Jean Shepherd Leads His
Flock on a Search for Truth

By BEENAERD WHINRAUB
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"!'uh,:' the audlence snaps

“It sounds lke It. Now
look, we go on at-five min-
utes after 10.
Jean
528 & ripple. of angry
unntu.ﬂ;nnflt&m Now
youre Limelight, gang.
!whh@rehﬂnh,{xmq&
Square to the river and then,
there it is — America! Ly-
ing'out there in the
‘There it is: Trenton, ]
places- like Circleville, Ohio,
Cireleville, Ohio? Think «of
waking up. in Cirgleyille?

“And hefa we are, We coma -

on 6t five minutes after'ten

-and we can a1l tell Cireleville

to go to hell" '
The audience laughs and

o _H.anl HKnopf trv:n Pix
Jean Shepherd

Coffee house communicdtion

applauds and Jean Shepherd

“Nw.ﬁeawcomt
to shout
Words,

end his particular abllity to
point up the anxlelies of his
andience

Mg it

on the army, “It's summer.
I've risen rapidly in threa
years to the rafk of corpo-
ral,” he said. “It's Saturday .
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ently, Some ignored Shepherd,
Others glared at the specta-

quickly. Shepherd, exhausted,
sat down 2nd ordered & ham-
burger. - “it's funny, you
can't tell much about a gang
by looking at them, but what
they wear. You find the
squarest people with beards
and carrying guitars. And tho
little old from

“I work on the air as a short
story writer. My job is to
malke people belleve — make
thent see — what I'm saying.
I write short stories here. The
facts of the story

, may be fictional, but that

doesn’'t matter, Il's
Jonathan  Swift | —

like
or
Salinger. Is ¢r really
Holden Caulfield? Did “he
really run away to New York

to steal old Phoebe's °
records? Who knows? Who

© cares? He's honest and that's

what T try to he”



