
I RAN FROM CONGRESS 

by- . 

Robert Traver 

This sunmer I debated running for Congress. ~ wi.te was against it from • 

the start.. 11Didn1t 7ou know there's an open season on congressmen?" she said. 

I Sldttly- told Grace that now that the shOoting wa.s transferred from. Korea to 

Congress w statemnen could d011btless persuade the Anq to lend us their 

vests-those new 'bullet-proot ones. "We 1ll ·inv~1gate •em 1t they don 1t," 
(I _/_ - ._ - ~ H - • -+/. • ~ •• 

I hissed_,~~ Wf,Ml4, ~ ~ ~~. 

"'You always make joke," Grace said. "But remember-I warned you." 

"Traver tor Congress 1" I intoned. 

Unfortunately there is no wa7 ot 1"UJUllJlg tor Congress without con.tiding 

in someone. I confided in someone~ then came the delu.ge. 
' . 

The first tidal wave that overran m;y office was a delegation from a 

ladies' discussion group. They sat around with pursed lips and folded arms 

until nostalgia for Helen Holdnson engulted me. 

"Yes?" I ventured, to break the spell. 

"We understand 70u're runru.:i,ig tor Congr_ess, 11 the chairman suddenly shot a 

me. It was more of a challenge than a question. 

"Well--ah-I•ve been conside~ it," I replied, a little pompously, 

nuttering 'f.Jf1' eyelashes that ~ne should care. 11Traver for Congress!" I 

thought. 

The ladies looked significantly at each other. 11Then how do you stand on 

Joe? 11 the leading lady asked. 

11Howt s that again? 11 I said. 

"How do ,OU stand on Mc0a.rth7," the~ declared. 

A dead silence fell. The perfumed lacl.ies leaned heavily together, like 

herd bulls. It was a picture Helen Hold.nsou had been spared. 

"Gingerly-," I eaid. 

11How•e tha.t?n the lady' said. 

"I eaid gingerly-." 



The ladiea looked at ea.ch other, baffled, then back at me. "What we 

want t,o know-are 70u tor McCarthy or against him?" the leader said. "Yes or 

no?" 

''Madam," I replied. "I'm against. conventional burial. I•m tor outright 

cremation-followed poeaibl,i b7 urn burial." 
~ 

"Oh," said the lady-, herding her !'ieeing delegation to the door. 
'th , 

"Gwendolyn, did ;rou hear what '-tA man .!!!2? We muet wire Washington ••• n 

"I'll compromise by allowing him to be stuffed with old subpoena.a and 

mounted in the Senate washroom-as the horrible example," I hurled atter the 

last lady. 

I told Grace about it. She shook her head. "The trouble with you is 

you' re too hone~t and candid-and you must always makeF le joke, 11 she said. 

"There are those, 11 I !ought back, "who claim that integrity- and a sense 

o!' humor are about the sa.me thing." 

11But they never become politicians," Grace answered. "Not successful 

ones." 

The next delegation was from "labor." "How do ,ou stand on Tart-Hartley?" 

they- demanded. 

111 hesitate to critize the dead, gentlemen," I answered, "and .I don't know 

Mr. Hartley." 

"Don't be~. What we mean ie the law--how do you stand on the act?" -
"I've never read it and, moreover, I doubt that any of you have," I said. 

''Like a good juror I am trying to bring to the enterprise an open mind. Appar

ently ,ou would prefer me to close it be.tore the facts are in. Do you men want 

a congressman or a lobb7ist? , You ask how I stand on the act. Before standing 

on the act I'd !'irst like to get into it. 11 

"Wise guy, eh? Well, that's all we wanna lmow, !ell.a. Goodbye." 

1'he7 were gone. 

I did not tell Grace. 
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The next delegation vas a tourist o'Uttit. "How do you stand on the st. 

Lawrence Waterway'?" they asked. 

"Poorly," I munaured. 

hand. "No faith, I iruess." 

~ 
"I sink ever:, time. 11 I ehoM r.ny head and lifted a 

" 
"How do you stand on increasing personal income tax exemptions," a ~ 

wedge or bankers pressed me. 

"Ah, how do ~ stand? 11 I countered, developing sudden low animal cunning 

''We I re agih I em. " 

"Then I'm tor •em," I heard iqsel! eaying. "You've just this mo•mt con

vinced me," 

"How do ,o,,t stand on Joe?" a League for better-something-or-other shot 

at me. 

BT this time I wae growing cagey as a tox. I arose and struck an atti

tude. My eyes grew misty. 11As I contemplate the long vista of .tour years to 

go .tor Joe, gentlemen," I poetioan, intoned, "I ~ee a vast~!" I paused. 

"What this country- needs is a good five ... scent perfume." 

That night in OUX" bed.room Grace and I talked tar into the night. The 

candidate was sore perplexed and t.old all his troubles. I J',$nbled. I told . 
how, ever since I was a kid, I'd longed to go to Washingtcn to see those re-

~ -markable hybrid cherz"1' W.u■oru..; "They: were Japanese when I was in grad• 

" school.," I told her. "Then 1n 1941 they suddenly belame Korean. Then in 1945 

they: lliraculously became Japaneee again. r•ve just got to eee them. Their 

aymbolima~ me,• 

"Look," Grace said. "Wh7 don't you give up this crazy Congress thing. 

It's not tor you. You get that new f'J.¥ rod and go fishing in Canada instead. 

Then nm spring we' 11 go see the Korane se bloss01!18 together. How do you stan 

on that?" 

I lay blinld.ng in the dark. I eaw JQ'Hl! on distant waters waving a 

glistening tair,- w~ver rising trout. My dreams ot statesmanship were 

melting away. "It• s a deal," I finally whispered. "Traver for Trout !11 

And that. folks, is how close I came to getting beat tor Congress. 
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I RAN FROM CONGRESS 

""~ This summer I debated running~ress. My wife was against it from ., 
the start .. 11Didn1t you know'fl-there's an open season on congressmen•" she 

said. I ~ace that now that t~e shooting was transferred from Korea to 
A_/, ~ ,,;tdt.Nnv -flw,~ 

Congres~ bite At" could lioubtless -ea persua~ to lena us their vests--those 

new bullet-proof ones. 11 We 1ll investigate •em~f they don't;'' O~.,_t. 

4l 11You always make~·oke, 11 Grace said. J' ut remember--! warned you. 11 

~ . r-tci ~ ~t{>f ,, n.... ~ . --m I" , ➔ .. 4' Unfortunate y there /. no way M eentempl:a~ running for Congress 

,Jithout confiding in someone. I confided in someone--and then came the deluge. 

The first tidal wave that overran my office was a delegation from a ladies• 

discussion group. They ~~~~°jJ:~with pursed lips and folded arms until a1 

nostalgia for Helen Hoki~~l:'!:: '!:':: 0

nsi11 ~,(,1 !Ode ~t;e,,J>.U...t'
1 1•f ~ 

11Yes? 11 I ventured, to break the spell. 

11We understand you're running for Congress," the chairman suddenly shot at 

me. It was more of a challenge than a ~uestion. 

11Well--ah--I 1 ve been considering it, 11 I replied, a little pompously, 
~-.. -~Ah,.-,., AH.._. __ ~~ . 

fluttering my eyelashes that anyone should care. I~ r~7---, (T -vr,-• • 
The ladies looked significantly at each other. 11 Then how do you stand on 

Joe? 11 the leading lady asked. 

11 How 1 s that again? 11 I said. 

11How do you stand on McCarthy, 11 the lady kiusea. ~, 

A dead silence. fell. The~aned heavily together, like herd bulls. 

I"¢§!! AbkJilf& -,. ill-~~ f•~~ ~ ~ ~ 4/JUJ/. 
11Gingerly, 11 I said. 

11How 1 s that~" the lady said . .. 
"I said gingerly. 11 



r t t: ~ Jf /,,""' .led' ~--
The ladies looked at each othe)j,. &ali, then back at me. "What we want to 

(\ Jfl' II , '' 
know--are you for McCarthy or against him? 11 the leader said. ►(llllt'-Oj._.. 1~ 

"Madam, 11 I replied. "I'm against conventional burial. I'm fo~;~~on--
/\ 

"Oh," said the lady, • • • ~',(1•!egation to the door.•~, did your he:.. 

followed by ~urial.~ r)~ 

'I' .,,~- "'/\ 
what that man said?Jt W-" ~~ IV~ • •~ • c-;-

"l'll compromise by allowing·J/o be stuffed with old subpoenas and~ 

mounted in the Senate washroom--as f ,:iorrible example, 11 I hurled after the last 

lady. 

too 

I told Grace about it. She shook her head~he 

honest and candid--and you must always make joke, 11 

I\ 

trouble with you is you 1 re 

she said. 

11Ther~ ::J those, 11 I fought back, 11who claim that integrity and a sense of 

humor are°'t'h':-~ame thing. 11 

I\ ~ ,, .A~~~~~~--.L • .. 
11 But they ililRI~ become politicians, 11 Gra ce answered. ~ ,~-y- r'Kl4 · 

A 

e 
The next delegation was from 11labor, 11 11How do you stand on Taft-Hartly? 11 

/\ 

they demanded. 

111 hesitate to critize the dead, gentlemen, 11 I answered, "and I don I t know 

Mr. Hartley. " 

11Don 1t be funny. ·Jhat we mean is the ~--how do you stand on the act? 11 

~ J 
"I've never read it and I doubt that any of you have," I said. "Like a 

)f' .A,,,. ~ 
good juror I am trying to bring to ~ enterprise an/open mind. Apparently you 

,.,.IP Ah~t_~w~f>'V~/..u. 
would prefer me to close it before the facts are in. You ask-how'I stand on the --.--,.,,..,,__, 

A . 
act. Before standing on the act I I d first ~ to get into it. 11 

11Wi se f!)J..Y, eh? Well, that I s jui 111hM we wanna know, fella. Goodbye. 11 

A 



(ff 

They were gone . 

I did not tell Grace. 

The next delegation was a tourist outfit. 

Lawrence Waterway?" they asked. 
"How do you sta::;Jjett,:~ 

11Poorly, t1 I murmured. "I sink every time." I shook my head{ "No faith, 

I guess ." 

"How do you stand on increasing personal income tax: exemptions, 
11 

a flying 

., 
pressed me . hvr'~ wedgel bankers 

'' rd ,., iMV .. do you 

' 
stand? 11 I countered, developin~udden~cunning. 

' ·~~ 11We' re agin 'em. 11 

saying. 11You 1ve just/\convinced me. 11 
11 Then I'm for 'em," I heard myself 

" 11How do you stand on Joe?" a Leage for better-Something-or-other shot at me . 

~ " 
J this time I La~:growin~ cagey as a fox. I arose and stru~ at_ _ ~ude 

' 111A~ ~.,IJ'tl\(, ~,,,, -- •• 4.,,,,,,.,,,,.- ' 

11~Afour ~ years o go for Joe, gentlemen, t1 I poetically intonedAI/ a ' ~ 

this country needs is a good five-scent perfume." • •\ 

Ttii{ nig'ht in o~r bedroom Grace and't tle~to th~~;;:~ , 

oJ,4, kiroub/.,~ told ¥ow, ever since I .as a kiii, I'd longed t!:go to ~ 
Washington to see those :petM:rhs,ble hybrid cherry blossoms. 11They were Japanese 

......... _ _., - ... 

~ was in grade school, 11 I told he~n 1941 they t~ suddenly 

/I Korean. Then in 1945 they miraculously ~ .... no{o2-~ >Me Japanese again. I've \. 

. ~ ,, I" :JI)_ ~ " ,. 
ju~to see them. 9.A\V'~ ~ ~r,N,•.DJ'il(tlli 

"Look, 11 Grace said. 11Why don't you give up thisft Congress thing.A You get that 

new fly rod and go A-ishing in Canada instead. Then next s.pring we'lJ. go see the 
~ ~ ~ r.v~ ~ - ~ 

_9il9 o blossoms together. How do you st;nd on th ? 11 
,J_~ j.J•..ul.lA ~ J\ JP.;,fdXZ¢//H~""'M.t.A44()W'Wfl a,f,--~ g---d' ~ 

I lay blinking in the dark./' My dreams of s ate~~ w:,r~elting away. \_· 

11Itts a deal, 11 I finally whispered. II~ ,I\ F ~ ! j 

1 And that, folks, is how close I came to getting beat for Congress. 
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I RAN FROM CONGRESS 

by 

Robert Traver 

This sunnner I debsted running for Congress. My wife was against it from 

the start. 11Didri I t you know there I s an open sea son on congressmen? 11 she said. 

I swiftly told Grace that now that the shooting was transferred from Korea to 

Congress we statesmen could doubtless persuade the Army to lend us their 

11You always make joke, 11 Grace said. 11But remember--! warned you. 11 

11Traver for Congress!" I intoned. 

Unfortunately there is no way of running for Congress without confiding 

in someone. I confided in someone-and then came the deluge. 

The first tidal wave that overran icy- office was a delegation from a 

ladies• discussion group. They sat around with pursed lips and folded arms 

until nostalgia for Helen Hokinson engul..fed"1Il:e. 

11Yes? 11 I ventured, to break the spell. 

11 \rle understand you're running for Congress," the chairman suddenly shot a 

me. It was more of a challenge than a question. 

"Well--ah--I've been considering it, 11 I replied, a little pompously, 

fluttering my eyelashes that anyone should care. 11Traver for Congress!" I 

thought. 

The ladies looked significantly at each other. 11Then how do you stand on 

Joe?" the leading lady asked. 

"How1 s that again? 11 I said. 

"How do you stand on McCarthy," the lady declared. 

dead silence fell. The perfumed ladies leaned heavily together, like 

herd bulls. It was a picture Helen Hokinson had been spared. 

11Gingerly, 11 I said. 

11How 1 s that?" the lady said. 

11 I sai"d gingerly. 11 



The ladies looked at each other, baffled, then back at me. 11What we 

want to know--are you for McCarthy or against him?" the leader said. "Yes or 

no? 11 

"Madam," I replied. 11 I'm against conventional burial. I'm for outright 

cremation-followed possibly .by urn burial." 

"Oh," said the lady, herding her fleeing delegation to the door. 
~ 

"Gwendolyn, did you hear what ~ man ~? i·.e must wire Washington ... 11 

"I'll compromise by allowing him to be stuffed with old subpoenas and 

mounted in the Senate washroom--as the horrible example," I hurled after the 

last lady. 

I told Grace about it. She shook her head. 

you're too honest and candid--and you must always 

"There are those," I fought back, "who claim 

of humor are about the same thing." 

11The trouble with you is 

make
1

~ tle joke, 11 she said. 
\ 

that integrity and a sense 

"But they never become politicians," Grace answered. 11Not successful 

ones. 11 

from "labor. 11 "How do you stand on Taft-Hartley?" 

they demanded. 

111 hesitate to critize the dead, gentlemen, 11 I answered, "and I don't know 

Hr. Hartley. " 

11 Don 1t be funny. 11:iat we mean is the law-how do you stand on the act?" 

111 1 ve never read it and, moreover, I d oubt that any of you have, " I said. 

"Like a good juror I am trying to bring to the enterprise an open mind. Appar-

ently you would prefer me to close it before the facts are in. Do you men want 

a congressman or. lobbyist.? Y.ou as how I stand on the act. Bef--ore 

on the act I 1d first like to get into it." 

W:Jise guy, eh? Well, that I s all we wanna know, fella. Goodbye." 

They were gone. 

I did not tell Grace. 
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The next delegation was a tourist outfit. 

Lawrence Waterway'?" they asked. 

11Poorly, 11 I murmured. 111 sink every_ time. 11 

hand. 11No faith, I guess. 11 

11 How do you stand on the St. 

~ . I~ my head and lifted a 
I\ 

"How do you stand on in~reasing personal income tax exemptions," a flying 

wedge of bankers 

11Ah, how do I countered, developing sudden low animal cunning 

11We 1 re agin 1em." 

11Then I'm saying. 11You 1ve just this moment con-

vinced me." 

"How do you stand on Joe? 11 a League for better-something-or-other shot 

at me. 

By this time I was growing cagey as a fox. I arose and struck an atti-

tude. My eyes grew misty. 11As I contemplate the long vista of four years to 

go for Joe, gentlemen," I poetically intoned, "I see a vast need !11 I paused. 

"What this country needs is a good five-scent perfume." 

That night in our bedroom Grace and I t alke~ far into the night. The 

candidate was sore perplexed and told all his troubles. I zwnbled. I told 

how, ever since 

markable hybrid 

school,rr I told 

I was a kid, I I d longed to go to Hasbingt.on to see those re-
tvitv. 

cherry 'e;l.oiiiee~s. 11They were Japanese when I was in grade 
I\. 

her. 11Then in 1941 they suddenly became Korean. Then in 1945 

they miraculously became Japanese again. I've just got to see them. Their 
~ 

symbolism oppresses me." 

"Look," Gr3.ce said. W<fuy don't you give up this crazy Congress thing. 

It's not for .yo.u. Tu get that new fly: rod and ~ fishing in 

Then next spring we'll go see the Koranese blossoms together. How do you stan 

on that?" 

. I lay blinking in the dark. I saw myself on distant waters waving a 

glistening fairy wan over rising trout. My dreams of statesmanship were 

melting away. 11It I s a deal, 11 I finally whispered. "Traver for Trout !11 

And that, folks, is how close I came to getting beat for Congress. 
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