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cat'scradle 

TheDaytheWorldEnded1 

CallmeJonah. Myparentsdid,ornearlydid. TheycalledmeJohn. 
Jonah--John--ifI hadbeen a Sam,I wouldhavebeen a Jonahstill--not becauseI 

havebeen unluckyforothers,but becausesomebodyorsomething hascompelledmeto be 
certain placesat certain times,without fail. Conveyancesandmotives,bothconventionaland 
bizarre,havebeen provided. And,according to plan,at eachappointedsecond,at each 
appointedplacethisJonahwasthere. 

Listen: 
When I wasa youngerman--two wivesago,250,000 cigarettesago,3,000 quartsof 

boozeago. 
When I wasa muchyoungerman,I began to collect materialfora bookto becalled 

_TheDaytheWorldEnded_. 
Thebookwasto befactual. 
Thebookwasto bean account ofwhat important Americanshaddoneon theday 

when thefirst atomicbombwasdroppedon Hiroshima,Japan. 



             
      
                 

             
                

              
                

             
                 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
                

            
               

              
      

        
             
 
 
      
      
     
      
      
      
     
      
      
      
      
      
      
 
 
 
 
 

It wasto bea Christian book. I wasa Christian then.

I am a Bokononist now. 
I wouldhavebeen a Bokononist then,iftherehadbeen anyoneto teachmethe 

bittersweet liesofBokonon. But Bokononism wasunknown beyondthegravelbeachesand 
coralknivesthat ring thislittleislandin theCaribbean Sea,theRepublicofSan Lorenzo. 

WeBokononistsbelievethat humanityisorganizedinto teams,teamsthat do God's 
Willwithout everdiscovering what theyaredoing. Sucha team iscalleda _karass_by 
Bokonon,andtheinstrument,the_kan-kan_,that brought meinto myown particular 
_karass_wasthebookI neverfinished,thebookto becalled_TheDaytheWorldEnded_. 

Nice,Nice,VeryNice2 

"Ifyou findyourlifetangledup withsomebodyelse'slifeforno verylogical 
reasons," writesBokonon,"that person maybea memberofyour_karass_." 

At anotherpoint in _TheBooksofBokonon_hetellsus,"Man createdthe 
checkerboard;Godcreatedthe_karass_." Bythat hemeansthat a _karass_ignoresnational, 
institutional,occupational,familial,andclassboundaries. 

It isasfree-form asan amoeba.

In his"Fifty-thirdCalypso," Bokonon invitesusto sing along withhim:


Oh,a sleeping drunkard

Up in CentralPark,

Anda lion-hunter

In thejungledark,

Anda Chinesedentist,

Anda Britishqueen--
Allfit together

In thesamemachine.

Nice,nice,verynice;

Nice,nice,verynice;

Nice,nice,verynice--
So manydifferent people

In thesamedevice.




 
 
 
 

  
 
 
               

                
        

               
        

 
 
               

                
              

           
                 

              
                  

                   
 

                 
                 
       

                     
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
                   

                  
   

                   
              

   
               
      

Folly3 

NowheredoesBokonon warn against a person'strying to discoverthelimitsofhis 
_karass_andthenatureoftheworkGodAlmightyhashadit do. Bokonon simplyobserves 
that suchinvestigationsareboundto beincomplete. 

In theautobiographicalsection of_TheBooksofBokanon_hewritesa parableon 
thefollyofpretending to discover,to understand: 

I onceknew an Episcopalian ladyin Newport,RhodeIsland,who askedmeto 
design andbuilda doghouseforherGreat Dane. Theladyclaimedto understandGodand 
HisWaysofWorking perfectly. Shecouldnot understandwhyanyoneshouldbepuzzled 
about what hadbeen orabout what wasgoing to be. 

Andyet,when I showedhera blueprint ofthedoghouseI proposedto build,she 
saidto me,"I'm sorry,but I nevercouldreadoneofthosethings." 

"Giveit to yourhusbandoryourministerto passon to God," I said,"and,when 
Godfindsa minute,I'm surehe'llexplain thisdoghouseofminein a waythat even you can 
understand." 

Shefiredme. I shallneverforget her. Shebelievedthat Godlikedpeoplein sailboats 
muchbetterthan Helikedpeoplein motorboats. Shecouldnot bearto lookat a worm. 
When shesaw a worm,shescreamed. 

Shewasa fool,andso am I,andso isanyonewho thinksheseeswhat GodisDoing, 
[writesBokonon]. 

A TentativeTangling ofTendrils4 

Bethat asit may,I intendin thisbookto includeasmanymembersofmy_karass_ 
aspossible,andI mean to examineallstrong hintsasto what on Earthwe,collectively,have 
been up to. 

I do not intendthat thisbookbea tract on behalfofBokononism. I shouldliketo 
offera Bokononist warning about it,however. Thefirst sentencein _TheBooksof 
Bokonon_isthis: 

"AllofthetruethingsI am about to tellyou areshamelesslies." 
MyBokononist warning isthis: 



                
    

    
 
 
     
               

                
                

     
                

                 
             

             
        
    
        
                 

                 
               

               
                

              
                  

                
                 

   
                  

                
                

     
                   

     
                

 
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 

Anyoneunableto understandhow a usefulreligion can befoundedon lieswillnot 
understandthisbookeither. 

So beit. 

About my_karass_,then. 
It surelyincludesthethreechildren ofDr. FelixHoenikker,oneoftheso-called 

"Fathers" ofthefirst atomicbomb. Dr. Hoenikkerhimselfwasno doubt a memberofmy 
_karass_,thoughhewasdeadbeforemy_sinookas_,thetendrilsofmylife,began to tangle 
withthoseofhischildren. 

Thefirst ofhisheirsto betouchedbymysinookaswasNewton Hoenikker,the 
youngest ofhisthreechildren,theyoungerofhistwo sons. I learnedfrom thepublication of 
myfraternity,_TheDelta Upsilon Quarterly_,that Newton Hoenikker,son oftheNobel 
Prizephysicist,FelixHoenikker,hadbeen pledgedbymychapter,theCornellChapter. 

So I wrotethisletterto Newt: 
"DearMr. Hoenikker: 
"OrshouldI say,Dear_Brother_Hoenikker? 
"I am a CornellDU now making myliving asa freelancewriter. I am gathering 

materialfora bookrelating to thefirst atomicbomb. Itscontentswillbelimitedto events 
that tookplaceon August 6,1945,thedaythebombwasdroppedon Hiroshima. 

"Sinceyourlatefatherisgenerallyrecognizedashaving been oneofthechief 
creatorsofthebomb,I wouldverymuchappreciateanyanecdotesyou might careto give 
meoflifein yourfather'shouseon thedaythebombwasdropped. 

"I am sorryto saythat I don't know asmuchabout yourillustriousfamilyasI 
should,andso don't know whetheryou havebrothersandsisters. Ifyou do havebrothers 
andsisters,I shouldlikeverymuchto havetheiraddressesso that I can sendsimilar 
requeststo them. 

"I realizethat you wereveryyoung when thebombwasdropped,whichisallto the 
good. Mybookisgoing to emphasizethe_human_ratherthan the_technical_sideofthe 
bomb,so recollectionsofthedaythroughtheeyesofa 'baby,'ifyou'llpardon the 
expression,wouldfit in perfectly. 

"You don't haveto worryabout styleandform. Leaveallthat to me. Just givemethe 
barebonesofyourstory. 

"I will,ofcourse,submit thefinalversion to you foryourapprovalpriorto 
publication. 

"Fraternallyyours--" 

Letterfrom a Pre-med5




     
                 

                 
                  
               

                 
              
                   

                
             

               
                  

                  
                

   
             

              
              
                    

                    
                  
     

                  
                 
                

                  
                 

                 
                    

                 
                 

               
               

                  
               

             
                     

                
                   

                     
                    

                    
                  

                   
                      
                 

           

To whichNewt replied: 
"I am sorryto beso long about answering yourletter. That soundslikea very 

interesting bookyou aredoing. I wasso young when thebombwasdroppedthat I don't 
thinkI'm going to bemuchhelp. You shouldreallyaskmybrotherandsister,who areboth 
olderthan I am. MysisterisMrs. Harrison C. Conners,4918 NorthMeridian Street, 
Indianapolis,Indiana. That ismyhomeaddress,too,now. I thinkshewillbegladto help 
you. NobodyknowswheremybrotherFrankis. Hedisappearedright afterFather'sfuneral 
two yearsago,andnobodyhasheardfrom him since. Forallweknow,hemaybedeadnow. 

"I wasonlysixyearsoldwhen theydroppedtheatomicbombon Hiroshima,so 
anything I rememberabout that dayotherpeoplehavehelpedmeto remember. 

"I rememberI wasplaying on theliving-room carpet outsidemyfather'sstudydoor 
in Ilium,New York. Thedoorwasopen,andI couldseemyfather. Hewaswearing pajamas 
anda bathrobe. Hewassmoking a cigar. Hewasplaying witha loop ofstring. Fatherwas 
staying homefrom thelaboratoryin hispajamasalldaythat day. Hestayedhomewhenever 
hewantedto. 

"Father,asyou probablyknow,spent practicallyhiswholeprofessionallifeworking 
fortheResearchLaboratoryoftheGeneralForgeandFoundryCompanyin Ilium. When 
theManhattan Project camealong,thebombproject,Fatherwouldn't leaveIlium to work 
on it. Hesaidhewouldn't workon it at allunlesstheylet him workwherehewantedto 
work. A lot ofthetimethat meant at home. Theonlyplacehelikedto go,outsideofIlium, 
wasourcottageon CapeCod. CapeCodwaswherehedied. Hediedon a ChristmasEve. 
You probablyknow that,too. 

"Anyway,I wasplaying on thecarpet outsidehisstudyon thedayofthebomb. My 
sisterAngela tellsmeI usedto playwithlittletoytrucksforhours,making motorsounds, 
going 'burton,burton,burton'allthetime. So I guessI wasgoing 'burton,burton,burton,' 
on thedayofthebomb;andFatherwasin hisstudy,playing witha loop ofstring. 

"It so happensI know wherethestring hewasplaying withcamefrom. Maybeyou 
can useit somewherein yourbook. Fathertookthestring from aroundthemanuscript ofa 
novelthat a man in prison hadsent him. Thenovelwasabout theendoftheworldin the 
year2000,andthenameofthebookwas_2000 A.D._It toldabout how madscientists 
madea terrificbombthat wipedout thewholeworld. Therewasa big sexorgywhen 
everybodyknew that theworldwasgoing to end,andthen JesusChrist Himselfappeared 
ten secondsbeforethebombwent off. ThenameoftheauthorwasMarvin Sharpe 
Holderness,andhetoldFatherin a covering letterthat hewasin prison forkilling hisown 
brother. Hesent themanuscript to Fatherbecausehecouldn't figureout what kindof 
explosivesto put in thebomb. Hethought maybeFathercouldmakesuggestions. 

"I don't mean to tellyou I readthebookwhen I wassix. Wehadit aroundthehouse 
foryears. MybrotherFrankmadeit hispersonalproperty,on account ofthedirtyparts. 
Frankkept it hidden in what hecalledhis'wallsafe'in hisbedroom. Actually,it wasn't a safe 
but just an oldstovefluewitha tin lid. FrankandI must havereadtheorgypart a thousand 
timeswhen wewerekids. Wehadit foryears,andthen mysisterAngela foundit. Shereadit 
andsaidit wasnothing but a pieceofdirtyrotten filth. Sheburnedit up,andthestring with 
it. Shewasa motherto Frankandme,becauseourrealmotherdiedwhen I wasborn. 

"Myfatherneverreadthebook,I'm prettysure. I don't thinkheeverreada novelor 
even a short storyin hiswholelife,orat least not sincehewasa littleboy. Hedidn't readhis 
mailormagazinesornewspapers,either. I supposehereada lot oftechnicaljournals,but to 
tellyou thetruth,I can't remembermyfatherreading anything. 



                  
                  

    
                 

               
               

                 
 

                 
                 
                 

                 
                 

                   
                  
             

                 
  

                 
                   

                 
            

                   
                  

            
                 

                  
              

                 
                

   
                     
                  

        
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
             

"AsI say,allhewantedfrom that manuscript wasthestring. That wasthewayhe 
was. Nobodycouldpredict what hewasgoing to beinterestedin next. On thedayofthe 
bombit wasstring. 

"Haveyou everreadthespeechhemadewhen heacceptedtheNobelPrize?Thisis 
thewholespeech:'LadiesandGentlemen. I standbeforeyou now becauseI neverstopped 
dawdling likean eight-year-oldon a spring morning on hiswayto school. Anything can 
makemestop andlookandwonder,andsometimeslearn. I am a veryhappyman. Thank 
you.' 

"Anyway,Fatherlookedat that loop ofstring fora while,andthen hisfingersstarted 
playing withit. Hisfingersmadethestring figurecalleda 'cat'scradle.'I don't know where 
Fatherlearnedhow to do that. From _his_father,maybe. Hisfatherwasa tailor,you know, 
so theremust havebeen threadandstring aroundallthetimewhen Fatherwasa boy. 

"Making thecat'scradlewastheclosest I eversaw myfathercometo playing what 
anybodyelsewouldcalla game. Hehadno useat allfortricksandgamesandrulesthat 
otherpeoplemadeup. In a scrapbookmysisterAngela usedto keep up,therewasa clipping 
from _Time_magazinewheresomebodyaskedFatherwhat gamesheplayedforrelaxation, 
andhesaid,'WhyshouldI botherwithmade-up gameswhen thereareso manyrealones 
going on?' 

"Hemust havesurprisedhimselfwhen hemadea cat'scradleout ofthestring,and 
maybeit remindedhim ofhisown childhood. Heallofa sudden cameout ofhisstudyand 
didsomething he'dneverdonebefore. Hetriedto playwithme. Not onlyhadhenever 
playedwithmebefore;hehadhardlyevereven spoken to me. 

"But hewent down on hiskneeson thecarpet next to me,andheshowedmehis 
teeth,andhewavedthat tangleofstring in myface. 'See?See?See?'heasked. 'Cat'scradle. 
Seethecat'scradle?Seewherethenicepussycat sleeps?Meow. Meow.' 

"Hisporeslookedasbig ascraterson themoon. Hisearsandnostrilswerestuffed 
withhair. Cigarsmokemadehim smelllikethemouthofHell. So closeup,myfatherwas 
theugliest thing I hadeverseen. I dream about it allthetime. 

"Andthen hesang. 'Rockabyecatsy,in thetreetop';hesang,'when thewindblows, 
thecray-dullwillrock. Iftheboughbreaks,thecray-dullwillfall. Down willcomecraydull, 
catsyandall.' 

"I burst into tears. I jumpedup andI ran out ofthehouseasfast asI couldgo. 
"I haveto sign offhere. It'saftertwo in themorning. Myroommatejust wokeup 

andcomplainedabout thenoisefrom thetypewriter." 

Bug Fights6


Newt resumedhisletterthenext morning. Heresumedit asfollows:




                 
                
                    

              
                    

                  
               
 

                  
                 

                     
                

                
                   

     
                

                
                

                
                   

                 
                   
                    
                 

                  
                
            

               
                   

                
               
              

                  
                 

              
        

                 
                 

            
                  

                
                

                
                  
                  

               
          

"Next morning. HereI go again,freshasa daisyaftereight hoursofsleep. The 
fraternityhouseisveryquiet now. Everybodyisin classbut me. I'm a veryprivileged 
character. I don't haveto go to classanymore. I wasflunkedout last week. I wasa pre-med. 
Theywereright to flunkmeout. I wouldhavemadea lousydoctor. 

"AfterI finishthisletter,I thinkI'llgo to a movie. Orifthesun comesout,maybe 
I'llgo fora walkthroughoneofthegorges. Aren't thegorgesbeautiful?Thisyear,two girls 
jumpedinto oneholding hands. Theydidn't get into thesororitytheywanted. Theywanted 
Tri-Delt. 

"But backto August 6,1945. MysisterAngela hastoldmemanytimesthat I really 
hurt myfatherthat daywhen I wouldn't admirethecat'scradle,when I wouldn't staythere 
on thecarpet withmyfatherandlisten to him sing. MaybeI didhurt him,but I don't thinkI 
couldhavehurt him much. Hewasoneofthebest-protectedhuman beingswho everlived. 
Peoplecouldn't get at him becausehejust wasn't interestedin people. I rememberonetime, 
about a yearbeforehedied,I triedto get him to tellmesomething about mymother. He 
couldn't rememberanything about her. 

"Didyou everhearthefamousstoryabout breakfast on thedayMotherandFather 
wereleaving forSweden to accept theNobelPrize?It wasin _TheSaturdayEvening Post_ 
onetime. Mothercookeda big breakfast. Andthen,when sheclearedoffthetable,she 
founda quarteranda dimeandthreepenniesbyFather'scoffeecup. He'dtippedher. 

"Afterwounding myfatherso terribly,ifthat'swhat I did,I ran out into theyard. I 
didn't know whereI wasgoing untilI foundmybrotherFrankundera big spiraea bush. 
Frankwastwelvethen,andI wasn't surprisedto findhim underthere. Hespent a lot oftime 
underthereon hot days. Just likea dog,he'dmakea hollow in thecoolearthallaroundthe 
roots. Andyou nevercouldtellwhat Frankwouldhaveunderthebushwithhim. Onetime 
hehada dirtybook. Anothertimehehada bottleofcooking sherry. On thedaythey 
droppedthebombFrankhada tablespoon anda Mason jar. What hewasdoing was 
spooning different kindsofbugsinto thejarandmaking them fight. 

"Thebug fight wasso interesting that I stoppedcrying right away--forgot allabout 
theoldman. I can't rememberwhat allFrankhadfighting in thejarthat day,but I can 
rememberotherbug fightswestagedlateron:onestag beetleagainst a hundredredants, 
onecentipedeagainst threespiders,redantsagainst blackants. Theywon't fight unlessyou 
keep shaking thejar. Andthat'swhat Frankwasdoing,shaking,shaking,thejar. 

"Aftera whileAngela camelooking forme. Sheliftedup onesideofthebushand 
said,'So thereyou are!'SheaskedFrankwhat hethought hewasdoing,andhesaid, 
'Experimenting.'That'swhat Frankalwaysusedto saywhen peopleaskedhim what he 
thought hewasdoing. Healwayssaid,'Experimenting.' 

"Angela wastwenty-two then. Shehadbeen therealheadofthefamilysinceshewas 
sixteen,sinceMotherdied,sinceI wasborn. Sheusedto talkabout how shehadthree 
children--me,Frank,andFather. Shewasn't exaggerating,either. I can remembercold 
morningswhen Frank,Father,andI wouldbeallin a linein thefront hail,andAngela 
wouldbebundling usup,treating usexactlythesame. OnlyI wasgoing to kindergarten; 
Frankwasgoing to juniorhigh;andFather.wasgoing to workon theatom bomb. I 
rememberonemorning likethat when theoilburnerhadquit,thepipeswerefrozen,and 
thecarwouldn't start. Weallsat therein thecarwhileAngela kept pushing thestarteruntil 
thebatterywasdead. Andthen Fatherspokeup. You know what hesaid?Hesaid,'I wonder 
about turtles.''What do you wonderabout turtles?Angela askedhim. 'When theypullin 
theirheads,'hesaid,'do theirspinesbuckleorcontract?' 



                
                  

                
                  

                 
                

                 
               

                
                   

                  
                   

     
                 

                 
 

                  
                 

                  
  

                
                  

               
             

                  
                   
                 

                   
                  

                 
 

    
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
         

"Angela wasoneoftheunsung heroinesoftheatom bomb,incidentally,andI don't 
thinkthestoryhaseverbeen told. Maybeyou can useit. Aftertheturtleincident,Fathergot 
so interestedin turtlesthat hestoppedworking on theatom bomb. Somepeoplefrom the 
Manhattan Project finallycameout to thehouseto askAngela what to do. Shetoldthem to 
takeawayFather'sturtles. So onenight theywent into hislaboratoryandstoletheturtlesand 
theaquarium. Fatherneversaida wordabout thedisappearanceoftheturtles. Hejust came 
to workthenext dayandlookedforthingsto playwithandthinkabout,andeverything 
therewasto playwithandthinkabout hadsomething to do withthebomb. 

"When Angela got meout from underthebush,sheaskedmewhat hadhappened 
between Fatherandme. I just kept saying overandoveragain how uglyhewas,how muchI 
hatedhim. So sheslappedme. 'How dareyou saythat about yourfather?'shesaid. 'He'sone 
ofthegreatest men who everlived!Hewon thewartoday!Do you realizethat?Hewon the 
war!'Sheslappedmeagain. 

"I don't blameAngela forslapping me. Fatherwasallshehad. Shedidn't haveany 
boyfriends. Shedidn't haveanyfriendsat all. Shehadonlyonehobby. Sheplayedthe 
clarinet. 

"I toldheragain how muchI hatedmyfather;sheslappedmeagain;andthen Frank 
cameout from underthebushandpunchedherin thestomach. It hurt hersomething awful. 
Shefelldown andsherolledaround. When shegot herwindback,shecriedandsheyelled 
forFather. 

"'Hewon't come,'Franksaid,andhelaughedat her. Frankwasright. Fatherstuck 
hisheadout a window,andhelookedat Angela andmerolling on theground,bawling,and 
Frankstanding overus,laughing. Theoldman pulledhisheadindoorsagain,andnever 
askedlaterwhat allthefusshadbeen about. Peopleweren't hisspecialty. 

"Willthat do?Isthat anyhelp to yourbook?Ofcourse,you'vereallytiedmedown, 
asking meto stickto thedayofthebomb. Therearelotsofothergoodanecdotesabout the 
bombandFather,from otherdays. Forinstance,do you know thestoryabout Fatheron the 
daytheyfirst testeda bombout at Alamogordo?Afterthething went off,afterit wasa sure 
thing that America couldwipeout a citywithjust onebomb,a scientist turnedto Fatherand 
said,'Sciencehasnow known sin.'Anddo you know what Fathersaid?Hesaid,'What is 
Sin?' 

"Allthebest, 
"Newton Hoenikker" 

TheIllustriousHoenikkers7


Newt addedthesethreepostscriptsto hisletter:




                
                    

  
                

                   
                  

              
               

               
               

                    
                 

       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
                   

              
     

               
              

              
              

               
          

               
            

               
                    

           
           

               
    

         
 
 
 
 
 

"P.S. I can't sign myself'Fraternallyyours'becausetheywon't let mebeyourbrother 
on account ofmygrades. I wasonlya pledge,andnow theyaregoing to takeeven that away 
from me. 

"P.P.S. You callourfamily'illustrious,'andI thinkyou wouldmaybebemaking a 
mistakeifyou calledit that in yourbook. I am a midget,forinstance--fourfeet tall. Andthe 
last weheardofmybrotherFrank,hewaswantedbytheFlorida police,theF.B.I.,andthe 
TreasuryDepartment forrunning stolen carsto Cuba on war-surplusL.S.T.'s. So I'm pretty 
sure'illustrious'isn't quitethewordyou'reafter. 'Glamorous'isprobablycloserto thetruth. 

"P.P.P.S. Twenty-fourhourslater. I haverereadthisletterandI can seewhere 
somebodymight get theimpression that I don't do anything but sit aroundandremember 
sadthingsandpitymyself. Actually,I am a veryluckyperson andI know it. I am about to 
marrya wonderfullittlegirl. Thereisloveenoughin thisworldforeverybody,ifpeoplewill 
just look. I am proofofthat." 

Newt'sThing withZinka 8 

Newt didnot tellmewho hisgirlfriendwas. But about two weeksafterhewroteto 
meeverybodyin thecountryknew that hernamewasZinka--plain Zinka. Apparentlyshe 
didn't havea last name. 

Zinka wasa Ukrainian midget,a dancerwiththeBorzoiDanceCompany. Asit 
happened,Newt saw a performancebythat companyin Indianapolis,beforehewent to 
Cornell. Andthen thecompanydancedat Cornell. When theCornellperformancewasover, 
littleNewt wasoutsidethestagedoorwitha dozen long-stemmedAmerican Beautyroses. 

Thenewspaperspickedup thestorywhen littleZinka askedforpoliticalasylum in 
theUnitedStates,andthen sheandlittleNewt disappeared. 

Oneweekafterthat,littleZinka presentedherselfat theRussian Embassy. Shesaid 
Americansweretoo materialistic. Shesaidshewantedto go backhome. 

Newt tookshelterin hissister'shousein Indianapolis. Hegaveonebriefstatement 
to thepress. "It wasa privatematter," hesaid. "It wasan affairoftheheart. I haveno 
regrets. What happenedisnobody'sbusinessbut Zinka'sandmyown." 

Oneenterprising American reporterin Moscow,making inquiriesabout Zinka 
among dancepeoplethere,madetheunkinddiscoverythat Zinka wasnot,assheclaimed, 
onlytwenty-threeyearsold. 

Shewasforty-two--oldenoughto beNewt'smother. 



 
 
 
 

      
 
 
            
              

                
        

            
                

             
               

              
              

               
 

             
         

     
      
                

                
      

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                

                  
   

                     
                 

              
                  

          
              

                  

Vice-president in ChargeofVolcanoes9 

I loafedon mybookabout thedayofthebomb. 
About a yearlater,two daysbeforeChristmas,anotherstorycarriedmethrough 

Ilium,New York,whereDr. FelixHoenikkerhaddonemost ofhiswork;wherelittleNewt, 
Frank,andAngela hadspent theirformativeyears. 

I stoppedoffin Ilium to seewhat I couldsee. 
Therewereno liveHoenikkersleft in Ilium,but therewereplentyofpeoplewho 

claimedto haveknown welltheoldman andhisthreepeculiarchildren. 
I madean appointment withDr. Asa Breed,Vice-president in chargeoftheResearch 

LaboratoryoftheGeneralForgeandFoundryCompany. I supposeDr. Breedwasa 
memberofmy_karass_,too,thoughhetooka disliketo mealmost immediately. 

"Likesanddislikeshavenothing to do withit," saysBokonon--an easywarning to 
forget. 

"I understandyou wereDr. Hoenikker'ssupervisorduring most ofhisprofessional 
life," I saidto Dr. Breedon thetelephone. 

"On paper," hesaid. 
"I don't understand," I said. 
"IfI actuallysupervisedFelix," hesaid,"then I'm readynow to takechargeof 

volcanoes,thetides,andthemigrationsofbirdsandlemmings. Theman wasa forceof 
natureno mortalcouldpossiblycontrol." 

Secret Agent X-9 10 

Dr. Breedmadean appointment withmeforearlythenext morning. Hewouldpick 
meup at myhotelon hiswayto work,hesaid,thussimplifying myentryinto theheavily-
guardedResearchLaboratory. 

So I hada night to killin Ilium. I wasalreadyin thebeginning andendofnight life 
in Ilium,theDelPrado Hotel. Itsbar,theCapeCodRoom,wasa hangout forwhores. 

Asit happened--"asit was_meant_to happen," Bokonon wouldsay--thewhorenext 
to meat thebarandthebartenderserving •mehadbothgoneto highschoolwithFranklin 
Hoenikker,thebug tormentor,themiddlechild,themissing son. 

Thewhore,who saidhernamewasSandra,offeredmedelightsunobtainableoutside 
ofPlacePigalleandPort Said. I saidI wasn't interested,andshewasbright enoughto say 



               
      

              
                 

               
               
               

                 
               

    
                 

                
                  

    
        
    
     
    
          
              

                    
       

  
                

     
             
  
               

       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
           
     
     
     
     
        

that shewasn't reallyinterestedeither. Asthingsturnedout,wehadbothoverestimatedour 
apathies,but not bymuch. 

Beforewetookthemeasureofeachother'spassions,however,wetalkedabout 
FrankHoenikker,andwetalkedabout theoldman,andwetalkeda littleabout Asa Breed, 
andwetalkedabout theGeneralForgeandFoundryCompany,andwetalkedabout the 
Popeandbirthcontrol,about HitlerandtheJews. Wetalkedabout phonies. Wetalked 
about truth. Wetalkedabout gangsters;wetalkedabout business. Wetalkedabout thenice 
poorpeoplewho went to theelectricchair;andwetalkedabout therichbastardswho didn't. 
Wetalkedabout religiouspeoplewho hadperversions. Wetalkedabout a lot ofthings. 

Wegot drunk. 
Thebartenderwasveryniceto Sandra. Helikedher. Herespectedher. Hetoldme 

that Sandra hadbeen chairman oftheClassColorsCommitteeat Ilium High. Everyclass,he 
explained,got to pickdistinctivecolorsforitselfin itsjunioryear,andthen it got to wear 
thosecolorswithpride. 

"What colorsdidyou pick?" I asked. 
"Orangeandblack." 
"Thosearegoodcolors." 
"I thought so." 
"WasFranklin Hoenikkeron theClassColorsCommittee,too?" 
"Hewasn't on anything," saidSandra scornfully. "Henevergot on anycommittee, 

neverplayedanygame,nevertookanygirlout. I don't thinkheevereven talkedto a girl. We 
usedto callhim Secret Agent X-9." 

"X-9?" 
"You know--hewasalwaysacting likehewason hiswaybetween two secret places; 

couldn't evertalkto anybody." 
"Maybehereally_did_havea veryrichsecret life," I suggested. 
"Nah." 
"Nah," sneeredthebartender. "Hewasjust oneofthosekidswho mademodel 

airplanesandjerkedoffallthetime." 

Protein 11 

"Hewassupposeto beourcommencement speaker," saidSandra.

"Who was?" I asked.

"Dr. Hoenikker--theoldman."

"What didhesay?"

"Hedidn't show up."

"So you didn't get a commencement address?"




                 
          

     
                   

               
                  

   
              

             
       

               
                 

         
      
          
      
         
     
           
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
                 

                    
                     
                

                 
                
                 

                  
                 

                
                 

               
              
                    

                    
               

"Oh,wegot one. Dr. Breed,theoneyou'regonna seetomorrow,heshowedup,all 
out ofbreath,andhegavesomekindoftalk." 

"What didhesay?" 
"Hesaidhehopeda lot ofuswouldhavecareersin science," shesaid. Shedidn't see 

anything funnyin that. Shewasremembering a lesson that hadimpressedher. Shewas 
repeating it gropingly,dutifully. "Hesaid,thetroublewiththeworldwas. . ." Shehadto 
stop andthink. 

"Thetroublewiththeworldwas," shecontinuedhesitatingly,"that peoplewerestill 
superstitiousinsteadofscientific. Hesaidifeverybodywouldstudysciencemore,there 
wouldn't beallthetroubletherewas." 

"Hesaidsciencewasgoing to discoverthebasicsecret oflifesomeday," the 
bartenderput in. Hescratchedhisheadandfrowned. "Didn't I readin thepapertheother 
daywherethey'dfinallyfoundout what it was?" 

"I missedthat," I murmured. 
"I saw that," saidSandra. "About two daysago." 
"That'sright," saidthebartender. 
"What _is_thesecret oflife?" I asked. 
"I forget," saidSandra. 
"Protein," thebartenderdeclared. "Theyfoundout something about protein." 
"Yeah," saidSandra,"that'sit." 

EndoftheWorldDelight 12 

An olderbartendercameoverto join in ourconversation in theCapeCodRoom of 
theDelPrado. When heheardthat I waswriting a bookabout thedayofthebomb,hetold 
mewhat thedayhadbeen likeforhim,what thedayhadbeen likein theverybarin which 
wesat. Hehada W. C. Fieldstwang anda noselikea prizestrawberry. 

"It wasn't theCapeCodRoom then," hesaid. "Wedidn't haveallthesefugging nets 
andseashellsaround. It wascalledtheNavajo Tepeein thosedays. HadIndian blanketsand 
cow skullson thewalls. Hadlittletom-tomson thetables. Peopleweresupposedto beat on 
thetom-tomswhen theywantedservice. Theytriedto get meto weara warbonnet,but I 
wouldn't do it. RealNavajo Indian camein hereoneday;toldmeNavajosdidn't livein 
tepees. 'That'sa fugging shame,'I toldhim. Beforethat it wasthePompeiiRoom,with 
bustedplasterallovertheplace;but no matterwhat theycalltheroom,theyneverchange 
thefugging light fixtures. Neverchangedthefugging peoplewho comein orthefugging 
town outside,either. ThedaytheydroppedHoenikker'sfugging bombon theJapanesea 
bum camein andtriedto scroungea drink. Hewantedmeto givehim a drinkon account of 
theworldwascoming to an end. So I mixedhim an 'EndoftheWorldDelight.'I gavehim 
about a half-pint ofcremedementhein a hollowed-out pineapple,withwhippedcream and 



                     
                  

                  
               

                  
                

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
         
            
                

                   
             

      
              

              
    

            
                

       
                 

                
   

            
      
     
  
               

      
     
         
  
         
    
          
  
     
  

a cherryon top. 'There,you pitifulson ofa bitch,'I saidto him,'don't eversayI neverdid 
anything foryou.'Anotherguycamein,andhesaidhewasquitting hisjobat theResearch 
Laboratory;saidanything a scientist workedon wassureto windup asa weapon,onewayor 
another. Saidhedidn't want to help politicianswiththeirfugging warsanymore. Namewas 
Breed. I askedhim ifhewasanyrelation to thebossofthefugging ResearchLaboratory. He 
saidhefugging wellwas. SaidhewasthebossoftheResearchLaboratory'sfugging son." 

TheJumping-offPlace13 

Ah,God,what an uglycityIlium is! 
"Ah,God," saysBokonon,"what an uglycityeverycityis!" 
Sleet wasfalling througha motionlessblanket ofsmog. It wasearlymorning. I was 

riding in theLincoln sedan ofDr. Asa Breed. I wasvaguelyill,stilla littledrunkfrom the 
night before. Dr. Breedwasdriving. Tracksofa long-abandonedtrolleysystem kept 
catching thewheelsofhiscar. 

Breedwasa pinkoldman,veryprosperous,beautifullydressed. Hismannerwas 
civilized,optimistic,capable,serene. I,bycontrast,felt bristly,diseased,cynical. I hadspent 
thenight withSandra. 

Mysoulseemedasfoulassmokefrom burning cat fur. 
I thought theworst ofeveryone,andI knew someprettysordidthingsabout Dr. 

Asa Breed,thingsSandra hadtoldme. 
Sandra toldmeeveryonein Ilium wassurethat Dr. Breedhadbeen in lovewith 

FelixHoenikker'swife. Shetoldmethat most peoplethought Breedwasthefatherofall 
threeHoenikkerchildren. 

"Do you know Ilium at all?" Dr. Breedsuddenlyaskedme. 
"Thisismyfirst visit." 
"It'sa familytown." 
"Sir?" 
"Thereisn't muchin thewayofnight life. Everybody'slifeprettymuchcenters 

aroundhisfamilyandhishome." 
"That soundsverywholesome." 
"It is. Wehaveverylittlejuveniledelinquency." 
"Good." 
"Ilium hasa veryinteresting history,you know." 
"That'sveryinteresting." 
"It usedto bethejumping-offplace,you know." 
"Sir?" 
"FortheWestern migration." 
"Oh." 



       
    
               

           
             
               

              
                 

       
               
        
      
      
              
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
                 

     
                

           
            

       
             

               
        

                
       

                
                 

       
  
                  

                
         

       

"Peopleusedto get outfittedhere."

"That'sveryinteresting."

"Just about wheretheResearchLaboratoryisnow wastheoldstockade. That was


wheretheyheldthepublichangings,too,forthewholecounty." 
"I don't supposecrimepaidanybetterthen than it doesnow." 
"Therewasoneman theyhangedherein 1782who hadmurderedtwenty-sixpeople. 

I'veoften thought somebodyought to do a bookabout him sometime. GeorgeMinor 
Moakely. Hesang a song on thescaffold. Hesang a song he'dcomposedfortheoccasion." 

"What wasthesong about?" 
"You can findthewordsoverat theHistoricalSociety,ifyou'rereallyinterested." 
"I just wonderedabout thegeneraltone." 
"Hewasn't sorryabout anything." 
"Somepeoplearelikethat." 
"Thinkofit!" saidDr. Breed. "Twenty-sixpeoplehehadon hisconscience!" 
"Themindreels," I said. 

When AutomobilesHadCut-glassVases14 

Mysickheadwobbledon mystiffneck. Thetrolleytrackshadcaught thewheelsof 
Dr. Breed'sglossyLincoln again. 

I askedDr. Breedhow manypeopleweretrying to reachtheGeneralForgeand 
FoundryCompanybyeight o'clock,andhetoldmethirtythousand. 

Policemen in yellow raincapeswereat everyintersection,contradicting withtheir 
white-glovedhandswhat thestop-and-go signssaid. 

Thestop-and-go signs,garishghostsin thesleet,went throughtheirirrelevant 
tomfooleryagain andagain,telling theglacierofautomobileswhat to do. Green meant go. 
Redmeant stop. Orangemeant changeandcaution. 

Dr. Breedtoldmethat Dr. Hoenikker,asa veryyoung man,hadsimplyabandoned 
hiscarin Ilium trafficonemorning. 

"Thepolice,trying to findout what washolding up traffic," hesaid,"foundFelix's 
carin themiddleofeverything,itsmotorrunning,a cigarburning in theashtray,fresh 
flowersin thevases. . ." 

"Vases?" 
"It wasa Marmon,about thesizeofa switchengine. It hadlittlecut-glassvaseson 

thedoorposts,andFelix'swifeusedto put freshflowersin thevaseseverymorning. And 
therethat carwasin themiddleoftraffic." 

"Likethe_MarieCeleste_," I suggested. 



                
                  

           
   
              
        
                   

          
                 

   
           
     
                 

                  
           

            
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
              

                
      

              
               

                
 

               
                 

               
      

                
                
              
  

               
                  

              
               

              

"ThePoliceDepartment hauledit away. Theyknew whosecarit was,andtheycalled 
up Felix,andtheytoldhim verypolitelywherehiscarcouldbepickedup. Felixtoldthem 
theycouldkeep it,that hedidn't want it anymore." 

"Didthey?" 
"No. Theycalledup hiswife,andshecameandgot theMarmon." 
"What washername,bytheway?" 
"Emily." Dr. Breedlickedhislips,andhegot a farawaylook,andhesaidthenameof 

thewoman,ofthewoman so long dead,again. "Emily." 
"Do you thinkanybodywouldobject ifI usedthestoryabout theMarmon in my 

book?" I asked. 
"Aslong asyou don't usetheendofit." 
"The_end_ofit?" 
"Emilywasn't usedto driving theMarmon. Shegot into a badwreckon theway 

home. It didsomething to herpelvis. . ." Thetrafficwasn't moving just then. Dr. Breed 
closedhiseyesandtightenedhishandson thesteering wheel. 

"Andthat waswhyshediedwhen littleNewt wasborn." 

MerryChristmas15 

TheResearchLaboratoryoftheGeneralForgeandFoundryCompanywasnearthe 
main gateofthecompany'sIlium works,about a cityblockfrom theexecutiveparking lot 
whereDr. Breedput hiscar. 

I askedDr. Breedhow manypeopleworkedfortheResearchLaboratory. "Seven 
hundred," hesaid,"but lessthan a hundredareactuallydoing research. Theothersix 
hundredareallhousekeepersin onewayoranother,andI am thechiefest housekeeperof 
all." 

When wejoinedthemainstream ofmankindin thecompanystreet,a woman behind 
uswishedDr. Breeda merryChristmas. Dr. Breedturnedto peerbenignlyinto thesea of 
palepies,andidentifiedthegreeterasoneMissFrancinePefko. MissPefko wastwenty, 
vacantlypretty,andhealthy--a dullnormal. 

In honorofthedulcitudeofChristmastime,Dr. BreedinvitedMissPefko to join us. 
HeintroducedherasthesecretaryofDr. NilsakHorvath. Hethen toldmewho Horvath 
was. "Thefamoussurfacechemist," hesaid,"theonewho'sdoing suchwonderfulthings 
withfilms." 

"What'snew in surfacechemistry?" I askedMissPefko. "God," shesaid,"don't ask 
me. I just typewhat hetellsmeto type." Andthen sheapologizedforhaving said"God." 

"Oh,I thinkyou understandmorethan you let on," saidDr. Breed. 
"Not me." MissPefko wasn't usedto chatting withsomeoneasimportant asDr. 

Breedandshewasembarrassed. Hergait wasaffected,becoming stiffandchickenlike. Her 



                 
      

                  
       

             
              

      
             

               
                

      
                

    
                

              
   

               
                  
            
     

                
                   

                   
        

              
                 

               
              

    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
             

              
    

                 
   

smilewasglassy,andshewasransacking hermindforsomething to say,finding nothing in it 
but usedKleenexandcostumejewelry. 

"Well. . . ," rumbledDr. Breedexpansively,"how do you likeus,now that you've 
been withus--how long?Almost a year?" 

"You scientists_think_too much," blurtedMissPefko. Shelaughedidiotically. Dr. 
Breed'sfriendlinesshadblown everyfusein hernervoussystem. Shewasno longer 
responsible. "You _all_thinktoo much." 

A winded,defeated-looking fat woman in filthycoverallstrudgedbesideus,hearing 
what MissPefko said. Sheturnedto examineDr. Breed,looking at him withhelpless 
reproach. Shehatedpeoplewho thought too much. At that moment,shestruckmeasan 
appropriaterepresentativeforalmost allmankind. 

Thefat woman'sexpression impliedthat shewouldgo crazyon thespot ifanybody 
didanymorethinking. 

"I thinkyou'llfind," saidDr. Breed,"that everybodydoesabout thesameamount of 
thinking. Scientistssimplythinkabout thingsin oneway,andotherpeoplethinkabout 
thingsin others." 

"Ech," gurgledMissPefko emptily. "I takedictation from Dr. Horvathandit'sjust 
likea foreign language. I don't thinkI'dunderstand--even ifI wasto go to college. Andhere 
he'smaybetalking about something that'sgoing to turn everything upside-down andinside-
out liketheatom bomb. 

"When I usedto comehomefrom schoolMotherusedto askmewhat happened 
that day,andI'dtellher," saidMissPefko. "Now I comehomefrom workandsheasksme 
thesamequestion,andallI can sayis--" MissPefko shookherheadandlet hercrimson lips 
flap slackly-- "I dunno,I dunno,I dunno." 

"Ifthere'ssomething you don't understand," urgedDr. Breed,"askDr. Horvathto 
explain it. He'sverygoodat explaining." Heturnedto me. "Dr. Hoenikkerusedto saythat 
anyscientist who couldn't explain to an eight-year-oldwhat hewasdoing wasa charlatan." 

"Then I'm dumberthan an eight-year-old," MissPefko mourned. "I don't even know 
what a charlatan is." 

Backto Kindergarten 16 

WeclimbedthefourgranitestepsbeforetheResearchLaboratory. Thebuilding 
itselfwasofunadornedbrickandrosesixstories. Wepassedbetween two heavily-armed 
guardsat theentrance. 

MissPefko showedtheguardon theleft thepink_confidential_badgeat thetip of 
herleft breast. 



                
             

             
                  

     
             

    
              

         
                

   
                 

   
             

                
        

     
               

               
          

      
      
       
                 

      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
               

       
              

          
                

                  
       

      
              

                

Dr. Breedshowedtheguardon theright theblack_top-secret_badgeon hissoft 
lapel. Ceremoniously,Dr. Breedput hisarm aroundmewithout actuallytouching me, 
indicating to theguardsthat I wasunderhisaugust protection andcontrol. 

I smiledat oneoftheguards. Hedidnot smileback. Therewasnothing funnyabout 
nationalsecurity,nothing at all. 

Dr. Breed,MissPefko,andI movedthoughtfullythroughtheLaboratory'sgrand 
foyerto theelevators. 

"AskDr. Horvathto explain something sometime," saidDr. Breedto MissPefko. 
"Seeifyou don't get a nice,clearanswer." 

"He'dhaveto start backin thefirst grade--ormaybeeven kindergarten," shesaid. "I 
misseda lot." 

"We_all_misseda lot," Dr. Breedagreed. "We'd_all_do wellto start overagain, 
preferablywithkindergarten." 

WewatchedtheLaboratory'sreceptionist turn on themanyeducationalexhibitsthat 
linedthefoyer'swalls. Thereceptionist wasa tall,thin girl--icy,pale. At hercrisp touch, 
lightstwinkled,wheelsturned,flasksbubbled,bellsrang. 

"Magic," declaredMissPefko. 
"I'm sorryto heara memberoftheLaboratoryfamilyusing that brackish,medieval 

word," saidDr. Breed. "Everyoneofthoseexhibitsexplainsitself. They'redesignedso as 
_not_to bemystifying. They'retheveryantithesisofmagic." 

"Theverywhat ofmagic?" 
"Theexact oppositeofmagic." 
"You couldn't proveit byme." 
Dr. Breedlookedjust a littlepeeved. "Well," hesaid,"wedon't _want_to mystify. At 

least giveuscredit forthat." 

TheGirlPool17 

Dr. Breed'ssecretarywasstanding on herdeskin hisouterofficetying an accordion-
pleatedChristmasbellto theceiling fixture. 

"Lookhere,Naomi," criedDr. Breed,"we'vegonesixmonthswithout a fatal 
accident!Don't you spoilit byfalling offthedesk!" 

MissNaomiFaust wasa merry,desiccatedoldlady. I supposeshehadservedDr. 
Breedforalmost allhislife,andherlife,too. Shelaughed. "I'm indestructible. And,even ifI 
didfall,Christmasangelswouldcatchme." 

"They'vebeen known to miss." 
Two papertendrils,also accordion-pleated,hung down from theclapperofthebell. 

MissFaust pulledone. It unfoldedstickilyandbecamea long bannerwitha messagewritten 



                    
        

               
    

               
       

            
   

                
   

              
    

               
                 

               
  

                  
                

               
  

             
          

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       
 
 
                 

                
                

               
               

    
                  

         
      
               

               
          

      

on it. "Here," saidMissFaust,handing thefreeendto Dr. Breed,"pullit therest oftheway 
andtacktheendto thebulletin board." 

Dr. Breedobeyed,stepping backto readthebanner'smessage. "Peaceon Earth!" he 
readout loudheartily. 

MissFaust steppeddown from herdeskwiththeothertendril,unfolding it. "Good 
WillTowardMen!" theothertendrilsaid. 

"Bygolly," chuckledDr. Breed,"they'vedehydratedChristmas!Theplacelooks 
festive,veryfestive." 

"AndI rememberedthechocolatebarsfortheGirlPool,too," shesaid. "Aren't you 
proudofme?" 

Dr. Breedtouchedhisforehead,dismayedbyhisforgetfulness. "ThankGodforthat! 
It slippedmymind." 

"Wemustn't everforget that," saidMissFaust. "It'stradition now--Dr. Breedandhis 
chocolatebarsfortheGirlPoolat Christmas." Sheexplainedto methat theGirlPoolwas 
thetyping bureau in theLaboratory'sbasement. "Thegirlsbelong to anybodywithaccessto 
a dictaphone." 

Allyearlong,shesaid,thegirlsoftheGirlPoollistenedto thefacelessvoicesof 
scientistson dictaphonerecords-- recordsbrought in bymailgirls. Oncea yearthegirlsleft 
theircloisterofcement blockto go a-caroling--to get theirchocolatebarsfrom Dr. Asa 
Breed. 

"Theyservescience,too," Dr. Breedtestified,"even thoughtheymaynot 
understanda wordofit. Godblessthem,everyone!" 

TheMost ValuableCommodityon Earth18 

When wegot into Dr. Breed'sinneroffice,I attemptedto put mythoughtsin order 
fora sensibleinterview. I foundthat mymentalhealthhadnot improved. And,when I 
startedto askDr. Breedquestionsabout thedayofthebomb,I foundthat thepublic-
relationscentersofmybrain hadbeen suffocatedbyboozeandburning cat fur. Every 
question I askedimpliedthat thecreatorsoftheatomicbombhadbeen criminalaccessories 
to murdermost foul. 

Dr. Breedwasastonished,andthen hegot verysore. Hedrew backfrom meandhe 
grumbled,"I gatheryou don't likescientistsverymuch." 

"I wouldn't saythat,sir." 
"Allyourquestionsseem aimedat getting meto admit that scientistsareheartless, 

conscienceless,narrow boobies,indifferent to thefateoftherest ofthehuman race,or 
maybenot reallymembersofthehuman raceat all." 

"That'sputting it prettystrong." 



                
             

                  
              
     

         
   
                  

       
              

 
       
               

  
                   

                
                

          
              
          
             
           
                 

              
                
            
               
       

       
               

        
          
             

             
              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 

"No strongerthat what you'regoing to put in yourbook,apparently. I thought that 
what you wereafterwasa fair,objectivebiographyofFelixHoenikker--certainlyas 
significant a taskasa young writercouldassign himselfin thisdayandage. But no,you 
comeherewithpreconceivednotions,about madscientists. Wheredidyou everget such 
ideas?From thefunnypapers?" 

"From Dr. Hoenikker'sson,to nameonesource." 
"Whichson?" 
"Newton," I said. I hadlittleNewt'sletterwithme,andI showedit to him. "How 

smallisNewt,bytheway?" 
"No biggerthan an umbrella stand," saidDr. Breed,reading Newt'sletterand 

frowning. 
"Theothertwo children arenormal?" 
"Ofcourse!I hateto disappoint you,but scientistshavechildren just likeanybody 

else'schildren." 
I didmybest to calm down Dr. Breed,to convincehim that I wasreallyinterestedin 

an accurateportrait ofDr. Hoenikker. "I'vecomeherewithno otherpurposethan to set 
down exactlywhat you tellmeabout Dr. Hoenikker. Newt'sletterwasjust a beginning,and 
I'llbalanceoffagainst it whateveryou can tellme." 

"I'm sickofpeoplemisunderstanding what a scientist is,what a scientist does." 
"I'lldo mybest to clearup themisunderstanding." 
"In thiscountrymost peopledon't even understandwhat pureresearchis." 
"I'dappreciateit ifyou'dtellmewhat it is." 
"It isn't looking fora bettercigarettefilterora softerfacetissueora longer-lasting 

housepaint,Godhelp us. Everybodytalksabout researchandpracticallynobodyin this 
country'sdoing it. We'reoneofthefew companiesthat actuallyhiresmen to do pure 
research. When most othercompaniesbrag about theirresearch,they'retalking about 
industrialhacktechnicianswho wearwhitecoats,workout ofcookbooks,anddream up an 
improvedwindshieldwiperfornext year'sOldsmobile." 

"But here. . . ?" 
"Here,andshockinglyfew otherplacesin thiscountry,men arepaidto increase 

knowledge,to worktowardno endbut that." 
"That'sverygenerousofGeneralForgeandFoundryCompany." 
"Nothing generousabout it. New knowledgeisthemost valuablecommodityon 

earth. Themoretruthwehaveto workwith,thericherwebecome." 
HadI been a Bokononist then,that statement wouldhavemademehowl. 

No MoreMud19




                 
           

                 
                   
   

           
               

               
                
                

               
              

  
               

                
           

        
        
               

           
                   

             
       

      
                

              
              

                
                 

              
              

   
                

                
              
   

                   
               

          
             
      
                    

            
  
           
 
 
 

"Do you mean," I saidto Dr. Breed,"that nobodyin thisLaboratoryisevertold 
what to workon?Nobodyeven _suggests_what theyworkon?" 

"Peoplesuggest thingsallthetime,but it isn't in thenatureofa pure-researchman 
to payanyattention to suggestions. Hisheadisfullofprojectsofhisown,andthat'stheway 
wewant it." 

"Didanybodyevertryto suggest projectsto Dr. Hoenikker?" 
"Certainly. Admiralsandgeneralsin particular. Theylookedupon him asa sort of 

magician who couldmakeAmerica invinciblewitha waveofhiswand. Theybrought all 
kindsofcrackpot schemesup here--stilldo. Theonlything wrong withtheschemesisthat, 
given ourpresent stateofknowledge,theschemeswon't work. Scientistson theorderof 
Dr. Hoenikkeraresupposedto fillthelittlegaps. I remember,shortlybeforeFelixdied, 
therewasa Marinegeneralwho washounding him to do something about mud." 

"Mud?" 
"TheMarines,afteralmost two-hundredyearsofwallowing in mud,weresickofit," 

saidDr. Breed. "Thegeneral,astheirspokesman,felt that oneoftheaspectsofprogress 
shouldbethat Marinesno longerhadto fight in mud." 

"What didthegeneralhavein mind?" 
"Theabsenceofmud. No moremud." 
"I suppose," I theorized,"it might bepossiblewithmountainsofsomesort of 

chemical,ortonsofsomesort ofmachinery. . ." 
"What thegeneralhadin mindwasa littlepillora littlemachine. Not onlywerethe 

Marinessickofmud,theyweresickofcarrying cumbersomeobjects. Theywanted 
something _little_to carryfora change." 

"What didDr. Hoenikkersay?" 
"In hisplayfulway,and_all_hiswayswereplayful,Felixsuggestedthat theremight 

bea singlegrain ofsomething-- even a microscopicgrain--that couldmakeinfiniteexpanses 
ofmuck,marsh,swamp,creeks,pools,quicksand,andmireassolidasthisdesk." 

Dr. Breedbangedhisspeckledoldfist on thedesk. Thedeskwasa kidney-shaped, 
sea green steelaffair. "OneMarinecouldcarrymorethan enoughofthestuffto freean 
armoreddivision boggeddown in theeverglades. According to Felix,oneMarinecouldcarry 
enoughofthestuffto do that underthenailofhislittlefinger." 

"That'simpossible." 
"You wouldsayso,I wouldsayso--practicallyeverybodywouldsayso. To Felix,in 

hisplayfulway,it wasentirelypossible. ThemiracleofFelix--andI sincerelyhopeyou'llput 
thisin yourbooksomewhere--wasthat healwaysapproachedoldpuzzlesasthoughthey 
werebrandnew." 

"I feellikeFrancinePefko now," I said,"andallthegirlsin theGirlPool,too. Dr. 
Hoenikkercouldneverhaveexplainedto mehow something that couldbecarriedundera 
fingernailcouldmakea swamp assolidasyourdesk." 

"I toldyou what a goodexplainerFelixwas. . ." 
"Even so . . ." 
"Hewasableto explain it to me," saidDr. Breed,"andI'm sureI can explain it to 

you. Thepuzzleishow to get Marinesout ofthemud--right?" 
"Right." 
"Allright," saidDr. Breed,"listen carefully. Herewego." 



 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
               

              
  

                 
               

      
                 

      
                

              
               
               

              
    

               
                  

             
         

               
                 

             
                 
            

            
                

               
                  

                 
                 

               
          

         
              

         
           
                  

                 
        

Ice-nine20 

"Thereareseveralways," Dr. Breedsaidto me,"in whichcertain liquidscan 
crystallize--can freeze--severalwaysin whichtheiratomscan stackandlockin an orderly, 
rigidway." 

That oldman withspottedhandsinvitedmeto thinkoftheseveralwaysin which 
cannonballsmight bestackedon a courthouselawn,oftheseveralwaysin whichoranges 
might bepackedinto a crate. 

"So it iswithatomsin crystals,too;andtwo different crystalsofthesamesubstance 
can havequitedifferent physicalproperties." 

Hetoldmeabout a factorythat hadbeen growing big crystalsofethylenediamine 
tartrate. Thecrystalswereusefulin certain manufacturing operations,hesaid. But oneday 
thefactorydiscoveredthat thecrystalsit wasgrowing no longerhadthepropertiesdesired. 
Theatomshadbegun to stackandlock--to freeze--in different fashion. Theliquidthat was 
crystallizing hadn't changed,but thecrystalsit wasforming were,asfarasindustrial 
applicationswent,purejunk. 

How thishadcomeabout wasa mystery. Thetheoreticalvillain,however,waswhat 
Dr. Breedcalled"a seed." Hemeant bythat a tinygrain oftheundesiredcrystalpattern. The 
seed,whichhadcomefrom God-only-knows-where,taught theatomsthenovelwayin 
whichto stackandlock,to crystallize,to freeze. 

"Now thinkabout cannonballson a courthouselawn orabout orangesin a crate 
again," hesuggested. Andhehelpedmeto seethat thepattern ofthebottom layersof 
cannonballsoroforangesdeterminedhow eachsubsequent layerwouldstackandlock. 
"Thebottom layeristheseedofhow everycannonballoreveryorangethat comesafteris 
going to behave,even to an infinitenumberofcannonballsororanges." 

"Now suppose," chortledDr. Breed,enjoying himself,"that thereweremany 
possible.waysin whichwatercouldcrystallize,couldfreeze. Supposethat thesort oficewe 
skateupon andput into highballs--what wemight call_ice-one_--isonlyoneofseveraltypes 
ofice. Supposewateralwaysfrozeas_ice-one_on Earthbecauseit hadneverhada seedto 
teachit how to form _ice-two_,_ice-three_,_ice-four_. . . ?Andsuppose," herappedon 
hisdeskwithhisoldhandagain,"that therewereoneform,whichwewillcall_ice-nine_--a 
crystalashardasthisdesk--witha melting point of,let ussay,one-hundreddegrees 
Fahrenheit,or,betterstill,a melting point ofone-hundred-and-thirtydegrees." 

"Allright,I'm stillwithyou," I said. 
Dr. Breedwasinterruptedbywhispersin hisouteroffice,whispersloudand 

portentous. TheywerethesoundsoftheGirlPool. 
Thegirlswerepreparing to sing in theouteroffice. 
Andtheydidsing,asDr. BreedandI appearedin thedoorway. Eachofabout a 

hundredgirlshadmadeherselfinto a choirgirlbyputting on a collarofwhitebondpaper, 
securedbya paperclip. Theysang beautifully. 



              
         

                 
     

              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
                

          
                  

         
             

    
                 

                   
                  

       
        
    
         
    
           
    
               

     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
       

I wassurprisedandmawkishlyheartbroken. I am alwaysmovedbythat seldom-used

treasure,thesweetnesswithwhichmost girlscan sing. 

Thegirlssang "O LittleTown ofBethlehem." I am not likelyto forget verysoon 
theirinterpretation oftheline: 

"Thehopesandfearsofalltheyearsareherewithustonight." 

TheMarinesMarchOn 21 

When oldDr. Breed,withthehelp ofMissFaust,hadpassedout theChristmas 
chocolatebarsto thegirls,wereturnedto hisoffice. 

There,hesaidto me,"Wherewerewe?Ohyes!" Andthat oldman askedmeto 
thinkofUnitedStatesMarinesin a Godforsaken swamp. 

"Theirtrucksandtanksandhowitzersarewallowing," hecomplained,"sinking in 
stinking miasma andooze." 

Heraiseda fingerandwinkedat me. "But suppose,young man,that oneMarinehad 
withhim a tinycapsulecontaining a seedof_ice-nine_,a new wayfortheatomsofwaterto 
stackandlock,to freeze. Ifthat Marinethrew that seedinto thenearest puddle. . ." 

"Thepuddlewouldfreeze?" I guessed. 
"Andallthemuckaroundthepuddle?" 
"It wouldfreeze?" 
"Andallthepuddlesin thefrozen muck?" 
"Theywouldfreeze?" 
"Andthepoolsandthestreamsin thefrozen muck?" 
"Theywouldfreeze?" 
"You _bet_theywould!" hecried. "AndtheUnitedStatesMarineswouldrisefrom 

theswamp andmarchon!" 

MemberoftheYellow Press22 

"There_is_suchstuff?" I asked. 



                  
                 

                  
        

                    
                 
              

       
                

                  
                
   

          
                 

  
               

     
           
        
               

               
              

    
                  

                 
  

    
               

              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
                

 
      
               

  
                

     

"No,no,no,no," saidDr. Breed,losing patiencewithmeagain. "I onlytoldyou all 
thisin orderto giveyou someinsight into theextraordinarynoveltyofthewaysin which 
Felixwaslikelyto approachan oldproblem. What I'vejust toldyou iswhat hetoldthe 
Marinegeneralwho washounding him about mud. 

"Felixatealoneherein thecafeteria everyday. It wasa rulethat no onewasto sit 
withhim,to interrupt hischain ofthought. But theMarinegeneralbargedin,pulledup a 
chair,andstartedtalking about mud. What I'vetoldyou wasFelix'soffhandreply." 

"There--therereally_isn't_sucha thing?" 
"I just toldyou therewasn't!" criedDr. Breedhotly. "Felixdiedshortlyafterthat! 

And,ifyou'dbeen listening to what I'vebeen trying to tellyou about pureresearchmen,you 
wouldn't asksucha question!Pureresearchmen workon what fascinatesthem,not on what 
fascinatesotherpeople." 

"I keep thinking about that swamp . . ." 
"You can _stop_thinking about it!I'vemadetheonlypoint I wantedto makewith 

theswamp." 
"Ifthestreamsflowing throughtheswamp frozeas_ice-nine_,what about therivers 

andlakesthestreamsfed?" 
"They'dfreeze. But thereisno suchthing as_ice-nine_." 
"Andtheoceansthefrozen riversfed?" 
"They'dfreeze,ofcourse," hesnapped. "I supposeyou'regoing to rushto market 

witha sensationalstoryabout _ice-nine_now. I tellyou again,it doesnot exist!" 
"Andthespringsfeeding thefrozen lakesandstreams,andallthewater 

undergroundfeeding thesprings?" 
"They'dfreeze,damn it!" hecried. "But ifI hadknown that you werea memberof 

theyellow press," hesaidgrandly,rising to hisfeet,"I wouldn't havewasteda minutewith 
you!" 

"Andtherain?" 
"When it fell,it wouldfreezeinto hardlittlehobnailsof_ice-nine_--andthat would 

betheendoftheworld!Andtheendoftheinterview,too!Good-bye!" 

TheLast BatchofBrownies23 

Dr. Breedwasmistaken about at least onething:therewassucha thing as_ice-
nine_. 

And_ice-nine_wason earth. 
_Ice-nine_wasthelast gift FelixHoenikkercreatedformankindbeforegoing to his 

just reward. 
Hedidit without anyone'srealizing what hewasdoing. Hedidit without leaving 

recordsofwhat he'ddone. 



               
             

             
         

                 
  

                   
                 

  
             

 
               

 
         
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
           
               

           
                  

                 
                

              
     

 
 
         
          
 
 
          
             

   
                 

               
          

True,elaborateapparatuswasnecessaryin theact ofcreation,but it alreadyexisted 
in theResearchLaboratory. Dr. Hoenikkerhadonlyto go calling on Laboratoryneighbors--
borrowing thisandthat,making a winsomeneighborhoodnuisanceofhimself--until,so to 
speak,hehadbakedhislast batchofbrownies. 

Hehadmadea chip of_ice-nine_. It wasblue-white. It hada melting point ofone-
hundred-fourteen-point-four-degreesFahrenheit. 

FelixHoenikkerhadput thechip in a littlebottle;andheput thebottlein hisjacket. 
Andhehadgoneto hiscottageon CapeCodwithhisthreechildren,thereintending to 
celebrateChristmas. 

Angela hadbeen thirty-four. Frankhadbeen twenty-four. LittleNewt hadbeen 
eighteen. 

Theoldman haddiedon ChristmasEve,having toldonlyhischildren about _ice-
nine_. 

Hischildren haddividedthe_ice-nine_among themselves. 

What a WampeterIs24 

Whichbringsmeto theBokononist concept ofa _wampeter_. 
A _wampeter_isthepivot ofa _karass_. No _karass_iswithout a _wampeter_, 

Bokonon tellsus,just asno wheeliswithout a hub. 
Anything can bea _wampeter_:a tree,a rock,an animal,an idea,a book,a melody, 

theHolyGrail. Whateverit is,themembersofits_karass_revolveabout it in themajestic 
chaosofa spiralnebula. Theorbitsofthemembersofa _karass_about theircommon 
_wampeter_arespiritualorbits,naturally. It issoulsandnot bodiesthat revolve. As 
Bokonon invitesusto sing: 

Aroundandaroundandaroundwespin,

Withfeet ofleadandwingsoftin.


And_wampeters_comeand_wampeters_go,Bokonon tellsus. 
At anygiven timea _karass_actuallyhastwo _wampeters_--onewaxing in 

importance,onewaning. 
AndI am almost certain that whileI wastalking to Dr. Breedin Ilium,the 

_wampeter_ofmy_karass_that wasjust coming into bloom wasthat crystallineform of 
water,that blue-whitegem,that seedofdoom called_ice-nine_. 



               
                

       
                

   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       
 
 
           
              

                
                  

     
                  

           
               

                 
               

                  
       

         
              
      
                

         
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
            

WhileI wastalking to Dr. Breedin Ilium,Angela,Franklin,andNewton Hoenikker 
hadin theirpossession seedsof_ice-nine_,seedsgrown from theirfather'sseed-- chips,in a 
mannerofspeaking,offtheoldblock. 

What wasto becomeofthosethreechipswas,I am convinced,a principalconcern 
ofmy_karass_. 

TheMain Thing About Dr. Hoenikker25 

So much,fornow,forthe_wampeter_ofmy_karass_. 
Aftermyunpleasant interview withDr. Breedin theResearchLaboratoryofthe 

GeneralForgeandFoundryCompany,I wasput into thehandsofMissFaust. Herorders 
wereto show meto thedoor. I prevailedupon her,however,to show methelaboratoryof 
thelateDrHoenikkerfirst. 

En route,I askedherhow wellshehadknown Dr. Hoenikker. Shegavemea frank 
andinteresting reply,anda piquant smileto go withit. 

"I don't thinkhewasknowable. I mean,when most peopietalkabout knowing 
somebodya lot ora little,they'retalking about secretsthey'vebeen toldorhaven't been told. 
They'retalking about intimatethings,familythings,lovethings," that niceoldladysaidto 
me. "Dr. Hoenikkerhadallthosethingsin hislife,thewayeveryliving person hasto,but 
theyweren't themain thingswithhim." 

"What _were_themain things?" I askedher. 
"Dr. Breedkeepstelling methemain thing withDr. Hoenikkerwastruth." 
"You don't seem to agree." 
"I don't know whetherI agreeornot. I just havetroubleunderstanding how truth, 

allbyitself,couldbeenoughfora person." 
MissFaust wasripeforBokononism. 

What GodIs26


"Didyou evertalkto Dr. Hoenikker?" I askedMissFaust.




          
        
                 
       

      
         
  
               

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                

       
                 

      
 
 
          

 
         
          
         
      
 
 
                  

        
   
                  

 
   
                
                 

                 
                 

                  
        
      

"Oh,certainly. I talkedto him a lot." 
"Do anyconversationsstickin yourmind?" 
"Therewasonewherehebet I couldn't tellhim anything that wasabsolutelytrue. So 

I saidto him,'Godislove.'" 
"Andwhat didhesay?" 
"Hesaid,'What isGod?What islove?'" 
"Um." 
"But Godreally_is_love,you know," saidMissFaust,"no matterwhat Dr. 

Hoenikkersaid." 

Men from Mars27 

Theroom that hadbeen thelaboratoryofDr. FelixHoenikkerwason thesixth 
floor,thetop floorofthebuilding. 

A purplecordhadbeen stretchedacrossthedoorway,anda brassplateon thewall 
explainedwhytheroom wassacred: 

IN THISROOM,DR. FELIX HOENIKKER,NOBELLAUREATE IN 
PHYSICS, 

SPENTTHE LASTTWENTY-EIGHTYEARSOFHISLIFE. 
"WHERE HE WAS,THERE WASTHE FRONTIER OFKNOWLEDGE." 
THE IMPORTANCE OFTHISONE MAN IN THE 
HISTORY OFMANKIND ISINCALCULABLE. 

MissFaust offeredto unshacklethepurplecordformeso that I might go insideand 
trafficmoreintimatelywithwhateverghoststherewere. 

I accepted. 
"It'sjust asheleft it," shesaid,"except that therewererubberbandsalloverone 

counter." 
"Rubberbands?" 
"Don't askmewhat for. Don't askmewhat anyofallthisisfor." 
Theoldman hadleft thelaboratorya mess. What engagedmyattention at oncewas 

thequantityofcheap toyslying around. Therewasa paperkitewitha broken spine. There 
wasa toygyroscope,woundwithstring,readyto whirrandbalanceitself. Therewasa top. 
Therewasa bubblepipe. Therewasa fishbowlwitha castleandtwo turtlesin it. 

"Helovedten-cent stores," saidMissFaust. 
"I can seehedid." 



             
    

        
            

          
        
                 

             
                 
          

  
     
  
  
  
                   

                 
                  

                 
     

          
   
          

            
   
      
   
                  

                  
  

         
              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
                   

                  
        

"Someofhismost famousexperimentswereperformedwithequipment that cost 
lessthan a dollar." 

"A pennysavedisa pennyearned." 
Therewerenumerouspiecesofconventionallaboratoryequipment,too,ofcourse, 

but theyseemeddrabaccessoriesto thecheap,gaytoys. 
Dr. Hoenikker'sdeskwaspiledwithcorrespondence. 
"I don't thinkheeveranswereda letter," musedMissFaust. "Peoplehadto get him 

on thetelephoneorcometo seehim iftheywantedan answer." 
Therewasa framedphotographon hisdesk. ItsbackwastowardmeandI ventured 

a guessasto whosepictureit was. "Hiswife?" 
"No." 
"Oneofhischildren?" 
"No." 
"Himself?" 
"No." 
So I tooka look. I foundthat thepicturewasofan humblelittlewarmemorialin 

front ofa small-town courthouse. Part ofthememorialwasa sign that gavethenamesof 
thosevillagerswho haddiedin variouswars,andI thought that thesign must bethereason 
forthephotograph. I couldreadthenames,andI halfexpectedto findthenameHoenikker 
among them. It wasn't there. 

"That wasoneofhishobbies," saidMissFaust. 
"What was?" 
"Photographing how cannonballsarestackedon different courthouselawns. 

Apparentlyhow they'vegot them stackedin that pictureisveryunusual." 
"I see." 
"Hewasan unusualman." 
"I agree." 
"Maybein a million yearseverybodywillbeassmart ashewasandseethingsthe 

wayhedid. But,comparedwiththeaverageperson oftoday,hewasasdifferent asa man 
from Mars." 

"Maybehereally_was_a Martian," I suggested. 
"That wouldcertainlygo a long waytowardexplaining histhreestrangekids." 

Mayonnaise28 

WhileMissFaust andI waitedforan elevatorto takeusto thefirst floor,MissFaust 
saidshehopedtheelevatorthat camewouldnot benumberfive. BeforeI couldaskherwhy 
thiswasa reasonablewish,numberfivearrived. 



              
               

           
              

    
        
                     

                  
               

                
                  

       
           
             

               
                  

                
             

            
                 

               
        
              
        
            
  
       
  
                
          
         
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
                   

                  
   

Itsoperatorwasa smallancient Negro whosenamewasLyman EndersKnowles. 
Knowleswasinsane,I'm almost sure--offensivelyso,in that hegrabbedhisown behindand 
cried,"Yes,yes!" wheneverhefelt that he'dmadea point. 

"Hello,fellow anthropoidsandlilypadsandpaddlewheels," hesaidto MissFaust 
andme. "Yes,yes!" 

"First floor,please," saidMissFaust coldly. 
AllKnowleshadto do to closethedoorandget usto thefirst floorwasto pressa 

button,but hewasn't going to do that yet. Hewasn't going to do it,maybe,foryears. 
"Man toldme," hesaid,"that thesehereelevatorswasMayan architecture. I never 

knew that tilltoday. AndI saysto him,'What'sthat makeme--mayonnaise?'Yes,yes!And 
whilehewasthinking that over,I hit him witha question that straightenedhim up andmade 
him thinktwiceashard!Yes,yes!" 

"Couldwepleasego down,Mr. Knowles?" beggedMissFaust. 
"I saidto him," saidKnowles,"'Thishere'sa _re_-searchlaboratory. _Re_-search 

means_lookagain_,don't it?Meansthey'relooking forsomething theyfoundonceandit 
got awaysomehow,andnow theygot to _re_-searchforit?How cometheygot to builda 
building likethis,withmayonnaiseelevatorsandall,andfillit withallthesecrazypeople? 
What isit they'retrying to findagain?Who lost what?'Yes,yes!" 

"That'sveryinteresting," sighedMissFaust. "Now,couldwego down?" 
"Onlywaywe_can_go isdown," barkedKnowles. "Thishere'sthetop. You askme 

to go up andwouldn't bea thing I coulddo foryou. Yes,yes!" 
"So let'sgo down," saidMissFaust. 
"Verysoon now. Thisgentleman herebeen paying hisrespectsto Dr. Hoenikker?" 
"Yes," I said. "Didyou know him?" 
"_Intimately_," hesaid. "You know what I saidwhen hedied?" 
"No." 
"I said,'Dr. Hoenikker--heain't dead.'" 
"Oh?" 
"Just entereda new dimension. Yes,yes!" Hepuncheda button,anddown wewent. 
"Didyou know theHoenikkerchildren?" I askedhim. 
"Babiesfullofrabies," hesaid. "Yes,yes!" 

Gone,but Not Forgotten 29 

Therewasonemorething I wantedto do in Ilium. I wantedto get a photographof 
theoldman'stomb. So I went backto myroom,foundSandra gone,pickedup mycamera, 
hireda cab. 



                 
                

     
                

             
                 

      
                 

           
                  

                    
  

    
                  
 
 
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
      
           
 
 
        
         
      
 
 
         
 
 
      
     
     
      
     
 
 

Sleet wasstillcoming down,acidandgray. I thought theoldman'stombstonein all 
that sleet might photographprettywell,might even makea goodpictureforthejacket of 
_TheDaytheWorldEnded_. 

Thecustodian at thecemeterygatetoldmehow to findtheHoenikkerburialplot. 
"Can't missit," hesaid. "It'sgot thebiggest markerin theplace." 

Hedidnot lie. Themarkerwasan alabasterphallustwentyfeet highandthreefeet 
thick. It wasplasteredwithsleet. 

"ByGod," I exclaimed,getting out ofthecabwithmycamera,"how'sthat fora 
suitablememorialto a fatheroftheatom bomb?" I laughed. 

I askedthedriverifhe'dmindstanding bythemonument in orderto givesomeidea 
ofscale. Andthen I askedhim to wipeawaysomeofthesleet so thenameofthedeceased 
wouldshow. 

Hedidso. 
Andthereon theshaft in letterssixincheshigh,so help meGod,wastheword: 

MOTHER 

OnlySleeping 30 

"Mother?" askedthedriver,incredulously.

I wipedawaymoresleet anduncoveredthispoem:


Mother,Mother,how I pray 
Foryou to guarduseveryday. 

--Angela Hoenikker 

Andunderthispoem wasyet another; 

You arenot dead, 
But onlysleeping. 
Weshouldsmile, 
Andstop ourweeping. 

--Franklin Hoenikker 



                
          

 
 
     
 
 
                

             
              

         
    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
                 

                  
               
                 

        
                

              
        

               
           

      
                

                
   

         
              

 
      
   
     
       
             
          
       

Andunderneaththis,inset in theshaft,wasa squareofcement bearing theimprint 
ofan infant'shand. Beneaththeimprint werethewords: 

BabyNewt. 

"Ifthat'sMother," saidthedriver,"what in hellcouldtheyhaveraisedoverFather?" 
Hemadean obscenesuggestion asto what theappropriatemarkermight be. 

WefoundFathercloseby. Hismemorial--asspecifiedin hiswill,I laterdiscovered--
wasa marblecubefortycentimeterson eachside. 

"FATHER," it said. 

AnotherBreed31 

Aswewereleaving thecemeterythedriverofthecabworriedabout thecondition of 
hisown mother'sgrave. HeaskedifI wouldmindtaking a short detourto lookat it. 

It wasa patheticlittlestonethat markedhismother-- not that it mattered. 
AndthedriveraskedmeifI wouldmindanotherbriefdetour,thistimeto a 

tombstonesalesroom acrossthestreet from thecemetery. 
I wasn't a Bokononist then,so I agreedwithsomepeevishness. Asa Bokononist,of 

course,I wouldhaveagreedgailyto go anywhereanyonesuggested. AsBokonon says: 
"Peculiartravelsuggestionsaredancing lessonsfrom God." 

Thenameofthetombstoneestablishment wasAvram BreedandSons. Asthedriver 
talkedto thesalesman I wanderedamong themonuments--blankmonuments,monuments 
in memoryofnothing so far. 

I founda littleinstitutionaljokein theshowroom:overa stoneangelhung mistletoe. 
Cedarboughswereheapedon herpedestal,andaroundhermarblethroat wasa necklaceof 
Christmastreelamps. 

"How muchforher?" I askedthesalesman. 
"Not forsale. She'sa hundredyearsold. Mygreatgrandfather,Avram Breed,carved 

her." 
"Thisbusinessisthat old?" 
"That'sright." 
"Andyou'rea Breed?" 
"Thefourthgeneration in thislocation." 
"Anyrelation to Dr. Asa Breed,thedirectoroftheResearchLaboratory?" 
"Hisbrother." HesaidhisnamewasMarvin Breed. 
"It'sa smallworld," I observed. 



                   
   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
                

       
               
          
                   

                   
                

               
        

                  
               
             

       
               

    
              

         
  
     
           
              

             
    

              
         

                
        
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

"When you put it in a cemetery,it is." Marvin Breedwasa sleekandvulgar,a smart

andsentimentalman.


DynamiteMoney32 

"I just camefrom yourbrother'soffice. I'm a writer. I wasinterviewing him about 
Dr. Hoenikker," I saidto Marvin Breed. 

"Therewasonequeerson ofa bitch. Not mybrother;I mean Hoenikker." 
"Didyou sellhim that monument forhiswife?" 
"I soldhiskidsthat. Hedidn't haveanything to do withit. Henevergot aroundto 

putting anykindofmarkeron hergrave. Andthen,aftershe'dbeen deadfora yearormore, 
Hoenikker'sthreekidscamein here--thebig tallgirl,theboy,andthelittlebaby. They 
wantedthebiggest stonemoneycouldbuy,andthetwo olderoneshadpoemsthey'd 
written. Theywantedthepoemson thestone. 

"You can laughat that stone,ifyou want to," saidMarvin Breed,"but thosekidsgot 
moreconsolation out ofthat than anything elsemoneycouldhavebought. Theyusedto 
comeandlookat it andput flowerson it I-don't-know-how-many-timesa year." 

"It must havecost a lot." 
"NobelPrizemoneybought it. Two thingsthat moneybought:a cottageon Cape 

Codandthat monument." 
"Dynamitemoney," I marveled,thinking oftheviolenceofdynamiteandthe 

absolutereposeofa tombstoneanda summerhome. 
"What?" 
"Nobelinventeddynamite." 
"Well,I guessit takesallkinds. . ." 
HadI been a Bokononist then,pondering themiraculouslyintricatechain ofevents 

that hadbrought dynamitemoneyto that particulartombstonecompany,I might have 
whispered,"Busy,busy,busy." 

_Busy,busy,busy_,iswhat weBokononistswhisperwheneverwethinkofhow 
complicatedandunpredictablethemachineryoflifereallyis. 

But allI couldsayasa Christian then was,"Lifeissurefunnysometimes." 
"Andsometimesit isn't," saidMarvin Breed. 



 
 

    
 
 
                

           
                 

               
              
                   

                 
                

                 
                       

                     
  

    
                  

                   
                  
                  
                   

               
            

             
                   

                 
               

                     
              

                  
 

                 
                 

   
                   

                  
                

          
                 

                
         

 
 
 
 
 

An UngratefulMan 33 

I askedMarvin Breedifhe'dknown EmilyHoenikker,thewifeofFelix;themother 
ofAngela,Frank,andNewt;thewoman underthat monstrousshaft. 

"Know her?" Hisvoiceturnedtragic. "DidI _know_her,mister?Sure,I knew her. I 
knew Emily. Wewent to Ilium Hightogether. Wewereco-chairmen oftheClassColors 
Committeethen. HerfatherownedtheIlium MusicStore. Shecouldplayeverymusical 
instrument therewas. I fellso hardforherI gaveup footballandtriedto playtheviolin. 
Andthen mybig brotherAsa camehomeforspring vacation from M.I.T.,andI madethe 
mistakeofintroducing him to mybest girl." Marvin Breed'snappedhisfingers. "Hetookher 
awayfrom mejust likethat. I smashedup myseventy-five-dollarviolin on a big brassknob 
at thefoot ofmybed,andI went down to a florist shop andgot thekindofboxtheyput a 
dozen rosesin,andI put thebustedfiddlein thebox,andI sent it to herbyWestern Union 
messengerboy." 

"Pretty,wasshe?" 
"Pretty?" heechoed. "Mister,when I seemyfirst ladyangel,ifGodeverseesfit to 

show meone,it'llbeherwingsandnot herfacethat'llmakemymouthfallopen. I'vealready 
seen theprettiest facethat evercouldbe. Therewasn't a man in Ilium Countywho wasn't in 
lovewithher,secretlyorotherwise. Shecouldhavehadanyman shewanted." Hespit on his 
own floor. "Andshehadto go andmarrythat littleDutchson ofa bitch!Shewasengaged 
to mybrother,andthen that sneakylittlebastardhit town." Marvin Breedsnappedhis 
fingersagain. "Hetookherawayfrom mybig brotherlikethat. 

"I supposeit'shightreason andungratefulandignorant andbackwardandanti-
intellectualto calla deadman asfamousasFelixHoenikkera son ofa bitch. I know all 
about how harmlessandgentleanddreamyhewassupposedto be,how he'dneverhurt a 
fly,how hedidn't careabout moneyandpowerandfancyclothesandautomobilesand 
things,how hewasn't liketherest ofus,how hewasbetterthan therest ofus,how hewas 
so innocent hewaspracticallya Jesus--except fortheSon ofGodpart. . 

Marvin Breedfelt it wasunnecessaryto completehisthought. I hadto askhim to do 
it. 

"But what?" hesaid. "But what?" Hewent to a window looking out at thecemetery 
gate. "But what," hemurmuredat thegateandthesleet andtheHoenikkershaft that could 
bedimlyseen. 

"But," hesaid,"but how thehellinnocent isa man who helpsmakea thing likean 
atomicbomb?Andhow can you saya man hada goodmindwhen hecouldn't even bother 
to do anything when thebest-hearted,most beautifulwoman in theworld,hisown wife,was 
dying forlackofloveandunderstanding . . ." 

Heshuddered,"SometimesI wonderifhewasn't born dead. I nevermet a man who 
waslessinterestedin theliving. SometimesI thinkthat'sthetroublewiththeworld:too 
manypeoplein highplaceswho arestone-colddead." 



 
 
 
 

  
 
 
                

               
               

     
                 

                    
           

                
                 

                
         

    
     
                 

           
                

          
    
                  

                
                    
                  

      
        
                 

                  
               

                    
                 

                  
                  
            

       
                 

                
                

                   
                  

                  
   

Vin-dit 34 

It wasin thetombstonesalesroom that I hadmyfirst _vin-dit_,a Bokononist word 
meaning a sudden,verypersonalshovein thedirection ofBokononism,in thedirection of 
believing that GodAlmightyknew allabout me,afterall,that GodAlmightyhadsome 
prettyelaborateplansforme. 

The_vin-dit_hadto do withthestoneangelunderthemistletoe. Thecabdriverhad 
gotten it into hisheadthat hehadto havethat angelforhismother'sgraveat anyprice. He 
wasstanding in front ofit withtearsin hiseyes. 

Marvin Breedwasstillstaring out thewindow at thecemeterygate,having just said 
hispieceabout FelixHoenikker. "ThelittleDutchson ofa bitchmayhavebeen a modern 
holyman," headded,"But Goddamn ifheeverdidanything hedidn't want to,and 
Goddamn ifhedidn't get everything heeverwanted. 

"Music," hesaid. 
"Pardon me?" I asked. 
"That'swhyshemarriedhim. Shesaidhismindwastunedto thebiggest musicthere 

was,themusicofthestars." Heshookhishead. "Crap." 
Andthen thegateremindedhim ofthelast timehe'dseen FrankHoenikker,the 

model-maker,thetormentorofbugsin jars. "Frank," hesaid. 
"What about him?" 
"Thelast I saw ofthat poor,queerkidwaswhen hecameout throughthat cemetery 

gate. Hisfather'sfuneralwasstillgoing on. Theoldman wasn't undergroundyet,andout 
throughthegatecameFrank. Heraisedhisthumbat thefirst carthat cameby. It wasa new 
Pontiacwitha Florida licenseplate. It stopped. Frankgot in it,andthat wasthelast anybody 
in Ilium eversaw ofhim." 

"I hearhe'swantedbythepolice." 
"That wasan accident,a freak. Frankwasn't anycriminal. Hedidn't havethat kindof 

nerve. Theonlyworkhewasanygoodat wasmodel-making. Theonlyjobheeverheldonto 
wasat Jack'sHobbyShop,selling models,making models,giving peopleadviceon how to 
makemodels. When heclearedout ofhere,went to Florida,hegot a jobin a modelshop in 
Sarasota. Turnedout themodelshop wasa front fora ring that stoleCadillacs,ran 'em 
straight on boardoldL.S.T.'sandshipped'em to Cuba. That'show Frankgot balledup in all 
that. I expect thereason thecopshaven't foundhim ishe'sdead. Hejust heardtoo much 
whilehewassticking turretson thebattleship _Missouri_withDuco Cement." 

"Where'sNewt now,do you know?" 
"Guesshe'swithhissisterin Indianapolis. Last I heardwashegot mixedup with 

that Russian midget andflunkedout ofpre-medat Cornell. Can you imaginea midget trying 
to becomea doctor?And,in that samemiserablefamily,there'sthat great big,gawkygirl, 
oversixfeet tall. That man,who'sso famousforhaving a great mind,hepulledthat girlout 
ofhighschoolin hersophomoreyearso hecouldgo on having somewoman takecareof 
him. Allshehadgoing forherwastheclarinet she'dplayedin theIlium HighSchoolband, 
theMarching Hundred. 



                
                 

      
  
                 

                  
          

             
        
                

   
                   

               
                    

     
      
              
          
               
               

       
          
                 

                   
                   

                 
                

         
        
                

                 
               

           
      
               

             
                 

       
           
        
  
        
 
 
 
 
 
 

"Aftersheleft school," saidBreed,"nobodyeveraskedherout. Shedidn't haveany 
friends,andtheoldman nevereven thought to giveheranymoneyto go anywhere. You 
know what sheusedto do?" 

"Nope." 
"Everyso often at night she'dlockherselfin herroom andshe'dplayrecords,and 

she'dplayalong withtherecordson herclarinet. Themiracleofthisage,asfarasI'm 
concerned,isthat that woman evergot herselfa husband." 

"How muchdo you want forthisangel?" askedthecabdriver. 
"I'vetoldyou,it'snot forsale." 
"I don't supposethere'sanybodyaroundwho can do that kindofstonecutting any 

more," I observed. 
"I'vegot a nephew who can," saidBreed. "Asa'sboy. Hewasallset to bea heap-big 

_re_-searchscientist,andthen theydroppedthebombon Hiroshima andthekidquit,and 
hegot drunk,andhecameout here,andhetoldmehewantedto go to workcutting stone." 

"Heworksherenow?" 
"He'sa sculptorin Rome." 
"Ifsomebodyofferedyou enough," saidthedriver,"you'dtakeit,wouldn't you?" 
"Might. But it wouldtakea lot ofmoney." 
"Wherewouldyou put thenameon a thing likethat?" askedthedriver. 
"There'salreadya nameon it--on thepedestal." Wecouldn't seethename,because 

oftheboughsbankedagainst thepedestal. 
"It wasnevercalledfor?" I wantedto know. 
"It wasnever_paid_for. Thewaythestorygoes:thisGerman immigrant wason his 

wayWest withhiswife,andshediedofsmallpoxherein Ilium. So heorderedthisangelto 
beput up overher,andheshowedmygreat-grandfatherhehadthecashto payforit. But 
then hewasrobbed. Somebodytookpracticallyeverycent hehad. Allhehadleft in this 
worldwassomelandhe'dbought in Indiana,landhe'dneverseen. So hemovedon--said 
he'dbebacklaterto payfortheangel." 

"But henevercameback?" I asked. 
"Nope." Marvin Breednudgedsomeoftheboughsasidewithhistoeso that we 

couldseetheraisedletterson thepedestal. Therewasa last namewritten there. "There'sa 
screwynameforyou," hesaid. "Ifthat immigrant hadanydescendants,I expect they 
Americanizedthename. They'reprobablyJonesorBlackorThompson now." 

"Thereyou'rewrong," I murmured. 
Theroom seemedto tip,anditswallsandceiling andfloorweretransformed 

momentarilyinto themouthsofmanytunnels--tunnelsleading in alldirectionsthroughtime. 
I hada Bokononist vision oftheunityin everysecondofalltimeandallwandering 
mankind,allwandering womankind,allwandering children. 

"Thereyou'rewrong," I said,when thevision wasgone. 
"You know somepeoplebythat name?" 
"Yes." 
Thenamewasmylast name,too. 



 
 
 

   
 
 
                  

             
               

          
          

                   
               

                  
                 

                 
   

                 
           

                
            

                   
  

                
               
                 
    

                
                 

                
          
           
   
            
  
                 
    
                  

 
       
         
   
        
     
          
       
          
   

HobbyShop 35 

On thewaybackto thehotelI caught sight ofJack'sHobbyShop,theplacewhere 
Franklin Hoenikkerhadworked. I toldthecabdriverto stop andwait. 

I went in andfoundJackhimselfpresiding overhisteeny-weenyfireengines,railroad 
trains,airplanes,boats,houses,lampposts,trees,tanks,rockets,automobiles,porters, 
conductors,policemen,firemen,mommies,daddies,cats,dogs,chickens,soldiers,ducks, 
andcows. Hewasa cadaverousman,a seriousman,a dirtyman,andhecougheda lot. 

"What kindofa boywasFranklin Hoenikker?" heechoed,andhecoughedand 
coughed. Heshookhishead,andheshowedmethat headoredFrankasmuchashe'dever 
adoredanybody. "That isn't a question I haveto answerwithwords. I can _show_you what 
kindofa boyFranklin Hoenikkerwas." Hecoughed. "You can look," hesaid,"andyou can 
judgeforyourself." 

Andhetookmedown into thebasement ofhisstore. Heliveddown there. There 
wasa doublebedanda dresseranda hot plate. 

Jackapologizedfortheunmadebed. "Mywifeleft mea weekago." Hecoughed. 
"I'm stilltrying to pullthestringsofmylifebacktogether." 

Andthen heturnedon a switch,andthefarendofthebasement wasfilledwitha 
blinding light. 

Weapproachedthelight andfoundthat it wassunshineto a fantasticlittlecountry 
buildon plywood,an islandasperfectlyrectangularasa township in Kansas. Anyrestless 
soul,anysoulseeking to findwhat laybeyonditsgreen boundaries,reallywouldfalloffthe 
edgeoftheworld. 

Thedetailswereso exquisitelyin scale,so cunninglytexturedandtinted,that it was 
unnecessaryformeto squint in orderto believethat thenation wasreal--thehills,thelakes, 
therivers,theforests,thetowns,andallelsethat goodnativeseverywhereholdso dear. 

Andeverywhereran a spaghettipattern ofrailroadtracks. 
"Lookat thedoorsofthehouses," saidJackreverently. 
"Neat. Keen." 
"They'vegot realknobson 'em,andtheknockersreallywork." 
"God." 
"You askwhat kindofa boyFranklin Hoenikkerwas;hebuilt this." Jackchokedup. 
"Allbyhimself?" 
"Oh,I helpedsome,but anything I didwasaccording to hisplans. That kidwasa 

genius." 
"How couldanybodyarguewithyou?" 
"Hiskidbrotherwasa midget,you know." 
"I know." 
"Hedidsomeofthesoldering underneath." 
"It surelooksreal." 
"It wasn't easy,andit wasn't doneovernight,either." 
"Romewasn't built in a day." 
"That kiddidn't haveanyhomelife,you know." 
"I'veheard." 



               
             

                   
     

                   
                    

                     
     

       
             

                  
                

             
            
                  

                 
               

            
           
                 
    
                

         
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
             

              
                   

  
                

                 
             

            
             

               
            

                  
          

"Thiswashisrealhome. Thousandsofhourshespent down here. Sometimeshe 
wouldn't even run thetrains;just sit andlook,thewaywe'redoing." 

"There'sa lot to see. It'spracticallylikea trip to Europe,thereareso manythingsto 
see,ifyou lookclose." 

"He'dseethingsyou andI wouldn't see. He'dallofa sudden teardown a hillthat 
wouldlookjust asrealasanyhillyou eversaw--to you andme. Andhe'dberight,too. He'd 
put a lakewherethat hillhadbeen anda trestleoverthelake,andit wouldlookten timesas 
goodasit didbefore." 

"It isn't a talent everybodyhas." 
"That'sright!" saidJackpassionately. Thepassion cost him anothercoughing fit. 

When thefit wasover,hiseyeswerewatering copiously. "Listen,I toldthat kidheshouldgo 
to collegeandstudysomeengineering so hecouldgo to workforAmerican Flyeror 
somebodylikethat--somebodybig,somebodywho'dreallybackalltheideashehad." 

"Looksto measifyou backedhim a gooddeal." 
"WishI had,wishI couldhave," mournedJack. "I didn't havethecapital. I gavehim 

stuffwheneverI could,but most ofthisstuffhebought out ofwhat heearnedworking 
upstairsforme. Hedidn't spenda dimeon anything but this--didn't drink,didn't smoke, 
didn't go to movies,didn't go out withgirls,wasn't carcrazy." 

"Thiscountrycouldcertainlyusea few moreofthose." 
Jackshrugged. "Well. . . I guesstheFlorida gangstersgot him. Afraidhe'dtalk." 
"Guesstheydid." 
Jacksuddenlybrokedown andcried. "I wonderifthosedirtysonsofbitches," he 

sobbed,"haveanyidea what it wastheykilled!" 

Meow 36 

During mytrip to Ilium andto pointsbeyond--a two-weekexpedition bridging 
Christmas--I let a poorpoet namedSherman KrebbshavemyNew YorkCityapartment 
free. Mysecondwifehadleft meon thegroundsthat I wastoo pessimisticforan optimist to 
livewith. 

Krebbswasa beardedman,a platinum blondJesuswithspanieleyes. Hewasno 
closefriendofmine. I hadmet him at a cocktailpartywherehepresentedhimselfas 
NationalChairman ofPoetsandPaintersforImmediateNuclearWar. Hebeggedfor 
shelter,not necessarilybombproof,andit happenedthat I hadsome. 

When I returnedto myapartment,stilltwanging withthepuzzling spiritual 
implicationsoftheunclaimedstoneangelin Ilium,I foundmyapartment wreckedbya 
nihilisticdebauch. Krebbswasgone;but,beforeleaving,hehadrun up three-hundred-
dollars'worthoflong-distancecalls,set mycouchon firein fiveplaces,killedmycat andmy 
avocado tree,andtorn thedooroffmymedicinecabinet. 



                
   

 
 
      
         
        
      
   
 
 
               

          
              
                 

               
                 

       
                

                 
              

                
                

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
                

             
     

    
               

                  
        

              
              

                
         

       

Hewrotethispoem,in what provedto beexcrement,on theyellow linoleum floor 
ofmykitchen: 

I havea kitchen.

But it isnot a completekitchen.

I willnot betrulygay

UntilI havea

Dispose-all.


Therewasanothermessage,written in lipstickin a femininehandon thewallpaper 
overmybed. It said:"No,no,no,saidChicken-licken." 

Therewasa sign hung aroundmydeadcat'sneck. It said,"Meow." 
I havenot seen Krebbssince. Nonetheless,I sensethat hewasmy_karass_. Ifhe 

was,heservedit asa _wrang-wrang_. A _wrang-wrang_,according to Bokonon,isa person 
who steerspeopleawayfrom a lineofspeculation byreducing that line,withtheexampleof 
the_wrang-wrang's_own life,to an absurdity. 

I might havebeen vaguelyinclinedto dismissthestoneangelasmeaningless,andto 
go from thereto themeaninglessnessofall. But afterI saw what Krebbshaddone,in 
particularwhat hehaddoneto mysweet cat,nihilism wasnot forme. 

Somebodyorsomething didnot wishmeto bea nihilist. It wasKrebbs'smission, 
whetherheknew it ornot,to disenchant mewiththat philosophy. Well,done,Mr. Krebbs, 
welldone. 

A Modern MajorGeneral37 

Andthen,oneday,oneSunday,I foundout wherethefugitivefrom justice,the 
model-maker,theGreat GodJehovahandBeelzebubofbugsin Mason jarswas--where 
Franklin Hoenikkercouldbefound. 

Hewasalive! 
Thenewswasin a specialsupplement to theNew York_SundayTimes_. The 

supplement wasa paidadfora banana republic. On itscoverwastheprofileofthemost 
heartbreakinglybeautifulgirlI everhopeto see. 

Beyondthegirl,bulldozerswereknocking down palm trees,making a broadavenue. 
At theendoftheavenuewerethesteelskeletonsofthreenew buildings. 

"TheRepublicofSan Lorenzo," saidthecopyon thecover,"on themove!A 
healthy,happy,progressive,freedom-loving,beautifulnation makesitselfextremely 
attractiveto American investorsandtouristsalike." 



                  
                   
      

             
              

       
             

 
               

    
             

               
                

                     
                  

  
           

           
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
               

             
               

              
                  

             
  

            
   

              
                   

    
               

          
              

              
      

I wasin no hurryto readthecontents. Thegirlon thecoverwasenoughforme--
morethan enough,sinceI hadfallen in lovewithheron sight. Shewasveryyoung andvery 
grave,too--andluminouslycompassionateandwise. 

Shewasasbrown aschocolate. Herhairwaslikegolden flax. 
HernamewasMona AamonsMonzano,thecoversaid. Shewastheadopted 

daughterofthedictatoroftheisland. 
I openedthesupplement,hoping formorepicturesofthissublimemongrel 

Madonna. 
I foundinsteada portrait oftheisland'sdictator,Miguel"Papa" Monzano,a gorilla 

in hislateseventies. 
Next to "Papa's" portrait wasa pictureofa narrow-shouldered,fox-faced,immature 

young man. Heworea snow whitemilitaryblousewithsomesort ofjeweledsunburst 
hanging on it. Hiseyeswereclosetogether;theyhadcirclesunderthem. Hehadapparently 
toldbarbersallhislifeto shavethesidesandbackofhishead,but to leavethetop ofhis 
hairalone. Hehada wirypompadour,a sort ofcubeofhair,marcelled,that aroseto an 
incredibleheight. 

ThisunattractivechildwasidentifiedasMajorGeneralFranklin Hoenikker, 
_MinisterofScienceandProgressin theRepublicofSan Lorenzo_. 

Hewastwenty-sixyearsold. 

Barracuda CapitaloftheWorld38 

San Lorenzo wasfiftymileslong andtwentymileswide,I learnedfrom the 
supplement to theNew York_SundayTimes_. Itspopulation wasfourhundred,fifty 
thousandsouls,". . . allfiercelydedicatedto theidealsoftheFreeWorld." 

Itshighest point,Mount McCabe,waseleven thousandfeet abovesea level. Its 
capitalwasBolivar,". . . a strikinglymodern citybuilt on a harborcapableofsheltering the 
entireUnitedStatesNavy." Theprincipalexportsweresugar,coffee,bananas,indigo,and 
handcraftednovelties. 

"Andsportsfishermen recognizeSan Lorenzo astheunchallengedbarracuda capital 
oftheworld." 

I wonderedhow Franklin Hoenikker,who hadnevereven finishedhighschool,had 
got himselfsucha fancyjob. I founda partialanswerin an essayon San Lorenzo that was 
signedby"Papa" Monzano. 

"Papa" saidthat Frankwasthearchitect ofthe"San Lorenzo MasterPlan," which 
includednew roads,ruralelectrification,sewage-disposalplants,hotels,hospitals,clinics, 
railroads--theworks. And,thoughtheessaywasbriefandtightlyedited,"papa" referredto 
Frankfivetimesas:". . . the_bloodson_ofDr. FelixHoenikker." 

Thephrasereekedofcannibalism. 



               
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
                 

              
       

               
                 

               
               

                   
             

    
                

                
     

                   
                   

               
   

                
               

           
                 

               
                  

                 
       

                
          

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

"Papa" plainlyfelt that Frankwasa chunkoftheoldman'smagicmeat.


Fata Morgana 39 

A littlemorelight wasshedbyanotheressayin thesupplement,a floridessaytitled, 
"What San Lorenzo HasMeant to OneAmerican." It wasalmost certainlyghost-written. It 
wassignedbyMajorGeneralFranklin Hoenikker. 

In theessay,Franktoldofbeing allaloneon a nearlyswampedsixty-eight-foot 
Chris-Craft in theCaribbean. Hedidn't explain what hewasdoing on it orhow hehappened 
to bealone. Hedidindicate,though,that hispoint ofdeparturehadbeen Cuba. 

"Theluxuriouspleasurecraft wasgoing down,andmymeaninglesslifewithit," said 
theessay. "AllI'deaten forfourdayswastwo biscuitsanda sea gull. Thedorsalfinsofman-
eating sharkswerecleaving thewarm seasaroundme,andneedle-teethedbarracuda were 
making thosewatersboil. 

"I raisedmyeyesto myMaker,willing to accept whateverHisdecision might be. 
Andmyeyesalit on a gloriousmountain peakabovetheclouds. WasthisFata Morgana--the 
crueldeception ofa mirage?" 

I lookedup Fata Morgana at thispoint in myreading;learnedthat it was,in fact,a 
miragenamedafterMorgan leFay,a fairywho livedat thebottom ofa lake. It wasfamous 
forappearing in theStrait ofMessina,between Calabria andSicily. Fata Morgana waspoetic 
crap,in short. 

What Franksaw from hissinking pleasurecraft wasnot cruelFata Morgana,but the 
peakofMount McCabe. Gentleseasthen nuzzledFrank'spleasurecraft to therockyshores 
ofSan Lorenzo,asthoughGodwantedhim to go there. 

Franksteppedashore,dryshod,andaskedwherehewas. Theessaydidn't sayso,but 
theson ofa bitchhada pieceof_ice-nine_withhim--in a thermosjug. 

Frank,having no passport,wasput in jailin thecapitalcityofBolivar. Hewasvisited 
thereby"Papa" Monzano,who wantedto know ifit werepossiblethat Frankwasa blood 
relativeoftheimmortalDr. FelixHoenikker. 

"I admittedI was," saidFrankin theessay. "Sincethat moment,everydoorto 
opportunityin San Lorenzo hasbeen openedwideto me." 



 
      

 
 
             

                  
                

                
              

                
                

              
         
                

             
              

          
                

                   
               

                 
               

                 
                   

               
                

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
              

              
              

        
                

                   
          

             
              

HouseofHopeandMercy40 

Asit happened--"Asit was_supposed_to happen," Bokonon wouldsay--I was 
assignedbya magazineto do a storyin San Lorenzo. Thestorywasn't to beabout "Papa" 
Monzano orFrank. It wasto beabout Julian Castle,an American sugarmillionairewho had, 
at theageofforty,followedtheexampleofDr. Albert Schweitzerbyfounding a free 
hospitalin a jungle,bydevoting hislifeto miserablefolkofanotherrace. 

Castle'shospitalwascalledtheHouseofHopeandMercyin theJungle. Itsjungle 
wason San Lorenzo,among thewildcoffeetreeson thenorthern slopeofMount McCabe. 

When I flew to San Lorenzo,Julian Castlewassixtyyearsold. 
Hehadbeen absolutelyunselfishfortwentyyears. 
In hisselfishdayshehadbeen asfamiliarto tabloidreadersasTommyManville, 

AdolfHitler,Benito Mussolini,andBarbara Hutton. Hisfamehadrestedon lechery, 
alcoholism,recklessdriving,anddraft evasion. Hehadhada dazzling talent forspending 
millionswithout increasing mankind'sstoresofanything but chagrin. 

Hehadbeen marriedfivetimes,hadproducedoneson. Theoneson,Philip Castle, 
wasthemanagerandownerofthehotelat whichI plannedto stay. Thehotelwascalledthe 
Casa Mona andwasnamedafterMona AamonsMonzano,theblondeNegro on thecover 
ofthesupplement to theNew York_SundayTimes_. TheCasa Mona wasbrandnew;it was 
oneofthethreenew buildingsin thebackgroundofthesupplement'sportrait ofMona. 

WhileI didn't feelthat purposefulseaswerewafting meto San Lorenzo,I didfeel 
that lovewasdoing thejob. TheFata Morgana,themirageofwhat it wouldbeliketo be 
lovedbyMona AamonsMonzano,hadbecomea tremendousforcein mymeaninglesslife. I 
imaginedthat shecouldmakemefarhappierthan anywoman hadso farsucceededin 
doing. 

A KarassBuilt forTwo 41 

Theseating on theairplane,boundultimatelyforSan Lorenzo from Miami,was 
threeandthree. Asit happened-- "Asit was_supposed_to happen"--myseatmateswere 
HorlickMinton,thenew American Ambassadorto theRepublicofSan Lorenzo,andhis 
wife,Claire. Theywerewhitehaired,gentle,andfrail. 

Minton toldmethat hewasa careerdiplomat,holding therankofAmbassadorfor 
thefirst time. Heandhiswifehadso farserved,hetoldme,in Bolivia,Chile,Japan,France, 
Yugoslavia,Egypt,theUnion ofSouthAfrica,Liberia,andPakistan. 

Theywerelovebirds. Theyentertainedeachotherendlesslywithlittlegifts:sights 
worthseeing out theplanewindow,amusing orinstructivebitsfrom thingstheyread, 



               
             

               
    

             
            

            
      

            
       
        
                  

               
     

                 
   

              
        
      
   
            
      
      
               

     
                 

      
    
               
                 

         
    
               

                   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 

random recollectionsoftimesgoneby. Theywere,I think,a flawlessexampleofwhat 
Bokonon callsa _duprass_,whichisa _karass_composedofonlytwo persons. 

"A true_duprass_," Bokonon tellsus,"can't beinvaded,not even bychildren born 
ofsucha union." 

I excludetheMintons,therefore,from myown _karass_,from Frank's_karass_, 
from Newt's_karass_,from Asa Breed's_karass_,from Angela's_karass_,from Lyman 
EndersKnowles's_karass_,from Sherman Krebbs's_karass_. TheMintons'_karass_wasa 
tidyone,composedofonlytwo. 

"I shouldthinkyou'dbeverypleased," I saidto Minton. 
"What shouldI bepleasedabout?" 
"Pleasedto havetherankofAmbassador." 
From thepitying wayMinton andhiswifelookedat eachother,I gatheredthat I had 

saida fat-headedthing. But theyhumoredme. "Yes," wincedMinton,"I'm verypleased." He 
smiledwanly. "I'm _deeply_honored." 

Andso it went withalmost everysubject I brought up. I couldn't maketheMintons 
bubbleabout anything. 

Forinstance:"I supposeyou can speaka lot oflanguages," I said. 
"Oh,sixorseven--between us," saidMinton" 
"That must beverygratifying." 
"What must?" 
"Being ableto speakto peopleofso manydifferent nationalities." 
"Verygratifying," saidMinton emptily. 
"Verygratifying," saidhiswife. 
Andtheywent backto reading a fat,typewritten manuscript that wasspreadacross 

thechairarm between them. 
"Tellme," I saida littlelater,"in allyourwidetravels,haveyou foundpeople 

everywhereabout thesameat heart?" 
"Hm?" askedMinton. 
"Do you findpeopleto beabout thesameat heart,whereveryou go?" 
Helookedat hiswife,making sureshehadheardthequestion,then turnedbackto 

me. "About thesame,whereveryou go," heagreed. 
"Um," I said. 
Bokonon tellsus,incidentally,that membersofa _duprass_alwaysdiewithin a week 

ofeachother. When it cametimefortheMintonsto die,theydidit within thesamesecond. 

BicyclesforAfghanistan 42




                    
                
  

               
                

            
        
                  

               
               
         

  
               

                
                

              
            

           
                 

         
                  

              
         
     
                
           
               

         
   
           
  
            
     
               
     
                

    
    
             
          
     
          
            
                

    
    
               

           

Therewasa smallsaloon in therearoftheplaneandI repairedtherefora drink. It 
wastherethat I met anotherfellow American,H. LoweCrosbyofEvanston,Illinois,andhis 
wife,Hazel. 

Theywereheavypeople,in theirfifties. Theyspoketwangingly. Crosbytoldmethat 
heowneda bicyclefactoryin Chicago,that hehadhadnothing but ingratitudefrom his 
employees. Hewasgoing to movehisbusinessto gratefulSan Lorenzo. 

"You know San Lorenzo well?" I asked. 
"This'llbethefirst timeI'veeverseen it,but everything I'veheardabout it I like," 

saidH. LoweCrosby. "They'vegot discipline,They'vegot something you can count on from 
oneyearto thenext. Theydon't havethegovernment encouraging everybodyto besome 
kindoforiginalpissant nobodyeveryheardofbefore." 

"Sir?" 
"Christ,backin Chicago,wedon't makebicyclesanymore. It'sallhuman relations 

now. Theeggheadssit aroundtrying to figureout new waysforeverybodyto behappy. 
Nobodycan get fired,no matterwhat;andifsomebodydoesaccidentallymakea bicycle,the 
union accusesusofcruelandinhuman practicesandthegovernment confiscatesthebicycle 
forbacktaxesandgivesit to a blindman in Afghanistan." 

"Andyou thinkthingswillbebetterin San Lorenzo?" 
"I know damn welltheywillbe. Thepeopledown therearepoorenoughandscared 

enoughandignorant enoughto havesomecommon sense!" 
Crosbyaskedmewhat mynamewasandwhat mybusinesswas. I toldhim,andhis 

wifeHazelrecognizedmynameasan Indiana name. Shewasfrom Indiana,too. 
"MyGod," shesaid,"areyou a _Hoosier?_" 
I admittedI was. 
"I'm a Hoosier,too," shecrowed. "Nobodyhasto beashamedofbeing a Hoosier." 
"I'm not," I said. "I neverknew anybodywho was." 
"Hoosiersdo allright. LoweandI'vebeen aroundtheworldtwice,andeverywhere 

wewent wefoundHoosiersin chargeofeverything." 
"That'sreassuring." 
"You know themanagerofthat new hotelin Istanbul?" 
"No." 
"He'sa Hoosier. Andthemilitary-whatever-he-isin Tokyo . . ." 
"Attaché," saidherhusband. 
"He'sa Hoosier," saidHazel. "Andthenew Ambassadorto Yugoslavia . . ." 
"A Hoosier?" I asked. 
"Not onlyhim,but theHollywoodEditorof_Life_magazine,too. Andthat man in 

Chile. . ." 
"A Hoosier,too?" 
"You can't go anywherea _Hoosier_hasn't madehismark," shesaid. 
"Theman who wrote_Ben Hur_wasa Hoosier." 
"AndJamesWhitcombRiley." 
"Areyou from Indiana,too?" I askedherhusband. 
"Nope. I'm a PrairieStater. 'LandofLincoln,'astheysay." 
"Asfarasthat goes," saidHazeltriumphantly,"Lincoln wasa Hoosier,too. Hegrew 

up in SpencerCounty." 
"Sure," I said. 
"I don't know what it isabout Hoosiers," saidHazel,"but they'vesuregot 

something. Ifsomebodywasto makea list,they'dbeamazed." 



     
              
  
     
  
              
   
         
  
                 

                 
    

               
                

             
            

           
  

          
 
 
         
          
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
               

                   
              

       
                  

               
 

              
                 
                     

                 
     

"That'strue," I said. 
Shegraspedmefirmlybythearm. "WeHoosiersgot to sticktogether." 
"Right." 
"You callme'Mom.'" 
"What?" 
"WheneverI meet a young Hoosier,I tellthem,'You callme_Mom_.'" 
"Uhhuh." 
"Let mehearyou sayit," sheurged. 
"Mom?" 
Shesmiledandlet go ofmyarm. Somepieceofclockworkhadcompleteditscycle. 

Mycalling Hazel"Mom" hadshut it off,andnow Hazelwasrewinding it forthenext 
Hoosierto comealong. 

Hazel'sobsession withHoosiersaroundtheworldwasa textbookexampleofa false 
_karass_,ofa seeming team that wasmeaninglessin termsofthewaysGodgetsthings 
done,a textbookexampleofwhat Bokonon callsa _granfalloon_. Otherexamplesof 
_granfalloons_aretheCommunist party,theDaughtersoftheAmerican Revolution,the 
GeneralElectricCompany,theInternationalOrderofOddFellows--andanynation, 
anytime,anywhere. 

AsBokonon invitesusto sing along withhim: 

Ifyou wishto studya _granfalloon_,

Just removetheskin ofa toyballoon.


TheDemonstrator43 

H. LoweCrosbywasoftheopinion that dictatorshipswereoften verygoodthings. 
Hewasn't a terribleperson andhewasn't a fool. It suitedhim to confront theworldwitha 
certain barn-yardclownishness,but manyofthethingshehadto sayabout undisciplined 
mankindwerenot onlyfunnybut true. 

Themajorpoint at whichhisreason andhissenseofhumorleft him waswhen he 
approachedthequestion ofwhat peoplewerereallysupposedto do withtheirtimeon 
Earth. 

Hebelievedfirmlythat theyweremeant to buildbicyclesforhim. 
"I hopeSan Lorenzo iseverybit asgoodasyou'veheardit is," I said. 
"I onlyhaveto talkto oneman to findout ifit isornot," hesaid. "When 'Papa' 

Monzano giveshiswordofhonorabout anything on that littleisland,that'sit. That'show it 
is;that'show it'llbe." 



                
      

             
  
               

                
                    

    
  
          
  
                 

                 
                

        
     
                   

                 
                 

                   
     

   
                 

              
                

               
                   

      
               
      
                

              
           
   
               
        
             
         
      
                   

                 
  

               
            
                
               

                 
      

"Thething I like," saidHazel,"istheyallspeakEnglishandthey'reallChristians. 
That makesthingsso mucheasier." 

"You know how theydealwithcrimedown there?" Crosbyaskedme. 
"Nope." 
"Theyjust don't haveanycrimedown there. 'Papa'Monzano'smadecrimeso damn 

unattractive,nobodyeven thinksabout it without getting sick. I heardyou can laya billfold 
in themiddleofa sidewalkandyou can comebacka weeklaterandit'llberight there,with 
everything stillin it." 

"Um." 
"You know what thepunishment isforstealing something?" 
"Nope." 
"Thehook," hesaid. "No fines,no probation,no thirtydaysin jail. It'sthehook. 

Thehookforstealing,formurder,forarson,fortreason,forrape,forbeing a peeping Tom. 
Breaka law--anydamn law at all--andit'sthehook. Everybodycan understandthat,andSan 
Lorenzo isthebest-behavedcountryin theworld." 

"What isthehook?" 
"Theyput up a gallows,see?Two postsanda crossbeam. Andthen theytakea great 

big kindofiron fishhookandtheyhang it down from thecrossbeam. Then theytake 
somebodywho'sdumbenoughto breakthelaw,andtheyput thepoint ofthehookin 
throughonesideofhisbellyandout theotherandtheylet him go--andtherehehangs,by 
God,onedamn sorrylaw-breaker." 

"GoodGod!" 
"I don't sayit'sgood," saidCrosby,"but I don't sayit'sbadeither. I sometimes 

wonderifsomething likethat wouldn't clearup juveniledelinquency. Maybethehook'sa 
littleextremefora democracy. Publichanging'smorelikeit. String up a few teen-agecar 
thieveson lamppostsin front oftheirhouseswithsignsaroundtheirneckssaying,'Mama, 
here'syourboy.'Do that a few timesandI thinkignition lockswouldgo thewayofthe 
rumbleseat andtherunning board." 

"Wesaw that thing in thebasement ofthewaxworksin London," saidHazel. 
"What thing?" I askedher. 
"Thehook. Down in theChamberofHorrorsin thebasement;theyhada wax 

person hanging from thehook. It lookedso realI wantedto throw up." 
"HarryTruman didn't lookanything likeHarryTruman," saidCrosby. 
"Pardon me?" 
"In thewaxworks," saidCrosby. "ThestatueofTruman didn't reallylooklikehim." 
"Most ofthem did,though," saidHazel. 
"Wasit anybodyin particularhanging from thehook?" I askedher. 
"I don't thinkso. It wasjust somebody." 
"Just a demonstrator?" I asked. 
"Yeah. Therewasa blackvelvet curtain in front ofit andyou hadto pullthecurtain 

backto see. Andtherewasa notepinnedto thecurtain that saidchildren weren't supposed 
to look." 

"But kidsdid," saidCrosby. "Therewerekidsdown there,andtheyalllooked." 
"A sign likethat isjust catnip to kids," saidHazel. 
"How didthekidsreact when theysaw theperson on thehook?" I asked. 
"Oh," saidHazel,"theyreactedjust about thewaythegrownupsdid. Theyjust 

lookedat it anddidn't sayanything,just movedon to seewhat thenext thing was." 
"What wasthenext thing?" 



                  
    

              
     

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
                 

           
              

                
             

    
                
               
     
    
               

              
    
                   

                  
      

              
             
                

             
     
                 

                  
   
                

             
                   

       
 
 
 
 

"It wasan iron chaira man hadbeen roastedalivein," saidCrosby. "Hewasroasted

formurdering hisson." 

"Only,aftertheyroastedhim," Hazelrecalledblandly,"theyfoundout hehadn't 
murderedhisson afterall." 

Communist Sympathizers44 

When I again tookmyseat besidethe_duprass_ofClaireandHorlickMinton,I had 
somenew information about them. I got it from theCrosbys. 

TheCrosbysdidn't know Minton,but theyknew hisreputation. Theywereindignant 
about hisappointment asAmbassador. Theytoldmethat Minton hadoncebeen firedbythe 
StateDepartment forhissoftnesstowardcommunism,andtheCommunist dupesorworse 
hadhadhim reinstated. 

"Verypleasant littlesaloon backthere," I saidto Minton asI sat down. 
"Hm?" Heandhiswifewerestillreading themanuscript that laybetween them. 
"Nicebarbackthere." 
"Good. I'm glad." 
Thetwo readon,apparentlyuninterestedin talking to me. Andthen Minton turned 

to mesuddenly,witha bittersweet smile,andhedemanded,"Who washe,anyway?" 
"Who waswho?" 
"Theman you weretalking to in thebar. Wewent backtherefora drink,and,when 

wewerejust outside,weheardyou anda man talking. Theman wastalking veryloudly. He 
saidI wasa Communist sympathizer." 

"A bicyclemanufacturernamedH. LoweCrosby," I said. I felt myselfreddening. 
"I wasfiredforpessimism. Communism hadnothing to do withit." 
"I got him fired," saidhiswife. "Theonlypieceofrealevidenceproducedagainst 

him wasa letterI wroteto theNew York_Times_from Pakistan." 
"What didit say?" 
"It saida lot ofthings," shesaid,"becauseI wasveryupset about how Americans 

couldn't imaginewhat it wasliketo besomething else,to besomething elseandproudofit." 
"I see." 
"But therewasonesentencetheykept coming to again andagain in theloyalty 

hearing," sighedMinton. "'Americans,'" hesaid,quoting hiswife'sletterto the_Times_, 
"'areforeversearching forlovein formsit nevertakes,in placesit can neverbe. It must have 
something to do withthevanishedfrontier.'" 



 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
                

              
          
               

               
         

          
                 

               
               

                  
  

          
    
                   

  
             

                 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       
 
 
                

                
 

                
              

      
                

             
               
     

WhyAmericansAreHated45 

ClaireMinton'sletterto the_Times_waspublishedduring theworst oftheera of 
SenatorMcCarthy,andherhusbandwasfiredtwelvehoursaftertheletterwasprinted. 

"What wasso awfulabout theletter?" I asked. 
"Thehighest possibleform oftreason," saidMinton,"isto saythat Americansaren't 

lovedwherevertheygo,whatevertheydo. Clairetriedto makethepoint that American 
foreign policyshouldrecognizehateratherthan imaginelove." 

"I guessAmericans_are_hateda lot ofplaces." 
"_People_arehateda lot ofplaces. Clairepointedout in herletterthat Americans,in 

being hated,weresimplypaying thenormalpenaltyforbeing people,andthat theywere 
foolishto thinktheyshouldsomehow beexemptedfrom that penalty. But theloyaltyboard 
didn't payanyattention to that. Alltheyknew wasthat ClaireandI bothfelt that Americans 
wereunloved." 

"Well,I'm gladthestoryhada happyending." 
"Hm?" saidMinton. 
"It finallycameout allright," I said. "Hereyou areon yourwayto an embassyall 

yourown." 
Minton andhiswifeexchangedanotherofthosepitying _duprass_glances. Then 

Minton saidto me,"Yes. Thepot ofgoldat theendoftherainbow isours." 

TheBokononist MethodforHandling Caesar46 

I talkedto theMintonsabout thelegalstatusofFranklin Hoenikker,who was,after 
all,not onlya big shot in "Papa" Monzano'sgovernment,but a fugitivefrom UnitedStates 
justice. 

"That'sallbeen written off," saidMinton. "Heisn't a UnitedStatescitizen anymore, 
andheseemsto bedoing goodthingswhereheis,so that'sthat." 

"Hegaveup hiscitizenship?" 
"Anybodywho declaresallegianceto a foreign stateorservesin itsarmedforcesor 

acceptsemployment in itsgovernment loseshiscitizenship. Readyourpassport. You can't 
leadthesort offunny-paperinternationalromancethat FrankhasledandstillhaveUncle 
Sam fora motherchicken." 



        
                

       
     
           
      
                

               
                   

                
               

                   
       

               
               

              
      

     
              

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
                  

                 
           

                   
               
                    
                 

               
                 

               
          

               
                 

               
           

"Ishewelllikedin San Lorenzo?" 
Minton weighedin hishandsthemanuscript heandhiswifehadbeen reading. "I 

don't know yet. Thisbooksaysnot." 
"What bookisthat?" 
"It'stheonlyscholarlybookeverwritten about San Lorenzo." 
"_Sort_ofscholarly," saidClaire. 
"Sort ofscholarly," echoedMinton. "It hasn't been publishedyet. Thisisoneoffive 

copies." Hehandedit to me,inviting meto readasmuchasI liked. 
I openedthebookto itstitlepageandfoundthat thenameofthebookwas_San 

Lorenzo:TheLand,theHistory,thePeople_. TheauthorwasPhilip Castle,theson ofJulian 
Castle,thehotel-keeping son ofthegreat altruist I wason mywayto see. 

I let thebookfallopen whereit would. Asit happened,it fellopen to thechapter 
about theisland'soutlawedholyman,Bokonon. 

Therewasa quotation from _TheBooksofBokonon_on thepagebeforeme. 
Thosewordsleapt from thepageandinto mymind,andtheywerewelcomedthere. 

Thewordswerea paraphraseofthesuggestion byJesus:"Renderthereforeunto 
CaesarthethingswhichareCaesar's." 

Bokonon'sparaphrasewasthis: 
"Payno attention to Caesar. Caesardoesn't havetheslightest idea what's_really_ 

going on." 

DynamicTension 47 

I becameso absorbedin Philip Castle'sbookthat I didn't even lookup from it when 
weput down forten minutesin San Juan,Puerto Rico. I didn't even lookup when 
somebodybehindmewhispered,thrilled,that a midget hadcomeaboard. 

A littlewhilelaterI lookedaroundforthemidget,but couldnot seehim. I didsee, 
right in front ofHazelandH. LoweCrosby,a horse-facedwoman withplatinum blonde 
hair,a woman new to thepassengerlist. Next to herswasa seat that appearedto beempty,a 
seat that might wellhavesheltereda midget without myseeing even thetop ofhishead. 

But it wasSan Lorenzo--theland,thehistory,thepeople--that intriguedmethen,so 
I lookedno harderforthemidget. Midgetsare,afterall,diversionsforsillyorquiet times, 
andI wasseriousandexcitedabout Bokonon'stheoryofwhat hecalled"DynamicTension," 
hissenseofa pricelessequilibrium between goodandevil. 

When I first saw theterm "DynamicTension" in Philip Castle'sbook,I laughed 
what I imaginedto bea superiorlaugh. Theterm wasa favoriteofBokonon's,according to 
young Castle'sbook,andI supposedthat I knew something that Bokonon didn't know:that 
theterm wasonevu!garizedbyCharlesAtlas,a mail-ordermuscle-builder. 



                
          

                 
              

                 
              

                
 

 
 
        
           
      
       
       
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
                 

          
       
                

               
           

            
   

              
                  
                

         
 
 
      
        
         
       
    
        

AsI learnedwhen I readon,briefly,Bokonon knew exactlywho CharlesAtlaswas. 
Bokonon was,in fact,an alumnusofhismuscle-building school. 

It wasthebeliefofCharlesAtlasthat musclescouldbebuilt without barbellsor 
spring exercisers,couldbebuilt bysimplypitting oneset ofmusclesagainst another. 

It wasthebeliefofBokonon that goodsocietiescouldbebuilt onlybypitting good 
against evil,andbykeeping thetension between thetwo highat alltimes. 

And,in Castle'sbook,I readmyfirst Bokononist poem,or"Calypso." It went like 
this: 

"Papa" Monzano,he'sso verybad,

But without bad"Papa" I wouldbeso sad;

Becausewithout "Papa's" badness,

Tellme,ifyou would,

How couldwickedoldBokonon

Ever,everlookgood?


Just LikeSaint Augustine48 

Bokonon,I learnedfrom Castle'sbook,wasborn in 1891. Hewasa Negro,born an 
Episcopalian anda Britishsubject on theislandofTobago. 

HewaschristenedLionelBoydJohnson. 
Hewastheyoungest ofsixchildren,born to a wealthyfamily. Hisfamily'swealth 

derivedfrom thediscoverybyBokonon'sgrandfatherofonequarterofa million dollarsin 
buriedpiratetreasure,presumablya treasureofBlackbeard,ofEdwardTeach. 

Blackbeard'streasurewasreinvestedbyBokonon'sfamilyin asphalt,copra,cacao, 
livestock,andpoultry. 

Young LionelBoydJohnson waseducatedin Episcopalschools,didwellasa 
student,andwasmoreinterestedin ritualthan most. Asa youth,forallhisinterest in the 
outwardtrappingsoforganizedreligion,heseemsto havebeen a carouser,forheinvitesus 
to sing along withhim in his"FourteenthCalypso": 

When I wasyoung,

I wasso gayandmean,

AndI drankandchasedthegirls

Just likeyoung St. Augustine.

Saint Augustine,

Hegot to bea saint.




          
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

         
 
 
              

                 
 

            
               

             
                

  
               
               

                 
              

   
               

 
                

                
      

             
     

                  
            

  
               

                   
              

             
             

               
               

   
             

             

So,ifI get to beone,also, 
Please,Mama,don't you faint. 

A FishPitchedUp byan AngrySea 49 

LionelBoydJohnson wasintellectuallyambitiousenough,in 1911,to sailalonefrom 
Tobago to London in a sloop namedthe_Lady'sSlipper_. Hispurposewasto gain a higher 
education. 

Heenrolledin theLondon SchoolofEconomicsandPoliticalScience. 
Hiseducation wasinterruptedbytheFirst WorldWar. Heenlistedin theinfantry, 

fought withdistinction,wascommissionedin thefield,wasmentionedfourtimesin 
dispatches. Hewasgassedin thesecondBattleofYpres,washospitalizedfortwo years,and 
then discharged. 

Andheset sailforhome,forTobago,alonein the_Lady'sSlipper_again. 
When onlyeightymilesfrom home,hewasstoppedandsearchedbya German 

submarine,the_U-99_. Hewastaken prisoner,andhislittlevesselwasusedbytheHunsfor 
target practice. Whilestillsurfaced,thesubmarinewassurprisedandcapturedbytheBritish 
destroyer,the_Raven_. 

Johnson andtheGermansweretaken on boardthedestroyerandthe_U-99_was 
sunk. 

The_Raven_wasboundfortheMediterranean,but it nevergot there. It lost its 
steering;it couldonlywallow helplesslyormakegrand,clockwisecircles. It cameto rest at 
last in theCapeVerdeIslands. 

Johnson stayedin thoseislandsforeight months,awaiting somesort of 
transportation to theWestern Hemisphere. 

Hegot a jobat last asa crewman on a fishing vesselthat wascarrying illegal 
immigrantsto New Bedford,Massachusetts. Thevesselwasblown ashoreat Newport, 
RhodeIsland. 

Bythat timeJohnson haddevelopeda conviction that something wastrying to get 
him somewhereforsomereason. So hestayedin Newport fora whileto seeifhehada 
destinythere. Heworkedasa gardenerandcarpenteron thefamousRumfoordEstate. 

During that time,heglimpsedmanydistinguishedguestsoftheRumfoords,among 
them,J. P. Morgan,GeneralJohn J. Pershing,Franklin Delano Roosevelt,Enrico Caruso, 
Warren GamalielHarding,andHarryHoudini. Andit wasduring that timethat theFirst 
WorldWarcameto an end,having killedten million personsandwoundedtwentymillion, 
Johnson among them. 

When thewarended,theyoung rakehelloftheRumfoordfamily,Remington 
Rumfoord,IV,proposedto sailhissteam yacht,the_Scheherazade_,aroundtheworld, 



              
        

              
                 

               
                 

         
             
                

         
              

        
            

              
           

       
                

            
    

 
 
      
      
      
      
 
 
               

                   
      

       
 
 
      
     
        
      
 
 
               

          
        
                 

                 
           

                
               
  

visiting Spain,France,Italy,Greece,Egypt,India,China,andJapan. HeinvitedJohnson to 
accompanyhim asfirst mate,andJohnson agreed. 

Johnson saw manywondersoftheworldon thevoyage. The_Scheherazade_was 
rammedin a fog in Bombayharbor,andonlyJohnson survived. Hestayedin India fortwo 
years,becoming a followerofMohandasK. Gandhi. Hewasarrestedforleading groupsthat 
protestedBritishrulebylying down on railroadtracks. When hisjailterm wasover,hewas 
shippedat Crown expenseto hishomein Tobago. 

There,hebuilt anotherschooner,whichhecalledthe_Lady'sSlipperII_. 
Andhesailedherabout theCaribbean,an idler,stillseeking thestorm that would 

drivehim ashoreon what wasunmistakablyhisdestiny. 
In 1922,hesought shelterfrom a hurricanein Port-au-Prince,Haiti,whichcountry 

wasthen occupiedbyUnitedStatesMarines. 
Johnson wasapproachedtherebya brilliant,self-educated,idealisticMarinedeserter 

namedEarlMcCabe. McCabewasa corporal. Hehadjust stolen hiscompany'srecreation 
fund. HeofferedJohnson fivehundreddollarsfortransportation to Miami. 

Thetwo set sailforMiami. 
But a galehoundedtheschooneronto therocksofSan Lorenzo. Theboat went 

down. Johnson andMcCabe,absolutelynaked,managedto swim ashore. AsBokonon 
himselfreportstheadventure: 

A fishpitchedup

Bytheangrysea,

I gaspedon land,

AndI becameme.


Hewasenchantedbythemysteryofcoming ashorenakedon an unfamiliarisland. 
Heresolvedto let theadventurerun itsfullcourse,resolvedto seejust how fara man might 
go,emerging nakedfrom salt water. 

It wasa rebirthforhim: 

Belikea baby,

TheBiblesay,

So I staylikea baby

To thisveryday.


How hecamebythenameofBokonon wasverysimple. "Bokonon" wasthe 
pronunciation given thenameJohnson in theisland'sEnglishdialect. 

Asforthat dialect . . . 
Thedialect ofSan Lorenzo isbotheasyto understandanddifficult to writedown. I 

sayit iseasyto understand,but I speakonlyformyself. Othershavefoundit as 
incomprehensibleasBasque,so myunderstanding ofit maybetelepathic. 

Philip Castle,in hisbook,gavea phoneticdemonstration ofthedialect andcaught its 
flavorverywell. HechoseforhissampletheSan Lorenzan version of"Twinkle,Twinkle, 
LittleStar." 



             
 
 
      
        
        
         
      
        
 
 
              
 
      
        
        
        
       
        
 
 
            

                  
  

                 
             

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                

                   
      

    
               
   
      
     
         
     

In American English,oneversion ofthat immortalpoem goeslikethis: 

Twinkle,twinkle,littlestar,

How I wonderwhat you are,

Shining in theskyso bright,

Likea tea trayin thenight,

Twinkle,twinkle,littlestar,

How I wonderwhat you are.


In San Lorenzan dialect,according to Castle,thesamepoem went likethis: 

_Tsvent-kiul,tsvent-kiul,lett-poolstore,_

_Ko jytsvantoorbat voo yore._

_Put-shinikon lo sheezo brath,_

_Kam oon teetron on lo nath,_

_Tsvent-kiul,tsvent-kiul,lett-pollstore,_

_Ko jytsvantoorbat voo yore._


ShortlyafterJohnson becameBokonon,incidentally,thelifeboat ofhisshattered 
ship wasfoundon shore. That boat waslaterpaintedgoldandmadethebedoftheisland's 
chiefexecutive. 

"Thereisa legend,madeup byBokonon," Philip Castlewrotein hisbook,"that the 
golden boat willsailagain when theendoftheworldisnear." 

A NiceMidget 50 

Myreading ofthelifeofBokonon wasinterruptedbyH. LoweCrosby'swife,Hazel. 
Shewasstanding in theaislenext to me. "You'llneverbelieveit," shesaid,"but I just found 
two moreHoosierson thisairplane." 

"I'llbedamned." 
"Theyweren't born Hoosiers,but they_live_therenow. Theylivein Indianapolis." 
"Veryinteresting." 
"You want to meet them?" 
"You thinkI should?" 
Thequestion baffledher. "They'reyourfellow Hoosiers." 
"What aretheirnames?" 



               
               

       
                  

        
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
               

    
           
                

           
                 

                   
              

                   
                

  
              

                 
 

     
                

         
                

           
             

            
           
                

                
        

          
            

                
  

      

"HernameisConnersandhisnameisHoenikker. They'rebrotherandsister,and 
he'sa midget. He'sa nicemidget,though." Shewinked. "He'sa smart littlething." 

"Doeshecallyou Mom?" 
"I almost askedhim to. Andthen I stopped,andI wonderedifmaybeit wouldn't be 

rudeto aska midget to do that." 
"Nonsense." 

O.K.,Mom 51 

So I went aft to talkto Angela HoenikkerConnersandlittleNewton Hoenikker, 
membersofmy_karass_. 

Angela wasthehorse-facedplatinum blondeI hadnoticedearlier. 
Newt wasa verytinyyoung man indeed,thoughnot grotesque. Hewasasnicely 

scaledasGulliveramong theBrobdingnagians,andasshrewdlywatchful,too. 
Hehelda glassofchampagne,whichwasincludedin thepriceofhisticket. That 

glasswasto him what a fishbowlwouldhavebeen to a normalman,but hedrankfrom it 
withelegant ease--asthoughheandtheglasscouldnot havebeen bettermatched. 

Thelittleson ofa bitchhada crystalof_ice-nine_in a thermosbottlein hisluggage, 
andso didhismiserablesister,whileunderuswasGod'sown amount ofwater,the 
Caribbean Sea. 

When Hazelhadgot allthepleasureshecouldfrom introducing Hoosiersto 
Hoosiers,sheleft usalone. "Remember," shesaidassheleft us,"from now on,callme 
_Mom_." 

"O.K.,Mom," I said. 
"O.K.,Mom," saidNewt. Hisvoicewasfairlyhigh,in keeping withhislittlelarynx. 

But hemanagedto makethat voicedistinctlymasculine. 
Angela persistedin treating Newt likean infant--andheforgaveherforit withan 

amiablegraceI wouldhavethought impossibleforoneso small. 
Newt andAngela rememberedme,rememberedthelettersI'dwritten,andinvited 

meto taketheemptyseat in theirgroup ofthree. 
Angela apologizedto meforneverhaving answeredmyletters. 
"I couldn't thinkofanything to saythat wouldinterest anybodyreading a book. I 

couldhavemadeup something about that day,but I didn't thinkyou'dwant that. Actually, 
thedaywasjust likea regularday." 

"Yourbrotherherewrotemea verygoodletter." 
Angela wassurprised. "Newt did?How couldNewt rememberanything?" She 

turnedto him. "Honey,you don't rememberanything about that day,do you?You werejust 
a baby." 

"I remember," hesaidmildly. 



                 
             

       
           
       
                  

                 
         

                
                

                 
   

                   
           

            
      
                 

               
                

              
          

                
            
               
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
               

      
         
                 

                 
       

               
                 
 

               
                 

    

"I wishI'd_seen_theletter." Sheimpliedthat Newt wasstilltoo immatureto deal 
directlywiththeoutsideworld. Angela wasa God-awfullyinsensitivewoman,withno 
feeling forwhat smallnessmeant to Newt. 

"Honey,you shouldhaveshowedmethat letter," shescolded. 
"Sorry," saidNewt. "I didn't think." 
"I might aswelltellyou," Angela saidto me,"Dr. BreedtoldmeI wasn't supposed 

to co-operatewithyou. Hesaidyou weren't interestedin giving a fairpictureofFather." She 
showedmethat shedidn't likemeforthat. 

I placatedhersomebytelling herthat thebookwouldprobablyneverbedone 
anyway,that I no longerhada clearidea ofwhat it wouldorshouldmean. 

"Well,ifyou ever_do_do thebook,you bettermakeFathera saint,becausethat's 
what hewas." 

I promisedthat I woulddo mybest to paint that picture. I askedifsheandNewt 
wereboundfora familyreunion withFrankin San Lorenzo. 

"Frank'sgetting married," saidAngela. "We'regoing to theengagement party." 
"Oh?Who'stheluckygirl?" 
"I'llshow you," saidAngela,andshetookfrom herpursea billfoldthat containeda 

sort ofplasticaccordion. In eachoftheaccordion'spleatswasa photograph. Angela flipped 
throughthephotographs,giving meglimpsesoflittleNewt on a CapeCodbeach,ofDr. 
FelixHoenikkeraccepting hisNobelPrize,ofAngela'sown homelytwin girls,ofFrank 
flying a modelplaneon theendofa string. 

Andthen sheshowedmea pictureofthegirlFrankwasgoing to marry. 
Shemight,withequaleffect,havestruckmein thegroin. 
ThepicturesheshowedmewasofMona AamonsMonzano,thewoman I loved. 

No Pain 52 

OnceAngela hadopenedherplasticaccordion,shewasreluctant to closeit until 
someonehadlookedat everyphotograph. 

"TherearethepeopleI love," shedeclared. 
So I lookedat thepeoplesheloved. What shehadtrappedin plexiglass,what she 

hadtrappedlikefossilbeetlesin amber,weretheimagesofa largepart ofour_karass_. 
Therewasn't a _granfallooner_in thecollection. 

ThereweremanyphotographsofDr. Hoenikker,fatherofa bomb,fatherofthree 
children,fatherof_ice-nine_. Hewasa littleperson,thepurportedsireofa midget anda 
giantess. 

Myfavoritepictureoftheoldman in Angela'sfossilcollection showedhim all 
bundledup forwinter,in an overcoat,scarf,galoshes,anda woolknit cap witha big pom-
pom on thecrown. 



                 
              
          

        
                   

             
                

                
          
             

                  
    

               
    

         
      
               

 
            
                

                
           

                    
                
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
          
                  

                
                 

                
          

              
                  

       
       
     

Thispicture,Angela toldme,witha catchin herthroat,hadbeen taken in Hyannis 
just about threehoursbeforetheoldman died. A newspaperphotographerhadrecognized 
theseeming Christmaselfforthegreat man hewas. 

"Didyourfatherdiein thehospital?" 
"Oh,no!Hediedin ourcottage,in a big whitewickerchairfacing thesea. Newt and 

Frankhadgonewalking down thebeachin thesnow . . ." 
"It wasa verywarm snow," saidNewt. "It wasalmost likewalking throughorange 

blossoms. It wasverystrange. Nobodywasin anyoftheothercottages. . ." 
"Ourswastheonlyonewithheat," saidAngela. 
"Nobodywithin miles," recalledNewt wonderingly,"andFrankandI cameacross 

thisbig blackdog out on thebeach,a Labradorretriever. Wethrew sticksinto theocean and 
hebrought them back." 

"I'dgonebackinto thevillageformoreChristmastreebulbs," saidAngela. "We 
alwayshada tree." 

"Didyourfatherenjoyhaving a Christmastree?" 
"Heneversaid," saidNewt. 
"I thinkhelikedit," saidAngela. "Hejust wasn't verydemonstrative. Somepeople 

aren't." 
"Andsomepeopleare," saidNewt. Hegavea smallshrug. 
"Anyway," saidAngela,"when wegot backhome,wefoundhim in thechair." She 

shookherhead. "I don't thinkhesufferedany. Hejust lookedasleep. Hecouldn't have 
lookedlikethat ifthere'dbeen theleast bit ofpain." 

Sheleft out an interesting part ofthestory. Sheleft out thefact that it wason that 
sameChristmasEvethat sheandFrankandlittleNewt haddividedup theoldman's_ice-
nine_. 

ThePresident ofFabri-Tek53 

Angela encouragedmeto go on looking at snapshots. 
"That'sme,ifyou can believeit." Sheshowedmean adolescent girlsixfeet tall. She 

washolding a clarinet in thepicture,wearing themarching uniform oftheIlium HighSchool 
band. Herhairwastuckedup undera bandsman'shat. Shewassmiling withshygoodcheer. 

Andthen Angela,a woman to whom Godhadgiven virtuallynothing withwhichto 
catcha man,showedmea pictureofherhusband. 

"So that'sHarrison C. Conners." I wasstunned. Herhusbandwasa strikingly 
handsomeman,andlookedasthoughheknew it. Hewasa snappydresser,andhadthelazy 
raptureofa Don Juan about.theeyes. 

"What--what doeshedo?" I asked. 
"He'spresident ofFabri-Tek." 



  
               
  
    
       
                

      
              
                    

          
                

                    
                 

                    
                

                 
                

              
                 

          
     
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

        
 
 
                

            
                 

   
                

       
               

                 
 

              
                 

               
            

"Electronics?"

"I couldn't tellyou,even ifI knew. It'sallverysecret government work." 
"Weapons?" 
"Well,waranyway." 
"How didyou happen to meet?" 
"Heusedto workasa laboratoryassistant to Father," saidAngela. "Then hewent 

out to IndianapolisandstartedFabri-Tek." 
"So yourmarriageto him wasa happyending to a long romance?" 
"No. I didn't even know heknew I wasalive. I usedto thinkhewasnice,but he 

neverpaidanyattention to meuntilafterFatherdied. 
"OnedayhecamethroughIlium. I wassitting aroundthat big oldhouse,thinking 

mylifewasover. . ." Shespokeoftheawfuldaysandweeksthat followedherfather'sdeath. 
"Just meandlittleNewt in that big oldhouse. Frankhaddisappeared,andtheghostswere 
making ten timesasmuchnoiseasNewt andI were. I'dgiven mywholelifeto taking careof 
Father,driving him to andfrom work,bundling him up when it wascold,unbundling him 
when it washot,making him eat,paying hisbills. Suddenly,therewasn't anything formeto 
do. I'dneverhadanyclosefriends,didn't havea soulto turn to but Newt. 

"Andthen," shecontinued,"therewasa knockon thedoor--andtherestood 
Harrison Conners. Hewasthemost beautifulthing I'deverseen. Hecamein,andwetalked 
about Father'slast daysandabout oldtimesin general." 

Angela almost criednow. 
"Two weekslater,weweremarried." 

Communists,Nazis,Royalists,Parachutists,andDraft Dodgers54 

Returning to myown seat in theplane,feeling farshabbierforhaving lost Mona 
AamonsMonzano to Frank,I resumedmyreading ofPhilip Castle'smanuscript. 

I lookedup _Monzano,Mona Aamons_in theindex,andwastoldbytheindexto 
seeAamons,Mona. 

So I saw _Aamons,Mona_,andfoundalmost asmanypagereferencesasI'dfound 
afterthenameof"Papa" Monzano himself. 

Andafter_Aamons,Mona_came_Aamons,Nestor_. So I turnedto thefew pages 
that hadto do withNestor,andlearnedthat hewasMona'sfather,a nativeFinn,an 
architect. 

NestorAamonswascapturedbytheRussians,then liberatedbytheGermansduring 
theSecondWorldWar. Hewasnot returnedhomebyhisliberators,but wasforcedto serve 
in a _Wehrmacht_engineerunit that wassent to fight theYugoslavpartisans. Hewas 
capturedbyChetniks,royalist Serbian partisans,andthen byCommunist partisanswho 



            
       

               
       

             
                

                   
     

             
      

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
               

                 
    

             
            

               
               
               

               
                

               
                  

              
        

                  
               

               
                 

                
                

 
                

               
               

             
              

attackedtheChetniks. HewasliberatedbyItalian parachutistswho surprisedthe 
Communists,andhewasshippedto Italy. 

TheItaliansput him to workdesigning fortificationsforSicily. Hestolea fishing 
boat in Sicily,andreachedneutralPortugal. 

Whilethere,hemet an American draft dodgernamedJulian Castle. 
Castle,upon learning that Aamonswasan architect,invitedhim to comewithhim to 

theislandofSan Lorenzo andto design forhim a hospitalto becalledtheHouseofHope 
andMercyin theJungle. 

Aamonsaccepted. Hedesignedthehospital,marrieda nativewoman namedCelia, 
fathereda perfect daughter,anddied. 

NeverIndexYourOwn Book55 

Asforthelifeof_Aamons,Mona_,theindexitselfgavea jangling,surrealistic 
pictureofthemanyconflicting forcesthat hadbeen brought to bearon herandofher 
dismayedreactionsto them. 

"_Aamons,Mona:_" theindexsaid,"adoptedbyMonzano in orderto boost 
Monzano'spopularity,194-199,216a.;childhoodin compoundofHouseofHopeand 
Mercy,63-81;childhoodromancewithP. Castle,72f;deathoffather,89ff;deathofmother, 
92f;embarrassedbyroleasnationaleroticsymbol,80,95f,166n.,209,247n.,400-406,566n., 
678;engagedto P. Castle,193;essentialnaïveté,67-71,80,95f,116a.,209,274n.,400-406, 
566a.,678;liveswithBokonon,92-98,196-197;poemsabout,2n.,26,114,119,311,316, 
477n.,501,507,555n.,689,718ff,799ff,800n.,841,846ff,908n.,971,974;poemsby,89, 
92,193;returnsto Monzano,199;returnsto Bokonon,197;runsawayfrom Bokonon,199; 
runsawayfrom Moazano,197;triesto makeselfuglyin orderto stop being eroticsymbolto 
islanders,89,95f,116n.,209,247n.,400-406,566n.,678;tutoredbyBokonon,63-80;writes 
letterto UnitedNations,200;xylophonevirtuoso,71." 

I showedthisindexentryto theMintons,asking them iftheydidn't thinkit wasan 
enchanting biographyin itself,a biographyofa reluctant goddessoflove. I got an 
unexpectedlyexpert answer,asonedoesin lifesometimes. It appearedthat ClaireMinton,in 
hertime,hadbeen a professionalindexer. I hadneverheardofsucha profession before. 

Shetoldmethat shehadput herhusbandthroughcollegeyearsbeforewithher 
earningsasan indexer,that theearningshadbeen good,andthat few peoplecouldindex 
well. 

Shesaidthat indexing wasa thing that onlythemost amateurishauthorundertookto 
do forhisown book. I askedherwhat shethought ofPhilip Castle'sjob. 

"Flattering to theauthor,insulting to thereader," shesaid. "In a hyphenatedword," 
sheobserved,withtheshrewdamiabilityofan expert," '_self-indulgent_.'I'm always 
embarrassedwhen I seean indexan authorhasmadeofhisown work." 



  
                 

      
           
           
          
  
            
            
          
             
   
                

    
     
   
          
             
        
              

                
                

           
               

                   
    

                
            

     
              

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
              

                  
                  

             

"Embarrassed?" 
"It'sa revealing thing,an author'sindexofhisown work," sheinformedme. "It'sa 

shamelessexhibition--to the_trained_eye." 
"Shecan readcharacterfrom an index," saidherhusband. 
"Oh?" I said. "What can you tellabout Philip Castle?" 
Shesmiledfaintly. "ThingsI'dbetternot tellstrangers." 
"Sorry." 
"He'sobviouslyin lovewiththisMona AamonsMonzano," shesaid. 
"That'strueofeveryman in San Lorenzo I gather." 
"Hehasmixedfeelingsabout hisfather," shesaid. 
"That'strueofeveryman on earth." I eggedheron gently. 
"He'sinsecure." 
"What mortalisn't?" I demanded. I didn't know it then,but that wasa very 

Bokononist thing to demand. 
"He'llnevermarryher." 
"Whynot?" 
"I'vesaidallI'm going to say," shesaid. 
"I'm gratifiedto meet an indexerwho respectstheprivacyofothers." 
"Neverindexyourown book," shestated. 
A _duprass_,Bokonon tellsus,isa valuableinstrument forgaining anddeveloping, 

in theprivacyofan interminableloveaffair,insightsthat arequeerbut true. TheMintons' 
cunning exploration ofindexeswassurelya casein point. A _duprass_,Bokonon tellsus,is 
also a sweetlyconceitedestablishment. TheMintons'establishment wasno exception. 

Sometimelater,AmbassadorMinton andI met in theaisleoftheairplane,away 
from hiswife,andheshowedthat it wasimportant to him that I respect what hiswifecould 
findout from indexes. 

"You know whyCastlewillnevermarrythegirl,even thoughhelovesher,even 
thoughsheloveshim,even thoughtheygrew up together?" hewhispered. 

"No,sir,I don't." 
"Becausehe'sa homosexual," whisperedMinton. "Shecan tellthat from an index, 

too." 

A Self-supporting SquirrelCage56 

When LionelBoydJohnson andCorporalEarlMcCabewerewashedup nakedonto 
theshoreofSan Lorenzo,I read,theyweregreetedbypersonsfarworseoffthan they. The 
peopleofSan Lorenzo hadnothing but diseases,whichtheywereat a lossto treat oreven 
name. Bycontrast,Johnson andMcCabehadtheglittering treasuresofliteracy,ambition, 



           
 

     
 
 
        
      
       
       
     
       
       
      
 
 
               

              
             

            
               

               
             

                
            

              
                 

              
         

              
         

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
              

               
                
  

               
                

curiosity,gall,irreverence,health,humor,andconsiderableinformation about theoutside 
world. 

From the"Calypsos" again: 

Oh,a verysorrypeople,yes,

DidI findhere.

Oh,theyhadno music,

Andtheyhadno beer.

And,oh,everywhere

Wheretheytriedto perch

Belongedto CastleSugar,Incorporated,

OrtheCatholicchurch.


Thisstatement ofthepropertysituation in San Lorenzo in 1922isentirelyaccurate, 
according to Philip Castle. CastleSugarwasfounded,asit happened,byPhilip Castle'sgreat-
grandfather. In 1922,it ownedeverypieceofarablelandon theisland. 

"CastleSugar'sSan Lorenzo operations," wroteyoung Castle,"nevershoweda 
profit. But,bypaying laborersnothing fortheirlabor,thecompanymanagedto breakeven 
yearafteryear,making just enoughmoneyto paythesalariesoftheworkers'tormentors. 

"Theform ofgovernment wasanarchy,savein limitedsituationswherein Castle 
Sugarwantedto own something orto get something done. In suchsituationstheform or 
government wasfeudalism. ThenobilitywascomposedofCastleSugar'splantation bosses, 
who wereheavilyarmedwhitemen from theoutsideworld. Theknighthoodwascomposed 
ofbig nativeswho,forsmallgiftsandsillyprivileges,wouldkillorwoundortortureon 
command. Thespiritualneedsofthepeoplecaught in thisdemoniacalsquirrelcagewere 
taken careofbya handfulofbutterballpriests. 

"TheSan Lorenzo Cathedral,dynamitedin 1923,wasgenerallyregardedasoneof 
theman-madewondersoftheNew World," wroteCastle. 

TheQueasyDream 51 

That CorporalMcCabeandJohnson wereableto takecommandofSan Lorenzo 
wasnot a miraclein anysense. Manypeoplehadtaken overSan Lorenzo--hadinvariably 
foundit lightlyheld. Thereason wassimple:God,in HisInfiniteWisdom,hadmadethe 
islandworthless. 

Hernando Corteswasthefirst man to havehissterileconquest ofSan Lorenzo 
recordedon paper. Cortesandhismen cameashoreforfreshwaterin 1519,namedthe 



             
                

      
            

           
             

            
            

                
             

              
             

             
               

              
             

              
             

                
                
                 

  
              

             
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
                 

              
           
      
      
 
 
      
        
         
     
       

island,claimedit forEmperorCharlestheFifth,andneverreturned. Subsequent expeditions 
cameforgoldanddiamondsandrubiesandspices,foundnone,burneda few nativesfor 
entertainment andheresy,andsailedon. 

"When FranceclaimedSan Lorenzo in 1682," wroteCastle,"no Spaniards 
complained. When DenmarkclaimedSan Lorenzo in 1699,no Frenchmen complained. 
When theDutchclaimedSan Lorenzo in 1704,no Danescomplained. When England 
claimedSan Lorenzo in 1706,no Dutchmen complained. When Spain reclaimedSan 
Lorenzo in 1720,no Englishmen complained. When,in 1786,African Negroestook 
commandofa Britishslaveship,ran it ashoreon San Lorenzo,andproclaimedSan Lorenzo 
an independent nation,an empirewithan emperor,in fact,no Spaniardscomplained. 

"TheemperorwasTum-bumwa,theonlyperson who everregardedtheislandas 
being worthdefending. A maniac,Tum-bumwa causedto beerectedtheSan Lorenzo 
Cathedralandthefantasticfortificationson thenorthshoreoftheisland,fortifications 
within whichtheprivateresidenceoftheso-calledPresident oftheRepublicnow stands. 

"Thefortificationshaveneverbeen attacked,norhasanysaneman everproposed 
anyreason whytheyshouldbeattacked. Theyhaveneverdefendedanything. Fourteen 
hundredpersonsaresaidto havediedwhilebuilding them. Ofthesefourteen hundred, 
about halfaresaidto havebeen executedin publicforsubstandardzeal." 

CastleSugarcameinto San Lorenzo in 1916,during thesugarboom oftheFirst 
WorldWar. Therewasno government at all. Thecompanyimaginedthat even theclayand 
gravelfieldsofSan Lorenzo couldbetilledprofitably,withthepriceofsugarso high. No 
onecomplained. 

When McCabeandJohnson arrivedin 1922andannouncedthat theywereplacing 
themselvesin charge,CastleSugarwithdrew flaccidly,asthoughfrom a queasydream. 

Tyrannywitha Difference58 

"Therewasat least onequalityofthenew conquerorsofSan Lorenzo that wasreally 
new," wroteyoung Castle. "McCabeandJohnson dreamedofmaking San Lorenzo a Utopia. 

"To thisend,McCabeoverhauledtheeconomyandthelaws. 
"Johnson designeda new religion." 
Castlequotedthe"Calypsos" again: 

I wantedallthings

To seem to makesomesense,

So weallcouldbehappy,yes,

Insteadoftense.

AndI madeup lies




        
        
    
 
 
                   

                    
    

                  
                
        

               
                  

             
              
        
                  

      
           
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
                   

               
 

               
       

                
            

           
                 

                    
                 

             
              

               
     

                 
   

So that theyallfit nice,

AndI madethissadworld

A par-a-dise.


Therewasa tug at mycoat sleeveasI read. I lookedup. LittleNewt Hoenikkerwas 
standing in theaislenext to me. "I thought maybeyou'dliketo go backto thebar," hesaid, 
"andhoist a few." 

So wedidhoist andtopplea few,andNewt'stonguewasloosenedenoughto tellme 
somethingsabout Zinka,hisRussian midget dancerfriend. Theirlovenest,hetoldme,had 
been in hisfather'scottageon CapeCod. 

"I maynot everhavea marriage,but at least I'vehada honeymoon." 
HetoldmeofidyllichoursheandhisZinka hadspent in eachother'sarms,cradled 

in FelixHoenikker'soldwhitewickerchair,thechairthat facedthesea. 
AndZinka woulddanceforhim. "Imaginea woman dancing just forme." 
"I can seeyou haveno regrets." 
"Shebrokemyheart. I didn't likethat much. But that wastheprice. In thisworld, 

you get what you payfor." 
Heproposeda gallant toast. "Sweetheartsandwives," hecried. 

Fasten YourSeat Belts59 

I wasin thebarwithNewt andH. LoweCrosbyanda coupleofstrangers,when San 
Lorenzo wassighted. Crosbywastalking about pissants. "You know what I mean bya 
pissant?" 

"I know theterm," I said,"but it obviouslydoesn't havetheding-a-ling associations 
formethat it hasforyou." 

Crosbywasin hiscupsandhadthedrunkard'sillusion that hecouldspeakfrankly, 
providedhespokeaffectionately. HespokefranklyandaffectionatelyofNewt'ssize, 
something nobodyelsein thebarhadso farcommentedon. 

"I don't mean a littlefellerlikethis." Crosbyhung a ham handon Newt'sshoulder. 
"It isn't sizethat makesa man a pissant. It'sthewayhethinks. I'veseen men fourtimesas 
big asthislittlefellerhere,andtheywerepissants. AndI'veseen littlefellers--well,not this 
littleactually,but prettydamn little,byGod--andI'dcallthem realmen." 

"Thanks," saidNewt pleasantly,not even glancing at themonstroushandon his 
shoulder. NeverhadI seen a human being betteradjustedto sucha humiliating physical 
handicap. I shudderedwithadmiration. 

"You weretalking about pissants," I saidto Crosby,hoping to get theweight ofhis 
handoffNewt. 



        
            
                 

                 
                    

               
        
            
   
               

                  
     

    
           
        
             

     
           
   
  
  
      
               

       
              

              
                

          
      
   
              

    
              
              

                 
 

               
   

              
               

   
         
 
 
 
 
 
 

"Damn right I was." Crosbystraightenedup. 
"You haven't tolduswhat a pissant isyet," I said. 
"A pissant issomebodywho thinkshe'sso damn smart,henevercan keep hismouth 

shut. No matterwhat anybodysays,he'sgot to arguewithit. You sayyou likesomething, 
and,byGod,he'lltellyou whyyou'rewrong to likeit. A pissant doeshisbest to makeyou 
feellikea booballthetime. No matterwhat you say,heknowsbetter." 

"Not a veryattractivecharacteristic," I suggested. 
"Mydaughterwantedto marrya pissant once," saidCrosbydarkly. 
"Didshe?" 
"I squashedhim likea bug." Crosbyhammeredon thebar,remembering thingsthe 

pissant hadsaidanddone. "Jesus!" hesaid,"we'veallbeen to college!" Hisgazelit on Newt 
again. "You go to college?" 

"Cornell," saidNewt. 
"Cornell!" criedCrosbygladly. "MyGod,I went to Cornell." 
"So didhe." Newt noddedat me. 
"ThreeCornellians--allin thesameplane!" saidCrosby,andwehadanother 

_granfalloon_festivalon ourhands. 
When it subsidedsome,CrosbyaskedNewt what hedid. 
"I paint." 
"Houses?" 
"Pictures." 
"I'llbedamned," saidCrosby. 
"Return to yourseatsandfasten yourseat belts,please," warnedtheairlinehostess. 

"We'reoverMonzano Airport,Bolivar,San Lorenzo." 
"Christ!Now wait just a Goddamn minutehere," saidCrosby,looking down at 

Newt. "Allofa sudden I realizeyou'vegot a nameI'veheardbefore." 
"Myfatherwasthefatheroftheatom bomb." Newt didn't sayFelixHoenikkerwas 

_one_ofthefathers. HesaidFelixwas_the_father. 
"Isthat so?" askedCrosby. 
"That'sso." 
"I wasthinking about something else," saidCrosby. Hehadto thinkhard. 

"Something about a dancer." 
"I thinkwe'dbetterget backto ourseats," saidNewt,tightening some. 
"Something about a Russian dancer." Crosbywassufficientlyaddledbyboozeto see 

no harm in thinking out loud. "I rememberan editorialabout how maybethedancerwasa 
spy." 

"Please,gentlemen," saidthestewardess,"you reallymust get backto yourseatsand 
fasten yourbelts." 

Newt lookedup at H. LoweCrosbyinnocently. "You surethenamewas 
Hoenikker?" And,in orderto eliminateanychanceofmistaken identity,hespelledthename 
forCrosby. 

"I couldbewrong," saidH. LoweCrosby. 



 
 
 

    
 
 
               

              
              
      
     
                 

 
              

               
        

            
                

               
                 

               
    

                 
     

              
      
                

       
                 

             
   

            
               

                
        

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 

An UnderprivilegedNation 60 

Theisland,seen from theair,wasan amazinglyregularrectangle. Cruelanduseless 
stoneneedleswerethrust up from thesea. Theysketcheda circlearoundit. 

At thesouthendoftheislandwastheport cityofBolivar. 
It wastheonlycity. 
It wasthecapital. 
It wasbuilt on a marshytable. TherunwaysofMonzano Airport wereon itswater 

front. 
Mountainsaroseabruptlyto thenorthofBolivar,crowding theremainderofthe 

islandwiththeirbrutalhumps. TheywerecalledtheSangredeCristo Mountains,but they 
lookedlikepigsat a troughto me. 

Bolivarhadhadmanynames:Caz-ma-caz-ma,Santa Maria,Saint Louis,Saint 
George,andPort Gloryamong them. It wasgiven itspresent namebyJohnson andMcCabe 
in 1922,wasnamedin honorofSimon Bolivar,thegreat Latin-American idealist andhero. 

When Johnson andMcCabecameupon thecity,it wasbuilt oftwigs,tin,crates,and 
mud--restedon thecatacombsofa trillion happyscavengers,catacombsin a sourmashof 
slop,feculence,andslime. 

That wasprettymuchthewayI foundit,too,except forthenew architecturalfalse 
facealong thewaterfront. 

Johnson andMcCabehadfailedto raisethepeoplefrom miseryandmuck. 
"Papa" Monzano hadfailed,too. 
Everybodywasboundto fail,forSan Lorenzo wasasunproductiveasan equalarea 

in theSahara orthePolarIcecap. 
At thesametime,it hadasdensea population ascouldbefoundanywhere,India 

andChina not excluded. Therewerefourhundredandfiftyinhabitantsforeach 
uninhabitablesquaremile. 

"During theidealisticphaseofMcCabe'sandJohnson'sreorganization ofSan 
Lorenzo,it wasannouncedthat thecountry'stotalincomewouldbedividedamong alladult 
personsin equalshares," wrotePhilip Castle. "Thefirst andonlytimethiswastried,each 
sharecameto between sixandseven dollars." 

What a CorporalWasWorth61




                 
                

           
 

                 
  

        
       

               
          

            
  

                  
                 

           
  

                 
              

               
        
         
             

                 
             

                  
             

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
                

                  
        

        
              

                 
       

        
               

         

In thecustomsshedat Monzano Airport,wewereallrequiredto submit to a luggage 
inspection,andto convert what moneyweintendedto spendin San Lorenzo into thelocal 
currency,into _Corporals_,which"Papa" Monzano insistedwereworthfiftyAmerican 
cents. 

Theshedwasneat andnew,but plentyofsignshadalreadybeen slappedon the 
walls,higgledy-piggledy. 

ANYBODY CAUGHTPRACTICING BOKONONISM IN SAN LORENZO, 
saidone,WILLDIE ON THE HOOK! 

Anotherposterfeatureda pictureofBokonon,a scrawnyoldcoloredman who was 
smoking a cigar. Helookedcleverandkindandamused. 

Underthepicturewerethewords:WANTED DEAD OR ALIVE,10,000 
CORPORALSREWARD! 

I tooka closerlookat that posterandfoundreproducedat thebottom ofit some 
sort ofpoliceidentification form Bokonon hadhadto fillout waybackin 1929. It was 
reproduced,apparently,to show Bokonon hunterswhat hisfingerprintsandhandwriting 
werelike. 

But what interestedmeweresomeofthewordsBokonon hadchosen to put into the 
blanksin 1929. Whereverpossible,hehadtaken thecosmicview,hadtaken into 
consideration,forinstance,suchthingsastheshortnessoflifeandthelongnessofeternity. 

Hereportedhisavocation as:"Being alive." 
Hereportedhisprincipaloccupation as:"Being dead." 
THISISA CHRISTIAN NATION!ALLFOOTPLAY WILLBE PUNISHED BY 

THE HOOK,saidanothersign. Thesign wasmeaninglessto me,sinceI hadnot yet learned 
that Bokononistsmingledtheirsoulsbypressing thebottomsoftheirfeet together. 

Andthegreatest mysteryofall,sinceI hadnot readallofPhilip Castle'sbook,was 
how Bokonon,bosom friendofCorporalMcCabe,hadcometo bean outlaw. 

WhyHazelWasn't Scared62 

Therewereseven ofuswho got offat San Lorenzo:Newt andAngela,Ambassador 
Minton andhiswife,H. LoweCrosbyandhiswife,andI. When wehadclearedcustoms,we 
wereherdedoutdoorsandonto a reviewing stand. 

There,wefaceda veryquiet crowd. 
FivethousandormoreSan Lorenzansstaredat us. Theislanderswereoatmeal 

colored. Thepeoplewerethin. Therewasn't a fat person to beseen. Everyperson hadteeth 
missing. Manylegswerebowedorswollen. 

Not onepairofeyeswasclear. 
Thewomen'sbreastswerebareandpaltry. Themen worelooseloinclothsthat did 

littleto concealpeneslikependulumson grandfatherclocks. 



                
         

              
                

                
               

                 
                

       
               

     
      
                

 
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                

               
               
               
    

          
                  

             
           
            

  
               

                
         

 
 
       
       
          
      
       

Thereweremanydogs,but not onebarked. Thereweremanyinfants,but not one 
cried. Hereandtheresomeonecoughed--andthat wasall. 

A militarybandstoodat attention beforethecrowd. It didnot play. 
Therewasa colorguardbeforetheband. It carriedtwo banners,theStarsand 

Stripesandtheflag ofSan Lorenzo. Theflag ofSan Lorenzo consistedofa Marine 
Corporal'schevronson a royalbluefield. Thebannershung lankin thewindlessday. 

I imaginedthat somewherefarawayI heardtheblamming ofa sledgeon a brazen 
drum. Therewasno suchsound. Mysoulwassimplyresonating thebeat ofthebrassy, 
clanging heat oftheSan Lorenzan clime. 

"I'm suregladit'sa Christian country," HazelCrosbywhisperedto herhusband,"or 
I'dbea littlescared." 

Behinduswasa xylophone. 
Therewasa glittering sign on thexylophone. Thesign wasmadeofgarnetsand 

rhinestones. 
Thesign said,MONA. 

Reverent andFree63 

To theleft sideofourreviewing standweresixpropeller-driven fighterplanesin a 
row,militaryassistancefrom theUnitedStatesto San Lorenzo. On thefuselageofeach 
planewaspainted,withchildishbloodlust,a boa constrictorwhichwascrushing a devilto 
death. Bloodcamefrom thedevil'sears,nose,andmouth. A pitchforkwasslipping from 
satanicredfingers. 

Beforeeachplanestoodan oatmeal-coloredpilot;silent,too. 
Then,abovethat tumidsilence,therecamea nagging song likethesong ofa gnat. It 

wasa siren approaching. Thesiren wason "Papa's" glossyblackCadillaclimousine. 
Thelimousinecameto a stop beforeus,tiressmoking. 
Out climbed"Papa" Monzano,hisadopteddaughter,Mona AamonsMonzano,and 

Franklin Hoenikker. 
At a limp,imperioussignalfrom "Papa," thecrowdsang theSan Lorenzan National 

Anthem. Itsmelodywas"Homeon theRange." Thewordshadbeen written in 1922by 
LionelBoydJohnson,byBokonon. Thewordswerethese: 

Oh,oursisa land

Wheretheliving isgrand,

Andthemen areasfearlessassharks;

Thewomen arepure,

Andwealwaysaresure




          
     
         
     
        
        
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
         
               

                
                  

                
                   
                 

    
            

           
        

              
                

             
                 
   

            
                 
                 

 
       
          
         
      
   
     
                

                
  

That ourchildren willalltoetheirmarks.

San,San Lo-ren-zo!

What a rich,luckyislandarewe!

Ourenemiesquail,

Fortheyknow theywillfail

Against peopleso reverent andfree.


PeaceandPlenty64 

Andthen thecrowdwasdeathlystillagain. 
"Papa" andMona andFrankjoineduson thereviewing stand. Onesnaredrum 

playedastheydidso. Thedrumming stoppedwhen "Papa" pointeda fingerat thedrummer. 
Heworea shoulderholsteron theoutsideofhisblouse. Theweapon in it wasa 

chromium-plated.45. Hewasan old,oldman,asso manymembersofmy_karass_were. 
Hewasin poorshape. Hisstepsweresmallandbounceless. Hewasstilla fat man,but his 
lardwasmelting fast,forhissimpleuniform wasloose. Theballsofhishoptoadeyeswere 
yellow. Hishandstrembled. 

HispersonalbodyguardwasMajorGeneralFranklin Hoenikker,whoseuniform was 
white. Frank--thin-wristed,narrow-shouldered--lookedlikea childkept up long afterhis 
customarybedtime. On hisbreast wasa medal. 

I observedthetwo,"Papa" andFrank,withsomedifficulty--not becausemyview 
wasblocked,but becauseI couldnot takemyeyesoffMona. I wasthrilled,heartbroken, 
hilarious,insane. Everygreedy,unreasonabledream I'deverhadabout what a woman 
shouldbecametruein Mona. There,Godloveherwarm andcreamysoul,waspeaceand 
plentyforever. 

That girl--andshewasonlyeighteen--wasrapturouslyserene. Sheseemedto 
understandall,andto bealltherewasto understand. In _TheBooksofBokonon_sheis 
mentionedbyname. Onething Bokonon saysofheristhis:"Mona hasthesimplicityofthe 
all." 

HerdresswaswhiteandGreek. 
Sheworeflat sandalson hersmallbrown feet. 
Herpalegoldhairwaslankandlong. 
Herhipswerea lyre. 
OhGod. 
Peaceandplentyforever. 
Shewastheonebeautifulgirlin San Lorenzo. Shewasthenationaltreasure. "Papa" 

hadadoptedher,according to Philip Castle,in orderto mingledivinitywiththeharshnessof 
hisrule. 

http:chromium-plated.45


                 
              

             
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

         
 
 
              

            
                 

    
              

                 
     

              
              

           
               

               
  
                 

                 
  

               
               
    

             
              

               
                    

               
 

        
    
  
    
  
            
        

Thexylophonewasrolledto thefront ofthestand. AndMona playedit. Sheplayed 
"When DayIsDone." It wasalltremolo--swelling,fading,swelling again. Thecrowdwas 
intoxicatedbybeauty. Andthen it wastimefor"Papa" to greet us. 

A GoodTimeto Cometo San Lorenzo 65 

"Papa" wasa self-educatedman,who hadbeen majordomo to CorporalMcCabe. He 
hadneverbeen offtheisland. HespokeAmerican Englishpassablywell. 

Everything that anyoneofussaidon thereviewing standwasbellowedout at the 
crowdthroughdoomsdayhorns. 

Whateverwent out throughthosehornsgabbleddown a wide,short boulevardat 
thebackofthecrowd,ricochetedoffthethreeglass-facednew buildingsat theendofthe 
boulevard,andcamecackling back. 

"Welcome," said"Papa." "You arecoming to thebest friendAmerica everhad. 
America ismisunderstoodmanyplaces,but not here,Mr. Ambassador." Hebowedto H. 
LoweCrosby,thebicyclemanufacturer,mistaking him forthenew Ambassador. 

"I know you'vegot a goodcountryhere,Mr. President," saidCrosby. "Everything I 
everheardabout it soundsgreat to me. There'sjust onething . . ." 

"Oh?" 
"I'm not theAmbassador," said'Crosby. "I wishI was,but I'm just a plain,ordinary 

businessman." It hurt him to saywho therealAmbassadorwas. "Thisman overhereisthe 
big cheese." 

"Ah!" "Papa" smiledat hismistake. Thesmilewent awaysuddenly. Somepain inside 
ofhim madehim wince,then madehim hunchover,closehiseyes--madehim concentrate 
on surviving thepain. 

FrankHoenikkerwent to hissupport,feebly,incompetently. "Areyou allright?" 
"Excuseme," "Papa" whisperedat last,straightening up some. Thereweretearsin 

hiseyes. Hebrushedthem away,straightening up alltheway. "I beg yourpardon." 
Heseemedto bein doubt fora moment asto wherehewas,asto what wasexpected 

ofhim. Andthen heremembered. HeshookHorlickMinton'shand. "Here,you areamong 
friends." 

"I'm sureofit," saidMinton gently. 
"Christian," said"Papa." 
"Good." 
"Anti-Communists," said"Papa." 
"Good." 
"No Communistshere," said"Papa." "Theyfearthehooktoo much." 
"I shouldthinktheywould," saidMinton. 



                 
                

                 
             

           
             

    
        
               

                
              
               

                
              

               
              

               
     
               

              
                

     
       
            
            
                

                
              
      
             
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
    
                 

        
               

       

"You havepickeda verygoodtimeto cometo us," said"Papa." "Tomorrow willbe 
oneofthehappiest daysin thehistoryofourcountry. Tomorrow isourgreatest national 
holiday,TheDayoftheHundredMartyrsto Democracy. It willalso bethedayofthe 
engagement ofMajorGeneralHoenikkerto Mona AamonsMonzano,to themost precious 
person in mylifeandin thelifeofSan Lorenzo." 

"I wishyou muchhappiness,MissMonzano," saidMinton warmly. "AndI 
congratulate_you_,GeneralHoenikker." 

Thetwo young peoplenoddedtheirthanks. 
Minton now spokeoftheso-calledHundredMartyrsto Democracy,andhetolda 

whooping lie. "Thereisnot an American schoolchildwho doesnot know thestoryofSan 
Lorenzo'snoblesacrificein WorldWarTwo. ThehundredbraveSan Lorenzans,whoseday 
tomorrow is,gaveasmuchasfreedom-loving men can. ThePresident oftheUnitedStates 
hasaskedmeto behispersonalrepresentativeat ceremoniestomorrow,to cast a wreath,the 
gift oftheAmerican peopleto thepeopleofSan Lorenzo,on thesea." 

"ThepeopleofSan Lorenzo thankyou andyourPresident andthegenerouspeople 
oftheUnitedStatesofAmerica fortheirthoughtfulness," said"Papa." "Wewouldbe 
honoredifyou wouldcast thewreathinto thesea during theengagement partytomorrow." 

"Thehonorismine." 
"Papa" commandedusallto honorhim withourpresenceat thewreathceremony 

andengagement partynext day. Wewereto appearat hispalaceat noon. 
"What children thesetwo willhave!" "Papa" said,inviting usto stareat Frankand 

Mona. "What blood!What beauty!" 
Thepain hit him again. 
Heagain closedhiseyesto huddlehimselfaroundthat pain. 
Hewaitedforit to pass,but it didnot pass. 
Stillin agony,heturnedawayfrom us,facedthecrowdandthemicrophone. He 

triedto gestureat thecrowd,failed. Hetriedto saysomething to thecrowd,failed. 
Andthen thewordscameout. "Go home," hecriedstrangling. "Go home!" 
Thecrowdscatteredlikeleaves. 
"Papa" facedusagain,stillgrotesquein pain. . . . 
Andthen hecollapsed. 

TheStrongest Thing ThereIs66 

Hewasn't dead. 
But hecertainlylookeddead;except that now andthen,in themidst ofallthat 

seeming death,hewouldgivea shivering twitch. 
Frankprotestedloudlythat "Papa" wasn't dead,that he_couldn't_bedead. Hewas 

frantic. "'Papa'!You can't die!You can't!" 



              
  

                
    

               
 

                  
               

                   
           

              
            

           
            
              

              
           

               
     
             

              
               
     
     
               

         
              
             
            

      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
     
                 

      
              
                  

                

Frankloosened"Papa's" collarandblouse,rubbedhiswrists. "Givehim air!Give 
'Papa'air!" 

Thefighter-planepilotscamerunning overto help us. Onehadsenseenoughto go 
fortheairport ambulance. 

Thebandandthecolorguard,whichhadreceivedno orders,remainedat quivering 
attention. 

I lookedforMona,foundthat shewasstillsereneandhadwithdrawn to therailof 
thereviewing stand. Death,iftherewasgoing to bedeath,didnot alarm her. 

Standing next to herwasa pilot. Hewasnot looking at her,but hehada perspiring 
radiancethat I attributedto hisbeing so nearto her. 

"Papa" now regainedsomething likeconsciousness. Witha handthat flappedlikea 
capturedbird,hepointedat Frank. "You . . ." hesaid. 

Weallfellsilent,in orderto hearhiswords. 
Hislipsmoved,but wecouldhearnothing but bubbling sounds. 
Somebodyhadwhat lookedlikea wonderfulidea then--what lookslikea hideous 

idea in retrospect. Someone--a pilot,I think--tookthemicrophonefrom itsmount andheld 
it by"Papa's" bubbling lipsin orderto amplifyhiswords. 

So deathrattlesandallsortsofspasticyodelsbouncedoffthenew buildings. 
Andthen camewords. 
"You," hesaidto Frankhoarsely,"you--Franklin Hoenikker--you willbethenext 

President ofSan Lorenzo. Science--you havescience. Scienceisthestrongest thing thereis. 
"Science," said"Papa." "Ice." Herolledhisyellow eyes,andhepassedout again. 
I lookedat Mona. 
Herexpression wasunchanged. 
Thepilot next to her,however,hadhisfeaturescomposedin thecatatonic,orgiastic 

rigidityofonereceiving theCongressionalMedalofHonor. 
I lookeddown andI saw what I wasnot meant to see. 
Mona hadslippedoffhersandal. Hersmallbrown foot wasbare. 
Andwiththat foot,shewaskneading andkneading andkneading--obscenely 

kneading--theinstep oftheflyer'sboot. 

Hy-u-o-ook-kuh!67 

"Papa" didn't die--not then.

Hewasrolledawayin theairport'sbig redmeat wagon. TheMintonsweretaken to


theirembassybyan American limousine. 
Newt andAngela weretaken to Frank'shousein a San Lorenzan limousine. 
TheCrosbysandI weretaken to theCasa Mona hotelin San Lorenzo'sonetaxi,a 

hearselike1939 Chryslerlimousinewithjump seats. Thenameon thesideofthecabwas 



               
             

              
                

             
                

   
              

                 
      

               
           
   
      
  
        
           
        
          
                 
             
   
               

           
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
               

               
 

                
      

               
                  

  
              
           
             

CastleTransportation Inc. ThecabwasownedbyPhilip Castle,theowneroftheCasa 
Mona,theson ofthecompletelyunselfishman I hadcometo interview. 

TheCrosbysandI werebothupset. Ourconsternation wasexpressedin questions 
wehadto haveansweredat once. TheCrosbyswantedto know who Bokonon was. They 
werescandalizedbytheidea that anyoneshouldbeopposedto "Papa" Monzano. 

Irrelevantly,I foundthat I hadto know at oncewho theHundredMartyrsto 
Democracyhadbeen. 

TheCrosbysgot theiranswerfirst. Theycouldnot understandtheSan Lorenzan 
dialect,so I hadto translateforthem. Crosby'sbasicquestion to ourdriverwas:"Who the 
hellisthispissant Bokonon,anyway?" 

"Verybadman," saidthedriver. What heactuallysaidwas,"_Vorryballmoan_." 
"A Communist?" askedCrosby,when heheardmytranslation. 
"Oh,sure." 
"Hashegot anyfollowing?" 
"Sir?" 
"Doesanybodythinkhe'sanygood?" 
"Oh,no,sir," saidthedriverpiously. "Nobodythat crazy." 
"Whyhasn't hebeen caught?" demandedCrosby. 
"Hardman to find," saidthedriver. "Verysmart." 
"Well,peoplemust behiding him andgiving him foodorhe'dbecaught bynow." 
"Nobodyhidehim;nobodyfeedhim. Everybodytoo smart to do that." 
"You sure?" 
"Oh,sure," saidthedriver. "Anybodyfeedthat crazyoldman,anybodygivehim 

placeto sleep,theyget thehook. Nobodywant thehook." 
Hepronouncedthat last word:"_hy-u-o-_ook_-kuh_." 

Hoon-yera Mora-toorz68 

I askedthedriverwho theHundredMartyrsto Democracyhadbeen. Theboulevard 
weweregoing down,I saw,wascalledtheBoulevardoftheHundredMartyrsto 
Democracy. 

Thedrivertoldmethat San Lorenzo haddeclaredwaron GermanyandJapan an 
hourafterPearlHarborwasattacked. 

San Lorenzo conscripteda hundredmen to fight on thesideofdemocracy. These 
hundredmen wereput on a ship boundfortheUnitedStates,wheretheywereto bearmed 
andtrained. 

Theship wassunkbya German submarineright outsideofBolivarharbor. 
"_Dose,sore_," hesaid,"_yeeara lo hoon-yera mora-toorztut zamoo-cratz-ya_." 
"Those,sir," he'dsaidin dialect,"aretheHundredMartyrsto Democracy." 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                  

             
                   

                  
                 

                 
    

                
                   
         

      
                 

   
                

                 
              

                   
  

               
                

   
     
                 

          
    
           
          
                

   
             
                  

        
               
      
  

A Big Mosaic69 

TheCrosbysandI hadthecuriousexperienceofbeing theveryfirst guestsofa new 
hotel. Wewerethefirst to sign theregisteroftheCasa Mona. 

TheCrosbysgot to thedeskaheadofme,but H. LoweCrosbywasso startledbya 
whollyblankregisterthat hecouldn't bring himselfto sign. Hehadto thinkabout it a while. 

"You sign," hesaidto me. Andthen,defying meto thinkhewassuperstitious,he 
declaredhiswishto photographa man who wasmaking a hugemosaicon thefreshplaster 
ofthelobbywall. 

Themosaicwasa portrait ofMona AamonsMonzano. It wastwentyfeet high. The 
man who wasworking on it wasyoung andmuscular. Hesat at thetop ofa stepladder. He 
worenothing but a pairofwhiteducktrousers. 

Hewasa whiteman. 
Themosaicist wasmaking thefinehairson thenapeofMona'sswan neckout of 

chipsofgold. 
Crosbywent overto photographhim;camebackto report that theman wasthe 

biggest pissant hehadevermet. Crosbywasthecoloroftomato juicewhen hereportedthis. 
"You can't saya damn thing to him that hewon't turn insideout." 

So I went overto themosaicist,watchedhim fora while,andthen I toldhim,"I 
envyyou." 

"I alwaysknew," hesighed,"that,ifI waitedlong enough,somebodywouldcome 
andenvyme. I kept telling myselfto bepatient,that,soonerorlater,somebodyenvious 
wouldcomealong." 

"Areyou an American?" 
"That happinessismine." Hewent right on working;hewasincuriousasto what I 

lookedlike. "Do you want to takemyphotograph,too?" 
"Do you mind?" 
"I think;thereforeI am,thereforeI am photographable." 
"I'm afraidI don't havemycamera withme." 
"Well,forChrist'ssake,get it!You'renot oneofthosepeoplewho trustshis 

memory,areyou?" 
"I don't thinkI'llforget that faceyou'reworking on verysoon." 
"You'llforget it when you'redead,andso willI. When I'm dead,I'm going to forget 

everything--andI adviseyou to do thesame." 
"Hasshebeen posing forthisorareyou working from photographsorwhat?" 
"I'm working from orwhat." 
"What?" 



                 
 

    
     
      
        
    
    
     
             
                 

    
  
  
      
     
           
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                 
     
       
      
  
              

      
         
           
       
                  
        

   
              
               

        
               
  

     

"I'm working from orwhat." Hetappedhistemple. "It'sallin thisenviableheadof 
mine." 

"You know her?" 
"That happinessismine." 
"FrankHoenikker'sa luckyman." 
"FrankHoenikkerisa pieceofshit." 
"You'recertainlycandid." 
"I'm also rich." 
"Gladto hearit." 
"Ifyou want an expert opinion,moneydoesn't necessarilymakepeoplehappy." 
"Thanksfortheinformation. You'vejust savedmea lot oftrouble. I wasjust about 

to makesomemoney." 
"How?" 
"Writing." 
"I wrotea bookonce." 
"What wasit called?" 
"_San Lorenzo_," hesaid,"theLand,theHistory,thePeople_." 

TutoredbyBokonon 70 

"You,I takeit," I saidto themosaicist,"arePhilip Castle,son ofJulian Castle."

"That happinessismine."

"I'm hereto seeyourfather."

"Areyou an aspirin salesman?"

"No."

"Too bad. Father'slow on aspirin. How about miracledrugs?Fatherenjoyspulling


offa miraclenow andthen." 
"I'm not a drug salesman. I'm a writer." 
"What makesyou thinka writerisn't a drug salesman?" 
"I'llaccept that. Guiltyascharged." 
"Fatherneedssomekindofbookto readto peoplewho aredying orin terriblepain. 

I don't supposeyou'vewritten anything likethat." 
"Not yet." 
"I thinkthere'dbemoneyin it. There'sanothervaluabletip foryou." 
"I supposeI couldoverhaulthe'Twenty-thirdPsalm,'switchit arounda littleso 

nobodywouldrealizeit wasn't originalwithme." 
"Bokonon triedto overhaulit," hetoldme. "Bokonon foundout hecouldn't change 

a word." 
"You know him,too?" 



                 
         

      
                 

   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       
 
 
              
            
      
           
                  

              
                
        
       
             

 
                  

                
                 

                 
                   

                
         

         
        
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    

"That happinessismine. Hewasmytutorwhen I wasa littleboy." Hegestured

sentimentallyat themosaic. "HewasMona'stutor,too." 

"Washea goodteacher?" 
"Mona andI can bothreadandwriteanddo simplesums," saidCastle,"ifthat's 

what you mean." 

TheHappinessofBeing an American 71 

H. LoweCrosbycameoverto haveanothergo at Castle,thepissant.

"What do you callyourself," sneeredCrosby,"a beatnikorwhat?"

"I callmyselfa Bokononist."

"That'sagainst thelaw in thiscountry,isn't it?"

"I happen to havethehappinessofbeing an American. I'vebeen ableto sayI'm a


Bokononist anytimeI damn please,and,so far,nobody'sbotheredmeat all." 
"I believein obeying thelawsofwhatevercountryI happen to bein." 
"You arenot telling methenews." 
Crosbywaslivid. "Screw you,Jack!" 
"Screw you,Jasper," saidCastlemildly,"andscrew Mother'sDayandChristmas, 

too." 
Crosbymarchedacrossthelobbyto thedeskclerkandhesaid,"I want to report that 

man overthere,that pissant,that so-calledartist. You'vegot a nicelittlecountryherethat's 
trying to attract thetourist tradeandnew investment in industry. Thewaythat man talkedto 
me,I don't everwant to seeSan Lorenzo again--andanyfriendwho asksmeabout San 
Lorenzo,I'lltellhim to keep thehellaway. You maybegetting a nicepictureon thewall 
overthere,but,byGod,thepissant who'smaking it isthemost insulting,discouraging son 
ofa bitchI evermet in mylife." 

Theclerklookedsick. "Sir. . ."

"I'm listening," saidCrosby,fulloffire.

"Sir--heownsthehotel."


ThePissant Hilton 72




 
 
                 

          
           
                  

            
                 
                   

   
              

      
                 

               
                

   
                   
                 

        
                 

                
        

                
           
             
     
                 

                
   

       
      
         
   
    
     
                   

         
                    

         
                 

          
               

   
              

               
          
 
 

H. LoweCrosbyandhiswifecheckedout oftheCasa Mona. Crosbycalledit "The 
Pissant Hilton," andhedemandedquartersat theAmerican embassy. 

So I wastheonlyguest in a one-hundred-room hotel. 
Myroom wasa pleasant one. It faced,asdidalltherooms,theBoulevardofthe 

HundredMartyrsto Democracy,Monzano Airport,andBolivarharborbeyond. TheCasa 
Mona wasbuilt likea bookcase,withsolidsidesandbackandwitha front ofblue-green 
glass. Thesqualorandmiseryofthecity,being to thesidesandbackoftheCasa Mona,were 
impossibleto see. 

Myroom wasair-conditioned. It wasalmost chilly. And,coming from theblamming 
heat into that chilliness,I sneezed. 

Therewerefreshflowerson mybedsidetable,but mybedhadnot yet been made. 
Therewasn't even a pillow on thebed. Therewassimplya bare,brand-new Beautyrest 
mattress. Andthereweren't anycoat hangersin thecloset;andtherewasn't anytoilet paper 
in thebathroom. 

So I went out in thecorridorto seeiftherewasa chambermaidwho wouldequip me 
a littlemorecompletely. Therewasn't anybodyout there,but therewasa dooropen at the 
farendandveryfaint soundsoflife. 

I went to thisdoorandfounda largesuitepavedwithdrop-cloths. It wasbeing 
painted,but thetwo paintersweren't painting when I appeared. Theyweresitting on a shelf 
that ran thewidthofthewindow wall. 

Theyhadtheirshoesoff. Theyhadtheireyesclosed. Theywerefacing eachother. 
Theywerepressing thesolesoftheirbarefeet together. 
Eachgraspedhisown ankles,giving himselftherigidityofa triangle. 
I clearedmythroat. 
Thetwo rolledofftheshelfandfellto thespattereddropcloth. Theylandedon their 

handsandknees,andtheystayedin that position--theirbehindsin theair,theirnosesclose 
to theground. 

Theywereexpecting to bekilled. 
"Excuseme," I said,amazed. 
"Don't tell," beggedonequerulously. "Please--pleasedon't tell." 
"Tellwhat?" 
"What you saw!" 
"I didn't seeanything." 
"Ifyou tell," hesaid,andheput hischeekto thefloorandlookedup at me 

beseechingly,"ifyou tell,we'lldieon the_hy-u-o-ook-kuh!_" 
"Look,friends," I said,"eitherI camein too earlyortoo late,but,I tellyou again,I 

didn't seeanything worthmentioning to anybody. Please--get up." 
Theygot up,theireyesstillon me. Theytrembledandcowered. I convincedthem at 

last that I wouldnevertellwhat I hadseen. 
What I hadseen,ofcourse,wastheBokononist ritualof_boko-maru_,orthe 

mingling ofawarenesses. 
WeBokononistsbelievethat it isimpossibleto besole-to-solewithanotherperson 

without loving theperson,providedthefeet ofbothpersonsareclean andnicelytended. 
Thebasisforthefoot ceremonyisthis"Calypso": 



        
       
         
         
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
               

             
       
    
                  

          
         
      
     
                   

             
                  
                 

       
               

                     
                  

  
        
          
                 

 
              

        
               
                 
                

                  
               

   
                

Wewilltouchourfeet,yes, 
Yes,forallwe'reworth, 
Andwewillloveeachother,yes, 
Yes,likeweloveourMotherEarth. 

BlackDeath73 

When I got backto myroom I foundthat Philip Castle-- mosaicist,historian,self-
indexer,pissant,andhotel-keeper--wasinstalling a rolloftoilet paperin mybathroom. 

"Thankyou verymuch," I said. 
"You'reentirelywelcome." 
"Thisiswhat I'dcalla hotelwitha realheart. How manyhotelownerswouldtake 

sucha direct interest in thecomfort ofa guest?" 
"How manyhotelownershavejust oneguest?" 
"You usedto havethree." 
"Thosewerethedays." 
"You know,I maybespeaking out ofturn,but I findit hardto understandhow a 

person ofyourinterestsandtalentswouldbeattractedto thehotelbusiness." 
Hefrownedperplexedly. "I don't seem to beasgoodwithguestsasI might,do I?" 
"I knew somepeoplein theHotelSchoolat Cornell,andI can't help feeling they 

wouldhavetreatedtheCrosbyssomewhat differently." 
Henoddeduncomfortably. "I know. I know." Heflappedhisarms. "DamnedifI 

know whyI built thishotel--something to do withmylife,I guess. A wayto bebusy,a way 
not to belonesome." Heshookhishead. "It wasbea hermit oropen a hotel--withnothing 
in between." 

"Weren't you raisedat yourfather'shospital?" 
"That'sright. Mona andI bothgrew up there." 
"Well,aren't you at alltemptedto do withyourlifewhat yourfather'sdonewith 

his?" 
Young Castlesmiledwanly,avoiding a direct answer. "He'sa funnyperson,Father 

is," hesaid. "I thinkyou'lllikehim." 
"I expect to. Therearen't manypeoplewho'vebeen asunselfishashehas." 
"Onetime," saidCastle,"when I wasabout fifteen,therewasa mutinynearhereon 

a Greekship boundfrom Hong Kong to Havana witha loadofwickerfurniture. The 
mutineersgot controloftheship,didn't know how to run her,andsmashedherup on the 
rocksnear'Papa'Monzano'scastle. Everybodydrownedbut therats. Theratsandthewicker 
furniturecameashore." 

That seemedto betheendofthestory,but I couldn't besure. "So?" 



               
               

   
       
                
       
               

                 
                 

             
               

             
              
       
                

                 
              

       
                 

  
   
                  

      
        
               
        
      
                 
      
    
          
                

                     
 

       
                

               
                   

 
   
             
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

"So somepeoplegot freefurniture,andsomepeoplegot bubonicplague. At Father's 
hospital,wehadfourteen-hundreddeathsinsideoften days. Haveyou everseen anyonedie 
ofbubonicplague?" 

"That unhappinesshasnot been mine." 
"Thelymphglandsin thegroin andthearmpitsswellto thesizeofgrapefruit." 
"I can wellbelieveit." 
"Afterdeath,thebodyturnsblack--coalsto Newcastlein thecaseofSan Lorenzo. 

When theplaguewashaving everything itsown way,theHouseofHopeandMercyin the 
JunglelookedlikeAuschwitzorBuchenwald. Wehadstacksofdeadso deep andwidethat a 
bulldozeractuallystalledtrying to shovethem towarda common grave. Fatherworked 
without sleep fordays,workednot onlywithout sleep but without saving manylives,either." 

Castle'sgrislytalewasinterruptedbytheringing ofmytelephone. 
"MyGod," saidCastle,"I didn't even know thetelephoneswereconnectedyet." 
I pickedup thephone. "Hello?" 
It wasMajorGeneralFranklin Hoenikkerwho hadcalledmeup. Hesoundedout of 

breathandscaredstiff. "Listen!You'vegot to comeout to myhouseright away. We'vegot 
to havea talk!It couldbea veryimportant thing in yourlife!" 

"Couldyou givemesomeidea?" 
"Not on thephone,not on thephone. You cometo myhouse. You comeright 

away!Please!" 
"Allright." 
"I'm not kidding you. Thisisa reallyimportant thing in yourlife. Thisisthemost 

important thing ever." Hehung up. 
"What wasthat allabout?" askedCastle. 
"I haven't got theslightest idea. FrankHoenikkerwantsto seemeright away." 
"Takeyourtime. Relax. He'sa moron." 
"Hesaidit wasimportant." 
"How doesheknow what'simportant?I couldcarvea betterman out ofa banana." 
"Well,finishyourstoryanyway." 
"WherewasI?" 
"Thebubonicplague. Thebulldozerwasstalledbycorpses." 
"Oh,yes. Anyway,onesleeplessnight I stayedup withFatherwhileheworked. It 

wasallwecoulddo to finda livepatient to treat. In bedafterbedafterbedwefounddead 
people. 

"AndFatherstartedgiggling," Castlecontinued. 
"Hecouldn't stop. Hewalkedout into thenight withhisflashlight. Hewasstill 

giggling. Hewasmaking theflashlight beam danceoverallthedeadpeoplestackedoutside. 
Heput hishandon myhead,anddo you know what that marvelousman saidto me?" asked 
Castle. 

"Nope." 
"'Son,'myfathersaidto me,'somedaythiswillallbeyours.'" 



 
 

   
 
 
           
              

        
               

          
     
                

                  
              

                   
    

                
                   

                
            

                  
              

                  
                

                  
                

           
                

      
                 

               
         
               

                  
        

                 
       

               
                 

         
    
               

               
       
        
      
            
     

Cat'sCradle74 

I went to Frank'shousein San Lorenzo'sonetaxicab. 
Wepassedthroughscenesofhideouswant. WeclimbedtheslopeofMount 

McCabe. Theairgrew cooler. Therewasmist. 
Frank'shousehadoncebeen thehomeofNestorAamons,fatherofMona,architect 

oftheHouseofHopeandMercyin theJungle. 
Aamonshaddesignedit. 
It straddleda waterfall;hada terracecantileveredout into themist rising from the 

fall. It wasa cunning latticeofverylight steelpostsandbeams. Theintersticesofthelattice 
werevariouslyopen,chinkedwithnativestone,glazed,orcurtainedbysheetsofcanvas. 

Theeffect ofthehousewasnot so muchto encloseasto announcethat a man had 
been whimsicallybusythere. 

A servant greetedmepolitelyandtoldmethat Frankwasn't homeyet. Frankwas 
expectedat anymoment. Frankhadleft ordersto theeffect that I wasto bemadehappyand 
comfortable,andthat I wasto stayforsupperandthenight. Theservant,who introduced 
himselfasStanley,wasthefirst plump San Lorenzan I hadseen. 

Stanleyledmeto myroom;ledmearoundtheheart ofthehouse,down a staircase 
ofliving stone,a staircaseshelteredorexposedbysteel-framedrectanglesat random. My 
bedwasa foam-rubberslabon a stoneshelf,a shelfofliving stone. Thewallsofmy 
chamberwerecanvas. Stanleydemonstratedhow I might rollthem up ordown,asI pleased. 

I askedStanleyifanybodyelsewashome,andhetoldmethat onlyNewt was. Newt, 
hesaid,wasout on thecantileveredterrace,painting a picture. Angela,hesaid,hadgone 
sightseeing to theHouseofHopeandMercyin theJungle. 

I went out onto thegiddyterracethat straddledthewaterfallandfoundlittleNewt 
asleep in a yellow butterflychair. 

Thepainting on whichNewt hadbeen working wasset on an easelnext to the 
aluminum railing. Thepainting wasframedin a mistyview ofsky,sea,andvalley. 

Newt'spainting wassmallandblackandwarty. 
It consistedofscratchesmadein a black,gummyimpasto. Thescratchesformeda 

sort ofspider'sweb,andI wonderediftheymight not bethestickynetsofhuman futility 
hung up on a moonlessnight to dry. 

I didnot wakeup themidget who hadmadethisdreadfulthing. I smoked,listening 
to imaginedvoicesin thewatersounds. 

What awakenedlittleNewt wasan explosion farawaybelow. It caromedup the 
valleyandwent to God. It wasa cannon on thewaterfront ofBolivar,Frank'smajor-domo 
toldme. It wasfiredeverydayat five. 

LittleNewt stirred. 
Whilestillhalf-snoozing,heput hisblack,paintyhandsto hismouthandchin, 

leaving blacksmearsthere. Herubbedhiseyesandmadeblacksmearsaroundthem,too. 
"Hello," hesaidto me,sleepily. 
"Hello," I said. "I likeyourpainting." 
"You seewhat it is?" 
"I supposeit meanssomething different to everyonewho seesit." 
"It'sa cat'scradle." 



           
                
    
              

      
  
                 

                
                  

     
  
        
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       
 
 
             

                 
                   

        
               

                 
  

              
                 
              
         
  
       
     
                

              
                   

                   
 

         
                  
 
 
 

"Aha," I said. "Verygood. Thescratchesarestring. Right?" 
"Oneoftheoldest gamesthereis,cat'scradle. Even theEskimosknow it." 
"You don't say." 
"Formaybea hundredthousandyearsormore,grownupshavebeen waving tangles 

ofstring in theirchildren'sfaces." 
"Um." 
Newt remainedcurledin thechair. Heheldout hispaintyhandsasthougha cat's 

cradlewerestrung between them. "No wonderkidsgrow up crazy. A cat'scradleisnothing 
but a bunchofX'sbetween somebody'shands,andlittlekidslookandlookandlookat all 
thoseX's. . ." 

"And?" 
"_No damn cat,andno damn cradle_." 

GiveMyRegardsto Albert Schweitzer75 

Andthen Angela HoenikkerConners,Newt'sbeanpolesister,camein withJulian 
Castle,fatherofPhilip,andfounderoftheHouseofHopeandMercyin theJungle. Castle 
worea baggywhitelinen suit anda string tie. Hehada scragglymustache. Hewasbald. He 
wasscrawny. Hewasa saint,I think. 

Heintroducedhimselfto Newt andto meon thecantileveredterrace. Heforestalled 
allreferencesto hispossiblesaintlinessbytalking out ofthecornerofhismouthlikea 
moviegangster. 

"I understandyou area followerofAlbert Schweitzer," I saidto him. 
"At a distance. . ." Hegavea criminalsneer. "I'venevermet thegentleman." 
"Hemust surelyknow ofyourwork,just asyou know ofhis." 
"Maybeandmaybenot. You everseehim?" 
"No." 
"You everexpect to seehim?" 
"SomedaymaybeI will." 
"Well," saidJulian Castle,"in caseyou run acrossDr. Schweitzerin yourtravels,you 

might tellhim that heis_not_myhero." Helit a big cigar. 
When thecigarwasgoing goodandhot hepointeditsredendat me. "You can tell 

him heisn't myhero," hesaid,"but you can also tellhim that,thanksto him,JesusChrist 
_is_." 

"I thinkhe'llbegladto hearit."

"I don't givea damn ifheisornot. Thisissomething between Jesusandme."




 
 
 
 
 
 

      
    

 
 
                

        
          
      
        
      
               
       
                 

               
          

        
     
       
               

         
                 

   
               
    
   
              

                 
      

                  
                 

     
                

    
            
              

  
                 

      
                

       
        
                

Julian CastleAgreeswithNewt 76 
that Everything IsMeaningless 

Julian CastleandAngela went to Newt'spainting. Castlemadea pinholeofa curled 
indexfinger,squintedat thepainting throughit. 

"What do you thinkofit?" I askedhim. 
"It's_black_. What isit--hell?" 
"It meanswhateverit means," saidNewt. 
"Then it'shell," snarledCastle. 
"I wastolda moment ago that it wasa cat'scradle," I said. 
"Insideinformation alwayshelps," saidCastle. 
"I don't thinkit'sverynice," Angela complained. "I thinkit'sugly,but I don't know 

anything about modern art. SometimesI wishNewt wouldtakesomelessons,so hecould 
know forsureifhewasdoing something ornot." 

"Self-taught,areyou?" Julian CastleaskedNewt. 
"Isn't everybody?" Newt inquired. 
"Verygoodanswer." Castlewasrespectful. 
I undertookto explain thedeepersignificanceofthecat'scradle,sinceNewt seemed 

disinclinedto go throughthat song anddanceagain. 
AndCastlenoddedsagely. "So thisisa pictureofthemeaninglessnessofit all!I 

couldn't agreemore." 
"Do you _really_agree?" I asked. "A minuteago you saidsomething about Jesus." 
"Who?" said,Castle. 
"JesusChrist?" 
"Oh," saidCastle. "_Him_." Heshrugged. "Peoplehaveto talkabout something just 

to keep theirvoiceboxesin working order,so they'llhavegoodvoiceboxesin casethere's 
everanything reallymeaningfulto say." 

"I see." I knew I wasn't going to havean easytimewriting a populararticleabout 
him. I wasgoing to haveto concentrateon hissaintlydeedsandignoreentirelythesatanic 
thingshethought andsaid. 

"You mayquoteme:" hesaid. "Man isvile,andman makesnothing worthmaking, 
knowsnothing worthknowing." 

Heleaneddown andheshooklittleNewt'spaintyhand. "Right?" 
Newt nodded,seeming to suspect momentarilythat thecasehadbeen a little 

overstated. "Right." 
Andthen thesaint marchedto Newt'spainting andtookit from itseasel. Hebeamed 

at usall. "Garbage--likeeverything else." 
Andhethrew thepainting offthecantileveredterrace. It sailedout on an updraft, 

stalled,boomerangedback,slicedinto thewaterfall. 
Therewasnothing littleNewt couldsay. 
Angela spokefirst. "You'vegot paint alloveryourface,honey. Go washit off." 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
             
     
        
                   

                    
     

                
           

               
                

             
      
              
             
                 

                     
   

   
           
                 

   
                 

    
  
  
  
               

          
    
               

 
                

           
        
   

Aspirin andBoko-maru 77 

"Tellme,Doctor," I saidto Julian Castle,"how is'Papa'Monzano?" 
"How wouldI know?" 
"I thought you'dprobablybeen treating him." 
"Wedon't speak. . ." Castlesmiled. "Hedoesn't speakto me,that is. Thelast thing 

hesaidto me,whichwasabout threeyearsago,wasthat theonlything that kept meoffthe 
hookwasmyAmerican citizenship." 

"What haveyou doneto offendhim?You comedown hereandwithyourown 
moneyfounda freehospitalforhispeople. . ." 

"'Papa'doesn't likethewaywetreat thewholepatient," saidCastle,"particularlythe 
wholepatient when he'sdying. At theHouseofHopeandMercyin theJungle,we 
administerthelast ritesoftheBokononist Churchto thosewho want them." 

"What aretheriteslike?" 
"Verysimple. Theystart witha responsivereading. You want to respond?" 
"I'm not that closeto deathjust now,ifyou don't mind." 
Hegavemea grislywink. "You'rewiseto becautious. Peopletaking thelast rites 

havea wayofdying on cue. I thinkwecouldkeep you from going alltheway,though,ifwe 
didn't touchfeet." 

"Feet?" 
Hetoldmeabout theBokononist attituderelativeto feet. 
"That explainssomething I saw in thehotel." I toldhim about thetwo painterson 

thewindow sill. 
"It works,you know," hesaid. "Peoplewho do that reallydo feelbetterabout each 

otherandtheworld." 
"Um." 
"_Boko-maru_." 
"Sir?" 
"That'swhat thefoot businessiscalled," saidCastle. "It works. I'm gratefulfor 

thingsthat work. Not manythings_do_work,you know." 
"I supposenot." 
"I couldn't possiblyrun that hospitalofmineifit weren't foraspirin and_boko-

maru_." 
"I gather," I said,"that therearestillseveralBokononistson theisland,despitethe 

laws,despitethe_hy-u-o-ook-kuh_. . ." 
Helaughed. "You haven't caught on,yet?" 
"To what?" 



           
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
             

             
    

     
              

               
                
             

         
                  

                   
 

              
 
 
        
       
       
       
 
 
             

               
       

        
                

               
            

 
              

              
           

   

"Everybodyon San Lorenzo isa devout Bokononist,the_hy-u-o-ook-kuh_ 
notwithstanding." 

Ring ofSteel78 

"When Bokonon andMcCabetookoverthismiserablecountryyearsago," said 
Julian Castle,"theythrew out thepriests. Andthen Bokonon,cynicallyandplayfully, 
inventeda new religion." 

"I know," I said. 
"Well,when it becameevident that no governmentaloreconomicreform wasgoing 

to makethepeoplemuchlessmiserable,thereligion becametheonerealinstrument of 
hope. Truthwastheenemyofthepeople,becausethetruthwasso terrible,so Bokonon 
madeit hisbusinessto providethepeoplewithbetterandbetterlies." 

"How didhecometo bean outlaw?" 
"It washisown idea. HeaskedMcCabeto outlaw him andhisreligion,too,in order 

to givethereligiouslifeofthepeoplemorezest,moretang. Hewrotea littlepoem about it, 
incidentally." 

Castlequotedthispoem,whichdoesnot appearin _TheBooksofBokonon_: 

So I saidgood-byeto government,

AndI gavemyreason:

That a reallygoodreligion

Isa form oftreason.


"Bokonon suggestedthehook,too,astheproperpunishment forBokononists," he 
said. "It wassomething he'dseen in theChamberofHorrorsat MadameTussaud's." He 
winkedghoulishly. "That wasforzest,too." 

"Didmanypeopledieon thehook?" 
"Not at first,not at first. At first it wasallmake-believe. Rumorswerecunningly 

circulatedabout executions,but no onereallyknew anyonewho haddiedthat way. McCabe 
hada goodoldtimemaking bloodthirstythreatsagainst theBokononists--whichwas 
everybody. 

"AndBokonon went into cozyhiding in thejungle," Castlecontinued,"wherehe 
wroteandpreachedalldaylong andategoodthingshisdisciplesbrought him. 

"McCabewouldorganizetheunemployed,whichwaspracticallyeverybody,into 
great Bokonon hunts. 



            
           

                
          

              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
                

                  
 

                 
                    

                  
          

          
         
   
                

              
 

                
                

             
             

                
    

        
               

        
      
               

           
        
     
             
                

          
  

"About everysixmonthsMcCabewouldannouncetriumphantlythat Bokonon was

surroundedbya ring ofsteel,whichwasremorselesslyclosing in. 

"Andthen theleadersoftheremorselessring wouldhaveto report to McCabe,full 
ofchagrin andapoplexy,that Bokonon haddonetheimpossible. 

"Hehadescaped,hadevaporated,hadlivedto preachanotherday. Miracle!" 

WhyMcCabe'sSoulGrew Coarse79 

"McCabeandBokonon didnot succeedin raising what isgenerallythought ofasthe 
standardofliving," saidCastle. "Thetruthwasthat lifewasasshort andbrutishandmean as 
ever. 

"But peopledidn't haveto payasmuchattention to theawfultruth. Astheliving 
legendofthecrueltyrant in thecityandthegentleholyman in thejunglegrew,so,too,did 
thehappinessofthepeoplegrow. Theywereallemployedfulltimeasactorsin a playthey 
understood,that anyhuman being anywherecouldunderstandandapplaud." 

"So lifebecamea workofart," I marveled. 
"Yes. Therewasonlyonetroublewithit." 
"Oh?" 
"Thedrama wasverytoughon thesoulsofthetwo main actors,McCabeand 

Bokonon. Asyoung men,theyhadbeen prettymuchalike,hadbothbeen half-angel,half-
pirate. 

"But thedrama demandedthat thepiratehalfofBokonon andtheangelhalfof 
McCabewitheraway. AndMcCabeandBokonon paida terriblepricein agonyforthe 
happinessofthepeople--McCabeknowing theagonyofthetyrant andBokonon knowing 
theagonyofthesaint. Theybothbecame,forallpracticalpurposes,insane." 

Castlecrookedtheindexfingerofhisleft hand. "Andthen,peoplereallydidstart 
dying on the_hy-u-o-ook-kuh_." 

"But Bokonon wasnevercaught?" I asked. 
"McCabeneverwent that crazy. Henevermadea reallyseriouseffort to catch 

Bokonon. It wouldhavebeen easyto do." 
"Whydidn't hecatchhim?" 
"McCabewasalwayssaneenoughto realizethat without theholyman to war 

against,hehimselfwouldbecomemeaningless. 'Papa'Monzano understandsthat,too." 
"Do peoplestilldieon thehook?" 
"It'sinevitablyfatal." 
"I mean," I said,"does'Papa'reallyhavepeopleexecutedthat way?" 
"Heexecutesoneeverytwo years--just to keep thepot boiling,so to speak." He 

sighed,looking up at theevening sky. "Busy,busy,busy." 
"Sir?" 



                 
   

        
           
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                

        
               

                  
     

                
             

               
              

                
             

  
           
            
        
           
    
               
      
     
                 

            
                  

             
                 

          
             
               

                   
                 

                   
 

"It'swhat weBokononistssay," hesaid,"when wefeelthat a lot ofmysteriousthings

aregoing on." 

"You?" I wasamazed. "A Bokononist,too?" 
Hegazedat melevelly. "You,too. You'llfindout." 

TheWaterfallStrainers80 

Angela andNewt wereon thecantileveredterracewithJulian Castleandme. Wehad 
cocktails. Therewasstillno wordfrom Frank. 

BothAngela andNewt,it appeared,werefairlyheavydrinkers. Castletoldmethat 
hisdaysasa playboyhadcost him a kidney,andthat hewasunhappilycompelled,perforce, 
to stickto gingerale. 

Angela,when shegot a few drinksinto her,complainedofhow theworldhad 
swindledherfather. "Hegaveso much,andtheygavehim so little." 

I pressedherforexamplesoftheworld'sstinginessandgot someexact numbers. 
"GeneralForgeandFoundrygavehim a forty-five-dollarbonusforeverypatent hiswork 
ledto," shesaid. "That'sthesamepatent bonustheypaidanybodyin thecompany." She 
shookherheadmournfully. "Forty-fivedollars--andjust thinkwhat someofthosepatents 
werefor!" 

"Um," I said. "I assumehegot a salary,too." 
"Themost heevermadewastwenty-eight thousanddollarsa year." 
"I'dsaythat wasprettygood." 
Shegot veryhuffy. "You know what moviestarsmake?" 
"A lot,sometimes." 
"You know Dr. Breedmadeten thousandmoredollarsa yearthan Fatherdid?" 
"That wascertainlyan injustice." 
"I'm sickofinjustice." 
Shewasso shrillyexercisedthat I changedthesubject. I askedJulian Castlewhat he 

thought hadbecomeofthepainting hehadthrown down thewaterfall. 
"There'sa littlevillageat thebottom," hetoldme. "Fiveorten shacks,I'dsay. It's 

'Papa'Monzano'sbirthplace,incidentally. Thewaterfallendsin a big stonebowlthere. 
"Thevillagershavea net madeout ofchicken wirestretchedacrossa notchin the 

bowl. Waterspillsout throughthenotchinto a stream." 
"AndNewt'spainting isin thenet now,you think?" I asked. 
"Thisisa poorcountry--in caseyou haven't noticed," saidCastle. "Nothing staysin 

thenet verylong. I imagineNewt'spainting isbeing driedin thesun bynow,along withthe 
butt ofmycigar. Foursquarefeet ofgummycanvas,thefourmilledandmiteredsticksof 
thestretcher,sometacks,too,anda cigar. Allin all,a prettynicecatchforsomepoor,poor 
man." 



               
                 

     
       
        
          
                

          
                  

 
                   

         
        
         
             
                 

    
      
                 

           
              

   
                
                 

   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

           
 
 
                 

        
               

       
              

                
              

                  
       

                
             

"I couldjust scream sometimes," saidAngela,"when I thinkabout how muchsome 
peopleget paidandhow littletheypaidFather--andhow muchhegave." Shewason the 
edgeofa crying jag. 

"Don't cry," Newt beggedhergently. 
"SometimesI can't help it," shesaid. 
"Go get yourclarinet," urgedNewt. "That alwayshelps." 
I thought at first that thiswasa fairlycomicalsuggestion. But then,from Angela's 

reaction,I learnedthat thesuggestion wasseriousandpractical. 
"When I get thisway," shesaidto Castleandme,"sometimesit'stheonlything that 

helps." 
But shewastoo shyto get herclarinet right away. Wehadto keep begging herto 

play,andshehadto havetwo moredrinks. 
"She'sreallyjust wonderful," littleNewt promised. 
"I'dloveto hearyou play," saidCastle. 
"Allright," saidAngela finallyassheroseunsteadily. "Allright--I will." 
When shewasout ofearshot,Newt apologizedforher.,"She'shada toughtime. She 

needsa rest." 
"She'sbeen sick?" I asked. 
"Herhusbandismean ashellto her," saidNewt. Heshowedusthat hehated 

Angela'shandsomeyoung husband,theextremelysuccessfulHarrison C. Conners,President 
ofFabri-Tek. "Hehardlyevercomeshome--and,when hedoes,he'sdrunkandgenerally 
coveredwithlipstick." 

"From thewayshetalked," I said,"I thought it wasa veryhappymarriage." 
LittleNewt heldhishandssixinchesapart andhespreadhisfingers. "Seethecat? 

Seethecradle?" 

A WhiteBridefortheSon ofa Pullman Porter81 

I didnot know what wasgoing to comefrom Angela'sclarinet. No onecouldhave 
imaginedwhat wasgoing to comefrom there. 

I expectedsomething pathological,but I didnot expect thedepth,theviolence,and 
thealmost intolerablebeautyofthedisease. 

Angela moistenedandwarmedthemouthpiece,but didnot blow a singlepreliminary 
note. Hereyesglazedover,andherlong,bonyfingerstwitteredidlyoverthenoiselesskeys. 

I waitedanxiously,andI rememberedwhat Marvin Breedhadtoldme--that Angela's 
oneescapefrom herbleaklifewithherfatherwasto herroom,whereshewouldlockthe 
doorandplayalong withphonographrecords. 

Newt now put a long-playing recordon thelargephonographin theroom offthe 
terrace. Hecamebackwiththerecord'sslipcase,whichhehandedto me. 



               
  

                
            

                 
                

                
               
               

                  
                

                
        

                
               

          
             
     
    
     
              

               
 

             
                

 
                 

      
                

          
         
        
     
 
 
      
      
           
      
      
         
 
 
      
            
        

Therecordwascalled_Cat HousePiano_. It wasofunaccompaniedpiano byMeade 
LuxLewis. 

SinceAngela,in orderto deepen hertrance,let Lewisplayhisfirst numberwithout 
joining him,I readsomeofwhat thejacket saidabout Lewis. 

"Born in Louisville,Ky.,in 1905," I read,"Mr. Lewisdidn't turn to musicuntilhe 
hadpassedhis16thbirthdayandthen theinstrument providedbyhisfatherwastheviolin. 
A yearlateryoung Lewischancedto hearJimmyYanceyplaythepiano. 'This,'asLewis 
recalls,'wastherealthing.'Soon," I read,"Lewiswasteaching himselfto playtheboogie-
woogiepiano,absorbing allthat waspossiblefrom theolderYancey,who remaineduntilhis 
deatha closefriendandidolto Mr. Lewis. Sincehisfatherwasa Pullman porter," I read, 
"theLewisfamilylivedneartherailroad. Therhythm ofthetrainssoon becamea natural 
pattern to young Lewisandhecomposedtheboogie-woogiesolo,now a classicofitskind, 
whichbecameknown as'HonkyTonkTrain Blues.'" 

I lookedup from myreading. Thefirst numberon therecordwasdone. The 
phonographneedlewasnow scratching itsslow wayacrossthevoidto thesecond. The 
secondnumber,I learnedfrom thejacket,was"Dragon Blues." 

MeadeLuxLewisplayedfourbarsalone-andthen Angela Hoenikkerjoinedin.

Hereyeswereclosed.

I wasflabbergasted.

Shewasgreat.

SheimprovisedaroundthemusicofthePullman porter'sson;went from liquid


lyricism to rasping lecheryto theshrillskittishnessofa frightenedchild,to a heroin 
nightmare. 

Herglissandispokeofheaven andhellandallthat laybetween. 
Suchmusicfrom sucha woman couldonlybea caseofschizophrenia ordemonic 

possession. 
Myhairstoodon end,asthoughAngela wererolling on thefloor,foaming at the 

mouth,andbabbling fluent Babylonian. 
When themusicwasdone,I shriekedat Julian Castle,who wastransfixed,too,"My 

God--life!Who can understandeven onelittleminuteofit?" 
"Don't try," hesaid. "Just pretendyou understand." 
"That's--that'sverygoodadvice." I went limp. 
Castlequotedanotherpoem: 

Tigergot to hunt,

Birdgot to fly;

Man got to sit andwonder,"Why,why,why?"

Tigergot to sleep,

Birdgot to land;

Man got to tellhimselfheunderstand.


"What'sthat from?" I asked.

"What couldit possiblybefrom but _TheBooksofBokonon?_"

"I'dloveto seea copysometime."




               
                 
    

     
      
         
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
         
                   

                
   

                   
      

                     
                 
         

                
     
     
    
    
      
                  

              
                 

                   
       

  
  
     
       
    
  
                  

   
          
       

"Copiesarehardto comeby," saidCastle. "Theyaren't printed. They'remadeby 
hand. And,ofcourse,thereisno suchthing asa completedcopy,sinceBokonon isadding 
thingseveryday." 

LittleNewt snorted. "Religion!" 
"Beg yourpardon?" Castlesaid. 
"Seethecat?" askedNewt. "Seethecradle?" 

Zah-mah-ki-bo 82 

MajorGeneralFranklin Hoenikkerdidn't appearforsupper. 
Hetelephoned,andinsistedon talking to meandto no oneelse. Hetoldmethat he 

waskeeping a vigilby"Papa's" bed;that "Papa" wasdying in great pain. Franksounded 
scaredandlonely. 

"Look," I said,"whydon't I go backto myhotel,andyou andI can get together 
later,when thiscrisisisover." 

"No,no,no. You stayright there!I want you to bewhereI can get holdofyou right 
away!" Hewaspanickyabout myslipping out ofhisgrasp. SinceI couldn't account forhis 
interest in me,I began to feelpanic,too. 

"Couldyou givemesomeidea what you want to seemeabout?" I asked. 
"Not overthetelephone." 
"Something about yourfather?" 
"Something about _you_." 
"Something I'vedone?" 
"Something you're_going_to do." 
I hearda chicken clucking in thebackgroundofFrank'sendoftheline. I hearda 

dooropen,andxylophonemusiccamefrom somechamber. Themusicwasagain "When 
DayIsDone." Andthen thedoorwasclosed,andI couldn't hearthemusicanymore. 

"I'dappreciateit ifyou'dgivemesomesmallhint ofwhat you expect meto do--so I 
can sort ofget set," I said. 

"_Zah-mah-ki-bo_." 
"What?" 
"It'sa Bokononist word." 
"I don't know anyBokononist words." 
"Julian Castle'sthere?" 
"Yes." 
"Askhim," saidFrank. "I'vegot to go now." Hehung up. So I askedJulian Castle 

what _zah-mah-ki-bo_meant. 
"You want a simpleanswerora wholeanswer?" 
"Let'sstart witha simpleone." 



   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
    

 
 
                 
    
              
      
                

           
                 

                 
                  

             
        

     
                  

       
         
             
                

          
         
     
              
          
          
   
                

      
            
              
    
                 

               
            
 
 

"Fate--inevitabledestiny."


Dr. Schlichtervon Koenigswald83 
ApproachestheBreak-even Point 

"Cancer," saidJulian Castleat dinner,when I toldhim that "Papa" wasdying in pain. 
"Cancerofwhat?" 
"Cancerofabout everything. You sayhecollapsedon thereviewing standtoday?" 
"Hesuredid," saidAngela. 
"That wastheeffect ofdrugs," Castledeclared. "He'sat thepoint now wheredrugs 

andpain just about balanceout. Moredrugswouldkillhim." 
"I'dkillmyself,I think," murmuredNewt. Hewassitting on a sort offolding high 

chairhetookwithhim when hewent visiting. It wasmadeofaluminum tubing andcanvas. 
"It beatssitting on a dictionary,an atlas,anda telephonebook," he'dsaidwhen heerectedit. 

"That'swhat CorporalMcCabedid,ofcourse," saidCastle. "Henamedhismajor-
domo ashissuccessor,then heshot himself." 

"Cancer,too?" I asked. 
"I can't besure;I don't thinkso,though. Unrelievedvillainyjust worehim out,ismy 

guess. That wasallbeforemytime." 
"Thiscertainlyisa cheerfulconversation," saidAngela. 
"I thinkeverybodywouldagreethat thesearecheerfultimes," saidCastle. 
"Well," I saidto him,"I'dthinkyou wouldhavemorereasonsforbeing cheerful 

than most,doing what you aredoing withyourlife." 
"I oncehada yacht,too,you know." 
"I don't follow you." 
"Having a yacht isa reason forbeing morecheerfulthan most,too." 
"Ifyou aren't 'Papa's'doctor," I said,"who is?" 
"Oneofmystaff,a Dr. Schlichtervon Koenigswald." 
"A German?" 
"Vaguely. Hewasin theS.S. forfourteen years. Hewasa camp physician at 

Auschwitzforsixofthoseyears." 
"Doing penanceat theHouseofHopeandMercyishe?" 
"Yes," saidCastle,"andmaking great strides,too,saving livesright andleft." 
"Goodforhim." 
"Yes. Ifhekeepsgoing at hispresent rate,working night andday,thenumberof 

peoplehe'ssavedwillequalthenumberofpeoplehelet die--in theyear3010." 
So there'sanothermemberofmy_karass_:Dr. Schlichtervon Koenigswald. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
              

             
                

                
            

 
                

                 
              

              
     

   
       
      
    
                 

               
       

            
          

              
              
           

               
    

        
                   

 
        
           
        
                

 
 
 
 
 
 

Blackout 84 

ThreehoursaftersupperFrankstillhadn't comehome. Julian Castleexcusedhimself 
andwent backto theHouseofHopeandMercyin theJungle. 

Angela andNewt andI sat on thecantileveredterrace. ThelightsofBolivarwere 
lovelybelow us. Therewasa great,illuminatedcrosson top oftheadministration building of 
Monzano Airport. It wasmotor-driven,turning slowly,boxing thecompasswithelectric 
piety. 

Therewereotherbright placeson theisland,too,to thenorthofus. Mountains 
preventedourseeing them directly,but wecouldseein theskytheirballoonsoflight. I 
askedStanley,FrankHoenikker'smajor-domo,to identifyformethesourcesoftheauroras. 

Hepointedthem out,counterclockwise. "HouseofHopeandMercyin theJungle, 
'Papa's'palace,andFort Jesus." 

"Fort Jesus?" 
"Thetraining camp foroursoldiers." 
"It'snamedafterJesusChrist?" 
"Sure. Whynot?" 
Therewasa new balloon oflight growing quicklyto thenorth. BeforeI couldask 

what it was,it revealeditselfasheadlightstopping a ridge. Theheadlightswerecoming 
towardus. Theybelongedto a convoy. 

TheconvoywascomposedoffiveAmerican-madearmytrucks. Machinegunners 
mannedring mountson thetopsofthecabs. 

Theconvoystoppedin Frank'sdriveway. Soldiersdismountedat once. Theyset to 
workon thegrounds,digging foxholesandmachine-gun pits. I went out withFrank'smajor-
domo to asktheofficerin chargewhat wasgoing on. 

"Wehavebeen orderedto protect thenext President ofSan Lorenzo," saidthe 
officerin islanddialect. 

"Heisn't herenow," I informedhim. 
"I don't know anything about it," hesaid. "Myordersareto dig in here. That'sallI 

know." 
I toldAngela andNewt about it. 
"Do you thinkthere'sanyrealdanger?" Angela askedme. 
"I'm a strangerheremyself," I said. 
At that moment therewasa powerfailure. Everyelectriclight in San Lorenzo went 

out. 



 
 
 
 

     
 
 
             

                 
             

                    
       

         
             
               

                 
                   

     
        
        
                   

       
         
             
              

 
               

                
      

                
               

                
                 

                
              

       
               

              
          

                
              

     
                

                
          

           
         
 

A PackofFoma 85 

Frank'sservantsbrought usgasolinelanterns;toldusthat powerfailureswere 
common in San Lorenzo,that therewasno causeforalarm. I foundthat disquiet washard 
formeto set aside,however,sinceFrankhadspoken ofmy_zah-mah-ki-bo_. 

Hehadmademefeelasthoughmyown freewillwereasirrelevant asthefreewillof 
a piggy-wig arriving at theChicago stockyards. 

I rememberedagain thestoneangelin ilium. 
AndI listenedto thesoldiersoutside--to theirclinking,chunking,murmuring labors. 
I wasunableto concentrateon theconversation ofAngela andNewt,thoughthey 

got onto a fairlyinteresting subject. Theytoldmethat theirfatherhadhadan identicaltwin. 
Theyhadnevermet him. HisnamewasRudolph. Thelast theyhadheardofhim,hewasa 
music-boxmanufacturerin Zurich,Switzerland. 

"Fatherhardlyevermentionedhim," saidAngela. 
"Fatherhardlyevermentionedanybody," Newt declared. 
Therewasa sisteroftheoldman,too,theytoldme. HernamewasCelia. Sheraised 

giant schnauzerson ShelterIsland,New York. 
"Shealwayssendsa Christmascard," saidAngela. 
"Witha pictureofa giant schnauzeron it," saidlittleNewt. 
"It sureisfunnyhow different peoplein different familiesturn out," Angela 

observed. 
"That'sverytrueandwellsaid," I agreed. I excusedmyselffrom theglittering 

company,andI askedStanley,themajor-domo,iftherehappenedto bea copyof_The 
BooksofBokonon_about thehouse. 

Stanleypretendednot to know what I wastalking about. Andthen hegrumbledthat 
_TheBooksofBokonon_werefilth. Andthen heinsistedthat anyonewho readthem 
shoulddieon thehook. Andthen hebrought mea copyfrom Frank'sbedsidetable. 

It wasa heavything,about thesizeofan unabridgeddictionary. It waswritten by 
hand. I trundledit offto mybedroom,to myslabofrubberon living rock. 

Therewasno index,so mysearchfortheimplicationsof_zah-mah-ki-bo_was 
difficult;was,in fact,fruitlessthat night. 

I learnedsomethings,but theywerescarcelyhelpful. I learnedoftheBokononist 
cosmogony,forinstance,wherein _Borasisi_,thesun,held_Pabu_,themoon,in hisarms, 
andhopedthat _Pabu_wouldbearhim a fierychild. 

But poor_Pabu_gavebirthto children that werecold,that didnot burn;and 
_Borasisi_threw them awayin disgust. Theseweretheplanets,who circledtheirterrible 
fatherat a safedistance. 

Then poor_Pabu_herselfwascast away,andshewent to livewithherfavorite 
child,whichwasEarth. Earthwas_Pabu's_favoritebecauseit hadpeopleon it;andthe 
peoplelookedup at herandlovedherandsympathized. 

Andwhat opinion didBokonon holdofhisown cosmogony? 
"_Foma!_Lies!" hewrote. "A packof_foma!_" 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                  

              
                     

     
                

  
             

                
        

                
                
              

    
                 

       
                  

                  
    

                
              

                 
     

               
                 

            
    

                
          

               
                    

 
               

         
                

             
         
       

Two LittleJugs86 

It'shardto believethat I slept at all,but I must have--for,otherwise,how couldI 
havefoundmyselfawakenedbya seriesofbangsanda floodoflight? 

I rolledout ofbedat thefirst bang andran to theheart ofthehousein thebrainless 
ecstasyofa volunteerfireman. 

I foundmyselfrushing headlong at Newt andAngela,who werefleeing from bedsof 
theirown. 

Weallstoppedshort,sheepishlyanalyzing thenightmarishsoundsaroundus,sorting 
them out ascoming from a radio,from an electricdishwasher,from a pump--allrestoredto 
noisylifebythereturn ofelectricpower. 

Thethreeofusawakenedenoughto realizethat therewashumorin oursituation, 
that wehadreactedin amusinglyhuman waysto a situation that seemedmortalbut wasn't. 
Andto demonstratemymasteryovermyillusoryfate,I turnedtheradio off. 

Weallchuckled. 
Andweallvied,in saving face,to bethegreatest student ofhuman nature,the 

person withthequickest senseofhumor. 
Newt wasthequickest;hepointedout to methat I hadmypassport andmybillfold 

andmywristwatchin myhands. I hadno idea what I'dgrabbedin thefaceofdeath--didn't 
know I'dgrabbedanything. 

I counteredhilariouslybyasking Angela andNewt whyit wasthat theybothcarried 
littleThermosjugs,identicalred-and-grayjugscapableofholding about threecupsofcoffee. 

It wasnewsto them boththat theywerecarrying suchjugs. Theywereshockedto 
findthem in theirhands. 

Theyweresparedmaking an explanation bymorebanging outside. I wasboundto 
findout what thebanging wasright away;and,witha brazennessasunjustifiedasmyearlier 
panic,I investigated,foundFrankHoenikkeroutsidetinkering witha motor-generatorset 
mountedon a truck. 

Thegeneratorwasthenew sourceofourelectricity. Thegasolinemotorthat droveit 
wasbackfiring andsmoking. Frankwastrying to fixit. 

HehadtheheavenlyMona withhim. Shewaswatching him,asalways,gravely. 
"Boy,haveI got newsforyou!" heyelledat me,andheledthewaybackinto the 

house. 
Angela andNewt werestillin theliving room,but,somehow,somewhere,theyhad 

managedto get ridoftheirpeculiarThermosjugs. 
Thecontentsofthosejugs,ofcourse,werepartsofthelegaciesfrom Dr. Felix 

Hoenikker,werepartsofthe_wampeter_ofmy_karass_,werechipsof_ice-nine_. 
Franktookmeaside. "How awakeareyou?" 
"AsawakeasI everwas." 



                
   
              

     
                 

    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
            

                     
                

               
                 

                  
                      

           
                   

              
            

    
               

  
                

              
                    

               
     

               
         
                 

 
   
            
       
                  

               
                

        

"I hopeyou'rereallywideawake,becausewe'vegot to havea talkright now." 
"Start talking." 
"Let'sget someprivacy." FranktoldMona to makeherselfcomfortable. "We'llcall 

you ifweneedyou." 
I lookedat Mona,meltingly,andI thought that I hadneverneededanyoneasmuch 

asI neededher. 

TheCut ofMyJib81 

About thisFranklin Hoenikker--thepinch-facedchildspokewiththetimbreand 
conviction ofa kazoo. I hadheardit saidin theArmythat suchandsucha man spokelikea 
man witha paperrectum. Sucha man wasGeneralHoenikker. PoorFrankhadhadalmost 
no experiencein talking to anyone,having spent a furtivechildhoodasSecret Agent X-9. 

Now,hoping to beheartyandpersuasive,hesaidtinnythingsto me,thingslike,"I 
likethecut ofyourjib!" and"I want to talkcoldturkeyto you,man to man!" 

Andhetookmedown to what hecalledhis"den" in orderthat wemight,". . . calla 
spadea spade,andlet thechipsfallwheretheymay." 

So wewent down stepscut into a cliffandinto a naturalcavethat wasbeneathand 
behindthewaterfall. Therewerea coupleofdrawing tablesdown there;threepale,bare-
bonedScandinavian chairs;a bookcasecontaining bookson architecture,booksin German, 
French,Finnish,Italian,English. 

Allwaslit byelectriclights,lightsthat pulsedwiththepanting ofthemotor-
generatorset. 

Andthemost striking thing about thecavewasthat therewerepicturespaintedon 
thewalls,paintedwithkindergarten boldness,paintedwiththeflat clay,earth,andcharcoal 
colorsofveryearlyman. I didnot haveto askFrankhow oldthecavepaintingswere. I was 
ableto datethem bytheirsubject. Thepaintingswerenot ofmammothsorsaber-toothed 
tigersorithyphalliccavebears. 

ThepaintingstreatedendlesslytheaspectsofMona AamonsMonzano asa littlegirl. 
"This--thisiswhereMona'sfatherworked?" I asked. 
"That'sright. HewastheFinn who designedtheHouseofHopeandMercyin the 

Jungle." 
"I know." 
"That isn't what I brought you down hereto talkabout." 
"Thisissomething about yourfather?" 
"Thisisabout _you_." Frankput hishandon myshoulderandhelookedmein the 

eye. Theeffect wasdismaying. Frankmeant to inspirecamaraderie,but hisheadlookedto 
melikea bizarrelittleowl,blindedbylight andperchedon a tallwhitepost. 

"Maybeyou'dbettercometo thepoint." 



                 
               

   
           
       
       
                 

               
 

               
          
          
         
              

               
 

                
                  

    
    
                 

                      
   

                
     

             
                

         
    
        
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
     
     
  
              
  
       

"There'sno sensein beating aroundthebush," hesaid. "I'm a prettygoodjudgeof 
character,ifI do sayso myself,andI likethecut ofyourjib." 

"Thankyou." 
"I thinkyou andI couldreallyhit it off." 
"I haveno doubt ofit." 
'We'vebothgot thingsthat mesh." 
I wasgratefulwhen hetookhishandfrom myshoulder. Hemeshedthefingersof 

hishandslikegearteeth. Onehandrepresentedhim,I suppose,andtheotherrepresented 
me. 

"Weneedeachother." Hewiggledhisfingersto show mehow gearsworked. 
I wassilent forsometime,thoughoutwardlyfriendly. 
"Do you get mymeaning?" askedFrankat last. 
"You andI--we'regoing to _do_something together?" 
"That'sright!" Frankclappedhishands. "You'rea worldlyperson,usedto meeting 

thepublic;andI'm a technicalperson,usedto working behindthescenes,making things 
go." 

"How can you possiblyknow what kindofa person I am?We'vejust met." 
"Yourclothes,thewayyou talk." Heput hishandon myshoulderagain. "I likethe 

cut ofyourjib!" 
"So you said." 
Frankwasfranticformeto completehisthought,to do it enthusiastically,but I was 

stillat sea. "Am I to understandthat . . . that you areoffering mesomekindofjobhere,here 
in San Lorenzo?" 

Heclappedhishands. Hewasdelighted. "That'sright!What wouldyou sayto a 
hundredthousanddollarsa year?" 

"GoodGod!" I cried. "What wouldI haveto do forthat?" 
"Practicallynothing. Andyou'ddrinkout ofgoldgobletseverynight andeat offof 

goldplatesandhavea palaceallyourown." 
"What'sthejob?" 
"President oftheRepublicofSan Lorenzo." 

WhyFrankCouldn't BePresident 88 

"Me?President?" I gasped.

"Who elseisthere?"

"Nuts!"

"Don't sayno untilyou'vereallythought about it." Frankwatchedmeanxiously.

"No!"

"You haven't reallythought about it."




      
               

    
              
  
   
         
        
               

     
                
                 
      
                

          
               

              
 

             
  

  
                    

              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
        
     
               

              
               

     
   
   
                

 
          
  
    

"Enoughto know it'scrazy." 
Frankmadehisfingersinto gearsagain. "We'dwork_together_. I'dbebacking you 

up allthetime." 
"Good. So,ifI got pluggedfrom thefront you'dget it,too." 
"Plugged?" 
"Shot!Assassinated!" 
Frankwasmystified. "Whywouldanybodyshoot you?" 
"So hecouldget to bePresident." 
Frankshookhishead. "Nobodyin San Lorenzo wantsto bePresident," hepromised 

me. "It'sagainst theirreligion." 
"It'sagainst _your_religion,too?I thought you weregoing to bethenext President." 
"I . . ." hesaid,andfoundit hardto go on. Helookedhaunted. 
"You what?" I asked. 
Hefacedthesheet ofwaterthat curtainedthecave. "Maturity,thewayI understand 

it," hetoldme,"isknowing what yourlimitationsare." 
Hewasn't farfrom Bokonon in defining maturity. "Maturity," Bokonon tellsus,"isa 

bitterdisappointment forwhichno remedyexists,unlesslaughtercan besaidto remedy 
anything." 

"I know I'vegot limitations," Frankcontinued. "They'rethesamelimitationsmy 
fatherhad." 

"Oh?" 
"I'vegot a lot ofverygoodideas,just thewaymyfatherdid," Franktoldmeandthe 

waterfall,"but hewasno goodat facing thepublic,andneitheram I." 

Duffle89 

"You'lltakethejob?" Frankinquiredanxiously. 
"No," I toldhim. 
"Do you know anybodywho _might_want thejob?" Frankwasgiving a classic 

illustration ofwhat Bokonon calls_duffle_. _Duffle_,in theBokononist sense,isthedestiny 
ofthousandsupon thousandsofpersonswhen placedin thehandsofa _stuppa_. A 
_stuppa_isa fogboundchild. 

I laughed. 
"Something'sfunny?" 
"Payno attention when I laugh," I beggedhim. "I'm a notoriouspervert in that 

respect." 
"Areyou laughing at me?" I shookmyhead. 
"No." 
"Wordofhonor?" 



    
           
      
            
              

        
          
  
            
      
               

 
         
         
              

                 
               

  
                 
             
                

 
               

 
               
  
                 

             
           

     
                  

           
              

           
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                   
 

"Wordofhonor." 
"Peopleusedto makefun ofmeallthetime." 
"You must haveimaginedthat." 
"Theyusedto yellthingsat me. I didn't imagine_that_." 
"Peopleareunkindsometimeswithout meaning to be," I suggested. I wouldn't have 

given him mywordofhonoron that. 
"You know what theyusedto yellat me?" 
"No." 
"Theyusedto yellat me,'Hey,X-9,whereyou going?'" 
"That doesn't seem too bad." 
"That'swhat theyusedto callme," saidFrankin sulkyreminiscence,"'Secret Agent 

X-9.'" 
I didn't tellhim I knew that already. 
"'Whereareyou going,X-9?'"Frankechoedagain. 
I imaginedwhat thetauntershadbeen like,imaginedwhereFatehadeventually 

goosedandchivviedthem to. Thewitswho hadyelledat Frankweresurelynicelysettledin 
deathlikejobsat Genera!ForgeandFoundry,at Ilium PowerandLight,at theTelephone 
Company. . 

Andhere,byGod,wasSecret Agent X-9,a MajorGeneral,offering to makemeking 
. . . in a cavethat wascurtainedbya tropicalwaterfall. 

"Theyreallywouldhavebeen surprisedifI'dstoppedandtoldthem whereI was 
going." 

"You mean you hadsomepremonition you'dendup here?" It wasa Bokononist 
question. 

"I wasgoing to Jack'sHobbyShop," hesaid,withno senseofanticlimax. 
"Oh." 
"Theyallknew I wasgoing there,but theydidn't know what reallywent on there. 

Theywouldhavebeen reallysurprised--especiallythegirls--ifthey'dfoundout what _really_ 
went on. Thegirlsdidn't thinkI knew anything about girls." 

"What _really_went on?" 
"I wasscrewing Jack'swifeeveryday. That'show comeI fellasleep allthetimein 

highschool. That'show comeI neverachievedmyfullpotential." 
Herousedhimselffrom thissordidrecollection. "Comeon. Bepresident ofSan 

Lorenzo. You'dberealgoodat it,withyourpersonality. Please?" 

OnlyOneCatch90 

Andthetimeofnight andthecaveandthewaterfall--andthestoneangelin Ilium . . 
. 



                  
           
            
               
             

                  
                 

   
            
              
   
     
             
     
           
       
       
                 
                    

      
      
                 

             
     
                
      
               

    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
                

                  
                 

                 
  

              
   

                

And250,000 cigarettesand3,000 quartsofbooze,andtwo wivesandno wife. . .

Andno lovewaiting formeanywhere. . .

Andthelistlesslifeofan ink-stainedhack. . .

And_Pabu_,themoon,and_Borasisi_,thesun,andtheirchildren . . .

Allthingsconspiredto form onecosmic_vin-dit_,onemightyshoveinto


Bokononism,into thebeliefthat Godwasrunning mylifeandthat Hehadworkformeto 
do. And,inwardly,I _sarooned_,whichisto saythat I acquiescedto theseeming demands 
ofmy_vin-dit_. 

Inwardly,I agreedto becomethenext President ofSan Lorenzo.

Outwardly,I wasstillguarded,suspicious. "Theremust bea catch," I hedged.

"Thereisn't."

"There'llbean election?"

"Thereneverhasbeen. We'lljust announcewho thenew President is."

"Andnobodywillobject?"

"Nobodyobjectsto anything. Theyaren't interested. Theydon't care."

"There_has_to bea catch!"

"There'skindofone," Frankadmitted.

"I knew it!" I began to shrinkfrom my_vin-dit_. "What isit?What'sthecatch?"

"Well,it isn't reallya catch,becauseyou don't haveto do it,ifyou don't want to. It


_would_bea goodidea,though." 
"Let'shearthisgreat idea." 
"Well,ifyou'regoing to bePresident,I thinkyou reallyought to marryMona. But 

you don't haveto,ifyou don't want to. You'retheboss." 
"Shewould_have_me?" 
"Ifshe'dhaveme,she'dhaveyou. Allyou haveto do isaskher." 
"Whyshouldshesayyes?" 
"It'spredictedin _TheBooksofBokonon_that she'llmarrythenext President of 

San Lorenzo," saidFrank. 

Mona 91 

Frankbrought Mona to herfather'scaveandleft usalone. Wehaddifficultyin 
speaking at first. I wasshy. Hergown wasdiaphanous. Hergown wasazure. It wasa simple 
gown,caught lightlyat thewaist bya gossamerthread. AllelsewasshapedbyMona herself. 
Herbreastswerelikepomegranatesorwhat you will,but likenothing so muchasa young 
woman'sbreasts. 

Herfeet wereallbut bare. Hertoenailswereexquisitelymanicured. Herscanty 
sandalsweregold. 

"How--how do you do?" I asked. Myheart waspounding. Bloodboiledin myears. 



                    
              

               
                

              
     

   
       
            
  
   
     
  
        
      
  
              

  
                  

                  
               

                
  

                  
                 
   

      
               

           
                  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

         
 
 
         
 
    
        
    

"It isnot possibleto makea mistake," sheassuredme. I didnot know that thiswasa 
customarygreeting given byallBokononistswhen meeting a shyperson. So,I responded 
witha feverishdiscussion ofwhetherit waspossibleto makea mistakeornot. 

"MyGod,you haveno idea how manymistakesI'vealreadymade. You'relooking at 
theworld'schampion mistake-maker," I blurted--andso on. "Do you haveanyidea what 
Frankjust saidto me?" 

"About _me?_" 
"About everything,but _especially_about you." 
"Hetoldyou that you couldhaveme,ifyou wanted." 
"Yes." 
"That'strue." 
"I--I--I . . ." 
"Yes?" 
"I don't know what to saynext." 
"_Boko-maru_wouldhelp," shesuggested. 
"What?" 
"Takeoffyourshoes," shecommanded. Andsheremovedhersandalswiththe 

utmost grace. 
I am a man oftheworld,having had,bya reckoning I oncemade,morethan fifty-

threewomen. I can saythat I haveseen women undressthemselvesin everywaythat it can 
bedone. I havewatchedthecurtainspart in everyvariation ofthefinalact. 

Andyet,theonewoman who mademegroan involuntarilydidno morethan remove 
hersandals. 

I triedto untiemyshoes. No bridegroom everdidworse. I got oneshoeoff,but 
knottedtheotheronetight. I torea thumbnailon theknot;finallyrippedofftheshoe 
without untying it. 

Then offcamemysocks. 
Mona wasalreadysitting on thefloor,herlegsextended,herroundarmsthrust 

behindherforsupport,herheadtiltedback,hereyesclosed. 
It wasup to menow to completemyfirst--myfirst--myfirst,Great God. . . 
_Boko-maru_. 

On thePoet'sCelebration ofHisFirst Boko-maru 92 

Thesearenot Bokonon'swords. Theyaremine. 

Sweet wraith, 
Invisiblemist of. . . 
I am--



    
     
    
       
     
     
       
    
      
      
    
    
    
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       
 
 
             
                 

   
        
      
  
     
                  

   
  
       
                  

 
         
  
  
        
         
    
    
     
             

Mysoul--
Wraithlovesicko'erlong,

O'erlong alone:

Wouldst anothersweet soulmeet?

Long haveI

Advisedtheeill

Asto wheretwo souls

Might tryst.

Mysoles,mysoles!

Mysoul,mysoul,

Go there,

Sweet soul;

Bekissed.

Mmmmmmm.


How I Almost Lost MyMona 93 

"Do you findit easierto talkto menow?" Mona inquired. 
"AsthoughI'dknown you fora thousandyears," I confessed. I felt likecrying. "I 

loveyou,Mona." 
"I loveyou." Shesaidit simply. 
"What a foolFrankwas!" 
"Oh?" 
"To giveyou up." 
"Hedidnot loveme. Hewasgoing to marrymeonlybecause'Papa'wantedhim to. 

Helovesanother." 
"Who?" 
"A woman heknew in Ilium." 
Theluckywoman hadto bethewifeoftheownerofJack'sHobbyShop. "Hetold 

you?" 
"Tonight,when hefreedmeto marryyou." 
"Mona?" 
"Yes?" 
"Is--isthereanyoneelsein yourlife?" 
Shewaspuzzled. "Many," shesaidat last. 
"That you _love?_" 
"I loveeveryone." 
"As--asmuchasme?" 
"Yes." Sheseemedto haveno idea that thismight botherme. 



                   
             
  
  
   
                 
                

             
           
          
    
               

 
                 
                  

                   
                 

   
                 

         
                 

                 
          

            
       
    
               
  
     
        
           
      
            
  
  
          
     
                 

   
     
   
           
         
     
    
          
   
    

I got offthefloor,sat in a chair,andstartedputting myshoesandsocksbackon.

"I supposeyou--you perform--you do what wejust didwith--withotherpeople?"

"_Boko-maru?_"

"_Boko-maru_."

"Ofcourse."

"I don't want you to do it withanybodybut mefrom now on," I declared.

Tearsfilledhereyes. Sheadoredherpromiscuity;wasangeredthat I shouldtryto


makeherfeelshame. "I makepeoplehappy. Loveisgood,not bad." 
"Asyourhusband,I'llwant allyourloveformyself." 
Shestaredat mewithwidening eyes. "A _sin-wat!_" 
"What wasthat?" 
"A _sin-wat!_" shecried. "A man who wantsallofsomebody'slove. That'svery 

bad." 
"In thecaseofmarriage,I thinkit'sa verygoodthing. It'stheonlything." 
Shewasstillon thefloor,andI,now withmyshoesandsocksbackon,was 

standing. I felt verytall,thoughI'm not verytall;andI felt verystrong,thoughI'm not very 
strong;andI wasa respectfulstrangerto myown voice. Myvoicehada metallicauthority 
that wasnew. 

AsI went on talking in ball-peen tones,it dawnedon mewhat washappening,what 
washappening already. I wasalreadystarting to rule. 

I toldMona that I hadseen herperforming a sort ofvertical_boko-maru_witha 
pilot on thereviewing standshortlyaftermyarrival. "You areto havenothing moreto do 
withhim," I toldher. "What ishisname?" 

"I don't even know," shewhispered. Shewaslooking down now.

"Andwhat about young Philip Castle?"

"You mean _boko-maru?_"

"I mean anything andeverything. AsI understandit,you two grew up together."

"Yes."

"Bokonon tutoredyou both?"

"Yes." Therecollection madeherradiant again.

"I supposetherewasplentyof_boko-maruing_in thosedays."

"Oh,yes!" shesaidhappily.

"You aren't to seehim anymore,either. Isthat clear?"

"No."

"No?"

"I willnot marrya _sin-wat_." Shestood. "Good-bye."

"Good-bye?" I wascrushed.

"Bokonon tellsusit isverywrong not to loveeveryoneexactlythesame. What does


_your_religion say?" 
"I--I don't haveone." 
"I _do_." 
I hadstoppedruling. "I seeyou do," I said. 
"Good-bye,man-with-no-religion." Shewent to thestonestaircase. 
"Mona . . ." 
Shestopped. "Yes?" 
"CouldI haveyourreligion,ifI wantedit?" 
"Ofcourse." 
"I want it." 



     
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                 

         
                

                   
          

                
                

     
                 

                  
                    
                  

         
                  

            
                 

             
              

        
         
       
      
     
      
     
           
          
  
    
         
        
 
 
 

"Good. I loveyou." 
"AndI loveyou," I sighed. 

TheHighest Mountain 94 

So I becamebetrothedat dawn to themost beautifulwoman in theworld. AndI 
agreedto becomethenext President ofSan Lorenzo. 

"Papa" wasn't deadyet,andit wasFrank'sfeeling that I shouldget "Papa's" blessing, 
ifpossible. So,as_Borasisi_,thesun,cameup,FrankandI droveto "Papa's" castlein a Jeep 
wecommandeeredfrom thetroopsguarding thenext President. 

Mona stayedat Frank's. I kissedhersacredly,andshewent to sacredsleep. 
OverthemountainsFrankandI went,throughgrovesofwildcoffeetrees,withthe 

flamboyant sunriseon ourright. 
It wasin thesunrisethat thecetacean majestyofthehighest mountain on theisland, 

ofMount McCabe,madeitselfknown to me. It wasa fearfulhump,a bluewhale,withone 
queerstoneplug on itsbackfora peak. In scalewitha whale,theplug might havebeen the 
stump ofa snappedharpoon,andit seemedso unrelatedto therest ofthemountain that I 
askedFrankifit hadbeen built bymen. 

Hetoldmethat it wasa naturalformation. Moreover,hedeclaredthat no man,asfar 
asheknew,hadeverbeen to thetop ofMount McCabe. 

"It _doesn't_lookverytoughto climb," I commented. Savefortheplug at thetop, 
themountain presentedinclinesno moreforbidding than courthousesteps. Andtheplug 
itself,from a distanceat anyrate,seemedconvenientlylacedwithrampsandledges. 

"Isit sacredorsomething?" I asked. 
"Maybeit wasonce. But not sinceBokonon." 
"Then whyhasn't anybodyclimbedit?" 
"Nobody'sfelt likeit yet." 
"MaybeI'llclimbit." 
"Go ahead. Nobody'sstopping you." 
Werodein silence. 
"What _is_sacredto Bokononists?" I askedaftera while. 
"Not even God,asnearasI can tell." 
"Nothing?" 
"Just onething." 
I madesomeguesses. "Theocean?Thesun?" 
"Man," saidFrank. "That'sall. Just man." 



 
 
 
 
 
 
     

 
 
        
        
              

      
               

           
                

                 
     

              
               

     
        
                 

          
                 

    
            
                  

             
                   

    
   
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

        
 
 
                

                 
                

I SeetheHook95 

Wecameat last to thecastle. 
It waslow andblackandcruel. 
Antiquecannonsstilllolledon thebattlements. Vinesandbirdnestscloggedthe 

crenels,themachicolations,andthebalistrariae. 
Itsparapetsto thenorthwerecontinuouswiththescarp ofa monstrousprecipice 

that fellsixhundredfeet straight down to thelukewarm sea. 
It posedthequestion posedbyallsuchstonepiles:how hadpunymen moved 

stonesso big?And,likeallsuchstonepiles,it answeredthequestion itself. Dumbterrorhad 
movedthosestonesso big. 

Thecastlewasbuilt according to thewishofTum-bumwa,EmperorofSan 
Lorenzo,a dementedman,an escapedslave. Tum-bumwa wassaidto havefounditsdesign 
in a child'spicturebook. 

A gorybookit must havebeen. 
Just beforewereachedthepalacegatetherutscarriedusthrougha rusticarchmade 

oftwo telephonepolesanda beam that spannedthem. 
Hanging from themiddleofthebeam wasa hugeiron hook. Therewasa sign 

impaledon thehook. 
"Thishook," thesign proclaimed,"isreservedforBokonon himself." 
I turnedto lookat thehookagain,andthat thing ofsharp iron communicatedto me 

that I reallywasgoing to rule. I wouldchop down thehook! 
AndI flatteredmyselfthat I wasgoing to bea firm,just,andkindlyruler,andthat 

mypeoplewouldprosper. 
Fata Morgana. 
Mirage! 

Bell,Book,andChicken in a Hatbox96


FrankandI couldn't get right in to see"Papa." Dr. Schlichtervon Koenigswald,the 
physician in attendance,mutteredthat wewouldhaveto wait about halfan hour. So Frank 
andI waitedin theanteroom of"Papa's" suite,a room without windows. Theroom was 



               
               

     
                 

                
                    

  
                

                  
                   

   
                  

      
                 

                  
               

     
               

              
 

              
                

              
             

                 
                

 
 
      
 
 
                 

       
                    

   
              

         
             

        
          
              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

thirtyfeet square,furnishedwithseveralruggedbenchesanda cardtable. Thecardtable 
supportedan electricfan. Thewallswerestone. Therewereno pictures,no decorationsof 
anysort on thewalls. 

Therewereiron ringsfixedto thewall,however,seven feet offthefloorandat 
intervalsofsixfeet. I askedFrankiftheroom hadeverbeen a torturechamber. 

Hetoldmethat it had,andthat themanholecoveron whichI stoodwasthelidof 
an oubliette. 

Therewasa listlessguardin theanteroom. Therewasalso a Christian minister,who 
wasreadyto takecareof"Papa's" spiritualneedsastheyarose. Hehada brassdinnerbell 
anda hatboxwithholesdrilledin it,anda Bible,anda butcherknife--alllaidout on the 
benchbesidehim. 

Hetoldmetherewasa livechicken in thehatbox. Thechicken wasquiet,hesaid, 
becausehehadfedit tranquilizers. 

LikeallSan Lorenzanspast theageoftwenty-five,helookedat least sixty. Hetold 
methat hisnamewasDr. VoxHumana,that hewasnamedafteran organ stop that had 
struckhismotherwhen San Lorenzo Cathedralwasdynamitedin 1923. Hisfather,hetold 
mewithout shame,wasunknown. 

I askedhim what particularChristian sect herepresented,andI observedfranklythat 
thechicken andthebutcherknifewerenoveltiesinsofarasmyunderstanding ofChristianity 
went. 

"Thebell," I commented,"I can understandhow that might fit in nicely." 
Heturnedout to bean intelligent man. Hisdoctorate,whichheinvitedmeto 

examine,wasawardedbytheWestern HemisphereUniversityoftheBibleofLittleRock, 
Arkansas. Hemadecontact withtheUniversitythrougha classifiedadin _Popular 
Mechanics_,hetoldme. Hesaidthat themotto oftheUniversityhadbecomehisown,and 
that it explainedthechicken andthebutcherknife. Themotto oftheUniversitywasthis: 

MAKE RELIGION LIVE! 

Hesaidthat hehadhadto feelhiswayalong withChristianity,sinceCatholicism and 
Protestantism hadbeen outlawedalong withBokononism. 

"So,ifI am going to bea Christian underthoseconditions,I haveto makeup a lot 
ofnew stuff." 

"_Zo_," hesaidin dialect,"_yeffjybam gong beKret-yeen hooneryozekon-steez-
yen,jyhap myyup oon lot neestopf_." 

Dr. Schlichtervon Koenigswaldnow cameout of"Papa's" suite,looking very 
German,verytired. "You can see'Papa'now." 

"We'llbecarefulnot to tirehim," Frankpromised. 
"Ifyou couldkillhim," saidVon Koenigswald,"I thinkhe'dbegrateful." 



 
 

    
 
 
                 

               
                

        
                 

       
                

      
                  

              
     

              
             
               

    
    
         
     
  
                

     
    
                 
                 

                  
         

       
              
      
      
                 

                
      
              
             
   
    
  
              

 
             
                 
  

TheStinking Christian 97 

"Papa" Monzano andhismercilessdiseasewerein a bedthat wasmadeofa golden 
dinghy--tiller,painter,oarlocksandall,allgilt. Hisbedwasthelifeboat ofBokonon'sold 
schooner,the_Lady'sSlipper_;it wasthelifeboat oftheship that hadbrought Bokonon and 
CorporalMcCabeto San Lorenzo so long ago. 

Thewallsoftheroom werewhite. But "Papa" radiatedpain so hot andbright that 
thewallsseemedbathedin angryred. 

Hewasstrippedfrom thewaist up,and,hisglistening bellywallwasknotted. His 
bellyshiveredlikea luffing sail. 

Aroundhisneckhung a chain witha cylinderthesizeofa riflecartridgefora 
pendant. I supposedthat thecylindercontainedsomemagiccharm. I wasmistaken. It 
containeda splinterof_ice-nine_. 

"Papa" couldhardlyspeak. Histeethchatteredandhisbreathing wasbeyondcontrol. 
"Papa's" agonizedheadwasat thebow ofthedinghy,bent back. 
Mona'sxylophonewasnearthebed. Shehadapparentlytriedto soothe"Papa" with 

musicthepreviousevening. 
"'Papa'?" whisperedFrank. 
"Good-bye," "Papa" gasped. Hiseyeswerebugging,sightless. 
"I brought a friend." 
"Good-bye." 
"He'sgoing to bethenext President ofSan Lorenzo. He'llbea muchbetter 

President than I couldbe." 
"Ice!" "Papa" whimpered. 
"Heasksforice," saidVon Koenigswald. "When webring it,hedoesnot want it." 
"Papa" rolledhiseyes. Herelaxedhisneck,tooktheweight ofhisbodyfrom the 

crown ofhishead. Andthen hearchedhisneckagain. "Doesnot matter," hesaid,"who is 
President of. . ." Hedidnot finish. 

I finishedforhim. "San Lorenzo?" 
"San Lorenzo," heagreed. Hemanageda crookedsmile. "Goodluck!" hecroaked. 
"Thankyou,sir," I said. 
"Doesn't matter!Bokonon. Get Bokonon." 
I attempteda sophisticatedreplyto thislast. I rememberedthat,forthejoyofthe 

people,Bokonon wasalwaysto bechased,wasneverto becaught. "I willget him." 
"Tellhim . . ." 
I leanedcloser,in orderto hearthemessagefrom "Papa" to Bokonon. 
"Tellhim I am sorryI didnot killhim," said"Papa." 
"I will." 
"_You_killhim." 
"Yessir." 
"Papa" gainedcontrolenoughofhisvoiceto makeit commanding. "I mean 

_really!_" 
I saidnothing to that. I wasnot eagerto killanyone. 
"Heteachesthepeopleliesandliesandlies. Killhim andteachthepeopletruth." 
"Yessir." 



        
      
      
              
             

              
 

              
     
               

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 
              
                

                 
            

                  
               

        
              

    
                 
                   

              
                

           
                 

                   
        

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

"You andHoenikker,you teachthem science." 
"Yessir,wewill," I promised. 
"Scienceismagicthat _works_." 
Hefellsilent,relaxed,closedhiseyes. Andthen hewhispered,"Last rites." 
Von KoenigswaldcalledDr. VoxHumana in. Dr. Humana tookhistranquilized 

chicken out ofthehatbox,preparing to administerChristian last ritesasheunderstood 
them. 

"Papa" openedoneeye. "Not you," hesneeredat Dr. Humana. "Get out!" 
"Sir?" askedDr. Humana. 
"I am a memberoftheBokononist faith," "Papa" wheezed. "Get out,you stinking 

Christian." 

Last Rites98 

So I wasprivilegedto seethelast ritesoftheBokononist faith. 
Wemadean effort to findsomeoneamong thesoldiersandthehouseholdstaffwho 

wouldadmit that heknew theritesandwouldgivethem to "Papa." Wegot no volunteers. 
That washardlysurprising,witha hookandan oublietteso near. 

So Dr. von Koenigswaldsaidthat hewouldhavea go at thejob. Hehadnever 
administeredtheritesbefore,but hehadseen Julian Castledo it hundredsoftimes. 

"Areyou a Bokononist?" I askedhim. 
"I agreewithoneBokononist idea. I agreethat allreligions,including Bokononism, 

arenothing but lies." 
"Willthisbotheryou asa scientist," I inquired,"to go througha rituallikethis?" 
"I am a verybadscientist. I willdo anything to makea human being feelbetter,even 

ifit'sunscientific. No scientist worthyofthenamecouldsaysucha thing." 
Andheclimbedinto thegolden boat with"Papa." Hesat in thestern. Cramped 

quartersobligedhim to havethegolden tillerunderonearm. 
Heworesandalswithout socks,andhetooktheseoff. Andthen herolledbackthe 

coversat thefoot ofthebed,exposing "Papa's" barefeet. Heput thesolesofhisfeet against 
"Papa's" feet,assuming theclassicalposition for_boko-maru_. 



 
    

 
        
       
                 

     
       
    
           
           
               
               
                
                
      
           
              
              
    
           
             
             
        
        
                    

        
                    

        
           
           
         
        
           
          
          
       
       
          
          
      
      
   
   
       
       
        
        

Dyot meet mat 99 

"_Gott matemutt_," croonedDr. von Koenigswald.

"_Dyot meet mat_," echoed"Papa" Monzano.

"Godmademud," waswhat they'dsaid,eachin hisown dialect. I willhereabandon


thedialectsofthelitany. 
"Godgot lonesome," saidVon Koenigswald. 
"Godgot lonesome." 
"So Godsaidto someofthemud,'Sit up!'" 
"So Godsaidto someofthemud,'Sit up!'" 
"'SeeallI'vemade,'saidGod,'thehills,thesea,thesky,thestars.' 
"'SeeallI'vemade,'saidGod,'thehills,thesea,thesky,thestars.'" 
"AndI wassomeofthemudthat got to sit up andlookaround." 
"AndI wassomeofthemudthat got to sit up andlookaround." 
"Luckyme;luckymud." 
"Luckyme,luckymud." Tearswerestreaming down "Papa's" cheeks. 
"I,mud,sat up andsaw what a nicejobGodhaddone." 
"I,mud,sat up andsaw what a nicejobGodhaddone." 
"Nicegoing,God!" 
"Nicegoing,God!" "Papa" saidit withallhisheart. 
"Nobodybut You couldhavedoneit,God!I certainlycouldn't have." 
"Nobodybut You couldhavedoneit,God!I certainlycouldn't have." 
"I feelveryunimportant comparedto You." 
"I feelveryunimportant comparedto You." 
"TheonlywayI can feeltheleast bit important isto thinkofallthemudthat didn't 

even get to sit up andlookaround." 
"TheonlywayI can feeltheleast bit important isto thinkofallthemudthat didn't 

even get to sit up andlookaround." 
"I got so much,andmost mudgot so little." 
"I got so much,andmost mudgot so little." 
"_Deng you voreda on-oh!_" criedVon Koenigswald. 
"_Tz-yenkvoo vorelo yon-yo!_" wheezed"Papa." 
What theyhadsaidwas,"Thankyou forthehonor!" 
"Now mudliesdown again andgoesto sleep." 
"Now mudliesdown again andgoesto sleep." 
"What memoriesformudto have!" 
"What memoriesformudto have!" 
"What interesting otherkindsofsitting-up mudI met!" 
"What interesting otherkindsofsitting-up mudI met!" 
"I lovedeverything I saw!" 
"I lovedeverything I saw!" 
"Goodnight." 
"Goodnight." 
"I willgo to heaven now." 
"I willgo to heaven now." 
"I can hardlywait . . ." 
"I can hardlywait . . ." 



             
             
          
          
           
           
  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
                 

                 
      

            
                 

              
   
              

 
               
                  
       

                
                 

 
                   

                
       
          
         
                 

                   
             

          
             

         
           
     

"To findout forcertain what my_wampeter_was. . ."

"To findout forcertain what my_wampeter_was. . ."

"Andwho wasin my_karass_. . ."

"Andwho wasin my_karass_. . ."

"Andallthegoodthingsour_karass_didforyou."

"Andallthegoodthingsour_karass_didforyou."

"Amen."

"Amen."


Down theOublietteGoesFrank100 

But "Papa" didn't dieandgo to heaven--not then. I askedFrankhow wemight best 
timetheannouncement ofmyelevation to thePresidency. Hewasno help,hadno ideas;he 
left it allup to me. 

"I thought you weregoing to backmeup," I complained. 
"Asfarasanything _technical_goes." Frankwasprim about it. I wasn't to violatehis 

integrityasa technician;wasn't to makehim exceedthelimitsofhisjob. 
"I see." 
"Howeveryou want to handlepeopleisallright withme. That's_your_ 

responsibility." 
Thisabrupt abdication ofFrankfrom allhuman affairsshockedandangeredme,and 

I saidto him,meaning to besatirical,"You mindtelling mewhat,in a purelytechnicalway, 
isplannedforthisdayofdays?" 

I got a strictlytechnicalreply. "Repairthepowerplant andstagean airshow." 
"Good!So oneofmyfirst triumphsasPresident willbeto restoreelectricityto my 

people." 
Frankdidn't seeanything funnyin that. Hegavemea salute. "I'lltry,sir. I'lldo my 

best foryou,sir. I can't guaranteehow long it'llbebeforeweget juiceback." 
"That'swhat I want--a juicycountry." 
"I'lldo mybest,sir." Franksalutedmeagain. 
"Andtheairshow?" I asked. "What'sthat?" 
I got anotherwooden reply. "At oneo'clockthisafternoon,sir,sixplanesoftheSan 

Lorenzan AirForcewillflypast thepalacehereandshoot at targetsin thewater. It'spart of 
thecelebration oftheDayoftheHundredMartyrsto Democracy. TheAmerican 
Ambassadoralso plansto throw a wreathinto thesea." 

So I decided,tentatively,that I wouldhaveFrankannouncemyapotheosis 
immediatelyfollowing thewreathceremonyandtheairshow. 

"What do you thinkofthat?" I saidto Frank. 
"You'retheboss,sir." 



                  
       

                
                 

      
                  

                  
            

     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       
 
 
                     

                
       
                 

           
             
                   

                   
                
     

    
               

                
         

                
                    

                   
                 

                  
               

                  
                   

                
       

 
 
 

"I thinkI'dbetterhavea speechready," I said. "Andthereshouldbesomesort of 
swearing-in,to makeit lookdignified,official." 

"You'retheboss,sir." Eachtimehesaidthosewordstheyseemedto comefrom 
fartheraway,asthoughFrankweredescending therungsofa ladderinto a deep shaft,while 
I wasobligedto remain above. 

AndI realizedwithchagrin that myagreeing to bebosshadfreedFrankto do what 
hewantedto do morethan anything else,to do what hisfatherhaddone:to receivehonors 
andcreaturecomfortswhileescaping human responsibilities. Hewasaccomplishing thisby 
going down a spiritualoubliette. 

LikeMyPredecesors,I Outlaw Bokonon 101 

So I wrotemyspeechin a round,bareroom at thefoot ofa tower. Therewasa table 
anda chair. AndthespeechI wrotewasroundandbareandsparselyfurnished,too. 

It washopeful. It washumble. 
AndI foundit impossiblenot to lean on God. I hadneverneededsuchsupport 

before,andso hadneverbelievedthat suchsupport wasavailable. 
Now,I foundthat I hadto believein it--andI did. 
In addition,I wouldneedthehelp ofpeople. I calledfora list oftheguestswho 

wereto beat theceremoniesandfoundthat Julian Castleandhisson hadnot been invited. I 
sent messengersto invitethem at once,sincetheyknew moreabout mypeoplethan anyone, 
withtheexception ofBokonon. 

AsforBokonon: 
I ponderedasking him to join mygovernment,thusbringing about a sort of 

millennium formypeople. AndI thought ofordering that theawfulhookoutsidethepalace 
gatebetaken down at once,amidst great rejoicing. 

But then I understoodthat a millennium wouldhaveto offersomething morethan a 
holyman in a position ofpower,that therewouldhaveto beplentyofgoodthingsforallto 
eat,too,andniceplacesto liveforall,andgoodschoolsandgoodhealthandgoodtimesfor 
all,andworkforallwho wantedit--thingsBokonon andI werein no position to provide. 

So goodandevilhadto remain separate;goodin thejungle,andevilin thepalace. 
Whateverentertainment therewasin that wasabout allwehadto givethepeople. 

Therewasa knockon mydoor. A servant toldmetheguestshadbegun to arrive. 
So I put myspeechin mypocket andI mountedthespiralstaircasein mytower. I 

arrivedat theuppermost battlement ofmycastle,andI lookedout at myguests,my 
servants,mycliff,andmylukewarm sea. 



 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                

           
 
 
         
        
         
       
 
 
              

             
             

            
         

     
             
              

             
               

           
      

                 
             

               
                

 
           
  
     
       
             

                  
                   
                 

    
                  

                
                

EnemiesofFreedom 102 

When I thinkofallthosepeopleon myuppermost battlement,I thinkofBokonon's 
"hundred-and-nineteenthCalypso," wherein heinvitesusto sing along withhim: 

"Where'smygoodoldgang donegone?"

I hearda sadman say.

I whisperedin that sadman'sear,

"Yourgang'sdonegoneaway."


Present wereAmbassadorHorlickMinton andhislady;H. LoweCrosby,thebicycle 
manufacturer,andhisHazel;Dr. Julian Castle,humanitarian andphilanthropist,andhisson 
Philip,authorandinnkeeper;littleNewton Hoenikker,thepicturepainter,andhismusical 
sister,Mrs. Harrison C. Conners;myheavenlyMona;MajorGeneralFranklin Hoenikker; 
andtwentyassortedSan Lorenzo bureaucratsandmilitarymen. 

Dead--almost alldeadnow. 
AsBokonon tellsus,"It isnevera mistaketo saygoodbye." 
Therewasa buffet on mybattlements,a buffet burdenedwithnativedelicacies: 

roastedwarblersin littleovercoatsmadeoftheirown blue-green feathers;lavenderland 
crabstaken from theirshells,minced,friedin coconut oil,andreturnedto theirshells; 
fingerling barracuda stuffedwithbanana paste;and,on unleavened,unseasonedcornmeal 
wafers,bite-sizedcubesofboiledalbatross. 

Thealbatross,I wastold,hadbeen shot from theverybartizan in whichthebuffet 
stood. Thereweretwo beveragesoffered,bothun-iced:Pepsi-Cola andnativerum. The 
Pepsi-Cola wasservedin plasticPilseners. Therum wasservedin coconut shells. I was 
unableto identifythesweet bouquet oftherum,thoughit somehow remindedmeofearly 
adolescence. 

Frankwasableto namethebouquet forme. "Acetone." 
"Acetone?" 
"Usedin model-airplanecement." 
I didnot drinktherum. 
AmbassadorMinton dida lot ofambassadorial,gourmandsaluting withhiscoconut, 

pretending to loveallmen andallthebeveragesthat sustainedthem. But I didnot seehim 
drink. Hehadwithhim,incidentally,a pieceofluggageofa sort I hadneverseen before. It 
lookedlikea Frenchhorn case,andprovedto contain thememorialwreaththat wasto be 
cast into thesea. 

Theonlyperson I saw drinktherum wasH. LoweCrosby,who plainlyhadno sense 
ofsmell. Hewashaving a goodtime,drinking acetonefrom hiscoconut,sitting on a 
cannon,blocking thetouchholewithhisbig behind. Hewaslooking out to sea througha 



              
  

         
                 

       
                 

       
                

       
           
                   
           
       
    
                

         
             

   
      
                

   
         
                 

      
              

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
     

 
 
                  

               
       

              
                
                

                 
 

hugepairofJapanesebinoculars. Hewaslooking at targetsmountedon bobbing floats 
anchoredoffshore. 

Thetargetswerecardboardcutoutsshapedlikemen. 
Theywereto befiredupon andbombedin a demonstration ofmight bythesix 

planesoftheSan Lorenzan AirForce. 
Eachtarget wasa caricatureofsomerealperson,andthenameofthat person was 

paintedon thetargets'backandfront. 
I askedwho thecaricaturist wasandlearnedthat hewasDr. VoxHumana,the 

Christian minister. Hewasat myelbow. 
"I didn't know you weretalentedin that direction,too." 
"Oh,yes. When I wasa young man,I hada veryhardtimedeciding what to be." 
"I thinkthechoiceyou madewastheright one." 
"I prayedforguidancefrom Above." 
"You got it." 
H. LoweCrosbyhandedhisbinocularsto hiswife. "There'soldJoeStalin,closest in, 

andoldFidelCastro'sanchoredright next to him." 
"Andthere'soldHitler," chuckledHazel,delighted. "Andthere'soldMussoliniand 

someoldJap." 
"Andthere'soldKarlMarx." 
"Andthere'soldKaiserBill,spikedhat andall," cooedHazel. "I neverexpectedto 

see_him_again." 
"Andthere'soldMao. You seeoldMao?" 
"Isn't _he_gonna get it?" askedHazel. "Isn't _he_gonna get thesurpriseofhislife? 

Thissureisa cuteidea." 
"Theygot practicallyeveryenemythat freedom,everhadout there," H. Lowe 

Crosbydeclared. 

A MedicalOpinion on the103 
Effectsofa Writers'Strike 

Noneoftheguestsknew yet that I wasto bePresident. Noneknew how closeto 
death"Papa" was. Frankgaveout theofficialwordthat "Papa" wasresting comfortably,that 
"Papa" sent hisbest wishesto all. 

Theorderofevents,asannouncedbyFrank,wasthat AmbassadorMinton would 
throw hiswreathinto thesea,in honoroftheHundredMartyrs;andthen theairplanes 
wouldshoot thetargetsin thesea;andthen he,Frank,wouldsaya few words. 

Hedidnot tellthecompanythat,following hisspeech,therewouldbea speechby 
me. 



                 
    

        
                 

    
               

                
              

 
          
                

      
                 

  
     
                

                  
              

 
                   

               
               
               

    
                  

   
                 

 
         
                

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
               

                
    

              
             

So I wastreatedasnothing morethan a visiting journalist,andI engagedin harmless 
_granfalloonery_hereandthere. 

"Hello,Mom," I saidto HazelCrosby. 
"Why,ifit isn't myboy!" Hazelgavemea perfumedhug,andshetoldeverybody, 

"Thisboy'sa Hoosier!" 
TheCastles,fatherandson,stoodseparatefrom therest ofthecompany. Long 

unwelcomeat "Papa's" palace,theywerecuriousasto whytheyhadnow been invitedthere. 
Young Castlecalledme"Scoop." "Goodmorning,Scoop. What'snew in theword 

game?" 
"I might askthesameofyou," I replied. 
"I'm thinking ofcalling a generalstrikeofallwritersuntilmankindfinallycomesto 

itssenses. Wouldyou support it?" 
"Do writershavea right to strike?That wouldbelikethepoliceorthefiremen 

walking out." 
"Orthecollegeprofessors." 
"Orthecollegeprofessors," I agreed. I shookmyhead. "No,I don't thinkmy 

consciencewouldlet mesupport a strikelikethat. When a man becomesa writer,I thinkhe 
takeson a sacredobligation to producebeautyandenlightenment andcomfort at top 
speed." 

"I just can't help thinking what a realshaking up it wouldgivepeopleif,allofa 
sudden,therewereno new books,new plays,new histories,new poems. . ." 

"Andhow proudwouldyou bewhen peoplestarteddying likeflies?" I demanded. 
"They'ddiemorelikemaddogs,I think--snarling andsnapping at eachotherand 

biting theirown tails." 
I turnedto Castletheelder. "Sir,how doesa man diewhen he'sdeprivedofthe 

consolationsofliterature?" 
"In oneoftwo ways," hesaid,"petrescenceoftheheart oratrophyofthenervous 

system." 
"Neitheroneverypleasant,I expect," I suggested. 
"No," saidCastletheelder. "FortheloveofGod,_both_ofyou,_please_keep 

writing!" 

Sulfathiazole104


MyheavenlyMona didnot approachmeanddidnot encouragemewithlanguishing 
glancesto cometo herside. Shemadea hostessofherself,introducing Angela andlittle 
Newt to San Lorenzans. 

AsI pondernow themeaning ofthat girl--recallherindifferenceto "Papa's" 
collapse,to herbetrothalto me-- I vacillatebetween loftyandcheap appraisals. 



          
                

      
     
    
 
 
      
      
      
      
 
 
                 

 
                 

             
                

            
                 

                
           

               
      

                
    

          
               

 
   
    
         
              

    
             
                 
        
        
      
                  

                 
           

  
                
 
 
 
 

Didsherepresent thehighest form offemalespirituality? 
Orwassheanesthetized,frigid--a coldfish,in fact,a dazedaddict ofthexylophone, 

thecult ofbeauty,and_boko-maru?_ 
I shallneverknow. 
Bokonon tellsus: 

A lover'sa liar,

To himselfhelies.

Thetruthfulareloveless,

Likeoysterstheireyes!


So myinstructionsareclear,I suppose. I am to remembermyMona ashaving been 
sublime. 

"Tellme," I appealedto young Philip Castleon theDayoftheHundredMartyrsto 
Democracy,"haveyou spoken to yourfriendandadmirer,H. LoweCrosby,today?" 

"Hedidn't recognizemewitha suit andshoesandnecktieon," young Castlereplied. 
"We'vealreadyhada nicetalkabout bicycles. Wemayhaveanother." 

I foundthat I wasno longeramusedbyCrosby'swanting to buildbicyclesin San 
Lorenzo. AschiefexecutiveoftheislandI wanteda bicyclefactoryverymuch. I developed 
sudden respect forwhat H. LoweCrosbywasandcoulddo. 

"How do you thinkthepeopleofSan Lorenzo wouldtaketo industrialization?" I 
askedtheCastles,fatherandson. 

"ThepeopleofSan Lorenzo," thefathertoldme,"areinterestedin onlythreethings: 
fishing,fornication,andBokononism." 

"Don't you thinktheycouldbeinterestedin progress?" 
"They'veseen someofit. There'sonlyoneaspect ofprogressthat reallyexcites 

them." 
"What'sthat?" 
"Theelectricguitar." 
I excusedmyselfandI rejoinedtheCrosbys. 
FrankHoenikkerwaswiththem,explaining who Bokonon wasandwhat hewas 

against. "He'sagainst science." 
"How can anybodyin hisright mindbeagainst science?" askedCrosby. 
"I'dbedeadnow ifit wasn't forpenicillin," saidHazel. "Andso wouldmymother." 
"How old_is_yourmother?" I inquired. 
"A hundredandsix. Isn't that wonderful?" 
"It certainlyis," I agreed. 
"AndI'dbea widow,too,ifit wasn't forthemedicinetheygavemyhusbandthat 

time," saidHazel. Shehadto askherhusbandthenameofthemedicine. "Honey,what was 
thenameofthat stuffthat savedyourlifethat time?" 

"Sulfathiazole." 
AndI madethemistakeoftaking an albatrosscanapefrom a passing tray. 



 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
            

                 
                 
        

              
               

                   
     
              
                

      
           
  
                

               
 

                  
             

                   
                   

          
                 

                
               

   
               

                
         

               
                

           
                 

                  
                
       

               
 
 
 
 

Pain-killer105 

Asit happened--"Asit was_supposed_to happen," Bokonon wouldsay--albatross 
meat disagreedwithmeso violentlythat I wasillthemoment I'dchokedthefirst piece 
down. I wascompelledto canterdown thestonespiralstaircasein searchofa bathroom. I 
availedmyselfofoneadjacent to "Papa's" suite. 

When I shuffledout,somewhat relieved,I wasmet byDr. Schlichtervon 
Koenigswald,who wasbounding from "Papa's" bedroom. Hehada wildlook,andhetook 
mebythearmsandhecried,"What isit?What wasit hehadhanging aroundhisneck?" 

"I beg yourpardon?" 
"Hetookit!Whateverwasin that cylinder,'Papa'took--andnow he'sdead." 
I rememberedthecylinder"Papa" hadhung aroundhisneck,andI madean obvious 

guessasto itscontents. "Cyanide?" 
"Cyanide?Cyanideturnsa man to cement in a second?" 
"Cement?" 
"Marble!Iron!I haveneverseen sucha rigidcorpsebefore. Strikeit anywhereand 

you get a notelikea marimba!Comelook!" Von Koenigswaldhustledmeinto "Papa's" 
bedroom. 

In bed,in thegolden dinghy,wasa hideousthing to see. "Papa" wasdead,but his 
wasnot a corpseto whichonecouldsay,"At rest at last." 

'Papa's" headwasbent backasfarasit wouldgo. Hisweight restedon thecrown of 
hisheadandthesolesofhisfeet,withtherest ofhisbodyforming a bridgewhosearch 
thrust towardtheceiling. Hewasshapedlikean andiron. 

That hehaddiedofthecontentsofthecylinderaroundhisneckwasobvious. One 
handheldthecylinderandthecylinderwasuncapped. Andthethumbandindexfingerof 
theotherhand,asthoughhaving just releaseda littlepinchofsomething,werestuck 
between histeeth. 

Dr. von Koenigswaldslippedthetholepin ofan oarlockfrom itssocket in the 
gunwaleofthegildeddinghy. Hetapped"Papa" on hisbellywiththesteeloarlock,and 
"Papa" reallydidmakea soundlikea marimba. 

And"Papa's" lipsandnostrilsandeyeballswereglazedwitha blue-whitefrost. 
Sucha syndromeisno noveltynow,Godknows. But it certainlywasthen. "Papa" 

Monzano wasthefirst man in historyto dieof_ice-nine_. 
I recordthat fact forwhateverit maybeworth. "Writeit alldown," Bokonon tells 

us. Heisreallytelling us,ofcourse,how futileit isto writeorreadhistories. "Without 
accuraterecordsofthepast,how can men andwomen beexpectedto avoidmaking serious 
mistakesin thefuture?" heasksironically. 

So,again:"Papa" Monzano wasthefirst man in historyto dieof_ice-nine_. 



 
 
 
 
 

    
    

 
 
              

         
            
                 

          
     
              

 
       
              

                 
                   
               

                 
  

                
         

             
            
          
          
      
                
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
               

                   
           

What BokononistsSay106 
When TheyCommit Suicide 

Dr. von Koenigswald,thehumanitarian withtheterribledeficit ofAuschwitzin his 
kindlinessaccount,wasthesecondto dieof_ice-nine_. 

Hewastalking about rigormortis,a subject I hadintroduced. 
"Rigormortisdoesnot set in in seconds," hedeclared. "I turnedmybackto 'Papa' 

forjust a moment. Hewasraving . . ." 
"What about?" I asked. 
"Pain,ice,Mona--everything. Andthen 'Papa'said,'Now I willdestroythewhole 

world.'" 
"What didhemean bythat?" 
"It'swhat Bokononistsalwayssaywhen theyareabout to commit suicide." Von 

Koenigswaldwent to a basin ofwater,meaning to washhishands. "When I turnedto look 
at him," hetoldme,hishandspoisedoverthewater,"hewasdead--ashardasa statue,just 
asyou seehim. I brushedmyfingersoverhislips. Theylookedso peculiar." 

Heput hishandsinto thewater. "What chemicalcouldpossibly. . ." Thequestion 
trailedoff. 

Von Koenigswaldraisedhishands,andthewaterin thebasin camewiththem. It 
wasno longerwater,but a hemisphereof_ice-nine_. 

Von Koenigswaldtouchedthetip ofhistongueto theblue-whitemystery. 
Frost bloomedon hislips. Hefrozesolid,tottered,andcrashed. 
Theblue-whitehemisphereshattered. Chunksskitteredoverthefloor. 
I went to thedoorandbawledforhelp. 
Soldiersandservantscamerunning. 
I orderedthem to bring FrankandNewt andAngela to "Papa's" room at once. 
At last I hadseen _ice-nine!_ 

Feast YourEyes!101 

I let thethreechildren ofDr. FelixHoenikkerinto "Papa" Monzano'sbedroom. I 
closedthedoorandput mybackto it. Mymoodwasbitterandgrand. I knew _ice-nine_for 
what it was. I hadseen it often in mydreams. 



               
                 

 
                

                   
                

        
      
                  

                
  

           
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       
 
 
         
        
                 

              
              
               

 
               

     
            
   
               

                 
          

       
                   

                    
 

                
          

               
            

Therecouldbeno doubt that Frankhadgiven "Papa" _ice-nine_. Andit seemed 
certain that if_ice-nine_wereFrank'sto give,then it wasAngela'sandlittleNewt'sto give, 
too. 

So I snarledat allthree,calling them to account formonstrouscriminality. I told 
them that thejig wasup,that I knew about them and_ice-nine_. I triedto alarm them about 
_ice-nine's_being a meansto ending lifeon earth. I wasso impressivethat theynever 
thought to askhow I knew about _ice-nine_. 

"Feast youreyes!" I said. 
Well,asBokonon tellsus:"Godneverwrotea goodplayin HisLife." Thescenein 

"Papa's" room didnot lackforspectacularissuesandprops,andmyopening speechwasthe 
right one. 

But thefirst replyfrom a Hoenikkerdestroyedallmagnificence. 
LittleNewt threw up. 

FrankTellsUsWhat to Do 108 

Andthen weallwantedto throw up. 
Newt certainlydidwhat wascalledfor. 
"I couldn't agreemore," I toldNewt. AndI snarledat Angela andFrank,"Now that 

we'vegot Newt'sopinion,I'dliketo hearwhat you two haveto say." 
"Uck," saidAngela,cringing,hertongueout. Shewasthecolorofputty. 
"Arethoseyoursentiments,too?" I askedFrank. "'Uck?'General,isthat what you 

say?" 
Frankhadhisteethbared,andhisteethwereclenched,andhewasbreathing 

shallowlyandwhistlinglybetween them. 
"Likethedog," murmuredlittleNewt,looking down at Von Koenigswald. 
"What dog?" 
Newt whisperedhisanswer,andtherewasscarcelyanywindbehindthewhisper. But 

suchweretheacousticsofthestonewalledroom that weallheardthewhisperasclearlyas 
wewouldhaveheardthechiming ofa crystalbell. 

"ChristmasEve,when Fatherdied." 
Newt wastalking to himself. And,when I askedhim to tellmeabout thedog on the 

night hisfatherdied,helookedup at measthoughI hadintrudedon a dream. Hefoundme 
irrelevant. 

Hisbrotherandsister,however,belongedin thedream. Andhetalkedto hisbrother 
in that nightmare;toldFrank,"You gaveit to him. 

"That'show you got thisfancyjob,isn't it?" Newt askedFrankwonderingly. "What 
didyou tellhim--that you hadsomething betterthan thehydrogen bomb?" 



             
                 

             
         
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                 

                
        

                
              

       
          

    
            
               

                   
                   

                  
    

                
                  
 

                   
     

           
             
               
           
                 

  
                

                
                 
           

     
        
 

Frankdidn't acknowledgethequestion. Hewaslooking aroundtheroom intently, 
taking it allin. Heunclenchedhisteeth,andhemadethem clickrapidly,blinking hiseyes 
witheveryclick. Hiscolorwascoming back. Thisiswhat hesaid. 

"Listen,we'vegot to clean up thismess." 

FrankDefendsHimself109 

"General," I toldFrank,"that must beoneofthemost cogent statementsmadebya 
majorgeneralthisyear. Asmytechnicaladvisor,how do you recommendthat _we_,asyou 
put it so well,'clean up thismess'?" 

Frankgavemea straight answer. Hesnappedhisfingers. I couldseehim dissociating 
himselffrom thecausesofthemess;identifying himself,withgrowing prideandenergy, 
withthepurifiers,theworld-savers,thecleaners-up. 

"Brooms,dustpans,blowtorch,hot plate,buckets," hecommanded,snapping, 
snapping,snapping hisfingers. 

"You proposeapplying a blowtorchto thebodies?" I asked. 
Frankwasso chargedwithtechnicalthinking now that hewaspracticallytap dancing 

to themusicofhisfingers. "We'llsweep up thebig pieceson thefloor,melt them in a 
bucket on a hot plate. Then we'llgo overeverysquareinchoffloorwitha blowtorch,in case 
thereareanymicroscopiccrystals. What we'lldo withthebodies--andthebed. . ." Hehad 
to thinksomemore. 

"A funeralpyre!" hecried,reallypleasedwithhimself. "I'llhavea great big funeral 
pyrebuilt out bythehook,andwe'llhavethebodiesandthebedcarriedout andthrown 
on." 

Hestartedto leave,to orderthepyrebuilt andto get thethingsweneededin order 
to clean up theroom. 

Angela stoppedhim. "How _could_you?" shewantedto know. 
Frankgavehera glassysmile. "Everything'sgoing to beallright." 
"How _could_you giveit to a man like'Papa'Monzano?" Angela askedhim. 
"Let'sclean up themessfirst;then wecan talk." 
Angela hadhim bythearms,andshewouldn't let him go. "How _could_you!" She 

shookhim. 
Frankpriedhissister'shandsfrom himself. Hisglassysmilewent awayandheturned 

sneeringlynastyfora moment--a moment in whichhetoldherwithallpossiblecontempt,"I 
bought myselfa job,just thewayyou bought yourselfa tomcat husband,just thewayNewt 
bought himselfa weekon CapeCodwitha Russian midget!" 

Theglassysmilereturned. 
Frankleft;andheslammedthedoor. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
             

             
          

                
              

               
             

          
               

   
     
                 

                 
      

               
                   

  
      
                

             
      

               
              

             
                 

 
    
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

TheFourteenthBook110 

"Sometimesthe_pool-pah_," Bokonon tellsus,"exceedsthepowerofhumansto 
comment." Bokonon translates_pool-pah_at onepoint in _TheBooksofBokonon_as 
"shit storm" andat anotherpoint as"wrathofGod." 

From what Frankhadsaidbeforeheslammedthedoor,I gatheredthat theRepublic 
ofSan Lorenzo andthethreeHoenikkersweren't theonlyoneswho had_ice-nine_. 
ApparentlytheUnitedStatesofAmerica andtheUnion ofSoviet Socialist Republicshadit, 
too. TheUnitedStateshadobtainedit throughAngela'shusband,whoseplant in 
IndianapoliswasunderstandablysurroundedbyelectrifiedfencesandhomicidalGerman 
shepherds. AndSoviet Russia hadcomebyit throughNewt'slittleZinka,that winsometroll 
ofUkrainian ballet. 

I waswithout comment. 
I bowedmyheadandclosedmyeyes;andI awaitedFrank'sreturn withthehumble 

toolsit wouldtaketo clean up onebedroom--onebedroom out ofallthebedroomsin the 
world,a bedroom infestedwith_ice-nine_. 

Somewhere,in theviolet,velvet oblivion,I heardAngela saysomething to me. It 
wasn't in herown defense. It wasin defenseoflittleNewt. "Newt didn't giveit to her. She 
stoleit." 

I foundtheexplanation uninteresting. 
"What hopecan therebeformankind," I thought,"when therearesuchmen as 

FelixHoenikkerto givesuchplaythingsas_ice-nine_to suchshort-sightedchildren as 
almost allmen andwomen are?" 

AndI remembered_TheFourteenthBookofBokonon_,whichI hadreadin its 
entiretythenight before. _TheFourteenthBook_isentitled,"What Can a ThoughtfulMan 
HopeforMankindon Earth,Given theExperienceofthePast Million Years?" 

It doesn't takelong to read_TheFourteenthBook_. It consistsofonewordanda 
period. 

Thisisit: 
"Nothing." 



   
 
 
               

        
                

                  
 

                
               

  
                

               
  

               
             

               
                 

               
     

      
               

                  
              

     
               

                
                  

             
 

                 
                   

            
               

        
               
            

               
                   

             
                

                
                 

                
      

                     
                 

TimeOut 111


Frankcamebackwithbroomsanddustpans,a blowtorch,anda kerosenehot plate, 
anda goodoldbucket andrubbergloves. 

Weput on theglovesin ordernot to contaminateourhandswith_ice-nine_. Frank 
set thehot plateon theheavenlyMona'sxylophoneandput thehonest oldbucket on top of 
that. 

Andwepickedup thebiggerchunksof_ice-nine_from thefloor;andwedropped 
them into that humblebucket;andtheymelted. Theybecamegoodold,sweet old,honest 
oldwater. 

Angela andI swept thefloor,andlittleNewt lookedunderfurnitureforbitsof_ice-
nine_wemight havemissed. AndFrankfollowedoursweeping withthepurifying flameof 
thetorch. 

Thebrainlessserenityofcharwomen andjanitorsworking lateat night cameoverus. 
In a messyworldwewereat least making ourlittlecornerclean. 

AndI heardmyselfasking Newt andAngela andFrankin conversationaltonesto 
tellmeabout theChristmasEveon whichtheold-man died,to tellmeabout thedog. 

And,childishlysurethat theyweremaking everything allright bycleaning up,the 
Hoenikkerstoldmethetale. 

Thetalewent likethis: 
On that fatefulChristmasEve,Angela went into thevillageforChristmastreelights, 

andNewt andFrankwent fora walkon thelonelywinterbeach,wheretheymet a black 
Labradorretriever. Thedog wasfriendly,asallLabradorretrieversare,andhefollowed 
FrankandlittleNewt home. 

FelixHoenikkerdied--diedin hiswhitewickerchairlooking out at thesea--whilehis 
chldren weregone. Alldaytheoldman hadbeen teasing hischildren withhintsabout _ice-
nine_,showing it to them in a littlebottleon whoselabelhehaddrawn a skulland 
crossbones,andon whoselabelhehadwritten:"Danger!_Ice-nine!_Keep awayfrom 
moisture!" 

Alldaylong theoldman hadbeen nagging hischildren withwordslikethese,merry 
in tone:"Comeon now,stretchyourmindsa little. I'vetoldyou that itsmelting point isa 
hundredfourteen-point-fourdegreesFahrenheit,andI'vetoldyou that it'scomposedof 
nothing but hydrogen andoxygen. What couldtheexplanation be?Thinka little!Don't be 
afraidofstraining yourbrains. Theywon't break." 

"Hewasalwaystelling usto stretchourbrains," saidFrank,recalling olden times. 
"I gaveup trying to stretchmybrain when I-don't-know-how-old-I-was," Angela 

confessed,leaning on herbroom. "I couldn't even listen to him when hetalkedabout 
science. I'djust nodandpretendI wastrying to stretchmybrain,but that poorbrain,asfar 
assciencewent,didn't haveanymorestretchthan an oldgarterbelt." 

Apparently,beforehesat down in hiswickerchairanddied,theoldman played 
puddlygamesin thekitchen withwaterandpotsandpansand_ice-nine_. Hemust have 
been converting waterto _ice-nine_andbackto wateragain,foreverypot andpan wasout 
on thekitchen countertops. A meat thermometerwasout,too,so theoldman must have 
been taking thetemperatureofthings. 

Theoldman meant to takeonlya brieftimeout in hischair,forheleft quitea mess 
in thekitchen. Part ofthedisorderwasa saucepan filledwithsolid_ice-nine_. Heno doubt 



                   
      

                   
     

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                  

               
         

                
   

                
              

                  
       

             
                 

            
                

            
                 

            
             

           
                

            
               

    
                  

               
                  

  
 
 
 
 
 
 

meant to melt it up,to reducetheworld'ssupplyoftheblue-whitestuffto a splinterin a 
bottleagain--aftera brieftimeout. 

But,asBokonon tellsus,"Anyman can calltimeout,but no man can sayhow long 
thetimeout willbe." 

Newt'sMother'sReticule112 

"I shouldhaveknow hewasdeadtheminuteI camein," saidAngela,leaning on her 
broom again. "That wickerchair,it wasn't making a sound. It alwaystalked,creakedaway, 
when Fatherwasin it--even when hewasasleep." 

But Angela hadassumedthat herfatherwassleeping,andshewent on to decorate 
theChristmastree. 

Newt andFrankcamein withtheLabradorretriever. Theywent out into thekitchen 
to findsomething forthedog to eat. Theyfoundtheoldman'spuddles. 

Therewaswateron thefloor,andlittleNewt tooka dishrag andwipedit up. He 
tossedthesopping dishrag onto thecounter. 

Asit happened,thedishrag fellinto thepan containing _ice-nine_. 
Frankthought thepan containedsomesort ofcakefrosting,andheheldit down to 

Newt,to show Newt what hiscarelessnesswiththedishrag haddone. 
Newt peeledthedishrag from thesurfaceandfoundthat thedishrag hada peculiar, 

metallic,snakyquality,asthoughit weremadeoffinely-woven goldmesh. 
"Thereason I say'goldmesh,'" saidlittleNewt,therein "Papa's" bedroom,"isthat it 

remindedmeright awayofMother'sreticule,ofhow thereticulefelt." 
Angela explainedsentimentallythat when a child,Newt hadtreasuredhismother's 

goldreticule. I gatheredthat it wasa littleevening bag. 
"It felt so funnyto me,likenothing elseI'devertouched," andNewt,investigating 

hisoldfondnessforthereticule. "I wonderwhateverhappenedto it." 
"I wonderwhat happenedto a _lot_ofthings," saidAngela. Thequestion echoed 

backthroughtime--woeful,lost. 
What happenedto thedishrag that felt likea reticule,at anyrate,wasthat Newt held 

it out to thedog,andthedog lickedit. Andthedog frozestiff. 
Newt went to tellhisfatherabout thestiffdog andfoundout that hisfatherwas 

stiff,too. 



 
 
 

  
 
 
          
                  

                  
     

                
                

   
                   
                

                
             

             
         

       
             

             
            
           
                 

          
                

    
              

 
        
             
                  

            
            
                 
        
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

         
 

History113 

Ourworkin "Papa's" bedroom wasdoneat last. 
But thebodiesstillhadto becarriedto thefuneralpyre. Wedecidedthat thisshould 

bedonewithpomp,that weshouldput it offuntiltheceremoniesin honoroftheHundred 
Martyrsto Democracywereover. 

Thelast thing wedidwasstandVon Koenigswaldon hisfeet in orderto 
decontaminatetheplacewherehehadbeen lying. Andthen wehidhim,standing up,in 
"Papa's" clothescloset. 

I'm not quitesurewhywehidhim. I thinkit must havebeen to simplifythetableau. 
AsforNewt'sandAngela'sandFrank'staleofhow theydividedup theworld's 

supplyof_ice-nine_on ChristmasEve--it peteredout when theygot to detailsofthecrime 
itself. TheHoenikkerscouldn't rememberthat anyonesaidanything to justifytheirtaking 
_ice-nine_aspersonalproperty. Theytalkedabout what _ice-nine_was,recalling theold 
man'sbrain-stretchers,but therewasno talkofmorals. 

"Who didthedividing?" I inquired. 
So thoroughlyhadthethreeHoenikkersobliteratedtheirmemoriesoftheincident 

that it wasdifficult forthem to givemeeven that fundamentaldetail. 
"It wasn't Newt," saidAngela at last. "I'm sureofihat." 
"It waseitheryou orme," musedFrank,thinking hard. 
"You got thethreeMason jarsoffthekitchen shelf," saidAngela. "It wasn't untilthe 

next daythat wegot thethreelittleThermosjugs." 
"That'sright," Frankagreed. "Andthen you tookan icepickandchippedup the 

_ice-nine_in thesaucepan." 
"That'sright," saidAngela. "I did. Andthen somebodybrought tweezersfrom the 

bathroom." 
Newt raisedhislittlehand. "I did." 
Angela andNewt wereamazed,remembering how enterprising littleNewt hadbeen. 
"I wastheonewho pickedup thechipsandput them in theMason jars," Newt 

recounted. Hedidn't botherto hidetheswaggerhemust havefelt. 
"What didyou peopledo withthedog?" I askedlimply. 
"Weput him in theoven," Franktoldme. "It wastheonlything to do." 
"History!" writesBokonon. "Readit andweep!" 

When I Felt theBullet EnterMyHeart 114




 
                 

                
     

               
            

                 
    

        
    
                 

        
               

               
                 

             
     

                
                   
            

                 
             

                
                 

  
              

               
                   

               
  

             
                     

              
      

         
                   

                
          

              
                   

           
                   

         
                 

        
             
                  

       

So I onceagain mountedthespiralstaircasein mytower;onceagain arrivedat the 
uppermost battlement ofmycastle;andoncemorelookedout at myguests,myservants,my 
cliff,andmylukewarm sea. 

TheHoenikkerswerewithme. Wehadlocked"Papa's" door,andhadspreadthe 
wordamong thehouseholdstaffthat "Papa" wasfeeling muchbetter. 

Soldierswerenow building a funeralpyreout bythehook. Theydidnot know what 
thepyrewasfor. 

Thereweremany,manysecretsthat day. 
Busy,busy,busy. 
I supposedthat theceremoniesmight aswellbegin,andI toldFrankto suggest to 

AmbassadorHorlickMinton that hedeliverhisspeech. 
AmbassadorMinton went to theseawardparapet withhismemorialwreathstillin its 

case. Andhedeliveredan amazing speechin honoroftheHundredMartyrsto Democracy. 
Hedignifiedthedead,theircountry,andthelifethat wasoverforthem bysaying the 
"HundredMartyrsto Democracy" in islanddialect. That fragment ofdialect wasgraceful 
andeasyon hislips. 

Therest ofhisspeechwasin American English. Hehada written speechwithhim--
fustian andbombast,I imagine. But,when hefoundhewasgoing to speakto so few,andto 
fellow Americansforthemost part,heput theformalspeechaway. 

A light sea windruffledhisthinning hair. "I am about to do a veryun-ambassadorial 
thing," hedeclared. "I am about to tellyou what I reallyfeel." 

PerhapsMinton hadinhaledtoo muchacetone,orperhapshehadan inkling ofwhat 
wasabout to happen to everybodybut me. At anyrate,it wasa strikinglyBokononist speech 
hegave. 

"Wearegatheredhere,friends," hesaid,"to honor_lo Hoon-yera Mora-toorztut 
Zamoo-cratz-ya_,children dead,alldead,allmurderedin war. It iscustomaryon dayslike 
thisto callsuchlost children men. I am unableto callthem men forthissimplereason:that 
in thesamewarin which_lo Hoon-yera Mora-toorztut Zamoo-cratz-ya_died,myown son 
died. 

"Mysoulinsiststhat I mourn not a man but a child. 
"I do not saythat children at wardo not dielikemen,iftheyhaveto die. To their 

everlasting honorandoureverlasting shamethey_do_dielikemen,thusmaking possible 
themanlyjubilation ofpatrioticholidays. 

"But theyaremurderedchildren allthesame. 
"AndI proposeto you that ifweareto payoursincererespectsto thehundredlost 

children ofSan Lorenzo,that wemight best spendthedaydespising what killedthem;which 
isto say,thestupidityandviciousnessofallmankind. 

"Perhaps,when werememberwars,weshouldtakeoffourclothesandpaint 
ourselvesblueandgo on allfoursalldaylong andgrunt likepigs. That wouldsurelybemore 
appropriatethan nobleoratoryandshowsofflagsandwell-oiledguns. 

"I do not mean to beungratefulforthefine,martialshow weareabout to see--anda 
thrilling show it reallywillbe. . ." 

Helookedeachofusin theeye,andthen hecommentedverysoftly,throwing it 
away,"AndhooraysayI forthrilling shows." 

Wehadto strain ourearsto hearwhat Minton saidnext. 
"But iftodayisreallyin honorofa hundredchildren murderedin war," hesaid,"is 

todaya dayfora thrilling show? 



              
              

 
         
         
                

                
 

              
  

              
               

               
 
 
             
          
             
         
          
         
           
      
       
       
 
 
            

               
                  

           
      
      
    
     
    
               
                

                 
             

   
         
                  

                
          

 
 
 

"Theanswerisyes,on onecondition:that we,thecelebrants,areworking 
consciouslyandtirelesslyto reducethestupidityandviciousnessofourselvesandofall 
mankind." 

Heunsnappedthecatcheson hiswreathcase. 
"Seewhat I havebrought?" heaskedus. 
Heopenedthecaseandshowedusthescarlet lining andthegolden wreath. The 

wreathwasmadeofwireandartificiallaurelleaves,andthewholewassprayedwithradiator 
paint. 

Thewreathwasspannedbya cream-coloredsilkribbon on whichwasprinted, 
"PRO PATRIA." 

Minton now reciteda poem from EdgarLeeMasters'the_Spoon RiverAnthology_, 
a poem that must havebeen incomprehensibleto theSan Lorenzansin theaudience--andto 
H. LoweCrosbyandhisHazel,too,forthat matter,andto Angela andFrank. 

I wasthefirst fruitsofthebattleofMissionaryRidge.

When I felt thebullet entermyheart

I wishedI hadstaidat homeandgoneto jail

Forstealing thehogsofCurlTrenary,

Insteadofrunning awayandjoining thearmy.

Rathera thousandtimesthecountyjail

Than to lieunderthismarblefigurewithwings,

Andthisgranitepedestal

Bearing thewords,"_Pro Patria_."

What do theymean,anyway?


"What do theymean,anyway?" echoedAmbassadorHorlickMinton. "Theymean, 
'Forone'scountry.'" Andhethrew awayanotherline. "Anycountryat all," hemurmured. 

"ThiswreathI bring isa gift from thepeopleofonecountryto thepeopleof 
another. Nevermindwhichcountries. Thinkofpeople. . . 

"Andchildren murderedin war. 
"Andanycountryat all. 
"Thinkofpeace. 
"Thinkofbrotherlylove. 
"Thinkofplenty. 
"Thinkofwhat paradise,thisworldwouldbeifmen werekindandwise. 
"Asstupidandviciousasmen are,thisisa lovelyday," saidAmbassadorHorlick 

Minton. "I,in myown heart andasa representativeofthepeace-loving peopleoftheUnited 
StatesofAmerica,pity_lo Hoon-yera Mora-toorztut Za-moo-cratz-ya_forbeing deadon 
thisfineday." 

Andhesailedthewreathofftheparapet. 
Therewasa hum in theair. ThesixplanesoftheSan Lorenzan AirForcewere 

coming,skimming mylukewarm sea. Theyweregoing to shoot theeffigiesofwhat H. Lowe 
Crosbyhadcalled"practicallyeveryenemythat freedom everhad." 



 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                 

                 
 

           
                

              
       

                
        

                  
                 

                
            

                  
      

              
 

                
      

              
                 

   
                

           
                
        
       
              

                  
   

             
             

              
 

                 
         

               
               

AsIt Happened115 

Wewent to theseawardparapet to seetheshow. Theplaneswereno largerthan 
grainsofblackpepper. Wewereableto spot them becauseone,asit happened,wastrailing 
smoke. 

Wesupposedthat thesmokewaspart oftheshow. 
I stoodnext to H. LoweCrosby,who,asit happened,wasalternatelyeating albatross 

anddrinking nativerum. Heexhaledfumesofmodelairplanecement between lipsglistening 
withalbatrossfat. Myrecent nausea returned. 

I withdrew to thelandwardparapet alone,gulping air. Thereweresixtyfeet ofold 
stonepavement between meandalltherest. 

I saw that theplaneswouldbecoming in low,below thefootingsofthecastle,and 
that I wouldmisstheshow. But nausea mademeincurious. I turnedmyheadin the 
direction oftheirnow snarling approach. Just astheirgunsbegan to hammer,oneplane,the 
onethat hadbeen trailing smoke,suddenlyappeared,bellyup,in flames. 

It droppedfrom mylineofsight again andcrashedat onceinto thecliffbelow the 
castle. Itsbombsandfuelexploded. 

Thesurviving planeswent booming on,theirracket thinning down to a mosquito 
hum. 

Andthen therewasthesoundofa rockslide--andonegreat towerof"Papa's" castle, 
undermined,crasheddown to thesea. 

Thepeopleon theseawardparapet lookedin astonishment at theemptysocket 
wherethetowerhadstood. Then I couldhearrockslidesofallsizesin a conversation that 
wasalmost orchestral. 

Theconversation went veryfast,andnew voicesenteredin. Theywerethevoicesof 
thecastle'stimberslamenting that theirburdenswerebecoming too great. 

Andthen a crackcrossedthebattlement likelightning,ten feet from mycurling toes. 
It separatedmefrom myfellow men. 
Thecastlegroanedandwept aloud. 
Theotherscomprehendedtheirperil. They,along withtonsofmasonry,wereabout 

to lurchout anddown. Althoughthecrackwasonlya foot wide,peoplebegan to crossit 
withheroicleaps. 

Onlymycomplacent Mona crossedthecrackwitha simplestep. 
Thecrackgnashedshut;openedwider,leeringly. Stilltrappedon thecanted 

deathtrap wereH. LoweCrosbyandhisHazelandAmbassadorHorlickMinton andhis 
Claire. 

Philip CastleandFrankandI reachedacrosstheabyssto haultheCrosbysto safety. 
Ourarmswerenow extendedimploringlyto theMintons. 

Theirexpressionswerebland. I can onlyguesswhat wasgoing throughtheirminds. 
Myguessisthat theywerethinking ofdignity,ofemotionalproportion aboveallelse. 



                 
                

       
                

       
    
     
              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                

                  
     

               
            

               
         

                  
             

     
                    

        
                  

                 
                  
  

                
         

                
               

              
     

                   
   

                  
  

         
     

Panicwasnot theirstyle. I doubt that suicidewastheirstyleeither. But theirgood 
mannerskilledthem,forthedoomedcrescent ofcastlenow movedawayfrom uslikean 
ocean linermoving awayfrom a dock. 

Theimageofa voyageseemsto haveoccurredto thevoyaging Mintons,too,for 
theywavedto uswithwan amiability. 

Theyheldhands. 
Theyfacedthesea. 
Out theywent;then down theywent in a cataclysmicrush,weregone! 

TheGrandAh-whoom 116 

Theraggedrim ofoblivion wasnow inchesfrom mycurling toes. I lookeddown. 
Mylukewarm sea hadswallowedall. A lazycurtain ofdust waswafting out to sea,theonly 
traceofallthat fell. 

Thepalace,itsmassive,seawardmasknow gone,greetedthenorthwitha leper's 
smile,snaggle-toothedandbristly. Thebristleswerethesplinteredendsoftimbers. 
Immediatelybelow mea largechamberhadbeen laidopen. Thefloorofthat chamber, 
unsupported,stabbedout into spacelikea diving platform. 

I dreamedfora moment ofdropping to theplatform,ofspringing up from it in a 
breath-taking swan dive,offolding myarms,ofknifing downwardinto a blood-warm 
eternitywithnevera splash. 

I wasrecalledfrom thisdream bythecryofa darting birdaboveme. It seemedto be 
asking mewhat hadhappened. "Pootee-phweet?" it asked. 

Wealllookedup at thebird,andthen at oneanother. Webackedawayfrom the 
abyss,fullofdread. And,when I steppedoffthepaving stonethat hadsupportedme,the 
stonebegan to rock. It wasno morestablethan a teeter-totter. Andit totterednow overthe 
diving platform. 

Down it crashedonto theplatform,madetheplatform a chute. Anddown thechute 
camethefurnishingsstillremaining in theroom below. 

A xylophoneshot out first,scampering fast on itstinywheels. Out camea bedside 
tablein a crazyracewitha bounding blowtorch. Out camechairsin hot pursuit. 

Andsomewherein that room below,out ofsight,something mightilyreluctant to 
movewasbeginning to move. 

Down thechuteit crept. At last it showeditsgolden bow. It wastheboat in which 
dead"Papa" lay. 

It reachedtheendofthechute. Itsbow nodded. Down it tipped. Down it fell,end 
overend. 

"Papa" wasthrown clear,andhefellseparately. 
I closedmyeyes. 



                    
            

                
               
  

           
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
 
                  

              
  

             
  

               
            

               
                
             

                
                

                 
                 

               
         

                  
                  

                  
                

              
            

           
      
                    

           
                   

                
              

  

Therewasa soundlikethat ofthegentleclosing ofa portalasbig asthesky,the 
great doorofheaven being closedsoftly. It wasa grandAH-WHOOM. 

I openedmyeyes--andallthesea was_ice-nine_. Themoist green earthwasa blue-
whitepearl. Theskydarkened. _Borasisi_,thesun,becamea sicklyyellow ball,tinyand 
cruel. 

Theskywasfilledwithworms. Thewormsweretornadoes. 

Sanctuary117 

I lookedup at theskywherethebirdhadbeen. An enormousworm witha violet 
mouthwasdirectlyoverhead. It buzzedlikebees. It swayed. Withobsceneperistalsis,it 
ingestedair. 

Wehumansseparated;fledmyshatteredbattlementstumbleddown staircaseson the 
landwardside. 

OnlyH. LoweCrosbyandhisHazelcriedout. "American!American!" theycried,as 
thoughtornadoeswereinterestedin the_granfalloons_to whichtheirvictimsbelonged. 

I couldnot seetheCrosbys. Theyhaddescendedbyanotherstaircase. Theircries 
andthesoundsofothers,panting andrunning,camegabbling to methrougha corridorof 
thecastle. Myonlycompanion wasmyheavenlyMona,who hadfollowednoiselessly. 

When I hesitated,sheslippedpast meandopenedthedoorto theanteroom of 
"Papa's" suite. Thewallsandroofoftheanteroom weregone. But thestonefloorremained. 
Andin itscenterwasthemanholecoveroftheoubliette. Underthewormysky,in the 
flickering violet light from themouthsoftornadoesthat wishedto eat us,I liftedthecover. 

Theesophagusofthedungeon wasfittedwithiron rungs. I replacedthemanhole 
coverfrom within. Down thoseiron rungswewent. 

Andat thefoot oftheladderwefounda statesecret. "Papa" Monzano hadcauseda 
cozybombshelterto beconstructedthere. It hada ventilation shaft,witha fan driven bya 
stationarybicycle. A tankofwaterwasrecessedin onewall. Thewaterwassweet andwet,as 
yet untaintedby_ice-nine_. Andtherewasa chemicaltoilet,anda short-waveradio,anda 
Sears,Roebuckcatalogue;andtherewerecasesofdelicacies,andliquor,andcandles;and 
therewereboundcopiesofthe_NationalGeographic_going backtwentyyears. 

Andtherewasa set of_TheBooksofBokonon_. 
Andthereweretwin beds. 
I lighteda candle. I openeda can ofcampbell'schicken gumbo soup andI put it on a 

Sterno stove. AndI pouredtwo glassesofVirgin Islandsrum. 
Mona sat on onebed. I sat down on theother. "I am about to saysomething that 

must havebeen saidbymen to women severaltimesbefore," I informedher. "However,I 
don't believethat thesewordshaveevercarriedquitethefreight theycarrynow." 

"Oh?" 



        
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       
 
                

                  
      

                
    

 
 
           
            
 
 
                   
                

    
             

                 
        

                 
                  
         

        
            

             
         

              
             

        
 
 
               
 
 
      
      
 
 

I spreadmyhands. "Hereweare."


TheIron Maiden andtheOubliette118 

_TheSixthBookofTheBooksofBokonon_isdevotedto pain,in particularto 
torturesinflictedbymen on men. "IfI am everput to deathon thehook," Bokonon warns 
us,"expect a veryhuman performance." 

Then hespeaksoftherackandthepeddiwinkusandtheiron maiden andthe 
_veglia_andtheoubliette. 

In anycase,there'sboundto bemuchcrying.

But theoubliettealonewilllet you thinkwhiledying.


Andso it wasin Mona'sandmyrockwomb. At least wecouldthink. Andonething 
I thought wasthat thecreaturecomfortsofthedungeon didnothing to mitigatethebasic 
fact ofoubliation. 

During ourfirst dayandnight underground,tornadoesrattledourmanholecover 
manytimesan hour. Eachtimethepressurein ourholewoulddrop suddenly,andourears 
wouldpop andourheadswouldring. 

Asfortheradio--therewascrackling,fizzing staticandthat wasall. From oneendof 
theshort-wavebandto theothernot oneword,not onetelegrapher'sbeep,didI hear. Iflife 
stillexistedhereandthere,it didnot broadcast. 

Nordoeslifebroadcast to thisday. 
ThisI assumed:tornadoes,strewing thepoisonousblue-whitefrost of_ice-nine_ 

everywhere,toreeveryoneandeverything abovegroundto pieces. Anything that stilllived 
woulddiesoon enoughofthirst--orhunger--orrage--orapathy. 

I turnedto _TheBooksofBokonon_,stillsufficientlyunfamiliarwiththem to 
believethat theycontainedspiritualcomfort somewhere. I passedquicklyoverthewarning 
on thetitlepageof_TheFirst Book_: 

"Don't bea fool!Closethisbookat once!It isnothing but _foma!_" 

_Foma_,ofcourse,arelies.

Andthen I readthis:




                
 

                  
                

                  
             

        
    
                
     
 
 
      
       
               

 
                 

           
                   

    
              

                 
           

                
                  

         
     
              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
               

                     
                 
  

         
 
 
          

In thebeginning,Godcreatedtheearth,andhelookedupon it in Hiscosmic 
loneliness. 

AndGodsaid,"Let Usmakeliving creaturesout ofmud,so themudcan seewhat 
Wehavedone." AndGodcreatedeveryliving creaturethat now moveth,andonewasman. 
Mudasman alonecouldspeak. Godleanedcloseasmudasman sat up,lookedaround,and 
spoke. Man blinked. "What isthe_purpose_ofallthis?" heaskedpolitely. 

"Everything must havea purpose?" askedGod. 
"Certainly," saidman. 
"Then I leaveit to you to thinkofoneforallthis," saidGod. 
AndHewent away. 

I thought thiswastrash. 
"Ofcourseit'strash!" saysBokonon. 
AndI turnedto myheavenlyMona forcomforting secretsa gooddealmore 

profound. 
I wasable,whilemooning at heracrossthespacethat separatedourbeds,to imagine 

that behindhermarvelouseyeslurkedmysteriesasoldasEve. 
I willnot go into thesordidsexepisodethat followed. Sufficeit to saythat I was 

bothrepulsiveandrepulsed. 
Thegirlwasnot interestedin reproduction--hatedtheidea. Beforethetusslewas 

over,I wasgiven fullcredit byher,andbymyself,too,forhaving inventedthewhole 
bizarre,grunting,sweating enterprisebywhichnew human beingsweremade. 

Returning to myown bed,gnashing myteeth,I supposedthat shehonestlyhadno 
idea what love-making wasallabout. But then shesaidto me,gently,"It wouldbeverysad 
to havea littlebabynow. Don't you agree?" 

"Yes," I agreedmurkily. 
"Well,that'sthewaylittlebabiesaremade,in caseyou didn't know." 

Mona ThanksMe119 

"TodayI willbea Bulgarian MinisterofEducation," Bokonon tellsus. "Tomorrow I 
willbeHelen ofTroy." Hismeaning iscrystalclear:Eachoneofushasto bewhat heorshe 
is. And,down in theoubliette,that wasmainlywhat I thought--withthehelp of_TheBooks 
ofBokonon_. 

Bokonon invitedmeto sing along withhim: 

Wedo,doodleydo,doodleydo,doodleydo, 



           
          
           
 
 
                     

            
             
  
  
  
                

       
    
    
   
   
             

                   
                

        
                

               
                
                  
           

                
                

  
          
                  

              
               

 
                

               
       

       
                   

                
                     

     
           
  
          
              

              

What wemust,muddilymust,muddilymust,muddilymust; 
Muddilydo,muddilydo,muddilydo,muddilydo, 
Untilwebust,bodilybust,bodilybust,bodilybust. 

I madeup a tuneto go withthat andI whistledit undermybreathasI drovethe 
bicyclethat drovethefan that gaveusair,goodoldair. 

"Man breathesin oxygen andexhalescarbon dioxide," I calledto Mona. 
"What?" 
"Science." 
"Oh." 
"Oneofthesecretsoflifeman wasa long timeunderstanding:Animalsbreathein 

what animalsbreatheout,andviceversa." 
"I didn't know." 
"You know now." 
"Thankyou." 
"You'rewelcome." 
When I'dbicycledouratmosphereto sweetnessandfreshness,I dismountedand 

climbedtheiron rungsto seewhat theweatherwaslikeabove. I didthat severaltimesa day. 
On that day,thefourthday,I perceivedthroughthenarrow crescent oftheliftedmanhole 
coverthat theweatherhadbecomesomewhat stabilized. 

Thestabilitywasofa wildlydynamicsort,forthetornadoeswereasnumerousas 
ever,andtornadoesremain numerousto thisday. But theirmouthsno longergobbledand 
gnashedat theearth. Themouthsin alldirectionswerediscreetlywithdrawn to an altitudeof 
perhapsa halfofa mile. Andtheiraltitudevariedso littlefrom moment to moment that San 
Lorenzo might havebeen protectedbya tornado-proofsheet ofglass. 

Welet threemoredaysgo by,making certain that thetornadoeshadbecomeas 
sincerelyreticent astheyseemed. Andthen wefilledcanteensfrom ourwatertankandwe 
went above. 

Theairwasdryandhot anddeathlystill. 
I hadheardit suggestedonetimethat theseasonsin thetemperatezoneought to be 

sixratherthan fourin number:summer,autumn,locking,winter,unlocking,andspring. And 
I rememberedthat asI straightenedup besideourmanhole,andstaredandlistenedand 
sniffed. 

Therewereno smells. Therewasno movement. Everystep I tookmadea gravelly 
squeakin blue-whitefrost. Andeverysqueakwasechoedloudly. Theseason oflocking was 
over. Theearthwaslockedup tight. 

It waswinter,now andforever. 
I helpedmyMona out ofourhole. I warnedherto keep herhandsawayfrom the 

blue-whitefrost andto keep herhandsawayfrom hermouth,too. "Deathhasneverbeen 
quiteso easyto comeby," I toldher. "Allyou haveto do istouchthegroundandthen your 
lipsandyou'redonefor." 

Sheshookherheadandsighed. "A verybadmother." 
"What?" 
"MotherEarth--sheisn't a verygoodmotheranymore." 
"Hello?Hello?" I calledthroughthepalaceruins. Theawesomewindshadtorn 

canyonsthroughthat great stonepile. Mona andI madea half-heartedsearchforsurvivors--



              
 

                
                 
              

     
 
           
               
              
              
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      
 
 
               

                
                

 
                   

                   
                  

           
                

               
           

   
                 

        
                

                 
              

                 
                   

            
                 

                
                   

     
      

half-heartedbecausewecouldsenseno life. Not even a nibbling,twinkle-nosedrat had 
survived. 

Thearchofthepalacegatewastheonlyman-madeform untouched. Mona andI 
went to it. Written at itsbasein whitepaint wasa Bokononist "Calypso." Thelettering was 
neat. It wasnew. It wasproofthat someoneelsehadsurvivedthewinds. 

The"Calypso" wasthis: 

Someday,someday,thiscrazyworldwillhaveto end, 
AndourGodwilltakethingsbackthat Heto usdidlend. 
Andif,on that sadday,you want to scoldourGod, 
Whygo right aheadandscoldHim. He'lljust smileandnod. 

To Whom It MayConcern 120 

I recalledan advertisement fora set ofchildren'sbookscalled_TheBookof 
Knowledge_. In that ad,a trusting boyandgirllookedup at theirfather. "Daddy," one 
asked,"what makestheskyblue?" Theanswer,presumably,couldbefoundin _TheBookof 
Knowledge_. 

IfI hadhadmydaddybesidemeasMona andI walkeddown theroadfrom the 
palace,I wouldhavehadplentyofquestionsto askasI clung to hishand. "Daddy,whyare 
allthetreesbroken?Daddy,whyareallthebirdsdead?Daddy,what makestheskyso sick 
andwormy?Daddy,what makesthesea so hardandstill?" 

It occurredto methat I wasbetterqualifiedto answerthosetoughquestionsthan 
anyotherhuman being,providedtherewereanyotherhuman beingsalive. In caseanyone 
wasinterested,I knew what hadgonewrong-- whereandhow. 

So what? 
I wonderedwherethedeadcouldbe. Mona andI venturedmorethan a milefrom 

ouroubliettewithout seeing onedeadhuman being. 
I wasn't halfso curiousabout theliving,probablybecauseI sensedaccuratelythat I 

wouldfirst haveto contemplatea lot ofdead. I saw no columnsofsmokefrom possible 
campfires;but theywouldhavebeen hardto seeagainst an horizon ofworms. 

Onething didcatchmyeye:a lavendercorona about thequeerplug that wasthe 
peakon thehump ofMount McCabe. It seemedto becalling me,andI hada silly,cinematic 
notion ofclimbing that peakwithMona. But what wouldit mean? 

Wewerewalking into thewrinklesnow at thefoot ofMount McCabe. AndMona,as 
thoughaimlessly,left myside,left theroad,andclimbedoneofthewrinkles. I followed. 

I joinedherat thetop oftheridge. Shewaslooking down raptlyinto a broad,natural 
bowl. Shewasnot crying. 

Shemight wellhavecried. 



                
      

                
               
                

        
              

               
                   

                
             

               
 
 
                

                 
               

                
                
               

          
 
 
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
      

 
 
                

      
                 

                
     

                 
     

                
  

      
                   

  

In that bowlwerethousandsupon thousandsofdead. On thelipsofeachdecedent 
wastheblue-whitefrost of_ice-nine_. 

Sincethecorpseswerenot scatteredortumbledabout,it wasclearthat theyhad 
been assembledsincethewithdrawalofthefrightfulwinds. And,sinceeachcorpsehadits 
fingerin ornearitsmouth,I understoodthat eachperson haddeliveredhimselfto this 
melancholyplaceandthen poisonedhimselfwith_ice-nine_. 

Thereweremen,women,,andchildren,too,manyin theattitudesof_boko-maru_. 
Allfacedthecenterofthebowl,asthoughtheywerespectatorsin an amphitheater. 

Mona andI lookedat thefocusofallthosefrostedeyes,lookedat thecenterofthe 
bowl. Therewasa roundclearing there,a placein whichoneoratormight havestood. 

Mona andI approachedtheclearing gingerly,avoiding themorbidstatuary. We 
founda boulderin it. Andundertheboulderwasa pencilednotewhichsaid: 

To whom it mayconcern:Thesepeoplearoundyou arealmost allofthesurvivors 
on San Lorenzo ofthewindsthat followedthefreezing ofthesea. Thesepeoplemadea 
captiveofthespuriousholyman namedBokonon. Theybrought him here,placedhim at 
theircenter,andcommandedhim to tellthem exactlywhat GodAlmightywasup to and 
what theyshouldnow do. Themountebanktoldthem that Godwassurelytrying to kill 
them,possiblebecauseHewasthroughwiththem,andthat theyshouldhavethegood 
mannersto die. This,asyou can see,theydid. 

ThenotewassignedbyBokonon. 

I Am Slow to Answer121 

"What a cynic!" I gasped. I lookedup from thenoteandgazedaroundthedeath-
filledbowl. "Is_he_heresomewhere?" 

"I do not seehim," saidMona mildly. Shewasn't depressedorangry. In fact,she 
seemedto vergeon laughter. "Healwayssaidhewouldnevertakehisown advice,because 
heknew it wasworthless." 

"He'd_better_behere!" I saidbitterly. "Thinkofthegalloftheman,advising all 
thesepeopleto killthemselves!" 

Now Mona didlaugh. I hadneverheardherlaugh. Herlaughwasstartlinglydeep 
andraw. 

"Thisstrikesyou as_funny?_" 
Sheraisedherarmslazily. "It'sallso simple,that'sall. It solvesso muchforso many, 

so simply." 



              
                  
         

               
                
        

                 
                

                  
     

       
                
  

                    
      

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
                 

                
       

                
               

                
   

               
                    

                 
  

           
       
         
                 

                   
    

                  
          

Andshewent strolling up among thepetrifiedthousands,stilllaughing. Shepaused 
about midwayup theslopeandfacedme. Shecalleddown to me,"Wouldyou wishanyof 
thesealiveagain,ifyou could?Answermequickly. 

"Not quickenoughwithyouranswer," shecalledplayfully,afterhalfa minutehad 
passed. And,stilllaughing a little,shetouchedherfingerto theground,straightenedup,and 
touchedthefingerto herlipsanddied. 

DidI weep?TheysayI did. H. LoweCrosbyandhisHazelandlittleNewton 
Hoenikkercameupon measI stumbleddown theroad. Theywerein Bolivar'sonetaxicab, 
whichhadbeen sparedbythestorm. TheytellmeI wascrying. Hazelcried,too,criedfor 
joythat I wasalive. 

Theycoaxedmeinto thecab. 
Hazelput herarm aroundme. "You'rewithyourmom,now. Don't you worryabout 

a thing." 
I let mymindgo blank. I closedmyeyes. It waswithdeep,idioticreliefthat I leaned 

on that fleshy,humid,barn-yardfool. 

TheSwissFamilyRobinson 122 

Theytookmeto what wasleft ofFranklin Hoenikker'shouseat theheadofthe 
waterfall. What remainedwasthecaveunderthewaterfall,whichhadbecomea sort ofigloo 
undera translucent,blue-whitedomeof_ice-nine_. 

TheménageconsistedofFrank,littleNewt,andtheCrosbys. Theyhadsurvivedin a 
dungeon in thepalace,onefarshallowerandmoreunpleasant than theoubliette. Theyhad 
movedout themoment thewindshadabated,whileMona andI hadstayedundergroundfor 
anotherthreedays. 

Asit happened,theyhadfoundthemiraculoustaxicabwaiting forthem underthe 
archofthepalacegate. Theyhadfounda can ofwhitepaint,andon thefront doorsofthe 
cabFrankhadpaintedwhitestars,andon theroofhehadpaintedthelettersofa 
_granfalloon_:U.S.A. 

"Andyou left thepaint underthearch," I said. 
"How didyou know?" askedCrosby. 
"Somebodyelsecamealong andwrotea poem." 
I didnot inquireat onceasto how Angela HoenikkerConnersandPhilip andJulian 

Castlehadmet theirends,forI wouldhavehadto speakat onceabout Mona. I wasn't ready 
to do that yet. 

I particularlydidn't want to discussthedeathofMona since,aswerodealong in the 
taxi,theCrosbysandlittleNewt seemedso inappropriatelygay. 



                   
                 
         

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     
 
 
               

               
                

      
               

                 
                 

             
               

              
     

             
          

                
                

                  
                    
          

                 
                  

       
             
             

                
 

              
   

        
     
          
        
        
   

Hazelgavemea clueto thegaiety. "Wait untilyou seehow welive. We'vegot all 
kindsofgoodthingsto eat. Wheneverwewant water,wejust builda campfireandmelt 
some. TheSwissFamilyRobinson--that'swhat wecallourselves." 

OfMiceandMen 123 

A curioussixmonthsfollowed--thesixmonthsin whichI wrotethisbook. Hazel 
spokeaccuratelywhen shecalledourlittlesocietytheSwissFamilyRobinson,forwehad 
surviveda storm,wereisolated,andthen theliving becameveryeasyindeed. It wasnot 
without a certain Walt Disneycharm. 

No plantsoranimalssurvived,it'strue. But _ice-nine_preservedpigsandcowsand 
littledeerandwindrowsofbirdsandberriesuntilwewerereadyto thaw andcookthem. 
Moreover,thereweretonsofcannedgoodsto behadforthegrubbing in theruinsof 
Bolivar. Andweseemedto betheonlypeopleleft on San Lorenzo. 

Foodwasno problem,andneitherwereclothing orshelter,fortheweatherwas 
uniformlydryanddeadandhot. Ourhealthwasmonotonouslygood. Apparentlyallthe 
germsweredead,too--ornapping. 

Ouradjustment becameso satisfactory,so complacent,that no onemarveledor 
protestedwhen Hazelsaid,"Onegoodthing anyway,no mosquitoes." 

Shewassitting on a three-leggedstoolin theclearing whereFrank'shousehadstood. 
Shewassewing stripsofred,white,andblueclothtogether. LikeBetsyRoss,shewas 
making an American flag. No onewasunkindenoughto point out to herthat theredwas 
reallya peach,that thebluewasnearlya Kellygreen,andthat thefiftystarsshehadcut out 
weresix-pointedstarsofDavidratherthan five-pointedAmerican stars. 

Herhusband,who hadalwaysbeen a prettygoodcook,now simmereda stew in an 
iron pot overa woodfirenearby. Hedidallourcooking forus;helovedto cook. 

"Looksgood,smellsgood," I commented. 
Hewinked. "Don't shoot thecook. He'sdoing thebest hecan." 
In thebackgroundofthiscozyconversation werethenagging dah-dah-dahsanddit-

dit-ditsofan automaticSOStransmitterFrankhadmade. It calledforhelp bothnight and 
day. 

"Saveoursoullllls," Hazelintoned,singing along withthetransmitterasshesewed, 
"saveoursoulllllls." 

"How'sthewriting going?" Hazelaskedme. 
"Fine,Mom,just fine." 
"When you going to show ussomeofit?" 
"When it'sready,Mom,when it'sready." 
"A lot offamouswriterswereHoosiers." 
"I know." 



                 
     
      
     
               

                
       

          
            
       
        
           
        
      
       
                  

   
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 
 
                   

                    
 

                    
        

             
      
                  

     
                  

                 
                

               
  

                 
                   

              

"You'llbeoneofa long,long line." Shesmiledhopefully. "Isit a funnybook?"

"I hopeso,Mom."

"I likea goodlaugh."

"I know you do."

"Eachperson herehadsomespecialty,something to givetherest. You writebooks


that makeuslaugh,andFrankgoessciencethings,andlittleNewt--hepaintspicturesforus 
all,andI sew,andLowiecooks." 

"'Manyhandsmakemuchworklight.'OldChineseproverb." 
"Theyweresmart in a lot ofways,thoseChinesewere." 
"Yes,let'sketp theirmemoryalive." 
"I wishnow I'dstudiedthem more." 
"Well,it washardto do,even underidealconditions." 
"I wishnow I'dstudiedeverything more." 
"We'veallgot regrets,Mom." 
"No usecrying overspilt milk." 
"Asthepoet said,Mom,'Ofallthewordsofmiceandmen,thesaddest are,"It 

might havebeen."'" 
"That'sso beautiful,andso true." 

Frank'sAnt Farm 124 

I hatedto seeHazelfinishing theflag,becauseI wasallballedup in heraddledplans 
forit. Shehadtheidea that I hadagreedto plant thefoolthing on thepeakofMount 
McCabe. 

"IfLoweandI wereyounger,we'ddo it ourselves. Now allwecan do isgiveyou the 
flag andsendourbest wisheswithyou." 

"Mom,I wonderifthat'sreallya goodplacefortheflag." 
"What otherplace_is_there?' 
"I'llput on mythinking cap." I excusedmyselfandwent down into thecaveto see 

what Frankwasup to. 
Hewasup to nothing new. Hewaswatching an ant farm hehadconstructed. Hehad 

dug up a few surviving antsin thethree-dimensionalworldoftheruinsofBolivar,andhe 
hadreducedthedimensionsto two bymaking a dirt andant sandwichbetween two sheets 
ofglass. Theantscoulddo nothing without Frank'scatching them at it andcommenting 
upon it. 

Theexperiment hadsolvedin short orderthemysteryofhow antscouldsurvivein a 
waterlessworld. AsfarasI know,theyweretheonlyinsectsthat didsurvive,andtheydidit 
byforming withtheirbodiestight ballsaroundgrainsof_ice-nine_. Theywouldgenerate 



                  
      

                 
 

                 
     

             
  

                
 

        
        
        
         
  
                
   
       
                  

          
               

      
                 

             
     

                
   

                
               

          
                

                 
               

          
          
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 

enoughheat at thecenterto killhalftheirnumberandproduceonebeadofdew. Thedew 
wasdrinkable. Thecorpseswereedible. 

"Eat,drink,andbemerry,fortomorrow wedie," I saidto Frankandhistiny 
cannibals. 

Hisresponsewasalwaysthesame. It wasa peevishlectureon allthethingsthat 
peoplecouldlearn from ants. 

Myresponseswereritualized,too. "Nature'sa wonderfulthing,Frank. Nature'sa 
wonderfulthing." 

"You know whyantsareso successful?" heaskedmeforthethousandthtime. "They 
co-_op_-er-ate." 

"That'sa hellofa goodword--co-operation." 
"Who _taught_them how to makewater?" 
"Who taught _me_how to makewater?" 
"That'sa sillyanswerandyou know it." 
"Sorry." 
"Therewasa timewhen I tookpeople'ssillyanswersseriously. I'm past that now." 
"A milestone." 
"I'vegrown up a gooddeal." 
"At a certain amount ofexpenseto theworld." I couldsaythingslikethat to Frank 

withan absoluteassurancethat hewouldnot hearthem. 
"Therewasa timewhen peoplecouldbluffmewithout muchtroublebecauseI 

didn't havemuchself-confidencein myself." 
"Themerecutting down ofthenumberofpeopleon earthwouldgo a long way 

towardalleviating yourown particularsocialproblems," I suggested. Again,I madethe 
suggestion to a deafman. 

"You _tell_me,you _tell_mewho toldtheseantshow to makewater," he 
challengedmeagain. 

SeveraltimesI hadofferedtheobviousnotion that Godhadtaught them. AndI 
knew from onerousexperiencethat hewouldneitherreject noraccept thistheory. Hesimply 
got madderandmadder,putting thequestion again andagain. 

I walkedawayfrom Frank,just as_TheBooksofBokonon_advisedmeto do. 
"Bewareoftheman who workshardto learn something,learnsit,andfindshimselfno wiser 
than before," Bokonon tellsus. "Heisfullofmurderousresentment ofpeoplewho are 
ignorant without having comebytheirignorancethehardway." 

I went looking forourpainter,forlittleNewt. 

TheTasmanians125




                 
                  

      
                     

         
                 

           
              

              
              

                
               
         

                
                 

            
                 

             
               

              
             
               

      
                 

                
            

              
         
       
                 

   
                

                 
              

            
  

 
 
          
               
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

When I foundlittleNewt,painting a blastedlandscapea quarterofa milefrom the 
cave,heaskedmeifI woulddrivehim into Bolivarto forageforpaints. Hecouldn't drive 
himself. Hecouldn't reachthepedals. 

So offwewent,and,on theway,I askedhim ifhehadanysexurgeleft. I mourned 
that I hadnone--no dreamsin that line,nothing. 

"I usedto dream ofwomen twenty,thirty,fortyfeet tall," hetoldme. "But now? 
God,I can't even rememberwhat myUkrainian midget lookedlike." 

I recalleda thing I hadreadabout theaboriginalTasmanians,habituallynaked 
personswho,when encounteredbywhitemen in theseventeenthcentury,werestrangersto 
agriculture,animalhusbandry,architectureofanysort,andpossiblyeven fire. Theywereso 
contemptiblein theeyesofwhitemen,byreason oftheirignorance,that theywerehunted 
forsport bythefirst settlers,who wereconvictsfrom England. Andtheaboriginesfound 
lifeso unattractivethat theygaveup reproducing. 

I suggestedto Newt now that it wasa similarhopelessnessthat hadunmannedus. 
Newt madea shrewdobservation. "I guessalltheexcitement in bedhadmoreto do 

withexcitement about keeping thehuman racegoing than anybodyeverimagined." 
"Ofcourse,ifwehada woman ofbreeding ageamong us,that might changethe 

situation radically. PooroldHazelisyearsbeyondhaving even a Mongolian idiot." 
Newt revealedthat heknew quitea bit about Mongolian idiots. Hehadonce 

attendeda specialschoolforgrotesquechildren,andseveralofhisschoolmateshadbeen 
Mongoloids. "Thebest writerin ourclasswasa MongoloidnamedMyrna--I mean 
penmanship,not what sheactuallywrotedown. God,I haven't thought about herforyears." 

"Wasit a goodschool?" 
"AllI rememberiswhat theheadmasterusedto sayallthetime. Hewasalways 

bawling usout overtheloudspeakersystem forsomemesswe'dmade,andhealwaysstarted 
out thesameway:'I am sickandtired. . .'" 

"That comesprettycloseto describing how I feelmost ofthetime." 
"Maybethat'sthewayyou'resupposedto feel." 
"You talklikea Bokononist,Newt." 
"Whyshouldn't I?AsfarasI know,Bokononism istheonlyreligion that hasany 

commentaryon midgets." 
When I hadn't been writing,I'dbeen poring over_TheBooksofBokonon_,but the 

referenceto midgetshadescapedme. I wasgratefulto Newt forcalling it to myattention, 
forthequotation capturedin a couplet thecruelparadoxofBokononist thought,the 
heartbreaking necessityoflying about reality,andtheheartbreaking impossibilityoflying 
about it. 

Midget,midget,midget,how hestrutsandwinks, 
Forheknowsa man'sasbig aswhat hehopesandthinks! 



 
     

 
 
               

                  
   

               
             

 
 
 
           
                  

               
 
 
                

               
                   

                  
                  

                  
        

        
              
        
              

                   
                 

                    
                   

                 
                  

          
                   

                   
           

              
      
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Soft Pipes,PlayOn 126 

"Sucha _depressing_religion!" I cried. I directedourconversation into thearea of 
Utopias,ofwhat might havebeen,ofwhat shouldhavebeen,ofwhat might yet be,ifthe 
worldwouldthaw. 

But Bokonon hadbeen there,too,hadwritten a wholebookabout Utopias,_The 
SeventhBook_,whichhecalled"Bokonon'sRepublic." In that bookaretheseghastly 
aphorisms: 

Thehandthat stocksthedrug storesrulestheworld. 
Let usstart ourRepublicwitha chain ofdrug stores,a chain ofgrocerystores,a 

chain ofgaschambers,anda nationalgame. Afterthat,wecan writeourConstitution. 

I calledBokonon a jigaboo bastard,andI changedthesubject again. I spokeof 
meaningful,individualheroicacts. I praisedin particularthewayin whichJulian Castleand 
hisson hadchosen to die. Whilethetornadoesstillraged,theyhadset out on foot forthe 
HouseofHopeandMercyin theJungleto givewhateverhopeandmercywastheirsto give. 
AndI saw magnificencein thewaypoorAngela haddied,too. Shehadpickedup a clarinet 
in theruinsofBolivarandhadbegun to playit at once,without concerning herselfasto 
whetherthemouthpiecemight becontaminatedwith_ice-nine_. 

"Soft pipes,playon," I murmuredhuskily. 
"Well,maybeyou can findsomeneat wayto die,too," saidNewt. 
It wasa Bokononist thing to say. 
I blurtedout mydream ofclimbing Mount McCabewithsomemagnificent symbol 

andplanting it there. I tookmyhandsfrom thewheelforan instant to show him how empty 
ofsymbolstheywere. "But what in hellwouldtheright symbol_be_,Newt?What in hell 
wouldit _be?_" I grabbedthewheelagain. "Hereit is,theendoftheworld;andhereI am, 
almost theverylast man;andthereit is,thehighest mountain in sight. I know now what my 
_karass_hasbeen up to,Newt. It'sbeen working night anddayformaybehalfa million 
yearsto get meup that mountain." I waggedmyheadandnearlywept. "But what,forthe 
loveofGod,issupposedto bein myhands?" 

I lookedout ofthecarwindow blindlyasI askedthat,so blindlythat I went more 
than a milebeforerealizing that I hadlookedinto theeyesofan oldNegro man,a living 
coloredman,who wassitting bythesideoftheroad. 

Andthen I sloweddown. Andthen I stopped. I coveredmyeyes. 
"What'sthematter?" askedNewt. 
"I saw Bokonon backthere." 



 
 

   
 
 
                  

                 
               

  
  
       
               

        
   
          
      
 
 
                  

                   
                 
                 
     

 
 
 
 

TheEnd127


Hewassitting on a rock. Hewasbarefoot. Hisfeet were frostywith_ice-nine_. His 
onlygarment wasa whitebedspreadwithbluetufts. ThetuftssaidCasa Mona. Hetookno 
noteofourarrival. In onehandwasa pencil. In theotherwaspaper. 

"Bokonon?" 
"Yes?" 
"MayI askwhat you'rethinking?" 
"I am thinking,young man,about thefinalsentencefor_TheBooksofBokonon_. 

Thetimeforthefinalsentencehascome." 
"Anyluck?" 
Heshruggedandhandedmea pieceofpaper. 
Thisiswhat I read: 

IfI werea youngerman,I wouldwritea historyofhuman stupidity;andI would 
climbto thetop ofMount McCabeandliedown on mybackwithmyhistoryfora pillow; 
andI wouldtakefrom thegroundsomeoftheblue-whitepoison that makesstatuesofmen; 
andI wouldmakea statueofmyself,lying on myback,grinning horribly,andthumbing my 
noseat You Know Who. 




