HAVE A GOOD DAY
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Very late in the afternoon you pull into a gas station weary and dis-
gruntled. Ever since the alarm went off twenty minutes early, all decisions
have proven misguided, all plans have gone awry, all fortuitous events have
Yielded unpleasant surprises. You observe that the price on the puap is
three cents higher than that advertised at the curb and a nickel more than
they are getting across the street. As you hand the attendant your last
twenty-dollar bill, he returns your dime in change and with dripping eyes and
grimacing mouth exclaims, '"Have a good day!" I

There was a time when I rather liked that benediction. Spoken by the
right person under optimum conditions early in the day, but not too early, it
did help to create the illusion that the next twelve or fifteen hours were
yours to conquer. As a parting shot it did not wound the spirit quite so
mortally as those last words of the nineteen-fifties, '"bye now.!'" But the
thing grows worn. It is mouthed mechanically by everyone from comptometer
operators to podiatrists. It is spoken without any reference to the time of
day or the life situation of the person addressed. It is the kind of thing
you would expect that garrylous woman who gives the time over the telephone
to say to you at midnight. I would not be surprised to hear the chaplain say-
ing it to the condemned prisoner as he leads him to the gas chamber. It is
Just as likely to be said in some moment of high exaltation for which not even
a Keats sonnet would seem appropriate. That happened to me once and for an
instant I was so appalled that I thought I would expire. But in the next
instant I forgave the other person. I realized that I was listening to the
sort of motor automatism that people come up with when words fail.

The saying has grown mechanical to the point of absurdity. In fact, it
is just the sort-of thing you might expect to hear from a talking cow. You
have never heard a talking cow? Neither had I until I found one mentioned in
my AAA guide for Wisconsin, a resource that comes as near to infallibility as
we have a right to expect in this uninspired age. There I was informed that
in the town of Neillsville I might find "The World's Largest Talking Cow'.
Since my tour book was a couple of years out of date, I speculated that in the
meantime some ambitious 4-Her might have raised one even larger. However, on
the assumption that the one in Neillsville still would be larger than average,
I pulled off the road there to take a look at it. The talking cow was very :
large indeed. My encounter with it was so overwhelming, in fact, that I can-
not recall what it said to me. It is like that with moments of revelation;
the sublimity of the experience obliterates the message. I do not believe
that The World's Largest Talking Cow said "Have a good day.'" She had been
programmed for the New York World's Fair of 1964, some time before that ex-
pression became current. However, - and this is my point - that is just t?e
sort of thing you would expect a talking cow to-say were she up with the times.
It is when you hear it from individuals you have mistaken for people that the
saying becomes disconcerting. :
in print.
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‘ It is even more disconcerting to find this expression
that happens you can hardly excuse it as a reflex actiom. .
énduring affrontery. For example, I am told that as you :
radiation treatments at a nearby hospital, you are greeted
the desk that reads, HAVE A GOOD DAY. N

In a moment I want to examine this saying agains:
In the meantime, let us note in passing another expre
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