|t Becomes Necessary
by Ward Moore

She sat there thinking. These chairs were never designed for living women, only mannikins. Y ou had
to be wax or plagtic or whatever they made them out of, with Brancus headsfor pillared hats (the cult of
Nefertiti, like that of the Druids, domesticated for Macy's and Gimbels) and lower extremitiesin the best
tradition of Albert the Good. Ten years younger, and she could do anice paper for Sociology 2—or
would it be European History 42—on the Victorianism of the French, or, Why Was Louis Napoleon
Little? Whatever happened to feminism? Her feet ached.

Hot water. Surely there was nothing unreasonable about hot water. Fifty thousand bathtubsin lower
Manhattan, five millionin New Y ork (Oh God, why did | ever sart on this, with my head for statistics?)
... Evenin England, with the stoic revulsion against comfort, it wasn't too hard to get. Only herein
France, in mobilized, dedicated, redeemed, righteous France, with everyone sacrificing to the point of
ecstasy, was there suspicion attached to such use of patriotic resources.

She sipped the beer which she found completely revalting. | have no business here, shetold herself
for thefiftieth time, no businesswhatever. | could be adeep in that kennel they call ahotd, or could have
gotten decently drunk, or thrown mysdlf in the Seine (Parisisworth aMass—but not to me) instead of
torturing mysdf with thisfilthy chair and thisfilthy drink in thisfilthy caféin thisfilthy city. Oh heavens...

He did into the seat opposite so quickly that he was there, established, before she was aware of him.
Hewas big, with a crooked nose and light eyes and freckled, hairy hands which he placed on the table
likean offering. "Mrs. Fiddman?'

| don't have to answer, she assured hersdlf, | redly don't have to answer. | didn't agree to any

meeting. I've promised nothing; I'm not committed even to acknowledge my name. | can jump up and
say, Sir! or just look haughty, or walk away. But of course I've been so conditioned against making a
scene (Concord and Lexington were in bad taste, thefall of the Bastille would have shocked Emily Post
and we don't even think of the storming of the Winter Palace), I'm not going to do anything except St
here and listen to thisfat man—heisn't redly fat; I've just been out of the country so long that anyone
who egts steak regularly looks fat—and hear him patiently through. Hate him? Naturdly | hate him. He's
one of them, isn't he?

"Mrs. Fidddman—Do you want to see my credentidss, by the way?"
"NO."
"That's good. Because | could hardly carry them in enemy territory, could |7

"Franceisn't enemy territory,” she said more pedantically than she meant because she hadn't intended
to talk to him in anything but monosyllables. "It's only one of the policing nations which—"

" 'Policing nations.' " He didn't raise his voice; he expressed his disgust softly, with asoft sneer, a soft
contempt. "The U.S. isn't atwo-bit country to be policed. If there's policing to be done, we doit.
Policing nations, Third Force! Who do they think they are?”

She shrugged her shoulders. Answering rhetorical questions only got you Started on atreadmill.

He made an observable effort to be soothing, earnest, confident, winning. "Mrs. Fieldman, you have
an opportunity—"



"Oh God," she sad, "the opportunities I've had. When | consider my moderation, I'm amazed a my
opportunities. Thistime no doubt it'sto serve my country.”

Shethought his pae eyeswavered jus alittle. "Well, it isyour country."”
"Isit? | understood, or read in the paper, or something, that my citizenship was voided."

He regarded her through partly closed lids. How silly, she thought; like a parlor hypnotist or
something: the hard look. Redlly, they picked the stupidest men for agents. It'sa pattern, | guess. William
S. Hart, the frontier marshd, stedl-eyed character. "That disability can be removed.”

"What's done can be undone?'
"Sure. Sometimes. Especialy in the case of native-born.”

"The March on Washington can be reversed, the Defenders of the Constitution can bow out,
Regulations can be replaced by laws again, the disfranchised minorities can be reinfranchised, the dead
restored to life?'

He leaned back in the chair, obvioudy never meant to accommodate aman of hisweight. "Little
lady," he said easily, "why do you bother your pretty head about crap like that? Sure, they lynched afew
coloreds and booted out afew Jews, but what's that between you and me?'

You just can't ever tell, she thought; I'd have sworn (an archaic expression) he was the type to say
between you and I. Y ou never know, do you?"This": she began, hoping she was spesking judicidly,
implacably, with a haughty calm which should make him quail, yet feding pretty sure she wasonly
sounding feminine and hystericd, "isthe destruction of a democratic system which may not have worked
too well but which wasinfinitely better (in kind, not just in degree) than the totalitarianism you replaced it
with. Monstrousness, brutdity, beastliness, the killing or exiling of those who couldn't be numbed or
corrupted, mora and political bankruptcy—Oh, hell, | can't talk about it without bleating like an orator

"Weal make mistakes," he said soothingly. "Y ou have to admit the Defenders have done alot of
good."

"Do I? The compulsion doesn't seem inescapable. Or have you acar around the corner that will
draw up in aminute to convince me?"*

"Now, we don't do thingslike that. Y ou've been reading those sensationa limey papers.”

"They are annoying, aren't they?' she taunted him, suddenly unafraid. "Too bad you can't suppress
them or take them over the way you did the Times and the Post-Dispatch and dl therest.”

"If you love the English so much, why did you leave London? What are you doing in France?"

She had an impulse to stick out her tongue and say, Y ah, don't you wish you knew? Try and find out.
Or to spesk of the conflict insgde her and the depression of spirit which had sent her across the Channdl.
Instead she murmured, "England and France are dllies. Along with the rest of the world, except the
United States and the Soviet Union.”

"Yeh, sure." For thefirg time he showed impatience. "The Third Force and dl therest of it."

"Garcgon," shecaled, "une boc encore, sil vous plait."



"How can you drink that swill?" he asked, not scornfully but curioudly. "Why don't you let me buy
you an honest drink?

"Pepscola?’
"If you like. Or ared martini or some of this Norman applegack.”
"Shall we congder the amenities taken care of ? And come down to business?’

"Sure, sure. Hereit is, right on the line: restoration of citizenship (after dl, it isn't asthough you werea
Jew yoursdlf), full compensation for any property confiscated or bought at less than market value,
guaranteed protection, freedom to travel in or out of the country and fifty thousand bucksin cash.”

"Andmy ... my husband?'

The prescriptive sympathy on hisface made him resemble a beagle who haslost the scent. "L ook, |
can't do miracles; nobody can bring back the dead. Like | said, we al make mistakes, don't we? But
hell—excuse me—agood looking girl like you can get dl the husbands she wants. Genuine American
ones. Especidly with fifty grand, along with the body. And, oh yes, well throw in agood job
too—maybe nine, ten thousand ayear."

"What am | supposed to do for al this? Shoot afew well-chosen statesmen?”

He leaned back again, making the chair creak. "Kid, you've got nothing but blood on your mind. I've
told you we're not doing things that way. We don't want violence. No violence at al. Wejust want to be
left done. Peaceful coexistence. If the Third Force wantsto police the Russians, et them go ahead. We
don't mind. But just leave us aone, see?’

"And if they won't leave you done?'

"WEell fight." The face which had been uncommitted, fixed in an expression of reasoning and
persuasion, became truculent, potentially menacing. Like a policeman or Defender who wears amask of
good nature. He was undoubtedly both.

"What would you fight with?"

"Oh, we've got acouple of shotsin our locker yet. Maybe thewar did hit us pretty hard, but even
after you write off Pittsburgh and Gary and Birmingham—"

"And New Y ork, San Francisco, Chicago.”

"Sure, sure. But wewon, didn't we? We can still get alot of planesin the air and mobilize an
army—uwhich is more than the Russkis can. And we hardly lost a sub. And we know your Third Forceis
too chicken to drop C-bombs on us—"

"Not my Third Force."

"See?" All menace had been tucked back behind the folds and lines of hisface. "I knew you werea
good American deep down. Just alittle misunderstanding.”

"That'sright," shereplied, thinking of Sol and refusing to think of Sol.
"Pardon, m'seu, 'dame.”

Two men had paused by their table in adelicate baance between part of the sdewalk used



exclusively by pedestrians and that occupied by the café. The older, paunched, wattled, bald, with a
William Howard Taft mustache, was trying to pull the younger away. Except for heavy, decayed teeth,
the young man had the face of one of Pope Gregory's angels: blond, blue-eyed, straight-nosed,
pink-cheeked. Hislipswere red and full, but firm.

The man opposite Maggie set the front legs of his chair soundlesdy on the pavement again and put his
hands on the table edge, ready for action.

"Yes?' sheinquired.

"American, no?' Thered lipsretained the perfect circle for a perceptible instant after the question
wasfinished.

"No," said the big man. "Non. Pas du tout. Kenya. Dominion brittanique. Aiméée de
France—cawmprah?" His accent was as pure Cedar Rapids as she had ever heard. He pulled out a
booklet and flipped the pagesin front of their eyes.

"Ohyays. Africain. Vairy nicefor England, too bad for France. Ah, ah. A joke, isit not? And
medame?"'

"Areyou acop?' she asked.
"Pardon?'
"Unflic?"

He breathed nadtily into her face, his chiseled features subordinate to his bad teeth. They canlaugh all
they want about American toothpaste, she thought, but I'd rather smell peppermint any time than
yesterday's pot-au-feu. ™Y ou insult!™

"Bedt it, Chester. | have no passport to show you and | wouldn't if | had. Call agendarmeif you
want action; meanwhile leave us done. See?' She drank some of her beer—Pepsicolamight have been
an improvement after all—ignoring them until the older man findly succeeded in coaxing the younger to
leave.

"That wasn't bright," remarked the agent, tilting his chair again.
"Wasn't it?' she asked indifferently. "I just happen to be fresh out of phony documents.”

"The bottom dropped out of the hero market during thewar," he said. "Glory was running in the
streets. If you'd been home you'd have died with the rest of the eagle scouts. We're in businessto survive
now, not to sing ‘God Bless America and run up the flag on the Eiffel Tower. But | can seeyou're our
girl. How about it?"

"How about what? What do you want?'
"Hardly anything &t dl. Nothing dangerous. Y ou il in that long hair committee?”

It would be so easy to upstage him; al the formulas walked through her mind: What committee? Oh,
you mean Americans Exiled for Freedom—the AEF? Wdll, naturdly ... Of courseamanlikeyou ... |
suppose you've run out of loca victims, now you've goneinto the overseastrade ... let'send thislittle
chat right here, shall we? ... Any one of these gambitswould lead to the same end game. Wasit
concelvable she could be betrayed by smple biologica weakness? Could shefind hersdf in bed with a
Defender? (Will Rock Hudson get girl?) Why, hewas not even faintly physicaly attractive. When you



had been living donefor along time—for such an interminably long time—you began thinking like aman,
fedling as aman does. Disgusting. "Y es. | suppose you want their names, addresses, | etter-drops?”

(What an absurdity; it only went to show how far nature imitated pulp fiction. Asthough the AEF
were a cohesive, dedicated body instead of anumber of wrangling, petulant groups, forming and
reforming, changing factions, dissatisfied and impotent. The Defenders, having conspired
melodramatically and achieved power through their ludicrous conspiracy, believed their opponents must
have remode ed themsdvesin their image. A government which could imagine the dil ettantes of the AEF
athreat wasn't competent to run Outer Baldonia or one of the smaler Micronesian atolls.)

"Not to harm them. Believe me, kid, they're worth their weight in isotopes to us. We want to work
with them, convince them they're making amistake to criticize their country. Look, I'm not going to hand
you aline, I'm not going to tell you the Defenders have thrown their whole program out of the window
and the good guys have become bad guys and vice versa. I'm only saying you people never understood
politics, now we want to get you back in on the ground floor.”

"A bribe like my fifty thousand dollars and agood job?"

"Bribe? It'show you look at it. Were al Americans—exiles, committee, Defenders—and were on
the spot. No matter what, you wouldn't want to see abunch of limeys or frogstelling us how to run our
country, would you?'

"They aren't telling us how to run our country. Just not to fight any more wars or put peoplein
concentration camps.”

"Education Centers. Nobody's business but our own. Anyway, | see you wouldn't work with the

English.”

"That isn't exactly true. Let'ssay | couldn't go al the way with them. But don't fool yourself: as
between the Third Force and the Defenders, | pray the Third Force beats you.”

"But you don't pray hard enough to do something?*
"Treason isan ugly word, even when you can argue that it isn't treason.”

"Look, Mrs. F, you lose me with fancy talk. Let melay it on theline. All we want you to do isyour
duty to your country: give usthe names, nobody's going to get mussed up, | swear, and anyway, what
could we do to them? We need them because the war hurt us, even if it hurt the Russans worse, and
they need us because arefugeeis only haf aman. Go back to London and say you've changed your
mind and you'll work with them. Just tip us off to what they're doing. That'sal; no fireworks, no rough
stuff, nobody hurt on either Sde, everything settled nice and smoothly.”

"And the Defenderswill continue to run the United States as a dictatorship?”’
"Theres dill avote, isn't there? And Congress can yak.”
"And pass laws which the Defender-in-Chief supersedes with new Regulations.”

"The Defender-in-Chief isn't going to resign and turn the job over to you, if that's what you want, but
there's bound to be some easing up.”

"All through now?'

"Let'ssay I'vereached acomma.”



"All right. No."
"Now, let'snot paint oursalvesinto corners—"

"Good-by. | can't say it's been nice knowing you, because it hasn't. Or that you've clarified my
thinking, because I'm afraid it's as soupy as ever. But good-by, anyway."

The greedy fingers closed over hers. "You're hysterical, kid. Y ou're making amistake and
you—somehow, somewhere, in your subconscious—"

Maggie winced. She didn't mean to, but she couldn't help it. "Unconscious,” she corrected, hearing in
the primness of her voice an echo of exactly what made the opponents of the Defendersineffective.

"Okay, okay. In your unconscious, you know it. What you need isto smmer down and look at
things coally. Let's go somewhere quiet—I hate these frog sidewalk joints—and talk everything over.
Have aredl get-together. I'vegot aroom ..."

She could visudize the whole scene. If he tried—If he raped her, shewould lie ill and docile.
Maybe afterward she would kill him (how?), Judith—or was it Jael ?—and Holofernes. But during the
act she would be complacent.

Hishand jerked away. "The damn frogs are coming back and they have the makings of an army with
them.”

Shelooked over her shoulder. A crowd, amab, not led—no, certainly not led, but he wasthere,
near the front, thrown up and forward—by the beautiful young man. His older, calmer friend wasn't in
evidence. Clearly they had been assembled, drilled, directed, ouitfitted, rehearsed by some demented
escapee from the lushest days of Hollywood; some man with alimp and amilky eye, gray stubble and
beret, who in aMontmartre garret made nightly obeisance with alipped cigarette to Griffith and Von
Stroheim. There was a United Nations flag—a faded one whose tatters had been mended with coarse
thread—tied to abamboo stick (now | know what happens to the poles those old men fishing dong the
Seine use; they becomeimplements of riot) and alarge placard, VIVE LA FORCE TROIS EME.

They didn't ssemin aparticularly ugly or vicious mood. Rather they were like adolescents escaping
boredom for some pointless horseplay. The bearer of the UN flag had a broken front tooth against which
he kept thrusting histongue; he looked bewildered and innocent. The man beside him waswall-eyed,;
Maggie wished profoundly he could take some position where both eyeslooked at her smultaneoudly.

The angelic leader stepped forward, epaul etted with importance. Y ou ‘ave not finish your beer,
Madame?"

Now what happens? Does my compatriot with the Kenya passport produce a paper sgned by the
president of the republic attesting him a double-agent of long standing, whoisloya not only to la patrie
but to la reine brittanique and thewhole droning list of allies glorieux? Or does he whip out two Smith
and Wessons from shoulder holsters and cow the whole mob until the US cavary (read: paratroopers)
comesto the rescue? She shifted her gaze dightly; the agent had vanished.

The leader took her glass and brought it to his carven, pouted mouth. She saw she had | eft alipstick
smear on the rim and that he had carefully turned the glass so he would be drinking from the same spot.
The ruling spirit, she thought, but not in deeth; thisisfarce, not drama. "What isit thistime, Chester?"

Hetook afull breath. "A bas les Etats Unis," he shouted, and then trandating for her benefitina
more confidentia tone, "To 'dl weeth Americains." He swallowed what was | eft of the beer inagulp.



She pushed her chair back. "Excuse me.”
"A minute, Madame."

Ceremony, ceremony, thought Maggie; it'll be the death of me. The Queen opens Parliament, the
President reviews the Republican Guard on the Champs de Mars, the ruler of Holland sticks her finger in
thedike. Y ou can't even blameit on foreigners: the bailiff knocks subserviently on the jury room door to
ask, What is your pleasure? The chairman inquires, For what purpose does the del egate from the Canal
Zone arise? The Flag comes tenderly down as the bugle sounds Retreat and the Nation's might yieldsto
the inexorable processes of Nature.

He caught her wrigt. "Raymond! Ici!"

Raymond was lantern-jawed, salf-conscious, in congtant danger of stumbling over hisown feet ashe
advanced holding in his hands an American flag as aged as the UN banner. Though it wasfolded, she
could see from the alignment of the starsthat it dated before 1959. Raymond smiled at her deprecatingly.
The leader took it and thrust it at her. " Speet, Madame," he invited.

She dmogt smiled at the theatricalism of it. Presumably if she made the gesture she would convince
them of her palitical purity. Demongtrating indifference or contempt for the rectangle of red, white and
blue materid would establish her position in their eyes more firmly than the most fervent protestations or
solemn oaths. The agent shouldn't have run off; he would certainly have spat with zed. And why not?

"Thanks. You just drank my beer and my mouth isdry.” Shetried to dide her wrist out of his grasp,
but it wastoo tight.

"You loaf these Defenders? These fascists?"
"They killed my husband."

"Alord" Heturned, spesking so rapidly she couldn't follow him, hearing only thewords, "mari ...
assassiné." The crowd applauded rather listlesdy.

He shook out the ensign with elaborate deliberation. She saw again the postersin the history
museum, Remember December 7, with the colors coming down in unmistakable, unbelievable surrender.
Thisisutterly ridiculous, she thought, ridiculous, pointless, futile. Such an dlegedly logica people
confusing cause and effect. Indulging in sympathetic magic, making the tableau to induce the events
leading up to what it represented.

The man threw the flag on the pavement and smeared hisfoot over thefield of stars. "Oh, you musin't
dothat,” shecried, inahigh, little girl's voice of shock at impropriety. ™Y ou mustn't!”

She hurried forward and snatched up the bunting, clutching it to her. The kicking did not really hurt
intolerably. Sol had been hurt much, much worse than this. Only her jaw, and her eye, and now her
stomach ...

TheEnd
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