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cat's cradle

The Day the Worl d Ended 1

Call me Jonah. My parents did, or nearly did. They called nme John

Jonah--John--if | had been a Sam | would have been a Jonah still--not
because | have been unlucky for others, but because sonebody or sonething has
conpelled me to be certain places at certain tinmes, without fail. Conveyances and

nmotives, both conventional and bizarre, have been provided. And, according to plan,
at each appoi nted second, at each appointed place this Jonah was there.

Li sten:

When | was a younger nman--two w ves ago, 250,000 cigarettes ago, 3,000

quarts of booze ago.

When | was a nuch younger man, | began to collect material for a book to be

called The Day the Wrld Ended .

The book was to be factual

The book was to be an account of what inportant Americans had done on the

day when the first atonmic bonb was dropped on Hiroshima, Japan

It was to be a Christian book. | was a Christian then
| am a Bokononi st now.
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I woul d have been a Bokononist then, if there had been anyone to teach ne

the bittersweet |ies of Bokonon. But Bokononi smwas unknown beyond the grave
beaches and coral knives that ring this little island in the Cari bbean Sea, the
Republ i c of San Lorenzo.

We Bokononi sts believe that humanity is organized into teans, teanms that do

CGod's WIIl without ever discovering what they are doing. Such a teamis called a
_karass_ by Bokonon, and the instrunment, the _kan-kan_, that brought nme into nmy own
particul ar _karass_ was the book | never finished, the book to be called _The Day
the Wrld Ended._.

Nice, Nice, Very Nice 2

"I'f you find your life tangled up with sonmebody else's life for no very

| ogi cal reasons," wites Bokonon, "that person may be a nenber of your _karass_.
At another point in _The Books of Bokonon_ he tells us, "Man created the
checkerboard; God created the karass ." By that he nmeans that a _karass_ ignores
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national, institutional, occupational, famlial, and class boundari es.

It is as free-formas an anpeba.

In his "Fifty-third Cal ypso," Bokonon invites us to sing along with him

Oh, a sl eeping drunkard

Up in Central Park,

And a |ion-hunter

In the jungl e dark,

And a Chi nese denti st,

And a British queen--

Al fit together

In the same nmachi ne.

Ni ce, nice, very nice;

Ni ce, nice, very nice;

Ni ce, nice, very nice--

So many di fferent people

In the same device

Folly 3

Nowher e does Bokonon warn agai nst a person's trying to discover the limts

of his _karass_ and the nature of the work God Al m ghty has had it do. Bokonon
sinply observes that such investigations are bound to be inconplete.

I n the autobi ographi cal section of _The Books of Bokanon_he wites a

parable on the folly of pretending to discover, to understand:

I once knew an Episcopalian lady in Newport, Rhode |sland, who asked ne to
design and build a doghouse for her Great Dane. The lady clained to understand God
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and H s Ways of Working perfectly. She could not understand why anyone shoul d be
puzzl ed about what had been or about what was going to be.

And yet, when | showed her a blueprint of the doghouse |I proposed to build,

she said to me, "I"'msorry, but | never could read one of those things."
"Gve it to your husband or your mnister to pass on to God," | said, "and,
when God finds a minute, I'"'msure he'll explain this doghouse of mne in a way that

even you can understand.”

She fired me. | shall never forget her. She believed that God |iked people

in sailboats much better than He |iked people in notorboats. She could not bear to
| ook at a worm Wen she saw a worm she screaned.

She was a fool, and so aml, and so is anyone who thinks he sees what God is

Doi ng, [wites Bokonon].

A Tentative Tangling of Tendrils 4

Be that as it may, | intend in this book to include as many nenbers of ny

_karass_ as possible, and | nean to exam ne all strong hints as to what on Earth we,
col l ectively, have been up to.

I do not intend that this book be a tract on behalf of Bokononism | should

like to of fer a Bokononist warning about it, however. The first sentence in _The
Books of Bokonon_ is this:

"All of the true things | amabout to tell you are shanmeless lies."

My Bokononi st warning is this:

Anyone unabl e to understand how a useful religion can be founded on lies

wi Il not understand this book either

So be it.

About ny _karass_, then

It surely includes the three children of Dr. Felix Hoeni kker, one of the

so-cal l ed "Fathers" of the first atom c bonb. Dr. Hoeni kker hinself was no doubt a
menber of ny _karass_, though he was dead before ny _sinookas , the tendrils of ny
life, began to tangle with those of his children

The first of his heirs to be touched by ny sinookas was Newton Hoeni kker,

the youngest of his three children, the younger of his two sons. | |learned fromthe
publication of ny fraternity, The Delta Upsilon Quarterly , that New on Hoeni kker,
son of the Nobel Prize physicist, Felix Hoeni kker, had been pledged by ny chapter,
the Cornell Chapter
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So | wote this letter to Newt:

"Dear M. Hoenikker

"Or should | say, Dear _Brother_ Hoenikker?

"I ama Cornell DU now making ny living as a freelance witer. | am

gathering material for a book relating to the first atomic bonb. Its contents wll
be limted to events that took place on August 6, 1945, the day the bonb was dropped
on Hi roshi na.

"Since your late father is generally recognized as having been one of the

chief creators of the bonb, I would very much appreciate any anecdotes you ni ght
care to give nme of life in your father's house on the day the bonb was dropped.

"I amsorry to say that | don't know as nuch about your illustrious famly

as | should, and so don't know whether you have brothers and sisters. |If you do have
brothers and sisters, | should Iike very nuch to have their addresses so that | can
send simlar requests to them

"I realize that you were very young when the bonb was dropped, which is al

to the good. My book is going to enphasize the _hunman_ rather than the _technical _

side of the bonb, so recollections of the day through the eyes of a 'baby,' if
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you'll pardon the expression, would fit in perfectly.

"You don't have to worry about style and form Leave all that to nme. Just

give nme the bare bones of your story.

"I will, of course, submt the final version to you for your approval prior

to publication.

"Fraternally yours--"

Letter froma Pre-nmed 5

To which Newt replied:

"I amsorry to be so |l ong about answering your letter. That sounds like a

very interesting book you are doing. | was so young when the bonb was dropped that |
don't think I'mgoing to be much hel p. You should really ask ny brother and sister,
who are both older than | am M sister is Ms. Harrison C. Conners, 4918 North
Meridian Street, |ndianapolis, Indiana. That is ny home address, too, now. | think
she will be glad to hel p you. Nobody knows where my brother Frank is. He di sappeared
right after Father's funeral two years ago, and nobody has heard from hi msince. For
all we know, he may be dead now.

"I was only six years old when they dropped the atonic bonb on Hiroshinm, so
anything | renmenber about that day other people have hel ped nme to renenber.

"I remenber | was playing on the living-roomcarpet outside ny father's

study door in Ilium New York. The door was open, and | could see ny father. He was
weari ng paj amas and a bat hrobe. He was snoking a cigar. He was playing with a | oop
of string. Father was staying hone fromthe |laboratory in his pajanas all day that
day. He stayed hone whenever he wanted to.

"Fat her, as you probably know, spent practically his whole professional life
wor ki ng for the Research Laboratory of the General Forge and Foundry Conpany in
Ilium When the Manhattan Project cane al ong, the bonb project, Father woul dn't
leave Iliumto work on it. He said he wouldn't work on it at all unless they let him
wor k where he wanted to work. A lot of the tine that neant at home. The only place
he Iiked to go, outside of Ilium was our cottage on Cape Cod. Cape Cod was where he
died. He died on a Christnmas Eve. You probably know that, too.

"Anyway, | was playing on the carpet outside his study on the day of the

bonb. My sister Angela tells me | used to play with little toy trucks for hours,
maki ng notor sounds, going 'burton, burton, burton' all the tine. So | guess | was
going 'burton, burton, burton,' on the day of the bonb; and Father was in his study,
playing with a [ oop of string.

"I't so happens | know where the string he was playing with cane from Maybe

you can use it somewhere in your book. Father took the string fromaround the
manuscript of a novel that a man in prison had sent him The novel was about the end
of the world in the year 2000, and the nane of the book was _2000 A.D._ It told
about how nmad scientists nmade a terrific bonb that w ped out the whole world. There
was a big sex orgy when everybody knew that the world was going to end, and then
Jesus Christ Hinself appeared ten seconds before the bonb went off. The nane of the
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aut hor was Marvin Sharpe Hol derness, and he told Father in a covering letter that he
was in prison for killing his own brother. He sent the manuscript to Father because
he couldn't figure out what kind of explosives to put in the bonb. He thought nmaybe
Fat her coul d nake suggesti ons.

"l don't nean to tell you | read the book when | was six. W had it around

the house for years. My brother Frank nade it his personal property, on account of
the dirty parts. Frank kept it hidden in what he called his "wall safe' in his
bedroom Actually, it wasn't a safe but just an old stove flue with atin lid. Frank
and | nust have read the orgy part a thousand tines when we were kids. W had it for
years, and then ny sister Angela found it. She read it and said it was nothing but a
piece of dirty rotten filth. She burned it up, and the string with it. She was a
Page 6
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nmot her to Frank and me, because our real nother died when | was born

"My father never read the book, I'mpretty sure. | don't think he ever read

a novel or even a short story in his whole Iife, or at |east not since he was a
little boy. He didn't read his mail or mmgazi nes or newspapers, either. | suppose he
read a ot of technical journals, but to tell you the truth, | can't renenber ny

fat her readi ng anyt hing.

"As | say, all he wanted fromthat manuscript was the string. That was the

way he was. Nobody coul d predict what he was going to be interested in next. On the
day of the bonb it was string.

"Have you ever read the speech he made when he accepted the Nobel Prize?

This is the whol e speech: 'Ladies and Gentlenen. | stand before you now because
never stopped dawdling like an eight-year-old on a spring norning on his way to
school. Anything can make ne stop and | ook and wonder, and sonetines learn. | ama

very happy man. Thank you.'

"Anyway, Father |ooked at that |oop of string for a while, and then his

fingers started playing with it. His fingers nade the string figure called a 'cat's
cradle.' | don't know where Father |earned how to do that. From _his_ father, nmaybe.
Hs father was a tailor, you know, so there nust have been thread and string around
all the tinme when Father was a boy.

"Making the cat's cradle was the closest | ever saw ny father come to

pl ayi ng what anybody el se would call a gane. He had no use at all for tricks and
ganes and rul es that other people made up. In a scrapbook ny sister Angela used to
keep up, there was a clipping from Tine_ nmgazi ne where sonebody asked Fat her what
ganmes he played for relaxation, and he said, 'Wy should | bother with made-up ganes
when there are so many real ones goi ng on?

"He nust have surprised hinself when he nade a cat's cradle out of the

string, and maybe it rem nded himof his own childhood. He all of a sudden cane out
of his study and did sonething he'd never done before. He tried to play with ne. Not
only had he never played with ne before; he had hardly ever even spoken to ne.

"But he went down on his knees on the carpet next to ne, and he showed ne

his teeth, and he waved that tangle of string in ny face. 'See? See? See?' he asked.
"Cat's cradle. See the cat's cradl e? See where the nice pussycat sleeps? Meow.
Meow. '

"H's pores |looked as big as craters on the noon. His ears and nostrils were

stuffed with hair. G gar snoke nade himsnell |ike the nmouth of Hell. So close up,
my father was the ugliest thing | had ever seen. | dreamabout it all the tine.

"And then he sang. 'Rockabye catsy, in the tree top'; he sang, 'when the

wi nd blows, the cray-dull will rock. If the bough breaks, the cray-dull wll fall.

Down will come craydull, catsy and all."’
"I burst into tears. | junped up and | ran out of the house as fast as
could go

"I have to sign off here. It's after two in the norning. My roommte just

woke up and conpl ai ned about the noise fromthe typewiter."

Bug Fights 6

Newt resuned his letter the next norning. He resuned it as foll ows:

"Next norning. Here | go again, fresh as a daisy after eight hours of sleep

The fraternity house is very quiet now Everybody is in class but ne. I'ma very
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privileged character. | don't have to go to class any nore. | was flunked out | ast
week. | was a pre-med. They were right to flunk me out. | would have nade a | ousy
doct or.

"After | finish this letter, |I think I'll go to a novie. O if the sun cones

out, maybe I'Il go for a wal k through one of the gorges. Aren't the gorges
beautiful ? This year, two girls junped into one holding hands. They didn't get into
Page 7
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the sorority they wanted. They wanted Tri-Delt.

"But back to August 6, 1945. My sister Angela has told me nany tines that |

really hurt ny father that day when | wouldn't adnire the cat's cradle, when

woul dn't stay there on the carpet with ny father and listen to himsing. Maybe | did
hurt him but | don't think I could have hurt himmuch. He was one of the

best - prot ected hunman bei ngs who ever lived. People couldn't get at himbecause he
just wasn't interested in people. | renenber one tinme, about a year before he died,

| tried to get himto tell nme something about nmy nother. He couldn't renenber
anyt hi ng about her.

"Did you ever hear the fanous story about breakfast on the day Mther and

Fat her were | eaving for Sweden to accept the Nobel Prize? It was in _The Saturday
Eveni ng Post_ one tine. Mther cooked a big breakfast. And then, when she cleared
off the table, she found a quarter and a dine and three pennies by Father's coffee
cup. He'd tipped her

"After wounding ny father so terribly, if that's what | did, | ran out into

the yard. | didn't know where | was going until | found my brother Frank under a big
spiraea bush. Frank was twelve then, and | wasn't surprised to find hi munder there.
He spent a lot of tinme under there on hot days. Just like a dog, he'd nake a hol |l ow
in the cool earth all around the roots. And you never could tell what Frank woul d
have under the bush with him One tine he had a dirty book. Another tine he had a
bottl e of cooking sherry. On the day they dropped the bonb Frank had a tabl espoon
and a Mason jar. Wat he was doi ng was spooning different kinds of bugs into the jar
and meking them fight.

"The bug fight was so interesting that | stopped crying right away--forgot

all about the old man. | can't renmenber what all Frank had fighting in the jar that
day, but | can renenber other bug fights we staged |ater on: one stag beetl e agai nst
a hundred red ants, one centipede against three spiders, red ants agai nst bl ack
ants. They won't fight unless you keep shaking the jar. And that's what Frank was
doi ng, shaki ng, shaking, the jar.

"After a while Angela cane |ooking for ne. She lifted up one side of the

bush and said, 'So there you are!' She asked Frank what he thought he was doi ng, and
he said, 'Experinenting.' That's what Frank al ways used to say when people asked him
what he thought he was doing. He always said, 'Experinenting.

"Angel a was twenty-two then. She had been the real head of the fanm ly since

she was sixteen, since Mdther died, since | was born. She used to talk about how she

had three children--ne, Frank, and Father. She wasn't exaggerating, either. | can
renenber cold nornings when Frank, Father, and | would be all in aline in the front
hail, and Angel a would be bundling us up, treating us exactly the sane. Only | was
goi ng to kindergarten; Frank was going to junior high; and Father.was going to work
on the atom bonb. | renenber one norning like that when the oil burner had quit, the

pi pes were frozen, and the car wouldn't start. We all sat there in the car while
Angel a kept pushing the starter until the battery was dead. And then Father spoke
up. You know what he said? He said, '|I wonder about turtles.' 'Wat do you wonder
about turtles? Angela asked him 'Wen they pull in their heads,' he said, 'do their
spi nes buckl e or contract?

"Angel a was one of the unsung heroi nes of the atom bonb, incidentally, and

don't think the story has ever been told. Maybe you can use it. After the turtle
incident, Father got so interested in turtles that he stopped working on the atom
bomb. Some people fromthe Manhattan Project finally cane out to the house to ask
Angel a what to do. She told themto take away Father's turtles. So one night they
went into his laboratory and stole the turtles and the aquarium Father never said a
word about the disappearance of the turtles. He just cane to work the next day and

| ooked for things to play with and think about, and everything there was to play
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with and think about had sonmething to do with the bonb.

"When Angel a got ne out fromunder the bush, she asked nme what had happened

bet ween Father and nme. | just kept saying over and over again how ugly he was, how
much | hated him So she sl apped ne. 'How dare you say that about your father?' she
said. 'He's one of the greatest nen who ever lived! He won the war today! Do you
realize that? He won the war!' She sl apped ne agai n.

"I don't blame Angela for slapping ne. Father was all she had. She didn't

have any boy friends. She didn't have any friends at all. She had only one hobby.
She played the clarinet.

"I told her again how nuch | hated ny father; she slapped ne again; and then

Frank cane out fromunder the bush and punched her in the stomach. It hurt her
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sonet hing awful. She fell down and she rolled around. Wen she got her wi nd back,
she cried and she yelled for Father

"'*'He won't cone,' Frank said, and he |l aughed at her. Frank was right. Father

stuck his head out a wi ndow, and he | ooked at Angela and ne rolling on the ground,
baw i ng, and Frank standi ng over us, |aughing. The old man pulled his head indoors
agai n, and never asked |later what all the fuss had been about. People weren't his
specialty.

"WIIl that do? Is that any help to your book? O course, you've really tied

me down, asking ne to stick to the day of the bonb. There are lots of other good
anecdot es about the bonb and Father, from other days. For instance, do you know the
story about Father on the day they first tested a bonb out at Al anpgordo? After the
thing went off, after it was a sure thing that Anerica could wipe out a city with
just one bonb, a scientist turned to Father and said, 'Science has now known sin.'
And do you know what Father said? He said, 'Wat is Sin?

"Al'l the best,

"Newt on Hoeni kker"

The |l lustrious Hoeni kkers 7

Newt added these three postscripts to his letter

"P.S. | can't sign nyself 'Fraternally yours' because they won't let ne be

your brother on account of nmy grades. | was only a pledge, and now they are going to
take even that away from ne.

"P.P.S. You call our famly "illustrious,' and | think you woul d maybe be

making a mistake if you called it that in your book. | ama mdget, for
instance--four feet tall. And the | ast we heard of ny brother Frank, he was wanted
by the Florida police, the F.B. 1., and the Treasury Departnent for running stolen
cars to Cuba on war-surplus L.S. T.'s. So |'mpretty sure "illustrious' isn't quite
the word you're after. 'd anorous' is probably closer to the truth.

"P.P.P.S. Twenty-four hours later. | have reread this letter and | can see

wher e sonebody m ght get the inpression that | don't do anything but sit around and
renenber sad things and pity nyself. Actually, | ama very |lucky person and | know
it. I amabout to marry a wonderful little girl. There is love enough in this world
for everybody, if people will just |ook. | am proof of that."

Newt's Thing with Zinka 8

Newt did not tell ne who his girl friend was. But about two weeks after he

wote to me everybody in the country knew that her nane was Zi nka--plain Zinka.
Apparently she didn't have a | ast nane.

Zinka was a Ukrainian mdget, a dancer with the Borzoi Dance Conpany. As it
happened, Newt saw a performance by that conpany in Indianapolis, before he went to
Cornell. And then the conpany danced at Cornell. Wen the Cornell performance was
over, little Newt was outside the stage door with a dozen | ong-stemed Anerican
Beauty roses.

The newspapers picked up the story when little Zinka asked for politica
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asylumin the United States, and then she and little Newt disappeared.

One week after that, little Zinka presented herself at the Russian Enbassy.

She said Anericans were too naterialistic. She said she wanted to go back hone.
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Newt took shelter in his sister's house in Indianapolis. He gave one brief

statenent to the press. "It was a private matter," he said. "It was an affair of the
heart. | have no regrets. Wat happened is nobody's business but Zinka's and ny
own. "

One enterprising Arerican reporter in Mscow, naking inquiries about Zinka

among dance people there, nade the unkind di scovery that Zinka was not, as she
clained, only twenty-three years ol d.

She was forty-two--old enough to be Newt's nother.

Vi ce-president in Charge of Vol canoes 9

I loafed on nmy book about the day of the bonb.

About a year later, two days before Christnas, another story carried nme

through I'lium New York, where Dr. Felix Hoeni kker had done nost of his work; where
little Newt, Frank, and Angela had spent their formative years.

| stopped off inlliumto see what | coul d see.

There were no |ive Hoeni kkers left in Ilium but there were plenty of people

who clained to have known well the old man and his three peculiar children

| made an appointment with Dr. Asa Breed, Vice-president in charge of the

Research Laboratory of the General Forge and Foundry Conpany. | suppose Dr. Breed
was a nenber of ny karass_ , too, though he took a dislike to ne al nost inmrediately.
"Li kes and dislikes have nothing to do with it," says Bokonon--an easy

warning to forget.

"l understand you were Dr. Hoeni kker's supervisor during nost of his

professional life," | said to Dr. Breed on the tel ephone
"On paper," he said.
"I don't understand," | said.

"I'f | actually supervised Felix," he said, "then I'mready now to take

charge of vol canoces, the tides, and the mgrations of birds and | enm ngs. The man
was a force of nature no nortal could possibly control."

Secret Agent X-9 10

Dr. Breed nade an appointrment with nme for early the next norning. He would

pick me up at nmy hotel on his way to work, he said, thus sinplifying ny entry into
t he heavil y-guarded Research Laboratory.

So | had a night to kill in Ilium | was already in the beginning and end of

night life in llium the Del Prado Hotel. Its bar, the Cape Cod Room was a hangout
for whores.

As it happened--"as it was _nmeant to happen," Bokonon woul d say--the whore

next to me at the bar and the bartender serving enme had both gone to high schoo
with Franklin Hoeni kker, the bug tormentor, the middle child, the mnissing son

The whore, who said her nane was Sandra, offered nme delights unobtainable
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outside of Place Pigalle and Port Said. | said | wasn't interested, and she was

bright enough to say that she wasn't really interested either. As things turned out,
we had both overestinmated our apathies, but not by nuch.

Bef ore we took the neasure of each other's passions, however, we talked

about Frank Hoeni kker, and we tal ked about the old man, and we talked a little about
Asa Breed, and we tal ked about the General Forge and Foundry Conpany, and we tal ked
about the Pope and birth control, about Hitler and the Jews. W tal ked about

phoni es. W tal ked about truth. W tal ked about gangsters; we tal ked about busi ness.
We tal ked about the nice poor people who went to the electric chair; and we tal ked
about the rich bastards who didn't. W tal ked about religious people who had
perversions. W tal ked about a | ot of things.

We got drunk.

The bartender was very nice to Sandra. He |liked her. He respected her. He

told ne that Sandra had been chairman of the Cass Colors Commttee at |lium H gh
Every cl ass, he explained, got to pick distinctive colors for itself inits junior
year, and then it got to wear those colors with pride

"What colors did you pick?" | asked.

"Orange and bl ack."

"Those are good colors."

"l thought so."
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"Was Franklin Hoeni kker on the Cass Colors Conmittee, too?"
"He wasn't on anything," said Sandra scornfully. "He never got on any

conmittee, never played any gane, never took any girl out. | don't think he ever
even talked to a girl. W used to call him Secret Agent X-9."
"X g"

"You know -he was al ways acting |ike he was on his way between two secret
pl aces; couldn't ever talk to anybody."

"Maybe he really did_have a very rich secret life," | suggested.

"Nah. "

"Nah," sneered the bartender. "He was just one of those kids who nade nodel
ai rpl anes and jerked off all the tine."

Protein 11
"He was suppose to be our commencenent speaker," said Sandra.
"Who was?" | asked

"Dr. Hoeni kker--the old man."

"What did he say?"

"He didn't show up."

"So you didn't get a commencenent address?”

"Ch, we got one. Dr. Breed, the one you're gonna see tonorrow, he showed up

all out of breath, and he gave sonme kind of talk."

"What did he say?"

"He said he hoped a I ot of us would have careers in science," she said. She

didn't see anything funny in that. She was renenbering a | esson that had inpressed
her. She was repeating it gropingly, dutifully. "He said, the trouble with the world

was . . ." She had to stop and think
"The trouble with the world was," she continued hesitatingly, "that people
were still superstitious instead of scientific. He said if everybody woul d study

science nore, there wouldn't be all the trouble there was."

"He said science was going to discover the basic secret of |ife soneday,"

the bartender put in. He scratched his head and frowned. "Didn't | read in the paper
the other day where they'd finally found out what it was?"

"I mssed that," | rmurnured.
"l saw that," said Sandra. "About two days ago."
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"That's right," said the bartender

"What _is_ the secret of life?" | asked.

"I forget," said Sandra.

"Protein," the bartender declared. "They found out sonething about protein."

"Yeah," said Sandra, "that's it."

End of the World Delight 12

An ol der bartender cane over to join in our conversation in the Cape Cod

Room of the Del Prado. Wen he heard that | was witing a book about the day of the
bonb, he told me what the day had been Iike for him what the day had been like in
the very bar in which we sat. He had a W C Fields twang and a nose like a prize
strawberry.

"It wasn't the Cape Cod Roomthen," he said. "W didn't have all these

fuggi ng nets and seashells around. It was called the Navajo Tepee in those days. Had
I ndi an bl ankets and cow skulls on the walls. Had little tomtons on the tabl es.
Peopl e were supposed to beat on the tomtons when they wanted service. They tried to
get ne to wear a war bonnet, but | wouldn't do it. Real Navajo Indian canme in here
one day; told ne Navajos didn't live in tepees. 'That's a fugging shane,' | told
him Before that it was the Ponpeii Room wth busted plaster all over the place;
but no matter what they call the room they never change the fugging light fixtures.
Never changed the fuggi ng people who cone in or the fugging town outside, either
The day they dropped Hoeni kker's fuggi ng bonb on the Japanese a bumcanme in and
tried to scrounge a drink. He wanted ne to give hima drink on account of the world

was coning to an end. So | mxed himan 'End of the Wrld Delight.' | gave hi m about
a half-pint of crene de nenthe in a holl owed-out pineapple, wth whipped creamand a
cherry on top. 'There, you pitiful son of a bitch," | said to him 'don't ever say |
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never did anything for you.' Another guy cane in, and he said he was quitting his
job at the Research Laboratory; said anything a scientist worked on was sure to w nd
up as a weapon, one way or another. Said he didn't want to help politicians with
their fugging wars anynore. Name was Breed. | asked himif he was any relation to
the boss of the fuggi ng Research Laboratory. He said he fugging well was. Said he
was the boss of the Research Laboratory's fuggi ng son."

The Junping-of f Pl ace 13

Ah, CGod, what an ugly city Iliumi s!

"Ah, CGod," says Bokonon, "what an ugly city every city is!"

Sleet was falling through a notionl ess bl anket of snbg. It was early

morning. | was riding in the Lincoln sedan of Dr. Asa Breed. | was vaguely ill
still alittle drunk fromthe night before. Dr. Breed was driving. Tracks of a

| ong- abandoned trolley system kept catching the wheels of his car

Breed was a pink old nan, very prosperous, beautifully dressed. Hi s manner

was civilized, optinmistic, capable, serene. |, by contrast, felt bristly, diseased,
cynical. | had spent the night with Sandra.

My soul seened as foul as snoke from burning cat fur
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I thought the worst of everyone, and | knew sone pretty sordid things about
Dr. Asa Breed, things Sandra had told ne.

Sandra told ne everyone in Iliumwas sure that Dr. Breed had been in | ove
with Felix Hoeni kker's wife. She told nme that nost people thought Breed was the
father of all three Hoeni kker children

"Do you know Iliumat all?" Dr. Breed suddenly asked ne.

"This is nmy first visit."

"It's a famly town."

"Sir?"

"There isn't much in the way of night life. Everybody's life pretty nuch
centers around his famly and his home."

"That sounds very whol esone. "

"It is. W have very little juvenile delinquency."

" CGood. "

"I'l'iumhas a very interesting history, you know. "

"That's very interesting."

"It used to be the junping-off place, you know. "

"Sir?"

"For the Western mgration."”

"oh. "

"People used to get outfitted here."

"That's very interesting."

"Just about where the Research Laboratory is now was the old stockade. That
was where they held the public hangings, too, for the whole county."

"l don't suppose crinme paid any better then than it does now "

"There was one man they hanged here in 1782 who had nurdered twenty-six
people. |'ve often thought sonebody ought to do a book about him sonetinme. George
M nor Moakely. He sang a song on the scaffold. He sang a song he'd conposed for the
occasion. "

"What was the song about ?"

"You can find the words over at the Historical Society, if you're really
interested. "

"l just wondered about the general tone."

"He wasn't sorry about anything."

"Some people are like that."

"Think of it!" said Dr. Breed. "Twenty-six people he had on his conscience!"
"The mind reels,” | said.

When Aut onmobi | es Had Cut-gl ass Vases 14

My sick head wobbl ed on ny stiff neck. The trolley tracks had caught the
wheel s of Dr. Breed' s gl ossy Lincoln again.

| asked Dr. Breed how nmany people were trying to reach the General Forge and
Foundry Conpany by eight o'clock, and he told nme thirty thousand.
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Pol i cemen in yell ow rai ncapes were at every intersection, contradicting with

their white-gloved hands what the stop-and-go signs said.

The stop-and-go signs, garish ghosts in the sleet, went through their

irrelevant tonfoolery again and again, telling the glacier of autonpbiles what to
do. Green neant go. Red neant stop. Orange neant change and caution

Dr. Breed told ne that Dr. Hoeni kker, as a very young man, had sinply

abandoned his car in Iliumtraffic one norning.

"The police, trying to find out what was holding up traffic," he said,

"found Felix's car in the mddle of everything, its notor running, a cigar burning
in the ash tray, fresh flowers in the vases . "

"Vases?"
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"I't was a Marnon, about the size of a switch engine. It had little cut-glass

vases on the doorposts, and Felix's wife used to put fresh flowers in the vases
every norning. And there that car was in the mddle of traffic."

"Like the Marie Celeste ," | suggested.

"The Police Departnent hauled it away. They knew whose car it was, and they
called up Felix, and they told himvery politely where his car could be picked up
Felix told themthey could keep it, that he didn't want it any nore."

"Did they?"

"No. They called up his wife, and she cane and got the Marnon."

"What was her nane, by the way?"

"Emly." Dr. Breed licked his lips, and he got a faraway | ook, and he said

the nanme of the woman, of the woman so |ong dead, again. "Emly."

"Do you think anybody would object if | used the story about the Marnon in

my book?" | asked.

"As long as you don't use the end of it."

"The _end_ of it?"

"Em |y wasn't used to driving the Marnon. She got into a bad weck on the

way honme. It did sonmething to her pelvis . . ." The traffic wasn't noving just then
Dr. Breed closed his eyes and tightened his hands on the steering wheel

"And that was why she died when little Newt was born."

Merry Christmas 15

The Research Laboratory of the General Forge and Foundry Conpany was near

the main gate of the conmpany's Iliumworks, about a city block fromthe executive
parking | ot where Dr. Breed put his car

| asked Dr. Breed how nmany people worked for the Research Laboratory. "Seven
hundred, " he said, "but |less than a hundred are actually doing research. The other
six hundred are all housekeepers in one way or another, and | amthe chiefest
housekeeper of all."

When we joined the mainstream of mankind in the conpany street, a wonan

behind us wished Dr. Breed a nerry Christnas. Dr. Breed turned to peer benignly into
the sea of pale pies, and identified the greeter as one M ss Francine Pefko. M ss
Pef ko was twenty, vacantly pretty, and healthy--a dull normal.

In honor of the dulcitude of Christmastine, Dr. Breed invited Mss Pefko to

join us. He introduced her as the secretary of Dr. N lsak Horvath. He then told ne
who Horvath was. "The fanpbus surface chenmist," he said, "the one who's doing such
wonderful things with filns."

"What's new in surface chem stry?" | asked Mss Pefko. "God," she said,

"don't ask ne. | just type what he tells me to type." And then she apol ogi zed for
havi ng said "God."

"Ch, | think you understand nore than you let on," said Dr. Breed

"Not ne." Mss Pefko wasn't used to chatting with sonmeone as inportant as

Dr. Breed and she was enbarrassed. Her gait was affected, becoming stiff and

chi ckenlike. Her smile was gl assy, and she was ransacking her mnd for sonmething to
say, finding nothing in it but used Kl eenex and costune jewelry.

"Well . . . ," runbled Dr. Breed expansively, "how do you |ike us, now that

you' ve been with us--how |l ong? Al nost a year?"

"You scientists _think_ too much," blurted Mss Pefko. She | aughed
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idiotically. Dr. Breed's friendliness had bl own every fuse in her nervous system
She was no | onger responsible. "You _all_ think too much."

A wi nded, defeated-looking fat woman in filthy coveralls trudged beside us,
heari ng what M ss Pefko said. She turned to exanine Dr. Breed, |ooking at himwth
hel pl ess reproach. She hated peopl e who thought too nuch. At that noment, she struck
me as an appropriate representative for alnost all nankind.
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The fat woman's expression inplied that she would go crazy on the spot if

anybody did any nore thinking.

"I think you'll find," said Dr. Breed, "that everybody does about the sane

anmount of thinking. Scientists sinply think about things in one way, and other
peopl e think about things in others."

"Ech," gurgled Mss Pefko enptily. "I take dictation fromDr. Horvath and

it's just like a foreign language. | don't think |I'd understand--even if | was to go
to college. And here he's maybe tal ki ng about something that's going to turn
everyt hi ng upsi de-down and inside-out |ike the atom bonb.

"When | used to cone home from school Mther used to ask me what happened

that day, and 1'd tell her," said Mss Pefko. "Now | cone hone fromwork and she
asks me the sane question, and all | can say is--" Mss Pefko shook her head and | et
her crimson lips flap slackly-- "I dunno, | dunno, | dunno."

"If there's sonething you don't understand," urged Dr. Breed, "ask Dr.

Horvath to explain it. He's very good at explaining." He turned to nme. "Dr.

Hoeni kker used to say that any scientist who couldn't explain to an ei ght-year-old
what he was doi ng was a charlatan.”

"Then |I' m dunber than an eight-year-old," Mss Pefko nourned. "I don't even

know what a charlatan is."

Back to Kindergarten 16

We clinbed the four granite steps before the Research Laboratory. The

building itself was of unadorned brick and rose six stories. W passed between two
heavil y-arnmed guards at the entrance.

M ss Pefko showed the guard on the left the pink _confidential badge at the

tip of her left breast.

Dr. Breed showed the guard on the right the black _top-secret_ badge on his

soft lapel. Cerenoniously, Dr. Breed put his armaround ne w thout actually touching
me, indicating to the guards that | was under his august protection and control

| smiled at one of the guards. He did not smile back. There was not hing

funny about national security, nothing at all

Dr. Breed, Mss Pefko, and | noved thoughtfully through the Laboratory's

grand foyer to the el evators.

"Ask Dr. Horvath to explain sonething sonetinme," said Dr. Breed to Mss

Pefko. "See if you don't get a nice, clear answer."

"He'd have to start back in the first grade--or naybe even kindergarten,"

she said. "I nissed a lot."

"W all_ missed alot," Dr. Breed agreed. "We'd _all_do well to start over

again, preferably with kindergarten."

We wat ched the Laboratory's receptionist turn on the many educati ona

exhibits that lined the foyer's walls. The receptionist was a tall, thin girl--icy,
pale. At her crisp touch, lights tw nkled, wheels turned, flasks bubbled, bells
rang.

"Magi c," declared M ss Pefko.

"I"'msorry to hear a nenber of the Laboratory fam ly using that brackish,
medi eval word," said Dr. Breed. "Every one of those exhibits explains itself.
They' re designed so as not_ to be nystifying. They're the very antithesis of
magi c. "

"The very what of nagic?"

"The exact opposite of nmagic."

"You couldn't prove it by ne."

Dr. Breed |ooked just a little peeved. "Well," he said, "we don't want_to
mystify. At |east give us credit for that."
Page 15
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The Grl Pool 17

Dr. Breed's secretary was standing on her desk in his outer office tying an
accordion-pleated Christmas bell to the ceiling fixture.

"Look here, Naom ," cried Dr. Breed, "we've gone six nonths without a fata
accident! Don't you spoil it by falling off the desk!"

M ss Naom Faust was a nerry, desiccated old | ady. | suppose she had served
Dr. Breed for alnost all his life, and her life, too. She laughed. "I'm
i ndestructible. And, even if | did fall, Christmas angels would catch ne."

"They' ve been known to m ss."
Two paper tendrils, also accordion-pleated, hung down fromthe cl apper of

the bell. Mss Faust pulled one. It unfolded stickily and becane a | ong banner with
a nmessage witten on it. "Here," said Mss Faust, handing the free end to Dr. Breed,
"pull it the rest of the way and tack the end to the bulletin board."

Dr. Breed obeyed, stepping back to read the banner's nessage. "Peace on
Earth!" he read out |oud heartily.

M ss Faust stepped down from her desk with the other tendril, unfolding it.
"CGood WIIl Toward Men!" the other tendril said.

"By golly," chuckled Dr. Breed, "they've dehydrated Christmas! The pl ace

| ooks festive, very festive."

"And | renenbered the chocol ate bars for the Grl Pool, too,
"Aren't you proud of me?"

Dr. Breed touched his forehead, dismayed by his forgetful ness. "Thank God

for that! It slipped ny mnd."

"We nustn't ever forget that," said Mss Faust. "It's tradition now-Dr.

Breed and his chocol ate bars for the Grl Pool at Christmas." She explained to ne
that the Grl Pool was the typing bureau in the Laboratory's basenent. "The girls
bel ong to anybody with access to a dictaphone.”

Al'l year long, she said, the girls of the Grl Pool listened to the facel ess

voi ces of scientists on dictaphone records-- records brought in by mail girls. Once
a year the girls left their cloister of cenent block to go a-caroling--to get their
chocol ate bars fromDr. Asa Breed

"They serve science, too," Dr. Breed testified, "even though they nay not

understand a word of it. God bless them every one!"

The Most Val uabl e Commodity on Earth 18

When we got into Dr. Breed's inner office, | attenpted to put ny thoughts in

order for a sensible interview | found that ny nental health had not inproved. And,
when | started to ask Dr. Breed questions about the day of the bonb, | found that
the public-relations centers of ny brain had been suffocated by booze and burning
cat fur. Every question | asked inplied that the creators of the atonmic bonb had
been crimnal accessories to nurder nost foul

Dr. Breed was astoni shed, and then he got very sore. He drew back from ne

she sai d.

and he grunbled, "I gather you don't like scientists very nuch."
"I wouldn't say that, sir."
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"Al'l your questions seemained at getting nme to admit that scientists are

heart| ess, consciencel ess, narrow boobies, indifferent to the fate of the rest of
the human race, or naybe not really nenbers of the hunan race at all."

"That's putting it pretty strong."

"No stronger that what you're going to put in your book, apparently.

t hought that what you were after was a fair, objective biography of Felix

Hoeni kker--certainly as significant a task as a young witer could assign hinself in
this day and age. But no, you cone here with preconceived notions, about nad
scientists. Were did you ever get such ideas? Fromthe funny papers?"

"From Dr. Hoeni kker's son, to name one source."

"Whi ch son?"

"Newton," | said. | had little Newt's letter with ne, and | showed it to

him "How small is Newt, by the way?"

"No bigger than an unbrella stand," said Dr. Breed, reading Newt's letter
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and frowni ng.

"The other two children are nornmal ?"

"OfF course! | hate to disappoint you, but scientists have children just |ike
anybody el se's children.”

| did ny best to calmdown Dr. Breed, to convince himthat | was really
interested in an accurate portrait of Dr. Hoenikker. "l1've cone here with no other
pur pose than to set down exactly what you tell me about Dr. Hoeni kker. Newt's letter
was just a beginning, and I'Il balance off against it whatever you can tell ne."
"I'"'msick of people nisunderstanding what a scientist is, what a scientist

does. "

"I''"ll do ny best to clear up the m sunderstanding."

"In this country nobst people don't even understand what pure research is."

"I'd appreciate it if you'd tell ne what it is."

"I't isn't looking for a better cigarette filter or a softer face tissue or a

| onger -l asting house paint, God help us. Everybody tal ks about research and
practically nobody in this country's doing it. We're one of the few conpanies that
actually hires men to do pure research. \Wen nost other conpanies brag about their
research, they're tal king about industrial hack technicians who wear white coats,
wor k out of cookbooks, and dream up an inproved w ndshield wi per for next year's
O dsmobi l e. ™

"But here . . . ?"

"Here, and shockingly few other places in this country, nen are paid to

i ncrease know edge, to work toward no end but that."

"That's very generous of General Forge and Foundry Conpany."

"Not hi ng generous about it. New knowl edge is the nost val uable comobdity on

earth. The nore truth we have to work with, the richer we becone."

Had | been a Bokononi st then, that statenent would have nade me how .

No More Mud 19

"Do you nean," | said to Dr. Breed, "that nobody in this Laboratory is ever

told what to work on? Nobody even _suggests_ what they work on?"

"Peopl e suggest things all the time, but it isn't in the nature of a
pure-research man to pay any attention to suggestions. Hs head is full of projects
of his own, and that's the way we want it."

"Di d anybody ever try to suggest projects to Dr. Hoenikker?"

"Certainly. Admrals and generals in particular. They | ooked upon himas a

sort of magician who could make Anerica invincible with a wave of his wand. They

brought all kinds of crackpot schemes up here--still do. The only thing wong with
the schenes is that, given our present state of know edge, the schenmes won't work.
Scientists on the order of Dr. Hoeni kker are supposed to fill the little gaps. |
Page 17
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remenber, shortly before Felix died, there was a Mari ne general who was houndi ng hi m
to do sonething about nud."

"Mud?"

"The Marines, after alnpst two-hundred years of wallowing in nud, were sick

of it," said Dr. Breed. "The general, as their spokesnan, felt that one of the
aspects of progress should be that Marines no longer had to fight in nud."

"What did the general have in nind?"

"The absence of nud. No nore nud."

"l suppose," | theorized, "it mght be possible with nmountains of sonme sort

of chemi cal, or tons of sone sort of nachinery . "

"What the general had in mind was a little pill or a little machi ne. Not

only were the Marines sick of nud, they were sick of carrying cunbersone objects.
They wanted sonething little to carry for a change."

"What did Dr. Hoeni kker say?"

"I'n his playful way, and _all_ his ways were playful, Felix suggested that

there might be a single grain of sonething-- even a microscopic grain--that could
make infinite expanses of muck, marsh, swanp, creeks, pools, quicksand, and nmire as
solid as this desk."

Dr. Breed banged his speckled old fist on the desk. The desk was a

ki dney-shaped, sea green steel affair. "One Marine could carry nore than enough of
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the stuff to free an arnored division bogged down in the everglades. According to
Felix, one Marine could carry enough of the stuff to do that under the nail of his
little finger."

"That's inpossible.”

"You woul d say so, | would say so--practically everybody would say so. To

Felix, in his playful way, it was entirely possible. The mracle of Felix--and
sincerely hope you'll put this in your book somewhere--was that he al ways approached
ol d puzzles as though they were brand new "

"I feel like Francine Pefko now," | said, "and all the girls in the Grl

Pool, too. Dr. Hoeni kker coul d never have expl ained to ne how sonething that could
be carried under a fingernail could nake a swanp as solid as your desk."

"I told you what a good explainer Felix was . "

"Even so . "

"He was able to explain it to ne," said Dr. Breed, "and I"'msure | can

explain it to you. The puzzle is how to get Marines out of the nud--right?"
"Right."

"All right," said Dr. Breed, "listen carefully. Here we go."
I ce-ni ne 20
"There are several ways," Dr. Breed said to ne, "in which certain |iquids

can crystallize--can freeze--several ways in which their atons can stack and lock in
an orderly, rigid way."

That old nan with spotted hands invited ne to think of the several ways in

whi ch cannonbal | s mi ght be stacked on a courthouse | awn, of the several ways in

whi ch oranges m ght be packed into a crate.

"So it is with atons in crystals, too; and two different crystals of the

same substance can have quite different physical properties.”

He told nme about a factory that had been growi ng big crystals of ethylene

diamine tartrate. The crystals were useful in certain manufacturing operations, he
sai d. But one day the factory discovered that the crystals it was growi ng no | onger
had the properties desired. The atons had begun to stack and | ock--to freeze--in
different fashion. The liquid that was crystallizing hadn't changed, but the
crystals it was formng were, as far as industrial applications went, pure junk

How this had cone about was a nystery. The theoretical villain, however, was
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what Dr. Breed called "a seed.” He nmeant by that a tiny grain of the undesired
crystal pattern. The seed, which had cone from God-onl y-knows-where, taught the
atons the novel way in which to stack and lock, to crystallize, to freeze.

"Now t hi nk about cannonballs on a courthouse | awm or about oranges in a

crate again," he suggested. And he helped ne to see that the pattern of the bottom

| ayers of cannonballs or of oranges determ ned how each subsequent |ayer woul d stack
and | ock. "The bottom | ayer is the seed of how every cannonball or every orange that
conmes after is going to behave, even to an infinite nunber of cannonballs or
oranges. "

"Now suppose,"” chortled Dr. Breed, enjoying hinself, "that there were many

possi ble .ways in which water could crystallize, could freeze. Suppose that the sort

of ice we skate upon and put into highballs--what we mght call _ice-one --is only
one of several types of ice. Suppose water always froze as _ice-one_ on Earth
because it had never had a seed to teach it howto form ice-two_, _ice-three_,
_ice-four_ . . . ? And suppose," he rapped on his desk with his old hand agai n,
"that there were one form which we will call _ice-nine --a crystal as hard as this
desk--with a nelting point of, let us say, one-hundred degrees Fahrenheit, or,
better still, a nelting point of one-hundred-and-thirty degrees."

"Al right, I'mstill with you," | said.

Dr. Breed was interrupted by whispers in his outer office, whispers |oud and
portentous. They were the sounds of the Grl Pool

The girls were preparing to sing in the outer office.

And they did sing, as Dr. Breed and | appeared in the doorway. Each of about

a hundred girls had made herself into a choirgirl by putting on a collar of white
bond paper, secured by a paper clip. They sang beautifully.
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I was surprised and mawki shly heartbroken. | am al ways noved by that
sel domused treasure, the sweetness with which nost girls can sing.
The girls sang "O Little Town of Bethlehem" |I amnot likely to forget very

soon their interpretation of the I|ine:

"The hopes and fears of all the years are here with us tonight."

The Marines March On 21

When old Dr. Breed, with the help of Mss Faust, had passed out the

Christmas chocolate bars to the girls, we returned to his office.

There, he said to ne, "Were were we? Ch yes!" And that old man asked nme to

think of United States Marines in a Godforsaken swanp.

"Their trucks and tanks and howi tzers are wall owi ng," he conpl ai ned,

"sinking in stinking masma and ooze."

He raised a finger and wi nked at nme. "But suppose, young nan, that one

Mari ne had with hima tiny capsule containing a seed of _ice-nine_, a new way for
the atons of water to stack and lock, to freeze. If that Marine threw that seed into
the nearest puddle . "

"The puddl e woul d freeze?" | guessed.

"And all the rmuck around the puddl e?"

"I't would freeze?"

"And all the puddles in the frozen nuck?"

"They woul d freeze?"

"And the pools and the streans in the frozen nuck?"

"They woul d freeze?"

"You _bet_ they would!" he cried. "And the United States Marines would rise
fromthe swanp and narch on!"
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Menber of the Yellow Press 22

"There _is_ such stuff?" | asked.

"No, no, no, no," said Dr. Breed, losing patience with nme again. "I only

told you all this in order to give you sone insight into the extraordi nary novelty
of the ways in which Felix was likely to approach an old problem Wat |'ve just
told you is what he told the Marine general who was houndi ng hi m about nud.

"Felix ate alone here in the cafeteria every day. It was a rule that no one

was to sit with him to interrupt his chain of thought. But the Marine genera
barged in, pulled up a chair, and started tal king about nmud. What |'ve told you was
Felix's offhand reply."

"There--there really _isn't_ such a thing?"

"I just told you there wasn't!" cried Dr. Breed hotly. "Felix died shortly

after that! And, if you'd been listening to what |'ve been trying to tell you about
pure research nmen, you woul dn't ask such a question! Pure research nen work on what
fascinates them not on what fascinates other people."

"l keep thinking about that swanp . "

"You can _stop_ thinking about it! |I've made the only point | wanted to make

with the swanp."

"If the streans flowi ng through the swanp froze as _ice-nine_, what about

the rivers and | akes the streans fed?"

"They' d freeze. But there is no such thing as _ice-nine_.
"And the oceans the frozen rivers fed?"

"They' d freeze, of course," he snapped. "I suppose you're going to rush to

mar ket with a sensational story about _ice-nine_ now | tell you again, it does not
exist!"

"And the springs feeding the frozen | akes and streans, and all the water

under ground feedi ng the springs?"

"They'd freeze, damm it!" he cried. "But if | had known that you were a

menber of the yellow press,” he said grandly, rising to his feet, "I wouldn't have
wasted a mnute with you!"

"And the rain?"

"When it fell, it would freeze into hard little hobnails of _ice-nine_--and

that would be the end of the world! And the end of the interview too! Good-bye!"
The Last Batch of Brownies 23
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Dr. Breed was nistaken about at | east one thing: there was such a thing as
_ice-nine_.

And _ice-nine_ was on earth.

_lce-nine_ was the last gift Felix Hoeni kker created for mankind before

going to his just reward

He did it without anyone's realizing what he was doing. He did it wthout

| eavi ng records of what he'd done.

True, el aborate apparatus was necessary in the act of creation, but it

al ready existed in the Research Laboratory. Dr. Hoeni kker had only to go calling on
Laborat ory nei ghbors--borrowing this and that, naking a w nsonme nei ghbor hood

nui sance of hinmself--until, so to speak, he had baked his |ast batch of brownies.
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He had made a chip of _ice-nine_. It was blue-white. It had a nelting point

of one-hundred-fourteen-point-four-degrees Fahrenheit.

Fel i x Hoeni kker had put the chipin alittle bottle; and he put the bottle

in his jacket. And he had gone to his cottage on Cape Cod with his three children,
there intending to celebrate Christnas.

Angel a had been thirty-four. Frank had been twenty-four. Little Newt had

been ei ght een.

The old man had died on Christnmas Eve, having told only his children about
_ice-nine_.

His children had divided the _ice-nine_ anong thensel ves.

VWhat a Wanpeter Is 24

Wi ch brings ne to the Bokononi st concept of a _wanpeter .

A wanpeter_ is the pivot of a karass . No _karass_is without a

_wanpeter , Bokonon tells us, just as no wheel is wthout a hub

Anything can be a wanpeter : a tree, a rock, an animal, an idea, a book, a

mel ody, the Holy Grail. Whatever it is, the nenbers of its _karass_ revolve about it
in the najestic chaos of a spiral nebula. The orbits of the nmenbers of a _karass_
about their comon _wanpeter are spiritual orbits, naturally. It is souls and not
bodi es that revol ve. As Bokonon invites us to sing:

Around and around and around we spin,

Wth feet of |ead and wi ngs of tin.

And wanpeters_ cone and _wanpeters_ go, Bokonon tells us.

At any given tinme a _karass_ actually has two wanpeters --one waxing in

i mportance, one wani ng.

And | amalnbst certain that while | was talking to Dr. Breed in Ilium the
_wanpeter _ of nmy _karass_ that was just conmng into bl oomwas that crystalline form
of water, that blue-white gem that seed of doomcalled _ice-nine_.

Wiile | was talking to Dr. Breed in Ilium Angela, Franklin, and New on

Hoeni kker had in their possession seeds of _ice-nine_, seeds grow fromtheir
father's seed-- chips, in a manner of speaking, off the old bl ock

What was to becone of those three chips was, | am convinced, a principa

concern of ny _karass_.

The Main Thing About Dr. Hoeni kker 25

So nmuch, for now, for the wanpeter_ of ny _karass_ .

After ny unpleasant interviewwith Dr. Breed in the Research Laboratory of

the General Forge and Foundry Conpany, | was put into the hands of M ss Faust. Her

orders were to show me to the door. | prevail ed upon her, however, to show ne the
| aboratory of the Iate Dr Hoeni kker first.
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En route, | asked her how well she had known Dr. Hoeni kker. She gave ne a

frank and interesting reply, and a piquant smle to go with it.

"I don't think he was knowabl e. | nmean, when nost peopie tal k about know ng

sonebody a lot or alittle, they're tal king about secrets they've been told or
haven't been told. They're tal king about intimate things, famly things, |ove
things," that nice old lady said to nme. "Dr. Hoeni kker had all those things in his
life, the way every living person has to, but they weren't the main things with
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him ™"

"What were_ the nmain things?" | asked her

"Dr. Breed keeps telling me the main thing with Dr. Hoeni kker was truth."
"You don't seemto agree."

"l don't know whether | agree or not. | just have troubl e understandi ng how
truth, all by itself, could be enough for a person."

M ss Faust was ripe for Bokononi sm

What God Is 26

"Did you ever talk to Dr. Hoeni kker?" | asked M ss Faust.

"Ch, certainly. | talked to hima lot."

"Do any conversations stick in your mind?"

"There was one where he bet | couldn't tell himanything that was absolutely
true. So | said to him "God is love.""

"And what did he say?"

"He said, 'Wat is God? What is |ove?'"

"“Um "

"But God really _is_ love, you know," said Mss Faust, "no matter what Dr.
Hoeni kker said."

Men from Mars 27

The roomthat had been the | aboratory of Dr. Felix Hoeni kker was on the
sixth floor, the top floor of the building.

A purple cord had been stretched across the doorway, and a brass plate on
the wall expl ai ned why the room was sacred:

IN THS ROOM DR. FELI X HOENI KKER, NOBEL LAUREATE | N PHYSI CS,

SPENT THE LAST TWENTY- El GHT YEARS OF HI S LI FE.

"WHERE HE WAS, THERE WAS THE FRONTI ER OF KNOWL.EDGE. "

THE | MPORTANCE OF THIS ONE MAN I N THE

H STORY OF MANKI ND IS | NCALCULABLE.

M ss Faust offered to unshackle the purple cord for ne so that | night go
inside and traffic nore intinmately with whatever ghosts there were.

| accept ed.
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"It's just as he left it," she said, "except that there were rubber bands
all over one counter."

"Rubber bands?"

"Don't ask me what for. Don't ask ne what any of all this is for."

The old man had left the |aboratory a ness. Wat engaged my attention at
once was the quantity of cheap toys lying around. There was a paper kite with a
broken spine. There was a toy gyroscope, wound with string, ready to whirr and
bal ance itself. There was a top. There was a bubble pipe. There was a fish bow with
a castle and two turtles init.

"He | oved ten-cent stores," said Mss Faust.

"I can see he did."

"Some of his nost fampus experinments were perforned with equi pnment that cost
|l ess than a dollar."

"A penny saved is a penny earned."

There were nunerous pieces of conventional |aboratory equi pnent, too, of
course, but they seenmed drab accessories to the cheap, gay toys.

Dr. Hoeni kker's desk was piled with correspondence.

"I don't think he ever answered a letter," nused Mss Faust. "People had to
get himon the tel ephone or cone to see himif they wanted an answer."
There was a framed photograph on his desk. Its back was toward ne and
ventured a guess as to whose picture it was. "H s wfe?"

"No. "
"One of his children?"

"No. "

"Hi nsel f?"

"No. "

So | took a look. | found that the picture was of an hunble little war

menorial in front of a small-town courthouse. Part of the nenorial was a sign that
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gave the nanes of those villagers who had died in various wars, and | thought that
the sign nmust be the reason for the photograph. | could read the nanes, and | half
expected to find the nanme Hoeni kker anong them It wasn't there.

"That was one of his hobbies," said Mss Faust.

"What was?"

" Phot ogr aphi ng how cannonbal | s are stacked on different courthouse | awns.
Apparently how they've got them stacked in that picture is very unusual."

"l see."

"He was an unusual man."

"l agree."

"Maybe in a mllion years everybody will be as snart as he was and see

things the way he did. But, conpared with the average person of today, he was as
different as a man from Mars."

"Maybe he really was_a Martian," | suggested.

"That would certainly go a |long way toward expl aining his three strange

kids."

Mayonnai se 28

Wiile Mss Faust and | waited for an elevator to take us to the first floor,

M ss Faust said she hoped the elevator that came would not be nunber five. Before |
could ask her why this was a reasonable wi sh, nunber five arrived.

Its operator was a small anci ent Negro whose nane was Lynman Enders Know es.

Knowl es was insane, |'mal nbst sure--offensively so, in that he grabbed his own
behind and cried, "Yes, yes!" whenever he felt that he'd nade a point.

"Hell o, fellow anthropoids and lily pads and paddl ewheels,"” he said to Mss
Faust and ne. "Yes, yes!"
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"First floor, please," said Mss Faust coldly.

Al'l Know es had to do to close the door and get us to the first floor was to

press a button, but he wasn't going to do that yet. He wasn't going to do it, maybe,
for years.

"Man told ne," he said, "that these here elevators was Mayan architecture. |

never knew that till today. And | says to him 'Wat's that nmake ne--mayonnai se?"
Yes, yes! And while he was thinking that over, | hit himwth a question that

strai ghtened himup and nmade himthink twi ce as hard! Yes, yes!"

"Coul d we please go down, M. Know es?" begged M ss Faust.

"] said to him" said Knowes, "'This here's a _re -search | aboratory.

_Re_-search nmeans _| ook again_, don't it? Means they're |ooking for sonething they
found once and it got away sonehow, and now they got to re -search for it? How cone
they got to build a building like this, with nayonnai se elevators and all, and fill
it with all these crazy people? Wiat is it they're trying to find agai n? Wio | ost
what ?' Yes, yes!"

"That's very interesting," sighed Mss Faust. "Now, could we go down?"

"Only way we _can_ go is down," barked Know es. "This here's the top. You

ask ne to go up and wouldn't be a thing I could do for you. Yes, yes!"

"So let's go down," said Mss Faust.

"Very soon now. This gentleman here been paying his respects to Dr.

Hoeni kker ?"

"Yes," | said. "Did you know hi nf"

" Intimately ," he said. "You know what | said when he died?"
"No. "

"l said, 'Dr. Hoenikker--he ain't dead.'"

"d]?"

"Just entered a new di nension. Yes, yes!" He punched a button, and down we
went .

"Did you know t he Hoeni kker children?" | asked him

"Babies full of rabies," he said. "Yes, yes!"

Gone, but Not Forgotten 29

There was one nore thing | wanted to do in Ilium | wanted to get a

phot ograph of the old man's tonb. So | went back to ny room found Sandra gone,
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pi cked up ny canera, hired a cab

Sleet was still coming down, acid and gray. | thought the old man's
tonbstone in all that sleet might photograph pretty well, mght even nmake a good
picture for the jacket of The Day the Wrld Ended .

The custodian at the cenetery gate told ne how to find the Hoeni kker buri al
plot. "Can't miss it," he said. "It's got the biggest nmarker in the place."
He did not lie. The nmarker was an al abaster phallus twenty feet high and
three feet thick. It was plastered with sleet.

"By God," | exclainmed, getting out of the cab with nmy canera, "how s that
for a suitable nmenorial to a father of the atom bonb?" | | aughed.

| asked the driver if he'd nmind standing by the nonunent in order to give
sonme idea of scale. And then | asked himto w pe away sone of the sleet so the nane
of the deceased woul d show.

He did so.

And there on the shaft in letters six inches high, so help ne God, was the
wor d:

MOTHER
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Only Sl eeping 30

" Mot her?" asked the driver, incredul ously.

I wi ped away nore sl eet and uncovered this poem

Mot her, Mdther, how | pray

For you to guard us every day.

- - Angel a Hoeni kker

And under this poemwas yet another;

You are not dead,

But only sl eeping.

W should snile

And stop our weepi ng.

--Frankl i n Hoeni kker

And underneath this, inset in the shaft, was a square of cenent bearing the
inmprint of an infant's hand. Beneath the inprint were the words:

Baby Newt .

"If that's Mdther," said the driver, "what in hell could they have raised
over Father?" He nade an obscene suggestion as to what the appropriate marker nmnight
be.

We found Father close by. His menorial--as specified in his will, | later

di scovered--was a marble cube forty centinmeters on each side

"FATHER, " it said.

Anot her Breed 31

As we were |eaving the cenetery the driver of the cab worried about the
condition of his own nother's grave. He asked if |I would nmind taking a short detour
to look at it.

It was a pathetic little stone that nmarked his nother-- not that it

mat t er ed.

And the driver asked ne if | would nmind another brief detour, this tine to a
tonbst one sal esroom across the street fromthe cenetery.

I wasn't a Bokononist then, so | agreed with sone peevi shness. As a
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Bokononi st, of course, | would have agreed gaily to go anywhere anyone suggested. As

Bokonon says: "Peculiar travel suggestions are dancing | essons from God."

The nane of the tonbstone establishnent was Avram Breed and Sons. As the

driver talked to the sal esman | wandered anong the nonumnents--bl ank nmonunents,
monunents in menory of nothing so far

I found a little institutional joke in the showoom over a stone angel hung

m stl etoe. Cedar boughs were heaped on her pedestal, and around her marbl e throat
was a necklace of Christnmas tree | anps.

"How rmuch for her?" | asked the sal esnan.

"Not for sale. She's a hundred years old. My greatgrandfather, Avram Breed,
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carved her."

"This business is that ol d?"

"That's right."

"And you're a Breed?"

"The fourth generation in this |location.”

"Any relation to Dr. Asa Breed, the director of the Research Laboratory?"
"H's brother." He said his nanme was Marvin Breed

"It's a small world," | observed.
"When you put it in a cenetery, it is.
a smart and sentinental nman.

Dynam te Money 32

Marvin Breed was a sl eek and vul gar,

"I just canme fromyour brother's office. I'ma witer. | was interview ng
hi m about Dr. Hoenikker," | said to Marvin Breed.
"There was one queer son of a bitch. Not my brother; | nmean Hoeni kker."

"Did you sell himthat nonunent for his wfe?"

"I sold his kids that. He didn't have anything to do with it. He never got

around to putting any kind of marker on her grave. And then, after she'd been dead
for a year or nore, Hoenikker's three kids cane in here--the big tall girl, the boy,
and the little baby. They wanted t he bi ggest stone noney could buy, and the two

ol der ones had poens they'd witten. They wanted the poens on the stone.

"You can | augh at that stone, if you want to," said Marvin Breed, "but those

ki ds got nore consol ation out of that than anything el se noney coul d have bought.
They used to conme and look at it and put flowers on it |-don't-know how nany-tinmes a
year."

"I't nmust have cost a lot."

"Nobel Prize noney bought it. Two things that noney bought: a cottage on

Cape Cod and that nonunent.”

"Dynamte noney," | marvel ed, thinking of the violence of dynamte and the
absol ute repose of a tonbstone and a sumer hone.

"What ?"

"Nobel invented dynamte."

"Well, | guess it takes all kinds . . ."

Had | been a Bokononi st then, pondering the mraculously intricate chain of
events that had brought dynamte noney to that particul ar tonbstone conpany, | m ght
have whi spered, "Busy, busy, busy."

_Busy, busy, busy , is what we Bokononi sts whi sper whenever we think of how
conplicated and unpredictable the machinery of life really is.

But all | could say as a Christian then was, "Life is sure funny sonetines."
"And sometimes it isn't," said Marvin Breed
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An Ungrateful Man 33

| asked Marvin Breed if he'd known Em |y Hoeni kker, the wife of Felix; the

nmot her of Angela, Frank, and Newt; the wonman under that nonstrous shaft.

"Know her?" His voice turned tragic. "Did | _know_ her, mster? Sure, | knew

her. | knew Enmily. We went to |lium H gh together. W were co-chairnen of the C ass
Colors Committee then. Her father owned the Ilium Miusic Store. She could play every
musi cal instrument there was. | fell so hard for her | gave up football and tried to
play the violin. And then ny big brother Asa came hone for spring vacation from
MI.T., and | nade the m stake of introducing himto ny best girl." Marvin Breed
snapped his fingers. "He took her away fromne just like that. | smashed up ny
seventy-five-dollar violin on a big brass knob at the foot of ny bed, and | went
down to a florist shop and got the kind of box they put a dozen roses in, and | put
the busted fiddle in the box, and | sent it to her by Western Uni on nessenger boy."
"Pretty, was she?"

"Pretty?" he echoed. "M ster, when | see ny first lady angel, if God ever

sees fit to show ne one, it'll be her wings and not her face that'l|l nake ny nouth
fall open. 1've already seen the prettiest face that ever could be. There wasn't a
man in Ilium County who wasn't in |love with her, secretly or otherw se. She could

have had any nan she wanted." He spit on his own floor. "And she had to go and nmarry
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that little Dutch son of a bitch! She was engaged to ny brother, and then that
sneaky little bastard hit town." Marvin Breed snapped his fingers again. "He took
her away fromny big brother Iike that.

"l suppose it's high treason and ungrateful and ignorant and backward and
anti-intellectual to call a dead man as fanous as Felix Hoeni kker a son of a bitch

I know all about how harm ess and gentle and dreany he was supposed to be, how he'd
never hurt a fly, how he didn't care about noney and power and fancy cl othes and
aut onobi | es and things, how he wasn't |ike the rest of us, how he was better than
the rest of us, how he was so innocent he was practically a Jesus--except for the
Son of God part.

Marvin Breed felt it was unnecessary to conplete his thought. | had to ask

himto do it.

"But what?" he said. "But what?" He went to a w ndow | ooki ng out at the

cenmetery gate. "But what," he nurnured at the gate and the sleet and the Hoeni kker
shaft that could be dimy seen

"But," he said, "but how the hell innocent is a nan who hel ps nmake a thing

l'i ke an atomic bonb? And how can you say a man had a good nind when he couldn't even
bot her to do anything when the best-hearted, nost beautiful wonman in the world, his
own wife, was dying for lack of |ove and understanding . "

He shuddered, "Sometimes | wonder if he wasn't born dead. | never nmet a nan

who was less interested in the living. Sonmetines | think that's the trouble with the
worl d: too nany people in high places who are stone-cold dead."

Vin-dit 34

It was in the tonbstone salesroomthat | had my first vin-dit_, a

Bokononi st word neani ng a sudden, very personal shove in the direction of
Bokononism in the direction of believing that God Al mighty knew all about ne, after
all, that God Al mighty had sone pretty el aborate plans for ne.
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The _vin-dit_ had to do with the stone angel under the nistletoe. The cab

driver had gotten it into his head that he had to have that angel for his nother's
grave at any price. He was standing in front of it with tears in his eyes.

Marvin Breed was still staring out the window at the cenetery gate, having

just said his piece about Felix Hoenikker. "The little Dutch son of a bitch nay have
been a nodern holy man," he added, "But Goddamm if he ever did anything he didn't
want to, and Goddam if he didn't get everything he ever wanted.

"Music," he said.

"Pardon nme?" | asked.

"That's why she married him She said his mind was tuned to the bi ggest

musi ¢ there was, the nusic of the stars." He shook his head. "Crap."

And then the gate reminded himof the last tine he'd seen Frank Hoeni kker,

t he nodel -maker, the tormentor of bugs in jars. "Frank," he said.

"What about hinP"

"The last | saw of that poor, queer kid was when he canme out through that

cenetery gate. His father's funeral was still going on. The old man wasn't
underground yet, and out through the gate came Frank. He raised his thunb at the
first car that cane by. It was a new Pontiac with a Florida license plate. It
stopped. Frank got in it, and that was the |ast anybody in Iliumever saw of him"
"l hear he's wanted by the police."

"That was an accident, a freak. Frank wasn't any crininal. He didn't have

that kind of nerve. The only work he was any good at was nodel - naki ng. The only job
he ever held onto was at Jack's Hobby Shop, selling nodels, naking nodels, giving
peopl e advi ce on how to nmake nodel s. Wien he cleared out of here, went to Florida,
he got a job in a nodel shop in Sarasota. Turned out the nodel shop was a front for
aring that stole Cadillacs, ran "emstraight on board old L.S. T.'s and shi pped ' em
to Cuba. That's how Frank got balled up in all that. | expect the reason the cops
haven't found himis he's dead. He just heard too much while he was sticking turrets
on the battleship Mssouri_ with Duco Cenent."

"Where's Newt now, do you know?"

"CQuess he's with his sister in Indianapolis. Last | heard was he got m xed

up with that Russian mnmidget and flunked out of pre-ned at Cornell. Can you inmgine a
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m dget trying to become a doctor? And, in that sane mserable famly, there's that
great big, gawky girl, over six feet tall. That nman, who's so fanous for having a
great mnd, he pulled that girl out of high school in her sophonore year so he could
go on having some wonman take care of him Al she had going for her was the clarinet
she'd played in the Ilium H gh School band, the Marchi ng Hundred.

"After she left school,"” said Breed, "nobody ever asked her out. She didn't

have any friends, and the old man never even thought to give her any noney to go
anywhere. You know what she used to do?"

"Nope. "

"Every so often at night she'd |l ock herself in her roomand she'd pl ay

records, and she'd play along with the records on her clarinet. The mracle of this
age, as far as |I'mconcerned, is that that wonman ever got herself a husband."

"How nmuch do you want for this angel ?" asked the cab driver

"I'"ve told you, it's not for sale.”

"l don't suppose there's anybody around who can do that kind of stone

cutting any nore," | observed.

"I'"ve got a nephew who can," said Breed. "Asa's boy. He was all set to be a
heap-big re -search scientist, and then they dropped the bonb on H roshinma and the
kid quit, and he got drunk, and he cane out here, and he told ne he wanted to go to
work cutting stone."

"He wor ks here now?"

"He's a sculptor in Rone."

"If sonebody offered you enough," said the driver, "you'd take it, wouldn't

you?"

"Mght. But it would take a | ot of noney."

"Where woul d you put the nane on a thing |ike that?" asked the driver

"There's already a nanme on it--on the pedestal." W couldn't see the nane,

because of the boughs banked agai nst the pedestal

"I't was never called for?" | wanted to know.
"It was never _paid_for. The way the story goes: this German i mi grant was
on his way West with his wife, and she died of snmallpox here in Ilium So he ordered

this angel to be put up over her, and he showed ny great-grandfather he had the cash
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to pay for it. But then he was robbed. Sonebody took practically every cent he had.
Al he had left in this world was sone |and he'd bought in Indiana, |and he'd never
seen. So he noved on--said he'd be back later to pay for the angel."

"But he never canme back?" | asked.

"Nope." Marvin Breed nudged sone of the boughs aside with his toe so that we

could see the raised letters on the pedestal. There was a |ast nane witten there.
"There's a screwy name for you," he said. "If that inm grant had any descendants,
expect they Americani zed the nane. They're probably Jones or Black or Thonmpson now. "
"There you're wong," | rmurnured.

The room seened to tip, and its walls and ceiling and floor were transforned
monentarily into the nouths of many tunnels--tunnels leading in all directions

through tinme. | had a Bokononist vision of the unity in every second of all tine and
al | wandering manki nd, all wandering wonmanki nd, all wandering children.

"There you're wong," | said, when the vision was gone.

"You know some people by that nane?"

"Yes. "

The nane was ny | ast nane, too

Hobby Shop 35

On the way back to the hotel | caught sight of Jack's Hobby Shop, the place

where Franklin Hoeni kker had worked. | told the cab driver to stop and wait.

I went in and found Jack hinself presiding over his teeny-weeny fire

engi nes, railroad trains, airplanes, boats, houses, |anpposts, trees, tanks,
rockets, autonobiles, porters, conductors, policenen, firenen, nonm es, daddies,
cats, dogs, chickens, soldiers, ducks, and cows. He was a cadaverous nman, a serious
man, a dirty man, and he coughed a | ot.

"What kind of a boy was Franklin Hoeni kker?" he echoed, and he coughed and
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coughed. He shook his head, and he showed ne that he adored Frank as nuch as he'd
ever adored anybody. "That isn't a question | have to answer with words. | can
_show_ you what kind of a boy Franklin Hoeni kker was." He coughed. "You can | ook,
he said, "and you can judge for yourself."

And he took nme down into the basenent of his store. He |ived down there.

There was a doubl e bed and a dresser and a hot plate.

Jack apol ogi zed for the unmade bed. "My wife left ne a week ago." He

coughed. "I'mstill trying to pull the strings of ny |life back together."

And then he turned on a switch, and the far end of the basenment was filled

with a blinding light.

We approached the light and found that it was sunshine to a fantastic little
country build on plywood, an island as perfectly rectangular as a township in
Kansas. Any restless soul, any soul seeking to find what |ay beyond its green
boundaries, really would fall off the edge of the world.

The details were so exquisitely in scale, so cunningly textured and tinted,

that it was unnecessary for nme to squint in order to believe that the nation was
real--the hills, the |lakes, the rivers, the forests, the tows, and all el se that
good natives everywhere hold so dear

And everywhere ran a spaghetti pattern of railroad tracks.

"Look at the doors of the houses," said Jack reverently.

"Neat. Keen."

"They' ve got real knobs on 'em and the knockers really work."

"CGod. "

"You ask what kind of a boy Franklin Hoeni kker was; he built this." Jack
choked up.

"Al'l by hinsel f?"

"Ch, | hel ped sone, but anything | did was according to his plans. That kid
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was a genius."

"How coul d anybody argue with you?"

"H's kid brother was a mdget, you know. "

"1 know. "

"He did sonme of the sol dering underneath."

"I't sure | ooks real."

"It wasn't easy, and it wasn't done overnight, either."

"Rome wasn't built in a day."

"That kid didn't have any hone life, you know. "

"I'"ve heard."

"This was his real honme. Thousands of hours he spent down here. Sonetines he

woul dn't even run the trains; just sit and | ook, the way we're doing."

"There's a lot to see. It's practically like a trip to Europe, there are so

many things to see, if you | ook close."

"He'd see things you and I wouldn't see. He'd all of a sudden tear down a

hill that would | ook just as real as any hill you ever saw-to you and ne. And he'd
be right, too. He'd put a | ake where that hill had been and a trestle over the |ake,
and it would look ten tinmes as good as it did before."

"It isn't a talent everybody has."

"That's right!" said Jack passionately. The passion cost hi manother

coughing fit. Wen the fit was over, his eyes were watering copiously. "Listen, |
told that kid he should go to college and study sone engi neering so he could go to
work for American Flyer or sonebody like that--sonebody big, sonebody who'd really
back all the ideas he had."

"Looks to nme as if you backed hima good deal ."

"Wsh | had, wish | could have," nmourned Jack. "I didn't have the capital. |

gave him stuff whenever | could, but nost of this stuff he bought out of what he
earned working upstairs for me. He didn't spend a dinme on anything but this--didn't
drink, didn't snmoke, didn't go to novies, didn't go out with girls, wasn't car

crazy."
"This country could certainly use a few nore of those."
Jack shrugged. "Well . . . | guess the Florida gangsters got him Afraid
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he'd tal k."

"GQuess they did."

Jack suddenly broke down and cried. "I wonder if those dirty sons of

bitches," he sobbed, "have any idea what it was they killed!"

Meow 36

During ny trip to Iliumand to points beyond--a two-week expedition bridging
Christmas--1 |let a poor poet named Sherman Krebbs have ny New York City apartnent

free. My second wife had left me on the grounds that | was too pessimistic for an
optimst to live wth.

Krebbs was a bearded nan, a platinumblond Jesus with spaniel eyes. He was

no close friend of mne. | had met himat a cocktail party where he presented

hi msel f as National Chairman of Poets and Painters for |nmrediate Nuclear Var. He
begged for shelter, not necessarily bonb proof, and it happened that | had sone.
When | returned to ny apartnment, still twanging with the puzzling spiritual

i mplications of the unclainmed stone angel in Ilium | found nmy apartment w ecked by
a nihilistic debauch. Krebbs was gone; but, before |eaving, he had run up

t hree- hundred-dol |l ars' worth of |ong-distance calls, set nmy couch on fire in five
pl aces, killed ny cat and nmy avocado tree, and torn the door off mny nedicine

cabi net .

He wote this poem in what proved to be excrenment, on the yellow |inoleum

floor of my kitchen:

Page 30

Vonnegut, Kurt - Cats Cradle v1.0

I have a kitchen.

But it is not a conplete kitchen.

I will not be truly gay

Until | have a

Di spose-al | .

There was another nessage, witten in lipstick in a fem nine hand on the

wal | paper over ny bed. It said: "No, no, no, said Chicken-Ilicken."

There was a sign hung around ny dead cat's neck. It said, "Meow. "

I have not seen Krebbs since. Nonetheless, | sense that he was ny _karass_.

If he was, he served it as a wang-wang . A _wang-wang , according to Bokonon,
is a person who steers people away froma |line of speculation by reducing that |ine,
with the exanple of the wang-wang's own life, to an absurdity.

I mght have been vaguely inclined to dism ss the stone angel as

meani ngl ess, and to go fromthere to the neani ngl essness of all. But after |I saw
what Krebbs had done, in particular what he had done to nmy sweet cat, nihilismwas
not for ne.

Sonebody or sonething did not wish ne to be a nihilist. It was Krebbs's

m ssion, whether he knew it or not, to disenchant nme with that philosophy. Wll,
done, M. Krebbs, well done.

A Modern Major Ceneral 37

And then, one day, one Sunday, | found out where the fugitive fromjustice,

t he nodel -maker, the Great God Jehovah and Beel zebub of bugs in Mason jars
was- - where Franklin Hoeni kker coul d be found.

He was alive!

The news was in a special supplenent to the New York _Sunday Tinmes_. The

suppl enent was a paid ad for a banana republic. On its cover was the profile of the
nost heartbreakingly beautiful girl |1 ever hope to see.

Beyond the girl, bulldozers were knocki ng down pal mtrees, making a broad

avenue. At the end of the avenue were the steel skeletons of three new buil dings.
"The Republic of San Lorenzo," said the copy on the cover, "on the nove! A

heal t hy, happy, progressive, freedoml oving, beautiful nation nakes itself extrenely
attractive to American investors and tourists alike."

I was in no hurry to read the contents. The girl on the cover was enough for
me--nore than enough, since | had fallen in love with her on sight. She was very
young and very grave, too--and |um nously conpassi onate and wi se.

She was as brown as chocolate. Her hair was |ike golden flax.

Her name was Mona Aanpns Monzano, the cover said. She was the adopted
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daughter of the dictator of the island.

| opened the supplenment, hoping for nore pictures of this subline nongrel

Madonna.

I found instead a portrait of the island's dictator, M guel "Papa" Mnzano,
agorillain his |ate seventi es.

Next to "Papa's" portrait was a picture of a narrow shoul dered, fox-faced,

i mmature young man. He wore a snow white military blouse with sone sort of jeweled
sunburst hanging on it. H s eyes were close together; they had circles under them
He had apparently told barbers all his life to shave the sides and back of his head,
but to | eave the top of his hair alone. He had a wiry ponpadour, a sort of cube of
hair, marcelled, that arose to an incredible height.

This unattractive child was identified as Mjor General Franklin Hoenikker,
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_Mnister of Science and Progress in the Republic of San Lorenzo_.

He was twenty-six years ol d.

Barracuda Capital of the Wrld 38

San Lorenzo was fifty mles long and twenty mles wide, | learned fromthe

suppl enent to the New York _Sunday Tines_ . Its population was four hundred, fifty
t housand souls, " all fiercely dedicated to the ideals of the Free Wrld."
Its highest point, Munt MCabe, was el even thousand feet above sea |evel.

Its capital was Bolivar, " a strikingly nodern city built on a harbor capable
of sheltering the entire United States Navy." The principal exports were sugar,
cof fee, bananas, indigo, and handcrafted novelties.

"And sports fishernen recogni ze San Lorenzo as the unchal | enged barracuda

capital of the world."

I wondered how Franklin Hoeni kker, who had never even finished high school,

had got hinself such a fancy job. | found a partial answer in an essay on San
Lorenzo that was signed by "Papa" Mnzano.

"Papa" said that Frank was the architect of the "San Lorenzo Master Plan,"

whi ch included new roads, rural electrification, sewage-di sposal plants, hotels,
hospitals, clinics, railroads--the works. And, though the essay was brief and
tightly edited, "papa" referred to Frank five tines as: " the _blood son_ of
Dr. Felix Hoenikker."

The phrase reeked of cannibalism

"Papa" plainly felt that Frank was a chunk of the old man's nmgi c neat.

Fat a Morgana 39

Alittle nore Iight was shed by another essay in the supplenent, a florid

essay titled, "Wat San Lorenzo Has Meant to One Anerican."” It was al npst certainly
ghost-witten. It was signed by Mjor General Franklin Hoenikker.

In the essay, Frank told of being all alone on a nearly swanped

sixty-eight-foot Chris-Craft in the Caribbean. He didn't explain what he was doi ng
on it or how he happened to be alone. He did indicate, though, that his point of
departure had been Cuba.

"The luxurious pleasure craft was goi ng down, and ny neaningless life with

it," said the essay. "All 1'd eaten for four days was two biscuits and a sea gull.
The dorsal fins of man-eating sharks were cleaving the warm seas around ne, and
needl e-t eet hed barracuda were naki ng those waters boil.

"I raised ny eyes to ny Maker, willing to accept whatever H s decision m ght

be. And ny eyes alit on a glorious nountain peak above the clouds. Was this Fata
Mor gana- -t he cruel deception of a nirage?”

| looked up Fata Mdrgana at this point in nmy reading; learned that it was,

in fact, a nmirage naned after Mdrgan le Fay, a fairy who lived at the bottomof a
| ake. It was fanous for appearing in the Strait of Messina, between Cal abria and
Sicily. Fata Morgana was poetic crap, in short.

What Frank saw from his sinking pleasure craft was not cruel Fata Mrgana,
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but the peak of Munt MCabe. Gentle seas then nuzzled Frank's pleasure craft to the
rocky shores of San Lorenzo, as though God wanted himto go there.

Frank stepped ashore, dry shod, and asked where he was. The essay didn't say
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so, but the son of a bitch had a piece of _ice-nine_ with him-in a thernops jug.
Frank, having no passport, was put in jail in the capital city of Bolivar

He was visited there by "Papa" Mnzano, who wanted to know if it were possible that
Frank was a blood relative of the imuortal Dr. Felix Hoeni kker

"I admitted | was," said Frank in the essay. "Since that nonent, every door

to opportunity in San Lorenzo has been opened wide to ne."

House of Hope and Mercy 40

As it happened--"As it was _supposed_ to happen,"” Bokonon woul d say--1 was
assigned by a nagazine to do a story in San Lorenzo. The story wasn't to be about
"Papa" Monzano or Frank. It was to be about Julian Castle, an American sugar
mllionaire who had, at the age of forty, followed the exanple of Dr. Al bert

Schwei tzer by founding a free hospital in a jungle, by devoting his life to

m serabl e fol k of another race.

Castle's hospital was called the House of Hope and Mercy in the Jungle. Its

jungl e was on San Lorenzo, anong the wild coffee trees on the northern slope of
Mount McCabe.

Wen | flew to San Lorenzo, Julian Castle was sixty years old.

He had been absolutely unselfish for twenty years.

In his selfish days he had been as famliar to tabl oid readers as Tommy

Manville, Adolf Htler, Benito Miussolini, and Barbara Hutton. H's fane had rested on
| echery, alcoholism reckless driving, and draft evasion. He had had a dazzling
talent for spending millions without increasing mankind' s stores of anything but
chagrin.

He had been married five tines, had produced one son. The one son, Philip

Castle, was the manager and owner of the hotel at which I planned to stay. The hotel
was called the Casa Mona and was nanmed after Mna Aanpns Monzano, the bl onde Negro
on the cover of the supplenent to the New York _Sunday Tines_ . The Casa Mna was
brand new, it was one of the three new buildings in the background of the

suppl enent's portrait of Mna.

VWiile | didn't feel that purposeful seas were wafting nme to San Lorenzo,

did feel that |ove was doing the job. The Fata Mrgana, the mrage of what it would
be like to be | oved by Mona Aanons Monzano, had beconme a trenendous force in ny
meani ngless life. | inmagined that she could make ne far happi er than any wonan had
so far succeeded in doing.

A Karass Built for Two 41

The seating on the airplane, bound ultinmately for San Lorenzo from M am ,

was three and three. As it happened-- "As it was _supposed_ to happen"--ny seat nates
were Horlick Mnton, the new Ameri can Anbassador to the Republic of San Lorenzo, and
his wife, Caire. They were whitehaired, gentle, and frail
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M nton told me that he was a career diplomat, holding the rank of Anbassador

for the first time. He and his wife had so far served, he told nme, in Bolivia,
Chil e, Japan, France, Yugoslavia, Egypt, the Union of South Africa, Liberia, and
Paki st an.

They were | ovebirds. They entertai ned each other endlessly with little

gifts: sights worth seeing out the plane wi ndow, arusing or instructive bits from
things they read, randomrecollections of times gone by. They were, | think, a

fl awl ess exanpl e of what Bokonon calls a _duprass_, which is a _karass_ conposed of
only two persons.

"A true _duprass_," Bokonon tells us, "can't be invaded, not even by

children born of such a union."

I exclude the M ntons, therefore, fromny owm _karass , from Frank's

_karass_, fromNew's karass , fromAsa Breed's _karass , from Angela's _karass_,
fromLyman Enders Knowl es's _karass , from Sherman Krebbs's _karass . The M ntons
_karass_ was a tidy one, conposed of only two.

"l should think you'd be very pleased,"” | said to Mnton

"What should | be pl eased about ?"

"Pl eased to have the rank of Anbassador."

Fromthe pitying way Mnton and his wife | ooked at each other, | gathered
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that | had said a fat-headed thing. But they hunored ne. "Yes," winced Mnton, "I'm
very pleased." He sniled wanly. "I'm _deeply_ honored."

And so it went with al nost every subject | brought up. | couldn't nake the

M nt ons bubbl e about anyt hi ng.

For instance: "I suppose you can speak a | ot of |anguages," | said.

"Ch, six or seven--between us," said M nton"

"That nust be very gratifying."

"What nust ?"

"Being able to speak to people of so many different nationalities.”

"Very gratifying," said Mnton enptily.

"Very gratifying," said his wife.

And they went back to reading a fat, typewitten manuscript that was spread
across the chair arm between them

"Tell me," | said alittle later, "in all your wi de travels, have you found
peopl e everywhere about the sane at heart?"

"Hn?" asked M nton

"Do you find people to be about the sane at heart, wherever you go?"

He | ooked at his wife, nmaking sure she had heard the question, then turned

back to nme. "About the sane, wherever you go," he agreed

"Un" | said.

Bokonon tells us, incidentally, that nmenbers of a _duprass_ always die

within a week of each other. Wen it cane tinme for the Mntons to die, they did it
within the sane second.

Bi cycl es for Afghanistan 42

There was a small saloon in the rear of the plane and | repaired there for a
drink. It was there that | net another fellow Arerican, H Lowe Crosby of Evanston,
Illinois, and his wi fe, Hazel

They were heavy people, in their fifties. They spoke twangingly. Crosby told

me that he owned a bicycle factory in Chicago, that he had had nothing but
ingratitude fromhis enployees. He was going to nove his business to grateful San
Lorenzo.

"You know San Lorenzo wel | ?" | asked.

"This'Il be the first tinme |I've ever seen it, but everything I've heard
about it | like," said H Lowe Crosby. "They've got discipline, They've got
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sonet hing you can count on fromone year to the next. They don't have the governnent
encour agi ng everybody to be sone kind of original pissant nobody every heard of
before. "

"Sir?"

"Christ, back in Chicago, we don't nake bicycles any nore. It's all human

rel ati ons now. The eggheads sit around trying to figure out new ways for everybody
to be happy. Nobody can get fired, no matter what; and if sonebody does accidentally
make a bicycle, the union accuses us of cruel and inhunan practices and the
governnent confiscates the bicycle for back taxes and gives it to a blind man in

Af ghani stan. "

"And you think things will be better in San Lorenzo?"

"I know damm wel |l they will be. The people down there are poor enough and

scared enough and i gnorant enough to have sonme common sense!"

Crosby asked me what nmy name was and what mny business was. | told him and

his wi fe Hazel recognized ny name as an |Indi ana name. She was from | ndi ana, too.

"My God," she said, "are you a _Hoosier? "

| admtted | was.
"I'"'ma Hoosier, too,
Hoosier. "

"I"'mnot," | said. "I never knew anybody who was."

"Hoosiers do all right. Lowe and |'ve been around the world tw ce, and
everywhere we went we found Hoosiers in charge of everything."

"That's reassuring."

"You know the nmanager of that new hotel in Istanbul?"

"No. "

she crowed. "Nobody has to be ashaned of being a
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"He's a Hoosier. And the nmilitary-whatever-he-is in Tokyo . "
"Attaché," said her husband.
"He's a Hoosier," said Hazel. "And the new Anbassador to Yugosl avia
"A Hoosier?" | asked.
"Not only him but the Hollywood Editor of _Life_ nmagazine, too. And that
man in Chile . "
"A Hoosier, too?"
"You can't go anywhere a _Hoosier_ hasn't made his mark," she said.
"The man who wote Ben Hur_ was a Hoosier."
"And James Whitconb Riley."
"Are you fromIndiana, too?" | asked her husband.
"Nope. I'ma Prairie Stater. 'Land of Lincoln,' as they say."
"As far as that goes," said Hazel triunphantly, "Lincoln was a Hoosier, too.
He grew up in Spencer County."

"Sure," | said.

"I don't know what it is about Hoosiers," said Hazel, "but they've sure got
sonet hing. |f sonebody was to nake a list, they'd be amazed."

"That's true," | said.

She grasped ne firmy by the arm "W Hoosiers got to stick together."
"Right."

"You call ne 'Mom"'"

"What ?"

"Whenever | neet a young Hoosier, | tell them 'You call me Mm.""
"Uh huh."

"Let nme hear you say it," she urged.

" NbnP"

She smled and et go of ny arm Sone piece of clockwork had conpleted its

cycle. My calling Hazel "Mont' had shut it off, and now Hazel was rewinding it for
the next Hoosier to come al ong.

Hazel ' s obsession with Hoosiers around the world was a textbook exanple of a

false karass_, of a seeming teamthat was neaningless in terns of the ways God gets
things done, a textbook exanpl e of what Bokonon calls a _granfalloon_. O her
exanpl es of _granfalloons_ are the Communi st party, the Daughters of the Anerican
Revol ution, the General Electric Conpany, the International Oder of Cdd

Fel | ows--and any nation, anytine, anywhere.

As Bokonon invites us to sing along with him

If you wish to study a _granfalloon_,
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Just renpbve the skin of a toy balloon

The Denonstrator 43

H. Lowe Crosby was of the opinion that dictatorships were often very good

things. He wasn't a terrible person and he wasn't a fool. It suited himto confront
the world with a certain barn-yard cl owni shness, but nany of the things he had to
say about undi sciplined manki nd were not only funny but true.

The major point at which his reason and his sense of hunor |eft himwas when

he approached the question of what people were really supposed to do with their tine
on Earth.

He believed firmy that they were neant to build bicycles for him

"l hope San Lorenzo is every bit as good as you' ve heard it is," | said.

"I only have to talk to one man to find out if it is or not," he said. "Wen

' Papa’ Monzano gives his word of honor about anything on that little island, that's
it. That's howit is; that's howit'll be."

"The thing | like," said Hazel, "is they all speak English and they're al
Christians. That nmakes things so nmuch easier."

"You know how they deal with crine down there?" Croshy asked ne.

"Nope. "
"They just don't have any crinme down there. 'Papa’ Mnzano's made crine so
damm unattractive, nobody even thinks about it without getting sick. | heard you can

lay a billfold in the mddle of a sidewalk and you can conme back a week | ater and
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it'll be right there, with everything still init."

"“Um "

"You know what the punishnment is for stealing sonething?"

"Nope. "

"The hook," he said. "No fines, no probation, no thirty days in jail. It's

the hook. The hook for stealing, for nurder, for arson, for treason, for rape, for
bei ng a peeping Tom Break a law-any damm law at all--and it's the hook. Everybody

can understand that, and San Lorenzo is the best-behaved country in the world."
"What is the hook?"

"They put up a gallows, see? Two posts and a cross beam And then they take

a great big kind of iron fishhook and they hang it down fromthe cross beam Then
t hey take sonmebody who's dunb enough to break the law, and they put the point of the
hook in through one side of his belly and out the other and they |et him go--and
there he hangs, by God, one damm sorry | aw breaker."

"Good God!"

"l don't say it's good," said Croshy, "but | don't say it's bad either. |
sonetinmes wonder if sonething like that wouldn't clear up juvenile delinquency.
Maybe the hook's a little extreme for a denocracy. Public hanging's nore like it.
String up a few teen-age car thieves on |lanpposts in front of their houses with
signs around their necks saying, 'Mama, here's your boy.' Do that a few tines and
think ignition | ocks would go the way of the runble seat and the running board."
"W saw that thing in the basenent of the waxworks in London," said Hazel

"What thing?" | asked her

"The hook. Down in the Chanber of Horrors in the basement; they had a wax

person hanging fromthe hook. It |ooked so real | wanted to throw up."

"Harry Truman didn't look anything like Harry Truman," said Crosby.

"Pardon me?"
"I'n the waxworks,

said Crosby. "The statue of Truman didn't really | ook

like him"

"Most of themdid, though," said Hazel

"Was it anybody in particular hanging fromthe hook?" | asked her
"I don't think so. It was just sonebody."
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"Just a denonstrator?" | asked.

"Yeah. There was a black velvet curtain in front of it and you had to pul

the curtain back to see. And there was a note pinned to the curtain that said
children weren't supposed to |ook."

"But kids did," said Crosby. "There were kids down there, and they al

| ooked. "

"Asign like that is just catnip to kids," said Hazel

"How did the kids react when they saw t he person on the hook?" | asked.

"Ch," said Hazel, "they reacted just about the way the grownups did. They
just looked at it and didn't say anything, just noved on to see what the next thing
was. "

"What was the next thing?"

"I't was an iron chair a man had been roasted alive in," said Crosby. "He was
roasted for murdering his son."

"Only, after they roasted him" Hazel recalled blandly, "they found out he
hadn't nmurdered his son after all."

Conmruni st Synpat hi zers 44

When | again took ny seat beside the duprass_ of Caire and Horlick M nton,

I had sone new informati on about them | got it fromthe Crosbys.

The Croshys didn't know M nton, but they knew his reputation. They were

i ndi gnant about his appoi ntmrent as Anbassador. They told ne that M nton had once
been fired by the State Departnent for his softness toward comuni sm and the
Conmruni st dupes or worse had had hi mreinstated.

"Very pleasant little saloon back there," | said to Mnton as | sat down.
"H?" He and his wife were still reading the manuscript that |ay between
t hem

"Ni ce bar back there."
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"Good. I'mglad."

The two read on, apparently uninterested in talking to ne. And then M nton

turned to nme suddenly, with a bittersweet smle, and he denanded, "Wo was he,
anyway ?"

"Who was who?"

"The man you were talking to in the bar. W went back there for a drink,

and, when we were just outside, we heard you and a nman tal king. The man was tal ki ng
very loudly. He said | was a Comuni st synpathi zer."

"A bicycle manufacturer nanmed H. Lowe Crosby," | said. | felt nyself

r eddeni ng.

"I was fired for pessim sm Conmuni smhad nothing to do with it."

"I got himfired," said his wife. "The only piece of real evidence produced
against himwas a letter | wote to the New York Tines_ from Pakistan."

"What did it say?"

"It said a lot of things," she said, "because | was very upset about how
Americans couldn't inmagine what it was like to be sonmething else, to be sonething
el se and proud of it."

"l see."
"But there was one sentence they kept comng to again and again in the
| oyalty hearing," sighed Mnton. "'Anericans,'" he said, quoting his wife's letter

to the Tines_,
it can never be. It nust have sonething to do with the vanished frontier
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Why Anericans Are Hated 45

Claire Mnton's letter to the _Tines_ was published during the worst of the

era of Senator MCarthy, and her husband was fired twelve hours after the letter was

are forever searching for love in forms it never takes, in places

print ed.
"What was so awful about the letter?" | asked.
"The hi ghest possible formof treason,"” said Mnton, "is to say that

Americans aren't | oved wherever they go, whatever they do. Claire tried to nake the
poi nt that Anmerican foreign policy should recognize hate rather than i magi ne | ove."
"l guess Anericans _are_ hated a lot of places."”

" People_ are hated a lot of places. Claire pointed out in her letter that

Ameri cans, in being hated, were sinply paying the nornal penalty for being people,
and that they were foolish to think they should sonmehow be exenpted fromt hat
penalty. But the loyalty board didn't pay any attention to that. Al they knew was
that Caire and | both felt that Americans were unl oved."

"Well, I'"'mglad the story had a happy ending."
"Hn?" said M nton
"It finally canme out all right," | said. "Here you are on your way to an

enbassy all your own."

M nton and his wi fe exchanged anot her of those pitying _duprass_ gl ances.

Then M nton said to me, "Yes. The pot of gold at the end of the rainbowis ours."
The Bokononi st Met hod for Handling Caesar 46

| talked to the M ntons about the | egal status of Franklin Hoeni kker, who

was, after all, not only a big shot in "Papa" Monzano's governnent, but a fugitive
fromUnited States justice.

"That's all been witten off," said Mnton. "He isn't a United States

citizen any nore, and he seens to be doing good things where he is, so that's that."
"He gave up his citizenship?"

"Anybody who decl ares allegiance to a foreign state or serves in its arned

forces or accepts enploynent in its governnent |oses his citizenship. Read your
passport. You can't |ead the sort of funny-paper international romance that Frank
has led and still have Uncle Sam for a nother chicken."

"I's he well liked in San Lorenzo?"

M nton wei ghed in his hands the manuscript he and his wife had been readi ng.

"l don't know yet. This book says not."

"What book is that?"

"It's the only scholarly book ever witten about San Lorenzo."
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" Sort_ of scholarly," said Claire.

"Sort of scholarly," echoed Mnton. "It hasn't been published yet. This is

one of five copies." He handed it to nme, inviting ne to read as nuch as | Iiked.

| opened the book to its title page and found that the nane of the book was

_San Lorenzo: The Land, the History, the People_. The author was Philip Castle, the
son of Julian Castle, the hotel -keeping son of the great altruist | was on nmy way to
see.

I let the book fall open where it would. As it happened, it fell open to the
chapter about the island s outlawed holy man, Bokonon

There was a quotation from The Books of Bokonon_ on the page before ne.
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Those words | eapt fromthe page and into nmy nmind, and they were wel coned there.
The words were a paraphrase of the suggestion by Jesus: "Render therefore

unto Caesar the things which are Caesar's."

Bokonon' s paraphrase was this:

"Pay no attention to Caesar. Caesar doesn't have the slightest idea what's
_really_going on."

Dynam ¢ Tension 47

| becane so absorbed in Philip Castle's book that | didn't even ook up from

it when we put down for ten minutes in San Juan, Puerto Rico. | didn't even | ook up
when sonebody behi nd ne whispered, thrilled, that a m dget had cone aboard.
Alittle while later | |ooked around for the nidget, but could not see him

| did see, right in front of Hazel and H Lowe Crosby, a horse-faced worman with

pl ati num bl onde hair, a woman new to the passenger list. Next to hers was a seat
that appeared to be enpty, a seat that mght well have sheltered a midget without mny
seeing even the top of his head.

But it was San Lorenzo--the land, the history, the people--that intrigued ne

then, so | |ooked no harder for the midget. Mdgets are, after all, diversions for
silly or quiet times, and | was serious and excited about Bokonon's theory of what
he called "Dynam ¢ Tension," his sense of a priceless equilibrium between good and
evi l

When | first saw the term "Dynamic Tension" in Philip Castle's book,

| aughed what | inmagined to be a superior |augh. The termwas a favorite of
Bokonon's, according to young Castle's book, and |I supposed that | knew sonet hing
that Bokonon didn't know. that the termwas one vulgarized by Charles Atlas, a

mai | - order nuscl e-bui | der.

As | learned when | read on, briefly, Bokonon knew exactly who Charles Atlas

was. Bokonon was, in fact, an alumus of his nuscle-buil ding school

It was the belief of Charles Atlas that nuscles could be built wthout bar

bells or spring exercisers, could be built by sinply pitting one set of nuscles
agai nst anot her.

It was the belief of Bokonon that good societies could be built only by

pitting good against evil, and by keeping the tension between the two high at al
times.

And, in Castle's book, | read my first Bokononi st poem or "Calypso." It

went |ike this:

"Papa" Monzano, he's so very bad,

But without bad "Papa" | would be so sad;

Because wi thout "Papa's" badness,

Tell me, if you woul d,

How coul d wi cked ol d Bokonon

Ever, ever | ook good?

Just Like Saint Augustine 48
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Bokonon, | | earned from Castle's book, was born in 1891. He was a Negro,

born an Epi scopalian and a British subject on the island of Tobago.

He was christened Lionel Boyd Johnson

He was the youngest of six children, born to a wealthy famly. Hs famly's
weal th derived fromthe di scovery by Bokonon's grandfather of one quarter of a
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mllion dollars in buried pirate treasure, presumably a treasure of Bl ackbeard, of
Edward Teach.

Bl ackbeard's treasure was reinvested by Bokonon's famly in asphalt, copra,

cacao, |ivestock, and poultry.

Young Li onel Boyd Johnson was educated in Episcopal schools, did well as a
student, and was nore interested in ritual than nost. As a youth, for all his
interest in the outward trappi ngs of organi zed religion, he seens to have been a
carouser, for he invites us to sing along with himin his "Fourteenth Cal ypso"
When | was young,

I was so gay and nean,

And | drank and chased the girls

Just like young St. Augusti ne.

Sai nt Augusti ne,

He got to be a saint.

So, if | get to be one, also,

Pl ease, Manma, don't you faint.

A Fish Pitched Up by an Angry Sea 49

Li onel Boyd Johnson was intellectually anbitious enough, in 1911, to sai

al one from Tobago to London in a sloop named the Lady's Slipper_. H's purpose was
to gain a higher education

He enrolled in the London School of Economics and Political Science.

Hi s education was interrupted by the First World War. He enlisted in the

infantry, fought with distinction, was conmissioned in the field, was nentioned four
times in dispatches. He was gassed in the second Battle of Ypres, was hospitalized
for two years, and then di scharged.

And he set sail for home, for Tobago, alone in the _Lady's Slipper_ again.

When only eighty mles fromhome, he was stopped and searched by a Gernman
submarine, the W99 . He was taken prisoner, and his little vessel was used by the
Huns for target practice. Wile still surfaced, the submarine was surprised and
captured by the British destroyer, the _Raven_.

Johnson and the Gernmans were taken on board the destroyer and the U-99 was

sunk.

The Raven_ was bound for the Mediterranean, but it never got there. It |ost

its steering; it could only wallow hel pl essly or nake grand, clockw se circles. It
canme to rest at last in the Cape Verde Isl ands.

Johnson stayed in those islands for eight nonths, awaiting sone sort of
transportation to the Western Hem sphere.

He got a job at last as a crewran on a fishing vessel that was carrying

illegal immgrants to New Bedford, Massachusetts. The vessel was bl own ashore at
Newport, Rhode Island.

By that tinme Johnson had devel oped a conviction that sonething was trying to

get him sonewhere for sone reason. So he stayed in Newport for a while to see if he
had a destiny there. He worked as a gardener and carpenter on the fanbus Runfoord
Est at e.
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During that tinme, he glinpsed many distingui shed guests of the Runfoords,

anong them J. P. Morrgan, General John J. Pershing, Franklin Del ano Roosevelt,
Enrico Caruso, Warren Gamaliel Harding, and Harry Houdini. And it was during that
time that the First World War cane to an end, having killed ten mllion persons and
wounded twenty mllion, Johnson anpong them

When the war ended, the young rakehell of the Runfoord famly, Rem ngton

Runfoord, IV, proposed to sail his steamyacht, the _Scheherazade , around the
world, visiting Spain, France, Italy, Geece, Egypt, India, China, and Japan. He

i nvited Johnson to acconpany himas first mate, and Johnson agreed.

Johnson saw many wonders of the world on the voyage. The _Scheherazade_was

ranmed in a fog in Bonbay harbor, and only Johnson survived. He stayed in India for
two years, becoming a foll ower of Mhandas K. Gandhi. He was arrested for |eading
groups that protested British rule by Iying down on railroad tracks. Wen his jai
termwas over, he was shipped at Crown expense to his hone in Tobago.
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There, he built another schooner, which he called the _Lady's Slipper II_.

And he sail ed her about the Caribbean, an idler, still seeking the storm

that would drive himashore on what was unm stakably his destiny.

In 1922, he sought shelter froma hurricane in Port-au-Prince, Haiti, which
country was then occupied by United States Marines.

Johnson was approached there by a brilliant, self-educated, idealistic

Mari ne deserter naned Earl MCabe. McCabe was a corporal. He had just stolen his
conpany's recreation fund. He offered Johnson five hundred dollars for
transportation to Mam.

The two set sail for Mani.

But a gal e hounded the schooner onto the rocks of San Lorenzo. The boat went
down. Johnson and M:Cabe, absolutely naked, managed to swi m ashore. As Bokonon
hi nsel f reports the adventure:

A fish pitched up

By the angry sea,

| gasped on | and,

And | became ne.

He was enchanted by the mystery of comi ng ashore naked on an unfamliar

island. He resolved to Il et the adventure run its full course, resolved to see just
how far a man might go, energing naked fromsalt water

It was a rebirth for him

Be |i ke a baby,

The Bi bl e say,

So | stay like a baby

To this very day.

How he cane by the nane of Bokonon was very sinple. "Bokonon" was the

pronunci ation given the name Johnson in the island s English dialect.

As for that dialect

The dial ect of San Lorenzo is both easy to understand and difficult to wite
down. | say it is easy to understand, but | speak only for nyself. O hers have found
it as inconprehensible as Basque, so ny understanding of it may be tel epathic.
Philip Castle, in his book, gave a phonetic denonstration of the dialect and
caught its flavor very well. He chose for his sanple the San Lorenzan version of
"Twi nkl e, Twinkle, Little Star."

In Arerican English, one version of that inmortal poem goes |ike this:

Twi nkle, twinkle, little star,

How | wonder what you are,

Shining in the sky so bright,

Like a tea tray in the night,

Twi nkle, twinkle, little star,
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How | wonder what you are.

In San Lorenzan dial ect, according to Castle, the sane poemwent |ike this:
_Tsvent-kiul, tsvent-kiul, lett-pool store,

_Ko jy tsvantoor bat voo yore. _

_Put-shinik on lo shee zo brath, _

_Kam oon teetron on lo nath, _

_Tsvent-kiul, tsvent-kiul, lett-poll store,

_Ko jy tsvantoor bat voo yore. _

Shortly after Johnson became Bokonon, incidentally, the |ifeboat of his
shattered ship was found on shore. That boat was | ater painted gold and nade the bed
of the island' s chief executive.

"There is a |l egend, nmade up by Bokonon," Philip Castle wote in his book,

"that the golden boat will sail again when the end of the world is near."

A Nice Mdget 50

My reading of the |ife of Bokonon was interrupted by H Lowe Crosby's wife,

Hazel . She was standing in the aisle next to me. "You'll never believe it," she
said, "but | just found two nore Hoosiers on this airplane."

"I''l'l be dammed."

"They weren't born Hoosiers, but they live_ there now They live in
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I ndi anapolis."

"Very interesting."

"You want to neet then?"

"You think I shoul d?"

The question baffled her. "They're your fellow Hoosiers."

"What are their nanes?"

"Her name is Conners and his nane is Hoeni kker. They're brother and sister,

and he's a mdget. He's a nice midget, though." She winked. "He's a smart little
thing."

"Does he call you MonP"

"l al nost asked himto. And then | stopped, and | wondered if maybe it

woul dn't be rude to ask a mdget to do that."

"Nonsense. "

O K, Mmb51

So | went aft to talk to Angel a Hoeni kker Conners and little New on

Hoeni kker, menbers of ny _karass_.

Angel a was the horse-faced platinumblonde |I had noticed earlier

Newt was a very tiny young nman indeed, though not grotesque. He was as

Page 42

Vonnegut, Kurt - Cats Cradle v1.0

nicely scaled as Qulliver anong the Brobdi ngnagi ans, and as shrewdly watchful, too.
He held a gl ass of chanpagne, which was included in the price of his ticket.

That gl ass was to himwhat a fishbowl would have been to a normal man, but he drank
fromit with el egant ease--as though he and the glass could not have been better
mat ched.

The little son of a bitch had a crystal of _ice-nine_in a thernos bottle in

his luggage, and so did his mserable sister, while under us was God's own anpunt of
wat er, the Cari bbean Sea.

When Hazel had got all the pleasure she could fromintroduci ng Hoosiers to
Hoosiers, she left us alone. "Renenber," she said as she left us, "fromnow on, cal
me Mm."

"O K, Mm" | said

"O K, Mm" said Newt. His voice was fairly high, in keeping with his

little larynx. But he managed to nake that voice distinctly masculine.

Angel a persisted in treating New |ike an infant--and he forgave her for it

with an am able grace | would have thought inpossible for one so snall.

Newt and Angel a renenbered nme, renenbered the letters I'd witten, and

invited me to take the enpty seat in their group of three.

Angel a apol ogi zed to ne for never having answered ny |etters.

"I couldn't think of anything to say that would interest anybody reading a

book. | could have made up sonething about that day, but | didn't think you'd want
that. Actually, the day was just like a regular day."

"Your brother here wote ne a very good letter."

Angel a was surprised. "Newt did? How could Newt renenber anything?" She

turned to him "Honey, you don't renmenber anything about that day, do you? You were
just a baby."

"I renmenber," he said nmldly.

"I wishl'd seen_the letter." She inplied that Newt was still too i nmature

to deal directly with the outside world. Angela was a God-awfully insensitive woman,
with no feeling for what smallness nmeant to Newt.

"Honey, you should have showed ne that letter," she scol ded.

"Sorry," said Newt. "I didn't think."

"I mght as well tell you," Angela said to ne, "Dr. Breed told ne | wasn't

supposed to co-operate with you. He said you weren't interested in giving a fair
picture of Father." She showed nme that she didn't like ne for that.

| placated her sone by telling her that the book woul d probably never be

done anyway, that | no |longer had a clear idea of what it would or should nean.

"Well, if you ever _do_ do the book, you better nake Father a saint, because
that's what he was."
I promsed that | would do nmy best to paint that picture. | asked if she and
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Newt were bound for a family reunion with Frank in San Lorenzo.

"Frank's getting nmarried," said Angela. "W're going to the engagenent

party."

"Ch? Wio's the lucky girl?"

"I''l'l show you," said Angela, and she took fromher purse a billfold that

contai ned a sort of plastic accordion. In each of the accordion's pleats was a
phot ograph. Angel a flipped through the photographs, giving ne glinpses of little
Newt on a Cape Cod beach, of Dr. Felix Hoeni kker accepting his Nobel Prize, of
Angel a's own honely twin girls, of Frank flying a nodel plane on the end of a
string.

And then she showed nme a picture of the girl Frank was going to marry.

She might, with equal effect, have struck me in the groin.

The picture she showed nme was of Monha Aanobns Monzano, the wonman | | oved.

No Pain 52
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Once Angel a had opened her plastic accordion, she was reluctant to close it

until someone had | ooked at every phot ograph

"There are the people | love," she declared.

So | | ooked at the people she |oved. Wiat she had trapped in plexiglass,

what she had trapped |ike fossil beetles in anber, were the inmages of a |large part
of our _karass_ . There wasn't a _granfallooner_in the collection

There were many photographs of Dr. Hoeni kker, father of a bonb, father of

three children, father of _ice-nine_. He was a little person, the purported sire of
a mdget and a gi antess.

My favorite picture of the old man in Angela's fossil collection showed him

all bundled up for winter, in an overcoat, scarf, galoshes, and a wool knit cap with
a big pom pomon the crown.

This picture, Angela told me, with a catch in her throat, had been taken in
Hyanni s just about three hours before the old man di ed. A newspaper photographer had
recogni zed the seenming Christmas elf for the great nan he was.

"Did your father die in the hospital ?"

"Ch, no! He died in our cottage, in a big white wi cker chair facing the sea.
Newt and Frank had gone wal ki ng down the beach in the snow . "

"I't was a very warmsnow," said Newt. "It was al nost |ike walking through
orange bl ossons. It was very strange. Nobody was in any of the other cottages
"Qurs was the only one with heat," said Angel a.

"Nobody within mles," recalled Newt wonderingly, "and Frank and | cane

across this big black dog out on the beach, a Labrador retriever. W threw sticks
into the ocean and he brought them back."

"I'd gone back into the village for nore Christmas tree bul bs,
"W always had a tree."

"Did your father enjoy having a Christnas tree?"

"He never said," said New.

"I think he liked it," said Angela. "He just wasn't very denpnstrative. Sone
people aren't."

"And some people are," said Newt. He gave a snall shrug.

"Anyway, " said Angela, "when we got back hone, we found himin the chair."

She shook her head. "I don't think he suffered any. He just | ooked asl eep. He
couldn't have looked like that if there'd been the |least bit of pain."

She left out an interesting part of the story. She left out the fact that it

was on that same Christmas Eve that she and Frank and little Newt had divided up the
old man's _ice-nine_.

The President of Fabri-Tek 53

Angel a encouraged nme to go on | ooking at snapshots.

"That's nme, if you can believe it." She showed me an adol escent girl six

feet tall. She was holding a clarinet in the picture, wearing the marching uniform
of the Ilium Hi gh School band. Her hair was tucked up under a bandsman's hat. She
was smling with shy good cheer

And then Angela, a wonan to whom God had given virtually nothing with which

to catch a nan, showed nme a picture of her husband.

sai d Angel a.
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"So that's Harrison C. Conners." | was stunned. Her husband was a strikingly
handsone man, and | ooked as though he knew it. He was a snappy dresser, and had the
| azy rapture of a Don Juan about.the eyes.

"What - - what does he do?" | asked.

"He's president of Fabri-Tek."

"El ectroni cs?"

"I couldn't tell you, even if | knew It's all very secret government work."

Page 44

Vonnegut, Kurt - Cats Cradle v1.0
"Weapons?"

"Wl I, war anyway."

"How did you happen to neet?"

"He used to work as a | aboratory assistant to Father,"
went out to Indianapolis and started Fabri-Tek."

"So your narriage to himwas a happy ending to a | ong romance?"

sai d Angel a. "Then he

"No. | didn't even know he knew | was alive. | used to think he was nice,
but he never paid any attention to nme until after Father died.
"One day he cane through Ilium | was sitting around that big old house,

thinking nmy life was over She spoke of the awful days and weeks that followed
her father's death. "Just ne and little Newt in that big old house. Frank had

di sappeared, and the ghosts were making ten times as nmuch noise as Newt and | were.
I'"d given ny whole life to taking care of Father, driving himto and from work,
bundl i ng hi mup when it was cold, unbundling himwhen it was hot, making himeat,
paying his bills. Suddenly, there wasn't anything for ne to do. I'd never had any
close friends, didn't have a soul to turn to but Newt.

"And then," she continued, "there was a knock on the door--and there stood

Harri son Conners. He was the nobst beautiful thing I'd ever seen. He cane in, and we
tal ked about Father's |ast days and about old tines in general."

Angel a al nost cried now.

"Two weeks |l ater, we were narried."

Conmuni sts, Nazis, Royalists, Parachutists, and Draft Dodgers 54

Returning to ny own seat in the plane, feeling far shabbier for having | ost

Mona Aanons Monzano to Frank, | resuned nmy reading of Philip Castle's manuscript.

| | ooked up _Modnzano, Mona Aanons_ in the index, and was told by the index

to see Aanons, Mbna.

So | saw _Aanons, Mna_, and found al nost as nmany page references as |'d

found after the nanme of "Papa" Monzano hinsel f.

And after _Aanons, Mna_ canme _Aanons, Nestor . So | turned to the few pages

that had to do with Nestor, and | earned that he was Mnna's father, a native Finn, an
architect.

Nest or Aanons was captured by the Russians, then liberated by the Gernans

during the Second World War. He was not returned home by his |iberators, but was
forced to serve in a _Wehrnmacht _ engineer unit that was sent to fight the Yugoslav
parti sans. He was captured by Chetni ks, royalist Serbian partisans, and then by
Conmuni st parti sans who attacked the Chetniks. He was |iberated by Italian
parachuti sts who surprised the Communists, and he was shipped to Italy.

The Italians put himto work designing fortifications for Sicily. He stole a
fishing boat in Sicily, and reached neutral Portugal

Wil e there, he net an Anerican draft dodger naned Julian Castle.

Castl e, upon | earning that Aanons was an architect, invited himto conme with
himto the island of San Lorenzo and to design for hima hospital to be called the
House of Hope and Mercy in the Jungle

Aanons accepted. He designed the hospital, married a native worman naned

Celia, fathered a perfect daughter, and died.
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Never | ndex Your Owm Book 55

As for the |ife of _Aanpbns, Mona_, the index itself gave a jangling,

surrealistic picture of the many conflicting forces that had been brought to bear on
her and of her disnmayed reactions to them
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" _Aanons, Mona: " the index said, "adopted by Monzano in order to boost

Monzano's popul arity, 194-199, 216a.; childhood in compound of House of Hope and
Mercy, 63-81; childhood ronance with P. Castle, 72f; death of father, 89ff; death of
nmot her, 92f; enbarrassed by role as national erotic synbol, 80, 95f, 166n., 209,
247n., 400-406, 566n., 678; engaged to P. Castle, 193; essential naiveté, 67-71, 80,
95f, 116a., 209, 274n., 400-406, 566a., 678; lives wi th Bokonon, 92-98, 196-197;
poens about, 2n., 26, 114, 119, 311, 316, 477n., 501, 507, 555n., 689, 718ff, 799ff,
800n., 841, 846ff, 908n., 971, 974; poens by, 89, 92, 193; returns to Mnzano, 199;
returns to Bokonon, 197; runs away from Bokonon, 199; runs away from Myazano, 197;
tries to make self ugly in order to stop being erotic synbol to islanders, 89, 95f,
116n., 209, 247n., 400-406, 566n., 678; tutored by Bokonon, 63-80; wites letter to
United Nations, 200; xylophone virtuoso, 71."

| showed this index entry to the Mntons, asking themif they didn't think

it was an enchanting biography in itself, a biography of a reluctant goddess of
love. | got an unexpectedly expert answer, as one does in life sonetines. It
appeared that Caire Mnton, in her tine, had been a professional indexer. | had
never heard of such a profession before.

She told ne that she had put her husband through coll ege years before with

her earnings as an indexer, that the earnings had been good, and that few people
coul d index well.

She said that indexing was a thing that only the nost amateurish author

undertook to do for his own book. | asked her what she thought of Philip Castle's

j ob.

"Flattering to the author, insulting to the reader," she said. "In a
hyphenated word," she observed, with the shrewd anmiability of an expert,
' self-indulgent .' |I'malways enbarrassed when | see an index an author has made of
his own work."

"Enbarrassed?"

"I't's a revealing thing, an author's index of his own work," she inforned

me. "lIt's a shanel ess exhibition--to the _trained_ eye."

"She can read character froman index," said her husband.

"Ch?" | said. "What can you tell about Philip Castle?"

She smled faintly. "Things |I'd better not tell strangers."

"Sorry."

"He's obviously in love with this Mna Aanons Mnzano," she said

"That's true of every nman in San Lorenzo | gather."

"He has mixed feelings about his father," she said.

"That's true of every man on earth." | egged her on gently.

"He's insecure."

"What nortal isn't?" | demanded. | didn't know it then, but that was a very
Bokononi st thing to denmand.

"He'll never marry her."

"Why not ?"

"I've said all I'mgoing to say," she said.

"I"'mgratified to neet an i ndexer who respects the privacy of others."

"Never index your own book," she stated.

A _duprass_, Bokonon tells us, is a valuable instrunment for gaining and

devel oping, in the privacy of an interm nable love affair, insights that are queer
but true. The M ntons' cunning exploration of indexes was surely a case in point. A
_duprass_, Bokonon tells us, is also a sweetly conceited establishnment. The M ntons
est abl i shnent was no exception

Sonmetime |ater, Anbassador Mnton and | met in the aisle of the airplane,

away fromhis wife, and he showed that it was inportant to himthat | respect what
his wife could find out fromindexes.

"You know why Castle will never marry the girl, even though he |oves her,

even though she loves him even though they grew up together?" he whi spered.

"No, sir, | don't."
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"Because he's a honpbsexual ," whi spered Mnton. "She can tell that froman

i ndex, too."
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A Sel f-supporting Squirrel Cage 56

When Lionel Boyd Johnson and Corporal Earl MCabe were washed up naked onto

the shore of San Lorenzo, | read, they were greeted by persons far worse off than
they. The people of San Lorenzo had nothing but di seases, which they were at a | oss
to treat or even nane. By contrast, Johnson and McCabe had the glittering treasures
of literacy, anbition, curiosity, gall, irreverence, health, hunor, and consi derable
i nformation about the outside world.

From the "Cal ypsos" again:

Ch, a very sorry people, yes,

Did | find here.

Ch, they had no nusic,

And they had no beer

And, oh, everywhere

Where they tried to perch

Bel onged to Castle Sugar, |ncorporated,

O the Catholic church.

This statenent of the property situation in San Lorenzo in 1922 is entirely
accurate, according to Philip Castle. Castle Sugar was founded, as it happened, by
Philip Castle's great-grandfather. In 1922, it owned every piece of arable land on
t he i sl and.

"Castle Sugar's San Lorenzo operations,"” wote young Castle, "never showed a
profit. But, by paying |aborers nothing for their |abor, the conpany managed to
break even year after year, nmking just enough noney to pay the salaries of the

wor kers' tornentors

"The form of governnent was anarchy, save in limted situations wherein

Castl e Sugar wanted to own sonething or to get sonething done. In such situations
the formor governnent was feudalism The nobility was conposed of Castle Sugar's
pl antati on bosses, who were heavily arned white men fromthe outside world. The

kni ght hood was conposed of big natives who, for small gifts and silly privileges,
woul d kill or wound or torture on command. The spiritual needs of the people caught
in this denoniacal squirrel cage were taken care of by a handful of butterbal
priests.

"The San Lorenzo Cathedral, dynamted in 1923, was generally regarded as one

of the man-made wonders of the New World," wote Castle.

The Queasy Dream 51

That Corporal MCabe and Johnson were able to take command of San Lorenzo
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was not a miracle in any sense. Many peopl e had taken over San Lorenzo--had
invariably found it lightly held. The reason was sinple: God, in Hs Infinite

W sdom had made the island worthl ess.

Hernando Cortes was the first man to have his sterile conquest of San

Lorenzo recorded on paper. Cortes and his nen cane ashore for fresh water in 1519,
naned the island, clained it for Enperor Charles the Fifth, and never returned.
Subsequent expeditions cane for gold and di anobnds and rubi es and spices, found none,
burned a few natives for entertai nment and heresy, and sail ed on.

"When France cl ained San Lorenzo in 1682," wote Castle, "no Spaniards

conpl ai ned. When Denmark claimed San Lorenzo in 1699, no Frenchnen conpl ai ned. Wen
the Dutch claimed San Lorenzo in 1704, no Danes conpl ai ned. Wen Engl and cl ai ned San
Lorenzo in 1706, no Dutchmen conpl ai ned. When Spain reclainmed San Lorenzo in 1720,
no Englishnmen conpl ai ned. When, in 1786, African Negroes took command of a British
slave ship, ran it ashore on San Lorenzo, and proclained San Lorenzo an independent
nation, an enpire with an enperor, in fact, no Spani ards conpl ai ned.

"The enperor was Tum bumna, the only person who ever regarded the island as

bei ng worth defending. A maniac, Tum bumiva caused to be erected the San Lorenzo
Cathedral and the fantastic fortifications on the north shore of the island,
fortifications within which the private residence of the so-called President of the
Republ i ¢ now st ands.

"The fortifications have never been attacked, nor has any sane man ever

proposed any reason why they should be attacked. They have never defended anyt hi ng.
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Fourteen hundred persons are said to have died while building them O these
fourteen hundred, about half are said to have been executed in public for
substandard zeal ."

Castl e Sugar cane into San Lorenzo in 1916, during the sugar boom of the

First World War. There was no governnent at all. The conpany i nmagi ned that even the
clay and gravel fields of San Lorenzo could be tilled profitably, with the price of
sugar so hi gh. No one conpl ai ned.

When McCabe and Johnson arrived in 1922 and announced that they were placing
thensel ves in charge, Castle Sugar withdrew flaccidly, as though froma queasy
dream

Tyranny with a Difference 58

"There was at |east one quality of the new conquerors of San Lorenzo that

was really new," wote young Castle. "MCabe and Johnson dreamed of naking San
Lorenzo a Ut opi a.

"To this end, MCabe overhaul ed the econonmy and the | aws.

"Johnson designed a new religion."

Castl e quoted the "Cal ypsos" again:

I wanted all things

To seemto neke some sense,

So we all could be happy, yes,

I nstead of tense.

And | nade up lies

So that they all fit nice,

And | made this sad world

A par-a-di se

There was a tug at ny coat sleeve as | read. | |ooked up. Little New
Hoeni kker was standing in the aisle next to ne. "I thought maybe you'd like to go
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back to the bar," he said, "and hoist a few"

So we did hoist and topple a few, and Newt's tongue was | oosened enough to

tell ne some things about Zinka, his Russian mdget dancer friend. Their |ove nest,
he told ne, had been in his father's cottage on Cape Cod.

"I may not ever have a marriage, but at |least |I've had a honeynoon."

He told ne of idyllic hours he and his Zinka had spent in each other's arns,
cradled in Felix Hoeni kker's old white wi cker chair, the chair that faced the sea.
And Zi nka woul d dance for him "Inagi ne a wonan danci ng just for ne."

"l can see you have no regrets."

"She broke my heart. | didn't like that nuch. But that was the price. In

this world, you get what you pay for."

He proposed a gallant toast. "Sweethearts and w ves," he cried.

Fasten Your Seat Belts 59

I was in the bar with Newt and H Lowe Crosby and a coupl e of strangers,

when San Lorenzo was sighted. Crosby was tal ki ng about pissants. "You know what |
mean by a pissant ?"

"I know the term" | said, "but it obviously doesn't have the ding-a-ling
associations for ne that it has for you."
Crosby was in his cups and had the drunkard's illusion that he coul d speak

frankly, provided he spoke affectionately. He spoke frankly and affectionately of
Newt's size, sonething nobody else in the bar had so far comented on
"I don't nean a little feller like this." Crosby hung a ham hand on New's

shoulder. "It isn't size that nakes a man a pissant. It's the way he thinks. |'ve
seen men four tinmes as big as this little feller here, and they were pissants. And
I"ve seen little fellers--well, not this little actually, but pretty damm little, by

CGod--and |'d call themreal nen."

"Thanks," said Newt pleasantly, not even glancing at the nonstrous hand on

his shoul der. Never had | seen a human being better adjusted to such a humliating
physi cal handi cap. | shuddered with admiration

"You were tal king about pissants,"” | said to Crosby, hoping to get the

wei ght of his hand of f Newt.

"Dam right | was." Crosby straightened up
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"You haven't told us what a pissant is yet," | said.

"A pissant is sonebody who thinks he's so damm snmart, he never can keep his

mout h shut. No natter what anybody says, he's got to argue with it. You say you like
sonet hing, and, by God, he'll tell you why you're wong to like it. A pissant does

his best to make you feel like a boob all the tine. No matter what you say, he knows
better."
"Not a very attractive characteristic," | suggested.

"My daughter wanted to marry a pissant once,"” said Croshy darkly.

"Did she?"

"l squashed himlike a bug." Crosby hammered on the bar, remenbering things

the pissant had said and done. "Jesus!" he said, "we've all been to college!" H's
gaze lit on Newt again. "You go to coll ege?"

"Cornell," said Newt.

"Cornell!" cried Croshy gladly. "My God, | went to Cornell."

"So did he." Newt nodded at ne.

"Three Cornellians--all in the sanme plane!" said Crosby, and we had anot her

_granfalloon_ festival on our hands.

When it subsided sone, Crosby asked Newt what he did.

"l paint."

"Houses?"

"Pictures."
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"I''"ll be damed," said Crosby.

"Return to your seats and fasten your seat belts, please," warned the

airline hostess. "We're over Monzano Airport, Bolivar, San Lorenzo."

"Christ! Now wait just a Goddanm m nute here," said Crosby, |ooking down at
Newt. "All of a sudden | realize you' ve got a nane |'ve heard before."

"My father was the father of the atom bonb." Newt didn't say Felix Hoeni kker
was one_ of the fathers. He said Felix was _the_ father.

"I's that so?" asked Crosby.

"That's so."

"l was thinking about sonething else," said Crosby. He had to think hard.

" Sonet hi ng about a dancer."”

"I think we'd better get back to our seats," said New, tightening sone.
"Sonet hi ng about a Russian dancer." Crosby was sufficiently addl ed by booze

to see no harmin thinking out loud. "I renenber an editorial about how maybe the
dancer was a spy."

"Pl ease, gentlenmen," said the stewardess, "you really nust get back to your
seats and fasten your belts."

Newt | ooked up at H Lowe Croshy innocently. "You sure the nanme was

Hoeni kker?" And, in order to elimnate any chance of m staken identity, he spelled
the nane for Crosby.

"I could be wong," said H Lowe Crosby.

An Underprivil eged Nation 60

The island, seen fromthe air, was an amazingly regular rectangle. Cruel and
usel ess stone needles were thrust up fromthe sea. They sketched a circle around it.
At the south end of the island was the port city of Bolivar.

It was the only city.

It was the capital.

It was built on a marshy table. The runways of Mnzano Airport were on its
water front.

Mount ai ns arose abruptly to the north of Bolivar, crowding the renmai nder of

the island with their brutal hunps. They were called the Sangre de Cristo Muntains,
but they |l ooked like pigs at a trough to ne.

Bol i var had had many nanes: Caz-mm-caz-nmm, Santa Maria, Saint Louis, Saint
George, and Port dory anong them It was given its present name by Johnson and
McCabe in 1922, was naned in honor of Sinon Bolivar, the great Latin-Anmerican

i deal i st and hero.

When Johnson and McCabe cane upon the city, it was built of twigs, tin,

file:/lIF|/rah/Kurt%20Vonnegut/VVonnegut,%20Kurt%20-%20Cats%20Cradle.txt (42 of 91) [8/28/03 1:05:26 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Kurt%20V onnegut/V onnegut,%20K urt%20-%20Cats%20Cradl e.txt

crates, and nud--rested on the cataconbs of a trillion happy scavengers, cataconbs
in a sour mash of slop, fecul ence, and sline.

That was pretty rmuch the way | found it, too, except for the new

architectural false face along the water front.

Johnson and McCabe had failed to raise the people frommsery and nuck.

"Papa" Monzano had failed, too.

Everybody was bound to fail, for San Lorenzo was as unproductive as an equa

area in the Sahara or the Polar |cecap.

At the same tinme, it had as dense a popul ation as could be found anywhere,

I ndia and China not excluded. There were four hundred and fifty inhabitants for each
uni nhabi tabl e square nile.

"During the idealistic phase of MCabe's and Johnson's reorgani zati on of San
Lorenzo, it was announced that the country's total incone would be divided anong al
adult persons in equal shares," wote Philip Castle. "The first and only time this
was tried, each share cane to between six and seven dollars.”
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What a Corporal Was Worth 61

In the custonms shed at Monzano Airport, we were all required to subnmit to a

| uggage i nspection, and to convert what noney we intended to spend in San Lorenzo
into the local currency, into Corporals , which "Papa" Mnzano insisted were worth
fifty American cents.

The shed was neat and new, but plenty of signs had already been sl apped on

the wal I's, higgl edy-piggl edy.

ANYBODY CAUGHT PRACTI CI NG BOKONONI SM | N SAN LORENZO, said one, WLL D E ON

THE HOOK!

Anot her poster featured a picture of Bokonon, a scrawny old col ored man who

was snmoking a cigar. He | ooked clever and ki nd and anused.

Under the picture were the words: WANTED DEAD OR ALI VE, 10, 000 CORPCRALS

REWARD!

I took a closer look at that poster and found reproduced at the bottom of it

sone sort of police identification form Bokonon had had to fill out way back in
1929. It was reproduced, apparently, to show Bokonon hunters what his fingerprints
and handwiting were |ike.

But what interested nme were sone of the words Bokonon had chosen to put into

the bl anks in 1929. \Wherever possible, he had taken the cosnmic view, had taken into
consi deration, for instance, such things as the shortness of |ife and the | ongness
of eternity.

He reported his avocation as: "Being alive."

He reported his principal occupation as: "Being dead."

THIS IS A CHRI STI AN NATIONl' ALL FOOT PLAY WLL BE PUNI SHED BY THE HOOK, said

anot her sign. The sign was neaningless to ne, since | had not yet |earned that
Bokononi sts mingled their souls by pressing the bottons of their feet together.
And the greatest mystery of all, since | had not read all of Philip Castle's

book, was how Bokonon, bosom friend of Corporal MCabe, had cone to be an outl aw.
Wiy Hazel WAsn't Scared 62

There were seven of us who got off at San Lorenzo: Newt and Angel a,

Anbassador M nton and his wife, H Lowe Crosby and his wife, and |I. Wen we had

cl eared custons, we were herded outdoors and onto a revi ewi ng stand.

There, we faced a very quiet crowd.

Fi ve thousand or nmore San Lorenzans stared at us. The islanders were oatneal

col ored. The people were thin. There wasn't a fat person to be seen. Every person
had teeth m ssing. Many | egs were bowed or swoll en.

Not one pair of eyes was clear.

The wonen's breasts were bare and paltry. The nmen wore | oose | oi ncloths that

did little to conceal penes |ike penduluns on grandfather clocks.

There were nmany dogs, but not one barked. There were nany infants, but not

one cried. Here and there sonmeone coughed--and that was all.

A mlitary band stood at attention before the crowd. It did not play.

There was a color guard before the band. It carried two banners, the Stars
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and Stripes and the flag of San Lorenzo. The flag of San Lorenzo consisted of a
Mari ne Corporal's chevrons on a royal blue field. The banners hung lank in the

wi ndl ess day.

I imagi ned that sonewhere far away | heard the blammng of a sledge on a

brazen drum There was no such sound. My soul was sinply resonating the beat of the
brassy, clanging heat of the San Lorenzan cli ne.

"I"'msure glad it's a Christian country," Hazel Crosby whispered to her

husband, "or 1'd be a little scared."

Behi nd us was a xyl ophone.

There was a glittering sign on the xyl ophone. The sign was nmade of garnets

and rhi nest ones.

The sign said, MONA

Reverent and Free 63

To the left side of our review ng stand were six propeller-driven fighter

planes in a row, mlitary assistance fromthe United States to San Lorenzo. On the
fusel age of each plane was painted, with childish bl oodlust, a boa constrictor which
was crushing a devil to death. Blood cane fromthe devil's ears, nose, and nouth. A
pitchfork was slipping fromsatanic red fingers.

Bef ore each plane stood an oatneal -colored pilot; silent, too.

Then, above that tum d silence, there cane a nagging song |like the song of a

gnat. It was a siren approaching. The siren was on "Papa's" glossy black Cadillac
| i mousi ne.

The linousine cane to a stop before us, tires snoking.

Qut clinbed "Papa" Monzano, his adopted daughter, Mna Aanons Mnzano, and
Frankl i n Hoeni kker

At a linp, inperious signal from"Papa," the crowd sang the San Lorenzan

Nati onal Anthem Its nelody was "Hone on the Range." The words had been witten in
1922 by Lionel Boyd Johnson, by Bokonon. The words were these:

Ch, ours is a land

Where the living is grand,

And the nmen are as fearless as sharks;

The wonen are pure,

And we al ways are sure

That our children will all toe their marks.

San, San Lo-ren-zo

What a rich, lucky island are we!

Qur enenies quail

For they know they will fail

Agai nst people so reverent and free.

Peace and Plenty 64
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And then the crowd was deathly still again.

"Papa" and Mona and Frank joined us on the review ng stand. One snare drum

pl ayed as they did so. The drumm ng stopped when "Papa" pointed a finger at the

dr ummer .

He wore a shoul der hol ster on the outside of his blouse. The weapon in it

was a chromiumplated .45. He was an old, old man, as so many nenbers of ny _karass_
were. He was in poor shape. His steps were small and bouncel ess. He was still a fat
man, but his lard was nelting fast, for his sinple uniformwas |oose. The balls of
hi s hoptoad eyes were yellow. Hi s hands trenbl ed.

Hi s personal bodyguard was Major General Franklin Hoeni kker, whose uniform

was white. Frank--thin-wisted, narrow shoul dered--1ooked Iike a child kept up | ong
after his customary bedtinme. On his breast was a nedal

| observed the two, "Papa" and Frank, with some difficulty--not because ny

vi ew was bl ocked, but because | could not take ny eyes off Mowna. | was thrilled,
heart br oken, hilarious, insane. Every greedy, unreasonable dream|'d ever had about
what a woman shoul d be cane true in Mona. There, God | ove her warm and creany soul
was peace and plenty forever.
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That girl--and she was only ei ghteen--was rapturously serene. She seened to
understand all, and to be all there was to understand. In _The Books of Bokonon_ she
is mentioned by name. One thing Bokonon says of her is this: "Mpna has the
sinmplicity of the all."

Her dress was white and G eek.

She wore flat sandals on her snall brown feet.

Her pale gold hair was | ank and | ong.

Her hips were a lyre.

Ch Cod.

Peace and plenty forever.

She was the one beautiful girl in San Lorenzo. She was the nationa

treasure. "Papa" had adopted her, according to Philip Castle, in order to ningle
divinity with the harshness of his rule.

The xyl ophone was rolled to the front of the stand. And Mna played it. She

pl ayed "When Day |Is Done." It was all trenolo--swelling, fading, swelling again. The
crowd was intoxicated by beauty. And then it was time for "Papa" to greet us.

A Good Tine to Cone to San Lorenzo 65

"Papa" was a sel f-educated nan, who had been nmj ordono to Corporal MCabe.

He had never been off the island. He spoke Anerican English passably well.
Everything that any one of us said on the review ng stand was bel |l owed out

at the crowd through doonsday horns.

What ever went out through those horns gabbl ed down a w de, short boul evard

at the back of the crowd, ricocheted off the three glass-faced new buildings at the
end of the boul evard, and canme cackling back

"Wl cone," said "Papa." "You are coming to the best friend America ever had.
America is msunderstood many pl aces, but not here, M. Anbassador." He bowed to H
Lowe Croshy, the bicycle manufacturer, nistaking himfor the new Anbassador

"l know you've got a good country here, M. President," said Croshy.

"Everything | ever heard about it sounds great to ne. There's just one thing . . ."
" Ch?"

"I'"'mnot the Anbassador," said" Crosby. "I wish | was, but I'mjust a plain,

ordi nary businessnan." It hurt himto say who the real Anbassador was. "This nan
over here is the big cheese."

"Ah!" "Papa" smled at his mistake. The smile went away suddenly. Sone pain

i nsi de of him made hi mwi nce, then nade hi m hunch over, close his eyes--made him
concentrate on surviving the pain.
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Frank Hoeni kker went to his support, feebly, incompetently. "Are you al

right?"

"Excuse ne," "Papa" whispered at |ast, straightening up sone. There were

tears in his eyes. He brushed them away, straightening up all the way. "I beg your
par don. "

He seened to be in doubt for a nmonent as to where he was, as to what was

expected of him And then he remenbered. He shook Horlick Mnton's hand. "Here, you
are anong friends."

"I"'msure of it," said Mnton gently.

"Christian," said "Papa."

" CGood. "

"Anti-Comuni sts," said "Papa."

" CGood. "

"No Communi sts here," said "Papa." "They fear the hook too mnuch."

"l should think they would," said Mnton

"You have picked a very good tinme to cone to us," said "Papa." "Tonorrow

will be one of the happiest days in the history of our country. Tonmorrow is our
greatest national holiday, The Day of the Hundred Martyrs to Denocracy. It will also
be the day of the engagenent of Maj or General Hoeni kker to Mona Aanons Monzano, to
the nost precious person in ny life and in the life of San Lorenzo."

"I wish you much happi ness, M ss Mnzano," said Mnton warmy. "And

congratul ate _you , General Hoenikker."

The two young peopl e nodded their thanks.
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M nt on now spoke of the so-called Hundred Martyrs to Denobcracy, and he told

a whooping lie. "There is not an Anmerican school child who does not know the story of
San Lorenzo's noble sacrifice in Wrld War Two. The hundred brave San Lorenzans,
whose day tonorrow is, gave as much as freedom | oving nen can. The President of the
United States has asked me to be his personal representative at cerenbpnies tonorrow,
to cast a weath, the gift of the American people to the people of San Lorenzo, on
the sea."

"The people of San Lorenzo thank you and your President and the generous

people of the United States of America for their thoughtful ness,"” said "Papa." "W
woul d be honored if you would cast the weath into the sea during the engagenent
party tonorrow. "

"The honor is mne."

"Papa" conmanded us all to honor himw th our presence at the weath

cerenony and engagenent party next day. W were to appear at his palace at noon
"What children these two will have!" "Papa" said, inviting us to stare at

Frank and Mona. "What bl ood! What beauty!"

The pain hit him again.

He again closed his eyes to huddl e hinself around that pain.

He waited for it to pass, but it did not pass.

Still in agony, he turned away fromus, faced the crowd and the m crophone.

He tried to gesture at the crowd, failed. He tried to say sonething to the crowd,
failed.

And then the words cane out. "Go home," he cried strangling. "Go hone!"

The crowd scattered |ike | eaves.

"Papa" faced us again, still grotesque in pain.

And then he col | apsed.

The Strongest Thing There |s 66

He wasn't dead.

But he certainly | ooked dead; except that now and then, in the nmidst of all

that seem ng death, he would give a shivering twitch
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Frank protested loudly that "Papa" wasn't dead, that he couldn't_ be dead.

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

Frank | coosened "Papa's" collar and bl ouse, rubbed his wists. "Gve himair

Gve 'Papa’ air!"

The fighter-plane pilots cane running over to help us. One had sense enough

to go for the airport anbul ance

The band and the col or guard, which had received no orders, renmmined at

qui vering attention.

| |1 ooked for Mwna, found that she was still serene and had withdrawn to the

rail of the reviewing stand. Death, if there was going to be death, did not alarm
her .

St andi ng next to her was a pilot. He was not |ooking at her, but he had a
perspiring radiance that | attributed to his being so near to her

"Papa" now regai ned sonething |ike consciousness. Wth a hand that flapped

like a captured bird, he pointed at Frank. "You . " he said

W all fell silent, in order to hear his words.

His |ips noved, but we could hear nothing but bubbling sounds.

Sonebody had what | ooked |ike a wonderful idea then--what |ooks like a

hi deous idea in retrospect. Soneone--a pilot, | think--took the mcrophone fromits
mount and held it by "Papa's" bubbling lips in order to anplify his words.

So death rattles and all sorts of spastic yodels bounced off the new

bui | di ngs.

And then cane words.

"You," he said to Frank hoarsely, "you--Franklin Hoeni kker--you will be the

next President of San Lorenzo. Science--you have science. Science is the strongest
thing there is.

"Sci ence," said "Papa.
agai n.

"lIce." He rolled his yellow eyes, and he passed out
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| 1 ooked at Mbdna.

Her expression was unchanged.

The pilot next to her, however, had his features conposed in the catatonic,
orgiastic rigidity of one receiving the Congressional Mdal of Honor

| 1 ooked down and | saw what | was not nmeant to see.

Mona had slipped off her sandal. Her small brown foot was bare.

And with that foot, she was kneadi ng and kneadi ng and kneadi ng-- obscenely

kneadi ng--the instep of the flyer's boot.

Hy- u- o- ook- kuh! 67

"Papa" didn't die--not then

He was rolled away in the airport's big red neat wagon. The M ntons were

taken to their enbassy by an American |inobusine.

Newt and Angela were taken to Frank's house in a San Lorenzan | i nousi ne.

The Crosbys and | were taken to the Casa Mona hotel in San Lorenzo's one

taxi, a hearselike 1939 Chrysler linmousine with junp seats. The nane on the side of
the cab was Castle Transportation Inc. The cab was owned by Philip Castle, the owner
of the Casa Mona, the son of the conpletely unselfish man | had cone to interview
The Crosbys and | were both upset. Qur consternati on was expressed in

questions we had to have answered at once. The Crosbys wanted to know who Bokonon
was. They were scandalized by the idea that anyone shoul d be opposed to "Papa"
Monzano.

Irrelevantly, | found that | had to know at once who the Hundred Martyrs to
Denocracy had been.

The Crosbys got their answer first. They could not understand the San

Lorenzan dialect, so | had to translate for them Crosby's basic question to our
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driver was: "Wio the hell is this pissant Bokonon, anyway?"

"Very bad man," said the driver. Wat he actually said was, " _Vorry bal
moan_. "

"A Communi st ?" asked Crosby, when he heard ny translation

"Ch, sure."

"Has he got any foll ow ng?"

"Sir?"

"Does anybody think he's any good?"

"Ch, no, sir," said the driver piously. "Nobody that crazy."

"Why hasn't he been caught?" demanded Crosby.

"Hard man to find," said the driver. "Very smart."

"Wl |, people nust be hiding himand giving himfood or he'd be caught by
now. "

"Nobody hide him nobody feed him Everybody too smart to do that."

"You sure?"

"Ch, sure," said the driver. "Anybody feed that crazy old nman, anybody give
himplace to sleep, they get the hook. Nobody want the hook."

He pronounced that |ast word: " _hy-u-o-_ook -kuh_.
Hoon-yera Mora-toorz 68

| asked the driver who the Hundred Martyrs to Denocracy had been. The

boul evard we were going down, | saw, was called the Boul evard of the Hundred Martyrs
to Denocracy.

The driver told me that San Lorenzo had decl ared war on Gernmany and Japan an

hour after Pearl Harbor was attacked.

San Lorenzo conscripted a hundred nmen to fight on the side of denocracy.

These hundred nen were put on a ship bound for the United States, where they were to
be armed and trai ned.

The ship was sunk by a Gernman subnarine right outside of Bolivar harbor

" Dose, sore_," he said, " _yeeara |o hoon-yera nora-toorz tut

zanmoo-cratz-ya_."

"Those, sir," he'd said in dialect, "are the Hundred Martyrs to Denocracy."

A Big Mosaic 69

The Crosbys and | had the curious experience of being the very first guests

of a new hotel. W were the first to sign the register of the Casa Mna.
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The Crosbys got to the desk ahead of ne, but H Lowe Croshy was so startled

by a wholly blank register that he couldn't bring hinself to sign. He had to think
about it a while.

"You sign," he said to ne. And then, defying ne to think he was

superstitious, he declared his wish to photograph a man who was naki ng a huge npsaic
on the fresh plaster of the | obby wall.

The npsaic was a portrait of Mona Aanons Monzano. It was twenty feet high

The man who was working on it was young and nuscular. He sat at the top of a
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stepl adder. He wore nothing but a pair of white duck trousers.

He was a white man.

The nosaicist was naking the fine hairs on the nape of Mna's swan neck out

of chips of gold.

Crosby went over to photograph him cane back to report that the man was the

bi ggest pissant he had ever net. Croshy was the color of tomato juice when he
reported this. "You can't say a damm thing to himthat he won't turn inside out."
So | went over to the nosaicist, watched himfor a while, and then | told

him "I envy you."
"I always knew," he sighed, "that, if | waited | ong enough, sonebody woul d
come and envy ne. | kept telling nyself to be patient, that, sooner or |ater,

sonebody envi ous woul d cone al ong."

"Are you an Anerican?"

"That happiness is mne." He went right on working; he was incurious as to
what | |ooked like. "Do you want to take ny photograph, too?"

"Do you mind?"

"I think; therefore | am therefore | am photographable."

"I'mafraid I don't have ny canera with ne."

"Well, for Christ's sake, get it! You're not one of those people who trusts
his menory, are you?"

"I don't think I'Il forget that face you' re working on very soon."

"You'll forget it when you' re dead, and so will I. Wen |I'mdead, |'m going

to forget everything--and | advise you to do the sanme."

"Has she been posing for this or are you worki ng from phot ographs or what ?"
"I'"'mworking fromor what."

"What ?"

"I'"'mworking fromor what.'
head of mne."

"You know her?"

"That happiness is mne."
"Frank Hoeni kker's a |ucky man."

"Frank Hoeni kker is a piece of shit."

"You're certainly candid."

"I'"'malso rich."

"dad to hear it."

"If you want an expert opinion, noney doesn't necessarily nake people

He tapped his temple. "It's all in this enviable

happy. "

"Thanks for the information. You' ve just saved nme a lot of trouble. | was
just about to nmke sone noney."

" How?"

"Witing."

"I wote a book once."

"What was it called?"

" San Lorenzo ," he said, "the Land, the H story, the People .
Tut ored by Bokonon 70

"You, | take it," | said to the nosaicist, "are Philip Castle, son of Julian
Castle."

"That happiness is mne."

"I"'mhere to see your father."

"Are you an aspirin sal esman?"
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"No. "
"Too bad. Father's | ow on aspirin. How about niracle drugs? Father enjoys
pulling off a miracle now and then."
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"I"'mnot a drug salesman. |'ma witer."

"What nakes you think a witer isn't a drug sal esnan?"

"I''"l'l accept that. Quilty as charged."

"Fat her needs sone kind of book to read to people who are dying or in

terrible pain. | don't suppose you' ve witten anything |ike that."

"Not yet."

"I think there'd be nmoney in it. There's another valuable tip for you."

"l suppose | could overhaul the 'Twenty-third Psalm' switch it around a

little so nobody would realize it wasn't original with nme."

"Bokonon tried to overhaul it," he told me. "Bokonon found out he couldn't

change a word."

"You know him too?"

"That happiness is mine. He was ny tutor when | was a little boy." He

gestured sentinentally at the npsaic. "He was Mona's tutor, too."

"Was he a good teacher?"

"Mona and | can both read and wite and do sinple suns," said Castle, "if

that's what you nean."

The Happi ness of Being an Anerican 71

H. Lowe Crosby canme over to have another go at Castle, the pissant.

"What do you call yourself," sneered Crosby, "a beatnik or what?"

"I call nyself a Bokononist."

"That's against the lawin this country, isn't it?"

"I happen to have the happiness of being an Anerican. |'ve been able to say

I'"'ma Bokononist any tine | dam please, and, so far, nobody's bothered ne at all."
"l believe in obeying the | aws of whatever country | happen to be in."

"You are not telling nme the news."

Crosby was livid. "Screw you, Jack!"

"Screw you, Jasper," said Castle mldly, "and screw Mther's Day and

Christnmas, too."

Crosby marched across the | obby to the desk clerk and he said, "I want to

report that nman over there, that pissant, that so-called artist. You' ve got a nice
little country here that's trying to attract the tourist trade and new i nvestnent in
i ndustry. The way that nman talked to me, | don't ever want to see San Lorenzo

agai n--and any friend who asks nme about San Lorenzo, I'Il tell himto keep the hel
away. You nmay be getting a nice picture on the wall over there, but, by God, the
pi ssant who's making it is the nost insulting, discouraging son of a bitch I ever
met inny life."

The clerk | ooked sick. "Sir . . ."

"I'mlistening," said Crosby, full of fire.

"Sir--he owns the hotel ."

The Pissant Hilton 72

H. Lowe Crosby and his wife checked out of the Casa Mona. Croshy called it
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"The Pissant Hilton," and he demanded quarters at the Anmerican enbassy.

So | was the only guest in a one-hundred-room hot el

My room was a pleasant one. It faced, as did all the roons, the Boul evard of

the Hundred Martyrs to Denocracy, Mnzano Airport, and Bolivar harbor beyond. The
Casa Mona was built |like a bookcase, with solid sides and back and with a front of
bl ue-green gl ass. The squalor and misery of the city, being to the sides and back of
the Casa Mona, were inpossible to see.

My roomwas air-conditioned. It was alnost chilly. And, coning fromthe

bl anmi ng heat into that chilliness, | sneezed.

There were fresh flowers on ny bedside table, but ny bed had not yet been

made. There wasn't even a pillow on the bed. There was sinply a bare, brand-new
Beautyrest mattress. And there weren't any coat hangers in the closet; and there
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wasn't any toilet paper in the bathroom

So | went out in the corridor to see if there was a chanbermaid who woul d

equip ne a little nore conpletely. There wasn't anybody out there, but there was a
door open at the far end and very faint sounds of life.

I went to this door and found a | arge suite paved with drop-cloths. It was

bei ng painted, but the two painters weren't painting when | appeared. They were
sitting on a shelf that ran the width of the wi ndow wall.

They had their shoes off. They had their eyes closed. They were facing each

ot her.

They were pressing the soles of their bare feet together

Each grasped his own ankles, giving hinmself the rigidity of a triangle.

I cleared ny throat.

The two rolled off the shelf and fell to the spattered dropcloth. They

| anded on their hands and knees, and they stayed in that position--their behinds in
the air, their noses close to the ground.

They were expecting to be killed.

"Excuse nme," | said, anmazed
"Don't tell," begged one querulously. "Please--please don't tell."
"Tel | what?"

"What you saw "
"I didn't see anything."

"If you tell," he said, and he put his cheek to the floor and | ooked up at

me beseechingly, "if you tell, we'll die on the _hy-u-o-oo0k-kuh! "

"Look, friends," | said, "either | canme in too early or too late, but, I

tell you again, | didn't see anything worth nmentioning to anybody. Pl ease--get up."
They got up, their eyes still on nme. They trenbled and cowered. | convinced

themat last that | would never tell what | had seen

What | had seen, of course, was the Bokononist ritual of _boko-maru_, or the

m ngl i ng of awarenesses.

We Bokononists believe that it is inpossible to be sole-to-sole wth another
person wi thout |oving the person, provided the feet of both persons are cl ean and
ni cely tended.

The basis for the foot cerenony is this "Cal ypso":

We will touch our feet, yes,

Yes, for all we're worth,

And we will |ove each other, yes,

Yes, like we |ove our Mther Earth.

Bl ack Death 73

When | got back to ny room| found that Philip Castle-- npsaicist,
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hi storian, self-indexer, pissant, and hotel -keeper--was installing a roll of toilet
paper in ny bathroom

"Thank you very much," | said.

"You're entirely wel cone."

"This is what I'd call a hotel with a real heart. How many hotel owners

woul d take such a direct interest in the confort of a guest?"

"How nmany hotel owners have just one guest?"

"You used to have three."

"Those were the days."

"You know, | may be speaking out of turn, but | find it hard to understand

how a person of your interests and talents would be attracted to the hotel

busi ness. "

He frowned perplexedly. "I don't seemto be as good with guests as | m ght,

do 1 ?"

"I knew sone people in the Hotel School at Cornell, and | can't help feeling
they woul d have treated the Crosbys sonewhat differently."

He nodded unconfortably. "I know. | know. " He flapped his arns. "Damed if |
know why | built this hotel --sonmething to do with ny life, | guess. A way to be
busy, a way not to be |onesone." He shook his head. "It was be a hermt or open a
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hotel --with nothing in between."

"Weren't you raised at your father's hospital ?"

"That's right. Mona and | both grew up there."

"Well, aren't you at all tenpted to do with your |ife what your father's

done with his?"

Young Castle smled wanly, avoiding a direct answer. "He's a funny person,

Father is," he said. "I think you'll like him"

"l expect to. There aren't nany peopl e who' ve been as unsel fish as he has."

"One tinme," said Castle, "when | was about fifteen, there was a nutiny near

here on a G eek ship bound from Hong Kong to Havana with a | oad of w cker furniture.
The nutineers got control of the ship, didn't know how to run her, and smashed her
up on the rocks near 'Papa' Mnzano's castle. Everybody drowned but the rats. The
rats and the w cker furniture came ashore.”

That seened to be the end of the story, but | couldn't be sure. "So?"

"So sone people got free furniture, and sone peopl e got bubonic plague. At
Father's hospital, we had fourteen-hundred deaths inside of ten days. Have you ever
seen anyone di e of bubonic pl ague?"

"That unhappi ness has not been nine."

"The lynmph glands in the groin and the arnpits swell to the size of

grapefruit.”

"I can well believe it."

"After death, the body turns black--coals to Newcastle in the case of San
Lorenzo. Wen the pl ague was having everything its own way, the House of Hope and
Mercy in the Jungle | ooked |ike Auschwitz or Buchenwal d. W& had stacks of dead so
deep and wi de that a bulldozer actually stalled trying to shove themtoward a conmon
grave. Father worked without sleep for days, worked not only without sleep but

wi t hout saving many lives, either."

Castle's grisly tale was interrupted by the ringing of ny tel ephone.

"My God," said Castle, "I didn't even know the tel ephones were connected

yet."

| picked up the phone. "Hell o?"

It was Major General Franklin Hoeni kker who had called me up. He sounded out

of breath and scared stiff. "Listen! You ve got to come out to nmy house right away.
W've got to have a talk! It could be a very inportant thing in your lifel"
"Coul d you give ne sone idea?"

"Not on the phone, not on the phone. You cone to ny house. You cone right

away! Pl ease!"

"Al'l right."

"I'"'mnot kidding you. This is a really inportant thing in your life. This is

the nost inportant thing ever." He hung up

"What was that all about?" asked Castle.

"I haven't got the slightest idea. Frank Hoeni kker wants to see ne right

away. "

"Take your tinme. Relax. He's a noron."

"He said it was inportant."”
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"How does he know what's inportant? | could carve a better nan out of a

banana. "

"Well, finish your story anyway."

"Where was | ?"

"The buboni c pl ague. The bul | dozer was stalled by corpses.”

"Ch, yes. Anyway, one sleepless night | stayed up with Father while he

worked. It was all we could do to find a live patient to treat. In bed after bed
after bed we found dead peopl e.

"And Father started giggling," Castle continued.

"He couldn't stop. He wal ked out into the night with his flashlight. He was

still giggling. He was making the flashlight beam dance over all the dead people
stacked outside. He put his hand on nmy head, and do you know what that marvel ous man
said to me?" asked Castle.

"Nope. "
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"*Son,' ny father said to ne, 'sonmeday this will all be yours."'"
Cat's Cradle 74
I went to Frank's house in San Lorenzo's one taxicab
We passed through scenes of hideous want. W clinbed the slope of Munt
McCabe. The air grew cool er. There was nist.
Frank's house had once been the honme of Nestor Aanons, father of Mona,
architect of the House of Hope and Mercy in the Jungle.
Aanmons had designed it.
It straddled a waterfall; had a terrace cantil evered out into the m st
rising fromthe fall. It was a cunning lattice of very light steel posts and beans.
The interstices of the lattice were variously open, chinked with native stone,
gl azed, or curtained by sheets of canvas.
The effect of the house was not so much to enclose as to announce that a man
had been whinmsically busy there.
A servant greeted ne politely and told nme that Frank wasn't hone yet. Frank
was expected at any nonment. Frank had |l eft orders to the effect that | was to be
made happy and confortable, and that | was to stay for supper and the night. The
servant, who introduced hinself as Stanley, was the first plunp San Lorenzan | had
seen.
Stanley led ne to nmy room |led nme around the heart of the house, down a
staircase of living stone, a staircase sheltered or exposed by steel-framed
rectangl es at random M bed was a foamrubber slab on a stone shelf, a shelf of
living stone. The walls of nmy chanber were canvas. Stanl ey denonstrated how | ni ght
roll themup or down, as | pleased
| asked Stanley if anybody el se was hone, and he told nme that only Newt was.
Newt, he said, was out on the cantilevered terrace, painting a picture. Angela, he
sai d, had gone sightseeing to the House of Hope and Mercy in the Jungle.
I went out onto the giddy terrace that straddl ed the waterfall and found
little New asleep in a yellow butterfly chair.
The painting on which Newt had been working was set on an easel next to the
aluminumrailing. The painting was framed in a msty view of sky, sea, and vall ey.
Newt's painting was snmall and black and warty.
It consisted of scratches nade in a black, gummy inpasto. The scratches
formed a sort of spider's web, and | wondered if they m ght not be the sticky nets
of human futility hung up on a noonless night to dry.
I did not wake up the m dget who had made this dreadful thing. | snoked,
listening to i magi ned voices in the water sounds.
What awakened little Newt was an explosion far away below. It caroned up the
val l ey and went to God. It was a cannon on the water front of Bolivar, Frank's
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maj or-dono told ne. It was fired every day at five
Little Newt stirred.
Wil e still half-snoozing, he put his black, painty hands to his nmouth and
chin, leaving black snmears there. He rubbed his eyes and nade bl ack snears around
them too.
"Hello," he said to ne, sleepily.
"Hello," | said. "I like your painting."
"You see what it is?"
"l suppose it neans sonething different to everyone who sees it."
"It's a cat's cradle."
"Aha," | said. "Very good. The scratches are string. Right?"
"One of the oldest ganmes there is, cat's cradle. Even the Eskinpbs know it."
"You don't say."
"For maybe a hundred thousand years or nore, grownups have been wavi ng
tangl es of string in their children's faces."
"Um "
Newt remained curled in the chair. He held out his painty hands as though a
cat's cradle were strung between them "No wonder kids grow up crazy. A cat's cradle
is nothing but a bunch of X s between sonebody's hands, and little kids | ook and
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| ook and | ook at all those X's
" And?"

" No damm cat, and no damm cradle_.
Gve My Regards to Al bert Schweitzer 75

And then Angel a Hoeni kker Conners, Newt's beanpole sister, canme in with

Julian Castle, father of Philip, and founder of the House of Hope and Mercy in the
Jungle. Castle wore a baggy white linen suit and a string tie. He had a scraggly
must ache. He was bald. He was scrawny. He was a saint, | think

He introduced hinself to New and to me on the cantilevered terrace. He
forestalled all references to his possible saintliness by talking out of the corner
of his mouth like a novie gangster

"l understand you are a follower of Al bert Schweitzer," | said to him

"At a distance . " He gave a crimnal sneer. "l've never net the

gent| eman. "

"He nust surely know of your work, just as you know of his."

"Maybe and maybe not. You ever see hinP"

"No. "

"You ever expect to see hinP"

"Someday nmaybe | will."

"Well," said Julian Castle, "in case you run across Dr. Schweitzer in your
travels, you mght tell himthat he is _not_ ny hero." He lit a big cigar

When the cigar was going good and hot he pointed its red end at nme. "You can
tell himhe isn't ny hero," he said, "but you can also tell himthat, thanks to him
Jesus Christ _is_."

"I think he'll be glad to hear it."

"I don't give a dafmm if he is or not. This is sonmething between Jesus and

me. "

Page 62

Vonnegut, Kurt - Cats Cradle v1.0

Julian Castle Agrees with Newt 76

that Everything |I's Meaningl ess

Julian Castle and Angela went to Newt's painting. Castle made a pinhole of a
curled index finger, squinted at the painting through it.

"What do you think of it?" I asked him

"It's black_. What is it--hell?"

"I't means whatever it neans," said New.

"Then it's hell," snarled Castle.

"I was told a nonent ago that it was a cat's cradle," | said.

"Inside information always hel ps," said Castle.

"I don't think it's very nice," Angela conplained. "I think it's ugly, but I
don't know anyt hi ng about nodern art. Sonetinmes | wi sh Newt woul d take sone | essons,
so he could know for sure if he was doing sonmething or not."

"Sel f-taught, are you?" Julian Castle asked Newt.

"I'sn't everybody?" Newt inquired

"Very good answer." Castle was respectful

I undertook to explain the deeper significance of the cat's cradle, since

Newt seened disinclined to go through that song and dance agai n.

And Castl e nodded sagely. "So this is a picture of the neaningl essness of it

all! | couldn't agree nore."

"Do you really agree?" | asked. "A minute ago you said sonething about

Jesus. "

"Who?" said, Castle.

"Jesus Christ?"

"Ch," said Castle. " Hm." He shrugged. "People have to tal k about

sonmet hing just to keep their voice boxes in working order, so they'll have good
voi ce boxes in case there's ever anything really neaningful to say."
"I see." | knew | wasn't going to have an easy tinme witing a popul ar

article about him | was going to have to concentrate on his saintly deeds and
ignore entirely the satanic things he thought and sai d.

"You may quote me:" he said. "Man is vile, and man nakes not hing worth

maki ng, knows not hing worth know ng."
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He | eaned down and he shook little Newt's painty hand. "R ght?"

Newt nodded, seeming to suspect nmonentarily that the case had been a little
overstated. "Right."

And then the saint narched to Newt's painting and took it fromits easel. He
beaned at us all. "Garbage--like everything else."

And he threw the painting off the cantilevered terrace. It sailed out on an
updraft, stalled, boomeranged back, sliced into the waterfall

There was nothing little Newt coul d say.

Angel a spoke first. "You' ve got paint all over your face, honey. Go wash it

of f."

Aspirin and Boko-maru 77

"Tell me, Doctor," | said to Julian Castle, "how is 'Papa' Mpnzano?"

"How woul d | know?"

"1 thought you'd probably been treating him"

"W don't speak . . ." Castle smled. "He doesn't speak to ne, that is. The

last thing he said to nme, which was about three years ago, was that the only thing
that kept nme off the hook was my Anerican citizenship."
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"What have you done to of fend hin? You come down here and with your own

money found a free hospital for his people . "

"' Papa' doesn't like the way we treat the whole patient," said Castle,
"particularly the whole patient when he's dying. At the House of Hope and Mercy in
the Jungle, we adm nister the last rites of the Bokononist Church to those who want
them "

"What are the rites |ike?"

"Very sinple. They start with a responsive reading. You want to respond?"

"I"'mnot that close to death just now, if you don't mnd."

He gave ne a grisly wink. "You're wise to be cautious. People taking the

|last rites have a way of dying on cue. | think we could keep you fromgoing all the
way, though, if we didn't touch feet."

" Feet ?"

He tol d ne about the Bokononist attitude relative to feet.

"That explains sonething | sawin the hotel." | told himabout the two

pai nters on the w ndow sill.

"I't works, you know," he said. "People who do that really do feel better

about each other and the world."

"Um "
" Boko-maru_."

"Sir?"

"That's what the foot business is called,” said Castle. "It works. I'm

grateful for things that work. Not many things _do_ work, you know. "

"l suppose not."

"I couldn't possibly run that hospital of mine if it weren't for aspirin and
_boko-maru_."

"I gather," | said, "that there are still several Bokononists on the island,
despite the | aws, despite the _hy-u-o0-o00k-kuh_ . "

He | aughed. "You haven't caught on, yet?"

"To what ?"

"Everybody on San Lorenzo is a devout Bokononist, the _hy-u-o0-o00k-kuh_

not wi t hst andi ng. "

Ring of Steel 78

"When Bokonon and McCabe took over this m serable country years ago," said
Julian Castle, "they threw out the priests. And then Bokonon, cynically and

pl ayfully, invented a newreligion."

"I know, " 1 said.

"Wel |, when it becane evident that no governnental or econom c reformwas

going to nake the people nuch | ess mserable, the religion becanme the one rea
instrument of hope. Truth was the eneny of the people, because the truth was so
terrible, so Bokonon nmade it his business to provide the people with better and
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better lies.
"How did he cone to be an outl aw?"

"I't was his own idea. He asked McCabe to outlaw himand his religion, too,

in order to give the religious life of the people nore zest, nore tang. He wote a
little poemabout it, incidentally."

Castle quoted this poem which does not appear in _The Books of Bokonon_:

So | said good-bye to governnent,

And | gave ny reason

That a really good religion

Is a formof treason.
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"Bokonon suggested the hook, too, as the proper punishnent for Bokononists,"

he said. "It was sonething he'd seen in the Chanber of Horrors at Madane Tussaud's."
He wi nked ghoulishly. "That was for zest, too."

"Did many people die on the hook?"

"Not at first, not at first. At first it was all mnmke-believe. Runors were

cunni ngly circul ated about executions, but no one really knew anyone who had died
that way. McCabe had a good old tine naking bloodthirsty threats agai nst the
Bokononi st s--whi ch was everybody.

"And Bokonon went into cozy hiding in the jungle," Castle continued, "where

he wrote and preached all day |long and ate good things his disciples brought him
"McCabe woul d organi ze the unenpl oyed, which was practically everybody, into

great Bokonon hunts.

"About every six nonths MCabe woul d announce triunphantly that Bokonon was
surrounded by a ring of steel, which was renorsel essly closing in.

"And then the | eaders of the renorseless ring would have to report to

McCabe, full of chagrin and apopl exy, that Bokonon had done the inpossible.

"He had escaped, had evaporated, had lived to preach another day. Mracle!"

Wy McCabe's Soul G ew Coarse 79

"McCabe and Bokonon did not succeed in raising what is generally thought of

as the standard of living," said Castle. "The truth was that |ife was as short and
bruti sh and mean as ever.

"But people didn't have to pay as nmuch attention to the awful truth. As the

living | egend of the cruel tyrant in the city and the gentle holy man in the jungle
grew, so, too, did the happiness of the people grow. They were all enployed ful
time as actors in a play they understood, that any human bei ng anywhere coul d
under stand and appl aud. "

"So life becare a work of art," | marvel ed
"Yes. There was only one trouble with it."
n G.]?Il

"The drama was very tough on the souls of the two main actors, MCabe and
Bokonon. As young nen, they had been pretty nuch alike, had both been half-angel,
hal f - pirate.

"But the drama demanded that the pirate half of Bokonon and the angel half

of McCabe wither away. And McCabe and Bokonon paid a terrible price in agony for the
happi ness of the peopl e--MCabe knowi ng the agony of the tyrant and Bokonon know ng
the agony of the saint. They both becane, for all practical purposes, insane."
Castl e crooked the index finger of his left hand. "And then, people really

did start dying on the _hy-u-o0-o0ok-kuh_ ."

"But Bokonon was never caught?" | asked.

"McCabe never went that crazy. He never nade a really serious effort to

catch Bokonon. It would have been easy to do."

"Why didn't he catch hinP"

"McCabe was al ways sane enough to realize that without the holy nan to war

agai nst, he hinself woul d becone neani ngl ess. 'Papa' Mnzano understands that, too.

"Do people still die on the hook?"
"It's inevitably fatal."
"I mean," | said, "does 'Papa really have people executed that way?"

"He executes one every two years--just to keep the pot boiling, so to
speak." He sighed, |ooking up at the evening sky. "Busy, busy, busy."
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"Sir?"

"I't's what we Bokononists say," he said, "when we feel that a | ot of
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mysterious things are going on."

"You?" | was amazed. "A Bokononist, too?"

He gazed at nme levelly. "You, too. You'll find out."

The Waterfall Strainers 80

Angel a and Newt were on the cantilevered terrace with Julian Castle and ne.

We had cocktails. There was still no word from Frank

Both Angela and Newt, it appeared, were fairly heavy drinkers. Castle told

me that his days as a playboy had cost hima kidney, and that he was unhappily
conpel | ed, per force, to stick to ginger ale.

Angel a, when she got a few drinks into her, conplained of how the world had

swi ndl ed her father. "He gave so nuch, and they gave himso little."

I pressed her for exanples of the world's stinginess and got sonme exact

nunbers. "General Forge and Foundry gave hima forty-five-dollar bonus for every
patent his work led to," she said. "That's the sane patent bonus they paid anybody
in the conpany." She shook her head nournfully. "Forty-five dollars--and just think
what sone of those patents were for!"

"Un" | said. "I assume he got a salary, too."

"The nost he ever nade was twenty-eight thousand dollars a year."

"I'"d say that was pretty good."

She got very huffy. "You know what novie stars nmake?"

"Alot, sonetines."

"You know Dr. Breed nmade ten thousand nore dollars a year than Father did?"

"That was certainly an injustice."

"I"'msick of injustice."

She was so shrilly exercised that | changed the subject. | asked Julian

Castl e what he thought had becone of the painting he had thrown down the waterfall
"There's a little village at the bottom" he told nme. "Five or ten shacks,

I'"d say. It's 'Papa’ Mnzano's birthplace, incidentally. The waterfall ends in a big
stone bow there.

"The villagers have a net made out of chicken wire stretched across a notch

in the bowl. Water spills out through the notch into a stream™

"And Newt's painting is in the net now, you think?" | asked.

"This is a poor country--in case you haven't noticed," said Castle. "Nothing

stays in the net very long. | imagine Newt's painting is being dried in the sun by
now, along with the butt of ny cigar. Four square feet of gummy canvas, the four
mlled and mtered sticks of the stretcher, sone tacks, too, and a cigar. Al in
all, a pretty nice catch for sone poor, poor nman."

"I could just scream sonetines," said Angela, "when | think about how nuch
sonme people get paid and how little they paid Father--and how nuch he gave.
on the edge of a crying jag.

"Don't cry," Newt begged her gently.

"Sonmetimes | can't help it," she said.

"Go get your clarinet,"” urged Newt. "That always hel ps."

I thought at first that this was a fairly com cal suggestion. But then, from
Angel a's reaction, | |learned that the suggestion was serious and practical
"When | get this way," she said to Castle and nme, "sonetines it's the only
thing that hel ps."”

But she was too shy to get her clarinet right away. W had to keep beggi ng
her to play, and she had to have two nore drinks.

"She's really just wonderful,” little Newt pronised.

"I'"d love to hear you play," said Castle.

"All right," said Angela finally as she rose unsteadily. "Al'l right--I
will."

She was
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When she was out of earshot, Newt apol ogized for her., "She's had a tough
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time. She needs a rest."

"She's been sick?" | asked.

"Her husband is nmean as hell to her," said Newt. He showed us that he hated
Angel a' s handsone young husband, the extrenely successful Harrison C. Conners,
Presi dent of Fabri-Tek. "He hardly ever cones honme--and, when he does, he's drunk
and generally covered with |ipstick."

"Fromthe way she talked," | said, "I thought it was a very happy marriage."
Little Newt held his hands six inches apart and he spread his fingers. "See

the cat? See the cradle?"

A Wiite Bride for the Son of a Pullnman Porter 81

| did not know what was going to cone from Angela's clarinet. No one could

have i magi ned what was going to cone fromthere.

| expected sonething pathological, but |I did not expect the depth, the

vi ol ence, and the al nost intol erable beauty of the disease.

Angel a noi st ened and warned the nout hpi ece, but did not blow a single

prelimnary note. Her eyes glazed over, and her long, bony fingers twittered idly
over the noisel ess keys.

| waited anxiously, and | renenbered what Marvin Breed had told ne--that

Angel a' s one escape fromher bleak life with her father was to her room where she
woul d | ock the door and play al ong with phonograph records.

Newt now put a |ong-playing record on the | arge phonograph in the room of f

the terrace. He cane back with the record' s slipcase, which he handed to ne.

The record was called _Cat House Piano_. It was of unacconpani ed pi ano by

Meade Lux Lew s.

Since Angela, in order to deepen her trance, let Lewis play his first nunber
without joining him | read some of what the jacket said about Lew s.

"Born in Louisville, Ky., in 1905," | read, "M. Lewis didn't turn to nusic

until he had passed his 16th birthday and then the instrunment provided by his father
was the violin. A year later young Lewi s chanced to hear Jimy Yancey play the
piano. 'This,' as Lewis recalls, 'was the real thing.' Soon," | read, "Lew s was
teaching hinself to play the boogi e-woogi e pi ano, absorbing all that was possible
fromthe ol der Yancey, who remained until his death a close friend and idol to M.
Lewis. Since his father was a Pullnman porter,"” | read, "the Lewis fanily |ived near
the railroad. The rhythm of the trains soon becane a natural pattern to young Lew s
and he conposed the boogi e-woogi e sol o, now a classic of its kind, which becane
known as ' Honky Tonk Train Blues."'"

| 1 ooked up fromnmny reading. The first number on the record was done. The

phonogr aph needl e was now scratching its slow way across the void to the second. The
second nunber, | learned fromthe jacket, was "Dragon Bl ues."

Meade Lux Lewi s played four bars al one-and then Angel a Hoeni kker joined in.

Her eyes were cl osed.

I was fl abbergast ed.

She was great.

She i nprovi sed around the nmusic of the Pullnman porter's son; went from

liquid lyricismto rasping lechery to the shrill skittishness of a frightened child,
to a heroin nightnare.

Her glissandi spoke of heaven and hell and all that |ay between.

Such music fromsuch a wonan could only be a case of schizophrenia or

denoni ¢ possessi on.

My hair stood on end, as though Angela were rolling on the floor, foam ng at

the mouth, and babbling fluent Babyl oni an

When the music was done, | shrieked at Julian Castle, who was transfixed,
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too, "My God--life! Wio can understand even one little mnute of it?"
"Don't try," he said. "Just pretend you understand."

"That's--that's very good advice." | went |inp.

Castl e quoted anot her poem

Ti ger got to hunt,

Bird got to fly;

Man got to sit and wonder, "Wy, why, why?"
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Tiger got to sl eep,

Bird got to |and;

Man got to tell hinself he understand.

"What's that fronP" | asked

"What could it possibly be frombut _The Books of Bokonon? "

"I'd love to see a copy sonetine."

"Copies are hard to cone by," said Castle. "They aren't printed. They're

made by hand. And, of course, there is no such thing as a conpl eted copy, since
Bokonon is addi ng things every day."

Little Newt snorted. "Religion!"

"Beg your pardon?" Castle said.

"See the cat?" asked Newt. "See the cradle?"

Zah- mah- ki - bo 82

Maj or General Franklin Hoeni kker didn't appear for supper

He tel ephoned, and insisted on talking to me and to no one else. He told ne
that he was keeping a vigil by "Papa' s" bed; that "Papa" was dying in great pain.
Frank sounded scared and | onely.

"Look," | said, "why don't | go back to ny hotel, and you and | can get

together later, when this crisis is over."

"No, no, no. You stay right there! | want you to be where | can get hold of

you right away!" He was pani cky about ny slipping out of his grasp. Since | couldn't
account for his interest in me, | began to feel panic, too.

"Coul d you give ne sone idea what you want to see ne about?" | asked

"Not over the tel ephone.”

" Sonet hi ng about your father?"

"Sonet hi ng about _you ."

"Sonmething |'ve done?"

"Sonmething you're going_ to do."

I heard a chicken clucking in the background of Frank's end of the line.

heard a door open, and xyl ophone nusic cane from sone chanber. The nusic was again
"When Day |s Done." And then the door was closed, and | couldn't hear the nusic any
nor e.

"I'd appreciate it if you' d give me sonme small hint of what you expect ne to

do--so | can sort of get set," | said.
" Zah-mah-ki-bo_."
"What ?"

"It's a Bokononist word."
"l don't know any Bokononi st words."
"Julian Castle's there?"

"Yes. "

"Ask him" said Frank. "I've got to go now." He hung up. So | asked Julian
Castl e what _zah-nmah-ki-bo_ neant.
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"You want a sinple answer or a whol e answer?"

"Let's start with a sinple one."

"Fate--inevitabl e destiny."

Dr. Schlichter von Koenigswald 83

Approaches the Break-even Point

"Cancer," said Julian Castle at dinner, when | told himthat "Papa" was
dyi ng in pain.

"Cancer of what?"

"Cancer of about everything. You say he coll apsed on the revi ewi ng stand
t oday?"

"He sure did," said Angel a.

"That was the effect of drugs," Castle declared. "He's at the point now

where drugs and pain just about bal ance out. Mre drugs would kill him™

"I'd kill myself, | think," murnured Newt. He was sitting on a sort of

folding high chair he took with hi mwhen he went visiting. It was nade of al um num
tubing and canvas. "It beats sitting on a dictionary, an atlas, and a tel ephone
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book," he'd said when he erected it.
"That's what Corporal MCabe did, of course,"” said Castle. "He named his
maj or-dono as his successor, then he shot hinself."

"Cancer, too?" | asked.

"I can't be sure; | don't think so, though. Unrelieved villainy just wore
himout, is nmy guess. That was all before ny tine."

"This certainly is a cheerful conversation," said Angel a.

"I think everybody would agree that these are cheerful tinmes," said Castle.
"Well," | said to him "I'd think you woul d have nore reasons for being
cheerful than nost, doing what you are doing with your life."

"l once had a yacht, too, you know. "

"I don't follow you."

"Havi ng a yacht is a reason for being nore cheerful than nost, too.

"If you aren't 'Papa's' doctor," | said, "who is?"
"One of ny staff, a Dr. Schlichter von Koeni gswal d."
"A Ger man?"

"Vaguely. He was in the S.S. for fourteen years. He was a canp physician at
Auschwitz for six of those years."

"Doi ng penance at the House of Hope and Mercy is he?"

"Yes," said Castle, "and nmaking great strides, too, saving lives right and
left."

"Good for him"

"Yes. If he keeps going at his present rate, working night and day, the
nunber of people he's saved will equal the nunber of people he let die--in the year
3010."

So there's another nmenber of my karass : Dr. Schlichter von Koenigswal d

Bl ackout 84

Page 69
Vonnegut, Kurt - Cats Cradle v1.0
Three hours after supper Frank still hadn't cone home. Julian Castle excused

hi nsel f and went back to the House of Hope and Mercy in the Jungle.

Angel a and Newt and | sat on the cantilevered terrace. The lights of Bolivar
were | ovely below us. There was a great, illuninated cross on top of the

adm ni stration building of Monzano Airport. It was motor-driven, turning slowy,
boxi ng the conpass with electric piety.

There were other bright places on the island, too, to the north of us.
Mount ai ns prevented our seeing themdirectly, but we could see in the sky their
bal | oons of light. | asked Stanley, Frank Hoeni kker's nmjor-donp, to identify for ne
the sources of the auroras.

He pointed them out, counterclockw se. "House of Hope and Mercy in the

Jungl e, 'Papa's' palace, and Fort Jesus."

"Fort Jesus?"

"The training canp for our soldiers."

"I't's nanmed after Jesus Christ?"

"Sure. Wy not ?"

There was a new ball oon of light growing quickly to the north. Before

could ask what it was, it revealed itself as headlights topping a ridge. The
headl i ghts were com ng toward us. They bel onged to a convoy.

The convoy was conposed of five American-made arny trucks. Machi ne gunners
manned ring nmounts on the tops of the cabs.

The convoy stopped in Frank's driveway. Soldiers di snmounted at once. They

set to work on the grounds, digging foxholes and machine-gun pits. | went out with
Frank's major-dono to ask the officer in charge what was going on

"W have been ordered to protect the next President of San Lorenzo," said

the officer in island dialect.

"He isn't here now," | informed him

"l don't know anything about it," he said. "My orders are to dig in here
That's all | know. "

I told Angel a and Newt about it.

"Do you think there's any real danger?" Angel a asked ne.

"I"'ma stranger here nyself," | said.
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At that nonment there was a power failure. Every electric light in San

Lorenzo went out.

A Pack of Foma 85

Frank's servants brought us gasoline lanterns; told us that power failures

were comon in San Lorenzo, that there was no cause for alarm | found that disquiet
was hard for ne to set aside, however, since Frank had spoken of ny _zah-mah-ki-bo_.
He had made nme feel as though nmy own free will were as irrelevant as the

free will of a piggy-wig arriving at the Chicago stockyards.

I renmenbered again the stone angel in ilium

And | listened to the soldiers outside--to their clinking, chunking,

mur nur i ng | abors.

I was unable to concentrate on the conversation of Angela and Newt, though

they got onto a fairly interesting subject. They told nme that their father had had
an identical twin. They had never nmet him Hi s nane was Rudol ph. The | ast they had
heard of him he was a nusic-box manufacturer in Zurich, Swtzerland.

"Fat her hardly ever nmentioned him" said Angel a.

"Fat her hardly ever nmentioned anybody," Newt decl ared.

There was a sister of the old nan, too, they told nme. Her nane was Celi a.

She raised giant schnauzers on Shelter Island, New York.

"She al ways sends a Christmas card," said Angel a.
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"Wth a picture of a giant schnauzer on it," said little Newt.

"It sure is funny how different people in different famlies turn out,"

Angel a observed.

"That's very true and well said," | agreed. | excused nyself fromthe

glittering conpany, and | asked Stanley, the major-dono, if there happened to be a
copy of _The Books of Bokonon_ about the house.

Stanl ey pretended not to know what | was tal king about. And then he grunbl ed

that _The Books of Bokonon_ were filth. And then he insisted that anyone who read
them shoul d die on the hook. And then he brought nme a copy from Frank's bedside
tabl e.

It was a heavy thing, about the size of an unabridged dictionary. It was

witten by hand. | trundled it off to my bedroom to ny slab of rubber on living
rock.

There was no index, so ny search for the inplications of _zah-mah-ki-bo_ was
difficult; was, in fact, fruitless that night.

I learned sonme things, but they were scarcely helpful. | learned of the

Bokononi st cosnobgony, for instance, wherein _Borasisi_, the sun, held _Pabu_ , the
nmoon, in his arns, and hoped that Pabu_ would bear hima fiery child.

But poor _Pabu_ gave birth to children that were cold, that did not burn;

and Borasisi_ threw themaway in disgust. These were the planets, who circled their
terrible father at a safe distance

Then poor _Pabu_ herself was cast away, and she went to live with her

favorite child, which was Earth. Earth was Pabu's_ favorite because it had peopl e
on it; and the people | ooked up at her and | oved her and synpat hi zed.

And what opinion did Bokonon hold of his own cosnobgony?

" Foma! _Lies!" he wote. "A pack of foma! "

Two Little Jugs 86

It's hard to believe that | slept at all, but | nust have--for, otherw se,

how coul d I have found nyself awakened by a series of bangs and a flood of |ight?
I rolled out of bed at the first bang and ran to the heart of the house in

the brainless ecstasy of a volunteer firenan.

I found nyself rushing headl ong at Newt and Angela, who were fleeing from

beds of their own.

We all stopped short, sheepishly analyzing the nightmarish sounds around us,
sorting themout as comng froma radio, froman electric dishwasher, froma
punp--all restored to noisy life by the return of electric power.

The three of us awakened enough to realize that there was hunor in our

situation, that we had reacted in anusingly human ways to a situation that seened
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mortal but wasn't. And to denobnstrate ny nastery over ny illusory fate, | turned the
radi o of f.

We all chuckl ed.

And we all vied, in saving face, to be the greatest student of human nature,

the person with the qui ckest sense of hunor.

Newt was the quickest; he pointed out to ne that | had ny passport and ny

billfold and ny wistwatch in nmy hands. | had no idea what |'d grabbed in the face
of death--didn't know |I'd grabbed anyt hi ng.

I countered hilariously by asking Angela and Newt why it was that they both
carried little Thernos jugs, identical red-and-gray jugs capabl e of holding about
three cups of coffee.

It was news to them both that they were carrying such jugs. They were

shocked to find themin their hands.

They were spared naki ng an expl anation by nore bangi ng outside. | was bound

to find out what the banging was right away; and, with a brazenness as unjustified
Page 71

Vonnegut, Kurt - Cats Cradle v1.0

as ny earlier panic, | investigated, found Frank Hoeni kker outside tinkering with a

not or - generator set nmounted on a truck

The generator was the new source of our electricity. The gasoline notor that

drove it was backfiring and snoking. Frank was trying to fix it.

He had the heavenly Mina with him She was watching him as always, gravely.

"Boy, have | got news for you!" he yelled at ne, and he | ed the way back

into the house.

Angel a and Newt were still in the living room but, sonehow, sonewhere, they

had managed to get rid of their peculiar Thernps jugs.

The contents of those jugs, of course, were parts of the |legacies fromDr.

Fel i x Hoeni kker, were parts of the wanpeter_ of ny _karass , were chips of

_ice-nine_.

Frank took me aside. "How awake are you?"

"As awake as | ever was."

"I hope you're really w de awake, because we've got to have a talk right

now. "

"Start tal king."

"Let's get sonme privacy." Frank told Mna to make herself confortable.

"We'll call you if we need you."

| 1 ooked at Mna, neltingly, and | thought that | had never needed anyone as

much as | needed her.

The Cut of My Jib 81

About this Franklin Hoeni kker--the pinch-faced child spoke with the tinbre

and conviction of a kazoo. | had heard it said in the Arny that such and such a man

spoke like a man with a paper rectum Such a man was General Hoeni kker. Poor Frank

had had al nost no experience in talking to anyone, having spent a furtive chil dhood

as Secret Agent X-9.

Now, hoping to be hearty and persuasive, he said tinny things to ne, things

like, "I like the cut of your jib!" and "I want to talk cold turkey to you, man to

man! "

And he took nme down to what he called his "den" in order that we m ght,
call a spade a spade, and let the chips fall where they nmay."

So we went down steps cut into a cliff and into a natural cave that was

beneat h and behind the waterfall. There were a couple of draw ng tables down there;

three pal e, bare-boned Scandi navi an chairs; a bookcase contai ni ng books on

architecture, books in German, French, Finnish, Italian, English.

Al was it by electric lights, lights that pul sed with the panting of the

not or - gener at or set.

And the nost striking thing about the cave was that there were pictures

pai nted on the walls, painted with kindergarten bol dness, painted with the flat

clay, earth, and charcoal colors of very early man. | did not have to ask Frank how

old the cave paintings were. | was able to date them by their subject. The paintings

were not of mammoths or saber-toothed tigers or ithyphallic cave bears.

The paintings treated endl essly the aspects of Mna Aanons Mnzano as a
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little girl.

"This--this is where Mna's father worked?" | asked.

"That's right. He was the Finn who designed the House of Hope and Mercy in
the Jungle."

"I know. "

"That isn't what | brought you down here to tal k about."

"This is sonething about your father?"

"This is about _you ." Frank put his hand on ny shoul der and he | ooked ne in

the eye. The effect was di smaying. Frank neant to inspire camaraderie, but his head
Page 72

Vonnegut, Kurt - Cats Cradle v1.0

| ooked to ne like a bizarre little oW, blinded by |light and perched on a tall white

post.

"Maybe you'd better cone to the point."

"There's no sense in beating around the bush," he said. "I'ma pretty good
judge of character, if | do say so nyself, and | |ike the cut of your jib."
"Thank you."

"I think you and I could really hit it off."

"I have no doubt of it."

"W've both got things that nesh.”

I was grateful when he took his hand from ny shoul der. He neshed the fingers

of his hands |ike gear teeth. One hand represented him | suppose, and the other
represented ne.

"W need each other." He wiggled his fingers to show ne how gears worked.

I was silent for some time, though outwardly friendly.

"Do you get ny neani ng?" asked Frank at | ast.

"You and I--we're going to _do_ sonething together?"

"That's right!" Frank cl apped his hands. "You're a worldly person, used to
meeting the public; and I'ma technical person, used to working behind the scenes,
maki ng things go."

"How can you possibly know what kind of a person | anf? W' ve just net."

"Your clothes, the way you talk." He put his hand on ny shoul der again. "I

like the cut of your jib!"

"So you said."
Frank was frantic for ne to conplete his thought, to do it enthusiastically,
but I was still at sea. "Am | to understand that . . . that you are offering ne sone

kind of job here, here in San Lorenzo?"

He cl apped his hands. He was delighted. "That's right! Wat would you say to
a hundred thousand dollars a year?"

"CGood God!" | cried. "What would | have to do for that?"

"Practically nothing. And you'd drink out of gold goblets every night and
eat off of gold plates and have a pal ace all your own."

"What's the job?"

"President of the Republic of San Lorenzo."

Why Frank Coul dn't Be President 88

"Me? President?" | gasped.

"Who el se is there?"

"Nuts!™"

"Don't say no until you've really thought about it." Frank watched ne
anxi ousl y.

"Nol "

"You haven't really thought about it.
"Enough to know it's crazy."

Frank nmade his fingers into gears again. "We'd work _together . |'d be
backing you up all the tine."

"Good. So, if | got plugged fromthe front you' d get it, too.
" Pl ugged?"

"Shot! Assassinated!"

Frank was nystified. "Wy would anybody shoot you?"

"So he could get to be President."
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Frank shook his head. "Nobody in San Lorenzo wants to be President," he
promised ne. "It's against their religion."

"I't's against _your_religion, too? | thought you were going to be the next
President."
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"I . . ." he said, and found it hard to go on. He | ooked haunted.

"You what?" | asked.

He faced the sheet of water that curtained the cave. "Maturity, the way |

understand it," he told nme, "is knowi ng what your linitations are."
He wasn't far from Bokonon in defining maturity. "Maturity," Bokonon tells
us, "is a bitter disappointnment for which no renmedy exists, unless |aughter can be

said to renedy anything."
"I know |'ve got linitations,
limtations ny father had."

Frank continued. "They're the sane

" Ch?"
"I'"ve got a lot of very good ideas, just the way ny father did," Frank told

me and the waterfall, "but he was no good at facing the public, and neither aml|."
Duffle 89

"You'll take the job?" Frank inquired anxiously.

"No," | told him

"Do you know anybody who _might_ want the job?" Frank was giving a classic
illustration of what Bokonon calls _duffle . Duffle_, in the Bokononist sense, is

the destiny of thousands upon thousands of persons when placed in the hands of a
_stuppa_. A _stuppa_ is a fogbound child.

I | aughed.

" Somet hi ng' s funny?"

"Pay no attention when | laugh," | begged him "I'ma notorious pervert in

that respect."”

"Are you | aughing at me?" | shook ny head.

"No. "

"Word of honor?"

"Word of honor."

"Peopl e used to make fun of me all the time."

"You nust have i magined that."

"They used to yell things at ne. | didn't imagine _that_.
"Peopl e are unkind sonmetinmes without neaning to be," | suggested. | woul dn't
have given himmy word of honor on that.

"You know what they used to yell at nme?"

"No. "

"They used to yell at ne, 'Hey, X-9, where you goi ng?""

"That doesn't seemtoo bad."
"That's what they used to call ne,
"' Secret Agent X-9.'"

I didn't tell himl knew that already.

"*Where are you going, X-9?' "Frank echoed agai n.

| imagi ned what the taunters had been |ike, inmagi ned where Fate had

eventual |y goosed and chivvied themto. The wits who had yelled at Frank were surely
nicely settled in deathlike jobs at Genera! Forge and Foundry, at I|lium Power and

Li ght, at the Tel ephone Conpany.

And here, by God, was Secret Agent X-9, a Mjor General, offering to nake ne

said Frank in sul ky rem niscence,

king . . . in a cave that was curtained by a tropical waterfall.

"They really would have been surprised if |'d stopped and told them where
was going. "

"You nmean you had some prenonition you'd end up here?" It was a Bokononi st
quest i on.

"I was going to Jack's Hobby Shop," he said, with no sense of anticlinmax.
" G.] "

"They all knew | was going there, but they didn't know what really went on
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there. They woul d have been really surprised--especially the girls--if they'd found
out what really went on. The girls didn't think | knew anything about girls."
"What really_ went on?"

"I was screwi ng Jack's wife every day. That's how cone | fell asleep all the
time in high school. That's how cone | never achieved ny full potential."

He roused hinmself fromthis sordid recollection. "Cone on. Be president of

San Lorenzo. You'd be real good at it, with your personality. Please?"

Only One Catch 90

And the time of night and the cave and the waterfall--and the stone angel in
I1ium.

And 250, 000 cigarettes and 3,000 quarts of booze, and two wives and no wife

And no love waiting for ne anywhere .

And the listless life of an ink-stained hack .

And Pabu , the noon, and Borasisi_, the sun, and their children

Al'l things conspired to formone cosmic _vin-dit_, one mghty shove into

Bokononism into the belief that God was running ny life and that He had work for ne

to do. And, inwardly, |I _sarooned , which is to say that | acquiesced to the
seem ng demands of ny _vin-dit_.

Inwardly, | agreed to becone the next President of San Lorenzo.

Qutwardly, | was still guarded, suspicious. "There nust be a catch," |
hedged.

"There isn't."

"There'll be an el ection?"

"There never has been. We'll| just announce who the new President is."

"And nobody wi |l object?"

"Nobody objects to anything. They aren't interested. They don't care."
"There _has_to be a catch!"

"There's kind of one," Frank admitted.

"I knew it!" | began to shrink frommnmy _vin-dit_ . "Wat is it? Wiat's the
cat ch?"

"Well, it isn't really a catch, because you don't have to do it, if you
don't want to. It _would_ be a good idea, though."

"Let's hear this great idea."

"Well, if you're going to be President, | think you really ought to nmarry
Mona. But you don't have to, if you don't want to. You're the boss."

"She would _have nme?"

"If she'd have nme, she'd have you. Al you have to do is ask her."

"Why shoul d she say yes?"

"It's predicted in _The Books of Bokonon_ that she'll marry the next
Presi dent of San Lorenzo," said Frank.

Mona 91
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Frank brought Mona to her father's cave and |left us alone. W had difficulty

in speaking at first. | was shy. Her gown was di aphanous. Her gown was azure. It was
a sinple gown, caught lightly at the waist by a gossaner thread. Al el se was shaped
by Mona herself. Her breasts were |ike ponegranates or what you will, but like

not hing so nuch as a young wonan's breasts.

Her feet were all but bare. Her toenails were exquisitely manicured. Her
scanty sandal s were gol d.

"How - how do you do?" | asked. My heart was pounding. Blood boiled in ny
ears.

"It is not possible to nake a nistake,"” she assured ne. | did not know that
this was a customary greeting given by all Bokononists when neeting a shy person
So, | responded with a feverish discussion of whether it was possible to make a

m st ake or not.

"My God, you have no idea how nmany nistakes |'ve already nade. You're

| ooking at the world's chanpion m stake-maker," | blurted--and so on. "Do you have
any idea what Frank just said to me?"
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"About _ne? "

"About everything, but _especially_ about you."

"He told you that you could have nme, if you wanted."
"Yes."

"That's true."

el 0 0"

"Yes?"

"l don't know what to say next."

" Boko-maru_ woul d hel p," she suggest ed.

"What ?"

"Take off your shoes,
ut nost grace.

I ama man of the world, having had, by a reckoning | once nmade, nore than

she commuanded. And she renpved her sandals with the

fifty-three wonen. | can say that | have seen wonmen undress thenselves in every way
that it can be done. | have watched the curtains part in every variation of the
final act.

And yet, the one wonan who nmade ne groan involuntarily did no nore than

renove her sandal s.

| tried to untie nmy shoes. No bridegroom ever did worse. | got one shoe off,

but knotted the other one tight. | tore a thunbnail on the knot; finally ripped off
the shoe without untying it.

Then of f came ny socks.

Mona was already sitting on the floor, her |egs extended, her round arns

thrust behind her for support, her head tilted back, her eyes cl osed.

It was up to ne now to conplete nmy first--ny first--ny first, Geat God .

_Boko-nmaru_.

On the Poet's Celebration of H's First Boko-nmaru 92
These are not Bokonon's words. They are m ne.
Sweet wraith,

I nvisible mst of

I am -

My soul - -

Waith |l ovesick o' erlong,

O erlong al one:

Woul dst anot her sweet soul neet?
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Long have |

Advi sed thee ill

As to where two souls

M ght tryst.

My sol es, ny sol es!

My soul, ny soul,

Go there,

Sweet soul ;

Be ki ssed.

Mmmmmm

How | Al nost Lost My Mona 93

"Do you find it easier to talk to ne now?" Mona inquired.

"As though I'd known you for a thousand years," | confessed. | felt like
crying. "I love you, Mna."
"I love you." She said it sinply.

"What a fool Frank was!"

" Cch?"

"To give you up."

"He did not Iove ne. He was going to marry ne only because 'Papa' wanted him
to. He loves another."

"Who?"

"A worman he knewin Ilium?"

The [ucky wonman had to be the wife of the owner of Jack's Hobby Shop. "He
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told you?"

"Toni ght, when he freed ne to narry you."

"Mona?"

"Yes?"

"Is--is there anyone else in your life?"

She was puzzled. "Many," she said at |ast.

"That you _|ove? "

"l love everyone."

"As--as much as me?"

"Yes." She seened to have no idea that this mght bother ne.

I got off the floor, sat in a chair, and started putting ny shoes and socks
back on.

"l suppose you--you perform-you do what we just did with--with other

peopl e?"

" Boko-maru?_"

" Boko-maru_."

"Of course."

"l don't want you to do it with anybody but nme fromnow on," | decl ared.
Tears filled her eyes. She adored her prom scuity; was angered that | should
try to make her feel shane. "I make peopl e happy. Love is good, not bad."
"As your husband, 1'Il want all your love for nyself."

She stared at nme with widening eyes. "A _sin-wat! __
"What was that ?"

"A _sin-wat! " she cried. "A man who wants all of sonebody's |ove. That's

very bad."

"In the case of marriage, | think it's a very good thing. It's the only

thing."

She was still on the floor, and I, now with ny shoes and socks back on, was
standing. | felt very tall, though I'"'mnot very tall; and | felt very strong, though

I"mnot very strong; and | was a respectful stranger to nmy own voice. My voice had a
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metallic authority that was new.

As | went on talking in ball-peen tones, it dawned on ne what was happeni ng,

what was happening already. | was already starting to rule.

| told Mona that | had seen her performng a sort of vertical _boko-naru_

with a pilot on the reviewi ng stand shortly after ny arrival. "You are to have
nothing nore to do with him" | told her. "Wat is his nane?"

"I don't even know," she whispered. She was | ooki ng down now.
"And what about young Philip Castle?"

"You nean _boko-maru?_"

"I mean anything and everything. As | understand it, you two grew up
t oget her. "

"Yes. "

"Bokonon tutored you both?"

"Yes." The recollection nmade her radi ant again.

"l suppose there was plenty of _boko-maruing_ in those days."
"Ch, yes!" she said happily.

"You aren't to see himany nore, either. |Is that clear?"

"No. "
"No?"

"I will not marry a _sin-wat_." She stood. "Good-bye."
" Good- bye?" | was crushed.

"Bokonon tells us it is very wong not to | ove everyone exactly the samne.
What does _your_ religion say?"
"I--1 don't have one."

"I _do_."

| had stopped ruling. "I see you do," | said.

"Good-bye, man-with-no-religion.” She went to the stone staircase.
"Mona . . ."

file:/lIF|/rah/Kurt%20Vonnegut/VVonnegut,%20Kurt%20-%20Cats%20Cradle.txt (66 of 91) [8/28/03 1:05:26 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Kurt%20V onnegut/V onnegut,%20K urt%20-%20Cats%20Cradl e.txt

She stopped. "Yes?"

"Could | have your religion, if | wanted it?"

"Of course."

"I want it."

"CGood. | |ove you."

"And | love you," | sighed.

The Hi ghest Mountain 94

So | becane betrothed at dawn to the nost beautiful woman in the world. And

| agreed to becone the next President of San Lorenzo.

"Papa" wasn't dead yet, and it was Frank's feeling that | shoul d get

"Papa' s" blessing, if possible. So, as Borasisi_, the sun, came up, Frank and
drove to "Papa's" castle in a Jeep we commandeered fromthe troops guarding the next
Pr esi dent.

Mona stayed at Frank's. | kissed her sacredly, and she went to sacred sl eep

Over the mountains Frank and | went, through groves of wild coffee trees,

with the flamboyant sunrise on our right.

It was in the sunrise that the cetacean nmgjesty of the highest nountain on

the island, of Muwunt MCabe, nade itself known to ne. It was a fearful hunp, a blue
whal e, with one queer stone plug on its back for a peak. In scale with a whale, the
pl ug m ght have been the stunp of a snapped harpoon, and it seened so unrelated to
the rest of the nmountain that | asked Frank if it had been built by nen.

He told ne that it was a natural formation. Mreover, he declared that no

man, as far as he knew, had ever been to the top of Munt MCabe.

"I't doesn't_|look very tough to clinb," | comented. Save for the plug at

Page 78

Vonnegut, Kurt - Cats Cradle v1.0

the top, the nountain presented inclines no nore forbidding than courthouse steps.
And the plug itself, froma distance at any rate, seened conveniently laced with
ranps and | edges.

"I's it sacred or sonething?" | asked.

"Maybe it was once. But not since Bokonon."

"Then why hasn't anybody clinbed it?"

"Nobody's felt like it yet."

"Maybe 1'II climb it.”

"Go ahead. Nobody's stopping you."

We rode in silence.

"What _is_ sacred to Bokononists?" | asked after a while.
"Not even God, as near as | can tell."
" Not hi ng?"

"Just one thing."

I made sonme guesses. "The ocean? The sun?"

"Man," said Frank. "That's all. Just man."

| See the Hook 95

W cane at last to the castle.

It was | ow and bl ack and cruel

Antique cannons still lolled on the battlenments. Vines and bird nests

cl ogged the crenels, the machicol ations, and the balistrari ae.

Its parapets to the north were continuous with the scarp of a nonstrous
precipice that fell six hundred feet straight down to the | ukewarm sea.

It posed the question posed by all such stone piles: how had puny nmen noved
stones so big? And, like all such stone piles, it answered the question itself. Dunb
terror had noved those stones so big.

The castle was built according to the wi sh of Tum bumava, Enperor of San
Lorenzo, a denented man, an escaped slave. Tum bunmwa was said to have found its
design in a child' s picture book

A gory book it rust have been.

Just before we reached the palace gate the ruts carried us through a rustic
arch nmade of two tel ephone pol es and a beam that spanned them

Hanging fromthe mddle of the beamwas a huge iron hook. There was a sign
i npal ed on the hook.

"This hook," the sign proclainmed, "is reserved for Bokonon hinself."
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I turned to | ook at the hook again, and that thing of sharp iron

communi cated to nme that | really was going to rule. | would chop down the hook

And | flattered nyself that | was going to be a firm just, and kindly

ruler, and that mnmy people woul d prosper

Fat a Mbrgana.

M r age!

Bel |, Book, and Chicken in a Hatbox 96

Page 79

Vonnegut, Kurt - Cats Cradle v1.0

Frank and |I couldn't get right in to see "Papa." Dr. Schlichter von

Koeni gswal d, the physician in attendance, nuttered that we would have to wait about
hal f an hour. So Frank and | waited in the anteroom of "Papa's" suite, a room

wi t hout wi ndows. The roomwas thirty feet square, furnished with several rugged
benches and a card table. The card table supported an electric fan. The walls were
stone. There were no pictures, no decorations of any sort on the walls.

There were iron rings fixed to the wall, however, seven feet off the fl oor
and at intervals of six feet. | asked Frank if the room had ever been a torture
chanber.

He told ne that it had, and that the manhol e cover on which | stood was the

lid of an oubliette.

There was a listless guard in the anteroom There was also a Christian

m nister, who was ready to take care of "Papa's" spiritual needs as they arose. He
had a brass dinner bell and a hatbox with holes drilled init, and a Bible, and a
butcher knife--all laid out on the bench beside him

He told nme there was a live chicken in the hatbox. The chicken was quiet, he

sai d, because he had fed it tranquilizers.

Li ke all San Lorenzans past the age of twenty-five, he | ooked at | east

sixty. He told me that his name was Dr. Vox Humana, that he was naned after an organ
stop that had struck his nother when San Lorenzo Cathedral was dynamited in 1923.
H's father, he told ne without shame, was unknown.

I asked himwhat particular Christian sect he represented, and | observed

frankly that the chicken and the butcher knife were novelties insofar as ny
under st andi ng of Christianity went.

"The bell,"” | comented, "I can understand how that might fit in nicely."

He turned out to be an intelligent man. His doctorate, which he invited ne

to exanm ne, was awarded by the Western Hemi sphere University of the Bible of Little
Rock, Arkansas. He nmde contact with the University through a classified ad in
_Popul ar Mechanics_, he told ne. He said that the notto of the University had becone
his own, and that it explained the chicken and the butcher knife. The notto of the
University was this:

MAKE RELI A ON LI VE

He said that he had had to feel his way along with Christianity, since

Cat hol i ci sm and Protestanti smhad been outl awed al ong wi th Bokononi sm

"So, if | amgoing to be a Christian under those conditions, | have to make
up a lot of new stuff.”
" Zo ," he said in dialect, " _yeff jy bam gong be Kret-yeen hooner yoze

kon-steez-yen, jy hap ny yup oon | ot nee stopf_.
Dr. Schlichter von Koeni gswald now came out of "Papa's" suite, |ooking very

German, very tired. "You can see 'Papa' now. "

"We' Il be careful not to tire him" Frank prom sed.

"If you could kill him" said Von Koenigswald, "I think he'd be grateful."

The Stinking Christian 97

"Papa" Monzano and his nercil ess disease were in a bed that was nmade of a

gol den di nghy--tiller, painter, oarlocks and all, all gilt. H's bed was the |ifeboat
of Bokonon's ol d schooner, the Lady's Slipper_; it was the lifeboat of the ship
that had brought Bokonon and Corporal MCabe to San Lorenzo so | ong ago.

The walls of the roomwere white. But "Papa" radiated pain so hot and bright

that the walls seened bathed in angry red.
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He was stripped fromthe waist up, and, his glistening belly wall was
knotted. His belly shivered like a luffing sail

Around his neck hung a chain with a cylinder the size of a rifle cartridge
for a pendant. | supposed that the cylinder contained some nmagic charm | was
m staken. It contained a splinter of _ice-nine_.

"Papa" could hardly speak. H s teeth chattered and his breathing was beyond
control

"Papa' s" agoni zed head was at the bow of the dinghy, bent back

Mona' s xyl ophone was near the bed. She had apparently tried to soothe "Papa"
with nusic the previ ous eveni ng.

"' Papa' ?" whispered Frank

"Good- bye," "Papa" gasped. H s eyes were bugging, sightless.

"I brought a friend."

" Good- bye. "

"He's going to be the next President of San Lorenzo. He'll be a nuch better
President than | could be."

"lce!" "Papa" whinpered.

"He asks for ice," said Von Koenigswald. "Wien we bring it, he does not want
it."

"Papa" rolled his eyes. He relaxed his neck, took the weight of his body
fromthe crowm of his head. And then he arched his neck again. "Does not nmatter," he
said, "who is President of . . ." He did not finish

I finished for him "San Lorenzo?"

"San Lorenzo," he agreed. He managed a crooked snile. "Good luck!" he
croaked.

"Thank you, sir," | said.

"Doesn't nmatter! Bokonon. Get Bokonon."

| attenpted a sophisticated reply to this last. | renenbered that, for the

joy of the people, Bokonon was always to be chased, was never to be caught. "I wll
get him"

"Tell him. . ."

I leaned closer, in order to hear the nessage from "Papa" to Bokonon
"Tell himl amsorry |I did not kill him" said "Papa."

"Iowill."

" _You_ kill him"

"Yessir."

"Papa" gained control enough of his voice to make it comanding. "I nean
_really!_"

| said nothing to that. | was not eager to kill anyone.

"He teaches the people lies and lies and lies. Kill himand teach the people
truth. "

"Yessir."

"You and Hoeni kker, you teach them science."

"Yessir, we will," | prom sed.

"Science is magi c that _works_.
He fell silent, relaxed, closed his eyes. And then he whi spered, "Last

rites."

Von Koenigswald called Dr. Vox Humana in. Dr. Humana took his tranquilized

chi cken out of the hatbox, preparing to administer Christian last rites as he
under st ood t hem

"Papa" opened one eye. "Not you," he sneered at Dr. Humana. "Get out!"

"Sir?" asked Dr. Humana

"I am a nmenber of the Bokononist faith," "Papa" wheezed. "Get out, you

stinking Christian."

Last Rites 98
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So | was privileged to see the last rites of the Bokononist faith.

We nade an effort to find sonmeone anong the sol diers and the househol d staff
who woul d adnmit that he knew the rites and would give themto "Papa." W got no
vol unteers. That was hardly surprising, with a hook and an oubliette so near
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So Dr. von Koenigswald said that he woul d have a go at the job. He had never
adm ni stered the rites before, but he had seen Julian Castle do it hundreds of
tines.

"Are you a Bokononist?" | asked him

"l agree with one Bokononist idea. | agree that all religions, including
Bokononi sm are nothing but lies.”

"WII this bother you as a scientist,” | inquired, "to go through a ritua

l'ike this?"

"I ama very bad scientist. I will do anything to make a human being fee

better, even if it's unscientific. No scientist worthy of the nanme could say such a
thing."

And he clinbed into the golden boat with "Papa." He sat in the stern

Cranped quarters obliged himto have the golden tiller under one arm

He wore sandal s without socks, and he took these off. And then he rolled

back the covers at the foot of the bed, exposing "Papa's" bare feet. He put the
sol es of his feet against "Papa's" feet, assuming the classical position for
_boko-maru_.

Dyot neet mat 99

" CGott mate mutt _," crooned Dr. von Koenigswal d.
" Dyot nmeet mat _," echoed "Papa" Monzano.
"God nmade nud," was what they'd said, each in his own dialect. | will here

abandon the dialects of the litany.

"God got |onesone," said Von Koeni gswal d.

"God got |onesone."

"So God said to sone of the nud, 'Sit up!'"

"So God said to sone of the nud, 'Sit up!'"

"*See all |I've nmade,' said God, 'the hills, the sea, the sky, the stars.'
"*See all |I've made,' said God, 'the hills, the sea, the sky, the stars.'"
"And | was sone of the nud that got to sit up and | ook around."”

"And | was sone of the nud that got to sit up and | ook around."”

"Lucky me; lucky nud."

"Lucky me, lucky nud." Tears were streanm ng down "Papa's" cheeks.

"I, nud, sat up and saw what a nice job God had done."

"I, nud, sat up and saw what a nice job God had done."

"Ni ce going, CGod!"

"Nice going, God!" "Papa" said it with all his heart.

"Nobody but You could have done it, God! | certainly couldn't have."
"Nobody but You could have done it, God! | certainly couldn't have."

"I feel very uninmportant conpared to You."

"I feel very uninmportant conpared to You."

"The only way | can feel the least bit inportant is to think of all the nud
that didn't even get to sit up and | ook around.”

"The only way | can feel the least bit inportant is to think of all the nud
that didn't even get to sit up and | ook around."

"l got so nuch, and npbst nmud got so little."

"l got so nuch, and npbst nmud got so little."

_Deng you vore da on-oh! " cried Von Koeni gswal d.

_Tz-yenk voo vore |o yon-yo! " wheezed "Papa."
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What they had said was, "Thank you for the honor!"

"Now nmud |ies down again and goes to sleep."

"Now nmud |ies down again and goes to sleep."

"What nenories for nmud to have!"

"What nenories for nmud to have!"

"What interesting other kinds of sitting-up mud I net!"

"What interesting other kinds of sitting-up mud I net!"

"I loved everything I saw"

"I loved everything I saw"

"Good night."
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"CGood ni ght."
"I will go to heaven now. "
"I will go to heaven now. "

"I can hardly wait
"I can hardly wait
"To find out for certain what ny wanpeter_ was .
"To find out for certain what ny wanpeter_ was .
"And who was in ny _karass_ . "

"And who was in ny _karass_ . .
"And all the good things our karass_ did for you
"And all the good things our karass_ did for you

" Anen. "

" Anen. "

Down the Qubliette Goes Frank 100

But "Papa" didn't die and go to heaven--not then. | asked Frank how we ni ght

best tine the announcenent of ny elevation to the Presidency. He was no hel p, had no
i deas; he left it all up to ne.

"I thought you were going to back nme up," | conpl ai ned.

"As far as anything _technical _goes." Frank was primabout it. | wasn't to

violate his integrity as a technician; wasn't to nake himexceed the linits of his
j ob.

"l see.”

"However you want to handle people is all right with ne. That's _your _
responsibility."”

Thi s abrupt abdication of Frank fromall human affairs shocked and angered

me, and | said to him neaning to be satirical, "You nmind telling me what, in a
purely technical way, is planned for this day of days?"

I got a strictly technical reply. "Repair the power plant and stage an air

show. "

"Good! So one of ny first triunphs as President will be to restore

electricity to my people."

Frank didn't see anything funny in that. He gave ne a salute. "I
sir. I'l'l do ny best for you, sir. | can't guarantee how long it
j ui ce back."

"That's what | want--a juicy country."

"I''l'l do ny best, sir." Frank saluted nme again.

"And the air show?" | asked. "Wat's that?"

I got another wooden reply. "At one o'clock this afternoon, sir, six planes

of the San Lorenzan Air Force will fly past the palace here and shoot at targets in
the water. It's part of the celebration of the Day of the Hundred Martyrs to
Denocracy. The Anmerican Anbassador al so plans to throw a weath into the sea."

So | decided, tentatively, that | would have Frank announce mny apot heosis

i medi ately following the weath cerenony and the air show
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"What do you think of that?" | said to Frank

"You're the boss, sir."

"I think I'd better have a speech ready," | said. "And there shoul d be sone

sort of swearing-in, to nmake it | ook dignified, official."

"You're the boss, sir." Each tinme he said those words they seenmed to cone
fromfarther away, as though Frank were descending the rungs of a | adder into a deep
shaft, while | was obliged to renmain above.

And | realized with chagrin that nmy agreeing to be boss had freed Frank to

do what he wanted to do nore than anything else, to do what his father had done: to
recei ve honors and creature conforts while escaping hunman responsibilities. He was
acconplishing this by going down a spiritual oubliette.

Li ke My Predecesors, | CQutlaw Bokonon 101

So | wote ny speech in a round, bare roomat the foot of a tower. There was

a table and a chair. And the speech | wote was round and bare and sparsely
furnished, too

It was hopeful. It was hunble.

Il try,
Il be before we get
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And | found it inpossible not to lean on God. | had never needed such

support before, and so had never believed that such support was avail abl e.

Now, | found that | had to believe init--and | did.

In addition, | would need the help of people. | called for a list of the

guests who were to be at the cerenpnies and found that Julian Castle and his son had
not been invited. | sent nessengers to invite themat once, since they knew nore
about ny people than anyone, with the exception of Bokonon.

As for Bokonon

I pondered asking himto join ny governnent, thus bringing about a sort of
mllenniumfor ny people. And |I thought of ordering that the awful hook outside the
pal ace gate be taken down at once, am dst great rejoicing.

But then | understood that a m || enniumwould have to offer sonething nore

than a holy man in a position of power, that there would have to be plenty of good

things for all to eat, too, and nice places to live for all, and good schools and
good health and good tines for all, and work for all who wanted it--things Bokonon
and | were in no position to provide.

So good and evil had to remmin separate; good in the jungle, and evil in the

pal ace. Whatever entertainment there was in that was about all we had to give the
peopl e.

There was a knock on nmy door. A servant told ne the guests had begun to

arrive.

So | put ny speech in ny pocket and | nounted the spiral staircase in ny

tower. | arrived at the uppernost battlenent of ny castle, and |I | ooked out at ny
guests, ny servants, ny cliff, and ny | ukewarm sea

Enemi es of Freedom 102

When | think of all those people on ny uppernost battlenent, | think of
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Bokonon' s "hundr ed- and- ni net eenth Cal ypso,
hi m

"Where's ny good old gang done gone?"

| heard a sad man say.

I whispered in that sad man's ear,

"Your gang's done gone away."

Present were Anbassador Horlick Mnton and his |ady; H Lowe Crosby, the

bi cycl e manufacturer, and his Hazel; Dr. Julian Castle, humanitarian and
philanthropist, and his son Philip, author and innkeeper; little Newton Hoeni kker,
the picture painter, and his nusical sister, Ms. Harrison C. Conners; ny heavenly
Mona; Major General Franklin Hoeni kker; and twenty assorted San Lorenzo bureaucrats
and nmilitary nen.

Dead- - al nost all dead now.

As Bokonon tells us, "It is never a mstake to say goodbye."

There was a buffet on ny battlenents, a buffet burdened with native

delicacies: roasted warblers in little overcoats nmade of their own bl ue-green
feathers; lavender |and crabs taken fromtheir shells, mnced, fried in coconut oil
and returned to their shells; fingerling barracuda stuffed with banana paste; and,
on unl eavened, unseasoned cornneal wafers, bite-sized cubes of boiled al batross.

The al batross, | was told, had been shot fromthe very bartizan in which the

buffet stood. There were two beverages offered, both un-iced: Pepsi-Cola and native
rum The Pepsi-Cola was served in plastic Pilseners. The rumwas served in coconut
shells. | was unable to identify the sweet bouquet of the rum though it sonehow
rem nded ne of early adol escence.

Frank was able to nane the bouquet for ne. "Acetone."

"Acet one?"

"Used in nodel -airplane cenent."

| did not drink the rum

Anbassador M nton did a | ot of anbassadorial, gourmand saluting with his

coconut, pretending to love all nen and all the beverages that sustained them But |
did not see himdrink. He had with him incidentally, a piece of |luggage of a sort |
had never seen before. It |ooked like a French horn case, and proved to contain the

wherein he invites us to sing along with
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menorial weath that was to be cast into the sea.

The only person | saw drink the rumwas H Lowe Crosby, who plainly had no

sense of snell. He was having a good time, drinking acetone from his coconut,
sitting on a cannon, blocking the touchhole with his big behind. He was | ooki ng out
to sea through a huge pair of Japanese binoculars. He was | ooking at targets nounted
on bobbi ng fl oats anchored offshore.

The targets were cardboard cutouts shaped |ike nen.

They were to be fired upon and bonbed in a denonstration of might by the six

pl anes of the San Lorenzan Air Force.

Each target was a caricature of sone real person, and the nanme of that

person was painted on the targets' back and front.

| asked who the caricaturist was and | earned that he was Dr. Vox Hunana, the
Christian minister. He was at ny el bow.

"I didn't know you were talented in that direction, too."

"Ch, yes. Wien | was a young man, | had a very hard time deciding what to

be. "

"I think the choice you made was the right one."

"I prayed for guidance from Above."

"You got it."

H. Lowe Crosby handed his binoculars to his wife. "There's old Joe Stalin,
closest in, and old Fidel Castro's anchored right next to him"

"And there's old Hitler," chuckled Hazel, delighted. "And there's old

Mussol i ni and sone old Jap."

"And there's old Karl Marx."

"And there's old Kaiser Bill, spiked hat and all," cooed Hazel. "I never
expected to see _him_ again."

"And there's old Mao. You see old Mao?"

"Isn't _he_ gonna get it?" asked Hazel. "lIsn't _he_ gonna get the surprise
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of his life? This sure is a cute idea."

"They got practically every eneny that freedom ever had out there," H Lowe
Crosby decl ar ed.

A Medi cal Opinion on the 103

Effects of a Witers' Strike

None of the guests knew yet that | was to be President. None knew how cl ose

to death "Papa" was. Frank gave out the official word that "Papa" was resting
confortably, that "Papa" sent his best wi shes to all

The order of events, as announced by Frank, was that Anbassador M nton woul d
throw his weath into the sea, in honor of the Hundred Martyrs; and then the

ai rpl anes woul d shoot the targets in the sea; and then he, Frank, would say a few
wor ds.

He did not tell the conpany that, followi ng his speech, there would be a

speech by ne.

So | was treated as nothing nore than a visiting journalist, and | engaged

in harm ess _granfalloonery_ here and there.

"Hello, Mom" | said to Hazel Crosby.

"Way, if it isn't ny boy!" Hazel gave ne a perfumed hug, and she told

everybody, "This boy's a Hoosier!"

The Castles, father and son, stood separate fromthe rest of the conpany.

Long unwel conre at "Papa's" pal ace, they were curious as to why they had now been
invited there.

Young Castle called nme "Scoop
game?"

"I mght ask the sane of you," | replied.

"I'"'mthinking of calling a general strike of all witers until mankind
finally comes to its senses. Wuld you support it?"

"Do witers have a right to strike? That would be |ike the police or the
firemen wal ki ng out."

"Or the coll ege professors.”

"Or the college professors,” | agreed. | shook nmy head. "No, | don't think

"Good norning, Scoop. What's new in the word
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my consci ence would | et nme support a strike like that. Wien a nan becones a witer,
I think he takes on a sacred obligation to produce beauty and enlightennment and
confort at top speed."”

"I just can't help thinking what a real shaking up it would give people if,

all of a sudden, there were no new books, new plays, new histories, new poens .
"And how proud woul d you be when people started dying like flies?"

demanded.

"They'd die nore |ike mad dogs, | think--snarling and snapping at each other
and biting their owm tails."

| turned to Castle the elder. "Sir, how does a nman die when he's deprived of
the consol ations of literature?"

"I'n one of two ways," he said, "petrescence of the heart or atrophy of the
nervous system"”

"Nei ther one very pleasant, | expect," | suggested.

"No," said Castle the elder. "For the love of God, _both_ of you, _please_

keep writing!"
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Sul f at hi azol e 104

My heavenly Mona did not approach ne and did not encourage nme with

| angui shing gl ances to cone to her side. She nmade a hostess of herself, introducing
Angela and little Newt to San Lorenzans.

As | ponder now the neaning of that girl--recall her indifference to

"Papa' s" collapse, to her betrothal to ne-- | vacillate between lofty and cheap
appr ai sal s.

Did she represent the highest formof female spirituality?

O was she anesthetized, frigid--a cold fish, in fact, a dazed addict of the
xyl ophone, the cult of beauty, and _boko-maru?_

I shall never know.

Bokonon tells us:

Alover's a liar,

To hinmself he lies.

The truthful are |ovel ess,

Li ke oysters their eyes!

So ny instructions are clear, | suppose. | amto renenber ny Mona as having

been subl i ne.

"Tell me," | appealed to young Philip Castle on the Day of the Hundred

Martyrs to Denobcracy, "have you spoken to your friend and adnmirer, H Lowe Crosby,
t oday?"

"He didn't recognize nme with a suit and shoes and necktie on," young Castle
replied. "We've already had a nice tal k about bicycles. W nmay have another."
I found that | was no | onger anused by Croshy's wanting to build bicycles in
San Lorenzo. As chief executive of the island | wanted a bicycle factory very nuch.
| devel oped sudden respect for what H Lowe Croshy was and coul d do.

"How do you think the people of San Lorenzo would take to

i ndustrialization?" | asked the Castles, father and son

"The people of San Lorenzo," the father told ne, "are interested in only
three things: fishing, fornication, and Bokononism"

"Don't you think they could be interested in progress?"

"They' ve seen sone of it. There's only one aspect of progress that really
excites them"

"What's that?"

"The electric guitar."

I excused nyself and | rejoined the Croshys.

Frank Hoeni kker was with them expl ai ni ng who Bokonon was and what he was
agai nst. "He's against science."

"How can anybody in his right mnd be agai nst science?" asked Crosby.

"I'd be dead now if it wasn't for penicillin," said Hazel. "And so would ny
nmot her . "
"How old _is_ your nother?" | inquired
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"A hundred and six. Isn't that wonderful ?"

"It certainly is," | agreed.

"And I'd be a widow, too, if it wasn't for the medicine they gave ny husband
that tinme," said Hazel. She had to ask her husband the nane of the nedicine. "Honey,
what was the nanme of that stuff that saved your life that tinme?"

"Sul fat hiazole."

And | made the nistake of taking an al batross canape from a passing tray.
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Pai n-killer 105

As it happened--"As it was _supposed_to happen," Bokonon woul d

say--al batross neat disagreed with ne so violently that | was ill the nmonent |'d
choked the first piece down. | was conpelled to canter down the stone spira
staircase in search of a bathroom | availed nyself of one adjacent to "Papa's"
suite.

When | shuffled out, somewhat relieved, | was net by Dr. Schlichter von

Koeni gswal d, who was boundi ng from "Papa' s" bedroom He had a wild | ook, and he took
me by the arms and he cried, "What is it? Wiat was it he had hanging around his
neck?"

"l beg your pardon?"

"He took it! Whatever was in that cylinder, 'Papa' took--and now he's dead."

I remenbered the cylinder "Papa" had hung around his neck, and | nade an

obvi ous guess as to its contents. "Cyanide?"

"Cyani de? Cyanide turns a man to cenent in a second?"

" Cenent ?"

"Marble! Iron! | have never seen such a rigid corpse before. Strike it

anywhere and you get a note like a nmarinba! Come |ook!" Von Koeni gswal d hustled ne
into "Papa's" bedroom

In bed, in the golden dinghy, was a hideous thing to see. "Papa" was dead,

but his was not a corpse to which one could say, "At rest at last."

' Papa' s" head was bent back as far as it would go. H's weight rested on the
crown of his head and the soles of his feet, with the rest of his body formng a
bri dge whose arch thrust toward the ceiling. He was shaped |ike an andiron

That he had died of the contents of the cylinder around his neck was

obvi ous. One hand held the cylinder and the cylinder was uncapped. And the thunb and
i ndex finger of the other hand, as though having just released a little pinch of
sonet hing, were stuck between his teeth.

Dr. von Koenigswal d slipped the tholepin of an oarlock fromits socket in

the gunwal e of the gilded di nghy. He tapped "Papa" on his belly with the stee
oarl ock, and "Papa" really did make a sound |ike a nari nba.

And "Papa's" lips and nostrils and eyeballs were glazed with a blue-white

frost.

Such a syndrome is no novelty now, God knows. But it certainly was then

"Papa" Monzano was the first man in history to die of _ice-nine_.

| record that fact for whatever it nmay be worth. "Wite it all down,"

Bokonon tells us. He is really telling us, of course, howfutile it is to wite or
read histories. "Wthout accurate records of the past, how can nen and wonen be
expected to avoi d nmaking serious mistakes in the future?" he asks ironically.

So, again: "Papa" Mnzano was the first man in history to die of _ice-nine_.

What Bokononi sts Say 106

When They Commit Sui ci de

Dr. von Koenigswald, the humanitarian with the terrible deficit of Auschwitz

in his kindliness account, was the second to die of _ice-nine_.

He was tal king about rigor nortis, a subject | had introduced.

"Rigor nortis does not set in in seconds," he declared. "I turned ny back to
'Papa’ for just a nonent. He was raving . "

"What about?" | asked.
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"Pain, ice, Mna--everything. And then 'Papa' said, "Now | wll destroy the
whol e world.""
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"What did he nean by that?"

"I't's what Bokononists al ways say when they are about to conmt suicide."

Von Koeni gswald went to a basin of water, neaning to wash his hands. "When | turned
to look at him" he told ne, his hands poi sed over the water, "he was dead--as hard
as a statue, just as you see him | brushed ny fingers over his lips. They | ooked so
peculiar."

He put his hands into the water. "Wat chem cal could possibly . . ." The

question trailed off.

Von Koeni gswal d rai sed his hands, and the water in the basin cane with them

It was no |onger water, but a hem sphere of _ice-nine_.

Von Koeni gswal d touched the tip of his tongue to the blue-white nmystery.

Frost blooned on his lips. He froze solid, tottered, and crashed.

The bl ue-white heni sphere shattered. Chunks skittered over the floor

I went to the door and bawl ed for help.

Sol di ers and servants cane running.

| ordered themto bring Frank and Newt and Angela to "Papa's" room at once.

At last | had seen _ice-nine! _

Feast Your Eyes! 101

I let the three children of Dr. Felix Hoeni kker into "Papa" Mnzano's

bedroom | closed the door and put ny back to it. My nobod was bitter and grand.
knew ice-nine_for what it was. | had seen it often in ny dreans.

There could be no doubt that Frank had given "Papa" _ice-nine_. And it

seened certain that if _ice-nine_ were Frank's to give, then it was Angela's and
little New's to give, too

So | snarled at all three, calling themto account for nonstrous

crimnality. | told themthat the jig was up, that | knew about them and _ice-nine_.
| tried to alarmthem about _ice-nine's_being a neans to ending life on earth.
was so inpressive that they never thought to ask how | knew about _ice-nine_.
"Feast your eyes!" | said.

Wel |, as Bokonon tells us: "God never wote a good play in His Life." The

scene in "Papa's" roomdid not |lack for spectacul ar i ssues and props, and ny opening
speech was the right one.

But the first reply froma Hoeni kker destroyed all magnificence.

Little Newt threw up.

Frank Tells Us What to Do 108

And then we all wanted to throw up.

Newt certainly did what was called for

"I couldn't agree nore," | told Newt. And | snarled at Angela and Frank,

"Now that we've got Newt's opinion, |I'd |like to hear what you two have to say."
"Uck," said Angela, cringing, her tongue out. She was the col or of putty.
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"Are those your sentinments, too?" | asked Frank. "'Uck?' General, is that

what you say?"

Frank had his teeth bared, and his teeth were clenched, and he was breat hing
shallowly and whistlingly between them

"Like the dog," murnured little Newt, |ooking down at Von Koeni gswal d.

"What dog?"

Newt whi spered his answer, and there was scarcely any wi nd behind the

whi sper. But such were the acoustics of the stonewalled roomthat we all heard the
whi sper as clearly as we would have heard the chimng of a crystal bell

"Christmas Eve, when Father died."

Newt was talking to hinself. And, when | asked himto tell me about the dog

on the night his father died, he | ooked up at ne as though | had intruded on a
dream He found nme irrel evant.

Hi s brother and sister, however, belonged in the dream And he talked to his
brother in that nightmare; told Frank, "You gave it to him

"That's how you got this fancy job, isn't it?" New asked Frank wonderingly.

"What did you tell him-that you had sonething better than the hydrogen bonb?"
Frank didn't acknow edge the question. He was | ooking around the room
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intently, taking it all in. He unclenched his teeth, and he made themclick rapidly,
blinking his eyes with every click. His color was conming back. This is what he said.
"Listen, we've got to clean up this ness."

Frank Defends Hi nself 109

"General," | told Frank, "that nmust be one of the npbst cogent statenents

made by a nmajor general this year. As ny technical advisor, how do you reconmend
that we , as you put it so well, 'clean up this ness'?"

Frank gave me a straight answer. He snapped his fingers. | could see him

di ssociating himself fromthe causes of the ness; identifying hinself, with grow ng
pride and energy, with the purifiers, the world-savers, the cleaners-up

"Brooms, dustpans, blowtorch, hot plate, buckets," he conmmanded, snapping,

snappi ng, snapping his fingers.

"You propose applying a bloworch to the bodi es?" | asked.

Frank was so charged with technical thinking nowthat he was practically tap

dancing to the music of his fingers. "W'I|l sweep up the big pieces on the floor,
melt themin a bucket on a hot plate. Then we'll go over every square inch of floor
with a bloworch, in case there are any mcroscopic crystals. Wat we'll do with the
bodi es--and the bed . . ." He had to think sonme nore.

"A funeral pyre!" he cried, really pleased with hinself. "I'lI|l have a great

big funeral pyre built out by the hook, and we'll have the bodies and the bed
carried out and thrown on."

He started to |l eave, to order the pyre built and to get the things we needed

in order to clean up the room

Angel a stopped him "How could_ you?" she wanted to know.

Frank gave her a glassy smile. "Everything's going to be all right."

"How could_you give it to a nan like 'Papa’ Mnzano?" Angel a asked him

"Let's clean up the nmess first; then we can talk."

Angel a had himby the arns, and she wouldn't let himgo. "How could_ you!"

She shook him

Frank pried his sister's hands fromhinmself. His glassy snile went away and

he turned sneeringly nasty for a nonent--a nonment in which he told her with al
possi bl e contenpt, "I bought nyself a job, just the way you bought yourself a tontat
husband, just the way Newt bought hinself a week on Cape Cod with a Russian nidget!"
The gl assy snil e returned.

Frank | eft; and he slamed the door
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The Fourteenth Book 110

"Sonetinmes the pool-pah_," Bokonon tells us, "exceeds the power of humans

to comment." Bokonon translates _pool-pah_at one point in _The Books of Bokonon_ as
"shit stornm and at another point as "wath of CGod."

From what Frank had said before he slamed the door, | gathered that the

Republic of San Lorenzo and the three Hoeni kkers weren't the only ones who had
_ice-nine_. Apparently the United States of America and the Union of Sovi et
Socialist Republics had it, too. The United States had obtained it through Angela's
husband, whose plant in Indianapolis was understandably surrounded by electrified
fences and hom cidal German shepherds. And Sovi et Russia had come by it through
Newt's little Zinka, that winsone troll of Ukrainian ballet.

| was w thout conment.

| bowed ny head and closed ny eyes; and | awaited Frank's return with the

hunbl e tools it would take to clean up one bedroom -one bedroom out of all the
bedroonms in the world, a bedroominfested with _ice-nine_.

Sonewhere, in the violet, velvet oblivion, | heard Angela say sonething to

me. It wasn't in her own defense. It was in defense of little Newt. "Newt didn't
give it to her. She stole it."

I found the explanation uninteresting.

"What hope can there be for mankind," | thought, "when there are such nen as

Fel i x Hoeni kker to give such playthings as _ice-nine_ to such short-sighted children
as alnost all nen and wonen are?"

And | renmenbered _The Fourteenth Book of Bokonon_, which | had read in its

entirety the night before. _The Fourteenth Book is entitled, "Wat Can a Thoughtful
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Man Hope for Mankind on Earth, G ven the Experience of the Past MIlion Years?"

It doesn't take long to read _The Fourteenth Book . It consists of one word

and a peri od.

This is it:

"Not hi ng. "

Time Qut 111

Frank canme back with broonms and dustpans, a bl owtorch, and a kerosene hot

pl ate, and a good ol d bucket and rubber gl oves.

We put on the gloves in order not to contam nate our hands with _ice-nine_.

Frank set the hot plate on the heavenly Mna's xyl ophone and put the honest old
bucket on top of that.

And we picked up the bigger chunks of _ice-nine_ fromthe floor; and we

dropped theminto that hunbl e bucket; and they nelted. They becane good ol d, sweet
ol d, honest old water.

Angela and | swept the floor, and little New |ooked under furniture for

bits of _ice-nine_ we mght have m ssed. And Frank foll owed our sweeping with the
purifying flame of the torch

The brainless serenity of charwonen and janitors working | ate at night cane
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over us. In a nessy world we were at |least nmaking our little corner clean

And | heard nyself asking Newt and Angel a and Frank in conversational tones

to tell me about the Christrmas Eve on which the old-nman died, to tell me about the
dog.

And, childishly sure that they were making everything all right by cleaning

up, the Hoenikkers told ne the tale.

The tale went |ike this:

On that fateful Christmas Eve, Angela went into the village for Christnmas

tree lights, and Newt and Frank went for a walk on the lonely w nter beach, where
they net a black Labrador retriever. The dog was friendly, as all Labrador
retrievers are, and he followed Frank and little Newt hone.

Fel i x Hoeni kker died--died in his white wi cker chair |ooking out at the

sea--while his chldren were gone. Al day the old man had been teasing his children
with hints about _ice-nine_, showing it to themin alittle bottle on whose | abel he
had drawn a skull and crosshones, and on whose | abel he had witten: "Danger
_lce-nine! _ Keep away from noisture!"”

Al'l day long the old man had been nagging his children with words |ike

these, nmerry in tone: "Cone on now, stretch your minds a little. I've told you that
its nelting point is a hundred fourteen-point-four degrees Fahrenheit, and I've told
you that it's conposed of nothing but hydrogen and oxygen. Wat could the

expl anation be? Think a little! Don't be afraid of straining your brains. They won't
break."

"He was always telling us to stretch our brains,"” said Frank, recalling

ol den ti nes.

"l gave up trying to stretch ny brain when |I-don't-know how ol d-1-was,"

Angel a confessed, |eaning on her broom "I couldn't even listen to himwhen he

tal ked about science. 1'd just nod and pretend | was trying to stretch ny brain, but
that poor brain, as far as science went, didn't have any nore stretch than an old
garter belt."

Apparently, before he sat down in his w cker chair and died, the old man

pl ayed puddly ganes in the kitchen with water and pots and pans and _ice-nine_. He
must have been converting water to _ice-nine_ and back to water again, for every pot
and pan was out on the kitchen countertops. A neat thernoneter was out, too, so the
old man nmust have been taking the tenperature of things.

The old man meant to take only a brief tinme out in his chair, for he left

quite a mess in the kitchen. Part of the disorder was a saucepan filled with solid
_ice-nine_. He no doubt meant to nelt it up, to reduce the world's supply of the
blue-white stuff to a splinter in a bottle again--after a brief tinme out.

But, as Bokonon tells us, "Any nman can call tinme out, but no man can say how

long the tinme out will be."
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Newt's Mdther's Reticule 112

"I shoul d have know he was dead the nminute | came in," said Angela, |eaning

on her broom again. "That w cker chair, it wasn't making a sound. It always talked,
creaked away, when Father was in it--even when he was asleep.”

But Angel a had assumed that her father was sl eeping, and she went on to

decorate the Christmas tree

Newt and Frank canme in with the Labrador retriever. They went out into the

kitchen to find something for the dog to eat. They found the old man's puddl es.
There was water on the floor, and little Newt took a dishrag and wiped it

up. He tossed the sopping dishrag onto the counter

As it happened, the dishrag fell into the pan containing _ice-nine_.

Frank thought the pan contai ned sone sort of cake frosting, and he held it

down to Newt, to show Newt what his carel essness with the dishrag had done.
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Newt peel ed the dishrag fromthe surface and found that the di shrag had a

peculiar, netallic, snaky quality, as though it were nmade of finely-woven gold nesh.
"The reason | say 'gold nesh,'" said little Newt, there in "Papa' s" bedroom

"is that it rem nded nme right away of Mother's reticule, of howthe reticule felt."
Angel a expl ai ned sentimentally that when a child, Newt had treasured his

mother's gold reticule. | gathered that it was a little evening bag.

"It felt so funny to nme, like nothing else |'d ever touched," and New,

i nvestigating his old fondness for the reticule. "I wonder whatever happened to it."
"I wonder what happened to a |lot_ of things," said Angela. The question

echoed back through tine--woeful, |ost.

What happened to the dishrag that felt like a reticule, at any rate, was

that Newt held it out to the dog, and the dog licked it. And the dog froze stiff.
Newt went to tell his father about the stiff dog and found out that his

father was stiff, too.

Hi story 113
Qur work in "Papa's" bedroom was done at | ast.
But the bodies still had to be carried to the funeral pyre. W decided that

this should be done with ponp, that we should put it off until the cerenbnies in
honor of the Hundred Martyrs to Denbcracy were over

The last thing we did was stand Von Koenigswald on his feet in order to

decontam nate the place where he had been lying. And then we hid him standi ng up,
in "Papa's" clothes closet.

I"mnot quite sure why we hid him | think it nust have been to sinplify the

t abl eau.

As for Newt's and Angela's and Frank's tale of how they divided up the

worl d's supply of _ice-nine_ on Christnmas Eve--it petered out when they got to
details of the crine itself. The Hoeni kkers couldn't remenber that anyone said
anything to justify their taking _ice-nine_ as personal property. They tal ked about
what _ice-nine_ was, recalling the old man's brain-stretchers, but there was no tal k
of norals.

"Who did the dividing?" | inquired.

So thoroughly had the three Hoeni kkers obliterated their nenories of the

incident that it was difficult for themto give ne even that fundanmental detail.
"I't wasn't Newt," said Angela at last. "I'msure of ihat."

"I't was either you or ne," nused Frank, thinking hard.

"You got the three Mason jars off the kitchen shelf," said Angela. "It

wasn't until the next day that we got the three little Thernos jugs."

"That's right," Frank agreed. "And then you took an ice pick and chi pped up

the _ice-nine_ in the saucepan.”

"That's right," said Angela. "I did. And then sonebody brought tweezers from
t he bat hroom"
Newt raised his little hand. "I did."

Angel a and Newt were amazed, renenbering how enterprising little Newt had
been.

"I was the one who picked up the chips and put themin the Mason jars," Newt
recounted. He didn't bother to hide the swagger he nust have felt.
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"What did you people do with the dog?" | asked linply.

"We put himin the oven," Frank told ne. "It was the only thing to do."
"H story!"™ wites Bokonon. "Read it and weep!"
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Wen | Felt the Bullet Enter My Heart 114

So | once again nounted the spiral staircase in nmy tower; once again arrived

at the uppernost battlenent of ny castle; and once nore | ooked out at nmy guests, ny
servants, ny cliff, and ny | ukewarm sea

The Hoeni kkers were with me. W had | ocked "Papa's" door, and had spread the

word anong the household staff that "Papa" was feeling nuch better.

Sol di ers were now building a funeral pyre out by the hook. They did not know

what the pyre was for.

There were many, nany secrets that day.

Busy, busy, busy.

| supposed that the cerenpnies mght as well begin, and | told Frank to

suggest to Anbassador Horlick Mnton that he deliver his speech

Anbassador M nton went to the seaward parapet with his nenorial weath stil

inits case. And he delivered an ammzi ng speech in honor of the Hundred Martyrs to
Denocracy. He dignified the dead, their country, and the life that was over for them
by saying the "Hundred Martyrs to Denobcracy" in island dialect. That fragnment of

di al ect was graceful and easy on his |ips.

The rest of his speech was in Anerican English. He had a witten speech with

hi m-fustian and bonbast, | inmagine. But, when he found he was going to speak to so
few, and to fellow Anericans for the nbst part, he put the formal speech away.
A light sea wind ruffled his thinning hair. "I amabout to do a very

un- anbassadorial thing," he declared. "I amabout to tell you what | really feel."
Per haps M nton had inhal ed too nuch acetone, or perhaps he had an inkling of

what was about to happen to everybody but ne. At any rate, it was a strikingly
Bokononi st speech he gave.

"W are gathered here, friends," he said, "to honor _|o Hoon-yera Myra-toorz

tut Zanoo-cratz-ya , children dead, all dead, all nurdered in war. It is customary
on days like this to call such lost children nen. | amunable to call them nen for
this sinple reason: that in the sane war in which _| o Hoon-yera Mora-toorz tut
Zanpo-cratz-ya_ died, ny own son died

"My soul insists that | mourn not a man but a child.

"l do not say that children at war do not die like nen, if they have to die.

To their everlasting honor and our everlasting shane they do_die |ike nmen, thus
maki ng possible the nanly jubilation of patriotic holidays.

"But they are nurdered children all the sane.

"And | propose to you that if we are to pay our sincere respects to the

hundred | ost children of San Lorenzo, that we m ght best spend the day despising
what killed them which is to say, the stupidity and viciousness of all mankind.
"Per haps, when we renmenber wars, we should take off our clothes and paint
ourselves blue and go on all fours all day |ong and grunt like pigs. That would
surely be nore appropriate than noble oratory and shows of flags and well-oiled

guns.
"l do not nmean to be ungrateful for the fine, martial show we are about to
see--and a thrilling showit really will be . . ."

He | ooked each of us in the eye, and then he commented very softly, throw ng
it away, "And hooray say | for thrilling shows."

We had to strain our ears to hear what M nton said next.

"But if today is really in honor of a hundred children nurdered in war," he

said, "is today a day for a thrilling show?

"The answer is yes, on one condition: that we, the celebrants, are working
consciously and tirelessly to reduce the stupidity and viciousness of oursel ves and
of all mankind."

He unsnapped the catches on his weath case.

"See what | have brought?" he asked us.

He opened the case and showed us the scarlet Iining and the gol den wreath.
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The wreath was nmade of wire and artificial laurel |eaves, and the whol e was sprayed
with radiator paint.
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The wreath was spanned by a creamcol ored silk ribbon on which was printed,

"PRO PATRI A"

M nton now recited a poem from Edgar Lee Masters' the _Spoon River

Ant hol ogy _, a poemthat nust have been inconprehensible to the San Lorenzans in the
audi ence--and to H Lowe Crosby and his Hazel, too, for that matter, and to Angel a
and Frank.

I was the first fruits of the battle of M ssionary Ridge.

Wien | felt the bullet enter ny heart

I wished | had staid at hone and gone to jai

For stealing the hogs of Curl Trenary,

I nstead of running away and joining the arnmny.

Rat her a thousand tines the county jai

Than to lie under this marble figure with w ngs,

And this granite pedesta

Bearing the words, " Pro Patria_."

What do they nean, anyway?

"What do they nean, anyway?" echoed Ambassador Horlick M nton. "They nean,

"For one's country.'" And he threw away another line. "Any country at all," he
nmur mur ed.

"This weath | bring is a gift fromthe people of one country to the people

of another. Never m nd which countries. Think of people .

"And children nurdered in war.

"And any country at all

"Thi nk of peace.

"Think of brotherly I|ove.

"Thi nk of plenty.

"Thi nk of what paradise, this world would be if nmen were kind and wi se

"As stupid and vicious as nmen are, this is a lovely day," said Anbassador

Horlick Mnton. "I, in my own heart and as a representative of the peace-Ioving
people of the United States of America, pity | o Hoon-yera Mra-toorz tut
Za-nmoo-cratz-ya_ for being dead on this fine day."

And he sailed the weath off the parapet.

There was a humin the air. The six planes of the San Lorenzan Air Force

were comng, skinmmng nmy |ukewarm sea. They were going to shoot the effigies of what
H Lowe Crosby had called "practically every eneny that freedom ever had."

As It Happened 115

W went to the seaward parapet to see the show. The planes were no |arger

than grains of black pepper. W were able to spot them because one, as it happened,
was trailing snmoke

We supposed that the snmoke was part of the show.

| stood next to H Lowe Crosby, who, as it happened, was alternately eating

al batross and drinking native rum He exhal ed fumes of nodel airplane cenment between
lips glistening with albatross fat. My recent nausea returned.

I withdrew to the | andward parapet alone, gulping air. There were sixty feet

of old stone pavenent between ne and all the rest.

| saw that the planes would be coming in |low, below the footings of the

castle, and that | would niss the show But nausea nade ne incurious. | turned ny
head in the direction of their now snarling approach. Just as their guns began to
hanmer, one plane, the one that had been trailing snoke, suddenly appeared, belly
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up, in flanes.

It dropped fromnmny line of sight again and crashed at once into the cliff
bel ow the castle. Its bonmbs and fuel expl oded.

The surviving planes went booning on, their racket thinning down to a

nmosqui to hum

And then there was the sound of a rockslide--and one great tower of "Papa's"
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castl e, underm ned, crashed down to the sea.

The people on the seaward parapet |ooked in astoni shnent at the enpty socket

where the tower had stood. Then | could hear rockslides of all sizes in a
conversation that was al nbost orchestral

The conversation went very fast, and new voices entered in. They were the

voi ces of the castle's tinbers lanenting that their burdens were becom ng too great.
And then a crack crossed the battlement like lightning, ten feet fromny

curling toes.

It separated ne fromny fell ow nen.

The castle groaned and wept al oud.

The ot hers conprehended their peril. They, along with tons of masonry, were

about to lurch out and down. Although the crack was only a foot w de, people began
to cross it with heroic |eaps.

Only nmy conpl acent Mona crossed the crack with a sinple step

The crack gnashed shut; opened w der, leeringly. Still trapped on the canted
deathtrap were H Lowe Crosby and his Hazel and Anbassador Horlick Mnton and his
Claire.

Philip Castle and Frank and | reached across the abyss to haul the Crosbys

to safety. Qur arns were now extended inploringly to the M ntons.

Their expressions were bland. | can only guess what was going through their

m nds. My guess is that they were thinking of dignity, of enotional proportion above
all el se.

Panic was not their style. | doubt that suicide was their style either. But

their good nanners killed them for the doomed crescent of castle now noved away
fromus |like an ocean |iner noving away from a dock

The i mage of a voyage seens to have occurred to the voyagi ng M ntons, too,

for they waved to us with wan am ability.

They hel d hands.

They faced the sea.

Qut they went; then down they went in a cataclysmic rush, were gone!

The Grand Ah-whoom 116

The ragged rimof oblivion was now i nches fromny curling toes. | |ooked

down. My |ukewarm sea had swal lowed all. A lazy curtain of dust was wafting out to
sea, the only trace of all that fell

The pal ace, its massive, seaward mask now gone, greeted the north with a

| eper's smile, snaggle-toothed and bristly. The bristles were the splintered ends of
tinmbers. Immediately below me a | arge chanber had been | aid open. The floor of that
chanber, unsupported, stabbed out into space like a diving platform

| dreanmed for a nonent of dropping to the platform of springing up fromit

in a breath-taking swan dive, of folding ny arns, of knifing dowward into a

bl ood-warm eternity with never a spl ash

I was recalled fromthis dreamby the cry of a darting bird above ne. It

seened to be asking nme what had happened. "Pootee-phweet?" it asked.

We all |ooked up at the bird, and then at one another. W backed away from

the abyss, full of dread. And, when | stepped off the paving stone that had
supported ne, the stone began to rock. It was no nore stable than a teeter-totter
And it tottered now over the diving platform
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Down it crashed onto the platform nade the platforma chute. And down the

chute canme the furnishings still remaining in the room bel ow.

A xyl ophone shot out first, scanpering fast on its tiny wheels. Qut cane a

bedside table in a crazy race with a bounding bl oworch. Qut cane chairs in hot
pursuit.

And sonewhere in that room bel ow, out of sight, sonething mghtily reluctant

to nove was beginning to nove

Down the chute it crept. At last it showed its golden bow. It was the boat

in which dead "Papa" | ay.

It reached the end of the chute. Its bow nodded. Down it tipped. Down it

fell, end over end.
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"Papa" was thrown clear, and he fell separately.

| closed ny eyes.

There was a sound like that of the gentle closing of a portal as big as the

sky, the great door of heaven being closed softly. It was a grand AH WHOOM

| opened ny eyes--and all the sea was _ice-nine_. The npist green earth was

a blue-white pearl. The sky darkened. Borasisi_, the sun, becane a sickly yellow
ball, tiny and cruel

The sky was filled with worms. The worns were tornadoes.

Sanctuary 117

I looked up at the sky where the bird had been. An enornpbus wormwi th a

violet nouth was directly overhead. It buzzed |like bees. It swayed. Wth obscene
peristalsis, it ingested air.

We humans separated; fled ny shattered battl enents tunbl ed down staircases

on the | andward si de.

Only H Lowe Crosby and his Hazel cried out. "American! Anerican!" they

cried, as though tornadoes were interested in the granfalloons_to which their

vi ctims bel onged.

I could not see the Crosbys. They had descended by another staircase. Their

cries and the sounds of others, panting and running, canme gabbling to ne through a
corridor of the castle. My only conpanion was ny heavenly Mna, who had fol |l owed
noi sel essly.

When | hesitated, she slipped past me and opened the door to the anteroom of
"Papa' s" suite. The walls and roof of the anteroom were gone. But the stone floor
remai ned. And in its center was the manhol e cover of the oubliette. Under the worny
sky, in the flickering violet light fromthe nmouths of tornadoes that wi shed to eat
us, | lifted the cover

The esophagus of the dungeon was fitted with iron rungs. | replaced the

manhol e cover fromw thin. Down those iron rungs we went.

And at the foot of the |ladder we found a state secret. "Papa" Mnzano had

caused a cozy bonb shelter to be constructed there. It had a ventilation shaft, with
a fan driven by a stationary bicycle. A tank of water was recessed in one wall. The
wat er was sweet and wet, as yet untainted by _ice-nine_. And there was a chenica
toilet, and a short-wave radi o, and a Sears, Roebuck catal ogue; and there were cases
of delicacies, and liquor, and candles; and there were bound copies of the _Nationa
Geographi c_ goi ng back twenty years

And there was a set of _The Books of Bokonon_.

And there were tw n beds.

I lighted a candle. | opened a can of canpbell's chicken gunbo soup and

put it on a Sterno stove. And | poured two glasses of Virgin |Islands rum

Mona sat on one bed. | sat down on the other. "I am about to say sonething

that nust have been said by nmen to wonen several tinmes before," | infornmed her
"However, | don't believe that these words have ever carried quite the freight they
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carry now. "

" Cho"

| spread ny hands. "Here we are."

The Iron Maiden and the Qubliette 118

_The Si xth Book of The Books of Bokonon_ is devoted to pain, in particular

to tortures inflicted by nen on nmen. "If | amever put to death on the hook,"
Bokonon warns us, "expect a very human perfornmance."

Then he speaks of the rack and the peddi wi nkus and the iron naiden and the
_veglia_ and the oubliette.

In any case, there's bound to be nuch crying.

But the oubliette alone will let you think while dying.

And so it was in Mna's and nmy rock wonb. At |east we could think. And one
thing | thought was that the creature conforts of the dungeon did nothing to
mtigate the basic fact of oubliation

During our first day and ni ght underground, tornadoes rattled our manhol e
cover many times an hour. Each time the pressure in our hole would drop suddenly,
and our ears would pop and our heads woul d ring.
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As for the radio--there was crackling, fizzing static and that was all. From
one end of the short-wave band to the other not one word, not one tel egrapher's
beep, did | hear. If life still existed here and there, it did not broadcast.

Nor does life broadcast to this day.
This | assuned: tornadoes, strew ng the poi sonous bl ue-white frost of
i ce-ni ne_ everywhere, tore everyone and everything above ground to pieces. Anything

that still lived would die soon enough of thirst--or hunger--or rage--or apathy.
I turned to _The Books of Bokonon_ , still sufficiently unfamliar with them
to believe that they contained spiritual confort sonmewhere. | passed quickly over

the warning on the title page of _The First Book :

"Don't be a fool! Close this book at once! It is nothing but fonma! _
_Foma_, of course, are lies.

And then | read this:

In the beginning, God created the earth, and he | ooked upon it in H's cosnmc

| onel i ness.

And God said, "Let Us make living creatures out of nmud, so the nud can see

what W have done." And God created every living creature that now noveth, and one
was man. Mud as nman al one coul d speak. God | eaned cl ose as nud as nman sat up, | ooked
around, and spoke. Man blinked. "Wat is the _purpose_of all this?" he asked
politely.

"Everything nust have a purpose?" asked God.

"Certainly," said man.

"Then | leave it to you to think of one for all this," said God.

And He went away.

I thought this was trash.
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"COF course it's trash!" says Bokonon

And | turned to ny heavenly Mona for conforting secrets a good deal nore

pr of ound.

I was able, while noboning at her across the space that separated our beds,

to imagi ne that behind her marvel ous eyes |urked nysteries as old as Eve.

I will not go into the sordid sex episode that followed. Suffice it to say

that | was both repul sive and repul sed.

The girl was not interested in reproduction--hated the idea. Before the

tussle was over, | was given full credit by her, and by nyself, too, for having

i nvented the whol e bizarre, grunting, sweating enterprise by which new human bei ngs
wer e made.

Returning to ny own bed, gnashing ny teeth, | supposed that she honestly had

no i dea what | ove-making was all about. But then she said to nme, gently, "It would
be very sad to have a little baby now. Don't you agree?"

"Yes," | agreed murkily.

"Well, that's the way little babies are nade, in case you didn't know. "

Mona Thanks Me 119

"Today | will be a Bulgarian M nister of Education," Bokonon tells us
"Tomorrow | will be Helen of Troy." H's neaning is crystal clear: Each one of us has
to be what he or she is. And, down in the oubliette, that was mainly what |
thought--with the help of _The Books of Bokonon_.

Bokonon invited me to sing along with him

We do, doodl ey do, doodl ey do, doodley do,

What we nust, nuddily must, nuddily nust, nuddily nust;

Muddi |y do, muddily do, nuddily do, nmuddily do,

Until we bust, bodily bust, bodily bust, bodily bust.

I made up a tune to go with that and | whistled it under ny breath as
drove the bicycle that drove the fan that gave us air, good old air.

"Man breathes in oxygen and exhal es carbon dioxide," |I called to Mna.
"What ?"

" Sci ence. "

"oh "

"One of the secrets of life man was a long tine understandi ng: Aninmals
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breat he in what ani nmals breathe out, and vice versa."

"I didn't know. "

"You know now. "

"Thank you."

"You' re wel cone."

When |'d bicycl ed our atnosphere to sweetness and freshness, | di snmounted

and clinbed the iron rungs to see what the weather was |ike above. | did that
several tinmes a day. On that day, the fourth day, | perceived through the narrow

crescent of the lifted manhol e cover that the weather had becone somewhat
stabilized.

The stability was of a wildly dynamic sort, for the tornadoes were as

nunerous as ever, and tornadoes remain nunerous to this day. But their nmouths no

| onger gobbl ed and gnashed at the earth. The nouths in all directions were
discreetly withdrawmn to an altitude of perhaps a half of a mle. And their altitude
varied so little fromnonent to nonent that San Lorenzo mi ght have been protected by
a tornado- proof sheet of gl ass.
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We | et three nore days go by, maeking certain that the tornadoes had becone

as sincerely reticent as they seened. And then we filled canteens from our water
tank and we went above.

The air was dry and hot and deathly still.

I had heard it suggested one tine that the seasons in the tenperate zone

ought to be six rather than four in nunber: sumrer, autumm, |ocking, w nter,

unl ocki ng, and spring. And | renenbered that as | straightened up beside our
manhol e, and stared and |istened and sniffed.

There were no snells. There was no novenent. Every step | took made a

gravelly squeak in blue-white frost. And every squeak was echoed | oudly. The season
of locking was over. The earth was | ocked up tight.

It was winter, now and forever.

| hel ped nmy Mona out of our hole. | warned her to keep her hands away from
the blue-white frost and to keep her hands away from her nouth, too. "Death has
never been quite so easy to cone by," | told her. "All you have to do is touch the

ground and then your lips and you're done for."
She shook her head and sighed. "A very bad nother."

"What ?"
"Mot her Earth--she isn't a very good nother any nore."
"Hel l 0? Hello?" | called through the palace ruins. The awesone w nds had

torn canyons through that great stone pile. Mna and | nade a hal f-hearted search
for survivors--half-hearted because we could sense no life. Not even a nibbling,
twi nkl e-nosed rat had survived.

The arch of the palace gate was the only man-nade form untouched. Mpna and

went to it. Witten at its base in white paint was a Bokononi st "Cal ypso." The
lettering was neat. It was new. It was proof that someone el se had survived the
Wi nds.

The "Cal ypso" was this:

Soneday, soneday, this crazy world will have to end,

And our God will take things back that He to us did | end.

And if, on that sad day, you want to scold our God,

Way go right ahead and scold Hm He'll just snmile and nod.

To Wiom It May Concern 120

| recalled an advertisenent for a set of children's books called _The Book

of Knowl edge . In that ad, a trusting boy and girl |ooked up at their father
"Daddy, " one asked, "what nmeakes the sky blue?" The answer, presunably, could be
found in _The Book of Know edge .

If I had had nmy daddy beside me as Mna and | wal ked down the road fromthe

pal ace, | woul d have had plenty of questions to ask as | clung to his hand. "Daddy,
why are all the trees broken? Daddy, why are all the birds dead? Daddy, what nakes
the sky so sick and worny? Daddy, what nakes the sea so hard and still?"

It occurred to me that | was better qualified to answer those tough

questions than any other hunman being, provided there were any ot her human bei ngs
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alive. In case anyone was interested, | knew what had gone wrong-- where and how.

So what ?

| wondered where the dead could be. Mona and | ventured nore than a nmile

fromour oubliette without seeing one dead human bei ng.

I wasn't half so curious about the living, probably because | sensed

accurately that | would first have to contenplate a | ot of dead. | saw no col ums of
snoke from possible canpfires; but they would have been hard to see agai nst an

hori zon of worns.

One thing did catch ny eye: a | avender corona about the queer plug that was
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the peak on the hunp of Munt MCabe. It seened to be calling nme, and | had a silly,
cinematic notion of clinbing that peak with Mona. But what would it nean?

We were wal king into the winkles now at the foot of Munt MCabe. And Mna,

as though aimessly, left ny side, left the road, and clinbed one of the winkles. |
fol | owed.

| joined her at the top of the ridge. She was | ooking down raptly into a

broad, natural bowl. She was not crying.

She m ght well have cried.

In that bow were thousands upon thousands of dead. On the lips of each

decedent was the blue-white frost of _ice-nine_.

Since the corpses were not scattered or tunbled about, it was clear that

they had been assenbl ed since the withdrawal of the frightful w nds. And, since each
corpse had its finger in or near its nmouth, | understood that each person had
delivered hinself to this nelancholy place and then poisoned hinself with
_ice-nine_.

There were nen, wonen,, and children, too, nmany in the attitudes of

_boko-maru_. All faced the center of the bow, as though they were spectators in an
anphi t heat er.

Mona and | | ooked at the focus of all those frosted eyes, |ooked at the

center of the bow. There was a round clearing there, a place in which one orator

m ght have stood.

Mona and | approached the clearing gingerly, avoiding the norbid statuary.

We found a boulder in it. And under the boul der was a pencil ed note which said:

To whom it may concern: These people around you are alnost all of the

survivors on San Lorenzo of the winds that foll owed the freezing of the sea. These
peopl e nade a captive of the spurious holy man naned Bokonon. They brought him here,
pl aced himat their center, and commanded himto tell themexactly what God Al nmighty
was up to and what they should now do. The nountebank told themthat God was surely
trying to kill them possible because He was through with them and that they shoul d
have the good nmanners to die. This, as you can see, they did.

The note was signed by Bokonon.

I Am Slow to Answer 121

"What a cynic!" | gasped. | | ooked up fromthe note and gazed around the
death-filled bow. "Is _he_ here sonewhere?"

"l do not see him" said Mona nmldly. She wasn't depressed or angry. In

fact, she seened to verge on |aughter. "He always said he woul d never take his own
advi ce, because he knew it was worthless."

"He'd better_be here!" | said bitterly. "Think of the gall of the man,

advising all these people to kill thensel ves!"

Now Mona did | augh. | had never heard her |augh. Her |augh was startlingly

deep and raw.

"This strikes you as _funny? "

She raised her arns lazily. "It's all so sinple, that's all. It solves so
much for so many, so sinply."
And she went strolling up anong the petrified thousands, still |aughing. She

paused about mdway up the slope and faced ne. She called down to nme, "Wuld you
wi sh any of these alive again, if you could? Answer ne quickly.

"Not qui ck enough with your answer," she called playfully, after half a

m nute had passed. And, still laughing a little, she touched her finger to the
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ground, straightened up, and touched the finger to her lips and died.

Did | weep? They say | did. H Lowe Crosby and his Hazel and little Newton

Hoeni kker cane upon ne as | stunbled down the road. They were in Bolivar's one

taxi cab, which had been spared by the storm They tell ne | was crying. Hazel cried,
too, cried for joy that | was alive.

They coaxed nme into the cab.

Hazel put her armaround nme. "You're with your nom now. Don't you worry

about a thing."

I let my mind go blank. | closed ny eyes. It was with deep, idiotic relief

that | |eaned on that fleshy, humid, barn-yard fool

The Swi ss Fami |y Robi nson 122

They took nme to what was |l eft of Franklin Hoeni kker's house at the head of

the waterfall. Wat remai ned was the cave under the waterfall, which had becone a
sort of igloo under a translucent, blue-white dome of _ice-nine_.

The nénage consisted of Frank, little Newt, and the Crosbys. They had

survived in a dungeon in the palace, one far shall ower and nore unpl easant than the
oubliette. They had noved out the nonment the wi nds had abated, while Mna and | had
stayed underground for another three days.

As it happened, they had found the niracul ous taxicab waiting for them under

the arch of the palace gate. They had found a can of white paint, and on the front
doors of the cab Frank had painted white stars, and on the roof he had painted the
letters of a granfalloon_: U S A

"And you left the paint under the arch," | said.

"How did you know?" asked Crosby.

"Sonmebody el se cane al ong and wote a poem"

I did not inquire at once as to how Angel a Hoeni kker Conners and Philip and

Julian Castle had net their ends, for | would have had to speak at once about Mbna.
I wasn't ready to do that yet.

| particularly didn't want to discuss the death of Mpna since, as we rode

along in the taxi, the Crosbys and little Newt seened so i nappropriately gay.

Hazel gave me a clue to the gaiety. "Wait until you see how we live. W've

got all kinds of good things to eat. \Whenever we want water, we just build a
campfire and nelt some. The Swiss Fami |y Robi nson--that's what we call ourselves."
O Mce and Men 123

A curious six nonths foll owed--the six nmonths in which | wote this book.

Hazel spoke accurately when she called our little society the Swiss Fam |y Robinson,
for we had survived a storm were isolated, and then the living becane very easy
indeed. It was not without a certain Walt Di sney charm

No plants or animals survived, it's true. But _ice-nine_ preserved pigs and

cows and little deer and windrows of birds and berries until we were ready to thaw
and cook them Moreover, there were tons of canned goods to be had for the grubbing
in the ruins of Bolivar. And we seened to be the only people left on San Lorenzo.
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Food was no problem and neither were clothing or shelter, for the weather

was uniformy dry and dead and hot. Qur health was nonotonously good. Apparently al
the gernms were dead, too--or nhapping.

Qur adj ustnent becane so satisfactory, so conplacent, that no one marvel ed

or protested when Hazel said, "One good thing anyway, no nosquitoes."

She was sitting on a three-1egged stool in the clearing where Frank's house

had stood. She was sewing strips of red, white, and blue cloth together. Like Betsy
Ross, she was meking an Anerican flag. No one was unkind enough to point out to her
that the red was really a peach, that the blue was nearly a Kelly green, and that
the fifty stars she had cut out were six-pointed stars of David rather than
five-pointed American stars.

Her husband, who had al ways been a pretty good cook, now simered a stew in

an iron pot over a wood fire nearby. He did all our cooking for us; he loved to
cook.

"Looks good, snells good," | conmmented.
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He wi nked. "Don't shoot the cook. He's doing the best he can."

In the background of this cozy conversati on were the naggi ng dah-dah-dahs

and dit-dit-dits of an automatic SOS transmitter Frank had made. It called for help
bot h ni ght and day.

"Save our soullllls,"” Hazel intoned, singing along with the transmtter as

she sewed, "save our soulllllls."

"How s the witing going?" Hazel asked ne.

"Fine, Mom just fine."

"When you going to show us sone of it?"

"When it's ready, Mom when it's ready."

"Alot of fambus witers were Hoosiers."

"I know. "

"You'll be one of a long, long line.
book?"

"l hope so, Mom"

"I like a good | augh."

"l know you do."

"Each person here had sone specialty, sonething to give the rest. You wite

books that make us |augh, and Frank goes science things, and little Newt--he paints
pictures for us all, and I sew, and Low e cooks."

"' Many hands make nmuch work light.' Od Chinese proverb."

"They were smart in a |ot of ways, those Chinese were."

"Yes, let's ketp their nenory alive."

"I wish now!l'd studied themnnore."

"Well, it was hard to do, even under ideal conditions."

"I wish now |'d studied everything nore."

"W've all got regrets, Mom"

"No use crying over spilt mlk."

"As the poet said, Mom 'O all the words of mce and nen, the saddest are,

"It mght have been."'"

"That's so beautiful, and so true."

Frank's Ant Farm 124

I hated to see Hazel finishing the flag, because | was all balled up in her

addl ed plans for it. She had the idea that | had agreed to plant the fool thing on
t he peak of Mount MCabe.

"If Lowe and | were younger, we'd do it ourselves. Now all we can do is give

you the flag and send our best wi shes with you."

"Mom | wonder if that's really a good place for the flag."
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"What other place _is_ there?

"Il put on ny thinking cap." | excused nyself and went down into the cave

to see what Frank was up to.

He was up to nothing new. He was watching an ant farm he had constructed. He

had dug up a few surviving ants in the three-di nensional world of the ruins of
Bol i var, and he had reduced the dinensions to two by making a dirt and ant sandw ch
bet ween two sheets of glass. The ants could do nothing w thout Frank's catching them
at it and commenting upon it.

The experinent had solved in short order the nystery of how ants could

survive in a waterless world. As far as | know, they were the only insects that did
survive, and they did it by formng with their bodies tight balls around grains of

She sm | ed hopefully. "Is it a funny

_ice-nine_. They woul d generate enough heat at the center to kill half their nunber
and produce one bead of dew. The dew was drinkable. The corpses were edible.
"Eat, drink, and be merry, for tonorrow we die," | said to Frank and his

tiny cannibal s.

Hi s response was always the sanme. It was a peevish lecture on all the things
that people could learn fromants.

My responses were ritualized, too. "Nature's a wonderful thing, Frank
Nature's a wonderful thing."

"You know why ants are so successful ?" he asked ne for the thousandth tine.
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"They co- _op_-er-ate."

"That's a hell of a good word--co-operation."

"Who _taught them how to nmake water?"

"Who taught nme_ how to nake water?"

"That's a silly answer and you know it."

"Sorry."

"There was a tinme when | took people's silly answers seriously. |'m past
that now. "

"A mlestone."

"I'"ve grown up a good deal ."

"At a certain ampunt of expense to the world." | could say things |ike that
to Frank with an absol ute assurance that he woul d not hear them

"There was a time when people could bluff ne without nmuch troubl e because
didn't have nuch self-confidence in nyself."

"The nmere cutting down of the nunber of people on earth would go a | ong way

toward all eviating your own particular social problenms," | suggested. Again, | nade
the suggestion to a deaf man.
"You tell me, you tell_ne who told these ants how to nmake water," he

chal | enged me agai n.

Several tinmes | had offered the obvious notion that God had taught them And

I knew from onerous experience that he would neither reject nor accept this theory.
He sinply got nmadder and nmadder, putting the question again and again.

I wal ked away from Frank, just as _The Books of Bokonon_ advised ne to do.

"Beware of the man who works hard to |l earn sonething, learns it, and finds hinself
no wi ser than before," Bokonon tells us. "He is full of nurderous resentnent of
peopl e who are ignhorant w thout having cone by their ignorance the hard way."

I went |ooking for our painter, for little Newt.

The Tasmani ans 125

Wien | found little Newt, painting a blasted | andscape a quarter of a mile
fromthe cave, he asked ne if | would drive himinto Bolivar to forage for paints.
He couldn't drive hinmself. He couldn't reach the pedals.

So off we went, and, on the way, | asked himif he had any sex urge left. |
mourned that | had none--no dreams in that Iine, nothing.
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"l used to dream of wonen twenty, thirty, forty feet tall,"” he told nme. "But

now? God, | can't even renenber what ny Ukrainian mdget |ooked |ike."

I recalled a thing | had read about the aboriginal Tasmani ans, habitually

naked persons who, when encountered by white nmen in the seventeenth century, were
strangers to agriculture, animal husbandry, architecture of any sort, and possibly
even fire. They were so contenptible in the eyes of white nen, by reason of their

i gnorance, that they were hunted for sport by the first settlers, who were convicts
from Engl and. And the aborigines found life so unattractive that they gave up

repr oduci ng.

| suggested to Newt now that it was a simlar hopel essness that had unmanned

us.

Newt nade a shrewd observation. "I guess all the excitenent in bed had nore
to do with excitenent about keeping the human race going than anybody ever
i magi ned. "

"OfF course, if we had a wonman of breedi ng age anong us, that m ght change

the situation radically. Poor old Hazel is years beyond having even a Mngoli an
idiot."

Newt reveal ed that he knew quite a bit about Mongolian idiots. He had once

attended a special school for grotesque children, and several of his school mates had

been Mongol oi ds. "The best witer in our class was a Mngol oid named Myrna--1 mean
penmanshi p, not what she actually wote down. God, | haven't thought about her for
years."

"Was it a good school ?"

"Al'l | renenber is what the headmaster used to say all the tine. He was

al ways bawl i ng us out over the | oudspeaker systemfor sone ness we'd nade, and he
al ways started out the sanme way: '|I amsick and tired . t
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"That comes pretty close to describing how!| feel nost of the tine."

"Maybe that's the way you're supposed to feel."

"You talk i ke a Bokononist, New."

"Way shouldn't 1? As far as | know, Bokononismis the only religion that has

any comentary on midgets."

When | hadn't been witing, |'d been poring over _The Books of Bokonon_, but

the reference to mdgets had escaped ne. | was grateful to Newt for calling it to ny
attention, for the quotation captured in a couplet the cruel paradox of Bokononi st
t hought, the heartbreaki ng necessity of lying about reality, and the heartbreaking
inmpossibility of |ying about it.

M dget, midget, mdget, how he struts and w nks,

For he knows a man's as big as what he hopes and thinks!

Soft Pipes, Play On 126

"Such a _depressing_religion!" | cried. | directed our conversation into

the area of Wopias, of what m ght have been, of what shoul d have been, of what

m ght yet be, if the world would thaw

But Bokonon had been there, too, had witten a whol e book about Ut opi as,

_The Seventh Book , which he called "Bokonon's Republic." In that book are these
ghastly aphori sns:

The hand that stocks the drug stores rules the world.

Let us start our Republic with a chain of drug stores, a chain of grocery

stores, a chain of gas chanbers, and a national ganme. After that, we can wite our
Constitution.
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I call ed Bokonon a jigaboo bastard, and | changed the subject again. | spoke

of meani ngful, individual heroic acts. | praised in particular the way in which
Julian Castle and his son had chosen to die. Wile the tornadoes still raged, they

had set out on foot for the House of Hope and Mercy in the Jungle to give whatever
hope and nercy was theirs to give. And | saw nmagnificence in the way poor Angela had
di ed, too. She had picked up a clarinet in the ruins of Bolivar and had begun to
play it at once, without concerning herself as to whether the nouthpiece mght be
contam nated with _ice-nine._.

"Soft pipes, play on," | nurmnured huskily.

"Wl |, maybe you can find some neat way to die, too," said Newt.

It was a Bokononist thing to say.

I blurted out nmy dream of clinbing Mount McCabe with sone magnificent synbo

and planting it there. | took ny hands fromthe wheel for an instant to show hi m how
enpty of synbols they were. "But what in hell would the right synbol _be , Newt?
What in hell would it _be? " | grabbed the wheel again. "Here it is, the end of the
worl d; and here | am alnobst the very last man; and there it is, the highest
mountain in sight. | know now what nmy _karass_ has been up to, Newt. It's been
wor ki ng ni ght and day for maybe half a mllion years to get ne up that nountain." |
wagged ny head and nearly wept. "But what, for the |ove of God, is supposed to be in
my hands?"

I looked out of the car window blindly as | asked that, so blindly that I

went nore than a mle before realizing that | had | ooked into the eyes of an old
Negro man, a living colored man, who was sitting by the side of the road.

And then | slowed down. And then | stopped. | covered ny eyes.

"What's the matter?" asked New .

"l saw Bokonon back there."

The End 127

He was sitting on a rock. He was barefoot. His feet were frosty with

_ice-nine_. His only garment was a white bedspread with blue tufts. The tufts said
Casa Mona. He took no note of our arrival. In one hand was a pencil. In the other
was paper.

" Bokonon?"

"Yes?"

"May | ask what you're thinking?"

"I amthinking, young nan, about the final sentence for _The Books of
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Bokonon_. The tinme for the final sentence has cone."

"Any | uck?"

He shrugged and handed ne a piece of paper.

This is what | read:

If I were a younger man, | would wite a history of human stupidity; and

would clinmb to the top of Mount McCabe and Iie down on ny back with ny history for a
pillow, and | would take fromthe ground sone of the blue-white poison that nakes
statues of men; and | would neke a statue of nyself, |lying on ny back, grinning
horribly, and thunbi ng ny nose at You Know Who.
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