JOY TO THE WORLD

Every day for the |ast two weeks the violinist had
been showi ng up at around one o' cl ock near the entrance to
Macy's . Though not an altogether ideal |ocation for his
i ne of business, he was surrounded by nost of San
Franci sco's departnent stores. Before himto the north of
Ceary Street stood Union Square and its belt of |uxury
hotels. To his left descended the bustling traffic and
clanging cable cars of Powell Street. Nunmerous M ddle
Eastern and Japanese di scount el ectroni cs shops around
the corner did a brisk trade. The theatre district at
Ceary and Mason lay a block off to the west, while the view
towards Stockton on his right was commanded by nountain
ranges of office buildings and gi ant stores.

Macy's itself was sonething of an obstacle to the

exercise of his profession : half of the |long bl ock had
been staked out by being flooding with its own choice in
musi ¢c: canned sem -classics, 'pops' favorites, nedl eys of

Christmas carols that assailed the ears through shril
| oudspeakers placed every few feet al one the w de-w ndowed
perineter.

Self-interest dictated that there be no equality
bet ween conspi cuous consunpti on and conspi cuous
benevol ence, the identifying elenments of the Christmas
spirit. Fromtheir enlightened perspective the forner had
al ways to take precedence over the latter: the magnates
who set the policies at Macy's would not willingly
interpret the Christmas spirit in such a manner as to
encourage the practice of charity towards the many
crippled, blind or otherw se handi capped street perforners
about Union Square. Huddl ed together in groups, the noxious
whi ne of Christmas Mazak obliged themto nmanipulate their
har moni uns, penny whistles , nouth organs or druns at the
fringes of the nercantile col ossus.

Such as the man of exenplary resourceful ness and
courage, both
arns anputated at the el bows, who sat atop a wooden stoo
near the Powel| Street end of the block. By placing the
raw tips of his blunted stunps on the keyboard of an
CASI O el ectronic piano, he was able to make nusic through
rocki ng and shaking his body in all directions. The
violinist always dropped sone change in his cup as he
moved to his own place on the block, down another hundred
f eet

O the beggar wonman, draped in rags, her bloated eyes
swrling in her collapsed face |like msts over dark



swanps. Wth her old flabby body propped agai nst a
| anppost, she tootled 'Jingle Bells' on atin flute all the
| ong afternoon.

O the pitiable old nman in a tattered oversized Navy
coat, the puffy red flesh above his stubby beard ravaged
by al cohol , dragging his club foot down the street at noon
to a rocky cleft, a sheltered niche, a cleft between the
stone fronts of two stores , wherein he whanged a
| ugubrious guitar until mdnight, sonetinmes wuntil two in
t he norni ng.

The managers of Macy's were under nuch pressure to
clear away this ness of eye-sorey riff-raff. There was no
permanent way to do this. The best they m ght hope to
acconplish was to sweep themaway fromthe building' s
facades during business hours. Only after dark, in the
eerie silence followng the [ast sputterings of the
| oudspeakers, did the beggars nmake their nove towards the
deserted entranceways of Macy's . Their profit margins rose
i mredi atel y.

But that violinist? Wll... he was an anonaly.

Qobvi ously neither crippled nor crazy; you could hardly even
call him a beggar.

He wasn't making a fortune yet he seened to be doing well ;
wel | enough at | east to justify his com ng back there on
schedul e all through the nonth of Decenber. 1In one
respect only was he like all the others, in that he only

pl ayed Christmas carols. He knew themall: Silent N ght;
Adeste Fideles; O Cone All Ye Faithful; Ad Little Town of
Bet hl ehem Joy to the World; White Christmas; Drummer

Boy, .......

Rel ative to the rel axed standards applied by official
music critics and other taste nmakers to the nusic of the

streets, his playing was exceptional. For one thing it
was filled with genuine feeling. If one could inmagine it,
he believed I n what he was doing! Unlike his

conpetitors, all clearly notivated by the need for ready
money, it appeared that he was trying to produce rea
music . Not that he was in any sense a professional;
anyone who listened critically for nore than a few m nutes
could tell as nuch. No synphony orchestra woul d have hired
him It could not, all the sane, be denied that his
renditions often equal ed, even surpassed, the stuff com ng
over Macy's Mizak.

H s appearance was al ways proper, even clean-cut;
al ways a
brightly colored tie and even brighter smle. H's opened
i nstrunment case, an artifact of velvet and | eather, was
raised off the tranpled filth of the sidewal k by bei ng



rested on a pair of Xerox - paper cartons. In a few words,
he epitomzed all that there is to be epitomzed in the
Yul eti de

message of Joy and Cheer, of Peace on Earth, and Good W/ I
towards Men, of Love of Neighbor and Forgiveness of
Trespasses - except, of course, where Macy's was

i nvol ved .

Verily that beatific smle , ( which in that
heavenwards shafted, truth-seeking face , was conbi ned
wth a softly veil ed gaze seeping between neek | owered
eyelids ) , left no doubts in the m nds of the passing
throngs as to the nusician's firmbelief in the Awesone
Bl essedness of Christ's Mraculous Birth, nor his profound
reverence for the Sanctity of the Holy dine.
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H's testinony of wtness had undoubtedly exerted a
strong inpression on the hearty, gangling, goofy-eyed
adol escent who waltzed past himdown the street. The
young man wore a frayed sweater and corduroy trousers,
his hair close-cropped, his conplexion unhealthy and pale.
Etched onto the otherwise vapid field of his face lay the
kind of horrible grin one sees only on the faces of the
adherents of nodern cults. |Imaginations of TV antennae
circled his brow, gossaner notorcycles, finer than angel's
W ngs, guided the trajectories of his heavy work boots. Hi s
passage across the |ong thoroughfare of Geary from Stockton
to Powel | took the formof a single extended pirouette.

As he danced past , he dropped sone gl ossy, oblong
object on top of the piles of change and bills covering
the floor of the opened instrunent case of the violinist
The fal se bonhome of a leer twisted his face into an
extreme of disfigurenent as he booned: " MERRY CHRI STMAS,
BROTHER! ! ", or rather it was nore in the nature of a
guffaw, while he continued spinning down the street.

The violinist nodded, as he did automatically
whenever anyone put anything into the case, to be foll owed
by a swift glance downwards to esti mate how nuch noney he'd
recei ved. What he saw was a panphlet, nothing | ess than the
GOOD NEWS OF REVELATION casting its wondrous spl endour
upon the dross of coin! Like a |lighthouse beacon over a
perilous sea, he recognized a single phrase in huge,
grotesque letters printed over a crude drawing in green
i nk:

....... SATURDAY THE RABBI CAME FOR DI NNER. .. ...

- Jews for Jesus! As this realization of the

youth's affiliation flashed across his mnd, a blind rage



mounted to his arnms and fingers, rendering himincapabl e of
further playing. Violin and bow were | owered into the case.
Wth energy nore appropriate to westling with an
archangel , he fished out the panphlet, shred it to bits,
threw the scraps onto the ground and danced on them

" TRAITOR " he shrieked in the direction of the
cal l ow young m ssionary, still in hearing range:

"ENEMY OF THE JEW SH PEOPLE! DI RTY SELL-QUT! ANTI -
SEM TE! | STOW ALL OVER YOUR CHRIST! | STOW ALL OVER
YOUR CHRI STI ANI TY! MAY YOUR
CHRI ST ROT I N HELL A M LLION YEARS! HERE'S WHAT | THI NK OF
YOU, YQU SLI My COMNARD! !

Petrified with terror,the acol yte of Jews for Jesus"

froze in his tracks.

As spontaneously as it had arisen so did the fit pass
over, as such things will. The violinist fell silent, al
hi s anger spent. A perceptive eye, so rarely to be found on
the streets, would have recogni zed his exhausti on.

He'd either chosen to ignore, or , as is nore likely, had
merely forgotten the existence of the object of his scorn
as he stooped over the case and took wup his instrunent.
Wth that indescribably sweet smle |ifted to the

heavens, in del ectable conbination with the gentle
tenderness of his

| ovi ng, inward-searching eyes, he played " OLittle Town of
Bet hl ehent'

ever so sweetly.

Pedestrians scurrying in all directions hastened past
him, stunned: surely the Apocal ypse was surely at hand!
Only a lone cab driver, seated in a taxi which had been
parked al ongside the curb and from which he had seen the
entire incident from beginning to end, |aughed |ong and
| oud.

The cal |l ow prosel ytizer -unknowi ng of his offense if
i ndeed there was one - crossed Powel|l Street and
di sappeared into the cromds. Wthin a quarter of an hour,
the old faces had vani shed to be replaced by others. Once
again it seened as if nothing on heaven or earth could

arise to disturb the tranquillity of the graci ous season.
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