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 To H. Moskowitz the universe was a relentless enemy.  The fierce pre-Easter blizzard 

was not descending on the City of Chicago or on the States of Illinois, Wisconsin, Michigan and 

Indiana.  It was visiting him personally.  It was an almighty attempt to bankrupt his wholesale 

dress business. 

Everything was going wrong.  There were the Muslim plots.  Three weeks ago Ivy 

Samson, a schwartzie, his part time stock girl, had infected him with a venereal disease.  He 

would not have been covered by Blue Cross even if he had been willing to make the claim.  And 

now, just this morning, from the stand on the corner, another schwartzie, the six-year old anti-

Semitic newspaper boy, had shortchanged him a quarter for the morning Sun-Times. 

 He tiptoed down the 12th floor corridor, flattened against the wall just short of his glass 

door, and then leaned over and peered through one of the black O’s in H. MOSKOWITZ 

LADIES’ WEAR, INC.  Miss Galinsky had the movie magazine open across her typewriter.  In 

one fat hand there was a cup of coffee, and there was the telephone in the other. 

 He entered and crept behind her.  “All right,” he demanded, “who’s the boy friend?” 

 She gasped, spraying coffee onto this morning’s unopened correspondence.  “Goodbye, 

Mother,” she said. 

 After composing herself for a moment, she rotated her steno chair and by degrees brought 

her countenance to bear on him.  Guilt was all over from the slanted chin to the peroxide hair.  

The mouth was twisted.  The eyes shifted from top to bottom and from side to side.  The rouge 

on the freckled cheeks was pale by contrast with the blush. 

 “So what?” she asked.  “Do you own me body and soul?” “Fifteen dollars a week 

extra,” he reminded her. 
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 He went to his inner office and discovered that somebody — either last night’s cleaning 

woman or Miss Galinsky or some other agent of Commonwealth Edison — had left the light 

burning.  There was the pile of bills.  He sat in front of them and sighted across and caught a 

glimpse of Miss Galinsky’s behind.  She was bending and swaying over the lower drawer of the 

file cabinet. 

 “All right,” he demanded again, “who’s the boy friend?  All I want to know is, is it 

Rusnak?”  Rusnak, from Rusnak Ladies’ Knit Sportswear across the hall, was always coming in 

for coffee or to use the Xerox machine or to make his long distance calls. 

 Miss Galinsky wigwagged the behind but otherwise ignored him. 

 After a while he calmed himself.  He took the telephone and dialed the dormitory at the 

University of Chicago.  “Hello,” he said to the pimple-voiced anti-Semitic roommate who 

answered.  “Go in and wake up Arnie Moskowitz.” 

 He rejected several possible approaches.  There was no problem that could not be solved 

by intelligent discussion.  As he waited, however, he was anticipating each one of Arnie’s 

arguments.  By the time Arnie came on a new fury had seized him.  “Murderer!” he yelled into 

the phone.  “You’re killing your mother!” 

 Arnie hung up.  Quickly he dialed him again.  It rang twice, and then he could hear 

Arnie’s breathing.  “Listen, son,” he said, “I have to talk to you.” 

 “It’s your nickel,” Arnie answered. 

 “All right, Smart Aleck, who’s paying your tuition?” 

 Arnie had no answer, and now at last he felt he had the upper hand against him.  Patience 

returned.  The logical approach became possible.  “Listen, son, I just want to ask one question.  

The University of Chicago is a big place.  At the University of Chicago, don’t they have any nice 

girls of your own kind?” 

 Arnie laughed wickedly.  “You mean nice Jewish girls?” 

 “You know exactly what I mean, I don’t even want to say it over the telephone.” 
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 “For Christ’s sake!” Arnie yelled.  “I’m not going to marry her.  She’s a human being.  I 

take her to the movies.  I see her in class.  One time I take her to a dance, and you’ve got me 

engaged to be married.” 

 As Arnie paused for breath, he had a sudden vision of him as a man and no longer a 

child.  In an instantaneous and panoramic pang of memories, he saw the hospital where Arnie 

was born, the synagogue where he was Bar Mitzvah, his room at the University.  In all of these, 

except the last, Arnie was absent.  In the last, he was seated at his desk.  His cheeks had taken on 

a firmness and maturity they had not yet attained.  In his mouth there was a pipe.  On the desk 

there were philosophy books.  His roommate, his face magically cured of pimples, was 

consulting him, earnestly soliciting his opinion. 

 With all of these bewildering images in mind, the temptation to hang up was almost 

overwhelming.  Whereas before he had felt merely frustrated, now he felt utterly powerless.  His 

son had become emancipated.  For the first time he could understand the South’s baffled outrage.  

They had to deal with the schwartzies as persons who were free and equal. 

 A brilliant inspiration materialized.  “Arnie,” he said, “you don’t have the experience to 

know what you’re getting yourself into.  I’ll tell you what I’ll do.  I’ll give you the money.  You 

can go to a whorehouse.  I’ll go with you.  We can go together.” 

 As he waited for Arnie’s answer, Rusnak appeared across the outer office and outside the 

black letters on the door.  As the door opened and as Rusnak sneaked up and covered Miss 

Galinsky’s eyes from behind, Arnie spoke.  “You slimy son of a bitch,” he cried, his voice 

cracking completely and barely squeezing through the little holes in the earpiece. 

 The line clicked dead.  Frantically he jiggled the button.  “Arnie, Arnie,” he said.  It was 

no use. 

 Miss Galinsky was giggling at her desk and showing something in the movie magazine.  

He stood up and beckoned to Rusnak.  “Come in here,” he called.  “And you, Galinsky, go on 

down to the drugstore and take your lunch.” 
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 She turned toward him on her chair, her knees apart and her skirt as high as it could go.  

“Lunch?” she retorted.  “It’s ten o’clock.” 

 “Get out of here,” he screamed. 

 She put her hands on her hips, thrust out her big bosom and made a silly face.  “Okay, 

okay, you’re the boss.” 

 As she left, he went and closed the heavy fire door to the stock room and then went back 

to Rusnak, who was still by the typewriter examining the movie magazine.  He grabbed Rusnak 

by the elbow and tugged him into the office. 

 “Okay, okay, you’re the boss,” Rusnak said, holding up the magazine and pointing to 

Elizabeth Taylor.  “Look at those tits, Moskowitz.  I used to think Galinsky was big.” 

 “Rusnak, please don’t give me that stuff.  Today I’m in no mood for tits.” 

 While Rusnak was making himself comfortable in the leather chair, he went over and 

checked through the dirty window.  The snow was still falling, and on the street the cars and 

buses struggled through the black slush intersection.  Turning back to Rusnak, he said, “I want to 

ask you a hypothetical question.” 

 “I’m all ears,” Rusnak replied. 

 “You’re all stomach,” he corrected him. 

 “Please, Moskowitz, I’m in no mood for stomachs.  I was by the doctor yesterday, and 

my pressure is over 200.  Look,” he added, rolling up his sleeve.  “I’m a pin cushion — insulin 

day in and day out.” 

 “Rusnak, if you please, I know all about your ailments.  You don’t know what trouble is.  

I have a friend who has trouble.  Boy, does he have trouble!” 

 Rusnak leaned forward.  “Kidney stones?” he asked. 

 “No,” he answered solemnly, and he came around and sat on the edge of the desk and 

began to pound his chest repeatedly as though he were reciting the list of sins in the Yom Kippur 

service. 
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 “A coronary!” Rusnak diagnosed, his voice hushed and fearful. 

 “Yes, Rusnak, a coronary — the worst kind.  My friend has a son in college — in the 

East, of course.  What is he doing?  He’s running around with schwartzies.”   

 Instantly a sly and relieved smile illuminated Rusnak’s round face.  “Boy, have you got 

troubles!” he said.  He snickered and then gradually erupted into a belly laugh.  As his gold teeth 

began to show, he covered his face with Elizabeth Taylor and waves of mirth ran up and down 

his stomach. 

 Somehow it was comforting to see Rusnak’s reaction.  The problem was not so bad after 

all.  It was only natural for a nineteen-year old to experiment with sex.  He started to laugh, too, 

but just as soon as he did, Rusnak sobered and sat up straight. 

 “Moskowitz,” Rusnak said, “I’ll give you some advice.   Don’t make an issue.  I never 

told this before, but my own Sammy almost married a gentile.  Every word I said made it worse.  

Why do you think I’m such a sick man today?” 

 As Rusnak again rolled up his sleeve and held out the arm for him to see, this time he 

leaned over to examine the red speckles from the insulin needle.  He had a sudden picture of 

Sammy Rusnak, the tall, good-looking second baseman for the Miami Marlins.  The son was 

jabbing the needle over and over into the flesh of his father. 

 Rusnak arose.  He sighed.  He buttoned the sleeve, tossed the magazine onto the desk and 

went to the outer office, shaking his head and muttering to himself.  Half out the door, he turned 

around, waved his finger emphatically and warned, “Don’t make an issue!” 

 All alone now, he tried to concentrate on business.  The bills on his desk were like the 

blizzard outside.  There was an IBM card from the anti-Semitic Bureau of Internal Revenue, 

notifying him of $1,215 overdue withholding tax.  He let out his breath, and the card lifted and 

floated to the paper clips. 
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 He glanced at the telephone and in his mind dialed each and every digit of the dormitory.  

“Arnie,” he said aloud, “Don’t get me wrong.  I’m not making an issue, but would you mind 

explaining to me what you’re doing?  Don’t I have enough troubles?” 

 He could see Arnie sucking his pipe as clearly as if Arnie were in the room.  Out came a 

perfect smoke ring.  “Dad,” Arnie said, “before I answer, will you explain something to me?  

What did you mean?  You said you’d go with me to the whorehouse.”   

 “What did I mean?  You’re a big boy, Arnie.  Believe me, I wouldn’t harm a hair on your 

mother’s head.  But, after all, a man has certain requirements.” 

 Arnie nodded wisely.  “There’s your answer,” he said. 

 This was the closest he had ever been to Arnie.  “Son,” he said huskily, “there’s just one 

piece of advice.  Take care of yourself.  Did you ever notice your roommate?  I don’t want you to 

drink from the same cup.” 

 As he waited for Arnie to answer, there was a noise.  Expecting to see Miss Galinsky 

back from lunch, he leaned from side to side to look, but there was no one in the outer office.  

The noise came again.  It was a knocking on the stock room door. 

 First the door opened just enough for him to see an eye and then slowly all the way.  Ivy 

Samson entered.  She was round all over, round face, round breasts, round hips, round knees four 

inches below her skirt.  She came and sat in the leather chair which Rusnak had vacated.  As she 

bent to study Elizabeth Taylor, her hair, which was parted straight down the middle, dangled 

forward and curled out evenly on both sides.  “Man!” she said.  “She sure has it.” 

 “Please,” he said, “I’m very busy.  Could you come back some other time?” 

 Without looking up, she began to flip the pages.   “I just want to talk.” 

 She was a Chicago girl and he couldn’t get used to it that she had no Southern accent.   

Suddenly she pushed away the magazine and sat back.  The face, which he had found sweet, and 

the fleshy lips, which he had found delicious, started to disgust him, but then she smiled.  It was 
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a very timid smile.  He was amazed to realize that here was a young person, a very young person, 

maybe nineteen, twenty years old. 

 “Tell me something, Ivy.  If you don’t mind my asking, do you want to marry a white 

man?” 

 Her lips drooped, and she shook her head.  “Heck, no, Mr. M.  I got enough troubles 

without chasing after that.” 

 “Are you sure?  Think about it.” 

 “Oh, I’m sure, all right.  My folks would kill me.  I don’t want to get killed.” 

 “Aren’t there some of you though, Ivy, who would want to get married like that?” 

 She put her hands on her hips, stretching her blouse across her breasts.  “Honestly, Mr. 

M., sometimes you ask the stupidest questions.” 

 Stupid!  He struggled and somehow succeeded in controlling himself.  This was 

intolerable --- stupid coming from an ignorant schwartzie disease carrier.   

She shrugged and leaned far forward, no more than a foot away, resting both elbows on 

the desk.  He looked down her blouse.  His throat tightened.  He began to reach out, but she 

moved back and pushed him away. 

 “You cut that out now, Mr. M. I’ve got to talk to you.  I need $35 a week extra.” 

 “Money!”  He stretched out his arm, clenching his fist and shaking it at her.  “Are you 

talking to me about money?”  He wanted to smash her flat nose.  “What kind of crazy plot is 

this?  Look! Look at these bills!  You’re trying to bankrupt me.  Go on back to work.  Don’t you 

talk to me about money.” 

 She was cowering in the chair, her cheeks quivering.   With her hands up to shield 

herself, she forced herself to speak.  “It’s not my idea,” she said.  Her voice was high and 

unsteady.  “My girl friend said to.  She said, ‘You go and tell him.’  She said I should get the law 

on you.” 

“Get out of here.  You want more money, I don’t need you.  I’ll get somebody else.” 
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 “She says I’ll need that for the baby.  At least that.” 

 At first he didn’t understand, but then he screamed, “Baby!”  His face grew steam hot.  

His eyes started to burn.  A chill began up and down from between his shoulder blades, and his 

whole body began to shiver.  “It’s blackmail,” he shouted, pounding his fist over and over 

against the desk. 

 He saw the terror on her face, and suddenly he had a picture of Arnie.  Without even 

thinking, without a word to her, he got up.  He was on his feet, and he was running. 

 He ran through the outer office.  He shoved through the glass door and into the corridor.  

Miss Galinsky and Rusnak were out there.  They were standing and whispering by the men’s 

room.  Their heads were close together.  Rusnak’s hand was on her hip.  He rushed past them.  

An elevator was open.  As the door closed, he heard Rusnak warning him, “Don’t make an 

issue.”   

 “Shut up, Rusnak!” he screamed into the empty car. 

 He dashed across the lobby and out onto the street.  The cold bit in through his shirt.  A 

layer of snow formed immediately on his suit jacket.  At the corner by the news stand, he hailed 

a cab, which pulled up and sprayed his trousers with slush.  “University of Chicago,” he 

demanded of the driver as he stepped in. 

 Before he could seat himself, something tugged at his coat tail.  He turned and saw the 

six-year old newsboy smiling at him.  The face was ensheathed in a woolen helmet.  “You got a 

quarter coming, Mister,” the boy said. 

 With the palm of his hand, he shoved as hard as he could, knocking the boy off his feet 

and down against the hydrant.  “Anti-Semite,” he screamed as the legs shot up and then subsided 

to the pavement. 

 The cab pulled away.  Watching back, he saw the boy’s father step from in front of the 

stand.  He was a stocky man bundled in sweaters.  For almost a whole block the man stood there, 
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shaking his fist.  Just as the cab turned, the man lowered his hand, and then he went over and 

bent down to help his son. 


