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Henry s Tummy

By Art Buchwald

When the history books of this decdde are wntten
they will be referring to Henry Kissinger’s trip tq China
as “the tummy ache heard round the world.,” *

Using the excuse of an upset stomach, Mr. Kissinger

managed to elude everyone and high-tail it off to Pe-:

king to have sweet and sour pork with Chou En-Lai.

While it was a great ploy, Mr. Kissinger’s “dlplomatm

illness” could backfire on him. Suppose he 'really gets
. a stomach ache at some future time. Who is gomg to
believe him?

Oiir scene opens in the medical room at the White
House. Henry staggers in clutchmg his stomach and
says, “Doctor, I have this pain right here.”

The White House doctor laughs. “Good old Henry.
Where are you off to this time—the Suez Canal?”

“I'm not joking, Doc. It hurts terribly.”

“I"know,” the doctor says; “the Pre51dent 1s sendmg
you to talk to Castro.”

Henry 1s now Wnthmg on the ﬂoor “Beheve ‘e, 1t ‘

n—
ella ‘Abzug and they served me
Bon Vivant vichyssoise. Since I was out of the country
at the time, I.didn’tiknow you weren't supposed to: eat

“Purts. Right in ¢
" Gloria Steinem' i

gut. You see, I had dinng

t!,

“You really can® ptrt on an act, Henry. I Wouldn’t be,f/:
surprlsed if you turned up in Albama next week.” . |
- ‘Henry crawls out of the doctor’s office on his hands

and knees.

Ron Ziegler, the PreSIdent’s press secretary, sees hzm

_ crawling down the hall.

“Hello, Mr. Kissinger,” Ron says. “Can I help you"”

“Get me to a hospital.”

Ron takes out his notebook “That’s a good cover
story. I'll announce you were taken to a hospital this

mormng I won’t tell them which hospital.”

No, Ron, I don’t want you to announce I was taken

to-a ‘hospital. I want you to get me to a hospital. )
Ron winks at him. “Is it East Berlin'or Yalta?” .
“Please, Ron. I'm sick. I'm going to die.”

~ “I' doubt if the press corps would buy that, Mr. Kis-
“singér. If we announce that you've died, and then you
popiup at San Clemente’a week. later, the newspaper
guys will get awfully mad: . Let me announce you're hav-
ing your tonsils out, I have to go to.my press brlefmg

now: I'll see you later.”

Henry is rolling on the floor as Secretary of State

William Rogers comes by.

“Hello, Henry. You going to the Cabinet meetmg?”
*Mr. Secretary, my stomach. I have a° pain in: my

stomach. It’s killing me.”

Secretary Rogers says angrily, “Well no one has in-
formed me about it. What are you up to this time?”
“I'm not up to anything, Mr. Secretary Could you

.call an ambulance?”

“Hanoi,” Rogers says. “You're cookmg up something
in“Hanol. Tl probably be the last one toknow about:it:”

¢ “Bm not going to Hanoi. I'm really. sick.”

 %No kidding? Well I'm sorry to thear that, Henry ",

And Rogers smﬂes and walks away.
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With his last.ounce or sirengun, Henry staggers into
@e aval room and falls down in front of the President.
“Henry,” the President says. “You don’t have to

‘prostrate yourself in front of me, I know you're loyal 2

Henry is in such agony he can’t speak.

“What is it, Henry?” The President says. “Would you
like to go, to Morocco?” :

Henry shakes his head.
© “The Vatican? You want to see the Pope?” .

- Henry groans.

" The president gets up. “I don’t have time to play
games, Henry. Write me a memo telling me what you
‘want. By the way, Mrs. Nixon said she would hke you

na
RS

for dinner tonight. We're having meat loaf?

Henry screams and passes out, as the* eurtam falls.
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“Doctor, I have this pain right here.” The

W hite House doctor laughs. “Good old Henry. -

Where are you off to this time — the Suez
Canal?” .



