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1 I Told You So--- Or Did I!!
Some thirteen years and three or four 

months ago, I was pleased to be asked to submit a 
short paper for the BUDGET, read on the evening of 
February 27, 1956 by our beloved friend and member, 
the late John N. Gatch.

In this short paper entitled, "OMAR VERSUS 
PURCELL—OR—WHOSE RUBAIYAT", I contended that 
Edward Fitzgerald was not a scholar versed in the 
Persian; had never seen the East, and had no desire 
to see it. His introduction to the quatrains of 
OMAR came through a friend, one Edward Cowell, 
later professor of Sanscrit at Cambridge, who had 
found a fifteenth century copy of the manuscript 
in the Ousley Collection in the Bodlean. Cowell 
had made a copy of this old manuscript and he and 
Fitzgerald pored over it for hour upon hour in an 
attempt at translation—often reading into it that 
which they thought OMAR would have meant to say 
or that which they themselves wished it to say.

After his friend had left for an assign
ment in India, Fitzgerald carried the quatrains 
about with him, brooded over them, and finally 
became obsessed with the idea that he and he alone 
was in complete harmony and sympathy with OMAR's 
mood and that this gave him unlimited license to 
take ’bver-large" liberties with both translation 
and arrangement. The difficulty was, as I stated 
years ago, that Fitzgerald did not translate; he 
re-wrote the epigrams to fit his own East as he had 
invented it. Using as a verse form a strict
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decasyllabic iambic quatrain with three rhyming 
lines and one un-rhymed, he created an original 
poem that is probably the most beautiful and 
stately presentation of agnosticism and epicurean
ism ever penned; instead of the disjointed and 
rambling quatrains of the original manuscript, his 
is a finished sequential living poem.

Fitzgerald's poem, for which he appropri
ated the title, THE RUBAIYAT OF OMAR KHIYAAM, has, 
in turn, been appropriated by hundred of thousands 
of enthusiastic admirers over this past hundred 
and eleven years, and to them OMAR was the name of 
an old Persian scholar-philosopher whose songs gave 
them comfort and courage in their speculations of 
the vicissitudes of human existence and counselled 
them to "drink and be merry as long as life shall 
last".

"CAME THE DAWN": Eleven years after John 
read his "BUDGET", The London Times, the New York 
Times, and our own Cincinnati Enquirer literally 
blazoned forth the news that one Robert Graves, 
poet, novelist, biographer and literary craftsman, 
of sorts, had come forth with the assertion that 
"Fitzgerald was but an amateur Orientalist who had 
constructed a "mid-Victorian" poem of his own; 
supposed to be a translation from an ill-understood 
classical Persian text."

The New York Times, October 26, 1967, 
headed the results of their literary perigrinations 
"POET WHO IRKS SCHOLARS—ROBERT von RANKE GRAVES." 
Perhaps I am not a "scholar", but I, for one, am 
certainly not irked. After all, one can enjoy Mr.
Graves literary endeavors---or ignore them. There
are many, I fear, who could find no agreement with 
his theory expressed in his book, KING JESUS, That 
"Jesus had survived the crucifixion and had lived 
out a long and natural life as a Jewish layman". 
Quien sabe?, perhaps yes, perhaps no. To accept 
Mr. Graves contention in this would certainly play 
particular Hell with the established beliefs under
lying the Christian religion.

The Cincinnati Enquirer, October 27, 1967 
quotes one Robert Musel (under a London dateline)
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"that, there is a new translation by Robert Graves 
and one Ali-Shah, a Persian scholar which will be 
one of the most important literary revelations of 
our time". This article goes on to quote them 
"Gitzgerald, who died in 1883, had an imperfect 
understanding of Persian and even less of the Sufi 
sect to which Khayaam belonged and whose symbolism 
he used, and that Fitzgerald had paraphrased or 
simply invented much of his so-called "translation". 
These two Johnny-come-lately critics go on to say 
that "Fitzgerald has unjustly presented the great 
Persian poet as an atheist and blasphemer" and 
further that "even the wildest poetic license can 
hardly empower a translator so to deface the sense 
of a poem as to dishonour its author's integrity" 
and that he, Omar Ali-Shah, "feels outraged by such 
willful ignorance combined with crooked manipulations 
of verses to make them fit alien patterns of thought". 
Ho Hum!

I have read the Graves-Ali-Shah trans
lation several times since it was published last 
year and have gone back to Fitzgerald's Poem many, 
many times, in its several variants. I have also 
read and re-read the critical commentaries by both 
Graves and Ali-Shah, and find nothing to cause me 
to change my regard for either Fitzgerald or his 
Poem.

It has long been known that the 15th 
Century copy of the manuscript was not the earliest. 
In fact, there is now and long has been a copy of 
the 13th Century edition at Cambridge. The one 
supposedly used by Graves and Ali-Shah, to whose 
family it now belongs, is a 12th Century copy, and 
this has been available to scholars in Afghanistan 
since shortly after OMAR'S death more than 800 
years ago.

George Saintsbury, the English literary 
critic, (late 19th-early 20th Century), was willing 
and anxious to concede that Fitzgerald had probably 
"imposed decent literary order on a jumble of 
discarded Oriental verses" and he further states 
that "the original OMAR Rubaiyat was a hodge-podge 
collection of some eight hundred and some odd 
quatrains, both genuine and doubtful, dealing with
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a diversity of subjects impossible or at least 
difficult to classify or place under proper head
ings". Mr. Saintsbury also leads with his mouth 
in "whether we have ever had a greater translator 
than Edward Fitzgerald remains a question, but we 
must remember that in translation he gave himself 
the widest license of paraphrase, and liberty to 
omit from or add to, as caught his fancy".

I still firmly believe that Edward Fitz
gerald's Poem is and long has been one of the 
greatest poems in the English language and has 
provided a source for more quotations than any 
other of comparable length. I further believe that 
it will continue to find growing favor. Whether 
or not it is a translation or an original may be 
better determined by a comparison of stanzas:
Fitzgerald's RUBAIYAT OF OMAR KHAYAAM
The moving finger writes; and having writ, 
moves on; nor all thy piety and wit 
Shall lure it back to cancel half a line 
Nor all thy tears erase a word of it.
Graves-Ali-Shah version of the same stanza:
What we shall be is written, and we are so.
Heedless of God or evil, pen write on;
By the first day all our futures are decided;
Which gives our griefs and pains irrelevancy.
And again from Fitzgerald
A book of verses underneath a bough,
A jug of wine, a loaf of bread-and thou 
Beside me, singing in the wilderness 
Ah, wilderness were paradise enow.
And the same according to Graves
A gourd of red wine and a sheaf of poems- 
A bare subsistence, half a loaf, not more- 
Supplied us two alone in the free desert;
What sultan could we envy on his throne?

These are but two well-known verses from
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our beloved Fitzgerald version, not translation, 
but they serve to bear out one final thought.

Fitzgerald's verses have been so quoted, 
and perhaps misquoted by so many hundreds of 
thousands through many generations over these past 
111 years that they have become an integral part 
of our lives, and are, in themselves, a philosophy 
of life rather than a translation of another's 
work.

Graves did contend that "we should not 
be wholly ungrateful to Edward Fitzgerald for his 
mis-presentation of the true OMAR if only because 
the widespread excitement caused by his poem had 
encouraged a corrective presentation of the TRUE 
OMAR, and at this time—a time when far more readers 
will be prepared to welcome him than in Fitzgerald's 
lifetime".

There have been many, many prognosticators 
from the days of Nostrodamus to Miss Dixon and the 
hosts of other present day practitioners of the 
art of soothsaying, and without wanting to class 
myself with that august group, I would like to 
hazard a guess that the original poem by Edward 
Fitzgerald will be read, re-read, loved, remembered, 
quoted and re-quoted generations after the Graves- 
Ali-Shah's translation of the original is for
gotten.

Bert Smith

2 Uriah Heen, I Love You
Flawless heroes, like popsicles, evoke 

enthusiasm only from the very young. Adults may 
have awe and reverence for paragons but basically 
they make us uneasy or bore us — often both. The 
heroes we cherish in fiction and life always have 
a decent number of foibles to counterbalance their 
greatness. Galahad typifies the knight in shining 
armor, yet we reserve our warmth for Lancelot who 
fought with valor but was not above lusting after 
another man's wife. The chill, Olympian Douglas 
MacArthur was an inspring, bigger-than-1ife figure,
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but we gave our love - and votes - the the earth- 
bound Eisenhower who defeated the Axis but rarely 
won a battle with syntax, who bore with fortitude 
the burdens of a mighty nation but helplessly cursed 
the makers of sand traps.

Although we forgive, indeed secretly 
approve the flaws in ourheroes, we cannot tolerate 
anything less than perfection in our villains. A 
villain with redeeming qualities is a disaster.
A Uriah Heep who risked his life to save a child 
from a burning building would upset us far more 
than learning that a Frank Merriwell always bribed 
the plate umpire just before theBig Game. To 
enjoy a healthy emotional life, each of us must 
have someone we can despise with pure passion, 
with an antagonism undiluted with any thoughts of 
the villain's possible compensating attributes.
A hero who strays into the grey area loses none of 
his value to us; a villain who does so is a total 
loss.

Perhaps this rather tragic little story, 
told to me by a friend a few months ago, will 
illustrate my point. My friend, who is a novelist 
of some note, is usually a friendly, outgoing 
fellow, but on the day we had lunch together he 
seemed devoured by depression. He stared moodily 
into his martini and even my reference to the 
enthusiastic reviews his latest book had received 
evoked nothing more than a wan smile. Fianlly 
after much prodding, I managed to get him to talk 
about the cause of his black mood. It was a sad 
tale somberly told, and his words have remained 
with me as if they had been recorded on tape. I 
can therefore vouch for the accuracy of the account 
that follows:

You don't know John Duncan, do you. Lucky 
man. He's a professor of English at Columbia and 
he's undoubtedly the most unmitigated slob, cad, 
bore and all-purpose bastard I have ever had the 
misfortune to meet. Possibly because the only Lenten 
penance I endure is giving up vermouth in my 
martinis, God evens the score by throwing me into 
Duncan's presence with mathematically improbable
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frequency. As you know, I associate with a number 
of social groups, and yet it seems that every time 
I go to a dinner or cocktail party, Duncan, for 
some unfathomable reason, is included among the 
guests.

Why anyone would permit him to cross the 
threshold is beyond me. He is always drunk when he 
arrives at any gathering and he immediately heads 
for the bar with the desperate air of a man who 
has been told that Prohibition will be reimposed 
tomorrow morning. He is not an amusing drunk.
He is bellicose, loud, vulgar and as opinionated 
as a New York cab driver. He is a conversation- 
wrecker without equal and he seems to have an un
canny instinct for heading toward any group that 
is enjoying stimulating talk.

Professor Duncan is also a lecher of 
appalling perseverance and insensitivity. The 
fact that he is flabby fat, sweats profusely and 
usually looks as though he had slept in his clothes, 
does nothing to make his obvious, lewd advances 
any more attractive. Normal rebuffs have no more 
effect upon him than a pebble tossed against a con
crete wall. Only once did I see him retreat and 
that was when a beautiful young woman at a garden 
party threateened to run him through with a shiska- 
bob skewer if he didn't stop pawing her.

Apparently cultural snobbery is the only 
basis his acquaintances have for putting up with 
him. He is, I was told, a quite good poet although 
I found this as hard to believe as that he is a 
great bullfighter. Needless to say, I have never 
read anything he has written. Dreadful people 
some times do have wholly unexpected talents, and 
my loathing of the man was so strong I didn't 
want to risk weakening it even by so much as a 
graceful couplet.

After our first meeting, I, of course, 
avoided the professor as much as possible. Small 
parties posed a problem. About all I could do was 
plead a headache or pressing work and exit as soon 
as possible without unduly offending my hosts.
Larger gatherings were less difficult. The need for
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another drink is always an acceptable alibi in our 
society, and therefore each time he joined an 
assemblage of which I was a part, I'd gulp the 
contents of my glass and then explain I was leaving 
for a refill. Because of his tendency to move 
restlessly from group to group leaving a trail of 
ruined conversations in his wake, I suppose this 
escape ploy of mine could lead to alcoholism, it 
is, however, a risk I amp?epared to take.

Last Saturday night at the Parkers, 
though, my tactics failed. I was having a- delight
ful time modestly listening to three strikingly 
handsome women tell me how much they enjoyed my 
latest book when Professor Duncan, drunk as usual, 
shouldered his way into our little coterie. He 
immediatelypatted one of the young ladies on the 
bottom, put his arm around another and loudly 
announced he wanted to discuss U.S. recognition of 
Red China. Although the urge to commit homicide 
nearly closed my throat, I somehow managed to 
empty my nearly full glass so quickly that t/o of 
the women exchanged knowing glances. Then, with 
the usual excuse, I left.

As I stood at the self-service bar 
mattering obscenities I hadn't even realized I knew, 
a large heavy arm was draped around my shoulder. 
Professor Duncan, patently having difficulty focus
ing his eyes, grinned at me stupidly and said, "He, 
ol' buddie, got somethin I've been wantin ta tell 
ya for a long time. Trouble is you're always off 
to booze it up 'fore I getta chance."

Mentally I threw my drink in his face, 
drove my fist into his marshmallow belly and then 
delivered a lethal karate chop to the back of his 
neck as he fell forward. Actually what I did was 
escape gently from his embrace and then say in a 
voice I hoped was filled with contempt, "What was 
it you wanted to tell me?" Obviously, a sentence 
like that isn't really designed to carry much in 
the way of overtones, but at least I tried.

"Jes thought you'd like to know," he said, 
"that your novels are required reading in all my 
classes."
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The floor seemed to sink about an inch 

or two under my feet. "You're joking," I said 
slowly.

"Hell I am," he said. "Got the list I 
give the kids right here." He reached into his 
pocket, pulled out a folded sheet of paper and 
pressed it into one of my nerveless hands.
"Matter of fact, I got a couple other profs in the 
department to put you on their lists, too. Ya 
write great stuff. Absolutely great. See ya 
around." And with those words, he lurched in the 
direction of a rather spectacularly constructed 
blond who had just entered the room.

I was stunned for a moment and then an 
incredible sense of loss washed over me like a 
flood. For the first time I was conscious of how 
important this repulsive man had become to me. 
Despising Duncan was, I suddenly realized, the 
only unalloyed pleasure in my life. The change 
was slight — I suppose even Attila the Hun could 
have had superb taste in literature — and I shall 
continue to view him with contempt. But the con
tempt, I'm afraid, will be like that soap, only 
99 and 44/100$ pure. Once you've known the exquisite 
satisfaction of a hundred per cent, nothing less 
will quite do.

James A. Maxwell

O

3 Some Brief Memories of the Club
One of the pleasant things about living 

for a considerable time is that one meets so many 
interesting people - particularly in the Literary 
Club. Perusal of the old records shows that, 
through most of its history, its members and its 
programs have been most interesting. Once it was 
something of a debating society. Sometimes it was 
informal, even with some singing!

In the very early days of the Club - the 
1850's - the records tell how Edwin Dodd sang the 
pathetic ballad "The Tall Young Oyster Man"; how
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Henry Blackwell sang "The Old Field Marshal Comes 
Home from the Wars"; how Billy McDowell roared 
"The Widow Macree"; and how Ed Cranch and William 
Miller sang comic songs.

A century later Walter Keagy sang for us 
the songs of the gay 1890's.

Doctor and Mrs. Dale P. Osborn for many 
years wrote, each year, a new Christmas carol that 
was sung at the Christmas celebration of the Club. 
The Reverend Frank Moore usually arranged a group 
of robed choristers, often with a boar's head, for 
that occasion. Here again was Walter Keagy's voice 
conspicuous.

In 1850 Rutherford B. Hays declaimed with 
marvelous energy Webster's magnificent "Encomium 
upon the Union." A century later Fred Hinkle 
recited "Throw Down Jezebel."

Poetry used to occur in the papers far 
more frequently than it does today. Even in my day 
Simeon Johnson, Frank Chandler, George Kattenhorn, 
and Walter Draper frequently wrote poems.

Programs were always varied. I can re
member Alfred Cressler who, while a lawyer, had a 
very fine appreciation of art, speaking of etchings 
and showing pictures of a few masterpieces. The 
art museum today has his wonderful collection of 
etchings.

Carl Blegen spent ten years excavating 
in historic Troy and later another ten years exca
vating the Palace of Nestor, father of Agemennon, 
which he had discovered himself in the Peleponnesus. 
He wrote interesting papers on each.

Nelson Glueck has brought us wonderful 
papers of his own archeological work in the valley 
of the Jordan River.

I remember one evening when John Ellis 
read the budget. Usually we are not all able to 
guess all the authors of the budget papers read that 
evening. On this particular occasion the members
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all seemed to think that they recognized every 
author. When they later went up to the reader's 
desk, they were astonished to find that John Ellis 
had written every paper himself and had taken off 
so skillfully the style of writing of various 
members of the Club that he had completely fooled 
the membership.

Walter Keagy read a long poem entitled 
"In Aleppo Once." It was so perfectly Shakesperian 
in style that I felt sure it must be a recently 
discovered fragment of the Bard's writings. But 
again we found that Keagy had unbelievably written 
it himself.

But it was the papers about the old member 
that remain most vividly in my memory. Those papers 
began at Christmas time in the early 1930's and 
continued until about I960. Many of you here re
member them as vividly as do I.

The first paper read by Walter Draper 
tells how he was seated alone in the Club one 
afternoon in front of the fireplace when a kindly 
old gentleman came in. It appears that he had been 
a member of the Club once and had always kept his 
love for Cincinnati and the Club. He was interested 
in what the members were doing - what their hobbies 
were and whether the men the Club was taking in 
were worthy of being members. After a long conver
sation, since Christmas was at hand, he asked Walter 
Draper to buy a book for each member of the Club 
who was present at the Christmas meeting that year, 
as a present from him and from Walter.

Each year Mr. Draper continued to meet 
him or hear from him. During the war years he seems 
to have traveled pretty much over the world, and 
Mr. Draper's annual Christmas papers sometimes told 
of his travels.

But always he was intensely interested 
in the Club - it's success, the quality of the 
members, and whether they were carrying on the old 
traditions.* We called him "The Spirit of Christmas" 
or "The Old Member," or as he once told Walter he 
preferred "The Spirit of the Club."
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Each Christmas there was a gift of a book 

for each member present at the holiday celebration. 
After a year or two the book became a choice of 
any book, written by a member of the Club, that had 
been published during that year.

As time went on, I realized that the 
kindly old member was Walter Draper himself. Like 
the "Old Member" he created, he loved everything 
about the Club, as well as everyone in the Club.

He hoped the Club would always live up 
to the high standards he visualized and that it 
would not forget the traditions that had accumulated.

How well I remember him saying, "When you 
read a paper, everything you have to say should be 
in the paper - extemporary remarks or introductions 
are not appropriate in a Literary Club paper." To 
him a request from the clerk for a paper, at the 
date suggested by the clerk, was a demand, and a 
request by another member for a budget paper was 
something that could not be refused.

He was always ready to be helpful to a 
young man, always jealous of the fine name of the 
Club. If ever any man molded a Club, it was Walter 
Draper, for he was himself, "The Spirit of the Club."
* He wanted to be sure that they still observed the 

rule of, "No smoking during the reading of a 
paper", and asked whether visitors still had to 
sign the guest book as Jo Jefferson and so many 
other famous visitors had done.

Charles F. Cellarius

4 If You're Going to Retire,
You Gotta Be Ready to Laugh
You are going to retire. You have read 

the books. You have your "other interests" ready.
You have practiced your wan smile over the 

world's most overworked and frailest joke, "..for
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better, for worse, but not for lunch."

I will tell you something about that joke. 
It doesn't mean exactly what we have been smiling 
about all these years. a means, "There isn't going 
to be any lunch."

Your wife has been sure for 40 years that 
lunch means a lettuce leaf and a dab of cottage 
cheese.

She'll do a lot for you but she isn't 
going to break the lettuce kick.

She might shake up her nervous system 
over cigarettes, but not over lettuce.

So, as you pack your mahila envelopes at 
the office, you should also bid a goodbye to the 
Merchant's Lunch.

You can even file away the old condes
cension with which you looked at the Weight Watcher's 
Plate. That lean, rare hamburger will come to 
linger in memory as fat and luscious, fit now for 
any king.

The lunch you are now to eat is a leaf 
of lettuce and a dab of cottage cheese.

Nearly every cloud, however, has some 
silver inside somewhere. Chlorestorol no longer 
is among your worries.

There are other worries, however, wait
ing. One is the telephone.

You have advertised your forthcoming re
tirement widely. (One has to do that to try to 
forestall the suspicion that he is being "eased 
out.")

On your first morning in your "Home Office" 
the telephone rings. You seize it with pleasure. 
People have told you it would never ring.

"Oh", says the woman's voice.
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There are whole hooks that do not say as 
much as that "Oh". Yes, oh yes, she knew you were 
going to retire. Yes, of course, naturally, you 
could be expected to answer the telephone sometimes 
now. But she knows, and you might as well know, 
that things are going to be different now.

Your wife's friends do not like to get 
you on the telephone right there in the morning 
even if they know all about retirement.

Possibly they think they were interrupt
ing you and your dear one in a heart to heart 
discussion of lyric poetry, or in something more 
intimate. Maybe it's only that they are reminded 
that you are now around the house and, even if up 
in the attic, possibly listening! They don't like 
it.

You don't like it so well yourself.
Answer them, "Oh, I'm having a grand time", 

about 20 times and even you begin to have doubts 
about it.

Despite this handicap, there is still 
going to be congestion on that telephone line.

You are going to be busy with what you 
call community affairs. This is likely even though 
you turn down most of the new invitations, like the 
vacancy on the Planned Parenthood board.

By the way, everybody does not describe 
projects in the same way. If you really do listen 
from the attic when they are having a cup of tea 
or a rubber of bridge downstairs you might hear 
your ventures mentioned as, "his pet projects", 
or, "his little boards." Don't listen.

Anyhow the 'phone rings a lot. In and 
out. This brings on some flack.

"My friends say that they can never get 
me on the 'phone anymore since you retired, it's 
always busy."
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"Well," you answer, "Get another 'phone. 

Then tell 'em to reing the 'children's' 'phone."
Now you got flack in earnest.
Do not Ihink that there isn't going to be 

plenty to do. Not only do you have that list that 
you make out the night before, there are things 
that develop during the day. You have no idea, 
for instance, how many lights a woman can fail to 
turn out. You can turn them out.

There are other things. Everybody knows 
that a wife occasionally has to have a zipper run 
up and one of those hook-and-eye deals connected.
You think now that this need develops on those 
occasions when you go out for dinner or, maybe, on 
Sunday before church. You are now to learn the 
need is far more prevalent.

How one's wife got hitched up properly 
through all the years when a man was down at the 
office is to be one of your new puzzles.

You can ponder it before you try to re
gain the train of thought which was just about to 
lead you to solution of that community emergency 
when your home emergency developed — and this may 
be as early as 9 o'clock in the morning!

As said before, there is really plenty 
to do. A home office is a good place to do it.
It is a good thing, however, to understand the 
distinction between a home office and an office.

You have been told that a man's home is 
his castle. The truth is that a man's office is 
his castle.

If you sit in your old office with a 
solemn expression on your face, your secretary, even 
if she knows full well you are reading the comics, 
will come in on tiptoe, and this with a carpet two 
inches thick!

She won't let anybody else in at all — 
not until you lift your majestic eyebrows and waggle



602

a finger indicating that your train of thought is 
now complete; that you are now ready for the in
cursions the world proposes to force upon you.

The days of your kingship are done.
"Oh dear", your wife will say "I'm running 

late for my hoard meeting. Would you be a good 
boy and meet Mattie at the bus?"

What man can deny so reasonable of a 
request, especially when so gently put? And, after 
all, what were you doing? Can you really prove 
that you were just about to solve that community 
emergency? It is easier to meet Mattie.

Besides, Mattie is a comfort. She is 
sort of on your side although even she may invade 
your castle, such as it is, that is, your home 
office, with a carpet sweeper.

If given a chance, she will show that 
she does not regard a lettuce leaf as a man's lunch. 
She seems to like to have a man, if he is evasive, 
around a house.

Listening from upstairs, you might hear 
her say: "I told Linda Mr. Thompson ain't like
that Mr. McHenry, around under your feet all day.
He just goes up there in that den and goes to 
typing."

Things can be worked out. Take the news
paper, for instance.

No longer can you be generous at breakfast 
knowing that soon you will be in your real castle 
where you can read the Wall Street Journal or even, 
surreptiously, Ann Landers, because there's a 
guard on your door. Now you have just got to be 
generous.

Strangely, this means that you get the 
women's section.

You are lucky if the women's section 
happens to contain also the comics and the bridge
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column.

It is well known that women control 75 
percent of the wealth of this country. It is less 
well recognized that they want to know how it's 
doing and that this means they have got to have 
the stock table at breakfast!

That problem, however, is easy — take 
two papers. Who would break up a happy family for 
65 cents a week? Things can be worked out. Two 
phones. Two papers. Why not?

Ah yes, as the book said, you got to 
work at this business of retirement. You have got 
to think, too, and maybe OUTthink.

If you are up to this, however, there 
are some real joys awaiting you.

It is not among them that you will escape 
all small nagging worries. You may never, for 
instance, get around to labeling properly and tuck
ing into that new album those wonderful pictures, 
if they were properly selected, of your trip to 
Mexico.

One of the joys is that, when you rise 
in the morning — even if a half hour later than 
that schedule you have set for yourself — you can 
think: Today I really don't have to do a damned
thing I don't want to do.

Maybe you have had the most fascinating 
job in the world. Nevertheless, there were in it 
some things you had done a thousand times before. 
They had become a bore. They are gone now.

There were always a million books you 
WANTED to read but a million things that you HAD 
to read. After all, this is a changing world. You 
have a very responsible job, don't you, which is 
sort of in the vortex of this change, it seems. One 
owes it to himself and to his job to understand and 
use this change, doesn't he?

Now one may consider what he owes to the
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human spirit or, maybe, only how he wishes to in
dulge the human spirit.

Now one may pick up and read at 9 o'clock 
in the morning, mind you, with no qualms whatever — 
and with the further reassurance that he can't 
get the stock table for another half hour anyway — 
an old friend like William Faulkner or Walter Savage 
Landor who's been lying there on the night table 
so long, waiting.

Now, when the Trillium come out, one need 
no longer take that discursive and furtive trip 
through the park on the way to work and hope to 
catch a glimpse of them out the car window. Maybe 
he can stroll down, listening to the cardinal on 
the way, and see if they are out yet on the south 
side of that rotting ash log on his own hillside.
Who cares if his shoes get muddy?

The community emergency can wait for half 
an hour, or an hour. Maybe even the lady who 
competes with you for the telephone can take a 
minute or two from her own boards and see if she 
can find them first as you have done on stolen time 
in so many places over so many years.

Don't, however, let sentimentality get 
to you. I warn you to be on guard. If you are 
going to retire, the first thing to remember is 
what the book doesn't tell you — you really gotta 
be ready to laugh.

Glenn Thompson


