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A killing frost struck England in the middle of May 1944, stunting the plum trees 
and the berry crops. Stranger still was a persistent drought. Hotels posted 
admonitions above their bathtubs: “The Eighth Army crossed the desert on a 
pint a day. Three inches only, please.” British newspapers reported that even the 
king kept “quite clean with one bath a week in a tub filled only to a line which he 
had painted on it.” Gale winds from the north grounded most Allied bombers 
flying from East Anglia and the Midlands, although occasional fleets of Flying 
Fortresses still could be seen sweeping toward the Continent, their contrails 
spreading like ostrich plumes. 
   —Rick Atkinson, The Guns at Last Light 

 

—————— 
 

My earliest memories are dark, like under-developed film: reaching for 
a flower, my mother’s smell, the sound of music. It floated out of the 
radio like magic. When the theme music came on for Noon-Time Neighbors 
I got on Fancy, the wooden rocking horse my grandfather made for me, 
and began to ride. At night, the radio told the war news, Roosevelt’s 
hearty voice buoying all the grown-ups gathered around it as if it were the 
beating heart of the house. For me, the memories are fusty and old, as 
gauzy as cobwebs – you could dissolve them with your hand.	

	
Yet the isolation of those World War II years in the rural south, the 

love and the warmth, the anxiety over those who were far away, the tears 
when no letters came, and always, the laughter, marked me and taught me 
to live with contrast. I learned to need loneliness and to cry out for 
company, to act out the sadness of their lives, yet not take myself too 
seriously. My family was my first audience. 	
   —Katie Laur, Red Dirt Girl 
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—————— 
 
I came into this world at the height of WWII, smack in the heart of London with 
bombs raining down all around me, the fourth of four girls. I looked around at 
this catastrophe, and finding myself of an optimistic  nature, I decided to hang 
around. 
   —Lucelle Raab 
 
 
 
—————— 
 
 
Henry Blanton turned forty on an April day when the first warm winds of spring 
crossed the Texas Panhandle and the diamondback rattlers, fresh and venomous 
from their winter sleep, came slipping out from under the cap rock of the 
Canadian River breaks. It was a day full of treachery and promise, the kid of day 
that Henry would have expected for the showdown in a good Western. Henry 
was particular about Westerns. When he was a boy and hired out in the 
summer—for fifty cents a day and the privilege of keeping a local rancher’s 
thirsty cows from ambling downriver from their summer pasture—he saved his 
pay in a rusty tin bank shaped like a bull and planned a winter’s worth of 
Westerns at Amarillo’s movie houses. At night, the covers pulled tight above his 
head, Henry braved the moaning ghosts who rode the river breeze past the old 
stone line camp where he slept alone—and the way he did it was by fixing his 
thoughts on calm, courageous movie cowboys… 
   —The Last Cowboy, Jane Kramer 
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Two trucks collided on the crisscrossed highways in the small hours 
of the morning when the mist was thick. The protesting squeal of metal 
against metal and smashing glass silenced whatever small noises were afoot in 
the dark country at that hour, the little noises of munching and grunting that 
arose from the great salt march nearby. At seventy miles an hour, the two 
semitrailers suddenly had found themselves in the coastal lowlands; the 
blacktops of the rural state routes were slick; and the truck headlights merely 
illumined the fog from within as if sheets of satin were draped across the road. 
The trucks exploded into one each other without braking. After that blast of 
sound and its fallout of hollow chrome pieces dropping onto the road and rolling 
away, the quietness of the rural county flowed back in, and the muddy sucking 
and rustling noises arose again from the marsh. 
—Praying for Sheetrock, Melissa Greene 
 
 
—————— 
 
 

From: mfgreene1@aol.com [mailto:mfgreene1@aol.com]  
Sent: Thursday, May 18, 2017 3:53 PM 
To: jb@orangefrazer.comSubject: Re: Paradigm 

Well.... I had a decade’s work of research piled up in a moldering basement room I’d 
designated as my office; everywhere I looked there were boxes and files, newspaper clippings 
and interview transcripts, and shoe boxes of cassette tapes (the old big cassette tapes). I’d sit 
and try to start and I’d feel intimidated by the enormity of picking somewhere to start. No 
matter what I considered, it seemed there were boxes of other people, other scenes, quietly 
fuming at having been left out. I was thinking this morning (as I try to start this new book) 
of that challenge of getting the whole world through the pin-hole of your opening sentences, 
and I remembered a wonderful partial solar eclipse that happened one hot summer day many 
years ago: you’re always warned DON’T LOOK AT THE SUN IT WILL BLIND YOU 
FOR LIFE LOOK AT IT THROUGH A PIN-HOLE IN A PIECE OF PAPER!!!!! and I 
went outside and the leaves on all the trees, a hundred thousand leaves, had tiny holes in  
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them, little bug-bites, and they all were acting as pin-holes, so the tiny perfect image of the 
partial solar eclipse—a vivid circle with most of its interior in shadow—was cast down on 
the sidewalk and street everywhere; when the wind blew, all the leaves shook and a thousand 
tiny solar eclipse shapes danced.  
Anyway: it’s like that. With a pin-hole, you can cast the image of the SUN on a sidewalk in 
front of your house; so why not the image of an EVENT on a page of your notebook? 
One day, defeated by my damp office, I took one legal pad and one Expresso Fine-Point 
2.0-tip pen and went upstairs to sit in the living room and see what I could come up with 
WHEN NOT SITTING RIGHT NEXT TO all the research, and I wrote the first 
paragraph immediately.  
Once you’ve got the pin-hole, the rest can follow.  
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THE GOOD MAN 
(From the Smart Set, 1923) 
 
Man, at his best, remains a sort of one-lunged animal, never completely rounded and 
perfect, as a cockroach, say, is perfect. If he shows one valuable quality, it is almost 
unheard of for him to show any other. Give him a head, and he lacks a heart. Give him a 
heart of a gallon capacity, and his head holds scarcely a pint. The artist, nine times out of 
ten, is a dead-beat and given to the debauching of virgins, so-called. The patriot is a 
bigot, and, more often than not, a bounder 
and a poltroon. The man of physical bravery is often on a level, intellectually, with a 
Baptist clergyman. The intellectual giant has bad kidneys and cannot thread a needle. In 
all my years of search in this world, from the Golden Gate in the West to the Vistula in 
the East, and from the Orkney Islands in the North to the Spanish Main in the South, I 
have never met a thoroughly moral man who was honorable. 
 
 
————————— 
 
THE HILLS OF ZION 

(Prejudices: Fifth Series. In its first form, this was a dispatch to 

the Baltimore Evening Sun, in July 1925. I wrote it on a roaring hot 

Sunday afternoon in a Chattanooga hotel room, naked above the waist 

and with only a pair of BVDs below.) 

 

It was hot weather when they tried the infidel Scopes at Dayton, Tennessee, but I went 

down there very willingly, for I was eager to see something of evangelical Christianity as a 

going concern. In the big cities of the Republic, despite the endless efforts of consecrated 

men, it is laid up with a wasting disease. The very Sunday-school superintendents, taking jazz 

from the stealthy radio, shake their fire-proof legs; their pupils, moving into adolescence, no 

longer respond to the proliferating hormones by enlisting for missionary service in Africa,  
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but resort to necking instead. Even in Dayton, I found, though the mob was up to do 

execution upon Scopes, there was a strong smell of antinomianism. 

The nine churches of the village were all half empty on Sunday, and weeds choked their 

yards. Only two or three of the resident pastors managed to sustain themselves by their 

ghostly science; the rest had to take orders for mail-order pantaloons or work in the adjacent 

strawberry fields; one, I heard, was a barber.  

 

On the courthouse green a score of sweating theologians debated the darker passages of 

Holy Writ day and night, but I soon found that they were all volunteers, and that the local 

faithful, while interested in their exegesis as an intellectual exercise, did not permit it to 

impede the indigenous debaucheries. Exactly twelve minutes after I reached the village I was 

taken in tow by a Christian man and introduced to the favorite tipple of the Cumberland 

Range: half corn liquor and half Coca-Cola. It seemed a dreadful dose to me, but I found 

that the Dayton illuminati got it down with gusto, rubbing their tummies and rolling their 

eyes. I include among them the chief local proponents of the Mosaic cosmogony. They were 

all hot for Genesis, but their faces were far too florid to belong to teetotalers, and when a 

pretty girl came tripping down the main street, which was very often, they reached for the 

places where their neckties should have been with all the amorous enterprise of movie 

actors. It seemed somehow strange. 

An amiable newspaper woman of Chattanooga, familiar with those uplands, presently 

enlightened me. Dayton, she explained, was simply a great capital like any other. That is to 

say, it was to Rhea county what Atlanta was to Georgia or Paris to France. That is to say, it 

was predominantly epicurean and sinful.  
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Art for Art’s sake 

 
I was unsure what to expect when Art Schlichter knocked on our office door in 
April of 2009. I opened it to find a very large, shy, handsome man at our 
entrance who regarded me with extreme caution. This lone gesture, his hesitation, 
made me go into welcome wagon overdrive. I was nice. I was more than nice. I was June 
Cleaver on Ecstasy. Let me take your coat, your hat, and your gambling addiction and hang 
them right here on the rack by the closet. Would you like a snack? A drink? Something to 
help you forget that you were incarcerated for ten years? Here, come and meet the publisher 
who also happens to be my mother and who, if I can’t fix what ails you, will make you 
chicken soup, give sound medical advice, and has the warmest, most soothing phone voice 
ever.  
 
Art sat in a big cushiony chair in the publisher’s office and we were sort of awestruck. It was 
like having the Grand Canyon in our office—what a history and we couldn’t help but just 
stare. Every time his phone rang, he answered it. Was he placing a bet? “I have to call you 
back, I’m in a meeting,” he’d say quickly. He was a bit shy at first but friendly, and had a 
quick wit. Making conversation with him was not hard; he was pretty forthcoming and 
charming. But that phone rang constantly. 
 
He visited our office several times after that initial meeting, and each time he loosened up a 
bit more. We wanted him to trust us. And we wanted to trust him. And given his reputation, 
he was the one who needed to prove himself, yet we were the ones making sure he was 
comfortable. At one point we talked about gambling and I couldn’t help but tell him that I 
had frequented casinos and horse racing tracks and gambled. I thought to myself as we were 
talking, “Oh my god what if this sends him into a tailspin, just the mere mention of the word 
‘casino’? What if he speeds right to the nearest one the minute he is out of here? It will be all  
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my fault.” He sensed my concern. “Don’t worry Sarah, this won’t make me convulse,” he 
said. That was one thing I learned about him, he could read you, like you had a teleprompter 
sticking out of your skull advertising your thoughts. He read your face, your body language, 
the double helix of your DNA. 
 
As the publicity tour began, it was a thrill. He was so easy to promote because so many 
people wanted to talk with him. ESPN, sports radio stations across the state of Ohio and 
nationwide. Magazines wanted to interview him; it was exciting. But it got to be 
overwhelming for Art, understandably so. Another side of him began to show up that I was 
prepared for but still disappointed that it reared its ugly head. His anger. He would get mad 
if he had too much going on or if something was brought up that he had tried to keep under 
wraps, like his altercation with Earle Bruce from twenty-five years ago.  
 
“But Art, you and Earle are friends now, he won’t be mad that you mentioned your 
discouragement with him over some football play that happened years ago.” 
 
 “This will ruin our friendship!” he yelled at me over the phone. As I tried to June Cleaver it, 
he hung up on me.  
 
Having the whole world in your Ohio farm boy hands when you are a teenager makes you 
feel a bit entitled. Going to prison takes that entitlement and tells you to stick it with the cell 
phone you tried to mule in from the outside. Art was mad and at whom I never really could 
tell.  
 
I scheduled an event for him in May of 2010 at Scarlet Oaks, a vocational school in 
Cincinnati. He was to spend all day there, speaking to students about his life, his rise to 
fame, and his free fall from the top of its letter f. I was nervous, it was an all-day event and I 
wouldn’t be there to make sure everything went smoothly. I had to attend a funeral. So I had 
to believe that he would be OK. He called me at the end of the day and said he would do 
one hundred more of those, he enjoyed doing it so much. I was beaming.  
 
He did it, and I was so proud of him and relieved that he resonated with the students. Some 
of them had been to prison, too. They saw that he survived, and that they could as well. I  
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had visions of Art doing this over and over again, selling books and redeeming himself by 
warning kids of the dangers of gambling and feeling entitled. Instead Art did something else. 
 
As it turned out, Art had spent the last fourteen months bilking an unsuspecting widow out 
of millions of dollars to feed his addiction. The newspapers said, “She believed he was a 
changed man and was doing better with his life.” After all, she did meet him at a church 
where he was giving a talk and signing copies of the book we published, Busted, the Rise and 
Fall of Art Schlichter. 
 
 They struck up a friendship and he asked her for money— $100,000. And she gave it to 
him, again and again until she had nothing left and no choice but to join him in his scam of 
selling ‘tickets’ to Ohio State football fans, tickets they would never receive. She wanted her 
money back and Art would give her only enough money to live day to day. I knew he had 
this in him. He read her double helix and saw “victim”. He read mine and it said, “This June 
Cleaver is really Pam Grier.”  
 
Art is now in jail and awaiting trial for fraud and for swindling a woman out of her fortune. 
The Grand Canyon fell into its own abyss. And we look on with thoughts of who we wanted 
him to be—successful and recovered—but see him for who he is, a crumpled mess of rocks. 
Unfortunately, a work of Art. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Interviews 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



[16] 

 
 
from River Queens, Alexander Watson 
 

“All registrations must be pre-approved prior to issuance,” She says to herself. “That cannot 

be right.” And she reaches again for the phone. This time she dials Oklahoma City, the 

capital.  

 “Melinda? Susan…Uh-huh…Fine…You?…Good…Really?… Again?…Too 

bad…Listen, I’ve got these two guys from Texas here trying to register…What? Oh, I’ve got 

a host of customers in here. You know how it is the first day after a holiday especially at the 

first of the month.  Uh-huh. Anyway, like I was saying, I’ve got these two guys in here trying 

to register a boat…Uh-huh…Well, the manual says…Well…Uh-huh…Well, I cannot very 

well go out and look at every single boat that comes in for registration, now can I? I’m sorry, 

it’s just…well, it’s not…I know, but it’s not…Yes, well, it’s not…Okay, fine, but it’s not on 

a trailer it’s at Alon’s… Not good. Bad, really…I know…She’s fine considering. I mean, if 

your husband was dyin’ a slow painful death, how would you be?…Yeah, I just talked to 

her…Well, you know Rhoda. The house could be on fire and she’d run into the kitchen to 

save the weenies and marshmallows so the kids would have something to do…No, their 

children are grown and out. Chad’s deployed God-knows-where and Casi’s in school 

someplace…” 
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I am born. How’s that for a start? Been used, you say? That’s the trouble with 

us old boys: nothing new under the sun. Pop said he remembered his own birth. It 
was quite exciting, he said. Suddenly there were lights, crowds, action. It was a bit 
like coming into a train station in a strange city, he said, if you arrived stuffed into 
the baggage compartment. He had remembered his mother’s eyes, he said, bright 
and luminous above him, big as pie plates, and he remembered the sound as she 
fumbled with the hooks of her blouse and the smell of the starch as he nestled 
against the maternal fount. Pop had a rich imaginative life, of course. 

I can’t go back that far. Perhaps Pearl nursed me with skim milk when I was 
expecting chocolate. That would have been like me. Great expectations. Usually, 
though, what I expected I received. I’ve lived in an aura of outstanding small town 
people who recommended me, were kind to me, and let me live as I wished. Life 
was a happy occasion. I was a good little boy. I was never killed in an automobile 
accident. I was never thrown in jail, and the military never got me. Good little boy. 
When life was raining dollar bills, my hands were turned the right way. I sledded 
downhill on a silver platter.  

I thought I was the baby Jesus. One evening, anticipating a good supper, I took 
a little walk around the neighborhood to dampen down my impatience. Near 
Locust Street I looked up and there was a full moon. I knew heaven was there, a 
pretty notion, and knowing the Jesus story, I knew there was to be another coming 
of Christ. I did not know whether he would return as a child or as a man. I 
recalled that he was a nice little boy of Nazareth, and I knew that I was a nice little 
boy of Wilmington. He had interesting relatives and a saintly mother, and so did I. 
I thought that perhaps one day there would be a celebration and I would be 
crowned. It was all about image, of course. I did not see being the new Christ as 
having any specific responsibilities. 

I’m pretty proud of myself. I seem to expect favors. The trick is not to ask for 
much. Enjoy what you are given. So I never asked. People just piled it on me. My 
life has been a picture show. 
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ORIGINAL: 

Papa was born on July 18, 1933 during the Great Depression. That summer the Malone’s 

would finally feel the effects of the devastating condition of the economy.  Up to this point, 

his parents John and Helen had been raising their two other sons Pat and Dick in a house on 

Celadon Avenue in Fairfield owned by Helen’s father Gerhard.  The house, purchased so 

that Gerhard could move out of East Hamilton and live in the country, was one of only five 

on that street.  The symbol of Gerhard’s success as a foreman at Mosler’s was a large white 

house that sat on three acres of land.  The surrounding area was a patchwork of farms. 

At the time of Papa’s birth, his grandfather Gerhard lost all his savings before FDIC 

came into effect, forcing him to sell the house. Papa’s oldest brother Pat, who was in the 

sixth grade, remembered the day he came home and told they were moving.  Being so 

young, he did not understand the downward spiral of the economy.  All he knew were two 

things:  later in life the move would mark a sign of lesser times and that the Malone family 

had fallen somewhat in status, and that he was being uprooted from the only place he had 

ever known, the quiet country setting of Fairfield, to move to the East side of Hamilton, a 

place that was surrounded by a ring of smog belched out by the many factories. 
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REWRITE: 

Papa was born at Mercy Hospital in Hamilton, Ohio, during the same summer the house 

was lost. It was July of 1933, and John and Helen Malone’s joyous occasion had been muted 

by the Great Depression. Suddenly, the house in the country with its wide porch, three 

bedrooms, and fruit cellar became a tiny one in blue collar East Hamilton, overshadowed by 

factories whose own prospects had dwindled in this, the worst year of the Depression. 

Reduced to piece-work, my grandfather John joined millions of other Americans who saw 

prosperity largely in the rearview mirror.  

Grandfather John scrambled for what work he could find. A coremaker by trade, he 

worked on the molds used for the production of everything from toys to auto parts. The 

sometimes hollow interiors of the molds were created by packing them with sand (or 

perhaps sawdust, crushed brick, even horse manure), from whence came the term 

“sandrats.” 

When there was work in the foundries, it was hard, dirty, and hot. The conditions never 

changed, and my sandrat grandfather John labored under the molten heat of the furnaces 

where summer and winter were indistinguishable, staggering out each day—or each day 

there was work— surprised to find that it was, say, January, or July. He arrived home 

covered in a thin layer of black soot that seemed to alter his pigmentation, his skin a 

perpetual gray. 
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River  Queens , Alexander Watson, opening 
 
(1) 

An 8 1/2 x 11" piece of white bond. Pinprick perforations along its upper 
margin enumerated the times it had been posted and taken down Used Boat boards. The 
board itself stood precariously on three casters in the shadow of a vast cruiser. Caprice 
pushed Dale behind that enormous fiberglass hull and turned our lives as surely a sheet 
of paper in the wind, but did not feel it. Not at first. “Come look at this,” he insisted.  

 
 
[This is your first scene, which should be strong and lean: the reader 

should see it very clearly. We don’t need to know everything, but we need to see 
clearly what YOU’RE seeing: where is this, for instance? Where are you standing?  
Some place where old boats are listed? Are you already at the Boat Show? If we 
are, are we out-of-sequence? The “Caprice” sentence is a reach, and isn’t 
grammatical: “but did not feel it”? What or who is the antecedent? As written, 
“Caprice” is. Caprice did not feel it. I like the thought, but the way it’s written 
has the reader, at first glance, see Caprice as a person, as in “Caprice and Dale 
Loves Sophie to Death.” 

So you left the movie in disgust and went to the Boat Show. But maybe, 
perhaps, we should know how you got to the Boat Show? You’re standing out in 
the rain and you say, “You want to go to the Boat Show?” Why’d you think of 
that? 

But you get the idea. Think: Clean. Strong. Direct. Don’t push any of the 
writing (unless something good just naturally occurs). Save the “writing” for 
later, when you’ve drawn your readers in. It’s somewhat like my friend 
Fleischman says about the rules of sexual conduct: “Consenting adults. No 
children. Don’t frighten the horses.”] 
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(2) 
Lake Texoma is the consequence of the Eisenhower Dam built across an otherwise 
insignificant squiggle of water, the Red River. Its body is only eighty feet at the foot of the 
dam and wading depth at its head thirty miles upstream, but it is the tributaries which snake 
like tendrils of some giant octopus another thirty miles into the neighboring states of 
Oklahoma and Texas. Islands run down the middle like a spine providing sandy beaches for 
volleyball and bonfires, secluded bays offer quiet anchorages, the fishing up tree-lined creeks 
cannot be beat, and there is plenty of open water for skiing and sailing. Texoma is a boater’s 
paradise. 
 
 
(3) 

Sometime back in the mists of time, Dale and I found ourselves driving north 
out of Dallas on a whim larger than Lake Texoma, which is where we were headed. 
As it was still early in the century, cell phones—not yet a fashion accessory—were 
the size of breadboxes, and to make an emergency call we had to look for a pay 
phone along the roadside. 

Our emergency was that we were unconscionably late for our destination on 
a winter’s day that was deteriorating with my mood. My mood was further 
influenced by sprinting through the cold rain to the phone, which was invariably 
mounted on a wall somewhere, not in a sheltering booth. 

“Joe,” I say, without preamble, “we’re still on the road. Gonna be a little 
while.” 

 
 

(4) 
Frost-bitten grasses shine like old vermeil in the warm February as we make our way across 
the north Texas plain to the small town of Alvord, halfway between Fort Worth and Wichita 
Falls. Bill Bridgeman and his sons keep a wood shop there. It is the usual errand. Dale and I 
own rental property in Dallas’ Oak Lawn neighborhood which has suffered white flight, 
hippies, Hispanics, and gays before coming back around poised for regentrification. The 
charms of a small apartment in a stately in-town home appeal to twenty-something 
suburbanites yearning for the urban life. But finding a place for all their stuff in irregular 
floor plans requires custom cabinetry.  
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Bridgeman’s builds furniture grade casework at a cost worth a hundred-mile drive out of 
Dallas. Our plan is to stop off at Bill’s, exchange pleasantries, haggle over price, and place 
the order before finding lunch somewhere on our way to the Red River and the Oklahoma 
border. The lake up there is called Texoma. We are not boaters. The side trip is a lark 
making a change from the clogged toilets and overdue rent of property management. 
 
(5) 
A winter storm of rain and freezing temperatures descends on the north Texas plain 
between Fort Worth and Wichita Falls. Dale and I consider our options. The warmth and 
safety of our Dallas apartment lie a hundred miles south, ahead of the weather. In the 
opposite direction and through the storm’s path, a boat which has piqued our curiosity 
is moored on Lake Texoma. We will not be this way again and call to cancel our 
appointment, but our contact, a man named Joe McBride says, “As long as you’re on 
your way, you might as well c’mon.” We turn the truck north and head for the 
Texas/Oklahoma border.  
 
 
 
(6) 
 The Market Hall in Dallas was a hotbed of summer fun and frolic on that cold 
February night as eager crowds swamped Winter Boat Show 2001. Everyone there was an avid 
boater, everyone except two: Dale and I were curiosity-seekers, looking solely for diversion 
after a movie that was completely forgettable. We walked around the mega-yachts past the 
personal watercraft, the trolling motors, the guide services and repair contractors before 
ending up next to the Adventists.   
 Uninspired, we made our way to the door where Dale found a bulletin board plastered 
with boat pictures. Each photograph was so exactly like the others—spotless boats floating 
on sparkling seas under sunny skies—that only the exception stood out. It was a study in 
gray. The subject had been shoved out of a boathouse to the length of its rope and 
photographed in front of a corrugated steel wall. Instead of the usual laundry list of perks 
and upgrades, the caption read: Chris Craft. ‘Connie’. 45’. $30K. We noted its peculiarity, 
zipped up our jackets, and left to find dinner. The traffic on the damp freeway hissed of 
damp pavement behind our backs. 
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NOTES—The World’s First Jukebox 
 
Harold Frieheit ambles through his old Clintonville home with the circus wagon parked 
out front. the house is rather labyrinthine, not at all the standard house museum, 
because Harold is not the standard curator. 
harold is on the informal side, and wears a beret, his interests sidetracking him, so that 
you might start out in music boxes, and end up in the Alio canal, a presiding interest. 
harold is also an anachronism, only marginally in the 20th century just as the rest of 
America readies itself for the 21st. 1910 is harold’s period, and harold’s arcane house 
tour is in actuality, a sort of documentation of the end of the Victorian period. 
corner of high and crestview 
Musique Mechanique, it is called. 
harold’s place as curator is secure. he is, after all, the man — the only man, should he 
choose – who may dance to the world’s first juke box, which is the jewel of his collection  
a collection of long-obsolete machines in his dusty rooms. 
the juke box was discovered in a barn in Pennsylvania where it had been stored for fifty 
years, when it was found, no one knew what it was. it was mr. drysdale’s prototype, 
except no others followed. 
mr. drysdale was one of that great cloistered and odd fraternity who, captured by their 
own obsessiveness, patented the character trait first, and practicality too late.  
he was being passed by even as he worked, and he probably even knew it. 
the Patent date, the English one, is hand-machined on the instrument—’98.  
it was ’03 before he got his American one, and even if he had been earlier, his machine 
was so wonderfully machined and assembled, in brass and mahogany, with so many 
parts that it would have always been prohibitive in cost. 
Arthur Ord Hume, the English researcher, and American experts, determined it had the 
requirements to be called the world’s first juke box. it had all the properties of a juke 
box, notably that it was automatic. it could play 15 steel records, dropped one at a time, 
and he adapted those from old music box discs. there were 300 of them found in the 
barn with the ‘automatic symphonion.’ 
harold pictures him in such a place as a barn, every night for ten years, throwing parts 
against the wall, while the world outside was already dancing to a newer music. 
 
…past the American ingenuity room, and into the circus room, where the juke box 
resides. 
the 1920’s Belgium dance organ...in a room with red-flocked wallpaper. 
harold was trained as a landscape architect, and if he could he’d landscape things as the 
year 1910. he is the curator of this odd house because, he says, ‘you can live in a different 
period. it’s cruel out there in the present.’ 
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sometimes harold directs his odd and arcane instruments, organs, and music boxes, and 
sings along. people are often surprised at the collection because they have absolutely no 
familiarity with the instruments. they’ve never seen anything like them before, with no 
reference point. 
when the Belgian organ begins, the roof lifts.  
does harold dance, alone in his strange, dusty house?  
quite likely. 
 
 
———— 
 
The World’s First Jukebox 
first draft 
 

He was a Briton and likely a Scot, traveling to Pennsylvania 
in the early nineteenth century, as little is known of the 
inventor and his odd machine, which has happily touched 
most of our American lives. If this mysterious creator, 
William Drysdale, only knew the impact his tedious craftmanship 
would have in the culture Americana - from rootin’ tootin’ 
backroad diners to rockin’ and rollin’ smoke filled poolhalls, 
he would certainly be astounded. Drysdale gave Americans 
the gift of continuous melody, automatic rock, uninterrupted 
sound. His gift is the jukebox, the world’s first, and it 
can be found at “Musique Mechanique” in Columbus, Ohio. 

Harold Freiheit, owner of the bizarre Musique created 
his music box museum with the idea of demonstrating a two- 
hundred-year progression of the music box. As curious visitors 
ascend Freiheit’s three flights of musical nostalgia, they 
become amazed and delighted with the sophisticated machanica; 
ingenuity of nickelodeons, one-man bands, and even a self-playing 
violin. However, the most significant piece of the museum is Drysdale’s  
automatic symphonium, the world’s first jukebox, representing a quality  
we may never see again, a handcrafted one-of-a-kind prototype tediously engineered 
from 298 recording discs distinguishable by miniscule perforations, 
to the mahogany casework. The world’s first jukebox is built 
with the precision of a clock. 

From the waltz to the polka, the jukebox automatically 
spins a succession of up to fifteen steel discs, lifting 
one at time with four record changing fingers, separating… 
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This man dances to the world’s first jukebox: 
Harold Freiheit understands that obsession  
is the real mother of invention 
 
 Harold Freiheit’s gait, as he traverses the odd, surprising rooms of 
his Musique Mechanique Museum in Columbus, is a sea captain’s gait, a 
knowledgeable saunter even under adverse conditions, which, in Mr. 
Freiheit’s case, has most to do with the proper footing for the decade he happens to be 
inhabiting at the moment. Mr. Freiheit prefers the years just after the turn of the century, 
to him our most replete and cheerful decade, when we still had trains, amusement 
parks, neighborhoods not yet converted to parking lots or freeways and, to his ear, a 
more lyrical music. 

His museum, a three-story neighborhood frame house on High Street, is an 
arcane documentation of Mr. Freiheit’s inner ear: nickelodeons, dance organs, one-man 
bands, a self-playing violin and music boxes of every conceivable design. Even among 
the tenured curators of Ohio’s notable collections, Mr. Freiheit’s position is secure, for he 
is the only one of them who may, whenever he wishes, dance to the world’s first 
jukebox. The “automatic symphonium” is thepiece de resistance of his collection, a device 
so intricate that when it was discovered in 1978 in a Pennsylvania barn, no one knew 
exactly what it was. The machine was laboriously handcrafted by a Briton named 
William Drysdale, about whom little is known, except that he may be considered the 
father of the peculiar instrument that has so happily given us uninterrupted and 
unbridled melody for the really important way stations of our secular lives—diners, 
pool halls, bars, ice cream parlors and assorted dives. 

Mr. Drysdale was a man, no doubt, at least somewhat like Mr. Freiheit, one of 
that cloistered and odd fraternity who, captured by their own notions, came soon to 
obsession and late to practicality. Even as Mr. Drysdale worked on his machine, he was 
being passed by an Ohioan named Edison, and it is likely that he knew it. A year (1898) 
and a patent number are tooled on it; but oddly enough, they are incorrect. 
It was 1903 before he got his American patent, and even had it been earlier, his machine 
was so wonderfully machined and assembled, from its brass parts down to its 
mahogany casework, that it could have been purchased only by royalty. Mr. Freiheit 
pictures Mr. Drysdale laboring in such a place as the barn where his invention 
languished for half a century, hurling imprecation and machine parts against the wall, 
while, outside, the world was already hearing a newer music. 

But now we have the dedicated Mr. Freiheit as caretaker for Mr. Drysdale’s 
lonely invention, and the wonderful, melodious creations of other patient craftsmen, as 
well, creations the likes of which most of us have never seen before. When Mr. Freiheit 



 cranks up his mammoth Belgian dance organ, the sunny music lifts the roof. Alone in 
his strange, dusty house, does Mr. Freiheit dance?  

Quite likely. 
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Joe: a biography of Joe Nuxhall 
 
ORIGINAL 
Hamilton consisted of maybe 50,000 people, yet it still had a small-town 
feel. For the most part, everyone knew everyone and their kids 
and their business. 
 
EDIT 
Hamilton consisted of perhaps 50,000 people, yet its small-town 
atmosphere mitigated its size. It was a factory town, strongly German- 
American, built around neighborhoods with German names like 
Lindenwald (which meant, literarily, “linden forest”), none of the 
neighborhoods very far from the hulking industrial monoliths that 
employed most of the town. 
The town’s earliest incarnation was a military fort built in 1791, the 
vanguard for Arthur St. Clair’s army, which was about to march north 
into its own massacre, a defeat that would stand famously as the worst 
military defeat to Indian forces in American history. The fort, in due 
time, became the town center, its old and forgotten business seeming to 
have transferred onto various basketball courts and playing fields 
where Hamilton kids fought vengefully against all corners, as though 
informed historically, although most of them were not. 
Its other famous monument was an odd tribute to another pioneer, 
Captain John Cleves Symmes, who, in the early 1800s proposed a 
theory that the earth was hollow—and inhabitable within. A famous 
historical expedition was mounted to find his imagined polar openings. 
The expedition was unsuccessful, of course, but it inspired a dedicated 
following in its time, becoming a monument to an unrelenting and 
unrealistic hope, something that factory workers and ball players 
sometimes needed in equal amounts. 
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ORIGINAL 
 
 By 1943, the war had taken an incredible toll on baseball. Gripped by the patriotic 
fervor that swelled throughout the country war, millions had entered the armed 
services, among them, some of baseball’s greatest. 
 
 
EDIT 
 
 The great Cincinnati baseball scribe, Lee Allen, said that the 
ballyard fan was by nature isolationist, his sport excluding all else but 
his interest in the game. “This type of fan,” Allen said, “even considers 
global war as a personal affront designed to ruin his enjoyment of 
baseball.” 
 Ruin in the war years was a relative term but suffice it to say that 
the face of baseball was certainly altered. The Reds cut back on their 
travel accommodations, and in 1942 the players rode in two Pullman 
cars rather than three, introducing the privations of the upper bunk to 
those who had previously slept downstairs. (The Enquirer’s baseball 
writer remarked that the boys weren’t complaining, however; an upper 
berth still compared quite favorably to a foxhole). 
 On the eve of Opening Day, 1943, fans were warned that ferrying 
one’s self to Crosley Field by taxi would violate rationing regulations, 
and the club itself asked fans to give back foul balls. The ushers collected 
them, and they were sent to the servicemen. 
 Lee Allen pronounced even the ball a war victim, “made of such 
inferior material that it would hardly co-operate when hit,” he said. 
As for the players, he called them, in the aggregate, “a strange 
collection of flotsam washed up on the major league shore.” 
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From Daniel Menaker, My Mistake 
 
And I work on some book reviews, one of which, by Robert 
Coles, offers a good example of the kind of heavy editing I and 
other editors often have to do. Dr. Coles is a renowned psychoanalyst. 
I had fact-checked his Profile of Erik Erikson four or five 
years earlier. When I’m done with the review, the first manuscript 
page looks like some kind of runic artifact or super-modern musical 
composition. It’s so detailed and scholiastic that I herewith 
offer only the first two sentences as they appeared in that manuscript 
and as some of their contents appeared in the magazine, as 
an example of the heavy work that editors sometimes had to do. 
So the first two sentences originally read: 
 
In the early 1970’s the United States Corps of Engineers went 
about constructing yet another dam, meant to restrain an 
overbearing river. For a year before that sad and final turning 
point in the life of a particular American Midwestern community 
took place, a young writer and woodcutter, educated 
at Mars Hill College in North Carolina’s western mountain 
country, came to an abandoned farmhouse in the soon to be 
flooded village and began getting to know the survivors, as 
they would soon enough turn out to be, of a place that had 
been for nearly two centuries home for many people. 
 
And here is most of the material in those sentences as they 
first appeared in The New Yorker: 
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In the early nineteen-seventies, the United States Army Corps 
of Engineers set about constructing yet another of its dams, 
to restrain Caesars Creek, a tributary of the Little Miami 
River. This project required the sacrifice of the two-century-old 
Ohio farming village of New Burlington, which was south 
of Dayton and just north of Cincinnati; the town occupied 
the site of the reservoir that would be created by the dam’s 
construction. During the sad and final year in the life of this 
Midwestern rural community, John Baskin, a young writer 
and woodcutter, lived in it, in an abandoned farmhouse, and 
came to know its inhabitants. He has turned the experience 
he had in New Burlington into an excellent book—New 
Burlington: The Life and Death of an American Village (Norton)— 
which is hard to classify. 
As you can tell, the edited version, with the help of the answers 
to Checking queries that I put in the manuscript, introduces 
and relocates and untangles and puts off some factual material 
in an effort to present the basics of the book and the book’s 
subject into more logical and less compressed—and less lamentational 
—form. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Proposals 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



[34] 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Melissa Greene’s proposal and follow up 
 
From: mfgreene1@aol.com [mailto:mfgreene1@aol.com]  
Sent: Thursday, April 13, 2017 10:05 AM 
To: jb@orangefrazer.com 
Subject: will you quickly scan the start of this again? 

Can’t tell if I’m getting too epic storyteller-ish…  

__________ 

 

          Two lions in winter: a doctor and a Congressman.  
          In their prime, each was briefly and prominently the standard-

bearer for a set of principles, and for millions of Americans who swore by 

them. Their 1996 clash made history and rewrote American law, 

unchanged to this day. 
          They’re both retired now. The dog-and-pony show of civic warfare, 

accusations, and headlines moved on without them, and without 

solution.  
          Well out of the limelight, they cast their thoughts back. They wish 

for a do-over.  
          In retirement, the soft-spoken doctor jets from his home in Atlanta 

to Geneva, Johannesburg, New Haven, The Hague, Tokyo, or Mexico City. 

His many advanced degrees fly out behind him, like a shirt-sleeve 

accidentally locked outside a suitcase. He once held an important, titled 

position, but—at a key moment, at the moment his life-work was  
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cresting—he was toppled from it (by the other guy). It took years to 

recover and to begin again, elsewhere. Still lean and tall, craggier of face 

than in his handsome youth, with a few last wisps of black in the pack of 

grey curls, he tosses items from his walk-in closet at home to the small 

open suitcase on the bed with an indifferent attitude—Oh, I’ll throw in a 

couple of ties, you never know—as if packing insouciantly proves the trips 

are brief ones (he’d promised to spend these years at home with his wife, 

children, and grandchildren). On transatlantic or transpacific flights, he 

clicks nonstop through the recent scientific literature. His long shoes are 

polished in departure terminals. In state and foreign capitals, he is met 

at the airport, seated on panels, greeted with warmth in many languages. 

Back in Atlanta, he slips away for a minute to drop off his dry-cleaning 

and to swing by the public radio station for an interview, picks up fresh 

bread and olives on the way home, and spends the afternoon sitting 

tranquilly in the abundant, twittering backyard garden his wife (a semi-

retired psychologist) has created, his long legs angled under the cast-iron 

table. Head lowered, he avoids his cell phone (turned to silent on the 

kitchen counter) when stepping inside to refill the pitcher of iced tea.  
          The second man, an old Congressman who once possessed an 

ounce of real power, national power, now fumbles with buttons, zippers, 

shoelaces, and the packaging on chips and cookies. He’s got a cell phone 

but it baffles him. The TV remote might as well be a light saber, he just 

has no idea. The Christmas lights stayed on the roof for months into the 

new year because his grandson, a football star and high school senior 

who loves his grandpop, didn’t have a chance to drive over and take them 

down. His pants are soiled and it vexes him but it takes half the 

afternoon to change. The far sides of the dusty, unlit living room are  
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growing fuzzy, like the edges of his thoughts. It might be the pills he’s 

taking for Parkinson’s, migraines, and incontinence, or it might be 

senescence. He’s too drowsy or disoriented to think it through. When he 

opens his front door to sign for a letter—it’s probably nothing, maybe a 

wrong address—the new young rescue dog sidles through his legs, noses 

out, and is gone, a black flash of rampant joy. With his bum knees, he 

can’t do much more than stand on his front porch and holler, “Esther! 

Come on, now!” (This is rural Arkansas, so “now” sounds like “nuh.”) 

Esther has more energy than sense. He stands anxiously scanning the 

lane for a long time before getting himself back inside, not an easy 

maneuver what with the step and the screen door. The elderly dog, a 

golden retriever, looks up from a colorless dog-haired mat that, many 

years ago, at the time of the man’s marriage, used to be some kind of 

fancy Oriental rug. The dog, faded like the rug, faded like the oil painting 

on the wall of herself and the man in a hunting pose, makes eye contact. 

“I know, Sadie, you’re the good ‘un,” says the man. When Esther returns, 

and stands panting outside the door, the man lets her in but points 

sternly toward her crate for punishment. Spent, she guzzles her water 

and then collapses in her crate for a nap. He leans in close to make sure 

she has her favorite stuffed animal in there with her.  
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From: mfgreene1@aol.com [mailto:mfgreene1@aol.com]  
Sent: Thursday, April 13, 2017 11:27 AM 
To: jb@orangefrazer.com 
Subject: Re: will you quickly scan the start of this again? 

 

. Back in Atlanta, he slips away for a minute to drop off his dry-cleaning 

and to swing by the public radio station for an interview, picks up fresh 

bread and olives on the way home, and spends the afternoon sitting 

tranquilly in the abundant, twittering backyard garden his wife (a semi-

retired psychologist) has created, his long legs angled under the cast-iron 

table. Head lowered, he avoids his cell phone (turned to silent on the 

kitchen counter) when stepping inside to refill the pitcher of iced tea.  

 
Yes, thank you. Yes to (almost) all.   
As a reminder to myself, I’m reading an anthology of Haiku, which 
tightens the fuck out of everything.  
 
One question:  
With these edits, do you get how HARD it is for him to try to sit quietly 
and relax? He’s not really sitting tranquilly. He’s forcing himself to sit 
tranquilly, for his wife’s benefit.  
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rom: mfgreene1@aol.com [mailto:mfgreene1@aol.com]  
Sent: Tuesday, May 09, 2017 4:39 PM 
To: jb@orangefrazer.com 
Subject: Re: Encountering 

Meanwhile— Did I tell you?—that Congressman Jay Dickey died a few weeks 
ago?  
 
I flew with Mark Rosenberg to the funeral in Pine Bluff, where I’d just visited 
Jay a few months earlier; Mark gave a eulogy (which I wrote for him) and 
people were very moved and very warm. EVERYONE—every one of 300 
people—said to me after the service, “Your husband did such a good job.” 
Because we were the only Jews within a thousand miles of the place so we 
must be married. I told the first 75 or 80, “We’re not married,” but that just 
seemed to alarm people so, so, after that, I just said, “Thank you so much, 
I’ll let him know.” 
 
BUT: not sure how to go on without him.  A Melissa Greene writing about a 
Mark Rosenberg is a dime-a-dozen; Jay was the unicorn.  
Their friendship was lovely but it makes for a pretty thin plot, since finally, 
alas, nothing came of it. At the start — the Congressional hearing in 1996 — 
there’s drama. But then not. 
As compared to, say, the two lawyers on the opposing sides of Bush v. 
Gore—Ted Olson & David Boies—who later teamed up to argue against 
California’s gay marriage ban, Proposition 8, before the U.S. Supreme Court, 
and won.  
 
So I’m re-thinking how to approach. 
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A proposal—The Superfluous Man: 
An improbable story of the Good War 
 

The Superfluous Man begins oddly: how does a small-town Ohio hardware 

salesman find himself watching trains of Jews leave the woeful transport camps in 

southern France? The full awareness of Burritt Hiatt’s situation comes to him when a 

small girl in one of these camps implores him as she is herded into a waiting boxcar. 

Standing helplessly by, he is bereft. I have felt the bottomless evil in the world, he writes 

in his journal. And so he has. 

But there is a plan. It involves a thousand visas promised by the U.S. State 

Department. There is, however, the collaborationist Vichy government, which must 

approve them and goes about thwarting the plan at every turn. Thus, there is an 

unofficial plan. Then both plans, official and unofficial, are halted by the invasion of 

North Africa when Hiatt and his Quaker relief workers are rounded up by the 

Germans, along with most of the few Americans remaining in France—including the 

entire American diplomatic group.  

Not all of the Quaker workers are arrested; a trio of resourceful women in the 

Toulouse office go to ground and continue their rescue work surreptitiously. Two 

Jewish boys, their intended recipients, begin a perilous cat-and-mouse game with the 

Gestapo across France. Hiatt and the others find themselves hostages in Baden-

Baden, the German spa city in the edge of the Black Forest. There, the group is 

ensconced in the Brenner’s Park Hotel, internationally renowned for its service (its 

staff once honored a request to press a guest’s shoelaces). Now, however, the 

accommodations are spartan, and nightly the internees are ushered into the hotel 

basement as the Allied bombing runs drone overhead. Their presence is resented by 

the townspeople, and rumors circulate that they will soon be moved somewhere 

deeper into Germany. Before, they had not been afraid. Now they are. 
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Over all of them, the war deepens. The Allied bombing runs increase, and the 

guards in the hotel watch every move of the hostages. Back in France, conditions 

deteriorate for the two Jewish boys. 

I found myself with a strange and complicated tale. In order to understand it, 

I traveled more than 100,000 miles across five countries. My cast included the 

world’s greatest cellist, the exiled Pablo Casals who helped feed the children of 

Rivesaltes; Burritt’s fellow hostage, the cynical American diplomat Douglas 

MacArthur, nephew of the famous general; and Burritt’s best friend in captivity, the 

journalist Arno Dosch-Fleurot, who had covered the Bolshevik Revolution, two 

world wars, and personally knew Hitler. 

They had all become my people, in a sprawling story headed somewhere. But 

where? Finally, everything was revealed. But it required one more trip to Europe, this 

one to Copenhagen—and an interview with a near-blind Danish woman named 

Alice Resch, one of Burritt’s staff people who had labored anonymously in the 

Toulouse office. She was also keeping a powerful secret. It was here, with this valiant 

and reclusive old lady, that Burritt’s war finally came to an end. 

That was the obvious narrative, and it tells two little-known stories from the 

war. One is the intimate story of the camps, those holding pens run by the French for 

the Germans, and the other the bizarre hostage situation in which the entire 

American diplomatic corps was held for nearly two years by the Germans. The 

manuscript’s essential dilemma, however, is the reconciliation of the obvious 

narrative lines with the less obvious—and more difficult—one, which is the life and 

character of the protagonist brought up against his own limitations. 

The Superfluous Man is a narrative of an ordinary person put into 
extraordinary circumstances, one who represents each of us in our dreaming lives. It’s 
a story of valiant escapes, inventive machinery, panoramic views of the world’s great 
cities, fanciful scenarios, and above all—one man’s struggle to hear God’s lonely, 
misunderstood voice.  

 


