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been buying crosses for years, and, as a
matter of fact, I'm an atheist.”

“Like I said, these aren’t religion,”
Toni went on. “Occasionally, people
stop and say ‘Where are the Stars of
David? What about equal time?’ and I
say I understand but also, hey, that’s not
the fashion. Some people tell me they
think this is sacrilegious, but I just po-
litely send them to fourteen-karat.
Frankly, I think if the Pope himself had
come and blessed these there would still
be someone who would complain.”

The woman in the tunic asked to see
a long, pointy silver cross inlaid with he-
matite. She held it close to her nose for a
moment and then set it on the counter.
“I don’t have on my I-can’t-see-you
glasses, but I think this looks too Pres-
byterian for me. Can I see the one with
the stained-glass chunks? Ooh, this is
gorgeous. Damn, I wish I'd had this yes-
terday. It's very Coptic. It would have
been great with my dress.”

Toni said, “We have one of the best
selections in New York City, but, hon-
estly, I'm a little low on crosses right
now. They're flying out the door.”

A teen-ager wearing tight bluejeans
and a short black vinyl jacket stopped
at the counter and asked to see an

antiqued-silver cross on a long string of
almond-shaped beads. “I'm not a Ma-
donna maniac,” she said to Toni. “My
feeling is, moderation is the key to, like,
anything. I have a great, like, Roman-
style jacket that I need this for.”

“I know what you mean,” Toni said,
nodding. “I only own one cross person-
ally. As a look, I don’t absolutely think
it's me. Also, I think the big, giant ones
are a little hard to wear as a business
look. I happen to love the other two
things we're doing at this counter—the
long beads and the chokers. The beads
are a kind of romantic thing that started
maybe last year. The chokers suddenly
got big in February, for some reason.”

“Brenda and Kelly,” the woman in
the tunic said. “The girls on ‘Beverly
Hills, 90210.” They started wearing
chokers in February.”

“Oh God, Brenda,” the teen-ager
said. “Pul-lease.”

“Do you have anything else real, real
exotic?” the woman asked Toni. “I live
in Orlando, just fifteen minutes from
Mickey, but we don’t have a great cross
selection around there.”

Toni tapped the counter for a minute
and then pulled out a lumpy Gothic-style
cross with stones sprinkled across it.

Let’s go crosstown. This playground has too many other Samanthas.”
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“Reminds me of the Crusades,” the
woman said admiringly. “T'll take it.”

JACK HANDEY, REAL DEEP

“IF trees could scream, would we be so

cavalier about cutting them down?”
asks Jack Handey. His own answer to the
question: “We might, if they screamed
all the time, for no good reason.” Jack
Handey is not a real person. He is a fic-
tional character created by a forty-four-
year-old New York writer whose name,
coincidentally, is Jack Handey. The real
Jack Handey does most of his writing
while lying in bed and bouncing a la-
crosse ball against the ceiling, letting his
thoughts drift. The pretend Jack Handey,
according to his creator, “is sort of an
earnest idiot.”

For a number of years, the aphorisms
of the pretend Jack Handey have been
featured—under the rubric “Deep
Thoughts, by Jack Handey”—on “Satur-
day Night Live,” the show for which
the real Jack Handey was until this year
a writer. During his seven years on “S.N.L.,”
he wrote hundreds of sketches of all
sorts, among them “Unfrozen Cave
Man Lawyer,” “Deer Heads,” and half a
dozen installments of “Toonces,” which
featured a cat who knew how to
drive a car, though not very well.
But it is for “Deep Thoughts”
that he is best known, if only
indirectly. The other day, we
heard, to our horror, that Han-
dey (the real) would not be
writing for the show this season.
Deeply troubled, we decided to
go and see him.

“People always assume that
the name Jack Handey is made
up,” he said, shortly after we ar-
rived. “They say, “The name is
perfect! How did you guys come
up with it? I realize now that I
have a joke name.” Handey
looks a little bit like the young
Rudy Vallee. He has curly red-
dish hair, wears wire-rimmed
glasses, and smiles in an engag-
ing way that makes you think
he probably has a fine singing
voice. His eyes are green. He
lives in an apartment in Chelsea,
with his wife, Marta, who acts as
his editor. The Handeys have
no children, and they keep pe-
culiar hours. They typically rise

in the early afternoon and stay







