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By Russell Baker

WASHINGTON, Jan, 29 — Went
downtown the night the war ended
wearing a peppermint-striped, ice-
cream-cone-shaped party hat and car-
rying a genuine Klaxon noisemaker
and locking for pretty girls to hug
and kiss in deliriums of joyous cele-
bration, as the fancier newspapers
used to say in the better old days.

Always did that whenever a war
ended. Soon as a war ended, down-
town we'd all go to enjoy the delir-
iums. Mexican War, Civil War, Ted-
dy’s War, World Wars by the numbers
—made no difference. That final
war's-end hugging and kissing was
one of the little, but mighty satisfying
things we always looked forward to
once a war started. Like tearing up
the men’s room at the saloon the
night the home team won the Series.

Downtown the night the war ended,
standing on the corner of the busiest
street in the single greatest and most
awesome metropolis ever built as a
testament to big-time humanity, pep-
permint-striped party hat set at a
flirty hugging-and-kissing angle, Klax-
on at the ready—get the picture?

- And nobody else there!

Oh, a cop and now and then a
sullen looking life’s loser chasing an
| overloaded bus, and an occasional
" passing woman executive who sent
out glares promising she would bust
the teeth of any sexist who assaulted
her with the word “lady.”

Said “Hey, you!” to a life’s loser,
“where’s the celebration of war’s end?”

Insulting fellow he was. “Pops,”
said this insulting life’s loser, for
whom even the buses refused to stop,
such was their contempt, “Pops, ain’t
you heard the news? We two-thirds
of the way to the 21st century. Ain't
nobody believe that old bull-loney
about war ending no more. Can’t kid
Americans like that these near-21st-
‘century days. We all been to school
these days. Damn smart people.”

Asked cop if he could translate this
noise into English. Head to head, cop
and citizen gasped and squawked un-
til after many a dissonant double
negative and slum-brawl expletive, the
cop said, “I getcher.”

He says, says the cop, that the war
ain’t over, and he knows for sure it
ain’t over, because he heard on the
television that the war was over, and
he knows that anything he hears on
television is nothing but a vicious
slander or an outright lie, so the war
must still be on if the television says
it’s over.
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As for himself, said the cop, he
could not believe anything the Gov-
ernment said, and as he had heard
it said by Government officials them-
selves that the War was over, he very
naturally assumed they were lying and

the war was still on.
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