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The last time we spoke was, I believe, the
Friday he left for the fatal weekend at the
office. He couldn’t have suspected what fate
had in store for him that day. There is no way
to predict such an occurrence. Still, if he had
paid a little more attention to what stood right
before his eyes rather than anticipating such
riches down the road, he might have been able
to react appropriately at the crucial moment
and stave off the ensuing disaster.

He always struck fool’s gold and made his
bargains with the devil. The procedure worked
well enough for a time, but even a nitwit could
foretell its inevitable doom. He hit upon the
idea while still an undergraduate and guided
all his studies in that direction. After an MBA



from one of the finest schools — Darden — he accepted his
first impossible task. He never lacked discipline. Imagine the
frequency with which he must have said no. He had twice
graduated with honors. He had the most distinguished
internships and glowing recommendations, one from a
Nobel Prize-winning economist.

He never offered the slightest hint regarding his plans,
never told a soul. As I said, he never lacked discipline. He
accepted quixotic challenges. At times, he knew them to be
so even though others, those arrogant captains of industry,
did not. Wherever he labored, he knew the company better
than anyone else. He had to. That was part of his plan:
everything depended upon knowledge, knowledge equaled
control, and such profound knowledge enabled his spectac-
ular failures.

If there had been a weakness to all this conniving, it must
have been the boredom that plagued him in the long years
between postings. He had planned so well for the success of
failure that he forgot all about how best to reap its rewards.
He lacked an avocation for which his unique skills could
have provided him the opportunity for greatness in some
dissimilar field, the opportunity, but not the guarantee. He
could not be compared to the failed film director who put
together the financing for history’s grandest flop and so
everyone wanted him again because of his deal-making,
packaging skills and he wanted to parlay those desires into
an apotheosis of high art. No, our anti-hero knew not what
to do with the time and the riches he had struggled so to
earn.

Two years on and eight years off he set as his goal while
still an undergrad at Bowdoin. Roughly, he achieved what he
set out to accomplish — which is the opposite or at the very
least the absence of accomplishment. Perhaps, there were a
few close calls along the way. One can’t expect such aspira-
tions to have the predictability of actuarial charts. But he
would find the right fit: never succeed at the ridiculous
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vision of one president or another and find himself out of a
job yet with a generous severance package in hand.

He never married. How could he? She might find out or
else he might settle down in the world of the possible with
no severance package ever in sight. I believe he was a lonely
man. Knowing from the day hired that someday soon he
would be gone did not encourage the formation of close
friendships. I did, however, discover his generosity to his
brothers and sisters, to their kids, and to a few select chari-
ties. I found out about this and so much more in the months
that followed that fatal day at the office.

Born in Laramie, Wyoming, he had a sad, but unevent-
ful, childhood. His father often beat the children and never
allowed them to play with toys. An East Coast education
may be seen as a rebellious act, but repeatedly he cited
Pierce and Hawthorne as the reason for his selection of
such a small and distant college. It is said that he loved the
Chinese tooth trees along Kappa Path, their brightly col-
ored baby leaves and the more somber second growth in
May and furthermore it has been reported that he could
tell the exact moment one would fall and the other arise to
take its place. Yet, he did not see his own end fast
approaching that fatal day years hence. He did not smell it,
wind or no wind.

It saddens me to sit here in peace and relative calm and
to think of him there and how he must have perspired in
those horrible moments when it all came undone. Who
were his rivals and why did it matter so? What had he done
in the South to foster his plan and, at the same time, to so
alienate the rest of his graduating class? None amongst us
have ever been quite clever enough to do what he had done.
Let this serve as our reminder. The deer catches scent of the
bear and scurries away to safety. We sat beside him as he fell
and we neither scurried nor attempted to soften the fall.
What fear we had that we, too, might lose our position if any
attempt to do so filtered upward? And there may have been

THE LIZARD BRAIN 97



quite a chance of rumor following fast after the facts of these
events of which I speak.

And so we watched. A few, perhaps, took notes, registered
something about frequency while most went home to meals
or out to dinner. At the stockholders’ meeting a radical
fringe element suggested various changes in the by-laws.

We moved about, trying to get some wind of what
occurred upstairs. Three times he succeeded: two years on,
package, eight years off. Idleness had been his ideal, but he
refused to compromise, to sacrifice ideals for the reality that
confronted him or to sacrifice the realities of work for his
dream. The fourth time found him out. The cat escaped the
bag and his goose got cooked. He had no chance to jump
over the moon. A Darden man, though not of Bowdoin
born, undid him. Sharp observation followed by prescient
speculation proved sufficient to the cause.

If only he had given up sooner. We thought of a surprise
party. It wasn’t to be. We thought of those trees.

After the end came, some of us found ways to rationalize
the occurrence. None were happy, at least not in the trench-
es. Oh, sure, the Darden man grinned, unthinking when it
came to challenges for an alumni magazine editor. The
Darden man saved his firm a misspent (in his mind) sever-
ance package.

I’d rather not think of this young fellow as some sort of
Odysseus slaying monsters. He destroyed a myth-in-the-
making. No matter how much I love orange ties, I’ll never
wear one again as I had that fatal day.

Several people sat near me the next day. In an official
capacity, I brought the body home and met the parents, the
brothers and the sisters and their children. I shook hands and
mourned. This must have been in April or May. It has taken
me all this time to talk about it. I hesitate to say how I feel now
or to read over what I have written about these events.

I’d like to think that in the end he made the right deci-
sion, that it is a matter of interpretation and if looked at in
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a certain way it will seem as heroic as one early day on the
Path, his brothers about him, citing just the precise moment
of transformation in the tooth trees and then turning back
toward the cafeteria for plate after plate of his beloved
chopped kale, lightly salted.
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