I RAN FROM CONGRESS

by
Robert Traver

This summer I debated runmning for Congress. My wife was against it from |

the start. "Didn't you know there's an open season on congressmen?" she said,|

I swiftly told Grace that now that the shooting was transferred from Korea to
Congress we statesmen could doubtless persuade the Army to lend us their
vests-~those new bullet-proof ones. "We'll investigate 'em if they don't,"
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"You always make joke,” Grage said., "But remember--~I1 warned you."

"Traver for Congress |" I intoned,

Unfortunately there is no way of running for Congress without confiding
in someone, I confided in somom—-md then came the deluge.

The first tidal wave that overran uw office was a delegation from a
ladies' discussion group. They sat around with pursed lips and folded arms
until nostalgia for Helen Hokinson engulfod'.me.

"Yes?" I ventured, to break the spell.

e understand you're running for Congro}sa," the chairman suddenly shot at|
me, It was more of a challenge than a question,

"jellw-ah--I've been considering it," I replied, a little pompously,
fluttering my eyelashes that anyone should care., "Traver for Congressi" I
thought . '

The ladies looked signiﬁcantiy at each other, "Then how do you stand on
Joe?" the leading lady asked.

"How's that again?" I said.

“"How do you stand on McCarthy," the lady declared.

A dead silence fell, The perfumed ladies leaned heavily together, like
herd bulls, It was a picture Helen Hokinson had been spared.

"Gingerly," I said.

"How's that?” the lady said.

"I said gingerly."




The ladies looked at each other, baffled, then back at me, "What we
want to know--are you for McCarthy or against him?" the leader said. "Yes or
notH ;

"Madam," I replied, "I'm against conventional burial, I'm for outright
cremation--followed possibly by urn burial,"

"Oh," said the lady, herding her fleeing delegation to the door.
"Gwendolyn, did you heér what ih?t;man 8aid? We must wire Washington..."
"I'11 compromise by allowing him bo be stilffed with old subpoenas and
mounted in the Senate washroom--as the horrible example,"” I hurled after the
last lady,

I told Grace about it. She shook her head, "The trouble with you is
you're too honest and candid--and you must always mke{fi“&lo Joke," she said,
"There are those," I fought back, "whe ¢laim that integrity and a sense
of humor are about the same thing,"

"But they never become politicians," Grace answered, "Not successful

ones,"

The next delegation was from "labor." "How do you stand on Taft-Hartley?"

they demanded,
"I hesitate to critize the dead, gentlemen," 1 answered, "and I don't kuow
Mr, Hartley."

"Don't be funny. What we mean is the law—how do you stand on the act?"
"I've never read it and, moreover, I doubt that any of you have," I said,
"Like a good juror I am trying to bring to the enterprise an open mind, Appar-
ently you would prefer me to close it before the facts are in, Do you men want
4 congressman or a lobbyist? You ask how I stand on the act. Before standing |
on the act I'd first like to get into it,"

"“Wise guy, eh? Well, that's all we wanma know, fella, Goodbye, "
They were gone.

I did not tell Grace,




The next delegation was a tourist outfit. "How do you stand on the St.
Lawrence Waterway?" they asked.

"Poorly," I murmured, "I sink every time." I shoel my head and lifted a
hand. "No faith, I guess." 2

"How do you stand on inereasing personal income tax exemptions," a flying
wedge of bankers pressed me,

"Ah, how do You stand?" I countered, developing sudden low animel cunning,

"We're agin '‘em,"

"Then I'm for 'em," I heard myself saying, "You've just this moment con-
vineed me,"

"How do you stand on Joe? " a League for better-something-or-other shot
at me,

By this time I was growing cagey as a fox. I arose and struck an atti-
tude. My eyes grew misty. "As I contemplate the long vista of four years to
go for Joe, gentlemen," I poetieally intoned, "I see a vast peed!" I paused.
"What this country needs is a good five-se¢ent perfume."

That night in our bedroom Grace and I talked far into the night. The
candidate was sore perplexed and told all his troubles, I mimbled, I told
how, ever since I was a kid, I'd longed to go to Washington to see those re-

markable hybrid t:l'mr'ry’~ blossoms, "They were Japanese when I was in grade

school,” I told her, "Then in 19141 they suddenly befame Korean, Then in 1945
they miraculously became Japan§u again, I've just got to see them, Their
symbolism/(g;;ressea me,"

"Look," Grace said. "Why don't you give up this erazy Congress thing,
It's not for you. You get that naw fly rod and go fishing in Canada instead,
Then next spring we'll go see the Koranese blossoms together, How do you stand
on that?® A

I lay blinking in the dark. I saw myself on distant waters waving a
glistening fairy wmlovcr rising trout, My dreams of statesmanship were
melting away, "It's a deal," I finally whispered, "Traver for Trout I"

And that, folks, is how close I came to gettihg beat for Congress.
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