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JOHN MCPHEE 

The pools are craters, and with the people around them they are counter­
sunk into the motels. 
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The seventh, and final, game is ten minutes old and I have hotels on 
Oriental, Vermont, and Connecticut. I have Tennessee and St. James. I 
have North Carolina and Pacific. I have Boardwalk, Atlantic, Ventnor, 
Illinois, Indiana. My fingers are forming a "V" I have mortgaged most of 
these properties in order to pay for others, and I have mortgaged the others 
to pay for the hotels. I have seven dollars. I will payoff the mortgages and 
build my reserveswith income from the three hotels. My cash position may 
be low, but I feel like a rocket in an underground silo. Meanwhile, if I 
could just go to jail for a time I could pause there, wait there, until myop­
ponenr, in his inescapable rounds, pays the rates of my hotels. Jail, at times, 
is the strategic place to be. I roll boxcars from the Reading and move the 
flatiron to Community Chest. "Go to Jail. Go directly to Jail." 
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The prisoners, of course, have no pens and no pencils. They take paper 
napkins, roll them tight as crayons, char the ends with matches, and write 
on the walls. The things they write are not entirely idiomatic; for example, 
"In God We Trust." All is in carbon. Time is required in the writing. 
"Only humanity could know of such pain." "God So Loved the World." 
"There is no greater pain than life itself." In the women's block now, there 
are six blacks, giggling, and a white asleep in red shoes. She is drunk. The 
others are pushers, prostitutes, an auto thief, a burglar caught with pistol in 
purse. A sixteen-year-old accused of murder was in here last week. These 
words are written on the wall of a now empty cell: "Laying here I see two 
bunks about six inches thick, not counting the one I'm laying on, which is 
hard as brick. No cushion for my back. No pillow for my head. Just a couple 
scratchy blankets which is best to use it's said. I wake up in the morning so 
shivery and cold, waiting and waiting till I am told the food is coming. It's 
on its way. It's not worth waiting for, but I eat it anyway. I know one thing 
when they set me free I'm gonna be good if it kills me." 
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The Search fOr Marvin Gardens 

How many years must a game be played to produce an Anthony J. Drexel 
Biddle and chestnut geldings on the beach? About half a century was the 
original answer, from the first railroad to Biddle at his peak. Biddle, at his 
peak, hit an Atlantic City streetcar conductor with his fist, laid him out 
with one punch. This increased Biddle's legend. He did not go to jail. 
While John Philip Sousa led his band along the boardwalk playing "The 
Stars and Stripes Forever" and Jack Dempsey ran up and down in training 
for his fight with Gene Tunney, the city crossed the high curve of its 
parabola. AI Capone held conventions here-upstairs with his sleeves 
rolled, apportioning among his lieutenant governors the states of the East­
ern seaboard. The natural history of an American resort proceeds from 
Indians to French Canadians via Biddies and Capones. French Canadians, 
whatever they may be at home, are Visigoths here. Bienvenue Visigoths! 
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My opponent plods along incredibly well. He has got his fourth railroad, 
and patiently, unbelievably, he has picked up my potential winners until he 
has blocked me everywhere but Marvin Gardens. He has avoided, in the 
fifty-dollar zoning, my increasingly petty hotels. His cash flow swells. His 
railroads are costing me two hundred dollars a minute. He is building hotels 
on States, Virginia, and St. Charles. He has temporarily reversed the cur­
rent. With the yellow monopolies and my blue monopolies, I could proba­
bly defeat his lavenders and his railroads. I have Atlantic and Ventnor. I 
need Marvin Gardens . My only hope is Marvin Gardens. 

"A" 
There is a plaque at Boardwalk and Park Place, and on it in relief is the leo­
nine profile of a man who looks like an officer in a metropolitan bank­
"Charles B. Darrow, 1889-1967, inventor of the game of Monopoly. " 
"Darrow," I address him, aloud. "Where is Marvin Gardens?" There is, of 
course, no answer. Bronze, impassive, Darrow looks south down the Board­
walk. "Mr. Darrow, please, where is Marvin Gardens?" Nothing. Not a 
sign. He just looks south down the Boardwalk. 

"A" 
My opponent accepts the trophy with his natural ease, and I make, from 
notes, remarks that are even lessgraceful than his, 
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Marvin Gardens is the one color-block Monopoly property that is not in 
Atlantic City. It is a suburb within a suburb, secluded. It is a planned com­
pound of seventy-two handsome houses set on curvilinear private streets 
under yews and cedars, poplars and willows. The compound was built 
around 1920, in Margate, New Jersey, and consists of solid buildings of 
stucco, brick, and wood , with slate roofs, tile roofs, multi-mullioned 
porches, Giraldic towers, and Spanish grilles. Marvin Gardens, the ultimate 
outwash of Monopoly, is a citadel and sanctuary of the middle class. "We're 
heavily patrolled by police here. We don't take no chances. Me? I'm living 
here nine years. I paid seventeen thousand dollars and I've been offered 
thirty. Number one, I don't want to move. Number two, I don't need the 

money. I have four bedrooms, two and a half baths, front den , back den. 
No basement. The Atlantic is down there. Six feet down and you float. A 
lot of people have a hard time finding this place. People that lived in 
Atlantic City all their life don't know how to find it. They don't know where 

the hell they're going. They just know it's south, down the Boardwalk." 


