
"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 and body 

and~irit in the midst of plenty. Perhaps the most pithetic inuividuals who 

ever require the services of an undertaker are dead misers. Certainly during 
~ 

their lifetime~ are among the most warped and stricken creatures in-
A 

habiting God's globe. 
~ 

People instinctively shun a known miser so that his life is lonely and 
/\ 

barren of human companionship. This is the way he apparently wants it. ~ 
~ th, 
"-little 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 fract~es of personality or scars of heredity or child­

hood make up a miser. Our psychologist would probably adjust his pincneJt. 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 disea.Jle of the well-heeled 

miser ..• I believe miserliness 
~cf 

U@:e/\fe~ self-preservation runs 

urge for the final security of 

By miser I do not mean the 

to be a form of mental illness where the normal 
~ 

and becomes ta sn:s:foi mes into a 

" 
amuck suicidal 

death. There ought to be a law... , 

revolting niggard that walks a mile to r~ ~ 
/I 

,,-_ Chicago TribUBl!l, He is merely "tight 11-and deserves nothing more than a 

kick in the coccyx for waliing 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 doesntt 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 depressiotl:, wars or other disasters except insofar as these 

events may interfere with ~o~s God, Money! (H~rusts his 
(}~~~~~~~ 

fellow men and all his institutions. Banks will never ~o. 11.• must in- ~.;z.~ 

' l 
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 arf/alone. 

His devotion to it is not primarily selfish--that is, to ultimately satisfy 
~~ 

some,~;ies•eeil\personal appetite--but is in a sense peculiarly selfless. He 

will mortify the flesh, even unto death, in his kship of the object of 

his adoratioq... Then one~ ~e~ ~ undertaker carts him away, 
~ '"-"' ~ ,,rw( ~ ~j~ -t, ~ q • 

I\~~ the relaE.ves and tax collectors ~ ovet the remains. For it 

is surprising how many people, especially remote relatives, pop up to revere ----his· memory~td'!' I j 1 flt dli • I fy after the swag is found. 

I have buried a number of misers and each experience so shakes me that 

I somehow f--ipd pW"s•J.f .,M:t;~eck myself~ laurel wreathes and reel from 
{\;. ~ ~ ~~~,, 

tavern to tavern, shouting and 1Tapl~g; ·?rying desperately to push aside this 
J,LLk,, t:,.Z I\ 

lates\~t.ic;iR: ef the essential lonliness of ~ Man. Instead, being a 

respectable small-town undertaker, I usually round up the boys and retire to 

a back room, numbing myself~er and blended whiskey far into the night ••• 

• 

\. 



slithery load, and plod up the hill to his shack -- wnere he 
~CIILJvu{ 

proceeded to clean and preserve tbo lo&tAioma looking, suckers in -,.. 
...., tin containers of salt brine. For it was known that old Ohming 

~ 
~~p ~ these loathsome-loo~ing fi~hj which was highAcause for pity_., 

~ , ~ ~, Cg i;JQ rdlfT4 ~ 
c onsideri~g the poverty i ~ &J..oweEl,f\ a.ns. QQ;aiid.&i'iBg · £ui'tbe~ the 

place wnere he caught tnem... ~ 

When 1~ he first came to Chippewa~ Oruning had been 

married. For a number of years he worked in the~~ of one I\ . 

of the mines and lived in a little rented company-owned house on a 

treeles~d Elm ..• He was an expert sharpener of saws­

" filer, I think, is 
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vit '\ 
anyone into his shack. me met visitors at~b,e....S.M1.-!ll'\1rco~pilie~c;o:uQl~dlhh:e:ar 

him rattling the dull saw or de-

received his payment, muttere ank you--
' 

shut the door in their face, t, Jr; t ~ ' - ~+& 
shac~:::•tow::v~=t:::::h::.-:::gw:dt::r::: :;ar his ' 

, ~~;::, ~ :zed~~~ 
violin music coming from his darkened sha late at night.,\ 'Yni{ eerie music 

. was. sem1h1w a greater deterrent t~ssers than a slaverin~ dog,.!/,he 

~rs quickly found other h~ll ?);~ to conduct ~heir matches, 

Then one autumn even~inen,the~~:t;,;:_rought a circular 

saw to be sharpened. Repeated knockscrirought no answer, so Makinen went 

" ~ away. Before he left he observed through a crack in a tlrawn curtain that 
~ ft. 

a light was burning. :the outside padlocks were dangling unlocked. Old O~ 
;t. ~ -• T 

must be iJocix inside .•• The next morning -b came back and still no answer. The 
~L !-

outside locks were still the same way1~·since this was the longest time old Ohming 
JNlN 

had been~ known to stay away from his shack, Makinen reported the incident 
A 

to the chief of police. 
) ~ 

"Sometings funny up dat ol' man Ohming's s'ack," Makinen concluded. 
A ~~~41,~ 

j'==~o"::, ~O~e~ • hif b~~ ,!!±~;,, ~fa4 ... 
-r~ sw.e1'grs. ~ 11Hear{ attack," the coroner sage y observed, as he 

q,.,, ~ 
drew .i,l:l. el~ blanket .-.!\the body. 'Phe2:e ,,'8.e ?tearly a eoseft of tl:iese cans 

of BP:i:ne old carbide cans wbi cb be bad gottea from the mlrtes. There was a 
-.. -- ........... -

kerosene lantern suspended from a rafter above the body, still lighted. We 

looked around ••. "·{IP-,~ t4it~ 
The shack was a fantastic litter*,/(dd:,Jnd ends: balls of string and cord 

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



littered with files and aawa and other tools of his trade. We saw a music 

at:md trom the side of whic~ hung suspended a fillle. A batbe ntilx table near 

the music rack was covered with piled sheets ot ruled brown wrapping paper. I 

looked closer. Each sheet wa1 a musical composition tor violin-solos, 

concerti, quartets, duets-all composed by Rudolph Ohming and carefully dated. 

Thie was the 1trange music that lovers on the hillside heard at night ••• 

"Look here1" the chiet spoke, rummaging in a tall, old-fashioned writing 

desk. He drew out a canvas bound bookkeeping ledger. In it, in old Rudolph' 1 

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 tew tor 

sugar and coffee, a very few tor clothing, and a small amount 1·or annual 

taxes on hie plot of ground. Nothing more1 What did he live on? The 
that 

anewer was obvious: potatoe1 and suckers... Here was a m.m,"moved 

Thoreau'• brief stay 11t 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 1 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. Old Rudolph Ohming--the composer and mathematician. Wai he a 

madman or a geniu_s? Alae, we udxJl shall never know. Later a1 the public 

administrator of Rudolph'• estate had all the papers-music and equations­

burned before I could raise a finger to atop him. 

"What estate?" you ask. Let me tell you. Before we lett, that da1 wo 

found the body, we rummaged around to try to find the names o! some relatives. 

No letters or addresses ore tound. 11Here1" the chief said, !lipping the page• 

ot an old leather-bound family bible. "Hell, it's written in Arabic I" he said. 
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looked closer./\ ~~sheet was a~usical composition.5for vi_olin-sw~s~ ~ 
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concerti,;quai'tets, duets--all compo~~.<:i~~; 3 ;ti, -Ohmi~~t:1:1.ly Qa,h~ 

.P./U..e,~ ~~"~.).~'<.,.,,.:,,&~,, ---- -~fa-~~·~ 
This was the strange music that~lovers on the hillside heari at night... ~ 

"Look herel" the chief •Poke~ging in a tall, old-fashioned writing '\:~~ 

desk. He drew out a canvas bound bookkeeping ledger. In it, in old Rudolph's ~1 

\\ 
\" 

careful handwritng, appeared to be noted every penny old Rudolph had spent 

since he had moved to his shack years before. ::,_::>- ___ /r 
----~-------------- e,wJ.~~.J 

~ ost of the purchases were for salt and flour and kerosene" a few for 

sugar and coffee, a very few for clothing, and a small amount for annual 
. .,, 

taxes on his plot of ground. Nothing moref What did he live on? The ~ 
that~4 

answer was obvious: potatoes and suckers ••• Here was a m.{!£/JaQaold ,...J 

1 Mld,~~tA>.oju,:,~lt,.J.,. ( ~ ~ 1! ~ 
(),{,t,/ Thoreau-...~ stay at Walden F'ond intc5 tnerealmob '°~~ orgy... ~ 
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(I~~~~ • ~ 
wrapping paper ~rom a wooden shelf. What wore they indeed I AThe sh~~ ' ·-. • 

co-va. with involved mathematical equations, some so long that old Rado~ 

ha~to paste two or more sheets together to ~ccomrnodate his figures. We etartes-
~ ~ A 

at e~ othM'. Old~- Ohming--tiil!S composer and mathematician.,. Was he a 

madman or a genius? Alas,
11
we lwixK shall never know,':_'f!_ter nth~ 

oll.,~ cf.f ~ ---~~ • 
administrator of 81ide:l.pk I\ estate had all th:" ~~mu and equations-

burned before I could raise a finger to stop him. 

--
"What est~:_?" you ask. Let me tell you. Before ~A that day we 

found the body11 we, rumma~d Sund tp t,r;y;. J9 +'.;I)d t e names of some re)-a~1;~es. ,, ,, Ill tut {;jtJ., • 't,,b/1, .~.,/ {Ju • ~~I H ~ ~ '¼ ~ 
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of -Mt;\ old leather-bound family bible~ 11He~i: ··it 1_s written in Arabic 111 he said. 



11Let me see," I said, being something of a dull student of ~ 
''()t,'~~1)~.·\ µ£_ ~ · 

Scandinavian languages.A Yes, it was written in Danish, It was Mrs. Ohming's 

family bible and w~-:i'~o; l hl\1-p us find old Ohming 1 s relatives-but might 
_ - i, W . \ J/~d ~ 

_give u,s a leadA/:°e eavy bible slipped from my hands, aai the pages 

~• the large book fell to the floor. 

"My(tawd ! 11 the chief said, kneeling and recovering a eM hundred dollar 

bill~ ~~LA~ =tJ- f s~ ~ fJ a.~ . . -f: __ _L __ ~~ 
(jjfo,{t,44, 'k.dt~.,, ·- ()W1.~~.,.,.~7··· 
~u~denly(became devoted students of the bible.l',t Before we left we 

"" t\ ced 
found slightly over seven thousand dollars in~curre9-c~ in the bible. Old 
~~ ~ ~ ~ • 11/UU,~ ~ -
~/\ apparently used hundred dollar bills ~ Personally, 
~~d ~ iA,,tU,, g4:( ~Mk_;u,,a,~ ••. 

I11 1!H unpaid water bills... ~ ~ p ~ kw-- k.;,~-d.:z 

Old~ng was burj.ed--in grand style, you maf rest assurred. Ntf ..-. . ~ 
,, ~ .Y,/dr_/Xd ~~ ~w,,-t. cl~~~-~ 

came to his funera:.,)\ No authentic relatives were ever found and his estat"e T \-

~ finally reverted to the State of Michigan. "You lllffl. mean the entir_e seven 

t dollars left after all of us got our whack... ""' ~ ;;,i~ + 
thousand dollars?" you ask. Hell no--I mean the entire thirty-odd thousand 

You see, when the men came to clean out ~hey first had to get t 
rid of the revolting carbide canaf/i suck~ they ~-~o~i , 

their nos;;.;Jnd poured~~rs ~r~ J:~~t~tJ::._ ~-~ 
~nis~tor and I ~/\pr~~ent~~A ~ the sev nth can" a metll obje ~ ~t/~-
~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~,f,;' · ·~·¥ &:t~ ~ /I tumbled out that surely wasn't a sucker, ,1._T'ri• men~reluctantly fish,p •. _-., {.~4 

tt.i, ~~le. You guessed it--it was an air-tight ~~Zner w~;eile.e ~ ;( 

over ten thousand dollars The rest of the suckers 

QI were sifted with loving care--it made such a pretty picture I just wished 

and wished I had Wff Brownie--and yi~n thousand dollars more, 

~~~~-
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