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“What the hell’s going on in here?" It was
my friend Staniay, peering in the door, hoid-
ing his paper cup of lukewarm instant cof-
fee—which is practically the badge of con-
temporary urban office life.

“Hoo!" | yelled. Ha had caught me oft
guard and thinking | was being attacked
from the rear, | struck out instinctively.

“Take that, you goddamn incendiary
cockroach!” | grunted, catching Stanley a
crusher below the Adams’ apple which
would have splintered a 10-inch beam.

“Gee whiz,” Stanley wheezed, “'you're
sure getting awfully touchy these days.”

“Sotry, Staniay. You should always knock
betore you stick your head in an office
around here. You never know when you
might get it knocked off. You can't take
chances these days. Brotherly love is dead.
Honor and gentility are but a mockery. It's
us or the cockroaches.”
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JEAN SHEPHERD (CONTINUED)

"No, Stanlay, we got to face it. Cock-
roaches mean more to people today than
vampires. Why, | know one guy who had his
Sony 25-inch TV set ate up by a nest of
cockroaches that got in the power supply,
and ...

"Wait 8 minute,” said Stanley, raising his
hand to silance ma. “Are you trying to tell
me that the tried and true elements of our
film clagsics are passe?

“Stanlay, let’s face it. We got to move
with the times. If Korngelt can coma up with
cockroaches—and you know what a schiep
he is—we can come up with even more rel-
evant ... and that's the key word, Stanley
..., arelevant monster, a monster everyday
almost-normal people can fear.”

} could see the surrounding elegant
luncheon guests of Choack Full O'Nuts drink-
ing in our every word. it's a little game Stan-
ley and | play every day at lunch. We call it
“Big Shot Producers.” We carry on loud and
boisterous conversations the way we imag-
ine Hollywood wheels do at The Polo
Lounge. The fans eat it up.

“Stanley, | got it!" | siapped him on the
back. "'l got an idea for a great monster pic-
ture. It cuts those cockroaches going away.
How about this: The Pothole From Outer
Space That Swallowed New York? All over
the country, potholes are getting bigger and
more sinister by the hour.”

Stan touched my arm for silance, his
voice in a husky whisper rich with awe and
admiration. “It'l make a fortune! Just don't
open your yap too much in this place. That's
a dynamite idea. You've done it again, J. B.
Good God, | cansea it now...."

‘'Walit, Stanley. Let me sketch in the
scana, As the camera picks up the action—
and we can get this outa stock footage—il
is New York at dawn, a vast panoramic
shot. The sun peeping up over Jersey.”

“Wait a minute, you yuck,” Stan barked.
“The sun goes down over Jersey.”

"Yeah, weli, we can fix that with a proc-
ess shot somehow. Seagulls whesl high
over Jamaica Bay. The camera moves over
the great town. A fow milkmen are seen,
tiny dots, their trucks rolling over deserted
streets. We super the credits. And then the
camera drops down, down, down, down,
down ... 1o one tiny square of pavemant
somewhere on the West side of Manhatian.
We are looking at what appears to be an
innocent pothole. A cab’s wheel rushes by.
The pothole grows, even as we watch it.
There is a groan from under the earth. This
great pothole suddenly yawns like a chasm.
A crosstown bus crashes into it and disap-
pears. People run screaming. Charles Nel-
son Raeilly, an absent-minded pothole scien-
tist, is seen at his desk. His phone rings. His
assistant—Goldie Hawn—a young marine
bioiogist, rushes into the room. Her tather, a

paisied professor of Transcendental Yoga,
has been swallowed up by the pothole.
Even now, buildings are tumbling into the
yawning chasm. The President of the United
States declares a national emergency. He is

sean in conference with Japanese scien-
lists, all wearing black hom-rimmed giasses.
Jet planes scream overhead. ..."”

Woe paid our bill and left amid the thunder-
ing applause of the patrons at The Chock.

“*You know, Stanley, that's no joke,” |
said after we had escaped the swinging
doors and were back out on the sidewalk.

“I've had the vague fesling for some time
that the world is falling apart. That hardly
anything works any mora. Potholas are ev-
aerywhera. Did you hear about that {family
that came 1o visit New York a while back?
They just got through the Holland Tunnel
when they hit this giant hole. Busted their
axle and cracked the air conditioner ... a
classic introduction to Fun City,”

We walked along, wrapped in our own
thoughts. We threaded our way through
crowds of mid-town pickets. The needle-
workers, the transit workers, the staple-pull-
ers, the canary cleaners, the popcorn men
... everybody in the world except Stanley
and | seemed to be on strike.

“Stanley, my boy, it is truly falling apart.
According to Edward Gibbon—you rermem-
ber, Stanley, his thrilling bestseiler dealing
with the decline and fall of Rome—the first
sign of fatal decay came when potholes ap-
peared in the Appian Way. Centurions re-
turning in triumph tfrom far-flung provinces
busted their chariot axies in the victory pa-
rades. It was a hell of a notet After that, it

®

Rome’s fate was
sealed the
first time the Appian
Way claimed
a chariot axle
during a
victory parade

®

was noticed that the pools bacame leaky
and the orgies lacked style, what with every-
body bailing and wringing out their togas be-
twean courses. And then, Gibbon went on,
each group within the population began de-
manding more and move of a share of the
loot and they fell into bitter quarreling.”

An angry picket waving a sign prociaiming
WE DEMAND A 74 PER CENT WAGE IN-
CREASE, 7 MONTHS PAID VACATION
AND A 9-HOUR WEEK. THE INTERNA-
TIONAL ASSOCIATION OF SPIGOT
REAMERS, LOCAL 1040 ON STRIKE FOR
ALL HUMANITY jostled against me.

“Who ya shovin', buddy?"' he snarled as
tried to edge past him. “'You Scab Bastardl"
he yelled, "Ya crossin’ a picket linef"

“Sorry, fella. I'm an official pothole in-
spector. I'm just here inspecting potholes,

not spigots.”
He glowered. He didn't know | was actu-
ally teiling the truth. [
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