Chapter 20

The next morning Bell went first to the Annex to see about the prisoners he had left in the middle of the yard.  When he walked in the gate, they were still there dusty and tired in the new sun, and their murmurs began and built as he came up and they saw him.  He felt no liking or sympathy for them; he remembered them beating away at each other in the messhall, and if they were uncomfortable they were in nowhere near the discomfort he thought they deserved.  If he had lined them all up and kicked them in the balls, he would continue to think they were getting off easy --- yet, thinking about this, he had to admit kicking them would at least actively display his personal contempt, and he would like to do it.  He stood to one side, looking at the group, the sun coming over his shoulders and into their eyes, and the shadow of the messhall falling just short of his waist; and he thought about them, wished their faces had attracted a little more dust, wished he could keep them here for a few more days until they began growling and tearing at each other like the animals they were.  Men must work their way up from four-footed attitudes, he believed, during their individual lives, each baby beginning at the ground; and it's easy to see most men never make it, never try, never even consider the effort necessary, but remain animals until they die.  If Bell had his way, all these people-animals would be penned like any others of their kind, penned or put to work pulling and hauling so they would have no energy left to do harm.  He had stared at too many blank and vicious faces, all bent on acquisitiveness, to respect other men.  Most he held in contempt because they were dull, boring and incapable of anything of worth and lasting, of feeling anything either.  Then too, he realized that in a democracy he and they were natural enemies with most the guns on their side.  In a majority-rule situation, to accomplish anything at all the superior man must trick or control the majority into letting him or helping him do the extraordinary thing, instead of allowing them to come to their own small-minded decision on a middle or mediocre course of action.  A man with brains learns quickly that life is a struggle between him and the people without brains, the same as the struggle between the fox and the dogs, with the dogs always in the majority.

"Well, men," he said, "I hope you have learned something."

They were silent and blank.  In their self-pity, black and white, they had already forgotten what they had done.

One of the guards laughed.

Bell singled out a small white boy.  "You.  Did you learn something?”

"Yes, Sir," the boy said.

"What?"

No answer.

“I’ll remind you.  You learned you have absolutely no authority to punish another prisoner like yourselves.  Whenever you do something like you did three days ago in the messhall, you will be severely punished by me, each punishment more severe than the last, until if I have to I’ll close you up in the box, seal it and forget about you.  The rest of us will be better off without you.  Is that understood?”

A mumble of yes-sirs, yessuhs and yahsuhs rippled through them.

Bell walked away.

The greatest deterrent to crime, he believed, was not fear of punishment, but punishment itself, administered with as much speed as possible.  He thought it was useless to try to change people; oh, it could be done, but the amount of effort required for each small success was so far above the accomplishment it was a waste of time.

As Bell walked back toward the gate, Wilcox came out of the orderly room and up to him.

"Mornin', Majuh," he said.  "All right to let the men go?”

"Keep them here until noon," Bell answered.

Wilcox was surprised.  His eyebrows raised, his mouth opened, and he brought his hand up to rub his nose while he recovered.  But he said nothing.

Neither did Bell.  He continued walking right on by the Sergeant to the gate.  As he left, he could hear Wilcox informing the prisoners whose decision it was they had to remain.  “Majuh wants you to stay a little longer,” he said.

Bell smiled at this indication of the Sergeant's weakness.  Wilcox was mending his own image in the minds of these men, and what man but a weak one would know or care what they thought.  A man’s character is not determined by what other men think of him.  In fact, it is not determined.  It simply is what it is.  Bell felt sorry that Wilcox didn't know this, but he accepted this was the way Wilcox was.  He did not say: ah,, if only Wilcox could learn, or how can I help him to know.  He said Wilcox is a man who sees himself through other men’s eyes and tries to become what most men have agreed is "right."  So although he liked Wilcox, Bell felt sorry for the man, not because the man was weak but because he was Wilcox who was weak.  A fine distinction, he knew, but an important one.

Most men are weak like Wilcox, Bell thought.  Even the best of them judge a thing in relation to other things, rather than on its own merits and characteristics.  If they read a book they must know who wrote it, when, and under what circumstances, before they understand it, and then their understanding is only relative to these others.  But an artful book of any kind is not a theory, a tract, an hypothesis, an illustration of an age or even of a person, so therefore these ignorant readers in search of a concept are always confused, irritated and secretly or publicly critical.  A book is an event that happens to a reader while he reads, and if the reader has not the imagination to make this possible he should put the book down; he will get nothing from it.  Just so, when most men meet another man, they are so busy judging him, categorizing him, or "understanding" him, or telling him how alike he is to them --- Did you like that movie (town, dish, resort, book, trip, play) too! --- that they fail to recognize him for what he is, different from them.  And the sad fact is that the highest degree of understanding is plain and simple recognition.

The statement that all men are alike, or basically alike, is false without a qualification, or in other words: men are more alike than a man and a salt-shaker, or a man and a dog, or a man and a tree.  But the fact that men are more alike than a man and a salt-shaker does not support the belief that men are alike.  Neither does any other perception we can make, since it is so obvious that every man is at least slightly different from every other, so if there is a difference, no matter how small, then no two men are alike.  They can only be more alike than a man and something else not a man.  The belief all men are alike probably comes from the Judeo-Christian dogma that all men had mother Eve and father Adam in common.  Yet, now we know it is not only possible but would account for the many basic differences between men that the human species developed from not one family but from widely separated beginnings that were distinctively carried out on their own.  The same could be said for all of life; that it had not one beginning but that it began in many forms simultaneously in many parts of the great water.  It could even have begun from different causes.

These were Bell's thoughts as he walked into the Main Stockade.

"Morning, Sir," Dido smiled.  "How was your weekend?"

Bell looked at him carefully.  Could it be possible for the man to know already?  "Fine," he said, saying no more.

"You have a …," Dido began.

But Bell saw Lieutenant Dargan seated in the chair by his desk before Dido could finish.  As he closed the door, Dargan stood and saluted.

"Yes, good morning, Lieutenant.  What can I do for you?"

"I'm supposed to work for you, Major."

As he handed Bell the orders, he was stiff and reserved.  Bell knew the Lieutenant was thinking about their disagreement that night at the BOQ when Dargan had called him a Hitler.

He wondered why he was not told of Dargan's assignment before the man came.  On this morning with so many things to think about, he objected to the surprise of Dargan's being here.  He looked out the window briefly.  The sky was bent, a bubble of blue drawing tighter, and the sun on this day like all the others in a Carolina summer would soon be a burnt orange dazzling the cement and clay.  This heat wrapped itself around a man's heart so he could do nothing but sit and stew and smoke cigarettes.  Bell decided to turn Dargan over to Dido.

"I had planned to put you in charge of records and the POR board."

"POR?"

"Prisoners Overseas Rehabilitation.  It makes it possible for a prisoner to volunteer for frontline assignment in Korea, and if he does well his sentence is suspended."

Dargan smiled.  His face, thin and precise, was white as if working on hate.  "A way to fill the trenches."

"Yes, that's right."  Bell did not want to argue.  "Suppose I let Sergeant Dido familiarize you with the Stockades today and tomorrow?"

Dargan hesitated.  "Sir, if it's all right with you, I'd like to spend some time today at court, watching the Rathke trial.  It starts this morning."

"Certainly.  When you come back ask Dido to show you around."  Bell was relieved the young Lieutenant would not be underfoot.

When the man had gone, Bell sat, irritated.  Bored with naïve young men, who knowing nothing about the world are determined to destroy it, Bell congratulated himself bitterly on his fortune of having to work with Dargan.  He moved restlessly around the office for a while and then went out back where the prisoners were finishing their calisthenics, jogging around the yard to Riley's voice, the rhythm as rich as syrup on this early morning, the single voice and many feet blending in the air already growing hot and uncomfortable like a touch of hell.  Bell watched the heads bob up and down.

"Hut, ho, heee, horrr! I wanna go home; hut, ho, hee, horr!" sang Riley.

This was the essence of integration, thought Bell, these men all of them different in one place.  Of course it had been accomplished under strict supervision and the penalty of punishment.  What other way could it begin?  Integration: the right of many different men to be in the same place at the same time; someday, anyplace at the same time --- without changing into lookalikes and actalikes and thinkalikes.  Accomplished by force from a few.

He enjoyed watching Riley.  The big man ran loosely, sweat glistening on his thick black neck, almost cavorting in time to his own voice.  The men pounded around the yard behind him, a thin single file being led.  The men followed because they had to, although they enjoyed the rhythm of the run as set by Riley.  But don't forget they would stop if they could and never consider following him.

When they finished, the cadreman took them inside to get ready to be taken by guards to their details for the morning.

"Hello, Riley," said Bell as the man passed him.

Riley stepped aside and stood grinning.  "Yes, SUH!"
Neither knew what to say.

"Ah been meaning to see if ah could talk to the Major, Suh."  His face was covered with sweat, and beads of it glittered on the close black cap of his hair.

"Of course, what's on your mind?  Been any trouble?"

"Nah, Suh, no trouble comes to Riley, not inside these walls, any rate."  His white smile was discursive, as if he were thinking.

"What is it then, Riley?"

He looked everywhere and lifted his feet as if the ground were fragile.

"Is it your hot shoes?" Bell laughed.

"Mah shoes are hot to get outa here, but not now, Suh.  Ah guess ah wait until mah time comes like that hickory, dickory mouse."

"It can't be that you're sunburnt."

"Nah, Suh, but ah can, and this sun does get hot --- but ah'm used to it.  You see, Suh, ah was in the sun before ah was a prisoner."  He sighed.  "Suh, it ain't the sun."

"Does your head hurt from all the thinking you're doing?"

Riley grinned.  “Nah, Suh, but it does hurt from all the doing ah ain't been doing."

"How did you get in the army, Riley?"

"You boys was taking everybody, Suh, not just me, but everybody, saying we all was needed.  Ah'm afraid now though we all was needed about as bad as balloons to just float around here for a while on somebody’s string, Suh, because ah don’t see no danger, except that ah might be here for the rest of mah life, but ah don’t see no enemies charging over these walls, do you, Suh?  Anybody going over these walls it’s gonna be me, getting out, nobody’s coming in, least that way.”

“You’ve got a real sense for freedom, Riley.”

“Three, Suh.

“Three, what?”

“Senses.  Ah got a taste for freedom, yellow, bitter, with little foam on top.  Ah got a real feel for freedom, too.  Mah gal’s out there probably rusting away to nothing.  An ah want to see things again from the window that don’t look like they’re cracking.  That window wire puts everything in pieces.”

“Well, you can’t have these things, Riley, at least for a while.”

“Why not?”

Bell pointed to the tower.  “Because if you went over that wall the guard up there would shoot you.  And you can’t taste, feel or see much but blood when you’re dying, and after that, nothing as all.”

“He might miss old Riley.”

“He might miss a barndoor, too, but I wouldn’t bet on it.”

“He might hit old Riley in the butt where it wouldn’t hurt a bit.”

“He might blow your balls off, too.”

“Ah’d tuck those in mah shoes.”

“You wouldn’t run very fast stepping on your balls.”

“Don’t think ah would either.”

“What did you want to talk about?”

“Almost forgot.”

“Well, what?”

“You’ve been watching us, Suh, going round and round in that line running?”

“Yes.”

“Ah don’t want to be up front no more.”

“You don’t want to be yard-boss?”

“Nah, Suh.”

“Who asked you?”

“You did, Suh.”

“I mean if you wanted to be yard-boss or not?”

“You did, Suh, when ah first started.”

“I mean who asked you now?”

“Nobody, Suh, ah just thought I’d volunteer the information.”

“Why don’t you want to be yard-boss?”

“Will it get me outa here faster, Suh?”

“It might.”

“Will it?”

“No.”

“Will it get me outa the army?”

“No.”

“Ah’d rather have asthma than be yard-boss, Suh, because asthma gets you out.”

“With asthma you can’t breath.”

“Tell the truth, Suh, ah’m having a little trouble getting fresh air right now, walls all round.”

“You’d have to stay in bed, too.”

“Ah’m good in bed, Suh.”

“Not with pants.”

“Ah understands the pants are short when you get asthma.”

“You can’t talk.”

“Ah don’t talk in bed, Suh.”

“You can’t drink.”

“Oooweee.”

“That’s right you can’t.”

“Ah’d just dry up, Suh.”

“And blow yourself away in short pants.”

“A fig in short pants, blowing.”

“A fig shaking like a leaf.”

“Just a fig leaf to shake, whiff whiff, after old Riley’s gone.”

“Well, I’ll think about it, Riley, but it would be like killing you.”

“How so, Suh?”

“If you don’t run up front as yard-boss, you got to run behind, smelling all those farts, the farther behind the more you smell.”

“Well, ah guess ah be yard-boss until you finish thinking.”

“I guess so.”

“Plenty fellas wanta be yard-boss, Suh.”

“That’s why I want you, Riley.”

“Why?”

“You’ve got no motives.”

“Except ah’d like to motive right outa here, wheels or walking.”

“Think of the big guns, Riley.”

“Yes, Suh.”

“Take it easy.”

“Yes, SUH!”

After saluting, Riley went on by into the Stockade, leaving Bell standing alone.

The old cliché of animal in a cage, Bell thought, only this man was a super-animal, an animal in a cage too small, like a man pinched into a shirt formerly his little brother's.  Here was Riley, massive, smooth, with great balls of energy, and he had nothing to do but run around a little yard, so yes it was asking too much for him to care whether he ran in front or back.  If you dug a hole in the hot sun, then sat in it with a few fellows for five days doing nothing but lifting up your head a couple of times a day to spit, no one could ask you to care who spits first --- if you're smart that is.  On a crowded street you can't move without touching someone who would care and who would make a great competition out of it, saying the person who spit farthest one day could go first the next --- but not if he were smart like Riley.  No.  Riley was one of those unhappy people who wanted to be free.  And although most people happily never think about it, since they don't know what freedom is and couldn't care less, Riley was one who did, coming up against the unpleasant fact that a lot of other people felt it would be better if Riley remained their slave.  The whites, the army, the Stockade, were determined to inhibit Riley.  And yet this was nothing to what Riley would encounter when he had burst through these, beaten them, and he discovered he was still wearing a shirt-cage five sizes too small, himself.

Bell liked Riley and had from the first; probably he always would, although they had nothing in common.  Riley was a different man.  In a way George was too, but Riley was different even to the color of his skin, let alone the ring of his speech, the flatness of his meanings, the cut of his body.  Who could look into that strange black flat face and not be struck by this different being?  Color isn't something to be dismissed, but to be glorified, each his own.  What else is there besides color, shape and sound in our modern soapy society where nothing can be touched and everything is too clean to smell?

There is meaning, Bell reminded himself; each man means something different, but this doesn't draw them together and help them commune, it keeps them apart, not only from each other but from everything else.  Two things, living, different, unique, in a state of communion would also be in a state of chaos, sublime surely, but still chaos.  The great question posed by Hamlet: to retain uniqueness and reject all other things, the universe; or to give up individuality and commune with the universe: to be, or not to be.  To remain alive, or to rejoin the past.  To remain awake, or to sleep.  To sleep perchance to dream, ay there's the rub, sublime chaos in quiet would be a nightmare to man that great talker, inventor of speech.  To remain motionless, another nightmare to man the most restless of all animals.  Ay there's the rub that makes us want to be.
Is there a way to do both, to be and not to be, as the religions say?  No.  Go look at the mess of religions, find out they all worship death, and then return and try to decide which you will do, eat your cake or have it, be or not be.  The misery of being is the juice that makes the world turn like a rolling ball with running weights.  Bell had once known a man, a wise one, who had pointed to the Indians, saying they had what the world has lost and the world must rediscover it if the world is to survive.  They made the inner and outer worlds one. (And do not confuse them: the outer world is the one we wish to commune with; the inner world is us or what we wish to be.)  Bell was happy for the Indians, but what they had they got on their own, and it didn't help him or Riley much, black and white facing each other with no hope of being Indians.

When Bell had returned to his office, he received a phone call from Striker.  The quiet voice was cold and deliberate.  He said nothing of Jena or the marriage.

"Major, I'm at the Rathke courtmartial with two reporters, and I thought I would bring them over to see the Stockade.  Can you dust off Riley for them?"

"If you bring them right now I can arrange an exercise drill, Sir."

"We'll be there in a few minutes."

Bell told Dido to organize another drill, with Riley out in front giving the exercises instead of a cadreman.  Realizing they might want to see the Annex, he phoned Wilcox, telling him to get the prisoners out of the yard and cleaned up.

"In a hurry, Sergeant," he added.  "I want them to look as happy as puppies for the next few hours."

"That will be difficult, Suh.  Take them at least a half-hour to crap.  The sun makes a man constipated."

"This is important.  I don't care how you do it."

"Can I tell them they'll be off duty for the rest of the day, Suh?"

The trouble is, Bell thought, a man never gets to choose between good and bad, instead he has to pick the best of two bads.  "Yes," he said.

For the first time, the outside world was to hear of integration, aside from the useless announcements that preceded it, and Bell wanted this first step to be a big one.  He wanted the reporters to announce it can be done, just as they announced the four-minute mile, Lindy's flight, Byrd's look at the Pole, a war battle victory, or any of man's other accomplishments.  The two races cannot live together, people had said, but here they are living together, so it must be possible any place.  Perhaps he was expecting too much, he warned himself, maybe they were smalltime reporters, or worse southern local reporters.  That bastard Striker could have mentioned who they were.  Bell saw why the Colonel hadn't, as soon as they arrived.  They were both all black.

One, the short Negro with a mustache who would have looked like a cockney from Liverpool if it weren't for his color, represented a big national Negro daily published in Philadelphia; 600,000 readers he told Bell, and not all of them black either, although what he meant by the last escaped Bell.  He brooded and pouted, carrying his race on the end of his notetaking pencil.  The other black man was tall and heavy with a moon face and a slouch to his shoulders that suggested he hadn't always worn a white collar but had once been a miner or a tracks worker.  He represented one of the big Negro bimonthly magazines published in Chicago.  He didn't say how many readers he had, and Bell didn't know whether to respect him for not saying, or think the man believed everybody knew.

"I hope we find more justice here, Major, than we did at the courtmartial," the short one said.  He took his pad from an inside pocket.  "Do you spell your name MN?"

"That's right," Bell smiled.

"Colonel Striker has told us you're fully integrated here."

"That's right and getting along surprisingly well, too."

"Oh?  You mean you expected trouble?"

For Christ's sake, the little digger.  He could see the headline: EXPECTS TROUBLE!

"No, but this is no teaparty."

"I know that, Major."

The man invited Bell to look at his skin, see the color.  I've been hurt because I'm a Negro and I know.  Well, maybe you have, Squirt, Bell wanted to say, but after all your granddaddy was chained to a post, so things are looking up.

Bell turned to the other.  "The prisoners are doing calisthenics.  Would you like to take a look?"

They both nodded.

He led them to the yard.  Dido had set the prisoners up nicely, lined on the square with Riley in the center.  They had their shirts off and folded neatly behind them as if they always did exercises in their bare backs.  It was effective.  The white and the black, turned slick with sweat, were vividly apparent, and Bell thought he would have to congratulate Dido for this daring innovation.

The two reporters watched.

"Who is the man in the middle?" the tall Negro asked.

"The yard-boss John Riley."

His slow lids flicked at this, but he said nothing.  It was as Bell had expected.  Riley didn't have to be explained; he was out in the middle obviously directing white and black alike and what could a man ask on seeing this?  It had to be accepted.

"He's one of the prisoners, given the responsibility of seeing they stay in hand.  The cadre can't be everyplace, especially at night in the barracks-cell, so we have a yard-boss.  Riley does a good job."

Shorty had a question.  “How long has he been in charge, Major?”

“Since we became integrated --- about two months.  Before that he was yard-boss at the Negroe Annex.”

"Mind if I talked to him?"

Bell walked out to the square of men, signaling Dido.

"All right, at ease!" Dido shouted.

Bell introduced Riley, black, sweating and panting.

"Hello, Soldier, how long you been yard-boss?"

“Couple months, Suh.”

“You don’t have to call me Suh, Soldier.  Is this for real, this exercise, something you do every day?”

“Of course.  And what do you mean ‘for real!’  You like a chicken in a corncrib poking for beads.  What are you looking for trouble for.  There’s nothing wrong around here.  We is integrated, ‘for real.’”

“I didn’t mean to imply …”

“Ah knows what you meant …”

“See here …”

“… Suh.”

“… And don’t call me Sir.”

“Ah guess maybe ah won’t, but you can call me that, if you want.”

“Why should I call you Sir?”

“I dunno, why should you?”

The reporter turned around and left the square, meeting his companion halfway who was walking out.  Both returned together.  Bell caught up to them as they rejoined Striker.”

“Tennn-HUT!” shouted Dido.

“Is it one of the requirements of a yard-boss to be mentally retarded?” the short man asked.  He smiled, not expecting an answer.

“No,” Bell said.

“What happened?” asked Striker.

“I don’t know,” the man answered, “just a misunderstanding, I believe.”

“Anything Riley should be punished for, Major?”

“No, Sir, I think he’s been punished for it sufficiently.”

“What do you mean he’s been punished?”  The tall man turned intense.  “Recently?”

“I mean being imprisoned is enough punishment.”

“Oh.”

Striker smiled.  “I leave it up to you, Major.”  He added to the man, “The Major’s done an excellent job --- so far, in spite of his many outside interests.”

“Oh, what?” asked the tall Negro.

“Folk singers.  What is the name of that fellow?”

“Brownbutter, Sir.”

“Yes.  Besides this the Major collects many things, some of them quite lovely.”

“I’ve been trying to get the Colonel here to start,” Bell told them, “but unsuccessfully.  So far he’s collected nothing.”

The two reporters became uneasy.

“I sit and wait for things to come to me,” Striker said, “a special kind of collector.”

In his office Bell explained the procedure of the Stockade integration to the two reporters, realizing as he did that these men would fail to understand him no matter what he said.  They believed all men were the same, regardless of color, so how could they understand integration when it was the mixing of dissimilar men?

Striker listened, saying little, intent on his right knee crossed in front of him.  He brushed and picked specks from it like a woman freeing a favorite coat of lint, his fingers flicking like small running legs along his pants.  The thin man is angry, Bell thought, and why not, I have put him tight in a box where he can do nothing but squirm and become angrier.  What had the General told him, and what had Striker said?  Obviously he had been told of the marriage; had he also been told Jena was pregnant, by him?  And if he had what could he say?  Preposterous!  But it wasn’t.  I haven’t been near her!  But he had --- that day at the swimming pool --- and he had been seen.  If he were accused by the General, he would say nothing, yes, not a goddamn thing, because there was no way he could disprove Jena's word in this case, a fact many victims of paternity suits have discovered.  Look at him sitting there picking lint, waiting for the only thing left, his revenge.

“I shall continue to watch your progress here ... carefully," the short man said, as they were leaving.  "It should be most interesting."

"Send me tear sheets of what you write bout us," Bell asked.

"Of course," said the tall man.

"Why, yes," grinned the other.  "Tell me if I misspell you name.”

At last they were gone and the hoax of explaining was over with.  They had eyes, why couldn’t they see?  Ears, why was sound withheld from them?  Were they colorblind?  They had seen black men and white working together.

He told Dido to let Wilcox know there wouldn’t be an inspection of the Annex.

“Sir, how do you know the Colonel isn't taking them to the Annex right now?"  Dido was confident, his legs apart.  What would this guy do without me, his stance said, practical firm Dido who runs things while the brass plays golf, swims and gets messed up with women.

Seeing this, Bell decided to play along.  "I don't," he said.  "Tell Wilcox whatever you want; you handled the exercise well enough."

"I could've fell over when I saw they were black.  You gotta watch those black bastards, they'll screw you every time, simpering chocolate drops, even Wilcox."

"You're joking, Dido."

Here's proof enough you must always be alert, Bell told himself; the pack howls everywhere, even under your nose.

"You ever say anything like this again, Dido, I'll bust you lower than a yardbird."

Dido's grin wiped away to seriousness, but in the instant this change took place, Bell could see he was dumbfounded.  He does not know why!  Yes, it is true!  Accept it!

"Sorry, Sir, guess it's the heat.  I'd like to be over in the pool right now."

He does not know why!
"I didn't know you EM's had a pool."

"We don't, Sir.  But in trunks you can't tell me from a warrant officer."

"Or even a colonel, Dido, if you walked on your toes and lost forty pounds."

"And played with my knee, Sir?"

Be careful.  Slowly.  Never show your contempt.

"And played with anything."

“I don't know, Sir, I'd have to stay gentlemanly or they'd see me for a sergeant right away."

"Or a general."

Now.  Rise.  Turn away, slowly.  Walk to the door.

"So long, Sir."

"I'm going over and take a look at the trial," said Bell.  He hesitated, then turned as if remembering it, an afterthought, anything but important.  "Remember, Dido, we treat all the prisoners alike ... “  But he doesn't know why!  Accept it!  Make him afraid not to.  " … Because we're on the spot here, and if anyone can pin any mistreatment on us because of color, the whole thing will blow sky high.  One single act of mistreatment because of color --- that's what they're all looking for, Dido.  We've got to be angels for a couple of months."

This, Dido understood.  I can be trusted, Sir, his look said, don't worry about me.  I know the bastards are out to get us.  "I'll be careful as a saint, Sir," he grinned.

"Good," Bell said.  "But I'm not worried about you.  Keep your eyes on the cadre."

Dido blossomed forth.  "I'll sit on them tight as a lid on a garbage can.  I'll re-emphasize it, Sir."

The Sergeant's new attitude was reassuring.

Bell thought walking out, yes, the goddamn pack it howls everywhere, even under your nose, eager to sink their teeth into each other's skin, not knowing why they can't, just knowing they can't.  Remove the certainty that they can't, or the understanding they will be punished if they do, or simply fail to remind them of it once in a while, and they will be at each other tearing with their teeth --- because they do not know why!  For the first time Bell felt the real terror behind the big bomb that could blow up a city.  It wasn't the fear of the explosion, it was the fact the bomb would blow up law and order leaving not all dead but plenty of live peoplee behind with all restraints off so that when the smoke cleared they could run wild, their panic telling them to take what they want, do what they want; and once they try, discovering they will not be punished, they are on their own.  Yes, then would come the chaos, much more frightening than the bomb itself.  People would soon be performing in packs for their own enjoyments, grim and terrible, because they never really understood why they weren’t supposed to.

The air was quiet and above blue, almost watery in the heat of this South sun t hat seemed to slow everything, even the air until it simply hung suspended like the air under a tree, and the buildings about him looked as snug as only a previously baked brick now in lesser heat can look.  They didn't sweat; he did.  They had no need to go anyplace, couldn't if they wanted to; he had the need and of course he could.  If the buildings were the fixed bones of the Post, impervious and sterile, he was its flesh which crawled and had things to do and to make and to decide, so he could turn out the muscle of success in a hurry.

Words, words and who can hear and know them?  A man can communicate only with his peers, while all else misunderstand him.  This is why the greatest number of people like the mediocre artist: they are mediocre, he is too, both in life and in what he has to say about it in his art, so there is immediate communication, a communion of the mediocre, one plucks the inane hopes and false sentiments of the other.  This is also the reason the great man has no or little audience.  How many other great men are there he can address himself to?  One or two in his generation, and one or two in each succeeding generation.  His beauty lives and is preserved in a valley of blindness, with a few who can see describing his colors and correctness, his vitality, his cool shapes of vigor and serenity, to the others who will never see and who will accept only the description and not the beauty itself.  And so it goes, on and on, depending entirely on the cleverness and cunning of the peer who describes the greatness --- can he trick them? --- rather than on the greatness itself.

Another reason for the terror of the bomb.  When the libraries and museums are blown away, and we are left only with people, then we must begin all over, accumulating the great works of the few of each generation until we have something once again our people can aspire to, and, yes, be baffled by just enough to keep them in awe so the works will not be destroyed.  Do our ideas, principles and ideals live on in the minds of our people?  No, and this is why education is so futile.  Take the idea that the individual has a certain control over his own destiny, in spite of fate, the gods, the power, the universe or whatever you wish to look up to, an idea sung into Greek ears by Aeschylus.  What each of us is, we make ourselves.  The town is what the people who live there make it.  The corporation is what all the people who work there make it.  The army is what the soldiers make it.  The school is what teachers and students make it.  What and who we are can be judged by our works; and if we do not like our works, our towns, our corporations, our army, our schools, then we do not like ourselves, and it is time to change.  Do most of us believe this?  No we don't.  Thank Aeschylus it is in a book, where the few who are able to suffer the responsibility can read it.  We shape our own destinies.  Nothing done can be done again; nothing lived can be lived again.

