TheWay He Does It
by Jeffrey Ford

Y ou' ve got to see the way he doesit. It’ s pretty remarkable for aman his age. He does it with a cigarette
jutting from the corner of his mouth and alook in hiseye like there’ snothing finer in al creation than
doing it that way. There' sacertain grace to his movements, a certain cosmic aplomb in his manner.
Occasondly he'll grunt, and some claim to have heard him cal for his mother when he' sdmost finished.
Hiseyesget redly wide, hislip curls back, and you can see the sweat form on his brow. He probably
uses more muscle groups while doing it than he would if he were swvimming the butterfly. On specia
occasonshewill do it by candlelight with soft music playing in the background, but it's more expensive
to seehim doiit that way.

There was atime when he didn’t charge for the sight of it, but that was back when he was perfecting his
method. Then, when he'd do it, he'd become red in the face and would often wet himsalf with the
exertion, but he seemed to do it more out of obsession than any sense of advancing his craftsmanship. A
fellow by the name of Roger Brown, one of hisold neighbors from that earlier time, has said, “When he
would doit in those days, he wasn't nearly asrefined, but, my God, the energy with which hedid it.

Y ou’ d think he was going to go right through the back wall of the house.”

There are many theories asto how he came up with it. Of course, as with anything this remarkable, there
isplenty of sensationdist soeculation. One such item of foolishnessisthat it had been taught to him by
extraterrestrials who' d contacted him by way of an AM radio channel, and another isthat when doingit,
he is possessed by the Holy Ghost. The most bizarre conjecture hasto be that it had been acommon
practice among the populace of thelost civilization of Atlantis and that he had dreamed the ancient
technique through his collective unconscious. When interviewed in 1989, he, himsdlf, attested, “1 just got
down on the floor one day and started doing it. As| wasdoing it, | asked mysdlf the question, ‘How can
| doit better?”

Others had tried it, both male and female, attempting to copy his methods. To name two prominent
examples, there were Nettie Stuart and Branch Berkley. Stuart got farther along with the process than
Berkley, but in the end they both killed themselves doing it. Berkley inadvertently set himsdlf on fire, and
Nettie Stuart broke arib doing it, which in turn impaed her heart. Their families got together and started
afund, the proceeds of which would be used to try to bribe people avay from trying it. Few took the
money, and the oneswho did not perish in their bid for glory, you can see today, hobbling down the
street or talking to themselves outside of convenience stores. We tend to treat these failures with equal
parts of the tenderest pity and the sharpest derision.

He swore he would never fully disclose his secrets, but back in the 70's, before hisfame became
manifest, he did release an audio tape in which he described each step of the act while doing it. Although
he narrates asif you are there in the room watching him, and, therefore, is never quite specific enough for
the listener to visudize what exactly heisdoing, it issaid that from hisvoice done acertain mystica
energy can be garnered. The following isan excerpt from acrucia part of that recording:

...S0 when you utilize the tongue and eye in unison, man, it feels good. Then you take this and put
it around behind, like that. When you'’ ve got that where you want it, then you’ ve got to quickly
grab thisand tense up like it's all thereisin the universe. You'll start to notice a little swelling and
that’ s when it gets creative. If you feel like screaming here, go ahead and scream. Be my guest. At
the last second, just let it all go and snap your head back. Thiswill lead you to do it the way it was
meant to be done.



Once, when he was asked by the presswhat hiswife thought of it, he quickly replied, “Oh, shelovesit.
Thekidsloveit too,” but by then everyone knew that hiswife had left him because of it. Still to thisday,
sheishitter over the memory of it and told me, “He' d do it right there in the living room with the kids
running around him. Call me old fashioned, but how many timeswas | supposed to be witnessto that?
Theday hedidit infront of my parents, | gathered up the kids and went home with them. In the months
that followed, hewould call melate a night and tell me he was going to do it to me. | didn’t see how that
was possible, but ill | went out and bought agun.”

It wasn't until the early 80’ sthat he came to the conclusion that his abilities were a proverbia gold mine.
He gtarted doing it in public when he' d logt hisregular job as anight watch man at achemical factory.
One lonely morning when hisrefrigerator held nothing but a half abeer and ahead of cabbage, he went
down to the corner of 8th and Dupin and just Started doing it, right there on the sdewak. Innotimea
crowd gathered, and within minutes bystanders were tossing hand fulls of change; one and evenfive
dollar bills. One old gentleman in the crowd threw him couponsto Burger King.

It was only six months after the historic 8th and Dupin performance that he got hisfirst gig in acocktall
lounge. He was the scourge of many atorch singer and hypnotist. Who could top him? And he dways
demanded to go on first. He would take haf the door money and a quarter of the liquor profits of agiven
night. His public loved to drink while they watched him, and he requested that they drink Pink Ladies.
This aonewas the reason for that drink’ s great surge in popularity in the mid-80's. The T-shirtshe sold
at his shows, bearing a photograph of him in the midst of his passion were the creamy color of Pink
Ladies.

An anecdote which is often recounted about these nightclub years concerns his preoccupation with
handsome women. One of the acts that he worked with a The Republic, a seedy place down on the
waterfront, was billed as Prince Mishby and His Virgin Bride. Mishby, alanky young man, wearing a
high collared shirt and abow tie, with arms as thin as pipe cleaners and a high reedy voice, tap danced
while hisbeautiful wife sang arias. The couple would then break into a patter wherein Mishby would
speak to his bride in lascivious doubl e entendres and thiswould set the crowd of sailors and waterfront
toughsinto paroxysmsof laughter. On their third night of sharing the same bill, Mishby caught our subject
besmirching the Virgin Bridein her dressing room.

What followed was, to some, unpardonable. To othersit was asinevitable asbig fish eating little fish. Not
only did he have hisway with Mishby’ swife, but afterward, when the tap dancer lunged at him with a
pen knife, hedid it so brutally to the lanky young man that from that day forward Mishby had to go about
on aboard with whedls. “He did it to me without remorse, “ Mishby now attests, “and no one came to
my rescue. In fact, they cheered him on as | screamed in agony. | guesswhen you can do it the way he
does, no rules apply.”

He continued to work for afew years at places like The Republic, Sweet Regrets, A Slice of Green
Moon, which was, in those days, |ocated between Front and Chase in the diamond district. Then one
night after his act, he was approached by a heavy, well dressed man, sporting a cane.

“When | seeyoudoit, | an humbled,” said the man.
“Naturdly,” hesad.

“My nameisArthur Silven, and | would like to represent you. Here' smy card. | believe the scope of
your talent deserves amorefitting venue.”

“You'reafat pig,” was hisresponse.

“But I’'mapigwith abite” sad Silven.



They shook hands, and for the next five yearshe did it under the auspices of Silven Entertainment.

Hedid it in concert hdls and stadiums as people in the back rows and top bleachers|ooked on with
binoculars. He did it before royalty and heads of state, and dignitaries of foreign powers courted his
friendship. The money poured in, and he and Silven became weslthy beyond measure. By the end of five
years, though, he had done it so much, so well, and for so long, that he felt he might liketo not do it for a
while. Silven would hear none of it and threatened a breach of contract suit. So, one foggy night, he
broke into the entrepreneur’ s house and did it to Silven so completely they had to clean up what was | eft
of the agent with ashovd.

Of course, he had arock solid dibi of having been at amagic show al that evening. There were many at
the event who swore they did see him there, and it was recounted that the magician, an old acquai ntance
of hisfrom his shows at The Republic even called him up on stage at one point, had him get into a box
with adiding curtain, and made him disappear for asolid haf hour.

He never served any time for the desth of Silven, athough the D.A. did fleetingly consider prosecution on
circumstantial evidence. Asit turned out the case was determined to be too weak. When the
photographs of Silven’ s mangled form hit the tabloids and television, though, the generd public was not
convinced of hisinnocence and was put off by the viciousness the attack displayed. Asone elderly
woman described her reaction to the incident and attendant photos, “It gave me afeding likewhen | see
apiece of mesat a a barbecue that has cooked too long and the flies are risking their livesto get to it, kids
have dropped marshmallows onto the hot coals, and there' s grease burning too.” The internationa press
garted referring to him as* The Savage American.” The noted ethical philosopher, Trenton Du Block,
came out againg him as did Mothers Againgt Drunk Driving.

Hewalked away from it dl and built himsalf amansion in the swamps of Louisana There, amidst the
forbidding black waters and moss strewn cypress, he shrouded himsdlf from the world. It issaid that he
raised llamas and peacocks behind the high walls of his estate. The only person from the outside world
who till had accessto him was hisvaet, Ruben Charles. Charles has claimed that even he, himsdlf, very
rarely got to see hisemployer during these years. “I usudly took my orders from avoice that issued from
adarkened room,” he'ssaid.

“Atnight,” Charleswrotein hismemairs, “I would hear him rummaging around the mansion. Then |
would hear him in the backyard, doing it to one of the peacocks. The screamswere ungodly, and |
would cower beneath my covers. When | dept it was with one eye open. Make no mistake, the day
findly camewhen hedid it to me. It wasin the trophy room. He charged out from behind a stuffed bear
and did it to me like there was no tomorrow.”

Charles could not honestly say asto whether his boss had been doing it on adaily basis during their time
inthe svamp. All the valet could testify to was that the day after abad storm, when the brick wall was
knocked down in one spot by afalling tree and dozens of dligators had invaded the sanctuary,
daughtering and devouring al of the livestock, his employer did it on the veranda, overlooking the
carnage, with magnificent precison and beauty.

In September of that year, he let Charles go and sold the mansion to the alleged head of adrug cartel.
After this, he disappeared for atime. Scattered sightings of him surfaced now and then over a period of
the next few years. Individuastold of encounterswith himin far flung locations of the globe. It' ssince
been discovered that certain tribesin the interior of New Guinea carve figures that seem to bare a perfect
likenessto himinthe act of doingit.

Some believe that he lived amundane existence with awoman in an gpartment in asmal town on the
Canadian border. Supposedly he' d gone back to working as a night watchman. Judith Nelson, the



woman with whom hef d purportedly been living publicly denies having ever met him, but her family and
friends say that she had, for thistime period, often been seen in the presence of a strange man who fits his
description. One of Nelson's subsequent lovers claimsthat her body till bore the marks of it having been
doneto her repeatedly.

When he definitively surfaced again on astreet corner in the smal town of Fortescue in southern New
Jersey, he looked much older. Histhinning hair waslong and heworeit in apig tail. A grey beard and the
crows feet around his eyes made him gppear far less frightening than he had in his youth. 1t was noted
that he’ d switched to afiltered cigarette. Still hisbody was in near-perfect condition, and one could tell
from watching him do it that he' d been practicing dl dong.

The small town audiences he performsfor these days, traveling in hisvan from street corner to street
corner, say that to see him do it now is no longer the sublime terror, the agonizing beauty, it had once
been. The effect, as| have experienced it mysdf, has become one of precison and clarity, an exquisite
longing for aparadise lost, an empathetic magnate for petty paranoia.

When | went to interview him for the first time down on Money Idand at the southern most tip of Jersey,
| told him how closaly I’ d followed his career and that | was thinking about writing amagazine article
based on hislife. Hetold mel wasin luck, because at hisfirst show that evening on the library field, he
was going to do it to the town’smayor. “1 thought you didn’t do that sort of thing anymore,” | said to
him. He looked into my eyes and waved hishand in disgust. “Hey, do it to yoursdlf,” he said and walked

away.

That evening in the summer heet, beneath a huge oak tree on the library field, the people of Money Idand
gathered to watch him do it to the mayor. He did it so gently, and with such care, ayoung man in front of
me broke into tears. The mayor gasped with delight asif before her eyes she waswitnessing apassing
parade of pricelesstreasures, and when he was done with her, she seemed to glow. The mayor declared
atown holiday in honor of hisart and later, on the high school football field, | watched in awe ashedid it
again, thistime aone, beneeth a sky ablaze with fireworks.



