PAGE  
1

                       The Story Behind the Story  
                                              featuring 


      Fifty Seven Classical Clichés 




 In Two Acts 
                                               Act I 


A generation ago,  I founded and assumed the CEO -ship of the Fig  Leaf Foundation,  a leading instrumentality for the revitalization of American Know Who and Know How.  It is a small institution but there are those who love  it and it is much too small to have been allowed to fail.  

In view of the integrity of my Foundation and its wide and intelligent coverage of both the ball park and the waterfront, I was recently tapped by the President to provide advice on a man-to-man basis for an exit strategy.  Of course I was flattered by being so tapped and  invited to the White House . Seated comfortably side by side with the most Powerful Man on Earth,  I responded immediately that there had been a bubble, perhaps even a surge of suggestions which we should ignore only at our peril.  I assured him, however,  that though the situation had gone south , the American People could rest easy .  Though money, I ventured,  did not grow on trees, the infusion of real money  recommended to the Fed in a report by an Exploratory Subcommittee  of my  (I had no need to be modest)  Fig Leaf Foundation would constitute a preemptive strike and could save the situation from a downward spiral especially in the Heartland. 
  
The President, thanked me for my Words of Wisdom.  As his Chief of Staff (some say the President's Richelieu ; others his Svengali)  gave me my hat and showed me to the door with some impatience, the President's parting words were  "Two heads are better than  one. But don't call me, I'll call you." 

                                               Act II 


Arrived home, my Better Half, asked me whether I had  hit a home run, and I responded that the Leader of our Country was his own man who lent dignity to his office.  More than that, he connected with the voters.  

"Yes, the voters can identify with him, " The Wife agreed . 

"And he's willing to stand up against special interests, I added.  "

"Yes, and the fiscal calendar Changed Forever on July 1,  she perspicated. 


It took but a few days until  my visit  to the Oval Office became common knowledge among the Cognoscenti , the  Insiders, and among the Movers and the Shakers, the Molders and Shapers  of this world.  Again I was tapped. This time by Ed Alkali . the VP of the Famous Publishing House ,  known in the trade as "The Famous." Truth to tell, I  knew Alkali slightly. We had once lifted a few at the bar of the Hotel Parnassus  on  West 44th Street ,  "Where the Discrete Meet to Eat and Deplete ."  


Reaching me on my Global Cell phone, Alkali  proposed that I write up an account of my Summit Conference  at the White House  and mentioned a modest six figure guarantee. 


"I'm glad you  tapped me. What you're suggesting  is a sweet deal, " I answered, and I waited with bated breath  to hear how my tapper would carry forward his proposition; in other words, to see how things would play out in the long run. 

"My  pleasure, " Alkali affirmed with pleasure, informing me that  he was at the moment driving south  on Ninth Avenue, towards Christopher Street   "and please give my regards to the Little Lady. " I believe that Ed mentioned this (to me) seemingly irrelevant fact for he was a man who left no stone unturned in his relentless search for verisimilitude. 

The next day,  we lunched at the Gutenberg  Club on East 44th Street  (near Lex). A waiter approached, to whom Ed said quite simply and sufficiently

          "The Usual." 

The waiter nodded and turned toward me.  
           " The Usual ," I iterated and in this way expressed solidarity with Mein Host. 


"It is impossible to think," Ed asserted apodictically, "on an empty stomach."  But once the Usual arrived, he  outlined  what he had in mind. 

              "I don't believe our readers would take a shine to a description of the wall hangings ,  the classical moldings or the objets de virtu in the Focal Point  of Power,  " he opined.   


   "I agree fully with that sentiment. You have tapped a tappee , id est yours truly, who was born with higher aspirations than to be a recorder of mere run-of-the-mill commonalities. Besides I have in mind to leave behind a significant literary legacy ." 


    Ed Alkali explained further:    " And I have in mind,"  he said ,  " you do a book titledThe Metaphysical Transcendence of Power Surges.  Title difficulty ? Perhaps and possibly,   but one should never underestimate the graspability of the Great Unwashed.  "
                  I nodded. In fact, I was enormously delighted by this suggestion.  " Truth to tell,  " I said,  opening my heart to Alkali, " I had  been thinking in the same ball park ever since leaving the Ronald Reagan Washington National Airport .... "


"Great. We are then two minds with a single thought." 

            " .... and more truth to tell, on my return flight home, I sketched out  my first paragraph on the back of the flight stub. " 


" Splendid .  Even as Lincoln wrote out the Gettysburg  Address on the back of a bill from his wife's couturière.  But let's hear what you have. " 

               I whipped out seriatim my glasses and a dog-eared travel stub, and read:  

He was at bat. The American People in the stands waited in hushed tones . Then  the Other Side of the Aisle  threw him a splitter.   "He's done it again," the pols roared from the hustings.  "Yes, he's done it again . Not once, not twice , but over and over again."  


"I love it, " said Ed Alkali , and whipping  out his glasses and checkbook seriatim,  he wrote me an advance ofTen K.  On the following day  I endorsed the check to my wife and she blew most of it on a Prada  Handbag  (Lizard,  Spring Collection.)  

The echoes of the jump start  I had suggested to the President had already begun to kick in.  On the Day that followed the Following Day, I sat down with my newly acquired Text-o-tronomatic, and began to reveal all to a readership that I knew was chafing at the bit and avid to hear the Story behind the Inside Story.  
                                                                       --- P.J.D. 
