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      THE REAL ANIMAL HOUSE: A REAL
 FOREWORD

      CHRIS MILLER GOT TO DARTMOUTH in 1959, joined the Alpha Delta Phi fraternity, and I guess we could say that the rest is apocryphal. By the time Chris and
         I met in 1975, his “Tales of the Adelphian Lodge” were among the most popular stories published in National Lampoon, and Chris was frequently out of New York reading those and other stories of his to college audiences all around the country.
         How I came to be at the Lampoon in those days is a long chapter for the book I’m currently too lazy to write, but this is the relevant part.
      

      In early ’75, I was performing in The National Lampoon Show in a New York cabaret with John Belushi, Gilda Radner, Bill Murray, Brian Doyle Murray, and Joe Flaherty. Our producers were
         Matty Simmons, publisher of the Lampoon, and Ivan Reitman, at that time a successful young Canadian producer with great entrepreneurial instincts who had made considerable
         money producing and distributing exploitation films like Cannibal Girls (“They eat men!”). But Ivan was looking beyond another off Broadway Lampoon cabaret show; what Ivan imagined, and what he proposed to Matty Simmons, was the first Lampoon feature film.
      

      Our show had opened to mixed reviews and so so business, but the run extended through the summer of that year, when Lorne
         Michaels came talent scouting for his new NBC venture, Saturday Night (the Live would be added later). Lorne took John Belushi and Gilda, then the ill fated Howard Cosell variety show came and took Bill
         and Brian Murray, along with the brilliant Christopher Guest, a veteran of the Lampoon’s hit off Broadway show Lemmings, and a standout on NatLamp’s Radio Hour. I had left the Lampoon show a couple of months earlier to direct a PBS series in L.A. for my good friend Michael Shamberg—which is not to say I
         would have been cast on SNL had I been there—but this sets the stage for the genesis of Animal House, the movie.
      

      BEFORE THEY ALL WENT their separate ways, Ivan asked Brian, Bill, and John to write a treatment for the first Lampoon movie using material from our show and some appropriate articles from the magazine. He offered to pay them $2,500, but astute
         businessmen that they were, they demanded $2,500 each! “Forget it,” Ivan must have said. “I can get Ramis to do it alone for $2,500.” And so he did. Faced with the assigned material,
         I looked for a unifying setting and theme, and it was at that point that Anne, my wife at the time, said, “Why don’t you write
         a college movie?” In fact, I had had some extraordinary experiences at Washington University in St. Louis; I joined a fraternity
         and lived for two years in the Zeta Beta Tau house and then another two years in an off campus apartment.
      

      What characterized my college years, 1962 to 1967, was the dramatic shift in mood and focus that began with the Kennedy assassination
         and continued through the onslaught of the free speech movement, the civil rights struggle, and the anti war movement, all
         fueled and somewhat intensified by what I call a “national voluntary drug testing program.” In that period, fraternities were
         becoming increasingly marginalized as students converted their anarchic energy to legitimate political protest and activism,
         and the free form social experiments of countercultural lifestyles like communes and collectives. In that new context, the
         old Greek system made less and less sense, and the film treatment I wrote attempted to describe that shift. I called it “Freshman
         Year,” but when I submitted it to Matty and Ivan, it was clear that nobody liked it enough to move forward. What we all recognized
         was that it lacked the spirit and hard comic edge of the Lampoon, so at that point I suggested working with a Lampoon editor, Doug Kenney, HarvardLampoon alum and one of the founding partners of National Lampoon.
      

      Doug was a Harvard graduate from Chagrin Falls, Ohio, and the Lampoon’s leading comic authority on puberty and adolescence. He had edited and compiled Lampoon’s highly successful high school yearbook parody and had authored two classic Lampoon pieces, First Lay Comics and First High Comics, elements of which later found their way into the screenplay for Animal House. Given Doug’s particular bent (he’d also written a novel called Teenage Commies from Outer Space), we set aside the notion of doing a college movie and instead laid out a high school film. Our story concerned Charles Manson
         in high school, a strangely seductive, demented loner living in the white bread world of a typical midwestern suburb, corrupting
         the local youth and forming a depraved cult of flying saucer worshipping teenage zombies. We called it Laser Orgy Girls. The marketing slogan for the popular American Graffiti had been “Where were you in ’62?” Ours was “Where was he in ’63?” To Matty and Ivan’s credit, they actually liked it, but
         after a moment’s reflection suggested we go back to the idea of doing a college movie.
      

      ENTER CHRIS MILLER, the lanky, good natured Connecticut looking gentile whose boundless enthusiasm for the golden age of fraternity life instantly
         put us back on the right track. Doug and Chris were Lampoon colleagues, and the three of us bonded quickly. What followed was an initial three month period of forty hour weeks on the
         eleventh floor of the Lampoon building at Fifty ninth and Madison, bankers’ hours spent totally debriefing each other on the
         American college experience. Working with Chris’s treasure trove of published Adelphian Lodge stories, Doug’s Harvard experiences,
         and my own fraternity days at Washington University, we compiled a virtual database of every funny thing that ever happened
         to any of us; every distinctive character we’d known; all the extraordinary and outlandish things we’d heard about fraternity
         life from our fathers, uncles, brothers, and cousins; and, finally, every single college myth we could remember hearing. Furthermore
         we looked back and discussed classic gang comedy, from Our Gang to Archie comics, identifying relevant archetypes for our
         emerging narrative. But what galvanized all our thinking right from the start was the term animal house, not just as a title but as the organizing thematic element from which everything else flowed.
      

      In the pages of Chris’s stories you will, of course, find characters and incidents depicted in the film. What didn’t make
         it into the film were some of the really hard core events, true stories that the producers and executives at Universal found
         too shocking or disgusting to include in a film intended for general release, even with its R rating. In fact, we were told
         that when Ned Tannen, the president of Universal, read the script for the first time, he appeared disturbed and said, “I don’t
         get it. These are the heroes?” Reassured by the studio’s younger executives, principally Thom Mount and Sean Daniels, the
         studio proceeded, and the movie went on to become, in 1978, the highest grossing comedy of all time.
      

      THOSE TOO DISGUSTING STORIES? They’re right here. Because finally the real Pinto is telling all, his unique experiences in one of the truly legendary animal
         houses, expressed in his own distinctive voice. “Sickness is health, blackness is truth, drinking is strength,” the perverse
         and subversive motto of both the Deltas and the ADs, colors these pages as Chris lovingly, ironically, and sometimes ruefully
         recalls a time when Eisenhower was in the White House, Ozzie and Harriet were on TV, and Holden Caulfield was in all our heads.
         Go nuts.
      

      Harold Ramis

      June 16, 2006

   
      PREFACE

      HEY, MAN! WHAT It is? I’ve been languishing in the fleshpots of Tasmania for many years, but now I’m back to let you know I can really shake ’em down!
      

      If you’re wondering what “A Mostly Lucid Memoir” means, so am I. No, seriously. Readers, I’ve made every effort to portray
         my sophomore year accurately, but since I was totally hammered most of the time, you can’t hold me to any of this, okay? In
         return, assuming we meet someday, I won’t hold you to anything, either. As Otter states in Animal House, “The whole point is to have a good time.”
      

      Okay. Next, I did something a little unusual with the writing.

      In a memoir, the voice is customarily in the first person. And so it is here—until I join the fraternity and become Pinto.
         Thenceforth, it was necessary to write in the third person. I had become part of a group of guys so interconnected that their
         experiences were my experiences and vice versa. To tell my story—Pinto’s story—I have to tell the other guys’ stories simultaneously.
         We shared lives.
      

      One other thing: Please preserve the anonymity of my dear friends by not asking which stories are real. Pretty much all of
         them are, but don’t ask. This way my brothers, should anyone go to the trouble of tracking them down, will be left with plausbile
         deniability. Can you imagine, say, Nosehole, who today is mayor of Philadelphia, being specifically identified as the AD who
         thrust his head up the Skidmore dorm mother’s skirt? No way!
      

      Now go turn on Hank Ballard and the Midnighters and let everyone say ow!

      Chris Miller

      June 2006

   
      CHAPTER ONE

      Ye Nob Hill Inn

      “THE MOST IMPORTANT THING when you go to college,” Ace Kendall declared, “the single most important thing”—he paused for effect—“is never, ever to
         join a fraternity.”
      

      I shifted in my seat. Ace’s assertions were making me uncomfortable. They tended to do that. “Yeah, well, easy for you to
         say. They don’t have fraternities where you go. At Dartmouth, that’s all there is.”
      

      “Hey, man, go hiking. Write a poem. Plant a tree. There’re all kinds of things to do without wasting your time drunk in some
         smelly frat house basement.” When Ace smiled, he looked like a devil, only a blond one.
      

      “Ace, what are you talking about? You’re drunk now. You like being drunk.”
      

      “True, but this isn’t a fraternity. This is Ye Nob Hill Inn.”

      Indeed it was. The jukebox, with its great forties jazz sides, was blasting away. Jan the bartendress was shaking up drinks.
         The electric Ballantine beer sign was making its bouncy arcs of color on the wall. Having all recently turned eighteen, my
         three best high school friends and I were ensconced in a booth, drinking beer and smoking cigarettes.
      

      “And,” Ace went on, “I’m with friends I chose. Guys I came to know naturally, over four years at Roslyn High. Unlike in a fraternity, where you have to like whoever they
         pledge, whether you really do or not.”
      

      “Ace, what is this animus toward fraternities?” said Josh. “Can’t you ever live and let live?” Josh, up at Rochester, was
         already in a house, one of the Jewish ones. He was a weight lifter who made fun of weight lifting. Still, he enjoyed it when
         his highly developed pecs, abs, biceps, triceps, lats, and what have you drew attention on the street.
      

      “Oh, he’s just trying to be boho.” Froggie, in his Ivy League clothes and Ivy League haircut, looked like a model in a J.
         Press catalog. He was quoting what some dopey girl at a party one night had said when Ace attempted to recite Beat poetry.
         He hadn’t gotten far.
      

      Now, as then, Ace chose to ignore the comment. “I’ll tell you. But first...” He signaled to Jan, who came right over. She
         was large and hearty. She and her husband, Eddie, ran the joint. Eddie looked like Jack Teagarden. Jan was Rocky Graziano
         with breasts.
      

      “Hey, check it out.” She nodded at the elevated TV, where Douglas Edwards was delivering the late news. “Man’s got a bad breath
         face.”
      

      I considered it. Yes, by God, Douglas Edwards did have a bad breath face. It was something about his lips. Jan was often perceptive this way.
      

      Ace ordered another round and Jan went off to get it. “Okay, fraternities. You have to be a conformist, man.”

      “You’re right,” said Josh. “Every last guy in my house is a Yid.”

      “You know what I mean.” Ace touched his soul patch reflexively with an index finger. “Plus, they discriminate. They’re breeding
         grounds for prejudice and elitism. Bet you don’t have any Negroes. Bet you don’t have any guys with beards.”
      

      “We took a quadruple amputee last month, though,” Josh said. “And there’s this ax murderer we have our eye on.”

      “At Amherst,” Froggie put in self righteously, “there’s at least one dwarf in every house.”

      “I stand by my point,” said Ace. “If you’re black, or weird, or, you know, a homo or something, you don’t get into a house.”

      “A homo?” the rest of us cried.
      

      “Sure,” Ace said. “They can’t help being homos. Black guys can’t help being black guys. Why shouldn’t they get in fraternities
         too?”
      

      I myself would soon have to decide about joining one. It was not an easy choice, and Ace’s assertions were making it harder.
         But—“Ace, Dartmouth is this little island in the middle of nowhere. I don’t need to plant trees—there’s millions of them.
         Plus, the closest girls’ school is an hour away. Half the time we’re buried under blizzards. How am I supposed to live as
         an independent up there? If I joined a house, I might have some fun. You know, friends? Parties? Rock ’n’ roll?”
      

      “But those things are the bait, man. It’s how they lure you in...and then, whomp, the jaws close and you’re lost! First thing you know you’re a corporate robot in a gray flannel suit who does what he’s told,
         has two and a half kids, and lives in the suburbs. In a house made out of ticky tacky!”
      

      I shook my head. “That’s bullshit. I’m never going to do that. I just—Ace, listen. My freshman year was horrible. They put
         me in a dorm room with these two guys—one never talked about anything but sports and the other didn’t talk at all. They didn’t
         know anything about what’s cool. I’d mention the Five Satins, and Brad thought I was talking about a basketball team and Isaac
         just looked at me. I want to have some fun up there, you know?”
      

      Jan arrived with the beer and Ace took a drink. “Look, you’re not going to find many Five Satins fans at Dartmouth anyway.
         It’s totally Republican up there. They probably listen to Dixieland or Glenn Miller or something. Now at Grinnell we have
         these hoots—”
      

      “‘Hoots’?” said Josh.

      “Owl music,” said Froggie. “It’s very now.”

      “Hootenannies, you shitheads. Folk music! And we visit Negro churches and get to know the, uh, Negroes who, you know, sing
         spirituals and stuff there. I met great Negroes last semester.”
      

      I sighed. Meeting great Negroes was fine by me, especially if the Negro in question happened to be Bo Diddley or one of my
         other musical heroes, almost all of whom were black. For rock ’n’ roll was the very defining influence of my being. Nothing was more important than this musical gift from the gods that had arrived in New York, along with redoubtable disc jockey
         Alan Freed, back in late ’54. But I wasn’t sure there were any Negroes in New Hampshire, much less ones with electric guitars. The life Ace was talking about would be fine if you were
         going to school in Alabama or Los Angeles or even here on Long Island, but at Dartmouth? It was different up there.
      

      And now, somehow, summer vacation was all but over. I’d finished my swell job with the Roslyn school system—cleaning desks
         and toilets with the school janitors—a week ago. The day after tomorrow I’d be returning for my sophomore year, which began
         with this horrible thing called rush, the process that sorted the majority of Dartmouth guys into one or another of the school’s
         twenty four fraternities and left the rest high and dry, condemned to three years of unaffiliated assholehood. This latter
         category would include guys with grave zit problems; or breath that was like poison gas; or glasses so thick they magnified
         their eyes, making them resemble Mr. Toad; and, well, yeah, Negroes, although there were only three of them allowed per class,
         which meant a grand total of twelve in the whole school at any given time, and some of those were African. And homos? At Dartmouth?
         As far as I knew, I’d never actually met a homo. They were really rare, as I understood it, maybe only one guy in a thousand.
         So of which group would I be a part—the conformist, square, yet fun loving fraternity guys? Or the wretched social outcasts?
         It wasn’t much of a choice.
      

      “You know,” Ace said to me, “Kerouac and Ginsberg and Cassady never joined fraternities. Look at the fun they had.”
      

      It was true—being on the road and smoking gage and digging starry dynamos sounded extremely cool. But there again, gage at
         Dartmouth was probably rarer than homos. What would work for Ace at Grinnell seemed impossible at the Big Green.
      

      “Maybe so,” said Josh to Ace. “Maybe I should be like you and sing folk music and integrate Negroes. But you know what? I got laid last spring. Did you?”
      

      Ace flapped his mouth once or twice. “Well, uh, I got a hand job from this chick behind the kiln...”

      “I rest my case.” Josh returned to his beer, his biceps flexing prodigiously as he brought it to his mouth.

      And there, it seemed to me, was the crux of the matter. Even if it took becoming a corporate robot, getting laid was number
         one. I gazed at girls as a man obsessed. If fraternities were the road to that, I’d join in a minute. The key thing to be
         striven for in life, I felt, almost as important as listening to rock ’n’ roll, was continuous sexual activity with every
         beautiful woman I could find.
      

      “Ace, I don’t know. Folk music doesn’t exist at Dartmouth. If you read poetry, they think you’re weird. What if I did join
         a house?”
      

      “You might be sorry,” Ace said quietly.

      “Or he might have a ball,” said Froggie.

      “And get laid and blown,” put in Josh.

      On the TV was that senator, Kennedy, who was running for president. They watched awhile. Actually a pretty cool looking guy,
         I thought. Sharp dresser. The fraternity subject slipped away now and we united in laughter and the verbal play, punctuated
         by expressions of sexual yearning, that had gotten us through high school. Eventually, Jan threw us out so she could close.
         With many slurred assertions of undying friendship in the parking lot, we bade each other farewell until Thanksgiving and
         drove in our separate directions. I made it home without mishap, hit the sack, and dreamed I was a corporate robot, marching
         with thousands of other corporate robots off a cliff and into a sea of beer.
      

   
      CHAPTER TWO

      The Last Dinner

      CLANG CLANG CLANG!

      With a groan, I woke up.

      Good morning, said my hangover cheerily. Aaaargghhhhhh!

      I tried to hide from it under the covers. This tactic didn’t work. Aw, man, do we have to do this? It’s my last day of vacation!

      Your fault, schmuck, my hangover pointed out.
      

      I got myself vertical and put my feet on the floor. My head throbbing became worse. I got real daring and opened my eyes.
         There were my jeans, the underpants nestling in them like an egg in a rumpled nest, my shoes and socks directly beneath both.
         Quick undress last night, it seemed.
      

      Clang clang clang!

      That was my mother, signaling me from downstairs. There was a heat pipe my room shared with the kitchen, and she would bang
         it with the back of a knife when she wanted me. Glancing at the clock, I found it to be noon. Shit.

      Pulling on my clothes rapidly, I found the aspirin in the bathroom cabinet and availed myself of several. Splashing water
         in my eyes, I dried off and looked in the mirror. Regular features, normal face. Stupid crew cut! In high school, I had had
         a DA—long all over and combed back on the sides to make a vertical ridge down the back. DA—duck’s ass. I’d actually managed
         to look cool for a while. Now, because my father insisted, I had this dorky flattop. It was what you had to wear at an esteemed
         institution like Dartmouth, according to my all knowing dad. The guy in the mirror no longer resembled Mr. Rock ’n’ Roll,
         as I liked to think of myself. I looked like Mr. Dick Face.
      

      In the kitchen, my mother greeted me with an expression of concern. “Do you know what time it is? My God, how are you going
         to get everything done?”
      

      “Mom, I just have to pack a few things. Don’t get nervous, okay?”

      She halved an orange, put one of the domes in the squeezer, and splashed juice into a little glass. I sat at the kitchen table,
         accepted my OJ, and downed it.
      

      “I could fry some eggs. Or how about oatmeal? Or—”

      “How about a Swiss cheese sandwich?”

      “But you haven’t had your breakfast yet!”

      “Mom, it’s lunchtime.”

      “Well, okay.”

      Reluctantly, she made me the sandwich. As usual, I had to add mayonnaise.

      “How can you use so much of it?”

      “I like mayonnaise.”
      

      She shook her head sorrowfully. “You’re going to make yourself sick.”

      “Never have.” I crammed the last of the sandwich into my mouth. “Mm, be’r go pack, ’kay?”

      Off I went, up the stairs with my half assed suitcase—a hand me down that might have been used by hobos in the thirties—and
         tossed it on my bed. It smelled of mildew from the cellar. Unused to packing, I paused. What would I need?
      

      I ransacked the drawers of my dresser. Underwear, socks, jeans, chinos, T shirts. Hanging in the closet was a faded blue denim
         work shirt I’d bought for going with Ace Kendall to the Village Gate to hear Nina Simone and, on another occasion, to dig
         the folksingers in Washington Square. While I could have told you the singers and label of any rock ’n’ roll group you cared
         to name, I knew shit about folk music. Well, there were those guys, the Kingston Trio. Up at school, I’d made out with a girl
         to their song “Scotch and Soda.” I decided to bring it. Who knew, I might make a road trip to Bennington this year, and they
         loved their blue denim work shirts at Bennington.
      

      Like an astronaut realizing he’s forgotten to turn on his oxygen, I became aware there was no music playing! Slapping some
         45s on my little fat spindled record player, I felt relief wash over me as Little Richard came on. Did I ever love Little
         Richard! Here is what that esteemed musical madman had done during a show at the Brooklyn Paramount in 1957:
      

      They’d saved him for last, of course. He came out and started singing, and within a minute and a half sweat was rolling down
         his face and streaming from his chin as if there were an endlessly full invisible bucket tilted over his head. He sang all
         his great songs—“Tutti Frutti,” “Long Tall Sally,” “Keep a Knockin’”—and finally climbed on top of his piano and screamed, “Yeaaaaahhhh!”
      

      “Yeaaaahhhhh!” we screamed back.
      

      “Yeaaaahhhhh!!” Little Richard cried.
      

      “Yeaaaahhhhh!!” we cried.
      

      “Yeaaaahhhhh!!!”

      “Yeaaaahhhhh!!!”

      “Yuh—!” Little Richard’s voice choked off and a terrible look came over his face. He clutched his heart...and fell off the piano, into the orchestra pit!

      The audience converted at once from hedonistic frenzy to state of shock, looking at one another in horror. Sam “the Man” Taylor,
         who led the band, got an incredibly worried look on his face and began swinging his arms, triggering Alan Freed’s closing
         theme, “Right Now, Right Now.” And then—Little Richard catapulted out of the orchestra pit, landed on the stage, and screamed,
         “YEAAAAAHHHHHH!!!!”

      The audience, a thousand strong, experienced simultaneous rock ’n’ roll orgasms and fell back, spent. Little Richard finished
         his song and the show ended, but what he had done resonated for me forever. It was the greatest act of showmanship I’d ever
         seen. Yes, I definitely wanted my Little Richard records.
      

      Last year, as a “pea green freshman,” I’d actually been afraid to bring my music with me. Guys at Dartmouth, I’d decided,
         would look askance at my greasy teenage rock ’n’ roll, probably preferring Mozart or something. Well, that hadn’t proved to
         be the case; what they did listen to was lots of jazz: Ahmad Jamal, Miles, like that. Good stuff—my musical knowledge continued to expand. And Johnny
         Mathis, but only for make out purposes. And, yes, even a little rock ’n’ roll, though leaning toward the squarer, more Caucasian
         variety.
      

      So, this year, I’d bring my records. Probably need two of those 45 carriers—that would supply me with a hundred singles. And
         wouldn’t Brad go batshit! Brad, my unsophisticated midwestern roommate, enjoyed Bobby Rydell and Freddy “Boom Boom” Cannon
         but turned pale when the Flamingos hit one of their high, shimmering harmonies. Ignorant white man. I began carefully choosing records to piss him off, lots of harmony groups with falsetto obbligatos and love lyrics, the
         sort of songs my pal Billy called New York creamers. For instance, the Harptones and the Heartbeats, and songs like “Florence”
         by the Paragons and “The Wind” by the Jesters. And some of those crazed rockabilly cats, I’d want them, too—Carl Perkins,
         Jerry Lee Lewis, Billy Riley, and Gene Vincent. And Elvis, but only his stuff on the Sun label. The man had gone horribly
         downhill since he’d moved to RCA Victor, recording icky ballads for pubescent girls. Since his army tour, he’d basically done
         shit, or so my rock ’n’ roll friends and I felt. It was one of my earliest experiences of decay.
      

      What else? A little science fiction? I inspected my brick and board bookcase. There were my main men: Robert Sheckley, Philip
         K. Dick, Cordwainer Smith, Theodore Sturgeon, and Jack Vance. And, ahem, my complete run of Galaxy magazine, from issue number one, in October 1950, to the present. The best of all SF magazines. I loved science fiction;
         it gave me comfort during teenage alienation attacks. The ability the writers displayed in imagining other realities seemed
         the mental equivalent of bench pressing four hundred pounds. They should be national heroes but were ignored. Who could explain?
         Still, bring my books to school? Where would I put them? And the suitcase was getting full. Maybe a couple of them would fit, I decided, and tossed in a Frederik Pohl novel and a William Tenn short story collection. Okay, what else?
      

      My eyes fell on my safe. It was an old iron safe I’d found abandoned somewhere, and Froggie had helped me lug it up to my
         room when no one was looking. It was about the size of an orange crate and had two wooden drawers lined with green felt. Though
         it lacked a lock, which probably disqualified it as a true safe, it was where I kept my special stuff: Superman and Captain
         Marvel comics from the forties; a switchblade knife I’d gotten from a hood—Vinnie Abbondandelo—whom I’d tutored in social
         studies; Korean War soldiers made of painted lead, with bazookas and howitzers; and other detritus from the initial eighteen
         years of my life. But what I was thinking about, specifically, was a certain shoe box I kept in there....
      

      Pulling it out, I looked inside. There they were, my girls. I hated leaving them here. My picture collection had been culled
         from many magazines: Titter, Beauty Parade, and Sizzle, with their sluts in bras, stockings, and garter belts; Rogue, Topper, and Cavalier, featuring girls who were slightly less skanky; and the most recent addition to the field, Playboy, which actually showed nipples. These were kept on the highest shelf at Mr. Kanufsky’s candy store, behind a barricade of
         wood, so that only the titles could be seen. When I worked up the guts to purchase one, I’d get it home, take it to my room,
         tear out the three or four pages with the best pictures, and drop ’em in the shoe box. The girl on top was a good example:
         a pretty brunette wearing only a man’s shirt. She stood there, smiling invitingly, her legs wide apart, the shirt covering
         all her illegal parts. But in my imagination I could see everything. Well, maybe not see, exactly. More like feel. I could imagine running my hand right up to where it was located. It would be soft, fuzzy, and slightly moist. I knew this from instinct, not experience. Touching it was still in my future. God, was I looking forward to that!
      

      There was a special way I thought about my paper ladies. Each, I felt, was an individual whom I almost knew, and when I took
         matters into my own hands, it was like having a date with them. Dating two dimensional women had advantages, too—they never
         said no and I always respected them in the morning. In a way, I was actually in love with all of them. I began leafing through
         them now, my eyes caressing remembered breasts and buns, and—
      

      — looked down to discover a hard on attempting to push its way out of my pants and fuck my own navel. Ah, what a mighty, throbbing
         boner it was! But this was no time for beating off. The afternoon had fled and someone might knock on my door at any moment
         to announce the imminence of dinner. I gave it a slug with my fist, attempting to discourage it. This did not work. Well,
         I’d just have to outwait it. As for the pictures, it would not be wise to bring them to school. It was hard enough finding
         a time and place to beat off there without dragging a box of pictures along. Usually, you had to lock the bathroom door and
         work fast. Nor was the bedroom secure, with roommates wandering in and out. And if Brad or Isaac ever caught me, I’d never
         live it down. So I put the pictures back in my safe and sealed it with masking tape, hoping my family would take the hint
         and respect my privacy. Yeah, sure.
      

      It seemed time to call Suzette. Suzette was my sort of girlfriend. She didn’t believe in going steady and had never been willing
         to hang my ring on a chain around her neck, as was the custom at Roslyn High. She did, however, make out with me a lot. Which
         in her case meant great amounts of hugging and kissing—and little else. Well, that was the way it went, I told myself. My
         day would come. At least she wasn’t an idiot, like most Roslyn girls.
      

      “Hello?”

      “Hi. It’s me.”

      “Well, hi, you.”

      “Are we on for eight?”

      “Mm hm. And Daddy said we can use the living room tonight.”

      What great news! The living room was where our chief action would occur, but usually Mr. Kornfeld occupied it, watching TV.
         He was not a passive viewer, either; he would tune in Bishop Sheen and shout cheerfully rude remarks as the insipidly smiling
         cleric delivered his uplifting homilies. I had joined him in this sport once or twice, and we’d vied in hurling insults at
         the screen. It had been fun. But this wouldn’t do tonight. I was off to New Hampshire and Suzette to Chicago, as in “University
         of.” Shit, I might not get to make out with anyone until we were both back for Thanksgiving!
      

      “Cool. So what are you doing?”

      “Reading Finnegan’s Wake.”
      

      “Sounds cheerful.”

      “It’s wonderful.”
      

      “What’s the plot?”

      “It doesn’t really have a plot.”

      “Okay. Is it serious or funny?”

      “It’s, I don’t know, it’s everything.”

      “Anyone get laid?”

      “Don’t be silly. You think I’m reading Battle Cry? This is James Joyce!”
      

      I’d heard the name but was vague on the man’s oeuvre. Perhaps I should return to the agenda.

      “Well, I’m sure looking forward to seeing you. I’m really going to miss you, Suzette.”

      “I know. I can’t wait to feel your arms around me.”

      She couldn’t? Whoa. It was unusual for her to speak this way. Was What’s his name’s Wake getting her hot? Maybe tonight would be a scene from my book, the aforementioned Battle Cry. After all, here I was, driving off to this faraway island of academia, so maybe she’d consent to go “all the way” with me,
         as Kathy had with Danny before he left for Guadalcanal. My hard on returned at the thought, and though I boinked it with a
         copy of The Rise and Fall of the Third Reich, it wouldn’t go away.
      

      “Hey! Get down here! It’s dinnertime!”

      My father’s bellow, however, worked a mighty anti erectile mojo that caused it to vanish like a Popsicle in a blast furnace.
         “Uh, see you later, Suzette.” I hung up and got down there.
      

      Mom had dolled up the table for my good bye dinner: lace tablecloth, the good plates, lots of silver. The table itself was
         mahogany and old. The crystal vase was filled with violets—Mom was quite the gardener, surrounding the house each year with
         beautiful chrysanthemums, zinnias, and rhododendrons. Being eighteen, I didn’t give a shit, but a neutral observer would have
         thought things rather pretty out there. On the sideboard stood silver serving bowls, napkin rings, and a pair of antique Tiffany
         tea sets from different eras. There had once been money in my family but my maternal grandfather was a drunk and pissed it
         away. What was left were these handed down pieces of furniture and jewelry. Which was great for my parents, who dug decorous
         dining. Everything had to be just so.
      

      “Where’s your goddamned brother?” my father asked, draining his martini on the rocks.

      “I don’t know. He wasn’t upstairs.”

      Dad went to the back door. Wilson had a laboratory in the garage, having combined three different Gilbert chemistry sets on
         a workbench there. “Wilson!” he bellowed.
      

      “Coming, Mother!” It was a catchphrase from the radio show Henry Aldrich.

      They came to the dining room and sat down. My brother, Wilson, was somehow allowed to have more hair than I was—a big, blond
         drop of it across his forehead—which I found grossly unjust. I’d tried various ways to inch my hair longer without my father
         noticing, but JC Senior, as Wilson and I called him, had been vigilant as a hawk. I was going to Dartmouth; I had to look
         clean cut.

      Wilson took a seat and accepted a plate from Mom. It was heaped with carrots, peas, and potatoes. He regarded them as if they
         were cat vomit.
      

      JC Senior had begun to carve. Roast beef was an event meat, saved for Thanksgiving and other occasions. My father considered
         carving to be a manly art. The ritual began with the stroking of knife against sharpening steel, which made a cool shwoop shwoop sound. Then he would plunge the special two tined carving fork into the meat, which would squish down and emit juices and
         produce a steady stream of pink red beef slices. They would stack up on the carving board like the meat at the delicatessen,
         except Dad was doing this by hand, not with some machine. He was an artist with the knife.
      

      At length, everyone’s plate was full and we fell to ingestion.

      “Did you wash your hands?” Mom asked Wilson.

      “Sure.” He immediately put them below the table.

      “You did not,” said Dad. “Get in there and wash your fucking hands.”

      “John!” cried Mom.

      Wilson reluctantly left the table. I, who hadn’t washed my own hands, hummed a little tune and took a bite of beef.

      “Christ,” muttered Dad. He poured himself another glass of Gallo Hearty Burgundy. Making an indefinite gesture with his hand,
         he turned to me. “Are you ready for school?”
      

      “Yeah, I guess.”

      “Car gassed up? Bags packed?”

      “Oh, yeah.”

      “Now you’ll be rushing soon, right?”

      Wilson wandered back in. “Rush, rush, rush. Doesn’t anyone relax anymore?”

      The remark was not dignified with an answer.

      “Yeah, I guess.” I still felt indecisive about joining a house. As for rushing, it scared the shit out of me. “How do you
         handle it, Dad? All those people judging you.”
      

      “Just let ’em see you’re a real Dartmouth man.” He drained his glass and poured another. “You’ll do fine.”

      “Hey, how ’bout giving me some of that?” Wilson suggested.

      “Ha ha,” said Dad.

      “Just drink your milk,” said Mom.

      “I hate milk. It tastes like calcium.”

      I regarded him curiously. “What does calcium taste like?”

      “I don’t know. I just made it up. I know what salt tastes like.”

      “Everyone knows what salt tastes like.”

      “Yeah, but I know it better.”

      “Eat your vegetables,” Mom directed him.

      “I hate—”

      “Never mind,” roared Dad. “Eat them!”

      Making elaborate expressions of disgust, Wilson placed extremely small spoonfuls of the pea/carrot mixture in his mouth.

      Dad turned back to me. “As I said, you’ll do fine. Now that we got you that haircut....”

      “Yeah, thanks a lot.”

      “I don’t know why you want all that long hair anyway. You look like a fag.”

      “John!”

      “A lot of guys have longer hair these days.” This meant hair that came a little over the collar and could be combed back on
         the sides. “What, I should be like Froggie, wear that nice little part and Ivy League pants with a belt in the back?”
      

      “Yeah!” said Wilson.

      “You’re going to an Ivy League school,” Mom pointed out.

      “That doesn’t mean I have to wear pants with a belt in the back. What’s the point of having a belt in the back?”

      “Never mind the goddamned belt in the back! Just look clean cut.” Those words again. “Is your sport coat pressed?”

      Who knew? It was buried amongst the stuff I’d thrown in the trunk of my proud and mighty motorcar. JC Senior had come through
         with a green ’54 Ford, now that I was a sophomore and could have wheels at school. It took seven or eight hours to drive from
         Roslyn to Hanover, New Hampshire.
      

      “Sure.”

      “Okay. So just make a good impression.”

      “Hey, you hear that song by the Impressions?” Wilson held his spoon before his mouth and sang, “‘Your precious love-uv-uv,
         means more to me—’”
      

      “Goddamn it, don’t sing that nigger music at the dinner table!”

      I leaned over and spoke sotto voce to Wilson. “I heard it. It’s great!”

      We slapped palms like black jazz musicians pleased to see each other.

      “More peas?” asked Mom.

      “I’ll have some, France,” said Dad, holding out his plate. To me he said, “I hope you met some SAEs last year.”

      SAE, or Sigma Alpha Epsilon, had been my father’s house at Dartmouth, back in the twenties. He’d played sax in the Barbary
         Coast, the college jazz band, and drunk bathtub gin. Some guy had gone blind from it once, but JC Senior had avoided that
         affliction.
      

      “Oh, sure, lots of SAEs.” Yeah, like none. I vaguely knew where their house was, but hadn’t, in fact, met any fraternity guys, except for the Pi Lams in the next room—Pi Lambda Phi was another Jewish house—and Al Heller, down the hall,
         who was an Alpha Delta Phi.
      

      “Good. Well, you don’t have to pledge SAE, but it sure was good when I was there.” He downed his wine. “We had a party one night. This girl took her
         panties off, climbed on the dining table, and—”
      

      “John!”

      “Aw, well, Christ.”

      “Hey, I want to hear this!” cried Wilson.

      I did, too, but Mom’s embarrassment would be too much to deal with. Ever the diplomat, I changed the subject.

      “So, Mom, great dinner.”

      “Thank you, dear.”

      “I wanted to hear that,” grumbled Wilson. He used his spoon to catapult a pea at my forehead.

      “Hey!” I said.

      “Goddamn it, you stop that! Eat your dinner! Why don’t you listen and learn? In two more years, you’ll be going to college.”
      

      “Not me! I’m going to live in the Village with Negroes and drug addicts! I’m going to sing in a band.” Leaping from his seat,
         Wilson went to his knees on the floor, reciting into his spoon: “‘You know, it so hard to love someone! Yes, it so hard to
         love someone that don’ love you! And it carry a heavy burden on yo’ heart to know that the someone they love is yo’ verra
         bes’ friend!’”
      

      “Christ on a crutch! Stop that! Get back in your chair!”

      Wilson was doing the recitation from the Bobby Marchan song “There’s Something on Your Mind.” For a pain in the ass, he sure
         was cool.
      

      He continued: “‘I tell you, when someone is rockin’ yo’ cradle better than you can rock yo’ cradle yo’seff, there’s—’”

      Dad, with a horrified expression, stole a look at Mom to see if she got the implications of rockin’, and turned on Wilson in fury. “You shut up this minute! For Christ’s fucking sake!”
      

      “John!”

      I couldn’t hold back anymore—I burst out laughing. Unfortunately, I was in the middle of a sip, and Pepsi flew from my mouth
         to decorate the tablecloth with an aerosol of amber.
      

      “Jesus!” roared Dad. “Can’t you two eat dinner decently? I’m never doing this again! Goddamn it, France, I’m eating alone
         from now on!”
      

      The two tiered dinner system had been a fact of life around here for some time: the kids at six, JC Senior and France at seven
         thirty. Except on special occasions, like tonight, when an exception was made.
      

      “Now, John, you know you don’t mean that. Wilson, sit back down. And you”—she turned to me—“wipe your mouth.” She thrust a
         napkin at me.
      

      I crammed the napkin against my mouth, trying to restrain further laughter. Looking around, I saw Mom glaring at Dad, Dad
         glaring at Wilson, and Wilson taking sips of milk then smiling prissily and making little head shakes, like Percy Dovetonsils.
      

      “Hey, look, this is my last night here,” I ventured. “Couldn’t we, I don’t know, cool out?”

      It was as if they all took a deep breath and counted to ten. As if the movie projector went briefly on hold, then started
         again.
      

      “Will you be in the same dormitory?” Mom asked.

      “Yeah, same room in the same dormitory.”
      

      “With Brad and Isaac?”

      I sighed. “Yeah.”

      “I thought you liked them.”

      “They’re okay. I just don’t have much fun with them.”

      “In a fraternity,” said Dad. “That’s where you’ll find your real friends.”
      

      “Okay, Dad.”

      “Or the stamp club,” Wilson piped up. “Great guys there.”

      “Yeah,” I agreed. “They really stick together.”
      

      “Har de har har,” said Wilson.

      I glanced at my watch. “You know, I ought to get going. I’m seeing Suzette tonight.”

      “Oh ho!” It was Dad’s French laugh, indicating a certain raciness. “Weel you take her to ze salle ɠcoucher?” he asked, leaning his chair back on two legs, waving his wineglass as if at some gay celebration of the liberation of Paris.
         “Et coucher ze leeving sheet out of her?”
      

      “John!”

      “Aw, for chrissakes, Dad! What the hell’s the matter with you?”

      “Ho ho ho!” He rolled his eyes, waggled his eyebrows roguishly—and hit the floor with a crash as his chair went over backward.

      “John!” Mom rushed around the table to kneel by him.
      

      “By the Holy unfucked Mother of Christ!” Clambering to his feet, he threw his wineglass against the wall.
      

      “Stop that!” Mom was not very effective at getting anyone to do anything.

      “You think that’s fucking funny? Is that what you think?” He grabbed the offending chair and slammed it repeatedly into the wall. Wood slivers flew like shrapnel.
      

      “I’m out of here.” I stood up so fast, my chair went over backward. Departing the dining room, I traversed the hall and grabbed the front door doorknob.
      

      “Goddamn fucking son of a bitch!” More glass smashed.
      

      “John, you stop this right now!”

      I burst through the door, my father’s voice like a powerful hydraulic device ramming me out of the house, out of my family,
         and out of Roslyn. I rushed down the front steps and headed down the walk.
      

      There was a tugging on the back of my shirt. “Hey!”

      I stopped and turned around. Wilson stood there. “What?”

      “Couldn’t I go with you?”

      “To Suzette’s?”
      

      “Well, no, I guess not. I just don’t want to stay here.”

      I met his imploring gaze. He looked at the ground. “I hate it when you leave me here. And tomorrow you’re going away for a
         long time.”
      

      “Just two and a half months.”

      “Are you kidding? That’s like two and a half years!”

      “Aw, Wilson...”

      “He’s getting worse, man. You saw it. I don’t know what to do.”

      “It’s not really that bad, is it?” In an effort not to let this upset me, I was in severe denial.
      

      “You don’t know. You can get away. I’m stuck here. It isn’t fair.”

      I put an arm around his shoulders. “Look, I’ll stay in touch. Okay? And we’ll write. If it gets too crazy, I’ll come down.
         But, um, Suzette’s expecting me so I really ought to—”
      

      “You don’t care. You’re gonna go up to your fucking college and you won’t even think about me.”

      “No, really—”

      “Go see your girlfriend. What do I care?” He started off down the street.

      “Where’re you going?”

      “Maybe I can stay at Gary Smith’s.”

      “Gary Smith’s?” The Smiths, in the ramshackle house on the corner, made the characters in Li’l Abner seem urbane sophisticates.
      

      “Yeah. When you’re gone, I stay there sometimes. Well, so long. Have a good trip. I’ll be okay.” Wilson nodded and continued
         on his way.
      

      For the thousandth time, I wished I could do something to help. But what would such a thing be? Take him up to Dartmouth?
         Wilson had correctly identified my favorite thing about college, though—it got me away from here. I couldn’t stand it at home anymore. Living there was like being in jail.
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