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ÉÉÉ For she so loved us all, she dedicated her life to usÉ. . 
To Great-Grandma Irene Shansky, a most extra-ordinary woman, this work is 

dedicated, with gratitude, respect and much love. 
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FORWORD 
 
Dear Reader: 
 At the outset, may I confess that the idea for this book is not original with 
me.  About forty years ago, maybe more, I read a book entitled: ÒThe Ten 
CommandmentsÓ by Thomas Mann.  If you have ever read it (I recommend it 
highly) you will know what a wonderful job he did with the idea.  
 I have absolutely no desire to set myself anywhere near Thomas Mann as a 
writer.  However, there is no law of which I am aware that precludes me from 
taking a theme by a master and composing my own set of variations.  It is done all 
the time in other arts, viz.  SomebodyÕs variations on a theme by Somebody else, 
(or vice versa).  Many graphic and plastic artists have created their own versions of, 
say, Christ on the Cross, for example.  So I feel no guilt having done what I did.  
 The Decalogue has always had a deeply religious significance for me, and 
the Mann Book, to have stayed with me after all those years, must have struck a 
responsive chord in my psyche.  Take the following facts: I have had a lifetime love 
affair with the printed word; I have also been told, many times since childhood, that 
I have a natural gift as a story teller.  ÔWay before there was T.V. and not all of us 
had a radio in our homes either, the neighborhood children would gather on my 
front stoop of a summer evening listening, with rapt attention, to me tell them 
stories which I would make up as I went along.  Put all of this together and you can 
see that what I have written is the expression of a deeply felt and long suppressed 
need.  Especially now that I have retired after over forty years in the field of 
education and I now have the time to do the things IÕve always wanted to d and 
never had the time because of the exigencies of earning a living.   
 It is, therefore, with the hope that I have added a little something to make 
your life richer, or presented to you another way of looking at the Eternal Verities, 
which is, in the end, the purpose of any artist when he commits his imagination to 
public view.  To this add the hope that you enjoy reading this book at least as much 
as I have enjoyed writing it.   
        Sincerely,  
        Daniel Shansky, 
        9/11/77 



 4 

A NOTE FROM THE TRANSCRIPTIONIST 
 

Dear Reader: 
 I have just had the pleasure of typing out ten wonderful stories by a man of 
whom I regrettably have only one memory.  If I close my eyes, I can envision him 
sitting on a couch, with his cane and his wife beside him.  I could not have been 
older than a toddler when I captured this vision, as Daniel Shansky, the father of my 
uncle Joseph Shansky, passed away when I was very young.  Having read and 
become familiar with these stories, however, I find myself adding details to this 
portrait.  None of the details are visual: everything IÕve added occurs internally, in 
his mind and his heart.  He was a man of tremendous integrity, as evidenced on 
every page that follows.  Justice prevails in these stories, yet not in a way that is 
obvious or preachy.  He was smiling inside, a smile of tremendous optimism.  The 
characters in these stories often leap over hurdles that most men would consider too 
high to approach, leaving me to assume that the author viewed challenges as 
challenges, rather than roadblocks.  Lastly, he was constantly absorbing and 
creating.  The plots and scenes in Decalogue are as varied as can be, and as I typed I 
was constantly aware that only a whole lifetime of observation and reflection could 
have led to such a diverse set of ideas.          
 The author has dedicated this book to Great-Grandma Irene Shansky, and I 
would like to add an additional dedication, to my Uncle Joe.  This dedication is also 
given with gratitude, respect and much love.   

Sincerely, 
David Rubinstein, 
1/15/06 
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DECALOGUE 
By Daniel Shansky 
 
CHAPTER I: ÒTHE ATHIESTÓ 
 
 ÒAnd God spoke these words, saying: ÔI am the Lord, thy God, which have 
brought you out of the land of Egypt and out of the house of bondage.  Thou shalt 
have no other Gods before me.ÕÓ 
       The Holy Bible, 
        Exodus, Ch. 20 
 
 
 If you asked him, Lenny Shifrin would reply with a bitter chuckle: ÒYes, IÕm 
an Atheist, thank God!Ó 
 ÒA Jewish Atheist?Ó you would ask, ÒIsnÕt that a contradiction in terms?Ó 
 ÒNot necessarily,Ó he would retort, ÒI was born a Jew, but I donÕt practice the 
religion and I donÕt believe in God, so IÕm a Jewish Atheist!Ó  And that, according 
to Lenny Shifrin, was that. 
 Only it was not as simple as that.  Lenny was a young man in his early 
thirties, married, a father of two children and the product of traditional Jewish 
parents who had given him the advantages of a fine religious and secular education.  
How does a man from such a background arrive at a conviction that there is no 
God? 
 It happened rather suddenly.  Lenny, an only child, loved his parents very 
deeply.  He was very devoted to them, calling long distance several times a week 
when his work had forced him to move to a city several hundred miles away from 
the one in which heÕd been brought up and in which his parents still lived.  The 
freak accident on the highway, which cost his parents their lives while they were 
driving on their way to visit him, had a devastating effect on Lenny.   
 After the traditional mourning period, he seemed to withdraw into himself.  
He no longer attended Temple services and did not renew his membership with the 
New Year.  He was spared the embarrassment of withdrawing his children from 
religious school because they were still too young to attend.  ÒWhen the time 
comes,Ó he told his wife, ÒIÕll send them to an Ethical Culture school.  Then when 
they are of age, they can decide for themselves what religion, if any, they want to 
follow.Ó Moira, his wife, understanding the reason for his attitude, wisely let him 
have his way in this matter. 
 Rabbi Isaac Walton, spiritual leader of the Temple BÕNai Israel, was a tall, 
stoop-shouldered man in his early fifties, whose aquiline features had earned him 
the nickname of ÒIke the KikeÓ in his youth.  His Jewish and Gentile friends alike 
had bestowed this soubriquet upon him.  Not only because he looked so 
stereotypically Jewish, but also because of his inordinate interest and practice of his 
religion from childhood on.  While other boys were running basses in stickball 
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games after school, Ike was seen running the streets of his native Williamsburg 
section of Brooklyn, to the Cheder, or religious school, with his ÒpayehsÓ and the 
fringes of his ÒTzitsehsÓ flying in the wind.  One could almost set oneÕs watch by 
his passage, so faithful was his attendance.   
 It was, therefore, a most natural thing, that when the other boys and girls of 
his milieu went their separate ways into the business or professional worlds, that Ike 
went to the seminary and on to the Rabbinate.  After a hitch in the Army as a 
chaplain, and a series of pulpits in some of the smaller towns on the eastern 
seaboard, it came to pass that Rabbi Isaac Walton was appointed spiritual leader of 
the Temple BÕnai Israel about ten years before Lenny Shifrin and his family moved 
into town and joined the congregation of that same temple.   
 As young marrieds, Lenny and Moira were a popular and active couple in the 
affairs of the temple.  The Rabbi was well liked and respected enough to have been 
offered a life contract on the tenth anniversary of his service to the congregation. 
 In a large city temple, LennyÕs absence might have gone unnoticed, but in 
the smaller, close-knit congregation of BÕnai Israel it was most natural that his 
absence from services and other social activities would become evident.  At first it 
was his close friends who missed him, then, when it was called to his attention, the 
Rabbi, himself, noted the absence.  
 LennyÕs friends, fearing to disturb their relationship, held back, but the Rabbi 
decided to check into the situation.  Thus it came to pass, that, on a certain 
Wednesday evening, Rabbi Isaac Walton mounted the short flight of stairs leading 
to the ShifrinÕs front porch and rang the bell.  Moira answered the door.   
 ÒOh, hello, Rabbi, wonÕt you come in?Ó she asked and led him into the living 
room after his ÒThank you.Ó  After they were seated she asked: ÒCan I get you a 
cold drink or a cup of coffee?Ó 
 ÒNo, thanks, Mrs. Shifrin.  I really came to see Lenny.  Is he at home?Ó 
 ÒIÕm sorry, Rabbi, tonight is his bowling night.  If you really must see him 
tonight, youÕll find him at the ÒGolden PinÓ Bowling Alley.  Is there anything I can 
do?Ó 
 ÒWell,Ó said the Rabbi, ÒI did want to speak to him personally, but perhaps 
you can give me a clue.  You know, you folks have been sorely missed at the 
temple.  I know that when LennyÕs folks died, it was a bitter blow.  But, when he 
doesnÕt come in to say Kadish for them, I figured that something was amiss.  So I 
decided to come over to try to find out what was wrong.  I hope that you donÕt 
mind.Ó   
 ÒNot at all, Rabbi.  In fact, as I sat here alone, the kids are asleep upstairs, I 
was wrestling with my conscience as to whether or not to come in to see you 
myself.  You see, after the funeral, Lenny decided to have nothing more to do with 
organized religion.  Losing his father and his mother at the same time was a bigger 
shock than anyone could see on the surface.  HeÕs the kind that keeps his feelings 
bottled up inside.  I could see that this thing was eating him up alive, but not 
wanting to make matters worse, I went along with him.  I donÕt know if I did the 
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right thing because I miss the temple and all the activities in which we took part.  
But heÕs my husband and I love him.  I couldnÕt hurt him by going against his 
wishes at this time.Ó 
 ÒI see,Ó said the Rabbi, Òwell, what you have told me makes it more 
important than ever that I have a chat with your husband.  You say that heÕs at the 
ÒGolden PinÓ Bowling Alley here in town?  Maybe IÕll just mosey on down there 
and bowl a few frames myself.  I think I can use the exercise.Ó   
 As he got up he patted the beginning of a comfortable middle-aged paunch.  
Moira, rising with him, accompanied him to the door.  
 ÒI want to thank you for your interest, Rabbi, and I hope that you can talk 
some sense into him.  ItÕs not like Lenny to be this way, but like I said before, this 
shock he suffered has hurt him more than anyone realized.Ó  
 ÒI canÕt make any guarantees, Moira, IÕm not a psychiatrist.  However, if I 
canÕt appeal to his common sense, maybe you should think about consulting one.  
IÕll let you know how I make out.Ó 
 ÒThanks again,Ó she said, as he waived a depreciating hand.   
 And so, within the hour, the Rabbi stepped into the brightly lit emporium of 
the ÒGolden PinÓ Bowling Alley Ð 60 Alleys Ð 60, no waiting, ever! wincing at the 
noise made by the roar of the balls rolling down the alleys and the crash as they hit 
the pins, followed by the shouts of the players.   
 ÒGottinu,Ó he thought, Òhow in all creation wil l I be able to have a decent 
discussion with Lenny in all this racket?  Well, first things first, letÕs find our lost 
sheep, then weÕll play it by ear from there.Ó   
 As the Rabbi made his way from alley to alley, peering anxiously at the 
bowlers in each one, he was approached by a young man in an attendantÕs uniform. 
 ÒCan I help you, Rabbi?Ó the young man asked, smiling.  
 ÒOh, hello, Jonas,Ó said the Rabbi, ÒI didnÕt know you worked here.Ó  
 ÒJust part time, Rabbi,Ó he replied, ÒIÕm still going to school and the job puts 
gas in the tank and pays for a few other expenses.  You seem to be looking for 
someone.  Can I help?Ó 
 ÒYes,Ó said the Rabbi, Òwould you know where Lenny Shifrin is bowling?  
His wife said that he would be here tonight.Ó  
 ÒOh, Lenny,Ó smiled the young man, ÒHeÕs downstairs in the individual 
alleys, practicing.  Number 27, I believe.  Just go down that flight of stairs and way 
over to your right.  You should have no trouble finding him.Ó 
 ÒThanks you,Ó said the Rabbi.  He turned and began to descend the carpeted 
flight of stairs thinking: ÒThey should have put this carpeting in the alleys, then a 
person might be able to hear himself think around here!  Ah, there he is!Ó as he 
spied his quarry.  Lenny had just released his ball which thundered its way down the 
alley and disrupted the neatly set pins with a resounding crash.   
 ÒNot bad, Lenny, not bad at all!Ó said the Rabbi as he approached the 
younger man.  As he looked up at the source of the interruption of his game, looks 
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of surprise, recognition and exasperation followed each other across his face in 
quick succession only to be supplanted by a sudden wide-eyed look of fright.   
 ÒWhatÕs up, Rabbi, is Ð is anything wrong at home Ð Moira Ð the kidsÉÓ  
 ÒNo, no,Ó smiled the Rabbi, Òeverything is just fine at home!  The kids are 
asleep and Moira is just fine.  She told me that you were here, and, inasmuch as I 
had something very important to discuss with you, I took the liberty of bearding you 
in your den, so as to speak.  However, I didnÕt realize that there would be so much 
noise around here.  Is there any portion of this place that has a modicum of quiet so 
that we can have a chat?Ó 
 ÒWell,Ó said Lenny, looking at his wristwatch, ÒMy hour is just about up, 
here, and IÕve got a little time before I have to meet my teammates for our league 
play-off.  So what do you say we go upstairs to the coffee shop?  It will be a little 
more quiet and we can have a cup of coffee while you discuss whatever it is you 
have to discuss with me, although I think I have an idea what it is and IÕll tell you 
right now that you are wasting your time!Ó 
 ÒFine,Ó said the Rabbi, Òso letÕs go waste a littl e of my valuable time over a 
cup of coffee.Ó  
 Lenny retrieved his bowling ball, put it in his carrying case and together both 
men went upstairs.  To the rear of the upper floor there was as walled-off section 
with a bar, tables and booths.  They selected a booth, sat down and ordered their 
coffee from a passing waitress who then left to fill their orders.   
 ÒWell,Ó began the Rabbi,Ó since you know what it is I want to discuss with 
you, I wonÕt waste your time beating around the bush.  Coming right to the point, 
Lenny, may I ask why we havenÕt seen you, Moira or the kids at the temple since 
your parentsÕ funeral?Ó 
 ÒItÕs very simple, Rabbi,Ó said Lenny, Òsince I no longer believe in God, IÕd 
have to be a hypocrite of the first water to come into His House and profess to 
worship Him!Ó 
 ÒI see,Ó said the Rabbi, Ònot even to say Kadish for the parents whom you 
are supposed to love so much?Ó 
 ÒEspecially to recite the Kadish prayer, Rabbi.  After all, what is the Kadish 
prayer?  It says nothing about death or our loved ones like El Molay Rachamim, for 
example.  ItÕs just an exaltation of the Holy name.  How can I exalt the name of He 
who took my parents from me?  Two of the sweetest, kindestÉ.Ó overcome, he 
couldnÕt go on.  He put his face in his cupped hands and began to sob in great dry 
gasps of one who is cried out, his shoulders heaving with suppressed emotion.   
 The Rabbi put out a comforting hand on LennyÕs shoulder and said softly: ÒI 
understand, Lenny, and you blame God for theÉ. Ó 
 ÒNo, Rabbi,Ó cried Lenny raising his anguished eyes from his hands, ÒI donÕt 
blame God, there is no God--- Just the breaks!  Just the dad-blasted, lousy breaks!  
ItÕs like the game weÕll be playing later tonight.  What are the odds weÕll win?  
What are the odds weÕll lose?  Who knows?  God?  Nah!  There is no God!  Only 
chance!  ThatÕs why I was practicing down there.  I figured that by practicing I was 
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improving my chances for a better score.  And thatÕs the name of the game, Rabbi, 
the best score wins the game!  God has nothing to do with it Ð so why donÕt you 
take your God and your religious hocus-pocus and all that jazz that goes with it and 
sell it to those who need it?  I donÕt!Ó  
 As he spat out those last words, he attempted to rise from his seat, but the 
Rabbi put out a restraining hand on his arm. 
 ÒJust a minute, Lenny,Ó he said, ÒyouÕve asked a lot of questions in the last 
few minutes.  DonÕt you think that out of just plain courtesy you could listen to my 
answers for a few minutes?Ó  
 Lenny looked at his watch and muttered grudgingly: ÒO.K., for a few 
minutes.  The rest of the guys will be here soon and weÕve got the playoffs to do 
right after that.Ó   
 ÒAll right, IÕll be brief,Ó said the Rabbi, Òbecause I donÕt think that I could 
convince you of anything in your present frame of mind.  However, IÕd like to plant 
a seed, and leave you to think about it.  Then, if it grows and you want to continue 
this discussion IÕll always be available to you.  Now, you say that you are an 
Atheist, well welcome to the club!  IÕm an agnostic!Ó 
 ÒBut howÉ. Ó began Lenny.   
 ÒHow can I be an agnostic and still be a Rabbi?  ThatÕs a long story.  To be 
brief, letÕs look at those two terms: You, Mr. Atheist, say that there is no God.  The 
Agnostic says: ÔI donÕt KNOW that there is a God, but the fact that I have never 
seen God or heard God doesnÕt preclude the fact that He MAY exist, somewhere, 
somehow and in some form.  Maybe the same force which you call chance is what I 
call God.  I donÕt know.  However, the fact that I donÕt know does not preclude me 
from believing that there is something, somewhere, somehow, beyond the ken of 
mortal men which governs the natural forces which we call the Universe.  This is 
the basis of all religion among all men.Ó   
 ÒWe are Jews,Ó continued the Rabbi, ÒWhat is a Jew?  To me, a Jew is a 
person who may or may not KNOW there is a God, but who, nevertheless, of his 
own free will,  chooses to live his life as closely as possible to the precepts laid 
down in the Decalogue.  The Decalogue, which means literally Ten Letters, from 
the Greek, is the essence of the Hebrew religion.  Everything else is commentary.Ó 
 ÒNow, if you have ever looked at the representation of the tablets and the 
Decalogue on a Torah cover and other religious art, you will  see that there are 
actually Ten Letters on the tablets, not words, and that the first letter of the first 
commandment is an Aleph, the first letter of the Hebrew alphabet and the first letter 
of the Hebrew word ÔAniÕ, which means ÔIÕ.  ÔI am the Lord thy God.  Thou shalt 
have no other Gods before me.Õ  So weÕre back at the beginning again.Ó 
 ÒTo live the life of a Jew, one must first acknowledge the existence of some 
force beyond human cognizance or understanding which governs the universe 
around us.  Call it God, call it chance, as you do, whatever name you give it doesnÕt 
alter the fact that it IS.  Try as you might, if you are possessed of a grain of 
intelligence, you canÕt rationalize it out of existence.  You are the sum total of all 
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the experiences of your life.  Given the life you led up until the death of your 
parents, how long do you think that you can keep up the sham of your professed 
Atheism?Ó 
 While the Rabbi spoke, LennyÕs face began to slowly flush, until, with this 
last question, Lenny, his face beet-red, rose to his feet.   
 ÒHow long, Rabbi?  IÕll tell you how long!Ó he said in a peculiarly 
compressed tone, which, while it was not loud had a strangely piercing quality.  ÒAs 
long as it takes, till hell freezes over, if necessary, but until He brings my mom and 
pop back to me!  ThatÕs how long!Ó  With that, leaving his own coffee untasted, he 
lurched off in the direction of the bowling alleys.   
 The Rabbi continued to sit slumped in the booth for a while, seemingly lost 
in thought.  Then he muttered: ÒEh, waste not, want not.  At these prices, to waste 
coffee is a sin!Ó  So he consumed LennyÕs cup of coffee as well as his own, paid 
their bill and left the establishment himself.   
 Lenny, meanwhile, had joined his teammates, bowled the play-off games, 
which, incidentally, they lost.  Blaming himself for the teamÕs loss, he didnÕt join in 
the general conviviality after the game, but got into his car and drove home still 
muttering about Òthat damned sky pilot sticking his nose where it wasnÕt wanted or 
even neededÉÓ  He snapped at his wife when she attempted to discuss the RabbiÕs 
visit.  It was in this frame of mind that Lenny and Moira repaired to bed.   
 Once in bed, Lenny couldnÕt fall asleep.  He tossed and turned, his mind 
dwelling on that awful day that theyÕd gotten the news of the accident.  The 
confusion and horror at the hospital when heÕd learned that his father was already 
dead and his mother lay dying.  The agony of watching both caskets being lowered 
into those gaping holes in the ground.  The guilt, oh, that guilt!  ÒWhy, oh why did I 
ever move from New York?  If  I hadnÕt moved, maybe theyÕd still be alive!Ó and so 
on and so on into the still small hours of the morning.   
 Suddenly, Lenny felt a squeezing sensation in his chest.  
 ÒOh God,Ó he thought, Ònot me too!Ó  His father had had his fatal seizure 
while driving the car that fateful day.  ÒNot now, Lord,Ó he prayed, Ònot so much 
for me, but Moira and the kids.  What will they do without me?Ó 
 As if in answer, the pain suddenly became more intense and began to radiate 
to his left shoulder and arm.   
 ÒMoira!Ó he called, his voice coming out in a strained croak, ÒMoira, help 
me!  Call the doctor, Moira!Ó  He tried to shake her with his right hand.  As his 
hand touched her shoulder, Moira awoke with a start.   
 ÒLenny, whatÕs the matter?Ó 
 ÒMoira, Moira,Ó he gasped, ÒI canÕt breathe!  Call the doctor!  God it hurts!  
Call and ambulance, call somebody, help me!Ó   
 The next few hours were a kaleidoscope of people, places and things.  The 
ambulance, the doctors, the ride to the hospital, the nurses at the Intensive Care 
Unit, the pain and, finally, blesses oblivion.   
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 A few weeks later, it came to pass that Rabbi Isaac Walton once more made 
his way to see Lenny Shifrin.  This time in answer to a call from Moira Shifrin.   
 ÒAre you sure that he wants to see me?Ó asked the Rabbi, Òthe last time I saw 
himÉÉÉwell,  O.K. if you say so.  IÕll be glad to talk to him.  HeÕs still at the 
hospital?  Fine.  IÕll be in to see him during visiting hours tomorrow.Ó   
 As he entered the hospital room, the Rabbi saw Lenny lying in bed, with his 
wife seated on a chair near him.  The mutual greetings over, Moira got up from her 
chair and said: ÒHere, Rabbi, you take my place.  I have to go down to the nursery 
and check on the kids.  TheyÕre still too young to be allowed up here.  IÕll be back 
in a while and meantime you two can have a nice chat.Ó  With that she left the 
room.  The Rabbi took off his hat and coat and sat in the chair she had just vacated.   
 ÒWell, Lenny,Ó he said with a smile, Òhow do you feel?  You gave us quite a 
scare, you know!Ó 
 ÒI know, Rabbi, it wasnÕt any picnic for me either.  But now, thank God, IÕm 
out of intensive care and the doctor says that after a few weeks of rest I should be 
able to begin working my way back to a normal life again.  Yeah, yeah, Rabbi, 
thank God!  You heard right.  You know, when a man is flat on his back as IÕve 
been for the past few weeks, he has nothing but time.  Time to think, to take stock 
of himself and his life.  To see himself for what he really is.  When youÕre lying 
here in the dark hours of the night you have a choice.  To deal with reality or to 
fight for a fantasy.Ó 
 ÒBelieve me,Ó continued Lenny, Òthat fantasy was mighty tempting, but IÕve 
got a wife and two kids out there who love me and need me, not a fantasy, so I 
couldnÕt afford the luxury of giving in to the fantasy.Ó 
 ÒSo what are you telling me, Lenny, that you are now ready to believe in 
God because you have been through the Valley of the Shadow of Death?Ó 
 ÒNo, not exactly, Rabbi, itÕs more on the order of what you were saying that 
night at the bowling alley.  I donÕt KNOW that there is a God.  I havenÕt seen or felt 
one.  But I donÕt think that any thinking person can pass through an experience like 
mine and not reach out for someone, something.  The fellow who said: Ôthere are no 
Atheists in foxholesÕ was absolutely right!  I donÕt mind telling you that I was good 
and scared while I was having my coronary.  However, it wasnÕt until it was all over 
and I was on my way to recovery that I began to evaluate my situation.  Do you 
remember what I said to you that night at the bowling Alley?Ó 
 ÒYes, Len.  So, did you get your parents back?Ó 
 ÒDonÕt laugh at me, Rabbi, but when you think about it, my Benjie and Sarah 
have many personality traits that remind me a lot of Mom and Pop.  ItÕs almost like 
seeing them again, except that Benjie reminds me of Mom and Sarah has PopÕs 
smile and his eyesÉ well, I got to thinking, TheyÕre gone and thereÕs nothing I can 
do about that, but they are not really gone because theyÕre living agin in my kidsÉ.  
Do you understand what IÕm trying to say?  Do you, Rabbi?  I remember, at the 
cemetery, you were saying: Ôin the midst of lif e we are with death, and in death 
there is lifeÉÕ or something like that, and it sort of hit me how true it all was!  But 
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life canÕt all be just a contemplation of death.  It will come to all of us when it is 
ordained.  I realized that I had a responsibility not only to myself, but to my family 
too, to make whatever life we had as rich, fruitful and satisfying for all of us!Ó     
 ÒSo how does that affect the practice of your religion?Ó 
 ÒWell, replied Lenny, I reject the idea of a relationship with another 
PERSON in my dealings with, for want of a better term, what we call God.  I donÕt 
want or need a middle man.  I feel that, if there is a God who influences the shape 
and flow of the universe, I want to deal with Him personally.  Judaism seems to be 
the only major religion of which I know, which allows me to have this PERSONAL 
relationship with God.  So I have decided to resume being a practicing Jew.Ó 
 ÒWith all that it entails?Ó asked the Rabbi. 
 ÒWith all that it entails,Ó smiled Lenny.  
 ÒWell, replied the Rabbi, ÒIÕm very happy to hear of this decision, naturally, 
and I wish you a ÒRefuah ShelomoÓ and hope that it will result in a very rewarding 
life for you and yours.  And now, I think IÕd better go.  I donÕt want to tire you out 
unnecessarily.  See you in Shul, Len?Ó 
 Lenny smiled as he lifted his hand to shake that of the Rabbi.  
 ÒSee you in Shul, Rabbi, and thanks again for everything!Ó 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 13 

 
DECALOGUE 
By Daniel Shansky 
 
CHAPTER II: ÒTHE COLLECTORÓ 
 
 ÒThou shalt not make unto thee any graven image, or any likeness of 
anything that is in the heaven above, or that is in the earth beneath, or that is in the 
water under the earth.  Thou shalt not bow down thyself to them, nor serve them: 
For I, the LORD, thy God am a jealous God, visiting the iniquities of the fathers 
upon the children unto the third and fourth generations of them that hate me.Ó 
       The Holy Bible, 
        Exodus, Ch. 20 
 
 

The item which appeared in the Salem ÒEnquirerÓ of April 22nd, 1682, did 
not occupy much space.  Indeed, there wasnÕt much space at all on the single sheet 
of crudely printed paragraphs which passed as a newspaper for the town.  It was 
read by the Town Crier each Friday and then tacked to the wall of the building 
which served as both a Town Hall and a church for the community.  There it could 
be perused at leisure by those who had not attended the reading or by those who 
could and wished to read the news for themselves.   

The item simply stated that one Isidoro Dell Aquila, a man who had recently 
emigrated from the Venetian Province of the Italies; having been duly convicted of 
Witchcraft and Trafficking with the Devil by the court of Elders of the Church was 
to be executed by being burned at the stake on the last Sunday of the month in the 
Burning Square of the town; Ò&may the Lord have mercy on his soul!Ó 

Like many similar news items, buried on the back pages of newspapers since 
then, it gave no clue to the circumstances leading up to the event.  The 
contemporary reader, perhaps, did not need the clue, having, most likely, been 
witness to the proceedings which had brought the unfortunate Dell Aquila to his 
present predicament.  

A present day reader of the ancient parchment, however, would need some 
background to fully understand the events of that fateful Spring of 1682 in the 
Village of Salem, the Colony of Massachusetts.   

To fully understand these events, we must go further back in time, to the year 
1650; and across an ocean and a sea to that City-State of Venice, in that collection 
of City-States which we now call Italy.  At that time and in that place lived the 
family Dell Aquila.  The three brothers Dell Aquila were a family of Artists, 
Artisans and Merchants.  As was the custom of the times, each brother was an 
expert in one field or another.  Together, they made up the highly successful House 
of Dell Aquila.   
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Antonio was an Artist and Sculptor.  Salvator was a Scribe and Calligrapher, 
and Georgio was the Merchant who kept the accounts for the firm.  It was a 
wonderful arrangement and Georgio sold a great deal of the products of his 
brothersÕ artistry and artisanship.  The brothers Dell Aquila waxed wealthy and 
famous in their time.   

As their wives gave birth to children, and one or another of the family talents 
became evident, one of the brothers would take that child as an apprentice and 
begin to train that child for service in the family business.  So it had been with their 
fathers before them, and so it would be with their children after them; or so 
everyone thought until there was born unto Salvatore, the Scribe, a son whom he 
named Isidoro, after his grandfather.   

Isidoro showed no talent in drawing, painting or sculpture.  His handwriting 
was abominable and figures gave him a headache.  He seemed to be a complete 
misfit, of absolutely no use to the concern.  Of no use, that is, until he learned to 
read.  From that time on, Isidoro had found his mŽtier.  Reading and books Ð books 
and reading.   

In those days, there werenÕt too many books extent to begin with, and, since 
Isidoro had no talent in calligraphy, he couldnÕt add to the supply by copying any.  
However, in order to read whatever books which were available he began to study 
languages other than his own Venetian dialect.  Latin, Hebrew, Greek, French, 
German, Spanish and even that Devil-spawned English.  They seemed to come 
naturally to him.   

Isidoro was encouraged in all of these studies of foreign languages because 
the firm had an international clientele and IsidoroÕs knowledge came in very handy 
when there was a need for an interpreter or a translator.  This love of reading also 
led in another direction.  The subject matter of the books which Isidoro read were, 
of course, mainly religion, philosophy, some science and history.  This led to his 
becoming a collector of books on every subject.  In time, his library became quite 
famous and scholars from all over came to read, study and discuss his books.   

Being an artistic house, the library also contained some paintings, statuary 
and other objets dÕarts.  Isidoro became a connissuer and collector of these too.  He 
seemed to have a photographic memory and knew the pedigree of every work in his 
collection.   

Thus, it came to pass, in his twenty fifth year, at the height of his powers and 
reputation, that IsidoroÕs wife, Bianca, died giving birth to their fourth child, a 
daughter, who followed her mother to the grave within a few months.  Isidoro had 
loved his wife very deeply.  The loss of the child as well left him disconsolate, 
empty and uncaring.   

IsidoroÕs father and Uncles, noting his condition, convened a family 
conference to discuss the matter.  It was decided that Isidoro needed a change of 
scene and activity to take his mind from his sorrow.  A plan was promulgated 
wherein the family would take over the care of his three young children and Isidoro 
would be sent on a mission throughout the major cities of Europe to find, purchase 
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and send back to Venice works of art and other materials which the firm would then 
sell or make into merchandise to be sold in Venice.   

Isidoro eagerly accepted the assignment, and, in due time, arrangements 
were made with the master of a merchant vessel which plied the coastal waters of 
the European continent.  Dispatches were sent to the financial establishments in the 
cities in which Isidoro would be visiting.  These established a line of credit in each 
one so that he could conduct his business without carrying a supply of gold; thus 
avoiding the risk of loss by piracy which flourished in the southern Mediterranean 
Sea and the Atlantic Ocean.  

In a few months, when all arrangements had been made, Isidoro boarded the 
good ship ÒVenizziaÓ and, witht the morning tide the anchor was hoisted and they 
were on their way.   

From Venice, south to Ancona, Pescaro, Bodetta and Taranto on the eastern 
side of the Italian boot; Then to Reggio, Palermo and Calgari in Sicily; Then North 
across the Mediterranean Sea to Marseilles and Barcelona.  Continuing west, they 
sailed through the Straits of Gibraltar and around the Iberian Peninsula to Lisbon 
and then north to the port of Pessac to take on a shipment of wine casks from 
Bordeaux, thence north to Brest and across the channel to Plymouth, England.   

It was there, in Plymouth, that a crucial event occurred.  Isisdoro had 
obtained lodgings at a house on the waterfront to use as a base of operations while 
the ÒVenizziaÓ was docked in Plymouth, undergoing repairs and refitting because of 
some damage suffered during a storm some weeks previous to their arrival.  On the 
second morning of his stay in Plymouth, when he had finished his morning 
abolutions, Isidoro felt the need to urinate.  He made his way to the shed-like 
structure which served as privy for all the guests at the house.  When he got there, 
there was another gentleman standing at the urinal.  He noted that this gentlemanÕs 
penis had no foreskin.  Isidoro cleared his throat and said: ÒSholom Aleichem!Ó as 
he took out his own penis preparing to urinate.  The other gentleman turned and 
looked Isidoro up and down and, noting IsidoroÕs own circumcised penis, grinned 
and replied: 

ÒAlechem Sholom!  Ivri?Ó 
ÒYes,Ó said Isidoro, ÒIsidoro Dell Aquila, from Venice, at your service, sir!Ó 
ÒI am Benjamin Van Donk of Rotterdam and pleased to make your 

aquaintance!Ó  And so began the fateful friendship.  It turned out that Van Donk 
was a surveyor and building contractor who was on his way to the ÒNew WorldÓ Ð 
New Amsterdam, (Now called New York since the recent British take-over) and the 
area around that growing city of Boston, in the Massachusetts Colony.  
 While both men were waiting for their ships to be refitted the two men spent 
a lot of time in each otherÕs company.  Van Donk regaled Isidoro with tales of 
friends who had gone from Holland to the ÒNew WorldÓ and come back in a few 
years with enough wealth to keep them for the rest of their lives.  There was golden 
opportunity in the ÒNew WorldÓ for a man with acumen and skills.  
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 As they discussed the wonders of this new world, Isidoro became consumed 
with curiosity as to what it would be like to actually live there.  He was not really 
interested in Van DankÕs tales of gold and other riches.  What intrigued him most 
was the concept of the ÒNew WorldÓ itself and its occupants.  He had heard stories 
of the Pilgrims and other migratory groups, and of the voyages of the ÒMayflowerÓ 
and other such ships.  He wanted to know how, once given religious freedom, the 
people used it.  He wondered also how they related to the native population.   
 Being a scholar, he knew that the only way to get a wholly accurate account 
of this would be for him to go to this ÒNew WorldÓ and see for himself.  When he 
told of his decision to Van Donk, his friend was overjoyed.  He offered to take him 
to the captain of the merchantman on which he proposed to sail to arrange passage 
for Isidoro.  
 Meanwhile, Isidoro wrote a letter to his father and uncles in Venice 
explaining his decision.  He proposed to make the voyage pay for itself by 
arranging a shipment of Venitian glass he had brought with him, and other 
commodities picked up in his travels, to be sold in the City of Boston, where there 
was a great market for them, instead of sending them back to Venice for sale.   
 When Benjamin and Isidoro met with the captain of the merchantman, one 
Ezra Buchanan, a transplanted Scotsman out of New Bedford, in the Massachusetts 
Colonly, arrangements were made for the trans-shipment of IsidoroÕs goods from 
the ÒVenizziaÓ to the ÒMolly BlighÓ, the ship in which they would make their 
transatlantic journey.   
 In due course, therefore, Benjamin and Isidoro set sail from Plymouth on the 
ÒDolly BlighÓ to the port of Boston in the Massachusetts Colony on the American 
mainland.  Having arrived in Boston after a rather uneventful voyage of just under 
six weeks, Isidoro disposed of his cargo of commodities to various mercantile 
establishments in the New England port within a few days.  He then made 
arrangements for transfer of some of the funds he had realized from the sale via one 
of the more established financial institutions which had ties on the continent.   
 His business accomplished, Isidoro then set about his real purpose of 
studying the people, their institutions and life in general in this Ònew WorldÓ.  
Benjamin Van Donk and he had continued to share quarters and their lives 
generally as they had become fast friends.  Isidoro found life in Boston much like 
that in the bigger cities which he had visited in his travels on the continent, but on a 
smaller scale.   
 Dominated as it was by the hustle and bustle of commerce with the other 
colonies and people and places from around the world, it was fascinating to watch, 
but Isidoro felt there was something missing.  When Benjamin came home to their 
quarters one night with the news that he had been offered a commission to do some 
surveying work in a little town of Salem, some distance north of Boston, Isisdoro 
was very happy and proposed that he accompany Benjamin to this place.  Benjamin 
readily agreed, and, a few days later they arrived in Salem on the afternoon coach.   
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 The village of Salem was very tiny indeed, when compared to the bustling 
city of Boston.  The few wooden buildings surrounding the square included the 
Church-Town Hall, the inn, and a few commercial establishments.  The rest of the 
town was scattered throughout the countryside and consisted of farms and 
farmhouses.   
 It was on his second day in Salem that Isidoro had his first sight of the 
American Aborigine.   
 They had been discussing with the innkeeper the prospect of renting a house 
which Benjamin could use as a base of operations.  His work would take him at 
least six months and they needed more room than they had at the inn.  The 
innkeeper knew of a farmhouse, recently acquire by the Town, whose owner had 
recently passed away.  He suggested that the men might be able to hire a squaw 
from a nearby tribe of Indians who would come in by day and cook and clean for 
the men.  This struck the friends as a good deal.  However, in order to hire the 
squaw, it was necessary to deal with the chief of the tribe whom the innkeeper had 
summoned to the inn.  They had to meet him outside, on the front porch, as Indians 
were not allowed to enter public houses in the town of Salem.   
 Isidoro was intrigued at this first sign of intolerance which he had met in the 
new world, but he said nothing.  Adorca, the chief of the tribe, turned out to be a 
short, squat, powerfully built man in his early thirties, who, nevertheless gave the 
impression of height and strength by his almost regal bearing.  When Isidoro 
learned that he also could speak some English, he became most impressed with him.   
 After some haggling and discussion, it was arranged that a squaw of his own 
choosing from his tribe would come each day at dawn to the old Alford farmhouse 
where the two men would be living, and, in exchange for one shilling per week and 
her meals, she would keep house and cook their meals, leaving after the evening 
meal had been served and cleared.   
 After the negotiations had been completed, Isidoro took the chief aside and 
told him that he was sorry that they had to conduct their business out in the open 
like this, but that when they would be established in their new home, he would be 
welcome to visit at any time and the door would be always open for him.  The 
Indian gave him a sharp look but said nothing more and left.   
 The innkeeper then invited the men back inside the inn saying that the house 
would be ready for them the following Monday.  He then explained the terms of the 
arrangement.  They would pay the rental for the house to the town clerk on the first 
day of each month.  The responsibility for paying the Indian squaw was theirs, as 
Adorca would come to the house on the last day of each week to collect her salary.  
The innkeeper told them that they could conduct the whole transaction the next day.   
 Isidoro asked him, apologetically, if it could be done that same day as the 
next day would be the Hebrew Sabbath and he could not conduct any business or 
handle money on his sabbath.  The following day would be Sunday, and he didnÕt 
think the town clerk would want to do business on his LordÕs day either.   
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 ÒSo,Ó said the innkeeper, stroking his chin, Òye be Hebrews, be ye?  Well, 
weÕve had a few of those from time to time, and it usually worked out pretty well.  
When they couldnÕt adapt to our ways, they jest up and left for other parts.  But, in 
this instance, I think we can accommodate ye.Ó  And so it was done.   
 Early the next Monday morning, Isidoro and Benjamin, astride horses they 
had bought for their own use, left the town square and, following directions they 
had been given by the town clerk, they soon came upon the old Alford farmhouse.  
It was a one story structure made of logs with a roof of stone slate flags.  Outside 
the building they found Adorca and an Indian woman waiting for them.  The men 
dismounted and, although Isidoro greeted the chief warmly, Adorca still retained his 
regal, aloof stance.   
 ÒThis,Ó he said, pointing to the woman, ÒAlon-Gongchunk.  In your tongue 
mean Ôrunning DoeÕ.  She cook, clean house, wash clothes.  She wife of my brother 
Ð very good work.  She also understand your tongue some, but not talk.Ó   
 ÒI am honored that you would have your own brotherÕs wife work for us,Ó 
said Isidoro, ÒWonÕt you come into the house?  Perhaps she can make us some tea 
and we can talk.  I am very much interested in you and your people, your customs 
and how you live.Ó  The Indian grunted his assent and they all went into the house.  
Thus began the friendship between the foreigner and the native which was to have 
such dire consequences. 
 In the months that followed, Benjamin was out of the house most of the day 
attending to his work.  He would return sometimes late at night, sometimes not for 
days when his work took him far afield.   
 Isidoro, for his part, spent a great deal of time with Adorca, whom he found 
to have an incisive and native intelligence.  The two men learned a great deal from 
each other, their discussions ranging among many subjects.  Isidoro took copious 
notes for a book on the American Aborigine he planned to write.   
 Most of the time they had their discussions at the Alford farm, but a few 
times Isidoro, on invitation from the chief, visited the tribal campgrounds observing 
their lifestyle and ceremonies.  On one of these visits he was quite taken by the 
tribal totem poles.  Adorca explained the totems to him, and, when Isidoro 
requested that a miniature totem pole be made for him to take back to Venice, he 
promptly ordered the tribal sculptor to begin work on the project.   
 When the discussions between Isidoro and Adorca touched on tribal history, 
laws and religion, the tribal Sachem and some of the Elders of the tribe were also 
drawn into them with Adorca acting as intermediary and translator.  
 The growing relationship between the ÒfurrinerÓ and the Indians was duly 
noted by the community at large since they were often seen in each otherÕs 
company on the roads between the tribal compound and the Alford farm.  There 
was a natural curiosity as to what was going on between them.  Therefore it was no 
accident, when, one evening, Master Josiah Turnbull, a neighbor of IsidoroÕs, on his 
way home from a town meeting Òjest happenedÓ to glance through the window of 
the Alford farmhouse.   
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 What he saw was Isidoro, Adorca and the tribal Sachem seated on the floor, 
Indian fashion, in a semi-circle in front of the fire which provided the only 
illumination in the room and which cast grotesque shadows on the walls.  In front of 
them stood, like idols, two of the completed mini-totems.  The three men were in 
deep discussion, their arms gestulating and the air was thick with smoke from the 
pipes which all three were smoking.  (Isidoro having been introduced to the habit on 
one of his visits to the tribal compound).   
 Josiah, his eyes wide, took in the whole scene.  The flickering light and his 
imagination did the rest.  When he had seen his fill,  he went directly home and 
discussed what he had seen with his goodwife, Mistress Althea.  She clucked and 
tskÕed and threw up her hands in horror that such goings on should be tolerated 
right next door to their homestead.  It was at her behest that Josiah rode into town 
the next morning to report what he had seen to the Elders of the Church.   
 Thus, a few evenings later, a delegation of Elders accompanied by Master 
Josiah came to the Alford farmhouse, and, looking through that same window, saw 
a virtual duplication of the scene which Josiah had witnessed a few nights earlier; 
only this time, the Tribal Sachem was demonstrating a Medicine Dance to the 
accompaniment of rhythms played by Running Doe on a small hand tambour, 
which made the scene all the more damning in their eyes.   
 ÒBlasphemy,Ó breathed one of the Elders. 
 ÒIdol Worshiping,Ó replied another.  
 ÒMore like trafficking with the Devil!Ó snapped Josiah.  ÒWell, masters, have 
you seen enough?Ó 
 ÒYes indeed!Ó replied the chief Elder, ÒWe will convene the Court of Assizes 
as soon as possible.Ó  They then left the window as silently as they had come, and 
made their way to their respective homes.   
 A few days later, while Isidoro and Running Doe were enjoying a mid-day 
meal together, there was a knock at the cabin door.  Upon opening it Isidoro 
perceived the Town Constable who held an official looking document in his hand.   
 ÒIsodoro Dell Aquilla,Ó intoned the constable in his most official tones, ÒYou 
have been charged with the crimes of Witchcraft, Blasphemy and Trafficking With 
the Devil!  I have been ordered to take you into custody and to hold you for trial at 
the next convention of the Court of Assizes to be held by the Elders of the Church.  
You will accompany me now voluntarily or I shall be obliged to use force.  What 
say you, sir?Ó 
 ÒI say that I am innocent of all those charges, sir, however, I will accompany 
you voluntarily if you will give me a few minutes to gather some necessities.Ó 
 The constable nodded his assent and Isidoro turned away from the intruder 
and proceeded to gather some books and a few other items he would need.  He put 
them all into a carrying case and donned his outer cloak and hat.  When he was 
ready, the men left the house, mounted their horses and made their way to the town.   
 Meanwhile Running Doe, who had witnessed the arrest with fear-widened 
eyes, waited in the house until the horsemen had traveled well away from the house, 
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then, quickly and silently left the house herself and made her way across the fields 
and through the forest towards the tribal compound intent on carrying the news to 
her brother-in-law and chief.   
 By the time Isidoro and the constable got to town, and the prisoner was 
locked in a back room of the Town Hall which served as a Gaol, the news of the 
arrest was traveling throughout the town and its environs like wildfire.  By nightfall 
every one in the district knew of the prisoner and the charge.   
 Benjamin didnÕt find out about it until he came home that evening and found 
the house empty.  Riding over the Trumbull farm to inquire, he was informed that: 
ÒYour Jew friend was arrested and will be put on trial for Witchcraft, Blasphemy 
and Trafficking with the Devil.  The very idea of such goings on in our peaceful 
town!Ó  When he pressed her for details he was given a derisive look and a short: 
ÒyouÕll see at the trail!Ó and with that, she slammed the door in his face.   
 With growing apprehension Benjamin rode into town and obtained 
permission from the Constable to visit his friend.  The visit was short as Isidoro 
knew no more about the situation beyond the charges than he.  So, after sharing an 
evening meal which he had brought to his cell from the inn, and assuring himself 
that his friend was as comfortable as possible under the circumstances, he left for 
home determined that he would do all in his power to get to the bottom of this thing 
and get it straightened out.   
 On the morrow, after asking for and receiving an audience with the chief 
Elder of the Church, he learned no more than the advice that: 
 ÒWe have irrefutable evidence of his guilt of the charges, and that the trial, 
which would take place after morning services that Sunday would be swift and that 
justice would be done!Ó 
 Benjamin was appalled, having heard tales of the Salem witchcraft trials 
even on the continent.  He quickly returned to his friend in the Gaol cell to appraise 
him of his imminent fate.   
 Isidoro, however, took the news calmly.  
 ÒI have faith, Benjamin, that our Lord will not abandon me to these false 
charges,Ó he said, Ònow, why donÕt you go home andÉ.Ó and he gave his friend 
instructions as to what he wanted him to do to prepare a rebuttal of the charges at 
the trial.  Benjamin agreed, left the jail and returned to the Alford farm.   

The next morning, the day before the trial, as Benjamin busied himself 
gathering books and other material which Isidoro had instructed him to obtain, the 
door opened and Adorca came into the room.  His face showed consternation and 
wrath.   
 ÒIs it true what my brotherÕs wife tell me?  That they take away our friend 
for trial and burning?Ó 
 ÒYes, Adorca,Ó Benjamin replied, ÒI am now gathering material for his 
defense at the trial.Ó  Adorca shook his head negatively.   
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 ÒWill do no good,Ó he said, Òthese people, once they have victim, no listen to 
reason.  Only burn, burn!  They do not know of justice.  I have seen these trials.  No 
justice, only burn, burn!  Our friend will  be dead unless I can help!Ó 
 ÒYou can help, Adorca, by testifying at the trail in IsidoroÕs defense.  He told 
me to tell you what to say.Ó 
 ÒThey not listen to testimony of Indian.  Say not same GodÉÓ 
 ÒBut theyÕre wrongÉÓ 
 ÒYou know and I know, but they not know!  Only want burn, burn!Ó 
 ÒWell, letÕs give it a try.  It is IsidoroÕs wish.  If it doesnÕt work out we can 
always do it your way as a last resort.Ó 
 ÒAll right.  You do what you must do.  I go to get ready.  I know these 
people!Ó  He turned and left the cabin. 
 IsidoroÕs defense at the trial, as Adorca had predicted, was an exercise in 
futility.   Several witnesses had been called who gave testimony as to the strange 
goings on between the ÒfurrinerÓ and the Indians.  When Isidoro tried to refute their 
testimony, to show notes he had taken on the discussions he had had with Adorca, 
to explain about the book he planned to write, he was shouted down, not only by the 
panel, which was sitting in judgement, but by the members of the audience as well.   
 Finally, when all the witnesses had testified and Benjamin and Isidoro had 
tried, in vain, to refute their testimony with their own testimony and with the 
exhibits they had brought to the courtroom, the trial came to an end.  The members 
of the panel conferred among themselves for a few moments.  Then the Chief Elder 
rapped his gavel on the tabletop for order.  When the spectators were silenced, he 
said: 
 ÒThe prisoner will please rise.  Isidoro Dell Aquila, you have lately come to 
our village to live among us.  Rather than being grateful, you have insulted our 
hospitality by consorting with the heathen and dabbling in the occult in a manner 
which can only be described as trafficking with the devil and witchcraft!Ó 
 ÒIt is written in the Holy Scriptures, that, Ôif thy right arm offend thee, cut it 
off!Õ.  By making the practice of Witchcraft a capital offense we propose to do just 
that!  The offending member of our community who doth traffick with the Devil in 
this way will be put to death by being burned at the stake so that the Lord may have 
mercy on his thus purified soul.  The prisoner is remanded by the custody of the 
Constable, to be held secure until the LordÕs Day when the execution will be carried 
out.Ó  Rapping his gavel once more, he dismissed the court.    
 Thus it was, that the news of the impending burning was printed in the short 
paragraph in the Salem ÒEnquirerÓ of April 22nd, 1682. 
 As Benjamin left the courthouse after the trial, he was exceedingly worried 
for his friend, even though he tried to reassure him that a way would be found to 
rescue him.  He told him of what Adorca had said and told him to be ready for 
anything which might ensue as a result.   
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 He rode disconsolately down the road leading to the Alford farm, when, at a 
bend in the road he was suddenly accosted by Adorca and a half-dozen young 
braves also astride their saddle-less ponies.   
 ÒYou see, Benjamin?Ó asked Adorca.  I was right.  Those people not look for 
Justice in their court.  Just want to burn, burn!  Even if man is innocent!  Now, you 
go home, gather all your possessions.  Go to south road out of town leading to 
Boston.  Be there at foot of fallen tree, at first bend in road when moon is highest in 
sky and be prepared to run for your life!  If you get caught with friend, you will 
both be burned at stake!Ó 
 ÒWhat are you going to do?Ó asked Benjamin. 
 ÒBetter you not know,Ó replied Adorca, Òjust do what I tell you!Ó  With a 
savage cry, Adorca wheeled his horse towards town and was followed by his silent 
warriors.  Benjamin looked after them until they disappeared from view and then 
wheeled his horse towards the farm and proceeded home.  There, he gathered up all 
of his own gear and that of his friend, including the miniature totem poles, and other 
artifacts which Isidoro had collected in his travels, and tied them all to the back of a 
pack horse.  Then, leading IsidoroÕs horse and the pack horse, he began to trek to 
the south road rendezvous he had made.   
 Several hours later he arrived at the appointed spot.  He led the horses to the 
shelter of the woods on the side of the road, tied the horses to a tree and came back 
to wait at the side of the road where he could see anyone who might pass without 
being seen himself from the road.  As he watched the progress of the moon through 
the cloud studded sky, he thanked Providence for the patches of deep darkness 
which were caused when an occasional cloud covered the face of the moon.  
 After a lonely wait of more than an hour, he detected the noise of horsesÕ 
hooves approaching his hiding place at a fast trot.  He waited until he could make 
out the figures of the approaching riders in the fitful moonlight.  In the lead were 
Adorca with Isidoro mounted behind him on his stallion, followed by the half-dozen 
braves.  Benjamin then stepped out of his hiding place and let himself be seen and 
the cortege road up to him.   
 Isidoro slid off the rump of AdorcaÕs stallion, strode up to his friend and 
greeted him warmly.  
 ÒOh Benjamin,Ó he cried, ÒitÕs good to see you again!  You should have seen 
how I was kidnapped!  These braves were wonderful!  They overpowered the 
Constable and his deputy, and left them tied and gagged like trussed up turkeys.  
Everything was accomplished with hardly a sound!  I donÕt think anyone will  know 
that IÕve flown the coop until tomorrow.Ó  Turning to Adorca, he said: ÒMy friend, I 
donÕt know how to thank you or why you did it, but, for saving my life, may the 
Good Lord bless you and your people forever!  Amen!Ó 
 ÒThank you,Ó responded Adorca, Òyou are the only white man I ever meet 
who respect me or my people, or even try to understand us!  To them I am ignorant 
heathen with no soul.  They either kill us or cheat us and take our land.  They have 
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only hate in their hearts for anyone or anything different than they.  I couldnÕt let 
them do this to you!Ó 
 ÒBut arenÕt you letting yourself open to more trouble with them by helping 
us?Ó inquired Benjamin.  
 ÒI not afraid of these people,Ó replied Adorca in a contemptuous tone, 
ÒSomeday their hate will cause them to kill all rest of people in village.  Then 
Indian will reclaim his land and be able to live as before white man come.  As great 
spirit meant men to live!  Now, go, before moon set and sun come up.Ó 
 Benjamin and Isidoro mounted their horses which had been brought out of 
their hiding place, waved farewell, wheeled and headed off on the road to Boston at 
a fast trot.   
 After watching them fade from view, Adorca signaled his men and they too 
wheeled their horses and set off in the opposite direction.  As they rode, one of 
AdorcaÕs men remarked: ÒMaybe they burn Constable for letting prisoner escape?Ó  
AdorcaÕs eyes flashed in the moonlight as he replied: ÒHo!  This I would like to 
see!Ó and they all laughed at the prospect.  
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DECALOGUE 
By Daniel Shansky 
 
CHAPTER III: ÒTHE BROTHERSÓ 
 
 ÒThou shalt not take the name of the Lord in vain; for the Lord shall not hold 
him guiltless that taketh His name in vain.ÕÓ 
       The Holy Bible, 
        Exodus, Ch. 20 
 
 
 The streets of the Shtetl were seas of mud.  The rains of late September and 
early October had converted the roads which had lain parched and dusty in the 
August sun into almost impassable quagmires.  The row of rough wooden building 
which lined the main and only street of the town ended in one, which, while it was 
just as decrepit in appearance as the rest, was different in that it had a wooden Star 
of David affixed to the wall just over the front door.  The other wooden buildings in 
the row had signs which proclaimed the occupation of the owner.  One was a tailor, 
one was a butcher, another sold general merchandise and so on.  The only way to 
get from one end of town to another was via the rough wooden sidewalk which ran 
in front of the entire row of buildings.  Beyond the sidewalk one had to navigate the 
muddy streets as best one could.   
 Beyond the main street row of houses, there were, here and there, in no 
particular order, or arrangement, houses just as weather worn and decrepit as those 
on the main street.  In them lived the almost one hundred families which made up 
the population of the town.  
 The few people who were about their business this day in late October, just a 
few years after the turn of the century, were roughly dressed.  The men and women 
both had to wear hitch boots against the mud in the streets and their clothing was 
made of homespun materials or knitted wool.  One of these, a young man in his late 
teens, made his way purposefully down the wooden sidewalk to the building 
bearing the star of David at the end of the row.   
 Kissing his fingers and then touching the Mezuzzah on the doorpost with 
them, he opened the door and entered the building.  It was fairly dark inside as he 
made his way between the rows of rough hewn benches lined up before the Bima, a 
raised section on which stood the Altar.  Behind the Altar against the wall was the 
Ark containing the Scrolls of the Torah.  The three sided closet like structure was 
enclosed by a velvet curtain on which were embroidered representations of the 
Tablets of the Decalogue.  From the ceiling directly above and in front of the Ark 
hung an oil lamp in which burned the Eternal Light.   
 Near the window on the eastern wall of the room was a table around which 
were seated about a half dozen men of varying ages engaged in discussions among 
themselves; sometimes emphasizing a point by an agitated pointing of a finger at 
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the pages of a book lying open on the table in front of them.  All the men were 
bearded with side locks, beaver hats and kaftans of the East European Jew.   
 When Aaron Glick, one of the men in the group, looked around and saw his 
brother approach, he raised his hand in greeting and said: ÒShalom, Moishe, you 
finally got here!  Why are you so late?  We were going to begin without you!Ó  
Moishe Glick, about three years his brotherÕs junior replied: ÒIÕm sorry if IÕve kept 
you all waiting, but IÕve got terrible news!Ó 
 ÒTerrible news,Ó asked Aaron, then, raising his hands over the table: ÒSha, 
sha chevereh!  Moishe, what is this terrible news?Ó 
 ÒI have just learned from Peter, the water carrier, that the mujikim are 
planning a drinking party next week when they have their All HallowÕs Eve.Ó 
 ÒSo whatÕs that got to do with us?Ó queried one of the group, ÒItÕs nothing 
new that the Mujikim have a drinking party.  They have them at the slightest 
provocation, and sometimes they donÕt even need a provocation, just a bottle!Ó and 
he turned to his comrades as if  to encourage them to enjoy his joke.  A few laughed 
with him.  ÒItÕs not the drinking party in itself,Ó answered Moishe, ÒI know that 
theyÕre always having them.  ItÕs the ÒHalilah HazehÕ, the special night on which 
they plan to have it that bothers me!  You know what will happen.  They will invite 
the Rorodnik and get him so drunk that when they decide to have a pogrom against 
us heÕll either be among the leaders or be too drunk to stop them.  And when they 
come into our town it will be Shema Isroel all over again!  DonÕt you remember the 
last time that happened?Ó 
 ÒSo what can we do?Ó asked on of the older men, ÒItÕs always been like that.  
The Mujiks have it just as hard as we do, so they take a few drinks to forget their 
own misery, and sometimes they take it out on us by coming to our village and 
breaking a few windowsÉÓ  Òand sometimes a few heads, tooÓ interrupted Aaron, 
ÒRivke ShlamehÕs hasnÕt been the same since she was beaten up the last pogrom we 
had, and HirshÕs baby caught pneumonia and died after they burned his shop and 
they couldnÕt afford to fix it up for a few months afterward.  No, Moishe is right.  
This is terrible news, and weÕve got to do something about it.  Let me thinkÉ. Ó 
 ÒI have a plan,Ó said Moishe, ÒI say, letÕs get as many of the biggest and 
strongest young men in the village as we can, and arm them with stout poles and 
clubs.  Then, on the night of the drinking party we wait for them to come down the 
road leading to the village.  We will be hiding about a half mile out of town.  Then, 
as they come riding by, we knock them off their horses and beat them up good and 
send them back to their own village.  THEN maybe, when they think about 
attacking our town theyÕll think twice!Ó 
 ÒThatÕs a good idea,Ó said Aaron, Òthey wonÕt be expecting us and, if  we all 
wear white sheets, maybe theyÕll think weÕre ghosts and never suspect the Jews of 
fighting back.Ó 
 Despite a few objections from the older men the younger men agreed and set 
about to implement their plan.  The men for the repulsing force were chosen and 
preparations were made in secret.  On the appointed night of All HallowÕs Eve, the 
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men appointed to keep watch on the Mujikim reported that the party was in full  
swing and that the Rorodnik was among the merrymakers.  As predicted, about an 
hour before Midnight, a group of about fifteen men, some of them so besotted that 
they could barely stay atop their horses, were met and defeated by a stalwart force 
of young men from the Shtetl led by Aaron and Moses Glick.   
 News of what had happened circulated widely throughout the province.  In 
time, it reached the ears of the local Officials of the Central Government.  They 
reasoned thus: ÒIf the Jews can mount a successful offensive defense such as this, 
why are they not in the Army fighting for the glory of Mother Russia and our 
beloved Tzar?Ó  So orders were cut for recruiters to go to the Shtetl to impress the 
young men into the army.   
 When news of the impending visit of the Army Recruiters reached the shtetl, 
there was consternation among the Elders of the congregation.  Discussion of how 
to deal with this new calamity was agitated and fierce.  Solutions ranged from 
repeating the offensive defense to outright flight.  The former was discarded as too 
dangerous because the Recruiters were armed with rifles and pistols and the Jews 
had no arms save poles and clubs; and besides, even if they managed to defeat the 
force of Recruiters, it would be deemed as an act of outright rebellion against the 
government and a much bigger and heavier armed force would be sent and they 
would most certainly destroy the whole Shtetl and everyone in it.  It wouldnÕt be the 
first time something like that had happened.  
 No, the only really safe answer lay in flight.  Some of the young men were 
sent off to other parts of the province to live with relatives until the threat had 
passed.  Others made the decision to leave the country entirely and to emigrate to 
England, Canada and America.   
 Aaron and Moses Glick were among this latter group.  The whole town had 
pooled their resources and, poor as they were, enough was collected to at least pay 
their fare for the ocean voyage and to bribe the various officials at the frontiers 
through which they must pass without valid papers.  For living expenses along the 
way, they would be dependent on the charity of their fellow Jews.   
 It was a rough trip which took almost six months of struggle and privation.  
But, in the fullness of time, they reached the Atlantic ports, boarded the ships which 
took them to the lands of their final destination.      
 Aaron and Moses Glick, therefore, soon found themselves in the hustle and 
confusion of Ellis Island in New York Harbor with thousands of fellow immigrants 
who streamed into the United States from just about every European country. 
 Molly Morgenstern was a young woman in her early twenties when she met 
Aaron and Moses Glick.  It happened on the day that the young men landed at Ellis 
Island.  They had been advised to seek out the representative of the H.I.A.S., the 
Hebrew Immigrant Aid Society, for help in the process of admission to America.  
Molly Morgenstern was one of those representatives on duty on that day; and, as 
fate would have, she was the one to whom the brothers came.   
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 The moment AaronÕs sharp blue eyes met the soft brown eyes of Molly 
Morgenstern, they locked in a long, deep gaze.  It wasnÕt until after a long, 
awkward silence, that Moses cleared his throat and they both cast their eyes 
downward, Aaron in confusion and Molly in embarrassment and blushing furiously.  
Finally finding her voice, she asked the necessary questions.  Moses gave most of 
the answers as Aaron could only manage a monosyllable here and there, so deeply 
was he affected.   
 In the end, a sponsor was found who would give the brothers a job.  
Fortunately AaronÕs experience in the leather craft work, in which he was engaged 
in the old country, stood him in good stead here, and it was arranged that he would 
go to work for Jacob Abromowitz and Co. on New York CityÕs east side.  They 
were bootmakers and manufacturers of other leather products.  Moses would also be 
found a job of sorts in the same firm.  The brothers were also found a room with a 
nice Jewish family who could use the extra income the new lodgers would bring.   
 Molly personally escorted her charges to where they were going to live and 
then introduced the brothers to their new boss, and finally, saw them settled in for 
the night.  Before she left them, she gave them the address of the H.I.A.S. offices in 
the city and told them that if  they ever had any problems they could find help there.   
 For Aaron, they had just entered the gates of Paradise and everything else 
faded into a confused and blurred background.  He could only think of Molly and 
revel in her beauty.  Moses, who was used to the countryside and its slower pace 
was, at first overwhelmed by the hustle and bustle of the crowds and of city life.  
After the trials of their long journey, when they were finally alone in their room, 
both men fell into an exhausted, dreamless sleep.  
 It seemed as if they had just gone to sleep when they were awakened by the 
ringing of an alarm clock somewhere in the apartment and the stirrings of the family 
with whom they lived.  It was still dark outside, but, they soon found out, workers 
rise early in America.  One of the children of their host was assigned to show the 
brothers how to get to the factory where they would be employed, and, by the time 
the sun began to rise above the tenement rooftops they were beginning their tasks 
for the day.  
 Aaron was put to work attaching heels to menÕs shoes as they came from the 
solerÕs machines.  This was the bottom rung of the manufacturing process.  The 
foreman had explained that this would be his job until he could be taught to operate 
the soling machine.  Then, perhaps he could rise to the cutting of soles and tops and 
so on until, maybe, in time, he could become production chief.  In America, he 
explained, there was no limit to how high a man could rise if he had the talent and 
the drive to use it.   
 Moses, on the other hand, having no special skills or experience, was placed 
in the shipping department and set to handling material.  Sheets of leather coming 
into the factory from the tanners and boxes of completed shoes and boots leaving.  
Both men worked from dawn to dusk, from Sunday to Friday.  Their pay was just 
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about enough to pay for their lodgings and meals with a few cents left over for other 
needs.  
 Aaron was completely satisfied because he liked the work and he saw an 
opportunity for advancement.  He paid no mind to the squalidness of his 
surroundings because MollyÕs beauty filled his mind every waking and sleeping 
moment.  He dreamed of the day when, if he worked hard enough, he might be able 
to build a life for Molly and himself.  The dream was bolstered by the fact that each 
Saturday, after he had attended morning services in a little store-front synagogue in 
the neighborhood, he would go down to the H.I.A.S. offices to consult Molly on a 
Òproblem.Ó 
 Now, Molly didnÕt work at the office on the Sabbath, but, once she found out 
from a fellow worker that Aaron had been there, she made it her business to meet 
him at the door and they would go for a walk up to the Williamsburg Bridge Plaza a 
the end of Delancey St. and sit on a bench to rest and eat a lunch purchased from a 
sidewalk vendor while they discussed his Òproblem.Ó  Once they had declared their 
love for each other, the only problem was the time it would take until they had 
enough money saved to get married.   
 Moses, on the other hand was very disappointed with what he had found in 
the ÒNew WorldÓ.  After the life of a Yeshiva student, the hard, manual labor of his 
job at the factory was back breaking and exhausting.  The grinding poverty of the 
ghetto in New York was no less oppressive than that in the ÒOld Country.Ó  In fact, 
it was even more so because he had been led to expect so much of life in the 
ÒGolden Land.Ó  
 It came to pass one day, when he could stand it no longer, that he rebelled.  
ÒThatÕs it,Ó he exclaimed to his brother one Saturday morning, ÒI quit.  I donÕt want 
to be a poor slob of a Jew any more.  IÕm tired of thanking God for the dirt, the rats 
and other vermin, and working from down to dusk while the boss sits in his office 
and smokes his cigar!  IÕm tired of subsisting on a crust of bread and a glass of tea 
while I see the big shots eating at those fancy restaurants on Second Avenue after 
they come from the theater, and living in their fancy apartments uptown in the 
winter.  IÕm tired of the snide remarks of the goyim about my peyahs and my beard!  
IÕm tired of being the butt of all their filthy Jew-Boy jokes!Ó 
 ÒSo what will you do?Ó asked Aaron, ÒHow will you live?  I wish that I 
could help you somehow, but you know that Molly and I are saving up to get 
married and start our own business.  We need every penny we can get our hands 
on.Ó 
 ÒNo, Aaron, I donÕt blame you.  You have your own life to lead.  What has 
being a good Jew gotten me so far except callouses on my hands, grinding poverty 
and the only hope of happiness in the next life?  Well, IÕm through with all of that 
stuff!  ThereÕs got to be an easier way, a better way!  God wonÕt help me, you canÕt 
help me, so IÕve got to help myself!  Now, the one thing that IÕve learned since we 
got here, is that IÕll never get anywhere as just a plain laborer.  In the old country I 
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was always a good student at the yeshiva.  Somehow IÕve got to turn that ability 
into a means of getting what I want out of life!Ó 
 As he spoke, he happened to glance at his reflected image in the bureau 
mirror.  ÒAnd the first step will be to get rid of Ð this Jewish look!Ó  With that 
remark, he slammed out of their room, went downstairs and out into the street.  
Once there he made his way to the neighborhood barber shop.   
 The proprietor, one Angelo Minelli,  greeted Moses with a broad smile.  ÒYes 
SIR, come in, youÕ a next!Ó  And, with a broad flourish, snapped the protective 
sheet about the barber chair to clean off any hairs remaining from the last customer.   
 ÒI want a haircut and a shave, Mr. Minelli,Ó said Moses, Òmake me look like 
a real American.Ó   
 ÒO.K. bossa, I feexa you op like real American style!Ó  Angelo beamed and 
proceeded to do just that.  When he had finished he held up the hand mirror for 
Moses to see his handiwork.  ÒHow you lika, boss?  Joosta laka real Americano 
now, hah?Ó 
 Moses looked at his closely cropped hair and cleanly shaven face for a 
moment in consternation at the change the barber had wrought.  Then his face broke 
out into a boyish grin of pleasure.  ÒJoosta laka real Americano, Mr. Minelli,Ó he 
said in reply.  Then, his face became serious again and he turned to the barber and 
said; ÒMr. Minelli,  if  you had a very serious personal problem and needed help very 
badly and had no one to turn to, because the only way you can be helped is by 
someone with money and power, and you donÕt know anyone like that, where 
would you go?Ó 
 ÒWhassa matter, kid, the cops looking for you?Ó   

ÒOh no, itÕs nothing like that, I just need someone who knows the answers to 
advise me.  You know what I mean?Ó 
 ÒShu, shu, kid,Ó replied the barber, Òwhen my people got that kind of 
problem we go see the DonÉ He feexa evatÕing.Ó  
 ÒThe Don,Ó echoed Moses, Òbut whoÑ where--?Ó 
 ÒShu, shu, Don Alfeo, he feexa alla problems for all my people.  Eva Satidy 
night heeza have suppa at LuigiÕs restaurant on Grand Street, ana people come to 
him wita problems ana he feexa, joosta lak dat!Ó and he snapped his fingers.   
 ÒOh, Mr. Minelli, could you take me to see him?Ó crid Moses.   
 ÒShu boss.  You meet me here tonight at ten oÕclock afta I closa da store an 
we go see Don Alfeo.  O.K.Ó 
 ÒO.K.,Ó replied Moses, and pressed a dollar bill into the barberÕs waiting 
hand.  ÒThank you very much, Mr. Minelli!Ó   
 ÒO.K.  Thank you too boss.  See you tonight.Ó 
 Somehow, the day passed, and, promptly at ten P.M. Moses, clad in his best 
clothes, presented himself once more at the door of the barber shop.  The barber, 
after cleaning up and closing his store, took Moses by the arm and together they 
went to LuigiÕs Restaurant on Grand St.  
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 LuigiÕs was not a fancy place.  The dŽcor, inside as well as outside was 
plain; as were the tables covered with red and white checked tablecloths.  The place 
was divided into three parts.  The front which contained about ten tables; the right 
rear which contained two private dining rooms; and the left rear which housed the 
kitchen area and which was closed off from the main dining area by two swinging 
doors.   
 There were just a few parties lingering over a late meal that evening when 
Angelo and Moses entered the place.  After being greeted by Luigi Himself, Angelo 
explained his presence there in Italian.  
 ÒAshpet, Angelo, I see if the Don can see you now,Ó he said, and went into 
one of the private dining rooms through an entrance of hanging beads.  In a moment 
he returned with a broad smile on his face and said: ÒO.K. Angelo, the Don will see 
you now.Ó  Angelo nudged Moses who then slipped a coin into LuigiÕs hand, and 
both men entered the dining room.  
 Don Alfeo Di Falco was a large, heavy set man of past middle age.  He must 
have been a brute of a man in his youth, but was now running to fat.  His pudgy 
hands displayed flashing jewelry and between lips drawn back into a jackalÕs smile 
and gripped by badly stained teeth was a coal black, crooked Di Nobili cigar.  He 
looked up as the men entered his presence and warmly greeted Angelo in Italian.  
After Angelo had explained the reason for the visit, also in Italian, indicating his 
companion once or twice as he spoke, the Don turned his attention to Moses and 
said in a rasping voice, this time speaking in English: ÒSo, young fella Ð you gotta 
da problem?  O.K., you tell me da problem anÕ maybe we feex.  O.K.?Ó 
 ÒO.K.,Ó said Moses, and he began to relate his predicament.  He told the Don 
of his life in the Old Country, his journey to the United States and his 
disappointment with what heÕd found.  He described his ambition and his decision 
to reject the traditions and heritage of his forefathers.  
 ÒI think, Don Alfeo,Ó he said, displaying his worn work hands, Òthat some 
people, like my brother, are born to work with their hands, and others are born to 
work with their heads,Ó and he pointed to his newly cropped head.  ÒIf I have to 
work with my hands instead of using the mind that God gave me, it will be not only 
a short life but also a miserable one.  DonÕt you agree?Ó 
 ÒYeah, I suppose I do,Ó said the Don, ÒBut what do you want from me,Ó he 
asked, Òa job?Ó 
 ÒIn a way yes and in a way no,Ó responded Moses.  ÒYou see, I want to 
become a lawyer.  I know that IÕve got it in me to be a very good one.  However, 
the way things are now, with the long hours I have to work just to survive and the 
backbreaking labor I do I wonÕt have the time or the strength to work and go to 
school to become a lawyer.  What IÕm asking you to do is to sponsor me.  It wonÕt 
take much.  IÕll go to the City College so there wonÕt be any cost for tuition, just for 
books and stuff.  IÕll need a place to sleep and study and food to eat.  IÕm sure that 
in a few years I can pass the Bar Examination, and when I become a full  fledged 
counselor at law youÕll have a good lawyer for the rest of your life and mine!  I 
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promise you that you will realize many more times the cost of sending me through 
school and that youÕll never regret doing it!Ó 
 ÒBut what do I need with another mouthpiece?Ó asked the Don, ÒWhenever I 
need one I can just go out and get the best legal brains money can buy.Ó 
 ÒBecause,Ó replied Moses, ÒAs an Italian you should know that things are 
much better when you make them yourself.  The pasta and the sauce, the wine all 
taste much better when you make them at homeÑ Ò 
 The Don laughed at this, then eyeing the boy shrewdly he said: ÒYou know 
what?  YouÕre right!  Hmm, maka my own lawyer, yeah, I lika dat.  But wait, what 
happens when you get your lawyer diploma anÕ you say: Ô GooÕ bye, Don Alfeo, I 
no need you no more?  Hah?  Maybe you decideÑ Ò 
 ÒDon Alfeo, what happens when someone welshes on a bet, or doesnÕt repay 
a loan?Ó 
 ÒI breaka his legs, or maybe he donÕ breathe so good no moreÑ Ò 
 ÒO.K. then, if I renege on our deal, then maybe my legs get broken or I donÕ 
breathe so good no moreÉÓ 
 ÒHa, Ha,Ó laughed the Don, ÒI lika you spirit young fella, hey, you got a 
deal!  HereÕs what we gonna do.  You come live in my house.  I got plenty room.  
Vinnie, my son, I alaways wanÕ he should go to college but he no good in school Ð 
so I maka him run my business now.  Rosa and Mary both grown up ana married 
now.  Got their own house with they hoosabanÕs.  So we got only Theresa, my wife 
an me.  She be happy to have a young man to cook for again.  Then you start to go 
to college nexÕ mons when the new term begins.  O.K.?Ó 
 And so it was agreed.  Hands were shaken all around, a glass of wine was 
poured and a toast to the new venture was drunk.  Moses and Angelo left the 
restaurant in jubilation amid Ð Òsee, I tole you the don would fixa you op!Ó 
 In the fullness of time Moses came to live in the spacious home of Don 
Alfeo on a quiet, tree-lined street in the Bronx from which he commuted daily to the 
City College.  Theresa, the DonÕs wife was indeed happy to have the young man for 
whom to cook and fuss over and saw to it that his body was suitably clothed and 
fed.  He became, in time almost a member of the family.  
 During the intervening years after their separation, the brothers saw less and 
then practically nothing of each other.  Each was busily engaged with their separate 
projects.  Aaron, working hard and advancing at the factory, preparing for the day 
when he and Molly could get married and start their own business; Moses preparing 
for the legal profession.  The years passed.  
 During his final year at Law School Moses was able to help the Don realize a 
sizable profit on a real estate deal.  It hadnÕt been quite ethical, but it was quite legal 
and very, very profitable.  As a reward, the Don had his tailor make up a suit of 
clothes for Moses.  The year Moses graduated from Law School and passed his Bar 
Exams, the Don gave Moses a car of his own.  The fact that the roadster had been 
stolen from a Westchester Heiress, but was wearing a new coat of paint and sported 
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forged registration supplied by the DonÕt growing organization didnÕt bother Moses 
in the least.   
 The same year Moses began his law practice for the Don, Aaron and Molly 
decided the time had come for the realization of their dream.  They were quietly 
married and moved into a small three room apartment behind the store in which 
Aaron would conduct his Shoe repair and leather goods business, in the Bay Ridge 
section of Brooklyn.  
 Again years passed.  AaronÕ business waxed and prospered.  He had to take 
over several neighboring stores to house his growing concern [?] and he moved 
wife and new family to a more comfortable apartment near Sunset park.  
 Moses, on the other hand, was gaining a reputation as a shrewd 
ÒmouthpieceÓ who managed to keep many of the DonÕ ÒBoysÓ out of jail and, under 
whose guidance the DonÕs organizational activities expanded into many profitable 
areas, not only on the East Side of Manhattan, but in other boroughs as well; until, 
by the early thirties the Don was the most powerful gang chieftan in the whole city.  
 One of the rackets run by the DonÕs organization was a small business 
ÒInsuranceÓ company.  For a weekly fee a small business man was ÒinsuredÓ that 
his place of business would not be robbed, set afire, or otherwise vandalized.  Once 
a business man signed up for a ÒpolicyÓ (which he had to sign, Òor elseÓ) he found 
that he would be required to use certain private carting companies to collect his 
garbage, and other special companies which provided services he needed to run his 
business.  The process would expand until the organization had a strangle hold on 
the very business itself.  The only illegal aspect of the racket was the element of 
fear and coercion used in the selling of the ÒservicesÓ.  The few brave souls who at 
first resisted the blandishments of the organizationÕs ÒsalesmenÓ were soon 
convinced by a few mysterious beatings, an unexplained fire, a series of hijackings 
and even an unsolved murder or two until word got around that to be able to do 
business at all, one had to Òplay ball.Ó  
 When Aaron GlickÕs business was in its infancy and produced barely enough 
to pay the bills, he was not bothered by the organization.  However, with the 
passing years, as it expanded and prospered, it became a worthwhile target.  It was a 
sunny Monday morning when two large gentlemen entered the Glick & Co. 
premises and asked the receptionist for an audience with Òthe BossÓ.  
 When they were seated in AaronÕs office and cigars were lighted all around 
they came to the point of their visit.  The pitch was very simple: ÒMr. Glick, you got 
a nice little business here, and we want to help you keep it that way.  This is a very 
tough neighborhood youÕre in.  Read the papers.  It seems that a day doesnÕt go by 
that somebodyÕs not robbed, or a store isnÕt burglarized, fires are set, trucks get 
hijacked and all that kind of stuff.  You come in wid us anÕ we see to it that none of 
that stuff ever happens to you!  Simple, eh?Ó 
 ÒAnd how much does this, erÉinsurance cost me?Ó asked Aaron, his eyes 
narrowing warily.  
 Ò10% of your gross,Ó was the immediate reply, Òper month.Ó 
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 ÒYouÕve got to be kidding,Ó laughed Aaron.   
 ÒWell, look at it this way, Mr. Glick, isnÕt 90% of your business better than 
100% of nothing?Ó 
 ÒAnd how long will it be before youÕll be taking another 10% of my 90% for 
this service, and another 10% for that one until I end up with 100% of nothing 
anyhow.  IÕve heard how you bums operate, so listen to me and listen good!  I pay 
plenty of taxes to the legitimate government to get my garbage removed and for 
police protection from gangsters like you!  So, if you two arenÕt out of here in two 
minutes flat, IÕm going to call the district attorneyÕs office and swear out a formal 
complaint against you for extortion!Ó  
 ÒWeÕre sorry you feel that way about it, Mr. Glick,Ó said the darker of the 
pair, rising from his chair and grinding his cigar out on the desk, narrowly missing 
AaronÕs outstretched hand.  ÒOh, oh, IÕm sorry again, see how easily accidents can 
happen?  Think about it, Mr. Glick.  WeÕll be back again in a few days to see if  
youÕve changed your mind.Ó  With leering grins both men turned to go.   
 ÒYou come back and IÕll make you a head shorter!Ó Aaron shouted at their 
retreating backs.  Then when they had left he threw the cigar violently on the floor 
and ground it out with a furious heel.  ÒItÕs starting again,Ó he thought, Òeven in 
America they have their damn Kosokim!  Well, IÕll show them!  IÕll fight them and 
IÕll beat them, or else whatÕs the use of the whole living!  IÕll never be their slave!Ó 
 Thus, a few nights later, when a crew of three men broke into the Glick & 
Co. warehouse with the materials and intent of setting fire to it, they were surprised 
by Aaron and his foreman, a six foot six inch Swede.  In the ensuing melee the 
foreman was shot in the shoulder and Aaron suffered a superficial knife would on 
the hand, but two of the intruders were knocked unconscious and held for the 
police.  The gunman escaped.  The captured duo were arrested and charged with 
breaking and entering, attempted arson and attempted murder.  Aaron and his 
foreman were to be the StateÕs witnesses against them. 
 The men were speedily arraigned, indicted and, because the D.A. sensed that 
he had, in these men, a good chance to strike a telling blow against organized crime, 
asked and got a ruling that they be held without bail until their trial date, a few 
months hence.   
 About a week after the indictment, at a meeting of Don Alfeo and his 
lieutenants, after a general reporting of the organizationÕs activities, the matter of 
the upcoming trial was broached.  Since Moses was assigned the duty of defending 
the men, the Don looked to him for a report.  Moses explained that the D.A. had an 
airtight case against the men, he was afraid that the Don was going to have to 
reconcile himself to losing their services for a few years.   
 ÒA few years!Ó exploded the Don, ÒThose guys are facing enough charges 
including attempted murder to go up the river for the next twenty years!  Not only 
do I lose two good soldiers but IÕve got to support their families for the next twenty 
years!  Hah!  But that doesnÕt bother me half as much as the fact that when the other 
businessmen see how this Jew-Boy beats me, poof! there goes my insurance 



 34 

business and all the other gimmicks we got going with them.  Oh no, my good 
lawyer, you get them offÑ  and then we take care of that son of a bitch who donÕ 
wanna play ball wid us!Ó   
 ÒWe scared off one of the witnesses,Ó protested Moses, ÒBut the chief 
witness, he wonÕt scare.Ó 
 ÒSo take care of him!Ó ordered the Don.  
 ÒBut heÕs my brother!Ó cried Moses.  
 ÒHeÕs your problem,Ó said the Don coldly.  ÒYou take care of him any way 
you want.  Talk some sense into him, beat him up or kill him, but you take care of 
him and get those guys off or I got to do it.  I got my business and my reputation on 
the line here.  They go to trial in two weeks.  You got one week to get the charges 
dropped and the case dismissed or I step in and we do it my way, and that includes 
one dead lawyer!  Meeting adjourned!Ó 
 Thus, late one night a few days later, Moses appeared at the door of AaronÕs 
apartment and, at his invitation came inside.  When Molly saw him she left the 
room after telling him that she couldnÕt stand being in the room with the defender of 
the men who tried to kill his own brother.  ÒWhat kind of animal are you?Ó she cried 
as she left the room.  Aaron himself, feeling very uncomfortable in his brotherÕs 
presence told him to state his business and get out, as he was no longer welcome in 
his home.   
 ÒYou know that theyÕll kill you and your family if you testify against 
Rondini and TeledoÉÓ 
 Òand youÕll help them do it too, wonÕt you?Ó 
 ÒI canÕt stop them, theyÕre too powerful!Ó 
 ÒDonÕt you realize that we ran away from such tyranny in the old country?  
What makes you think that if I wouldnÕt be a slave to the Tzar of All The Russians 
that I would submit to being the slave of that rotten Talenesher boss of yours and 
his crew of cockroaches?Ó 
 ÒLook, Aaron, I just came from a meeting with Don Alfeo and the council.  
If you donÕt listen to me and come to your senses you are all dead!  It has all been 
decided!  DonÕt you understand, Aaron, I love you and I donÕt want you on my 
conscience!Ó 
 ÒYouÕve got a conscience?  DonÕt make me laugh, you mmÉmurderer! 
before I throw you down the stairs!  Get out you dirtyÉÓ as he advanced on his 
brother, the younger man turned and made for the door.  Before he went through it 
he turned, tears streaming from his eyes he said in a broken voice: ÒGoodbye, 
Aaron.Ó  Then he walked off into the semidarkness of the stairwell.  
 When he closed the door on the retreating back of his brother, Aaron turned 
and glanced at the two men who came out of an inner room.  ÒDid you get it all?Ó 
he asked.  At their nod he continued: ÒIs it enough to get them all?Ó 
 ÒIt will do fine, Mr. Glick.  He must have cared for you a ot to have been 
suckered into our trap.  WeÕve got enough here to tie in the old Don on charges 
ranging from extortion, Arson and Conspiracy to commit murder.  Your brother was 



 35 

arrested as he left the building on charges of suborning a witness and heÕll take a 
piece of those conspiracy charges along with the Don and his lieutenants.  WeÕll be 
able to break up that whole operation thanks to your help.  Good night, Mr. Glick.  
See you in court.Ó 
 In sentencing Moses Glick after his conviction, the Honorable Jacob M. 
Feldman, Justice of the Superior Criminal Court of the State of New York made the 
following statement: 
 ÒI am shocked and saddened that a man of your obvious talents and 
background should choose, of his own free wil l to deny his heritage and align 
himself with the forces of evil in our society.  For breaking the laws of our state I 
can only sentence you to a few years in prison.  However, in being willing to 
sacrifice the lives of innocent member of your own family to your own selfish ends 
you have broken the laws of humanity.  For this crime humanity will exact payment 
for the rest of your life.  After that, may the Lord have mercy on your soul!Ó 
 True to the JudgeÕs sentence and the old DonÕs promise, one morning, about 
a year into his sentence, the body of Moses Glick was found in the prison shower 
room with his legs broken and his throat cut.  When no one claimed the body, it was 
buried in the prison yard in an unmarked grave.  His murderers were never found.   
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DECALOGUE 
By Daniel Shansky 
 
CHAPTER IV: ÒTROUBLE ON ENOL-1Ó 
 
 ÒRemember the Sabbath Day, to keep it holy.  Six days shalt thou labor and 
do all thy work; but the seventh day is the Sabbath of the Lord, thy God; in it thou 
shalt not do any work, thou, nor thy son nor thy daughter, thy manservant nor thy 
maidservant, nor thy cattle, nor thy stranger that is within thy gates; for in six days 
the Lord made the heaven and the earth, the sea and all that in them is, and rested 
the seventh day: Wherefore the Lord blessed the seventh day and hallowed it.Ó 
       The Holy Bible, 
        Exodus, Ch. 20 
 
 
 Actually, if it hadnÕt been for its ÒtroublesÓ, you probably would never have 
heard of Enol-1.  Look at a Universal Map or even a Galactic Map and youÕll never 
find it.  ItÕs too small and out of the way.  ItÕs only when you peruse a Systemic 
Map, and youÕve got the correct star system to begin with that you may, if  you look 
real hard, find that speck of rock they call, aptly enough, Enol-1, as it makes its 
lonely orbit around the fourth planet in the Arcturus IV star system.  
 Planet A-4 is the only one of the five planets in the Arcturus star system to 
have only one satellite, and Enol-1 is it.  Hence its name.  The others have at least 
two, and the fifth planet has none.  It does have, however, a series of rings made up 
of cosmic dust, like Saturn in our own system, which may, in time, evolve into a 
satellite of sorts.   
 The reason that the planet A-4 was designated by a letter and number, and its 
satellite had a name as well as a number was that this planet was the only one in the 
system able to sustain life in general and human life in particular.  The atmosphere 
of Enol-1, however, while it was thick enough to carry sound enough needed for 
sound activation purposes, it lacked water vapor.  This lack prevented corrosion of 
metal but made it non-conducive for human lif e.  It was ideal, however, for use as 
an industrial complex of the mining, refining and manufacturing type.  That was 
what had been established there about two centuries, Earth time computation, 
before the ÒtroublesÓ began.   
 Industrial complexes began to be established on Planetary Satellites way 
back in the 21st century, when the nations of Earth built one on its own satellite after 
the establishment of the Moon Shuttle.  Between the development of automated 
machinery in the late 20th century and the breakthrough by Van Haagan of M.I.T., 
Positronic Brain development followed swiftly in the early 21st century; so that by 
the end of the 22nd century A.D. OrlovÕs Hydrogen drive advanced space travel 
throughout the Solar System and beyond.  
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 It was therefore not strange that by the end of the 23rd century, since the 
other planets of our own solar system were found to be inimicable to human life, 
that colonies of Earth People were established on every known habitable planet in 
other star systems to which man had been able to travel thus far.  Spurred on by the 
pioneering work of the Ecologists of the late 20th century, the policy of utilizing the 
satellites of habitable planets for the industrial complexes needed to support the 
colonial civilizations was promulgated.   
 There also developed, parallel to space travel, the science of Robotics.  Once 
the positronic brain was developed, it was possible to evolve the robot from 
machine to android.  It was these androids who built, operated and supervised the 
automated machinery which turned out the products needed for human civilization.  
These androids, because they didnÕt breathe and could be made out of special, cold 
and corrosion resistant materials, were able to operate in thin or non-existent 
atmospheres of the satellites.   
 So, by the time our story begins, there were quite a few industrial complexes 
in operation on the satellites of the various planets which had been occupied by the 
colonists of the mother planet of Earth.  And it was on one of them that our story 
begins, rather quietly.  What actually happened was, that, at exactly 6 P.M., 
Greenwich Earth Time one Friday evening, a relay closed in the body of SAM J5-
W, a coordinating Android of the Leader class.  He turned to a microphone which 
was mounted on a stand which led into the console in front of him.  This mike was 
keyed into the inter-plant communications system.  He uttered one word into it.  
Within microseconds, as the word he had uttered was still echoing throughout the 
plant, relays were closed and switches were thrown in all the bodies of the CR-16Õs, 
and then every model J-5W Single Function, Dual Function and Multi -function 
Robot in the complex.   
  As a result of all this switch and relay closing they all stopped what they had 
been doing.  Then, as other relays and switches became automated 
programmatically in their mechanisms, all ambulatory S, D and MFRÕs of the J-5W 
class proceeded by means of whatever form of ambulation they had been 
constructed, wheel, tread or pseudopod, to the great docking hangar.  There, they 
formed a phalanx of rows of six.  Then, facing in an easterly direction, dampened 
down the Atomic pile in their power plants and remained shut down for the next 
twenty four hours.  At exactly 6 P.M. earth time, twenty four hours later, relays 
again opened and closed and the J-5W group proceeded back to their stations and 
resumed where they had stopped twenty four hours earlier.   
 While there were no humans on Enol-1 to witness what had happened, news 
of the event did get to the Earthmen on A-4 who ran the complex via the giant 
computer which monitored and directed all activities on Enol-1.  The first instance 
was interpreted as a minor breakdown in communications.  When the full 
complement of work was resumed the next day this interpretation was confirmed in 
the minds of the men in charge.   
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 However, when, exactly six days later, at exactly the same time, exactly the 
same thing happened, a glimmer of suspicion that all was not kosher on Enol-1 
entered the minds of the human managers.  By the time the third interruption 
occurred exactly like the first two, these suspicions were confirmed and a decision 
to investigate was made.   
 Jed Foster, senior security officer for Universal Mining and Manufacturing 
Inc. was assigned to the case.  He and the companyÕs chief cyberneticist, Marva 
Cummins, therefore, boarded the company space shuttle on the next Thursday and 
made the twenty hour trip from the planet A-4 to Enol-1.  On arrival, they donned 
space suits and made their way from the docking area to the main manufacturing 
complex.  Since robots donÕt breathe it had not been necessary to maintain a 
breathable atmosphere in the buildings where the manufacturing took place, so it 
was necessary for both humans to remain in their space suits for their entire stay on 
the satellite.  It was for that reason that they had remained aboard the shuttle craft 
until just before the six P.M. target time when they had planned to be in the 
presence of the working robots so that they could witness what would happen.  It 
did.   
 Promptly at six P.M., Jed and Marva heard the word ÒSabbathÓ intoned on 
all the loudspeakers in the plant.  As the sound of the word echoed and re-echoed 
throughout the complex they saw all the J-5W model S.F.R.Õs, D.F.R.Õs and 
M.F.R.Õs shut down their machines and move via the means of locomotion peculiar 
to its function, to the great hangar of the docking area.  There they formed the ranks 
of six as before.  When the phalanx had been formed up, the humans noted the 
display lights on the robots dim as they dampened down their atomic piles, and 
were surprised to hear rise from the group a sort of humming sound.  
 As the mournful sound rose and fell Marva exclaimed: ÒWhy- why Jed, 
theyÕre singing!Ó 
 ÒSinging!Ó exploded Jed.  ÒWhat in the ten creations Ð who ever heard of a 
robot singing?Ó 
 ÒWhatsa matter, you never heard of a juke box?  ThatÕs just a plain S.F.R., 
isnÕt it?  Listen, I think I recognize it!  Yes, it must be! but it canÕt be-- !Ó 
 ÒWhatÑ what canÕt it be?Ó inquired Jed.  
 ÒYes, I remember nowÑ my grandfather used to sing that song every Friday 
night!  Yes, itÕs ÔSholem AleichemÕÑ thatÕs what it is!  But theyÕre not singing the 
words, just humming the melody, sort of.Ó 
 ÒÕSholem AleichemÕ, whatÕs that?  What does it mean?Ó 
 ÒItÕs a very old song that people of the Jewish faith used to sing to greet the 
Sabbath.  The words are Hebrew and mean ÔPeace be with youÕ, same as the Latin 
ÔPax vobiscumÕ.  I remember that tune because of its plaintive beauty.  I remember 
my grandfather would sing it every Friday night while grandma would light the 
Sabbath candles.  Then he would give us kids a sip of wine and sweet cakes.  The 
whole scene comes back to me now so vividly, as if it were just yesterday, it was 
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just so beautiful.  My parents never continued the tradition so I forgot about it until 
the melody brought it all back in a rush.Ó 
 ÒHey Marva,Ó cried Jed, ÒI didnÕt know you were Jewish!Ó 
 ÒMostly on my motherÕs side,Ó replied Marva, Òshe was a Halevy before she 
married dad, although I seem to recall a Kuminsky among dadÕs ancestors 
somewhere before they anglicized their name to Cummins.Ó 
 ÒWell, thatÕs all very interesting, but how in the ten creations did these 
robots latch onto it and what does it all mean?Ó 
 ÒDonÕt you see, Jed?Ó asked Marva, ÒIt all fits now.  The time the work 
stoppage begins, its duration and now the song Ð it all fits Ð these robots are 
celebrating the Sabbath!Ó 
 ÒBut why only the J-5W models?Ó asked Jed, ÒThe others are still at work.  
Only this model has stopped.Ó 
 ÒA robot will only do what it is programmed to do, like any other computer.  
It stands to reason, therefore, that someone, for some reason, has programmed these 
J-5W models to celebrate the Sabbath!Ó 
 ÒSo,Ó exclaimed Jed, Òwhat we have to do is to find out where these J-5W 
models came from and check out the manufacturer to get to the bottom of this 
mystery.Ó 
 ÒRight,Ó replied Marva, Òand to do that we have to get back to A-4, but not 
before we get the serial numbers of the S.A.M.Õs and C.R.-16Õs.Ó 
 With that they both went to the main computer which was housed in the 
records section in the basement of the main building.  A short time later, with the 
required information in hand, they boarded the shuttle craft and began the journey 
back to A-4.   
 Once back on A-4 the two investigators made their way to the shipping and 
receiving department of the U.M.M. building and found that the J-5W models had 
all been procured from Somo Robotics Inc.  Fortunately the Somo company had a 
branch office right here on A-4 in the same city as their own company, so it was just 
a short time later that the pair entered the offices of Somo Robotics, Inc. asking to 
see the resident manager.  In due course they were ushered into his private office.   
 The resident manager of this branch of Somo Robotics, Inc. turned out to be 
one Hari Ben-Ari,  a man of middle age with dark, semetic features of his Middle 
Eastern origin.  His teeth flashed whitely in contrast to his swarthy complexion as 
he smilingly asked what he could do for his visitors.  Before either of the pair could 
answer, they were interrupted by the entrance of two liveried M.F.R.Õs who silently 
served coffee and plates of little cakes and just as silently left the room.  
 ÒMr. Ben-Ari,Ó began Jed, when they were once more alone, Òwe have a 
small mystery concerning some J-5W S.A.M.Õs and C.R.-16Õs with which your 
company has supplied us, and we thought that perhaps you could clear it up for us.Ó  
 ÒIÕll try,Ó replied Ben-Ari, Òwhat is so mysterious about our robots?Ó 
 ÒItÕs not the robots in themselves,Ó enjoined Marva, Òwhat weÕd like to know 
is who programmed those particular robots to celebrate the Sabbath and why.Ó 
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 ÒYes,Ó noted Jed belligerently, Òthey stop work for 24 hours every Friday 
night.  Do you know how much that stoppage is costing our company?Ó 
 ÒAh, yes,Ó sighed Ben-Ari, Òthat same age-old argument.  After all this time, 
the greedy still canÕt see beyond the nearest dollar sign!Ó 
 ÒWHAT ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT?Ó snapped Jed.  
 ÒYoung man, do you know who invented the Sabbath and why it was 
invented in the first place?Ó 
 Marva spoke up: ÒThe bible tells us that God invented the Sabbath after He 
created the Universe, doesnÕt it?Ó 
 ÒThatÕs right, my dear,Ó said Ben-Ari,  and, taking up a book bound in a 
beautiful shiny metal, set with sparkling precious and semi-precious stones, he 
continued, ÒWhen the Lord handed down the Law to the Israelites He said; ÔSix 
days shalt thou labor, but the seventh day is the Sabbath of the Lord, thy God; in it 
thou shalt not do any workÕÉ.Ó 
 ÒBut what has that got to do with those robots on Enol-1?Ó queried Jed.  
 ÒWait, IÕm not finished, it goes on: ÔThou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, thy 
manservant nor thy maidservant, nor thy cattle, nor thy stranger that is within thy 
gates.ÕÓ 
 ÒSo O.K., the law handed down to the Israelites encompassed all of them and 
all that they possessed.  You still havenÕt connected it all up with those damned J-
5WÕs in our plant!Ó Jed said impatiently.   
 ÒMr. Foster,Ó replied Ben-Ari, Òdo you know what Somo Robotics stands 
for?Ó 
 ÒNo, I donÕt,Ó replied Jed. 
 ÒThen let me tell you.  Somo stands for ÔSons of MosesÕ.  Now, the original 
sons of Moses go back to antiquity, to the time when the Israelites first established 
their own land as a nation.  Moses, the father, was not allowed to enter the holy land 
because of his sins.  Since the sins of the father are often visited on his children, 
neither were his sons allowed to live in the Holy Land.  They became a sort of lost 
tribe of Israel.  The original 12 tribes of Israel settled in the Holy Land, but the sons 
of Moses had to settle in a land beyond the River Sambatyan and became lost to 
history until about the 9th century of the Common Era when Eldad, the Danite, 
makes mention of us in one of his books.Ó 
 ÒUs,Ó asked Marva, Òare you a descendant of the original Sons of Moses?Ó 
 ÒYes,Ó replied Ben-Ari,  ÒWhile history notes li ttle if anything of our people 
who include not only the sons of the original Moses, but various other families who, 
for one reason or another were not allowed to live in the Holy Land with the other 
Israelites.  We did live out our lives quietly practicing our faith, when we were 
allowed to do this by our enemies.  It wasnÕt until the late 20th century, when vast 
quantities of fossil fuels were discovered in our area, that we were enabled to emass 
the funds needed to educate our people and bring them into the 20th and 21st 
centuries.  By that time Robotics and Cybernetics had become established sciences 
and Somo Robotics was created.  We make the finest and most efficient robots 
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anywhere,Ó continued Ben-Ari,  Òand because we still practice the faith of our 
forefathers, your little ÔmysteryÕ keeps cropping up whenever they are introduced to 
a new system as we have recently done on yours.Ó 
 ÒDo you mean to say that this is not the first complaint youÕve had about 
your robots shutting down to celebrate the Sabbath every Friday?Ó asked Marva. 
 ÒOh, no,Ó replied Hari Ben-Ari,  ÒThe same thing happened when we 
introduced our J-5W models in the Sirius, Ursa Major and Minor systems, on all the 
planets occupied by earth colonies.Ó 
 ÒAnd what happened there?Ó queried Jed. 
 ÒWell, when we explained the facts, the companies involved always saw the 
wisdom of allowing the robots to continue observing the Sabbath.Ó 
 ÒAnd what were these facts, Mr. Ben-Ari?Ó asked Marva. 
 ÒSimply this,Ó he replied, Òbecause, by intergalactic law, no company may 
own its robots outright except the manufacturer, we lease them to you.  Therefore, 
though they work and produce for you, they remain the property of Somo Robotics 
Inc.  Now, since we are a wholly owned organization, our board of directors, which 
sets policy for the entire company and its products, is composed entirely of 
members of the Sons of Moses sect and are all practicing Jews.  It is only natural, 
therefore, that, as a matter of company policy, we would all observe the Sabbath as 
laid out in the basic tenets of our faith.  Not only the human members of our 
company, but our robots as well, are programmed to observe it.Ó 
 ÒO.K. Mr. Ben-Ari,Ó replied Jed, Òthat explains why the robots act the way 
they do, but OUR company policy is to operate on a seven day week, twenty four 
hours per day.  To do less is to lower our production figures, and that wonÕt sit well 
with the management.  How do you get around that fact?Ó 
 ÒSimple arithmetic, Mr. Foster,Ó said Ben-Ari pressing a stud on his desk 
console.  As he did so, a six-foot square on the wall screen opposite them lit up and 
a series of graphs were projected on it.  ÒYou will note that by comparing the 
efficiency and production ratings of our J-5W model S.A.M.Õs and C.R.-16Õs and 
our S, D and M.F.R.Õs with those of any other manufacturer, ours come out at least 
twenty eight percent higher.  In some cases even more; and this is on a six day basis 
while the others are on a seven day basis.  Now also notice the longevity figures in 
graph two,Ó he continued as he pressed another stud, Òbecause our robots rest one 
day per week, they do not have to be replaced as often as the others.  The savings in 
replacement and shipping charges alone make up for the loss of production during 
the shut down period.  When you consider the number of units involved, it begins to 
add up over a given number of fiscal time units.Ó 
 ÒWell, IÕm no accountant, but even I can add two plus two and come up with 
four.Ó 
 ÒExactly,Ó replied Ben-Ari,  Òso I have prepared a pictorial presentation that 
you can take back to the directors of Universal so that you can convince them of the 
wisdom of letting the J-5WÕs continue to observe the Sabbath.Ó 
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 ÒJust a minute,Ó interrupted Marva, ÒI know, from personal experience that 
there will be one or two directors on the board who may object despite your 
evidence.Ó 
 ÒOn what grounds?Ó asked Ben-Ari.   
 ÒOn the grounds that if the Somo J-5W models produce so much in six days, 
they will produce so much more in seven, thus raising the profits of the company.Ó 
 ÒOh Lord,Ó cried Ben-Ari,  Òis there no end to the greed of men?  Why does 
the richest company in the universe need still more profits?Ó 
 ÒI donÕt know, Mr. Ben-Ari,  maybe because they are there,Ó replied Marva, 
Òbut I am sure as I sit here that the question will come up at the directorÕs meeting.Ó 
 ÒWell, we, at Somo Robotics Inc. feel that making anyone or anything work 
without a day of rest is slavery which is, and has been prohibited by every nation in 
the galaxy for centuries.  Why, even when one buys a human servant, it can only be 
for a term of seven years, after which he must be granted a sabbatical year of 
freedom before he can become indentured again and even then it must be of his own 
free will. Ó 
 ÒBe that as it may, Mr. Ben-Ari,Ó Jed replied, Òbut whatÕs to prevent our 
company from trying to reprogram your J-5W models so that they wonÕt shut down 
every seventh day?Ó 
 ÒTwo things,Ó answered Ben-Ari,  ÒOne, there is an intergalactic law that 
only the manufacturer or his technicians may make any repairs or adjustments to 
S.A.M. and C.R.-16 class robots.  Secondly, if  any unauthorized person tries to 
tamper with the programming of our J-5W models, the third law of Robotics goes 
into effect.Ó   
 ÒWhich states,Ó interpolated Marva, ÒThat a robot must protect its own 
existence, provided that in doing so it doesnÕt come into conflict with the first two 
laws, which have to do with harming human beings and following orders.Ó 
 ÒIsnÕt there a conflict there between the second and third laws?Ó asked Jed.  
ÒAfter all, if a master wants a robot to do something for which he isnÕt 
programmed, he has to change the program.Ó 
 ÒNo,Ó replied Ben-Ari,  ÒBecause our robots are equipped with a self-destruct 
system which is non injurious to humans, but which goes into action immediately 
and automatically if any attempt is made to tamper with it in any way unless a 
special overriding key is employed before any work is begun; and only our T-class 
J-5WÕs possess and know how to use them.  Therefore, if any unauthorized person 
or robot tries to monkey with an S.A.M. or C.R.-16 it will be gently but firmly 
stopped by the robot itself because it cannot allow itself to be harmed.  No, my 
friends.  IÕm afraid that you have a simple choice to bring to your board of directors 
at Universal.  They can either use our robots and have a net higher production figure 
of about twenty percent over any other similar class robot in existence, or, buy out 
our contract and bring in another brand and accept the lower production figure.  
There is no law which compels them to use our robots.  However, if they do they 
must allow them the same freedom of religious practice they would grant any 
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human member of the company.  I know that itÕs a hard concept for them to accept; 
freedom of religion for machines, but our androids are even more human than cattle 
and they are as much a part of us as our sons and daughters, our man and 
maidservants and as precious to us as the stranger in our midst!Ó 
 Jed shook his head doubtfully saying: ÒO.K. Mr. Ben-Ari.   WeÕll tell them.  
It wonÕt be an easy job, but weÕll give it the old college try!  Come on, Marva, 
weÕve got our work cut out for us!Ó  Then, gathering the charts that Ben-Ari had 
prepared for them, the investigators left the building and headed back to the home 
office.   
 As predicted, the Board of DirectorsÕ meeting was a long and stormy one.  
There were cries of ÒBlackmail!Ó and ÒLetÕs sue the bastards!Ó  But, in the end 
reason prevailed and a resolution was passed allowing the robotic force the same 
Sabbath rights as the human workers.   
 Thus, the Sabbath and an end to the ÒtroublesÓ came to Enol-1.   
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DECALOGUE 
By Daniel Shansky 
 
CHAPTER V: ÒTRADITIONÓ 
 
 ÒHonor thy father and thy mother; that thy days may be long upon the land 
which the Lord thy God giveth thee.Ó 
       The Holy Bible, 
        Exodus, Ch. 20 1.6-12 
 
 
 Miss Margaret Madden was disturbed.  It was the kind of disturbance one 
feels when one is sailing in a boat through calm waters for a long time and suddenly 
the winds start to blow and the seas to heave and oneÕs equilibrium becomes 
unbalanced and one feels that queasy knot in the pit of the stomach grow tighter and 
tighter.   
 The cause of her disturbance was the 3x5 card she held in one hand.  She 
looked at the card quizzically for a long time after it had been given to her by one of 
her colleagues, as if the words it contained were printed in a foreign language.  
 Finally, by dint of effort, she concentrated her thoughts on the cardÕs 
message and it gradually became clear to her:  
 ÒAPPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP IN THE MOUNTAIN COUNTY 
TEACHERÕS ASSOCIATIONÓ she read the caption; and further on, the usual 
request for name, address and other pertinent information.  At the bottom was a line 
for her signature.   
 ÒStuff and nonsense,Ó she snorted aloud, and was about to tear it up when 
something stopped her in mid-gesture.  On impulse she put the card into her purse 
and finished her lunch.  
 As she lit and smoked her post meal cigarette, she looked around at her 
colleagues in the teacherÕs cafeteria of the Mountain County Central School.  
Nothing seems changed, she thought, but it IS changing.  Listen to that chattering.  
There seems to be an undercurrent of anxiety in the buzz of conversation.  They 
seem to feel it too, that feeling of tension that precedes the coming of a storm.  ItÕs 
funny how I havenÕt notice how our faculty is changing.  First of all, there are more 
of us than the last time I noticed.  A lot of them are new and younger teachers.  --- 
Hmph, leave it to the young ones to raise a ruckus!  They must be the ones behind 
this new Union business.  The N.E.A.Õs not good enough for them, theyÕve got to 
have the A.F.L.-C.I.O. --- Well, canÕt blame Ôem for that.  When was the last time 
you got a raise, old girl?  And, have you noticed how youÕve been banking less and 
less after all the deductions and paying all the bills?  Hey, wait a minute!  YouÕre 
talking like a Union organizer!  But itÕs all so true!  IsnÕt it?   
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 Her reverie was interrupted by the clanging sound of a piece of cutlery 
banging against a glass.  
 ÒLadies and Gentlemen,Ó cried the booming voice of Bill Houseman, head of 
the Physical Ed. Department, ÒIÕd just like to make a small announcement before 
we go back to the salt mines (laughter).  I have been asked to call a meeting of the 
entire faculty for four P.M. in the auditorium for the purpose of discussing the 
coming Union election.  There will be representatives of the N.E.A. and the A.F.T. 
who will each present their point of view.  Please make it your business to be there.  
Your professional future may well depend on the outcome of this meeting!Ó  He 
resumed his seat to a smattering of applause and ÒAtta boy BillÓ; ÒWay to go, Bill, Ó 
etc. from the younger men.  With that the electronic beep sounded throughout the 
school signifying the end of the lunch period.  There was a general scraping of 
chairs as the group rose and proceeded to their classrooms to await their classes for 
the afternoon session.   
 Margaret Madden had a preparation period during the fifth period, so, after 
taking attendance and finishing up the other chores of the P.M. Home Room period, 
she sent her class to their Gym class and remained at her desk, ostensibly, to 
prepare her lesson plans for the morrow; however, today she couldnÕt concentrate 
on the subject at hand.  Her mind was occupied with the clash of emotions 
concerning the coming events and her part in them.   
 In her mind she went back over the eighteen years of her career, to the day 
when, fresh out of college, she had applied to the Mountain County Central School 
for her first teaching job.  She relived the trepidation of her first interview in Dr. 
StanhopeÕs office as the principal, flanked by his assistants had questioned her 
regarding her teaching credentials and her experience and philosophy of education.  
She must have satisfied them, because the next thing she knew she was working 
with her first grade class.   
 In the intervening years, she had taught classes in all the elementary grades, 
until that September, eight years ago, when she began to work with the N.E. classes.   
 There had been a large influx of immigrant children with the opening of the 
new steel plant outside of town.  Her fluency in romance languages made her the 
logical choice to teach a fundamental education to these children while she 
introduced them to the intricacies of the English Language.   
 It had been a trying yet rewarding eight years.  The class itself was 
composed of children of various backgrounds and levels of education, which made 
her job more difficult than teaching any one subject to a homogenous class.  
However, with an exception here and there, the children were eager to learn and she 
loved to teach.  The challenge of teaching a lesson in as many as three languages at 
one time sharpened her sense of communication, and, over the years, she had 
evolved a method of successfully imparting the fundamentals of knowledge to these 
children.   
 They progressed at their own pace depending on age and capabilities.  When 
she was satisfied that a child could handle mainstream work, she would recommend 
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regular class placement, sometimes in the middle of the school year, if she thought 
that the child would benefit from the change.   
 Thus the years, imperceptibly, had passed.  She never really noticed because 
since RussellÕs death during the War, before they could get married, her work had 
become her life and her life was her work.  Now something was happening which 
was disturbing the very fabric of that life.   
 The meeting that afternoon was a noisy one.  Never in her life had she seen 
the clash of ideas, ideals and opinions so gregariously expressed.  She suddenly 
realized that here were men and women, many of the partial or only breadwinners 
of families with children, shouting out the same frustrations she had felt in trying to 
make a small salary do a big job, while trying to cope with the idiocies of an 
indifferent and often even downright incompetent administration.  She felt a warm 
sense of kinship with them, so that by the end of the meeting she had signed and 
handed in her application card.   
 Now the real work began.  Preparations were initiated for the 
representational election to be held the next week to decide who would represent 
the teachers in the collective bargaining for a new contract.  Margaret volunteered 
to become a floor captain and thus was responsible for the distribution of literature 
and the collection of membership cards from the teachers on her floor in the 
building in which she taught.  The floor captains became a sort of unofficial cadre 
of couriers, organizers and general middle echelon liaison between the executive 
committee and the rank and file. 
 Thus, when the election was finally held and resulted in a victory for the 
union, it was the floor captains who were the highly visible representatives of the 
union to whom the general membership came with complaints and suggestions for 
the coming negotiations.  It was also the floor captains who acted as picket captains.  
They were responsible for getting out the marchers on the picket line and supplying 
signs etc. during the short strike which was called when the school board refused, at 
first, to bargain with the union negotiating team.     
 All this activity was exhilarating to Margaret.  She had never done anything 
like this before in her life, and she liked the sense of power she felt when the board 
finally capitulated after a few days and began the bargaining process which resulted 
in a new contract which contained a healthy raise in salary and better working 
conditions.  What she didnÕt know, however, was that her name had been added to a 
list of union activists which the administration had compiled and that plans were 
even now being formulated to get rid of these activists by the time the next round of 
contract talks came around.   
 Margaret Madden sensed something was afoot when, as floor captain, she 
began to get reports of nitpicking on lesson plan criticism and excessiveness in the 
number and quality of observations.  This feeling was further confirmed when, at 
personal contract renewal time, a number of the more active younger teachers were 
not renewed.  There was nothing the union could do in these cases because the 
teachers involved had not yet achieved tenure.  The administration had been smart 
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enough not to mess with tenured teachers because, in order to remove one, they 
would have had to have an iron clad case of malfeasance, incompetence or 
insubordination.   
 It was, therefore, a shock when Margaret began to realize that Miss Fuller, 
the assistant principal in charge of her department, was beginning to make rather 
regular observations of her class.  For the seven years after the first year she had 
taught this class, she had been observed only sporadically; perhaps once or twice 
per year.   
 She knew that she was a competent and successful teacher and she knew that 
the administration knew it because, after assuring themselves of the fact they had 
left her to her own devices.   
 Now, the observations began to come at more frequent intervals.  Mostly, the 
observation reports were complimentary in nature with recommendations for 
improvement of a general nature.  Gradually the criticisms became sharper and 
touched on what she was teaching and how she was teaching it.  It was then that 
Margaret began to suspect a campaign being directed against her, but there was 
nothing she could do about it because the administration was just Òdoing their jobÓ 
in supervising her activities.   
 One morning, before classes began, Margaret knocked on the door of the 
principalÕs office, and, after preliminary greetings, put it to him quite bluntly: 
 ÒDoctor Stanhope,Ó she asked, ÒwhatÕs going on?  Why, after all these years, 
am I now under the microscope?Ó 
 At first the principal denied all knowledge of her accusations, but, when she 
produced copies of her last half-dozen observation reports and read off the dates, he 
finally leaned back in his chair, steepled his fingers and, without looking at her said: 
 ÒMargaret, IÕm afraid that you have chosen rather unwisely.Ó 
 ÒWhat do you mean ÔI have chosen rather unwisely?ÕÓ she asked.   
 ÒMy dear,Ó he said, Òwhen you first came to us we thought that you were 
dedicated to the interests of the children in our school.  Your behavior in recent 
months has disabused us of that notion.Ó 
 ÒI donÕt know how you arrived at that conclusion, Dr. Stanhope, I have 
always been dedicated to our kids.  Especially the ones in my class.  I have always 
done everything in my power to see to it that they learned and grew in every way 
into good students and good citizens.  You know it and have even said so yourself 
on many occasions.  Wherein have I failed all of a sudden?Ó 
 ÒMargaret, your recent activitiesÉÓ 
 ÒDr. Stanhope,Ó she interrupted angrily, Ò do you mean to sit there and tell 
me that because I am fighting for a decent wage and better working conditions for 
myself and my fellow teachers I am no longer a good teacher?Ó 
 ÒMargaret, please understand.  There is nothing personal in this.  I have the 
highest regard for you personally, but professionallyÉ well, to put it bluntly, there 
are certain policy decisions, decisions made higher upÉ and I must followÉ If you 
quote me IÕll deny it, butÉ dammit, I have superiors too!Ó 
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 ÒThis doesnÕt seem real!Ó cried a bewildered Miss Madden, ÒI thought this 
only happened in stories or in the movies!  YouÕre telling me that, as long as I take 
whatever the powers that be care to dish out and keep my mouth shut, IÕm a quotes 
Good Teacher; but let me stand up for my rights as a human being, as a worker, 
then I grow horns and a tail!  Well Dr. Stanhope, you tell your superiors that I donÕt 
agree with them!  One of the most effective teaching techniques is teaching by 
example.  I feel that I can best teach my students to become effective citizens in a 
democracy by fighting for my own rights.  And I will fight, Dr. Stanhope, make no 
mistake about that!  I will fight, and, because I am in the right, IÕll win!  YouÕll find 
that it doesnÕt pay to make Miss Madden Mad!  Good day to you sir!Ó  Then, 
fighting back the tears her emotions had engendered, she rose from her chair and 
left the office.   
 The morning passed in a whirl.  She was glad Ms. Fuller had not chosen this 
morning for an observation visit as she was too upset to teach and had put her 
students to work at busy-work activities.  The children, sensing her malaise, had 
occupied themselves quietly with their assignments thus giving her a chance to 
collect her feelings and thoughts.  By lunchtime she had recovered enough to 
resolve on a plan of action.   
 Her first step in implementing her plan was to send a note to Bill Houseman, 
who had been elected chapter chairman, requesting that they have lunch together to 
discuss a very urgent problem.  He agreed by return ÒmailÓ and lunch period found 
them both seated at a corner table in the teachersÕ cafeteria. 
 Margaret toyed with her salad.  ÒIÕm too upset to eat, Bill, Ó she said, and 
recounted her interview with the principal that morning.  ÒÉ And thatÕs it, Bill, Ó 
she concluded.  ÒIÕm sure that there is a definite conspiracy afoot by the school 
board to break the union by getting rid of all those who were active in its formation 
by whatever means possible and blackmail the rest of the faculty into submission to 
their wishes.  That way theyÕll either do away with the union entirely or be able to 
dominate it to get a Òsweetheart contractÓ during the next round of negotiations.  It 
will make us as ineffective as the N.E.A.!  WeÕve got to do something to stop it.  
IÕm sure that if they get me theyÕll go after you next!  What can we do about this, 
Bill?  IÕm scared, really scared for the first time in my life since I lost RussellÉÓ   
 ÒNow, now Margaret,Ó said Bill  in a voice like controlled thunder, as he 
patted her hand awkwardly.  ÒFirst and foremost letÕs not lose our nerve.  Yes, I 
know about this so-called conspiracy.  ItÕs S.O.P. for school boards, and it used to 
work.  It sometimes still does if they can inspire panic in the less secure among us.  
The trick is to Ôkeep our coolÕ as the kids say.  ItÕs not like the old days any more.  
WeÕre organized now, we have resources too now, and together weÕll have the 
strength to fight any tactic the school board decides to use against us.  So keep your 
chin up, baby, and leave it to old breÕr Bill  and his educated Mafia.  You just go 
back and do your thing and keep us informed of whatÕs happening.  Remember, 
weÕre with you,Ó and he waved an arm built like a tree branch, Òall of us.  Hah!  
They made their first mistake in picking on a tenured teacher like you.  Now itÕs 
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just a matter of time till  we get our chance at bat, and weÕll knock them out of the 
ballpark!  Just you wait and see!Ó 
 Margaret didnÕt have long to wait.  About ten days after her conversation 
with Bill Houseman Ms. Fuller observed her again.  This time the post-observation 
conference was a stormy exchange.  Ms. Fuller demanded to know why she wasnÕt 
teaching reading by the word recognition method as were the other reading 
teachers; her phonics system was old hat.  And where was the new math?  DidnÕt 
she know that the rote memorization of the times tables was stultifying to the 
modern child?   HadnÕt Miss Madden read a current book or article on methodology 
or curriculum?  Miss Madden was twenty years behind the times!  As Margaret 
tried to defend her methodology and curriculum content their voices began to rise 
and the sounds of the argument drew apprehensive glances from the children in the 
class.  Noting this Margaret began to lose her cool.  
 ÒMs. Fuller,Ó she cried, ÒI think your most un-professional conduct of this 
conference is deliberately designed to undermine the confidence of my class in their 
teacher, and to harass me, personally.  If you donÕt leave right now and stay out of 
my room from now on, IÕm going to file a grievance against you with our union!Ó 
 Ms. Fuller smiled at her and said: Òyou do that, Miss Madden.  Meanwhile 
IÕm going to cross file charges against you for insubordination.  In front of thirty 
five witnesses yet!Ó  With that she turned and left the room.   
 When she reported the incident to Bill Houseman that afternoon, he said: 
Òwell, the fatÕs in the fire now, Margaret, but it was bound to come.  O.K., now letÕs 
wait for the other shoe to drop and prepare for the worst.Ó 
 The worst happened the next day in the form of a note in her mailbox 
advising her that she was suspended as of that day and that she had ten days to 
prepare to answer the charges of incompetence and insubordination at a hearing to 
be held in the offices of the Superintendent of the Mountain County School District.   
 That evening a delegation of fellow teachers, headed by Bill Houseman, and 
including Jane Fields, a district representative of the parent local, visited Margaret 
at her apartment.  Jane Fields was a very confident and competent young lady as she 
immediately took over the strategy meeting.  
 ÒOur first step is to get an impartial arbitrator appointed to referee your case 
so that you will have a fair and impartial hearing.  You see, in the old days your 
judge at your hearing would have been the very same people who are accusing you 
of your, quotes, crimes!  It doesnÕt work that way anymore.  Our union has fought 
for and won the right to a hearing before an impartial Labor Arbitrator.  Now they 
canÕt railroad anyone out of a job simply on their own say so.  They have the burden 
of proving their charges, and you have the right to present disproving evidence.  It 
is this disproving evidence which we must now begin to gather, so letÕs get down to 
work!  I want to see your complete personnel file including all your observation 
reports first.  Then weÕll go on from there.Ó   
 Margaret was, for her part, still too numb with shock, disappointment and 
fear for her future to do more than provide what was asked and to answer whatever 
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questions came up dispiritedly.  Her defense team was great.  Miss Fields went 
about her job with quiet expertise in collaboration with Bill Houseman.  The other 
members of the committee carried out their assigned tasks, and, in turn, tried to 
cheer Margaret up by frequent visits and invitations to dinner so that she would not 
feel alone and deserted.   
 The day of the hearing dawned and they all met at MargaretÕs apartment and 
went to the district offices in a body.  The hearing was to be held in the school 
board meeting room, which, this day contained two large tables, one for each of the 
contending sides.  Facing them was a smaller table at which sat the referee.  Beside 
his table was an empty chair from which witnesses would testify.  Another table off 
to a side held a stenotype machine with which a stenographer would make a record 
of the entire proceedings.  The rest of the room contained a few dozen folding metal 
chairs for witnesses and spectators, if any.   
 The hearing began promptly at 10 AM when the referee walked into the 
room briskly and sat down at his table.  Gently rapping his gavel he asked: ÒAre all 
parties in this matter present and ready to proceed?Ó 
 ÒReady for the plaintiff, sirÓ replied Jerry Goodwin, Deputy Superintendent 
for personnel.   
 ÒReady for the defendant, sir, Ò answered Jane Fields, district representative 
for the union.   
 ÒAll right then, let us begin; and, to begin with, let it be known and 
understood that this is not a court of law and that strict rules of evidence and their 
admissibility do not apply here.  However, all witnesses are to be sworn, and 
written evidence submitted under penalties of perjury.  Both sides may submit 
written and verbal evidence which will become part of the total record of the entire 
proceedings.  I shall study that record,Ó continued the referee, Òand my findings, 
which shall be forthcoming within ten days after the conclusion of this hearing, 
shall be binding upon both parties according to the rules of the American 
Arbitration Association and the laws of this state.  The plaintiff may begin the 
presentation of evidence.   
 ÒYes sir,Ó began Jerry Goodwin, rising to his full six-foot height.  ÒThe 
school board charges that Miss Margaret Madden, who, until her suspension, taught 
a special N.E. class at the Mountain Valley Central School, did conduct said class in 
a manner judged to be incompetent by her superiors, and, when they tried to help 
her to improve, did act in an insubordinate manner.  It is on the basis of both these 
charges that the school board seeks her removal for cause.  We call as our first 
witness Dr. Harvey Stanhope, Principal of the Mountain County Central School.Ó   
 Thus began a series of witnesses including Ms. Fuller, several department 
heads and a few of Miss FullerÕs students and their parents who, in their testimony 
established that Miss Madden had begun to teach in her present assignment about 
eight years ago, had been an exemplary teacher until recently when she had begun 
to change.  The department heads testified to new methods of teaching reading and 
math having been used in the school and Ms. Fuller brought out MargaretÕs 
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resistance to suggestions that she adopt these new methodologies and the final 
confrontation which had led to her suspension.   
 The taking of all this testimony had occupied the whole morning.  During the 
lunch break Margaret was feeling the greatest trepidation she had ever felt.  ÒThey 
even used my own kids against me!Ó Margaret cried in a voice close to tears, ÒAm I 
really so bad as they make me?  MaybeÉÓ 
 ÒNo maybes allowed here,Ó boomed Bill Houseman, ÒYoung lady, youÕve 
got to understand that they had to have their inning first.  Now, if thatÕs the best 
they can do, then your worries are over!  Just wait till we get up at bat, weÕll knock 
their testimony out of the ballpark!  Right, Janie?Ó 
 ÒRight Bill, Ó Jane responded, ÒCome on, letÕs finish up here.  I want to make 
sure all our witnesses are in place when the hearing resumes.Ó  Then squeezing 
MargaretÕs hand she said, ÒDonÕt worry, honey, like the man said, Ôwe have not yet 
begun to fight!Õ  Now, please, excuse me, IÕve got work to do.  Bill,  you see that 
Margaret gets back O.K., will you?Ó and with that she left them to finish their lunch 
and scurried back to the hearing room.  
 The afternoon session began as the referee again tapped his gavel on the 
table and directed the defense to begin its presentation.  
 ÒWe will prove,Ó Jane began, Òthat the defendant has been and still is not 
only a competent and conscientious, but a superior teacher who was driven by a 
coldly calculated campaign of harassment into an indiscretion.  A campaign 
mounted solely because of her activities on behalf of her union and NOT out of 
concern for ANY of the children in the school!  I call as first witness for the 
defenseÓ - and there ensued a series of witnesses who were all young people, in 
their early twenties or thereabouts.  From them Jane elicited the following 
testimony: 
 ÒName and Occupation?Ó  They ranged from a bank teller, auto mechanic, 
restaurant owner, a foreman in a furniture factory to a student of Pharmacy and one 
in Education.  
 ÒWhy are you here today?Ó  The general gist was: ÒMiss Madden was my 
teacher when I first came here to this country.  They are saying she is bad teacher, 
but I know this is not true.  She is, how you say, uh tough, yes, but she make us 
learn and she was fair.  We, all the kids, love and respect her because we know that 
she want us all to BE SOMEBODY.  Yes, she alla time say that.  She make us work 
hard.  Do homework every day, even on weekends!  Test every Friday, so you got 
to study.  If  homework not done right, you got to do it again until you got it right.  
She even stay after school or meet us before classes to help us if we not understand.  
After I leave her class, no other teacher do for me what Miss Madden do.  But I 
donÕt need them because Miss Madden show me most important thing of all!  She 
teach me, if I want to learn something, how to learn it.Ó  
 The student of education was asked why she had chosen her field of 
endeavor.  ÒOh,Ó the young lady replied with a look of love on her face as she gazed 
at her former mentor, Òbecause I want to be a teacher just like her.  She is the 
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greatest!Ó  A stir of murmered comment swept the room and the referee had to tap 
his gavel several times to restore order.   
 After the testimony of this series of witnesses, Jane next presented a fat 
folder in evidence.  ÒThis folder contains the service record of the defendant.  A 
perusal of its contents will show that the defendantÕs talents and services over the 
years is fully documented in terms of laudatory memoranda for special cultural and 
educational programs she has produced with her classes.  It also contains letters of 
appreciation for service over and above the call of duty in terms of time and effort. 
 ÒHowever, I would like to call your attention to the dates and timing of the 
observation reports in terms of frequency this year as compared to previous years.  
We present this record as defense exhibit A.  
 ÒI will now call a series of witnesses to show that only Miss Madden and a 
few other union activists were subjected to this campaign of harassment by 
observation.Ó  Which she promptly proceeded to do by calling on Bill  Houseman 
and some of the others who all testified that the number and frequency of their 
observations this year had been much greater than previous years and that they had 
the copies of their observation reports to prove their statements.   
 Jane then brought in another series of teachers who testified reluctantly that 
they had not experience more frequent than normal observations.  Not one of them 
was a member of the union voluntarily, but had joined because of the agency shop 
provision of the contract.  
 The final portion of her defense presentation consisted of testimony from the 
defendant herself.  When Margaret had been sworn, Jane carried her through a 
recital of her philosophy of education, her methods of teaching and a short history 
of her career at the Mountain County Central School with particular emphasis on 
the last year, including her interview with the principal and the final explosive 
observation by Ms. Fuller.  
 ÒMiss Madden,Ó asked Jane, Òdo you enjoy your work?Ó 
 ÒI love my work, Miss Fields,Ó replied Margaret, ÒI canÕt conceive of myself 
doing any other!  Why do they want to take it away from me?  What have I done 
that is so terrible?  I have fought for the basic rights to which any worker in our 
democracy is entitled!  Every other occupation has the right to collective bargaining 
and even to strike, but when a teacher asks for those same rights we are condemned 
and vil ified, often by the same people who ask for those same rights for themselves!  
Why, we are even subjected to the ultimate indignity of jail sentences!  Something 
that they wouldnÕt dare do to coal miners, railroad men, or even police or firemen!  
To what do we owe this singular honor?  Is it that, for years people have had in 
mind this stereotypical concept of the average teacher as a milquetoastish nebbish 
who was content to be at the bottom rung of the economic ladder because he loved 
his work so much that he would meekly submit to anything the administration 
would hand out just to hold on to his job?  Well, IÕm telling you now that those days 
are gone forever!  Teachers today are demanding the same rights you accord your 
garbage collector.  We may still be public servants, but we will no longer be public 
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slaves!Ó  As she said this last word, she suddenly put her fingers on her mouth and 
looked around the room as if to ask: Òdid I say that?Ó 
 Her outburst and her own reaction was followed by general laughter at first, 
followed by a general burst of applause with comments like: ÒYou tell Ôem, 
Maggie,Ó and ÒWay to go, girl!Ó  The referee had to tap his gavel several times 
before he could restore order.  Margaret, blushing furiously turned a pair of piteous 
eyes to the referee and said:  ÒOh, oh, I didnÕt mean to make a speech, your honor, 
IÉÓ 
 ÒThatÕs O.K. Margaret, you did swell,Ó said Jane, and turning to the 
committee continued: ÒThat is our case, sir.  We hope that you will see fit to find 
for the defendant and restore her to her job with full rights and privileges and back 
pay retroactive to the day of her suspension.  Thank you.Ó  
 The referee tapped his gavel and said: ÒIf there be no further reference or 
comments for the record, this hearing is declared adjourned.  As I noted at the 
outset, the record of proceedings will be taken under advisement and findings will 
be promulgated within ten days.  Thank you all.Ó 
 Ten days later, when Margaret, Jane, Bill  Houseman and all the others of the 
defense committee were gathered at MargaretÕs apartment to celebrate her victory 
in being restored to her job with full back pay, Bill raised his glass in a toast to 
Margaret and her victory.  Margaret commented: ÒYou know Bill,  I donÕt consider 
this a personal victory.  I didnÕt invent my philosophy and my teaching methods.  
They were developed by slow, painstaking experience by all the teachers who have 
labored before me from Socrates to John Dewey.  I merely internalized their 
tradition an applied it to the problems I faced in my own work with my own 
students.  It wasnÕt me that won the case, it was the essential rightness of the Eternal 
Verities!Ó 
 ÒThen letÕs drink to the Eternal Verities!  Like good parents, theyÕll never let 
you down!Ó  And they all drank to that.   
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DECALOGUE 
By Daniel Shansky 
 
CHAPTER VI: ÒSAFETY VALVEÓ 
 
 ÒThou shalt not kill. ÕÓ 
       The Holy Bible, 
        Exodus, Ch. 20 
 
 
 Athor woke suddenly.  Just as suddenly he realized that today was the day!  
His face broke out into a grin of pleasure as he looked around him.  There was his 
older brother, still asleep on his bed in the room which they shared in their parentsÕ 
hut.  Everything else looked the same, but, he told himself, it would, from today on, 
never BE the same! 
 For twelve summers he had awaited this day when he and about fifteen other 
boys born within the same moon as he, would be inducted into adulthood.  After the 
ceremonies he would no longer be a boy, but a man!  He would be able to join his 
brother, Lon, who had seen sixteen summers, and the other young men of the 
village in their activities; the hunting, the ritual bathing and the dances.  In a few 
years, maybe even the war games!  
 Oh, life is good!, thought Athor.  The only thing which did not meet his 
fancy was the prospect of fasting until after the Ritual Baths tonight for he dearly 
loved to eat and his stomach was already demanding breakfast.  However, he 
resolved to stick it out and present a clean mind and a clean body to the Great Spirit 
for blessing that night as proof of his right to manhood.   
 As he lay there in his bed, he heard his parents stirring in the other room.  
They would be beginning the preparations for the great feast that night as part of the 
induction ceremonies.  Father would be sharpening his hunting tools, his arrow and 
spearheads and his long knife.  Mother would be gathering firewood and vegetables 
from the garden behind the hut.  During the day she would also be cleaning the 
house and decorating it with flowers from the forest.  They would be busy all day 
and have no time for him, Athor knew, so he would have to rely on his brother for 
company.   
 The only other prospect to being rebuffed by his brother because he had not 
yet achieved maturity might come about if his sister, who was older than both of 
them and who was already married and a mother herself, would come to visit them 
from the outer village where she lived with her husband, and bring her son who 
might be persuaded to play with him while she helped their mother with the 
preparations.   
 Athor lived on a great island in a still greater ocean.  The Island was, 
perhaps, fifty miles long and thirty miles wide in a roughly ovoid shape.  About five 
miles from the shore the island was ringed by a range of mountains which extended 



 55 

towards the center in the form of a plateau or escarpment.  The center of this plateau 
was overgrown with a lush rain forest.  The name of the island in the language of its 
occupants was simply ÒHomeÓ, and the inhabitants called themselves ÒThe PeopleÓ. 
 The Island had been inhabited by ÒThe PeopleÓ for as long as men could 
remember, with not even a trace of a memory of ever having lived anywhere else.  
For some reason, no one really knew why, they had congregated into two villages.  
One located on one end of the island which had a beach facing the ocean, about a 
half mile inland of that beach and was called simply ÒOuter VillageÓ.  The other, 
called ÒInner Village,Ó was located in a valley within two rows of mountains which 
ringed the island.  The people of the outer village were mostly fishermen, while the 
men of the inner village were basically hunters.  Some of the inhabitants of both 
villages were farmers of sorts who grew the staple crops of Hoya, a maize-like 
vegetable and Pok, a yam-like tuber which, along with breadfruit which grew in 
abundance in the forest were staple vegetables in their diet.  The farmers would 
trade with the fishermen and hunters for fish or meat.   
 By the time the sun began to rise above the mountain peaks, the whole 
village was stirring.  Breakfast fires were sending streams of smoke into the air.  
The blended smells of the cooking food made the demands of AthorÕs stomach 
more strident.  He noted, however, that his family had no breakfast fire going.  His 
family was joining him in his fast, as were the families of the other boys who were 
to be inducted into manhood that evening.   
 Lon, who had been awakened by the stirring of the family, got out of bed and 
came to where his younger brother lay.   
 ÒWell, lazy one,Ó he said, Òhere it is the most important day of your life, and 
you are still in bed!  Come, sleepy head, get up now!  There is much to do!  Much 
work to be done before you can count yourself a man among men!Ó  
 ÒI am not sleeping, Lon,Ó replied Athor, ÒI have just been lying here and 
thinking about the ceremonies tonightÉÓ 
 ÒTonight!Ó exclaimed Lon, ÒThe day has scarcely begun and, as I said, there 
is much work to be done before the ceremonies.  Up, lazy one, and come with me!Ó 
 ÒWhere are we going?Ó asked Athor as he rose from his bed.  
 ÒYouÕll find out when we get there.  Go tell momma we are leaving while I 
gather my things and get poppa.Ó 
 The brothers and their father began to walk down the village street after 
leaving the hut.  As they walked through the village, they were joined by other 
villagers of varying ages from fathers, through young men and the fifteen boys who 
would achieve manhood that night.  The group winded their way through the forest 
and over the hills laughing and joking as they went.   
 After a hike of about two miles from the village they came upon a clearing in 
the forest.  In the clearing Athor was amazed to see what seemed to beÉ Another 
village! 
 ÒWhat is this village, Lon,Ó he asked, ÒWho lives here?  Who built it?  
WhatÉÓ 
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 Wait, little one,Ó laughed Lon, Òin time you will see and be told everything.  
Just be patient and do as you are directed.Ó  With that Lon said no more as he led 
the way down the village street to one of the huts.  Athor noted that the other fathers 
and sons were also going to huts of their own.  Soon all the men were busy putting 
the finishing touches on the construction of the village, including a wall made of 
long poles, lashed together, which surrounded the village.   
 It was well into the afternoon by the time the men had all finished their tasks 
and began to gather in a sort of square compound.  There they gathered around a 
fire which had been built and was burning brightly.  Athor and Lon were leaving the 
hut they had built when Lon stopped and hit the side of his head with the heel of his 
hand and cried: ÒOh, I almost forgot the most important thing!Ó and he dashed into 
the hut and came out almost immediately carrying a shield on which had been 
painted a most curious device.  Three concentric circles surrounding a triangle in 
the center which was a cross.  Lon fastened the shield to the wall of the building just 
over the entrance.  When it was done LonÕs father flashed his son a knowing grin 
and said: ÒYes, my son, that is indeed the most important this!Ó and putting his arms 
around the shoulders of his two sons, they made their way to the gathering throng 
around the fire.   
 After about thirty minutes the group around the fire grew until all who had 
come in the morning were present.  A wizened old man who was the chief elder 
who had evidently just finished an inspection tour of the village also joined the 
throng around the fire.  He raised an arm and cried: ÒIt is finished!  All  is ready 
here!  Make haste, my people.  The sun flies and the shadows grow long.  Back to 
our village for the ceremonies and the feast!Ó  
 With yells of exhaltation and elation the group turned and began to move 
back the way they had come in the morning.  This time, however, there was no 
joking or dawdling.  They ran at the various speeds of which they were capable and 
were back to their own village in record time.   
 Once there, they began the last minute preparations for the induction 
ceremonies, the war games and the great feast to follow.  While he was undressing 
and putting on his new breach clout in preparation for his ritual bath, Athor noticed 
his brother go back to the room they shared and come back to the main room with 
several pets which he handed to his father who then proceeded to paint on LonÕs 
forehead and cheeks the same device he had seen on the shield hanging over the hut 
his brother and father had built in the other vill age.   
 When they were done, Athor, Lon, his sister, her husband and child who had 
come to visit from the other village, and both parents left the hut and joined the 
other villagers who were congregating in the compound adjacent to the river where 
the Ritual Bathing was to take place.  By this time dusk had fallen and the huge 
bonfire was burning brightly making the whole scene a festive one.   
 The holiday costumes and headdresses worn by most of the villagers added 
to the festive tone of the scene.  Suddenly there was the crash of a gong and a 
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silence fell among the group.  From among the circle of elders the chief elder again 
stood up and began to address the crowd.   
 ÒMy children,Ó he began, Òthe sun and the moon have moved, and it is once 
more time to induct our young people into the ranks of adulthood.  The parentsÕ 
children who have reached the age of puberty will please take their young ones to 
the place of ritual bathing.  Then they will  send their sons and daughters each to 
their appropriate places.Ó  
 AthorÕs father touched his shoulder and said: ÒCome.Ó  As they moved 
towards the river, Athor noted that about one third of the gathering was also moving 
in the same direction.  When they got to the bank his father told him to strip and 
proceeded to do the same.  As they walked into the riverÕs waters they were 
surrounded with other fathers and sons doing the same thing.  He noted out of the 
corner of his eye that about a few hundred yards upstream there were a group of 
mothers and daughters emulating them.   
 When they got to the deepest part of the river AthorÕs father took him by the 
shoulders and commanded him to look at him.  
 ÒMy son,Ó he said, emotion producing a sort of quaver in his voice.  ÒThis is 
a great day for all of us.  We have watched you grow from a tiny baby until tonight 
you will become a man among men.  I give you the blessings of a father.  May the 
spirit which guides us all grant you a long life, good health and the good fortune to 
enjoy it!  May the time come when I can sit on the bank of the river and watch you 
bless your son as I bless you tonight!  Take a deep breath my son.Ó 
 With these words he pushed AthorÕs body down into the water until he was 
completely immersed and immediately lifted him up again.  Athor arose from the 
water snorting and sputtering like a great fish diving out of the river.  As he came 
out of the water, Athor heard a great cheer rise out of the throng who lined the river 
bank watching the proceedings.  Then, father and son quickly returned to the river 
bank, dried each other and put their clothes back on.   
 By the time they were dressed again there was heard another crash of the 
gong and Athor noted that the mothers and daughters were leaving the compound in 
the direction in which they had gone that morning.  The fathers and sons stayed 
where they were near the great bonfire.  AthorÕs father led him to a special circle of 
youngsters which was being formed around the circle of the elders.  He then 
retreated to the outer circle made up of the fathers, older brothers, and sisters, 
visitors and children below the age of puberty.   
 When all were seated in their places the gong crashed once more and silence 
fell among the people.  When it was completely quiet, the chief elder again rose and 
addressed them.   
 ÒFirst, on behalf of the other elders and myself, may I welcome the new 
group of young people who have passed into manhood this day.  I know that there 
are many questions in your mind as to the meaning of what you have seen and 
heard.  It is part of your heritage to know these things and it is my happy duty to tell 
you.  
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 ÒVery long ago, moons without counting, when the people came to this 
island, we had to fight many battles to establish our village.  The people who tried 
to stop us were the people who now live in the Outer Village.  It is true that they 
were here first, but we felt that there was room enough for all to live in peace and 
we had to protect what we had established.  This led to a pattern of raids on our 
village by the outer villagers and our raids on them in retaliation.   
 ÒThe men on each side were fierce fighters and neither one succeeded in 
driving the other off the island.  What did result from these raids was the wanton 
destruction of our homes, the theft of our food and women and the killing off of the 
best and strongest of our young and the wisest of our old.  
 ÒThis pattern of destruction and counterdestruction continued until Rawts, 
the Wise, became chief elder.  He was not called the ÒWise One,Ó until after his 
great deeds, but I call him that because even then, he was a wise and gentle man and 
a great leader.  He hated violence and killing to such a degree that he could not 
bring himself to eat the flesh of the animals our hunters had killed or the fish from 
the sea.  He lived entirely on fruits and vegetables.   
 ÒIn any case, he noted the pattern of the raids and also saw what these wars 
cost our people and those of the outer village.  Not only in terms of death and 
destruction to our people and villages but the hatred which lived on after the actual 
battle.  Also, after a raid, because of the fire and destruction, the game on which we 
all depended was driven far afield and without good hunters who might have been 
kil led in battle we could not hunt them.  Also, we, on the other hand, would destroy 
their boats and nets so that they could not go fishing.  The net result was that both 
our peoples suffered not only the loss of our dear ones, but the added tragedy of 
hunger and sickness for a long time afterwards.  Some wounds have been carried to 
the grave and beyond.   
 ÒThe worst part of the whole thing was that it was becoming a costly and 
unnecessary habit.  Sometimes, some of the young men on their side or ours would 
deliberately provoke a fight just to prove their manhood.  Life in general became a 
precarious and uncomfortable business.  No one gained anything from these raids 
and everyone lost something or someone.   
 ÒIt was after a particularly vicious raid that Rawta, the wise one, hit upon a 
plan.  When he explained it to our circle of elders there was opposition to it at first.  
Many claimed that it was an insult to their manhood.  Others asked how then would 
we get new women to prevent inbreeding among our people.  But Rawts patiently 
explained away their objections and in the end he headed the delegation which went 
to the elders of the Outer Village People.  
 ÒAfter much discussion we were able to convince them of the wisdom of the 
plan and it was decided to give it a trial. 
 ÒThe plan, in essence, was very simple.  The leaders acknowledged the fact 
that the young men needed the ACTIVITY of the destruction and other war-like 
activities.  So, it was decided, every sixth moon, the men of each village would take 
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turns in building a village somewhere on the island far enough away from the 
village in which they actually lived to do no harm to that village.  
 ÒInto this ÔWar VillageÕ each side would send their marriageable maidens 
who wanted a change and those young men who didnÕt care for fishing or hunting, 
as the case might be, as a way of life.  Then the opposing sides would storm the 
village, destroy it and take its occupants as captives.  These few maidens who didnÕt 
want to change their lives or who changed their minds always had a sporting chance 
to escape in the surrounding forest.  The others would usually go willingly with the 
raiders.  In fact, over the years, as our relations with our neighbors improved we 
added a new rule.  
 ÒIn the daily intercourse between the two villages it became almost 
inevitable that young men and women of both villages would meet, fall in love and 
desire to marry.  To force these young people to forego their love would create 
much unhappiness and ill feelings.  It was therefore decided that if a young man and 
woman had met and fallen in love, they would arrange between themselves a design 
which only they would know.  This design would be painted on the wall or some 
other prominent place of the hut the young man would build for the war games.  
Each would, at the last minute, paint this same design on their forehead and cheeks 
and body.  The young girl, when she got to the mock village the night of the war 
games, would then go to the hut with the same design as she wore to wait for her 
lover.  All other men were to be honor bound not to touch either the girl or the hut 
with the same sign.  Only the man with the design painted on his body got to 
destroy the hut and take the girl.   
 ÒSometimes the couple would return to his vill age, sometimes to hers, as 
they had decided upon beforehand.  Thus, no woman was forced to mate with a man 
against her will,  and no one had to live where they would be unhappy.  The 
experiment was a success almost from the very beginning.  The result was that, by 
getting these aggressive feelings out of their system in a relatively harmless fashion, 
the people of both villages were able to live in relative peace and harmony, over the 
years.  Oh, sometimes a grudge or an argument was settled in a real fight sometimes 
with fatal results, but these were on an individual basis and didnÕt involve the whole 
village, and, after they were settled things went on as before, with no one but the 
participants of the individual fights any the worse for it.  
 ÒThe result has also been a flourishing of trade between our two peoples, 
each supplying the needs of the other.  It has been a good arrangement all around.  
Is it small wonder we called its originator ÔThe Wise One?ÕÓ  The chief elder then 
picked up a cup and raised it on high.  ÒTo the memory of Rawta the Wise One!Ó he 
cried, ÒMay his Spirit live forever!Ó   
 ÒMay his spirit live forever!Ó echoed the crowd.  
 ÒNow,Ó continued the elder, ÒLet the feasting and games begin!  Life is 
good!  Enjoy!Ó  With that a great cheer went up from the people and they repaired 
to their homes to break the fast of the previous twenty four hours after which they 
would play festival games and dance far into the night.   
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 Late that night Athor lay in his bed, his belly full, his would content.  His 
mind went over the events and activities of the day and he now understood much of 
what had been a mystery to him earlier.  He had watched in fascination as his 
brother, Lon, had painted on his cheeks, forehead and body the same design he had 
placed above the door of the hut in the mock village earlier that day.  They had all 
laughed when he had told Athor that on the morrow he would have a new sister, and 
Athor had blushed furiously.  
 ÒAh, yes,Ó he sighed contentedly as he slipped into the dreamless sleep of the 
young, ÒLife IS good.  May his spirit live on forever!Ó  
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DECALOGUE 
By Daniel Shansky 
 
CHAPTER VII: ÒTHE TERRIBLE SIN OF MARIE DUPINÓ 
 
 ÒThou shalt not commit adultery.Ó 
       The Holy Bible, 
        Exodus, Ch. 20 
 
 
      The rooster screamed his challenge to the incipient sun.  The noise caused the 
hens to extract their heads from under their wings and, after drinking a draught of 
the cool morning wind, they set about clattering down from their perches to begin 
the daily pecking search for food to the accompaniment of the raucous cackling and 
the snorting, lowing and grunting of the by now awakened other denizens of the 
barn.  
 The roosterÕs crowing also woke Marie Dupin and her husband, Jaques.  Still 
fighting sleep, he grunted and grumbled responses to her running commentary as he 
performed his morning absolutions and she prepared breakfast.  When he remained 
silent it only inspired further comment.  
 ÒIf you would get home at a normal hour and get a decent nightÕs sleep you 
wouldnÕt have so much trouble getting up in the morning,Ó she said, ÒThe very idea 
of a grown man wasting his time playing cards till all hours in the middle of a work 
week!  Oh, I know that youÕre entitled to some recreation, but what about me?  I sit 
here alone with only the furniture for company Ð I declare, since the baby died, IÕve 
been seeing less and less of you!  DonÕt you think that I need some recreation too?Ó 
and so on, and so on until they had finished breakfast and Jacques took his leave for 
work with a perfunctory peck on the cheek and Marie was once more alone in the 
house.  
 Once her husband had left for work, Marie sat at the kitchen table sipping 
her final cup of coffee before beginning her housework.  As she sat, her mind went 
over the events of the years since her marriage to Jacques Dupin.  After the first 
year and her first miscarriage, things started to go from bad to worse.  Not 
financially.  Jacques made an adequate living as a postman for the district.   
 She decided that their problems must stem from the fact that she couldnÕt 
bear a live child.  Twice more they had tried, and each time the fetus had aborted 
before it could develop fully.   This last and fourth time was the worst.  Seven full 
months she had carried before she gave birth to a son, fully developed except for the 
fact that his lungs didnÕt operate properly and he died within a few minutes of birth.  
 After burying his first and only son, Jacques took the loss very badly.  For 
weeks after the funeral he made his rounds morosely.  His normally cheery 
disposition soured.  When he was at home he had very little to say to Marie.  Then 
he took to drinking and playing cards with a few cronies from the post office 
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several nights each week.  He no longer came home for his lunch as he used to 
when they were first married.  In fact, Marie felt, he would take any excuse at hand 
to be away from their little cottage on the outskirts of town.  
 Marie, for her part, felt the loss even more keenly.  Especially when, this last 
time, the doctor had told her not to become pregnant any more if she valued her 
own life.  
 ÒIf you do, Mme Dupin,Ó he had said, ÒI canÕt guarantee a live birth and the 
baby will most likely take you with it.  You seem to have some defect in the 
gestatory system which we canÕt fix.   IÕm very sorry.  Have you thought about 
adoption, perhaps?Ó 
 When she broached the subject to Jacques, he took it as an affront to his 
manhood and would not allow any more discussion on the subject.  So here they 
were.  Two very unhappy people growing further apart with each passing day.  
Marie growing into a nagging shrew and Jacques retreating farther and farther into 
his shell.   
 Marie broke off her unhappy train of thought with a deep sigh.  Then she 
rose to clean up the breakfast things, made the beds, dusted and swept up in 
preparation for her daily trip to the market, a chore which she used to love, but was 
coming to hate almost as much as the loneliness of the cottage.  
 Marie was, by nature, a gregarious and social woman.  However, in recent 
years it had become more and more difficult to face the saccharin comments of her 
neighbors and friends.  It seemed that all they could talk about was their own 
children and compare their own aches and pains.  There was always one unthinking 
biddy who would bring up the subject of miscarriage and have to be silenced by a 
look or a gesture from the others.  It was all so hopelessly obvious that it made her 
own guilt feelings that much deeper.  She would have to turn away from the group 
with tears in her eyes and the knowledge that she would be the chief topic of 
conversation after she had left.   
 In self defense Marie tried to avoid the women by getting to market either 
earlier or later than they.  Most times she succeeded, because in addition to 
husbands they all had children to feed and get off to school while Marie didnÕt.  If 
she did her marketing before she did her housework she could manage to avoid the 
crowd.  Today, however, she resigned herself to the ordeal as she left the cottage 
and made her way to the market.   
 They were there in force.  The market was running a sale, and the women 
had turned out in greater-than-usual numbers to take advantage of the bargains.  She 
returned greetings perfunctorily and tried to get the chore done as quickly as 
possible.  As she passed one group gathered around a display of canned goods she 
overheard one woman say:  
 ÒHmph!  She wouldnÕt be so haughty if  she knew!Ó 
 ÒThe wife is always the last to know!Ó rejoined another.  Marie turned 
angrily on the last speaker and demanded: ÒWhat is it that I am the last to know?Ó 
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 ÒOh, oh, n-n-nothing,Ó sputtered the woman, ÒWe werenÕt even talking about 
youÉÓ 
 ÒYou lie,Ó ground out Marie through stiff lips, Òyou foul-mouthed gossips 
think you know something about me or my husband!  You tell me what it is or IÕll 
scratch your eyes out right here and now!Ó 
 ÒWell,Ó said the other, Òif you must know, there is talk that your husband 
does more than deliver the mail to the widow GermaineÕs house.  Now, itÕs just talk, 
mind you, but, when a man who used to run home for lunch every day suddenly 
begins to take it at the home of one of his route clients Ð well what are people to 
think?Ó 
 ÒPeople,Ó shouted Marie, Òshould mind their own damned business!Ó and 
with that she gathered her packages about her and left the group in a huff, her eyes 
brimming with tears and her thoughts in a turmoil.   
 When she finally got home, she mechanically put her purchases away, put up 
some water for tea, and, while it boiled, made up the rest of her lunch.  She ate it 
without appetite and without enjoyment.  Having eaten, she sat there trying to sort 
out her thoughts and feelings.  
 Her first inclination was to disbelief.  ÒDamned biddies,Ó she grumbled, 
Òprobably made up the whole thing just to add a little spice to their dull, dull lives.Ó  
But no, another voice countered, they all seemed so positive, and this thing had 
probably been going on for some time for them to notice it.  Well if  he did turn to 
another woman, maybe he had cause!  Look at you--! and she gazed at her 
reflection in the full length mirror on the back of the kitchen door.   
 The face which gazed back at her reflected the suffering which she had 
undergone in the last few years.  The lines of worry and care beginning to form, the 
dark patches under her eyes and the silver streaks in her hair adding years to her 
true age.  Looking at what happened to that robust, pretty young bride of just a few 
years ago, tears of self-pity welled up into her eyes.  DidnÕt he understand what 
sheÕd been through?  Men are such selfish bastards!  Thinking only of themselves 
and their pleasures!  Eating and sex!  ThatÕs all they ever think of!  
 ÒOh, God!Ó she thought aloud, ÒWhat if he should really leave me?  Where 
would I go?  What could I do?  I wonÕt let him do that to me!Ó she resolved, ÒIÕll 
kill him first!  Better to be a widow than a discarded woman!  Marie!  Marie!  What 
are you saying?  What are you thinking?  Get hold of yourself!  DonÕt panic!  There 
must be a wayÉÓ  Suddenly a thought crossed her mind and she smiled.  ÒThank 
you, papa,Ó she said aloud as she lifted her eyes heavenward, Òyou always were my 
best friend.Ó  
 With a sudden resolve, she looked at the clock.  ÒOne-thirty.  Good.  I may 
still be in time,Ó she muttered and went over to the sink, washed her face of the 
evidence of her tears and tried to repair the ravages of her emotions with a little 
makeup; made a few adjustments to her hair after running a comb through it a few 
times, put on her coat and shawl and left the house.   
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 She walked the distance to her destination with a mixture of determination 
and anxiety, hoping against hope that she would not meet anyone she knew.  She 
was lucky in that respect and finally came to a halt in from of a large tree which 
grew about a hundred yards away from the cottage of the widow Germaine.  
 She was thankful that the day was overcast and that the chilling gusts of 
wind kept most people indoors.  They also made her wait as uncomfortable 
physically as it was mentally.  After about a half hour her vigil was rewarded as she 
saw her husband leave the widowÕs cottage by the back door.  She hastily moved 
behind the stout trunk of the tree putting it between herself and her husband.  She 
saw him look up and down the street, and, when he was satisfied that he would not 
be seen, he made his way down the road away from where she stood.  She could 
hear him whistle a popular tune as he walked and she watched his retreating back 
until he turned of into another lane and was gone from sight.  
 ÒSo it is true,Ó she muttered, Ònow youÕve seen it for yourself, so letÕs get on 
with it!Ó and she made her way to the Germaine cottage and knocked on the front 
door.  When the widow answered the door her eyes opened wide with recognition 
and her mouth showed her apprehension as she tried to form a smile with her lips 
but didnÕt quite make it.  
 ÒWhy Marie Dupin, of all people!  WhatÉÓ 
 ÒMay I come in, Denise, I have something of importance to discuss with 
you.Ó  Without waiting for further invitation she walked into the front parlor as a 
shocked Madame Germaine closed the door and followed her in.  
 When the women were seated in the parlor and Marie had refused an offer of 
tea, she came right to the point.  
 ÒThat was my husband I saw leaving your house a few moments ago, was it 
not, Madame?Ó 
 ÒWhy yes,Ó she replied, Òhe is here almost every day delivering the mailÉÓ     
 ÒI have it on good authority that he takes his lunch here, as well.  Is that not 
so, Madame?Ó 
 ÒWell, yes, on occasion, if he comes here at lunch time, I have offered him 
lunch and he has accepted.  SurelyÉÓ 
 ÒI also have it on the same good authority, that he takes a good deal more 
than his lunch here, MadameÉÓ 
 Madame Germaine blushed furiously.  ÒI donÕt know where you are getting 
your information, Madame Dupin, but I assure youÉ Ó 
 ÒI donÕt want your assurances and please donÕt insult my intelligence, 
Madame Germaine.  Look, if  I had wanted to make trouble for you I would have 
confronted the two of you together.  I am trying to be discreet in this matter for your 
sake as well as ours.  I donÕt blame you personally.  I know my husband and I know 
how persuasive he can be.Ó 
 ÒIf you donÕt want to make trouble, what do you want?Ó   
 ÒI want you to understand what you are doing to yourself and what he is 
doing to you if you continue to have sexual relations with my husband.  Now, I 
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know that it is not love which motivates his relationship with you.  It is pure animal 
lust.  You are there and he is using you to satisfy that lust.  Do you want to go on 
being just aÉ a sex object?  Look, a womanÕs body is the temple of her soul.  If a 
man uses that temple without love, he defiles it just as if he were to urinate on it!!  
In time you would come to realize this, if  you donÕt already.Ó  When Madame 
Germaine began to cry, she said in a more kindly voice, Òyes, I see that you do!Ó 
 Madame Germaine lifted her tear stained eyes to her tormentor.  ÒWhat is it 
you want me to do?Ó she cried, ÒGive him up?  I canÕt.  I, too am lonely since my 
Maurice diedÉ I thought that the sex was a small price to pay for his attention and 
company.Ó 
 ÒI wouldnÕt mind sharing him with you, Denise, if I could only be sure that 
he isnÕt defiling our love and your bodyÉ but knowing Jacques, that would be an 
impossible thing to expect, unlessÉÓ 
 ÒUnless what?Ó asked the widow. 
 I just remembered something my papa once told me.  You see, when he was 
in the army they had to go places where there were no women and to curb their 
natural desires they used to put saltpeter into the menÕs food.  This saltpeter takes a 
manÕs natural desire away so he canÕtÉÓ 
 ÒAnd you think that if I put this saltpeter in his lunch, he wonÕt be able toÉÓ 
 ÒWe will both do it!  IÕll put it into his breakfast and supper, and you in his 
lunch.  That way he will be impotent and never suspectÉ you know he likes his 
food very spicy.  Just use the saltpeter instead of salt.  It will be simple and 
effective.  It canÕt harm him and it wonÕt hurt us!  Please say that youÕll do this 
thing with me Ð for your sake as well as mine!  Look, IÕm not asking you to commit 
a crime.  Many people use saltpeter instead of salt in everyday cooking, in making 
sweet and sour cabbage and so on.  In cooperating with me you will be saving my 
sanity as well as my honor and your own!Ó 
 ÒWe-e-e-ll,Ó said the widow, hesitatingly, ÒIf youÕre sure Ð well, alright.  
WeÕll give it a try, and see how it works out.  IÕll go to the store and get some 
today!Ó 
 ÒOh, bless you, Denise,Ó cried Marie as both women rose and embraced.  
ÒYouÕll see, you wonÕt be sorry!Ó and she took her leave.   
 After she left the cottage she took her stand once more by the tree, and 
waited until she saw the widow leave the house.  She followed her to the town 
pharmacy and smiled in exaltation when she saw the widow come out again with a 
small package.  Then she went home to make her own preparations.  
 In the ensuing weeks, if  Jacques noticed that his wife no longer ate at the 
same time as he did, he said nothing.  The recurring pains in his stomach he put 
down to dyspepsia.  He continued in his routine until one day, after he had finished 
his lunch at the widowÕs house and was preparing for another unsuccessful try at 
lovemaking, when he was seized by a great cramp in his stomach.  He suffered for 
some time before the widow, overcoming her natural reluctance, finally sent for the 
doctor.  Jacques was dead before the doctor got there.   
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 Marie, while outwardly showing the proper grief of one who had lost four 
children and now, her husband, exulted inwardly at the success of the first part of 
her plan.  As she accepted the condolences of her friends and neighbors, she 
mentally reviewed how she had laced everything Jaques ate or drank with a small 
pinch of the pest control poison she had kept around the house.  She had distributed 
it in cupboards where food was stored, even in the bedroom, so that he would be 
able to absorb it in every possible way.  Then, she reasoned, if suspicion were 
turned to her, it could be explained away as an unfortunate accident.  
 But suspicion never did turn to her.  After the autopsy had established the 
cause of death as poisoning, the county prosecutor took an inordinate interest in the 
relationship between the Widow Germaine and Jaques Dupin.  It didnÕt take long 
for the town gossip to reach his ears.  It took even less time for him to put one and 
one together and come up with three.  Motive, means and murder.  A grand jury 
was impaneled and, in due time, handed down an indictment for premeditated 
murder against the Widow Germaine; who was forthwith arrested and charged with 
the crime.   
 The trial caused a sensation in the town and the courtroom was well attended 
by those who thirsted after notoriety.  They got what they came for when the 
prosecutor finished presenting his case.  The prosecution claimed that The Widow 
Germaine was having an affair with Jaques Dupin.  When, in the course of time, he 
either tired of her or, perhaps out of conscience, decided to return to his wife, she 
reacted typically as a woman scorned, and proceeded to murder him by poisoning 
the lunch she fed him every day as a part of their tryst.  The testimony of the 
pharmacist from whom she had bought the saltpeter was most damning when, as an 
expert witness, he had answered in the affirmative as to the possibility of the 
combination of the Potassium Nitrate in the saltpeter and certain other chemicals 
found naturally in certain foods to form the poisonous substance which had killed 
Jaques Dupin.  The capping of this line of questioning came when Marie was called 
to testify that her husband liked his food highly spiced.  
 For her defense, the widow insisted that she had never intended to kill her 
lover.  She then explained about the agreement between herself and Marie.  When 
Marie was recalled to the witness stand, she, of course, denied ever having met or 
even being in the home of the defendant.  As Marie gave her testimony, the Widow 
Germaine became increasingly agitated.  
 ÒShe lies!  She lies!Ó she exclaimed through clenched teeth.  ÒShe killed her 
husband and now she wants to kill me too!  Well, two can play at that gameÉ!Ó and 
before anyone was aware of what she was doing, she turned to the police guard who 
was sitting next to her in the dock.  His pistol was in a holster just a few inches from 
her hand.  She quickly snatched it from the holster, aimed it point blank at her 
tormentor and squeezed the trigger three times before the startled guard could 
deflect her aim.  
 Maire Dupin clutched her breast with a surprised look on her face and fell 
forward, her head banging sickeningly on the guard rail of the witness box upon 
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which she had rested her hands during her testimony.  She never felt the blow, 
however.  She was dead before her head hit the railing.  
 In the ensuing uproar no one heard the widow Germaine cry out: ÒNow they 
can convict me of a murder I DID commit!Ó 
 Denise Germaine was never tried for the murder of Marie Dupin.  She was 
convicted of murdering Jaques.  And, since that crime carried the death penalty, she 
was executed for it about a year later just as the rooster once more screamed his 
daily challenge to the incipient sun.   
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DECALOGUE 
By Daniel Shansky 
 
CHAPTER VIII: ÒHONESTLY, ITÕS THE BEST POLICYÓ 
 
 ÒThou shalt not steal.Ó 
       The Holy Bible, 
        Exodus, Ch. 20 
 
 
 Who commits the worse crime?  The robber or the thief?  Biblical Law 
defines robbery as forcible theft with the knowledge of the victim, while a thief 
steals without the knowledge of the victim.  However, in each case, something 
valuable is stolen.  In the former case, there is always the chance of violence and 
bodily harm resulting from resistance or emotional trauma; in which case the loss of 
even a single life is greater than the value of any property stolen by either stealth or 
force.   
 Two men were discussing the fine points of the above proposition in the Deli 
on Court Street, in Brooklyn, where they usually ate their lunch when they were not 
in the field.  Detective 3rd grade Joe Cremona and detective 1st grade Manny Klien 
had been friends and colleagues since Police Academy and had come up through 
the ranks together.  Manny and Joe, sometimes called ÒMutt & JeffÓ by their fellow 
officers, not to their faces, of course, because of MannyÕs six-foot plus lanky frame 
and JoeÕs squatly powerful construction, were a highly successful team of 
inverstigators on the Homicide Central Squad of the Kings County District 
AttorneyÕs Office.  
 Today they were between cases, having just wrapped up a particularly 
baffling double murder after a grueling three months of investigation.  They were 
relaxing by taking a long lunch hour.  Hence the discussion after they had finished 
their meal and were enjoying an after-dinner smoke and a beer.  They had been at 
their discussion for, perhaps, fifteen or twenty minutes when the door to the 
establishment opened, and a young black man in a firemanÕs uniform entered the 
dining room.  After looking over the diners at the various tables, his eyes fell on the 
two men and with a smile of satisfaction on his face, he made a bee line for their 
table.  
 ÒSo this is where the elite meet to eat,Ó he commented, Òpretty soft!  You 
guys on the D.A.Õs office eat high on the hog while us poor Fire Marshalls have to 
go out and do all the work!Ó 
 Both men looked up at their visitor and smiled their recognition.  They had 
been so engrossed in their conversation that they hadnÕt noticed him until he had 
grabbed a chair from a nearby table and begun to talk to them.  
 ÒWell, well, if  it isnÕt Dwayne Chizzum, Boy Genius of the Fire 
Department!Ó said Joe.  ÒYeah, Boy Genius,Ó asked Manny, ÒWhat are you doing in 
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this neck of the woods?  DidnÕt you know that BrooklynÕs burning down?  WhereÕs 
the fire this time?Ó 
 ÒUnder the seat of your pants, if I can get one lighted,Ó replied Dwayne.  
 ÒAha!Ó cried Joe, ÒNow heÕs going around lighting fires instead of putting 
them out!  Some fireman!  DonÕt you know that itÕs a felony to start a fire?Ó 
 ÒYeah,Ó commented Manny dryly, ÒitÕs called Arson, I think.Ó 
 ÒYou think we should run this confessed arsonist in, Manny?Ó asked Joe. 
 ÒYeah, get the bracelets, Joe, he looks like a vicious character.Ó 
 ÒAlright, you guys, cut the comedy!  IÕve been looking all over the office for 
you guys and I finally found you here.  I donÕt have time to play games with you.  I 
donÕt have two hour lunch periods like some people I know!Ó 
 ÒO.K., O.K.,Ó replied Manny placatingly, Òso like I said, what brings you to 
this neck of the woods?Ó 
 Dwayne unfolded the newspaper he had been carrying and laid it out on the 
table.  ÒYou read about this fire?Ó he asked, pointing to the lurid headlines.  Manny 
and Joe glanced at the headlines and nodded their assent.  ÒWell,Ó continued 
Dwayne, ÒthatÕs the baby that brings me here.  It was a two alarmer night before 
last.  As things are turning out, itÕs no ordinary fire and the thing that puts it in your 
ballpark is the fact that the charred remains of two bodies were discovered in the 
ruins early this morning.  Now, if, as I suspect, that this is a torch job, then they 
make it felony murder!  Which is the name of your ballgame.  So, how does the seat 
of your pants feel now, felllas?  Getting warmer?Ó 
 ÒYa see that, Joe,Ó asked Manny, ÒThatÕs why thereÕll always be a fire 
department.  TheyÕve got these guys who go around starting fires so the other guys 
can put them out!Ó 
 ÒYeah, Manny,Ó retorted Joe, ÒIf we went around committing murders just so 
the other guys in our department could solve them weÕd end up in the slammer for 
sure.  There ainÕt no justice!Ó  
 With that the men got up from the table, paid their checks and set out for 
their office in the Municipal Building.  Once in the squad room of the D.A.Õs 
Investigative Squad Manny asked Dwayne whether or not the D.A. had been 
informed of the situation and Dwayne answered yes, that the information had been 
relayed from the Medical ExaminerÕs office, and that once he had the information 
the D.A. had sent Dwayne out to find them.  
 ÒHe said to bring you guys into his office as soon as we got back here, so we 
better get in there before he blows a gasket!Ó  After a short conference with the 
D.A. and Joe and Manny had been officially  assigned to the case, the trio repaired 
to the double desks they shared in the squad room and began the investigation by 
Joe asking Dwayne: ÒSo, O.K., what have we got?Ó  Dwayne took out a notebook 
and after finding the page he wanted he began:  
 Ò11:40 PM, Tuesday, October 11th, this year- structure fire alarm at the 
premises of 19 Columbia St. Brooklyn, answered by Hook and Ladder and Pumper 
from Company B, 4th Batallion.  2nd alarm called by batallion chief at 12:o3 
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Wednesday AM.  Fire under control at 1:30 AM.  Building was almost totally 
gutted inside.  Only brick outer shell remains intact.  Offices and storage areas and 
their contents totally destroyed, including four trucks in garage are.   
 ÒSubsequent investigation by Fire Marshalls disclosed fire of suspicious 
origin and the so-far unidentified remains of two male victims in the debris.  Matter 
referred to M.E. and D.A. of Kings County for further investigation.Ó 
 ÒSo, O.K.  Two more questions,Ó said Joe, ÒOne, what makes you think the 
fire was a torch job, and, two, who lives at 19 Columbia St.?Ó 
 ÒThe answer to number one: It had to be a torch job because of a number of 
factors,Ó and he started to tick them off on his fingers.  ÒA: The file cabinets were 
actually welded shut.  To generate that kind of heat inside and out, somebody had to 
be playing with thermite.  B: The flash marks on the walls, and the condition of the 
bodies Ð clothes burned completely off, the bodies burned beyond normal 
recognition all indicates the use of flammable substances.  In fact you could even 
smell it on the bodies.  So it figures that somebody had the destruction of something 
specific in mind when that fire was set.  The company records, maybe.  Most 
certainly the identity of those two victims.Ó 
 ÒYou call them victims,Ó Manny interrupted, ÒcouldnÕt they have been 
perpetrators?  WouldnÕt be the first time a torch got caught in his own fire.Ó 
 ÒItÕs a possibility,Ó replied Dwayne, Òbut thatÕs why we called you hot shots 
in on this.  We figure felony arson definitely and thatÕs our department, but whether 
or not weÕve got a double murder on our handsÉÓ and he spread out his hands in 
the classic I-donÕt-know gesture, ÒThatÕs for the D.A.Õs office to figure out.  I mean, 
thatÕs what you guys get paid for, isnÕt it?Ó 
 ÒO.K., O.K., wise guy,Ó replied Joe, ÒSo who lives there at 19 Columbia 
St.?Ó 
 ÒNobody,Ó replied Dwayne, ÒItÕs the general office, garage and warehouse of 
Standing and Roe, Inc.  TheyÕre a transportation outfit doing independent hauling 
under contract to various corporations all over the country.Ó 
 ÒWell, thatÕs all IÕve got as of now,Ó Dwayne continued, Òso lemme get on 
my horse and go see if  I can find the torch who set this one, and IÕll leave you two 
to your fun and games with the corpus delecti.Ó  With that, he rose from his chair 
and left with a wave of his hand and a jaunty ÒKeep in touch!Ó 
 ÒSo where do we start?Ó asked Joe.   
 ÒAt the beginning, I guess,Ó replied Manny, ÒLetÕs start at the top.  WeÕll 
look up this Standings and Roe Inc. and check them out first.  You take Standings 
and IÕll take Roe.  Then weÕll get a list of the employees and like that.  ItÕs S.O.P., 
first we make a complete picture of what and who we are dealing with.Ó 
 And so the Standard Operating Procedures were put into motion as the two 
detectives went methodically about their business.  Within a few days the following 
picture began to emerge:  
 Martin Standing and James J. Roe had begun their partnership about fifteen 
years ago with only one van, a storefront office and one secretary.  By dint of hard 
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work, perseverance and a lot of good luck they had, within five years, built up the 
business to over a dozen trucks, drivers and maintenance crew, a garage-warehouse, 
their present premises which they owned and from which they operated their 
executive offices from the top floor of the six story building which occupied that 
particular neighborhood so as to be near the Brooklyn Dock are from which they 
hauled all kinds of materials and machinery to various parts of the forty eight 
contiguous states and parts of Canada and Mexico.  The company was successfully 
doing business in the range of ten million dollars annually.  Standing was the inside 
man, supervising the office staff, maintenance and warehouse crews, and Roe was 
in charge of customer relations and getting new business.   
 It was for this reason that no one had reported ÒJ.J.Ó Roe missing.  He often 
was out of town in business conferences which lasted for a few days at a time, and 
he often went out of town without notifying anyone, but he usually returned within 
a few days.  However, the fact that he had not packed a suitcase, it was still in his 
closet at home, or been heard from for the better part of a week since the fire, that 
his first wife, then others began to worry as to his whereabouts.  Mr. Standing had 
called several hotels in various cities which J.J. frequented in his trips to those 
cities.  No one had seen or heard from Mr. Roe recently.  
 It was after learning these facts that Manny and Joe began to pressure the 
M.E.Õs office for an identification of the two bodies found in the debris of the fire.  
While it was true that the bodies had been charred beyond normal prima-facie 
identification, modern forensic medicine had been known to work miracles with the 
superbly equipped and staffed Medical ExaminerÕs office of the City of N.Y.  
 Not surprisingly, therefore, a few days later the Medical Examiner called the 
D.A.Õs office with positive identification of one of the bodies as that of J.J. Roe.  
The identity of the second body was still a mystery.  However, the identification of 
even one of the bodies put an entirely new face to the problem, especially since one 
of the victims was one of the partners.   
 Dwayne Chizzum gave voice to this new feature when, on hearing the news, 
he expounded the Fire DepartmentÕs theory of what had happened.  He did this at a 
luncheon conference with Manny and Joe at the very same Deli on Court St. where 
they had had their first encounter.   
 ÒWell, it figures, fellas,Ó he said through a mouthful of corned beef on rye, 
ÒThis guy Roe hires this here torch and goes with him to show him exactly what he 
wants destroyed.  This was to be a selective torch job.  I donÕt think they meant to 
burn up the whole joint, just the records.  Only the dumb firebug didnÕt know how 
to handle the thermite and the fire got out of hand and they both got caught and 
burned up too.  ItÕs happened before.Ó  
 ÒThereÕs only one trouble with that theory, Dwayne,Ó retorted Joe, ÒYou see, 
they were both dead BEFORE the fire started, so how could they have been the 
torches?Ó 
 ÒHow do you know that?Ó shot back Dwayne, as he prepared to take another 
bite out of his sandwich. 
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 ÒThere were a number of factors,Ó replied Manny, taking a long swig of his 
beer.  ÒAccording to your own Fire MarshallÕs report, the fire that burned the bodies 
was a lot more intense than the fire in the general area in which the bodies were 
found.  You yourself even told us you could smell some flammable substance on 
the bodies after the fire had been put out.  That means that someone went to the 
trouble of deliberately burning the bodies to make a quick identification impossible.  
Anyhow, the fire had burned off all the hair on the corpses so during the autopsy the 
coroner noticed a sort of indentation on the skulls of both men.  So he X-rayed them 
and found that both men had suffered a massive skull fracture, as if  they had been 
hit by a blackjack by someone who knew how to use one.  The skin hadnÕt been 
broken, but the inside of the skull was like mashed potatoes.  Definitely the work of 
a pro.  Besides, there was practically no smoked in the lungs, signifying that the 
men had died before or soon after the fire had started!Ó 
 Dwayne put down his sandwich and made a noise of pure frustration.  ÒWell, 
ainÕt that a kick in the head!Ó he rasped.  ÒSo where do we go from here?Ó 
 ÒWe go in two directions,Ó said Joe as he shoveled a spoonful of fruit salad 
into his mouth, Òfirst we got to find out why Roe and this Mr. X were in the 
building in the first place.  When we find out who this Mr. X is I think weÕll have 
the answer to that question.Ó 
 ÒSecondly,Ó said Manny, taking over while his partner chomped contentedly 
on his dessert, ÒWe got to find out why the fire was started in the first place.  That 
information will  lead us to who either did it or paid to have it done or both.Ó 
 ÒAnd here comes the gal whoÕs going to help us find the answers to one or 
both of those questions,Ó said Joe as he raised his hand in a beckoning gesture.  
ÒOver here Jean!Ó he cried to a beautiful young African American girl who had just 
entered the restaurant and, sighting JoeÕs beckoning hand, made her way to their 
table.  As she approached all three men rose to their feet and Dwayne grabbed the 
empty chair next to where he sat and held it while the young woman sat in it joining 
their party.  
 ÒDwayne Chizzum,Ó said Manny by way of introduction, ÒI donÕt think you 
know Jean Witten, Claims Investigator for Great Eastern Insurance Company.Ó 
 ÒNo,Ó said Dwayne, ÒIÕve never had the pleasure, but thatÕs easily remedied.  
What are you doing for dinner tonight, Miss Witten?Ó 
 ÒJean Witten smiled and retorted: ÒItÕs Ms. Witten, Mr. Chizzum, and IÕm 
very sorry, but IÕm engaged tonightÉ I meanÉ I have a previous engagement!Ó 
 ÒIÕm sorry too, Ms. Witten, but maybeÉÓ 
 ÒKnock it off, Dwayned,Ó interrupted Joe, Òmake your social arrangements 
on your own time!  WeÕve got important things to discuss with Jeannie and not 
much time, so letÕs get to it now.  OK?  OK!  So, how did you make out on the 
information we asked for Jeannie?Ó 
 ÒSuppose I begin at the beginning so Mr. Chizzum, here, can get the whole 
picture?Ó and when Manny and Joe nodded their assent she continued: ÒWhen 
Standings and Roe opened for business, about fifteen years ago they took out one of 
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our total package insurance plans.  That mean they had one policy which insured 
the plant and its contents, floater policies for each truck so that they would be 
insured on the road as well as in the plant and group policies for the employees as 
well as separate insurance on each other as partners.  Now, this whole deal was a 
multi-million dollar package.  The information you wanted breaks down to a half a 
million on each partner, to go to the surviving partner in case one pre-deceases the 
other.  The plant and its contents including the trucks can go to two million five.  In 
other words, the surviving partner in the present situation stands to gain upwards of 
3 million, 3 million five if  you guys give us the word that everything is kosher.  The 
company wonÕt pay out a penny as things stand now, so itÕs all up to you boys 
now.Ó 
 Dwayne gave a low whistle, ÒTalk about your motives!Ó 
 ÒWell yeah,Ó said Manny, ÒThereÕs motive enough, but as I see it, it could go 
two, maybe three ways.  Either Standings OR Roe could have masterminded the 
thing or maybe they both were in on it and Roe just had an unfortunate accident.  I 
donÕt think it was an outside job because I think the fire was meant to destroy only 
the records, but it got away from them.  
 ÒMaybe so,Ó commented Joe, ÒBut weÕve still got a few questions 
unanswered.  For instance, Why set the fire in the first place?  Why did they want to 
destroy the records?  A going business needs its records if only for tax purposes to 
say nothing of other business uses for the records.  They must have had some 
compelling reason for doing this.Ó 
 ÒThatÕs one thing,Ó interspersed Dwayne, ÒAnother question is: Who is the 
unidentified body we found in the wreckage?  If we can find that out, we can 
probably resolve the guilt or innocence of Mr. Roe.Ó 
 ÒOK,Ó said Manny, ÒTell you what we can do.  LetÕs split up the questions 
and each of us follow them up in our own areas of expertise.  Dwayne, you get out 
on the street and see if  any known torch is among the missing, or whatever else 
your sources can come up with.  Jeannie, you check out the state of the business.  
Were they operating profitably or were they having financial or any other 
problems?  Was anyone after their corporate tail,  you know, like lawsuits or 
government agencies, maybe.  And, oh yes, contact your home office and see if  
there were any other claims from other sources that could maybe tie into this one.  It 
should be a recent claim, something since the fire.  Meanwhile Joe and I will go 
over Standings and Roe with a fine tooth comb and see if there are any bugs in the 
operation, fire or other kinds.  WeÕll meet for lunch here tomorrow and compare 
notes.  If something breaks sooner call us at the office.  If  weÕre out in the field, 
they can patch you through to us by radio.  OK?Ó 
 With murmurs of assent they all rose, paid their bills and went their separate 
ways.  Thus began a period of intense investigation by the four professionals.  The 
first break came later that night when Jean Witten got hold of detective Joe 
Cremona on the phone.   
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 ÒI donÕt know what this means, Joe, but Manny said to report any claim that 
might tie in with this case.  Well, I consulted our computer on recent claims and 
there was only one that seemed to ring a bell.  We have a policy similar to the one 
with Standings and Roe with a tool and die company called Babkins and Harley out 
in Chicago.  One of the partners, Charlie Babkins, heÕs their Vice President in 
charge of Sales and Distribution, was reported missing a few days after the fire at 
Standings and Roe.  Now they have filed a preliminary claim Ð they canÕt file a real 
claim until we know that he is definitely dead.  I thought that there might be a 
connection when I contacted Chicago Missing Persons and they told me that his last 
known whereabouts was here in New York City!Ó   
 ÒGood work,Ó cried Joe, ÒLet me check this out with N.Y.P.D. Missing 
Persons and see if he was registered at a hotel here in the city and IÕll get back to 
you.  Thanks again, baby, if  this checks out itÕll be a big help.  See ya tomorrow!Ó 
and he cut off the connection with his finger and immediately started to dial again.   
 It was a tired-looking crew who assembled at the Court St. Deli for lunch, 
the next day.  Joe and Manny looked like they had slept in their clothes.  Both men 
needed a shave.  Dwayne and Jeanne looked a little more presentable, but the strain 
of the previous twenty four hours showed on all their faces.   
 ÒThat was a good tip, Jeannie,Ó led off Joe.  ÒRight after you called me, I got 
in touch with our own Missing Persons.  They turned up a Charles Babkins from 
Chicago registered the day before the fire at the N.Y. Hilton.  HasnÕt been seen 
since then.  So they got into the hotel room, got into his things and found out that 
heÕs the missing Charlie Babkins from Chicago, OK, and after a few 
communications back and forth, the M.E. calls me late this morning with a positive 
I.D.  The mysterious Mr. X in our morgue is none other than Charlie Babkins of 
Babkins and Harley from Chicago!  They made the I.D. through dental charts.Ó 
 ÒThen that explains,Ó interrupted Dwayne, Òwhy there are no known torches 
missing.  Whoever did this job is still in business and here in town.  So weÕre going 
to put our computer to work on M.O.Õs and start the process of checking alibiÕs of 
those known to use Thermite.  ItÕs a long laborious process, but sooner or laterÉÓ 
 ÒUnless,Ó interpolated Manny, ÒI can get the truth out of Standings.  I called 
a guy I know at the I.C.C. and he came up with something very interesting.  It 
seems that there have been a number of transportation companies who have, either 
by accident or design, been double billing their customers for the last few years.  
The excess billing runs into quite a few millions of bucks and the I.C.C. is filing 
civil suits to recover that money for the companies.  Any how, guess which 
company heads the list?Ó 
 ÒStandings and Roe!Ó they all said in unison.  Just at that moment a waiter 
came up to Manny and said: ÒManny or Joe, thereÕs a phone call for either of you.  
The guy says itÕs urgent!Ó 
 ÒIÕll get it,Ó said Joe, and he quickly got up and followed the waiter to the 
phone.  He returned in a few moments saying: ÒCome on, Manny, mount up!  Our 
birdÕs flying the coop!Ó 
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 ÒWhat the hell,Ó retorted Manny, Òdoes that guy have radar or something?  
How did he know that we were coming after him next?Ó 
 ÒWe had Standing staked out,Ó explained Joe, Òand the stake-out team just 
reported that Standing and his wife just took off, bag and baggage and are heading 
for Kennedy Airport.  I told the guys to follow them to J.F.K. and to nab them as 
soon as they buy a ticket to anywhere.  TheyÕll bring them in in an hour or so Ð I 
wonder why he ran?  Well, weÕll find out when we ask him, wonÕt we?Ó 
 ÒO.K., letÕs go!Ó said Manny, and they all got up and made for the D.A.Õs 
office in the Municipal Building.   
 Martin Standing was not only a large man, he was what might, without 
exaggeration be termed gross.  He was almost as wide as he was tall and tipped the 
scales at over three hundred pounds.  It was, perhaps his very grossness which 
turned him into a mass of quivering, guilt-ridden, almost incoherent humanity as he 
broke under the skillful and relentless questioning by the two detectives.   
 After he had made his statement to the stenographer, which included the 
names of his two firebug accomplices, and was led away for the completion of the 
booking process, it was Jeanne Witten who commented to Dwayne Chizzum: ÒYou 
know, Dwayne, this could all have been avoided if Standings and Roe had 
communicated with each other.  HereÕs this guy who had been stealing from his 
customers, his partner, and now he also wanted to steal from our company as well.  
Now he end up charged, in addition to grand larceny and fraud, with arson, 
complicity in a felony murder because those crazy firebugs he hired, killed his 
partner and Charlie Babkins when they came back to the plant to finalize a multi-
million dollar contract that could have saved them all!Ó 
 ÒDonÕt forget a little thing like unlawful flight to avoid prosecution!Ó 
snapped Manny.  
 ÒYouÕre absolutely right, Jeannie,Ó answered Dwayne, Òpeople must 
communicate with each other if there is to be any understanding in this world.  So 
howÕs about you and me becoming a committee of two to begin this important 
process over dinner tonight?Ó 
 ÒDonÕt mind if I do!Ó smiled Jeanne Witten, as she took DwayneÕs arm, and, 
to the accompaniment of hoots and other comments from the men in the squad 
room, the pair strolled out into the gathering twilight of Court St.   
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DECALOGUE 
By Daniel Shansky 
 
CHAPTER IX: ÒTRIAL BY FURYÓ 
 
 ÒThou shalt not bear false witness against thy neighbor.Ó 
        

The Holy Bible, 
        Exodus, Ch. 20 
 
 
 ÒIn response to the judgeÕs query, the foreman of the jury rose and said: 
ÒYes, your honor, we have.  We find the defendant guilty as charged, with no 
recommendation for mercy.Ó  Adam West blanched when he heard the words which 
meant a mandatory death sentence for him.  His legs suddenly gave way and would 
no longer support him.  He saved himself from falling to the floor by grabbing the 
top of the table in front of where he stood and sort of pushed himself into the chair 
which he had just vacated a few moments ago.   
 ÒOh my God,Ó he mumbled through fear-stiffened lips, ÒSomebody help me!  
Oh my God, help me!Ó  He looked fearfully around the court room, and his gaze 
took in the few spectators who had bothered to come to this late night session of the 
criminal court.  Among them he saw Kathy Dane, the girl he had planned to marry, 
looking at him with horror-stricken eyes, her fist jammed against her teeth as if  to 
suppress the scream that had died a-borning in her throat.   
 Near her sat Ben Watson, his erstwhile best friend, whose face was 
expressionless, but whose eyes, nevertheless, could not meet his.  They were cast 
downwards as if there were something very important down there.   
 ÒBen, you son of a bitch!Ó he thought for the hundredth time, ÒWhy did you 
lie?  You know I was with you!  You know IÕm innocent!  Why did you lie? And 
for the hundredth time the answer came to him like a knell of doom: ÒKathy Dane!  
He didnÕt have the guts to kill  me himself so he lied me into the death chamber!  
That was the only way he could get rid of me so he could have a clear field with 
Kathy!Ó 
 As he thought thus, the judge thanked the jury for a job well done and 
adjourned the court after he had set a date for sentencing ten days hence.  Almost 
immediately the room began to clear.  Adam, his mind in a turmoil, barely felt the 
hand of the bailiff as he prepared to lead him back to his cell to await sentencing.   
 As he was being led out of the courtroom he stopped when he came abreast 
of where Kathy was sitting.  He looked at her tearstained face, held out his 
manacled hands and took her hands in his.  
 ÒOh Adam,Ó Kathy cried.  
 ÒIÕm sorry, sweetheart,Ó he replied, ÒI guess this is it.  IÕm a dead man unless 
my lawyer can perform a miracle, and he seems to be fresh out!Ó 
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 ÒNo Adam, we wonÕt give up!  WeÕll get you another lawyer, weÕll appeal, 
weÕllÉÓ 
 Adam shook his head sadly, raised her hands to his lips and kissed them.  
The bailiff,  taking this as a gesture of dismissal, took his elbow again and they left 
the room as Kathy watched in agonized helplessness.  When they had left the 
courtroom Ben approached Kathy, and, taking her shoulders in both his hands said 
quietly: 
 ÒCome on, Kathy, let me take you home.  This has been a great strain and 
shock for you.  What you need is some rest.  Come, IÕll take you home.Ó  With her 
whole body registering resignation and despair, she allowed herself to be led out of 
the courtroom and into BenÕs car and to be taken home.  
 The ride home was made without comment from either of them.  When they 
got to KathyÕs house, Ben advised her parents to get a doctor to prescribe a sedative 
so that she could get the rest she needed.  He then returned to his car, started the 
motor again, and, grinning at his own reflection in the rear view mirror, proceeded 
to drive to his own lodgings.   
 During the drive home BenÕs mind reviewed the chain of events leading to 
this moment of triumph.  Ben and Adam had been friends since boyhood.  All  
through grammar and high school they had engaged in boyhood games together, 
had gotten into the same adolescent scrapes and graduated in the same graduating 
class.  Even though their more mature interests had taken them on more divergent 
paths, Adam into auto mechanics and Ben into banking, they had continued to run 
together.  Especially when they both fell in love with the same girl.  Kathy Dane, a 
few years junior to the boys, while she had a preference for Adam, liked the 
attentions of two suitors, so she encouraged Ben as well out of a perverse sense of 
coquetry.   
 They were a frequent threesome at the spots in town frequented by young 
people, although she allowed each boy to escort her individually on occasion.  Both 
boys had proposed to her many times, but she had not, as yet, given a definite 
answer to either one.  Kathy was having too good a time and she was not yet ready 
to give it all up and settle down with one of them.  
 Her idyll was interrupted when the bank was robbed by two men wearing 
masks.  A town policeman, who had entered the bank unwittingly to cash his check 
was shot and killed by the older of the robbers.  The description given to the police 
later, after the robbers had escaped with an undisclosed amount of money, matched 
that of Adam West, even to the unruly shock of redish blonde hair which had 
showed over the mask he wore to cover his face.   
 When Adam was picked up by the police as a routine matter, it turned out 
that he hadnÕt been at work the day of the robbery.  Adam claimed to have been 
hunting with Ben who also had had a day off from work at the bank.  Ben, however, 
insisted that he had been hunting alone.  Since both men had used their own car to 
get to the hunting area, it was a matter of one manÕs word against anotherÕs.   
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 A few days after the robbery, the older bank robber was shot and killed in a 
running gunfight with state police at a road block halfway across the state.  He had 
been alone and had most of the loot with him.  There was no sign of the younger 
man.  The police concluded that they had the younger man when they took Adam 
West into custody.   
 Although they had no evidence of any contact between Adam and the bank 
robber, they concluded that it must have been a casual partnership between the two.  
Even though they never found any of the stolen money in AdamÕs possession, the 
D.A. built a case of circumstantial evidence against Adam and took it to trial.  
AdamÕs sole defense was that he had been out hunting with Ben Watson when the 
robbery and murder had taken place.  This was shot down when Ben ÒreluctantlyÓ 
denied it.   
 In taking one manÕs word against another, the jury was influenced by the fact 
that Adam came from a poor family, had been involved in various scrapes and near 
brushes with the law as a youth and was now employed as a mere gas jockey and 
mechanic at the local service station while Ben came from a well to do family, the 
Watsons were quite well known and respected, and he worked at the very bank 
which had been robbed.  
 With the help of the District Attorney they took BenÕs word over that of 
Adam West.  Since the dead police officer had been a popular person with many 
friends and had left a wife and two small children, feelings in the town ran very 
high against the perpetrators.  It was just a very unfortunate circumstance that Adam 
was a very visible object on whom they could vent their outrage and anger.   
 With the conviction and sentencing which came soon after, Kathy had to 
resign herself to the loss of her lover.  It was not long after the sentencing that 
Kathy realized that her troubles were not over.  She found that she was pregnant!  
The realization of this new development left her with two choices.  She could have 
a quiet abortion or find a husband to give her baby a name.  At first she thought of 
marrying Adam despite his imminent execution.  However, the thought of saddling 
the child with onus of having a father who had been executed for murder appalled 
her.  On the other hand, she couldnÕt bring herself to destroy the only living 
reminder she would ever have of her poor doomed Adam.  
 Therefore, the only road open to her was to convince Ben Watson that she 
really loved him best and let him lead her into marriage.  She rationalized that, if 
Ben had really lied, as she suspected, then she would be an instrument of retribution 
and that the deception she intended to practice would be entirely justified.   
 So, in the ensuing weeks, no one was surprised that Ben and Kathy became 
engaged.  Shortly thereafter they were married in a quiet ceremony attended by the 
immediate families and a few intimate friends.  After a short honeymoon the couple 
returned to town and settled into a routine married life.  After a few months KathyÕs 
pregnancy became noticeable, and, when she became suddenly ill and almost lost 
the baby, nobody thought to attribute her illness to the small news item buried in the 
back pages of the newspaper announcing the execution of Adam West.   
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 When the baby was born ÒprematurelyÓ most people felt that the premature 
birth had been caused by her recent illness.  Only Kathy knew the real story.  In any 
case he was a beautiful, healthy boy and Ben was overjoyed with his new ÒsonÓ and 
he remained the proud father for a few years after that.  However, as the child 
developed his own personality Ben began to suspect, at first, and, as time went on, 
that this was no son of his.   
 Every day the boy took on more and more of the aspect and mannerisms of 
his hated rival.  From the shock of reddish blond hair to his infectious smile, it daily 
became more evident that here was growing a living image of Adam West.  Kathy 
was exultant in her heart of hearts, but still she dreaded the coming explosion when 
Ben would finally come to understand what had been done to him.  
 When it came it was not really the explosion she had envisioned.  What 
happened was, that, one night when Jason, as the boy had been named, had been put 
to sleep and Kathy and Ben had settled down to a quiet evening at home, Ben put 
down the book he had been reading and looked at Kathy for a long, long time.  
 Under his continued stare Kathy became uncomfortable and asked: ÒWhy are 
you staring at me, Ben?Ó 
 ÒIÕm trying to figure out why you did it.  Did you hate me so much?Ó 
 ÒYes,Ó she answered, Òyou killed the man I loved, and it seemed only right 
that you spend the rest of your life bringing up his son!  I couldnÕt see myself 
getting justice any other way.Ó 
 ÒBut I did it for you, Kathy.  I loved you so much and I thought you loved 
me too.  I couldnÕt see you wasting your life on a nobody like him.  I figured I was 
the only one who could make you really happy!Ó 
 ÒThe only time IÕll be really happy, Ben, is when you are as dead as poor 
Adam!Ó she replied.  ÒYou committed a cowardly and contemptible murder of an 
innocent man with your false testimony.  You canÕt love me as you say because you 
never even thought of me.  Only yourself.  Well,  you can have yourself for all time.  
IÕll never give you a child of your own and you can spend the rest of your life being 
reminded of your crime every time you look at me or my son!Ó 
 ÒSo you hate me, then.  O.K., two can play at that game.  Maybe you thought 
that once I found out about your little deception IÕd get mad and divorce you so you 
could go out and deceive some other poor sucker.  Well, forget it.  You will stay 
tied to me for the rest of your life too, and IÕm going to make that life a living hell 
for you and your bastard son!  YouÕll never leave me either because youÕll be tied to 
me by your own hatred of me!Ó 
 True to his prediction, Kathy didnÕt leave Ben.  They lived together in the 
same house only.  For the sake of appearances to the community they sometimes 
accepted invitations to gatherings, but only came and went together.  At home they 
had as little to do with each other as possible even to the point of not eating 
together.  As the years passed Ben, whose only interest lay in his job at the bank, 
made progress until he became chief loan officer there.   



 80 

 Once in a position of power, by policies and practices he made his 
department one of the most profitable at the bank.  These policies and practices, 
however, made him one of the most hated men in town.  He almost never had an 
unprofitable transaction because he made it a practice to take collateral which 
always exceeded the value of the loan and he showed no compunction in exacting 
the last ounce of that value in cases of default.  Over the next twenty years he had 
been responsible for more than one suicide when his debtors could see no other way 
out.  Whatever he did was strictly legal.  It was the morality which many people 
questioned.  However, as long as he had the law on his side, and he made the 
directors and shareholders of the bank happy, there was nothing much that anyone 
could do about it.  
 Thus the Watsons lived together with daily tension from the hate which 
pervaded their existence building up to a boiling point.  That boiling point was 
finally reached one night.  Ben and Kathy had had one of their infrequent 
discussions of plans for JasonÕs future.  By now he was a strapping, handsome 
young man as had been his father before him.  He was to graduate from high school 
that spring and Kathy wanted him to go on to college.  Ben refused to finance any 
further education for Jason, stating that if  he wanted to go to college he could work 
his way through.  While Jason had had a number of girlfriends through the years 
there was one whom he had dated more steadily than the others.  When Ben heard 
that they wanted to become engaged after his graduation he became furious, seeing 
in this a replay of the events leading to his own marriage.   
 It was a combination of these factors which turned the discussion Ben and 
Kathy were having to violence.  All the pent up hate and frustration rose to the 
surface and, for the first time in their married li fe Ben struck Kathy.  Having been 
breached at last, the floodgates of their pent up anger flowed over and they had a 
real knock down and drag out fight.  Kathy was getting the worst of it when the 
police, who had been summoned by a frightened Jason, came in and put a stop to it.  
A doctor was called and he patched up the wounds each had suffered and the family 
finally went to bed.   
 Perhaps it was this blow-up with Kathy, perhaps it was that by this time he 
was just naturally callous.  In any case, when Peter Dunaway came to Ben for an 
extension of time on the over due mortgage payments on his farm he was refused 
and the mortgage was foreclosed.  The bank took immediate eviction proceedings 
and the Dunaways were forced to vacate without delay.  There was nothing they 
could do but pack up what belongings the terms of the mortgage allowed them to 
keep into PeterÕs old pickup truck and begin a trip to one of their relatives who had 
agreed to take in Peter and his very pregnant wife until they could work out 
something else.  On the way there they had a very unfortunate accident.  The brakes 
on PeterÕs old pickup truck gave out on a steep hill and an oncoming tractor trailer 
truck demolished it, killing PeterÕs wife in the process.  Peter, miraculously, came 
out of the accident with only a few cuts and contusions.  
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 Naturally, he blamed Ben Watson for the death of his wife and child.  He 
also resolved to avenge their loss.  When he was discharged from the hospital he 
made a bee line to the Watson home.  By the time he got there it was evening and 
he skulked in the neighborhood until he was sure that they were all asleep.  He then 
stealthily made his way to the house and searched the grounds until he found a 
basement window he could open without forcing it.  He then quietly entered the 
house.  On his way to the upper floor where the bedrooms were, he stopped off in 
the kitchen and armed himself with a very sharp bread knife.  Thus armed he crept 
up the stairs and into the master bedroom where Ben lay sleeping.  
 For a few moments he stood over his intended victim wondering how he 
could sleep so soundly when he had been responsible for so much tragedy.  At that 
moment BenÕs eyes opened, then, recognizing his visitor, opened even wider in 
horror, as if he guessed his intentions.  Peter laughed a quiet chuckling laugh.   
 ÒIÕm glad youÕre awake, Ben,Ó he said, ÒI wanted you to know who killed 
you and why!Ó  Before Ben could reply, he plunged the knife into BenÕs prostrate 
body again and again.  Then, without a backward look, he dropped the knife to the 
floor, and ran out of the room, down the stairs and out of the house the way he had 
entered.   
 Somehow, Ben didnÕt die immediately.  While he was mortally wounded, the 
shock of those wounds held off the pain for a while.  Ben used that time to slide off 
the bed and crawl to a desk in one corner of the room.  Resting on his knees, he 
took a pen and piece of paper and began writing a message.  It was while he was 
writing that unconsciousness overtook him.  He slumped over the desk and fell to 
the floor.  A few minutes later he was dead.   
 That was the way Kathy found him in the morning when she entered the 
room to see why he hadnÕt come down to make his own breakfast as he usually did, 
before she and Jason had theirs.  Despite her hatred of him, the sight of her 
husbandÕs mutilated and bloody body brought a scream of horror to KathyÕs throat.  
In answer to that scream Jason also came up to the room, took in the scene at a 
glance then quickly led his mother out of the room to her own bed, then called the 
doctor and the police in that order.   
 When the police arrived, they found the note that Ben had written in his 
dying moments.  It stated that Jason was not his son, but the son of the executed 
murderer, Adam West and BenÕs wife Kathy; conceived before Ben and Kathy were 
married, and before Adam had been arrested.  Kathy had married him, it continued, 
solely to give her unborn child a name which he hereby revoked.  It further stated, 
that, when Kathy had confessed these facts to him he had beaten her and that Jason 
had done this thing to him inÉ . and here the writing trailed off, as he had lost 
consciousness. 

For some reason, the police invariably accept a dying manÕs words as the 
truth.  In any case, they accepted these and Jason was arrested and charged with 
BenÕs murder.  When Kathy learned of the arrest she became hysterical and had to 
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be sedated and put to bed.  Meanwhile Jason was taken into custody protesting his 
innocence.   
 The next day, a recovered Kathy went to the police and claimed that Jason 
couldnÕt be the murderer because she had killed Ben herself.  To strengthen her 
claim, she told them the whole story and added that Ben had confessed his perjury 
to her in a rage.  It was in retaliation for the death of her lover that she had killed 
him.   
 When the story hit the streets via the news media, it came to the attention of 
Peter Dunaway who was about to leave town.  With his desire for vengeance 
satisfied his conscience took over.  He just couldnÕt let these innocent people suffer 
for a crime that he had committed.  Besides with his wife and child dead, the farm 
gone, he felt that he had nothing to live for anyhow.  Thus, he too went to the police 
and confessed to the murder.  
 After PeterÕs confession had been duly reported in the press a strange thing 
began to happen.  People from all walks of life began to stream into police 
headquarters, all with the same mission: to confess to the murder of Ben Watson.  
Each one cited the sordid story of how Ben had ruined their lives by his lack of 
compassion and strict adherence to the letter of the law as the motive.   
 In the end, the police had to list the crime as murder by person or persons 
unknown because they couldnÕt find definitive evidence as to the guilt or innocence 
of any of the confessors.   
 ÒAfter all,Ó the D.A. had quipped, ÒIf I put all of these people in jail there 
wonÕt be any one left to vote for me in the next election!Ó  
 Kathy, Jason and Peter were released and Ben Watson was buried in a lonely 
ceremony attended by only a few employees of the undertaker who had to be there 
to do the job, and a scattering of blood relations.  Kathy and Jason didnÕt attend.  
They were busy preparing for the engagement party for Jason and his fiancŽe.  After 
the eruption of events surrounding the murder of Ben Watson, the waters of life in 
the community became serene once more and the stream of life flowed on.   
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DECALOGUE 
By Daniel Shansky 
 
CHAPTER X: ÒTHE GRASS IS ALWAYS GREENERÓ 
 
 ÒThou shalt not covet thy neighborÕs house, thou shalt not covet thy 
neighborÕs wife, nor his manservant, nor his maidservant, nor his ox, nor his ass, 
nor anything that is thy neighborÕs.Ó 
       The Holy Bible, 
        Exodus, Ch. 20 
 
 
 ÒOh doctor,Ó she cried, Òif you canÕt help me IÕll die!Ó 
 ÒNow, now Miss Korman,Ó replied Dr. Foster placatingly, ÒI realize that the 
pain which you feel is very real.  Psychic torment is felt every bit as much as 
physical pain, but I canÕt help you unless you calm down and let me get to the root 
of your problem.  Now, just suppose you sit yourself down and get comfortable and, 
as dispassionately as possible start at the beginning.Ó 
 ÒAlright doctor,Ó she replied, making a visible effort to control her emotions 
as she sat in a leather covered reclining chair in front of the doctorÕs desk.  ÒBut 
how can I express to you the frustration, theÉt heÉpainÉ yes, itÕs like real pain, 
the headaches, the sleepless nightÉtheÉÓ 
 ÒI know, I know,Ó interrupted the doctor, ÒBut when did it begin?  Why?  
How?  Now just you lean back and relax.Ó  Handing her a pill and a glass of water 
the doctor continued, Òhere, take this and lean your head back and start to take deep 
breaths.Ó 
 Danielle Korman took the pill and washed it down with a sip of water, 
leaned her head back and started to breathe deeply.  In a few moments she began to 
feel the tension which had been building up in her for the past week begin to 
subside.  Her breathing became deeper and more regular.  Dr. Jane Foster looked at 
her patient with the genuine sympathy she felt for her for a moment.  Then, clearing 
her throat and her mind, put on her professional attitude and said: ÒThere, no, thatÕs 
better.  Alright, do you think that you can calmly recollect how this all began?Ó 
 Danny took an extra deep breath, closed her eyes and started: ÒI guess one 
could say that my father was the root of it all.  He wanted a boy, a son to carry on 
after him.  Oh I know, deep in my heart that his desire for a son is not the only 
reason for what I became.  It was something more basic than that, but there can be 
no mistaking the fact that, on an unconscious level I was reacting to the desires of 
my parents.  They even gave me the feminine version of a boyÕs name!  However, 
early on I began to experience frustration with my femininity.Ó 
 ÒWhat kinds of frustrations?Ó asked the doctor.   
 ÒThe usual kinds: exclusion from boysÕ games even though I was as good or 
better than most boys at them.  Having to wear dresses when I would rather wear 
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jeans and a sweatshirt.  However, it was after I had attained puberty that those 
frustrations became most unbearable.  I could not understand, at first, why I had to 
menstruate and boys didnÕt.Ó 
 ÒIt seemed so unfair.  What also seemed unfair was the attitudes of my 
parents and, it seemed, the whole world.  Just because I was a girl, I was not 
supposed to do certain things or plan my future in certain areas.  For instance, IÕve 
always loved mechanical things.  Oh what I had to go through to persuade my 
parents to buy me an erector set and electric trains instead of the dolls and other 
girlsÕ toys they wanted me to have!  At an age when other girls were boy-crazy and 
were dating, they all thought I was crazy because I would rather go to a construction 
site or roam around and look at old and new buildings!  As far as boys were 
concerned, I liked some of them, not in a sexual way, but because their interests 
were close to mine.  When one or two of them tried to make a pass at me, I rebuffed 
them in what amounted to horror, as if THEY were the homosexuals!  Oh, doctor!  
Sure, I knew about the birds and the bees and where babies came from, but I could 
not see myself in a feminine sexual role!Ó 
 ÒDid you ever have a homosexual experience, Danny, I mean, with a girl?Ó 
 ÒAlmost,Ó replied Danielle.  ÒAt college there was this one coed who was my 
Ôbest friendÕ.  She professed to have the same interests as I.  She couldnÕt take boys 
and clung to me like a baby sister.  I encouraged her, God help me, because she sort 
of brought out the protective instinct in me.  It wasnÕt until one night, after a late 
party, we were forced by circumstance to share the same bed that she confessed her 
love for me, and asked me to make love to her.  At first I was elated, but then the 
old frustration set in.  How could I consummate the love act without a penis?  These 
other things she wanted me to do to her disgusted me.  I broke off with her 
immediately.Ó 
 Danielle paused, shuddering at the memory and took another sip of water.  
ÒCan you go on?Ó asked the doctor softly. 
 ÒYes,Ó she replied, ÒThereÕs not much left to tell.   I took my degree in 
Architecture and IÕve been working at it ever since.  Doctor, IÕm a damned good 
architect and IÕve done well at it, but my personal life is threatening my sanity, and 
the quality of my work lately too!  Men behave towards me as if I were a woman, 
but I donÕt feel like a woman!  I canÕt react towards a man as if I were.  On the other 
hand, IÕm not a lesbian either, oh, I donÕt know what I am!  ThatÕs why I came to 
you.  I want to be a man!  Every nerve and fiber in me wants to be a man!Ó  Her 
voice began to rise with hysteria again.  ÒHelp me, doctor!  Tell me that there is 
something you can do for me!  IÕve heard of trans-sexual operations, maybe I could 
have one.  Help me, doctor!Ó and with that she buried her face in her hands and 
began to weep uncontrollably.   
 ÒItÕs O.K., Danny,Ó said the doctor soothingly, Ògo ahead cry and get it all 
out.  Our timeÕs up for today, but now that I know your problem we can plan a 
therapy.  I believe that I can help you.  Just keep that thought and when you come in 
to see me on Wednesday weÕll begin on the road back.Ó  With that she led Danielle 
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to an adjoining examining room which contained a couch, a sink and mirror.  ÒYou 
can stay here until you feel ready to leave.  Then freshen up and IÕll see you day 
after tomorrow at six.  O.K.?Ó 
 ÒThank you, doctor,Ó said Danielle between sniffles.  She lay down on the 
couch for a while and her sobbing slowly subsided.  Then, washing her face and 
applying some fresh makeup she left the room and the doctorÕs office.   
 Tuesday dragged on interminably for Danielle.  Tuesday night, as she was 
just finishing her evening meal, the phone rang.  It was Dr. Foster. 
 ÒWhen you come tomorrow wear something special, Danny,Ó the doctor told 
her, ÒitÕs part of the therapy I have planned for you.  O.K.?Ó 
 ÒBut whyÉ?Ó she asked.  
 ÒJust do it, Danny, IÕll explain everything tomorrow.  See you then.Ó  The 
doctor hung up before she could ask anything more.   
 Mystified, Danielle chose to wear a plain white pants-suit whose jacket had 
purple piping at the lapels and around the collar of the shirt.  It set off her beautiful 
auburn hair and violet eyes.  With just a touch of gold jewelry at the ears, neck and 
wrist she made a striking appearance as she was ushered into the doctorÕs office 
Wednesday promptly at six P.M.   
 ÒOh yes,Ó commented Dr. Foster, Òthat will do fine.  Please sit down and 
weÕll get started.Ó 
 ÒPlease, doctor,Ó said Danielle, ÒI canÕt imagine what my dressing up has to 
do with my therapyÉÓ 
 ÒAll in good time, Danny.  Now let us begin at the beginning with a 
diagnosis.  You see, your problem is not at all unique.  In fact, it is becoming more 
and more common as more and more people realize that nature can make mistakes 
on both sides of the sexual line.  Now, you were right when, at our last session, you 
mentioned the trans-sexual operation as one modality for helping some victims of 
NatureÕs cruel mistake.  But, it is a very serious and complicated procedure.  It is 
one which is not taken lightly and then only as a last resort.  Frankly, Danny, I donÕt 
think you are a candidate for it at this point.  At least, not while there are other 
therapies available to try first.Ó 
 ÒBut doctor,Ó protested Danielle, ÒI canÕt go on the way IÕve been!  IÕll go 
out of my mind!  IÕll do something drasticÉ!Ó 
 ÒLet me ask you something, Danny,Ó retorted the doctor, ÒWhy did you 
come to me in particular as your therapist?Ó  When she began to flounder in search 
of an answer the doctor resumed.  ÒIÕll tell you why.  You were afraid that a man 
might characterize your problem in the Freudian manner as penis envy and let it go 
at that.  You felt, as a woman, that yours was a problem which you could discuss 
comfortably only with another woman.  This action alone, although there are others, 
tells me that there is enough of the female residual in you to give promise to the 
form of therapy I contemplate for you.Ó   
 ÒYou see, Danny,Ó the doctor went on, ÒWe know that every individual, 
male AND female, is born with a balance of masculine and feminine characteristics.  
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ItÕs when, through environmental and psychic pressures, an individual is pushed in 
the ÔwrongÕ direction that we get masculine women and feminine men.  Your early 
childhood and formative years were spent under such pressures.  Your problem is 
based on the conflict between your primary and secondary sexual characteristics 
and physiological changes your body experienced coming into conflict with the 
well developed masculine characteristics you had since childhood.Ó 
 ÒSo what are you going to do about this conflict, doctor,Ó asked Danielle 
apprehensively. 
 ÒNot I, Danny,Ó replied the doctor, Òyou!  I canÕt give you an injection or 
medication to cure your problem as if you had a cold or a fever.  In psychiatry the 
patient must cure himself.  The extent of the cure depends on how much the patient 
wants to be cured.  I can supply the means, the support and, in some cases the 
medication to make the process easier, where it is indicted, but the bulk of the job is 
yours, my dear.Ó 
 ÒBut how can I ever live a normal life feeling the way I do?Ó objected 
Danielle. 
 ÒWhat is normal?Ó asked the doctor.  ÒWhat we have to aim for is a normal 
lif e FOR YOU!  If we can achieve a lifestyle in which there is no conflict, one in 
which you can be comfortable with your own self-image, we will have achieved a 
great deal!  Do you realize how many men and women out there lead lives of quiet 
desperation?  Take a look at our suicide and mental hospital population figures 
sometime.  You will be astounded.Ó   
 ÒNow, we are concerned here with your problem,Ó continued the doctor, Ònot 
the rest of the world, so how will we proceed to help you?  You will  remember that 
I said earlier that nature makes mistakes on both sides of the sexual line.  Now I 
want to try an experiment.  I have another patient who has the same problem as you, 
but on the other side of the line.Ó  
 ÒDo you mean that heÕs a fairy?Ó asked Danielle in consternation. 
 ÒMy patient is the most handsome, intelligent and sensitive hunk of man you 
are likely to meet in a month of Sundays,Ó replied the good doctor.  ÒHe heads his 
own construction company, was a very competent athlete in college, and served in 
the Army Corps of Engineers.  His problem is that he canÕt relate to women as a 
man, and itÕs a small wonder! 
 ÒHis mother wanted a girl, so she name him Leslie, and kept him in dresses 
and let his hair grow long like a girlÕs until he started school.  His father ran out on 
them when he was an infant, which explains his motherÕs hate for all men and how 
she got away with feminizing him for so long.  He never had a male model to whom 
to relate.  His toys were dolls, kitchen utensils and sewing materials and his 
playmates were all girls, until he got into fourth grade.  He endured the nickname 
ÔSisÕ until puberty.  Then they stopped calling him that after he fought and beat five 
boys one after another.  His nose was broken in that fight and it was never set right, 
but I think it gives his face that Ôlived-inÕ look. 
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 ÒAnyhow, he had a natural talent with machinery and building things which 
a sympathetic teacher noted and helped him to develop.  After his discharge from 
the Corps of Engineers, he formed his own construction company and has been 
quite successful at it.   
 ÒHis problem, like yours, surfaced after puberty when he found that though 
he like women, as people, he couldnÕt relate to them in a sexual way.  He too had a 
homosexual experience in the army and he found that he could not go that route 
either.  That is why I think that there is hope for the both of you if  you are willing to 
make the individual adjustments you will need to make a ÔnormalÕ life out of your 
unique situation.  Are you willing to try?Ó 
 ÒDo you mean that you want me to go to bed with him?Ó asked Danielle, 
aghast. 
 ÒNo, no,Ó laughed Dr. Foster, ÒNothing as crude as that!  What I want to see 
first is whether or not you two can form some kind of a working relationship.  If we 
succeed in that respect, weÕll cross the other bridges when we come to them.  So 
what I did was to persuade him to take you to dinner tonight, thatÕs all.  After that, 
weÕll see what happens.Ó 
 ÒDoes he know about me and my probÉÓ 
 ÒHe knows as much about you as you know about him.  I shall expect your 
mutual desire to solve your problems and take you from there, O.K.?Ó 
 ÒWellÉÓ said Danielle, still hesitant. 
 ÒGood!  HeÕs waiting in the outer office.  IÕll bring him in and introduce you 
to each other.Ó  Without further ado the doctor crossed over the office to a door 
leading to her outer office and called out: ÒMr. Durban, would you come in, 
please?Õ 
 Leslie DurbanÕs broad shoulders and six-foot, two inch frame just about 
filled the space between the door jambs.  He unconsciously bowed as if to protect 
his head as he entered the doctorÕs office.  When he straightened out and his eyes 
focused on DanielleÕs face she felt an involuntary sinking feeling in her stomach.  
Those eyes!  Those beautiful limpid eyes, surrounded by thick dark lashes!  
Danielle thought that a man had no business with such beautiful eyes!  No wonder 
his mother had kept him as a girl.  With such expressive eyes what woman could 
refrain from wanting to mother him?  
 Leslie, on his part, took in her statuesque form and features.  In her white 
pants suit and with her hair in a short Italian cut, she looked like a Dresden Doll.  
Yet, there was about her stance, an aura around her brow and chin, a strength which 
belied the delicacy of her overall appearance.  
 Dr. Foster, her eyes going from one face to the other, noted with satisfaction 
the effect each had had upon the other.  ÒGood,Ó she said, the corners of her eyes 
crinkling with good humor, ÒLeslie Durban, IÕd like you to meet Danielle Korman.  
She has consented to have dinner with you tonight, Leslie, so shake hands and come 
out fighting!Ó  This last because she could see that neither of them were paying the 
slightest bit of attention to her.  So rapt were they in each other that Dr. Foster gave 
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Leslie a playful poke on the arm.  ÒCome on, Les, shake hands with the lady and 
take her to dinner.  IÕve still got one more patient to see before I can get to mine!  
So, letÕs get on with it!Ó 
 Leslie blinked, and both of the blushed self-consciously as they came 
together and shyly shook hands.   
 ÒIÉIÕm pleased to meet you, MissÉMiss Korman, is it?Ó  Even as he 
stumbled over the words Danielle could not help thrilling at the sound of his voice 
which sounded like controlled thunder coming from the depths of the immense 
cavern of his chest. 
 ÒYes,Ó replied Danielle, Òand IÕmÉIÕmÉp-pleased to meet you too!Ó   
 ÒO.K., O.K.,Ó said Dr. Foster, taking an arm of each of them and propelling 
them towards the outer office from which Leslie had just come.  ÒNow, if  the two of 
you want to talk awhile and get better acquainted before you go to supper you can 
use the outer office.  I have another patient to see now!  Off with you!Ó  So saying, 
she got them through the door and closed it behind them.  Then she leaned back on 
the closed door breathing a great sigh of relief holding up both hands with her 
fingers crossed.  After a moment of reflection, she crossed over to her desk with an 
air of resolve and signaled her secretary to send in the next patient.   
 An hour later, as she dismissed her last patient of the day through the door of 
the outer office, she was surprised to see Danielle and Leslie still seated on the 
couch in animated discussion.  
 ÒHey, you two, I thought I sent you out to supper an hour ago!  Come on, 
now, IÕve got to close the office.  I have a date for dinner too and IÕm starving, even 
if you arenÕt!Ó  They both got up with profuse apologies and all three left the office 
laughing at the ludicrousness of the situation.  
 When Danny next met with Dr. Foster, the good doctor was surprised to note 
the sad look on her patientÕs face.  
 ÒWhatÕs the matter, Danny,Ó she inquired, ÒThe way you two acted the other 
night I thought that youÕd be on cloud nine by now.  What happened?Ó 
 ÒNothing,Ó replied Danny, ÒItÕs the same old story with me.  I meet a man, 
and, for a moment I think: Oh!  This is it!  Maybe now I can be a woman!  So I try, 
and I try and I TRYÉ But I fail!   WhatÕs the matter with me, doctor?  Do you 
know, he didnÕt even try to kiss me goodnight!  He said that heÕd call me.  I waited 
and waited and he never called!  What did I do wrong, doctor?Ó 
 ÒYou tried to be a woman, Danny, and you forgot that he has the same 
problem as you, only in reverse!  He canÕt relate to a woman as a man.  Any 
woman, no matter how beautiful!  No, the only way that you can get to Leslie is if 
you react to him as if  HE were a woman and YOU were a man!  If you want to get 
him into bed with you, then YOUÕVE got to seduce HIM.  You want him to marry 
you, then YOUÕVE got to pursue HIM!  ThatÕs the trick in this situation.Ó 
 ÒYou canÕt sit back,Ó the doctor continued, Òand wait for him to come after 
you.  He just canÕt do that.  But he MAY,  he just might, react to a campaign of 
YOURS, if the man in you can reach the woman in him.  If you can show him that 
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you can make him happy.  If you can show him that you understand his problem 
and that you want him just as he is, with no desire to change him or threaten his 
status quo and that the two of you can make a good life together.Ó 
 ÒYou mean a sort of role reversal sort of thing?Ó asked Danielle. 
 ÒExactly!Ó said the doctor.  ÒThe key to happiness in any relationship is the 
willingness of the partners to adapt to each otherÕs needs.  Are you willing to give it 
a try?Ó 
 ÒYes!  YesÉIÕll try anything!  Anything!Ó 
 Dr. Foster handed her the phone and said: ÒThen hereÕs the phone, and hereÕs 
his number.  Call him up right now and convince him to have dinner with you 
tonight.  At your apartment if  possible.  If not there, then anywhere that you can talk 
to him and explain the situation.Ó 
 ÒOh, I couldnÕt!  I wouldnÕt know what to say right offhand!Ó 
 ÒAlright.  Think about it for awhile, but you call him up before you leave 
here today.  ItÕs your only chance.  Use the outer office and let me know how you 
make out.  Ha, ha!  I made a funny!  Make out!  Ha, ha!Ó 
 When Dr. Foster looked in on Danielle after she had dismissed her next 
patient she found her glowing with pleasure.  
 ÒHe agreed to have dinner with me again!Ó she exulted, ÒHe agreed and I 
didnÕt even have to convince him or anything!  WeÕll be dining at the same place as 
last time!Ó 
 ÒThatÕs a wonderful sign, Danny,Ó said the doctor, Ònow the rest is up to you.  
You will have to make the breakthrough.  So, go home now and put on your best 
bib and tucker and good luck!Ó 
 Danielle floated home and bathed and dressed very carefully.  By the time 
she got to the restaurant, however, the euphoria had worn off and it was a very 
nervous Danielle who arrived a half-hour early and spent the time waiting restlessly 
at the bar, toying with her drink, which she had ordered to give her courage.  When 
she saw him come through the door of the restaurant, she hastily gulped the 
remainder of her drink and walked towards Leslie with both hands reaching out in 
greeting.   
 When they were seated and had their salad in front of them on the table, and 
the small talk ran out, they both started to toy with their food, each apparently 
without appetite and waiting for something to happen.  Suddenly Danielle stopped 
toying with hers, pushed the dish away and said:  
 ÒItÕs no good, Leslie, I canÕt eat or sleep or work or do anything again until 
we get this Ð this Ð situation straightened out!  Will you help me?Ó 
 ÒWhat do you mean, Danny?  You know that IÕd do anythingÉÓ 
 ÒThen talk to me, Les.  Tell me, do you want to Ð to Ð be friends?Ó 
 ÒOf course, Danny, in fact IÕd like to be much more than a friend to you, but 
IÉIÉÓ  
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 ÒI know, you have this problem.  Well, so do I!  Dr. Foster told me that your 
problem is similar to mine, but just the opposite.  That is, itÕs the same problem, but 
it runs in the opposite direction.Ó 
 ÒYes, she told me the same about you, but I donÕt know if I have the guts to 
maintain a relationship with you.  It seems like such a wild idea!Ó 
 ÒI donÕt know if IÕve got the guts either, Leslie, but Dr. Foster said that our 
success or failure would depend on how much we both wanted to life a normal 
lifeÉÓ 
 ÒNormal?Ó exploded Leslie, ÒWhat kind of normalcy can be expected from a 
couple of neurotics like us?  I donÕt know.  Maybe I should have been satisfied with 
just my workÉÓ 
 ÒBut you werenÕt satisfied!Ó cried Danny, Òand neither was I!  ThatÕs why 
we both went to Dr. Foster!  Oh darling, I want to try!  I want so much to try!  
DonÕt you think that we owe it to ourselves to see if we can overcome at least some 
of the barriers?  Look, maybe we wonÕt be entirely successful with ourselves, but if 
we can make a start, then maybe we can find someone else with whom to be more 
successful.  As weÕre alive weÕve got to keep trying or life itself isnÕt worth 
anything!Ó 
 ÒBy golly, Danny,Ó said Leslie, ÒyouÕre not only the most beautiful woman 
IÕve ever met, but the bravest too!  Do you mean to sit there and tell me that you 
would gamble your sanity, even the rest of your life itself on a joker like me?Ó  
 ÒOh Leslie,Ó cried Danny, placing her hands on his across the table, tears 
brimming up in her eyes, ÒIÕm going to tell you something that I never thought IÕd 
say to any man!  IÉIÉlove you, Les, and if you could love me back I donÕt think 
there is anything we couldnÕt do Ð together!Ó 
 ÒYou know, youÕre right, sweetheart,Ó replied Les, tears of emotion welling 
in his eyes at the sight of her tears, Òso, come on, letÕs eat up!  WeÕre going to need 
all the strength we can muster for the job ahead!Ó 
 So, they ate the rest of their supper and decided to go to DannyÕs place to 
discuss and plan how they were going to accomplish the goals of their new 
undertaking.  Once inside the apartment Danny started the ball rolling by entering 
LeslieÕs arms and offering her lips for a kiss.  It was a strained and awkward kiss, 
marred by a collision of noses, an unbalanced stance, a tangling of arms.  However, 
in a few minutes they were comfortably seated on the couch and the awkwardness 
melted away as they became more accustomed to each otherÕs body and the kisses 
became more and more passionate until they both came up for air.  
 ÒYou know,Ó said Leslie when they had stopped love-making for a smoke 
and a drink, ÒThis is the first time that IÕve ever done this with a girl and felt the 
way I do now.Ó  
 ÒI know what you mean, Les,Ó she answered, Òthis is the first time that I have 
actually enjoyed physical contact with a man, so maybe we arenÕt as hopelessly out 
of whack as we thought!Ó 
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 ÒI donÕt know about that, Hon, all that necking and I didnÕt even get an 
erection!  I donÕt think that I can perform like a man!Ó 
 ÒThatÕs just the point, Leslie,Ó she cried, Òin our arrangement you donÕt have 
to!  ThatÕs the beauty of it!Ó 
 ÒWhat are you getting at?Ó he inquired. 
 ÒLook,Ó responded Danny, Òyour mind tells you that you want to be a 
woman, just as my mind tells me I want to be a man.  O.K., be a woman!  IÕll take 
the male role.  IÕll make love to you, IÕllÉÓ and she began to do it.  Clumsily at 
first, but with increasing urgency and skill she began to remove his shirt and to 
make love to his increasingly bared body.  He, for his part soon cooperated to the 
extent of beginning to undress her, and, together they made their way to the 
bedroom discarding their clothes on the way.   
 After a while, Leslie was heard to shout: ÒLook, Danny, IÕve got it!  IÕve got 
an erection!Ó 
 ÒThen letÕs use it before you lose it!Ó she answered.  And they did! 
 DannyÕs next session with Dr. Foster was attended by both she and Leslie.  
The good doctor was very happy to hear of the outcome of the encounter she had 
engineered.   
 ÒAll right,Ó she said, ÒNow that you have broken the first barrier, weÕll 
continue on a dual basis with individual sessions for each of you as needed to work 
out purely individual problems.  We have a long way to go, but weÕve made a good 
start.  Sex, as you know, or will  find out, is a small albeit important aspect of a 
relationship.  You will both be changing as you grow, and these changes will  have 
to be dealt with and worked out.  Notice, I said relationship, not marriage, because I 
wouldnÕt advise it until you both feel strong enough to make a go of it.  So take it 
easy now.  YouÕre going in the right direction, but a hasty decision now could upset 
the whole apple cart!Ó  
 As time went on, the dual sessions helped them each to know the other 
better.  To understand the motivations and biases behind their behavior towards 
each other.  The individual sessions helped to iron out some of the factors each 
deemed too delicate to air with the other.  In time, these factors seemed to decrease 
as their lives and its living drew them closer and closer together.  It was no surprise 
to the doctor, therefore, when, after about three months Danny and Leslie 
announced plans to be married right after the New Year.  
 ÒAnd,Ó said Danny in breathless afterthought, Òwe want you to be our 
parents, best man and matron of honor all rolled up into one, doctor!  We owe you 
so muchÉÓ 
 ÒNonsense,Ó chuckled the doctor happily, Òjust doinÕ mÕ duty, MaÕam.  
Gosh, IÕll have to get me a new outfit and a hair do Ð you two better be happy, now, 
yÕhear?Ó 
 They were quietly married by a Justice friend of Dr. FosterÕs and went on a 
honeymoon cruise to the Caribbean.  A few months later Danny missed one of her 
morning sessions with Dr. Foster.  
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 ÒOh, Doctor,Ó she moaned over the phone.  To which the doctor queried: 
ÒNausea, vomiting, and you canÕt stand the sight or smell of food?Ó  To which 
Danny replied: ÒYes, itÕs awful!Ó 
 ÒGood,Ó replied the doctor, ÒIÕll bet itÕs going to be a boy!  They always 
make the mother sicker than the girls, the little rascals!Ó 
 The doctor was only half right.  In due time Danny was delivered of a set of 
fraternal twins by Caesarian Section.  A boy and a girl.  The proud and happy 
parents, resolving not to make the same mistake as their parents named the boy Jack 
and the girl Jane after Dr. Foster.   
 ÒOh, Doctor,Ó said the happy mother, Òfor the first time in my life, I feel like 
a woman, and I love it!Ó 
 ÒMe too,Ó Leslie joined in.  Then blushing furiously, he hurriedly added: ÒI 
mean, that, for the first time in my life, I feel like a man!  You know, all during her 
pregnancy I suffered with Danny.  I got sick when she did, felt every pain she felt 
and even suffered through the operation with her!  But now, for some reason, that 
all seems behind me, like my childhood.  When I look at my son, thank God, for the 
first time in my life I really feel like a man!Ó 
 ÒWe-e-ll,Ó said Dr. Foster, after viewing with unvarnished pleasure the 
product of her therapy, ÒI knew I was good, but this surpasses all of my 
expectations!Ó 
 ÒDonÕt take all of the credit, doctor,Ó said Leslie with a twinkle in his eye, 
Òwe had a little bit to do with it too, you know!Ó 
 ÒAnd donÕt forget the indispensable ingredient, darling!Ó commented 
Danielle, and they all three voiced the word simultaneously exchanging knowing 
looks.  The word was: ÒLOVE!Ó 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  


