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Trophy for an Earnest Boy 



They are capable of hiding their anger readily, but await an opportunity to
        avenge themselves on the person by whom they think themselves to have been injured, and this
        generally occurs and quietly.
David Zeisberger’s HISTORY OF THE NORTH AMERICAN INDIANS

As a sophomore at Mt. Kehoe College I was a second-string guard, and our Homecoming Game
        that year was the most memorable game I ever played. This was in 1940, and because of a flu
        epidemic, along with injuries, three of our starting backfield, a tackle, and both of our
        first-string guards were unable to play, which meant that I would be starting in my first
        game. Our opponent was Wickley College – a traditional rival that came to us with a five
        and one record (against our two and four) so that our chances would not have been very good
        even if we had been able to field a healthy team. 
Football was a lot different in those single-wing days from what it is now: face masks,
        offensive and defensive specialists, and I and T formations were all part of the future. By
        current standards we were amateurish, naive, enthusiastic, under-equipped and under-coached.
        At Mt. Kehoe we dressed in the gym, which was about a quarter of a mile from the playing
        field (with stands that seated eight-hundred), and I can remember how I felt that cold soggy
        day as all of us trotted heavily along the cinder track towards the playing field. Some fans
        were standing at the side, holding Mt. Kehoe pennants and calling out to us as we jolted
        past in our heavy gear, dangling our helmets from their straps. When we passed the equipment
        shed, I glanced in the dark windows and saw my reflection among those of the team. I could
        have sworn at that moment, knowing I would be starting at strong-side guard, I actually
            looked different. 
In the wildness of spirit that came over me then, I dared to hope that if I played well
        enough I might secure first position at right guard over a really excellent lineman and
        might even win the “Most Valuable Player” trophy which my own fraternity had awarded at our
        Wednesday Banquets after each Homecoming Game for fifty-two years. Apparently, at the age of
        nineteen, there was virtually nothing that I could conceive of as impossible. 
The game itself, however, was so thoroughly miserable that now I like to pour a drink,
        light a cigar, and have a good laugh over it, as if I can succeed in making fun of that
        gullible, earnest nineteen year old boy who went out on a soggy field and struggled in the
        icy mud for two exasperating hours. 
We were beaten 70-3. Certainly, there had been nothing in the past records of either
        school to hint at such a grotesque score. The opposing coach was embarrassed. He had sent
        his second and third stringers in before the half and even they seemed to complete every
        pass, every extra point. I myself seemed to make at least one wrong move every other time we
        had the ball; I tripped our own halfback once, missed innumerable blocking assignments in
        the vain attempt to sort out aqua blue jerseys (ours) from muddy white (theirs). And
        considering the score, you might rightfully guess that we were all equally demoralized and
        no one else played much better than I did. 
The best part of my being in the game occurred in one startlingly clear moment, when I
        beat my blocker, emerged from a scrimmage alone, and found myself facing a ball carrier
        wearing a fresh and unmistakably white jersey churning toward me. All of life should be this
        simple. 
I ducked my head and hurled myself at his middle. I jarred him mightily to the ground and
        held on tightly until a red-faced official leaned over with his whistle in his mouth,
        reaching for the hall. The halfback, a scrub whose name I never learned, patted me on the
        back as he jumped to his feet. That wasn’t the only tackle I made or shared in, but it was
        the one that most clearly belonged to me alone, and when I stood up and clapped my hands
        enthusiastically, I hoped that my number wasn’t muddied over and that it could be seen by
        everyone in the stands, as well as by the coach. I remembered the only praise the coach had
        ever bestowed upon me: “Laramie, that wasn’t bad for a Classics Major.” He had at other
        times, however, made oblique references to my strong academic record, which he seemed to
        think should have rendered me incompetent in any practical enterprise. 
Halfway through the fourth quarter it started to sleet, and most of the fans left. Let me
        tell you, it is disheartening to be such an earnest and muddy lad playing your heart out in
        futility, with face and hands bloody and bruised, cold and raw, while the stands are
        virtually empty. 
I remember seeing the Homecoming Queen as I slogged off the field after the game. She had
        been obliged to stay, naturally, and the expression of her face was murderous. She sat
        there looking from half-to-death as she held our banner, dark and soggy from the cold sleet,
        in her red hand. 
But that was only the second most dismal look I saw that day. The worst belonged to our
        Captain, a tall end named Faraday, who chewed three or four sticks of gun while he played. I
        did not hear the gun ending the game, and I was crouched in my position, ready to charge
        once more in my futile pursuit of the enemy, when I felt a tired open hand fall on my back.
        I looked over my shoulder at Faraday, and he said in a low voice: “It’s all over now,
        fellow. You can go in and get warm.”
There was compassion in Faraday’s voice. I looked at his face, and under the mud it bore
        an expression of peaceful sadness. One of his teeth was missing from a previous game. He
        continued to pat my shoulder pad until I got the feeling that he was commiserating with me
        personally for our having suffered such an appalling defeat. 
After a hot steaming shower, I dressed and started to leave. “Well, there’s always next
        week,” I said to Faraday, who was sitting on a bench tying his shoe laces. He raised his face
        and stared at me a moment. There were tears in his eyes. He nodded tiredly and learned over
        his shoe again. Faraday had passed the age of nineteen, and he had glimpsed the dreary truth
        that whenever there is a 70-3 score, something has happened that may be more than simple
        defeat. 
* * * * * 
When I came to the Frat House Sunday evening, however, everything was I liked to see it. A
        huge fire was roaring in the white brick fireplace, several people were sitting in the
        lounge chatting, among them a few pretty girls in cashmere sweaters, their hair glossy and
        their faces shining from the cold weather. 
The moment I entered, I saw Floyd Catlett coming toward me. Floyd’s bulging eyes always
        seemed to be in the lead of his obtrusively intelligent-looking face. His intelligence,
        however, seemed limited to managing details, getting people mobilized, and generally
        handling things. He was a born administrator: a senior, Secretary of our Fraternity, Member
        of the Student Council, and Chairman of a half dozen committees. 
“Good Lord,” he said, rushing up to me and grabbing my arm.” Am I glad to see you! Look,
        we’ve got to talk!”
Floyd’s love of handling things entailed mystery, protocol, the whole business. His face
        lit up with a kind of radiance when he achieved the supreme moment of being able to enter a
        crowded room, rush up to someone and announce a new crisis. 
And so it was at this moment. Several people stopped and stared, apparently speculating
        about what might be thought of as a crisis after one’s football team has been beaten 70-3. 
Floyd’s eyes brooded upon me. His hand was cupped about a cigarette, his frail shoulders
        stooped. Years later, when I first saw a photograph of Jean Paul Sartre, I thought of Floyd
        Catlett. 
He crowded me into the library, a room used almost exclusively for surreptitious necking
        during open house and hardly used at other times. Now was such a time. A massive brass clock
        with a porcelain face ticked away on the mantel and the pine paneling glistened. A faint
        smell of furniture wax was soon obliterated by an explosion of cigarette smoke from Floyd’s
        mouth. 
“Good God, you look downright pleased with yourself! Like nothing’s wrong!”
Offended, I said, “Listen you can’t blame me for the loss!”
Floyd had turned his back as I answered, but when I finished, he whirled around and
        stabbed his cigarette up at me. His lips pulled back from his large, gray teeth as he spoke. 
“I’m not talking about that,” he said. “That’s over with. That’s the least of our
        problems.” 
“What do you mean?”
“Listen,” Floyd said, punching his finger in my chest. “Who do you think we ought to give
        the trophy to?” 
I had forgotten about the trophy. I wiped my hand over my eyes. I stared into the
        distance. 
“Who?” he repeated.
“Nobody,” I said. 
“Nobody!” Floyd echoed. “Nobody! The only goddam answer
        I’m getting is Nobody!” 
“Well, how can you have the nerve to present a trophy to a player on a team that’s just
        been beaten by ….” 
“Never mind repeating that abysmal score!!” he said. “Listen, do you know the trophy’s
        already engraved with the game, date, and year on it? Do you know that every newspaper
        within fifty miles has played up the trophy? Do you know that for fifty-two years our
        fraternity has handed out this trophy to the outstanding player in the Homecoming Game? We
        owe it to all those who’ve gone before. We owe it to the Fathers, Laramie. You of all people should know that! I just called up Ryan
        and he told me that in the year 1924 we were beaten 36-0. We gave out the trophy that year!”
“It’s still not 70-3,” I said. 
Floyd gritted his teeth and spoke through them. “We’ve got to give out the trophy. And I figured that Bennett ought to get it.
        Right?” 
“Well, he did kick our field goal,” I said. “I suppose if anybody should get it, he’d be
        as good as any.” 
“What do you mean as good as any?” Floyd yelled. He counted fingers at me. “He’s our
        quarterback. He was our only starting backfield man playing today. He intercepted a pass.
        He’s a good player.” He paused thoughtfully and added, “A pu-retty
            good player.” 
“All right,” I said. “Give him the trophy.” 
Floyd’s face drooped. He shook his head and sighed. “I can’t, and that’s where you come
        in.” A look that might be one who of disinterested self-pity came into his face then, as of
        a man who cannot understand how his benevolent impulses could be so thoroughly frustrated. 
“I can’t give it to him, because the big dumb ox won’t take it.” With tears in his eyes,
        Floyd whispered: “He won’t accept our trophy!” 
“I can’t say I blame him,” I grumbled. I was already sick of the whole business and wanted
        to be left alone. 
“Good Lord,” Floyd said, “we’ll look ridiculous if we don’t go through with it!” 
“We’ll look ridiculous if we do.” 
“Do you know that we’ve rented the banquet hall? Do you know that invitations have been
        passed out? And listen to this: Mr. Gable flew down to attend … in his personal
        airplane! Sports writers will be there!” 
“Somebody sure took a lot for granted to go to all that trouble,” I said. 
“I did it!” Floyd cried, lifting his open hands in a gesture of helplessness. “I’m
        responsible for everything. It’s my fault! But did I know we were going to have a flu
        epidemic on campus? Did I know that” – he counted fingers again – “Reynolds, Baldwin,
        Pontilly, Hearst and Raski would all come down sick or with injuries?” 
“It’s a tough situation,” I said. 
“Look, you’ve got to help me. You’ve got to come with me while I try once again to get
        Bennett to accept the thing! You know him. You’re the only frat man we’ve got on the team.
        And everybody knows you’re kind of a genius. Listen, everybody stands in awe of your
        abilities. Laramie, you’ve got to help.” 
“I don’t know him that well. We’re just on the football team together.” 
“That’s all you need! He’s one of your confreres.” In spite of his sense of urgency, Floyd paused an
        instant to admire the word. “All I want you to do is to come with me and try to talk him
        into accepting our trophy.” 
“All right,” I said. “I’ll come along. But I don’t think he’ll change his mind.” 
* * * * * 
When we entered Jim Bennett’s dorm, it had started to snow. Floyd walked in, removing his
        coat, and somebody from the crowded, smoky room yelled: “Oh, no! Not him again!”
Floyd ignored the voice and rotated his head. Finally, as it stopped when he saw Jim
        Bennett resentfully staring back at us over a card table.
“There he is,” he whispered, nudging me with his elbow. Then he walked swiftly to his
        side.
“Jim, I’ve got to talk with you,” he said, pulling a cigarette from his pocket and
        ignoring everyone else. I said Hi to several of the fellows and they nodded back with
        speculating looks on their faces. I shrugged my shoulders and raised my eyebrows. I wanted
        them to realize that this was none of my doing. 
Floyd, meanwhile, was repeating: “Jim, we’ve got to talk with you. Is there some place we
        can talk?”
Bennett stood up, a tall senior with a round, handsome, studious face under his crewcut.
        His eyebrows were as straight as rulers and his full cheeks were always rosy, giving him a
        trustful innocent expression. 
We went into another room, where there was a pool table. 
“If it’s about the trophy,” he said, “I’m not accepting it.” 
“But there’s nobody else who deserves it!” Floyd cried. “You’ve got to take it!” 
“The hell I do. I’m not accepting that will remind me of that game. All I want to do is
        forget about it. It’s the stupidest thing I ever heard of! How could anybody have the gall
        to accept an outstanding player award for a game in which his team has been beaten 70-3?
        Answer me that, will you?” 
Floyd looked at me imploringly. “Laramie thinks you deserve it,” he said. My face burned
        and Bennett stared at me seriously. “And it’s got to be given to someone!” Floyd added. 
“Give it to him, then!” Bennett shouted, jerking his
        thumb at me and looking over his shoulder as he walked out of the room. “But I don’t want to
        hear any more about the goddam thing!” 
Floyd jumped after him. “But you’ve got to accept it, Bennett! Nobody else could even be
        considered!”
Bennett turned around in the darkened hallway and in his face there was a tenseness that
        matched that of Floyd’s.
“Don’t you have any feeling of shame?” he asked. “Don’t you think I have any more pride
        than to accept a trophy for my part in such a miserable thing as that game. Don’t you guy
        think there’s a point beyond which your trophies and banquets and ceremonies don’t mean a
        goddam thing? Assuming that they ever do mean anything!” 
Standing there in the dark hallway, I looked at Floyd. His mouth seemed to have been
        jarred loose from the shock. He turned to me as if to say something, but he remained silent. 
Jim Bennett strode back to the card table. “Now let me see, where was I?” he said loudly,
        scraping his chair back. 
Floyd raised his glasses, pinched the bridge of his nose with his thumb and finger, and
        closed his eyes. He gave out a long sigh. I had seen this gesture often and I knew it meant:
        “Now just where could I have gone wrong in this thing?” It was often followed by some
        decisive and dramatic pronouncement. 
Only this time Floyd simply opened his big, wet-looking eyes and stared at me for a
        moment. “Well, we’ll just get someone else,” he muttered. “Maybe Faraday.” 
“He won’t accept it,” I said. “I know it.” 
Back at the house he said dismally: “I won’t need you any more, Laramie. Thanks for
        trying.” 
* * * * * 
All day Tuesday I was busy with classes and studying; consequently I only caught glimpses
        of Floyd at lunch and dinner, talking over the phone with his mouth full of a sandwich he
        was eating, or explaining something to our president or to anyone else who would listen. 
The wrinkles in his forehead were still there and he was leaving a heavy trail of
        cigarette smoke, so I guessed that he wasn’t doing too well. I had heard that he was on the
        telephone non-stop and was still working on Jim Bennett, among others to take the trophy. 
It wasn’t until Wednesday morning that Floyd came up to my room. It was only seven-thirty
        – still cold and dark outside – and I knew he had an eight o’clock class. However, my
        first class was at nine and I resented being awakened at such an hour, especially by having
        my ribs prodded with a fountain pen. 
I rolled over and opened my eyes. The pale yellow ceiling light which neither my roommate
        nor I ever used, was on. It gave a dull and stale quality to things. 
“Wake up, Brother,” Floyd said. Then I smelled cigarette smoke and focused my eyes upon
        Floyd standing by my bed, an armful of books under his arm. His white shirt was badly mussed
        and wrinkled and his tie was undone. His eyes were red and swollen. A cigarette dangled
        tiredly from the corner of his mouth. Even the cigarette was wrinkled. 
“I’ve got to talk to you,” he said. “It’s extremely important.” 
I asked him why in the hell it couldn’t wait, but he said it was urgent, so I told him to
        go ahead and talk, that my roommate wouldn’t wake up if he fired a shotgun over his head. 
Floyd withdrew the cigarette from his mouth and exhaled, gazing meditatively at my
        forehead. 
“You look like you’ve been up all night,” I said. 
“That’s right, I have; but never mind about that now. There’s too much to settle.” 
I got up into a sitting position and stared at him. He looked ghastly. Obviously, a lot of
        grief and frustration had come to rest upon him. He stood there for a moment as if to let me
        drink in his appearance. He didn’t even blink, as he appeared to sort something out in his
        mind. 
“Laramie, I want to be the first to give my congratulations: we have decided to award the
        trophy to you.” He paused a moment to let his words sink in. “You really played a wonderful
        game out there,” he continued. “I know the Fathers would be proud!” He thrust a small hand
        forward, the first two fingers stained the color of beer bottles from his chain smoking. 
“Congratulations, Laramie.” 
I might have imagined it, but I thought I saw a brief flicker of panic in his face when I
        didn’t answer right away. Then, he licked his lips and his hand started to shake. 
“We’ve decided to give it to you,” he said. 
At that moment, our president, Charley Tucker, came in. A big, sunny, harmless, fleshy
        boy, he was whimsically known as “Chuck Tuck” to everyone, even the pledges. But Chuck Tuck
        looked embarrassed when he walked into my room. He glanced at Floyd.
“Have you told him?” he asked. 
Floyd nodded. 
“What did he say?” Chuck Tuck added. 
“He didn’t say anything!” Floyd yelled. “He just
            sits there!”
“Take it easy, Floyd,” Chuck Tuck said. “Take it easy.” Then he turned to me. 
“How about it, Sport?” We’re desperate.” 
“I keep thinking of this beautiful tradition,” Floyd said. “All those years, those great
        games of the past, the banquets and the pride that goes goes with them … the ceremony,
        the ritual. We owe it to the Fathers, Chuck. That’s what I’ve tried to convey to him.” 
“Where did he get this Fathers business all of a
        sudden?” I asked Chuck. 
Chuck looked vague, but Floyd answered for him. “Can’t you see? They’re the ones we have
        to answer to. Even the dead ones. We owe them a lot more than you seem to realize, Laramie!
        In some things you may be smarter than God, but in others, you’re pretty dumb!”
“Obviously, you’re kidding about giving it to me,” I said. 
Floyd frowned and looked at Chuck Tuck. Chuck scratched his head and stared at the floor.
        Floyd turned back and closed his eyes. “We’re not kidding, Laramie. We wouldn’t kid about a
        thing like this. You ought to realize that.” 
I swung my legs out of bed. “So you couldn’t get anybody else to take it,” I asked. 
Floyd and Chuck Tuck glanced at each other again, but said nothing. 
“God damn it!” I yelled. “God damn it, God damn it, God
            damn it!”
Floyd looked gloomy, and Chuck Tuck turned pink with embarrassment. 
“I won’t lie to you,” Floyd said. “Not a man would accept it. But that’s not the point.” 
“What is the point?” I asked. 
Floyd doubled up his fist. “The point is, within the context of the game we played – the
        score and everything – we figure that you played as well as anybody, and I honest to God
        don’t know why we didn’t pick you sooner! I realize that our asking other guys to accept it
        might look like we’ve kind of cheapened the trophy, but that’s our mistake, not yours.” 
“I wouldn’t have the thing,” I said, pulling on my socks. 
“Look, Laramie, you’ve got to accept it,” Chuck Tuck said uncomfortably. “It’s a matter of
        fraternity honor, now. And we’ve be proud to give it to you. Your academic record has
        already brought honor to the fraternity.” 
“That’s right,” Floyd said. 
“And we’ve always felt a lot of pride in giving it to a player when he’s one of our own
        boys. Mr. Gable was saying that just last night. Wasn’t he, Floyd?” 
Floyd nodded. 
“Give it to the water boy,” I said. “But I don’t want anything to do with the business.” 
Floyd gave Chuck Tuck a long look. “I told you he’d let us down. One of our own men, and
        he’s going to let us down!” 
“Look, I’m not even a first string guard!” I said. 
“That doesn’t have anything to do with the way you played that game!” Floyd said with a
        hint of emotion in his voice. “Listen here, if every man on that field had played the way
        you did, the score would have been a lot different.” 
“Yeah,” I muttered. “Maybe 100-3.” 
“I personally think he did a real good job for a sophomore,” Chuck Tuck said hopefully to
        Floyd. Then he repeated it more confidently, for my benefit. “Real good job for a
        sophomore.” 
“Look,” Floyd said. “I’ve got to get to class. Get everybody on him and work on him. Work on him until he gives in!” 
Floyd left and Chuck Tuck followed him, only to return a few minutes later with several of
        the brothers. 
They all started talking to me. In a few minutes, it seemed that everybody in the House
        had gathered in my room. The more they talked, the more excited they became. It was becoming
        more and more interesting. You could tell. The din was
        terrific. I could see cigarette smoke beginning to pour out the three inches I kept the
        window open at the top for healthful sleeping. It had become more than a game with them.
        When a few got hoarse or tired, there were several more who jumped into the argument with a
        kind of happy frenzy. Even those I had counted as good friends were against me. Even they
        seemed to be enjoying it. 
Two of them followed me to class, and when my Greek class let out, they were standing by
        the door, books under their arms, cigarettes in their mouths, waiting for me. 
After dinner that evening, Floyd came to my room and told me that Mr. Gable himself was on
        the phone and wanted to talk with me.
“What about?” I asked. 
Floyd closed his eyes and said, “That’s between you and him.” 
“But what about?” I cried. 
Floyd gripped my arm, “Listen, he’s on the telephone! Mr. Gable. Right now, waiting, and he’s
        waiting to talk to you. You personally, Laramie. That’s
        what he said.” 
“I’ll bet he said it!” I growled, leaving the room and striding down the hall in the
        direction of the second floor telephone. Mr. Gable had paid for the new addition only last
        year, and he kept in touch with everything that happened. He often visited the house,
        smoking one of his expensive Spanish pipes and telling us how much the fraternity meant to
        him. 
When I said hello, Mr. Gable talked to me as if he knew me well, although I don’t think he
        would have recognized me if he’d seen me on the street. I knew this even as he spoke to me
        in a calm, authoritative voice, giving me some of the history behind the Best Player Award,
        and telling me about one of the winners – Clyde Reynolds – who’d been a classmate of his
        and was later killed in France in 1918. 
Then he abruptly changed the subject. He began to talk about how proud Mt. Kehoe was of my
        academic accomplishments. Not just the frat, he said, but Mt. Kehoe itself. He said that the
        professors marvelled at my intelligence; they were convinced that I had an uncommon mind, an
        extraordinary gift; that Professor Stedman had been quoted as saying that I was the most
        gifted student he had ever had in Greek, and everybody knew about Professor Stedman’s
        standards. What a future I had in store. The stars were the limit.
Mr. Gable spoke rapidly, in a horse voice, as if he had too much to say, but the urgency
        of saying it was such that he had to talk fast, toting up the essential points,
        one-two-three, so that all would be accounted for. Some of the locutions were a little
        familiar and later I would hear echoes of Floyd Catlett in them. (Where is Floyd now? I ask
        myself; and to what heights has he risen? Surely, he is managing some part of the
        world.)
I listened for several minutes, saying Yes Sir and No Sir, wondering how much this phone
        call was going to cost Mr. Gable; but he talked on and on, letting his memories take over
        (as he said), obviously not at all concerned about the cost of a mere telephone call. 
Finally, I hung up, and when Floyd came up to me, I told him all right, before he could
        say a word.
“All right what?” Floyd asked me. 
“All right, I’ll accept the fucking award,” I mumbled. 
“Jesus!” Floyd whispered, pumping my hand. “Jesus, you don’t know how much of a relief
        this is!” 
Why he was whispering, I’ll never know. It might have been that the full disgrace of what
        he was asking had finally sunk in, and he was a little awed by my willingness to accept the
        award. 
* * * * * 
I can be brief about subsequent events. The banquet was more of a farce than I could have
        dreamed, but even worse, it was a quiet and dignified farce. The Press was there, my picture
        was taken, several speeches were made (most having little to do with the Homecoming Game or
        the Award), and Mr. Gable himself was there; and later he had his picture taken with the
        President of the fraternity, the Dean of Students at Mt. Kehoe (the college president had
        the flu), shaking hands with a boy named Vincent Crowder, who was to be the first recipient
        of a scholarship Mr. Gable had established. 
The applause that followed my accepting the award was surprisingly loud, but it was
        without shape. It began and ended so abruptly that it sounded a little like the background
        static on a warmed-up radio when the cord is plugged in and then pulled. I don’t know how to
        phrase it exactly, but there was relief in that applause,
        along with uneasiness and guilt. I am certain there was no hint of what I feared there might
        be: mockery. And yet, somehow, the result was even worse. 
After the banquet I took a half-full bottle of whiskey from Chuck Tuck’s room and drank it
        down. Along about two in the morning, they told me I went to a small Queen Anne style table
        in the hall, turned it over, grabbed one of the legs in my hand and broke it off, and then
        beat the table into kindling. What I might have been about is utterly beyond any guess I
        could make, unless this was simply meant as a gratuitous demonstration of physical strength
        to warn off my brothers … or perhaps a simple drunken protest at my part in the whole
        disgusting business. (For a while I kept that dented table leg, strangely feminine in its
        grace, as a badge or symbol of something that I couldn’t understand, but something as
        important as the big nickel-plated trophy I’d received.)
For the next few days, I maintained what I intended as an austere aloofness; and everyone
        seemed to feel the rightness in this behavior, for I was left seriously alone. 
The Brothers nodded and spoke, and their manner was polite, but I was aware that I had
        suddenly become an alien among them. The fraternity house looked different to me, and I
        found myself wondering what I was doing there, living in such a place, among such people. 
* * * * * 
Eventually, things changed. One morning Floyd clasped my shoulder in his hand and then
        patted it. I whirled around furiously and saw that he was not even looking at me, but out
        the French windows in back, a serious, thoughtful, almost reverent expression on his face.
        Behind him stood Chuck Tuck, beaming fatuously at me, looking as if he were about to nod and
        say, “It’s okay, Laramie!”
Then that evening, after dinner, I found a bottle of Jim Beam bourbon lying on my bed,
        along with a note from the Brothers, thanking me for all I had done for the frat, and saying
        that they had taken up a fund to pay for the Queen Anne table I had destroyed.
Since my roommate was out, I was able to sit and think about things for a while. I
        remember holding the bottle of Jim Beam in my hand, turning in this way and that as I
        studied the label. Then I picked up the note again, and read it. 
What exactly had I done for the fraternity? What had
            they thought I’d done? And what had they asked me to
        do, through the busy idealism of Floyd Catlett? 
Such thoughts were vaguely unsettling. Furthermore, they were too vaporous. How could I
        make sense out of them? What right had I to assume the Floyd Catlett or even Chuck Tuck
        represented the fraternity? One of the Brothers had gotten the idea to start a fund to pay
        for the table I had broken up in my drunken night of “protest”; I could not visualize Floyd
        or Chuck either one doing this, but someone had. And many had contributed, no doubt. The
        table had not been an expensive one, but it would cost money to replace it. And those who
        had contributed to such a fund realized that the fraternity owed me something. Was this
        simply guilt money given because they realized that I had been made a fool of in order to
        placate the Fathers? Or to sustain the honor of the frat itself? To somehow vindicate the
        annual award? 
There were no clear answers to such questions, so I decided that the simplest and most
        appropriate thing was to share the bottle of bourbon. I sent word out, and before long there
        were five or six of them in my room, and then somebody brought some beer. Before long Will
        Schaeffer was singing dirty songs, and Floyd got sick and had to go vomit.
The fact is, however, I never quite felt the same about the Brothers after that. And I am
        certain that – to the extent they were aware of me at all – they never felt quite the same
        about me. 
Stop Killing the Innocence 



While arresting abortion protestors in front of the WFBF Clinic one late September
        afternoon, Patrolman Ken Proxmire seriously hurt his back helping to load a 300 pound female
        abortion protestor into the paddy wagon. Although it was called AN UNAVOIDABLE ACCIDENT, its
        unavoidable character began to change in Ken’s mind, under the prolonged scrutiny afforded
        by sustained retrospection.
A television cameraman for WQGX happened to film the incident, which was shown very
        clearly on the evening news. The clip showed Ken and fellow Patrolman George Schuler lifting
        the woman, who was dressed in mussed blue slacks and a soiled white blouse, into the open
        rear door. The woman's sign, which read STOP KILLING THE INNOCENCE, briefly concealed Ken's
        head, but anyone could tell from seeing the rest of him that he was in an impossibly awkward
        position and vulnerable to a back injury of some sort. Especially considering THE SIZE OF
        THE SUBJECT BEING HOISTED.
While twenty-three people, mostly women, were arrested that afternoon, all were released
        in the customary manner, and presumably returned to their daily routines, having suffered no
        more disruption or inconvenience than if they'd taken time off to attend a college reunion
        or a game of women’s basketball. But Ken Proxmire was not so fortunate, for his back injury
        required medical treatment, and he spent the rest of that afternoon and evening in great
        pain, in spite of wearing a brace and taking doses of Tylenol #3, with codeine, which the
        doctor had prescribed.
* * * * * 
Since he was no better the next day, Ken was forced to take sick leave, and in fact he
        spent the rest of that week at home. His wife, Ellen, had an older brother who was an
        attorney, and on Wednesday evening she told Ken she thought he should sue the woman.
“Sue her for being fat?” Ken asked her.
“No, for being DELIBERATELY AND MALICIOUSLY OBSTRUCTIVE,” Ellen said. “The injury being
        seriously exacerbated by her obesity.”
“The injury?”
“All right, then: your injury.”
He could tell that she had not only thought things out pretty thoroughly, but had
        consulted with her older brother, Pete, the attorney. He told her of his suspicion, and she
        admitted it. Then, at her urging, Ken agreed to talk with Pete when he had the
        chance.
"Don't make a move," Ellen said. "I've already asked Janie and Pete to come over this
        evening for dinner.
"Good God!" Ken muttered. "THE WHEELS HAVE BEEN GRINDING ALL THIS TIME, and I didn't know
        a thing about it."
"I knew you'd agree," Ellen said comfortably.
* * * * * 
They had a nice barbecue, which Ken insisted upon, along with taking care of everything
        including his special pineapple and chicken recipe. Along with cold cans of Old Milwaukee
        beer in a bucket of ice and potato salad and green beans and bran muffins. The four of them
        always got along with one another, and this evening they had a good time as usual, except
        for Ken and his back.
When they'd finished, Ellen told Pete about her idea and Ken just sat there drinking
        another beer and listening, as if she were discussing dress sizes or something similarly
        irrelevant. Pete and Janie listened, too – the only interruptions being the occasional
        sound of their slapping mosquitoes on their bare arms because the buglights didn't seem to
        be working this evening.
When she'd finished, she asked Pete what he thought. Ken could tell by the way she asked
        him that she thought Pete was skeptical. Ken was inclined to agree with this interpretation,
        but after Pete thought about it a moment and then asked a few questions, it became obvious
        that he was beginning to SORT OF LIKE THE IDEA. If you put an idea into words and think hard
        about it and then work with it long enough, it almost always begins to seem plausible, no
        matter how tricky or outlandish it might seem at first.
"There's too much of this kind of demonstrating, Baby Sis," Pete finally told Ellen,
        around a politely softened belch.
"You're telling me," Ellen said.
“Me, too,” Ken said. "Even before I hurt my back on that monster woman, I was getting
        pretty damned tired of lifting those self-righteous numskulls and liberal halfwits into the
        paddy wagon. You know what I kept asking myself?"
"What?" Pete said, frowning and already thinking of how Ken's gabbiness would come across
        in court, assuming it would ever come to that.
"I kept asking myself, 'Don't these assholes have anything better to do? Don’t they have enough to keep themselves 'occupied'? I mean, why don’t they go out and get an extra
        job, or something, if they've got all that fucking energy. Ellen and I both work; and with
        our two kids, shit, we can just barely make ends meet. We don't have time to fuck around
        with those fuckers!"
"Honey," Ellen said, slapping his arm, "watch your language. The kids are inside and can
        hear everything we say."
"They're not listening."
"Well, you never know."
"They never listen, but even if they do, they might as well hear it here as in the
        street."
"Honey, that doesn't make any sense and you know it."
"Okay, maybe it doesn't, but that isn't the point, and you know it.”
“Let him get on with it, Baby Sis,” Pete said.
Ken nodded, then got on with it. “My point is, we don't have time for that silly business.
        Especially me. I ask you, WHAT KIND OF WORK IS THAT FOR A POLICEMAN? Lifting fat women into
        the wagon, for God's sake! I mean, what kind of work is that?"
"Heavy work," Pete said, laughing. Only when he saw Ken's look, he stopped laughing,
        frowned and shook his head. Then he correctly pointed out that if Ken didn't have to lug
        around so many fat protestors, he'd be able to hold down a second job.
Ken shook his head. "Not until my back clears up. I'll tell you, I really strained it on
        that hippo bitch, trying to lift her ass up into the wagon and everything. Do you know
        something? She was grinning every step of the way. Like it was the great moment of her
            life, for God's sake!"
“Well,” Pete said, massaging his eyes, "if you want to know what I think of it, I think WE
        JUST MIGHT HAVE SOMETHING GOING FOR US, Ken."
"I do hope so," Ken said thoughtfully.
* * * * * 
Pete thought and thought about it, and began to think about it as a class action suit.
        "When you signed on as a policeman," he said over the phone to Ken the next day, "you agreed
        to take risks in the normal line of duty, but lifting a crazy 300 pound woman with a butch
        haircut and a big smile on her face into the paddy wagon … well, that's just not normal Ken,
        I think we can make something out of this. I THINK WE CAN TAKE THE BALL AND RUN WITH
        IT."
"I only hope you're right, Pete," Ken said.
"Not only that, I don't think there's any doubt whatsoever that if you'd dropped her, she
        would have sued the police department, the city, the state, the federal government, and any
        cars with license plates that happened to be in the vicinity. Believe me, I know her
        type!"
"I'm glad you realize the gravity of the situation," Ken told him.
* * * * * 
Fortunately, Ken and Ellen had had the foresight to tape the episode from the evening
        news, and when Ken ran it again that evening, he saw that, beyond any doubt, the fat woman
        really did have a nasty little smile on her big wide face. He had also forgotten how dirty
        her blouse was.
"What's her name again?" Ellen asked.
"Her name," Ken said, "is Patti Gorsuch, and my guess is that she weighed considerably
            more than 300."
"Really?"
When you get that big," Ken said darkly, "you can pack an extra hundred pounds on the bod
        and nobody will hardly even notice. What I mean is, it won't show."
"I know what you're saying, but don't they weigh them and everything when they're
        arrested?" Ellen asked.
"Sometimes they do, if they think it's worthwhile. But I doubt if they have a scale that
        could weigh that woman. Anyway, they usually don't bother, unless it's a serious felony and
        they're jailed for trial. Usually, they just let them cool off in the cage until their
        lawyers come and spring them. With those fuckers – who tend to be rich and know all the
        legal answers and everything – they usually just keep them in the cage for a few hours and
        then turn them loose. I mean, you can see why they wouldn't bother to go through the normal
        routine with an arrest, because they know those liberal
        bastards are going to get sprung, and if they so much as belch in their face or something,
        you'd hear them yell from here to Idaho."
"I still think they should have weighed that
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