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JUST ABOVE THE LIGHT SWITCH BY THE DOOR TO THE

studio where I work, I often place a photograph-
pinning it to the wall with a red pushpin. 'When, in
amagazine or a newspaper, I find a particularly arrest-
irg picture-x visual image that provokes my
rnind-I tear it out and put it by the light switch so

that I see it and consider it as I come and go. Some-
thing to inspire me or confront me. For most of
the month of March r99o, three photographs were
pinned there by the light switch together.

A small one, in color, showed a middle-aged man
tkring some carpentry. 'Wearing aged leather hightop

r99



200 ROBERT TULGHUM

work shoes, blue jeans, fannel shirt, sweat-stained red

baseball cap, and around his waist, a well-used nail
apron. He is working about eight feet offthe ground,
straddling a wall header while he nails it to the corner

post. He's framing a house, and by the look on his face

and the way he holds the hammer, it is clear that he

not only knows what he is doing, but is intent on
doing it right and well. You see carpenters every day

doing this common taslq-nailing wood to wood
with hammer and nail and muscie and blood and

sinew and brain. Men who say, when asked, "'We11,

I'm in construction work." I like looking at this

picture-bright blue sky, new wood, an ancient

t1ads-5ernething very honest and positive going on.

The second picture by the light switch was a grainy
black-and-white news photo from the morning papcr

earlier in the month. Showing a middle-aged man, in

a short-sleeved, sweat-stained khaki shirt. The man is

smiling a great smile. And the other people in thc

picture are also smiling. The occasion is the concltr*

sion of an election-an honest election-held irr

powder-keg conditions in a Central American coulr-
try. Nobody was killed during the elections, and tltc
losers accepted the results, leading to a major changc

in government. The man in the shirtsleeves was thcrc

risking his credibility and brains and skiils-even ltis
life-to help bring about the impossible. He wnr

UH-OH zol

there on his own, representing only himself and his
concerns, without compensation other than the wages
of conscience.

The third picture by the light switch shows a man
in white shirt and tie. He is not smiling. The look on
his face is a combinarion of vexatior, 

"rd 
determina_

tion. He has come once again to meetings in the
Middle East to get enemies to talk to one another face
to face. Not on behalf of his government or any
government-not on behalf of any organization. On
behalf of peace and justice. An agent"of progress in
human affairs.

It's the same man in each of these pictures by the
light switch. And he is truly in the construcrion busi-
ness. Giving of his time and life to build houses for
poor people, to build an atmosphere wherein free
clections can take place, to builjstructures of peace
in one of the oldest and harshesr arenas of confict in
human history.

The man's name is Carter. Used to raise peanuts in
( icorgia. Had a governmentjob once. Carpenter now.
And teacher. And when the historirr, ,lttl. up ac_
counts on the twentieth century someday, his name
will shine. He may not be in the list of !r.r, presi_
,l,'111s-i1 is too soon to say. But it is not too soon to
s:ry that he is the finest ex-president in our century,
.rrrtl maybe ever.

Each night as I finished -y work and paused at the
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I
switch, I looked at the three picturcs. Gallanr is the

word that comes to mind-high-spirited, courageous.

He knows how to lose-for he has lost big. Forces

beyond his control may have made him the wrong
man for the wrong job at the wrong time. Still, he

lost as few men have.

He might have tucked his tail between his legs and

spent the rest of his life sorting his papers and fishing

and playing golf. Others who have had his govern-
ment job have done as little. But /o lose and to be a

loser are very different matters. Besides, he still had

work to do. Tasks he accepts because of who he is and

not because of any ofiice he may or may not hold. Hc
is proof that there is no limit to the amount of good

a man may do if he does not worry about who gets

the credit.
He is not one of those who gained the whole worlcl

and lost his own soul.
His example is not lost upon me.

Thanks to that man.

To him, the noble prize.
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SUMMER I WORKED ON A RANCH IN COLORADO
rs a horse wrangler, and lived in a bunkhouse with
il cowboy named Gene who was a bona fide clock-
head.'W'e called him Mean Gene the Time Machine.
("Mean" is a compliment-used to describe a good
t,1;w horse or a new 11u6k_x5 in "That there horse
(trr truck) ts a. mean piece of work.") Anyhow, Gene
rlrt the rest of his name because he could tell you the
lr 111g-d2y or night-give or take five
rl r,rugh he

mtnutes, even
never carried a watch. Mean Gene. He

Itt,ays knew what time it was. He didn, t knowjust
r,,w he did it, but the rest of us figured he
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had a clock


