THE MISER
"As some lone miser, visiting his store,
Bends at his treasure, counts, recounts it o'er;"
Goldsmith

A miser is a person to whom money has ceased to be a means to an end
but has become the end of living itself. He is one who starves the mind andlbody
and pirit in the midst of plenty. Perhaps the most pathetic individuals who
ever require the services of an undertaker are dead misers. Certainly during
their lifetime ;;:;egzz’among the most warped and stricken creatures in-
habiting God's globe.

People instinctively shun a known miser so that his life isAlonely and
barren of human companionship, This is the way he apparently wants it. ke
A}ittle gluttonies of life are not for him: the occasional mild drunk, the

week-end with an amiable blonde, that expensive new Debussy album by Maggie
Teyte that one shouldn't have bought, He denies himself everything that makes
life bearable to a person of normal tastes and appetites...

One wonders what fractuees of personality or scars of heredity or child-
hood make up a miser, Our psychologist would probably adjust his pincneZ and
pontificate about the basic sense of insecurity that spurs him on. The final
irony is that this fanatic drive for security--if that is what is is--usually
finishes him off.- Malnutrition is the occupational diseazme of the well-heeled
?iser... I believe miserliness to be a form of mental illness where the normal

ﬂlggxﬁefkselfapreservatlon runs amuck and becomes %ransfarme%\into a suicidal

urge for the final security of death. There ought to be a law...
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By miser I do not mean the revolting niggard that walks a mile to rea%

Same. Chicago Tribusa., He is merely "tight"--and deserves nothing more than a
kick in the coccyx for walking even ten paces to read the frib. These "tight"

individuals are fundamentally just plain selfish, in a mean, greedy, snuffling




sort of way, and are just as liable to go on a fine, free-spending, beard-
growing drunk the following week.

Your true miser doesn't even want to read a newspaper--free or not.
He prefers to live in a bleak, covetous little world of his own, completely in-
sulated from depressio% wars or other disasters except insofar as these
events may interfere with «lﬁs/\worship of his God, Money! | He distrusts his
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fellow men and all his institutions. Banks will never do. Ab must in-
variably have his money near him, so that he can run it through his fingers
or walk barefoot on it or whatever it is misers do when they arg¢alone.
His devotion to it is not primarily selfish--that is, to ultimately satisfy
some «phpa'su-l[\personal apretite--but is in a sense peculiarly selfless. He

will mortify the flesh, even unto death, in his )&rship of the object of
! oandl
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his adoration... Then one day mes and, the undertaker carzz him away,

osre foms wi it i b slrrms T,
A}etu.ag-—the relati

ives and tax collectors yﬁ:@t;\ovet the remains. For it

is surprising how many people, especially remote relatives, pop up to revere
f R
his memory i after the swag is found.
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I have buried a number of misers and each experience so shakes me that
ol .

I somehow Mﬁd&%ﬁm"geck myself in laurel wreathes and reel from
A . W%WI :

tavern to tavern, shouting and 1eaping,{\ rying desperately to push aside this

ot

latestAmn—ef the essential lonliness of pumy Man., Instead, being a
respectable small-town undertaker, I usually round up the boys and retire to

a back room, numbing myself witb\ poker and blended whiskey far into the nighte..
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stood Zda bald, lonely hill above the river and commanded a
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splendi view of the confluence of the Chippew sewage canal with

e
the Sucker River, This river, oddly enough, received its name

because it was inha.bited by suokers.-“ mekimg it something of a
insisted upon calling

geogr ical freak i which frequentlyfmaxx
nﬁﬂq“ another
devoid of{\pine:an Maple Street,{

showere' its pedestna.ns vuth pine needles...
. 0ld Rolf wq.s poor . He was so poor that people pitied
him when they saw hfm/\sitzing.on the banksof the SBucker River, just
below the sewage canal, fishing £ eedy suckers,
Aueed a burlap/pig potatoe sack for a creel, ‘A After many hours%
when the sack was full, he would arise stiffly and shoulder his
glithery load, and plod up the hill to his shack -- where he
proceeded to clean and preserve Asuckers in
" a%&® tin containers of salt brine, For it was known that old Ohming
##¢ ate these loathsome-looking fish, which was highpcause for pitye
) Mo otr st T rricintosn
considering the poverty it,showed, -and-considering-fusiher. the
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place where he caught them,..
When f{ he first came to Chippewaé d Ohming ha.d been
ok
married, For a number of years he worked in thel\repa.ir gshop of one
of the mines and lived in a little rented company-owned house on a

treeless s reetﬁca.ll d Elm,,. He was an expert sharpener of saws—-—

filer, I think, is the technical name, The Ohmings were childless
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livered the petfed aw, received his payment, muttere

Gaswed- couples®who occasionally,déé their wrestling on the hill near his
shack#_were“ known to hgve/claimed later that they heard wild strains of

violin music coming from his darkened shafk late at night. is eerie music
coauel A
_was, K semekew a greater deterrent to/\t.respassers than a slavering dogfihe

/W%rs quickly found other hi&l: u% 72%1 to conduct their matches.

A

w®shut the door in their face,

Then one autumn eveéni@akipen)the Finn lo ez, brought a circular

saw to be sharpened., Repeated knocks’\brought no answer, so Makinen went

away. Before he left he observed through a crack in % clrtain that

a light was burning.% out side padlocks wef'e dangling unlocked. 0ld OW
must be imxikx inside...The next morning ¥ came back and still no answer. The
outside locks were still the same way}A.Since this was the longest time old Ohming
hag:‘t::en e¥er known to stay away from his shack, Makinen reported the incident

to the chief of police.

)
"Somet.ingsAfmmy up dat ol' man Ohming's s'ack," Makinen concluded.
We found old Ohming dead in hj SN
il =, s Gl
"Hea
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s shack :
4ible. Vet o Suh, piclly on Kei fast..
drew .an-ol-%i\ blanket &Athe body. There—wee—=mearly a—dosen—ef -these cans

attack," the coroner sagely observed, as he

kerosene lantern suspended from a rafter above the body, still lighted. We
loocked around... “Mn (MM
The shack was a fantastic litter -ﬁ/‘kodds and ends: balls of string and cord

suspended from the rafters, endless piles ofAnewspapers, a little work bench




littered with files and saws and other tools of his trade. We saw a music
stand from the side of which hung suspended a fifidle. A tetbe kakkx table near

the music rack was covered with piled sheets of ruled brown wrapping paper. 1

looked closer. Each sheet was a musiéal composition for violin--eolos,

concerti, quartets, duets--all composed by Rudolph Ohming and carefully dated.
This was the strange music that lovers on the hillside hoafd at night...

"Look herel" the chief spoke, rummaging in a tall, old-fashioned writing
desk. He drew out a canvas bound bookkeeping ledger. In it, in old Rudolph's
careful handwritng, appeared to be noted every penny old Rudolph had spent
since he had moved to his shack years before...

Most of the purchases were for salt and flour and kerosene, a few for
sugar and coffee, a very few for clothing, and a smail amount for annual
taxes on his plot of ground. Nothing more? What did he live on? The
answer was obvious: potatoes and suckers... Here was a qgg/zgtzd
Thoreau's brief stay at Walden Pond into the realm of a bacchnalian orgy.

"What'n hell are these?" the coroner saying, drawing a sheef of brown
wrapping paper from a wooden shelf., What were they indeed! The sheets were
covered with involved mathematical equations, some so long that old Rudolph
had to paste two or more sheets together to accommodate his figures. We started
at each other. 0Old Rudolph Ohming--the composer and mathematician. Was he a
madman or a genius? Alas, we kxdxm shall never know. Later on the public
administrator of Rudolph's estate had all the papers--music and equations—-—
burmed before I could raise a finger to stop him.

"What estate?" you ask. Let me tell you. Before we left, that day we
found the body, we rummaged around to try to find the names of some reintivoa.
No letters or addresses were found. "Herel" the chief said, flipping the pages
of an old leather-bound family bible. "Hell, it's written in Arabic!" he said,
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"Let me see," I said, beingg something of a dull student of Sr.xminm
"o Y

Scandinavian lanwuages./\ Yes, it was written in Danish, It was Mrs. Ohming's

family bible and would no}“h p us, find old Ohming's relatives——but might
el po-
give us a leadA The eavy bible slipped from my hands, ae#t the pages

M‘*’Ms the large book fell to the floor.

"Myﬁﬁwdl" the chief said, kneeling and recovering a eme hundred dollar
billswhech M% bk, A Lo /lf‘g‘& ;
o b ok o i
su denl}{became devoted students of the bible.M Before we left we
0ld

ol
found slightly over seven thousand dollars in currency in the bible,
Aapparently used hundred dollar bills 4 Fersonally,
G getyned O wee ol
I wee unpaid water bills... :
" 5 W whon | thevvered A'W"I"‘? A’”’W

fmym
Old,Ohming was burjed--in grand style, you may rest assurrm\ :
A Lot P A7 rishose: Lothy Ko oot Bt St L g,

came to his funera]7 No authentic relatives were ever found and his esta
finally reverted to the State of Michigan. "You mmm mean the entire seven

‘?.
thousand dollars?" you ask., Hell no-~I mean the entire thirty-odd thousand §

- \

dollars left after all of us got our whack... i, Lol _;

You see, when the men came to clean out the shack)l\ hey first had to get

rid of the revolting carbide cans of suckers. So they a a deep hole, hel%

- Munade
hm&—l-—m—te—a.t—thet
Athe admlnlstﬁ or and I wno;‘pres nt. the sevénth can a met l ob,,e t

L an
M t,umbled out that surely wasn't a sucker, /\The menoreluct.antly 5 1sh£ o
m %‘J '(M .
he hole. You guessed it--it was an air-tight metal container which yeilde

their noses, and poured the suckers dowg he hole.

over ten thousand dollars in cash and securities... The rest of the suckers
wax were sifted with loving care--it made such a pretty picture I just wished

and wished I had my Brownie--and Anear y fifteen thousand dollars more,
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