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Cat’s Cradle (1963) is Vonnegut's most ambitious novel, which put into the language terms like
"wampeter", "kerass" and "granfalloon" as well as a structured religion, Boskonism and was
submitted in partial fulfillment of requirements for a Master's Degree in anthropology, and in its
sprawling compass and almost uncontrolled (and uncontrollable) invention, may be Vonnegut's
best novel.Written contemporaneously with the Cuban missile crisis and countenancing a
version of a world in the grasp of magnified human stupidity, the novel is centered on Felix
Hoenikker, a chemical scientist reminiscent of Robert Oppenheimer… except that Oppenheimer
was destroyed by his conscience and Hoenikker, delighting in the disastrous chemicals he has
invented, has no conscience at all. Hoenikker's "Ice 9" has the potential to convert all liquid to
inert ice and thus destroy human existence; he is exiled to a remote island where Boskonism
has enlisted all of its inhabitants and where religion and technology collaborate, with the help of
a large cast of characters, to destroy civilization.Vonnegut's compassion and despair are
expressed here through his grotesque elaboration of character and situation and also through
his created religion which like Flannery O'Connor's "Church Without Christ" (in Wise Blood) acts
to serve its adherents by removing them from individual responsibility. Vonnegut had always
been taken seriously by science fiction readers and critics (a reception which indeed made him
uncomfortable) but it was with Cat’s Cradle that he began to be found and appreciated by a
more general audience. His own ambivalence toward science, science fiction, religion and
religious comfort comes through in every scene of this novel.ABOUT THE AUTHORKurt
Vonnegut (1922-2007) is one of the most beloved American writers of the twentieth century.
Vonnegut's audience increased steadily since his first five pieces in the 1950s and grew from
there. His 1968 novel Slaughterhouse-Five has become a canonic war novel with Joseph
Heller's Catch-22 to form the truest and darkest of what came from World War II.Vonnegut
began his career as a science fiction writer, and his early novels--Player Piano and The Sirens of
Titan--were categorized as such even as they appealed to an audience far beyond the reach of
the category. In the 1960s, Vonnegut became closely associated with the Baby Boomer
generation, a writer on that side, so to speak.Now that Vonnegut's work has been studied as a
large body of work, it has been more deeply understood and unified. There is a consistency to
his satirical insight, humor and anger which makes his work so synergistic. It seems clear that
the more of Vonnegut's work you read, the more it resonates and the more you wish to read.
Scholars believe that Vonnegut's reputation (like Mark Twain's) will grow steadily through the
decades as his work continues to increase in relevance and new connections are formed, new
insights made.ABOUT THE SERIESAuthor Kurt Vonnegut is considered by most to be one of
the most important writers of the twentieth century. His books Slaughterhouse-Five (named after
Vonnegut's World War II POW experience) and Cat's Cradle are considered among his top
works. RosettaBooks offers here a complete range of Vonnegut's work, including his first novel
(Player Piano, 1952) for readers familiar with Vonnegut's work as well as newcomers.



"An important contribution not only to the literature of the contact period and to Caribbean
anthropology, but also to the refinement of multidisciplinary efforts in the social sciences to
understand the past."—American Anthropologist"Samuel Wilson has brought together a wealth
of extremely valuable information concerning the proto-historic contact period on
Hispaniola.....An impressive book." --William F. Keegan, The Florida State MuseumAbout the
AuthorSamuel M. Wilson is an Assistant Professor of Anthropology at the University of Texas at
Austin.

http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/BlgAX/Cats-Cradle


AMERICA’S GREATEST SATIRIST KURT VONNEGUT IS…“UNIQUE … one of the writers
who map our landscapes for us, who give names to the places we know best.”—DORIS
LESSING The New York Times Book Review“OUR FINEST BLACK-HUMORIST …. We laugh in
self-defense.”—The Atlantic Monthly“AN UNIMITATIVE AND INIMITABLE SOCIAL SATIRIST.”—
Harper’s Magazine“A CAUSE FOR CELEBRATION.”—Chicago Sun-Times“A LAUGHING
PROPHET OF DOOM.”—The New York TimesCAT’S CRADLEA Dial Press Trade Paperback
BookPublished byThe Dial PressA Division of Random House, Inc.New York, New YorkThis is a
work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or
locales is entirely coincidental.All rights reservedCopyright © 1963 by Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.Grateful
acknowledgment is made to Mrs. E. L. Masters for permission to reprint “Knowlt Hoheimer” from
the Spoon River Anthology by Edgar Lee Masters. Copyright Macmillan, 1914, 1915, 1942.The
Dial Press and Dial Press Trade Paperbacks are registered trademarks of Random House, Inc.,
and the colophon is a trademark of Random House, Inc.Library of Congress Catalog Card
Number: 76154035rh_3.0_c0_r6Nothing in this book is true.“Live by the foma* that make you
brave and kind and healthy and happy.”The Books of Bokonon. I: 5* Harmless untruths
CONTENTS1 THE DAY THE WORLD ENDED2 NICE, NICE, VERY NICE3 FOLLY4 A
TENTATIVE TANGLING OF TENDRILS5 LETTER FROM A PRE-MED6 BUG FIGHTS7 THE
ILLUSTRIOUS HOENIKKERS8 NEWT’S THING WITH ZINKA9 VICE-PRESIDENT IN CHARGE
OF VOLCANOES10 SECRET AGENT X-911 PROTEIN12 END OF THE WORLD DELIGHT13
THE JUMPING-OFF PLACE14 WHEN AUTOMOBILES HAD CUT-GLASS VASES15 MERRY
CHRISTMAS16 BACK TO KINDERGARTEN17 THE GIRL POOL18 THE MOST VALUABLE
COMMODITY ON EARTH19 NO MORE MUD20 ICE-NINE21 THE MARINES MARCH ON22
MEMBER OF THE YELLOW PRESS23 THE LAST BATCH OF BROWNIES24 WHAT A
WAMPETER IS25 THE MAIN THING ABOUT DR. HOENIKKER26 WHAT GOD IS27 MEN
FROM MARS28 MAYONNAISE29 GONE, BUT NOT FORGOTTEN30 ONLY SLEEPING31
ANOTHER BREED32 DYNAMITE MONEY33 AN UNGRATEFUL MAN34 VIN-DIT35 HOBBY
SHOP36 MEOW37 A MODERN MAJOR GENERAL38 BARRACUDA CAPITAL OF THE
WORLD39 FATA MORGANA40 HOUSE OF HOPE AND MERCY41 A KARASS BUILT FOR
TWO42 BICYCLES FOR AFGHANISTAN43 THE DEMONSTRATOR44 COMMUNIST
SYMPATHIZERS45 WHY AMERICANS ARE HATED46 THE BOKONONIST METHOD FOR
HANDLING CAESAR47 DYNAMIC TENSION48 JUST LIKE SAINT AUGUSTINE49 A FISH
PITCHED UP BY AN ANGRY SEA50 A NICE MIDGET51 O.K., MOM52 NO PAIN53 THE
PRESIDENT OF FABRI-TEK54 COMMUNISTS, NAZIS, ROYALISTS, PARACHUTISTS, AND
DRAFT DODGERS55 NEVER INDEX YOUR OWN BOOK56 A SELF-SUPPORTING
SQUIRREL CAGE57 THE QUEASY DREAM58 TYRANNY WITH A DIFFERENCE59 FASTEN
YOUR SEAT BELTS60 AN UNDERPRIVILEGED NATION61 WHAT A CORPORAL WAS



WORTH62 WHY HAZEL WASN’T SCARED63 REVERENT AND FREE64 PEACE AND
PLENTY65 A GOOD TIME TO COME TO SAN LORENZO66 THE STRONGEST THING
THERE IS67 HY-U-O-OOK-KUH!68 HOON-YERA MORA-TOORZ69 A BIG MOSAIC70
TUTORED BY BOKONON71 THE HAPPINESS OF BEING AN AMERICAN72 THE PISSANT
HILTON73 BLACK DEATH74 CAT’S CRADLE75 GIVE MY REGARDS TO ALBERT
SCWEITZER76 JULIAN CASTLE AGREES WITH NEWT THAT EVERYTHING IS
MEANINGLESS77 ASPIRIN AND BOKO-MARU78 RING OF STEEL79 WHY McCABE’S SOUL
GREW COARSE80 THE WATERFALL STRAINERS81 A WHITE BRIDE FOR THE SON OF A
PULLMAN PORTER82 ZAH-MAH-KI-BO83 DR. SCHLICHTER VON KOENIGSWALD
APPROACHES THE BREAK-EVEN POINT84 BLACKOUT85 A PACK OF FOMA86 TWO
LITTLE JUGS87 THE CUT OF MY JIB88 WHY FRANK COULDN’T BE PRESIDENT89
DUFFLE90 ONLY ONE CATCH91 MONA92 ON THE POET’S CELEBRATION OF HIS FIRST
BOKO-MARU93 HOW I ALMOST LOST MY MONA94 THE HIGHEST MOUNTAIN95 I SEE
THE HOOK96 BELL, BOOK, AND CHICKEN IN A HATBOX97 THE STINKING CHRISTIAN98
LAST RITES99 DYOT MEET MAT100 DOWN THE OUBLIETTE GOES FRANK101 LIKE MY
PREDECESSORS, I OUTLAW BOKONON102 ENEMIES OF FREEDOM103 A MEDICAL
OPINION ON THE EFFECTS OF A WRITERS’ STRIKE104 SULFATHIAZOLE105 PAIN-
KILLER106 WHAT BOKONONISTS SAY WHEN THEY COMMIT SUICIDE107 FEAST YOUR
EYES!108 FRANK TELLS US WHAT TO DO109 FRANK DEFENDS HIMSELF110 THE
FOURTEENTH BOOK111 TIME OUT112 NEWT’S MOTHER’S RETICULE113 HISTORY114
WHEN I FELT THE BULLET ENTER MY HEART115 AS IT HAPPENED116 THE GRAND AH-
WHOOM117 SANCTUARY118 THE IRON MAIDEN AND THE OUBLIETTE119 MONA
THANKS ME120 TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN121 I AM SLOW TO ANSWER122 THE SWISS
FAMILY ROBINSON123 OF MICE AND MEN124 FRANK’S ANT FARM125 THE
TASMANIANS126 SOFT PIPES, PLAY ON127 THE END1 THE DAY THE WORLD
ENDEDCALL ME JONAH. My parents did, or nearly did. They called me John.Jonah—John—if I
had been a Sam, I would have been a Jonah still—not because I have been unlucky for others,
but because somebody or something has compelled me to be certain places at certain times,
without fail. Conveyances and motives, both conventional and bizarre, have been provided. And,
according to plan, at each appointed second, at each appointed place this Jonah was
there.Listen:When I was a younger man—two wives ago, 250,000 cigarettes ago, 3,000 quarts
of booze ago …When I was a much younger man, I began to collect material for a book to be
called The Day the World Ended.The book was to be factual.The book was to be an account of
what important Americans had done on the day when the first atomic bomb was dropped on
Hiroshima, Japan.It was to be a Christian book. I was a Christian then.I am a Bokononist now.I
would have been a Bokononist then, if there had been anyone to teach me the bittersweet lies of
Bokonon. But Bokononism was unknown beyond the gravel beaches and coral knives that ring
this little island in the Caribbean Sea, the Republic of San Lorenzo.We Bokononists believe that
humanity is organized into teams, teams that do God’s Will without ever discovering what they



are doing. Such a team is called a karass by Bokonon, and the instrument, the kan-kan, that
brought me into my own particular karass was the book I never finished, the book to be called
The Day the World Ended.2 NICE, NICE, VERY NICE“IF YOU FIND YOUR LIFE tangled up
with somebody else’s life for no very logical reasons,” writes Bokonon, “that person may be a
member 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 means that a karass ignores national,
institutional, occupational, familial, and class boundaries.It is as free-form as an amoeba.In his
“Fifty-third Calypso,” Bokonon invites us to sing along with him:Oh, a sleeping drunkardUp in
Central Park,And a lion-hunterIn the jungle dark,And a Chinese dentist,And a British queen—All
fit togetherIn the same machine.Nice, nice, very nice;Nice, nice, very nice;Nice, nice, very nice—
So many different peopleIn the same device.3 FOLLYNOWHERE DOES BOKONON warn
against a person’s trying to discover the limits of his karass and the nature of the work God
Almighty has had it do. Bokonon simply observes that such investigations are bound to be
incomplete.In the autobiographical section of The Books of Bokonon he writes a parable on the
folly of pretending to discover, to understand:I once knew an Episcopalian lady in Newport,
Rhode Island, who asked me to design and build a doghouse for her Great Dane. The lady
claimed to understand God and His Ways of Working perfectly. She could not understand why
anyone should be puzzled about what had been or about what was going to be.And yet, when I
showed her a blueprint of the doghouse I proposed to build, she said to me, “I’m sorry, but I
never could read one of those things.”“Give it to your husband or your minister to pass on to
God,” I said, “and, when God finds a minute, I’m sure he’ll explain this doghouse of mine in a way
that even you can understand.”She fired me. I shall never forget her. She believed that God liked
people in sailboats much better than He liked people in motorboats. She could not bear to look
at a worm. When she saw a worm, she screamed.She was a fool, and so am I, and so is anyone
who thinks he sees what God is Doing, [writes Bokonon].4 A TENTATIVE TANGLING OF
TENDRILSBE THAT AS IT MAY, I intend in this book to include as many members of my karass
as possible, and I mean to examine all strong hints as to what on Earth we, collectively, have
been up to.I do not intend that this book be a tract on behalf of Bokononism. I should like to offer
a Bokononist warning about it, however. The first sentence in The Books of Bokonon is this:“All
of the true things I am about to tell you are shameless lies.”My Bokononist warning is
this:Anyone unable to understand how a useful religion can be founded on lies will not
understand this book either.So be it.• • •About my karass, then.It surely includes the three
children of Dr. Felix Hoenikker, one of the so-called “Fathers” of the first atomic bomb. Dr.
Hoenikker himself was no doubt a member of my karass, though he was dead before my
sinookas, the tendrils of my life, began to tangle with those of his children.The first of his heirs to
be touched by my sinookas was Newton Hoenikker, the youngest of his three children, the
younger of his two sons. I learned from the publication of my fraternity, The Delta Upsilon
Quarterly, that Newton Hoenikker, son of the Nobel Prize physicist, Felix Hoenikker, had been
pledged by my chapter, the Cornell Chapter.So I wrote this letter to Newt:“Dear Mr.



Hoenikker:“Or should I say, Dear Brother Hoenikker?“I am a Cornell DU now making my living as
a free-lance writer. I am gathering material for a book relating to the first atomic bomb. Its
contents will be limited to events that took place on August 6, 1945, the day the bomb was
dropped on Hiroshima.“Since your late father is generally recognized as having been one of the
chief creators of the bomb, I would very much appreciate any anecdotes you might care to give
me of life in your father’s house on the day the bomb was dropped.“I am sorry to say that I don’t
know as much about your illustrious family as I should, and so don’t know whether you have
brothers and sisters. If you do have brothers and sisters, I should like very much to have their
addresses so that I can send similar requests to them.“I realize that you were very young when
the bomb was dropped, which is all to the good. My book is going to emphasize the human
rather than the technical side of the bomb, so recollections of the day through the eyes of a
‘baby,’ if you’ll pardon the expression, would fit in perfectly.“You don’t have to worry about style
and form. Leave all that to me. Just give me the bare bones of your story.“I will, of course, submit
the final version to you for your approval prior to publication.“Fraternally yours—”5 LETTER
FROM A PRE-MEDTO WHICH NEWT REPLIED:“I am sorry to be so long about answering your
letter. That sounds like a very interesting book you are doing. I was so young when the bomb
was dropped that I don’t think I’m going to be much help. You should really ask my brother and
sister, who are both older than I am. My sister is Mrs. Harrison C. Conners, 4918 North Meridian
Street, Indianapolis, Indiana. That is my home address, too, now. I think she will be glad to help
you. Nobody knows where my brother Frank is. He disappeared right after Father’s funeral two
years ago, and nobody has heard from him since. For all we know, he may be dead now.“I was
only six years old when they dropped the atomic bomb on Hiroshima, so anything I remember
about that day other people have helped me to remember.“I remember I was playing on the
living-room carpet outside my father’s study door in Ilium, New York. The door was open, and I
could see my father. He was wearing pajamas and a bathrobe. He was smoking a cigar. He was
playing with a loop of string. Father was staying home from the laboratory in his pajamas all day
that day. He stayed home whenever he wanted to.“Father, as you probably know, spent
practically his whole professional life working for the Research Laboratory of the General Forge
and Foundry Company in Ilium. When the Manhattan Project came along, the bomb project,
Father wouldn’t leave Ilium to work on it. He said he wouldn’t work on it at all unless they let him
work where he wanted to work. A lot of the time that meant at home. The only place he liked to
go, outside of Ilium, was our cottage on Cape Cod. Cape Cod was where he died. He died on a
Christmas Eve. You probably know that, too.“Anyway, I was playing on the carpet outside his
study on the day of the bomb. My sister Angela tells me I used to play with little toy trucks for
hours, making motor sounds, going ‘burton, burton, burton’ all the time. So I guess I was going
‘burton, burton, burton’ on the day of the bomb; and Father was in his study, playing with a loop
of string.“It so happens I know where the string he was playing with came from. Maybe you can
use it somewhere in your book. Father took the string from around 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 name of the book was 2000 A.D. It told about how mad scientists made a terrific bomb that
wiped out the whole world. There was a big sex orgy when everybody knew that the world was
going to end, and then Jesus Christ Himself appeared ten seconds before the bomb went off.
The name of the author was Marvin Sharpe Holderness, 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 bomb. He thought maybe Father could
make suggestions.“I don’t mean to tell you I read the book when I was six. We had it around the
house for years. My brother Frank made 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 a tin lid. Frank and I must have read the orgy part a thousand times
when we were kids. We had it for years, and then my 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
mother to Frank and me, because our real mother died when I was born.“My father never read
the book, I’m pretty sure. I don’t think he ever read a novel or even a short story in his whole life,
or at least not since he was a little boy. He didn’t read his mail or magazines or newspapers,
either. I suppose he read a lot of technical journals, but to tell you the truth, I can’t remember my
father reading anything.“As I say, all he wanted from that manuscript was the string. That was the
way he was. Nobody could predict what he was going to be interested in next. On the day of the
bomb it was string.“Have you ever read the speech he made when he accepted the Nobel
Prize? This is the whole speech: ‘Ladies and Gentlemen. I stand before you now because I
never stopped dawdling like an eight-year-old on a spring morning on his way to school.
Anything can make me stop and look and wonder, and sometimes learn. I am a very happy man.
Thank you.’“Anyway, Father looked at that loop of string for a while, and then his fingers started
playing with it. His fingers made the string figure called a ‘cat’s cradle.’ I don’t know where Father
learned how to do that. From his father, maybe. His father was a tailor, you know, so there must
have been thread and string around all the time when Father was a boy.“Making that cat’s cradle
was the closest I ever saw my father come to playing what anybody else would call a game. He
had no use at all for tricks and games and rules that other people made up. In a scrap-book my
sister Angela used to keep up, there was a clipping from Time magazine where somebody
asked Father what games he played for relaxation, and he said, ‘Why should I bother with made-
up games when there are so many real ones going on?’“He must have surprised himself when
he made a cat’s cradle out of the string, and maybe it reminded him of his own childhood. He all
of a sudden came out of his study and did something he’d never done before. He tried to play
with me. Not only had he never played with me before; he had hardly ever even spoken to
me.“But he went down on his knees on the carpet next to me, and he showed me his teeth, and
he waved that tangle of string in my face. ‘See? See? See?’ he asked. ‘Cat’s cradle. See the
cat’s cradle? See where the nice pussycat sleeps? Meow. Meow.’“His pores looked as big as
craters on the moon. His ears and nostrils were stuffed with hair. Cigar smoke made him smell
like the mouth of Hell. So close up, my father was the ugliest thing I had ever seen. I dream about



it all the time.“And then he sang. ‘Rockabye catsy, in the tree top’; he sang, ‘when the wind
blows, the cray-dull will rock. If the bough breaks, the cray-dull will fall. Down will come cray-dull,
catsy, and all.’“I burst into tears. I jumped up and I ran out of the house as fast as I could go.“I
have to sign off here. It’s after two in the morning. My roommate just woke up and complained
about the noise from the typewriter.”6 BUG FIGHTSNEWT RESUMED HIS LETTER the next
morning. He resumed it as follows:“Next morning. Here I go again, fresh as a daisy after eight
hours of sleep. The fraternity house is very quiet now. Everybody is in class but me. I’m a very
privileged character. I don’t have to go to class any more. I was flunked out last week. I was a pre-
med. They were right to flunk me out. I would have made a lousy doctor.“After I finish this letter, I
think I’ll go to a movie. Or if the sun comes out, maybe I’ll go for a walk through one of the
gorges. Aren’t the gorges beautiful? This year, two girls jumped into one holding hands. They
didn’t get into the sorority they wanted. They wanted Tri-Delt.“But back to August 6, 1945. My
sister Angela has told me many times that I really hurt my father that day when I wouldn’t admire
the cat’s cradle, when I wouldn’t stay there on the carpet with my father and listen to him sing.
Maybe I did hurt him, but I don’t think I could have hurt him much. He was one of the best-
protected human beings who ever lived. People couldn’t get at him because he just wasn’t
interested in people. I remember one time, about a year before he died, I tried to get him to tell
me something about my mother. He couldn’t remember anything about her.“Did you ever hear
the famous story about breakfast on the day Mother and Father were leaving for Sweden to
accept the Nobel Prize? It was in The Saturday Evening Post one time. Mother cooked a big
breakfast. And then, when she cleared off the table, she found a quarter and a dime and three
pennies by Father’s coffee cup. He’d tipped her.“After wounding my father so terribly, if that’s
what I did, I ran out into the yard. I didn’t know where I was going until I found my brother Frank
under a big spiraea bush. Frank was twelve then, and I wasn’t surprised to find him under there.
He spent a lot of time under there on hot days. Just like a dog, he’d make a hollow in the cool
earth all around the roots. And you never could tell what Frank would have under the bush with
him. One time he had a dirty book. Another time he had a bottle of cooking sherry. On the day
they dropped the bomb Frank had a tablespoon and a Mason jar. What he was doing was
spooning different kinds of bugs into the jar and making them fight.“The bug fight was so
interesting that I stopped crying right away—forgot all about the old man. I can’t remember what
all Frank had fighting in the jar that day, but I can remember other bug fights we staged later on:
one stag beetle against a hundred red ants, one centipede against three spiders, red ants
against black ants. They won’t fight unless you keep shaking the jar. And that’s what Frank was
doing, shaking, shaking the jar.“After a while Angela came looking for me. She lifted up one side
of the bush and she said, ‘So there you are!’ She asked Frank what he thought he was doing,
and he said, ‘Experimenting.’ That’s what Frank always used to say when people asked him
what he thought he was doing. He always said, ‘Experimenting.’“Angela was twenty-two then.
She had been the real head of the family since she was sixteen, since Mother died, since I was
born. She used to talk about how she had three children—me, Frank, and Father. She wasn’t



exaggerating, either. I can remember cold mornings when Frank, Father, and I would be all in a
line in the front hall, and Angela would be bundling us up, treating us exactly the same. Only I
was going to kindergarten; Frank was going to junior high; and Father was going to work on the
atom bomb. I remember one morning like that when the oil burner had quit, the pipes were
frozen, and the car wouldn’t start. We all sat there in the car while Angela 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.’ ‘What do you wonder about turtles?’ Angela asked him. ‘When they pull in
their heads,’ he said, ‘do their spines buckle or contract?’“Angela was one of the unsung
heroines of the atom bomb, incidentally, and I 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 from the Manhattan Project finally came out to the house to ask
Angela what to do. She told them to 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 came to work the next day and looked for things to play with
and think about, and everything there was to play with and think about had something to do with
the bomb.“When Angela got me out from under the bush, she asked me what had happened
between Father and me. I just kept saying over and over again how ugly he was, how much I
hated him. So she slapped me. ‘How dare you say that about your father?’ she said. ‘He’s one of
the greatest men who ever lived! He won the war today! Do you realize that? He won the war!’
She slapped me again.“I don’t blame Angela for slapping me. 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 much I hated my father; she slapped me again; and then Frank
came out from under the bush and punched her in the stomach. It hurt her something awful. She
fell down and she rolled around. When she got her wind back, she cried and she yelled for
Father.“ ‘He won’t come,’ Frank said, and he laughed at her. Frank was right. Father stuck his
head out a window, and he looked at Angela and me rolling on the ground, bawling, and Frank
standing over us, laughing. The old man pulled his head indoors again, and never even asked
later what all the fuss had been about. People weren’t his specialty.“Will that do? Is that any help
to your book? Of course, you’ve really tied me down, asking me to stick to the day of the bomb.
There are lots of other good anecdotes about the bomb and Father, from other days. For
instance, do you know the story about Father on the day they first tested a bomb out at
Alamogordo? After the thing went off, after it was a sure thing that America could wipe out a city
with just one bomb, a scientist turned to Father and said, ‘Science has now known sin.’ And do
you know what Father said? He said, ‘What is sin?’“All the best,“Newton Hoenikker”7 THE
ILLUSTRIOUS HOENIKKERSNEWT ADDED THESE THREE postscripts to his letter:“P.S. I
can’t sign myself ‘fraternally yours’ because they won’t let me be your brother on account of my
grades. I was only a pledge, and now they are going to take even that away from me.“P.P.S. You
call our family ‘illustrious,’ and I think you would maybe be making a mistake if you called it that in
your book. I am a midget, for instance—four feet tall. And the last we heard of my brother Frank,



he was wanted by the Florida police, the F.B.I., and the Treasury Department for running stolen
cars to Cuba on war-surplus L.S.T.’s. So I’m pretty sure ‘illustrious’ isn’t quite the word you’re
after. ‘Glamorous’ is probably closer to the truth.“P.P.P.S. Twenty-four hours later. I have reread
this letter and I can see where somebody might get the impression that I don’t do anything but sit
around and remember sad things and pity myself. Actually, I am a very lucky person and I know
it. I am about to marry a wonderful little girl. There is love enough in this world for everybody, if
people will just look. I am proof of that.”8 NEWT’S THING WITH ZINKANEWT DID NOT TELL
ME who his girl friend was. But about two weeks after he wrote to me everybody in the country
knew that her name was Zinka—plain Zinka. Apparently she didn’t have a last name.Zinka was a
Ukrainian midget, a dancer with the Borzoi Dance Company. As it happened, Newt saw a
performance by that company in Indianapolis, before he went to Cornell. And then the company
danced at Cornell. When the Cornell performance was over, little Newt was outside the stage
door with a dozen long-stemmed American Beauty roses.The newspapers picked up the story
when little Zinka asked for political asylum in the United States, and then she and little Newt
disappeared.One week after that, little Zinka presented herself at the Russian Embassy. She
said Americans were too materialistic. She said she wanted to go back home.Newt took shelter
in his sister’s house in Indianapolis. He gave one brief statement to the press. “It was a private
matter,” he said. “It was an affair of the heart. I have no regrets. What happened is nobody’s
business but Zinka’s and my own.”One enterprising American reporter in Moscow, making
inquiries about Zinka among dance people there, made the unkind discovery that Zinka was not,
as she claimed, only twenty-three years old.She was forty-two—old enough to be Newt’s
mother.9 VICE-PRESIDENT IN CHARGE OF VOLCANOESI LOAFED ON MY BOOK about
the day of the bomb.About a year later, two days before Christmas, another story carried me
through Ilium, New York, where Dr. Felix Hoenikker had done most of his work; where little Newt,
Frank, and Angela had spent their formative years.I stopped off in Ilium to see what I could
see.There were no live Hoenikkers left in Ilium, but there were plenty of people who claimed to
have known well the old man and his three peculiar children.I made an appointment with Dr. Asa
Breed, Vice-president in charge of the Research Laboratory of the General Forge and Foundry
Company. I suppose Dr. Breed was a member of my karass, too, though he took a dislike to me
almost immediately.“Likes and dislikes have nothing to do with it,” says Bokonon—an easy
warning to forget.“I understand you were Dr. Hoenikker’s supervisor during most of his
professional life,” I said to Dr. Breed on the telephone.“On paper,” he said.“I don’t understand,” I
said.“If I actually supervised Felix,” he said, “then I’m ready now to take charge of volcanoes, the
tides, and the migrations of birds and lemmings. The man was a force of nature no mortal could
possibly control.”10 SECRET AGENT X-9DR. BREED MADE an appointment with me for early
the next morning. He would pick me up at my hotel on his way to work, he said, thus simplifying
my entry into the heavily-guarded Research Laboratory.So I had a night to kill in Ilium. I was
already in the beginning and end of night life in Ilium, the Del Prado Hotel. Its bar, the Cape Cod
Room, was a hangout for whores.As it happened—“as it was meant to happen,” Bokonon would



say—the whore next to me at the bar and the bartender serving me had both gone to high
school with Franklin Hoenikker, the bug tormentor, the middle child, the missing son.The whore,
who said her name was Sandra, offered me delights unobtainable outside of Place Pigalle and
Port Said. I said I wasn’t interested, and she was bright enough to say that she wasn’t really
interested either. As things turned out, we had both overestimated our apathies, but not by
much.Before we took the measure of each other’s passions, however, we talked about Frank
Hoenikker, and we talked about the old man, and we talked a little about Asa Breed, and we
talked about the General Forge and Foundry Company, and we talked about the Pope and birth
control, about Hitler and the Jews. We talked about phonies. We talked about truth. We talked
about gangsters; we talked about business. We talked about the nice poor people who went to
the electric chair; and we talked about the rich bastards who didn’t. We talked about religious
people who had perversions. We talked about a lot of things.We got drunk.The bartender was
very nice to Sandra. He liked her. He respected her. He told me that Sandra had been chairman
of the Class Colors Committee at Ilium High. Every class, he explained, got to pick distinctive
colors for itself in its junior year, and then it got to wear those colors with pride.“What colors did
you pick?” I asked.“Orange and black.”“Those are good colors.”“I thought so.”“Was Franklin
Hoenikker on the Class Colors Committee, too?”“He wasn’t on anything,” said Sandra scornfully.
“He never got on any committee, never played any game, never took any girl out. I don’t think he
ever even talked to a girl. We used to call him Secret Agent X-9.”“X-9?”“You know—he was
always acting like he was on his way between two secret places; couldn’t ever talk to
anybody.”“Maybe he really did have a very rich secret life,” I suggested.“Nah.”“Nah,” sneered the
bartender. “He was just one of those kids who made model airplanes and jerked off all the
time.”11 PROTEIN“HE WAS SUPPOSED TO BE our commencement speaker,” said
Sandra.“Who was?” I asked.“Dr. Hoenikker—the old man.”“What did he say?”“He didn’t show
up.”“So you didn’t get a commencement address?”“Oh, we got one. Dr. Breed, the one you’re
gonna see tomorrow, he showed up, all out of breath, and he gave some kind of talk.”“What did
he say?”“He said he hoped a lot of us would have careers in science,” she said. She didn’t see
anything funny in that. She was remembering a lesson that had impressed 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 would study science more, there wouldn’t
be all the trouble there was.”“He said science was going to discover the basic secret of life
someday,” the bartender put in. He scratched his head and frowned. “Didn’t I read in the paper
the other day where they’d finally found out what it was?”“I missed that,” I murmured.“I saw that,”
said Sandra. “About two days ago.”“That’s right,” said the bartender.“What is the secret of life?” I
asked.“I forget,” said Sandra.“Protein,” the bartender declared. “They found out something about
protein.”“Yeah,” said Sandra, “that’s it.”12 END OF THE WORLD DELIGHTAN OLDER
BARTENDER came over to join in our conversation in the Cape Cod Room of the Del Prado.
When he heard that I was writing a book about the day of the bomb, he told me what the day had



been like 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 Room then,” he said.
“We didn’t have all these fugging nets and seashells around. It was called the Navajo Tepee in
those days. Had Indian blankets and cow skulls on the walls. Had little tom-toms on the tables.
People were supposed to beat on the tom-toms when they wanted service. They tried to get me
to wear a war bonnet, but I wouldn’t do it. Real Navajo Indian came in here one day; told me
Navajos didn’t live in tepees. ‘That’s a fugging shame,’ I told him. Before that it was the Pompeii
Room, with busted plaster all over the place; but no matter what they call the room, they never
change the fugging light fixtures. Never change the fugging people who come in or the fugging
town outside, either. The day they dropped Hoenikker’s fugging bomb on the Japanese a bum
came in and tried to scrounge a drink. He wanted me to give him a drink on account of the world
was coming to an end. So I mixed him an ‘End of the World Delight.’ I gave him about a half-pint
of crème de menthe in a hollowed-out pineapple, with whipped cream and a cherry on top.
‘There, you pitiful son of a bitch,’ I said to him, ‘don’t ever say I never did anything for you.’
Another guy came in, and he said he was quitting his job at the Research Laboratory; said
anything a scientist worked on was sure to wind up as a weapon, one way or another. Said he
didn’t want to help politicians with their fugging wars anymore. Name was Breed. I asked him if
he was any relation to the boss of the fugging Research Laboratory. He said he fugging well was.
Said he was the boss of the Research Laboratory’s fugging son.”13 THE JUMPING-OFF
PLACEAH, GOD, what an ugly city Ilium is!“Ah, God,” says Bokonon, “what an ugly city every city
is!”Sleet was falling through a motionless blanket of smog. It was early morning. I was riding in
the Lincoln sedan of Dr. Asa Breed. I was vaguely ill, still a little drunk from the night before. Dr.
Breed was driving. Tracks of a long-abandoned trolley system kept catching the wheels of his
car.Breed was a pink old man, very prosperous, beautifully dressed. His manner was civilized,
optimistic, capable, serene. I, by contrast, felt bristly, diseased, cynical. I had spent the night with
Sandra.My soul seemed as foul as smoke from burning cat fur.I thought the worst of everyone,
and I knew some pretty sordid things about Dr. Asa Breed, things Sandra had told me.Sandra
told me everyone in Ilium was sure that Dr. Breed had been in love with Felix Hoenikker’s wife.
She told me that most people thought Breed was the father of all three Hoenikker children.“Do
you know Ilium at all?” Dr. Breed suddenly asked me.“This is my first visit.”“It’s a family
town.”“Sir?”“There isn’t much in the way of night life. Everybody’s life pretty much centers around
his family and his home.”“That sounds very wholesome.”“It is. We have very little juvenile
delinquency.”“Good.”“Ilium has a very interesting history, you know.”“That’s very interesting.”“It
used to be the jumping-off place, you know.”“Sir?”“For the Western migration.”“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.”“I
don’t suppose crime paid any better then than it does now.”“There was one man they hanged
here in 1782 who had murdered twenty-six people. I’ve often thought somebody ought to do a
book about him sometime. George Minor Moakely. He sang a song on the scaffold. He sang a



song he’d composed for the occasion.”“What was the song about?”“You can find the words over
at the Historical Society, if you’re really interested.”“I 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,” I said.14 WHEN AUTOMOBILES HAD
CUT-GLASS VASESMY SICK HEAD wobbled on my stiff neck. The trolley tracks had caught the
wheels of Dr. Breed’s glossy Lincoln again.I asked Dr. Breed how many people were trying to
reach the General Forge and Foundry Company by eight o’clock, and he told me thirty
thousand.Policemen in yellow raincapes 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 tomfoolery again and again, telling the glacier of automobiles
what to do. Green meant go. Red meant stop. Orange meant change and caution.Dr. Breed told
me that Dr. Hoenikker, as a very young man, had simply abandoned his car in Ilium traffic one
morning.“The police, trying to find out what was holding up traffic,” he said, “found Felix’s car in
the middle of everything, its motor running, a cigar burning in the ash tray, fresh flowers in the
vases …”“Vases?”“It was a Marmon, 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 morning.
And there that car was in the middle of traffic.”“Like the Marie Celeste,” I suggested.“The Police
Department hauled it away. They knew whose car it was, and they called up Felix, and they told
him very politely where his car could be picked up. Felix told them they could keep it, that he
didn’t want it any more.”“Did they?”“No. They called up his wife, and she came and got the
Marmon.”“What was her name, by the way?”“Emily.” Dr. Breed licked his lips, and he got a
faraway look, and he said the name of the woman, of the woman so long dead, again.
“Emily.”“Do you think anybody would object if I used the story about the Marmon in my book?” I
asked.“As long as you don’t use the end of it.”“The end of it?”“Emily wasn’t used to driving the
Marmon. She got into a bad wreck on the way home. It did something to her pelvis …” The traffic
wasn’t moving just then. Dr. Breed closed his eyes and tightened his hands on the steering
wheel.AMERICA’S GREATEST SATIRIST KURT VONNEGUT IS…“UNIQUE … one of the
writers who map our landscapes for us, who give names to the places we know best.”—DORIS
LESSING The New York Times Book Review“OUR FINEST BLACK-HUMORIST …. We laugh in
self-defense.”—The Atlantic Monthly“AN UNIMITATIVE AND INIMITABLE SOCIAL SATIRIST.”—
Harper’s Magazine“A CAUSE FOR CELEBRATION.”—Chicago Sun-Times“A LAUGHING
PROPHET OF DOOM.”—The New York TimesAMERICA’S GREATEST SATIRIST KURT
VONNEGUT IS…“UNIQUE … one of the writers who map our landscapes for us, who give
names to the places we know best.”—DORIS LESSING The New York Times Book
Review“OUR FINEST BLACK-HUMORIST …. We laugh in self-defense.”—The Atlantic
Monthly“AN UNIMITATIVE AND INIMITABLE SOCIAL SATIRIST.”—Harper’s Magazine“A
CAUSE FOR CELEBRATION.”—Chicago Sun-Times“A LAUGHING PROPHET OF DOOM.”—
The New York TimesAMERICA’S GREATEST SATIRIST KURT VONNEGUT IS…“UNIQUE …
one of the writers who map our landscapes for us, who give names to the places we know



best.”—DORIS LESSING The New York Times Book Review“OUR FINEST BLACK-HUMORIST
…. We laugh in self-defense.”—The Atlantic Monthly“AN UNIMITATIVE AND INIMITABLE
SOCIAL SATIRIST.”—Harper’s Magazine“A CAUSE FOR CELEBRATION.”—Chicago Sun-
Times“A LAUGHING PROPHET OF DOOM.”—The New York TimesCAT’S CRADLEA Dial
Press Trade Paperback BookPublished byThe Dial PressA Division of Random House, Inc.New
York, New YorkThis is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the
product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons,
living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.All rights reservedCopyright © 1963 by
Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.Grateful acknowledgment is made to Mrs. E. L. Masters for permission to
reprint “Knowlt Hoheimer” from the Spoon River Anthology by Edgar Lee Masters. Copyright
Macmillan, 1914, 1915, 1942.The Dial Press and Dial Press Trade Paperbacks are registered
trademarks of Random House, Inc., and the colophon is a trademark of Random House,
Inc.Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 76154035rh_3.0_c0_r6CAT’S CRADLEA Dial
Press Trade Paperback BookPublished byThe Dial PressA Division of Random House, Inc.New
York, New YorkThis is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the
product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons,
living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.All rights reservedCopyright © 1963 by
Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.Grateful acknowledgment is made to Mrs. E. L. Masters for permission to
reprint “Knowlt Hoheimer” from the Spoon River Anthology by Edgar Lee Masters. Copyright
Macmillan, 1914, 1915, 1942.The Dial Press and Dial Press Trade Paperbacks are registered
trademarks of Random House, Inc., and the colophon is a trademark of Random House,
Inc.Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 76154035rh_3.0_c0_r6CAT’S CRADLEA Dial
Press Trade Paperback BookCAT’S CRADLEA Dial Press Trade Paperback BookPublished
byThe Dial PressA Division of Random House, Inc.New York, New YorkPublished byThe Dial
PressA Division of Random House, Inc.New York, New YorkThis is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used
fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely
coincidental.This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the
product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons,
living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.All rights reservedCopyright © 1963 by
Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.All rights reservedCopyright © 1963 by Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.Grateful
acknowledgment is made to Mrs. E. L. Masters for permission to reprint “Knowlt Hoheimer” from
the Spoon River Anthology by Edgar Lee Masters. Copyright Macmillan, 1914, 1915,
1942.Grateful acknowledgment is made to Mrs. E. L. Masters for permission to reprint “Knowlt
Hoheimer” from the Spoon River Anthology by Edgar Lee Masters. Copyright Macmillan, 1914,
1915, 1942.The Dial Press and Dial Press Trade Paperbacks are registered trademarks of
Random House, Inc., and the colophon is a trademark of Random House, Inc.The Dial Press
and Dial Press Trade Paperbacks are registered trademarks of Random House, Inc., and the
colophon is a trademark of Random House, Inc.Library of Congress Catalog Card Number:



76154035Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 76154035Ebook ISBN
9780307567277rh_3.0_c0_r6Nothing in this book is true.“Live by the foma* that make you brave
and kind and healthy and happy.”The Books of Bokonon. I: 5* Harmless untruthsNothing in this
book is true.“Live by the foma* that make you brave and kind and healthy and happy.”The Books
of Bokonon. I: 5* Harmless untruthsNothing in this book is true.Nothing in this book is true.“Live
by the foma* that make you brave and kind and healthy and happy.”The Books of Bokonon. I: 5*
Harmless untruths* Harmless untruths CONTENTS1 THE DAY THE WORLD ENDED2 NICE,
NICE, VERY NICE3 FOLLY4 A TENTATIVE TANGLING OF TENDRILS5 LETTER FROM A PRE-
MED6 BUG FIGHTS7 THE ILLUSTRIOUS HOENIKKERS8 NEWT’S THING WITH ZINKA9
VICE-PRESIDENT IN CHARGE OF VOLCANOES10 SECRET AGENT X-911 PROTEIN12 END
OF THE WORLD DELIGHT13 THE JUMPING-OFF PLACE14 WHEN AUTOMOBILES HAD
CUT-GLASS VASES15 MERRY CHRISTMAS16 BACK TO KINDERGARTEN17 THE GIRL
POOL18 THE MOST VALUABLE COMMODITY ON EARTH19 NO MORE MUD20 ICE-NINE21
THE MARINES MARCH ON22 MEMBER OF THE YELLOW PRESS23 THE LAST BATCH OF
BROWNIES24 WHAT A WAMPETER IS25 THE MAIN THING ABOUT DR. HOENIKKER26
WHAT GOD IS27 MEN FROM MARS28 MAYONNAISE29 GONE, BUT NOT FORGOTTEN30
ONLY SLEEPING31 ANOTHER BREED32 DYNAMITE MONEY33 AN UNGRATEFUL MAN34
VIN-DIT35 HOBBY SHOP36 MEOW37 A MODERN MAJOR GENERAL38 BARRACUDA
CAPITAL OF THE WORLD39 FATA MORGANA40 HOUSE OF HOPE AND MERCY41 A
KARASS BUILT FOR TWO42 BICYCLES FOR AFGHANISTAN43 THE DEMONSTRATOR44
COMMUNIST SYMPATHIZERS45 WHY AMERICANS ARE HATED46 THE BOKONONIST
METHOD FOR HANDLING CAESAR47 DYNAMIC TENSION48 JUST LIKE SAINT
AUGUSTINE49 A FISH PITCHED UP BY AN ANGRY SEA50 A NICE MIDGET51 O.K., MOM52
NO PAIN53 THE PRESIDENT OF FABRI-TEK54 COMMUNISTS, NAZIS, ROYALISTS,
PARACHUTISTS, AND DRAFT DODGERS55 NEVER INDEX YOUR OWN BOOK56 A SELF-
SUPPORTING SQUIRREL CAGE57 THE QUEASY DREAM58 TYRANNY WITH A
DIFFERENCE59 FASTEN YOUR SEAT BELTS60 AN UNDERPRIVILEGED NATION61 WHAT A
CORPORAL WAS WORTH62 WHY HAZEL WASN’T SCARED63 REVERENT AND FREE64
PEACE AND PLENTY65 A GOOD TIME TO COME TO SAN LORENZO66 THE STRONGEST
THING THERE IS67 HY-U-O-OOK-KUH!68 HOON-YERA MORA-TOORZ69 A BIG MOSAIC70
TUTORED BY BOKONON71 THE HAPPINESS OF BEING AN AMERICAN72 THE PISSANT
HILTON73 BLACK DEATH74 CAT’S CRADLE75 GIVE MY REGARDS TO ALBERT
SCWEITZER76 JULIAN CASTLE AGREES WITH NEWT THAT EVERYTHING IS
MEANINGLESS77 ASPIRIN AND BOKO-MARU78 RING OF STEEL79 WHY McCABE’S SOUL
GREW COARSE80 THE WATERFALL STRAINERS81 A WHITE BRIDE FOR THE SON OF A
PULLMAN PORTER82 ZAH-MAH-KI-BO83 DR. SCHLICHTER VON KOENIGSWALD
APPROACHES THE BREAK-EVEN POINT84 BLACKOUT85 A PACK OF FOMA86 TWO
LITTLE JUGS87 THE CUT OF MY JIB88 WHY FRANK COULDN’T BE PRESIDENT89
DUFFLE90 ONLY ONE CATCH91 MONA92 ON THE POET’S CELEBRATION OF HIS FIRST



BOKO-MARU93 HOW I ALMOST LOST MY MONA94 THE HIGHEST MOUNTAIN95 I SEE
THE HOOK96 BELL, BOOK, AND CHICKEN IN A HATBOX97 THE STINKING CHRISTIAN98
LAST RITES99 DYOT MEET MAT100 DOWN THE OUBLIETTE GOES FRANK101 LIKE MY
PREDECESSORS, I OUTLAW BOKONON102 ENEMIES OF FREEDOM103 A MEDICAL
OPINION ON THE EFFECTS OF A WRITERS’ STRIKE104 SULFATHIAZOLE105 PAIN-
KILLER106 WHAT BOKONONISTS SAY WHEN THEY COMMIT SUICIDE107 FEAST YOUR
EYES!108 FRANK TELLS US WHAT TO DO109 FRANK DEFENDS HIMSELF110 THE
FOURTEENTH BOOK111 TIME OUT112 NEWT’S MOTHER’S RETICULE113 HISTORY114
WHEN I FELT THE BULLET ENTER MY HEART115 AS IT HAPPENED116 THE GRAND AH-
WHOOM117 SANCTUARY118 THE IRON MAIDEN AND THE OUBLIETTE119 MONA
THANKS ME120 TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN121 I AM SLOW TO ANSWER122 THE SWISS
FAMILY ROBINSON123 OF MICE AND MEN124 FRANK’S ANT FARM125 THE
TASMANIANS126 SOFT PIPES, PLAY ON127 THE END CONTENTS1 THE DAY THE
WORLD ENDED2 NICE, NICE, VERY NICE3 FOLLY4 A TENTATIVE TANGLING OF
TENDRILS5 LETTER FROM A PRE-MED6 BUG FIGHTS7 THE ILLUSTRIOUS HOENIKKERS8
NEWT’S THING WITH ZINKA9 VICE-PRESIDENT IN CHARGE OF VOLCANOES10 SECRET
AGENT X-911 PROTEIN12 END OF THE WORLD DELIGHT13 THE JUMPING-OFF PLACE14
WHEN AUTOMOBILES HAD CUT-GLASS VASES15 MERRY CHRISTMAS16 BACK TO
KINDERGARTEN17 THE GIRL POOL18 THE MOST VALUABLE COMMODITY ON EARTH19
NO MORE MUD20 ICE-NINE21 THE MARINES MARCH ON22 MEMBER OF THE YELLOW
PRESS23 THE LAST BATCH OF BROWNIES24 WHAT A WAMPETER IS25 THE MAIN THING
ABOUT DR. HOENIKKER26 WHAT GOD IS27 MEN FROM MARS28 MAYONNAISE29 GONE,
BUT NOT FORGOTTEN30 ONLY SLEEPING31 ANOTHER BREED32 DYNAMITE MONEY33
AN UNGRATEFUL MAN34 VIN-DIT35 HOBBY SHOP36 MEOW37 A MODERN MAJOR
GENERAL38 BARRACUDA CAPITAL OF THE WORLD39 FATA MORGANA40 HOUSE OF
HOPE AND MERCY41 A KARASS BUILT FOR TWO42 BICYCLES FOR AFGHANISTAN43
THE DEMONSTRATOR44 COMMUNIST SYMPATHIZERS45 WHY AMERICANS ARE
HATED46 THE BOKONONIST METHOD FOR HANDLING CAESAR47 DYNAMIC TENSION48
JUST LIKE SAINT AUGUSTINE49 A FISH PITCHED UP BY AN ANGRY SEA50 A NICE
MIDGET51 O.K., MOM52 NO PAIN53 THE PRESIDENT OF FABRI-TEK54 COMMUNISTS,
NAZIS, ROYALISTS, PARACHUTISTS, AND DRAFT DODGERS55 NEVER INDEX YOUR OWN
BOOK56 A SELF-SUPPORTING SQUIRREL CAGE57 THE QUEASY DREAM58 TYRANNY
WITH A DIFFERENCE59 FASTEN YOUR SEAT BELTS60 AN UNDERPRIVILEGED NATION61
WHAT A CORPORAL WAS WORTH62 WHY HAZEL WASN’T SCARED63 REVERENT AND
FREE64 PEACE AND PLENTY65 A GOOD TIME TO COME TO SAN LORENZO66 THE
STRONGEST THING THERE IS67 HY-U-O-OOK-KUH!68 HOON-YERA MORA-TOORZ69 A
BIG MOSAIC70 TUTORED BY BOKONON71 THE HAPPINESS OF BEING AN AMERICAN72
THE PISSANT HILTON73 BLACK DEATH74 CAT’S CRADLE75 GIVE MY REGARDS TO
ALBERT SCWEITZER76 JULIAN CASTLE AGREES WITH NEWT THAT EVERYTHING IS



MEANINGLESS77 ASPIRIN AND BOKO-MARU78 RING OF STEEL79 WHY McCABE’S SOUL
GREW COARSE80 THE WATERFALL STRAINERS81 A WHITE BRIDE FOR THE SON OF A
PULLMAN PORTER82 ZAH-MAH-KI-BO83 DR. SCHLICHTER VON KOENIGSWALD
APPROACHES THE BREAK-EVEN POINT84 BLACKOUT85 A PACK OF FOMA86 TWO
LITTLE JUGS87 THE CUT OF MY JIB88 WHY FRANK COULDN’T BE PRESIDENT89
DUFFLE90 ONLY ONE CATCH91 MONA92 ON THE POET’S CELEBRATION OF HIS FIRST
BOKO-MARU93 HOW I ALMOST LOST MY MONA94 THE HIGHEST MOUNTAIN95 I SEE
THE HOOK96 BELL, BOOK, AND CHICKEN IN A HATBOX97 THE STINKING CHRISTIAN98
LAST RITES99 DYOT MEET MAT100 DOWN THE OUBLIETTE GOES FRANK101 LIKE MY
PREDECESSORS, I OUTLAW BOKONON102 ENEMIES OF FREEDOM103 A MEDICAL
OPINION ON THE EFFECTS OF A WRITERS’ STRIKE104 SULFATHIAZOLE105 PAIN-
KILLER106 WHAT BOKONONISTS SAY WHEN THEY COMMIT SUICIDE107 FEAST YOUR
EYES!108 FRANK TELLS US WHAT TO DO109 FRANK DEFENDS HIMSELF110 THE
FOURTEENTH BOOK111 TIME OUT112 NEWT’S MOTHER’S RETICULE113 HISTORY114
WHEN I FELT THE BULLET ENTER MY HEART115 AS IT HAPPENED116 THE GRAND AH-
WHOOM117 SANCTUARY118 THE IRON MAIDEN AND THE OUBLIETTE119 MONA
THANKS ME120 TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN121 I AM SLOW TO ANSWER122 THE SWISS
FAMILY ROBINSON123 OF MICE AND MEN124 FRANK’S ANT FARM125 THE
TASMANIANS126 SOFT PIPES, PLAY ON127 THE END CONTENTS1 THE DAY THE
WORLD ENDED2 NICE, NICE, VERY NICE3 FOLLY4 A TENTATIVE TANGLING OF
TENDRILS5 LETTER FROM A PRE-MED6 BUG FIGHTS7 THE ILLUSTRIOUS HOENIKKERS8
NEWT’S THING WITH ZINKA9 VICE-PRESIDENT IN CHARGE OF VOLCANOES10 SECRET
AGENT X-911 PROTEIN12 END OF THE WORLD DELIGHT13 THE JUMPING-OFF PLACE14
WHEN AUTOMOBILES HAD CUT-GLASS VASES15 MERRY CHRISTMAS16 BACK TO
KINDERGARTEN17 THE GIRL POOL18 THE MOST VALUABLE COMMODITY ON EARTH19
NO MORE MUD20 ICE-NINE21 THE MARINES MARCH ON22 MEMBER OF THE YELLOW
PRESS23 THE LAST BATCH OF BROWNIES24 WHAT A WAMPETER IS25 THE MAIN THING
ABOUT DR. HOENIKKER26 WHAT GOD IS27 MEN FROM MARS28 MAYONNAISE29 GONE,
BUT NOT FORGOTTEN30 ONLY SLEEPING31 ANOTHER BREED32 DYNAMITE MONEY33
AN UNGRATEFUL MAN34 VIN-DIT35 HOBBY SHOP36 MEOW37 A MODERN MAJOR
GENERAL38 BARRACUDA CAPITAL OF THE WORLD39 FATA MORGANA40 HOUSE OF
HOPE AND MERCY41 A KARASS BUILT FOR TWO42 BICYCLES FOR AFGHANISTAN43
THE DEMONSTRATOR44 COMMUNIST SYMPATHIZERS45 WHY AMERICANS ARE
HATED46 THE BOKONONIST METHOD FOR HANDLING CAESAR47 DYNAMIC TENSION48
JUST LIKE SAINT AUGUSTINE49 A FISH PITCHED UP BY AN ANGRY SEA50 A NICE
MIDGET51 O.K., MOM52 NO PAIN53 THE PRESIDENT OF FABRI-TEK54 COMMUNISTS,
NAZIS, ROYALISTS, PARACHUTISTS, AND DRAFT DODGERS55 NEVER INDEX YOUR OWN
BOOK56 A SELF-SUPPORTING SQUIRREL CAGE57 THE QUEASY DREAM58 TYRANNY
WITH A DIFFERENCE59 FASTEN YOUR SEAT BELTS60 AN UNDERPRIVILEGED NATION61



WHAT A CORPORAL WAS WORTH62 WHY HAZEL WASN’T SCARED63 REVERENT AND
FREE64 PEACE AND PLENTY65 A GOOD TIME TO COME TO SAN LORENZO66 THE
STRONGEST THING THERE IS67 HY-U-O-OOK-KUH!68 HOON-YERA MORA-TOORZ69 A
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TASMANIANS126 SOFT PIPES, PLAY ON127 THE END1 THE DAY THE WORLD
ENDEDCALL ME JONAH. My parents did, or nearly did. They called me John.Jonah—John—if I
had been a Sam, I would have been a Jonah still—not because I have been unlucky for others,
but because somebody or something has compelled me to be certain places at certain times,
without fail. Conveyances and motives, both conventional and bizarre, have been provided. And,
according to plan, at each appointed second, at each appointed place this Jonah was
there.Listen:When I was a younger man—two wives ago, 250,000 cigarettes ago, 3,000 quarts
of booze ago …When I was a much younger man, I began to collect material for a book to be
called The Day the World Ended.The book was to be factual.The book was to be an account of
what important Americans had done on the day when the first atomic bomb was dropped on
Hiroshima, Japan.It was to be a Christian book. I was a Christian then.I am a Bokononist now.I
would have been a Bokononist then, if there had been anyone to teach me the bittersweet lies of
Bokonon. But Bokononism was unknown beyond the gravel beaches and coral knives that ring
this little island in the Caribbean Sea, the Republic of San Lorenzo.We Bokononists believe that
humanity is organized into teams, teams that do God’s Will without ever discovering what they



are doing. Such a team is called a karass by Bokonon, and the instrument, the kan-kan, that
brought me into my own particular karass was the book I never finished, the book to be called
The Day the World Ended.1 THE DAY THE WORLD ENDEDCALL ME JONAH. My parents
did, or nearly did. They called me John.Jonah—John—if I had been a Sam, I would have been a
Jonah still—not because I have been unlucky for others, but because somebody or something
has compelled me to be certain places at certain times, without fail. Conveyances and motives,
both conventional and bizarre, have been provided. And, according to plan, at each appointed
second, at each appointed place this Jonah was there.Listen:When I was a younger man—two
wives ago, 250,000 cigarettes ago, 3,000 quarts of booze ago …When I was a much younger
man, I began to collect material for a book to be called The Day the World Ended.The book was
to be factual.The book was to be an account of what important Americans had done on the day
when the first atomic bomb was dropped on Hiroshima, Japan.It was to be a Christian book. I
was a Christian then.I am a Bokononist now.I would have been a Bokononist then, if there had
been anyone to teach me the bittersweet lies of Bokonon. But Bokononism was unknown
beyond the gravel beaches and coral knives that ring this little island in the Caribbean Sea, the
Republic of San Lorenzo.We Bokononists believe that humanity is organized into teams, teams
that do God’s Will without ever discovering what they are doing. Such a team is called a karass
by Bokonon, and the instrument, the kan-kan, that brought me into my own particular karass was
the book I never finished, the book to be called The Day the World Ended.1 THE DAY THE
WORLD ENDEDCALL ME JONAH. My parents did, or nearly did. They called me John.Jonah—
John—if I had been a Sam, I would have been a Jonah still—not because I have been unlucky
for others, but because somebody or something has compelled me to be certain places at
certain times, without fail. Conveyances and motives, both conventional and bizarre, have been
provided. And, according to plan, at each appointed second, at each appointed place this Jonah
was there.Listen:When I was a younger man—two wives ago, 250,000 cigarettes ago, 3,000
quarts of booze ago …When I was a much younger man, I began to collect material for a book to
be called The Day the World Ended.The book was to be factual.The book was to be an account
of what important Americans had done on the day when the first atomic bomb was dropped on
Hiroshima, Japan.It was to be a Christian book. I was a Christian then.I am a Bokononist now.I
would have been a Bokononist then, if there had been anyone to teach me the bittersweet lies of
Bokonon. But Bokononism was unknown beyond the gravel beaches and coral knives that ring
this little island in the Caribbean Sea, the Republic of San Lorenzo.We Bokononists believe that
humanity is organized into teams, teams that do God’s Will without ever discovering what they
are doing. Such a team is called a karass by Bokonon, and the instrument, the kan-kan, that
brought me into my own particular karass was the book I never finished, the book to be called
The Day the World Ended.2 NICE, NICE, VERY NICE“IF YOU FIND YOUR LIFE tangled up
with somebody else’s life for no very logical reasons,” writes Bokonon, “that person may be a
member 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 means that a karass ignores national,



institutional, occupational, familial, and class boundaries.It is as free-form as an amoeba.In his
“Fifty-third Calypso,” Bokonon invites us to sing along with him:Oh, a sleeping drunkardUp in
Central Park,And a lion-hunterIn the jungle dark,And a Chinese dentist,And a British queen—All
fit togetherIn the same machine.Nice, nice, very nice;Nice, nice, very nice;Nice, nice, very nice—
So many different peopleIn the same device.2 NICE, NICE, VERY NICE“IF YOU FIND YOUR
LIFE tangled up with somebody else’s life for no very logical reasons,” writes Bokonon, “that
person may be a member 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 means that a karass
ignores national, institutional, occupational, familial, and class boundaries.It is as free-form as
an amoeba.In his “Fifty-third Calypso,” Bokonon invites us to sing along with him:Oh, a sleeping
drunkardUp in Central Park,And a lion-hunterIn the jungle dark,And a Chinese dentist,And a
British queen—All fit togetherIn the same machine.Nice, nice, very nice;Nice, nice, very
nice;Nice, nice, very nice—So many different peopleIn the same device.2 NICE, NICE, VERY
NICE“IF YOU FIND YOUR LIFE tangled up with somebody else’s life for no very logical reasons,”
writes Bokonon, “that person may be a member 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 means
that a karass ignores national, institutional, occupational, familial, and class boundaries.It is as
free-form as an amoeba.In his “Fifty-third Calypso,” Bokonon invites us to sing along with
him:Oh, a sleeping drunkardUp in Central Park,And a lion-hunterIn the jungle dark,And a
Chinese dentist,And a British queen—All fit togetherIn the same machine.Nice, nice, very
nice;Nice, nice, very nice;Nice, nice, very nice—So many different peopleIn the same device.3
FOLLYNOWHERE DOES BOKONON warn against a person’s trying to discover the limits of his
karass and the nature of the work God Almighty has had it do. Bokonon simply observes that
such investigations are bound to be incomplete.In the autobiographical section of The Books of
Bokonon he writes a parable on the folly of pretending to discover, to understand:I once knew an
Episcopalian lady in Newport, Rhode Island, who asked me to design and build a doghouse for
her Great Dane. The lady claimed to understand God and His Ways of Working perfectly. She
could not understand why anyone should be puzzled about what had been or about what was
going to be.And yet, when I showed her a blueprint of the doghouse I proposed to build, she
said to me, “I’m sorry, but I never could read one of those things.”“Give it to your husband or your
minister to pass on to God,” I said, “and, when God finds a minute, I’m sure he’ll explain this
doghouse of mine in a way that even you can understand.”She fired me. I shall never forget her.
She believed that God liked people in sailboats much better than He liked people in motorboats.
She could not bear to look at a worm. When she saw a worm, she screamed.She was a fool, and
so am I, and so is anyone who thinks he sees what God is Doing, [writes Bokonon].3
FOLLYNOWHERE DOES BOKONON warn against a person’s trying to discover the limits of his
karass and the nature of the work God Almighty has had it do. Bokonon simply observes that
such investigations are bound to be incomplete.In the autobiographical section of The Books of
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doghouse of mine in a way that even you can understand.”She fired me. I shall never forget her.
She believed that God liked people in sailboats much better than He liked people in motorboats.
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such investigations are bound to be incomplete.In the autobiographical section of The Books of
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her Great Dane. The lady claimed to understand God and His Ways of Working perfectly. She
could not understand why anyone should be puzzled about what had been or about what was
going to be.And yet, when I showed her a blueprint of the doghouse I proposed to build, she
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She could not bear to look at a worm. When she saw a worm, she screamed.She was a fool, and
so am I, and so is anyone who thinks he sees what God is Doing, [writes Bokonon].4 A
TENTATIVE TANGLING OF TENDRILSBE THAT AS IT MAY, I intend in this book to include as
many members of my karass as possible, and I mean to examine all strong hints as to what on
Earth we, collectively, have been up to.I do not intend that this book be a tract on behalf of
Bokononism. I should like to offer a Bokononist warning about it, however. The first sentence in
The Books of Bokonon is this:“All of the true things I am about to tell you are shameless lies.”My
Bokononist warning is this:Anyone unable to understand how a useful religion can be founded
on lies will not understand this book either.So be it.• • •About my karass, then.It surely includes
the three children of Dr. Felix Hoenikker, one of the so-called “Fathers” of the first atomic bomb.
Dr. Hoenikker himself was no doubt a member of my karass, though he was dead before my
sinookas, the tendrils of my life, began to tangle with those of his children.The first of his heirs to
be touched by my sinookas was Newton Hoenikker, the youngest of his three children, the
younger of his two sons. I learned from the publication of my fraternity, The Delta Upsilon
Quarterly, that Newton Hoenikker, son of the Nobel Prize physicist, Felix Hoenikker, had been
pledged by my chapter, the Cornell Chapter.So I wrote this letter to Newt:“Dear Mr.
Hoenikker:“Or should I say, Dear Brother Hoenikker?“I am a Cornell DU now making my living as



a free-lance writer. I am gathering material for a book relating to the first atomic bomb. Its
contents will be limited to events that took place on August 6, 1945, the day the bomb was
dropped on Hiroshima.“Since your late father is generally recognized as having been one of the
chief creators of the bomb, I would very much appreciate any anecdotes you might care to give
me of life in your father’s house on the day the bomb was dropped.“I am sorry to say that I don’t
know as much about your illustrious family as I should, and so don’t know whether you have
brothers and sisters. If you do have brothers and sisters, I should like very much to have their
addresses so that I can send similar requests to them.“I realize that you were very young when
the bomb was dropped, which is all to the good. My book is going to emphasize the human
rather than the technical side of the bomb, so recollections of the day through the eyes of a
‘baby,’ if you’ll pardon the expression, would fit in perfectly.“You don’t have to worry about style
and form. Leave all that to me. Just give me the bare bones of your story.“I will, of course, submit
the final version to you for your approval prior to publication.“Fraternally yours—”4 A
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and form. Leave all that to me. Just give me the bare bones of your story.“I will, of course, submit
the final version to you for your approval prior to publication.“Fraternally yours—”4 A
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sinookas, the tendrils of my life, began to tangle with those of his children.The first of his heirs to
be touched by my sinookas was Newton Hoenikker, the youngest of his three children, the
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the final version to you for your approval prior to publication.“Fraternally yours—”5 LETTER
FROM A PRE-MEDTO WHICH NEWT REPLIED:“I am sorry to be so long about answering your
letter. That sounds like a very interesting book you are doing. I was so young when the bomb
was dropped that I don’t think I’m going to be much help. You should really ask my brother and
sister, who are both older than I am. My sister is Mrs. Harrison C. Conners, 4918 North Meridian
Street, Indianapolis, Indiana. That is my home address, too, now. I think she will be glad to help
you. Nobody knows where my brother Frank is. He disappeared right after Father’s funeral two
years ago, and nobody has heard from him since. For all we know, he may be dead now.“I was
only six years old when they dropped the atomic bomb on Hiroshima, so anything I remember
about that day other people have helped me to remember.“I remember I was playing on the



living-room carpet outside my father’s study door in Ilium, New York. The door was open, and I
could see my father. He was wearing pajamas and a bathrobe. He was smoking a cigar. He was
playing with a loop of string. Father was staying home from the laboratory in his pajamas all day
that day. He stayed home whenever he wanted to.“Father, as you probably know, spent
practically his whole professional life working for the Research Laboratory of the General Forge
and Foundry Company in Ilium. When the Manhattan Project came along, the bomb project,
Father wouldn’t leave Ilium to work on it. He said he wouldn’t work on it at all unless they let him
work where he wanted to work. A lot of the time that meant at home. The only place he liked to
go, outside of Ilium, was our cottage on Cape Cod. Cape Cod was where he died. He died on a
Christmas Eve. You probably know that, too.“Anyway, I was playing on the carpet outside his
study on the day of the bomb. My sister Angela tells me I used to play with little toy trucks for
hours, making motor sounds, going ‘burton, burton, burton’ all the time. So I guess I was going
‘burton, burton, burton’ on the day of the bomb; and Father was in his study, playing with a loop
of string.“It so happens I know where the string he was playing with came from. Maybe you can
use it somewhere in your book. Father took the string from around 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 name of the book was 2000 A.D. It told about how mad scientists made a terrific bomb that
wiped out the whole world. There was a big sex orgy when everybody knew that the world was
going to end, and then Jesus Christ Himself appeared ten seconds before the bomb went off.
The name of the author was Marvin Sharpe Holderness, 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 bomb. He thought maybe Father could
make suggestions.“I don’t mean to tell you I read the book when I was six. We had it around the
house for years. My brother Frank made 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 a tin lid. Frank and I must have read the orgy part a thousand times
when we were kids. We had it for years, and then my 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
mother to Frank and me, because our real mother died when I was born.“My father never read
the book, I’m pretty sure. I don’t think he ever read a novel or even a short story in his whole life,
or at least not since he was a little boy. He didn’t read his mail or magazines or newspapers,
either. I suppose he read a lot of technical journals, but to tell you the truth, I can’t remember my
father reading anything.“As I say, all he wanted from that manuscript was the string. That was the
way he was. Nobody could predict what he was going to be interested in next. On the day of the
bomb it was string.“Have you ever read the speech he made when he accepted the Nobel
Prize? This is the whole speech: ‘Ladies and Gentlemen. I stand before you now because I
never stopped dawdling like an eight-year-old on a spring morning on his way to school.
Anything can make me stop and look and wonder, and sometimes learn. I am a very happy man.
Thank you.’“Anyway, Father looked at that loop of string for a while, and then his fingers started



playing with it. His fingers made the string figure called a ‘cat’s cradle.’ I don’t know where Father
learned how to do that. From his father, maybe. His father was a tailor, you know, so there must
have been thread and string around all the time when Father was a boy.“Making that cat’s cradle
was the closest I ever saw my father come to playing what anybody else would call a game. He
had no use at all for tricks and games and rules that other people made up. In a scrap-book my
sister Angela used to keep up, there was a clipping from Time magazine where somebody
asked Father what games he played for relaxation, and he said, ‘Why should I bother with made-
up games when there are so many real ones going on?’“He must have surprised himself when
he made a cat’s cradle out of the string, and maybe it reminded him of his own childhood. He all
of a sudden came out of his study and did something he’d never done before. He tried to play
with me. Not only had he never played with me before; he had hardly ever even spoken to
me.“But he went down on his knees on the carpet next to me, and he showed me his teeth, and
he waved that tangle of string in my face. ‘See? See? See?’ he asked. ‘Cat’s cradle. See the
cat’s cradle? See where the nice pussycat sleeps? Meow. Meow.’“His pores looked as big as
craters on the moon. His ears and nostrils were stuffed with hair. Cigar smoke made him smell
like the mouth of Hell. So close up, my father was the ugliest thing I had ever seen. I dream about
it all the time.“And then he sang. ‘Rockabye catsy, in the tree top’; he sang, ‘when the wind
blows, the cray-dull will rock. If the bough breaks, the cray-dull will fall. Down will come cray-dull,
catsy, and all.’“I burst into tears. I jumped up and I ran out of the house as fast as I could go.“I
have to sign off here. It’s after two in the morning. My roommate just woke up and complained
about the noise from the typewriter.”5 LETTER FROM A PRE-MEDTO WHICH NEWT
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his ‘wall safe’ in his bedroom. Actually, it wasn’t a safe but just an old stove flue with a tin lid.
Frank and I must have read the orgy part a thousand times when we were kids. We had it for
years, and then my 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 mother to Frank and me, because
our real mother died when I was born.“My father never read the book, I’m pretty sure. I don’t think
he ever read a novel or even a short story in his whole life, or at least not since he was a little
boy. He didn’t read his mail or magazines or newspapers, either. I suppose he read a lot of
technical journals, but to tell you the truth, I can’t remember my father reading anything.“As I say,
all he wanted from that manuscript was the string. That was the way he was. Nobody could
predict what he was going to be interested in next. On the day of the bomb it was string.“Have
you ever read the speech he made when he accepted the Nobel Prize? This is the whole
speech: ‘Ladies and Gentlemen. I stand before you now because I never stopped dawdling like
an eight-year-old on a spring morning on his way to school. Anything can make me stop and
look and wonder, and sometimes learn. I am a very happy man. Thank you.’“Anyway, Father
looked at that loop of string for a while, and then his fingers started playing with it. His fingers
made the string figure called a ‘cat’s cradle.’ I don’t know where Father learned how to do that.
From his father, maybe. His father was a tailor, you know, so there must have been thread and
string around all the time when Father was a boy.“Making that cat’s cradle was the closest I ever
saw my father come to playing what anybody else would call a game. He had no use at all for
tricks and games and rules that other people made up. In a scrap-book my sister Angela used to
keep up, there was a clipping from Time magazine where somebody asked Father what games
he played for relaxation, and he said, ‘Why should I bother with made-up games when there are
so many real ones going on?’“He must have surprised himself when he made a cat’s cradle out
of the string, and maybe it reminded him of his own childhood. He all of a sudden came out of



his study and did something he’d never done before. He tried to play with me. Not only had he
never played with me before; he had hardly ever even spoken to me.“But he went down on his
knees on the carpet next to me, and he showed me his teeth, and he waved that tangle of string
in my face. ‘See? See? See?’ he asked. ‘Cat’s cradle. See the cat’s cradle? See where the nice
pussycat sleeps? Meow. Meow.’“His pores looked as big as craters on the moon. His ears and
nostrils were stuffed with hair. Cigar smoke made him smell like the mouth of Hell. So close up,
my father was the ugliest thing I had ever seen. I dream about it all the time.“And then he sang.
‘Rockabye catsy, in the tree top’; he sang, ‘when the wind blows, the cray-dull will rock. If the
bough breaks, the cray-dull will fall. Down will come cray-dull, catsy, and all.’“I burst into tears. I
jumped up and I ran out of the house as fast as I could go.“I have to sign off here. It’s after two in
the morning. My roommate just woke up and complained about the noise from the typewriter.”5
LETTER FROM A PRE-MEDTO WHICH NEWT REPLIED:“I am sorry to be so long about
answering your letter. That sounds like a very interesting book you are doing. I was so young
when the bomb was dropped that I don’t think I’m going to be much help. You should really ask
my brother and sister, who are both older than I am. My sister is Mrs. Harrison C. Conners, 4918
North Meridian Street, Indianapolis, Indiana. That is my home address, too, now. I think she will
be glad to help you. Nobody knows where my brother Frank is. He disappeared right after
Father’s funeral two years ago, and nobody has heard from him since. For all we know, he may
be dead now.“I was only six years old when they dropped the atomic bomb on Hiroshima, so
anything I remember about that day other people have helped me to remember.“I remember I
was playing on the living-room carpet outside my father’s study door in Ilium, New York. The
door was open, and I could see my father. He was wearing pajamas and a bathrobe. He was
smoking a cigar. He was playing with a loop of string. Father was staying home from the
laboratory in his pajamas all day that day. He stayed home whenever he wanted to.“Father, as
you probably know, spent practically his whole professional life working for the Research
Laboratory of the General Forge and Foundry Company in Ilium. When the Manhattan Project
came along, the bomb project, Father wouldn’t leave Ilium to work on it. He said he wouldn’t
work on it at all unless they let him work where he wanted to work. A lot of the time that meant at
home. The only place he liked to go, outside of Ilium, was our cottage on Cape Cod. Cape Cod
was where he died. He died on a Christmas Eve. You probably know that, too.“Anyway, I was
playing on the carpet outside his study on the day of the bomb. My sister Angela tells me I used
to play with little toy trucks for hours, making motor sounds, going ‘burton, burton, burton’ all the
time. So I guess I was going ‘burton, burton, burton’ on the day of the bomb; and Father was in
his study, playing with a loop of string.“It so happens I know where the string he was playing with
came from. Maybe you can use it somewhere in your book. Father took the string from around
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 name of the book was 2000 A.D. It told about how mad scientists
made a terrific bomb that wiped out the whole world. There was a big sex orgy when everybody
knew that the world was going to end, and then Jesus Christ Himself appeared ten seconds



before the bomb went off. The name of the author was Marvin Sharpe Holderness, 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 bomb. He thought
maybe Father could make suggestions.“I don’t mean to tell you I read the book when I was six.
We had it around the house for years. My brother Frank made 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 a tin lid. Frank and I must have read the
orgy part a thousand times when we were kids. We had it for years, and then my 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 mother to Frank and me, because our real mother died when I was
born.“My father never read the book, I’m pretty sure. I don’t think he ever read a novel or even a
short story in his whole life, or at least not since he was a little boy. He didn’t read his mail or
magazines or newspapers, either. I suppose he read a lot of technical journals, but to tell you the
truth, I can’t remember my father reading anything.“As I say, all he wanted from that manuscript
was the string. That was the way he was. Nobody could predict what he was going to be
interested in next. On the day of the bomb it was string.“Have you ever read the speech he made
when he accepted the Nobel Prize? This is the whole speech: ‘Ladies and Gentlemen. I stand
before you now because I never stopped dawdling like an eight-year-old on a spring morning on
his way to school. Anything can make me stop and look and wonder, and sometimes learn. I am
a very happy man. Thank you.’“Anyway, Father looked at that loop of string for a while, and then
his fingers started playing with it. His fingers made the string figure called a ‘cat’s cradle.’ I don’t
know where Father learned how to do that. From his father, maybe. His father was a tailor, you
know, so there must have been thread and string around all the time when Father was a
boy.“Making that cat’s cradle was the closest I ever saw my father come to playing what anybody
else would call a game. He had no use at all for tricks and games and rules that other people
made up. In a scrap-book my sister Angela used to keep up, there was a clipping from Time
magazine where somebody asked Father what games he played for relaxation, and he said,
‘Why should I bother with made-up games when there are so many real ones going on?’“He
must have surprised himself when he made a cat’s cradle out of the string, and maybe it
reminded him of his own childhood. He all of a sudden came out of his study and did something
he’d never done before. He tried to play with me. Not only had he never played with me before;
he had hardly ever even spoken to me.“But he went down on his knees on the carpet next to me,
and he showed me his teeth, and he waved that tangle of string in my face. ‘See? See? See?’ he
asked. ‘Cat’s cradle. See the cat’s cradle? See where the nice pussycat sleeps? Meow.
Meow.’“His pores looked as big as craters on the moon. His ears and nostrils were stuffed with
hair. Cigar smoke made him smell like the mouth of Hell. So close up, my father was the ugliest
thing I had ever seen. I dream about it all the time.“And then he sang. ‘Rockabye catsy, in the tree
top’; he sang, ‘when the wind blows, the cray-dull will rock. If the bough breaks, the cray-dull will
fall. Down will come cray-dull, catsy, and all.’“I burst into tears. I jumped up and I ran out of the



house as fast as I could go.“I have to sign off here. It’s after two in the morning. My roommate
just woke up and complained about the noise from the typewriter.”6 BUG FIGHTSNEWT
RESUMED HIS LETTER the next morning. He resumed it as follows:“Next morning. Here I go
again, fresh as a daisy after eight hours of sleep. The fraternity house is very quiet now.
Everybody is in class but me. I’m a very privileged character. I don’t have to go to class any
more. I was flunked out last week. I was a pre-med. They were right to flunk me out. I would have
made a lousy doctor.“After I finish this letter, I think I’ll go to a movie. Or if the sun comes out,
maybe I’ll go for a walk through one of the gorges. Aren’t the gorges beautiful? This year, two
girls jumped into one holding hands. They didn’t get into the sorority they wanted. They wanted
Tri-Delt.“But back to August 6, 1945. My sister Angela has told me many times that I really hurt
my father that day when I wouldn’t admire the cat’s cradle, when I wouldn’t stay there on the
carpet with my father and listen to him sing. Maybe I did hurt him, but I don’t think I could have
hurt him much. He was one of the best-protected human beings who ever lived. People couldn’t
get at him because he just wasn’t interested in people. I remember one time, about a year before
he died, I tried to get him to tell me something about my mother. He couldn’t remember anything
about her.“Did you ever hear the famous story about breakfast on the day Mother and Father
were leaving for Sweden to accept the Nobel Prize? It was in The Saturday Evening Post one
time. Mother cooked a big breakfast. And then, when she cleared off the table, she found a
quarter and a dime and three pennies by Father’s coffee cup. He’d tipped her.“After wounding
my father so terribly, if that’s what I did, I ran out into the yard. I didn’t know where I was going
until I found my brother Frank under a big spiraea bush. Frank was twelve then, and I wasn’t
surprised to find him under there. He spent a lot of time under there on hot days. Just like a dog,
he’d make a hollow in the cool earth all around the roots. And you never could tell what Frank
would have under the bush with him. One time he had a dirty book. Another time he had a bottle
of cooking sherry. On the day they dropped the bomb Frank had a tablespoon and a Mason jar.
What he was doing was spooning different kinds of bugs into the jar and making them fight.“The
bug fight was so interesting that I stopped crying right away—forgot all about the old man. I can’t
remember what all Frank had fighting in the jar that day, but I can remember other bug fights we
staged later on: one stag beetle against a hundred red ants, one centipede against three
spiders, red ants against black ants. They won’t fight unless you keep shaking the jar. And that’s
what Frank was doing, shaking, shaking the jar.“After a while Angela came looking for me. She
lifted up one side of the bush and she said, ‘So there you are!’ She asked Frank what he thought
he was doing, and he said, ‘Experimenting.’ That’s what Frank always used to say when people
asked him what he thought he was doing. He always said, ‘Experimenting.’“Angela was twenty-
two then. She had been the real head of the family since she was sixteen, since Mother died,
since I was born. She used to talk about how she had three children—me, Frank, and Father.
She wasn’t exaggerating, either. I can remember cold mornings when Frank, Father, and I would
be all in a line in the front hall, and Angela would be bundling us up, treating us exactly the same.
Only I was going to kindergarten; Frank was going to junior high; and Father was going to work



on the atom bomb. I remember one morning like that when the oil burner had quit, the pipes
were frozen, and the car wouldn’t start. We all sat there in the car while Angela 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.’ ‘What do you wonder about turtles?’ Angela asked him. ‘When they pull in
their heads,’ he said, ‘do their spines buckle or contract?’“Angela was one of the unsung
heroines of the atom bomb, incidentally, and I 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 from the Manhattan Project finally came out to the house to ask
Angela what to do. She told them to 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 came to work the next day and looked for things to play with
and think about, and everything there was to play with and think about had something to do with
the bomb.“When Angela got me out from under the bush, she asked me what had happened
between Father and me. I just kept saying over and over again how ugly he was, how much I
hated him. So she slapped me. ‘How dare you say that about your father?’ she said. ‘He’s one of
the greatest men who ever lived! He won the war today! Do you realize that? He won the war!’
She slapped me again.“I don’t blame Angela for slapping me. 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 much I hated my father; she slapped me again; and then Frank
came out from under the bush and punched her in the stomach. It hurt her something awful. She
fell down and she rolled around. When she got her wind back, she cried and she yelled for
Father.“ ‘He won’t come,’ Frank said, and he laughed at her. Frank was right. Father stuck his
head out a window, and he looked at Angela and me rolling on the ground, bawling, and Frank
standing over us, laughing. The old man pulled his head indoors again, and never even asked
later what all the fuss had been about. People weren’t his specialty.“Will that do? Is that any help
to your book? Of course, you’ve really tied me down, asking me to stick to the day of the bomb.
There are lots of other good anecdotes about the bomb and Father, from other days. For
instance, do you know the story about Father on the day they first tested a bomb out at
Alamogordo? After the thing went off, after it was a sure thing that America could wipe out a city
with just one bomb, a scientist turned to Father and said, ‘Science has now known sin.’ And do
you know what Father said? He said, ‘What is sin?’“All the best,“Newton Hoenikker”6 BUG
FIGHTSNEWT RESUMED HIS LETTER the next morning. He resumed it as follows:“Next
morning. Here I go again, fresh as a daisy after eight hours of sleep. The fraternity house is very
quiet now. Everybody is in class but me. I’m a very privileged character. I don’t have to go to
class any more. I was flunked out last week. I was a pre-med. They were right to flunk me out. I
would have made a lousy doctor.“After I finish this letter, I think I’ll go to a movie. Or if the sun
comes out, maybe I’ll go for a walk through one of the gorges. Aren’t the gorges beautiful? This
year, two girls jumped into one holding hands. They didn’t get into the sorority they wanted. They
wanted Tri-Delt.“But back to August 6, 1945. My sister Angela has told me many times that I



really hurt my father that day when I wouldn’t admire the cat’s cradle, when I wouldn’t stay there
on the carpet with my father and listen to him sing. Maybe I did hurt him, but I don’t think I could
have hurt him much. He was one of the best-protected human beings who ever lived. People
couldn’t get at him because he just wasn’t interested in people. I remember one time, about a
year before he died, I tried to get him to tell me something about my mother. He couldn’t
remember anything about her.“Did you ever hear the famous story about breakfast on the day
Mother and Father were leaving for Sweden to accept the Nobel Prize? It was in The Saturday
Evening Post one time. Mother cooked a big breakfast. And then, when she cleared off the table,
she found a quarter and a dime and three pennies by Father’s coffee cup. He’d tipped her.“After
wounding my father so terribly, if that’s what I did, I ran out into the yard. I didn’t know where I
was going until I found my brother Frank under a big spiraea bush. Frank was twelve then, and I
wasn’t surprised to find him under there. He spent a lot of time under there on hot days. Just like
a dog, he’d make a hollow in the cool earth all around the roots. And you never could tell what
Frank would have under the bush with him. One time he had a dirty book. Another time he had a
bottle of cooking sherry. On the day they dropped the bomb Frank had a tablespoon and a
Mason jar. What he was doing was spooning different kinds of bugs into the jar and making them
fight.“The bug fight was so interesting that I stopped crying right away—forgot all about the old
man. I can’t remember what all Frank had fighting in the jar that day, but I can remember other
bug fights we staged later on: one stag beetle against a hundred red ants, one centipede against
three spiders, red ants against black ants. They won’t fight unless you keep shaking the jar. And
that’s what Frank was doing, shaking, shaking the jar.“After a while Angela came looking for me.
She lifted up one side of the bush and she said, ‘So there you are!’ She asked Frank what he
thought he was doing, and he said, ‘Experimenting.’ That’s what Frank always used to say when
people asked him what he thought he was doing. He always said, ‘Experimenting.’“Angela was
twenty-two then. She had been the real head of the family since she was sixteen, since Mother
died, since I was born. She used to talk about how she had three children—me, Frank, and
Father. She wasn’t exaggerating, either. I can remember cold mornings when Frank, Father, and
I would be all in a line in the front hall, and Angela would be bundling us up, treating us exactly
the same. Only I was going to kindergarten; Frank was going to junior high; and Father was going
to work on the atom bomb. I remember one morning like that when the oil burner had quit, the
pipes were frozen, and the car wouldn’t start. We all sat there in the car while Angela 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.’ ‘What do you wonder about turtles?’ Angela asked him.
‘When they pull in their heads,’ he said, ‘do their spines buckle or contract?’“Angela was one of
the unsung heroines of the atom bomb, incidentally, and I 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 from the Manhattan Project finally came out
to the house to ask Angela what to do. She told them to 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 came to work the next day and looked for things
to play with and think about, and everything there was to play with and think about had
something to do with the bomb.“When Angela got me out from under the bush, she asked me
what had happened between Father and me. I just kept saying over and over again how ugly he
was, how much I hated him. So she slapped me. ‘How dare you say that about your father?’ she
said. ‘He’s one of the greatest men who ever lived! He won the war today! Do you realize that?
He won the war!’ She slapped me again.“I don’t blame Angela for slapping me. 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 much I hated my father; she slapped me
again; and then Frank came out from under the bush and punched her in the stomach. It hurt her
something awful. She fell down and she rolled around. When she got her wind back, she cried
and she yelled for Father.“ ‘He won’t come,’ Frank said, and he laughed at her. Frank was right.
Father stuck his head out a window, and he looked at Angela and me rolling on the ground,
bawling, and Frank standing over us, laughing. The old man pulled his head indoors again, and
never even asked later what all the fuss had been about. People weren’t his specialty.“Will that
do? Is that any help to your book? Of course, you’ve really tied me down, asking me to stick to
the day of the bomb. There are lots of other good anecdotes about the bomb and Father, from
other days. For instance, do you know the story about Father on the day they first tested a bomb
out at Alamogordo? After the thing went off, after it was a sure thing that America could wipe out
a city with just one bomb, a scientist turned to Father and said, ‘Science has now known sin.’
And do you know what Father said? He said, ‘What is sin?’“All the best,“Newton Hoenikker”6
BUG FIGHTSNEWT RESUMED HIS LETTER the next morning. He resumed it as follows:“Next
morning. Here I go again, fresh as a daisy after eight hours of sleep. The fraternity house is very
quiet now. Everybody is in class but me. I’m a very privileged character. I don’t have to go to
class any more. I was flunked out last week. I was a pre-med. They were right to flunk me out. I
would have made a lousy doctor.“After I finish this letter, I think I’ll go to a movie. Or if the sun
comes out, maybe I’ll go for a walk through one of the gorges. Aren’t the gorges beautiful? This
year, two girls jumped into one holding hands. They didn’t get into the sorority they wanted. They
wanted Tri-Delt.“But back to August 6, 1945. My sister Angela has told me many times that I
really hurt my father that day when I wouldn’t admire the cat’s cradle, when I wouldn’t stay there
on the carpet with my father and listen to him sing. Maybe I did hurt him, but I don’t think I could
have hurt him much. He was one of the best-protected human beings who ever lived. People
couldn’t get at him because he just wasn’t interested in people. I remember one time, about a
year before he died, I tried to get him to tell me something about my mother. He couldn’t
remember anything about her.“Did you ever hear the famous story about breakfast on the day
Mother and Father were leaving for Sweden to accept the Nobel Prize? It was in The Saturday
Evening Post one time. Mother cooked a big breakfast. And then, when she cleared off the table,
she found a quarter and a dime and three pennies by Father’s coffee cup. He’d tipped her.“After
wounding my father so terribly, if that’s what I did, I ran out into the yard. I didn’t know where I



was going until I found my brother Frank under a big spiraea bush. Frank was twelve then, and I
wasn’t surprised to find him under there. He spent a lot of time under there on hot days. Just like
a dog, he’d make a hollow in the cool earth all around the roots. And you never could tell what
Frank would have under the bush with him. One time he had a dirty book. Another time he had a
bottle of cooking sherry. On the day they dropped the bomb Frank had a tablespoon and a
Mason jar. What he was doing was spooning different kinds of bugs into the jar and making them
fight.“The bug fight was so interesting that I stopped crying right away—forgot all about the old
man. I can’t remember what all Frank had fighting in the jar that day, but I can remember other
bug fights we staged later on: one stag beetle against a hundred red ants, one centipede against
three spiders, red ants against black ants. They won’t fight unless you keep shaking the jar. And
that’s what Frank was doing, shaking, shaking the jar.“After a while Angela came looking for me.
She lifted up one side of the bush and she said, ‘So there you are!’ She asked Frank what he
thought he was doing, and he said, ‘Experimenting.’ That’s what Frank always used to say when
people asked him what he thought he was doing. He always said, ‘Experimenting.’“Angela was
twenty-two then. She had been the real head of the family since she was sixteen, since Mother
died, since I was born. She used to talk about how she had three children—me, Frank, and
Father. She wasn’t exaggerating, either. I can remember cold mornings when Frank, Father, and
I would be all in a line in the front hall, and Angela would be bundling us up, treating us exactly
the same. Only I was going to kindergarten; Frank was going to junior high; and Father was going
to work on the atom bomb. I remember one morning like that when the oil burner had quit, the
pipes were frozen, and the car wouldn’t start. We all sat there in the car while Angela 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.’ ‘What do you wonder about turtles?’ Angela asked him.
‘When they pull in their heads,’ he said, ‘do their spines buckle or contract?’“Angela was one of
the unsung heroines of the atom bomb, incidentally, and I 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 from the Manhattan Project finally came out
to the house to ask Angela what to do. She told them to 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 came to work the next day and looked for things
to play with and think about, and everything there was to play with and think about had
something to do with the bomb.“When Angela got me out from under the bush, she asked me
what had happened between Father and me. I just kept saying over and over again how ugly he
was, how much I hated him. So she slapped me. ‘How dare you say that about your father?’ she
said. ‘He’s one of the greatest men who ever lived! He won the war today! Do you realize that?
He won the war!’ She slapped me again.“I don’t blame Angela for slapping me. 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 much I hated my father; she slapped me
again; and then Frank came out from under the bush and punched her in the stomach. It hurt her



something awful. She fell down and she rolled around. When she got her wind back, she cried
and she yelled for Father.“ ‘He won’t come,’ Frank said, and he laughed at her. Frank was right.
Father stuck his head out a window, and he looked at Angela and me rolling on the ground,
bawling, and Frank standing over us, laughing. The old man pulled his head indoors again, and
never even asked later what all the fuss had been about. People weren’t his specialty.“Will that
do? Is that any help to your book? Of course, you’ve really tied me down, asking me to stick to
the day of the bomb. There are lots of other good anecdotes about the bomb and Father, from
other days. For instance, do you know the story about Father on the day they first tested a bomb
out at Alamogordo? After the thing went off, after it was a sure thing that America could wipe out
a city with just one bomb, a scientist turned to Father and said, ‘Science has now known sin.’
And do you know what Father said? He said, ‘What is sin?’“All the best,“Newton Hoenikker”7
THE ILLUSTRIOUS HOENIKKERSNEWT ADDED THESE THREE postscripts to his letter:“P.S.
I can’t sign myself ‘fraternally yours’ because they won’t let me be your brother on account of my
grades. I was only a pledge, and now they are going to take even that away from me.“P.P.S. You
call our family ‘illustrious,’ and I think you would maybe be making a mistake if you called it that in
your book. I am a midget, for instance—four feet tall. And the last we heard of my brother Frank,
he was wanted by the Florida police, the F.B.I., and the Treasury Department for running stolen
cars to Cuba on war-surplus L.S.T.’s. So I’m pretty sure ‘illustrious’ isn’t quite the word you’re
after. ‘Glamorous’ is probably closer to the truth.“P.P.P.S. Twenty-four hours later. I have reread
this letter and I can see where somebody might get the impression that I don’t do anything but sit
around and remember sad things and pity myself. Actually, I am a very lucky person and I know
it. I am about to marry a wonderful little girl. There is love enough in this world for everybody, if
people will just look. I am proof of that.”7 THE ILLUSTRIOUS HOENIKKERSNEWT ADDED
THESE THREE postscripts to his letter:“P.S. I can’t sign myself ‘fraternally yours’ because they
won’t let me be your brother on account of my grades. I was only a pledge, and now they are
going to take even that away from me.“P.P.S. You call our family ‘illustrious,’ and I think you would
maybe be making a mistake if you called it that in your book. I am a midget, for instance—four
feet tall. And the last we heard of my brother Frank, he was wanted by the Florida police, the
F.B.I., and the Treasury Department for running stolen cars to Cuba on war-surplus L.S.T.’s. So
I’m pretty sure ‘illustrious’ isn’t quite the word you’re after. ‘Glamorous’ is probably closer to the
truth.“P.P.P.S. Twenty-four hours later. I have reread this letter and I can see where somebody
might get the impression that I don’t do anything but sit around and remember sad things and
pity myself. Actually, I am a very lucky person and I know it. I am about to marry a wonderful little
girl. There is love enough in this world for everybody, if people will just look. I am proof of that.”7
THE ILLUSTRIOUS HOENIKKERSNEWT ADDED THESE THREE postscripts to his letter:“P.S.
I can’t sign myself ‘fraternally yours’ because they won’t let me be your brother on account of my
grades. I was only a pledge, and now they are going to take even that away from me.“P.P.S. You
call our family ‘illustrious,’ and I think you would maybe be making a mistake if you called it that in
your book. I am a midget, for instance—four feet tall. And the last we heard of my brother Frank,



he was wanted by the Florida police, the F.B.I., and the Treasury Department for running stolen
cars to Cuba on war-surplus L.S.T.’s. So I’m pretty sure ‘illustrious’ isn’t quite the word you’re
after. ‘Glamorous’ is probably closer to the truth.“P.P.P.S. Twenty-four hours later. I have reread
this letter and I can see where somebody might get the impression that I don’t do anything but sit
around and remember sad things and pity myself. Actually, I am a very lucky person and I know
it. I am about to marry a wonderful little girl. There is love enough in this world for everybody, if
people will just look. I am proof of that.”8 NEWT’S THING WITH ZINKANEWT DID NOT TELL
ME who his girl friend was. But about two weeks after he wrote to me everybody in the country
knew that her name was Zinka—plain Zinka. Apparently she didn’t have a last name.Zinka was a
Ukrainian midget, a dancer with the Borzoi Dance Company. As it happened, Newt saw a
performance by that company in Indianapolis, before he went to Cornell. And then the company
danced at Cornell. When the Cornell performance was over, little Newt was outside the stage
door with a dozen long-stemmed American Beauty roses.The newspapers picked up the story
when little Zinka asked for political asylum in the United States, and then she and little Newt
disappeared.One week after that, little Zinka presented herself at the Russian Embassy. She
said Americans were too materialistic. She said she wanted to go back home.Newt took shelter
in his sister’s house in Indianapolis. He gave one brief statement to the press. “It was a private
matter,” he said. “It was an affair of the heart. I have no regrets. What happened is nobody’s
business but Zinka’s and my own.”One enterprising American reporter in Moscow, making
inquiries about Zinka among dance people there, made the unkind discovery that Zinka was not,
as she claimed, only twenty-three years old.She was forty-two—old enough to be Newt’s
mother.8 NEWT’S THING WITH ZINKANEWT DID NOT TELL ME who his girl friend was. But
about two weeks after he wrote to me everybody in the country knew that her name was Zinka—
plain Zinka. Apparently she didn’t have a last name.Zinka was a Ukrainian midget, a dancer with
the Borzoi Dance Company. As it happened, Newt saw a performance by that company in
Indianapolis, before he went to Cornell. And then the company danced at Cornell. When the
Cornell performance was over, little Newt was outside the stage door with a dozen long-
stemmed American Beauty roses.The newspapers picked up the story when little Zinka asked
for political asylum in the United States, and then she and little Newt disappeared.One week
after that, little Zinka presented herself at the Russian Embassy. She said Americans were too
materialistic. She said she wanted to go back home.Newt took shelter in his sister’s house in
Indianapolis. He gave one brief statement to the press. “It was a private matter,” he said. “It was
an affair of the heart. I have no regrets. What happened is nobody’s business but Zinka’s and my
own.”One enterprising American reporter in Moscow, making inquiries about Zinka among
dance people there, made the unkind discovery that Zinka was not, as she claimed, only twenty-
three years old.She was forty-two—old enough to be Newt’s mother.8 NEWT’S THING WITH
ZINKANEWT DID NOT TELL ME who his girl friend was. But about two weeks after he wrote to
me everybody in the country knew that her name was Zinka—plain Zinka. Apparently she didn’t
have a last name.Zinka was a Ukrainian midget, a dancer with the Borzoi Dance Company. As it



happened, Newt saw a performance by that company in Indianapolis, before he went to Cornell.
And then the company danced at Cornell. When the Cornell performance was over, little Newt
was outside the stage door with a dozen long-stemmed American Beauty roses.The
newspapers picked up the story when little Zinka asked for political asylum in the United States,
and then she and little Newt disappeared.One week after that, little Zinka presented herself at
the Russian Embassy. She said Americans were too materialistic. She said she wanted to go
back home.Newt took shelter in his sister’s house in Indianapolis. He gave one brief statement to
the press. “It was a private matter,” he said. “It was an affair of the heart. I have no regrets. What
happened is nobody’s business but Zinka’s and my own.”One enterprising American reporter in
Moscow, making inquiries about Zinka among dance people there, made the unkind discovery
that Zinka was not, as she claimed, only twenty-three years old.She was forty-two—old enough
to be Newt’s mother.9 VICE-PRESIDENT IN CHARGE OF VOLCANOESI LOAFED ON MY
BOOK about the day of the bomb.About a year later, two days before Christmas, another story
carried me through Ilium, New York, where Dr. Felix Hoenikker had done most of his work; where
little Newt, Frank, and Angela had spent their formative years.I stopped off in Ilium to see what I
could see.There were no live Hoenikkers left in Ilium, but there were plenty of people who
claimed to have known well the old man and his three peculiar children.I made an appointment
with Dr. Asa Breed, Vice-president in charge of the Research Laboratory of the General Forge
and Foundry Company. I suppose Dr. Breed was a member of my karass, too, though he took a
dislike to me almost immediately.“Likes and dislikes have nothing to do with it,” says Bokonon—
an easy warning to forget.“I understand you were Dr. Hoenikker’s supervisor during most of his
professional life,” I said to Dr. Breed on the telephone.“On paper,” he said.“I don’t understand,” I
said.“If I actually supervised Felix,” he said, “then I’m ready now to take charge of volcanoes, the
tides, and the migrations of birds and lemmings. The man was a force of nature no mortal could
possibly control.”9 VICE-PRESIDENT IN CHARGE OF VOLCANOESI LOAFED ON MY BOOK
about the day of the bomb.About a year later, two days before Christmas, another story carried
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Breed, Vice-president in charge of the Research Laboratory of the General Forge and Foundry
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me through Ilium, New York, where Dr. Felix Hoenikker had done most of his work; where little
Newt, Frank, and Angela had spent their formative years.I stopped off in Ilium to see what I could
see.There were no live Hoenikkers left in Ilium, but there were plenty of people who claimed to
have known well the old man and his three peculiar children.I made an appointment with Dr. Asa
Breed, Vice-president in charge of the Research Laboratory of the General Forge and Foundry
Company. I suppose Dr. Breed was a member of my karass, too, though he took a dislike to me
almost immediately.“Likes and dislikes have nothing to do with it,” says Bokonon—an easy
warning to forget.“I understand you were Dr. Hoenikker’s supervisor during most of his
professional life,” I said to Dr. Breed on the telephone.“On paper,” he said.“I don’t understand,” I
said.“If I actually supervised Felix,” he said, “then I’m ready now to take charge of volcanoes, the
tides, and the migrations of birds and lemmings. The man was a force of nature no mortal could
possibly control.”10 SECRET AGENT X-9DR. BREED MADE an appointment with me for early
the next morning. He would pick me up at my hotel on his way to work, he said, thus simplifying
my entry into the heavily-guarded Research Laboratory.So I had a night to kill in Ilium. I was
already in the beginning and end of night life in Ilium, the Del Prado Hotel. Its bar, the Cape Cod
Room, was a hangout for whores.As it happened—“as it was meant to happen,” Bokonon would
say—the whore next to me at the bar and the bartender serving me had both gone to high
school with Franklin Hoenikker, the bug tormentor, the middle child, the missing son.The whore,
who said her name was Sandra, offered me delights unobtainable outside of Place Pigalle and
Port Said. I said I wasn’t interested, and she was bright enough to say that she wasn’t really
interested either. As things turned out, we had both overestimated our apathies, but not by
much.Before we took the measure of each other’s passions, however, we talked about Frank
Hoenikker, and we talked about the old man, and we talked a little about Asa Breed, and we
talked about the General Forge and Foundry Company, and we talked about the Pope and birth
control, about Hitler and the Jews. We talked about phonies. We talked about truth. We talked
about gangsters; we talked about business. We talked about the nice poor people who went to
the electric chair; and we talked about the rich bastards who didn’t. We talked about religious
people who had perversions. We talked about a lot of things.We got drunk.The bartender was
very nice to Sandra. He liked her. He respected her. He told me that Sandra had been chairman
of the Class Colors Committee at Ilium High. Every class, he explained, got to pick distinctive
colors for itself in its junior year, and then it got to wear those colors with pride.“What colors did
you pick?” I asked.“Orange and black.”“Those are good colors.”“I thought so.”“Was Franklin
Hoenikker on the Class Colors Committee, too?”“He wasn’t on anything,” said Sandra scornfully.
“He never got on any committee, never played any game, never took any girl out. I don’t think he
ever even talked to a girl. We used to call him Secret Agent X-9.”“X-9?”“You know—he was
always acting like he was on his way between two secret places; couldn’t ever talk to
anybody.”“Maybe he really did have a very rich secret life,” I suggested.“Nah.”“Nah,” sneered the
bartender. “He was just one of those kids who made model airplanes and jerked off all the
time.”10 SECRET AGENT X-9DR. BREED MADE an appointment with me for early the next



morning. He would pick me up at my hotel on his way to work, he said, thus simplifying my entry
into the heavily-guarded Research Laboratory.So I had a night to kill in Ilium. I was already in the
beginning and end of night life in Ilium, the Del Prado Hotel. Its bar, the Cape Cod Room, was a
hangout for whores.As it happened—“as it was meant to happen,” Bokonon would say—the
whore next to me at the bar and the bartender serving me had both gone to high school with
Franklin Hoenikker, the bug tormentor, the middle child, the missing son.The whore, who said
her name was Sandra, offered me delights unobtainable outside of Place Pigalle and Port Said. I
said I wasn’t interested, and she was bright enough to say that she wasn’t really interested
either. As things turned out, we had both overestimated our apathies, but not by much.Before we
took the measure of each other’s passions, however, we talked about Frank Hoenikker, and we
talked about the old man, and we talked a little about Asa Breed, and we talked about the
General Forge and Foundry Company, and we talked about the Pope and birth control, about
Hitler and the Jews. We talked about phonies. We talked about truth. We talked about gangsters;
we talked about business. We talked about the nice poor people who went to the electric chair;
and we talked about the rich bastards who didn’t. We talked about religious people who had
perversions. We talked about a lot of things.We got drunk.The bartender was very nice to
Sandra. He liked her. He respected her. He told me that Sandra had been chairman of the Class
Colors Committee at Ilium High. Every class, he explained, got to pick distinctive colors for itself
in its junior year, and then it got to wear those colors with pride.“What colors did you pick?” I
asked.“Orange and black.”“Those are good colors.”“I thought so.”“Was Franklin Hoenikker on the
Class Colors Committee, too?”“He wasn’t on anything,” said Sandra scornfully. “He never got on
any committee, never played any game, never took any girl out. I don’t think he ever even talked
to a girl. We used to call him Secret Agent X-9.”“X-9?”“You know—he was always acting like he
was on his way between two secret places; couldn’t ever talk to anybody.”“Maybe he really did
have a very rich secret life,” I suggested.“Nah.”“Nah,” sneered the bartender. “He was just one of
those kids who made model airplanes and jerked off all the time.”10 SECRET AGENT X-9DR.
BREED MADE an appointment with me for early the next morning. He would pick me up at my
hotel on his way to work, he said, thus simplifying my entry into the heavily-guarded Research
Laboratory.So I had a night to kill in Ilium. I was already in the beginning and end of night life in
Ilium, the Del Prado Hotel. Its bar, the Cape Cod Room, was a hangout for whores.As it
happened—“as it was meant to happen,” Bokonon would say—the whore next to me at the bar
and the bartender serving me had both gone to high school with Franklin Hoenikker, the bug
tormentor, the middle child, the missing son.The whore, who said her name was Sandra, offered
me delights unobtainable outside of Place Pigalle and Port Said. I said I wasn’t interested, and
she was bright enough to say that she wasn’t really interested either. As things turned out, we
had both overestimated our apathies, but not by much.Before we took the measure of each
other’s passions, however, we talked about Frank Hoenikker, and we talked about the old man,
and we talked a little about Asa Breed, and we talked about the General Forge and Foundry
Company, and we talked about the Pope and birth control, about Hitler and the Jews. We talked



about phonies. We talked about truth. We talked about gangsters; we talked about business. We
talked about the nice poor people who went to the electric chair; and we talked about the rich
bastards who didn’t. We talked about religious people who had perversions. We talked about a
lot of things.We got drunk.The bartender was very nice to Sandra. He liked her. He respected
her. He told me that Sandra had been chairman of the Class Colors Committee at Ilium High.
Every class, he explained, got to pick distinctive colors for itself in its junior year, and then it got
to wear those colors with pride.“What colors did you pick?” I asked.“Orange and black.”“Those
are good colors.”“I thought so.”“Was Franklin Hoenikker on the Class Colors Committee,
too?”“He wasn’t on anything,” said Sandra scornfully. “He never got on any committee, never
played any game, never took any girl out. I don’t think he ever even talked to a girl. We used to
call him Secret Agent X-9.”“X-9?”“You know—he was always acting like he was on his way
between two secret places; couldn’t ever talk to anybody.”“Maybe he really did have a very rich
secret life,” I suggested.“Nah.”“Nah,” sneered the bartender. “He was just one of those kids who
made model airplanes and jerked off all the time.”11 PROTEIN“HE WAS SUPPOSED TO BE
our commencement speaker,” said Sandra.“Who was?” I asked.“Dr. Hoenikker—the old
man.”“What did he say?”“He didn’t show up.”“So you didn’t get a commencement address?”“Oh,
we got one. Dr. Breed, the one you’re gonna see tomorrow, he showed up, all out of breath, and
he gave some kind of talk.”“What did he say?”“He said he hoped a lot of us would have careers
in science,” she said. She didn’t see anything funny in that. She was remembering a lesson that
had impressed 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 would study
science more, there wouldn’t be all the trouble there was.”“He said science was going to
discover the basic secret of life someday,” the bartender put in. He scratched his head and
frowned. “Didn’t I read in the paper the other day where they’d finally found out what it was?”“I
missed that,” I murmured.“I saw that,” said Sandra. “About two days ago.”“That’s right,” said the
bartender.“What is the secret of life?” I asked.“I forget,” said Sandra.“Protein,” the bartender
declared. “They found out something about protein.”“Yeah,” said Sandra, “that’s it.”11
PROTEIN“HE WAS SUPPOSED TO BE our commencement speaker,” said Sandra.“Who was?”
I asked.“Dr. Hoenikker—the old man.”“What did he say?”“He didn’t show up.”“So you didn’t get a
commencement address?”“Oh, we got one. Dr. Breed, the one you’re gonna see tomorrow, he
showed up, all out of breath, and he gave some kind of talk.”“What did he say?”“He said he
hoped a lot of us would have careers in science,” she said. She didn’t see anything funny in that.
She was remembering a lesson that had impressed 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 would study science more, there wouldn’t be all the trouble there was.”“He said
science was going to discover the basic secret of life someday,” the bartender put in. He
scratched his head and frowned. “Didn’t I read in the paper the other day where they’d finally



found out what it was?”“I missed that,” I murmured.“I saw that,” said Sandra. “About two days
ago.”“That’s right,” said the bartender.“What is the secret of life?” I asked.“I forget,” said
Sandra.“Protein,” the bartender declared. “They found out something about protein.”“Yeah,” said
Sandra, “that’s it.”11 PROTEIN“HE WAS SUPPOSED TO BE our commencement speaker,”
said Sandra.“Who was?” I asked.“Dr. Hoenikker—the old man.”“What did he say?”“He didn’t
show up.”“So you didn’t get a commencement address?”“Oh, we got one. Dr. Breed, the one
you’re gonna see tomorrow, he showed up, all out of breath, and he gave some kind of
talk.”“What did he say?”“He said he hoped a lot of us would have careers in science,” she said.
She didn’t see anything funny in that. She was remembering a lesson that had impressed 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 would study science more, there wouldn’t
be all the trouble there was.”“He said science was going to discover the basic secret of life
someday,” the bartender put in. He scratched his head and frowned. “Didn’t I read in the paper
the other day where they’d finally found out what it was?”“I missed that,” I murmured.“I saw that,”
said Sandra. “About two days ago.”“That’s right,” said the bartender.“What is the secret of life?” I
asked.“I forget,” said Sandra.“Protein,” the bartender declared. “They found out something about
protein.”“Yeah,” said Sandra, “that’s it.”12 END OF THE WORLD DELIGHTAN OLDER
BARTENDER came over to join in our conversation in the Cape Cod Room of the Del Prado.
When he heard that I was writing a book about the day of the bomb, he told me what the day had
been like 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 Room then,” he said.
“We didn’t have all these fugging nets and seashells around. It was called the Navajo Tepee in
those days. Had Indian blankets and cow skulls on the walls. Had little tom-toms on the tables.
People were supposed to beat on the tom-toms when they wanted service. They tried to get me
to wear a war bonnet, but I wouldn’t do it. Real Navajo Indian came in here one day; told me
Navajos didn’t live in tepees. ‘That’s a fugging shame,’ I told him. Before that it was the Pompeii
Room, with busted plaster all over the place; but no matter what they call the room, they never
change the fugging light fixtures. Never change the fugging people who come in or the fugging
town outside, either. The day they dropped Hoenikker’s fugging bomb on the Japanese a bum
came in and tried to scrounge a drink. He wanted me to give him a drink on account of the world
was coming to an end. So I mixed him an ‘End of the World Delight.’ I gave him about a half-pint
of crème de menthe in a hollowed-out pineapple, with whipped cream and a cherry on top.
‘There, you pitiful son of a bitch,’ I said to him, ‘don’t ever say I never did anything for you.’
Another guy came in, and he said he was quitting his job at the Research Laboratory; said
anything a scientist worked on was sure to wind up as a weapon, one way or another. Said he
didn’t want to help politicians with their fugging wars anymore. Name was Breed. I asked him if
he was any relation to the boss of the fugging Research Laboratory. He said he fugging well was.
Said he was the boss of the Research Laboratory’s fugging son.”12 END OF THE WORLD
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up as a weapon, one way or another. Said he didn’t want to help politicians with their fugging
wars anymore. Name was Breed. I asked him if he was any relation to the boss of the fugging
Research Laboratory. He said he fugging well was. Said he was the boss of the Research
Laboratory’s fugging son.”13 THE JUMPING-OFF PLACEAH, GOD, what an ugly city Ilium
is!“Ah, God,” says Bokonon, “what an ugly city every city is!”Sleet was falling through a
motionless blanket of smog. It was early morning. I was riding in the Lincoln sedan of Dr. Asa
Breed. I was vaguely ill, still a little drunk from the night before. Dr. Breed was driving. Tracks of a
long-abandoned trolley system kept catching the wheels of his car.Breed was a pink old man,
very prosperous, beautifully dressed. His manner was civilized, optimistic, capable, serene. I, by
contrast, felt bristly, diseased, cynical. I had spent the night with Sandra.My soul seemed as foul
as smoke from burning cat fur.I thought the worst of everyone, and I knew some pretty sordid
things about Dr. Asa Breed, things Sandra had told me.Sandra told me everyone in Ilium was
sure that Dr. Breed had been in love with Felix Hoenikker’s wife. She told me that most people
thought Breed was the father of all three Hoenikker children.“Do you know Ilium at all?” Dr. Breed
suddenly asked me.“This is my first visit.”“It’s a family town.”“Sir?”“There isn’t much in the way of
night life. Everybody’s life pretty much centers around his family and his home.”“That sounds
very wholesome.”“It is. We have very little juvenile delinquency.”“Good.”“Ilium has a very
interesting history, you know.”“That’s very interesting.”“It used to be the jumping-off place, you
know.”“Sir?”“For the Western migration.”“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.”“I don’t suppose crime paid any
better then than it does now.”“There was one man they hanged here in 1782 who had murdered
twenty-six people. I’ve often thought somebody ought to do a book about him sometime. George
Minor Moakely. He sang a song on the scaffold. He sang a song he’d composed for the
occasion.”“What was the song about?”“You can find the words over at the Historical Society, if
you’re really interested.”“I 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,” I said.13 THE JUMPING-OFF PLACEAH, GOD, what an
ugly city Ilium is!“Ah, God,” says Bokonon, “what an ugly city every city is!”Sleet was falling
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Ilium was sure that Dr. Breed had been in love with Felix Hoenikker’s wife. She told me that most
people thought Breed was the father of all three Hoenikker children.“Do you know Ilium at all?”
Dr. Breed suddenly asked me.“This is my first visit.”“It’s a family town.”“Sir?”“There isn’t much in



the way of night life. Everybody’s life pretty much centers around his family and his home.”“That
sounds very wholesome.”“It is. We have very little juvenile delinquency.”“Good.”“Ilium has a very
interesting history, you know.”“That’s very interesting.”“It used to be the jumping-off place, you
know.”“Sir?”“For the Western migration.”“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.”“I don’t suppose crime paid any
better then than it does now.”“There was one man they hanged here in 1782 who had murdered
twenty-six people. I’ve often thought somebody ought to do a book about him sometime. George
Minor Moakely. He sang a song on the scaffold. He sang a song he’d composed for the
occasion.”“What was the song about?”“You can find the words over at the Historical Society, if
you’re really interested.”“I 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,” I said.13 THE JUMPING-OFF PLACEAH, GOD, what an
ugly city Ilium is!“Ah, God,” says Bokonon, “what an ugly city every city is!”Sleet was falling
through a motionless blanket of smog. It was early morning. I was riding in the Lincoln sedan of
Dr. Asa Breed. I was vaguely ill, still a little drunk from the night before. Dr. Breed was driving.
Tracks of a long-abandoned trolley system kept catching the wheels of his car.Breed was a pink
old man, very prosperous, beautifully dressed. His manner was civilized, optimistic, capable,
serene. I, by contrast, felt bristly, diseased, cynical. I had spent the night with Sandra.My soul
seemed as foul as smoke from burning cat fur.I thought the worst of everyone, and I knew some
pretty sordid things about Dr. Asa Breed, things Sandra had told me.Sandra told me everyone in
Ilium was sure that Dr. Breed had been in love with Felix Hoenikker’s wife. She told me that most
people thought Breed was the father of all three Hoenikker children.“Do you know Ilium at all?”
Dr. Breed suddenly asked me.“This is my first visit.”“It’s a family town.”“Sir?”“There isn’t much in
the way of night life. Everybody’s life pretty much centers around his family and his home.”“That
sounds very wholesome.”“It is. We have very little juvenile delinquency.”“Good.”“Ilium has a very
interesting history, you know.”“That’s very interesting.”“It used to be the jumping-off place, you
know.”“Sir?”“For the Western migration.”“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.”“I don’t suppose crime paid any
better then than it does now.”“There was one man they hanged here in 1782 who had murdered
twenty-six people. I’ve often thought somebody ought to do a book about him sometime. George
Minor Moakely. He sang a song on the scaffold. He sang a song he’d composed for the
occasion.”“What was the song about?”“You can find the words over at the Historical Society, if
you’re really interested.”“I 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,” I said.14 WHEN AUTOMOBILES HAD CUT-GLASS
VASESMY SICK HEAD wobbled on my stiff neck. The trolley tracks had caught the wheels of Dr.
Breed’s glossy Lincoln again.I asked Dr. Breed how many people were trying to reach the



General Forge and Foundry Company by eight o’clock, and he told me thirty
thousand.Policemen in yellow raincapes 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 tomfoolery again and again, telling the glacier of automobiles
what to do. Green meant go. Red meant stop. Orange meant change and caution.Dr. Breed told
me that Dr. Hoenikker, as a very young man, had simply abandoned his car in Ilium traffic one
morning.“The police, trying to find out what was holding up traffic,” he said, “found Felix’s car in
the middle of everything, its motor running, a cigar burning in the ash tray, fresh flowers in the
vases …”“Vases?”“It was a Marmon, 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 morning.
And there that car was in the middle of traffic.”“Like the Marie Celeste,” I suggested.“The Police
Department hauled it away. They knew whose car it was, and they called up Felix, and they told
him very politely where his car could be picked up. Felix told them they could keep it, that he
didn’t want it any more.”“Did they?”“No. They called up his wife, and she came and got the
Marmon.”“What was her name, by the way?”“Emily.” Dr. Breed licked his lips, and he got a
faraway look, and he said the name of the woman, of the woman so long dead, again.
“Emily.”“Do you think anybody would object if I used the story about the Marmon in my book?” I
asked.“As long as you don’t use the end of it.”“The end of it?”“Emily wasn’t used to driving the
Marmon. She got into a bad wreck on the way home. It did something to her pelvis …” The traffic
wasn’t moving just then. Dr. Breed closed his eyes and tightened his hands on the steering
wheel.14 WHEN AUTOMOBILES HAD CUT-GLASS VASESMY SICK HEAD wobbled on my
stiff neck. The trolley tracks had caught the wheels of Dr. Breed’s glossy Lincoln again.I asked
Dr. Breed how many people were trying to reach the General Forge and Foundry Company by
eight o’clock, and he told me thirty thousand.Policemen in yellow raincapes 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 tomfoolery again and
again, telling the glacier of automobiles what to do. Green meant go. Red meant stop. Orange
meant change and caution.Dr. Breed told me that Dr. Hoenikker, as a very young man, had
simply abandoned his car in Ilium traffic one morning.“The police, trying to find out what was
holding up traffic,” he said, “found Felix’s car in the middle of everything, its motor running, a
cigar burning in the ash tray, fresh flowers in the vases …”“Vases?”“It was a Marmon, 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 morning. And there that car was in the middle of traffic.”“Like the
Marie Celeste,” I suggested.“The Police Department hauled it away. They knew whose car it was,
and they called up Felix, and they told him very politely where his car could be picked up. Felix
told them they could keep it, that he didn’t want it any more.”“Did they?”“No. They called up his
wife, and she came and got the Marmon.”“What was her name, by the way?”“Emily.” Dr. Breed
licked his lips, and he got a faraway look, and he said the name of the woman, of the woman so
long dead, again. “Emily.”“Do you think anybody would object if I used the story about the



Marmon in my book?” I asked.“As long as you don’t use the end of it.”“The end of it?”“Emily
wasn’t used to driving the Marmon. She got into a bad wreck on the way home. It did something
to her pelvis …” The traffic wasn’t moving just then. Dr. Breed closed his eyes and tightened his
hands on the steering wheel.14 WHEN AUTOMOBILES HAD CUT-GLASS VASESMY SICK
HEAD wobbled on my stiff neck. The trolley tracks had caught the wheels of Dr. Breed’s glossy
Lincoln again.I asked Dr. Breed how many people were trying to reach the General Forge and
Foundry Company by eight o’clock, and he told me thirty thousand.Policemen in yellow
raincapes 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
tomfoolery again and again, telling the glacier of automobiles what to do. Green meant go. Red
meant stop. Orange meant change and caution.Dr. Breed told me that Dr. Hoenikker, as a very
young man, had simply abandoned his car in Ilium traffic one morning.“The police, trying to find
out what was holding up traffic,” he said, “found Felix’s car in the middle of everything, its motor
running, a cigar burning in the ash tray, fresh flowers in the vases …”“Vases?”“It was a Marmon,
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 morning. And there that car was in the middle of
traffic.”“Like the Marie Celeste,” I suggested.“The Police Department hauled it away. They knew
whose car it was, and they called up Felix, and they told him very politely where his car could be
picked up. Felix told them they could keep it, that he didn’t want it any more.”“Did they?”“No.
They called up his wife, and she came and got the Marmon.”“What was her name, by the
way?”“Emily.” Dr. Breed licked his lips, and he got a faraway look, and he said the name of the
woman, of the woman so long dead, again. “Emily.”“Do you think anybody would object if I used
the story about the Marmon in my book?” I asked.“As long as you don’t use the end of it.”“The
end of it?”“Emily wasn’t used to driving the Marmon. She got into a bad wreck on the way home.
It did something to her pelvis …” The traffic wasn’t moving just then. Dr. Breed closed his eyes
and tightened his hands on the steering wheel.
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Indiana Adam, “Classic. Classic Vonnegut. Good story. Shows his satirical view of humanity in
an interesting and delightful way. I love how his writing is light hearted and simple yet his
implications and themes are deep and dark.A good book if you love Vonnegut. If you’ve heard of
him but want something to get you started in his works, may I recommend “Welcome to the
Monkeyhouse” or “Slaughterhouse 5”.”

Leah Russell, “Life is meaningless. Or perhaps, even the cat's cradle has meaning. Concise and
clever. I love the way he thinks. Read this book.”

Satisfied Reader, “He has something to say and a unique style (absolutely back in the 60's).. He
wrote it in the sixties I believe, so you have to get high to read it straight through in one sitting,
but his satire sort of holds up as his thinking was ahead of his time. However, you've got to read
at least one of his books. He's an important writer. He has something to say and a unique style
(absolutely in the 60's).”

Robert P. Poole, “Review of the Rosetta Books e-book Kindle edition. I don't want to spend too
much time writing a review of what is, in essence, a classic novel. This is my first reading of
Cat's Cradle, and my first time reading anything of substantial length by Kurt Vonnegut. The
simple reason I don't want to spend too much time reviewing this book is that it has already been
reviewed countless times, especially by people far more familiar with it than I am.SPOILER
ALERT! This is a short book, and it's almost impossible to avoid spoiling even the ending while
trying to discuss significant aspects of the work. Also, this book has been around a while,
meaning it's highly unlikely you won't have heard at least a capsule summary of the plot. That
said, the following two paragraphs reveal details near the end of the book.There were only two
things I found disappointing in the story: First, there was no speculation nor explanation given
as to why there would suddenly be purple-mouthed tornadoes all over the place. Perhaps that
was just the author's speculation about the knock-on effects of all the Earth's water suddenly
converting to ice-nine.Second, there was mention of a strange nimbus ("lavender corona")
surrounding the "weird plug" of rock sitting on the back of Mt. McCabe, and it wasn't clear if this
was some strange phenomenon or not; the narrator spoke of his desire to visit this formation, to
climb it, but he never reports doing so. It's an unexplored detail, and in such a slender volume,
such things make me wish for more.The writing was excellent: literate, trenchant and witty. This
is my first foray into Vonnegut, so I have no other points of reference to go by.The Rosetta Books
edition of this Kindle e-book seems to fall somewhere between the ultra-cheap e-books (free or
$0.99) and the premium e-books (with list prices close to those of the print editions) sold by
Amazon -- both in terms of price and in terms of general quality. This edition was mostly decent,
but had some typesetting issues with punctuation (wrong type of quote or apostrophe used --
open quote instead of close quote, for instance). Further, there were several cases where it was



obvious that the text was obtained using OCR of a print edition, and this manifested frequently
as the wrong letter in a word, or a letter like "m" being replaced by "rn."I was never unable to
determine what was truly meant in any passage, but the handful of flaws in this e-book could be
easily corrected.”

NoNonsense, “Fun, fast read. I am not usually a huge sci-fi reader, but this was recommended to
me as a classic. I definitely enjoyed it. It wasn’t scary, and it did not include outer space themes.
It is literally a science fiction. A novel about science. A good story and I read it in one day.
Definitely worth the read.”

Carioca56, “A Parable For The End of Time. Cat's Cradle is arguably Vonneguts greatest work,
although I haven't read them all. It's about the end of the world, and starts on the anniversary of
the end of the world for the Japanese, the day the atom bomb was dropped on Hiroshima.Our
protagonist, Jonah, is writing a book about the end of the world. He ends up interviewing the
offspring of the father of the atom bomb, Dr. Felix Hoenikker, an eccentric, seemingly uncaring
father who, unbeknownst to most, also makes "Ice Nine" before he dies. Ice Nine causes
everything to freeze. It precipates the end of the world.Before Ice Nine takes over, and freezes
the world, Vonnegut takes us on a whirlwind tour of the hearts and minds of a slew of zany
characters, from Newt the midget, son of The Father of The Atom Bomb, to a secretary who
disdains anyone who "thinks too much," to a philanthropist who turns out to be the complete
opposite, to a zillion others (almost too many) in between. We are taken to the island of San
Lorenzo, a Carribean banana republic run by a paranoind, eccentric dictator that is totally at the
beck and call of the USA, and that is where things really get weird.This book is divided into 127
very short chapters, which makes it not only easier to read and remember, but also made it
easier, I'm sure, for Mr. Vonnegut to write.One of the main points of this story, if I understand
correctly, is that religion, in this case "Bokonism," is pretty much a hodge-podge/hocus-pocus
bed of spectacular lies. In the end, the founder of Bokonism, Bokonen, admits himself that it
was all a complete joke, not to be taken sersiously (how can anyone take seriously a religion
where people make love by rubbing their feet together?), but I won't spoil it by telling you what
happens in between.Mad scientists and their nervous secretaries, midget kung-fu, foot sex,
countless hungry, skinny, stupid natives, one beautiful, "healthy" native, fat businessmen here to
save the world, steep jungles, waterfalls, underground bomb shelters, earthquakes, tornadoes,
fire and brimstone (don't tell Vonnegut I said that), horse faced flute playing enfent terribles, and
much, much more. Oh, and I almost forgot. Ice Nine. How could I forget Ice Nine?This book is a
parable for the end of time.”

Katie V. Atwood, “Vonnegut's manifesto. I'm sure I read this about 30 years ago, but re-reading it
lately was such a treat! Aging brains don't remember that much sometimes, and so it was sweet
reading again. Highly recommend this brilliant philosopher who is as relevant today as he was



years ago.  A little (a lot!) of humor makes the medicine go down.....”

Yeoman, “The End is Nigh and Darkness Lies Within. This is my 12th Vonnegut, one of his own
favourite works and lauded as a 'Modern Classic'. Guess what ? I didn't like it.What we have is a
'road to global oblivion' warning from KV, very much in line with, as is often correctly stated, Dr
Strangelove. Published in 1963 it was very much of its time - Cuba et al - and pretty much
concerns mankind careering towards the end of the world by means of new weaponry (Ice-nine),
the industrial complex, ignorance and self-interest. The story is told through a cast of eccentric
personalities, typical of all KV's work, and is largely set on the mythic and very dark Caribbean
island of San Lorenzo..So what's wrong ?Well, three things. First of all the characters. They just
don't carry the wit and sympathy of those found in the earlier novels (especially the masterly
'Sirens of Titan') or following novels (such as the masterly 'Slaughterhouse 5'). 'Cats Cradle' is a
transitory work falling between the genres of these other books, 'Titans' being clear cut Sci-Fi
and 'Slaughterhouse' being pretty much that fantastical description defying invention that was to
become Vonnegut's own personal style. It has always seemed to me that Vonnegut developed
the gift of painting the most complex and fullest of characters with the sparsest most basic of
palettes. Here it just didn't work.Secondly, setting. St Lorenzo is dark, brooding and haunting. If
it's meant to be a cartoon representation it failed with me. It's just too dystopian and this takes it
away from the type of slapstick satire that Vonnegut made his own.Thirdly, plot. It's just too
predictable.So, why 4 Stars ?Well, its an important book. Important in terms of the subjects it
addresses, important in its place in the counter culture history of the sixties and important in the
development of Kurt Vonnegut the satirist. It should be read, just as I had to read 'Howard's End'
all those year's ago at college - I didn't like it but it was good for me.So, buy it and read it
because you should. HOWEVER, at all costs do not read the Introduction by Benjamin Kunkel
until after you've read the book - it's spoiler laden. Actually, don't bother with the Introduction at
all - it's awful.”

SGGW, “I am now a Bokononist.. I had heard of Vonnegut previously but it was only when it was
mentioned that Douglas Adams was influenced by him I thought I'd have a read. Very glad I did.
This is the one to start with as it's considered one of his best. I admit the thickness of the book, a
novella, as some would term it, was attractive to my mind simply because it was a quick read. It
is still relevant considering the spiralling idiocy of the political world.Read it, you will see.”

Captain Book, “Funny and wise.. I don't know how I missed this and I wish I'd read it years ago. I
don't think I've ever highlighted so many sentences in a book. Ever. Nothing remotely like
Dianetics, more like an antidote to L. Ron H type nonsense:“Tiger got to hunt, bird got to fly;Man
got to sit and wonder 'why, why, why?'Tiger got to sleep, bird got to land;Man got to tell himself
he understand.”An absolute delight of a read!”



Janie U, “Some great concepts - what an odd mind this author had. I'm new to Kurt Vonnegut,
having read Slaughterhouse 5 a few years ago and loved it but not really having the urge to read
anything else of his at the time. A late night dinner party conversation recently led me back to KV
and opinion seemed to be that's Cats Cradle would be a good place to continue my KV
reading.As expected, this book plays with the mind from the very beginning - what is truth and
what is a lie? Can religion be founded on lies? Who holds the power to end the world? KV opens
up his head to the reader through the narrator, Jonah, presenting his ideas and then questioning
them in a way which makes you question yourself.Reading the book feels as if you are there with
Jonah, experiencing his amazement and revelations as he mets all the bizarre characters and
uncovers their stories.Structurally, the book is just over 200 pages long and split into 127
chapters. This helps makes the novel a very accessible read. The style of writing is very
straightforward with lots going on below the surface.There are many different levels on which
this book can be read and I suspect that everyone will find different ideas in here, many of which
the author did not intend at all (this would delight KV I am sure!)And then there's the plot.......
The imagination of the author is amazing. He creates countries, religions and scientific theories
during the course of the story and they work wonderfully for most of the book. I felt though that
he overused some of the ideas and the ending was dragged out further than it needed.I'm not
sure I'll jump at the idea of reading another of his but I did enjoy the experience.”

MR S, “'See the cat. See the cradle.'. Written in Vonnegut's inimitable nihilistic yet totally wacky
style, this is a brilliant quick read that is impossible to put down. Vonnegut was an author who
was surrounded by cold war existential dread. Whilst he chooses to scorn this state of affairs
through the form of satire, the novel often gives way to a deep sense of dread. You can't help but
feel that this book's relevance is once again making itself obvious. As we move again into a time
of great instability and uncertainty, coupled with the great advances we continue to make in the
biological sciences, you find yourself simultaneously smirking and shivering at the horrifying yet
absurd events that unfold.”
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