
escapade on broadway

A NEW and welcome wrinkle has
been added to the Broadway thea-

tre: the official stand-by for the star or
featured player. Unlike understudies of
the past who haphazardly stepped in for
an ailing principal, the new corps of
emergency replacements is chosen with
infinite care. Most of them are players
of genuine stature. Indeed, some may
be names in their own right, like: tele-
vision star Pat Carroll, stand-by for
Judy Holliday in Bells Are Ringing;
stage and screen actor Tom Helmore,
who covers Rex Harrison in My Fair
Lady; opera singer Richard Torigi, who
occasionally spells Robert Weede in
The Most Happy Fella; and Brook
Byron, a comely blond lass who is a
familiar face on afternoon television se-
rials and concurrently holds herself in
readiness to substitute for English star
Brenda de Banzie in the thriller, Speak-
ing of Murder. These are just a few.

This rapidly mushrooming crop of
emergency players is given ample and
diligent rehearsals, proper costume fit-
tings and appropriate newspaper pub-
licity each time one appears. Hereto-
fore, casual understudies surreptitiously
were kept under wraps and only sprung
on captive audiences at curtain time.
Too, in the new scheme of things, stand-
bys are rehearsed under the guidance
of the original director rather than the
stage manager, who formerly did little
more than hold the prompt book and
indicate the playing areas. This, natu-
rally, resulted in a ragtag performance
which, simultaneously, lowered the
quality of the play several notches and
raised a considerable temperature of
resentment amongst audiences. In many
instances, understudies were selected
not for any discernible ability, but be-
cause they happened to fit the wardrobe.

Finally managements realized that
audiences did not plunk down hard-
eome-by dough just to witness a second-
hand fashion parade. The play (and
the performance) was still the thing.
In order to attract and retain patronage,
particularly in these highly competitive
and expensive times, the theatre ac-
knowledged the fact that it must lead
with its right foot. Employing highly
competent performers to stand by for

emergencies is a step in the proper
direction and one that has been ap-
plauded widely in New York.

Not that all understudies have been
woebegone spectacles. In point of fact,
some of today's major headliners have
stepped from these ranks. Several sea-
sons ago, the much lauded Carol Haney
was forced by illness to retire from a
few showings of The Pajama Game. Her
understudy, Shirley MacLaine, was
alerted. A film producer happened to
b6 in the audience and Miss MacLaine
promptly was whisked off to Hollywood
and movie stardom. (Some year pre-
viously, an identical happy fate befell
Lizabeth Scott when she pinch-hit for
Tallulah Bankhead in The Skin of Our
Teeth.) At this writing, Miss MacLaine
is scoring a tremendous personal suc-
cess in a road duplication of The Sleep-
ing Prince. Ironically, Barbara Bel Ged-
des, who essayed the lead in the Broad-
way original, was politely dismissed by
the local critical gentry. The same role
not only brought major recognition to
Miss MacLaine but also promise of a
musical adaptat ion of Rostand's
L'Aiglon, especially tailored to her tal-
ents, for next season.

Replacements always have been some-
thing of a headache in the theatre. When
a star is closely associated with a hit
play or musical and is compelled to
leave the attraction at the expiration
of his contract, there is a whirlwind
search for a proper "name" replace-
ment, else box office receipts dip.

For example, Garson Kanin wrote
Born Yesterday for Jean Arthur. Miss
Arthur played it for several weeks on
the road and then quite suddenly re-
linquished her role to a young actress
with little experience and even less box
office draw. But producer Max Gordon
was resolute: he decided to bring the
play in rather than bury it ignomini-
ously in Philadelphia. His judgment
proved fortunate, for today that young
actress not only has experience and box
office magnitude, but also a fistful of
citations, including an Academy Award.
She is, of course, Judy Holliday.

If it weren't for the defection of June
Knight, an erstwhile musical comedy
queen, Mary Martin still might be

veiled by obscurity. Miss Knight was
to have taken a second lead in Cole
Porter's Leave It To Me, but for some
personal reason defaulted. Miss Martin,
an unknown quantity at the time, was
brought in as second-best replacement.

It may come as a surprise to some
readers that two of Broadway's bright-
est young musical comedy stars were, in
a sense, substitutes. When Anita Loos'
saga of the Twenties, Gentlemen Prefer
Blondes, was being prepared for musical
transmutation, Ethel Merman was pen-
ciled in to portray the wily Lorelei Lee.
But somewhere along the line, Miss
Merman had a change of heart. In order
to meet a complicated booking schedule,
the producers halfheartedly engaged
newcomer Carol Channing to step into
Lorelei's vacant shoes. As probably
everyone knows by now, Miss Channing
developed into the show's major asset
and was largely responsible for its over-
whelming success. Conversely, Miss
Channing was the disappointed victim
of a wholesale shift last season. Origi-
nally earmarked to portray Liza Doo-
little in a musical variation of Shaw's
Pygmalion for The Theatre Guild, the
show unexpectedly changed sponsor-
ship, was retitled My Fair Lady, and
England's Julie Andrews was substi-
tuted for the blonde comedienne, who
was left at the post, cockney and all!

The incumbent season has produced
more last-minute replacements than
usual. Among them: Miriam Hopkins
for Joan Blondell in the forthcoming
Catch A Falling Star; Adrianne Allen
for Edna Best in The Reluctant Debu-
tante; Luther Adler for the indisposed
Ezio Pinza in the short-lived drama,
A Very Special Baby; and Beatrice
Lillie for Tallulah Bankhead in The
Ziegfield Follies. Palpably, that tilted
game of fortune which is known ''as the
legitimate theatre is not limited to
stand-bys and understudies. Stars are
as much a pivotal part of the uncertain
game as their lesser colleagues.

But getting back to the understudies:
perhaps the most fortuitous incident of
recent years occurred some weeks ago
in London. Peter Ustinov, celebrated
star and author of the smash hit com-
edy, Romanoff and Juliet, which will
invade Broadway next fall, injured his
back a few hours before curtain time.
His understudy hastily was summoned.
On that particular evening, Queen Eliz-
abeth and her royal party visited the
play. With the attendant fanfare and
eminence of the occasion, Ustinov's
second-stringer, David Hurst, overnight
has blossomed into a major name in
Great Britain's theatrical ledger.

THE ODDS
WERE ALWAYS RIGHT

By William Saroyan

along turk street, the chaps not only wrote books, they also made book

TURK STREET in San Francisco in
1935 was a favorite playground for

a wide variety of indoor men — card-
sharps, bookies, horse-players, stud and
lowball amateurs and professionals, crap-
shooters, barflies, and common loafers.

Among the poker amateurs were a
number of fiction writers, including my-
self. Another was a Finn who had had
two novels published, and quite a few
action stories in the pulps. A third was
a fellow with a bulging brow who had
one novel published, and a dozen or
more stories in big slick magazines. On
the side he reviewed books for an old-
time San Francisco weekly called The
Argonaut, but he never read the books
he reviewed.

"As I understand it," he said, "Am-
brose Bierce, Mark Twain, and Bret
Harte themselves once wrote for The
Argonaut, and I thought I'd better, too,
since I'm not a native son, either."

"I believe they wrote for The Over-
land Monthly," the Finn remarked. To
which the book reviewer replied, "Well,
anyhow, they came out to San Francisco

from the East and the Midwest, and so
did I. The native sons don't know the
first thing about writing, because they
don't understand cycles. Instead of
staying here, they're supposed to go to
New York and Boston."

In addition to the published writers
Turk Street attracted unpublished ones,
especially after word got around that a
lot of talk around the poker table in
the back room at Joe Bailey's was liter-
ary. The place became a kind of writing
school, and sitting in on a game became
something like taking an extension
course in the art of fiction and poetry.
Published poets, however, were infre-
quent visitors, but they did show up
now and then — but only to watch. A fic-
tion writer with five bucks was always
eager to take a seat at the poker table,
but a writer of poetry with ten dollars
in his pocket wouldn't think of risking
the money. The caution of poets is some-
thing worth looking into, most likely,
although there have probably been ex-
ceptions. I never saw one in San Fran-
cisco, though.

(Continued on next page)
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ILLUSTRATED BY DAVID STONE MARTIN

(Continued from Page 11)
Over Joe Bailey's, Oscar Dill ran a

crap game. On occasion he put two or
three blackjack tables and dealers to
work, too. And he booked horse race
bets. I called him Eric after Eric Gill
of England —a devout man whose sculp-
ture I had seen in photographic repro-
ductions in books at the Public Library:
a man who designed type, studied re-
ligion, and wrote a very special order
of prose (since he was a very special
order of man). Oscar Dill was another
order entirely, although in his own way
he was special enough, too.

The tradition of bookies is to lose with
grace and to pay-off with a smile, as if
the bookie were delighted to have a win-
ner among his clients, but Oscar Dill
had no use for that tradition. Whenever
anybody won a bet, Oscar believed there
must be a mistake, and then when there
wasn't, he disputed the amount bet, and
after the dispute had been settled, he
insisted that the client bet back the total
amount involved on the next race. If the
client preferred not to, which he gener-
ally did, Oscar sulked and went into
hiding in the small room just beyond the
betting counter. Sometimes he would be
gone for five minutes, sometimes until
post-time for the next race. He would
look at the winning-client out of the
eyes of a deeply wounded and terribly
persecuted humanitarian, and then he
would bring out a thin wad of currency
and count out the sum involved — but it
was always five or ten dollars short. A
number of winners just didn't have the
heart to point this out to Oscar. They
took what he had counted out, and they
let it go at that. Now and then, though,
a writer would point out the error, and
a fresh wound would be inflicted on
Oscar's soul. He would pick up the cur-

rency quickly and go back into his hide-
out. In the end, though, he would pay
off but first he would say, "Good thing
you writers have got old Oscar Dill to
pay your food and rent bills. But what
do you guys ever do for Oscar?"

Nothing, of course — just bet with
him, and most of the time lose.

Joe Bailey walked like a duck. He
thought things out calmly, and made a
decision. Oscar Dill, on the other hand,
bounced, as if there were little pogo
sticks under each of his feet. He faced
all problems swiftly and a little hyster-
ically, and never reached a decision. Joe
and Oscar weren't partners in any real
sense, although being neighbors they
were mutually interested in their clients,
since their income was derived from
them, and they hired the same help.

Joe Bailey's best stud-dealer was a
young Italian from somewhere in the
North Beach who was called Spider,
most likely because his hands were all
over the table to see that nobody got
away with any kind of cheating. In order
to earn a little extra money Spider now
and then dealt blackjack for Oscar Dill,
too.

Spider was an indoor man. He loved
to be inside places, preferably disreputa-
ble ones. He was slim and pale and
swift, and by any standards, excepting
those of the insurance companies,
healthy. After work he loved to duck
across the street to the Bay City Grill
with one of the girls of the street and
have a thick New York cut steak while
she paid for her own plate of hash, or
ham and eggs. This meal might be at
two in the morning, or three or four.
From the Bay City he would cross Turk
Street quickly — he hated to be out-
doors — and duck back into Joe Bailey's.

(Continued on Page 18)

12



ODDS WERE RIGHT
With whatever money was left from his
day's wages he would take a seat in the
pan game. If he won, and he was pretty
lucky, he would send one of Joe Bailey's
floor boys to the Greek grocer's at the
corner of Turk and Taylor, and the
Greek would pass along to the boy a
bottle of Johnny Walker Black Label -
the only kind of Scotch Spider would
drink, because he had heard it was the
best, and the best was none too good
for him. Spider would tip the boy a
buck, open the bottle, take a swig, and
settle down to a lot of happy pan.

Joe Bailey's never closed. In 1935
when I went to Europe for the first time,
my starting point was the stud table in
the back room. Spider was dealing, the
Finn novelist had the seat to his left,
Hollywood Pete had the following chair,
I was next, and after me came an old
gentleman called Big Gus. Then came
a man called Mahkhamovitz because he
said Mahkhamovitz every time he lost
— it means the Angel of Death in Yid-
dish — and finally Curley, a smiling fat
little man of sixty or so who played
better stud than anybody I ever saw.

When it was time for me to go to
Europe I got up and said so long. Spider
reached across the table, and we shook
hands.

"You take care of yourself now," he
said. "Watch out for them card sharps
on the boats."

I was away from San Francisco about
nine months. The day I got home I went
to Joe Bailey's, and there at the stud
table was Spider and all the others who
had been there when I had said good-
bye, except Big Gus, who had died. I
sat down and took an ace from Spider
for my hole card and then another ace.
I was very lucky that night, and I did
a lot of brandy-drinking. It was almost
as if I had never left the game, although
I was sorry about Big Gus.

Every now and then the town got hot,
and Joe Bailey and Oscar Dill waited
nervously for the police to shut them
down — generally it was only for a day
or two, or at the most a week or two,
and then all would be well again. The
writers would come back and sit down
and talk about writing, or anything else
that occurred to them.

One time, though, both joints were
shut down for a month, and then for
another month, so that Spider was out
of work, and therefore in trouble. Spider
needed to deal. He needed to be indoors
in a pleasant atmosphere. He needed
his pay. He needed his steaks at the
Bay City, and his chats with the girls
of the street, but now he was out of
work. The back room at Joe Bailey's
was deserted, Spider's clothes were
wearing out, and he was out of funds. A

(Continued from Page 12)

number of writers kept a straight shot
of Black Label in front of him at. the
bar adjoining Joe Bailey's — it was Joe's
bar of course — but that just wasn't
Spider's style. He didn't like to have
others buy him drinks. He looked all
right, but he was lost.

The writers, for want of a better place
to loaf, met at the bar almost every night
and talked and made bets on various
things, for young writers get bored a
little quicker than young executives do.
They'd bet a dollar or two about the
next girl off the street who would step
into Joe's saloon for a look-around —
blonde or brunette, red-head or black.
They'd bet on what the next loafer from
the street would have to drink: Scotch,
rye, or beer. They'd bet on how soon
Sam the bartender would say to some-
body, "What's it all about, boy?" And
so they wouldn't be so bored, a little
money would change hands, and another
night would slip away.

One evening the Finn said to this
writer, "Where's Spider these days?"

The writer said, "I haven't seen him
in about a month. Have you?"

"No," the Finn said, and then he
challenged the writer to make a bet
involving a fly on Sam's nose, but while
they were settling the terms of the bet,
Sam brushed the fly away, so they were
forced to devise another bet, which they
soon managed.

They bet a hundred dollars Spider
would never work at Joe Bailey's again,
because the work wasn't steady and
Spider couldn't stand being humiliated
by poverty. That is, the Finn took that
side, and the writer took the other
— that is, that Spider would be back at
Joe Bailey's when it opened again.

A whole year went by, and there I
was with a Packard convertible I had
bought for a hundred dollars, and now
I was almost broke. I'd met a Standard
Oil credit man at Joe's bar, and one
night he'd brought me a credit card, and
I had run up a bill of three hundred dol-
lars, although I had driven only around
town. The car used a lot of gas, but it
looked like a car a writer with two pub-
lished books ought to drive. It had a
condition called vapor-lock, too. The
motor would get over-heated in five
minutes, and then if the car was brought
to a stop at a stop sign it wouldn't start
any more. The result was that I got
quite a few tickets for jumping stop
signs. I had been writing stories and
sending them to editors, but I hadn't
sold any of them for money enough to
pay my gas bill, and I was running out
of saloon money, too. A couple of Hol-
lywood agents had sent me telegrams
from time to time saying they had easy
work with good pay for me at one or

another of the movie factories. How
about it? I hadn't answered their wires,
but now it looked as if I'd have to, so
I did, and the next evening I went to
Hollywood by United Air Lines.

The following morning at nine I was
at Ben Corey's across from Paramount,
and I was on salary for the first time
in years — $300 a week. It was embar-
rassing, but it just couldn't be avoided,
that's all. The first day I put in a good
day's work because I have always be-
lieved an honest hired hand should — I
wrote the scenario for a whole feature
musical. It was called Daily News, and
I presented it to Ben himself, instead of
to his stooge assistant producer. Ben
glanced at the thirty pages, and then he
said, "What do you sa,y we go have a
drink?"

It was after seven anyhow, very nearly
everybody else had gone home long ago,
so we went to Lucey's just up Melrose
and had three at the bar, and then
steaks. From Lucey's we drove out Sun-
set, and then up a hill to a big parking
lot adjoining a building that looked
something like a government building at
Versailles. The place was called the
Clover Club and you had to be some-
body to get in. Ben was somebody, so
he got right in and I got in with him.

Well, it was a great place. Roulette
tables, crap tables, blackjack tables —
all surrounded by studio owners, pro-
ducers, directors, male and female stars,
scenario writers, and a few riff-raff —
commonplace millionaires.

Ben went his way while I studied the
joint, — to see if I could find an appro-
priate spot where I might put my eleven
dollars to work without appearing to be
a cheapskate, or an out-of-towner. I
found a number of alcohol-drenched
writers wearily betting blackjack only
one chip at a time, but the chips turned
out to be worth a hundred dollars apiece.

I kept wandering around among the
celebrities, and then at last I found a
blackjack table at which were seated
three little old ladies. They were the
mothers of producers, I was later in-
formed, and they were betting silver
dollars. I sat among them, put out a
dollar, took my cards, and they were
the worst: a Jack and a six. The dealer
was waiting for me to let him know
whether to hit.

I looked up, and there was Spider,
only now he looked like a Decathlon
Champion of the Olympic Games, His
face was full and tanned. His eyes were
rested and calm. And his suit must have
cost a hundred and fifty — made to or-
der. I was about to give him the old
Frisco greeting when he just barely
smiled, and then just barely shook his
head.

"Card?" he said.
(Continued on Page 33)
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brandy puts a cap on a feast or a glow on a chill

DBINK FOB HEBOES

Claret is the liquor for boys, port for men; but
he who aspires to be a hero must drink brandy.

— Boswell's Life of Johnson

James Boswell knew what life was about.
He knew that a feast, no matter how sump-
tous, is not complete without a denouement
of brandy. He knew that a chill, no matter
how deep, disappears after a glass of the
stuff one connoisseur has called "the noblest
liquor of them all."

The queen of the noble family of brandies
is, of course, Cognac, made in the region of
France from which it takes its name. Finest

products of this area bear the proud label
Grande Fine Champagne, the mark of a
thoroughbred drink. Unlike the word Cham-
pagne, which also signifies a district of
France, Cognac cannot be applied to a prod-
uct made outside the area.

Brandies in general are made nearly every-
where south of the Baltic Sea. There are
Greek brandies (Metaxa), Italian brandies,
Cuban brandies, domestic numbers and an
exotic delight, Serbian plum brandy.

So, here's to brandy* be it a Frapin Grande
Fine Champagne Supreme Cognac at $14
a bottle, or a Paul Masspn De Luxe domestic
for only $4.80. It's a drink for heroes!
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GO WEST, YOUNG MAN! (Continued from Page 23)

'Five thousand firemen in this city and we have to be saved by your husband."

The sands of the great desert are
studded with ranches, and those men-
tioned are only examples of what to
expect throughout the area.

Somewhat typical are the Silver Spur
Guest Ranch near Douglas ($60 a week
and up) and Rancho Santa Cruz near
Nogales (same price). Both Douglas
and Nogales are on the border of
Mexico, and, if you've a mind to, you
can travel thither with little trouble.

Now, how about the man who can't

get his fill of ice and snow but can't
afford the fare to Pt. Barrow, Alaska?
, Well, nestled in the lee of the Cali-
fornia High Sierra is a charming little
promoter's paradise known to the na-
tives as Mammoth Mountain. Its slopes
glisten with that cold white stuff well
into June, and its log fires crackle
merrily far into the martini-filled nights.
Its ski lift hauls week-end athletes duti-
fully to the top of its glistening slope
and thoughtlessly leaves them to impro-

vise on the problem of descent.
All this activity may depress the

non-outdoorsman, who takes far greater
pride in being able to rise at six a.m.
after drinking until four.

Accessibility is a prime attraction for
the Mammoth vacationer. Spotted an
easy 300 miles north of Los Angeles,
the resort offers splendid side trips to
mountain or desert areas.

You can pick your poison when it
conies to price, too. Rates run from
two dollars a day and up to seven clams
and up, depending on the lodge.

ODDS WERE RIGHT (Continued from Page 18)
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I said yes, he gave me a Queen, and
I broke.

While he was picking up the cards
he looked at me again, and again he
just barely smiled, so the next time
around I bet two dollars. I got a Jack
and a King to his ten and eight. I let it
ride. Going along slow and easy, in less
than half an hour I had more than two
hundred dollars, and the little mothers
had barely held their own, if in fact
they had done that.

I looked at Spider, and then at the
stacked silver dollars in front of me, and
again he just barely smiled. This tune
he leaned his head a little to the left.
After a moment I looked to the left and
got the idea: the bar.

I converted the silver to chips, and the
chips to currency, and then went to the
bar and asked the bartender for two
double shots of Black Label. He poured
them, and went off. I waited for Spider,
and after three or four minutes he came
over and broke into laughter.

"I never thought I'd see you here," he
said. "What did you do, give up book-
writing?"

"Just for a little while, Spider. I'm
down here to get out of debt, that's all."

He sipped the whiskey instead of
gulping it down the way he used to do
in San Francisco.

"Got to stay sober," he explained.
"We kept looking for you at Joe's

bar," I said.
"The town's shot," Spider said. "I

couldn't take it. Where you working?"
"I'm over at Ben Corey's. I just got

in today."
"How much you owe?"
"About fifteen hundred, counting

everything, but I figure as long as I'm
here anyhow I might as well hang
around until I can go back with three
or four thousand in my pocket."

"That's not easy to do in this town,"
Spider said. "You make it, but you
spend it, too. There's guys out there at
the wheel or the table who make three,
four, five thousand a week. They can't
quit working, either."

I was pretty sure Spider had given
me winning cards at the blackjack table,

but I couldn't come out and say so. In-
stead I said, "I sure had a run of luck
at blackjack, didn't I?"

"Yes, you did," Spider said, "but then
you know how luck is. Who's around
up home?"

"The same old gang," I said, "but
they're lost without the action. They
meet at the bar and try to invent bets
to make. I made a few myself. I bet the
Finn a hundred dollars we'd see you
back at Joe Bailey's. How about it?"

"You lose, kid," Spider said. "I can't
go back. I can't afford it. Hell, this ain't
the only suit I've got like this. I've got
three more. And shoes? I'm having them
made in England, the same as the stars.
And I've only been here two months.
This place is like home to me now. The
money's big and fast. And don't think
Spider don't get his share."

Spider finished his drink, looked at
his watch that must have cost two or
three hundred, and then he said, "Kid,
it's like old times just seeing a face from
Frisco. I got to go back. Come by and
take it easy there any tune — the same
as a little while ago. We don't know
each other. O.K.?"

"Sure, Spider. When I get back to
San Francisco I'll pay the Finn."

"You never know. This place may get
raided, too, but if it does and I come
home, I'll be loaded."

"Before you go, Spider," I said, "tell
me one thing. Where'd you get that tan?
I never saw you looking so healthy
before."

A pained expression came over
Spider's face.

"Man," he said, "you don't know
what happened to me when I left Frisco.
You know I was flat. I'd hocked or sold
everything I had. Well, first I was a
highway bum for two months. I was out
of doors two whole months, man. I'll
never go out of doors again. I can't take
sunshine. It makes me stupid. Do you
know for two weeks I even worked on
a vineyard in Fresno? Never again.
Well, take care of yourself. Get home
and get gack to your book-writing. Any
fast-talking phony can write movie sto-
ries. I see 'em in here all the time."

He went off quickly, and a few minutes
later I saw him begin to deal again to
the little mothers. He was home again,
indoors, where he belonged.

Three months later my bills were
paid. I had written a lot of movie stuff
for Ben Corey, and then for Columbia,
but nobody wanted any of the stuff. I
guess it was because I had written the
stuff without making a lot of fuss. I
didn't have three or four thousand dol-
lars in my pocket, I had sixty dollars,
but I decided to go home and back to
book-writing just the same.

When I went down to Joe Bailey's on
Turk Street in San Francisco I saw two
unpublished writers out front talking,
so I knew the place was open again. I
didn't have a hundred dollars for the
Finn, but I could at least let him know
I had lost. I could pay him some now,
and the rest later on, but he wasn't at
the stud table, or in the bar.

I asked Joe Bailey about him, and
Joe thought about the matter a moment,
and then he made his decision.

"I think he's dead, kid. He hasn't
been around in months."

Well, I never did see the Finn again,
and I never saw another story of his hi
the pulps, or another book by him. If
he hadn't died, he had certainly gone
away, and he had certainly stopped
writing.

I went upstairs to Oscar Dill's. As
luck would have it Oscar himself was
at the peep-hole. He sprung the door
open and bowed reverently.

"Where the hell have you been?" he
said. "We've got to have more writers
around here. Gambling writers, not the
kind that stand out front and talk. Get
over there and take the dice."

"Old Eric Gill," I said.
"Oscar" he said "Oscar Dill. You

never could get my name right, could
you?"

"Oscar or Eric, Dill or Gill," I said.
"What's the difference, just so your
health's good?"

Old Oscar bounced on his little pogo
sticks, laughed, and hollered to the stick
boys, "Hey, boys, it's going to be like
old times around here again."

It wasn't, though, but then of course
it never is.
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