
HERB FRESNEL

At the old lighthouse display at Lahaina, Maui, Hawaii, I notice the name on the  

glass lens and magnifier for the light: FRESNEL.

My friend says to me: “You told me something about a guy named Fresnel.

I tell her: “Herb! Herb radiated good will.”

Herb was the vocational counselor when I worked at the unemployment office in 

downtown Monterey, California.

\ I was the first level of whether you  got unemployment insurance benefits, or 

maintained those benefits. You could always appeal my decision, which I determined by 

consulting a series of binders called The Benefit Determination Guide. 



You'd come, sit at my desk and we'd talk, I'd write, and the decision would be sent

to you by mail. My analysis of the guide's directives,  and your circumstances, would 

determine the decision.

Unemployment offices, that kind of place, welfare departments, are 

confrontational places.  The powers that be there found that if they took freaked out 

people, angry people, desperate people, to Herb, he would break the cycle, find 

reasonable closure. 

I called him “Our genie in a bottle.”

One day when the Secret Service swarms in and whisks Herb away,  she is sitting 

at my desk, his Molly,  waiting for Herb who was in a counseling session. 

The Feds had been there before and were no surprise.

Herb had an office with a door that closed, not a cubicle. There was never 

anything on his desk. . Everything,  he brought out and put away.

He had a black and white framed photo on his closet door: It's a pagoda kind of 

building, with a six pointed star raised from the pagoda structure.

I figure he's Jewish.

“Actually, it's Sri Aurobindo's ashram in Pondicherry, India.” he tells me. “He was

a good  friend of my uncle. They communicated with one another in their dreams, they 

told me, but they were laughing when they said it. Stayed there as a child, a home away 

from home.”



Molly says to me after Herb's made a quick exit with the Secret Service: “Life's 

all about connections. You have happy ones, you have happiness. You have bad ones, 

you're going to suffer their consequences. Will Herb's connections in Washington be 

good ones?”

“So it's a done deal?”

“I don't know.”

I say: “ Molly, he'll be a good influence. Maybe he'll rub off on them.”

When Herb gets home, Molly looks at him: You look like him again!”

“Just for tonight,” he tells her.

“That's what you said last time! I don't want you standing in for that man, 

representing that man!”

 That day, Herb had told the President of the United States: “ I know your people 

say it's my patriotic duty, but Molly doesn't want me to do it.”

Herb and the President had crossed paths when Herb was doing war bonds, taking 

a break from killing people in WWII, he flew bombers:  They were doppelgangers.

Same height, same expressions, different hair cuts, different styles of dress.

That weekend, I see Molly at the Post Office in Carmel. This was when I lived 

downtown, a block away from the Post Office, fourth house from Fifth, and Dolores.

Molly: “ Herb says they haven't kidnapped him.”



“And what's up with you?”

“I've got a little bookstore on Corfu, my parents, actually. Herb'll join me when he

can escape the powerful and their ways.”


