I, however, have as an adult in our present time of greater and enlightened pluralism had the benefit of some education in Buddhist karma theory from none other than the younger brother of the Deputy Director of the U. S. Central Intelligence Agency, the late great author with whom I once corresponded, Cleveland Amory. If I could count on anybody to have that intelligence well-buttoned-up it would be him.

Mr. Amory was in early years the president of the Harvard Crimson. So I was at least sure that what I did know about karmic theory was spelled correctly. He wrote on this subject when he was later in life what is termed a curmudgeon. Fortunately for me he put all of his Buddhist knowledge in his book which has that word in its title, from diligent study of which I mastered the concepts. He gained the key to his knowledge from Mary Daniels, a feature writer for the Chicago Tribune to whom it had been taught in a dark and dusty bookstore by a Buddhist priest. According to the priest everybody “has” something called karma and he taught her the meaning of karma in relation to the reincarnation of cats. (You can just sense this already does not sound very Midwestern . . . ) You see Ms. Daniels had a special relationship with a famous cat named Morris who became, actually, what Alistair Cooke hated to be referred to as: A Television Personality, whatever as he said that meant. The essence of Buddhism was thus passed on by the priest to Ms. Daniels first apparently for the benefit of Morris, that is the Television Personality and only later to Mr. Amory from where it eventually it seems must have worked its way over to the Deputy Director of the U. S. Central Intelligence Agency. Well! The CIA failed America totally on 911 but we can take considerable solace from knowing that among the publicly reported 100,000 Intelligence Reports the CIA has produced – which did us absolutely no good on 911 – at least they’ve got their CIA Cat Television Personality Karma Theory Report which highly classified as it must be I plausibly deny having ever laid eyes on, for a feline follow-through swimmingly right. It is in fact a great blessing in my life that I do not think I have ever seen any classified material. The CIA cat karma Report would remain as Secret in America as it had ever been, perhaps even topping it.

What follows is not from a classified CIA Karma In Buddhist Cats Intelligence Report or as they are actually called Intelligence Estimate (something I think our Citizens have by now done about the CIA . . . ). As important no doubt about it to America’s safety - and P.E.T.A. - as that may be, what I set out below is from my paperback copy of Mr. Amory’s three fine anti-animal-cruelty cat books.

As Mr. Amory relates in The Cat and the Curmudgeon (Little Brown & Company First Hardback 1990, Back Bay First Paperback 2002) the Buddhist knowledge learnt at the knee of the priest was that all living things have karma which was: one’s fate in one’s existence as determined by behavior in a previous. [Karma . . well, OK; we'll just let that one sail right over our heads, ignore it. One’s existence . . . Huhnhh? In a previous . . . a previous what?] Obviously, this is about as un-Midwest as can be. Still, forewarned is forearmed. I had my Buddhist knowledge and my own view of it. I gave it to the Communist Chinese as straight as a Midwest-born, Chevy Chase-raised Methodist could under what was undeniably becoming the influence of all those giant bottles of beer [ no fault, no foul as I was not some government flack but completely free and independent, on my own and there seemed to be at least a half dozen Chinese laddies, lassies and secret police who were my designated drivers Note As sorry as I am to say this I will not be able to drink alcohol or enjoy what in Beijing are referred to as staple foods - rice, potato, bread, sugar, colas and fruit drinks, and sweet desserts made with sugar very much at all as I have been attacked by the medical condition known as diabetes which I have completely overcome and defeated by only a careful limitation on my food types with no need for that special medicine named insulin I will miss some of the delicious Chinese foods yet still can eat and enjoy many of them and actually will be eating more like the Chinese themselves eat and look forward to that when I return to Beijing] they have in China which the pretty smiling servers in their elegant dress just . . . well . . . kept pouring. Sometime around this time, giving me a long, cool appreciative stare the Secretary General seemed to conclude he had mined a fair amount of the nuggets of value in this American who had started telling him that, in fact, because his physique was changing shape on a trend towards Cinderella's coach (a trend now reversing itself as I seem to be shrinking) and he was becoming jollier in his fast oncoming prime years among friends he himself had earned the sobriquet The Happy Buddha. More or less on that note, the consensus that war was out of the question and a good time had, certainly, been had by all we parted until our next time when I was able to return in small measure his hospitality.
