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fffiLOID'S COMET 

JUNE 14, 1976 LEWIS G. GATCH 

Fritz Kleiner reflected with anguish over 
the brutal fashion in which the Russians had crushed 
the patriots' hopes and l ives. The memory of the 
recent events ate at his mind like acid. He knew 
he must take blame for the terrible slaughter that 
had occurred and would surely continue. Although 
in the Foreign Service of the State Department only 
three years, his European background and brilliant 
service on the Berlin desk had put him high on the 
list of those called to map strategy when the Hungar
ians suddenly threw off the Communist yoke on the 
morning of October 23, 1956. 

Fritz was named State Department spokesman 
for the task force hastily assembled to advise the 
Hungarian patriots headed by Imre Nagy. During 
t hose desperate days as the Russians withdrew beyond 
the Hungarian border, Fritz -frantically urged Washing
ton to recognize the Nagy government and immediately 
send it military aide. He sent a stream of communiques 
supporting his position, but with no success. Uncle 
Sam just didn't want to interfere with a family 
disciplinary problem between a parent and its rebellious 
child. 

While the matter was in balance, Fritz 
recommended and sold the idea to the Hungarians 
that they should withdraw from the Warsaw Pact. 
The withdrawal notice brought an instant and fatal 
reaction from the Russians, who turned their tanks 
180 0 and headed back to Budapest, which they encircle d 
and shortly recaptured. 

Now, knowing the courageous Hungarians 
were lost to the Russians forever, Fritz stared 
bleakly at the message from his Washington superior. 
It said it had been learned the Russians had been 
considering the possibility of not retaking Hungary 
by force with a plan to keep it as an unoccupied 
ally. Even Mikoyan favored the idea. The Communists 
speedily changed their mind, however, when the new 
gove rnment declared out of the Warsaw Pact. That 
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action posed such a threat to Communist solidarit~, 
the Kremlin felt it had no choice but to move dec~sive
ly to show the world its child couldn't run away 
from home. So, the tactic designed to win world 
backing instead brought irrevocable defeat. Despair 
washed over the numbed diplomat. Despair for the 
Hungarians, despair for the chicken-hearted poli
ticians on the Potomac and a tailend of despair 
for his diplomatic career. 

A wry smile crossed his face as he thought 
of the tiger kitty. "So much for that bet, " he 
muttered to himself. The carefree, spring night 
when they all made the wager seemed so far away 
and so very unimportant. It had been after midnight 
on that June evening in 1953 , everyone having dropped 
out of the poker game except the five regulars, 
Fritz, Lanny Whitehouse, Dave Brock, Gates Lockwood 
and Rob Smith, all of whom would graduate that 
,June. 

' Tiger Inn housed ' the biggest poker game 
on campus, ' regularly teaching disaster to eager 
freshmen and sophomores . Since this was ' the last 
game of the year, chips had been worth a dollar 
each, with pot limit stakes . The remaining five, 
feeling the effects of numerous trips to the beer 
cooler, debated the idea of one last big hand, with 
a mandatory $50.00 ante. Mellowed by the beer, 
however, feelings of friendship overcame the idea 
of a last hand, which would leave one man happy 
at the expense of the other four. So far in the 
game no one had lost much while Fritz and Gates 
Lockwood were big winners. 

Conversation turned to the future. Gates 
Lockwood planned on a wallstreet career. The other 
four, all having been impressed by the same State 
Department spokesman and responding to the call 
of "Princeton in the nation's service," had applied 
for and obtained positions with' the State Department. 
It had been the talk of the school for four people 
to be accepted from the same university. The fact 
they were close friends made it all the more remark
able. 6,700 applicants had taken the. written test 



nationwide, of whom 1,200 passed. Of that number, 
only 114 passed the oral test and were accepted, 
less than a 2% acceptance rate of those applying. 
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Ever since the announcement, the Wallstreet
bound Lockwood made great sport of baiting his friends-
accusing them of sticking their noses into the public 
trough . He also suggested a preference for diplomatic 
cocktail parties over military service. He had 
an asthma condition which exempted him from the 
draft. 

That night, Lockwood once again brought 
up their careers. He wanted to know who was going 
to become Ambassador to France, because he expected 
accomodations in the Embassy whenever he was in 
Paris. Dave Brock realistically informed him that 
probably none of them would ever be Ambassador to 
any country. He explained there were then about 
1,600 foreign service officers with only 125 Ambassa
dorial posts available. 70% of those posts would 
go to career officers, while the choice posts, such 
as London, Paris, Rome and Geneva, were plums to 
go to political appointees without a shred of diplomatic 
training. 

Lockwood perked up his ears at those statis
tics. Doing some quick math, he figured each friend 
held a one in twenty chance of becoming an Ambassador. 
Draining a can of Bal lantine, he said, "I'll make 
a bet with each of you guys--that you don't become 
an Ambassador by June 1, 1973, our twentieth reunion." 
"Wait a minute, " responded Rob Smith, "let's make 
this worthwhile. We 'll all put something in the 
kitty and the first to become an Ambassador gets 
the whole cat, and if none of us makes it in twenty 
years then Lockwood gets it." 

General uproar followed about the size 
of the bet, who would be the stakeholder, whether 
an Ambassadorial post to a place like Licktenstein 
would qualify and who was going out for more beer. 
Lockwood, who was on scholarship and always short 
of cash, and Fritz had won more than $200.00 that 
night, while Whitehouse and Smith had allowances 
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c redit balances to draw from. Brock said his parents 
needed a graduation present idea so he would ask 
for discretionary spending money . 

They made the bet at $250.00 each, for 
a pot of $1,250.00. Lockwood suggested putting 
the money into the stock market. Brock argued for 
the safety of a savings account to insure enough 
to have a good party when the time came to payoff. 
" If we let the interest on $l,250.00 compound, our 
mone y will double twice in twenty years," he said. 
"Hey, that would be $5,000.00. We could throw a 
hell of a party and the winner would have some left 
over. II "Baloney, you sound like a banker," said 
Lockwood, "Le t's invest in stock and give ourselves 
a chance to make a killing. Just imagine if we'd 
bought $1,250.00 worth of General Motors 20 years 
ago, someone would be rich now. " "And if we had 
bought Tucker rIJ.otor Car in 1946, we would be flat 
on our ass, " responded Brock. 

"Hey you g uys, I'm going into the business, 
let me worry about the investing. I t so happens 
my step-father's brother works for a hot little 
comp any in Rochester, New York calle d Haloid . The 
stock sells over the counter." "Never heard of 
it," said Smith, "what do they do?" "They sell 
photocopy paper and machines, but Uncle George recom
mends the stock because of a new copying process 
they own. They've got a machine that will make 
copies on ordinary paper. I think they call it 
a Copyflo. As a matter of fact they've got a machine 
in the locked book section at Firestone Library. 
I wanted to make copies of certain pages of Tropic 
of Cancer, but some lady was running the machine 
and I d idn't have the guts to show her what I wanted 
t o copy. Anyway, he says this copyflo does away 
with the need for carbon paper. Even if Copyflo 
doesn't work, the company does well on its other 
business." Lockwood sounded like a broker already. 

"I still prefer a saving account, but 
go ahead with'Hallowed'or whatever it is," Brock 
was yawning, ready for bed. "My girl's corning in 
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on the PJ&B at 8:30 tomorrow. I have to hit the 
sack. Here's my $2 50.00. I want a receipt right 
now and,yea:ly reports on this tiger kitty. When 
the cat s b lg and fat it's going to come straight 
to dad~y ambassador. By the way, how will the stock 
be reglstered?" 

"Le t me buy the stock, " said Lockwood. 
11 1'11 put it in street n ame." "What street?" asked 
Whitehouse. "That means it's in an account with 
a ficticious name, but the records will show we 
all own the account," e xplained Lockwood. "I should 
snow some people with my international clients. 
I won't even charge you for the care and feeding 
of the tige r kitty because it will be mine on June 
I, 1973 anyway." 

Lockwood sent the first report to their 
homes. "Bought 40 shares Haloid at 30 1/8 and used 
the change to take Shirley to dinner. We both send 
love. We forgot to talk about what to do with the 
dividends but don't get excited because Haloid 
only pays' $ .02 a share. I'll use the dividends 
for postage to send your annual report on tiger 
kitty. Good luck in the service, but remembe~, 
if you ever get close to an Ambassadors~ip, I 11 
tell the President the truth about you. 

Working in the patent department of an 
electronics firm, Chester Carlson invented the copyflo 
process. He attended evening sessions of New,York 
University to earn a law degree at the sa~e tlme, 
and saw the timesaving need for an easy, lnexpen-
sive way to make exact, error-free copies of documents 
and drawings he needed in his work and studies. 
His search led him to studies of photo conductors 
and electrostatics, and, in 1937, he filed his first 
patent application for a process he named, "Electro
photography. II 

It was in a crude laboratory in Astoria, 
Long Island, that a successful experiment in image
making finally took place. On October 22 1938 
t h7 phrase, 11 10-22-38 Astoria ll was inked ~n a glass 
s~lde. A sulphur-coated, metal plate was rubbed 
w~th a handkerchief to give it an electric charge 
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and exposed to the glass slide under a flood lamp. 
When the plate was dusted with a powder called lycopo
dium, the image appeared on. it. A piece of waxed 
paper was then laid on the plate surface and the 
image transferred to the paper. Thus, the world's 
first dry, electrostatic copying took place. 

It wasn't until 1944 that Carlson could 
interest anyone in his work. After a demonstration 
of his process in Columbus ', Battelle Memorial Institute 
agreed to carry out initial development work in 
return for a percentage 6f the action, the split 
eventually being 60% for Battelle and 40% for Carl
son. A year later, John Dessauer, research director 
of Haloid, read an article in Radio News describing 
the process. At the end of World War tI, Ha1oid's 
photocopy market had begun to shrink and its people 
were looking for new ventures. They visited Battelle, 
saw the potential and plunged in. The necessary 
development effort would for'ce Haloid into heroic 
fund-raising efforts, huge new debts and a prolonged 
profit moratorium. The board of directors weighed 
the hazards against t~e loss of profit Ha10id would 
suffer if its existing course were not ' changed, 
and went ahead. A new name was created for the 
process, "Xerography," from the Greek word xeros, 
meaning "dry," and graphein, meaning "to write." 
On October 22, 1948, exactly 10 years after Carlson 
produced his first xerographic image in that room 
in Astoria, Haloid and Battelle demonstrated the 
new process publicly at a meeting of the Optical 
Society in America. It wasn't until the early '50's, 
however, that Ha10id marketed its process commercially 
through the Copyflo machirie. The future looked 
bright, but no one knew the stock was around yet. 

Lockwood's annual report in 1954, reached 
Dave Brock in Lebanon where he was attending the 
University of Beirut, learning to speak Arabic and 
planning to specialize in Near Eastern affairs. 
Rob Smith was in Hong Kong, Fritz Kleiner was in 
~erlin, an~ La~ny Whitehouse, who had scored highest 
~n t ,he nat~on ln the entrance examinations was 
getting his dip16matic feet wet in the Pan;ma CanalZ 



Zone. Lockwood congratulated his friends on their 
exotic assignments and assured them he was holding 
down the home front adequately. He complained be
cause the Haloid dividends didn't begin to cover 
the ?ost of his postage. He didn't mention that 
Halold was off $4.00 per share. 
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Lockwood's 1955 letter found the four 
foreign service officers in the same places. He 
explained Haloid's sales had risen to $21,000,000.00, 
the increase coming largely in the Copyflo division, 
and he reported a three-for-one stock split. Apparent
ly, the Haloid directors wanted to reduce the price 
per share so there would be more activity in the 
stock. Trading was so thin none of the insiders 
could unload stock without driving the price down. 

His 1956 note marked a sizeable jump in 
the price of Haloid, the stock having reached $60.00 
in october of that year, making the tiger kitty 
worth around $7,000.00 at that ~rice. He a~ded 
a P.S. to Dave Brock's card maklng a comparlson 
to a savings account. 

In 1957, Lockwood described a slow but 
steady growth in sales with the company t~a~ year 
grossing $25,000,000.00. The increased.dlvld7nds 
more than covered the postage for the flrst tlme, 
so Lockwood sent each of his classmates a check . 
for their share of the dividends on an account entltled 
"T. K. Trust Account." 

By 1958, it was apparent the Copyflo business 
was substantial enough to make it of equal importance 
with the rest of Haloid's business. The name of 
the company was changed to Haloid-Xerox, Inc. 

The Copyflo continued to prove itself 
in the market place and by the end of 1959, the 
stock price had again reached heights where the 
over-the-counter trader found it too dear. Con
sequently, the directors once more recommended a 
split which the shareholders adopted on December 
11, 1959--this time four-for-one. The tiger kitty 
held 480 shares. Lockwood's narration of this 
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latest development produced a similar reaction in 
e ach of the four diplomats. They suddenly developed 
a keen interest in the stock market. It was no 
longer just the visiting politicians who perused 
the Wall Street Journal each day. 

The growth of the tiger kitty gave Lanny 
Whitehouse no solace that 1959 Christmas, however. 
As with Fritz Kleiner , his record had been scarred 
permanently. Back in Washington, buried in a meaning
less desk job, Whitehouse tortured himself with 
endless replays of his Cuban career. 

It all started during his junior year 
in college. While not a regular reporter for the 
daily newspaper, he had done a series of feature 
stories on famous persons living in and around the 
town. His best story had been a candid, wide-ranging 
interview with Albert Einstein, headed by a two
column picture of the elderly genious in sweatshirt, 
baggy pants and sneakers, needing a hair cut. Spring 
vacation in 1952 brought him a chance for an inter
view which to him was even more exciting, a face
to-face encounter with his hero, Ernest Hemingway. 
His English professor, Carlos Baker, a noted Hemingway 
scholar and close friend of the literary giant, 
gave Whitehouse a letter of introduction so the 
student could visit him in Havana. While his companions 
stopped at Ft. Lauderdale that April, Whitehouse 
flew on to Havana . A battered taxi deposited him 
at Hemingway's villa outside the city limits. He 
thrilled as he walked through the moss-covered masonry 
walls, up the heavily shaded walk to the spacious 
screened-in porch. 

"Who is it?" a guarded female voice responded 
to his light knocking. A petite Mary Hemingway 
read his letter, asked him in and told him to wait 
as she disappeared into the house. Gazing reverently 
around the comfortable old veranda with the over-
head fan slowly bathing him in humid air, Whitehouse 
had no idea how long it was before footsteps signalled 
Papa 's approach. Leaping to his feet, Whitehouse 
extended his hand to Hemingway. Although he limped 
noticeably as he crossed the porch, the big man 
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appeared strong and vital. After a short conversation 
about Carlos Baker, Whitehouse explained the reason 
for his visit and pulled out a list of questions. 
"Wait a minute," said Hemingway, "it's foo hot to 
work just yet. Let's have a drink first. Mary?" 
She left the porch and soon returned with a tray 
carrying a pitcher of ice, glasses and a bottle 
of vodka. Ernest told Whitehouse he called the 
drink--water and vodka--an African. Whitehouse 
r~membered looking at his watch, thinking, wait 
t2ll I tell the boys I had a 3 p.m. African with 
the great man himself. 

, The sounds of unfamiliar jungle birds 
woke h2m early the next morning. He lay stiff and 
cold,on t~e wo~n straw rug, his head on a thin pillow. 
Hear2n~ h7m st2r, Mary appeared to say -Ernest had 
gone f~sh~ng, but had left word for him to be sure 
to visit again the next time he was in Havana and 
to say hello to Carlos. "But my questions ... " 
Whitehouse stammered. "Why my dear boy, Ernest 
answered all those yesterday. Don't you remember?" 
As Whitehouse dragged himself back to town, there 
being no phone at the villa to call a taxi, he realized 
he had the answer to only one question--whether 
or not Hemingway could handle a cold African on 
a hot day. 

In any event, Whitehouse saw enough of 
life in Havana to know he would like to return. 
Thus it was, that fall he quickly selected from 
the incoming class of '56 one Fulgencio R. Batista, 
Jr., as his freshman protege- for the Orange Key 
program in which seniors advised newcomers on how 
to get along at the old school . Batista:s father 
had regained power just that year. He f2rst came 
to power in 1933, when, with the support of the 
United States, he overthrew Gerarado Machado: 
Flattered by the friendship of the suave senl0r . 
fluent in Spanish, the Cuban heir-apparent, preferrlng 
to be known as "Reuben ," shared his Manhatten weekend 
entertainments with his senior advisor . It shortly 
developed it was Reuben who was advi~ing W~ite~ouse 
on the finer things in life. The frlendshlp rlpened 
and when Whitehouse told Batista he had joined the 
State Department, hoping to center his efforts in 
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Latin America, Reuben assured him of an open door 
to his father's country. 

State transferred Whitehouse from Panama 
to Havana in 1956, much to his delight. He arrived 
in De cember, one week before ' Fidel Castro and Che 
Guevera. Castro's Mexican preparations had not 
been adequate. Batista's militia practically wiped 
out the rebels and the survivors retreated to the 
Sierra Maestra from whence they harrassed Batista 
and wooed the masses with songs of freedom. Once 
living in Havana, a maturing Whitehouse tired of 
its hedonistic pleasures. As his social conscience 
developed, he became aware of the total political 
corruption and the plight of the Cuban poor. Gra
dually, he too began to hear the siren songs Castro 
sang. Over a two-year period, his leadership choice 
for Cuba changed from Batista to Castro, a change 
noted in Washington between the lines of his reports. 
He cited Castro's presence in the mountains in in
creasingly fr iendly and optimistic references. 

His new political fervor reached a peak 
after he made a blind-folded visit to Fidel's camp, 
somewhere in the mountains. Castro impressed him 
tremendously as the true hope for a democratic 
Cuba. He promised immediate, free elections upon 
gaining power. Whitehouse decided that night--he 
would do all he could to get rid of the haughty 
Batista who scorned U.S . suggestions for reforms. 
He thre~ his normal diplomatic caution to the winds 
and sent a secret communique to Washington urging 
support of Castro, even with arms if necessary. 

Much to Whitehouse's p'leasure, Castro 
and less than 1,000 Fidelistas swept Batista out 
of power in January of 1959. Whitehouse still winced 
at the memory of his first meeting with Castro, 
a week after the take-over. He had been excited 
at the invitation to meet again with the new leader 
and had brought with him a list of economic and 
political advisors available to help Castro set 
up elections and effectively run the sugar in
~ustry. ,The meeting was short. As Whitehouse gasped 
1~ surpr1~e, Castro proceeded to tell him in rapid
f1::e Span1sh he was no longer welcome 'in Havana. 
Wh1tehouse had effectively demonstrated his d is-



loyalty to Batista and Castro wasn't going to 
have around a leopard who could change his spots 
so easily. 

Whitehouse bemoaned his ruined career. 
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H~ learned early in the game one couldn't make a 
m1stake and then bounce back in the State Depart
m~nt. Not only d id your dossier carry your offi-
c~al story, but everyone in the department knew 
ever¥on~ else's business. In a profession where 
goss7P 1S a tool of the trade, and the monthly Foreign 
Serv1ce Journal and the monthly Department of State 
N~wsletter are av~dly read, a diplomat can't stub 
h~s toe anywhere 1n the world without the whole 
service hearing him cry "Ouch!" 

The year 1960 proved the dawning of a 
new era for Haloid and the young copying industry. 
That year, the Xerox 914 copier (so called because 
it makes copies on paper up to 9" by 14 " ) reached 
production. Here at last was carlson's dream come 
true--at the touch of a button, anything written, 
typed, printed or drawn, even surfaces of three 
dimensional objects--could be copied in seconds 
on ordinary paper by a dry process. Instead of 
the traditional Christmas card, the 1960 annual 
report from Lockwood was a 914 copy. A check for 
$30.00 on the T. K. Trust Account accompanied each 
copy, representing dividends in excess of postage. 

In 1961, the child became father to the parent, 
and Haloid-Xerox became Xerox Corporation. In mid
summer Xerox went on the New York stock exchange 
and by' the year's end, the company's revenues had 
exceeded $66,000,000.00. Even as the 914 was making 
history, the company r e adied another copier for 
the market place--the 813, a table-top machine for 
low-volume users so Xerox could serve the needs 
of all offices, large and small. 

Xerox proved to be one of the leaders 
of the stock market surge in the early '60's. In 
1963, the still conservative Dave Brock circulated 
a letter to the other four participants suggesting 
the sa.le of the Xerox stock and reinvestment in 
a savings account. He argued the winner would 
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thus be assured of a huge pot. He expressed nervousness 
about the market and didn't see how it could go 
any higher. Rob Smith was agreeable, Fritz Kleiner 
and Lanny Whitehouse were neutral, and Gates Lockwood 
vehemently opposed the plan. In a lengthy letter, 
he pointed out he had been right in the first instance 
so they should trust him now. Why switch horses 
when you lead the pack? He also pointed out there 
would be a large capital gains tax on a sale, which 
would be difficult to allocate because the real 
owner of the account was not yet known. Eventually 
the classmates agreed to stick with the Xerox and 
let the winner worry about capital gains taxes. 

By 1964, the rocketing price of Xerox 
once again made it hard to buy in quantity, so the 
directors recommended a five-for-one split which 
recommendation the shareholders greatfully adopted. 
Xerox didn't split again until June 17, 1969. This 
t ime the split was only three-for-one . After the 
'69 split, the tiger kitty contained 7,200 shares 
which, on Christmas day, 1969, at $100.00, a share 
represented a total value of $720,000 . 00 . Needless 
to say, each of the tiger kitty's potential owners 
knew its size before they received Lockwood's 1969 
report. With the report, they each received a T . 
K. Trust Account check for $830.00 as their share 
of the yearly dividends. 

What had started as a good-natured bet 
designed to provide funds for a rousing party had 
turned into a gold-plated monster consuming the 
thoughts of the five participants. By 1969, it 
was no longer possible to call them friends, the 
pressure of the huge payoff for the winner having 
strained the bonds of comradeship. Fri~z Kleiner 
t hought he had a solution to the problem. For the 
sake of rekindling the friendship with everyone 
e nding up an 800 to one winner, Fritz suggested 
in early 1970 they call off the bet and divide the 
tiger kitty five ways . Whitehouse, still buried 
on the Potomac, agreed to this suggestion wholeheartedly. 
Rob Smith , who had built an unspectacular but steady 
career in the Orient said n o , as did Dave Brock, 
who had managed to negotiate his way through a turbu
lent decade in the Near East without committing 
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any major mistakes. Both men had hopes for an Ambassa
dorship before June 1, 1973, although nothing was 
i~inent. ' Predictably, Lockwood, who had only to 
waJ. t out another three and a half years ', voted against 
carving up the kitty. So the die was cast . The 
bet would run its lucrative course for someone. 
January, 1970, found Xerox at $115.80 a share. 
And then, to the chagrin of the potential winners, 
and the perverse pleasure of Whitehouse and Kleiner, 
the bottom fell out. In July of that year, Xerox 
closed at $65.00 a share. In six months, the tiger 
kitty had shed $360,000.00 of fur. 

By the end of 1970, Xerox had fought back 
slightly. By the end of 1971, it made a new high 
of $126.80 a share. The dividends had been increased 
to $.80 a share so with the 1971 report, each diplomat 
got a T. K. Trust Account check for $1,152 . 00. 

The end came suddenly for Rob Smith. 
Smith had prided himself on his conservative, " 
straight-forward approach to problems he tackled. 
He had been the model of the attentive diplomatic 
officer, careful with detail, close mouthed with 
confidences, loyal to the Ambassadors he served. 
If there was one soft spot in his career, it was 
a tendency to drink too much. Whi"le he hadn't made 
any major mistakes, his known fondness for alcohol 
had slowed the progress of his career to some extent. 
The aspect of diplomatic life in foreign lands that 
most bothered Smith was the necessity of entertaining 
junketting politicians. When Smith worked he worked, 
and when he played he played, and he didn't like 
to mix the two. " 

Visiting Senators and Congressmen not 
only stuck their noses into sensitive affairs in 
foreign posts, but also expected to be entertained 
in every fashion imaginable . Their raucous behavior 
in the discrete Orient had embarrassed Smith on 
more than one occasion. So it was that in cherry
blossom time in Tokyo, Smith had been particularly 
annoyed by the antics of Congressman Duane Shayes, 
a lou~-mouthed, demanding visitor who was supposedly 
checklng on the economics of running embassies in 
the far East. The Ambassador had called on Smith 
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to provide Shayes and his party with suitable enter
tainment. Frustrated by Shayes constant demands 
he and the Congressman had engaged in a bitter argument 
after both had been drinking. Shayes was to leave 
the next afternoon. ' The next morning, Smith, a 
near-scratch golfer, -and three golfing regulars 
had a 10 a.m. tee-off time at the beautiful 
Koganai country Club Just outsiu~ Tokyo . Bvery -
one in the foursome had driven except Smith. As 
he teed his ball and settled himself on his heels, 
Congressman Shayes and the rest of his group charged 
onto the first tee. 

"Pardon me Smith," roared Shayes, "do 
you mind if we play through, we'd like to get in 
18 before our plane leaves?" It was ' a demand -
not a question. Years of golfing competition throughout 
the world had given smith nerves of steel . He kept 
his head down, completed his waggle, made a full, 
tight coil and hit one on the screws 255 yards down 
the middle. Without looking left or right or responding 
to his tormentor, he strode down the fairway. Smith's 
foursome did not ' hold up Congressman Shayes who 
made the plane with time to spare. Nevertheless, 
Shayes spent his entire return trip composing a 
detailed report on the various misfeasances of one 
foreign service officer, Rob Smith. Three days 
later he hand-carried his report to the Secretary 
of State, William Rogers, and sat with him while 
he read it . So much for FSO Smith. 

By June 1, 1972, Xerox vaulted past $140.00 
a share and the tiger kitty could be called a full 
grown cat as it topped the $1,000,000.00 mark. 
One year, or an unexpected Ambassadorship for Dave 
Brock, who no longer was in the Near East, separated 
Gates Lockwood from the pot . Could 19 years have 
passed so quickly? 1972 drew to a close with Xerox 
down somewhat from its all-time high of $172.00 
a share. The T. K. Trust Account dividend checks 
that year were $1,210.00. Lockwood didn't bother 
to comment on t he obvious thought burning in all 
their minds--that someone had only five months to 
make Ambassador. The price of Xerox held firm through 
January, February and March of 1973. 
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The bombshell fell on Lockwood, appropriately 
enough, on Sunday, April Fool's Day. The New York 
Times carried a small article on page 5 reporting 
the President had named one David G. Brock as Am
bassador to Ivory Coast. He was to be sworn in 
on May 29th. The article listed his credentials 
and carried a brief quote from Brock saying he was 
pleased to serve his country in such an important 
post. Only four realized how really important the 
post was to Brock. The next day , Lockwood got his 
notice of the celebrations being planned for the 
twentieth reunion of his class. The reunion chairman 
wanted to know if he could still wear his old costume 
or whether a larger size should be ordered. Lockwood 
ignored the reunion notice , but he did make plans 
in connection with the swearing-in ceremony for 
Mr . Brock. He knew he had several options open 
between then and May 29th. He didn 't like any of 
them. He informed his office he was taking a month's 
vacation. He sold out his margin account, clearing 
about $10,000.00, and, telling his wife he was going 
through a change of life common to males once they 
pass age 40, he left town. 

Lockwood took up residence in a small 
Georgetown hotel as discretely as possible. It 
only took him three weeks and $3 ,000.00 of wining, 
dining and gift-giving for him to gain the confidence 
of a certain secretary who worked at the heart of 
the '72 Republican presidential campaign. She had 
been charmed with this light-hearted sophisticated 
bachelor who had inherited his Aunt Ella's estate 
and was in town to do some sort of research at the 
Smithsonian. She seemed quite willing to help him 
spend his inheritance as fast as possible. She 
couldn't have been more surprised when she arrived 
at the lobby of his hotel on a Friday afternoon 
with bag packed, ready for the promised weekend 
trip to Miami Beach. Mr . Jimmie Johnson had checked 
out . No message , no forwarding address. Completely 
befuddled, she could not have been expected to make 
a connection between her lover's sudden disappearance 
and her revelation the n ight before in a wide-ranging 
conversation about elections of the big contributors 
to Mr. Nixon's campaign. 
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The lady had included the name of David 
Brock. Lockwood had his answer. Brock had bought 
h i mself an Ambassadorial post and a tiger kitty to 
go with it. The question was, what would Lockwood 
do with the information? He did nothing . He did 
a ccept the invitation to the swearing-in ceremony 
in Washington on May 29 . By coincidence, the other 
t hree diplomats were in the united States that May 
and they too attended the ceremony. So it would 
a ll end as it had begun 19 years, 363 days earlier 
with the five classmates awaiting the collection 
of the one last bet. The urge to be there at the 
end drew the participants to Washington like moths 
to a candle. Knowing they were coming, Brock magnani
mously invited them to a festive dinner to follow 
the ceremony. Although the Chief of Protocol nor
mally swe ars in Ambassadors, Henry Kissinger p e r
forme d the fun ction this d ay. 

As Brock placed his hand on the Bible 
and repeated the oath of fidelity, an audible sigh 
e scaped from the lips of Lockwood. The other three 
gave him knowing looks. They admired his calm--
his coolne ss in showing up at a ceremony wh ich 
cost h im so much. As the five settled around the 
tab l e t hat eve ning, Ambassador Brock suggested 
champagne for the occasion. With an odd glint in 
his eye and a tight-lipped smile, Lockwood joined 
with the other three in a toast to their new Ambassa
dor . The next toast, proposed by Brock, was to 
a Mr. Chester Carlson. While dressing that morning, 
Ambassador-to-be Brock had managed a quick look 
a t the market reports. He noted that Xerox had 
closed at l70. From calculations he had made many 
t imes in the month before, he knew without resorting 
t o pencil and paper that 7,200 shares of Xerox at 
l 70 were worth $l,224,000.00 - EVEN. 

After his toast, with a discrete cough, 
Brock turned to Lockwood and said, "Well Gates, 
how do we go about settling this matter?" Much 
to everyone's amazement, Gates reached into his 
vest pocket and produced a check drawn on the T . 
K. Trust Account. " I think we can settle up right 
n ow, Ambassador Brock, and I herewith present you 
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the tiger kitty." A stunned silence fell on the 
group as Brock slowly took the check from Lockwood. 
It was made payable to Ambassador David G. Brock 
in the amount of $5,000.00. Brock turned white, 
then red. "What's this? What about the Xerox?" 
"Dave , I'm sorry to say ' there isn't any Xerox. 
But if there were, you wouldn't have gotten it, 
because you bought your Ambassadorship for $100,000.00 
and cheaters never get paid off in our games. 

You all know how hard up I was for money? Well, 
when I graduated and married right away, we needed 
money for furniture and rent and I was already borrowed 
to the hilt. I used the tiger kitty money myself. 
I planned to buy the Xerox shares I told you I had 
bought, after I got established as a broker. The 

, problem was, by the time I got in the black, Xerox 
was out of sight. Then my only hope was that none 
of you would become an Ambassador. To my way of 
thinking, none of you did, legitimately at least. 
So, Mr . Ambassador, retroactively I'm taking your 
investment recommendation on the savings account. 
Here is $1,250 .00 at 5% compounded for 20 years. 
That's $5,000.00 and I expect you to throw one hell 
of a party with that dough because I'm not sure 
you earned even that much." 

"Why you bastard, " the sweating Brock 
shouted. 'I I hocked everything I own, borrowed against 
my government retirement, and borrowed money from 
myoId man to raise that $100,000.00. You better 
come up with at least that much or I'll have you 
thrown in jail so fast it will make your head swim." 
"Listen, buddy, don't call me names," Lockwood 
countered. "Just count your lucky stars I found 
out about your little deal with Nixon and realized 
you hadn't won the bet. Before that I was considering 
having you kidnapped until after June 1 so I would 
win. You know political kidnappings -- and 
assinations -- are common these days." Fritz Kleiner 
broke in, "How about the dividend checks we got 
each year?" "I paid those out of my own pocket," 
said Lockwood, II through the Trust Account. That 
was costing me over $4,000.00 a year towards the 
end. I should ask for that money back." 
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Slowly the enormity of the situation sank 
in. That sleek, fat, orange and black tiger k itty 
was a figment of Lockwood's imagination. 

"When I think of the time I spent looking 
for Xerox in the market reports and dreaming about 
winning all that money, I could kill you myself," 
said Smith. Whitehouse' finally broke his silence. 
"Wait a minute," he said, "let's stop arguing. 
I can settle this. We'll make the same bet only 
for 10 yea~s this time and $1,000.00 each. And 
I know where to invest the money. It so happens 
I have a friend who just left IBM to go to work 
for a hot,' little company in Cincinnati that's develop
ing a revolutionary new process for data retrieval. 
There's our tiger kitty II." 
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