Back in the trackless tundra of suburban
Connecticut after his hilariously well-
documented efforts to cope with Holly-
wood success (What Do You Hear from
Walden Pond?), Jack Douglas finds some-
thing still missing from his concept of
total bliss. A timber wolf, of course.

Just the item to round out his little
clan, which already consists of one lovely
Japanese wife named Reiko, two upstart
(what else?) young sons named Timothy
and Bobby, one full-grown 200-pound
mountain lion named Pussycat, one
Alaskan malamute named Chibi, and one
4-pound Pomeranian named Doggie.

“No wolf!” shouts Reiko. “I think I go
back to Japan.” Instead, she attacks the
crisis with compulsive rice cooking, house
vacuuming, and ominously muttered
threats while Jack acquires the wolf and
begins coping with the reactions of a col-
lection of suburban neighbors that make
a Marquis de Sade sanitarium sound like
a sylvan rest home.

But eventually it is Reiko’s well-timed
suggestion of acquiring a mate and a
litter of cubs for Wolf, the wolf, that acti-



The Jeu
and Coc
and Ho

vates Jack’s growiﬁg concern over hold-
ing captive so magniﬁceﬁt a creature of
the wilds—and the account of his efforts
to prepare his wolf family for a Born
Free-like return to the Canadian wilder-
ness is unquestionably the funniest epi—
sode to date in a career long famous for
rib-tickling misadventure.

From first chuckle to last guffaw,
Douglas is in top form, revealing as he
goes a personality that is as heartwarm-
ing in genuine affection for his fearsome
pets as it is rollicking in hapless hilarity.

The title? Funny you should mention
it. ..

Jack DoucLas’ comedy material has kept
America laughing for more than thirty
years—from the gags delivered by Bob
Hope, Phil Harris, Red Skelton, and
others to antic tripping by Rowan &
Martin and Woody Allen.

But Douglas’ best is always delivered
straight, and THE JEWISH-JAPANESE SEX
AND CookBook AND How TO RAISE
WoLves marks a new height in comic
writing, besting even Douglas’ own string
of seven big selling books.
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1

“SPEAKING of whores,” Harry Mitchell said,
looking across his deep-dish martini to some far distant
horizon, “I remember once in Butte, Montana, this whore
had a dog—"” Then he lapsed into what seemed to be some
form of catatonia.

“That all there is to the story, Harry?” Ruthie Mitchell,
Harry’s semilovely wife, said after a long pause.

“Huh?” Harry said.

“Anybody wanna tear” Reiko asked, always the perfect
hostess.

“Nobody’s drinking tea, Reiko dear,” I said with Clint
Eastwood suavity.

“What kind of a dog?” Harry said, swallowing a hiccup
along with his stuffed olive.

“What?” Ruthie said.

“What kind of a dog did this whore in Butte, Montana,
haver”

“How the hell would we know?” I said. “It’s your story.”

“Oh,” Harry said, then to Reiko, “Did you put vodka in
this vodka martini?”’

“Yes,” Reiko said.

“Well, no wonder,” Harry said, “no wonder I'm getting
pissed.”

11
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“Yeah, that’ll do it, Harry,” Ruthie agreed. “I read it in
Time magazine. It was the cover story on June 16, 1959.”

“It was a St. Bernard,” Harry said.

“What was?” Reiko wanted to know, even though she
didn’t really understand any of it.

“T'he dog that whore in Butte, Montana, had,” Harry said.
“A St. Bernard.”

“That’s a very good story,” I said. “Harry, you sure can
tell ’em.”

“It’s not the end of the story,” Harry said. Archly.

“It isn’t?” Ruthie wanted to know. Harry ignored his semi-
lovely wife and turned to me, sloshing his everfilled martini
glass over his red suede vest.

“Have you ever had a St. Bernard watch you hump?” he
said.

“Well,” I said, “I've always liked dogs, but—"

“Of course you haven’t,” Harry said. “This St. Bernard
stood right on that Butte, Montana, whore’s bed, and when
it was all over he lifted his leg—on me.”

There was an exceptionally quiet silence after this. No one
knew exactly what to say. I, for one, felt that “Congratula-
tions” might be inappropriate. Or inadequate.

This enlightening and little-known incident in Montana’s
exciting history, as relayed by that superb storyteller Harry
Mitchell, was told as part of an ecology lecture which Harry
Mitchell had promised to give at the first meeting of the Ho-
nansville Ecology Group—a new organization, which was
formed by concerned, ecology-minded citizens of Honans-
ville who liked to drink.

This was the way it looked to me, but I felt that some good
might come of these well-intentioned, if somewhat unsteady,
people. Wolf, our wolf, was almost a year old; and I had
joined several groups that were trying to save the wolves and
the many other endangered species because, I think, the
closer I got to know the wolf through my everyday associa-
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tion with this unique animal, and from reading and dis-
covering the definite need we have for every animal left on
earth, they all seemed to be part of a pattern or plan that, if
altered much more, could destroy us. The great chain of na-
ture, of which every living thing is a part, must not be bro-
ken. I had learned very rapidly how important it is that
something needs doing now!

When I looked around our living room on this first
meeting night of the Honansville Ecology Group, I won-
dered if I had chosen the right course.

We were a smallish group. There was Frank Krasselt, an
artist with a tremendous old red barn in back of his 1772
Connecticut saltbox house stacked to the hayloft with his un-
sold paintings of 1%%2 Connecticut covered bridges. His wife,
Ethel Krasselt, also painted and had to rent an old red barn
to store her vast collection of unsold paintings. She painted
tiny, doll-like little girls with enormous wide-open blue eyes
which were supposed to haunt you (into buying a painting,
I presume) . Ethel Krasselt, as a sideline, had a red-hot kiln
in which she baked fake American Indian pots which were
sold for genuine at the local Indian pot shop, which also sold
gas, rock candy, maple sugar, and “farm fresh” eggs which
they bought from the A & P. Frank and Ethel’s ecology cru-
sade was directed at eliminating one Mr. Ernie Saloks, the
local gravel pit king and chief land destroyer. Ernie Saloks’
present project was the taking of gravel from a roadside
gravel mine and dumping the residue into a nearby swamp,
thus endangering the red-winged blackbird, so reported Frank
and Ethel Krasselt.

“There won’t be a cattail left!” wailed Ethel Krasselt.

“What’s a cattail?” Reiko wanted to know.

“That’s what the red-winged blackbirds sit on,” Frank
Krasselt said.

Reiko didn’t say anything.

Virgil Palmquist and Reggie Mailer, who were the propri-
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etors of the Yellow Prune, a local antique shop, and who
went roaming through the gloaming when the weather was
nice, hand in hand, also graced (and I think this is just the
right word) our living room.

Virgil and Reggie were very ecologically concerned with
the gray squirrel.

“Our gray squirrel,” Virgil said, “is becoming a nervous
wreck! I'm sure that any day now he’s just going to go to
pieces, and then what will we do? Who can you turn to with
a nutty squirrele”

“Yeah,” I sympathized, ‘“not many psychiatrists specializ-
ing in squirrel problems.”

“Oh, you!” Reggie said, twitchingly. “You don’t think it’s
serious! You should just be there once and see what that
lousy little red squirrel does to our big gray squirrel! It’s em-
barrassing!” Harry Mitchell’s deep and lasting interest in his
drink was dissipated immediately by this.

“You mean to say,” Harry Mitchell said, ““a little red squir-
rel is balling a big gray squirrel? Unbelievable! Utterly un-
believable!”

“We’d better call the Audubon Society the first thing in
the morning,” Ruthie Mitchell said.

“We'd better call ’em right now!” Harry said, making a
lurch toward our phone.

“Wait a minute,” Isaid.

“It’s nothing like that!” Virgil screamed like Maria Callas
at La Scala. “Nothing like that! It’s just that the lousy little
red squirrel keeps chasing our big gray squirrel away from
the nut box!”

“What nut box?” I asked—timidly, I must admit.

“The box where we keep the nuts for our gray squirrel to
eat—but he can’t eat them because the red squirrel keeps
chasing him away and then the red squirrel stuffs himself
sillyl What’s ecology going to do about that??22?”

All of us, including Bobby and Timothy, had a drink after
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this to steady our nerves and to ponder a bit. After a two-
minute ponder, Bobby said, “I like red squirrels.”

“You would!” Virgil, trying to fork his tongue, said to
Bobby, “I'll bet you like hockey, too—dontcha?” Before
Bobby could answer, Bella Brown, who was built and looked
more than a little like Rocky Graziano, and who had taken
over Women’s Lib in northwestern Connecticut, said to
Virgil and Reggie, “Gentlemen, that is the law of the survi-
val of the fittest.”

“Christ!” Virgil muttered to Reggie, indicating Bella. “If
that’s a law—she’s gonna survive all of us!”

Bella continued, after rolling up her sleeves to reveal bi-
ceps like that golden man holding something up (or what-
ever he’s doing) at Rockefeller Plaza. Bella wasn’t displaying
her physical superiority to everything that breathed in Ho-
nansville, she was just sweating a little after six boilermakers.
“Gentlemen, the red squirrel isn’t afraid of anything. So if
you’re smart, let him have the nuts.”

Mr. and Mrs. Rogers Dotson completed our little ecology
group. Mr. and Mrs. Rogers Dotson joined everything that
was against anything.

Alice Dotson was out of the dowager mold and was bos-
omy to the point of being mountainous. Rogers Dotson
smoked a sulfurous meerschaum pipe and sat in our most
comfortable easy chair, stroking the air with his left hand.
Stroking and caressing.

“What the hell is that?”’ I whispered to Harry Mitchell.

“It’s nothing,” Harry Mitchell said. “He’s so used to sit-
ting in front of his own cozy fireplace all day long and pet-
ting his favorite Irish setter that when he goes out he can’t
kick the habit—somehow, he thinks the dog is there with
him and needs stroking.”

“Oh,” 1 said.

“Yeah,” Harry Mitchell said, “a coupla years ago when he
first started to do it, I thought he had horizontal palsy.”
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The Honansville Ecology Group was meeting in our liv-
ing room because we were the ones who owned a wolf so, as
someone had said when the idea for an ecology group was in
its formative stage, I was the one who stood to gain the most
from the preservation of our natural resources. I didn’t quite
understand how, but I didn’t fight it. This is the reason the
first meeting of the Honansville Ecology Group met at our
house, and because everyone else had good reason not to
have any gathering at their houses. Frank and Ethel Kras-
selt’s living room was also their studio and too cluttered with
easels, paint, and great gobs of clay with which Ethel made
her pots, so there was really no room, they said, to hold any
kind of meeting. Virgil and Reggie said their antique shop
was no place for careless drinkers; and besides, when business
hours were over and they closed the drapes, lighted the
incense and the candles, and put a stack of Bessie Smith
LP’s on their record player, they had had it for the day, and
any intrusion into this epicene paradise would be a sacri-
lege.

Bella Brown’s excuse for not having any meetings at her
place was more direct. Her living room, which was housed in
a not-quite converted stable, was also used by her to shoe
her horses, and she’d be goddamned if she was going to
move her goddamned anvil out just to let a lot of nonhorses
in.

Mr. and Mrs. Rogers Dotson said they couldn’t have meet-
ings at their place because it would be un-American. When
some brave soul asked what the hell this meant, Mr. Dotson,
whom I remembered as having a thing for Norfolk jackets,
said, “Please don’t question my judgment. Ask me anything
you wish, but please—please don’t question my judgment!”
Well, this left us exactly nowhere, but we didn’t question
Mr. Dotson’s judgment. He and his wife were really quadru-
ple threats—they were bigots, conservatives, liberals, and
reactionaries. This left them very little time to go to the
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bathroom. And the Dotsons didn’t help very much with our
grandiose plans for protecting the environment. But we all
felt they might be inveigled by some fast double-talk to part
with some of their vast fortune (and it was vast) if they felt
they could play some small part in stamping out civilization.
So long as it didn’t include them and their cosy little forty-
acre estate with its manor house, its heated duck pond, and
its seventeen-car garage.

This splendid example of the democratic way left the
whole thing up to us. Either we met at our house or in an
open field somewhere. There were very few open fields left
around Honansville open to an ecology group. Most of the
farmers were suspicious of anyone who didn’t shoot crows,
foxes, woodchucks, and other “varmints” and who believed
in getting rid of garbage in some other way than heaving it
in the “crick” or burning it for days in a smoldering, smoky,
rat-colonied dump.

“I think we ought to have a potluck supper,” Virgil Palm-
quist said.

“Good idea,” Reggie Mailer agreed.

“What the hell has a potluck supper got to do with pollu-
tion?”” Harry Mitchell said.

“That’s what I'd like to know,” Bella Brown said, biting
off a huge chunk of her endless supply of chewing tobacco
with all the finesse of a tiger shark attacking a weight watch-
ers’ swimming party. Reiko, always thoughtful, promptly
placed a bucket next to Bella.

“You're very thoughtful,” Bella said.

“I repeat,” Harry Mitchell said, stirring his fifth martini
with his soggy index finger, “what the hell has a potluck sup-
per got to do with pollution?!”

“Well, for one thing,” Virgil said, almost stamping his
dainty baby-pink loafer, “have you ever been to a potluck sup-
per? There’s nothing more polluted!”

“Oh, a joke,” Harry Mitchell said. “Very funny.”
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“With a potluck supper,” Reggie Mailer lisped, menac-
ingly, coming to the defense of his muliebrous partner, “we
could raise some money for the cause.”

“The cause?”’” Rogers Dotson’s eyebrows shot up in the di-
rection of his 1928 hairdo. “Sounds a little pinko to me,
Buddy!”

“Oh, you know what I mean,” Reggie said, pinching
Rogers Dotson’s tweed knee. “Now don’t you? Admit itl”

“I don’t think the Indians are getting a fair shake,” Ethel
Krasselt, the Indian pot counterfeiter, said. “Look at the Mo-
cadoc Reservation.” She waved her nondrinking hand in the
direction, more or less, of the Mocadoc Reservation, which
was upriver a bit from Honansville.

“Yeah,” Bella Brown said, “most of the Indians up there
are niggers.”

“Then they can’t be Indians,” Virgil Palmquist said, dis-
missing the whole subject with a flick of his swiveled wrist.

“Oh, no!?” Bella said, rather belligerently. “Look, Buster,
in America a nigger can be any goddamn thing he goddamn
wants to be. Put that in your goddamn pipe and smoke it!”

“I’ll buy a pipe first thing in the morning,” Virgil said,
“and for your information”—he was getting imperial now—
“niggers aren’t called niggers anymore—they're called
blacks.” Bella aimed a Niagara of tobacco juice at the pail
Reiko had so thoughtfully provided and let it go. It missed
the pail completely. Reiko had guessed wrong on the trajec-
tory and the wind drift.

“Speaking of whores—"" Harry Mitchell said.

“Anybody wanna tea?” Reiko asked, hoping that Bella
might give up Mail Pouch for Tetley’s while we still had
some virgin carpeting left.
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EVERY morning, rain or shine, sleet or snow,
hail or showers of little green men (and women), I used to
take my wolf, whose name was Wolf, for a long walk through
the hills of northwestern Connecticut, where we were domi-
ciled, temporarily, I hoped, after deserting our forest home
in Canada.

Walking Wolf was not really a daily pleasure that I looked
forward to with great and happy anticipation. There were
times when it was a big bucolic bore. I didn’t give a damn
how beautiful the Connecticut hills were. Hills were hills.
Then there were other times when the whole project seemed
to get out of hand. What started as a peaceful stroll with my
loving pet would suddenly turn into a titanic struggle for
survival. Mine. Wolf was an animal of great strength and
enormous front feet with wide spreading toes which gave
him the leverage of Saint George’s dragon. The gripping
power of these feet he used—always unexpectedly—to
change directions very suddenly, and he would tear off in
every and all ways at once. This was the impression I got as I
was pulled flat and taut.

One golden morning this abrupt tactic broke my wrist-
watch, my glasses, and three of my best ribs.

The fact that I used two choke collars and a heavily linked
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truck tow chain (the weight of which alone would bring a
yoke of oxen to its knees) disturbed him not a bit. He
seemed to be inspired by it. It was a challenge to his strength
and stamina. He knew that someday he would stretch those
fantastically tensiled steel links until they would fly apart
like a string of J. C. Penney beads. And ke knew that I knew
he could do it.

Then there were some mornings when it was a pleasure to
take this super brute for his constitutional. He’d act as coop-
erative as any fawning cocker spaniel, and just as affection-
ate. During these blessed times he wouldn’t pull me along
like he was dragging a sea anchor in a hurricane. He would
walk quietly by my side, and every once in a while he would
reach out to take my hand gently between his murderous-
looking fangs to reassure me that everything was going to be
all right—the wolves of the world had everything under con-
trol.

But these quiescent mornings were infrequent. Most of the
time our woodland rambles were tests of durability for me
and practice attacks for him. His attack rehearsals, I as-
sumed, were just in case we ran into a decrepit old moose in
the hills of Connecticut and Wolf would have to do his part
in bringing him down. Which was all very well for kim, but
I didn’t like my part as the decrepit old moose. Wolf, using
the same tactical approach as he would with an aged moose,
circled me endlessly, slashing at my pants’ legs, and occasion-
ally going in a bit deeper than the faded corduroy. The occa-
sional gouges I didn’t mind, but the circling with Wolf, the
wolf, on one end of the chain leash and me on the other,
spinning at %8 rpm, did something to my equilibrium. It
destroyed it. My whole world started spinning crazily and my
only defense was to try to grab his mouth and hang on. This
seemed to discourage him—it didn’t seem to hurt him—how-
ever tight I ground his teeth against his lips.

I don’t think there is any way to hurt a full-grown wolf in
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hand-to-hand combat, but the mouth grip gave him a chance
to think it over, and he usually decided to go back to sniffing
and investigating everything in sight or rolling in every foul-
spelling mess he found along the way (he could give fifteen
minutes to a dead frog alone) .

The walking of a wolf was a task. A burden. A chore—to
say the least. Why did I do it? Did I do it for love? Am I an
animal nut? Did I do it for htm or me? I don’t know why I
did it. Or why I had to have a wolf!

Years ago I was barnstorming across Texas with a small
musical group. I was the drummer and also the driver and
owner of a 1932 Ford runabout in which I carried my drums
and the musical group. Driving across Texas is an adventure
unto itself, let alone in a 1932 Ford runabout with solid tires
and a radiator which had never known the sweet taste of
water for more than three hours at a time. This radiator
didn’t just leak, as we careened through the tiny hamlets of
southwest Texas, it flushed sidewalks. You could shower by
it. This 1idea held, of course, no attraction for a small musical
group touring southwest Texas. Bathing never entered our
minds! But keeping the radiator comparatively or even
slightly slaked never left the consciousness of even the most
carefree of our small musical group, which, incidentally, was
known as Bonnie and the Three Clydes—which is exactly
what we looked like. We had been arrested at least forty-
seven times on suspicion alone. Suspicion of what they never
told us, but when we all looked into a cracked motel room
mirror as a group—we knew they had good reason.

We looked capable of anything! And we were—except
music. But to the good folk of southwest Texas we were Law-
rence Welk, Clyde McCoy, and Enoch Light. There was no
television in those days and we were in color (which is more
than you can say about southwest Texas).

One day, along about sundown, as they say in southwest
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Texas, we reached the small town of Riverbend, which, in
my opinion, was the most misnomered town in all of south-
west Texas. There was no bend because there was no river.
This worried us no little because the radiator of my 1932
Ford runabout was white hot and as waterless as Riverbend
turned out to be. It was a ghost town, and as romantic as it
looked in the purpling twilight—it also looked ominous. We
of Bonnie and the Three Clydes could picture our four grin-
ning skulls staring with eyeless sockets at a rusting and un-
hinged Texaco station sign while the haunted desert wind
sang, “You can trust your car to the man who wears a star.”

There was nothing to do but to go on and pray to Saint
Jude for a not-too-far filling station or a stray cowboy with
loaded kidneys. Saint Jude must have been listening, even if
the man with the star wasn’t, as we chugged around a bend
(which also didn’t contain a river) and ran smack into Joe’s
gas station and lion farm.

Joe was very glad to see us. I think he would have been
equally glad to see an Indian war party—or the contagious
Father Damien—or Godazilla.

“Howdy, folks,” Joe said. “For fifty cents I'll get in the
cage with the lions.” Then he stood, a shy smile trying to
break through his wind-weathered face. “Might even do it
for a quarter,” Joe continued. ‘“Nothing to worry about.
Lions as tame as kittens.” This last was accompanied by a
gesture with bloody-bandaged right hand to more or less
picture a tame kitten.

“What happened to your hand?”” Bonnie, whose real name
was Selma, said.

“Oh,” Joe explained, hiding his bandaged hand behind
him, “just a scratch—I'm a bleeder. Least little thing—I
bleed. Look at me cross-eyed—I bleed.”

Bennie Koch, our banjo player, who was cross-eyed, said,
“Lemme through.”
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“Now wait a minute, Bennie,” I said. “We just stopped for
water and maybe a coupla gallons of gas—"

“You mean,” Joe the filling station man said, the tears
welling up in his tired green-gray eyes, “you ain’t gonna let
me go into the lions’ cage? How about fifteen centsP—a
dime?”

“Look,” I said, “I don’t even know what you're talking
about. What cage? What lions? Where?”’

“Right out in the back of the station,” Joe said. “I got ’em
in cages out there—fifteen lions.”

“Mountain lions? From around here?” I asked.

“No, no,” Joe said. “These are African lions—from Africa.
Full grown. Big lions—that’s why 1 hafta charge to go in
with them.”

“You're kidding,” Bonnie, whose real name was Selma,
said.

“Not that I wouldn’t go in there for nothing,” Joe con-
tinued. “I gotta—sometime—to feed 'em and tidy up a bit.”

“Fifteen lions,” Bennie said. “Must be quite a bit of ‘tidy-
ing up a bit,” huh?” Then he laughed like the moronic banjo
player that he was.

“Come on, I'll show ya,” Joe said and started off into the
dimming recesses in the rear of his filling station. When I
saw it, I couldn’t believe it. In back of the crumbling station
in what must have been the place where old cars go to die
(there were hundreds of bashed wrecks) was the lion cage!
With fifteen full-grown African lions! Sleek, fat, and sassy.
The cage, which didn’t look strong enough to contain a de-
termined guinea hen, seemed to contain the lions very well.
The whole area must have taken in at least an acre and was
provided with weather shelters and a few well-clawed and
shredded stumps which must have once been fairly good-
sized trees. There was wire netting over the whole area,
which any intelligent lion knew would not impede him in
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the least if he decided to leap through it, but apparently
these lions had no thought of insurrection or escape. When
they saw Joe they all clustered around a sagging wood and
wire gate, shouldering each other aside to get closer to the
apparently beloved caressing touch of Joe, who had forgotten
about his potential patrons and was giving his all to
scratching as many leonine ears as he could with two leathery
hands stretched through the overstressed cage wire.

I thought the wire was in immediate danger of parting,
and Bonnie and the Three Clydes had a fifty-dollar job at the
Dreamland Ballroom in Fart’s Crossing which was still
twenty miles away, so I said, “Joe, we need some gas and
water. We gotta go.”

“Huh?” Joe said, dragging himself back to the real world.
“What about the lions? Come on—only fifty cents—maybe
they’ll attack me!” This last he said with what passed for
glee.

“I'm sorry,” I said, “but as much as we’d all like to see you
attacked by the lions, we just haven’t got any extra fifty
centses to go throwing around with such wild abandon.”

“Okay,” Joe said, touching a dirty rag to his nose and turn-
ing his head away from us. “Come on—the gas is out front,
and there’s water in a watering can. There’s a Coke machine,
too, but the dust was too much—it’ll take your nickel but it
won’t give you nothin’ for it.”

During the half-filling of the gas tank and the futile pour-
ings of liquid into the radiator, I got the story of the lions
from Joe. He didn’t have the lions because he could charge
fifty cents to go into the cage with them. He had the lions be-
cause he loved them, and he was rapidly going broke trying
to make enough money from his pitiful little gas station and
tow car business to feed them. It had all started, he told me,
when someone told him about a circus that had gone bank-
rupt in some nearby town, and they were going to shoot the
lions because no one was going to feed them and they didn’t
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know what else to do with them. People in southwest Texas
had enough trouble feeding themselves.

There were only seven lions to begin with, but Joe didn’t
know how, or didn’t want to know how, to separate the males
from the females; so he didn’t try. And lions have no qualms
about breeding in captivity and have a go at each other any
old time they feel like it, which is fun for the lions but rough
on the budget. Anybody’s budget. Soon the lions were eating
better than Joe was, or at least more regularly. He had tried
to get the University of Texas interested in what he called
the Southwest Texas Lion Experimental Station. “But they
wouldn’t go for it nohow,” Joe said. “They knew I just
wanted 'em as just pets.”

“Could you put ’em in a zoo and go and visit with them
once in a while?” I suggested, knowing all along that this was
a lousy suggestion. Zoos weren’t that anxious to receive
fifteen lions—all in one gift-wrapped package. Most zoos
didn’t have enough room, and most zoos, even in the largest
of cities, didn’t have the kind of zoo budget it would have
taken to feed fifteen lions—not every day, anyway. And on
the days they didn’t feed them the indignant roarings would
be heard for miles around. I remember this from my early
days in Los Angeles when the great entertainment before
Disneyland and topless-bottomless waitresses was a place
called Gay’s Lion Farm located in El Monte, a sleepy little
town a short trolley ride from downtown L.A. At Gay’s they
didn’t feed the lions on Mondays—to keep them “in good
shape,” they explained.

This withholding of the horsemeat hors d’oeuvres did
keep the lions in excellent shape, but it just ruined El
Monte’s Mondays. The lions, and there must have been a
hundred of them, roared all through the day and all through
the night until dawn on Tuesdays when the normal room
service was restored. This was the start of the now vast Cali-
fornia psychiatry conglomerate—from a few hundred nerv-
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ous breakdowns in tiny El Monte to the entire Western
seaboard, from Malibu to the mountains, and from the Mex-
ican border to the Columbia River.

“You want a coupla lions,” Joe said, as he tried to wipe my
sandpitted windshield clean with a grease-laden hand towel.

I did want a couple of lions, but in those days I had more
willpower than I am able to generate now, and I said no.

“Maybe we should take a couple of lions,” Bonnie, whose
real name I've forgotten, said. “Might make a nice group.”
Then she gestured like she was creating a marquee sign and
said, “Bonnie and the Three Clydes and Two Lions.”

“I like that,” Bennie, the banjo player, said.

“You also like Eleanor Roosevelt,” Slim Moyston said.
Slim Moyston was our piano player. This was an assumption.
We had to assume it because that’s what he told us when we
first met in a bar. Thus far on this swing through southwest
Texas we’d had no proof because Slim not only smoked some
kind of nonhabit-forming grass, he also drank absinthe. The
real thing—which has been prohibited in every civilized
country on the globe. Where Slim obtained his everflowing
supply we never learned, but we knew it was everflowing be-
cause Slim’s tongue had long ago turned green. These
charming habits of Slim’s were a very real deterrent to his
ever playing the piano for us when we wanted him to.

“I love Eleanor Roosevelt,” Bennie said. “You just don’t
know how much good she’s done us black folks.”

“Holy Christ!” Bonnie said, shaking her oversprayed head.
“Here we go with that ‘black folks’ routine again!”

“What’s wrong with that?” Bennie said, not at all dis-
turbed by Bonnie’s annoyance.

“You’re not black, you dumb bastard! You're just stupid!”
Bonnie had suddenly begun to scream.

“On second thought,” Joe said, “maybe I'd better keep
them two lions—I don’t want them in no broken home.”

“They’re not married,” I said, indicating Bonnie and Ben-
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nie, who by this time were getting ready to spit at each other.

““I'hat’s even worse,” Joe said. “That’ll be two dollars and
seventy-six cents. I gotta charge you for all that water be-
cause I gotta haul it in here in a water wagon. Almost ten
miles.”

““T'hat’s all right,” I said. “I sure wish I could take a cou-
ple of lions off your hands.”

“Aw,” Joe said, “it would never work—I’d be sorry. 1
know I would. I'd want em back. I guess—1I guess I just love
‘em. And that’s not gonna end.” Then he turned away from
me and went back into the shambles of his tiny office and lit
a kerosene lamp. He looked much older than he was and
tired, too.

Many years have passed since that lonely night in the
vast, dry reaches of southwest Texas. I've often wondered
what happened to Joe and his lions, but I really don’t want
to know.

Maybe this is why I had a wolf. Maybe I've got what Joe
had. That strange bond between animals and man.



AT a party or any sort of gathering, someone al-
ways points me out as the freak who has a wolf, and invaria-
bly someone tries to top me in my taste in fauna by announc-
ing, seriously, that they have a schnauzer. It’s very difficult
for me not to say, “Oh really? Is it tame?” Or, “I didn’t know
you could domesticate a schnauzer!” Or, “You better be care-
ful—I understand that when they get a little older they
turn.”

I suppose I really am a target, for having such exotic ani-
mals as a mountain lion and a wolf, but I never gave this as-
pect of it a second thought before now. Why is a wolf or a
mountain lion so unusual as a pet? Do people think that dogs
and cows and chickens and goats and ducks and horses have
always been domesticated? That they just came out of the
forests and the jungles and started to follow people home one
fine night?

True, a wolf or a mountain lion is not seen much in down-
town Milwaukee, but all over the United States many, many
families have wolves, mountain lions, coyotes, bears, rac-
coons, ocelots, jaguars, and many other kinds of “different”
creatures as pets. Some of these families can’t cope too well
with the exigencies of owning such pets and have had to give
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them up. These are usually people who have not read up
enough on the animal they want to adopt and run into
trouble because the animal doesn’t act ‘‘average”—average
being acting like a dog or a cat or a horse or a cow.

Once I tried to challenge a schnauzer owner who was not
aware he was talking to a Wolf Man. This happened in Ho-
nansville, Connecticut, our now hometown.

“I understand you have a schnauzer?” I said to this hearty
martini drinker one trivial night at the Honansville Cultural
Center. The Honansville Cultural Center had been started
some ten or so years ago by the good citizens of Honansville
who felt the need for culture in order to live the full life. But
culture had soon dropped by the way after a few string quar-
tets and a half dozen lectures concerned with Stanley’s expe-
dition to find Livingstone, Robert Peary’s discovery of the
North Pole assisted by four Eskimos and Matt Henson, a
negro, which gave most of the liberals a warm glow, and the
final lecture which dealt with sex in the Victorian era—a
subject which didn’t give anybody a warm glow. From then
on the members of the Honansville Cultural Center got their
warm glow in the only way most of them knew. Booze. And
lots of it. Which was quite all right on those long icy winter
nights—it gave them something to do on the ride home—
mainly trying to figure out who was driving. Sometimes no-
body was, and this led to some nasty clean-up jobs for the
cops when the little old station wagon didn’t quite make the
curve on the Lovers’ Leap road. (I often wonder what a sta-
tion wagon full of happy, laughing drunks think about when
they suddenly find themselves halfway down the #oo-foot
drop to the bottom of Lovers’ Leap gorge. They probably
think it’s just an air pocket and go right on being happy and
laughing and drunk. Which is really as good a way to go as
any.)

“Oh, yes, I do have a schnauzer,” Mr. Rogers Dotson said.
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“Are you familiar with the breed?” I didn’t dare say no, be-
cause I knew before dawn I would hear much much more
than I cared to know about the schnauzer, so I said, “Yes.”

Mr. Dotson, who was pure tweed, was quite unhappy
about this; but after downing a full double martini, includ-
ing a pickled onion (toothpick and all), and not interrupt-
ing the beginning of his screed any more than a comma
would, he took off like a mile relay team running all four
quarters himself.

He began with the origination of the schnauzer back in an-
cient Egypt where it had started out, he lowered his voice
confidentially, “as a cat.”

Mr. Dotson skillfully backed me into a corner from which
there was no escape and held me enthralled by his fulsome
knowledge of the schnauzer down through the ages. I was so
enthralled 1 was toying seriously with the idea of secretly
breaking the glass on my wristwatch and quietly opening my
veins with a jagged edge. My life would slowly ooze away and
Mr. Dotson’s monotone would fade in the distance and soon
I would belong to the ages. But before I could act on this
brilliant solution, many moons passed and somewhere out in
some faraway limbo area where I lay floating face down I
heard Mr. Dotson drone a question. “Do you own a
schnauzer, sir?”’

“No,” I said, startled that I should be included in his con-
versation. “Do you have an empty pocket?” Now it was Dot-
son’s turn to be startled. ‘““Yes—I believe so—why?”

“Because,” 1 said, unzipping my fly, “if I'm gonna spend
my life with you I gotta take a leak.”

Mr. Dotson quickly buttoned every button on his Norfolk
jacket and headed back to the bar, walking up and over Mrs.
Dotson, who hadn’t quite made it to the bar. Mrs. Dotson
didn’t seem to mind. She just mumbled something about
“culture” and fell asleep with her head on her own lap.



4

FOR almost three years, my darling little Japa-
nese wife, Reiko, and our two sons, Bobby nine and Timo-
thy two, had lived in the rugged wilderness of northern
Canada. Timothy had been born there on a blizzardy Christ-
mas Eve in a makeshift tent halfway to the hospital—116
miles away. And Tanuki, my first and much loved wolf, had
died there. Now we were living in the more-or-less rural part
of northwestern Connecticut. We still had Bobby and Timo-
thy, Chibi, an Alaskan malamute, Doggie, a 4-pound Pomer-
anian, and Pussycat, a 200-pound mountain lion, but we
didn’t have a wolf, which to me was very disturbing. Almost
everyone goes around saying, ‘“What is home without a
mother?” which can be answered very simply—you save a
helluva lot of money on Whitman Samplers. “What is home
without a wolf?”” was my problem.

The howl of a wolf in the middle of a cold, clear winter’s
night is to me like all the beautiful sounds in the world
blended into one. It's a truly melancholy sound, like the
far-off whistle of a lonely freight puffing its way across the
great, empty, windswept icy plains of North Dakota. Melan-
choly and sad, but sweet, musical and poignant, filled with
the echoes of a long-ago age. A wolf howl sounds like some-
thing which must have been heard since the dawn of man.
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Which, T guess, it has. But, alas, may not be heard at man’s
inevitable supersonic fade-out from this precious planet.

The howl of a wolf may not thrill some people. It may
scare them silly, as it did our immediate ancestors who
landed at Plymouth Rock in 1620. In a very limited time
there wasn’t a wolf left in all of New England, and Indians
were in short supply also. The Pilgrims, or Puritans (you
have a choice in what you want to call them), in order to es-
cape persecution in England had come here to try a little of
it themselves. A wolf howl in 1620 could only mean one
thing to these people—trouble! They had heard the story of
Little Red Riding Hood repeated so many times they be-
lieved it. Later on, when they had more leisure, they started
to believe in witches—which led to some great fun for the
Pilgrims and the Puritans.

These early New England folk had heard nothing evil
about the Indians—Little Red Riding Hood hadn’t met Sit-
ting Bull or Crazy Horse on her way to Grandma’s house—
but somehow the Indians just didn’t fit into the early set-
tlers’ Currier & Ives picture of little old New England.
Besides, they had the best land and didn’t know what to do
with it except hunt and fish and plant corn in it. The early
New Englanders soon fixed that. They made “treaties” with
the Indians, which was like giving an Australian aborigine a
GMAC new Chevy contract and asking him to sign it and
put down his Social Security number.

The Indians signed everything, accepted the generous gifts
of beads, dime-store hatchets, and tuberculosis, and soon
found themselves in Ohio—wondering what the hell hap-
pened after that first Thanksgiving.

But this isn’t a history book. History books are written by
men who have never known Raquel Welch. I have never
known Raquel Welch either, which she will live to regret. I
have known Reiko Hashimoto for almost twelve years now,
and if nothing else she is consistent. She’s beautiful, too, and
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kind and considerate and loving, and everything else that a
man could want—except she doesn’t like animals. Or maybe
I should say she doesn’t like the idea of me having animals—
not just wild or exotic animals, but dogs and cats as well. In
this she is consistent. Very consistent!

“No wolf!” Reiko said, slightly louder than Otto Prem-
inger would have said it to his lowest underling. Reiko was
not the tender little Lotus Blossom I had believed I'd be get-
ting when we were married eleven or so years ago. She was
Otto Preminger, with a dash of Genghis Khan and a Marine
drill instructor with a boil. She didn’t pitter patter around in
soft little brocaded slippers—she stomped around in hob-
nailed boots, waving a cattle prod and giving orders like she
was in command of the Pacific Fleet.

“Wow!” Harry Mitchell, our down-theroad neighbor,
said. “I didn’t know you could be so positive, Reiko.”

“Women are always positive when it comes to animals,
Harry,” I said. “Women just don’t like animals.” I knew
whereof I spoke on this subject, having had some experience
with other wives.

“T'hat’s not true,” Ruthie Mitchell, Harry’s semilovely
wife, said. “We have a cat and a dog and I adore them.”

“How come you won’t let ’em in the house?”” Harry asked
as a plainly noncombatant, then disappeared instantly into
the kitchen to sweeten up his drink.

“I do let them into the house,” Ruthie said to Reiko and
me, but mostly to me. “Of course,” she continued, “I spray
the whole house with Dog-off and Cat-off just before I do—
you know, in case of—well—accidents.”

“That’s an idea,” I said. “Maybe they also have Wolf-off.”

“No wolfl” Reiko repeated, as Harry came back from the
kitchen and threw himself into my easy chair with what I
thought was an unnecessarily overcompensated proprietory
air.

“Wolves are smarter than dogs,” I said, which was not a
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good point, but I had to try to defend my position no matter
how much it exposed the weaknesses of my case and my lan-
guage.

“Who cares?!” Reiko said.

“I agree with Reiko,” Ruthie Mitchell said. “Who cares
what a wolf isl Why can’t you settle for a dog? Or a cat?
Ora—"

“Or an electric eel,” Harry Mitchell said. “I understand
they make wonderful pets.”

“Harry,” Isaid, “go sweeten your drink.”

“And not only that—you don’t hafta take 'em for walks.”

“Or spray the whole house with Eel-off,” I said.

“What the hell is Eel-off?” Harry said, trying in vain to
bring forth a malignant belch. Before 1 could answer, if
there was an answer, Reiko repeated, “No wolf!”

We were sitting in the living room of our new home in
Honansville, the teeny-tiny village in the northwest corner of
Connecticut. The evening had been fairly pleasant. Reiko
was always the perfect hostess, which was something she
hadn’t lost from her early family training in Japan. When-
ever we had friends for dinner, Reiko never stopped smiling.
She treated our guests as if nothing could give her greater
pleasure than being of service and seeing to their every de-
sire. I don’t know whether she actually felt this, because
when we were alone she always said she didn’t want any
neighbors (which I assumed also meant people dropping in
for dinner—people like Harry and Ruthie Mitchell) , but
when we had guests (invited or not) she was the Galloping
Gourmet and Florence Nightingale and Madame Butterfly.

Reiko wanted no neighbors in Honansville because they
were available. When we live, as we still do on occasion, deep
in the Canadian wilderness, she bitches because it’s too
lonely and we have no neighbors. What'’s a mother to do?????

‘Things were sort of quieting down this particular evening.
Harry was getting pleasantly mulled on the Seven Star
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scotch, which my liquor distributor brother from Buffalo
had thoughtfully provided. Ruthie, who looked a little like
Mae Murray with her bee-stung lips (a lip style that went
out with rolled stockings and chastity for the poor), amused
herself with double brandies and snatches of old barrack bal-
lads she’d learned from her father, whom she said had been
with Ronald Colman at the Khyber Pass.

Reiko, in order to liven up the party (if that’s what it
was) , again repeated, “‘No wolf!”’

“Jesus Christ!” I said. “What’s with you? Look—I don’t
drink or smoke or run around all night looking for chicks—
so what the hell is wrong with wanting to have a little wolf
for a pet?”

“Maybe it would be better if you drank and smoked and
ran around with chicks,” Harry suggested, dropping three
inches of cigar ash on our non-highly polished plywood floor.
Reiko with superb bad timing nudged an ashtray toward
him.

“No, thank you, Reiko,” Harry said. “I couldn’t eat an-
other thing.”

“That’s an ashtray,” Ruthie said. “Reiko wants you to use
it.”

“Oh,” Harry said. “What a droll idea. Reiko, you're droll,
do you know that?”

“What’s that?”” Reiko said.

“What’s what?”” Harry said. 1717609

“Droll? What’s droll?”

“I am,” Harry said. “I’m droll and you’re Japanese.” This
triggered a giggling paroxysm in Harry. He giggled and gur-
gled and snorted and fought a losing skirmish for control of
his amusement and admiration of his superb sense of the
comedic.

“Jesus Christ!” I said to Ruthie. ““That Harry Mitchell of
yours is really dull!”

“Yeah,” Ruthie agreed, “but he’s great in the hay. In bed
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he’s dull, but in the hay—nice, clean alfalfa and it’s like an
aphrodisiac with Harry. Harry, were you brought up on a
farm?”

“Yeah,” Harry said, with an unforgivable chortle. “And 1
was born in a manger.”

“See, I toldja,” Ruthie said.

“What?” I said.

“Yeah,” Harry said, sensing an attentive ear, “I was born
in a manger—because of my father.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” I said, sorry that I
had given up drinking so early in life.

“His father!”” Ruthie said.

“I heard him!” I said.

“Yeah,” Harry said, “my father was a little far out—he was
an Eighth Day Adventist. He made the whole family drama-
tize Bible stories.”

“And that’s how you came to be born in a manger?” I said.

“Yeah,” Harry said, getting up and heading for the bottle
in the kitchen, “that’s the way it happened.”

“I toldja,” Ruthie said. “A little new-mown alfalfa and
Harry’s Errol Flynn back from the great beyond.”

“No wolfl” Reiko said, feeling this was her only chance to
get back into our living-room talk show.

And that’s the way it was left until the wolf arrived. Three
weeks later.



5

I HAD told Reiko, as I took off from our moun-
taintop home one bright June morning, that I was going to
New York to meet with Dick Crenna, who was planning a
movie based on Shut Up and Eat Your Snowshoes!—a book
I had written a year or so before about our experiences liv-
ing in the Canadian north country. She was happy about this
because she could not understand why none of my previous
books had ever been made into a movie. I couldn’t under-
stand this either. I had written seven books, including my au-
tobiography, which was mostly about my twenty years in
Hollywood and contained a lot of good movie material. My
life was just chock full of good standard movie plots,
including a lot of good standard violence, good standard in-
trigue, good standard suspense, good standard love, good
standard sex, and good standard movie starlets who always
wore black patent leather tap shoes with big white bows, and
who always left me (in real life) for a chance at stardom.
Little did they know that if they had waited long enough 1
could have put in a good word for them with Mr. David
Merrick, whom I met just last week sitting alone at a table
for one at the Roseland Ballroom in New York. Mr. Merrick
isn’t casting at the moment, so maybe meeting Aim wouldn’t
thrill the movie starlets I knew when I was a Hollywood
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extra, and also Mr. Merrick might not get icy fingers run-
ning up and down his spine meeting some fifty-year-old
movie starlet still wearing black patent leather tap shoes and
big white bows either.

Anyway, Mr. Crenna is going to make Shut Up and Eat
Your Snowshoes! into a movie, and Mr. Crenna is going to
play me. He’s going to play me instead of me playing me be-
cause he looks more like me than I look like me. Actually, I
am very happy that he is going to play me. And, I might add,
to get one of my books made into a movie, I would be happy
if Flip Wilson played me. Or better still, if he played Reiko.

‘This positive action, this very movement of getting up and
going to New York pleased Reiko very much. She never
could quite fathom what I was doing all day in my little
office if she didn’t hear the typewriter gunning out thousands
of money-begetting words. She didn’t seem to understand, as
hundreds of writers’ wives down through the years haven’t
understood, that when a writer is staring out the window,
walking lonely walks in the woods, or painting a watercolor
of the Santa Barbara Mission—he’s working. Maybe.

I had told Reiko the truth about going to New York, but I
hadn’t told her about the detour. The detour to Old Lady
Simpson’s. Old Lady Simpson raised wolves and lived near
an abandoned iron mine at the end of a long, dead-end, dirt
road about fifty miles from Honansville. Old Lady Simpson
was to be my last chance to get a wolf puppy this year. I had
exhausted every other possible source.

The day was warm and sunny. The back roads I had to
drive to find Old Lady Simpson were narrow and winding
and very New England picturesque. The back country still
contained farms and farmers who had not yet been ap-
proached by any advance scouts for development blight, a
condition by which Connecticut is rapidly being devoured.
Most of the farms around Honansville had succumbed, and
the lovely old weatherbeaten, semiwhite farmhouses were
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being torn down to make room for six split-levels, or they
were being “lovingly restored” to be lovingly sold for twice
their worth to some unsuspecting city dweller who wants to
get back to the land—even if it’s only an acre.

As I thought I was getting closer to Old Lady Simpson’s,
although I was not quite sure, I almost ran into five thou-
sand cows. I rounded a bend in the dusty path which wasn’t
marked thus on the map and there they were, crossing the
road from one pasture to another. Leisurely. Very leisurely,
and the farmer, who was at parade rest under a huge elm,
probably the last elm left on earth, was chewing a long straw
and looking off into the hazed distance. There was a man, I
thought, who was actually relaxed. Something you don’t see
too much of anymore.

I shut off the engine and waited for the bovine Big Parade
to pass. After a few minutes, the endless, formless line of
cows continued to block my way, so I got out and walked
over to the farmer, who seemed not in the least concerned
with the terrible onrush of time. Or anything else.

The farmer acknowledged my presence with an almost im-
perceptible nod and continued to chew his straw.

“Nice bunch of cows,” I said (what else are you going to
say about a nice bunch of cows?) .

“Yeah,” the farmer agreed, ‘“nice bunch of cows.” There
was a sort of too long pause, I felt, so I said, “Get much milk
from ’em?”

“Yeah,” the farmer said, “if they’re fresh.”

“Uh-huhb,” 1 said, “fresh milk, eh?” The farmer took a
long look at me and then at my station wagon, which was
fairly new and had just been washed. Then he said, not un-
kindly, ‘“You don’t know much about cows, do you?”

“No,” I said, “I'm a writer. Do you know Old Lady
Simpson?”’

“Holy Christ!” the farmer said.

“I understand she’s got wolves,” I said. “She raises ’em.”
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“Yeah. She’s got wolves all right—about five miles up the
road. On still nights I can hear 'em howling.”

“Gee,” I said, “must be a thrill. Wolves right here in Con-
necticut.”

“Yeah,” the farmer said.

“How many?” I said. “How many wolves has she got?”

“Oh—fifty or sixty.”

“Wowl!”

“Yeah.”

“Do the neighbors ever complain?” I asked. I wanted to
know more about how people felt toward wolves.

“What neighbors?”’ the farmer said.



§

AS I drove down Old Lady Simpson’s private
road, which had to be the worst road in all of North Amer-
ica, I tried to imagine what Old Lady Simpson, who raised
wolves, would look like. In my mind’s eye I pictured her, as
I continued to gouge the rear end of my car on huge boul-
ders which seemed to raise up their jagged heads just as my
differential was about to pass over them (I certainly didn’t
see them beforehand), as about sixty years old, complete
with mustache and snaggled teeth—with maybe a large wart
on the side of her eagled nose. A large wart with a thicket of
gray hair growing from it like a stunted cactus. Her eyes
would be rheumy and of no particular color. Spittle would
drip out of one side of her bloodless lips, which she would
wipe away with the back of her liver-blotched hand. She
would be dressed in dirty, torn Levis and a filthy man’s shirt,
held around her by safety pins. She would be a mess! But if
she had a wolf puppy for me, she would be beautiful.

As I got near Old Lady Simpson’s house, the road dropped
sharply to a rather swift little stream, which apparently could
be forded. I gunned hell out of the station wagon and, sure
enough, I got stuck right in the middle of the stream, inad-
vertently leaning on the horn with my elbow. Immediately
fifty or sixty wolves very close by, it seemed, raised their
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heads and let go. It was the Mormon Tabernacle Choir of
wolfdom. Long and low and lonely. My whole body was
suddenly chillingly thrilled to the point of instant ecstasy!
What a lovely sound! A lovely, lovely sound!

Old Lady Simpson’s house was something else. And the as-
cent of her front porch steps would make Edmund Hillary
think twice, or back down entirely. I'm quite sure when I
put pressure on the first step the house tilted. The house it-
self made Charles Addams’ creations take on the look of a
new development at Key Biscayne. There wasn’t a window
that wasn’t boarded or papered or tinned up. The ridge pole
had long ago given up and fallen in, and the runoff of rain
water had ravished the entire roof into a series of green
mold-choked miniature canyons capable, in the rainy season,
of serving as fish weirs. Or small beaver ponds for small bea-
vers. Or rice paddies for organic food nuts. The house, as a
unit, was the most devastated, ruinous pile of decaying deso-
lation I have ever seen. I was glad to be there that day be-
cause I knew it wouldn’t last another.

Old Lady Simpson was not quite what I had expected. She
was a wildly stunning beauty. Green green eyes. Thick
copper-red hair roiling down her back to the bottom of her
hot pants, which were nowhere near the bottom of her bot-
tom. Long dancer’s legs, and hard, high breasts straining
against the thin, almost see-through cashmere sweater. They
moved when she moved. My jaw felt as if it had dropped
down to my sneakers. I was Mickey Rooney in a Judge
Hardy movie. I was a tongue-tied, dry-mouthed adolescent
on my first date (with the opposite sex). After what must
have seemed like hours to her (days to me), I managed to
croak, “Is your—mother—home?”’

“My mother lives in Beverly Hills,” she said, in the most
libidinal voice I have ever heard. She sounded like an or-
gasm set to music.
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“Oh,” I said, loosening up a little, but not too much. “Are
you—-¢”’

“I'm Old Lady Simpson,” the Goddess said.

“But—"

“I'm thirty-one.”

“But—" I repeated, brilliantly.

“This place,” the Goddess said, “‘is called Old Lady Simp-
son’s after my grandmother. She lived to be ninety-eight. She
was born in this house.”

“Oh,” I said, getting my breath back slowly. “Mighty nice
place.”

“Yes,” she said, “like something Al Capp would draw—if
he was depicting a depression in Lower Slobbovia.”

“Well—it could do with a little—er, paint.”

“That’s all that’s holding it together now,” she said with a
touch of sadness, then, quickly changing gears, “May I help
you?r”’

I counted the ways she could help me, but I said, “Are you
the ‘wolf’ lady?”

She smiled a beautiful smile. “Yes—I'm the wolf lady. But
I don’t look like the wolf lady, do I? And you’d like to know
what I'm doing way back here in the woods, all by myself,
raising wolves—wouldn’t you?”

I had to admit it. “Yes,” I said. “I didn’t expect a Playmate
of the Month—I expected a crone.”

“Everybody does,” the Goddess said.

I somehow wished she had been a crone. She was delicious
to look at, but it was easier to talk to a crone. Crones don’t
jiggle.

“I raise wolves because I love wolves and I want to see
them preserved just as long as possible. Do you want a wolf?”

“1 sure do,” I said. I must have said this with a little more
emotion than I had intended, because the Goddess laughed.
And jiggled. And my heart went pitty-pat—Ilike Big Ben at
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noon. All my life I've been a pushover for jiggling goddesses.
‘Then I thought about Reiko. She didn’t jiggle. Japanese par-
ents were very strict about this.

“Come on in,” Miss Simpson said, opening the front door
carefully. Very carefully. The door had only one hinge,
which hadn’t been oiled since the Revolution. When things
had quieted down again, Miss Simpson said, “This way—he’s
out in the kitchen.”

Then she led me through a dank hallway to a room that
had to be the kitchen. It contained an iron wood-stove and a
refrigerator which must have been put together by Edison
and Henry Ford one day when they didn’t know what the
hell they were inventing. There was a table with a leg miss-
ing and two drunken wooden chairs. The floor, where it
wasn’t patched with flattened pieces of an o0il drum, was 1912
linoleum patched with 1908 linoleum and festooned with
throw rugs made from the New York Times Sunday edition.

“This 1s the kitchen,” she said.

“You're kidding.” She looked at me a long time before she
said or did anything else, then she reached down behind the
woodstove and picked up a nondescript little animal. It was
sort of a gray-black with bluish eyes, a ratty tail, and a short,
pushed-in nose.

“What the hell’s that?”” I said.

“A beautiful little wolf puppy.”

“Oh, come on!”

“This is the way they all look at three weeks.”

“Where’s his nose? 1 thought wolves have long, pointy
noses.”

“What did your nose look like when you were three weeks
old?” she said.

“It was long and pointy.” I couldn’t lie. Miss Simpson re-
turned the little animal to its little box behind the stove
and said, “Come on—I want to introduce you to that little
puppy’s mother and father. Follow me. You're going to get a
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big surprise.” Then, catching the sudden twitch of my head,
“—wolf-wise.”

“Okay,” I said, and once again followed her magnificent,
and provocative, rear down another long, dark, and dank
corridor. She opened a door and there it all was. The wolf
pit, or, I guess you’d say, wolf kennel. T'o me at first glance it
seemed like we were surrounded by hundreds of silent, glow-
ering wolves, but there weren’t that many and they weren’t
glowering. They were just on the alert.

“They look as if they’re on guard,” I said.

“They are.”

“They’re beautiful.” And they were, all colors, gray, black,
brown, white, and some almost red. We stopped next to a
pen where two of the most magnificent specimens of wolf-
dom were enclosed. The female, Miss Simpson explained,
was the black one, and the larger wolf a huge male and came
from Alaska—that is, his antecedents did. The Alaskan spe-
cies, she explained, was the second largest of all the world’s
wolves, but this one, so far as I was concerned, was the larg-
est. He must have weighed in at least 150 pounds. What a
gorgeous brutel

“Now,” Miss Simpson said, “do they look like wolves?”’

“They are the wolfiest wolves I have ever seen,” I said.

“Well, that’s what your pup will look like in a year or so.”

“My pup? You mean that little gray thing there in back of
the stove 1s gonna look like his papa there?” I said.

“I think he’s going to look even better than his papa,”
Miss Simpson said. “Better—and bigger!” I almost swooned.

On the drive home, with the little wolf in a cardboard car-
ton on the seat next to me, I forgot about Dick Crenna’s
movie completely. I even forgot about the strange Miss Simp-
son’s lovely everythings. That’s what wolves can do to you.
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“I THINK I go back Japan!” That was Reiko’s
welcome to the little wolf puppy. This is Reiko’s standard
reaction when anything departs from the norm. And bring-
ing a wolf into the house was not her idea of the Cho-cho-san
thing to do.

“What'’s this big expostulatory attituder” I said. Then I
had to spend fifteen minutes explaining “expostulatory atti-
tude.” After she understood about as well as she ever would,
I decided to become wily, tricky, and devious, and clever. I
said, “It’s a present, dear—a present for you—for Mother’s
Day.” I guess I wasn’t wily, tricky, and devious enough be-
cause that night for dessert Reiko put soy sauce on my apple
pie a la mode.

“What the hell is this?” I said.

“For Father’s Day,” she explained, looking at me with
nothing but innocence in her lovely brown eyes.

“Are you trying to be inscrutable?” I said.

“What’s inscrutable?” Bobby, my number-one son, asked.
Bobby, my number-one son, seized on any and all opportuni-
ties to attach himself to any and all adult conversations.

“Your mother—she’s inscrutable,” I explained. Bobby
thought this over carefully, then said, “Oh. Papa, how do
you like my drawing?” He held a piece of paper with much
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crayon work on it too close for me to judge what the hell it
was. (Why do kids always do this? Do they figure your sight
1s so far gone your eyeballs have to feel instead of see? Or is a
child’s distance calculation a little on the incunabular side?)

“It’s marvelous,” I said, “simply marvelous!”

“What is it?”” Bobby insisted, I thought rather loudly.

“It’s just great!” 1 said.

“Great what?” he said, and I felt he was just short of giv-
ing me a shove—like a guy in a saloon who’s looking for
trouble about anything—with anybody.

“Okay,” I said, not wishing to get karate chopped by a
third grader, “what is it?”

“It’s a dinosaur—smelling its own tail,” Bobby said.

“Oh.”

“Don’t you like it, Papa?”

‘“Yeah, I like it better than ‘Aristotle Contemplating the
Bust of Homer.’ ”

“Here,” Bobby said, “you can have it. Hang it in your
office.”

“I may hang myself in my office,” I said.

“You always have trouble with animals,” Reiko said, lift-
ing the lid off a pot of steaming rice, then slapping it back on
—at the same time keeping an eye on the little wolf puppy
who was sniffing the kitchen clean. “How about that time in
Westport when the lion broke its leg?”

‘“What lion in what Westport who broke his leg?” I asked,
knowing full well what lion in what Westport.

“Your play. The Westport Playhouse. The big flop!” This
hurt. This went down deeper than the quick.

“Maybe it was a flop in Westport,” I snarled, like an un-
friendly Frank Sinatra, Junior, “but it was a smash in the
Poconos!”

“What’s Poconos, Papa?” Bobby said.

“Yeah,” Reiko said, “what’s Poconos?” I didn’t try to ex-
plain. An old wound had been opened and I was too busy
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mentally suturing it back together. It was true. My play had
been a flop in Westport (not financially) but really not, I
felt, through anything I had or had not done. On the open-
ing night only a few of the lesser actors knew their lines. The
stars were still fumbling, and right in the middle of the first
act a violent thunderstorm blacked out the entire area for
twenty minutes. As soon as the lights went back on, a man in
the third row had a heart attack and had to be removed from
the theater during one of my best punch lines. I felt this was
extremely bad taste on the part of the victim, but neverthe-
less I saved his life by running to my car and hauling back a
tank of oxygen which I kept there for emergencies like open-
ing nights.

After this Marcus Welby MD incident, I don’t think many
people really got back to thinking about the play they were
seeing. Most of them, I felt, were more interested in seeing
who would drop dead next. The entire audience for the rest
of the disastrous evening looked at each other, furtively,
with delicious trepidation.

To top off this night of horrors, a lion, which I had used
extremely cleverly in my blackout of my last act, broke his
leg—just when he was supposed to stroll silently through the
door and onto the center of the stage. How he broke his leg
was not explained to me, but his trainer, who was a quick
thinker and also, apparently, an apprentice idiot, screamed,
“Shove him through the window!” This screamed stage di-
rection was not only heard by the audience inside the West-
port Playhouse but by audiences in summer theaters as far
away as Portland, Maine, and Long Branch, New ]Jersey.
Shove what through the window? the now enthralled patrons
of the jam-packed Westport Playhouse wondered. They soon
found out.

There were squeals of delight when they realized that a
full-grown African lion was coming through the window—
propelled by some mysterious force onto a handy bar top
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next to the window. The squeals of delight turned almost
immediately to shrieks of terror as the lion, with an agonized
roar of pain, leaped from the bar onto the stage and started
to advance toward the audience. The record for evacuating
the Westport Playhouse still stands. Eleven seconds flat. It
will stand forever.

This incident did not help the overall impression of my
play, but it was an evening to remember.

“What the hell did I have to do with the lion in West-
port?” I said. “It wasn’t my lion and I didn’t break its leg. It
just happened to fall downstairs.”

“You love animals,” Reiko said, making it sound like I
was a tumescent Wyoming sheepherder who hadn’t been to
town for six months.

“I love animals, too,” Bobby said.

“Everybody loves animals,” I said, in an unbacked
sweeping statement, “and, Reiko, you're a Buddhist—you've
got to love animals. It’s part of your religion.” Reiko let
some more steam out of Old Faithful, her boiling rice pot,
then started to slice up some carrots with what looked like a
samurai sword.

“I don’t want a wolf in my house,” Reiko said, now slicing
the slicing board. This was pure temper. The serene, placid,
and obeisant little Japanese Lotus Blossom? Ho! Ho! Hol!
Lieutenant Pinkerton! “Supposing I was a drunk—or
smoked pot—or fooled around with other women (I was
back to that) . Would you like that better than me having a
pet?” T asked.

“I'm not interested,” Reiko said, turning away from me
and heading up the stairs, trailing a vacuum cleaner. The
status symbol of the slave. This is woman’s ultimate weapon,
the vacuum cleaner. When things aren’t going the way a
woman wants them to, there’s only one thing to do—
vacuum! They know that to a man there is no more irritat-
ing sound than that of a revved-up vacuum cleaner.
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This ended the debate for the time being, and Bobby
started to roughhouse with the little wolf, who really
couldn’t do his part yet. He was too young and too unsteady
on his legs, but he gave it a try and managed to sink his tiny
sharp teeth into Bobby more than once, and then he got a
vise grip on the sleeve of Bobby’s shirt and in no time it was
in shreds. My heart sank. This wouldn’t help the little wolf’s
cause with Reiko. She had a thing about shredded shirt
sleeves.

“Tell her you got it caught in your bicycle chain,” I ad-
vised Bobby.

“Okay,” he agreed, “but how did it happen—was I riding
my bike upside down?”

“Perfect,” I said. ““That’s exactly how it happened.”

“Papa—" Bobby said.

“What?”

“You're a nut.”
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REIKO never became completely reconciled to
once again having a wolf in the family, but she tolerated his
occasional “accidents” and his frequent “attacks” on her legs
and the stuffed toys of which Bobby and Timothy seemed to
have an endless supply. Which was good because this new
wolf puppy could rip a full-grown kapok-filled tiger to a pile
of striped debris in no more than five minutes.

Reiko’s defense of her person was a hard smack on the
little wolf’s nose, which is supposed to be his sensitive part,
but he didn’t seem to be aware of this. He just kept rip-
ping the bottom two-thirds of her around-the-house blue
jeans into streamers. In no time, everything that Reiko wore
on her bottom half made her look like she was part of Carni-
val time in Rio.

Reiko took more and more to using her vacuum cleaner as
a means of self-preservation. She zoomed the vacuum right at
the wolf pup and scared him out of his wits—at first. After a
short while, and as he got more agile, he treated the whole
thing as a very virile game, and he’d circle the machine as he
would have in the wild trying to bring down a deer or a
INoose.

He soon found that the Hoover itself was not good to eat,
but the cord, which was the best part, could easily be sepa-
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rated from the machine, borne away to a quiet corner, and
chewed to a pulpy mass of copper wire and rubber insulation
which could never be recycled. Any attempt to take the cord
away from him before it was destroyed completely was met
by a ferocity which in such a tiny animal would have been
cute, except for his deadly seriousness and the slashings of his
tiny teeth. Here, I thought, even at that early age, was a wolf
to be reckoned with. He wasn’t going to be a fawner—he was
going to be a dominator. The order of things was going to be
done his way. I didn’t tell Reiko, but I knew this was true.

Choosing a name for a wolf is very difficult. I don’t know
why. Maybe it’s because you can’t use a cute name which
would fit when the wolf is a puppy—and cute—because they
grow up to look regal and noble, and a regal and noble wolf
called Poopsie just doesn’t work.

We called our first wolf Tanuki, which is a Japanese word
meaning “‘raccoon.” This may seem, on the surface, to be a
curious fact, but it was done with reason. We had a mala-
mute we called Chibi, and we wanted something that would
sound, to a wolf, different, so the wolf would recognize his
name when he was called. As it turned out, we could have
called him Harry Truman. He never, in all the time we had
him, responded to any name, and he would only come to me
when I talked baby talk to him or enticed him with a chicken
back, which he would snatch from my vulnerable fingers and
dash to the farthest corner of his pen and swallow in one
gulp. Even so, I felt that this new wolf should have a name.

Bobby and I came up with a few, as Reiko ignored the
whole problem; and Timothy sang “Happy Birthday” to
someone—this was never quite clear—from the moment he
woke in the morning till he was tucked at night into his own
little bed, which was also Reiko’s, Bobby’s and my own little
bed (as per an old Japanese custom). The names Bobby and
I chose and discarded were Beauty, Lobo, Rogue, Happy,
Puck, Sprite, Laddie, Zeus, King, and Loco, which, the more
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we thought about it, all sounded like names of cabin cruisers
tied up at a Miami Beach marina.

“Why don’t you call him Garson Kanin?” suggested Harry
Mitchell, who with his semilovely wife, Ruthie, had just
stopped by for a three-hour drink.

“What a marvelous namel—for a wolf,” Ruthie agreed. I
looked at these two down-the-road neighbors, whom I loved
dearly; but deep inside, I had to admit, like Miss Reardon,
they did drink a little. And the drinking did not diminish
their wild imaginations one bit. Still there were times when
I had to question their opinions—as dangerous as it usually
is to question the opinions of most drunks. The Mitchells
didn’t care. You could question their opinions from now on.
They didn’t care—or, more accurately, they didn’t hear.

“Why ‘Garson Kanin’?” I thought I'd ask.

“We love him,” Harry said, mixing a king-sized California
super salad bowl of martinis (they didn’t make the cocktail
shaker large enough for the Mitchells) .

“Why?” Reiko said, not knowing who or what Garson
Kanin might be, but she wanted to be part of the conversa-
tion.

“Because,” Ruthie said, very sincerely, “whenever any ce-
lebrity dies, Garson Kanin has known them intimately. He
writes books about them.”

“Yeah,” agreed Harry, stopping his alcoholic project mo-
mentarily. “Mr. Maugham—Spence and Katey—Noel Cow-
ard—"

“Noel Coward isn’t dead,” I said.

“Of course not,” Ruthie agreed. “Garson hasn’t finished
his book about him yet.”

“I don’t think so,” I said.

“Oh?” Ruthie Mitchell said archly. “What don’t you think
is so?”

“I don’t think that would be a very good name for a wolf,”
I said.
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“Oh, yes,” Harry Mitchell said, “this is wolf-naming day,
isn’t it? I'd almost forgotten why you sent for me.” Christ! I
thought, when the day comes that I send for Harry Mitchell,
it will be to be a pallbearer—for me, which was a grim and
also unlikely thought, because I am going to live forever
through yoga, vitamin C, wheat germ, and an injunction
given me long ago by Cardinal Cushing.

“I like ‘Loco,” ” Bobby said, finally able to catch us adults
in a rare silence.

“Loco,” Timothy said, perfectly.

“‘Loco’ 1n Japanese means ‘six,” "’ Reiko said.

“ ‘Six’—that might be a good name for a wolf,” Harry
Mitchell said.

“I like ‘Seven’ better,” Ruthie Mitchell said. “It's got
more of the ‘Call of the Wild’ sound to it.”

“How about ‘Eight’?”” I said, entering into this idiot dis-
cussion like I knew what it was all about.

A week or so later Harry Mitchell called—on the phone,
which was a blessing in itself. “Got the perfect name for your
wolf,” Harry said. “I didn’t know I was so good at names—"

“What’s the perfect name for my wolf?” I asked, without
much faith in Harry’s self-given reputation for being good at
names.

“Wolf,” Harry said.

“What?”

“Wolf.”

“Look, Harry,” I said, “I think everybody will admit that
it’s a wolf, but I'm trying to find a name for it.”

“Boy!” Harry said, with a sigh of frustration, “I sit up all
night trying to think of a name for your goddamn wolf, and
now you're giving me a hard time! ‘Wolf’l—that’s the name
for your wolf—Wolf.” ”

“Oh,” Isaid.

“Look,” Harry said, steaming a little now,

¢

you’ve got a
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dog named Dog and a cat named Cat—what’s wrong with a
wolf named Wolf?”

“It just—seems so simple,” I said, “like calling a dog
Rover. Who in hell would ever call a dog Rover?”

“I got a dog,” Harry said, ‘‘and guess what his name is?”

“Rover,” I guessed correctly.

“Right,” Harry said, ‘“and what’s so simple about that?
You know anybody else—in the world—with a dog named
Rover?” Ididn’t.
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SO “Wolf” it was. The little wolf now had a
name, but he also had problems—his back legs had started to
break down, and in a day or so he was unable to use them.
He could not stand up, because of a stupid mistake on my
part. I had fed the little puppy too much meat and not
enough puppy chow and other things his small body needed.
His condition was very much like rickets. When I read up in
my Merck Manual what rickets was like, it scared hell out of
me. I also felt very angry with myself that I could have been
so totally ignorant of the wolf puppy diet, especially after I
had raised his predecessor, Tanuki, from a tiny gray ball to a
magnificent 140-pound wolf.

I was devastated. I was further crushed when Dr. Dann, of
the Ridgefield Veterinary Hospital, chewed me out for being
so dumb.

“Christ, Jack!” the doctor said. “When are you going to
learn?” I was beginning to wonder myself.

I changed the little wolf's diet immediately and also
started a series of enforced walkings. I would make him walk
on his front legs while I held his back legs up by his tail.
This was a heartbreaking sight. This tiny thing could not use
his back legs at all. They just dragged. I tried long massages
and a heat lamp. The massages were easy to give, but he
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didn’t like the heat lamp at all. As helpless as he was, he
would try to snap at it, but being small and helpless, he was
easy to control. This treatment went on for many weeks, and
as he was growing rapidly, eating the right foods, plus cod
liver oil and vitamins and calcium, he became stronger and
proved it by ripping long sheets of one-quarter-inch wall-
board off the room where I kept him in a little guest cottage
on the edge of our land. This guest cottage was some distance
from the main house, and several times every day I would
walk down the hill to feed the wolf and do all the other
things which he needed to make him whole again.

One morning in midsummer, I entered the cottage and
opened the door to the ‘“wolf room,” but Wolf wasn’t there.
Immediately I thought he’d been stolen. There was no other
way to think. As I rushed back up the hill to telephone I
don’t know whom, I passed the fenced pen where we kept
the malamute, and there was the little wolf—sitting on the
outside of the fence, with adoring eyes fixed on Chibi.

It was a tremendous relief to know he was safe and also
that he could maneuver his body the fifty yards or so between
his room and the dog pen. I couldn’t figure how he had es-
caped, unless someone had let him out. But it hadn’t hap-
pened that way, I was quite sure—and knowing how clever
wolves are with door latches, etc., I wanted to find out just
how he had done it. So I put him back in his room and went
outside where I could watch him through a small window
without his seeing me. He hated his room, and I knew he
would attempt an escape as soon as possible. I didn’t have
long to wait. As I watched, he stretched up as far as he could
—which was far enough to reach the bottom sill of the win-
dow with his teeth—then pulled his body up, using his al-
ready powerful jaws and his front feet, until he could
squeeze his body through the partially opened window. (I
had opened it a very few inches so he would get air at night,
never dreaming that he would or could make a break for lib-
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erty in his far from perfect condition.) In a few moments he
was free and started to drag himself toward the dog’s pen. It
was pitiful, but it was beautiful. I knew he’d walk again. He
had guts.
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MY intermittent love of animals is, I suspect, a
trait congenitally acquired from my mother who, during my
childhood, experimented with many different kinds of ani-
mals—starting on Long Island with rabbits raised for fun
and profit. There was no profit, and the rabbits had all the
fun. And when it came time to ship the Belgian hares and
Dutch Belts and whatever tricky breed she had had on hand
to market, Mother had misgivings about the upcoming
slaughter of her precious bunnies, and she informed the rab-
bit dealer that all of the rabbits had died of snuffles, a dis-
ease which sounds like a funny bad cold but s fatal to
rabbits.

This got the rabbit dealer off mother’s back, but what
now? Dad suggested, “Why the hell don’t you just take them
out in the woods and let them go?” We were living on Long
Island way back when Long Island had trees substituting for
Levittown.

“No,” Mother said, “they wouldn’t know what to do in the
woods all by themselves.”

“You can teach ’em,” Dad said.

“Yeah,” said my little brother, “teach ’em.”

Mother looked forlorn, so Dad, who was usually undemon-
strative, cracked his reserve and put his arm around Mother.
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“We'll help you,” he said, waving his other arm toward my
little brother and me.

“But,” Mother said, “we’ve got eight hundred and sixty-
nine rabbits! We can’t teach eight hundred and sixty-nine
rabbits how to live by themselves out in the woods.”

“Why not?”” Dad said. “Do they have to have individual
instruction?”’

“We could leave ’em out in the woods near Old Man
Brown’s farm—he’s got a helluva field of lettuce right next
to the woods,” I said, knowing all the while I was suggesting
something which would get those eight hundred and sixty-
nine rabbits bumped off on their very first day of freedom.
Old Man Brown was probably the most sensitive man alive
when it came to his lousy field of lettuce. He spent all of his
waking hours on patrol with a double-barreled shotgun
loaded with dumdum bird shot. And when Old Man Brown
slept, he had his entire lettuce field booby-trapped, which
made it tough on Bernie Maslik, the town drunk, who some-
times took a shortcut across Old Man Brown’s lettuce field
on his way home from some friendly neighborhood speak-
easy. One Labor Day midnight, Bernie lost three toes and
part of his left ear—but this didn’t stop him from short-
cutting across Old Man Brown’s lettuce field any night he
felt like it. He figured he had seven toes left and almost an
ear and a half—so what the hell.

Mother ignored my suggestion, but eventually, weeks
later, Mother, Dad, my little brother, and I released nine
hundred and thirty-two rabbits into a large woodsy area far
from Old Man Brown’s lethal lettuce patch. We checked up
on them from time to time, and they seemed to be thriving
but not nearly as trusting as they once had been.

Mother then ran the gamut: chinchillas, Siamese cats, and
experimental mice for Harvard, but Harvard never got the
chance to inject them with yellow fever germs or force them
to smoke Sweet Caporals—Mother just couldn’t bear the
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thought. She also tried breeding rattlesnakes which were
raised for their venom (what else?), which as I dimly re-
member was used for medicinal purposes by some local
laboratory. Or maybe we were living near some mad doctor
who was trying to bring Bela Lugosi back to life. Or maybe
it was the other way 'round.

All of these animals and reptiles wound up in the woods
with the rabbits where, according to my father, they were in-
terbreeding—rattlers with rabbits—bringing forth a whole
new species—poison Easter bunnies. My father, who was an
Englishman to the nth degree, never changed his expression,
so I couldn’t tell how much truth there was to his positive
statements.

Mother’s last animal husbandry hobby before she gave up
was the improvement of the breed of German shepherd. This
was long before German shepherds were raised to guard used
car lots by night and wealthy, but superfluous, little old
ladies by day. Mother’s dogs were taught to be pets, but
somehow they turned out to be ahead of their time and made
excellent guards for used car lots and wealthy, but superflu-
ous, little old ladies. Pets they were not. None of us were
safe from their inexplicable fury, and the dress of the day
was a large, thick, well-padded comforter wrapped around
the forearm. These dogs did not attack on command. They
based their whole ferocious philosophy on whim alone. Some
days they were as obsequious as waiters used to be, but with-
out warning they’d switch to the hounds of hell!—ripping,
tearing, and slashing, and no amount of “Down doggie”
would slow them up. This was the first time I realized that
there existed a canine organization outside of the American
Kennel Club. Mother, without any malice aforethought had
brought forth, through careful and selective breeding, a new
strain—the German Shepherd Mafia.

The German shepherds could not just be turned loose in
the woods, or Long Island would have had to be evacuated.
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Mother, ever faithful and kind to the end, contacted a
wealthy superfluous little old lady who owned a used car lot
and made a deal for our entire supply. We hated to see them
go because about all the excitement we had left was Amos
and Andy on the radio and Evelyn and her Magic Violin,
who lived next door to us and practiced all day long—nude
before an open window. Poor Dad had to go to work, but my
little brother and I never missed a performance. My little
brother and I became dirty old men before we reached pu-
berty.

Thinking it over, maybe I wasn’t so intrigued by animals
because of my mother’s wild schemes to get rich overnight
with some kind of a commercial menagerie. I think it was
more curiosity than anything else. The love and compassion
came later when I found out what a rotten deal the animal
world was getting from we almost-humans.

When I was a boy, which was more years ago than I care to
admit—don’t you love that phrase? Instead of being proud
and happy that we’ve lived this long we’re always apologizing
for it. Forgive me, world, but it’s not my fault that I've lived
this long—it’s that goddamn Geritol! Anyway, when I was a
boy, I used to trap muskrats. We lived near a huge swamp
which was alive with muskrats, and their skins were sold to
some fur dealer in St. Louis (Funsten, I think) for one, two,
or three dollars, depending on the texture and color of the
fur.

I used to think it was a fun sport to get up at four in the
morning and go out into the great swamp and check my
traps, and whenever I found a muskrat in one I'd enthusiasti-
cally bash him in the head until he was dead, then I'd re-
move his mangled foot from the steel jaws of the trap, reset
the trap, and go on to the next rendezvous with death.

I can’t picture myself doing this. Maybe all of us are born
cruel and learn not to be. Whatever it was, I shudder to
think of it now, and if there was any way of undoing these
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terrible deeds, I would do whatever necessary. Today I won’t
kill an ant knowingly. The swatting of flies I leave to Reiko.
I even go further than this. I won’t cut down a tree, either.
This is how much I believe in the divinity of nature. On the
other hand, I hold human life rather cheaply. Not from any
lack of compassion or sympathy for the great problems peo-
ple have but because there are so bloody many of them.

By the year 2058 the world will be so crowded we’ll be
standing on each other. And God help us if the people on
top start to tap dance.

And they wll.
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I HAVE been plagued in recent years by
“normal” people. They don’t understand my concern and in-
terest in wolves. They don’t understand to the point where
they inquire, in a highly superior tone, ‘“Are you still saving
the wolves?”” When I say yes, they bathe me in an indulgent
smile and pass quickly on to someone more of this world.
They get away from me as quickly as possible because I am
definitely a little “queer” in the passé meaning of the word.
I am just one step away from being wrapped in a wet sheet
and given shock treatments because I am troubled more by
what is happening in North America than in sending food to
the Upper Volta pygmies, or the Biafrans, or the Parkinsons
—who live in a development about three miles from us. I do
send them food because they spend their entire income on
color T'V’s. They have a twenty-three-inch set in every room
in the house and one in the garage. They haven’t missed a
rerun of Perry Mason in six years.

City people, of course, are completely indifferent to the
value of any animal with the exception of man’s best friend,
and having a dog in the city seems to be some sort of status
symbol, or maybe it goes a little deeper. It could be that hav-
ing a dog reveals, more positively than any other manifesta-
tion, the great loneliness urban living instills in the psyche
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of the city dweller. I had a dog when I was a bachelor in New
York. His name was Baby—a full-grown malamute I had
bought from a retiring dogsled driver one drunken night
when Bonnie and the Three Clydes were playing a gig in
Moosejaw, Saskatchewan. Little did I know what I was get-
ting into. This poor dog had never been out of the woods
before. He had never seen a hotel, a taxicab, an elevator, or
anything else so frightening. As a consequence, I had to carry
his hundred-plus pounds into taxicabs, hotels, elevators, and
everywhere else that looked scary to him. He wouldn’t eat or
have a bowel movement anywhere but in the center of Cen-
tral Park at two in the morning.

There was no danger of muggers or anything else in Cen-
tral Park then, but in the middle of winter you could freeze
solid and not be found until spring. The ritual of taking
Baby out into the middle of the park night after snowy, icy
night palled in a short time. I not only had to take him to
the park, I had to get down on my knees in deep snowdrifts
and beg him to “eat the nice hamburger Daddy bought,”
and then after what seemed hours, I had to entreat him to
empty his bowels before he burst so we could go home to the
Dixie Hotel and get some sleep. I even demonstrated how it
was done. Ty that on a below-zero night in Central Park!

After some weeks of this nightly Polar expedition, I gave
up. I decided I'd rather be lonely. Baby was eating all right,
but to find just the right place to “take a dump,” as we used
to say at Harvard, took hours. Why dogs have to spend eons
searching for just the right location for their overdue void-
ance I have never been able to learn. It’s not like an animal
staking-out-a-territory thing by urinating checkpoints on the
boundary lines. This I can understand. I do it myself. This
not only saves me a surveyor’s fee but, as our friendly neigh-
borhood exhibitionist has often said—to the arresting officer
—*“A little of God’s sunshine never hurt anything.”

W. C. Fields, a bygone philosopher second only to Plato
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and Moms Mabley, once said that “anyone who hates chil-
dren and dogs can’t be all bad,” which was a very funny ob-
servation (at the time). He may have been onto something.
We all love children—our children—and most of us love
dogs, but what good are they? True, a dog may be very handy
at rounding up stray sheep, but how many of us have stray
sheep or the urge to round them up? A great minority.

Children are a different story. They’re no help at all when
it comes to stray sheep, or anything else. Up until the age of
three they are adorable and cute and cuddly and return ten-
fold the love you lavish all over them. Soon after this comes
nursery school, where they start their years of discontent.
First it’s the kid who has more toy cars than they have. Then
it’s the kid who has a better bike—or if not better, a dif-
ferent kind of “sissy bar” on it than your kid has. This makes
your kid very unhappy—especially with you. You don’t give
him the things that other kids have, therefore you're a sonof-
abitching bastard (this is their language—not mine) of a
parent. Instead of holding the kid’s head under water until
he stops struggling, which is what you want to do, you rush
right out and buy the biggest and bestest sissy bar that ever
existed. It's platinum and covered with diamonds, rubies,
and emeralds. Your kid now thinks you're super, for at least
a day—or until he sees another kid who not only has a jewel-
encrusted sissy bar but it’s attached to a gorgeous minibikel
Right away you are back to the sonofabitching bastard desig-
nation until you come across with a minibike. Plus a three-
toned klaxon horn which plays the idiotic Sesame Street
theme song loud and clear.

Our children, Bobby and Timothy, are going to grow up
loving their parents (even if they don’t have the best sissy bars
in town), because I tell them if they don’t love us I'll beat

them both with a rawhide strap—soaked in salt and vinegar
(it really smarts) . This makes them love us.
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Children enjoy discipline, even if it’s dished out by a disci-
ple of the Marquis de Sade. So far Bobby and Timothy adore
Reiko and me. They flinch a lot, but they adore us.

All this is leading up to (I think) the reason for my pen-
chant for wild animals, specifically wolves. Wolves have al-
ways held a fascination for me—as they have had for man
since time began. Wolves have always been feared—wrongly
so, but feared—and fear, of course, has great attraction for
most people. Otherwise why would we have roller coasters,
downhill skiing, high-speed auto racing, and marriage?

My first wolf—my beloved Tanuki, who died in frenzied
terror when I forced him into a travel crate for a trip to Cali-
fornia—came from John and Sandra Harris in California.
John and Sandra live across the bay from San Francisco and
raise wolves. The wolves they raise are placed in groups in
areas from which the wolf had long ago been extirpated and
which now have been designated (a little late) as game ref-
uges.

They have had some success in this most worthy project,
but not without the trials and tribulations which any pro-
gressive ideology experiences, if it has merit. John Harris has
served innumerable thirty-day jail sentences for contempt of
court. He has steadfastly refused to remove his wolf breeding
preserve from Alameda County for many reasons; his wolf
kennel is far from any residential community, located as it is
in a strictly manufacturing area, where the howl of a wolf, or
a pack of wolves, cannot be heard above the grinding cacoph-
ony of the forces of progress. The Harrises’ lupine ménage is
constructed of solid concrete and steel-fenced, escapeproof
pens and is immaculate—so why aren’t the Harrises left
alone to continue their nonprofit (and how) project? I'm not
sure 1 know, but apparently some county official with an
overly stimulated pragmatical gland and a lot of time on his
hands decided they must take their wolf kingdom and get the
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hell out. John Harris thinks otherwise. And despite the clout
of San Francisco newsmen like Herb Caen who crusade val-
iantly on the side of the Harrises, John still serves an occa-
sional thirty-day contempt term in the county jail. And he’s
starting to talk like Richard Widmark.
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"THE house we have in Honansville was built
in 1769 and had been, at one time, a tavern and a stagecoach
stop. This gave us something in common with every other
ancient house in Honansville. They all had been at one time
a tavern and a stagecoach stop. Either the now-owners of
these old houses are liars, or Honansville at one period in
its history had been the tavern and stagecoach capital of the
world. And how Washington ever got his troops out of all
those taverns and back into marching formation after an
overnight stop in Honansville is more than ample proof of
what a great military leader he was. He had to be a military
genius.

Our Honansville home may not have been built in 1469,
but in looking over some of the old deeds filed at the Ho-
nansville town hall and the historic records cataloged by the
Honansville Historical Society, it was very old and had been
built by a Honansville iron mine tycoon by the name of
Ezekiel Pettibone, who apparently was also in the stagecoach
and tavern business, and we were satisfied, more or less, that
it was somewhere near as venerable as the real-estate man
said it was. In the yellowed records concerning old Petti-
bone’s place, all the S§’s were written like F’s and the house
was equipped with “Indian shutters.”” When I asked the
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real-estate man, who was new in Honansville, what the hell
the “Indian shutters” were used for back in those Colonial
days, he said, “I think when the Indians attacked, the people
used to close the Indian shutters for privacy.”

“That sounds logical,” I said.

“Not to me,” he said. But it is a lovely old house. And
tall, too. It has three floors and an attic. We loved the place
and so did Wolf. I'm sure he thought we bought it just for
him—to chew on. There were wolf teeth marks on every
newel post of every flight of stairs from the basement to the
attic, and on every hand-carved mantelpiece over each of our
seven smoky fireplaces. There wasn’t a door that hadn’t been
raked and severely loosened from its hinges, and in one case
ripped completely from its jamb. This was the kitchen door,
which Wolf either resented its being closed and off limits to
all wolves at all times, or maybe it was just easier prey be-
cause its screws were loose. Nevertheless, I came upon him
early one afternoon busily reducing it to salivated sawdust.
Or trying to. I attempted to soft-talk and reason, but nothing
happened, and I knew better than to try to take it away from
him. There’s an old rule concerning situations like this, the
curator of the Bronx Zoo once told me: “Never try to take a
kitchen door away from a full-grown timber wolf!” This
seemed like good advice. So I left him snarling with a mouth
full of golden oak splinters and went to the den—my den—to
watch our prolific television set. Wolf, suddenly losing inter-
est in the kitchen door when he found that I wasn’t going to
make a stink over it, got to his feet, coughed, and followed
me. Then as I sat down in my easy chair, he threw himself at
my feet and immediately fell asleep. I thought then how
childlike a wolf is—or maybe it should be how wolflike a
child i1s.

With Wolf, who now was approaching his full growth and
looked enormous, lying at my feet, I tried to find out what
was on the tube, and as usual it was a montage of four pro-
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grams at once. We have only one set, but in the hills where
we live every channel comes in clearly—if you have a disor-
dered mind or don’t mind watching football, hockey, the
weather report, and Nanny and the Professor at the same
time. You may never find out who’s playing or who wins or
how bad the hurricane is going to be or whether Nanny and
the Professor is about a Harvard dean who screws goats, but
it’s better than nothing. At least it keeps you from thinking.
It’s like having a lobotomy vicariously. I dozed.

Suddenly, from far above, Reiko screamed like she’d just
been grabbed by Leopold and Loeb and Sacco and Vanzetti
and Pearl Bailey. For ten years she had been telling me that
she never had screamed about anything in her life. Well, she
must have been practicing secretly, because this was the most
blood-chilling banshee wail I've ever heard. I made it all the
way from the ground floor to the attic without touching a
step.

The screaming didn’t stop, and for a moment it didn’t
sound like Reiko at all; from the direction it could have
been God, but then God doesn’t have a high voice, from all
reports, and he doesn’t scream when something annoys him.
He just smotes. It had to be Reiko.

It was, and she was screaming again when I got to her, or
maybe it was the same scream. By this time I was screaming,
too. On my mad dash across the full length of the attic to
where Reiko was anguishing, I hit the top of my skull twenty-
three times on twenty-three low beams, inflicting twenty-three
extremely evenly spaced fractures and sounding like Tom
Sawyer rattling a stick along Becky Thatcher’s picket fence.

“What the hell’s the matter?????” I managed to scream
before I swooned.

“A mousellllll” Reiko screamed back, standing there with
a vacuum cleaner, which she had been using to redistribute
the dust in the attic.
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“Jesus Christ!” Bobby, who had just arrived at the disaster

“What did he do,” I asked—postponing my swoon—"“rape
you?”

“He’s here in the attic!” Reiko said, toning down some-
what.

“My God,” I said, “he’ll die if we don’t get him out of
here!”

“What?” Reiko said, amazed (I think).

“Yeah,” I said. “He’ll get the Black Lung.”

“What’s that, Papa?”’ Bobby said.

“It’s a thing that coal miners get from all that dust in the
air.”

“Oh.”

Reiko was standing there, frozen with fright and indigna-
tion. “Aren’t you gonna kill the mouse?”” she said.

“I've never killed a mouse,” I said, “and I'm not going to
start in now. I'll catch it and take it outside and let it go.”

“It'll come right back herel” Reiko said.

“We’ll buy a cat,” I said.

“We got a mountain lion, Papa,” Bobby said, ever on his
toes. “What do we need a cat for?”

“T'hat’s an idea,” I said. “We’ll put Pussycat up here and
give her a contract on the mouse.”

“What'’s that?” Bobby wanted to know.

“That’s what Efrem Zimbalist, Jr., says every Sunday night
on the FBI program,” I said. “It means like a hired killer—
you pay somebody to kill somebody else.”

“That’s cool,” Bobby said, choosing his words carefully.
“What are you gonna pay Pussycat?”

“Nothing,” I said. ‘‘She can keep the mouse—that’s pay-
ment enough.”

“I'here he goes! He’s bigl” Reiko was screaming again.
Bobby and I, in our anxiety to get the hell out of the way of
this unseen saber-toothed mouse, had a severe collision which
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dumped us both on the floor. For at least three minutes we
couldn’t see anything but the swirlings of the dust bowl. I
felt like a 1933 Okie who had died and gone back home. As
soon as visibility returned, I instructed Bobby to go fetch a
wire-bottomed vegetable strainer.

“What are you going to do,” Reiko asked, “strain the
mouse?”’ Reiko can be quite witty sometimes—or more likely,
just literal.

“No,” I said, with all the patience of a twenty-mule team
driver crossing Death Valley in August. “I'm going to slip it
over him and keep him confined. Then I'm going to slip a
piece of cardboard between the vegetable strainer and the
floor—if I can find it—and then the mouse will be in a little
cage, which I will carry outside and release him.”

“Gee,” Bobby said, arriving breathlessly with the strainer.
“Cool! Are you going to teach the mouse how to hunt so he’ll
be safe in the jungle?” Bobby wanted next to know.

“Why not?” I said. “I'd never forgive myself if I released
this mouse into a world he didn’t make without at least some
knowledge of the law of the jungle.”

“I know the law of the jungle,” Bobby said.

“Oh, really?” I said, in a tone which was meant to discour-
age but worked just the opposite.

“Yeah,” Bobby said. “We learned it in school—in social
studies.” “Social studies” is now what we used to call history
in my grammar school days. No wonder the kids don’t trust
anybody over thirty—we didn’t have social studies!

“We ought to send Bobby out on a lecture tour—I think
he’s ready,” I said to Reiko, who was getting up steam for an-
other burst of hysteria. She was pointing under an old bed,
which must have been discarded in 1%%8—right after Betsy
Ross and George Washington slept in it. (I'm sure there
must have been something between those two—he wanted
the flag with the stripes going vertically and no stars, just
thirteen little cherubs in a circle—kissing each other’s
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rosy-pink buttocks—representing the number, and the re-
freshing innocence, of the original thirteen newly born
states. But it’s my guess that Betsy pillow-talked him out of
this Botticelli conception of what an American symbolic de-
vice should look like; and we should all be grateful that she
did, because through the years one cherub would have been
added for each additional state, and this would surely further
burden our age of discontent. Some group, sooner or later,
would demand that some of the rosy-pink buttocked cherubs
be black, which would ruin Botticelli’'s whole career. Also
with a flag design of fifty cherubs nuzzling each other, it
might be nigh impossible to get an all-volunteer army. Of
the type volunteer the Pentagon has in mind.

Reiko had gone into shock. All she could do was point.
Like a bird dog.

“Give me the vegetable strainer,” I said to Bobby in the
same tone I'm sure Grant used when he asked for Lee’s
sword. Bobby quickly complied, and I once again moved in
on the mouse who, I was hoping, was unaware he was about
to be caged and sold down the river to a rich rat who owned
a cotton plantation. This is what I told Bobby when he had
the temerity to ask what I was going to do with the mouse.

“He wants to know!”’ Reiko shrilled. “Don’t give him any
phony answers!”

I was too busy lining up the mouse to think of a snotty
reply. I could see him now, under the bed, concentrating on
accumulating enough of the fluffy stuff he was combing out
of the bottom of the mattress to make a cozy little nest for
himself and his family somewhere in our cozy little nest. He
seemed to be unaware that I was about to pop the vegetable
strainer over him, and as he made ready to carry off a bundle
of mattress stuffing, I asked Bobby and Reiko to lift the bed
a little so I could get under it and have room to swing the
strainer.

As Bobby and Reiko did so (without question), the
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mouse became instantly alert. The vegetable strainer was
slowly being positioned over his head when Timothy moved
into the attic with his fat little rubber-bellied toy clown
which, when squeezed by Timothy—or, I guess, anybody—
emitted a loud hee-haw screech; and as Timothy moved into
the attic he squeezed his toy clown’s belly and it screeched—
thus ripping what was left of my frazzled nerves into frizzled
shreds. I immediately went to pieces and ran smack into a
booby trap. It was a large garden rake, which had been
strategically placed by the Vietcong on the floor of the attic
and skillfully covered with smoothed over dust. The booby
trap worked like a charm—the handle, in a wild fulcrum,
rose from its concealing dust and bashed me a giant-killing
bash on the frontal area of the already much abused frontal
area of my skull. I went down like the Andrea Doria. But
with no heroic musical group on the after-deck playing
“Nearer, My God, to Thee,” with the waves lapping its dis-
appearing stern.

Nothing was lapping my disappearing stern, and the only
music I heard was very loud bells playing “Toot Toot,
Tootsie, Good-bye.” I thought, this is it, and my whole life
flashed in front of me in a split second. That did it. I was
glad to go.

“Later that evening,” as they say in Broadway play pro-
grams, I was propped up in bed with a casaba melon on my
head, which Reiko was trying to bring down with ice bags
and laser beams.

‘“Papa,” Bobby whispered right into my ear, almost caus-
ing my cerebellum and my cerebrum to wrap around each
other like yin and yang from the concussion. Bobby must
have sensed that I was a terminal case, because he said, “I'm
goin’ outside and play.” He slammed the front door on his
way out and I heard the bells again. This time they were
playing a medley of all of Yoko Ono’s hits. At intermission 1
said to Reiko, who was fretting because she wanted to get

b
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back to her rice pot and other projects that matter in real life
— her real life—*“What about the mouse in the attic?”

“Let him stay,” she said, with a distinct air of practical res-
ignation.

“Let him stay?”’ I couldn’t believe it. “Let him stay—after
all that—this afternoon?”’

“Look,” Reiko said, “if we’ve got a wolf living in the liv-
ing room, why should we worry about a mouse living in the
attic?”



13

WOLF, who was increasing in size at an alarm-
ing (to Reiko) rate, still dominated our living room, but he
was becoming more tractable and more understanding as to
what was expected of him. This was accomplished by much
patience on our part and with a heavy leather slipper
wacking him on the nose at increasingly shorter intervals.
His nose seemed to be his sensitive part, but not consistently.
There were times when he had been particularly wolfish
about some minor problem when continued hard raps on the
nose didn’t faze him in the least. It was like belting Joe Fra-
zier with a pig bladder from a very soft pig. But he was learn-
ing that the couch was ours and not his, and that knocking
Timothy down with his tail wasn’t being done, and also all
urination must be performed outside. I knew we never
would be able to housebreak a wolf completely, or even
come anywhere near this impossible dream, but if we remem-
bered to take him out frequently we could save what little
there was left to save of our living-room carpeting.

The living-room carpeting had not been ravaged so much
from wolf wetting as from wolf hunting. He hunted mice,
which he was sure were under the carpeting, by leaping into
the air, then pouncing with his front paws at any spot in
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which he suspected mice were lurking. Then when he was
disappointed with the result of his magnificent efforts, he
would start to dig the nonexistent mouse out of the rug,
just as he would do in the matted leaves and grass of the
woods.

This created a living-room rug which looked like it had
been purchased on the installment plan—and we had missed
quite a few payments—with bald spots where the carpeting
had been repossessed. One bald spot per missed payment. We
got goddamn good and tired of explaining to visitors what
had really happened to no avail. They always thought we
were just slobs—or deadbeats.

We tried Wolf at mouse hunting in the attic, but his mon-
strous pounces loosened most of the fragile plaster in the
bedrooms below; so this hunting area had to be classed, even-
tually, as off limits.

Bobby, our oldest, was not as conformable as Wolf, I felt—
especially when I would occasionally suggest: “Bobby, would
you mind washing your face—your teacher said she might
drop by today.”

“Supposing she doesn’t drop by—then what?”

“Waddya mean—then what?”

“I’ll be stuck with a clean facel”

I have read every book that was ever written about how to
raise children, and still I don’t know. I've read Spock, Gi-
nott, and Clyde Beatty, and nothing they ever said relates in
any way to my nine-year-old, Bobby. Maybe that’s why I like
to raise wild animals—they’re more civilized. They stick to
the rules and regulations. Animals are wild, but they aren’t
weird. A nine-year-old boy is spooky. I don’t care what Mrs.
Dillinger said, some kids are problems. But I'm giving the
wrong impression. Bobby isn’t a problem—he’s just a little
nine-year-old boy trying to find himself in a world full of un-
balanced adults. He wants to grow up fast. He doesn’t realize
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how much better it would be if he remained a nine-year-old
boy.

Bobby, who balks at anything resembling a chore around
the house, adores animals. He won’t bring in the firewood
except after a thirty-minute debate with me threatening to
cut his thumbs off if he doesn’t. These threats don’t rock him
too much because he knows that basically I am a beautiful
person. Ugly, but beautiful. But when it comes to animals,
Bobby is different. He’ll haul food and water for the dogs
and the mountain lion and hay for their beds. He’ll endure
being thrown violently to the ground by mock attack on the
part of Pussycat who, when the mood is on her, delights in
jumping any moving thing—preferably Bobby.

Bobby is not quite sure with the wolf. A wolf’s affectionate
biting with his Wilkinson-sword-blade teeth would tend to
make any aware child suspect that there was more to a wolf
than meets the eye. A wolf is not a four-legged Barbie doll.

Nevertheless, Bobby did not back off from Wolf, no mat-
ter how rough he got, which was not only admirable in
Bobby but the smart thing to do in handling any wild or
nondomesticated animal. If you show the least weakness, the
animal seems to sense it and will become more aggressive
and much harder to control. Many times I had observed
Wolf, and also our mountain lion, throw a bluff just to test
us. The bluffs sometimes worked because the utter, naked fe-
rocity the animals exhibited looked like the real thing, but
after a few experiences with this sort of behavior (during
which you have to remain strong and retain the blind faith in
your conviction that the beast doesn’t really mean it when he
springs at you with a heart-stopping, apparently feral malevo-
lence) . This takes quite a bit of doing.

Bobby loves the animals, but Reiko has a very low thresh-
old of fauna tolerance. I have almost given up trying to im-
press upon her that every living thing must be allowed to



80 The Jewish-Japanese Sex and Cookbook

live, which, as a Buddhist, she should know; but she blithely
goes right on killing spiders, wasps, flies, and mosquitoes,
who unsuspectingly wander into the house—not realizing
that an assassin waits within.

“A Buddhist doesn’t kill anything,” I've said to her a mil-
lion and a half times. “That’s your religion!”

“What’s your religion?” she wants to know.

“I'm an Episcopalian,” I say every time.

“Does an Episcopalian kill anything?”

“An Episcopalian only kills the thing he loves,” I say.
“And do you know who I love?”

“You love Mamma,” Bobby says.

“Yes,” Isay, “Ilove Mamma.”

“If you're gonna kill Mamma,” Bobby said one day, vigor-
ously socking a baseball home into the pocket of his spit-
browned first-baseman’s mitt, “would you mind waiting a
little while, Papa?”

“Why?” I said.

“Because it’s almost lunchtime,” Bobby said.

Reiko, poor little thing, has to stand still for this kind of
carrying on between Bobby and myself all the time. She
doesn’t understand what the hell we are talking about and
usually stars to vacuum something she had just vacuumed
earlier—in self-defense—or to gather her thoughts or her
strength in order to combat these crazy Yankees.

Like a fool, I always try to point out to Reiko that in
flaunting her religious background and killing the spiders,
wasps, flies, and mosquitoes, she is not only upsetting our ecol-
ogy but doing herself a disservice, because the spiders and
the wasps are on our side—they knock off lots of little bugs
which are our enemies (presumably) —like moths and ter-
mites and so on.

“What about the flies and the mosquitoes?” she wanted to
know. “Are they good?”
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“Let somebody else kill them,” I said, ducking this issue.
“Then you won’t have to take the rap on judgment day.”

“What’s that?”’

““I'hat’s when God comes down here and judges everybody
to see whether they've been good or bad,” Bobby said.
“Right, Papa?”

“Yes,” I said. “What are you gonna tell him about all
those spiders and wasps and flies and mosquitoes you
murdered?”’

“Yeah, Mommie,” Bobby said, now throwing his ball
against the wall, bouncing the pictures off their hooks.
“What are you gonna say to God?”

“I'm gonna make rice,” Reiko said, retreating toward the
kitchen and sanctuary.

“Mamma’s gonna make rice for God?”” Bobby asked.

“It sounded that way, didn’t it?”

“Supposing God doesn’t like rice?”

“Everybody likes Mamma’s rice.”

“I hope so,” Bobby said.

When my first wolf died, I don’t think anyone felt it more
strongly than Bobby. He tried to comfort me, and I tried to
tell him that Tanuki was now in the Happy Hunting
Ground, and he was happy because nothing more could ever
hurt him or scare him again.

“Is there really a Happy Hunting Ground, Papa?” Bobby
said.

“I hope so,” I said. “I want to believe there is.”

“Why didn’t Tanuki go to heaven?” Bobby asked.

“Heaven is segregated,” I said, sounding more bitter than
I meant to. “Heaven is for people—‘'good’ people.” Bobby
thought about this for quite a while. Then he said, “Where
do you wanna go when you die, Papar”

“I dunno,” I said, “but I want to see Tanuki again.”

“So do L” he said, tears welling in his lovely deep-black

”»
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eyes. “So do I—I loved Tanuki so much. So very, very much.”
I didn’t have much luck in holding back my own tears as I
put my arms around my little boy and held him tight. “We'll
see him,” I said. “We’ll see him.”
We will, too.
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QUITE a few years ago when I lived in Cali-
fornia, I bought a lovely g2o0-acre ranch for what was con-
sidered a lot of money then. Today, for the same amount
of money I paid for the whole g20 acres you can’t buy a 5o-
foot lot, even if you are lucky enough to run into a seller
who is an actor who didn’t quite make it in TV, porno mov-
ies, or the Milk of Magnesia commercials.

This ranch was up in the hills above and off Topanga
Canyon. It was not only beautiful, it was unusual—with In-
dian pictographs in its numerous small caves—and it came
with a live buffalo! I think I bought the place because of
this. I know this is the reason I bought it. The buffalo was
the lone survivor of a herd of twenty, which some previous
owner had raised to give this beautiful ranch the flavor of the
Old West. I don’t know what happened to the other nine-
teen buffalo, but I know what happened to mine—some kid
shot it with a .22. I was corraled just in time by a sheriff’s
posse and disarmed as I was storming toward the house
where the kid lived.

Nothing much happened to the kid in the way of punish-
ment because he was under sixteen. Later, when they caught
this same kid raping his schoolteacher just after he set her
hair on fire (because he was afraid of the dark), he was st:ll
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under sixteen so the judge let him off with a reprimand and
he couldn’t listen to Amos and Andy for two whole weeks!
After a while, I remembered that “to err is human,” so I for-
gave him for shooting my buffalo, but through the years I've
often wondered what happened to little Charlie Manson.
He probably turned out just fine.

The buffalo episode soured me on the ranch, which was a
pity because I've never seen anything since as breathtak-
ing, with its meadows, streams, and huge jutting boulders
and its cosy ranch house nestled in a grove of pine trees
planted fifty or so years before. I sold it to the first buyer who
came along, and I'm sure it is now a conglomerate of shop-
ping centers patronized by thousands upon thousands of new
Californians looking for Colonel Sanders.

I mention this senseless buffalo killing to point up the
problem of owning any wild animal. Or any animal, for that
matter. How many cows, horses, and other livestock arc shot
(purposely) by hunters? (And how many hunters are shot
by hunters? Not enough, to my way of thinking, but that is
another thought entirely.) A hunter with an empty game
sack—or a congenital frustration (which most of them have)
—will shoot at anything! Even inanimate objects, such as
street signs, lights, or a little old lady sitting in her favorite
rocker near a window with her Reader’s Digest. She’s just
asking for it during deer season.

With my animals I'm always very careful to see that they
don’t get any ideas about escaping, and so far as I have ob-
served, wild animals born in captivity have no wish to es-
cape. Most animals dig holes; but our wolf never dug along
the edges of his pen as he would if he were planning a dash
for liberty. When he used his powerful front paws with their
immense toe spread to gouge out a mild depression, it was
usually near the center of his pen. His main object seemed to
be the excavation of some huge stone, and he most always
succeeded. The strength of this animal was phenomenal.
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Stones weighing ninety or more pounds were maneuvered,
albeit slowly, like a medicine ball in a septuagenarian nudist
camp, around his pen.

This does not mean that I believe that any caged animal is
completely contented and happy with its confinement. There
must be in the minds of most of them, however unformed,
the thought of freedom. It’s very hard, or almost impossible,
to sense this quiet desperation, but I know it’s there. And
they know it’s there.

Wild animals who escape, of course, are doomed—the
same as a domestic steer who breaks from the herd and
makes a dash for it just as he is being driven into the slaugh-
terhouse. Some hero usually guns down this helpless creature
before he can “hurt” somebody. A long-horned steer, even if
it were dashing through Times Square at high noon, would
be of no actual menace and, further, nobody would notice,
except maybe a nearsighted hooker who might mistake him
for a newly arrived Viking with a few krona jingling in his
pocket and ask, “Wanna have a good time, Leif?”



15

SOME animals who escape, either by accident
or design, have been lucky. Ridgefield, Connecticut, which
is some distance from Honansville, was the scene last year
of a rather bizarre happening involving a resident of Ridge-
field who had a well-deserved reputation for being a drinking
man—so much so that he had won an Oscar, an Emmy, and
a Tony, all presented to him by another Ridgefield resident,
an old, rich actor who also hit the bottle.

The beginning of this happening (for me) was a wild
midnight call from my friend Dr. Dann, who lives in Ridge-
field and is very enthusiastic and protective about animals.

“Jack, has your mountain lion escaped?” Dr. Dann asked,
his voice full of trepidation and concern. Dr. Dann is unique
—he is a veterinarian who likes animals.

“Doctor,” 1 said, “I've been asleep for three hours—I get
up at a quarter to four every morning—I need my rest!” I
was about to hang up when he said, “There’s a guy down
here who got picked up by the police for being drunk—but
he’s also scared, almost in shock! He says he saw a mountain
lion. It chased him up a tree.”

“Wait a minute,” I said, fumbling for my flashlight so I
could find my night-light switch. “Some drunk was chased up
a tree by a mountain lion?”
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“That’s what he claims.”

“How did the drunk manage to climb a tree—did they
give him a sobriety test, make him blow up the balloon?”

“No, he was too drunk for that, but the cops said he could
sure climb a tree. They took him out and tried him.”

After checking on Pussycat, my mountain lion, I called Dr.
Dann back and told him Pussycat was safe in her pen.

“Christ, Jack!” Dr. Dann said. “Don’t you know what time
it is? Look—a doctor’s gotta get up goddamn early in the
morning. You woke me up just to tell me that your moun-
tain lion is safe in her pen? Who cares??2?”

“You dol” I said. “You called me twenty minutes ago to
ask me if she’d escaped!”

“Oh, yeah,” the doctor said. “Well, let’s talk about it to-
morrow.” Then he hung up—rather loudly, I thought.

The same thing happened the next night. Then two nights
after that. Then three nights in a row.

“Doctor,” I said, finally, “if you are going to call me every
midnight to ask me if my mountain lion is safe in her pen,
I'll have to revise my whole mode of living. I'll work at night
and sleep days.”

“Who else is concerned about your mountain lion?” Dr.
Dann said.

“Well—" I started. But he was right. There was no one.

The calls ceased abruptly, and I didn’t have to change my
mode of life. I could sleep right past midnight and up until
my alarm rang at three forty-five. A comforting thought.
Then after about two weeks, the telephone rang. It was way
after midnight.

“Doctor,” I said, lifting the phone from its cradle, “how
nice to hear from you again.”

“Jack,” Dr. Dann said, “have you got more than one
mountain lion now?”

“Whate?”



88 The Jewish-Japanese Sex and Cookbook

“A huge male—besides the female—and three tiny spotted
baby mountain lions?” I assured the doctor that I only had
Pussycat, and she had no husband and no baby mountain
lions.

“Jesus Christ!” Dr. Dann said. “The drunk was sober to-
night and that’s what he saw—a male, a female, and three
baby lions.”

“He was sober?” I said.

“Yeah.”

“Did this squadron of mountain lions chase him up a
tree?”’ I said, pretty bored with the whole thing.

“No,” Dr. Dann said, “they followed him home and into
his kitchen.”

I took a deep breath. “Where are they now?”

“In his kitchen,” we both said at the same time.

“Wait a minute, Jack, there’s someone at the door—TI'll
call you back,” Dr. Dann said. I picked up my copy of St.
Nicholas and turned on my reading light. I had gotten no
farther than paragraph three of the Anastasia murder case,
when the phone ring made me jump three feet straight up.

“Jack,” Dr. Dann said, “the mystery is solved.”

“You mean Anastasia wasn’t murdered after all?” I asked.

“What?”

“Sorry,” I said. “I was just improving my mind when you
called.”

“Well,” he repeated, ‘‘the mystery is solved.”

“Good,” I said. “Well, talk to you later.”

“Don’t you wanna hear what happened?” Dr. Dann said
with a pout.

“Yeah, sure I do, Doc,” I said. “Why else would I be up at
this hour?”

“Well—" he started. “You won’t believe this—"

“Try me,” I said. “Try me—I gotta get up and go to work
in—"
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“Well,” Dr. Dann said, quickly, “it seems that there’s a

guy right here in Ridgefield who secretly raises mountain
lions and—" I didn’t hear the rest of it—my alarm clock was
ringing too loudly.
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STRANGE about Wolf—as wary and suspi-
cious as he was with an adult human, he was fascinated
with a child, or children. It didn’t matter how many, which
was so contrary to his behavior with large groups of adults
who occasionally crowded around his pen. At these times,
Wolf would literally climb the walls to get away from them.
Then when he realized how futile his attempts at escape
were, he’d back off into the farthest corner and stare at the
interlopers—his amber-green eyes slitted wickedly, project-
ing the standard wolf image which deliciously thrilled and
chilled his visitors. But with children, his whole attitude
changed completely. He was delighted to see them. No mat-
ter how many crowded around his pen, he showed no fear or
distrust, only love. He wriggled and peed and wagged his tail
furiously, his sensitive, animated face reflecting the great joy
he felt at being surrounded by only children.

The kids seemed to enjoy seeing him, too, and some of the
younger ones wriggled and peed right along with Wolf.

When Wolf started to attain his immense strength and full
growth, I had to restrain him somewhat when we brought
him into the house—especially when he wanted to romp
with Bobby or Timothy. Bobby withstood most of Wolf’s
outgoing personality a lot better than Timothy, because he
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knew he must brace himself against Wolf’s backside, which he
would throw around unexpectedly—like a Dallas Cowboy
linebacker clipping from behind. Wolf would clip Bobby,
and Bobby would go down. This didn’t bother Bobby, be-
cause he had reached the age of roughhouse, but with Timo-
thy it was different. Wolf never distinguished between him
and his brother, and the same rear-end bump that would
knock Bobby down would send Timothy flying through the
air. And into the protective arms of his mother, who would
immediately demand that Wolf be removed from the living
room and taken out to his wolf pen where he belonged. To
Reiko, Wolf was a wolf. She didn’t realize that deep inside
every wolf is a Dale Carnegie struggling to get out. I don’t
know what kind of antiwolf fairy tales they scare their kids
with in Japan, but Reiko knows that wolves definitely de-
vour little children.

“How come he has never devoured Timothy?” I asked
her one day.

“You feed him too much,” she said. “He’s not hungry
enough for Timothy.”

“Supposing I don’t feed him for a couple of days, then
put Timothy in the wolf pen with him and see what hap-
pens?” I said.

“I think I go back to Japan,” Reiko said, which meant the
end of our téte-a-téte about our gourmet wolf. Reiko has
three ways of terminating a conversation: She either says, “I
think I go back to Japan,” or she starts to vacuum, or she
cooks rice. Sometimes she cooks rice and vacuums at the
same time. This takes dexterity and timing, but she does it
well. I terminate conversations by storming out of the house
and heading back to Canada, but I never get much farther
than Joe’s Bar and Grill and Bar, which takes the place of a
Christian Science reading room in Honansville. After three
double martinis I still want to go to Canada, but I forget
which numbers to push on my antidrunk driving computer.
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If I'm not too confused, I can usually punch out the right
combination for backing up, but this isn’t really practical—
my neck gets stiff around Albany.

As time progressed I decided that Wolf was a little too
rough to have Timothy as a blood brother for a while yet,
and a relative peace was restored.

Tranquillity has a transitory quality in our household,
and it wasn’t too long before World War III, 1V, and V
broke out.

“Papa?” Bobby said one day as he came panting home
from the long run from the school bus stop, “have we got any
pets?”

“No,” I said, in my endearing Mr. Chips tone. “No, all
we have is two dogs, a mountain lion, and a wolf.”

“You don’t understand, Papa,” Bobby said, and he’s right
—1I haven’t ever understood any kid over three years old.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean—have we got a pet I could bring to school for the
pet show?”

“You stay away from that wolf!” Reiko interjected, just be-
fore she threw the vacuum cleaner into high gear and started
her hill climb up the front stairs.

“What kind of pets are the other kids bringing?” I asked
Bobby, trying to ignore Reiko’s practice run for the Pike’s
Peak Grand Prix.

“Oh, all kinds—cats, dogs, raccoons, horses, ponies, calves,
sheep, ducks, canaries—you know, all kinds.”

“But those are mostly all domesticated animals,” I said.

“What do you mean—domesticated?”’ he said.

“Like me.” I couldn’t resist.

“Can’t I bring Pussycat to the pet show?”

“Bring a mountain lion to a kids’ pet show at the school?”
Isaid. “Are you nuts?!”

“That’s beside the point,” Bobby said. “Look, Papa, what
will the other kids think if I don’t bring the mountain lion?”
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“Well,” I said, “if you put it that way—"

“Then I can?” he said, his beautiful little face brightening
with an eager smile.

“No.”

There was a sad silence, then Bobby said, “Papa, you're
some father, you arel”

“What’s that mean?”’

“Other kids’ fathers would have said yes.”

“How many kids in that school have fathers who have
mountain lions?”” I asked.

“I dunno,” Bobby said, ready to disinherit me from the
$25 U.S. Savings Bond he got the day he was born from the
little girl in the next incubator (this was the story we’d told
him as sort of a buildup to more realistic stories about
money and the opposite sex).

“Why don’t you take the wolf to the pet show,” I said.
“Pussycat’s too hard to handle, and she might grab a lamb, or
a chicken—or a teacher.”

“Can I?”

“Sure,” I said, “but I’ll have to bring him because he’s not
too fond of crowds, and he may be scared.”

“Maybe he’ll grab a teacher,” Bobby said.

“If he does,” I said, ‘“make it that cute little blonde with
the big knockers who thinks she’s teaching you geography.”

“Huh?” Bobby said.

The pet show started out innocently enough, with a pleth-
ora of cats and dogs and baby turtles—the kind which the
Connecticut medical authority has been trying to get banned
from the state because of botulism, or some such highly po-
tent disease, which produces a rash or fits (it seems you have
a choice). The schoolyard at the Old Bridge Street School
was jam-packed with pets, parents, and kids, all fondling each
other’s contribution to the pet show. There were sheep,
lambs, three full-sized cows, six Indian ponies, and a sway-
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backed ancient riding horse whose spine must have been
mostly old rubber bands. He looked like a camel with a
reverse hump. Some children had pet raccoons, squirrels, and
chipmunks, while other not so fortunate children, evidently
from “straight” homes, had gerbils, gerbils, and more gerbils,
which I always felt was a polite name for rats.

People who would run right out and buy twenty-five
pounds of mint-flavored arsenic if they saw a rat get down on
their hands and knees and talk baby talk to a gerbil. There
was at least half the gerbil population of the United States
right there in the Old Bridge Street schoolyard.

The children of the Old Bridge Street School were dressed
at their worst, which was usual, but the parents, outside of a
few defiantly nonconforming city folks, were costumed as
if they had been invited to share the Royal Box at Ascot.
The women all wore large red-polka-dot floppy hats, usually
pictured in the society pages on the head of a plump matron
standing in a rose garden with a trowel in one begloved hand
and a minuscule watering can in the other, the caption read-
ing: “Mrs. Price-House-Water-Finchley-Dutton-Hutton-Cop-
ley-Plaza-Jones pruning her prize roses” (they never explain
how she does all this pruning with a trowel and watering
can). The rest of the garmenture, apparently de rigueur for
schoolyard pet shows, were largely filmy flowered things made
from a blueprint of the original Hawaiian muumuu, dainty
slippers, and sheer pastel-blue, pink, or chartreuse pantyhose.
This is a surmise on my part, but I felt that they must be
wearing something on this order underneath, plus the obvi-
ous U.S. Steel I-beam reinforced girdle.

There were very few fathers in sight at the Old Bridge
Street School pet show, presumably because they were at
work—or hiding in the hills.

The hit of the pet show (before Wolf arrived) was a pet
Indian myna bird, who had a two-word vocabulary and a fa-
natic desire to be heard. Loud and clear. The two words in



and How to Raise Wolves 95

his vocabulary were “Peacel” and “Shit!” And his pronuncia-
tion and enunciation were perfect. As a pet at a grammar
school pet show his rating was “X.” Nevertheless, he was al-
lowed to stay because some of the mothers felt that his mes-
sage was half right. Which half depended on how long the
mother had been hanging around the Old Bridge Street
School pet show on this broiling September day.

By lunchtime, most of the loyal but suffering parents had
had it with the Old Bridge Street School pet show and
enough of proud, innocent little children shoving gerbils
into their faces to be kissed. “Christ!” someone said, under his
breath, “if you've kissed one gerbil you've kissed them alll”

I arrived in our station wagon a little after twelve noon.
I had intended to be there at ten, but Wolf had other ideas
than getting into a station wagon. He braced himself against
every tree, bush, and blade of grass, plus a few deeply embed-
ded rocks, which made excellent footing for his last stand
against my mighty heaves on the heavy chain leash with its
two choke collars. Finally with little Reiko adding her im-
mense rice-nourished strength to shoving Wolf’s buttocks, we
got him into the wagon and slammed the door. Now all I had
to do was drive to the Old Bridge Street School pet show
with a spooked wolf jumping from seat to seat to cargo space
and back again, all the while slashing at the genuine polyeth-
ylene Zebra hide upholstery, tearing out its foam rubber
bowels—which is an untidy dissection at best. But with al-
most surgical skill, Wolf managed to transform the whole
interior of what had been a dull, proletarian station wagon
into a fairyland of foam rubber fuzz.

The seven-mile drive to the Old Bridge Street School was
a nightmare to be remembered. Wolf hadn’t ridden in the
station wagon enough not to be frightened witless by every
tree, every farmhouse, every parked pickup truck, every
strange leaf that fluttered down from a breeze-tickled oak.
He'd never seen so many strange leaves before, and he
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reacted violently to every ome of them. He alternated
between crouching behind the back seat to trying to make
himself invisible on my lap. Having a 150-pound wolf in
your lap while driving a car down a twisting, narrow moun-
tain road can change your whole attitude toward life. Sud-
denly it becomes very precious—because something tells you
there isn’t much of it left as you approach the Lovers’ Leap
curve and you can’t reach the brake pedal and a wolfs back
feet are standing on the accelerator. I could see the head-
lines: FAMOUS WRITER DIES IN CAR CRASH—WOLF DRIVING. But,
alas, this happy headline was to be postponed, because at the
very last Pearl White minute Wolf decided he liked behind
the seat better, and I was able to reach the brake and avoid
both the Lovers’ Leap drop-off and an eighty-year-old man
plunging uphill on the left side of the road on a Honda. He
gave me the “peace” sign as he neatly veered around me and
neatly crashed into a ninety-year-old man on a Yamaha com-
ing down the hill. The old man coming down the hill didn’t
have time to give the full “peace” sign to the old man com-
ing up the hill—he only got as far as raising one finger. I
can’t verify the ages of these people, but I'm pretty close.
Also, I couldn’t stop and help them because I dared not open
my car door. And, besides, motorbikes drove Wolf into a
frenzy, and I didn’t want to add a bonus to the frenzy he al-
ready had worked into an unbelievable pitch. Finally, as we
drove the last mile or so to the school, he calmed down. Or
he fainted. I was afraid to hope.

We drove through the gates of the schoolyard, having
made advance arrangements to have someone open them for
us because, as they understood, I couldn’t let Wolf run loose
among the more standardized type of pet. The gerbils might
all drop dead. Or try to kiss him.

When Bobby, already waiting there for me and Wolf, spot-
ted us he let out a whoop and screamed, “There’s my wolf!
‘There’s my wolf!l There’s my wolfl” This caused quite a few
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—or almost everybody—in the schoolyard to gather around
the station wagon. I nudged Wolf into standing up and act-
ing like a wolf, which he did quite willingly when he saw
nothing but small children. But the small children were not
impressed. Even when I held up a small sign which read
woLF, they had their doubts. From what I could hear, they
didn’t believe the wolf, or Bobby. They thought we were
pulling a fast one and trying to unload a German shepherd
dog on them as a wolf. I could hear Bobby desperately trying
to convince them as they drifted back to their bunny rabbits
and their chipmunks and their gerbils. “It is a wolfl” he
yelled tearfully. “It is! It is! IT IS!”

I couldn’t really condemn any of them for doubting
Wolf’s authenticity, because so little is known about wolves
and none of the children knew exactly what a real wolf was
supposed to look like.

Bobby’s tears led me to drop my guard for a moment and
open the car door to comfort him. In that instant Wolf was
out of the car and running free in the schoolyard. There was
utter panic, with screams, “The wolf! The wolf! The wolf is
loose!” Suddenly, the German shepherd had done a Jekyll
and Hyde and turned into a wolf!

Bobby was ecstatic! At last they believed him! And how
they believed him! They were huddled in tight little knots in
every possible neutral corner they could find. Mothers stood
in half circles in front of their children like arctic musk oxen
ready to die defending their calves.

Wolf was running from group to paralyzed group, wagging
his tail and wriggling at the children. One poor little girl
dropped her gerbil, and the frightened animal ran right in
front of Wolf. He ignored it completely and tried to make
friends with the little girl, who had leaped out from in back
of her mother’s ample musk oxen behind to recover it. The
little girl screamed. As Wolf stopped short at this, she
stopped screaming. She gave Wolf a cookie. A Fig Newton,
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which he’d never had before, and he had trouble with it
sticking to his enormous canine teeth. In his efforts to loosen
it, his teeth were so prominently displayed that everyone
gasped, wondering how many mouthfuls the little girl would
make for a hungry wolf.

The little girl gave Wolf another Fig Newton, which he
ate with a little more finesse this time. Then she gave him
another. I saw salvation in this little girl and her Fig New-
tons. I called to her to get in the car and bring her Fig New-
tons with her.

“No,” she said. “My Mommie said I should not ever get
into a car with a strange man.”

Holy Christ! I thought to myself, a religious fanatic! But I
said, “It’s all right, I'm not a strange man.”

““Wanna bet?” some Women’s Lib disciple yelled.

“Well,” I said, “if you don’t want to get into the car with
your Fig Newtons, just give me your Fig Newtons and you
won’t have to.”

“No,” the little girl, who I could see was going to be a
problem, said. “My mother said I should never give my Fig
Newtons to a strange man in a car.”

“If 1 give you a dollar, will you give me your Fig
Newtons?”” I asked, desperate. The little girl looked over to-
ward her mother—then she turned to me and said, “7Two
dollars.” What could I do? I paid the two dollars and lured
Wolf back into the station wagon with the Fig Newtons and
slammed the door and started to drive away. So far as I was
concerned, the Old Bridge Street School pet show was over.

As I passed the little Fig Newton girl, I opened my car
window a couple of inches and said to her mother, “What
are you gonna do with the two dollars?”’

“Buy some more Fig Newtons and wait for the next pet
show,” she said.
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“WHAT have you got against children?” asked
Dr. David Shimkin as we were riding his horses over the
shining green hills of Connecticut. Dr. David Shimkin is an
anthropologist, a naturalist, an MD and also a neighbor, who
had spent a year in his youth studying wolves and wolf be-
havior in Canada’s Northwest Territories and was pretty
much of an authority on the subject. And on many other
subjects, upon which we disagreed almost unanimously—
which was the basic and quite solid foundation of our friend-
ship. It had seemed, in the five or six years I had known Dr.
Shimkin, that whatever I believed, ke believed just the oppo-
site—purposely.

“I have nothing against children,” I said. “I’'m against the
exploiters. The big organizers who skim off the cream of
every nonprofit organization and leave the children the curds
and whey!”

“But there must be an organization,” Dr. Shimkin said,
“or those Australian bush kids would have to do without hot
lunches entirely!” I looked at Dr. Shimkin to see if this was a
big put on, but apparently he was playing it straight.

“And,” Dr. Shimkin continued, “I like that ‘curds and
whey’ phrase—makes you sound like you know what you're
talking about.”

99
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“That’s another thing,” I said, ignoring his cream-puff in-
sult. “That ‘hot lunch’ crap! And I don’t mean in the Austra-
lian bush—I mean right here in Honansville! That goddamn
Old Bridge Street School spends a fortune to feed a lot of
kids who would enjoy it a lot more if they could bring their
own lunches to school and not have to drive their parents
crazy deciding whether or not they like the cafeteria menu
for that day or not!”

“You think so?” Dr. Shimkin said, urging his horse next to
mine.

“Yes, I do,” I said. “Whether you think so or not, a lot of
kids don’t like goddamn filet mignon a la béarnaise, or coq
au vin, or baked Alaska, or cherries jubilee and espresso a la
napolitaine. They’d much rather bring a jelly sandwich from
home so they can exchange it with one of their classmates for
a jelly sandwich.”

“That’s the same thing.”

“No, it isn’t—not if you're a kid.”

We rode on in silence for a while after this, crossing the
little covered bridge at West Cornwall and heading up into
the lush valleys of the Housatonic State Forest, fording tiny
streams and fast-running creeks. Everything looked like New
England should look. Neat and tidy—and thrifty.

We pulled up our horses under a huge oak, which I'm sure
back in 1%%9 General Washington had used as a shelter while
he conferred with some French general. This seemed to be
the story about every huge oak in Connecticut. And it may
all be true. There were a lot of French generals to confer
with—also a few Polish generals and a few German generals.
Which was, apparently, why it took so long to win the war:
By the time Washington explained to Lafayette, and Lafa-
yette explained to Pulaski, and Pulaski explained to Von
Steuben, it was too late to act. The goddamn British had al-
ready shot poor Barbara Fritchie’s old gray head full of old
gray holes. And poor George was running out of huge oaks. I
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understand just before Yorktown they had taken to meeting
under mulberry bushes. This all came to mind as we dis-
mounted and threw ourselves down in the lush green under
the tree. We had ridden a long way and I was ready for a
lovely little snooze. Maybe it wasn’t Barbara Fritchie—it
might have been Lillian Gish—or Martha Mitchell.

“I suppose you think we should forget all about those Aus-
tralian bush kids and save the kangaroos—you and your ani-
mal fixation,” Dr. Shimkin said, lying back on his hands and
looking up through the branches at the cloudless sky. Dr.
Shimkin, with his anthropologist-naturalist-MD mind, had
the tenacity of a summer cold. I didn’t want to talk about
Australian bush kids forevermore, but it wasn’t to be.

“I like kangaroos,” I said, shooing away a few curious mos-
quitoes (they had never seen a white man before) .

‘“What about the bush kids?” he said.

“I really don’t know much about them—all the National
Geographic ever shows are pictures of them running around
bare-assed naked with their little dingleberries waving in the
breeze.”

“You know why they run around bare-assed naked?”’ Dr.
Shimkin asked. I didn’t know, but I knew I was destined
soon to find out. “Because they have no clothes!”

“Oh.”

“No clothes!”” Dr. Shimkin repeated. “And no food!
Haven’t you seen those full-page ads in Harper’s Bazaar and
The New Yorker? ‘For three dollars you can buy seven hun-
dred and fifty dollars’ worth of food for this Australian Bush
Child!’ Haven’t you seen those ads?”

“Yes,” I said, just to keep things on a friendly keel. After
all, I'd be in a helluva fix if Professor Shimkin suddenly told
me I couldn’t ride his horse back to Honansville. “I've seen
those ads—what kinda food can you get for three dollars
that’s worth seven fifty? A carload of redwood shavings?”’

“How the hell do I know what an Australian bush kid
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eats?” he said. “He’s gotta eat something! And he’s gotta
have clothes!”

“Oh, come on, Professor,” I said, throwing caution to the
winds insofar as my transportation back to Honansville was
concerned. “What clothes? To them, a Spalding jockstrap
would be like a Bill Blass suit!”

“I think you're a reactionary,” Professor Shimkin said.

“Why?”

“Because anybody who likes kangaroos better than people
has got to be.” Professor Shimkin could be right, but I never
looked at it quite this way. Why the hell can’t we have
healthy, full stomached, jockstrapped Australian bush kids
and kangaroos?

“There’s something else I've been wanting to ask you,” Dr.
Shimkin said, lighting a cigarette with his Zippo. Dr. Shim-
kin was one who advised his patients, constantly, that ciga-
rettes could kill them.

“Why don’t you get a mate for that wolf of yours?” he said.

“You mean,” I said, fully awake now, ‘‘a female wolf?”

“Offhand, I would think so,” Dr. Shimkin said, with a
trace of tolerance. “Females seem to make the best mates for
males, and I've noticed your wolf is getting restless.”

“Have you noticed me?” I said. “I’m getting restless, too.”

“Writers are always restless—and dissatisfied. They should
never be married,” he said, warming to his subject. “They
tend to be unfaithful—and morally bankrupt. They are sex-
ually voracious.” This was good news, I thought, and I en-
thusiastically agreed with him—for the first time in years.

“Don’t be so exuberant,” Dr. Shimkin said, “until you
take a good look around Honansville. Who are you gonna be
sexually voracious with?” This cooled me considerably. He
was right. I had never seen any female in Honansville who
could turn me even halfway on. The older ones all looked
like Ma and Pa Kettle, and the younger ones looked like the
Boston Strangler’s rejects. My sexual voracity, I immediately
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realized, would have to be confined to home games only.
Which wasn’t working out too badly. But I said, “What do
you mean, writers tend to be unfaithful?”

“That means they fool around,” he said.

“How about doctors?”

“They fool around, too.”

I laughed at this. It was so ridiculous. Dr. Shimkin was
married to a gorgeous brunette he had met while on an Is-
rael vacation some years before. Her name was Lillian, and
besides her beauty she had one other distinction which is
hard to be believed: She had never been a sergeant in the
Israeli Army. How many nice Jewish girls can say that?

When I got home after my day of riding the bumpiest
horse in all of Connecticut, I painfully removed my clothes
and eased my aching everything into a warm tub which
Reiko had thoughtfully provided. Reiko was always thought-
fully providing warm tubs for me, which is sweet, but the
temperature of the water she measures by Japanese stand-
ards. Which means that if you were a freshly killed chicken
plunged into the same water, your feathers would come off in
no time. I have no feathers, but these Oriental heat treat-
ments have made my chest completely bald.

After a bit of agonized shrieking, I settled in the tub for a
little serious cooking, vowing that I would never ride a horse
again. Even if Jackie Kennedy Onassis begs me. The hunt is
out!

Reiko was all tea, massages, and sympathy, which is a nice
thing about Japanese girls—they seem to know when a man
has pushed his buttocks too far.

“Lillian Shimkin called,” Reiko said, as she tried to rub
some restoration into my numbed backside. “She said that
Dr. Shimkin said you were against jockstraps.”

“That’s a lie,” I said. “I'm one hundred percent for jock-
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straps. In fact, I'm thinking about picketing City Hall with a
large sign reading JOCKSTRAP POWER!”

“What’s a jockstrap?”” Bobby asked.

“It’s a bikini with a crotch pocket,” I'said.

“James Bond has a crotch pocket,” Bobby said. This was
news.

“What the hell for?” I said.

“That’s where he keeps his secret forty-five automatic—in
case of emergencies,” Bobby said. I didn’t pursue this fur-
ther, but it seemed I had James Bond figured all wrong.

“Bobby, quiet,” Reiko said to Bobby.

“Bobby, quiet,” Timothy said to Bobby.

“Shut up!” Bobby said to Timothy, and in no time we
were well into a typically restful evening at home. The chil-
dren bickering, the mountain lion rolling a bowling ball, her
favorite toy, around the living-room floor. Doggie, the Pom-
eranian, who had been raised together with Pussycat, the
mountain lion, tried to enter into this fun with her but only
succeeded in getting knocked flat several times by the thun-
dering ball propelled vigorously by Pussycat’s powerful front
paws. Bowling is certainly no game for a four-pound Pom.

Reiko added to this pandemonium by a brilliant display of
her vacuum cleaner technique. There was no doubt—she
was the Mario Andretti of the Hoover.

At the same time Reiko was running her infernal machine
between, through, and around my outstretched, aching legs,
she was screaming something about Dr. Shimkin telling his
wife that I was going to get another wolf, and Reiko, above
the din, was not happy about this.

As soon as the typically restful evening at home with the
Douglases was winding down and the dear children and all
the animals had been caged for the night, Reiko settled
down to complaining about how tired she was, and how her
ear ached, and how her itch itched, and asking me a host of



and How to Raise Wolves 105

medical questions about her condition that would have
stumped Dr. Menninger and his entire staff because none of
her symptoms had ever come up before. With Reiko as a pa-
tient, Hippocrates would have quit and become a notary
public. The oaths would have been different, but he would
have been happier.

Somewhere between “this tremendous pain I have in my
forehead” and “this arm—I think I broke it,” the telephone
rang. I answered it.

“Wait a minute, dear,” I interrupted Reiko, “it’s Dr.
Shimkin.”

“Ask him about the terrible pain in my head and my bro-
ken arm,” Reiko said.

“Okay,” I said. “Doctor, what about the terrible pain in
Reiko’s head and her broken arm?”

“What did he say?”’ Reiko wanted to know.

“Plenty of rest, drink lots of fluids, and call him in the
morning,” I said.

“Okay,” Reiko said, and turned to the Japanese Reader’s
Digest, leaving me free to discuss whatever cause Dr. Shim-
kin had thought up between the time we parted in that late
afternoon and now.

“Jack,” he said, “I'm serious about you getting a mate for
Wolf—I think it would be very interesting for you.”

“What about Reiko?” Isaid.

“Oh, I wouldn’t drop her,” Dr. Shimkin said. “After all,
she’s your wife.”

Dr. Shimkin had a way of deliberately scrambling a con-
versation so he could put his point over—subtly, he thought.
“If you raised a family of wolves,” he continued, “it would
give me a chance to study them closely. I need a lot of mate-
rial for this paper I'm preparing for the AMA convention in
Las Vegas.”

“Las Vegas! For a medical convention!”
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“Yes,” Dr. Shimkin said. “We're going to use some of
those gorgeous show girls as models to emphasize the more
important parts of the human body.”

“Boy,” I said. “Doc, you've come a long way from those
skid-row, wino cadavers you used to use for that kinda
thing.”

“Yes,” Dr. Shimkin agreed. “Inflation has changed every-
thing.” I didn’t know what the hell this meant so I just
played it safe and agreed.

“There’s one thing I don’t quite understand,” I said.
“Why are you doing a paper on wolves for a bunch of physi-
cians?”’

“Apparently you are not aware,” Dr. Shimkin said, switch-
ing into his clenched-teeth, Westchester voice delivery, “but
the highly social nature of Canis lupus—the wolf—is closely
that of our own, perhaps I should say superior to our own,
and through them—the wolf packs—we can learn more
about ourselves.”

“That sounds pretty high and mighty, Doctor,” I said.

“It does, doesn’t it?” he agreed. “But”’—he then resumed
his normal enunciation—"you know I have always been fas-
cinated by wolves, and I'd like to know more about them—
even if I never write that goddamn paper.”

“What about Las Vegas?” I said.

“Anytime you say,” he said.

“I meant the AMA convention,” I said.

“Oh—that’s not for a couple of years yet. Think it over,
Jack. Then after you've thought it over, get Wolf a mate—he
needs one.” Then he hung up, and I walked over and turned
on the television set—I wanted the ten-o’clock news. While
the set was warming up and the picture was unscrambling it-
self, Reiko said, “No more wolves!”

I just looked innocent—as innocent as a man who was
thinking seriously about getting more wolves could look.
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THE monthly meeting of the Honansville Ecol-
ogy Group was enjoying itself, at our house, as usual. The
original charter members were all there: Harry Mitchell and
his semilovely wife, Ruthie—they were always the first to ar-
rive so as not to miss a drop. Harry needed a little lubrica-
tion before he could retell, word for word and endlessly, his
story of his experience in Butte, Montana, with a woman of
apparently loose morals and her dog. Harry and Ruthie had
decided after much soul-searching to come to the aid of the
coyote, as their part of this ecologically minded age. They
really had no idea that the coyote needed aiding, except that
once on their honeymoon trip, which they had spent at a
motel in the Hollywood hills, they had heard the yelping cry
of the coyote echoing through the canyons, and this gave the
whole idea of doing something for this small desert wolf a
sweet, nostalgic, and romantic air. They felt that the yelp of
the coyote should be preserved for all the honeymooners of
the future. I agreed with them, although not for quite the
same reason.

Frank and Ethel Krasselt had been very busy in their fight
against Ernie Saloks, who had been just as busy fighting back
and, at the same time, gouging sand and gravel out of hills
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for miles around and filling in swamps and swampy areas
much needed for wildlife’s sake.

“The cattail is holding its own,” Frank and Ethel re-
ported, “‘and the redwing still has a place to sit, but how long
it will last we don’t know.”

“One of Ernie Saloks’ big gravel trucks smacked into a
school bus the other day on the South Kent Road,” Harry
Mitchell said. “That oughta make quite a few points for the
cattails and redwings—people don’t seem to get very excited
about the redwings, but they’ll call out the vigilantes if any-
body smacks a school bus.”

“I think there are too many school buses,” Virgil Palm-
quist said. “Don’t you, Reggie?” to his antique shop partner,
Reggie Mailer.

“Yes,” Reggie agreed, “especially when you’re in a hurry.
You get behind a goddamn school bus and you are there for
days! They stop and let the kids out one at a time—every
thirteen feet! Whatever happened to walking to school? I
walked to school and it didn’t hurt me!”

“I'll bet you got lotsa laughs,” Harry Mitchell said, deep
in his third martini.

“What’s that mean!?” Reggie wanted to know. I did, too.

“Because you walk funny!” Harry Mitchell said. Then he
half sniggered and half burped, sounding like a minibike
stalling out on a hill.

“Oh, go yelp with your coyotes!” Reggie said, looking
down at the disarray that was Harry Mitchell.

Virgil and Reggie’s ecology problem was still the preserva-
tion of the gray squirrel—their gray squirrel—against a mon-
grel, neighborhood red squirrel. This was not a too important
crusade, but they were at least in the right groove for bigger
and better causes. And they never missed a meeting.

“School buses cause pollution,” Virgil Palmquist persisted.
“I don’t know what they're burning, but it doesn’t seem to
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be gasoline. There’s a foul dark-brown emission pouring out
of the rear end of every school bus I've ever been stuck
behind.”

“I agree with Virgil,” Rogers Dotson said. This was a first
for Rogers Dotson. He had never before agreed with any-
body about anything.

“So do I,” Alice Dotson said. “They’re smutching up the
whole countryside.”

“Smutching up the whole—?” Harry Mitchell said,
pleased that he had caught one of these ‘“high and mighty”
Dotsons in a vocabular faux pas. “Don’t you mean ‘smudge,’
Alice?”

“If I meant ‘smudge,” I would have said ‘smudge,””” Alice
Dotson said, in her clenched-teeth Westchester accent. “I
meant ‘smutch.” It’s a word you don’t hear every day, Harry
Mitchell, but it means the same thing!”

“Well shut mah mouth!” Harry Mitchell said.

“Someday somebody will!”” Reggie Mailer said.

“Would you like to try it?” Harry Mitchell said, setting his
king-size martini glass on a well-ringed coffee table and
trying to look like a bulldog. I must say, he succeeded.

“Good gracious, no,” Reggie Mailer said. “That’s a job for
a ready-mix cement company. They'd have to make two
trips, though.” Harry Mitchell now tried to look like a bull-
dog and Edward G. Robinson in Scarface before he said,
“Oh, yeah!” He didn’t look anything like Edward G. Robin-
son.

“Wait a minutel” This from Bella Brown, who sat on a re-
inforced bar stool next to our tiny corner bar. She was
wearing stained jeans and a short-sleeved sweat shirt with a
picture of André Previn imprinted on the back. She flexed
her enormous biceps as she continued. “There’s not gonna
be any trouble here! If there is, I’ll start it—and I’ll finish
it!”
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“Fair enough,” Harry Mitchell said, and terminated his
martini in one quick gulp, and immediately headed for the
bar and a refill.

“I'd like to say something about pollution,” Dr. Shimkin,
as a new member attending his first meeting of the Honans-
ville Ecology Group, said. “I understand that the Kent
School dumps its sewage into the Housatonic River.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t worry about that,” Rogers Dotson said.
“It’s a very fine school.”

Dr. Shimkin was nonplussed at this, and I thought he
might have felt some misgivings at becoming a member of
this spooked congregation, so I said, “Doctor, what you need
is a good stiff drink.”

“Jack,” the doctor said, “you’d make a great diagnostician.
Let’s get on with it.”

Dr. Shimkin, encouraged immensely by his half tumbler of
bourbon, launched into a grandiose speech about what the
Honansville Ecology Group must do to save the world—or at
least Honansville.

“The first thing we must do is cut down on children,” Dr.
Shimkin said. ‘““T'wo should be the limit for every family.”

“That’s gonna be a problem for us,” Frank Krasselt said.
“We’ve got six—which four do we get rid of?”

“Well, now,” Dr. Shimkin began. “I didn’t mean—"

“I never cared too much about Richard, Philip, Emily,
and Phoebe,” Ethel Krasselt said. “They were the last
four—”

“No, no,” Dr. Shimkin said and poured himself another
half tumbler as quickly as he could. “If you have children
now you should keep them, naturally.”

Frank and Ethel looked pretty glum at this news.

“Anybody wanna tea?” Reiko said, again in a desperate
and sadly futile attempt to be part of this strange Americana.
But, as always, no one wanted tea, and Reiko went back to
her gentle silence—wondering where it would all end.



and How to Raise Wolves 111

Harry Mitchell, taking advantage of a lull in this cross-
purposed conversation, said, “Did I ever tell anyone of the
ecology problem I ran across in Butte, Montana?”’

The newcomer, Dr. Shimkin, before anyone could warn
him, said, “An ecology problem in Butte, Montana? Sounds
Interesting.”

Everybody in the room but Harry Mitchell sighed a mar-
tyred sigh, as Harry said, “It’'s a very interesting ecology
problem. You’ll understand right away what the problem
was as soon as I tell you.” There was a pause while Harry re-
inforced his will to get loaded in the shortest possible time,
and none of us took advantage of this, so Harry continued.
“This all happened in Butte, Montana—there was this
hooker who had a cocker spaniel, and—"

“It was a St. Bernard,” Ruthie, Harry Mitchell’s semi-
lovely wife, prompted.

“A St. Bernard,” Harry said, without missing a beat.

“I have a dog story,” I said. I just couldn’t listen to one
more run-through of Harry Mitchell’s long-ago, and prob-
ably apocryphal, tale of high life in Butte, Montana. And
judging from the beatific looks of gratitude on the faces in
the rest of the room as I rudely interrupted him, they felt the
same way.

“I love dog stories,” Alice Dotson said, “especially if
they're sad.”

“Yes,” agreed her husband, Rogers, who sat in my best
chair, smoking his poisoned pipe and stroking the imaginary
Irish setter at his side. “There’s nothing quite so satisfying as
a good, sad dog story.”

“I like sad horse stories better,” Bella Brown said. “I made
a pair of shoes today for my oldest mare and I wanna tell
you—"

“We're not interested in your oldest mare, Bella,” Virgil
Palmquist said, abruptly cutting off Bella in midsentence.
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Bella, who was not used to resistance of any sort, looked hard
at Virgil.

“One of these days, Virgil,” she said, “I'm going to pull
your wings off!”

“May we have the sad dog story now,” Alice Dotson said
with the great patience and dignity that comes from ninety-
proof vodka.

As an apprentice perfect host, I said, “Yes.” Then I
started, “Once upon a time—"

“Holy Moley!” Harry Mitchell said. “A fairy tale!”

“I hope it’s a sad fairy tale,” Alice Dotson said, trying to
suppress a burst of hiccups.

“There’s nothing quite so satisfying as a good, sad fairy
tale,” Rogers Dotson said.

When all the asides and interruptions for freshening up
drinks had subsided, I told them about when Bonnie and the
Three Clydes played an engagement at the Dreamland Ball-
room in a small town with the unlikely but bona fide name
of Maggie’s Nipples, Wyoming, and the question of where
we were to find overnight accommodations became almost an
International Incident. International because Slim Moyston,
our piano player, was a Mexican, and Slim insisted on travel-
ing with his pet Great Dane, who was greater than any Great
Dane I had ever seen before. He must have weighed 175
pounds dripping wet, which he was most of the time, because
Slim, although he didn’t go in for water and Dial soap much
himself, liked to keep Big Boy, his Great Dane, immaculate.
Big Boy didn’t smell like a dog. He smelled like Debbie Rey-
nolds.

Maggie’s Nipples, Wyoming, didn’t offer much in the way
of creature comforts, such as a motel with inside plumbing,
but it did have a motel. It was called the Maggie's Nip-
ples Hilton, which was a misleading designation, because
Snag Hilton, the owner, was connected in no way—either by
family or business affiliation—with the owner of the
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Waldorf-Astoria. Snag Hilton had, by his own bootstraps,
pulled himself up into his now exalted position as the largest
motel operator in Maggie’s Nipples, Wyoming. Albeit, he
was the only motel operator in Maggie’s Nipples, Wyoming,
but that was of little import to Snag. ‘““Statistics are crap—
with a capital K!” was one of his favorite sayings.

Snag was a little taken aback when Slim, whom Snag could
tell was not from Wyoming, asked if the motel had a policy
that excluded dogs. Snag was about to reply that dogs were
okay but Mexicans weren’t when he remembered that the
Maggie’s Nipples Hilton hadn’t had an occupancy for a
month and a half, so he said there was no objection to dogs.
Slim then asked to see the accommodations before he signed
the register and forked over the four dollars Snag was asking
for the “De Lux” cottage. Snag almost lost it at this, but
somehow he pulled himself together and handed the “Spick”
the key to cottage number three.

Bonnie, Bennie, and I sighed a large sigh of relief at this
peaceful conclusion of the negotiations (unless Slim didn’t
like what he saw) and signed the register. I signed “Mr. and
Mrs. Birdsong” for Bonnie and me, while Bennie the banjo
player picked his nose and scratched his crotch because it was
his turn to sleep in the car and guard the instruments. (A
note here: Bonnie and I shared the same bed because it was
cheaper this way. And a lot warmer.)

Slim was back.

“Did your dog like the room?”’ Snag asked Slim, his thin
voice dripping venomous sarcasm with every sneering sylla-
ble. Slim didn’t answer. He just signed the register and left
the motel office, carefully not slamming the screen door.

“Goddamn Mexicans,” Snag Hilton said.

“Yeah,” Bonnie said. “Too bad there were so many of
them at the Alamo—Davy Crockett might be alive today.”

“Who’s Davy Crockett?”” Snag wanted to know.

“Who’s Davy Crockett?!” Bonnie said, rather loudly I
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thought. “That’s like asking who’s Calvin Coolidge?! Jesus
Christ!”

“That last one I know,” Snag Hilton said, with what he
had been using for a smile.

“Good for you, Buster,” Bonnie said, at the same time ad-
justing her C cups to redistribute her out-of-date bosoms.
Snag’s eyes opened a little wider at this, and he extended his
smile to reveal a full set of empty spaces.

Bennie the banjo player, entranced by this, said, “Your
teeth are fine but your gums will have to come out.”

“What was that?” Snag said.

“It's just a joke,” I said. “An old joke. Bennie’s a banjo
player.”

“Has he got a dog, too?”’ Snag wanted to know.

“No,” I said. “Slim’s the only one with a dog. We almost
had a couple of lions, but how many motels would take in
lions?”

“That goddamn dog and that goddamn Mexican better be-
have themselves in that goddamn cottage that’s all I gotta
goddamn say,” Snag goddamn said.

“You're a beautiful person,” Bonnie said and left, care-
fully slamming the screen door so hard both hinges pulled
their screws from the doorjamb.

“She broke my door,” Snag said.

“Yeah,” Bennie said. “Now you’ll have every goddamn
Mexican mosquito for miles around in here.”

Slim appeared, stepping carefully around the prone screen
door, and said, “Big Boy can’t sleep—you got an extra pil-
low? Doesn’t have to be new.”

“Who's Big Boy?” Snag said, knowing full well.

“He’s my dog,” Slim said. “He’s a Great Dane and he can’t
sleep without a pillow. There’s only one pillow on the bed.”

“You got a dog—a Great Dane—sleeping on my bed?!”
Snag screamed.
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“No,” Slim said. “My bed. I paid four dollars for the
night.”

Snag turned purplish, then blackish, then whitish, then re-
peated the process in reverse order.

“Look, you Mexican sonofabitch,” he said, his voice stran-
gled by its overconstricted vocal cords.

“Wait a minute,” Bennie said. “Why don’t you give the
Mexican sonofabitch a pillow so we can all get some sleep.”

“No,” Snag Hilton said. “No! No! No!” By this time, he
had lost all control of his saliva. “Nol No! No! NolllllllI” he
frothed. He kept it up for hours. We could still hear him
when we were in bed at three o’clock in the morning. By this
time it sounded more as if he was conducting an Aztec prayer
meeting. It was sort of soothing. And irritating.

The next day, fifty miles beyond Maggie’s Nipples, Wyo-
ming, on our way to Yellville, Arkansas, where we had an-
other fabulous one-nighter, Slim told us that we could never
stay at the Maggie’s Nipples Hilton again.

“Why?” Isaid. “We paid the man.”

“Yeah,” Slim said, “but Big Boy—well, you know how
much he eats—"

“What’s that got to do with it?” Bonnie said.

“Plenty,” Slim said, “—when his bowels move.”

“You don’t mean—?"" I said.

“Yeah,” Slim said. “Right in the middle of the bed. It hap-
pened when I was takin’ a shower.”

“Oh, my God,” Bonnie said.

“Yeah,” Slim said. “I wrote a little note and stuck it in it.
Right at the peak.”

“A note?” Isaid. “What did the note say?”

“This happens every time I sleep without a pillow—
signed, Fraternally Yours, Big Boy.”

Everyone in the Honansville Ecology Group agreed that
this was a charming and sad dog story. Alice Dotson wept.
And so did Harry Mitchell—but for a different reason.
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ONE morning after I had returned, exhausted,
from walking Wolf through the hills, I received an urgent
phone call and ran smack into the Jack Paar dog crisis. Jack
always asks my advice on things about which I have not the
slightest knowledge—but with the few subjects I am an ex-
pert in in all phases, he has not once, in the years I've known
him, sought me out for counsel. Therefore when his dog,
Leica, was taken down with some mysterious malady, he
called me to ask when I thought it was. Others have made
the same mistake, nurturing the misbelief that I had some
occult power to diagnose what was wrong with their pets—
over the telephone. The truth being, if they would only be-
lieve me, I have no knowledge of animal diseases outside of
mange (which usually turns out the animal is shedding its
winter coat) .

Jack Paar’s dog had all the symptoms (according to my
dog disease book) of distemper, plus dropsy, spasms, parox-
ysms, apoplexy, locomotor ataxia, beriberi, and a nervous
breakdown. The dog, according to Jack on the phone, could
not walk without staggering. It had also taken to collapsing
in a heap and sleeping where it fell for five or six hours—
then awakening, apparently cured of everything. But then
the next day the whole process would start over again. The
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dog, a beautiful German shepherd, would be found when
Jack got up in the morning lurching around the living room,
knocking over end tables, vases, and delicately innocent floor
lamps. Then it would fall down and sleep. This continued
for several days, and Jack finally took the dog to a veterinar-
ian, who could find nothing wrong so he gave the animal a
shampoo and a set and sent it home.

On the seventh day He rested but Paar didn’t. He was too
busy with the blind perambulations of Leica, the German
shepherd, plus the same sort of behavior from a pet African
lion cub who was crashing around the living room, not only
knocking everything to the floor but in between staggers
tearing the Paars’ best couch to shreds. Then it started shred-
ding the drapes, and the rugs, and the Paars. Jack was frantic
by this time. He thought his house had been visited by some
mysterious and fatal plague. I thought it had, too—then
came the great dawning! The great light! There was no fatal
plague. There was no deep-seated physical indisposition at
all. Not an organic one, anyway. The German shepherd and
the lion were drunk! Every night after she finished up after
dinner, Mary, the Paars’ housekeeper, filled a large pewter
dish on the coffee table in front of the fireplace with a pound
or so of French brandy-filled chocolates. They were always
gone in the morning.

The Paars don’t feature brandy-filled chocolates much
anymore, but every morning Jack gives the dog and the lion
a little shot of Manischewitz. He doesn’t want them to think
he’s a party pooper.

After the Paar dog crisis, we settled down once more to
our Honansville way of life. I worked every morning in my
top-floor study while Reiko kept busy making rice and vac-
uuming. Then in the afternoon I played with the animals or
chain-sawed some firewood, while Reiko kept busy making
rice and vacuuming.

It was a pleasant life—rice was a good, healthy grain to eat
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and the vacuuming kept out the noise of the TV set and the
record player and the radio, which always filled every nook
and cranny of our mountaintop house. We had so much
noise going we had to add on, at considerable cost, some
extra nooks and crannies.

Every day when I went into the pen to play with Wolf, the
wolf, and Pussycat, the mountain lion, I felt like I was en-
tering a prison. And I was. It was a prison from which there
was no parole. No escape. There they were, these two magnif-
icent animals: Pussycat with her beautiful, nonblinking
eyes, purring like a diesel engine and rubbing her lithe, sleek
body against my legs; and Wolf, dashing around his pen in
the excitement of my visit, wriggling and peeing.

This was their life. Or, I should say, the happiest times of
their lives. A few moments’ visit from me. A few times a day.
The rest of the time was spent either pacing up and down for
hours along the steel mesh which held them prisoner or
sleeping what I felt was the sleep of despair.
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