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It certainly is excising, but also it's exhausting.
And for me it is hard on the nerves, going from extremes of
optimimism to extremes of aepression. One moment whistidng
at the top of my ability up the streets of Mahanhatten, on
Union Square, on Claremont Avenue, &hrough the crowds along
42nd street, or down the deserted réverfrint streets aff
York Avenue. And then I am in my room face against the
wall shaking with the fear bf being totally unwanted.
But all of it, every minute is an ecstatic slice of life,
every bit is in huge buildings like the empire state bullding
or Wannamakers, or else in crowds, in subways, hcspitals,
reception rooms, or offices. It hss all gone by like flabhkes
and so I am hereby sitting .own to preserve as much af the
time that flown through my hands these past three weeks as
is possible for me.
I had talked it over with my parents, and they Lad
acquéesced. I was really, finally going to leave schodl
and pay my way through a psychoanalysis. On “unday morning
January 4th, 1959, my greyhound bus circled down into the
hole of Lincoln Tunnel, I caught one last glimpse of the
New York early morning skyline before we tunneled into its
midsta and lost the perspective from across the river.
The empire state building rose from the its companion
structures and disappeared completely intc the rig$ like
some fantastéd “Yack in the Beanstalk creation. Then we
were droning on and on through the gloureseent lighted
Lincoln tunnel. On and on past stationed cops along the
sides in little glass offices to keep out the fumes and
dust of the thousands of cars streaming endlessly past.
Finally our bus pulled up into the light. But now there -
wasn't as much light, for towering above us were buildings.
I was home. _ :
That day I could only wait. There was nothing to do.
Juring the week that followed I carried out my initial SR TN
padans and didn't get hold of much. I wrcte again to Dr. a o
Wilbur to ask for an analyst. I saw or. Montague, but
we couldn't do much before Dr. Wilbur's reply. I went &n
and talked with Jean Coleman and found thet I could get
my scholarakip deferred all right. At least one thing
would be CK. On Thurdday I checked with Columbia Placement. ;
Mr. Bégglow was a very nice young chap. His handshake was
warm and his tone was understanding. But his references
were nil. T was going to have to muke my oun way. In
the other room, I was shown a list of temporary Jjobs, but
found them guite inadeguate. Friday: After choir® I went
over to talk with furmer Jean Chamberlain. The wide stairs
marble floored and light colored seemed somehow forbidding.
They would like far longer than anyone stepping upon them.
On the fourth floor I looked for his ofrfice. No one was
in those to the right. Then I asked and sure enough, there
he was down at the other end. I s&t down and talked. Finally
I quite He understood. Then I asked him about his report
on education to the Carnégie foundation. He was very '
modest about it, one might even say shy. But he iid want
to talk, too, so I listened and asked for a while. We taleed
about the intanglibles of educaticn. How no one can teach
only by staniard procedures. How teaching is an art. And
I knew that he knew what he was talking about. I knew
that he was an artist. People ‘that know him better than

I have said so. Hut I would say wo anywa ‘ust £ talki
with him. y anyway, J rom talking

%_Q, o o




So that is how things went the first week. But from this
point on everything becomes much harder to place in its
proper time perspective. So I guess I will just have to
wander. I spent day after day scanning the want ads in
the Times. I remember writing letters. There was the

one I wrote to the hospital lo. king for a medical clerk.
The pay was low, but I figured that my pre-med background
in college would get me intc a gocd position for the job.
lhere was no reply to the letter. Another letter was the
one I wrote in response to the ad for fact.ry workers.
Again there was no response to my letter. Perhaps one of
the troubles was my request of at least $65 a week and my
lack of experience to back it up. I gave Dwight as a reference
and later on wondered if he would mind. (That reminds me
that I should call him, and also Jean Sareil to ask about
there attitide tbwgrd my using them for references.) (A
pause of fifteen minutes ensues at that point as I call up
these two. Mr., Sareil was not home , hut 8Swight was and I
told him all about my job hunting.)

I kept thinkkng that I ought to go to the New York
State Employgent Agency, but somehow or other I never let
myself go see them. One of the first things I did do, howewer,
was to pick up application blanks for post office mail
carrier and mail handler. I haven't yet taken either of
the examinaticns but one comes up Saturday. That rdéminds
me that I must £ill out the applicaticn forms and check
up on the exam. One day I deciied to check out an all
civil service jobs. I started out over at Columbia Employment
where I caught Mr. Bigelow and found the address of the
U.S. Government Civil Seri#tce. Downstairs in the old
dark wooden walled and wooden stairdased building were
several bulletin boards covered with old government-
civiél service announcements. Sanitation enginecr wanted;
Clerks wa ted; firemen wanted. But was I? At least I would
go down and find out. But first I picked up a map of the
city at Jorm's statinmary store across from the campus.

The proprietor smiled to see my purchase but said nothing.
I am in there pretty often for something or other. Then

I headed for the post office to find out why my forms for
mail handler had not been returned. I must have gone down
by subway. For the second time I went down the long, long
corridor or that gigantic post office building. Pastdoor
after dcor I went along with a fellow pushing a cart of
Some sort. Finally he went into an orfice to the side and
I had to continue alone. This time I got the application
for carrier. I came out with more papers in my pockets.
Now I needed to find the Federal building on Christoper

and Washington streets. This was my first trip down
Menhatten's lower West side. The streets were dirty and
free of cabs and cars. Most of the traffic was trucks.
Insteuad of the huge stone gnd concrete puildings of uptemn ,
now the Buildings were low wouden store fronts and upstairs
apartment s. The grocery stores spread their wares out onto
the sidewalk. Pears and apples browned in the sun. Biight
red and green peppers vied with many colored fruits for:
attention. At one store a Buge negro sang as he threw €rozen
cuts of beef from the floor of his truck parked there éanse
with great abandon into a Buge barrel for transport into
the store. And at one block I stopped to see boys surely
no more thatn twelve years old playing hockey in shroped
off street. The sight of their hockey sticks and the pucks




flying around between them suddenly dawned upon me as a

new sight. I had never seen anyone playinrg hockey before.
The boys were skillful on their Poller skaéss; I was not

the only one standing there watching. But soon I walked

one down farther and farther into the dock loading secticn.
The tnncks grew larger and the Bulldings also grew from
three and four story store fr nts into five and ten storey
factory buildings with screaned windows and huge lighted
rooms, the walls exhaibiting coat racks hung with the

coats of hunireds of workers. The Federal building turned
out to be the mcst monstrously ugly of them all. A terrible
ninetheenth century brick monster set down on an entire

city block not far from the water front. The little foom
with ann - uncements was full of cotrcred men with forlorn
expressinsgs eyeing the opportunitées for veterans. And also
there were people like me looking strangely out of place
leafing through annowncement after announcement for engineers
and skilled workers, all the jobs to be examined in Washingtog.
But Washington is a long way off, and anyway I want to stay
in New York. So I left empty handed.

Again I set off walking. This time I headed for the
telephone directory's address given for the New York City
Persongéll department. This time I wad walking twoard the
financial district by a new approach. I passed the loading
platBorms of factories where gneat negross rolled barrels
and boxes into trailor trucks and wondered idly if I could
get a job like that. Then too there were the faces c¢f the
theck ‘drivers themselves, like the one filling the gas tank
at a parking let. Somehow he seemed so bored and.far away,
as though he only lived in speeding acrosc the highway,
speeding past farms and cities, and sittibgg still was not
life at all. Just before I got to she my destination I
passed the shop of the Vivil Service leader. I looked
sarcastically at the trial exam books advertised for
several dallars apiece in the window. Then went in to
pay the lady ten cents for copy of the newspaper. It told ™
about the post office jobs, but had little else of interest
to me. Somehow the stories of those people in the civil
service retiring after thiity or four.y years of clerking
at $70 a wekk were very disheartening. I read it while
sitting in iine up at the City Empl:yment office and got
so discouraged thuat I didn't even bother tal ing to anyone
there, but just got right back onto those huge old elevators
manned by the most discouragingly tired man. ZEverything
was tired that day and I returned to schcol witk nothing
but papers.

Bomeday previous to this one I had called up the one
name given to me by Columbis's employment agency, an esectutive
*ee- of a small envelope coripany lo king for an assistant.
He asked me why I was leaving Columbia and like a foold I
told him I was getting a psychoanalys&&. By this time the
Job was lost and I could only jaw with him over the phone
about how much an analysis would interfere with my work.

The bastard made me thoroughly.mad and gave me ju.t the
spirit of let the world go to hell which I needed for the
weeks of job hunting ahead. ,

Another meeting during those first few weeks which
served to kindile my enthusiasm about a good job was my
lunch with Vwight one morning down at his ofrfice.
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This meeting with oDwight was Just the thing I needed.

He is really a great guy. He is remarkably snough, a

very unfatherly.man in manner, though one hnows that
unierneath he is greatly interested in me. As we talked
he rose from his desk and came over to sit on the window
sill beside me. But instead of facing me, he stared out
the window and talked quietly of his own boyhood. He
mentioned times spent in New York. YI guess, yes, I

was even worse off then thaf you are now. I remember
trying to find a job here in New York. I would work

here long ehcugh as a salesran to g0 back up to the

farm on the Cape and live off the money I took. The
money went a long way.up there, but even so it seemed

to run out fast."™ His shaggy brows were thoughfful and
his greg opaque gyes distinctly clouded as he spoke.

Te laughed and diagnosed hy trouBle as the "taxi-driver
fanbasy? "Yes, I once had it too. I thoughtsk- that the
greatezt *ife would be just driving around or working

at something for which I wouldn't have to think &t all.
But it docesn't work that.way." I grey inspired by his
words and itched to try for a good job somewheee. "Perhaps
I should try to use my contacts. There's Milton Glick ah
Viking, and then there are always Westinghouse and General
Motors." oOwight shook his head at my enthusiasm and
tryied to calm me down and forsake such dangerous ventures
until I cculd obtain more experience job-hunting. Then

he suddenly asked.if I found job-hunting fun. I thcugh
for second and then realized the answer. "Yes," I said.
"] did, too." He smiled and said nothing else.

Finally classes were over and the exam period started.
Sunday I went through and through the newspaper ads.
Airline trainmes $85 a week; bank trainees $75; clerk-
typists $65; Administrative Assistants $85. My enthusiasm
ran high and I envisioned earning fantastic salargées.

I wrote several letters applying for Administrative
Assistant positines. Agaln no reply dmring the week.

On Monday morning I got all iressed up and tcok the

old Broadway seventh avenue line down to times sgquare.
There among the signs and cheap shops and cheap movies

and bums and toughs I gound my way over to the aAll-American
agency. They had good ads for airline trainees. There
were about five people behind desks plus two receptionists
I waited in my overcoat and blended myself in with the
negro boys Jjust out of the army trying to readjust to
earning a liwing, or to the negro women juat back after
their last baby. But there were no puerto Ricans. The

guy that finally called my name was a nice looking middle
aged balding guy who reminded ke very much of my uncle.

His .attitude was also the same, one of quiet consideragion.
But the jobs wouldn't do. Airline trainees must be versdmans.
"I'm sorry."Have you considered going into the armed services
now? It would help your status very much." He sent me to
another Jdesk where the large matronly woman arranged an
interview for me at Canada Jry. That afternoon was my
Music final exam, but just before aking it, I found time
to tall and arrange a time to see the woman at Canada Jry.
Thus on Tudsday afternoon I wended my way through the rainy
traffic around Grand Central and after going around one




block too far, found the ofices where I hoped to work. &/
Here I established a routine which I wwuld follow many times

in the days to come. I stood outsiie a huge and brand new
building fronted with the slick newness of freshly polished
stone. Somehow they have finally leamned the secret of

blending stone and glass, so that the two of them each have

the same slick surface. At any rate this was one of those
buildings. The doors stretched halfway across the front of

the building and were wet back well into the ground floor
leaving an averhang from the rain neither on the sidewalk

nor inside. ®his also seems to be a standard feature in

today's bwilding (office). Heee I wiped hy hair, face and
glasses with my handkerchief. I dign't sudcedd nearly so

wkll in taking off the rain as I did in soaking my handkerchief,
but ah any rate I did gain some respite between the coming and
the going in. To continue with my description:of the building:
Inside the first floor was high and pdlished and honegoombed

by the many sets of elevators going upstairs. ¥irst I checked
the large black, glassed in, white-lettered directory and found
my destination. Then I nodied to the elevator chief and entered
the approprdate elevator for 10-16. Upstairs I found my Jdestination
as a dessk set behind two thick glass doors, completely glass,
attended by the pretty secretary. I would come tprto building
after building, elevator after elevator, and glass door after
glass door just like these. New York is becoming repophlated
with this atmosphere of slick and clean. I gue:=s it is for

the better.

There was no interview that afternoon. It took me almost
an hour to fill out the forms and then more time to take the
companies personall forms. By the time I had finished there
was no time to see the woman supposed to interview me. They
told me as I left that they would call. They haven't. It is
a good thing I didn't really expect them to.

This was the week of exams Jan. 19 thoggh 22. It wasn't
until Friday the 23rd that I rpeaily went back Jdowntown looking
for a job in Barnest. First I checked out the want ad columns
in the ‘imes and aicled the most promising jobs. Then I listed
them hy agency and made a priority order. First stop would ;
be the Medical Placements Agency. Their ad was for an admisnistratiee
assistant and the salary was attractive. Besides, as a pre-
med student, I seemed (God knows exactly why) to have an
advantage at such an agency. Thag was a little tiny agency -
stuck down at the @nd of a small hall in an older building.

The office too was small and the waiting room would hardly
have held more than three people. 4As usual I spent the first
part of my time fillimg out the application forms. This was
another action which would become a routime for me in the
following weeks. One eventually gets a certain enjoyment

as he makes friends (or tries to) with his interviewers.

I particularly enjoyed irs. Neal (No that's not right).

At any rate this interview waw a particularly enjoyable

one. Tre woman was very sympathetic, and though the executive
ghe called was horrified at my application while 1A in the
draft, she tried to help by sending me over to their sistér
agency, the Castle Hill Agency. Castle Hill also turned out
to be a very friendly place, but again not very helpful.




I was referred from my first interviewer, a very nice gentlemen ’C
in his fifties across the room (or should I say aesoss the aisle
since there were only four desks in the office) to a second chap,
young, not so intelligent’, but very much in earnessé with me. Mnr.
He seemed to take a likéng to me or somethi and though there

was no job on his 1list which would pay over $60 a week, he too
wanted to see me find the right job. Finally we arrived at

the point where he suggested that If I were just looking for
money, I would do well to call up the ford Motor Co. factory

or to find some political pull for the iost Office. I told

him aBout knoweing Nevins Baxger who is forev r talking about

his working with the Jemocratic local committee, and he urged

me to follow mp this lead. As for factory work, he suggested

the badeck of agencies at 70 Warren Street.

THE EDWARJDS AGENCY 73 Warren ©treet: That's where I headed
They regularly carry an ad in the times; wanted men, boys for
factory work %1 82 an hour. Warren Street slopes down from
Broadway f#ioward the docxs and wuickly iegenerates from the
business building, wall street type of neighborhocd of central
downtown New York into the truck-loading,papert-littered
badly-paved dock streets. Jown toward the end was the block
of factory agencies. Edwards had the largestsign, perhaps
three storégs high, a glaringly cheap and sordid looking
sign. But the buildin itself was much more substantial than
those around it which a*=est seemed to be collapsing amé even as
I approached them. Inside the large downstatrs focm was filled
with smoke and big, dirty jacketed laborers. And I in my black
suit, quite dapper. Boy did I stick out like a sore thumb.
Pulling my coat arcund my shouluiers closer, I managed to the
catch the attention of one of the interviewess, ask for factory
work, and Ret shuttled into the secndd compartment of the room
past the swinging door separating the dozens of seated smoking
men fndmthe dozen or so deskes behind whiek- each of which a
man sat staring at something in in his hand or on desk, completel
oblivious to the crowd walting in front of them. The man at
my Jdesk told the Boy seated before me in his rough, cock sure
voice to"go back there and take the job." The boy laughed,
winked at the dsske man across the aisle, got up and left.

The man paid no attention to me but just sat there s&gring at
something. I asked him if I cculd get some factory work. No
answer. I asked him again and he absent mindedly asked me for
by experience. I had none. He had no job for me. I got up
and left the place. Harély five words had been spoken between
us. Neither of us emen even seemed to have ncticed the other.
That was my only contact with the factory agencies. For all

1 xnow those vepy same men are in that crowaded, smoke-filled
room now, quistly walting.

The Church agency isn't far from there. They are both
downtown and dowmatown New York is small. The change in neighborhood
was striking, however. 'The € urch agency is in the financial
district and handles only banking and financial positions.

It's office was roomy and had that old well-contructed-of-wood
appearance that was standard for so many years before today's
slicked granite and glass doors. My interviewer- was an intell8-
gent and business-like man. He immedicately probed much deeper
into my motivations &han had any previous interviewer. “Within

a fiew wentences I was back into the corner of having to tell

him I was searching for money to pay for a psychoanalysis.

He was sympathetic but of course could give me no help. Bankind
is not the place for you, he assured me, They are terribly



curious people, the banks, and thcy would have to know
all that I ask you xnow. ’
For some reason or other I then would up in Grand

Centrmal Station.to make phone calls. I made up a list

of Borporation s to call about jobs: Ford, Wright
Aeronautical (two that the fellow at Castle Hill had
suggested), Federal “istributigg Corp.(for mhom I had
worked the previous summer) Morrison Knudson (whom I

had called for a job the year before) and finally the

YMCA, from whom I wanted to obtain a pobm. No one

could help me. Fordaand Wright had men laid off,

Merriser Federal “istributing Corp. also had men laid

off and would call them back first. Morrison Knudson's
address was right down the street, so I emergel from the
bee-hive of Grand Central back into a sunny <«a¥+ though
chi’ly January day. Their buildirg, the ~ocony Mobil
building was another of the new, slick, wide glass entranced
plades. Upstairs (the 25the floor or so) the girl at the
desk was pretty (I wish she had been pretty helpful, instead.)
The construction industry would not be getting back onto its
fee for another couple of months. I should try again then.
On the way down I stopped at the Socony Mobil personall office
just for kicks. Here the secretary seemed to be greatly
impressed with my audacity at just walking into the place
looking for work, but shis Eime I was very uncooperative,
"No, I 4idn't want to £ill out an application for mail room
boy at $45 a week, w~he seemed disappointed. In a way I

was too, but nothing could be done about it. I 4ept the
ccnversation alive by asking about their New Jersey refinery.
Are there jobs there? She didn't even know Whwrfathe plant
was from New York, let alone, whether there were jobs.

"Thank you" I said and left her to shake her haad once and then

go back to work. o . ‘ L
Then I looked up the YMCA. Sloan House on 34th street
looked like my best bet for a room. 4and the YMCA vocational
guidance on 36th also locked interesting. I went in search
of the latter whcih was not so far away.(the time was by now
approaching five o'clock and myge working day was almost over)
The recepticnist here was very nice, and very pretty. 4and in
fact she also seemed to take an extraordinary interest in me.
I sromise d to come back the next Monlay when the interviewer
would be available. The line would be long. 'ell I wwuld be
prepared to wait. We smiled and I left, never to return.
» At 8loan House I went £rdm thebig round counter in the

middle downstairs over which hang the sign for reservations.

From here I was referred to a side office and the secretary
who patiently wrote me out a reservaticn for a room. On the
way out I noted the lunchroom crowéed with travelers from
Penn station and thought about how crowied the gymnasium must
also be sumwhere bacx in the buildigg. I left and entered the
drowds of peoile returning home from work. We funneled down
into the great subway tubes that tunnel swiftly through the
city. 4nd $o I returned to the quiet campus on Morningside
ready to spend a weekend of recuperation.

Sunday, as uaual, I checked through the want ads in

the Times and wrote out a list of thin:is to do on the next day.

The positions for which I wrote on this week erd were a night
clerk, an office assistant, and a bank clerk. Of course no
one was going to reply, but stiil I tried.
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Monday, January 26, 1959. I would be writing this
date on application forms all day and so it was significant.
By 8:80 there I was in the ofiice of the Best Agency asking
the woman about the positicns they had advertised in the
Timesj clerking jobs. Miss Gloria Mitchell was the name
of the woman whom I saw. As she filed through the cards
in front of her I observed her face and wondered if I could
work out an approach suited to her personality. I decided
she fapcied herself a hard boiled business woman and would
easily taked offense if I were to try to assume a strong
position. So I remained a "nice" boy. Here horn-rimmed
glasses were bold and her face the square face of a man.
Somehow her 1lipstick was manly. I guess a woman has a
lot of things she can do with makeup, so her appearance
was propably intended to be the way it was. First she
sent me to the American Newspaper FPublishers Assceciation
up on Fark Avenue about 15 blocks away. This was another
of those new buildings just like the one at Canada Ury
and again I found a secretary waiting for me behind two
large all glass doors. She called in the woman to interview
me, and just as Miss Mjtchell had warned me might happen whi#
she took one look at me, perhaps not even that and said
"We have no jobs open now." I said "QOh" and prepared to
leave. "Would you like to £ill out an application?" "I
thought you said there is no job available." "Well, there
isn't now." "No, thank you" I said. By now it had past
nine o'clock and the All-American agency whom I had seen
the week before, was in business. I had received a cuard
from them on the prededing Saturday saying they had another
opportunity, so on my way back I stopped in to see what
they might have. The pretty, business-like girl at the
desk bounced her pony-tail and glared at me as I handed
her the card. I would have to wait at least twenty minutes.
I told Her I was leaving and would try to be back by the
time they were ready for me. She just shrugged her shoulders
and I left.

Back at the Best A ency I was hustled back into the
Chair next to Miss Mitchell's liesk, despite the crowd of
people seated and waiting to be interviewed outside. Again
she went through her cards and every so often one of us
would joke about something. We got along very well. "This
time she had something for me" Wouldn't I like to work in
4 hospital. ©She hadded me the card for Roosevelt Hospital
who needed a typist. By the time I became fully aware of
the implications of a typist job for only $60 a week, I
was already outside ani closigg the door. Oh well, I would
get back over to All american and sce what they could do for
me. I had played my time closely and won. The girl checked
to see if 'y name had already been called. It hadn't. I
walted leaning against the wall in the back of the room in
my topcoat. Soon the baluing fellow with Wwbom I had agreed
so well the week before, cal.ed my nume and I went in.
Tie job he had in mind was as inventory clerk for the Longines
Wittnauer company. He looked at me over his glasses., "Would
this Be interesting for you?" "Yes, merymuch," I replied with
much too much enthusiasm to be sincere. He handed me the
card, and called out hhie next name as I got up.

First I would go up to the hospital. It wasn't too far
away, but the air was cold so I walked down the block to



Broadway and took a subway for 59tz street. The hospital
spelled of antiseptics and the sickenings odors of drugs.
People were standing everywhere in the corridor but there

Was no cne behind the coumter headed b the sign "information".
I asked the elevator operator for the personell department
and was directed back through the door which I had entered
and lown steps at the left leading to the basement. _
Jownstarrs the corridors were low and narrow, the hallways

of a public hospital, I though to myself, not a private one.
Then I saw the line of dark coats stretching down the white
hall. All kinds of men and women wei'e standigg and waiting
with their application caris at the tiny office of personell.
One woman far inside would have to see them all. Hours of
waiting in this cramped, stinking basement flashed before

my mind. This was not for me. To hell with a hospital

job paying $60 a week!

The Gongines Wittnauer building was down at the
E.stern end of one of those short streets between Broadway
and seventh avenue. All the way down the street I was
looking at store after store selling nothing but diamonis
or jewelry. Surely this was the jewelry center of the
world, I thought. The entrance to the bhilding I wanted
was being redec rated wo I had to go around to the Avenue
entrance next door and use their elevators. Many people
were standing in wait for the elevator, some of them dressed
rather shubbily. I wondered id@¥ if there might not be an
employrent ggency of comething upstairs. Just then I notéded
the elevators farther back around the corner into the next
building where the wor.ers were painting or replastering or
@ome thing. Suddenly I realized that I had been waiting for
the wrong elegators. I asked the bapl captain and was told
correctly. Upstairs I entered a small passageway emerging
from the elevators gugrded at its only open end by a swinging
door and a glass behind which two switchboard operators were
sétting. One of them leaned over as I waited in front of
the window and pointed me ocut the personell ofrice through
the @oor and down the corridor to the right. I followed her
finder and found myself in another of these new, glass-doored,
well carpeted £iee® Trooms. Surprise! there was not a woman
at the receptiocnist desk, but a genuine, doll-like Englishrman.,
His accent was clipped andsounded like the click of poker
chips. Eis face followed suit. I didn't like him from the
first. I filled out the application card despite the rfact
that the job had already been taken. They would call me if
anything came up. Some woman entered while I was filling
out the forms and kooked at the watch he was wearing to see
the new style not evin alvertised yet. The Englishmen acceded
a6-%heugk in a matter of fuct business style that baffled
me. He was a dtrange rellow to be sure. Of course I shall
never see hi: again, for they never have called about my
application. . .

I walked back to the 4ll-American agency und reported
upon my failure to get the Job. -But the fellow at the desk
was not surprised and quickly found me a second .card as a
sales assistant for Meyrowitz optical co. I told him I didn't
want anything to do with commdssions of high pressure salsse-
man ship, but he assured me this wasSy not a job of that sort -
al all, so I tcok the cari and left. By this time it was noon
So I went back up to Columbia to lock at my mail. It was almost
two in the afternoon before I endered the firth uavenue office




of the Meyrowitz Cptical Company. The shop was rather narrow
with counters on each side backed hy shelf after shhlf of
‘binoculars, cameras, eye glass frames, and barometers. To
compensate for its narrowness it extended [ar back into the
building, behind a swinging door and into a me®e work room

of some wort. I asked the horse-faced young man behind the
display cas toward the back where I might find Miss Sheibel.
He pointed out a large heaied older woman with a large Jewish
nose talking into a telephone in a small side o.fice. I walked
over to the door so she would notice my . resence and then sat
down in a chair outside the door and waited., For almost half
an hour (or so it scecmed) she talked to someone about a hymn
book which was being set into tvpe for printing. I wondered
where one could find a connetcion between printing and optics.
Finally she called me 4n and explained the job which they were
offering. I would be expected to greet customers and kedp the
books for the opticlans at the 86th St. and Madison shop. My
pay? $60 a week for the trial period. But then I would have

a wonderful opportunity to learn the trade of the optician.
The opticians would be working right under my nose. She would
send my application up with the regular messenger that afternoon
and I should call on Mr. Holmes the next morning. "Fine" I
sgid. Now I had a job so I iid no more looking on that afteroon
but instead walked all the way from 43ré up to 8Bnd street and
the William alanson Clinic to f£ind out about analytic possi-
bilities. This was the exact same block as the Meyrowitz shop
so before going inside I looked at the display windows with
their binoculars, glasses frames, and even a small telescope.
Inssde I took the elevator up to the 23ré floor and found the
offices of the Clinic. The lady behind a glass window and
désk and typewriter, inquired of my intedtions and I told her
"T would like to speak with someone about the possibliities

of a lost cost psychoanalysis." Upon this she got up and %
went down the hall without a word and disappeared to the right.
In a minut e she returned and announced that I could sce the
lady on the right im-a-few-minubes- at the end of the hall.

I went in and found a woman behind an office desk conferring
over the telephone about some conference invitafions which

had apparently been misianiled. She was a rather masculine
woman, and yet full of the appeal of her sex nevertheless.

In short she was very attractive and I enjoyed watching her.
At length she hung up and-I was able to ask her my question.
"Could I get a psychoanalysis from someone thrc gh this
institute which would count toward a training aralysis."”
"No I am only still in 'college, though I intend to go on
eventually to medical school." Bhe replied to the effect

thut I was not in the position to recééve anything like a
training analysis. 4nd besides that would be much more
expensive. "$50 a week" Let's see. I could give you

some names." She started reading me names, but I interupted
her and asked if they would have evening hours. "Oh, no.

Only the first one, Dr. Gill, has evening hours available."

He has three hours a week open now: &% at 5:30 and one at
4:40." "I am afraid I couldn't make that."™ She looked at

me suspicisuowly and said. "People usually mamage somehow

to find the time."™ Our meeting ended on a rather discouraging
note, but as I walked out the door, she asked me my name.
Surprised, I turned back and said simply "My name is Javid
Adams." "Godd luck," she said. I mumbled"Thankyou."

I passed the receptionist-secretary and said "good evening,"”
opend the gain door and stepped mat into the lobby. Suddenly



I noticed the nameplate on the door: "Miss Clara Thompson! {7
She is a very famous woman and azong.other thngs the authoress
of a book I was intending to read. I almost laughted out loud
at myself at having been so stupidi as not to realize to whome
I was talking. The elevator opened and as I got in alone, the
woman operator smailed (my face must have been beaming itself
at this point) and told me to fix my collar. Embarassed, I
looked at my sePlection in the pdlished plate to the side of
the elevator and straighted my tie which looked ok to begin
with. "K,"I akkdd with a smile. Now she laughed at said,
"Not your shirt colloar, your coat!™ "Oh," I exclaimed,
realizing the collar was turned under, and I laughed back.

I had called the William Lindsay whites the evening
before and had been asked to come and visit with them that
afternoon, so I hopped the bus Jdown Fifth wsvenue, got off
at 66th street and walked whistling at the tope of my lungs
over to their house at 160 Bast. I was sitting on top of
the world with a job and having seen ~“lara Thompson and
my whistlins was loud, high, and clear. I dould feel the
eyes of people upon my whistling walk. The butler at the
Whites answered the door, took my coat, announced me and
ushered me up the ssairs to the living room. Mrs. White
was there next to a table covered with paper, a typewriter
and carbons. Someone must huve been writing before I arrived.
It had been a long time since I had seen Mrs. White and I
didn't remember the fact that I dislkked her. She is a very
pronounced, or to put it in slang, nosy, woman. Her first
question was: Well , what have you got." Knowing full well
the aim of her question was why I should want a psychoanalysis,
I neverthcless tried to put the ggestion in lits proper place
by asking "What do ycu mean?" But she instedd of starting
again just repeated the question in the same words except
#wmehow a bit longer. ®Hhe tone of voice remained aloof
and what an unxnowing person might have thcught sarcastic.

I knew she was sincere, however, and though I was not exactly
at ease with the question, at least iid not take offense.
Soon Mr. #white joined us from upstairs and made the conver-
sation a little less one sided. After a while they offered
me a drink and like a fool I consented. Before the drink
I was already in very carefree spirits which I had carried
whistling down the streets, and now after the drink, my
manner became gquite imposingly cosksure. Our conversation
gradually turned into a rencing match, and though interesting,
was far from helpful to anyone concerned. I was overstaying.
But then, Jamn it, they had invited me after four o'clock
and I half expectdd they meant for dinner. Finally, Mrs.
White said, "Well, David, you really had better go. We

must eat dinner socon." In any state but the one I was in

at that moment, I would have been very embarassed, but

now I was high on s irits in more thah one sense and took

it quite in stride. "I'm sorry" I said, I had no idea it
w.s getting so late." Mr. White walked to the door with

me and shook hands wammly and wished me luck. For some
reason his sudden interest and warmth came as a shock to

me and I left riding upon still another wave of Bnthusiasm.
Oh yes, I almest forget. Mrs. White is going to give'a note
to Marianne Kris ahd the New York Psychoanalytic Institute

to ask her whom I should see. She is positive that there is
a "best man" for me.be



The next morning I decided to forego more joR hunting
and study for Wednesday's chem exam instead. But first I went
down to 86th street and across to Maiison avenue on the bus in
order to see Mr. Holmes of “eyrowitz. This time after stadding
in the east side drigzle of the 10 o'clock morning and looking
at the barometers in the show window, I opened the door and
entered the lighted sheery shop and knocked the wetness off of
my rubbers on the door sill. The boy behind the counter filled
with glasses frames, directed me to a bespecatacled, balding
Bentleman in the back when I asked for Mr. Holmes. He was
stooped over in front of a filing case searching for some sort
of records. I waited and watched him as he went over the
papers which he took out of the cawme and studied their contents.
His eyes were small and hat too noticeable behind their rather
thick glasses which he wore, The part of his face which one
notice were the vertical lines on either side of his nose
folding his cheek over to his upper lip in a wery pinched
expression. And yet there was no excess skin on his face, which
if anything was skinny (a paradoxical word, an opposite standing
for iémeiBRing). His manner was thoughtful and if I recall he
even made a habpt of putting his finger on his.chin when he
was contemplating some passage in what he was reading. Then
he went across the room to make a phnne call and I looked around
the shop. I was sitting behind a typewriter, which I might well
be using in a few days. To its left on the desk were scraps ef
paper with all sorts of memoranda scribbled. Most of them
seemed to be optical descriptions or orders. In the middle of
the shop three opticians were at work. One was bending over
something seated at a small bench no more than six feet in front
of me. He seemed to he assembling an instrument of some sort.
Leaning against a tall bench ta his left, the two other workers
oecupked themselves with lenses. One was constantly adjusting
and then observing through some sort of special microscope .
apparently designed to detect lense flaws. The other was
sorting soemthing in small compartmentaliged wooden boxes.
My observations were interrupted by kir. Holmes who finally
finished his phone call and asked me my business. "My name
is vavid Adams and Miss Sheibel from the downtown store sent
me up to see about your job as opticians' assistant." He
nodded and replied "I see'! "The messenger was supposed to
bring you the form I filled out for her yesterday." Mr.
holmes seemed surprised atied this and replied that it had
not been received. He thén prcceeded without further ado
to tell me -about the duties of the position he wanted filled.
I would be expected to keep myself busy helping out behind
the counter selling in front, in particu_ar the film developing
section. I would also keep the books for the store, 1o the
filing, and help assemble optical instruments. "The Job sounds

fascinating” I suid. But this week, he went on, we are holding

inventory and you would only be in the way. So why don't you
come back Monday morning and I show you more of whay I have in
mind." Before leaving L had him postpone any definite ogfer
of the Job in order to "keep the agency from breathing down
my neck." It was a wise maneuver on my part, for I understand
that the agency called later that week to find if I had recéived
the job. Had I taken it, I would now owe them almost $90 in
fees. Back at Columbia I set to work on my chemistr  and got
well prepared for the examination. The exam turned out to be
easier than I had anticipated, absolutely no questions about
the methods of preparing certain chemicals (outside of the
easy questions of oxygen and hydrogen.)

"o~
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After the exam I didn't go downtown, but took the
opportunity instead to see Dean «~lexander about a leave of
absence. Our conversatlon was a very business-like one.

He would go over my grades with the other deans ‘next week
and send me a formal notic of an honorable leave of absence
providing I passed evergthing.

On Thursday morning I jumped back wholeheartedly into
the attempt to find a good job. Thée ¥ew York *‘imes hadi some
good advertisements. I followed up three of them. The first
was the reqeegt for an office assistant at a company in the
Empire State ~uilding. It was my first trip into this
structore since coming to Columbia and I rather enjoyed it
though I only went up 20 stories or so instead of to the top.
I had only to take cne step into the office before I was told

| by a boy at the switchboard that the job had already been

| filgzed. The other two ads which I particularly liked were

| each from the Lawrence Agency. One was for a temporary ty ist-

1 clerk, the other for an as:istant bookkeepper. =~ Their 42nd

| street office was in an older building to which I mounted in
an old elevator. The first door, wocden framed &and with
‘opaquely patterned giass said femdle employment, so I walked

| down the hall to the one for men. The Toom inside was quite

| large,and rather well lighted despite its old appearance.

i It was quite filled with the smoke fpfmdozens of cigarettez

| smakkng, lounging arplicants of all description. Many afiong

‘ the seated men were, seedy looking boys of the same age as
myself, good for nothing except gas station attendants.

i One of their number, with a long duck-tail haircut was
propped up in an official capacity bdhind a desk in the

‘ center left. I pétked up an application from him and went

| to the only empty seat available before a desk to fill it

} out. When I took it back to him he saw the regquest for

| bookkeeper's assistant and pointed me to the otheﬁhg@g of

the long room, past the dozen or soO deske before applicants

gestured to their interviewers, and past a second waist high
partition to the office of the switchboard operator and several
other waiting benches less occupied than the side 1o which I
rad entered. This was the end which had said "female employment"
on the entrance. The girl behind the switchboard took my card
and answereed my query with "It will only be abcut ten minutes.
I waited along with two colored girls and an older man who
looked pretty well down and out. Finally I was called to a
degk and gave the man a quick ldea of what I wanted. He
thumbed through his cards, tock out a coupke and sent me
on to the desk at the end at which séx or seven men waited
seated on a bench just opposite his desk. I took a seat
among them as my rirst interviewtewer handed my seccnd, (this
was the real Mr. Lawrence) the a plication I had filged out
. to which was now attached a ccuple of cards. Now 4 watched
‘ the clock cifcle around towards 12 o'clock as ur. “awrence
| haggled over the telephone, shouted instructions across the
room, talked now and then with the man seated next to him,
and sent each applicatn away with a loud and resounding "heads
up." 1Hwis seemed to be the passward for the morning, as all
of the interviewers and their assisting boys at a table f£illing
' out cards kept shouting back and forth "Heads up!" I wasnever
| ‘ sure how much this applied to the other interviewere which
i would next see this applicant, or whether it was ar mechanical
4nd impersonal shout of encouragement for the appiicant himself

just departing cards in hand. At length I was waited upon and




sent to the tabde behind which three boys filled out application /v
cards for the various jobs from the filing cards clipped to my
original ap;lication blank. The three ldoked again Jhst like
the duck-tailed, unkept boys I had noticed when first entering
the agency. I could see that the agency could well fill its own
Job needs from the people seeking service from the agency ibself.
I wondered how often these boys tired of writing out cards longhan
all day, and quit only to be replaced by another looking Jjust
like the first. I departed from the agency just as lunchtime
arrived, bearing six handwiitten cards with job opportunities.
One of shem, am application for messenger and mail room boy at
the Colorado fuel and Ircn Corp., was now set for a specific time
2:30 since one of my interviewers had called up and made the
appointment. It paid the hightest aalary, $75 per week, wo

I locked forward in particular to it. Until then I would have
time to look into other possibilities. One of them was for

an administrative assistant down &n Wa3i the Wall Street area.
I decided to take a subway all the way downtwwnand eat in that
area so I would be in a position to see the man-just at one
o'clock. I was already on the subway before I took another
glance at the application and found that I was supposed to
call first. Now it was toc late, already duanchtime, and I

had made a mistake to set off so quickly. So instead I got
off at 14th street to inquite into another application, one
for a clerk with a division of Kodak in the Wannamaker
building at 9th street. On the way across town from the
Broadway stbpay to Park svenue on which the building is
located, I stopped in at a small luncheonette and ate a couple
of hot dogs. DJespite the dirtiness of the little place it

vius Jjammed full of woman apparently shopping imr this garment
district around 1l4th street. Wannamakers is a gigantic

square building taking .p an entire block and made to seem
even larger by the smallness of its surrounding buildin%s

and the ewex ground level parking lot from which side
approached. Inside I found painters and plasterers hard at
work redecorating and realised that this had been the scene

of a disastrou8 and spectacular fire a year or two ago.

Again I was disappointed when I took a second look at a job
application. This one, too, required a teleph ne appointment.
I called upstairg from the lbbby, but found that the job was
alreasdy taken. I also took this opportunity to call downtown
about the administrative assistant position and found that it
too was alre dy filled. Two down and three to go. This attitude
was one of a defeaté&st I guess,-but it is certaihly the way I
felt. By now the time was almost 1:30 and I had about 45
minutes before my €ppointment uptown abound 54th street. This
left no time fore another interview in between so I set off
walking the forty odd blocks. The day was chilly and I had

to walk briskly with my topcoat pulled in and $ke my light
silk scarf wound tightly around my throat. On the way &
stopped to inspect the 25 cmmrt books in front of a used book
store, but didn't want to buy ang of them. As I walked I
gained the power of the free, unfettered man alone and aloof
in the city. Crowds of people pushed their way past, but
always I and I alone kept going my own way far up into the

yet unseen depths of Bhgcrapers. My destination turned out

to be another of the new slick stnne, glass-doored, fancy
aluminum elevator office buildi~gs. And the office which

I entered u:stairs was carpeted and faced with huge glass
windows and silently swinging glass doors,. with the only

metal being the bmoss brace handle agéinst which one pushed
toopen. I received an application blank from the receptionist




and sat down in one of the easy dhairs in the office in order
to fill it out. 4&s I labored over the many blanks for previous
employment, business men entered and left, emerging or
entering a door behind the desk into what weemed to be a
conference. Their officéal, sales executive manner, weemed
like some far off dream ambition of my own, now 19 and
applying for a job. I was finally called back into a
clerking room for the preliminary interview. A4 very
nice and sympathetic girl names Miss Williamson talked
with me about my qualifications and interest in the job.
We seemed to hit it off very well. But the major interview
was yet to come and the man would be too busy to see me
before Monday. So would I call back Monday morning.
My hopes had résen too high and how they came crashing back
to earth. "M nday?? But by then someone elee will have the
job." She assured me the man would interview nobody at all
hefoee then, so I still stood a chance. I left with my
fingers crossed.
There was one more card unexplored. Newsweek maggzine
had a figure clerk position open at $65 a week. I went up
to their office in an older building (not one of the gew
slick stone and glass ones) and found that the Miss Hefferline
whom I was to see was a very pretty young lady who blushed§
under my obvious approval. She in turn was very flattering
and felt that since my math training (she had asked for the
aptityde for figure clerk) includéd calculus and probability
themr?? that I could do much hetter tunan this job. "But
wouldn't this be an eventual step toward a job as a writer?"
"No," she replied. \No one is ever called from the business
department to that of editorial. and besides these clerks
are in permanent positions." "8o how does one become a
writer?" "You coilld apply for our regular postiions which
start out ast copy boy for a rfew weeks, advance to clip desk
and then into research." This last pessibility was certairly
just my desire, so I &nquired aviily into the possibility of
such a job. But alas, the newest batch of copy boys had just
been hired and there wouldn't be any more positions available
for some time. "About how long?" I asked. [!'Probably aBout
six weeks" came the reply. "That's too bad.9I really would
like to try for it" She would put my application on file,
she assured me and would contact me the first time an opening~’
came up. Fthanked her and left with the—feeling that I had oA
just missed by great opportunity. Xue ; et 36
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I had promised to go see Steve down at Special Surgery before
‘he went into the operating room, but on Tuesday I had studied
insteud and so hadn't seen him.  So on Thur sday evening after
talking with the girl at Newsweek, I walked up to the lospital
to pay my regards. Much to my surprise I found his room
jammed full with people. Bob Pollack and his girl friend had
arrived just as I d4id, in fact we had met in the street outside.
We joined Steve's mother, Marsha, and another girl in his room.
and as I stood around wond:ring what to do or say, still another
friend of Steve's showed up Brom Bard College. I felt quite
out of place and in the way in the crowded little room at the
foot of Steve's bed and so begged my leave alter little more
than fifteen minutes of chatter. Juring this time at least
I had had the pleasmre of seeing Steve's face 1it with a
broad and happy smile at all the toughtfullness shown by his
vistors. I hurried to make my audition at Riverside with
Mr. Weagley. After waiting outside for that insipid blond.
alto feom Columbia Chofk to audition for him, I finally
got in to see Kr. Weaglgdy. I hadn't brought any music of
my own so he gave me an anthem to read. This I stumbled
through ra._her badly, but he seemed to be in a bad way for
singers so I wus hired. ‘

Aenie-had-planned-te go-reme earlier but 4nstead ke
waibsing ‘

Arnie had already gone homé on Thursiay morning, but
Ehitay evening I found a note from him t the effect that '
he would meet me at 1C o'clock the next morning to go and~
visiit with Steve. Thus I had to wait around the next morning
until he arrived before I could io any more Jjob hunting.
This 1id not make so much diif:crence o me, however, as
the Colorado Fuel and Iron job looked like & great tring
and I felt like keeping myself free from com-ittments until
heating the outcomes of their interviews. arnie zndl I ate
in the hospit 1 caféteria on 70th Street .arter seeing Steve
and talki g to him, and them we headed toward twon, Arnie to
catch the subway, I to look for a job. I dropped Arnie off
at the 68th St. stop of the Lexington Avenue line and continued
over to Rockefeller Center and the building in which the
U.S. New and Wptld Report offices are located. Wren I left
Arnie I had looked through the New York phone directory for
the auuresses of all ma jor News Magazines, hoping to duplicate
the offer I had received rrom Newsweek Magazire the day before.
But the receptio.ist at the U.S. News and world Report was
not helpful at all. "This is only the sales Jdepartment ."
The main offices are in Wasiington? The address I had taken
down for Time Maguzine was just across on the other side of
the plaza so I came out of the towering stere grey stone
building which I had entered before ani walked through the
crowd surrounding the ide skating rink in the riddle of the
plaza. I lingered with the ciowd to watch the skaters. First
my €yeé was caught by the tall slender and graceful negro boy
gliding around the white surfaced rink in long gracerul strides.
TLen too I watched the older man, Tather_.y lookéng as though
he were a buslness man just come out for a respite from his
iuties in vne of the neighboring buildings.’ :

The Time-Life building was another of the towering
gray sbbne, glass-dopred, righ-ceilinged structures w:ich
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| clustered around the ice skating rink and the huge bronze
| statae of Mercury comprise what &s known as Rockefeller Center.
} I walked directly across to the large rcom lined with couches
| and interesting exhibits on the walls and labeled By the
sign sayng "infornation." I asked the woman at the desk where
I might find the personell department. "Ape you lockirg for
a job?" "Yes." I answered. "I'll call up for you and see if
anyone can talk to you know." "Fine" I answered. Soon she was
tdlking to scmeone and then she handed me the receiver. I spoke
boldly into the mouthpiece: "My name is David Adams. I am
interested in obtalnlng a position leading toward editorial.
work on your magazine. Then began the quiz. What was my
background? wvia I h ve a college degree. "X am sorry but
we omly hire people with three or more years experience in
Journalism.%4and right now we haven't any positicns open, anyway/"
"How about reasearch?" I asked. ™"All our regearch is ione by
women" came the answer. It was a losing battle and I gave up
and sald go.dbye.
From there I walked over to 43re street and the address
I had written down as that of the main of fices of the New York
Times. Twow other boys my age were eitting in the personell
office when I entered. 1 went dairectly to the empty desk of
the recertionist and waited until she returned. When she
returned and I asked ger about employrment opportunities, she
pointed to the box of application forms amtdthe front of the
desk and ak#ied "Do you want to f£ill one of these out?" I
took it over to the table and once again started writing down
all the facts and figures these cards requiee. 4s I wople one
of the boys talked with the girl behind the desk. I only caught
shatches of their conversation. It appeared as though he wdas
a Canadian wearching for a better job to support his family.
The girl was very sygpathetic but cculd not offer him a very
responsible job. I overheard her say that with the N&w York
Times copy boys stay copy boys for a matter of years, not weeks
as 1t 1s at Newsweek. At this point I already knew the answere
to my original guestion, but just to make sure I tock ry card
over to the desk when the [irst boy left and inguired about
a job. Now I made sure. There was no chance of getting either
a responsible, nor a decent salaried job with the New York Times.
As the da¥light waned I walked all the way back up town
to 82nd street and found the New York Psychoanalytic Institute.
The wwitchboard operator coculd give me no help, but on¥y repeat
that I should phone the number written cn the wlip of paper she
had bapded me at the start of our conversation. Outside I found
a phone booth in a nearby drug store and cal led the soaial worker
whose number they had given me. She would send me the necessary
forms in a few Jdays.,
Saturday morningfound me sitting on the #rd Avenue El
up in the bronx alonsidie two other boys, Puetto Ricans, going
to take the Fost offiee examination for mail handler. We were
gbing to be late. I was worried we might not be able to get in
But from the exit 4 could see men still stunding out in front of
the Roosevelt bigh School for wh ch the exam wus scheiuled and
decided that they hudnlt ven open the .cors yet. But 1 was
mistgked. The doors were allteady locked against latecomers,
The quo&a was alreday line up insideand marching of f to the
examination foom®. We would have to wait outsiue the door.
1 and the PuertoRican boypushed out way to the doors and looked
insiie. It was lucky we aid so, for at this point one of the
of ficials opened the dour right in front of us and called for
30 more test takers. We quickly squeezed inside and fell into

i line.
|




One of the men behind me summed up the excm as we leit.
"§hy I'd empect my son to pass this test in the third grade.”
And he was a rough looking laborer, tco. For me, the college
boy, the exam had been even easier. No wonder I was positive
that I had gade a hundred percent. How could I have helped
but do a perfect paper? It had been too simple, far too simple.
All the thousands of veterans taking this exam would have five
or ten points adied on to their score. I would be down at the
bottom of a list of thousands. :
That afterncon I wailked up through the Bronx Bobanical
ani Zoklogical gardems. The most fascinating part of this tour
was the half hour I spent watching the £blr baby chimpanzees
in their cage at one end of the monkey house. They went thpough
an endless chain of humerous Mmonkeyshines' remarkable in their
combaination of naturalness, and human mimicyy. I was hard
to realize that their "humen mimicry" was not something they
had gained from us, but something we had as an outgrowth of
their actions. In thuth these people staring into the cage
from the darkemed Poom bejound the bars are the mimicers and
monkeys insiie are the original actors in this strange scene.
At Artie's house he played the piano, particularly
excerpts from Gilbert and Sullivan and I tried to sing some
of them. I came back tc Columbia on the subway with him as
we wasS going to help with lights for the Harvard Gilvert and
Su livan producti.n of "feomen of the “uard." .
Sunday 1 sang for the last time at Columbia Chapel,
tried to write during the alternoon, and getting sleepy _
went éown to visit Steve who was talkigg with an aunt when
T arrived. I excused myseli arfter a while andi spent the
rest of the afternoon visiting the Frick Museum of art.
There was one Troom there that is particularly famcus and
struck me s very remarkable. It containes six plctures

‘facint each other in two groups of three. One one wall

sandwiched in between two portraits, one by Titian and the

otrer I don't remember, there is the large and strikingly

beautiful "St. Francis" by “iovanni Bellini. On the otner

wall in the center is Bl Greco's "St. Jerome." Flanking him

on either side are two perfect smaller portraits by fians

Holbein, one of Sir Thomas More and the other of Phomas MOrley.
I again looked through the Times want ads over the weekend

for job opportunies which I might look into wwthout the risk

& an agency ree. I found several. asAmong them were one for

an editorial assistant and another standing ad from aAmerican

Airlines looking for ticket agents to work alternating shifts.

I had no intenti n of working on alternate shirfts. Such an

anrangment would raise hell with any alteppts to set up an

analytic schediule, but I figured they might have sorething

else affailable, so first thing Monday morning I walked into

the office of personell down on Y .rk Avenue below the Grand .

Cent al Terminal. Segeral other men stood before the desk

and it took a féw minutes for me to be able to ask my question.

Sure they had night positions, but &hese are for more experiencd

men. I would huve to start out on this alternating schedule.

By the time I left and walked back into the Grand Central

Terminal, it was after nine o'clock and I could call the

Colorado Fuel and Iron Corp. Sor an interview ani also call

the number calling for an editdrial assistant. But in response

to Lhe former, drs. Williagsen replied over the phone that the

gentleman 1 whould see for an interview, lir. Rock, wus still

occupied in rush business and could not possibley see me beiore

another day. Would I call back tomorrow? I was uhhappy at this
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turn- of events, but of ccurse I would call back. My call
about an editorial assistant capacity was more encouraging.
The girl on the telephcne aked if I had a scien e background
I astounded her with my reply th&t I had been twelfth in the
nation on the 1957 “ational Stience Talent Search. She would

Ty to fit me into an interview a little afte: 1:30. I wus
over joyed at this turn of events, and set off with a light
heart and high [luting whistle to explore my other poscibilities
of the morning. I had determined to try out the rossibilities
of writing jobs with the tabloids after ny failure of the
previous Friday at the “ew York +imes. The Mirror and the
Jally News are close by Brand Central to the East and so I
quickly found them. 4t the Mirror personell office, the
plain-locking bespectacled girl behind the first desk looked
at me inquiringly and akked by business. "I want to witte."
1 sald simply. With no further word whe handed me an ap lication
blank and pointed me to the tales al ng the wall with inkwell
pens on each. 4s I filled out the card I glanced around the
of 'ice., What was the other seceetary doing in the back of ice
with that man? Finally she came out, but insteuad of taking
my applicaticn whe kept on going past and outside into the hall.
Soon she returned, however, and questi ned me as to background
and plans. Ny record was far from enc uragin%, but she was
Sympathetic. Sympathetic, but not helpful. here were absolutely
no postions opem-at the present time. Had I triei the Jdaily
Neww. "I was plan ing to go there next" I replied. :

But the Jaily News could not help either. He:re was the
same story again. I was runnigg up against three unsurmountable
difficutties. First there were no positions of any sort awailable
This seemed to e a slow time of year for newspaper staff turnover.
Second he said 99% of our men have college Jdegrees to start with.
4nd third and most important of all. Our copy boys may well
remain at their initial salary of $49 for three years or more.

"Miss Adams isn't back from lunch yet."Would you like to wait
for herf Just sit down over there. And while you-are waiting
would you like to £ill out an application form?" I followed
the girl's instructions and taking off my coat, sat down at a
little table in the first room off the elevator hallway at the
Academic Press. Soon the employee's started trickling back in
to wark after theie belated lunch hour (It was al-ost 1%30) .
Miss Adams came in quickly, ténversed hurriedly wi th the receptionist
and then disappeared into an office to the leit. I watched her
leave and then looked questiondngly at the girl to whom she had
spoken. "Just'a moment and she will see you," said she in ansswer
to my unspoken question. '

I had succedded in gaining an interview, but that would be as
far as I could proceed toward getting this job. This became
clear as soon as I was told the responsibilities for which I was
offering my service. Miss Adams explained that the assistant
for which they were lobking would be expected to readythrough
their technical publications and try to supply a consitency ig
the writing of the various contribufing authors. The job obviously
would require somebn@& of experience in technical writing, and
someone unafrald to rewrite., They might consider training me,
but certainly not for a short period of time. This was a life-
time job, this oflér. ©She .as interested in nmy story of holding
scholarships but taking a leave of abserce from Columbia for
a rsychoanalysis, buf she certainly could not offer me the Jjob
for which I had apilied.



Effer since taking the post offi e exam on the previous Saturday
I had become increasingly pessimistic about my chances for a post
office job. So on Monday afternoon I resolved to take my problem
to somebody wio mgght have influence in the post office. And S0
this is how I happened to step boldly into the:;New York persorell
office of the post ofi'ice. I was afraid of being kicked out
without having a chance to voice my complaint, so I introduced
myself to the fisbt man I saw, asking him If I mgght have hafew
minutes of his time to answer a question. He was nice about
listening to my story (He at least had not heard it before unlike
you, the reader), but could of.er me no suggestions. To my query
about one's getting an appointment. ghrough influence he laughed
and asked where I had ever gotten that ideai 411 I could do
according to him, was to wait for my rank on the examination and
then wait in turn for an appointment. bhe could offer me no
assistance. Then I started asking zim about obtaining a temporary
Job. Here he could be more helpful. He suggested I try downstairs
in the local employment of fice, or down the street at the Fostal
Transportation Service. But downstaiis my reply was met with a
flat "We can't help you at all. Go down to the application desk
at room 3506." "This , I new, was only the place where applicatio
blanks are passéd out for permanent positions. I insisted to
the irritated man behind the desk in front of me that he must have
a list of tmmpcrary jobs available. BEis anger grew with every one
of my words and I gave up in the midile of a sentence and left bef:-re
Calling him a dirty bastard out loud and starting a bad scene. ,
At PT8 the man I addressed was more congenial, but ho more helpful.
They had dis issed all their temporaries and were now hiring everyone
iirectly off of the Civil Service Exam ragister. Again I was told
that I could only wait until @y name came up.

There was still one leaf unturned in my quest for a post office
job, and I set off to attempt it - political influence. Again I
walked boldly right into the middle of my destination. The County
Republican headquarters. I worked by way up to the main floor of
the headquarters and akked a ran coming out from an inner room
if the party could now make pelitical appointmentsto the post office.
"Not now" came the reply. "4ll the post office employees are being
taken directly from the civil service lists." The last door was
now closed and &4n a way. I has happy. I would now be free for still
longer. I did not yet have to &0 to work.

There yet remained one magazine which I had not tried, Look.

The girl at the recpepticnist desk ah the personell ofrice eyed
my cooly wisk behind her slunted large rimmed glasses. Her brown
eyes too slanted bejind them and her black hair and dark skin
betrayed her oriental race. She was very efficient, as one might
expect and after filling out the required forms, I fourd myself
~ith an appoihtment for nine o'clock the next morning.

I was scareely awake when I spoke tothe woman at look on
Tue siay morning. 4nd I recall little ofthe inserview. They had
no openings for any one like me, As soon &s I could presant a
college degree in journalism, they would be interested. The woman
seemed to expect these words of encouragement to send me back like
a little boy to schcol. I could feel her underestimation of my
plans and felt uncomfortable beneath her motherly gaze. "Where
else do you suggest I try? I akked in a final desparate remark.
"Did you tyy the Esquire orfices downstaits?" she replied. "No
I answereed,"I think I'1l1l Stop by there on my way out."” But there
you I received the exact same story. Esquiee would always be
interestédg 1in womeone like me as long as he could produce that



uncanny little piece of paper called a college diploma. Well,
T had no intentiins of selling my life for a piece of paper and
as far as I was concermed, sucha request was out of the question
for me. "Esquire be damned. I'll find a job somewhcre else."

I had bought a paper that morning, and as I left I searched
through my pockets for the pieces of the want ad columns which
I had torn from the mooringg of the table size pages of the news
and orammed into random pockets. One of them looked like it might
provide the duplicate and thus the insurance for the Colorado
Puel and Iron job. And speakingof this opportunity, I ducked
into a store and dialed the number . Mrs. Williamson answered
and I put ke® to her my regular question: "Will Mr. Rook be able
to see me tolay." "I haven't seen him yet this morning" she replied.
"Why don't you call me back abound 11%30 and I'1ll try to see him
by then. OK?" "all right," I acceded." The duplicate which
I had in mind was an ad for a messenger boy at around seventy
dollars a week. I searched out the agency which had put the
advertisment in the paper, and found myself riding up in an
@levator with three othex boys quite obviously heading for the
same place. #e all walked into a little cubbhole of an office.
Standing behind the first thres, I heard the discouraging words
pronounced: "We are looking for an older man." "Shit!" spat the
boy ih front of me. "Why couldn't he have put that in the ad?"
I mumbled in aggeement and found the staircase leading downstakls
and outside. :

. There were two more interesting ads in my pocket. Rach was
on Wall Streetandeachhad the advantage of being directly printed
by the company, not through an agency. At 40 Wall Street I opened
the Jdoor into the personell 6ffice of the Bache and Company
brokerage firm and was startlee to fina perhaps 30 men standing in
a very small office waitang patiently for interviews. I took an
application form from the desk beyond the crowd and asked the woman
how long I m ght expect to wait. Bhe did not reply. "Over a half
nour?" I asked. "Prcbably at least an hour," she said. "Then I'h
going to leave now and come vack at twelve," I told her and left
my application on her desk. In the meantime I would see about the
interviewing for the Bankers Trust Company down the street. There
too I discovered a long line of people waiting. I filled out the
a plication fom quickly and. waited. This li.e was faster agd within

45 minutes I had already received my answer from the of the interviewer

"We are only dookigg for people with experience.” I objected that
my record at Columbia College was a good one. "Where 1s Columbia®?"
he asxed in a 1l seriousness. He, obviously a bank official, and
one of the most intelligent looking men with whom I had ever talked
about emplcygent had to ask me where Col@émbia College is located!

I felt sorry for him ignorance, in a way. I did not have very long
to wait back over at the company to which I had previsoudly
applied. But here too the news wus iiscouraging. "How much Jo you

expect to receive?" the woman asked me. "ibout $65 a week" I replied.

She smiled and said ™We couldn't pay you more than $50 a week on the
basis of your experience."

I finally gained an interview with the Coloraio Emek and Iron
Corporation, =t two o'clock I went in expecting to see Mr. Rook
and instead found myeelf following the mail room supervisor, a
boy hardly Bive years older than me into the executive's meeting
room. Here amid- the plush red cusheionel chairs, ahe long polished
dark wood table, the souandless completely carpeted floors, and
beneath the softy yet effective flparescent lighting, I expressed

Lo
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my 4€Slpe for the job. The two of us there in thut great meeting
room it only for the rich and official, iell to a conversation
with a brotherly familiarity. We talked of Missouri where he had
been stationed in the army. We talked of uriving a car and how

he had been in an accident which Jdiscouraged Bim from getting a
license. He would give me the Jjob if he could, he said, but the
decision was not his to make. I would certainly know whether or
not I had been accepted by next week. This was all the help he
could give me, but it was much and I left with a song on my tongue
and spa®kle in my eye for the eveing sun.

On my way up to “olumbia to pick up the mail, I stopped in and
asked the colored feiiow at the New York State Employment Agency
about the possibilities of employment. He filled out a card for
me and Bold me to re ort the next morning at the office on 19th
street for clerical and office workers. I to thds day do kot
know if they could have helped me, for I never went.

The date of that next day is a date which I shall long
remember. For it was the day on which I finally got the job
for which I hgd been searching as I write herein. Pf&hﬁﬁ%y
FE Yr50* 11t The-morning-I-oalted-up-she-Y“otorade-fuel-apd-Iren
Copporatiop-agdhn I was by-now waiting for the people at
Coloxaio Fuel and Iron to call and tell me whether or not I had
been accepted. In the meantime I would continue my search.

There were three separaite fifems on my list. First I would go
to the Lawrence igency and see what they had in mind to send

me the card I had received the evening before asking me to
return and explore another possibility. Second I Wwntended

to go see the State Bmployment aAgency on 19th Street, and third
I intended to go back again to the YMCA vocational Service and
see if they could help. At the Lawrency agency I again waited
patiently in one of the hard seated chairs across from the desk
of Mr. Lawrence and watched him quietly converse with mysterious
employers over the telephone and betwemn calls direct applicants
across the room to job prospects. For me he had little to say
this time. I told him I only wapted something over $65 a week
and he shook his head. "With your experience you will be lucky
to find womething over $55" he warned. Despite this warning

he searched only for higher priced jobs and then with another
shake of his head handed me the slips with.their a.dresses

and sent me over to the boys wiich would make out the applicatio
forms. I walked out into the cold February air clutching five
sheets of paper each with an adiress and the name of a job.

One of them contained a request for an of fice boy at from
55% to $65 a week., It's location was just up 5th avenue from
the agency and so I wdlked up there. The office I found behind
the name which I recognized as belonging to the card - The Mineral
Trading Corporation - was an old dimly 1lit small suite of rooms
tucked toward the back of the building. The secretary in the
outer room practically snapped at me when I told her I would like
to see Mr, Yavié. "He is quite busy now and I don't think he
has time to see you." "I'1ll waitk" was my patient reply. <&inally
I was dalled into the room in which two desks directly faced cne
another, the first belongitg to Mr. Javis, Jr., a very impatient
and bitter lookigg man and the other to an older and much kinder
lookigg man who agppeared to be his father. Lucklly for me I was
directed by the secretary to the seco.d, the much more sympathetic

looking one of the two. "But you huave no experience!"™ he declared



in answer to my statemént of business. "I know" I conceded,"and

I must compensate for that by being quick to learn and intelligent.

#nd I could to, I think" if you gave me a chance." The old man

was thoughtful. I seemed to have stpuck a chord. EHe must have

liked my boldness and entnusiasm. "But bolaness and enthusiasm

are not enough"I could see him say to higself. "How long would I “s
last at this job? Would I soon grow tired and leave for a better s
one? What sense is there in training & man to know your businsess .
and then see him leave without ever giving you the benefit of tis
careful truining.? Yet on the other hand, if he could stick with
the company he mgght well be .an excellent find. - He seems to be
telling the truth &baut his intelligence and initiative." With
such qua’ifications on his mind, my concessicn that I would have
to wait and find gut the results of arnother application before
accepting this one seemed to be just the test. "Can I call you
Monday®-# if I am still looking for a job?" I akked. "0K, you

do that"came the quick reply. He smiled at my departure and went
back to work with new tho ghts on his mind. Eow do I know? Well,
I can feel a man's thoughts behtnd my back somethmes, can't you?

After lunch I called a second ad.iress, that of Recordak, who
had reopened their call for a clerk-typist, the job which I Had
found taken a week before when I called. 4nd this was the job
I was to get. How did I get it? ® filled out precisely the same
application form for employment that I had been filling out for
w eks previous to that one.. Surely the application blank did
not secure me the job. No, I got the job through a test w: ich
gave results so good that they even startled me. I took a typing
test. This wus the first time I had been called upon to type
a speed test and so I hai no idea how wagll I would do as the
girl held the watch and told me to begin. A4t first I did well
but after about a minute I started to make mhstakes. Then I
found myself at the end of a line ani still in the middle of a
word. WJesperately I puched for the margin release so I could
finish the word. But I couldn't find.it. I quickly pressed
the two buttonse corresponding in position to the margin releases
on my typewriters at home and at schocl, but nothing happendd.

I had to search and waste valuaBle seccnds in order to fini and
operate the margin reddase and fo finally fi ish the wori. The
girl took my ap:li ation blank und timed tcst into another office
and I waited disconsolately. Then she came back and I remarked
that I had really fouled up the typing test. "No, you Jdid very
well] wBe objected. at first I though she was just trying to

be encouraging, but then I realized that she had no reason to

be encouraging; she must have really been serious. So I asked
her what speed I had attained. "You typed 66 words a minute,"
she said and really surprised the hell out of me. Confidence
started to come flowing back into my posture and I leaned forward
in anticipation of the coming interview.

Mr, Lobaugh, the personell manager, was very encouraging. They
neeiﬁé& someone quickly, and he wanted me to b#gin work as soon as
possible. Somehow of other I survived theé interview with the job.
I had until the next afternoon,when I would be given a physical
checkup, to consider whether or not I would take the job. g

At lunch the next day .I talked with Jwight about it. He did \
not particularly discourage me from taking it, despite his surprise

ard at the high fee of the “gencyzvf%ggggggntgghgsgob.
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