she said. “You, the woman, are always in control. Never the man. You take the cash, count it, stash it safely and then, and only then, do you do anything.”


My mother listened carefully to every word of the lecture on business, principals and habits. She was a good student, I guess, because she became very popular right away, at least according to her and to Granny Elainie. She had a career upswing at twenty-one when she met a man named Byron. Byron was wealthy, handsome and a confirmed bachelor. He was in the business of importing European antiques and he was in need of a classy looking woman to escort him to upper class affairs where he could do business.

Lana, he decided, could be that one.


It was an odd move in her career. She basically had to give up all of the other men who came to see her, took her places and did her. It worked out, though, because Byron paid her very well for her time and she wasn’t always having to wash places that were being used by clients. Instead she could dress well, go to parties, go to the theater and the opera and be admired by lots of people, women and men, who had no idea who she was or what she did for a living. Byron made up the difference in her life and for a while she even played with the concept of marrying him. But that wasn’t in the cards.



First of all, he wasn’t going to marry her or anyone. Secondly, sex with him only happened once in a while and she wasn’t enjoying that part very much; he wasn’t a good lover. Thirdly, she met my father.


They met at one of those parties Byron took her to as his lady- beard. It was held in a suite at the Excelsior Grande Hotel on West 38th Street, the hotel my father managed. When Byron and Lana arrived for the party, he had a small suitcase filled with beautiful platinum boxes from some estate in Austria. He had just acquired them and he had a client who was probably going to like them very much. They weighed a lot, so he had asked for someone to carry the suitcase for him and my father, as the manager, took that responsibility on himself. He knew that whatever Byron was selling was valuable, so he wouldn’t trust this job to a bellhop. He and Lana met in the elevator going up to the nineteenth floor.


In those days the elevators were manually run by men in uniforms who opened and closed the grillwork inner doors. These men were trained to not see who was with whom and what was going on behind them. They were committed to their work and to the privacy of the people who came to their hotels. So, in this case, Lana and my father were standing in the rear of the car and Byron was in front of them, next to the elevator operator. My father barked out the floor number and the operator slid the gate closed, paused a second, then threw the throttle bar to the right and the elevator began its long, slow ascent.

“No stops for this car,” my father said sternly. The operator nodded once without turning around. “That’s fine, Barry,” my dad added.

Byron never turned around to check on his suitcase or his girl. My father never looked at her either and, according to my mother, she kept her eyes trained front as well, her eyes on the back of Byron’s head. But her hand slipped across the rear wall of the machined- room and over my father’s hand, the one holding the handle of the suitcase. They stood there like that for fifteen floors, her hand over his, caressing the skin on the back of his fingers. He said it was the happiest vertical trip of his life because she was so beautiful that he had not been able to look at her for long in the lobby because Byron intimidated him. But for that trip he was in heaven.

After escorting them to the party, my father went back to his office and tried to work, but he found it difficult. His mind wasn’t on papers, or bank accounts, or unpaid bills. He could only think about her. He was doubly surprised when, just about one hour later, the knock on his door revealed, when answered, the beautiful Lana and not his personal assistant.

“Come in, please,” he said trying to contain his excitement. “Is there something wrong? Something you need?”

“No. Yes.” Her answers were short and specific. “Tell me,” he said.

“I’m not supposed to tell you about myself,” she said, “as my mother wouldn’t approve of it.”

“All right,” he said, totally confused.

“But I haven’t been able to think about anything but you since I came into the lobby and you came to greet us.”

“I...” he hesitated. “I felt the same way.”

“I work for a living,” she said. “I’m a working girl.”

“I didn’t know that,” he said not completely sure of what she was telling him.

“I come from a family of working girls,” she said. “We’re taught what to do and we do it.”

A picture was emerging in his mind and although he was certain he was catching up with her tale, he wasn’t the slightest bit offended by what he was hearing. That confused him. He had always considered himself a very moral man and if she was telling him what he assumed she was saying than he should have been deeply concerned.

“He’s a client,” she said. “But he’s the best kind of client. I wanted you to know that. I only go places with him and look nice and intelligent. I help him impress his own customers and I don’t do anything.”

“All right, then,” my father said.

“I like you, though,” she continued. “There’s something different about you, sort of like the boys I knew in high school. I can see the lust in your eyes, but I know you wouldn’t try anything. You saw me with someone else and you respected that. I just wanted you to know I appreciated it.”

“That’s nice. Thanks.”

“I’d like to get to know you though,” she told him. “I really think I like you.” “It’s awkward, isn’t it, saying those things? I’m blushing from it, Miss.”

“My name is Lana Silverman. My phone number is Trafalgar 9-401. I will be there all day tomorrow. I hope I haven’t bothered you in vain.”

She picked up his business card from the silver tray on his desk, turned around and headed out of his office. The story she told me is that he called her the next day and they met and then they met again a few times and he got to third base right away and then home run came just a few days before they married and my sister Briana was born almost immediately. With that short scenario, Lana Silverman went out of the family business. It was the shortest career anyone had enjoyed in the history of our clan.


Eleven years later I was born. In between I don’t know much about, but certainly something had to have happened. My father changed jobs; my sister opted to take up the family business; my Granny Elainie died and she and my mother revealed a lot of secrets to me that they had never told anyone else. Those long nights with the two of them, together or on their own, were fascinating for me, enthralling even. What I learned from them, I’m willing to share, but there’s a fee, of course. That much I’ve learned well. Everything comes for a price, and you get it up front.



Chapter Five
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Freddy Wales sits silently in the classroom waiting for the constant hum of non-essential chatter to diminish. No one talks with her, but still the conversations abound and if she wants to she could inject herself into any of three confabulations surrounding her desk. She chooses to abstain. That is what marks the twelve year old as different, her reluctance, or rather her insistent removal. She will not be drawn into the all-important nonsense around her. Freddy is one of those students who actually studies, knows the answers to the questions that her teachers inevitably ask. “Who was the Duke of Aberdeen in 1720s? Anyone?” Freddy’s hand is already up but the teacher won’t call on her yet. It’s clear she always knows the right answer and a wrong answer is required: “What is the square root of 174? Quickly now?” And again Freddy would have the answer but is only called on as a last resort. She has reached the stage of ‘quiet resentment’ and is not far away from the one called ‘displaced anger.’ She wants to answer the question, needs to be the one to say the right words at the appropriate moment. She is always the final alternative. Always and constantly.



“Remarks, students,” Miss Wilson calls out to the room, “remarks on the verse we just read. Stuart Bilson. Remarks please.”

Bilson pulls himself up from his desk and a hand on his shirt tugs him back down toward his seat. He jerks forward, trying to extricate himself from the large right hand of Charlie Towers, seated behind him. At just the right moment, Towers lets go and Bilson falls awkwardly over his desk. This gets the expected laugh.

“Bilson, the verse,” Miss Wilson snaps at him. “Now, please.” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” he stammers. “The poem is called Ellighee...”

“Elegy, soft g, please,” Miss Wilson corrects him.

“...yes, Ma’am, Elegy, and its about somebody dead.” He stops dead. “Is that all?”

“Yes, Ma’am.” He stares down at his desktop. Freddy’s hand is up, but Miss Wilson ignores her.

“Tell me, more, Stuart.”

“Yes, Ma’am. It was written by Ed. Na. Street. Vincent Mullet and he says...

“She says,” Miss Wilson hastens to correct him, “and her name is Edna. Saint. Vincent. Millay. Say it that way, Bilson.” He does and she compliments him. “Now, go on.” Again Freddy’s hand is up and again she is ignored.

“I don’t know what you want me to say, Miss Wilson.”

“I want to know how the verse made you feel. Or what it made you think. Anything at all.”

“Oh,” he says and he stands there making an ‘I’m thinking’ face. Freddy’s hand is up again. In exasperation Miss Wilson calls out her name. She stand s and begins immediately to analyze the poem.

“This is a protest poem about death and all that it means to us, the ones who are left behind to mourn.”

“Yes. Very good.”

“And it also paints a picture of hope when she says, quote, your young flesh that sat so neatly on your little bones will sweetly blossom in the air, unquote.”

“What does that say to you, Frederica?” Freddy hates to be called by her whole name, but will accept it if she can answer a question.

“It tells me that the loved one who died will be pushing up the daisies, and the roses, and the peonies,” Freddy responded. “The dead beloved is fertilizer for all that is beautiful and cherished.” She paused. “Like Jean Harlow.”

The class laughs instantly, and as a group. Red in the face, flushed with embarrassment Freddy sits down again.

“All right. Well done. Stuart Bilson, would you please thank Frederica for assisting you in the answer.”

The boy sticks his tongue out at Freddy, put his thumbs in his ears and waggles his fingers as violently as he can manage. Another laugh and a sudden outbreak of chatter once again.


Class is over in another hour and Freddy, books nestled awkwardly in her cradled arms, walks down the hallway where three boys are waiting, obviously, for her. She slows her pace and begins to glance around the space, hoping for a friend, an ally. Seeing one, she digs her heels in and keeps walking their way.


“Teacher’s Pet,” one of the boys calls out to her.


“I’m not,” she shouts back. “She hates me and you and everyone knows it.” “Cry baby!” A second voice responds. “Little baby boo-hoo!” 



She sticks her own tongue out at this infant villain. She would call him a name but she knows better. This is not the time to start a fight. There are too many obstacles in her path.

She pushes past them and the third boy shoves her, his open hand colliding with her shoulder. She isn’t toppled but her schoolbooks hit the floor in an instant creating an obstacle to anyone else trying to hurry past. She squats down in the midst of them and starts to gather them all back, rather like a Maine fisherman, she imagines, works to haul in his net of lobsters.

Freddy is always imagining such things. She has an imagination. That is why, she believes, she has no friends. People don’t talk to her. No one invites her into their circle. Her circle is a dot and she the only mark within it.

After rounding the corner Freddy is in the homestretch back to her locker. She feels safe in this corridor of the school; everyone in this end of the school is a girl and she feels safer around her own kind. At the locker three down the line from hers is Linda Palozzi. Linda is two years older than Freddy, which is not surprising, for Freddy was an honors student, skipped ahead one grade. At twelve she should be in the sixth grade, finishing grammar school, but she is here in the junior high school as a seventh grader. She is proud of this accomplishment, but also intimidated by it. It is the reason, she is sure, that Miss Wilson won’t call on her very often. That goes for all of her other teachers as well. But all she has to do, she keeps telling herself, is get through seventh and when she is in eighth, next term, it won’t matter anymore. No one will care about her age, or notice it.

She’ll just be an A+ student and that will be enough of an identifier for her.

“Hi, Linda,” she says, smiling for the first time all day.

“That’s Miss Palozzi, squirt,” comes the marginally hostile response. “Sorry,” Freddy says.

“It’s okay.” She speaks softly. “Just remember in public to call me by my grown-up name. When we’re alone, you can call me Linda. I don’t mind.”

“Okay. Thanks.”

“Don’t mention it!” With a twirl and a turn, Linda Palozzi is off and on her way, her skirt flipping naturally as she bustles down the empty passageway toward her bus. Freddy wonders if her skirt ever flips and slaps that way, but she knows it doesn’t. It can’t. She doesn’t know how to walk like that. She admires Linda Palozzi a lot. She wants to be like Linda Palozzi, be pretty and popular and not too smart and have people watch her walk away, her skirt flipping and flapping that way, her hair doing the same, but always the opposite way: right when the skirt going left and vice versa. Freddy knows she has a lot to learn and she want to learn it all fast before it’s too late and not one boy will ask her to the seventh grade dance which comes up in three weeks.

Freddy has a lot to learn. Like who she is, what she’s called, what she wants and what’s important.

“Who are you, anyway?” she asks herself out loud.

“Whose dog are you?” says a voice from behind her. Freddy doesn’t want to turn around and see this boy’s face. She absolutely doesn’t.


Very quietly, almost without sound, she says, “I’m no one’s dog.” The voice asks the question a second time. She stands very still and doesn’t respond, pretends there is no voice, no person behind her. As though she was back in her class, only the teacher this time, she ignores this other person with all her might.


“I’m Mikhael Staffiev,” the voice from behind her says. “I’m everyone’s dog.”

Freddy starts to slowly turn his way, but something holds her back. It’s the question, the answer, the voice itself. She sees his shoes, a strange design of three colors of leather. His pants are cuffed and creased perfectly. It all seems so ... foreign.


Chapter Six
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She sees Mikhail, finally, when the bell sounds. As she looks up at him, he is turning away from her, toward the classroom. She reaches out in his direction, but he is moving suddenly, lurching forward and away again.

“What did you say your name was?” she asks him, loudly enough for two other girls to turn in her direction but apparently not loud enough for him to hear and respond to her. “What’s your name?” she shouts.

“Mikhael,” he shouts back. “Don’t shout at me.” And he is gone. Freddy picks up her books and hurries off to her own class, hoping she’ll find him there, but a quick scan of the room shows her that he is definitely not in the same class. “I’ll find him later,” she thinks, but she knows as surely as she knows her own lack of significance in the world that she won’t find him later. Not soon, at any rate. After all, she’s never even seen him before today and the term is more than half behind her.

The balance of her day goes as days usually went: nothing interesting happens and she only learns what she thought she had already known on any and every subject. At three o’clock, with no after-school activities scheduled, she boards her bus for the trip home. Once again she checks the conveyance, as she had all of her classes, in case Mikhael might be on her bus, but she is disappointed to discover that he isn’t. Most likely he has headed in a different direction yet again.


As the schoolbus pulls away from the curb she spots someone she thinks might be Mikhael. The boy’s hair is what she thinks she remembers and the shirt and jacket as well. The boy is entering a limousine and after the way he had described himself, as everyone’s dog, she knows she she is wrong about the boy she is watching.


There is no way this could be Mikhael. Only rich boys rode in cars that were chauffered. Only rich boys. Not people who talked to her.

Fridays are good for Freddy. On Fridays she understands that pressures are abating and her need to be special changes to a need to simply be. That includes the need to be with boys, her special need to be with one boy who likes her in a different way. So, without the need to excel at everything, Freddy often takes a more relaxed tone on a Friday. She actually flirts with the boys she liked and she always hopes that her flirting will bring about a movie date, or an invitation to a school dance or a party. What never occurs to her is that her behavior switch is too late, comes too late in the week to impress a boy that she is date material. Instead they all just think she is tired from too much showing off her brains without letting those brains consider her body. And at least one group of boys really know it.

“Freddy has no breasts,” Ian Carter says on this particular Friday to the other three boys who are close to him at the time. “I could see across the inside of that shirt she was wearing and she doesn’t have any.”

“That’s ‘cause she isn’t a real girl,” Jeremy Finn responds.

“Course she is,” saya Barry Hedge. “My sister takes gym class with her and she told me Freddy has too got breasts and their pretty ones, too.”

“What does your old sister know about breasts?” Ian says with a haughty tone in his voice.

“My sister has great boobs,” Barry adds. “She knows what’s what when it comes to them things.”

“Aw, you’ve got better breasts than Freddy does, Barry,” Ian spits back at him. “You got real girly breasts.”

Barry, who is overweight and sensitive about it, rears back, swinging his arm above his head, his hand clenching hard into a fist. He is about to lay one on Ian, when Harry Barnett grabs his arm in mid-swing and whips him around to face the other way.

“Hey, what are you doing?” Barry snarls at him.

“Leave it alone, Barry, leave it alone, hear?” Harry says to him. “Ian’s just being stupid, that’s all.”

“You just like Freddy too much, Harry,” Jeremy says. 

“I don’t.” Barry is almost stammering now.

“Yeah, you do,” Ian agrees.

“You do,” says Harry. “And it shows.” “She’s a wise-ass,” Barry says defensively.

“But you like that in your women,” Ian adds. “You like ‘em dominant.” “I don’t even know what that means,” Barry protests.

“You probably will one day,” Harry says.


“Yeeeeeeaaaah!” Barry mutters, taking a step back away from the others. He pauses physically and vocally. “You all think you’re so smart.” He turns on his heels and ran off down the hallway.


“Think he’s going to check out Freddy?” Ian asks the other two. “Like a library book?” Jeremy asks.

“Like Marilyn Monroe, stupid,” Barry told him. “He’s going to look down Freddy’s shirt and see for himself what she’s got there.”
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Quoted in The Reader’s Digest, April, 1946:
“A friend is a present you give yourself.
-- Robert Louis Stevenson”
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From Spotlight on Today
“The manager of a midtown New York hotel quit his job
the other day. He now works as a waiter there. He has
fewer headaches & and makes more money!”
Dorothy Kilgallen, King Features
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From Brewer’s The Dictionary of Phrase and Fable
“Heir-Presumptive. One who will be heir if no one is born having a
prior claim. Thus the Princess Royal was heir-presumptive till the

Prince of Wales was born; and if the Prince of Wales had been
king before any family had been born to him, then...his
brother would have been heir-presumptive.”






OEBPS/image/image-0-3.jpg
From the Reader’s Digest, April, 1946:

“Earl of Devon's Epitaph:
What we gave, we have;
What we spent, we had;
What we left, we lost.”
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From Brewer’s The Dictionary of Phrase and Fable:

“Frederick of Wales had a dog given to him by
Alexander Pope, and on the collar were these words:
‘I am his highness’ dog at Kew;

Pray tell me, Sir, who’s dog are you?”
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FromThe Reader’s Digest, April, 1946:

From Collected Letters of John Q. Public: “A North Dakota
radio station received a letter from a Minnesota listener which said:
‘I know that you will be interested to know that after listening
to your program for over ayear I now have a baby.”
Editor & Publisher
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From Reader’s Digest, April, 1946”

From Hollywood Spot Light “Edna Ferber was invited to a studio
to see a film that had been made from one of her manuscripts.
‘It’s a good picture,’ she said afterward, ‘but it isn’t my story.

[ wonder if you'll let me buy my story back”

The movie magnates finally agreed to sell it back. ‘But,’ they said,
‘you’ve got to give us an option on the movie rights.”
Walter Winchell
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