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IN GOD WE TRUST:
ALL OTHERS PAY CASH

A novel by Jean Shepherd, Doubleday, $4.50.
by Ross Welzsleon

Relax, gang, this isn't a novel afler all. Or at least |
not a Novel novel, modern marriage in crisis of sexual
identity, or ruihless power struggles at WOR, or the world |

as seen through the eyes of a cow, or a disturbing parable
set on the borderline between re- — S e e

 ligious ecstasy and sexual per- | Fcﬁ“rmﬂ' ﬂ“—"’ ?]*l diﬂﬂﬂlmﬁz per-
;'i'ﬂ'['ﬁiﬂl’l. It's juEt old E]:'lllp (e ormer—and wo 1t you be uig-

 stand, the familiarity is much |0 the iclephone for 45 minutes
lesa affected than ‘“Shepherd™ and suddenly heard: “this s a

would be. but I remember the | €COTANg”? One of Shep's most
mmﬂ}-amé of hearing ‘Ike all remarkable achievements is this

through the 'B0s and apologize to
 those swho object)—Itl's just old
Shep lelling a serles of looscly
related stories, each close to 45
' minutes long, about childhood
! back In  northern  Indiana.
| (There's o series of linking chap-

ters, each a page or two long, but |
' you don't have lo bother reading

tirem—he dida't Dbother wriling
| ther,) ,

Continued on page 8

In a way, then, Lthe hook is |
The Best of Jean Shepherd, as |
if he just went through all his
' old tapes, picked ont Lhe funniest
15, and handed them (o a Lypist,
IFar from objecting, I'm pgrato-
ful—Shep's alwayvs Ingshing  at
Lthose who wrile in asking him fo
stop “'guing philosophical,”* but |
I'd ratber have that than *-mr*p
Ygoing aeathelle.” In a sentonee: |
il you like Shep's radio progran, |
yvou'll like Lhe book even maore;
if not, you won'l.

We Made T Up®

A few Interesung thingdg g |
pen to Shep's stories on their way
into print. In the frst place, that
disclaimer of “resemblances' at
the beginning— and the way hP"
calls himself “"Ralph’ througzhout
the book (Flick and Schwartz and
all the others keep thelr “right!’
names). It's the same kingd of
reaclion we feel when he refers
to himself as “a comiec.” Strange-
ly enough, rather than Inecreasing
our admiratiom for his “imacsina-
Lion,” this disappoints us in his
| truthfulness: After all these yvears
ceonyineing ug that these people
really llved, that these (hings
really happened, nowv he says
he made it up? He's just an en-
tertainer?

Telephone Perfornier

Why got upset about it? .Tu:-:t|
because he’s too successful? Eu..
the privacy of our response to |
his storles (which he's also spent | |
years convinecing us of, with his
constant reference to the snunli-
ness and intimaey of his audi-
ence), makes his stories Hﬂnm;‘
like bolh confessions and inlo-
gues—in bolh of which honesty!
is more or less assumed. And
since nostalzle  self-reeoznition
and shared inlimaey are at the
core of this response, for him to |
deny the literal truth of his stories
is almeost lo deny our own past.
No matter how “imaginatively' |
he's done it, if he's just made it
all up, he's manipulaled our
lives, betrayed our confidence.
How would you like it If vou
hired somebody to wuite your
biography and he twmned it inio
a novel? Or to put it another
way: Shep isn't so0 much a radio |
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intlmacy with his audience—
which may explain why I, for
one, don't really enjoy his Lime-
light performances, why I found
myself listening to his voice read
this book aloud, and why 1 con-
cluded, finally, that he was lying
when he said he was lying.
Another odd effect of the print-
ed word is to throw his rhythm
off slightly, The big build-up
works better on radio. When he

|says: “well—let—me—tell—you—

when — that — firecracker—went
off —'* the rhythm isn't in the
words but in the voice, The same
thing happens to his hyperbole:
“We must have sat there 47
hours' just doesn’t read as well
as he can make it spund.

But these are minor peinls, of
course, and instead of going on
with a systematic ‘‘review” of
his book, I'd like to concentrate
on three apecific things at greater

length: nostalgia, cynicism, and
satire,

Shep's nostalgia is close to Na-
hokov's, not a sorrowing but an
ecstatic nostalgia, so that experi-
ence is not re-lived in, but actual-
ly heightened by memory. It
would probably be safe lo say
that both of them actually prefer
nostalgia to experience—and, in
a way, impatiently await the end
of an experience so that they can
recall it, No matter how psycho-
logically devious this might be,
it is certainly aesthetically vala-
able—for it allows each of them,
in differing degrees of course, |
to give a glow, a nimbus to their |

reminiscences that elevates them |
from history to art. i
TUher—Reality

Perhaps Shep's audience is so |
large because he gives us a nos-
talgic picture of a time when life
was ‘‘simpler' (with no such
“problems"” as civil rights or
Vietnam), or perhaps because

|

we're  particularly  nostalgic
about the Depression (the first
nationwide “happening’'}, But de-
spite Shep's constant insistence
on the uber-realily of life in nor-
thern Indiana in the '30s, where

| Life was Total and Complete (it

would he interesting to hear from
a Gary, Ingiana, Negro labover
aberat that), the odd thing is, he
jsn't nostalzic for “‘reality’” but
for fantasy. What are the ohjects
of his nostalgia? To a surprising
extent, they're  radio pro-
grams and movies and comic-
strips, Red Ryder and Sereenland
and Little Orphan Annie, the ma-
gic world of MGM and Boy's Life
and cerea] hoxes—a lime before
he “saw through' the fantasy

| world of a child.

One of his most ecstatic me-
mories is of the Chicago World's
Fair: “Mile after mile was co-
vered with this fantasy, this won-
deriand, this land of real, genuine
absolute Magic." (We ought to
keep that sentence in mind when
he talks about “‘real” as opposad
to ‘“fantasy.”) The fact that he
is nostalgic not for a lost “reali-
ty'" but for a lost “wonderland™
—for  innocence, in  short—ex.
plains how he can refer, in the
early pages of this book, to “my
own despised hometown." Ii's
really a rather shocking phrase
to one who's listened to Shep for
years. Despised? And witheut
any irony? But it's the phrase of
a solipsist—he despises the fown
and loves the ‘“Magic''—and his
eonstant theme of ‘loncliness"
takes on a new and more touch-
ing dimension,

Sense of Loss

It would bhe easy lo respond to
this that we all feel this way
(certainly everyvone, for instance,
has noticed himself wishing an
experience would end =0 he could

is so common as nostaleia fop
something that never really ex-
isted, and that “the" sense af"

logs'' is inseparable from the
sense of being alive. But doesn’t
this very universality argue that
ghep is more than a mere per-
former, that he's exposing some
real nerve-ends? That he obvicus-
ly isn't “‘conscious" of this (in
the sense of analyzing, deciding,
utilizing, and so on) means no-
thing—or if it means anything,

Contimped on page 14
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means that, ke Chaplin, his very
“unconsclousness” is one of his
most valuable asgets, =

This sceount of hs nostalgia
may help explain the particular
qualities of his cyniclam. In a
way, this eynicism, Hke that of a
New York newspaper columnist,
or even Maleolm Muggeridge, is
just m defense against involve-
ment, & woy of avoiding any
commitment whatsoever by '‘see-
ing throngh' all possibla commit-
monts. (Shep’s admiraton for
“Mondo Cane'' is rather reveal-
ing—if nothing ls serious, i
everylthing 13 a fraud, then
there's no possibility of defeat.)
The eountry boy In the city, hav-
Inz listened well to the story of
the country cousin, reverses the
story simply by refusing to be
conned hy ANY hing.

Beady-Fyed Fervor

But not belog conned, In Shep's
came, goes even further, He f=n't
even polng to lislen. Ie's never
going o be cynienl about, say,
the Kennedy assussination—If he
ever talked about It at all, he'd
probahly mention only “the nuity
ohsessions of these comspiracy
thinkers"'—NOT from fear of
alienating part of his andisnee,
but from an wimost knee-jerk ro-
luctance to expose himself lo the
vilnerability of commitment,
Shep often talks about 'commit-
ment'—protesting  too  much?—
as If it Involves only bendy-eyed
madmen possessed by messlanic
fervor, and defends himaelf by
saying that all we want Is for him
to adopt our own favorite commit- I
mants, Buot hls own messianie |
farvor, IL soema to me, I8 o Hve
in a world where commilmant
isn't even possible—the world of
a child—let mom and dad worry
about that, I'm having fun. In-
stend of being covnleal about No-
vember L hia'a cvnical
about Santa Claus—a cynleism
withoul consedquoences,

(This probably sounds like a
paychodogizing put-down. As for
paychologlzing, it's easy enongh
to ask in reply: who talks about
his e, especially hls childhood,
for 45 minutles every night, Mon-
day through Felday? And as (or
put-down, on the contrary, a great |
deal of my admiration for Shep
stems from the fascination of lis-
tening to somenne so closely In
touch with—-hold on—"Infantile
fantnsies.' Une of the functions
of art. after all, is lo ease cur ac-
cess to ourdelves, and my objec-
tien ‘o Shep's work to dale isn't
that he's a “mers: comic” but
that e won't allow himsalf the |
full potentialities of his nccess.
More wbout that later.)

Kid Never Comned

To illustrate the relationship
batwoenn his nostalgia and his |
eynlulsm: Il he wera sver to
describe a performance of ““Pe-
ter Pan" at Warren G. Harding
Schoal, he'd more likely than not
recall the audience yelling back
“yeszusss ! when Peter Pan asks
If he should free Tinker Bell.
Well, I clesrly remember the
chorus of "nmococo!” and Man-
tana fsn°t that far from Indiana.
20 It's perfectly concelvable that
he would alter reality, after all,
if it served either his cynicism or
his nostalgia. And the two ara
related in that both allow him to |
“see through" lor to not "Spe |
through™) without any real com-
mitment. Banta Claus:
should 1 believe or not? Peter

Pan! should I say ves or no?
It doesn’t malter either way,
which Is precisely the point. Life |
really wna simpler. A kid may

have fantasies but he's

, Imltations (hopeless just bacause

Poking at wounds under the pre-

ther than embracing) the kind of

| the very marrow of the bones of

WE TRUST

canned means never growing up.
Or surviving at the expense of
living. Or nostalgia for uncom-
mitted oynlcism.

All this implies the next: Lhe
clalm on the jacket that Shep ia
an “underground satirlst” 1s sim-
ply preposterous, Shep Is as sza-
tirical as Norman Rockwell, (The
Chicagn News: ** . . . how com-
fortable . . , it Is to slip Into the
world of Jean Shepherd.”) The
very funotion of hia cyniciam is to
protect and conflrm., He dossn't |
sativize, he eulogizos,

It's always seemed to me that
Chaplin (to give a parallel ex-
emple), far from being an *‘out-
slder," mocking our soclety's
values, is actually so popular
precisely because he confirms
those values, Much of his come-!
dy has its source In his hopeless

they're so Plalomically perfect)
of what we all do as a matter of
routine, (When he cleans his fin-
gernalls with his cane, for in-
stance, he sn't saileizing our oult
of cleanliness but approving 1t
—by altemptimz to be even
more fastlilous than we are.) If
the Tramp desires sa farvenily,
so pathetleally, to emmlale our
lives—well, we must be doing
semething right. And In much
the same way, Shep confirms
many of the emotions of pre-
udolescence.

Shaw onee said of himself and
Mark Twain that they had to
make people Jangh—*If we
didn’l, they'd hang us Instead.”

tense of tickling them, But Shep
doesn't come near any wounds,
T suppose the Utle of lls book

ogupla of specific passages &t
greater length: "““The basie, pri-
mal elements of exislence zare
lald bare and raw," Shep wriles,
“ . . . that beady, red-eyed,
clawed creature, that ravening
carnivare, that incorrigibly wild,
insune, geurrying little beast—{ha
Killer that is in ench one ol us."
Shep goes on to say that we
“rarely admit" this, and even
coifesses that "I have been at-
tempting to cover it up all of my
life." 8o the denial becomes an
edmission. But almost immedi-
ately the process [s reversed:
the admisslon becomes a denlal,
Because what Ia lhe talking
about? Afler all this buildup,
what Is this dark and evil situa-
tiecn?— the day he fought buck
to & bully! So we cann all say
“whew" aboul that “Eklller Lhat is
in each ona of us." And it Lurns
oul that he really has been "‘at-
tempting to cover it up' all this
life—it's remarkable how often
people will tell the truth when
they thinik we'll (hink thay're Loll-
Ing a le.
Bullles or Killers T

Shep also writea, In Lhis chap-
ter: “He dally doss batlle with
horrors and emotions that he will
spend the rest of his life trying
lo forget or suppress. Or reaap-
fure.” That's as far aa he goea
But It's much farther than a
“mere comic” would go—those
lust two words—and calling him-
gelf an- “enlertniner™ s a way
nf drawing back from the lmpli-
cations of that passage, of allow-
ing himgelf not to follow up s
huits, For the next slep, it would
seem, woitld be to realize thal
whal is “'suppressed™ wnd what is
“recaptured'’ aren't lhe samao
lthing at all—that n  *rocap-

-

soundds Hike antire, but two things
are of Intoront hero: In the flyrat

place, the title comes from a sign

he saw in o har, and any real

sativiet would be satirlzing l_'ma]

arclety which has signs like that
in its bars: and secondly, the title
reminds one of n Twain ﬂmn-l
ment: when Andrew Carnegie
told him that the Uniled States
was a4 Chelstinn country, Twain
paplied : “'so is Hell.” You won't
thnd that In any bar. Opr In Shep
glther,

Rolton 1o Core” |

Shep has an almost systematic |
wiiy of dealing with anvthing
dark or evil in life, He doesn't
Jugl ignore or onut darkness and
evil: he admits it in such a way
that it ean be simultaneously de-
nied—-a& remuarkably Llransparent
inatance of ana of Frowd's most
brillinnt insights.

Basically, hfs method {5 to im-
mediately call himself “‘rotten {o
the core” and then to gradually
cleanse himsell, (in o wa)y, this|
is ] varintion an his ':
major theme: “brnuma can be |
fun.' Remember the Deprossion,
the army?-—weren't those duys
horrible? —but weren't they won-
derful? ©f, o passage in Lhis
boolk: ** . . . striking ferror iy

those fortunale opoigh Lo be on
the scene.”)

One of his methods of *handl-
ing" the evil he admits i3 by im-
mediately forcing cur compliclty:
s almost compulsive use of
phrases like “'you koow bhow it
was” or “there’'s not a guy in
this reom who didn't" and s0 on,
i4a litle suspicious, Another me-
thod 1s self-denying hyperbole:
references Lo Froud or psychia-

| that these stories are all very

| he talks for o couplo of pacoes
{about

| —and changed the subject.)

try, for Instance, are nlways ex-

turing”  bullies  Le's  *'sup-
preasing'  killers, Hyperbale js|
oftens the exagierulion of oo
profifema oo thal they oan bonz
the emotional welght of major
problems that can't be amlmitled.

In another of these stories—
tnd It should ba sald somewhere

very funny mul whatever slse
the publisher wants to put on Lhe
jacket of the next edition—aflter
ull, & kid has lo hustle his book.
But in another of these stories;

“the taste of Iorno-
graphy,” and works up an effec-
tive sickly-swealy Image of a
chitd's first contmct with Ileit
gexuflity, & Kind of naive bat)
disturbing debanchery, 1a s v
gue, generalized wuy, IU's quite
accurate ag to emotlons, But what |
about the factual causes? Primal

layer of “comie,” the secand lay- (he final pages. It you've lstened
er of “sloryteller,” you've in the | to Shep for any length of fime—
presence of &n awesome and sur- [ If you stlll think he's just an
prisingly complex talent, who, In | “entertainer™—read the following
an entlrely unintended way, unp- | and see i you kaven't becomae
covers 4 lot of seething emaotinng, | more inveolved with his charact-

Many people just compars him &%  than  you'd  reslized:
to “Mad" aml sy he's u high- | We bolh knew that Schwartz and
sehool fad, Others say he's nnti- | been shot down over Ilaly," Shep
Intellectual (maybe that's a lte | Wiites, “They never found him.™
strong, but when he ridicules
“Virginia Woall" Lecause it lsn't |
like the fighls he remembors
back home in Indlana, you want
to remind him that most of ua
have stopped evaluating art on
the basis of whal our mothers
were like),

My objection, on the alher
hand, i= that every time he opoms |
an accesa to eomething lmpor
tant be turns the other
way (where ls the actua] exper!- |
ence of childhood debavchery
that caused those disturblng sex-
ual emotions, for Instance—It
wasn't just reading Bocecacclo):
that he gets wvery “close to
home" and (hen changes the
subject; and that he's keeping
hiz talent too much under oon-
trol—an odd thing to say about
someone who pours oul volumes
of talk every weck, But maybe
that's the point, Tmagine WOR
8BS a paychialrist's couch for just
a second-—there’'s Shep—free sa-
socinting for 45 minutes—and you
—you're thls doctor—and what's
tive first thing von realize? Shep's
not talking 1o you nt all —he's
On!

Cold Forgolien

In one of the lasl of these sto-|
r1es, Shep writes about a Thanlks-
giving Day Parade—heo'a in this
band—they're  freczing—lcloles
are hanging from their nostrils
—ihay're mizerable, But they ap-

proach the reviewing stand—and
“suddenly the cold was [orgot-

ten: We were On Jenn Ship
herd—The Kid Who Came In
From The Cold. !

[ don't in any way meun Lhese
remarks to measurs Shop's “full- |
ture”—on the contrary, 1|
hope they're taken as 4 measure
of his potentinl, Bul he's got to
go boek out into the enld agnin,
or he'll spend the rest of his ca-
reer &8 an "1 only Kidding
folks' comic—one of the bDest,
when he could be one of
Lhe greatest,

That he nows IU's cold autaide, |
that he just mighl be lempted ta'
stap oul and see, |8 hinted at in

|

Seene? Accldental Masturbalion?
Or even Playing Doctor? Ub-uh—
g3 & kid he stumbled neross Boe-

paccio. And whal's the point of |

the story? He dido’t uhderstand |
IL! He Lthinks “cuclold” 5 a bird! |
The confession of debaunchery ls
denled the momoent IU's miade—
he's given us thuse sickly-swoes
tv emotions of debnuchery, then
Immediately made it clear that |
he s, In reality, immoculsiely
lunocent !
Close 1o Home

86 much for his cxposure of the |
tnderside of lifa—so wmuch for
“underground sative.”" shop i3 no
on WOR for nothine., (A couple
of days sgo he said: "bul we're
getting a little too close to home"

Take the last dozen or ag para-
graphs, change about (hree
words, and you might have o pa.
indy ol an elabornlely over-ses
rleus and convoluted abalysis of

pressed In words [lke "lurking,” a "mere enterininer’—ono of |
i demonlie “‘heh heh hel’ In 'rjw.-_ those Lhings ahout “tragic comie-
buckground, so that while con- | dians" that was so fazhlionalle

fexging something he simullane-
ously doesn't take it seriously,

But these are subsidiary me-
thods—to understand the basic

mever conned., And never being

method, ' let's take a look at a

Inur or five vears apo. Bob my
point is to show that Shep CAN
Tt tuken that seriously, that there
ARE convolutions in his work,

Lt when you get under the first





