LIVING ON A WEDNESDAY
AFTERNOON:. THE WORK
OF JOHN MCPHEE

BY JAMES SCHULTZ

IN 1946, AT THE AGE OF 15, JOHN MCPHEE SAT WITH A FRIEND ON A
WINDOWSILL OF THE JOSEPH HENRY HOUSE, NEAR THE HEART OF THE
PRINCETON UNIVERSITY CAMPUS. HIS FRIEND'S FATHER WAS THE
DEAN OF THE COLLEGE AND HIS FRIEND’'S FAMILY LIVED THERE.
ALONG WITH A FEW THOUSAND OTHER PEOPLE, THEY LISTENED TO

HARRY S. TRUMAN ADDRESS A GROUP OF STUDENTS ON THE OCCA-

SION OF THE 200TH ANNIVERSARY OF THE UNIVERSITY. PEOPLE
MILLED ABOUT AND ATTENTIVE OBSERVERS PEERED FROM OTHER WIN-

DOWS.

WHEN MCPHEE TOLD ME THIS STORY ... HE LOOKED UP AT THE SILL
WHERE HE HAD SAT NEARLY A HALF CENTURY AGO AND SAID: “IT’S A
DIFFERENT COUNTRY NOW. [TODAY] THAT BUILDING WOULD BE FILLED

WITH SECRET SERVICE AGENTS ...”

FROM JOHN MCPHEE, BY MICHAEL PEARSON
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Michael Pearson, associate professor of English, is the author of the recently published memoir
Dreaming of Columbus: A Boyhood in the Bronx.




