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FAHRENHEIT 451:
The temperature at which book-paper catches fidebamnns

PART I

IT WAS A PLEASURE TO BURN

IT was a special pleasure to see things eatemretthings blackened and changed. With the
brass nozzle in his fists, with this great pythpitteg its venomous kerosene upon the world,
the blood pounded in his head, and his hands werbands of some amazing conductor playing
all the symphonies of blazing and burning to bidlogvn the tatters and charcoal ruins of history.
With his symbolic helmet numbered 451 on his sthkdd, and his eyes all orange flame with
the thought of what came next, he flicked the gn@nd the house jumped up in a gorging fire
that burned the evening sky red and yellow andkblde strode in a swarm of fireflies. He
wanted above all, like the old joke, to shove agharallow on a stick in the furnace, while the
flapping pigeon-winged books died on the porch lamah of the house. While the books went up
in sparkling whirls and blew away on a wind turmzatk with burning.

Montag grinned the fierce grin of all men singed dniven back by flame.

He knew that when he returned to the firehousenigét wink at himself, a minstrel man, burnt-
corked, in the mirror. Later, going to sleep, heulddeel the fiery smile still gripped by his face
muscles, in the dark. It never went away, thatlesnitinever ever went away, as long as he
remembered.

He hung up his black-beetle-coloured helmet andeghit, he hung his flameproof jacket neatly;
he showered luxuriously, and then, whistling, haindsockets, walked across the upper floor of
the fire station and fell down the hole. At thet la®ment, when disaster seemed positive, he
pulled his hands from his pockets and broke hifabrasping the golden pole. He slid to a
squeaking halt, the heels one inch from the coadtebr downstairs.

He walked out of the fire station and along themgtit street toward the subway where the
silent, air-propelled train slid soundlessly dowslubricated flue in the earth and let him out
with a great puff of warm air an to the cream-tiestalator rising to the suburb.

Whistling, he let the escalator waft him into thiéd sight air. He walked toward the comer,
thinking little at all about nothing in particuldefore he reached the corner, however, he
slowed as if a wind had sprung up from nowheréf, s@meone had called his name.

The last few nights he had had the most uncershngs about the sidewalk just around the
corner here, moving in the starlight toward his$ewHe had felt that a moment before his
making the turn, someone had been there. Theenes charged with a special calm as if
someone had waited there, quietly, and only a mobefore he came, simply turned to a
shadow and let him through. Perhaps his nose @etactaint perfume, perhaps the skin on the
backs of his hands, on his face, felt the tempegaise at this one spot where a person's
standing might raise the immediate atmosphere égnegs for an instant. There was no



understanding it. Each time he made the turn, tveosdy the white, unused, buckling sidewalk,
with perhaps, on one night, something vanishindtswacross a lawn before he could focus his
eyes or speak.

But now, tonight, he slowed almost to a stop. Higer mind, reaching out to turn the corner for
him, had heard the faintest whisper. Breathing?és the atmosphere compressed merely by
someone standing very quietly there, waiting?

He turned the corner.

The autumn leaves blew over the moonlit pavemestiah a way as to make the girl who was
moving there seem fixed to a sliding walk, lettthg motion of the wind and the leaves carry her
forward. Her head was half bent to watch her sistieghe circling leaves. Her face was slender
and milk-white, and in it was a kind of gentle hanghat touched over everything with tireless
curiosity. It was a look, almost, of pale surpriges dark eyes were so fixed to the world that no
move escaped them. Her dress was white and it efgdpHe almost thought he heard the
motion of her hands as she walked, and the infingimall sound now, the white stir of her face
turning when she discovered she was a moment awayd man who stood in the middle of the
pavement waiting.

The trees overhead made a great sound of letting doeir dry rain. The girl stopped and
looked as if she might pull back in surprise, msteéad stood regarding Montag with eyes so
dark and shining and alive, that he felt he had samething quite wonderful. But he knew his
mouth had only moved to say hello, and then whensslemed hypnotized by the salamander on
his arm and the phoenix-disc on his chest, he spgaa.

"Of course," he said, "you're a new neighbour, ‘aseu?"

"And you must be"-she raised her eyes from hisggsibnal symbols-"the fireman." Her voice
trailed off.

"How oddly you say that."

"I'd-I'd have known it with my eyes shut," she saidwly.

"What-the smell of kerosene? My wife always compddi he laughed. "You never wash it off
completely.”

"No, you don't,” she said, in awe.

He felt she was walking in a circle about him, taghhim end for end, shaking him quietly, and
emptying his pockets, without once moving herself.

"Kerosene," he said, because the silence had length "is nothing but perfume to me."”

"Does it seem like that, really?"

"Of course. Why not?"

She gave herself time to think of it. "I don't knb®he turned to face the sidewalk going toward
their homes. "Do you mind if | walk back with yolfm Clarisse McClellan.”

"Clarisse. Guy Montag. Come along. What are yomgloiut so late wandering around? How
old are you?"

They walked in the warm-cool blowing night on tlilgered pavement and there was the faintest
breath of fresh apricots and strawberries in theaaid he looked around and realized this was
quite impossible, so late in the year.

There was only the girl walking with him now, hacé bright as snow in the moonlight, and he
knew she was working his questions around, sedkimtpest answers she could possibly give.
"Well," she said, "I'm seventeen and I'm crazy. Whgle says the two always go together. When
people ask your age, he said, always say seveatekimsane. Isn't this a nice time of night to



walk? | like to smell things and look at thingsdasometimes stay up all night, walking, and
watch the sun rise."

They walked on again in silence and finally shel stioughtfully, "You know, I'm not afraid of
you at all.”

He was surprised. "Why should you be?"

"So many people are. Afraid of firemen, | mean. But're just a man, after all...”

He saw himself in her eyes, suspended in two shidiops of bright water, himself dark and
tiny, in fine detail, the lines about his moutheexthing there, as if her eyes were two
miraculous bits of violet amber that might captanel hold him intact. Her face, turned to him
now, was fragile milk crystal with a soft and catlight in it. It was not the hysterical light of
electricity but-what? But the strangely comfortabitel rare and gently flattering light of the
candle. One time, when he was a child, in a powguk, his mother had found and lit a last
candle and there had been a brief hour of redisgpwésuch illumination that space lost its vast
dimensions and drew comfortably around them, aag, tmother and son, alone, transformed,
hoping that the power might not come on again tmmns...

And then Clarisse McClellan said:

"Do you mind if | ask? How long have you workedatng a fireman?"

"Since | was twenty, ten years ago."

"Do you ever read any of the books you bum?"

He laughed. "That's against the law!"

"Oh. Of course."

"It's fine work. Monday bum Millay, Wednesday Wham Friday Faulkner, burn 'em to ashes,
then bum the ashes. That's our official slogan."”

They walked still further and the girl said, "Idntie that long ago firemen put fires out instedd o
going to start them?"

"No. Houses. have always been fireproof, take mgdvior it."

"Strange. | heard once that a long time ago housed to burn by accident and they needed
firemen to stop the flames."

He laughed.

She glanced quickly over. "Why are you laughing?"

"I don't know." He started to laugh again and seapp/NVhy?"

"You laugh when | haven't been funny and you answgét off. You never stop to think what
I've asked you."

He stopped walking, "You are an odd one," he daaking at her. "Haven't you any respect?"”
"l don't mean to be insulting. It's just, | lovewatch people too much, | guess.”

"Well, doesn't this mean anything to you?" He tapthee numerals 451 stitched on his char-
coloured sleeve.

"Yes," she whispered. She increased her pace. "avever watched the jet cars racing on the
boulevards down that way?

"You're changing the subject!"

"l sometimes think drivers don't know what gras®rsflowers, because they never see them
slowly," she said. "If you showed a driver a grééur, Oh yes! he'd say, that's grass! A pink
blur? That's a rose-garden! White blurs are hou&esvn blurs are cows. My uncle drove
slowly on a highway once. He drove forty miles aoihand they jailed him for two days. Isn't
that funny, and sad, too?"

"You think too many things," said Montag, uneasily.



"I rarely watch the 'parlour walls' or go to racedun Parks. So I've lots of time for crazy
thoughts, | guess. Have you seen the two-hundretidmg billboards in the country beyond
town? Did you know that once billboards were ombeiity feet long? But cars started rushing by
so quickly they had to stretch the advertisingsauit would last.”

"l didn't know that!" Montag laughed abruptly.

"Bet | know something else you don't. There's devth@ grass in the morning."

He suddenly couldn't remember if he had knowndhisot, and it made him quite irritable.

"And if you look"-she nodded at the sky-"thereman in the moon."

He hadn't looked for a long time.

They walked the rest of the way in silence, heositintful, his a kind of clenching and
uncomfortable silence in which he shot her accuglagces. When they reached her house all its
lights were blazing.

"What's going on?" Montag had rarely seen that nteouse lights.

"Oh, just my mother and father and uncle sittinguad, talking. It's like being a pedestrian, only
rarer. My uncle was arrested another time-didl y@li?-for being a pedestrian. Oh, we're most
peculiar.”

"But what do you talk about?"

She laughed at this. "Good night!" She startedempaalk. Then she seemed to remember
something and came back to look at him with worashet curiosity. "Are you happy?" she said.
"Am | what?" he cried.

But she was gone-running in the moonlight. Her tfidoor shut gently.

"Happy! Of all the nonsense."

He stopped laughing.

He put his hand into the glove-hole of his fronbdand let it know his touch. The front door
slid open.

Of course I'm happy. What does she think? I'm hetasked the quiet rooms. He stood looking
up at the ventilator grille in the hall and sudgder@membered that something lay hidden behind
the grille, something that seemed to peer downnatntow. He moved his eyes quickly away.
What a strange meeting on a strange night. He rdraezd nothing like it save one afternoon a
year ago when he had met an old man in the parkhaydhad talked ....

Montag shook his head. He looked at a blank wdilé girl's face was there, really quite
beautiful in memory: astonishing, in fact. She hacery thin face like the dial of a small clock
seen faintly in a dark room in the middle of a riigthen you waken to see the time and see the
clock telling you the hour and the minute and tbeosid, with a white silence and a glowing, all
certainty and knowing what it has to tell of thghtipassing swiftly on toward further
darknesses but moving also toward a new sun.

"What?" asked Montag of that other self, the subcus idiot that ran babbling at times, quite
independent of will, habit, and conscience.

He glanced back at the wall. How like a mirror,,ther face. Impossible; for how many people
did you know that refracted your own light to ydeéople were more often-he searched for a
simile, found one in his work-torches, blazing awagil they whiffed out. How rarely did other
people's faces take of you and throw back to yaur gavn expression, your own innermost
trembling thought?

What incredible power of identification the girldyashe was like the eager watcher of a
marionette show, anticipating each flicker of aelel each gesture of his hand, each flick of a
finger, the moment before it began. How long ha/ tialked together? Three minutes? Five?



Yet how large that time seemed now. How immensguad she was on the stage before him;
what a shadow she threw on the wall with her slebddy! He felt that if his eye itched, she
might blink. And if the muscles of his jaws stregdhimperceptibly, she would yawn long before
he would.

Why, he thought, now that I think of it, she almssémed to be waiting for me there, in the
street, so damned late at night ... .

He opened the bedroom door.

It was like coming into the cold marbled room ahausoleum after the moon had set. Complete
darkness, not a hint of the silver world outsidie, windows tightly shut, the chamber a tomb-
world where no sound from the great city could pexte. The room was not empty.

He listened.

The little mosquito-delicate dancing hum in the #ie electrical murmur of a hidden wasp snug
in its special pink warm nest. The music was alnmsti enough so he could follow the tune.
He felt his smile slide away, melt, fold over, atavn on itself like a tallow skin, like the stuff
of a fantastic candle burning too long and nowapsing and now blown out. Darkness. He was
not happy. He was not happy. He said the wordsnsdif. He recognized this as the true state
of affairs. He wore his happiness like a mask &edgirl had run off across the lawn with the
mask and there was no way of going to knock ordber and ask for it back.

Without turning on the light he imagined how the®m would look. His wife stretched on the
bed, uncovered and cold, like a body displayedherlitl of a tomb, her eyes fixed to the ceiling
by invisible threads of steel, immovable. And im bars the little Seashells, the thimble radios
tamped tight, and an electronic ocean of soundhusic and talk and music and talk coming in,
coming in on the shore of her unsleeping mind. oen was indeed empty. Every night the
waves came in and bore her off on their great tide®und, floating her, wide-eyed, toward
morning. There had been no night in the last twary¢hat Mildred had not swum that sea, had
not gladly gone down in it for the third time.

The room was cold but nonetheless he felt he cooldreathe. He did not wish to open the
curtains and open the french windows, for he didwent the moon to come into the room. So,
with the feeling of a man who will die in the ndydur for lack of air,.he felt his way toward his
open, separate, and therefore cold bed.

An instant before his foot hit the object on theofl he knew he would hit such an object. It was
not unlike the feeling he had experienced befomaiig the corner and almost knocking the girl
down. His foot, sending vibrations ahead, recelvack echoes of the small barrier across its
path even as the foot swung. His foot kicked. Thiea gave a dull clink and slid off in
darkness.

He stood very straight and listened to the persothe dark bed in the completely featureless
night. The breath coming out of the nostrils wasagat it stirred only the furthest fringes of life
a small leaf, a black feather, a single fibre af.ha

He still did not want outside light. He pulled dus igniter, felt the salamander etched on its
silver disc, gave it a flick....

Two moonstones looked up at him in the light ofdnsall hand-held fire; two pale moonstones
buried in a creek of clear water over which the bf the world ran, not touching them.

"Mildred !'"

Her face was like a snow-covered island upon whagh might fall; but it felt no rain; over

which clouds might pass their moving shadows, hatfelt no shadow. There was only the
singing of the thimble-wasps in her tamped-shus,eamnd her eyes all glass, and breath going in



and out, softly, faintly, in and out of her nostriand her not caring whether it came or went,
went or came.

The object he had sent tumbling with his foot ndintgd under the edge of his own bed. The
small crystal bottle of sleeping-tablets which iesdoday had been filled with thirty capsules
and which now lay uncapped and empty in the lighhbe tiny flare.

As he stood there the sky over the house screahhede was a tremendous ripping sound as if
two giant hands had torn ten thousand miles ofidiaen down the seam. Montag was cut in
half. He felt his chest chopped down and split a@dre jet-bombs going over, going over, going
over, one two, one two, one two, six of them, rohéhem, twelve of them, one and one and one
and another and another and another, did all tteastgng for him. He opened his own mouth
and let their shriek come down and out betweeib&ied teeth. The house shook. The flare went
out in his hand. The moonstones vanished. He ielh&nd plunge toward the telephone.

The jets were gone. He felt his lips move, brushirggmouthpiece of the phone. "Emergency
hospital.” A terrible whisper.

He felt that the stars had been pulverized by thma of the black jets and that in the morning
the earth would be thought as he stood shiveririgerdark, and let his lips go on moving and
moving.

They had this machine. They had two machines ye@lie of them slid down into your

stomach like a black cobra down an echoing wekilog for all the old water and the old time
gathered there. It drank up the green matter tbaefd to the top in a slow boil. Did it drink of
the darkness? Did it suck out all the poisons actated with the years? It fed in silence with an
occasional sound of inner suffocation and blinddgag. It had an Eye. The impersonal
operator of the machine could, by wearing a spegttal helmet, gaze into the soul of the
person whom he was pumping out. What did the Eg@ sk did not say. He saw but did not see
what the Eye saw. The entire operation was nokernhe digging of a trench in one's yard. The
woman on the bed was no more than a hard stratunadile they had reached. Go on, anyway,
shove the bore down, slush up the emptiness, If aubing could be brought out in the throb of
the suction snake. The operator stood smokingaxetig. The other machine was working too.
The other machine was operated by an equally iropatgellow in non-stainable reddish-brown
overalls. This machine pumped all of the blood friv& body and replaced it with fresh blood
and serum.

"Got to clean 'em out both ways," said the operat@anding over the silent woman. "No use
getting the stomach if you don't clean the bloogh\e that stuff in the blood and the blood hits
the brain like a mallet, bang, a couple of thoudames and the brain just gives up, just quits."
"Stop it!" said Montag.

"l was just sayin'," said the operator.

"Are you done?" said Montag.

They shut the machines up tight. "We're done."atiger did not even touch them. They stood
with the cigarette smoke curling around their nasgs into their eyes without making them
blink or squint. "That's fifty bucks."

"First, why don't you tell me if she'll be all rigghi

"Sure, she'll be O.K. We got all the mean stufhtiop our suitcase here, it can't get at her now.
As | said, you take out the old and put in the @@ you're O.K."

"Neither of you is an M.D. Why didn't they sendMrD. from Emergency?"

"Hell! " the operator's cigarette moved on his lipA/e get these cases nine or ten a night. Got so
many, starting a few years ago, we had the spe@ahines built. With the optical lens, of



course, that was new; the rest is ancient. Yout de@@'d an M.D., case like this; all you need is
two handymen, clean up the problem in half an hbook"-he started for the door-"we gotta go.
Just had another call on the old ear-thimble. Tleols from here. Someone else just jumped off
the cap of a pillbox. Call if you need us againefder quiet. We got a contra-sedative in her.
She'll wake up hungry. So long."

And the men with the cigarettes in their straighetl mouths, the men with the eyes of puff-
adders, took up their load of machine and tuber, tase of liquid melancholy and the slow dark
sludge of nameless stuff, and strolled out the door

Montag sank down into a chair and looked at thisnan. Her eyes were closed now, gently, and
he put out his hand to feel the warmness of breathis palm.

"Mildred," he said, at last.

There are too many of us, he thought. There aliersl of us and that's too many. Nobody
knows anyone. Strangers come and violate you. §rarcome and cut your heart out. Strangers
come and take your blood. Good God, who were tho=&? | never saw them before in my life!
Half an hour passed.

The bloodstream in this woman was new and it seeémbedve done a new thing to her. Her
cheeks were very pink and her lips were very fiaasth full of colour and they looked soft and
relaxed. Someone else's blood there. If only sometse's flesh and brain and memory. If only
they could have taken her mind along to the drgwode's and emptied the pockets and steamed
and cleansed it and reblocked it and brought ik lia¢he morning. If only . . .

He got up and put back the curtains and openeditisiows wide to let the night air in. It was
two o'clock in the morning. Was it only an hour agtarisse McClellan in the street, and him
coming in, and the dark room and his foot kickihg little crystal bottle? Only an hour, but the
world had melted down and sprung up in a new ataudess form.

Laughter blew across the moon-coloured lawn froenhtbuse of Clarisse and her father and
mother and the uncle who smiled so quietly andasnesstly. Above all, their laughter was
relaxed and hearty and not forced in any way, cgrfrom the house that was so brightly lit this
late at night while all the other houses were kephemselves in darkness. Montag heard the
voices talking, talking, talking, giving, talkingieaving, reweaving their hypnotic web.

Montag moved out through the french windows andsed the lawn, without even thinking of

it. He stood outside the talking house in the shadohinking he might even tap on their door
and whisper, "Let me come in. | won't say anythirjgst want to listen. What is it you're
saying?"

But instead he stood there, very cold, his faceaaknof ice, listening to a man's voice (the
uncle?) moving along at an easy pace:

"Well, after all, this is the age of the disposdidsue. Blow your nose on a person, wad them,
flush them away, reach for another, blow, wad,HlUisveryone using everyone else's coattails.
How are you supposed to root for the home team wbardon't even have a programme or
know the names? For that matter, what colour jerseg they wearing as they trot out on to the
field?"

Montag moved back to his own house, left the winaade, checked Mildred, tucked the covers
about her carefully, and then lay down with the mimgt on his cheek-bones and on the
frowning ridges in his brow, with the moonlight tilied in each eye to form a silver cataract
there.

One drop of rain. Clarisse. Another drop. Mildr@dhird. The uncle. A fourth. The fire tonight.
One, Clarisse. Two, Mildred. Three, uncle. Foug,fOne, Mildred, two, Clarisse. One, two,



three, four, five, Clarisse, Mildred, uncle, fisdeeping-tablets, men, disposable tissue, coat-tail
blow, wad, flush, Clarisse, Mildred, uncle, firabtets, tissues, blow, wad, flush. One, two,
three, one, two, three! Rain. The storm. The ulalghing. Thunder falling downstairs. The
whole world pouring down. The fire gushing up imacano. All rushing on down around in a
spouting roar and rivering stream toward morning.

"I don't know anything any more," he said, anddaleep-lozenge dissolve on his tongue.

At nine in the morning, Mildred's bed was empty.

Montag got up quickly, his heart pumping, and rawn the hall and stopped at the kitchen
door.

Toast popped out of the silver toaster, was sdiyea spidery metal hand that drenched it with
melted butter.

Mildred watched the toast delivered to her platee Bad both ears plugged with electronic bees
that were humming the hour away. She looked upenigdsaw him, and nodded.

"You all right?" he asked.

She was an expert at lip-reading from ten yeaegppfenticeship at Seashell ear-thimbles. She
nodded again. She set the toaster clicking awapather piece of bread.

Montag sat down.

His wife said, "I don't know why | should be so lgun"

"You-?"

“I'm HUNGRY."

"Last night," he began.

"Didn't sleep well. Feel terrible," she said. "G8h hungry. | can't figure it."

"Last night-" he said again.

She watched his lips casually. "What about laghtg

"Don't you remember?"

"What? Did we have a wild party or something? Hi&ell've a hangover. God, I'm hungry. Who
was here?"

"A few people," he said.

"That's what | thought.” She chewed her toast. éStomach, but I'm hungry as all-get-out.
Hope I didn't do anything foolish at the party."”

"No," he said, quietly.

The toaster spidered out a piece of buttered fegadm. He held it in his hand, feeling grateful.
"You don't look so hot yourself," said his wife.

In the late afternoon it rained and the entire devhs dark grey. He stood in the hall of his
house, putting on his badge with the orange salderdmurning across it. He stood looking up at
the air-conditioning vent in the hall for a longhg. His wife in the TV parlour paused long
enough from reading her script to glance up. "Hefig said. "The man's THINKING!"

"Yes," he said. "l wanted to talk to you." He padis&rou took all the pills in your bottle last
night."

"Oh, | wouldn't do that," she said, surprised.

"The bottle was empty."

"l wouldn't do a thing like that. Why would | dalaing like that?" she asked.

"Maybe you took two pills and forgot and took twam, and forgot again and took two more,
and were so dopy you kept right on until you hadyttor forty of them in you."

"Heck," she said, "what would | want to go and dlly thing like that for?"

"l don't know," he said.



She was quite obviously waiting for him to go. [dilt do that,” she said. "Never in a billion
years."

"All right if you say so," he said.

"That's what the lady said.” She turned back toskapt.

"What's on this afternoon?" he asked tiredly.

She didn't look up from her script again. "Wdilistis a play comes on the wall-to-wall circuit in
ten minutes. They mailed me my part this mornirgerit in some box-tops. They write the script
with one part missing. It's a new idea. The homé&eanahat's me, is the missing part. When it
comes time for the missing lines, they all lookregt out of the three walls and | say the lines:
Here, for instance, the man says, "What do yolktbirthis whole idea, Helen?' And he looks at
me sitting here centre stage, see? And | say, +-5&8he paused and ran her finger under a line
in the script. " I think that's fine!" And thenethrgo on with the play until he says, ‘Do you agree
to that, Helen!" and | say, ‘I sure do! Isn't that, Guy?"

He stood in the hall looking at her.

"It's sure fun," she said.

"What's the play about?"

"l just told you. There are these people named &@&uabRuth and Helen."

"Oh."

"It's really fun. It'll be even more fun when wencaford to have the fourth wall installed. How
long you figure before we save up and get the fowsll torn out and a fourth wall-TV put in?
It's only two thousand dollars."

"That's one-third of my yearly pay."

"It's only two thousand dollars," she replied. "Airghould think you'd consider me sometimes.
If we had a fourth wall, why it'd be just like thisom wasn't ours at all, but all kinds of exotic
people's rooms. We could do without a few things."

"We're already doing without a few things to paytfee third wall. It was put in only two
months ago, remember?"

"Is that all it was?" She sat looking at him fdoag moment. "Well, good-bye, dear." .
"Good-bye," he said. He stopped and turned aroldaks it have a happy ending?"

"I haven't read that far."

He walked over, read the last page, nodded, fdldedcript, and handed it back to her. He
walked out of the house into the rain.

The rain was thinning away and the girl was walkimthe centre of the sidewalk with her head
up and the few drops falling on her face. She sileen she saw Montag.

"Hello! "

He said hello and then said, "What are you up t@?io

"I'm still crazy. The rain feels good. | love to Man it.

"l don't think I'd like that," he said.

"You might if you tried."”

"l never have."

She licked her lips. "Rain even tastes good."”

"What do you do, go around trying everything onde€'asked.

"Sometimes twice." She looked at something in faerdh

"What've you got there?" he said.



"l guess it's the last of the dandelions this yedrdn't think I'd find one on the lawn this late.
Have you ever heard of rubbing it under your chio8k." She touched her chin with the flower,
laughing.

"Why?"

"If it rubs off, it means I'm in love. Has it?"

He could hardly do anything else but look.

"Well?" she said.

"You're yellow under there."

"Fine! Let's try YOU now."

"It won't work for me."

"Here." Before he could move she had put the damdeinder his chin. He drew back and she
laughed. "Hold still!"

She peered under his chin and frowned.

"Well?" he said.

"What a shame," she said. "You're not in love \sitlyone."

"Yes,lam!"

"It doesn't show."

"l am very much in love!" He tried to conjure upage to fit the words, but there was no face. "I
am!"

"Oh please don't look that way."

"It's that dandelion,” he said. "You've used itigdlon yourself. That's why it won't work for
me."

"Of course, that must be it. Oh, now I've upset,yaan see | have; I'm sorry, really | am." She
touched his elbow.

"No, no," he said, quickly, "I'm all right."

"I've got to be going, so say you forgive me. | ‘tlarant you angry with me."

“I'm not angry. Upset, yes."

"I've got to go to see my psychiatrist now. Theykmene go. | made up things to say. | don't
know what he thinks of me. He says I'm a regulaomn keep him busy peeling away the
layers."

"I'm inclined to believe you need the psychiattisgid Montag.

"You don't mean that."

He took a breath and let it out and at last saia, 'l don't mean that.”

"The psychiatrist wants to know why | go out ankleharound in the forests and watch the birds
and collect butterflies. I'll show you my collegtisome day."

"Good."

"They want to know what | do with all my time. lltthem that sometimes | just sit and think.
But | won't tell them what. I've got them runnind sometimes, | tell them, | like to put my
head back, like this, and let the rain fall into mguth. It tastes just like wine. Have you ever
tried it?"

"No [I--"

"You HAVE forgiven me, haven't you?"

"Yes." He thought about it. "Yes, | have. God knomrsy. You're peculiar, you're aggravating,
yet you're easy to forgive. You say you're sevaree

"Well-next month."



"How odd. How strange. And my wife thirty and yeiyseem so much older at times. | can't get
over it."

"You're peculiar yourself, Mr. Montag. Sometime=ven forget you're a fireman. Now, may |
make you angry again?"

"Go ahead."

"How did it start? How did you get into it? How dydu pick your work and how did you

happen to think to take the job you have? You'tdike the others. I've seen a few; | know.
When | talk, you look at me. When | said somethabgut the moon, you looked at the moon,
last night. The others would never do that. Thethvould walk off and leave me talking. Or
threaten me. No one has time any more for any@e ¥bu're one of the few who put up with
me. That's why | think it's so strange you're arfian, it just doesn't seem right for you,
somehow."

He felt his body divide itself into a hotness ancb&iness, a softness and a hardness, a trembling
and a not trembling, the two halves grinding onerutne other.

"You'd better run on to your appointment,” he said.

And she ran off and left him standing there inria. Only after a long time did he move.

And then, very slowly, as he walked, he tiltedéad back in the rain, for just a few moments,
and opened his mouth....

The Mechanical Hound slept but did not sleep, ligatidid not live in its gently humming,

gently vibrating, softly illuminated kennel backardark corner of the firehouse. The dim light
of one in the morning, the moonlight from the o&y framed through the great window,
touched here and there on the brass and the capfdehe steel of the faintly trembling beast.
Light flickered on bits of ruby glass and on samsitapillary hairs in the nylon-brushed nostrils
of the creature that quivered gently, gently, gents eight legs spidered under it on rubber-
padded paws.

Montag slid down the brass pole. He went out td lathe city and the clouds had cleared away
completely, and he lit a cigarette and came badletw down and look at the Hound. It was like
a great bee come home from some field where theyhisrfull of poison wildness, of insanity
and nightmare, its body crammed with that over-neltar and now it was sleeping the evil out
of itself.

"Hello," whispered Montag, fascinated as alwayslite dead beast, the living beast.

At night when things got dull, which was every rtighe men slid down the brass poles, and set
the ticking combinations of the olfactory systentled Hound and let loose rats in the firehouse
area-way, and sometimes chickens, and sometimeshedtwould have to be drowned anyway,
and there would be betting to see which the Houadlavseize first. The animals were turned
loose. Three seconds later the game was donettheat, or chicken caught half across the
areaway, gripped in gentling paws while a four-ihcfiow steel needle plunged down from the
proboscis of the Hound to inject massive jolts @irpiine or procaine. The pawn was then
tossed in the incinerator. A new game began.

Montag stayed upstairs most nights when this wanTbere had been a time two years ago
when he had bet with the best of them, and lostekis salary and faced Mildred's insane anger,
which showed itself in veins and blotches. But radwight he lay in his bunk, face turned to the
wall, listening to whoops of laughter below and gii@no-string scurry of rat feet, the violin
squeaking of mice, and the great shadowing, matigilence of the Hound leaping out like a
moth in the raw light, finding, holding its victinmserting the needle and going back to its
kennel to die as if a switch had been turned.



Montag touched the muzzle. .

The Hound growled.

Montag jumped back.

The Hound half rose in its kennel and looked at Wwith green-blue neon light flickering in its
suddenly activated eyebulbs. It growled againrangfe rasping combination of electrical sizzle,
a frying sound, a scraping of metal, a turningag<that seemed rusty and ancient with
suspicion.

"No, no, boy," said Montag, his heart pounding.

He saw the silver needle extended upon the ain@mn pull back, extend, pull back. The growl
simmered in the beast and it looked at him.

Montag backed up. The Hound took a step from itmké

Montag grabbed the brass pole with one hand. Thes pEacting, slid upward, and took him
through the ceiling, quietly. He stepped off in tiaf-lit deck of the upper level. He was
trembling and his face was green-white. Below,Hleeind had sunk back down upon its eight
incredible insect legs and was humming to itsedfimgts multi-faceted eyes at peace.

Montag stood, letting the fears pass, by the dap-tBehind him, four men at a card table
under a green-lidded light in the corner glancedflyrbut said nothing. Only the man with the
Captain's hat and the sign of the Phoenix on Hhisalhdast, curious, his playing cards in his thin
hand, talked across the long room.

"Montag . .. ?"

"It doesn't like me," said Montag.

"What, the Hound?" The Captain studied his cards.

"Come off it. It doesn't like or dislike. It jusfunctions.’ It's like a lesson in ballistics. Itsha
trajectory we decide for it. It follows through.tétrgets itself, homes itself, and cuts off. Itdyo
copper wire, storage batteries, and electricity."

Montag swallowed. "Its calculators can be set yp@mbination, so many amino acids, so
much sulphur, so much butterfat and alkaline. Right

"We all know that."

"All of those chemical balances and percentageallaf us here in the house are recorded in the
master file downstairs. It would be easy for songetanset up a partial combination on the
Hound's ‘'memory,’ a touch of amino acids, perh@pat would account for what the animal did
just now. Reacted toward me."

"Hell," said the Captain.

"Irritated, but not completely angry. Just enougbkrory' set up in it by someone so it growled
when | touched it."

"Who would do a thing like that?." asked the Capté¥ou haven't any enemies here, Guy."
"None that | know of."

"We'll have the Hound checked by our techniciamsawow.

"This isn't the first time it's threatened me,"dsilontag. "Last month it happened twice."
"We'll fix it up. Don't worry"

But Montag did not move and only stood thinkinglo# ventilator grille in the hall at home and
what lay hidden behind the grille. If someone herthe firehouse knew about the ventilator
then mightn't they "tell" the Hound . . . ?

The Captain came over to the drop-hole and gavetdgom questioning glance.

"l was just figuring," said Montag, "what does tHeund think about down there nights? Is it
coming alive on us, really? It makes me cold."”



"It doesn't think anything we don't want it to tkih

"That's sad," said Montag, quietly, "because alpweinto it is hunting and finding and killing.
What a shame if that's all it can ever know."

Beatty snorted, gently. "Hell! It's a fine bit afaftsmanship, a good rifle that can fetch its own
target and guarantees the bull's-eye every time."

"That's why," said Montag. "I wouldn't want to ke mext victim.

"Why? You got a guilty conscience about something?"

Montag glanced up swiftly.

Beatty stood there looking at him steadily with &®s, while his mouth opened and began to
laugh, very softly.

One two three four five six seven days. And as ntangs he came out of the house and Clarisse
was there somewhere in the world. Once he sawhadirgy a walnut tree, once he saw her
sitting on the lawn knitting a blue sweater, thoeéour times he found a bouquet of late flowers
on his porch, or a handful of chestnuts in a Igtkek, or some autumn leaves neatly pinned to a
sheet of white paper and thumb-tacked to his d&eery day Clarisse walked him to the corner.
One day it was raining, the next it was clear,dhg after that the wind blew strong, and the day
after that it was mild and calm, and the day aftat calm day was a day like a furnace of
summer and Clarisse with her face all sunburniby &fternoon.

"Why is it," he said, one time, at the subway emteq "I feel I've known you so many years?"
"Because | like you," she said, "and | don't wamtthing from you. And because we know each
other."

"You make me feel very old and very much like déat"

"Now you explain," she said, "why you haven't aayghters like me, if you love children so
much?"

"I don't know."

"You're joking!"

"I mean-" He stopped and shook his head. "Wellwiig, she . . . she just never wanted any
children at all."

The girl stopped smiling. "I'm sorry. | really, tinght you were having fun at my expense. I'm a
fool."

"No, no," he said. "It was a good question. It'srba long time since anyone cared enough to
ask. A good question."

"Let's talk about something else. Have you eveilsgheld leaves? Don't they smell like
cinnamon? Here. Smell."

"Why, yes, it is like cinnamon in a way."

She looked at him with her clear dark eyes. "Yausgk seem shocked."

"It's just | haven't had time--"

"Did you look at the stretched-out billboards likield you?"

"l think so. Yes." He had to laugh.

"Your laugh sounds much nicer than it did"

"Does it?"

"Much more relaxed.”

He felt at ease and comfortable. "Why aren't yoscimool? | see you every day wandering
around.”

"Oh, they don't miss me," she said. "I'm anti-sh¢key say. | don't mix. It's so strange. I'm very
social indeed. It all depends on what you meandgiag doesn't it? Social to me means talking



about things like this." She rattled some chestthashad fallen off the tree in the front yard.
"Or talking about how strange the world is. Beinghmpeople is nice. But | don't think it's social
to get a bunch of people together and then nohésh talk, do you? An hour of TV class, an
hour of basketball or baseball or running, anotfwarr of transcription history or painting
pictures, and more sports, but do you know, we nask questions, or at least most don't; they
just run the answers at you, bing, bing, bing, @sgitting there for four more hours of film-
teacher. That's not social to me at all. It's afdunnels and a lot of water poured down the
spout and out the bottom, and them telling usv'ee when it's not. They run us so ragged by
the end of the day we can't do anything but geetbdr head for a Fun Park to bully people
around, break windowpanes in the Window Smasheepsa wreck cars in the Car Wrecker
place with the big steel ball. Or go out in thescand race on the streets, trying to see how close
you can get to lamp-posts, playing "chicken' andc¢k hub-caps.’ | guess I'm everything they
say | am, all right. | haven't any friends. Thatipposed to prove I'm abnormal. But everyone |
know is either shouting or dancing around like vatdbeating up one another. Do you notice
how people hurt each other nowadays?"

"You sound so very old."

"Sometimes I'm ancient. I'm afraid of children nwroage. They kill each other. Did it always
used to be that way? My uncle says no. Six of nenéts have been shot in the last year alone.
Ten of them died in car wrecks. I'm afraid of thena they don't like me because I'm afraid. My
uncle says his grandfather remembered when chilticerit kill each other. But that was a long
time ago when they had things different. They veliein responsibility, my uncle says. Do you
know, I'm responsible. | was spanked when | neétjgears ago. And | do all the shopping and
house-cleaning by hand.

"But most of all,” she said, "I like to watch peepSometimes | ride the subway all day and look
at them and listen to them. | just want to figuue who they are and what they want and where
they're going. Sometimes | even go to the Fun Pamisride in the jet cars when they race on
the edge of town at midnight and the police daaréa@as long as they're insured. As long as
everyone has ten thousand insurance everyone'y.iapmetimes | sneak around and listen in
subways. Or | listen at soda fountains, and dokrew what?"

"What?"

"People don't talk about anything."

"Oh, they must!"

"No, not anything. They name a lot of cars or astlor swimming-pools mostly and say how
swell! But they all say the same things and nobgadys anything different from anyone else.
And most of the time in the cafes they have thelpakes on and the same jokes most of the
time, or the musical wall lit and all the colouneakterns running up and down, but it's only
colour and all abstract. And at the museums, haveeyer been? All abstract. That's all there is
now. My uncle says it was different once. A longéiback sometimes pictures said things or
even showed people.”

"Your uncle said, your uncle said. Your uncle musia remarkable man.”

"He is. He certainly is. Well, I've got to be goirigoodbye, Mr. Montag."

"Good-bye."

"Good-bye...."

One two three four five six seven days: the firedeou

"Montag, you shin that pole like a bird up a tree.”

Third day.



"Montag, | see you came in the back door this tillee Hound bother you?"

“No, no."

Fourth day.

"Montag, a funny thing. Heard tell this morningrdfnan in Seattle, purposely set a Mechanical
Hound to his own chemical complex and let it lodA#at kind of suicide would you call that?"
Five six seven days.

And then, Clarisse was gone. He didn't know wheatetvas about the afternoon, but it was not
seeing her somewhere in the world. The lawn wagrtipe trees empty, the street empty, and
while at first he did not even know he missed hrewvas even looking for her, the fact was that
by the time he reached the subway, there were vstjuags of un-ease in him. Something was
the matter, his routine had been disturbed. A @mplitine, true, established in a short few days,
and yet . . . ? He almost turned back to make th& again, to give her time to appear. He was
certain if he tried the same route, everything wombrk out fine. But it was late, and the arrival
of his train put a stop to his plan.

The flutter of cards, motion of hands, of eyeliti® drone of the time-voice in the firehouse
ceiling ". . . one thirty-five. Thursday morningpiember 4th,... one thirty-six . . . one thirty-
seven a.m... " The tick of the playing-cards ongfreasy table-top, all the sounds came to
Montag, behind his closed eyes, behind the banedrad momentarily erected. He could feel the
firehouse full of glitter and shine and silencebadss colours, the colours of coins, of gold, of
silver: The unseen men across the table were gjgimrtheir cards, waiting.

". . .one forty-five..." The voice-clock mournedtdhe cold hour of a cold morning of a still
colder year.

"What's wrong, Montag?"

Montag opened his eyes.

A radio hummed somewhere. ". . . war may be dedlarg/ hour. This country stands ready to
defend its--"

The firehouse trembled as a great flight of jehpRwhistled a single note across the black
morning sky.

Montag blinked. Beatty was looking at him as ifviere a museum statue. At any moment,
Beatty might rise and walk about him, touching,lexpg his guilt and self-consciousness.
Guilt? What guilt was that?

"Your play, Montag."

Montag looked at these men whose faces were suniianthousand real and ten thousand
imaginary fires, whose work flushed their cheekd favered their eyes. These men who looked
steadily into their platinum igniter flames as thieyheir eternally burning black pipes. They and
their charcoal hair and soot-coloured brows angshtash-smeared cheeks where they had
shaven close; but their heritage showed. Montatestaip, his mouth opened. Had he ever seen
a fireman that didn't have black hair, black broavfiery face, and a blue-steel shaved but
unshaved look? These men were all mirror-imagésnogelf! Were all firemen picked then for
their looks as well as their proclivities? The eolof cinders and ash about them, and the
continual smell of burning from their pipes. CaptBieatty there, rising in thunderheads of
tobacco smoke. Beatty opening a fresh tobacco paakenpling the cellophane into a sound of
fire.

Montag looked at the cards in his own hands. '8-been thinking. About the fire last week.
About the man whose library we fixed. What happeiodaim?”

"They took him screaming off to the asylum”



"He. wasn't insane."
Beatty arranged his cards quietly. "Any man's iesaho thinks he can fool the Government and
us."
"I've tried to imagine," said Montag, "just howabuld feel. | mean to have firemen burn our
houses and our books."
"We haven't any books."
"But if we did have some."
"You got some?"
Beatty blinked slowly.
"No." Montag gazed beyond them to the wall with tyy@ed lists of a million forbidden books.
Their names leapt in fire, burning down the yeardaun his axe and his hose which sprayed not
water but kerosene. "No." But in his mind, a cooldwstarted up and blew out of the ventilator
grille at home, softly, softly, chilling his facAnd, again, he saw himself in a green park talking
to an old man, a very old man, and the wind froegark was cold, too.
Montag hesitated, "Was-was it always like this? fit@house, our work? | mean, well, once
upon atime..."
"Once upon a time!" Beatty said. "What kind of tekTHAT?"
Fool, thought Montag to himself, you'll give it ayvaht the last fire, a book of fairy tales, he'd
glanced at a single line. "I mean," he said, " éid days, before homes were completely
fireproofed " Suddenly it seemed a much youngeceraras speaking for him. He opened his
mouth and it was Clarisse McClellan saying, "Didinémen prevent fires rather than stoke them
up and get them going?"
"That's rich!" Stoneman and Black drew forth threiebooks, which also contained brief
histories of the Firemen of America, and laid theuhwhere Montag, though long familiar with
them, might read:
"Established, 1790, to burn English-influenced ®wkthe Colonies. First Fireman: Benjamin
Franklin."
RULE 1. Answer the alarm swiftly.

2. Start the fire swiftly.

3. Burn everything.

4. Report back to firehouse immediately.

5. Stand alert for other alarms.
Everyone watched Montag. He did not move.
The alarm sounded.
The bell in the ceiling kicked itself two hundrechés. Suddenly there were four empty chairs.
The cards fell in a flurry of snow. The brass pghésered. The men were gone.
Montag sat in his chair. Below, the orange dragmmgbed into life.
Montag slid down the pole like a man in a dream.
The Mechanical Hound leapt up in its kennel, itsegll green flame.
"Montag, you forgot your helmet!"
He seized it off the wall behind him, ran, leapid dhey were off, the night wind hammering
about their siren scream and their mighty metahdteu !
It was a flaking three-storey house in the angpamt of the city, a century old if it was a dayt bu
like all houses it had been given a thin fireprplaistic sheath many years ago, and this
preservative shell seemed to be the only thingihgld in the sky.
"Here we are !"



The engine slammed to a stop. Beatty, StonemanBko# ran up the sidewalk, suddenly
odious and fat in the plump fireproof slickers. Nemfollowed.

They crashed the front door and grabbed at a wothangh she was not running, she was not
trying to escape. She was only standing, weaviog fide to side, her eyes fixed upon a
nothingness in the wall as if they had struck herable blow upon the head. Her tongue was
moving in her mouth, and her eyes seemed to begitgi remember something, and then they
remembered and her tongue moved again:

" 'Play the man, Master Ridley; we shall this dgit such a candle, by God's grace, in England,
as | trust shall never be put out.""

"Enough of that!" said Beatty. "Where are they?"

He slapped her face with amazing objectivity ampkaged the question. The old woman's eyes
came to a focus upon Beatty. "You know where threyoa you wouldn't be here,” she said.
Stoneman held out the telephone alarm card witlcdngplaint signed in telephone duplicate on
the back

"Have reason to suspect attic; 11 No. Elm, CityE-=-B."

"That would be Mrs. Blake, my neighbour;" said W@man, reading the initials.

"All right, men, let's get 'em!"

Next thing they were up in musty blackness, swiggiiver hatchets at doors that were, after all,
unlocked, tumbling through like boys all rollickéhshout. "Hey! " A fountain of books sprang
down upon Montag as he climbed shuddering up thersstair-well. How inconvenient! Always
before it had been like snuffing a candle. Thegaolent first and adhesive-taped the victim's
mouth and bandaged him off into their glitteringte cars, so when you arrived you found an
empty house. You weren't hurting anyone, you weréirilg only things! And since things really
couldn't be hurt, since things felt nothing, anddls don't scream or whimper, as this woman
might begin to scream and cry out, there was ngttortease your conscience later. You were
simply cleaning up. Janitorial work, essentiallyeBything to its proper place. Quick with the
kerosene! Who's got a match!

But now, tonight, someone had slipped. This womaas gpoiling the ritual. The men were
making too much noise, laughing, joking to cover teerible accusing silence below. She made
the empty rooms roar with accusation and shake dofame dust of guilt that was sucked in
their nostrils as they plunged about. It was neitlieket nor correct. Montag felt an immense
irritation. She shouldn't be here, on top of evang!

Books bombarded his shoulders, his arms, his uptiface A book alighted, almost obediently,
like a white pigeon, in his hands, wings flutterihgthe dim, wavering light, a page hung.open
and it was like a snowy feather, the words deliggtainted thereon. In all the rush and fervour,
Montag had only an instant to read a line, butazéd in his mind for the next minute as if
stamped there with fiery steel. "Time has fallele@s in the afternoon sunshine.” He dropped
the book. Immediately, another fell into his arms.

"Montag, up here! "

Montag's hand closed like a mouth, crushed the Bothkwild devotion, with an insanity of
mindlessness to his chest. The men above werapustiovelfuls of magazines into the dusty
air. They fell like slaughtered birds and the worstood below, like a small girl, among the
bodies.

Montag had done nothing. His hand had done ih&lhand, with a brain of its own, with a
conscience and a curiosity in each trembling fingad turned thief.. Now, it plunged the book



back under his arm, pressed it tight to sweatingpéy rushed out empty, with a magician's
flourish! Look here! Innocent! Look!

He gazed, shaken, at that white hand. He heldytoud, as if he were far-sighted. He held it
close, as if he were blind.

"Montag! "

He jerked about.

"Don't stand there, idiot!"

The books lay like great mounds of fishes lefttyp @he men danced and slipped and fell over
them. Titles glittered their golden eyes, falliggne.

"Kerosene! They pumped the cold fluid from the nenglol 451 tanks strapped to their shoulders.
They coated each book, they pumped rooms full. of it

They hurried downstairs, Montag staggered aftenthrethe kerosene fumes.

"Come on, woman!"

The woman knelt among the books, touching the dethéeather and cardboard, reading the gilt
titles with her fingers while her eyes accused Mgnt

"You can't ever have my books," she said.

"You know the law," said Beatty. "Where's your coomsense? None of those books agree with
each other. You've been locked up here for yeatsawegular damned Tower of Babel. Snap
out of it! The people in those books never livedn@ on now! "

She shook her head.

"The whole house is going up;" said Beatty,

The men walked clumsily to the door. They glancadkat Montag, who stood near the woman.
"You're not leaving her here?" he protested.

"She won't come."

"Force her, then!"

Beatty raised his hand in which was concealedgheer. "We're due back at the house. Besides,
these fanatics always try suicide; the pattermisliar."

Montag placed his hand on the woman's elbow. "Yasueaome with me."

"No," she said. "Thank you, anyway."

"I'm counting to ten," said Beatty. "One. Two."

"Please," said Montag.

"Go on," said the woman.

"Three. Four."

"Here." Montag pulled at the woman.

The woman replied quietly, "l want to stay here"

"Five. Six."

"You can stop counting,” she said. She openeditigers of one hand slightly and in the palm of
the hand was a single slender object.

An ordinary kitchen match.

The sight of it rushed the men out and down awamfthe house. Captain Beatty, keeping his
dignity, backed slowly through the front door, piak face burnt and shiny from a thousand
fires and night excitements. God, thought Montayy krue! Always at night the alarm comes.
Never by day! Is it because the fire is prettiemight? More spectacle, a better show? The pink
face of Beatty now showed the faintest panic indber. The woman's hand twitched on the
single matchstick. The fumes of kerosene bloomedhgut her. Montag felt the hidden book
pound like a heart against his chest.



"Go on," said the woman, and Montag felt himselflbaway and away out of the door, after
Beatty, down the steps, across the lawn, wherpdheof kerosene lay like the track of some
evil snail.

On the front porch where she had come to weigh tipgietly with her eyes, her quietness a
condemnation, the woman stood motionless.

Beatty flicked his fingers to spark the kerosene.

He was too late. Montag gasped.

The woman on the porch reached out with contempbhfm all, and struck the kitchen match
against the railing.

People ran out of houses all down the street.

They said nothing on their way back to the firelud$obody looked at anyone else. Montag sat
in the front seat with Beatty and Black. They dat aven smoke their pipes. They sat there
looking out of the front of the great salamandethay turned a corner and went silently on.
"Master Ridley," said Montag at last.

"What?" said Beatty.

"She said, "Master Ridley.' She said some crangthihen we came in the door. "Play the man,’
she said, "Master Ridley." Something, somethingietbing.”

" "We shall this day light such a candle, by Gaplace, in England, as | trust shall never be put
out," said Beatty. Stoneman glanced over at thedla as did Montag, startled.

Beatty rubbed his chin. "A man named Latimer shat to a man named Nicholas Ridley, as
they were being burnt alive at Oxford, for heremyOctober 16, 1555."

Montag and Stoneman went back to looking at treesas it moved under the engine wheels.
"I'm full of bits and pieces," said Beatty. "Mostef captains have to be. Sometimes | surprise
myself. WATCH it, Stoneman!"

Stoneman braked the truck.

"Damn!" said Beatty. "You've gone right by the coménere we turn for the firehouse."

"Who is it?"

"Who would it be?" said Montag, leaning back aggihs closed door in the dark.

His wife said, at last, "Well, put on the light."

"l don't want the light."

"Come to bed."

He heard her roll impatiently; the bedsprings stpeea

"Are you drunk?" she said.

So it was the hand that started it all. He felt bard and then the other work his coat free and
let it slump to the floor. He held his pants oubian abyss and let them fall into darkness. His
hands had been infected, and soon it would beriris.&He could feel the poison working up his
wrists and into his elbows and his shoulders, aed the jump-over from shoulder-blade to
shoulder-blade like a spark leaping a gap. His bavete ravenous. And his eyes were
beginning to feel hunger, as if they must lookahsthing, anything, everything.

His wife said, "What are you doing?"

He balanced in space with the book in his sweatoid fingers.

A minute later she said, "Well, just don't staneréhin the middle of the floor."

He made a small sound.

"What?" she asked.

He made more soft sounds. He stumbled towardsatiebd shoved the book clumsily under
the cold pillow. He fell into bed and his wife atieut, startled. He lay far across the room from



her, on a winter island separated by an emptySisatalked to him for what seemed a long
while and she talked about this and she talkedtabhatiand it was only words, like the words he
had heard once in a nursery at a friend's housey-gear-old child building word patterns,
talking jargon, making pretty sounds in the airt Blontag said nothing and after a long while
when he only made the small sounds, he felt heremmothe room and come to his bed and stand
over him and put her hand down to feel his cheekkktw that when she pulled her hand away
from his face it was wet.

Late in the night he looked over at Mildred. Shes\aake. There was a tiny dance of melody in
the air, her Seashell was tamped in her ear agairslae was listening to far people in far places,
her eyes wide and staring at the fathoms of blaskabove her in the ceiling.

Wasn't there an old joke about the wife who talgednuch on the telephone that her desperate
husband ran out to the nearest store and telephmrad ask what was for dinner? Well, then,
why didn't he buy himself an audio-Seashell broatileg station and talk to his wife late at
night, murmur, whisper, shout, scream, yell? Buatvaould he whisper, what would he yell?
What could he say?

And suddenly she was so strange he couldn't beliedaew her at all. He was in someone
else's house, like those other jokes people totefientleman, drunk, coming home late at
night, unlocking the wrong door, entering a wrongm, and bedding with a stranger and getting
up early and going to work and neither of themwiiser.

"Millie.... ?" he whispered.

"What?"

"l didn't mean to startle you. What | want to knsw..."

"Well?"

"When did we meet. And where?"

"When did we meet for what?" she asked.

"I mean-originally."

He knew she must be frowning in the dark.

He clarified it. "The first time we ever met, wheves it, and when?"

"Why, it was at --"

She stopped.

"l don't know," she said.

He was cold. "Can't you remember?"

"It's been so long."

"Only ten years, that's all, only ten!”

"Don't get excited, I'm trying to think." She laweghan odd little laugh that went up and up.
"Funny, how funny, not to remember where or whem gt your husband or wife."

He lay massaging his eyes, his brow, and the biblsmeck, slowly. He held both hands over
his eyes and applied a steady pressure theragasriish memory into place. It was suddenly
more important than any other thing in a life-tithat he knew where he had met Mildred.

"It doesn't matter,” She was up in the bathroom,reowd he heard the water running, and the
swallowing sound she made.

"No, I guess not," he said.

He tried to count how many times she swallowedathought of the visit from the two zinc-
oxide-faced men with the cigarettes in their stigighed mouths and the electronic-eyed snake
winding down into the layer upon layer of night astdne and stagnant spring water, and he
wanted to call out to her, how many have you tak®MNIGHT! the capsules! how many will



you take later and not know? and so on, every hmumaybe not tonight, tomorrow night! And
me not sleeping, tonight or tomorrow night or aihhfor a long while; now that this has
started. And he thought of her lying on the bedhulite two technicians standing straight over
her, not bent with concern, but only standing gtrgiarms folded. And he remembered thinking
then that if she died, he was certain he wouldg:tfor it would be the dying of an unknown, a
street face, a newspaper image, and it was suddenigry wrong that he had begun to cry, not
at death but at the thought of not crying at deatilly empty man near a silly empty woman,
while the hungry snake made her still more empty.

How do you get so empty? he wondered. Who takast iof you? And that awful flower the
other day, the dandelion! It had summed up evemngthhadn't it? "What a shame! You're not in
love with anyone !" And why not?

Well, wasn't there a wall between him and Mildretien you came down to it? Literally not just
one, wall but, so far, three! And expensive, toadAhe uncles, the aunts, the cousins, the
nieces, the nephews, that lived in those wallsgthbering pack of tree-apes that said nothing,
nothing, nothing and said it loud, loud, loud. Halhaken to calling them relatives from the very
first. "How's Uncle Louis today?" "Who?" "And AuMaude?" The most significant memory he
had of Mildred, really, was of a little girl in arest without trees (how odd!) or rather a littié g
lost on a plateau where there used to be treesdyuld feel the memory of their shapes all
about) sitting in the centre of the "living-roonT.he living-room; what a good job of labelling
that was now. No matter when he came in, the wadle always talking to Mildred.

"Something must be donel!l"

"Yes, something must be done!"

"Well, let's not stand and talk!"

"Let'sdoit! "

"I'm so mad | could SPIT!"

What was it all about? Mildred couldn't say. Whosvmaad at whom? Mildred didn't quite know.
What were they going to do? Well, said Mildred, waabund and see.

He had waited around to see.

A great thunderstorm of sound gushed from the whlissic bombarded him at such an
immense volume that his bones were almost shakemtieir tendons; he felt his jaw vibrate,
his eyes wobble in his head. He was a victim oftaseion. When it was all over he felt like a
man who had been thrown from a cliff, whirled inemtrifuge and spat out over a waterfall that
fell and fell into emptiness and emptiness and nguée-touched-bottom-never-never-quite-no
not quite-touched-bottom ... and you fell so famt gidn't touch the sides either ... never ...guit
... touched . anything.

The thunder faded. The music died.

"There," said Mildred,

And it was indeed remarkable. Something had haghdheen though the people in the walls of
the room had barely moved, and nothing had reagnisettled, you had the impression that
someone had turned on a washing-machine or suakedjyin a gigantic vacuum. You drowned
in music and pure cacophony. He came out of thenreweating and on the point of collapse.
Behind him, Mildred sat in her chair and the voiegst on again:

"Well, everything will be all right now," said aaint."

"Oh, don't be too sure,” said a "cousin."

"Now, don't get angry!"

"Who's angry?"



"YOU are ! "

"You're mad!"

"Why should | be mad!"

"Because!"

"That's all very well," cried Montag, "but what atey mad about? Who are these people?
Who's that man and who's that woman? Are they mesbad wife, are they divorced, engaged,
what? Good God, nothing's connected up.”

"They--" said Mildred. "Well, they-they had thigyfit, you see. They certainly fight a lot. You
should listen. | think they're married. Yes, theymarried. Why?"

And if it was not the three walls soon to be fowall&rand the dream complete, then it was the
open car and Mildred driving a hundred miles anrtemuoss town, he shouting at her and she
shouting back and both trying to hear what was, daitthearing only the scream of the car. "At
least keep it down to the minimum !" he yelled: "&V/H' she cried. "Keep it down to fifty-five,
the minimum! " he shouted. "The what?" she shriekBdeed!" he shouted. And she pushed it
up to one hundred and five miles an hour and toeebteath from his mouth.

When they stepped out of the car, she had the 8ésstuffed in her ears.

Silence. Onlv the wind blowing softlv.

"Mildred." He stirred in bed.

He reached over and pulled one of the tiny musisacts out of her ear. "Mildred. Mildred?"
"Yes." Her voice was faint.

He felt he was one of the creatures electronicafigrted between the slots of the phono-colour
walls, speaking, but the speech not piercing tigstal barrier. He could only pantomime, hoping
she would turn his way and see him. They couldoath through the glass.

"Mildred, do you know that girl | was telling yolaut?"

"What girl?" She was almost asleep.

"The girl next door."

"What girl next door?"

"You know, the high-school girl. Clarisse, her namé

"Oh, yes," said his wife.

"I haven't seen her for a few days-four days texect. Have you seen her?"

"No."

"I've meant to talk to you about her. Strange."

"Oh, | know the one you mean."

"l thought you would."

"Her," said Mildred in the dark room.

"What about her?" asked Montag.

"I meant to tell you. Forgot. Forgot."

"Tell me now. What is it?"

"l think she's gone.”

"Gone?"

"Whole family moved out somewhere. But she's gamgybod. | think she's dead.”

"We couldn't be talking about the same girl."

"No. The same girl. McClellan. McClellan, Run o¥sra car. Four days ago. I'm not sure. But |
think she's dead. The family moved out anyway.n'tdknow. But | think she's dead.”

"You're not sure of it! "

"No, not sure. Pretty sure."



"Why didn't you tell me sooner?"

"Forgot."

"Four days ago!"

"l forgot all about it."

"Four days ago," he said, quietly, lying there.

They lay there in the dark room not moving, eitbiethem. "Good night,” she said.

He heard a faint rustle. Her hands moved. Thergdabtimble moved like a praying mantis on
the pillow, touched by her hand. Now it was in Bar again, humming.

He listened and his wife was singing under herthrea

Outside the house, a shadow moved, an autumn wgelup and faded away But there was
something else in the silence that he heard. Itlikas breath exhaled upon the window. It was
like a faint drift of greenish luminescent smoke totion of a single huge October leaf
blowing across the lawn and away.

The Hound, he thought. It's out there tonight.dtis there now. If | opened the window . . .
He did not open the window.

He had chills and fever in the morning.

"You can't be sick," said Mildred.

He closed his eyes over the hotness. "Yes."

"But you were all right last night."

"No, I wasn't all right " He heard the "relativesiouting in the parlour.

Mildred stood over his bed, curiously. He felt kieere, he saw her without opening his eyes, her
hair burnt by chemicals to a brittle straw, hersewdth a kind of cataract unseen but suspect far
behind the pupils, the reddened pouting lips, tykas thin as a praying mantis from dieting,
and her flesh like white bacon. He could rememieemio other way.

"Will you bring me aspirin and water?"

"You've got to get up,” she said. "It's noon. Yeuskept five hours later than usual.”

"Will you turn the parlour off?" he asked.

"That's my family."

"Will you turn it off for a sick man?"

"I'll turn it down."

She went out of the room and did nothing to théopaand came back. "Is that better?"
"Thanks."

"That's my favourite programme,"” she said.

"What about the aspirin?"

"You've never been sick before." She went awayragai

"Well, I'm sick now. I'm not going to work tonight.all Beatty for me."

"You acted funny last night." She returned, humming

"Where's the aspirin?" He glanced at the watersgtae handed him.

"Oh." She walked to the bathroom again. "Did sonmetthappen?”

"A fire, is all."

"l had a nice evening," she said, in the bathroom.

"What doing?"

"The parlour.”

"What was on?"

"Programmes."

"What programmes?"



"Some of the best ever."

"Who?".

"Oh, you know, the bunch.”

"Yes, the bunch, the bunch, the bunch."” He preas#tk pain in his eyes and suddenly the
odour of kerosene made him vomit.

Mildred came in, humming. She was surprised. "Wiygd do that?"

He looked with dismay at the floor. "We burned é&hwoman with her books."

"It's a good thing the rug's washable." She fetchaetbp and worked on it. "l went to Helen's
last night.”

"Couldn't you get the shows in your own parlour?"”

"Sure, but it's nice visiting."

She went out into the parlour. He heard her singing

"Mildred?" he called.

She returned, singing, snapping her fingers softly.

"Aren't you going to ask me about last night?" &iel.s

"What about it?"

"We burned a thousand books. We burned a woman."

"Well?"

The parlour was exploding with sound.

"We burned copies of Dante and Swift and Marcusefus."

"Wasn't he a European?”

"Something like that."

"Wasn't he a radical?"

"I never read him."

"He was a radical." Mildred fiddled with the telepte. "You don't expect me to call Captain
Beatty, do you?"

"You must! "

"Don't shout!"

"I wasn't shouting." He was up in bed, suddenlyaged and flushed, shaking. The parlour
roared in the hot air. "l can't call him. | cael him I'm sick."

"Why?"

Because you're afraid, he thought. A child feignlhngss, afraid to call because after a
moment's discussion, the conversation would rurises, Captain, | feel better already. I'll be
in at ten o'clock tonight.”

"You're not sick," said Mildred.

Montag fell back in bed. He reached under his willdhe hidden book was still there.
"Mildred, how would it be if, well, maybe, | quityrjob awhile?"

"You want to give up everything? After all theseggof working, because, one night, some
woman and her books--"

"You should have seen her, Millie! "

"She's nothing to me; she shouldn't have had bdbk&s her responsibility, she should have
thought of that. | hate her. She's got you goind)rext thing you know we'll be out, no house,
no job, nothing."

"You weren't there, you didn't see,” he said. "Ehust be something in books, things we can't
imagine, to make a woman stay in a burning holetmust be something there. You don't
stay for nothing."



"She was simple-minded."

"She was as rational as you and |, more so perlaapsye burned her."

"That's water under the bridge."

"No, not water; fire. You ever seen a burned houtssfmoulders for days. Well, this fire'll last
me the rest of my life. God! I've been trying td gwut, in my mind, all night. I'm crazy with
trying."

"You should have thought of that before becomirfigeanan.”

"Thought! " he said. "Was | given a choice? My gifather and father were firemen. In my
sleep, | ran after them."”

The parlour was playing a dance tune.

"This is the day you go on the early shift,” saiddved. "You should have gone two hours ago. |
just noticed."

"It's not just the woman that died,” said Montdgast night | thought about all the kerosene I've
used in the past ten years. And | thought abouk$iodnd for the first time | realized that a man
was behind each one of the books. A man had t& them up. A man had to take a long time to
put them down on paper. And I'd never even thotlgdttthought before.” He got out of bed.

"It took some man a lifetime maybe to put someisfthoughts down, looking around at the
world and life, and then | came along in two mirsud®d boom! it's all over."

"Let me alone," said Mildred. "I didn't do anythihg

"Let you alone! That's all very well, but how caledve myself alone? We need not to be let
alone. We need to be really bothered once in aawhibw long is it since you were really
bothered? About something important, about somgtreal?"

And then he shut up, for he remembered last wedklantwo white stones staring up at the
ceiling and the pump-snake with the probing eyethrdwo soap-faced men with the cigarettes
moving in their mouths when they talked. But thasvanother Mildred, that was a Mildred so
deep inside this one, and so bothered, really beth¢hat the two women had never met. He
turned away.

Mildred said, "Well, now you've done it. Out fraoitthe house. Look who's here.".

"l don't care."

"There's a Phoenix car just driven up and a manblack shirt with an orange snake stitched on
his arm coming up the front walk."

"Captain Beauty?" he said,

"Captain Beatty."

Montag did not move, but stood looking into thedcahiteness of the wall immediately before
him.

"Go let him in, will you? Tell him I'm sick."

"Tell him yourself!" She ran a few steps this wayew steps that, and stopped, eyes wide, when
the front door speaker called her name, softhyt)\sd¥irs. Montag, Mrs. Montag, someone here,
someone here, Mrs. Montag, Mrs. Montag, someomeés frading.

Montag made sure the book was well hidden behiagtiifow, climbed slowly back into bed,
arranged the covers over his knees and acrossdss, half-sitting, and after a while Mildred
moved and went out of the room and Captain Beattyled in, his hands in his pockets.

"Shut the 'relatives' up,” said Beatty, lookinguard at everything except Montag and his wife.
This time, Mildred ran. The yammering voices stappelling in the parlour.



Captain Beatty sat down in the most comfortablerchith a peaceful look on his ruddy face.
He took time to prepare and light his brass pipe@uff out a great smoke cloud. "Just thought
I'd come by and see how the sick man is.”

"How'd you guess?"

Beatty smiled his smile which showed the candy p&ss of his gums and the tiny candy
whiteness of his teeth. "lI've seen it all. You wgoéng to call for a night off.”

Montag sat in bed.

"Well," said Beatty, "take the night off!" He examed his eternal matchbox, the lid of which
said GUARANTEED: ONE MILLION LIGHTS IN THIS IGNITERand began to strike the
chemical match abstractedly, blow out, strike, btaw, strike, speak a few words, blow out. He
looked at the flame. He blew, he looked at the ssntWhen will you be well?"

"Tomorrow. The next day maybe. First of the week."

Beatty puffed his pipe. "Every fireman, sooneraief, hits this. They only need understanding,
to know how the wheels run. Need to know the hystdrour profession. They don't feed it to
rookies like they used to. Damn shame." Puff. "Ginly chiefs remember it now." Puff. "I'll let
you in on it."

Mildred fidgeted.

Beatty took a full minute to settle himself in ahehk back for what he wanted to say.

"When did it all start, you ask, this job of oun®w did it come about, where, when? Well, I'd
say it really got started around about a thingechthe Civil War. Even though our rule-book
claims it was founded earlier. The fact is we didet along well until photography came into its
own. Then--motion pictures in the early twentietintwry. Radio. Television. Things began to
have mass."

Montag sat in bed, not moving.

"And because they had mass, they became simpé#d, Beatty. "Once, books appealed to a few
people, here, there, everywhere. They could affotoe different. The world was roomy. But
then the world got full of eyes and elbows and rmeubouble, triple, quadruple population.
Films and radios, magazines, books levelled dowangort of paste pudding norm, do you
follow me?"

"l think so."

Beatty peered at the smoke pattern he had putrotiteoair. "Picture it. Nineteenth-century man
with his horses, dogs, carts, slow motion. Thenhetwentieth century, speed up your camera.
Books cut shorter. Condensations, Digests. Tahl&wdsrything boils down to the gag, the snap
ending."

"Snap ending.” Mildred nodded.

"Classics cut to fit fifteen-minute radio showsgithcut again to fill a two-minute book column,
winding up at last as a ten- or twelve-line dicionresume. | exaggerate, of course. The
dictionaries were for reference. But many were ¢hobhose sole knowledge of Hamlet (you
know the title certainly, Montag; it is probablylgra faint rumour of a title to you, Mrs.
Montag) whose sole knowledge, as | say, of Hambest awone-page digest in a book that
claimed: 'now at least you can read all the clas&ieep up with your neighbours.’ Do you see?
Out of the nursery into the college and back toniesery; there's your intellectual pattern for
the past five centuries or more."

Mildred arose and began to move around the roockjng things up and putting them down.
Beatty ignored her and continued



"Speed up the film, Montag, quick. Click? Pic? Lo&le, Now, Flick, Here, There, Swift, Pace,
Up, Down, In, Out, Why, How, Who, What, Where, Bl Bang! Smack! Wallop, Bing,

Bong, Boom! Digest-digests, digest-digest-digeBtditics? One column, two sentences, a
headline! Then, in mid-air, all vanishes! Whirl freamind around about so fast under the
pumping hands of publishers, exploiters, broadcsstieat the centrifuge flings off all
unnecessary, time-wasting thought!"

Mildred smoothed the bedclothes. Montag felt higrbgimp and jump again as she patted his
pillow. Right now she was pulling at his shouldetry to get him to move so she could take the
pillow out and fix it nicely and put it back. Anéghaps cry out and stare or simply reach down
her hand and say, "What's this?" and hold up ttédmr book with touching innocence.

"School is shortened, discipline relaxed, philogephhistories, languages dropped, English and
spelling gradually neglected, finally almost contelg ignored. Life is immediate, the job
counts, pleasure lies all about after work. Whyreanything save pressing buttons, pulling
switches, fitting nuts and bolts?"

"Let me fix your pillow," said Mildred.

"No! " whispered Montag,

"The zipper displaces the button and a man lacitstiiat much time to think while dressing at.
dawn, a philosophical hour, and thus a melanchoty H

Mildred said, "Here."

"Get away," said Montag.

"Life becomes one big pratfall, Montag; everythbang; boff, and wow!"

"Wow," said Mildred, yanking at the pillow.

"For God's sake, let me be!" cried Montag passeigat

Beatty opened his eyes wide.

Mildred's hand had frozen behind the pillow. Haxgérs were tracing the book's outline and as
the shape became familiar her face looked surpasddhen stunned. Her mouth opened to ask
a question . . .

"Empty the theatres save for clowns and furnishréloens with glass walls and pretty colours
running up and down the walls like confetti or dowr sherry or sauterne. You like baseball,
don't you, Montag?"

"Baseball's a fine game."

Now Beatty was almost invisible, a voice somewtlisieind a screen of smoke

"What's this?" asked Mildred, almost with deligiiontag heaved back against her arms.
"What's this here?"

"Sit down!" Montag shouted. She jumped away, hedsempty. "We're talking ! "

Beatty went on as if nothing had happened. "Yoe bkwling, don't you, Montag?"

"Bowling, yes."

"And golf?"

"Golf is a fine game."

"Basketball?"

"A fine game.".

"Billiards, pool? Football?"

"Fine games, all of them."

"More sports for everyone, group spirit, fun, amaiylon't have to think, eh? Organize and
organize and superorganize super-super sports. ddot@ons in books. More pictures. The mind
drinks less and less. Impatience. Highways fultrofvds going somewhere, somewhere,



somewhere, nowhere. The gasoline refugee. Townsrito motels, people in nomadic surges
from place to place, following the moon tides, igitonight in the room where you slept this
noon and | the night before."

Mildred went out of the room and slammed the ddbe parlour "aunts" began to laugh at the
parlour "uncles.",

"Now let's take up the minorities in our civilizati, shall we? Bigger the population, the more
minorities. Don't step on the toes of the dog?lsytre cat?lovers, doctors, lawyers, merchants,
chiefs, Mormons, Baptists, Unitarians, second?geiter Chinese, Swedes, Italians, Germans,
Texans, Brooklynites, Irishmen, people from OregoMexico. The people in this book, this
play, this TV serial are not meant to representastyal painters, cartographers, mechanics
anywhere. The bigger your market, Montag, the yesshandle controversy, remember that! All
the minor minor minorities with their navels to kept clean. Authors, full of evil thoughts, lock
up your typewriters. They did. Magazines becamea lolend of vanilla tapioca. Books, so the
damned snobbish critics said, were dishwater. Nedgobooks stopped selling, the critics said.
But the public, knowing what it wanted, spinningpdy, let the comic?books survive. And the
three?dimensional sex?magazines, of course. Tlerbave it, Montag. It didn't come from the
Government down. There was no dictum, no declaratio censorship, to start with, no!
Technology, mass exploitation, and minority presszarried the trick, thank God. Today, thanks
to them, you can stay happy all the time, you dosvad to read comics, the good old
confessions, or trade?journals."

"Yes, but what about the firemen, then?" asked lgignt

"Ah." Beatty leaned forward in the faint mist of ske from his pipe. "What more easily
explained and natural? With school turning out nrareers, jumpers, racers, tinkerers,
grabbers, snatchers, fliers, and swimmers instéagaminers, critics, knowers, and imaginative
creators, the word “intellectual,’ of course, beedine swear word it deserved to be. You always
dread the unfamiliar. Surely you remember the Imoyour own school class who was
exceptionally 'bright," did most of the recitingdaamnswering while the others sat like so many
leaden idols, hating him. And wasn't it this brigoty you selected for beatings and tortures after
hours? Of course it was. We must all be alike. &@ryone born free and equal, as the
Constitution says, but everyone made equal. Eachtheimage of every other; then all are
happy, for there are no mountains to make them cdwgudge themselves against. So! A book
is a loaded gun in the house next door. Burn ikeTthe shot from the weapon. Breach man's
mind. Who knows who might be the target of the @relad man? Me? | won't stomach them for
a minute. And so when houses were finally firepedofompletely, all over the world (you were
correct in your assumption the other night) theas wo longer need of firemen for the old
purposes. They were given the new job, as custsdifiour peace of mind, the focus of our
understandable and rightful dread of being infermdiicial censors, judges, and executors. That's
you, Montag, and that's me."

The door to the parlour opened and Mildred stoedetthooking in at them, looking at Beatty and
then at Montag. Behind her the walls of the roomenftvoded with green and yellow and
orange fireworks sizzling and bursting to some mgsimposed almost completely of
trap?drums, tom?toms, and cymbals. Her mouth mamddshe was saying something but the
sound covered it.

Beatty knocked his pipe into the palm of his pikd, studied the ashes as if they were a
symbol to be diagnosed and searched for meaning.



"You must understand that our civilization is setvidnat we can't have our minorities upset and
stirred. Ask yourself, What do we want in this ctsypabove all? People want to be happy, isn't
that right? Haven't you heard it all your life? &amt to be happy, people say. Well, aren't they?
Don't we keep them moving, don't we give them flih@t's all we live for, isn't it? For pleasure,
for titillation? And you must admit our culture pides plenty of these."

"Yes."

Montag could lip?read what Mildred was saying ie tltoorway. He tried not to look at her
mouth, because then Beatty might turn and read wasatthere, too.

"Coloured people don't like Little Black Sambo. But. White people don't feel good about
Uncle Tom's Cabin. Burn it. Someone's written akkomo tobacco and cancer of the lungs? The
cigarette people are weeping? Bum the book. SgréMintag. Peace, Montag. Take your fight
outside. Better yet, into the incinerator. Funeass unhappy and pagan? Eliminate them, too.
Five minutes after a person is dead he's on histavéhye Big Flue, the Incinerators serviced by
helicopters all over the country. Ten minutes afigaith a man's a speck of black dust. Let's not
quibble over individuals with memoriams. Forgetth@urn them all, burn everything. Fire is
bright and fire is clean.”

The fireworks died in the parlour behind MildredheShad stopped talking at the same time; a
miraculous coincidence. Montag held his breath.

"There was a girl next door," he said, slowly. "Shgone now, | think, dead. | can't even
remember her face. But she was different. How?hidvglde happen?"

Beatty smiled. "Here or there, that's bound to ocClarisse McClellan? We've a record on her
family. We've watched them carefully. Heredity amyironment are funny things. You can't rid
yourselves of all the odd ducks in just a few ye@le home environment can undo a lot you try
to do at school. That's why we've lowered the kigdeen age year after year until now we're
almost snatching them from the cradle. We had daiee alarms on the McClellans, when they
lived in Chicago. Never found a book. Uncle hadireth record; anti?social. The girl? She was
a time bomb. The family had been feeding her subdons, I'm sure, from what | saw of her
school record. She didn't want to know how a thiag done, but why. That can be
embarrassing. You ask Why to a lot of things and wond up very unhappy indeed, if you keep
at it. The poor girl's better off dead."

"Yes, dead."

"Luckily, queer ones like her don't happen, oftéfe know how to nip most of them in the bud,
early. You can't build a house without nails andd:df you don't want a house built, hide the
nails and wood. If you don't want a man unhappytipally, don't give him two sides to a
guestion to worry him; give him one. Better yetyjgghim none. Let him forget there is such a
thing as war. If the Government is inefficient, dbgavy, and tax?mad, better it be all those than
that people worry over it. Peace, Montag. Givepgbeple contests they win by remembering the
words to more popular songs or the names of ségiéats or how much corn lowa grew last
year. Cram them full of non?combustible data, chtbelkn so damned full of 'facts' they feel
stuffed, but absolutely “brilliant' with informatioThen they'll feel they're thinking, they'll get
sense of motion without moving. And they'll be happecause facts of that sort don't change.
Don't give them any slippery stuff like philosoptiysociology to tie things up with. That way
lies melancholy. Any man who can take a TV wallrapad put it back together again, and most
men can nowadays, is happier than any man whottrigide?rule, measure, and equate the
universe, which just won't be measured or equaitdtbut making man feel bestial and lonely. |
know, I've tried it; to hell with it. So bring oroyr clubs and parties, your acrobats and



magicians, your dare-devils, jet cars, motor?cielécopters, your sex and heroin, more of
everything to do with automatic reflex. If the dram bad, if the film says nothing, if the play is
hollow, sting me with the theremin, loudly. I'llith I'm responding to the play, when it's only a
tactile reaction to vibration. But | don't cargust like solid entertainment.”

Beatty got up. "I must be going. Lecture's ovérope I've clarified things. The important thing
for you to remember, Montag, is we're the HappirBsgs, the Dixie Duo, you and | and the
others. We stand against the small tide of those wémt to make everyone unhappy with
conflicting theory and thought. We have our fingerthe dyke. Hold steady. Don't let the
torrent of melancholy and drear philosophy drownwarld. We depend on you. | don't think
you realize how important you are, to our happyleves it stands now."

Beatty shook Montag's limp hand. Montag still satjf the house were collapsing about him and
he could not move, in the bed. Mildred had vanisinech the door.

"One last thing," said Beatty. "At least once ia bareer, every fireman gets an itch. What do the
books say, he wonders. Oh, to scratch that itch V@&ll, Montag, take my word for it, I've had
to read a few in my time, to know what | was abant] the books say nothing! Nothing you can
teach or believe. They're about non?existent pefiglaents of imagination, if they're fiction.
And if they're non?fiction, it's worse, one profassalling another an idiot, one philosopher
screaming down another's gullet. All of them rumgnatbout, putting out the stars and
extinguishing the sun. You come away lost."

"Well, then, what if a fireman accidentally, reafigt, intending anything, takes a book home
with him?"

Montag twitched. The open door looked at him withgreat vacant eye.

"A natural error. Curiosity alone," said Beatty. 8&flon't get over?anxious or mad. We let the
fireman keep the book twenty?four hours. If he hidmirned it by then, we simply come and
burn it for him."

"Of course." Montag's mouth was dry.

"Well, Montag. Will you take another, later shifbday? Will we see you tonight perhaps?"

"l don't know," said Montag.

"What?" Beatty looked faintly surprised.

Montag shut his eyes. "I'll be in later. Maybe."

"We'd certainly miss you if you didn't show," s&édatty, putting his pipe in his pocket
thoughtfully.

I'll never come in again, thought Montag.

"Get well and keep well," said Beatty.

He turned and went out through the open door.

Montag watched through the window as Beatty dravayain his gleaming
yellow?flame?coloured beetle with the black, chal®ared tyres.

Across the street and down the way the other hatses with their flat fronts. What was it
Clarisse had said one afternoon? "No front pordiigsuncle says there used to be front
porches. And people sat there sometimes at n@king when they wanted to talk, rocking, and
not talking when they didn't want to talk. Sometintleey just sat there and thought about things,
turned things over. My uncle says the architectsigoof the front porches because they didn't
look well. But my uncle says that was merely radi@ing it; the real reason, hidden underneath,
might be they didn't want people sitting like thajng nothing, rocking, talking; that was the
wrong kind of social life. People talked too mugimd they had time to think. So they ran off
with the porches. And the gardens, too. Not mamgiggas any more to sit around in. And look at



the furniture. No rocking?chairs any more. Thetd@comfortable. Get people up and running
around. My uncle says ... and ... myuncleand ... my uncle . . ." Her voice faded.

Montag turned and looked at his wife, who sat mnfiddle of the parlour talking to an
announcer, who in turn was talking to her. "Mrs.nm," he was saying. This, that and the
other. "Mrs. Montag?" Something else and still @aeot The converter attachment, which had
cost them one hundred dollars, automatically sedgdlier name whenever the announcer
addressed his anonymous audience, leaving a blaakevihe proper syllables could be filled in.
A special spot?wavex?scrambler also caused higgetbimage, in the area immediately about
his lips, to mouth the vowels and consonants biegiytiHe was a friend, no doubt of it, a good
friend. "Mrs. Montag?now look right here."

Her head turned. Though she quite obviously wagistening.

Montag said, "It's only a step from not going torkvtoday to not working tomorrow, to not
working at the firehouse ever again." ,

"You are going to work tonight, though, aren't yos&id Mildred.

"l haven't decided. Right now I've got an awfulliieg | want to smash things and kill things '
"Go take the beetle.”

"No thanks."

"The keys to the beetle are on the night tablévags like to drive fast when | feel that way.
You get it up around ninetyfive and you feel worideiSometimes | drive all night and come
back and you don't know it. It's fun out in the otyy. You hit rabbits, sometimes you hit dogs.
Go take the beetle."

"No, | don't want to, this time. | want to hold tmthis funny thing. God, it's gotten big on me. |
don't know what it is. I'm so damned unhappy, lbmead, and | don't know why | feel like I'm
putting on weight. | feel fat. | feel like I've besaving up a lot of things, and don't know what. |
might even start reading books."

"They'd put you in jail, wouldn't they?" She lookaidhim as if he were behind the glass wall.
He began to put on his clothes, moving restledstytithe bedroom. "Yes, and it might be a
good idea. Before | hurt someone. Did you heartg@ddid you listen to him? He knows all the
answers. He's right. Happiness is important. Favéeything. And yet | kept sitting there saying
to myself, I'm not happy, I'm not happy."

"l am." Mildred's mouth beamed. "And proud of it."

"I'm going to do something," said Montag. "l dawven know what yet, but I'm going to do
something big."

"I'm tired of listening to this junk," said Mildreturning from him to the announcer again
Montag touched the volume control in the wall amel announcer was speechless.

"Millie?" He paused. "This is your house as welhaige. | feel it's only fair that | tell you
something now. | should have told you before, buasn't even admitting it to myself. | have
something | want you to see, something I've putyaavad hid during the past year, now and
again, once in a while, 1 didn't know why, but ¢ldf and | never told you."

He took hold of a straight?backed chair and movstbwly and steadily into the hall near the
front door and climbed up on it and stood for a rentiike a statue on a pedestal, his wife
standing under him, waiting. Then he reached uppaiidd back the grille of the
air?conditioning system and reached far back insidbe right and moved still another sliding
sheet of metal and took out a book. Without lookahg he dropped it to the floor. He put his
hand back up and took out two books and moveddnsl llown and dropped the two books to



the floor. He kept moving his hand and droppingksosmall ones, fairly large ones, yellow,
red, green ones. When he was done he looked doamsgime twenty books lying at his wife's
feet.

"I'm sorry," he said. "I didn't really think. Bubw it looks as if we're in this together."

Mildred backed away as if she were suddenly comdaby a pack of mice that had come up out
of the floor. He could hear her breathing rapidig &er face was paled out and her eyes were
fastened wide. She said his name over, twice, timreses. Then moaning, she ran forward, seized
a book and ran toward the kitchen incinerator.

He caught her, shrieking. He held her and she tadight away from him, scratching.

"No, Millie, no! Wait! Stop it, will you? You donknow . . . stop it!" He slapped her face, he
grabbed her again and shook her.

She said his name and began to cry.

"Millie! " he said. "Listen. Give me a second, Wibu? We can't do anything. We can't burn
these. | want to look at them, at least look atrtleece. Then if what the Captain says is true,
we'll burn them together, believe me, we'll buranthtogether. You must help me." He looked
down into her face and took hold of her chin anid ther firmly. He was looking not only at her,
but for himself and what he must do, in her fa¥h&ther we like this or not, we're in it. I've
never asked for much from you in all these yeaus) bsk it now, | plead for it. We've got to
start somewhere here, figuring out why we're irhsaieness, you and the medicine at night, and
the car, and me and my work. We're heading righttfe cliff, Millie. God, | don't want to go
over. This isn't going to be easy. We haven't angtto go on, but maybe we can piece it out
and figure it and help each other. | need you sohmmight now, | can't tell you. If you love me at
all you'll put up with this, twenty?four, forty?dighours, that's all | ask, then it'll be over. |
promise, | swear! And if there is something heust pne little thing out of a whole mess of
things, maybe we can pass it on to someone else."

She wasn't fighting any more, so he let her go.s8lgged away from him and slid down the
wall, and sat on the floor looking at the booksr F®t touched one and she saw this and pulled
her foot away.

"That woman, the other night, Millie, you weretiete. You didn't see her face. And Clarisse.
You never talked to her. | talked to her. And mi&a Beatty are afraid of her. | can't understand
it. Why should they be so afraid of someone like?H&ut | kept putting her alongside the
firemen in the house last night, and | suddenljized | didn't like them at all, and | didn't like
myself at all any more. And | thought maybe it wibbk best if the firemen themselves were
burnt.”

"Guy!"

The front door voice called softly:

"Mrs. Montag, Mrs. Montag, someone here, someong, iMrs. Montag, Mrs. Montag, someone
here."

Softly.

They turned to stare at the door and the bookdedpgverywhere, everywhere in heaps.
"Beatty!" said Mildred.

"It can't be him."

"He's come back!" she whispered.

The front door voice called again softly. "Somebeee . . ."

"We won't answer." Montag lay back against the \w&all then slowly sank to a crouching
position and began to nudge the books, bewildeyedti his thumb, his forefinger. He was



shivering and he wanted above all to shove the $apkthrough the ventilator again, but he
knew he could not face Beatty again. He croucheldlaen he sat and the voice of the front door
spoke again, more insistently. Montag picked alsisgiall volume from the floor. "Where do
we begin?" He opened the book half?way and peeréd®e begin by beginning, | guess."”
"He'll come in," said Mildred, "and burn us and treoks!"

The front door voice faded at last. There wasensi. Montag felt the presence of someone
beyond the door, waiting, listening. Then the ftegis going away down the walk and over the
lawn.

"Let's see what this is," said Montag.

He spoke the words haltingly and with a terriblécemsciousness. He read a dozen pages here
and there and came at last to this:

"It is computed that eleven thousand persons hasgeveral times suffered death rather than
submit to break eggs at the smaller end.™

Mildred sat across the hall from him. "What doesi@n? It doesn't mean anything! The Captain
was right! "

"Here now," said Montag. "We'll start over againthee beginning."

PART II

THE SIEVE AND THE SAND

THEY read the long afternoon through, while thedddbvember rain fell from the sky upon the
quiet house. They sat in the hall because the yprawlas so empty and grey-looking without its
walls lit with orange and yellow confetti and skgekets and women in gold-mesh dresses and
men in black velvet pulling one-hundred-pound r&bbibm silver hats. The parlour was dead
and Mildred kept peering in at it with a blank esggion as Montag paced the floor and came
back and squatted down and read a page as maay ases, aloud.

" "We cannot tell the precise moment when friengshiformed. As in filling a vessel drop by
drop, there is at last a drop which makes it ruerpso in a series of kindnesses there is at last
one which makes the heart run over.™

Montag sat listening to the rain.

"Is that what it was in the girl next door? I'veett so hard to figure."

"She's dead. Let's talk about someone alive, fodgess' sake."

Montag did not look back at his wife as he wentioéng along the hall to the kitchen, where he
stood a long .time watching the rain hit the winddvefore he came back down the hall in the
grey light, waiting for the tremble to subside.

He opened another book.

" "That favourite subject, Myself.™

He squinted at the wall. " "The favourite subjdtyself.™

"l understand that one," said Mildred.

"But Clarisse's favourite subject wasn't herselivds everyone else, and me. She was the first
person in a good many years I've really liked. Bhs the first person | can remember who
looked straight at me as if | counted.” He liftée two books. "These men have been dead a
long time, but | know their words point, one wayamother, to Clansse."

Outside the front door, in the rain, a faint sdnatg.

Montag froze. He saw Mildred thrust herself backhte wall and gasp.



"l shut it off."

"Someone--the door--why doesn't the door-voiceus"

Under the door-sill, a slow, probing sniff, an ebet@n of electric steam.

Mildred laughed. "It's only a dog, that's what! Yieent me to shoo him away?"

"Stay where you are!"

Silence. The cold rain falling. And the smell ofiblelectricity blowing under the locked door.
"Let's get back to work," said Montag quietly.

Mildred kicked at a book. "Books aren't people. ¥ead and | look around, but there isn't
anybody!"

He stared at the parlour that was dead and gréyasaters of an ocean that might teem with
life if they switched on the electronic sun.

"Now," said Mildred, "my “family' is people. Theglt me things; I laugh, they laugh! And the
colours!"

"Yes, | know."

"And besides, if Captain Beatty knew about thosekise" She thought about it. Her face grew
amazed and then horrified. "He might come and therhbuse and the “family.’ That's awful!
Think of our investment. Why should | read? Wha®fo

"What for! Why!" said Montag. "l saw the damnedsisake in the world the other night. It was
dead but it was alive. It could see but it coulda®. You want to see that snake. It's at
Emergency Hospital where they filed a report oritedl junk the snake got out of you! Would
you like to go and check their file? Maybe you'ddaunder Guy Montag or maybe under Fear or
War. Would you like to go to that house that buast night? And rake ashes for the bones of the
woman who set fire to her own house! What abouti§€da McClellan, where do we look for
her? The morgue! Listen!"

The bombers crossed the sky and crossed the skyl®/bBouse, gasping, murmuring, whistling
like an immense, invisible fan, circling in emptise

"Jesus God," said Montag. "Every hour so many ddmmygs in the sky! How in hell did those
bombers get up there every single second of oesliwhy doesn't someone want to talk about
it? We've started and won two atomic wars sincé186it because we're having so much fun at
home we've forgotten the world? Is it because wsgrach and the rest of the world's so poor
and we just don't care if they are? I've heard unsidhe world is starving, but we're well-fed. Is
it true, the world works hard and we play? Is thhy we're hated so much? I've heard the
rumours about hate, too, once in a long while, ¢teryears. Do you know why? | don't, that's
sure! Maybe the books can get us half out of ttve.cghey just might stop us from making the
same damn insane mistakes! | don't hear thosehdgtards in your parlour talking about it.
God, Millie, don't you see? An hour a day, two suwvith these books, and maybe..."

The telephone rang. Mildred snatched the phone.

"Ann!" She laughed. "Yes, the White Clown's on timil"

Montag walked to the kitchen and threw the book mloiMontag,” he said, "you're really stupid.
Where do we go from here? Do we turn the bookinget it?" He opened the book to read over
Mildred's laughter.

Poor Millie, he thought. Poor Montag, it's mud twytoo. But where do you get help, where do
you find a teacher this late?

Hold on. He shut his eyes. Yes, of course. Agaifohad himself thinking of the green park a
year ago. The thought had been with him many tireesntly, but now he remembered how it



was that day in the city park when he had seendidanan in the black suit hide something,
quickly in his coat .

... The old man leapt up as if to run. And Montagls"Wait ! "

"I haven't done anything! " cried the old man tréinmdp

"No one said you did."

They had sat in the green soft light without sayangord for a moment, and then Montag talked
about the weather, and then the old man respondbdwale voice. It was a strange quiet
meeting. The old man admitted to being a retiredligh professor who had been thrown out
upon the world forty years ago when the last libares college shut for lack of students and
patronage. His name was Faber, and when he filzalyhis fear of Montag, he talked in a
cadenced voice, looking at the sky and the tredgtangreen park, and when an hour had passed
he said something to Montag and Montag sensedstavaymeless poem. Then the old man
grew even more courageous and said something mdisthat was a poem, too. Faber held his
hand over his left coat-pocket and spoke these svgedtly, and Montag knew if he reached out,
he might pull a book of poetry from the man's c&ait he did not reach out. His. hands stayed
on his knees, numbed and useless. "l don't tatig#hisir,” said Faber. "I talk the meaning of
things. | sit here and know I'm alive."

That was all there was to it, really. An hour ofmotogue, a poem, a comment, and then without
even acknowledging the fact that Montag was a faenfraber with a certain trembling, wrote
his address on a slip of paper. "For your file,'sh&l, "in case you decide to be angry with me."
"I'm not angry," Montag said, surprised.

Mildred shrieked with laughter in the hall.

Montag went to his bedroom closet and flipped tgtohis file-wallet to the heading: FUTURE
INVESTIGATIONS (?). Faber's name was there. He hadmed it in and he hadn't erased it.
He dialled the call on a secondary phone. The plartbde far end of the line called Faber's
name a dozen times before the professor answeiethint voice. Montag identified himself

and was met with a lengthy silence. "Yes, Mr. Mgfta

"Professor Faber, | have a rather odd questioskoHow many copies of the Bible are left in
this country?"

"I don't know what you're talking about! "

"I want to know if there are any copies left at"all

"This is some sort of a trap! | can't talk to jastyone on the phone!"

"How many copies of Shakespeare and Plato?"

"None ! You know as well as | do. None!"

Faber hung up.

Montag put down the phone. None. A thing he knewaefrse from the firehouse listings. But
somehow he had wanted to hear it from Faber himself

In the hall Mildred's face was suffused with excigant. "Well, the ladies are coming over!"
Montag showed her a book. "This is the Old and Nestament, and-"

"Don't start that again!"

"It might be the last copy in this part of the vebtl

"You've got to hand it back tonight, don't you kriv@aptain Beatty knows you've got it, doesn't
he?"

"l don't think he knows which book | stole. But haw | choose a substitute? Do | turn in Mr.
Jefferson? Mr. Thoreau? Which is least valuabléi¢k a substitute and Beatty does know
which book | stole, he'll guess we've an entiregliip here!"



Mildred's mouth twitched. "See what you're doing®u ruin us! Who's more important, me or
that Bible?" She was beginning to shriek now,rgittihere like a wax doll melting in its own
heat.

He could hear Beatty's voice. "Sit down, Montagt&aDelicately, like the petals of a flower.
Light the first page, light the second page. Eaatoimes a black butterfly. Beautiful, eh? Light
the third page from the second and so on, chainsrgp&hapter by chapter, all the silly things
the words mean, all the false promises, all thersg&dand notions and time-worn philosophies."
There sat Beatty, perspiring gently, the flooeliéd with swarms of black moths that had died in
a single storm

Mildred stopped screaming as quickly as she staMedtag was not listening. "There's only
one thing to do," he said. "Some time before tonwgmen | give the book to Beatty, I've got to
have a duplicate made."

"You'll be here for the White Clown tonight, ancttadies coming over?" cried Mildred.

Montag stopped at the door, with his back turn&tllie?"

A silence "What?"

"Millie? Does the White Clown love you?"

No answer.

"Millie, does--" He licked his lips. "Does your ifaly' love you, love you very much, love you
with all their heart

and soul, Millie?"

He felt her blinking slowly at the back of his neck

"Why'd you ask a silly question like that?"

He felt he wanted to cry, but nothing would happehis eyes or his mouth.

"If you see that dog outside," said Mildred, "givien a kick for me."

He hesitated, listening at the door. He openeddtsiepped out.

The rain had stopped and the sun was setting ioléae sky. The street and the lawn and the
porch were empty. He let his breath go in a griggit s

He slammed the door.

He was on the subway.

I'm numb, he thought. When did the numbness rd&atin in my face? In my body? The night |
kicked the pill-bottle in the dark, like kickingbauried mine.

The numbness will go away, he thought. It'll takeet but I'll do it, or Faber will do it for me.
Someone somewhere will give me back the old fadetla old hands the way they were. Even
the smile, he thought, the old burnt-in smile, ‘thgone. I'm lost without it.

The subway fled past him, cream-tile, jet-blackean-tile, jet-black, numerals and darkness,
more darkness and the total adding itself.

Once as a child he had sat upon a yellow dunedgeh in the middle of the blue and hot
summer day, trying to fill a sieve with sand, bessasome cruel cousin had said, "Fill this sieve
and you'll get a dime!" "And the faster he pourtéd,faster it sifted through with a hot
whispering. His hands were tired, the sand wasngpithe sieve was empty. Seated there in the
midst of July, without a sound, he felt the teas/endown his cheeks.

Now as the vacuum-underground rushed him througldéad cellars of town, jolting him, he
remembered the terrible logic of that sieve, antbbked down and saw that he was carrying the
Bible open. There were people in the suction thaihhe held the book in his hands and the silly
thought came to him, if you read fast and reachadlybe some of the sand will stay in the sieve.
But he read and the words fell through, and hedhgun a few hours, there will be Beatty, and



here will be me handing this over, so no phraset ssape me, each line must be memorized. |
will myself to do it.

He clenched the book in his fists.

Trumpets blared.

"Denham's Dentrifice."

Shut up, thought Montag. Consider the lilies offill.

"Denham's Dentifrice."

They toil not-

"Denham's--"

Consider the lilies of the field, shut up, shut up.

"Dentifrice I "

He tore the book open and flicked the pages amndhedn as if he were blind, he picked at the
shape of the individual letters, not blinking.

"Denham's. Spelled : D-E.N "

They toil not, neither do they . . .

A fierce whisper of hot sand through empty sieve.

"Denham's does it!"

Consider the lilies, the lilies, the lilies...

"Denham's dental detergent.”

"Shut up, shut up, shut up!" It was a plea, a oryesrible that Montag found himself on his feet,
the shocked inhabitants of the loud car staringgingpback from this man with the insane,
gorged face, the gibbering, dry mouth, the flapgngk in his fist. The people who had been
sitting a moment before, tapping their feet totghm of Denham's Dentifrice, Denham's
Dandy Dental Detergent, Denham's Dentifrice DeingfDentifrice, one two, one two three, one
two, one two three. The people whose mouths haal tagstly twitching the words Dentifrice
Dentifrice Dentifrice. The train radio vomited upbfontag, in retaliation, a great ton-load of
music made of tin, copper, silver, chromium, arasbr The people wcre pounded into
submission; they did not run, there was no placeothe great air-train fell down its shaft in
the earth.

"Lilies of the field." "Denham's."

"Lilies, | said!"

The people stared.

"Call the guard.”

"The man's off--"

"Knoll View!"

The train hissed to its stop.

"Knoll View!" A cry.

"Denham's."” A whisper.

Montag's mouth barely moved. "Lilies..."

The train door whistled open. Montag stood. Therd@sped, started shut. Only then .did he
leap past the other passengers, screaming in hig piunge through the slicing door only in
time. He ran on the white tiles up through the elanignoring the escalators, because he wanted
to feel his feet-move, arms swing, lungs clenclejemch, feel his throat go raw with air. A voice
drifted after him, "Denham's Denham's Denham'®'ttain hissed like a snake. The train
vanished in its hole.

"Who is it?"



"Montag out here."

"What do you want?"

"Let mein."

"I haven't done anything I"

"I'm alone, dammit ! "

"You swear it?"

"I swear!"

The front door opened slowly. Faber peered oukit@pvery old in the light and very fragile

and very much afraid. The old man looked as if &g ot been out of the house in years. He and
the white plaster walls inside were much the sarhere was white in the flesh of his mouth and
his cheeks and his hair was white and his eyeddusti, with white in the vague blueness there.
Then his eyes touched on the book under Montagisaad he did not look so old any more and
not quite as fragile. Slowly his fear went.

"I'm sorry. One has to be careful.”

He looked at the book under Montag's arm and cootdtop. "So it's true.”

Montag stepped inside. The door shut.

"Sit down." Faber backed up, as if he feared thekbnight vanish if he took his eyes from it.
Behind him, the door to a bedroom stood open, arldat room a litter of machinery and steel
tools was strewn upon a desk-top. Montag had oglynapse, before Faber, seeing Montag's
attention diverted, turned quickly and shut therbeth door and stood holding the knob with a
trembling hand. His gaze returned unsteadily to tdgnwho was now seated with the book in
his lap. "The book-where did you-?"

"| stole it."

Faber, for the first time, raised his eyes and éabétirectly into Montag's face. "You're brave."
"No," said Montag. "My wife's dying. A friend of me's already dead. Someone who may have
been a friend was burnt less than twenty-four hags You're the only one | knew might help
me. To see. To see. ."

Faber's hands itched on his knees. "May 1?"

"Sorry." Montag gave him the book.

"It's been a long time. I'm not a religious mant Ba been a long time." Faber turned the pages,
stopping here and there to read. "It's as good@sémber. Lord, how they've changed it- in our
“parlours’ these days. Christ is one of the “famibw. | often wonder it God recognizes His own
son the way we've dressed him up, or is it dreegadlown? He's a regular peppermint stick
now, all sugar-crystal and saccharine when hernsaking veiled references to certain
commercial products that every worshipper absoftutekds.” Faber sniffed the book. "Do you
know that books smell like nutmeg or some spicenfeoforeign land? | loved to smell them
when | was a boy. Lord, there were a lot of lovetypks once, before we let them go." Faber
turned the pages. "Mr. Montag, you are looking ebw&ard. | saw the way things were going, a
long time back. | said nothing. I'm one of the inaeots who could have spoken up and out when
no one would listen to the "guilty," but | did reteak and thus became guilty myself. And when
finally they set the structure to burn the boolsng the, firemen, | grunted a few times and
subsided, for there were no others grunting oiinglvith me, by then. Now, it's too late." Faber
closed the Bible. "Well--suppose you tell me whyiy@me here?"

"Nobody listens any more. | can't talk to the wakxause they're yelling at me. | can't talk to
my wife; she listens to the walls. | just want some to hear what | have to say. And maybe if |
talk long enough, it'll make sense. And | want yoteach me to understand what | read.”



Faber examined Montag's thin, blue-jowled face.WHid you get shaken up? What knocked
the torch out of your hands?"

"l don't know. We have everything we need to beplyaput we aren't happy. Something's
missing. | looked around. The only thing | positiwknew was gone was the books I'd burned in
ten or twelve years. So | thought books might Help.

"You're a hopeless romantic,” said Faber. "It wchadfunny if it were not serious. It's not books
you need, it's some of the things that once web®oks. The same things could be in the
“parlour families' today. The same infinite detaild awareness could be projected through the
radios and televisors, but are not. No, no, itishamks at all you're looking for! Take it where
you can find it, in old phonograph records, old imofpictures, and in old friends; look for it in
nature and look for it in yourself. Books were oohe type of receptacle where we stored a lot
of things we were afraid we might forget. Theraashing magical in them at all. The magic is
only in what books say, how they stitched the pasabf the universe together into one garment
for us. Of course you couldn't know this, of couyse still can't understand what | mean when |
say all this. You are intuitively right, that's wl@unts. Three things are missing.

"Number one: Do you know why books such as thissarenportant? Because they have quality.
And what does the word quality mean? To me it méexisire. This book has pores. It has
features. This book can go under the microscope:dviind life under the glass, streaming past
in infinite profusion. The more pores, the moretifully recorded details of life per square inch
you can get on a sheet of paper, the more “liteyaryare. That's my definition, anyway. Telling
detail. Fresh detail. The good writers touch lifeen. The mediocre ones run a quick hand over
her. The bad ones rape her and leave her foridee fl

"So now do you see why books are hated and fedreel? show the pores in the face of life.
The comfortable people want only wax moon faceseglpss, hairless, expressionless. We are
living in a time when flowers are trying to live @dlowers, instead of growing on good rain and
black loam. Even fireworks, for all their prettisesome from the chemistry of the earth. Yet
somehow we think we can grow, feeding on flowers fareworks, without completing the cycle
back to reality. Do you know the legend of Hercidad Antaeus, the giant wrestler, whose
strength was incredible so long as he stood fironlyhe earth. But when he was held, rootless,
in mid-air, by Hercules, he perished easily. Ifrthesn't something in that legend for us today, in
this city, in our time, then | am completely insawéell, there we have the first thing | said we
needed. Quality, texture of information.”

"And the second?"

"Leisure.”

"Oh, but we've plenty of off-hours."”

"Off-hours, yes. But time to think? If you're notung a hundred miles an hour, at a clip where
you can't think of anything else but the dangentiou’re playing some game or sitting in some
room where you can't argue with the fourwall tedevi Why? The televisor is 'real.' It is
immediate, it has dimension. It tells you whathimk and blasts it in. It must be, right. It seems
so right. It rushes you on so quickly to its owmdasions your mind hasn't time to protest,
'What nonsense!™

"Only the 'family’ is 'people.™

"l beg your pardon?"

"My wife says books aren't 'real.™

"Thank God for that. You can shut them, say, 'Hoich moment.’ You play God to it. But who
has ever torn himself from the claw that enclosmswhen you drop a seed in a TV parlour? It



grows you any shape it wishes! It is an environnasnteal as the world. It becomes and is the
truth. Books can be beaten down with reason. Btit all my knowledge and scepticism, | have
never been able to argue with a one-hundred-pigoeisony orchestra, full colour, three
dimensions, and | being in and part of those inbtegarlours. As you see, my parlour is
nothing but four plaster walls. And here " He held two small rubber plugs. "For my ears
when [ ride the subway-jets."

"Denham's Dentifrice; they toil not, neither doyttspin,” said Montag, eyes shut. "Where do we
go from here? Would books help us?"

"Only if the third necessary thing could be given Number one, as | said, quality of
information. Number two: leisure to digest it. Andmber three: the right to carry out actions
based on what we learn from the inter-action offils¢ two. And | hardly think a very old man
and a fireman turned sour could do much this lathé game..."

"l can get books."

"You're running a risk."

"That's the good part of dying; when you've nothim¢pse, you run any risk you want."
"There, you've said an interesting thing," laugkabder, "without having read it!"

"Are things like that in books. But it came off tteg of my mind!"

"All the better. You didn't fancy it up for me onyone, even yourself."

Montag leaned forward. "This afternoon | thouglati it turned out that books were worth
while, we might get a press and print some extpess-"

" We?"

"You and I"

"Oh, no ! " Faber sat up.

"But let me tell you my plan---"

"If you insist on telling me, | must ask you to Ved'

"But aren't you interested?"

"Not if you start talking the sort of talk that rhigget me burnt for my trouble. The only way |
could possibly listen to you would be if somehow tineman structure itself could be burnt.
Now if you suggest that we print extra books amdrage to have them hidden in firemen's
houses all over the country, so that seeds of ciospivould be sown among these arsonists,
bravo, I'd say!"

"Plant the books, turn in an alarm, and see tleenign's houses bum, is that what you mean?"
Faber raised his brows and looked at Montag as Viére seeing a new man. "l was joking."
"If you thought it would be a plan worth tryingd Ihave to take your word it would help.”

"You can't guarantee things like that! After alhen we had all the books we needed, we still
insisted on finding the highest cliff to jump oBut we do need a breather. We do need
knowledge. And perhaps in a thousand years we rpightsmaller cliffs to jump off. The books
are to remind us what asses and fools we are. rEn€gesar's praetorian guard, whispering as
the parade roars down the avenue, 'Remember, Caesaart mortal." Most of us can't rush
around, talking to everyone, know all the citieshe# world, we haven't time, money or that
many friends. The things you're looking for, Montate in the world, but the only way the
average chap will ever see ninety-nine per cetherh is in a book. Don't ask for guarantees.
And don't look to be saved in any one thing, persaachine, or library. Do your own bit of
saving, and if you drown, at least die knowing yere headed for shore."

Faber got up and began to pace the room.

"Well?" asked Montag.



"You're absolutely serious?"

"Absolutely."

"It's an insidious plan, if | do say so myself."bléa glanced nervously at his bedroom door. "To
see the firehouses burn across the land, destas/bdtbeds of treason. The salamander devours
his tail! Ho, God! "

"I've a list of firemen's residences everywhereti/gome sort of underground "

"Can't trust people, that's the dirty part. You dadd who else will set the fires?"

"Aren't there professors like yourself, former erg, historians, linguists . . .?"

"Dead or ancient.”

"The older the better; they'll go unnoticed. Yowwndozens, admit it ! "

"Oh, there are many actors alone who haven't &itedidello or Shaw or Shakespeare for years
because their plays are too aware of the worldctvd use their anger. And we could use the
honest rage of those historians who haven't wraténe for forty years. True, we might form
classes in thinking and reading."

"Yes! "

"But that would just nibble the edges. The wholkuwe's shot through. The skeleton needs
melting and re-shaping. Good God, it isn't as sangd just picking up a book you laid down half
a century ago. Remember, the firemen are rarelgssacy. The public itself stopped reading of
its own accord. You firemen provide a circus now #ren at which buildings are set off and
crowds gather for the pretty blaze, but it's a $sideshow indeed, and hardly necessary to keep
things in line. So few want to be rebels any méwd out of those few, most, like myself, scare
easily. Can you dance faster than the White Cl@kout louder than "Mr. Gimmick' and the
parlour “families'? If you can, you'll win your waylontag. In any event, you're a fool. People
are having fun"

"Committing suicide! Murdering!"

A bomber flight had been moving east all the timeyttalked, and only now did the two men
stop and listen, feeling the great jet sound trenmide themselves.

"Patience, Montag. Let the war turn off the “fagsli Our civilization is flinging itself to pieces.
Stand back from the centrifuge."”

"There has to be someone ready when it blows up."

"What? Men quoting Milton? Saying, | remember Sapés? Reminding the survivors that man
has his good side, too? They will only gather wgrtetones to hurl at each other. Montag, go
home. Go to bed. Why waste your final hours raeibgut your cage denying you're a squirrel?"
"Then you don't care any more?"

"l care so much I'm sick.”

"And you won't help me?"

"Good night, good night."

Montag's hands picked up the Bible. He saw whahaigls had done and he looked surprised.
"Would you like to own this?"

Faber said, "I'd give my right arm."”

Montag stood there and waited for the next thingappen. His hands, by themselves, like two
men working together, began to rip the pages fimerbbok. The hands tore the flyleaf and then
the first and then the second page.

"ldiot, what're you doing!" Faber sprang up, alsefhad been struck. He fell, against Montag.
Montag warded him off and let his hands continue.n$ore pages fell to the floor. He picked
them up and wadded the paper under Faber's gaze.



"Don't, oh, don't ! " said the old man.

"Who can stop me? I'm a fireman. | can bum you!"

The old man stood looking at him. "You wouldn't."

"l could !"

"The book. Don't tear it any more." Faber sank mtthair, his face very white, his mouth
trembling. "Don't make me feel any more tired. Wihatyou want?"

"I need you to teach me."

"All right, all right."

Montag put the book down. He began to unwad thepted paper and flatten it out as the old
man watched tiredly.

Faber shook his head as if he were waking up.

"Montag, have you some money?"

"Some. Four, five hundred dollars. Why?"

"Bring it. I know a man who printed our college papalf a century ago. That was the year |
came to class at the start of the new semestefioand only one student to sign up for Drama
from Aeschylus to O'Neill. You see? How like a bifalistatue of ice it was, melting in the sun.
| remember the newspapers dying like huge mothsoméowanted them back. No one missed
them. And the Government, seeing how advantageaussito have people reading only about
passionate lips and the fist in the stomach, drthe situation with your fire-eaters. So, Montag,
there's this unemployed printer. We might stasgva books, and wait on the war to break the
pattern and give us the push we need. A few bomb@she “families’ in the walls of all the
houses, like harlequin rats, will shut up! In sdenour stage-whisper might carry."

They both stood looking at the book on the table.

"I've tried to remember," said Montag. "But, héls gone when | turn my head. God, how |
want something to say to the Captain. He's readgmneo he has all the answers, or seems to
have. His voice is like butter. I'm afraid he'llkkane back the way | was. Only a week ago,
pumping a kerosene hose, | thought: God, what fun!"

The old man nodded. "Those who don't build mushblii's as old as history and juvenile
delinquents.”

"So that's what | am."

"There's some of it in all of us."

Montag moved towards the front door. "Can you Imedpin any way tonight, with the Fire
Captain? | need an umbrella to keep off the ram.sb damned afraid I'll drown if he gets me
again."

The old man said nothing, but glanced once moreoosty, at his bedroom. Montag caught the
glance. "Well?"

The old man took a deep breath, held it, and letiit He took another, eyes closed, his mouth
tight, and at last exhaled. "Montag..."

The old man turned at last and said, "Come aloaguld actually have let you walk right out of
my house. | am a cowardly old fool."

Faber opened the bedroom door and led Montag istoadl chamber where stood a table upon
which a number of metal tools lay among a weltamafroscopic wire-hairs, tiny coils, bobbins,
and crystals.

"What's this?" asked Montag.

"Proof of my terrible cowardice. I've lived alon@ many years, throwing images on walls with
my imagination. Fiddling with electronics, radi@atismission, has been my hobby. My



cowardice is of such a passion, complementingekelutionary spirit that lives in its shadow, |
was forced to design this."

He picked up a small green-metal object no larigan ia .22 bullet.

"l paid for all this-how? Playing the stock-marketcourse, the last refuge in the world for the
dangerous intellectual out of a job. Well, | playhd market and built all this and I've waited.
I've waited, trembling, half a lifetime for someadiespeak to me. | dared speak to no one. That
day in the park when we sat together, | knew thatesday you might drop by, with fire or
friendship, it was hard to guess. I've had thtkelitem ready for months. But | almost let you go,
I'm that afraid!"

"It looks like a Seashell radio.”

"And something more! It listens! If you put it iroyr ear, Montag, | can sit comfortably home,
warming my frightened bones, and hear and anahgséremen's world, find its weaknesses,
without danger. I'm the Queen Bee, safe in the.Nea will be the drone, the travelling ear.
Eventually, | could put out ears into all partdlod city, with various men, listening and
evaluating. If the drones die, I'm still safe atte tending my fright with a maximum of

comfort and a minimum of chance. See how safeyl ipldaow contemptible | am?"

Montag placed the green bullet in his ear. Thenodsh inserted a similar object in his own ear
and moved his lips.

"Montag! "

The voice was in Montag's head.

"I hear you! "

The old man laughed. "You're coming over fine, tdedber whispered, but the voice in
Montag's head was clear. "Go to the firehouse wi'geetime. I'll be with you. Let's listen to this
Captain Beatty together. He could be one of us. khaavs. I'll give you things to say. We'll

give him a good show. Do you hate me for this etest cowardice of mine? Here | am sending
you out into the night, while | stay behind theslsnwith my damned ears listening for you to get
your head chopped off."

"We all do what we do," said Montag. He put thel8iim the old man's hands. "Here. I'll chance
turning in a substitute. Tomorrow--"

"I'll see the unemployed printer, yes; that muchn do."

"Good night, Professor."

"Not good night. I'll be with you the rest of theht, a vinegar gnat tickling your ear when you
need me. But good night and good luck, anyway."

The door opened and shut. Montag was in the degktsagain, looking at the world.

You could feel the war getting ready in the skyt thight. The way the clouds moved aside and
came back, and the way the stars looked, a miifdhem swimming between the clouds, like
the enemy discs, and the feeling that the sky nfaghtipon the city and turn it to chalk dust, and
the moon go up in red fire; that was how the nigtit

Montag walked from the subway with the money ingosket (he had visited the bank which
was open all night and every night with robot talle attendance) and as he walked he was
listening to the Seashell radio in one car... "Vefeehmobilized a million men. Quick victory is

ours if the war comes .. .." Music flooded over Yioice quickly and it was gone.

"Ten million men mobilized," Faber's voice whispie his other ear. "But say one million. It's
happier."

"Faber?"

"Yes?"



"I'm not thinking. I'm just doing like I'm told,Ke always. You said get the money and | got it. |
didn't really think of it myself. When do | starbvking things out on my own?"

"You've started already, by saying what you jugd.séou’ll have to take me on faith.”

"l took the others on faith I "

"Yes, and look where we're headed. You'll haveaed blind for a while. Here's my arm to
hold on to."

"l don't want to change sides and just be told whao. There's no reason to change if | do
that.”

"You're wise already!"

Montag felt his feet moving him on the sidewalk.&vd his house. "Keep talking."

"Would you like me to read? I'll read so you cameenber. | go to bed only five hours a night.
Nothing to do. So if you like; I'll read you to sfgnights. They say you retain knowledge even
when you're sleeping, if someone whispers it inryear."

"Yes."

"Here." Far away across town in the night, theteshwhisper of a turned page. "The Book of
Job."

The moon rose in the sky as Montag walked, hisrtipsing just a trifle.

He was eating a light supper at nine in the evenihgn the front door cried out in the hall and
Mildred ran from the parlour like a native fleeiag eruption of Vesuvius. Mrs. Phelps and Mrs.
Bowles came through the front door and vanishealtim¢ volcano's mouth with martinis in their
hands: Montag stopped eating. They were like a tnous crystal chandelier tinkling in a
thousand chimes, he saw their Cheshire Cat smilesrig through the walls of the house, and
now they were screaming at each other above thévitintag found himself at the parlour door
with his food still in his mouth.

"Doesn't everyone look nice!"

"Nice."

"You look fine, Millie! "
"Fine."

"Everyone looks swell."
"Swell!

"Montag stood watching them.

"Patience," whispered Faber.

"I shouldn't be here,"” whispered Montag, almodtitoself. "I should be on my way back to you
with the money!" "Tomorrow's time enough. Careful!”

"Isn't this show wonderful?" cried Mildred. "Wondigt"

On one wall a woman smiled and drank orange juroelsaneously. How does she do both at
once, thought Montag, insanely. In the other waiis<-ray of the same woman revealed the
contracting journey of the refreshing beveragetemvay to her delightful stomach! Abruptly the
room took off on a rocket flight into the cloudspiunged into a lime-green sea where blue fish
ate red and yellow fish. A minute later, Three WHitartoon Clowns chopped off each other's
limbs to the accompaniment of immense incomingstiofdaughter. Two minutes more and the
room whipped out of town to the jet cars wildlyating an arena, bashing and backing up and
bashing each other again. Montag saw a numberdiébdly in the air.

"Millie, did you see that?"

"l saw it, | saw it! "



Montag reached inside the parlour wall and pulkeirhain switch. The images drained away, as
if the water had been let out from a gigantic al/bbwl of hysterical fish.

The three women turned slowly and looked with ueahed irritation and then dislike at
Montag.

"When do you suppose the war will start?" he sdidotice your husbands aren't here tonight?"
"Oh, they come and go, come and go," said Mrs.#hé&ln again out again Finnegan, the Army
called Pete yesterday. He'll be back next week.Arey said so. Quick war. Forty-eight hours
they said, and everyone home. That's what the Avaig. Quick war. Pete was called yesterday
and they said he'd be, back next week. Quick..."

The three women fidgeted and looked nervouslyeatthpty mud-coloured walls.

"I'm not worried," said Mrs. Phelps. "I'll let Pade all the worrying." She giggled. "I'll let old
Pete do all the worrying. Not me. I'm not worried."

"Yes," said Millie. "Let old Pete do the worrying."”

"It's always someone else's husband dies, theYy say.

"I've heard that, too. I've never known any dead kiked in a war. Killed jumping off

buildings, yes, like Gloria's husband last week,flnm wars? No."

"Not from wars," said Mrs. Phelps. "Anyway, Petel dalways said, no tears, nothing like that.
It's our third marriage each and we're independ&mindependent, we always said. He said, if |
get killed off, you just go right ahead and domt, dut get married again, and don't think of me."
"That reminds me," said Mildred. "Did you see t@#ra Dove five-minute romance last night
in your wall? Well, it was all about this woman wko

Montag said nothing but stood looking at the woméaces as he had once looked at the faces of
saints in a strange church he had entered wherab@whild. The faces of those enamelled
creatures meant nothing to him, though he talkeiém and stood in that church for a long
time, trying to be of that religion, trying to knomhat that religion was, trying to get enough of
the raw incense and special dust of the placehisttungs and thus into his blood to feel touched
and concerned by the meaning of the colourful nmehveomen with the porcelain eyes and the
blood-ruby lips. But there was nothing, nothingyés a stroll through another store, and his
currency strange and unusable there, and his passid, even when he touched the wood and
plaster and clay. So it was now, in his own pasleth these women twisting in their chairs
under his gaze, lighting cigarettes, blowing sma&eching their sun-fired hair and examining
their blazing fingernails as if they had caugh¢ firom his look. Their faces grew haunted with
silence. They leaned forward at the sound of Mdatagallowing his final bite of food. They
listened to his feverish breathing. The three emnals of the room were like the pale brows of
sleeping giants now, empty of dreams. Montag Felt if you touched these three staring brows
you would feel a fine salt sweat on your fingesstiphe perspiration gathered with the silence
and the sub-audible trembling around and abouiratite women who were burning with
tension. Any moment they might hiss a long sputtghiss and explode.

Montag moved his lips.

"Let's talk."

The women jerked and stared.

"How're your children, Mrs. Phelps?" he asked.

"You know | haven't any! No one in his right mintde Good Lord knows; would have
children!" said Mrs. Phelps, not quite sure why g&las angry with this man.

"l wouldn't say that,” said Mrs. Bowles. "I've hab children by Caesarian section. No use
going through all that agony for a baby. The wanldst reproduce, you know, the race must go



on. Besides, they sometimes look just like you, thiadls nice. Two Caesarians tamed the trick,
yes, sir. Oh, my doctor said, Caesarians arendssacy; you've got the, hips for it, everything's
normal, but I insisted.”

"Caesarians or not, children are ruinous; you'teobyour mind,"” said Mrs. Phelps.

"l plunk the children in school nine days out af.teput up with them when they come home
three days a month; it's not bad at all. You hebeen into the 'parlour’ and turn the switch. It's
like washing clothes; stuff laundry in and slam lide' Mrs. Bowles tittered. "They'd just as
soon kick as kiss me. Thank God, | can kick back! "

The women showed their tongues, laughing.

Mildred sat a moment and then, seeing that Montag still in the doorway, clapped her hands.
"Let's talk politics, to please Guy!"

"Sounds fine," said Mrs. Bowles. "l voted last ¢l@a, same as everyone, and | laid it on the line
for President Noble. | think he's one of the nidesking men who ever became president.”
"Oh, but the man they ran against him!"

"He wasn't much, was he? Kind of small and homaly lze didn't shave too close or comb his
hair very well."

"What possessed the 'Outs’ to run him? You just dorrunning a little short man like that
against a tall man. Besides -he mumbled. Halfithe t couldn't hear a word he said. And the
words | did hear | didn't understand!"

"Fat, too, and didn't dress to hide it. No wondher landslide was for Winston Noble. Even their
names helped. Compare Winston Noble to Hubert Haoatggn seconds and you can almost
figure the results."

"Damn it!" cried Montag. "What do you know about&tpand Noble?"

"Why, they were right in that parlour wall, not snonths ago. One was always picking his nose;
it drove me wild."

"Well, Mr. Montag," said Mrs. Phelps, "do you warstto vote for a man like that?"

Mildred beamed. "You just run away from the doouyGand don't make us nervous."

But Montag was gone and back in a moment with & lbohis hand.

"Guy!"

"Damn it all, damn it all, damn it!"

"What've you got there; isn't that a book? | thdubht all special training these days was done
by film." Mrs. Phelps blinked. "You reading up arefman theory?"

"Theory, hell,” said Montag. "It's poetry."

"Montag." A whisper.

"Leave me alone! " Montag felt himself turning imgeeat circling roar and buzz and hum.
"Montag, hold on, don't..."

"Did you hear them, did you hear these monstekinglabout monsters? Oh God, the way they
jabber about people and their own children and #edvies and the way they talk about their
husbands and the way they talk about war, damreignd here and | can't believe it!"

"l didn't say a single word about any war, I'll baxou know," said Mrs, Phelps.

"As for poetry, | hate it," said Mrs. Bowles.

"Have you ever read any?"

"Montag," Faber's voice scraped away at him. "Youih everything. Shut up, you fool!"

"All three women were on their feet.

"Sit down!"

They sat.



"I'm going home," quavered Mrs. Bowles.

"Montag, Montag, please, in the name of God, whatyau up to?" pleaded Faber.

"Why don't you just read us one of those poems fyonr little book," Mrs. Phelps nodded. "I
think that'd he very interesting.”

"That's not right,” wailed Mrs. Bowles. "We cand that!"

"Well, look at Mr. Montag, he wants to, | know hees. And if we listen nice, Mr. Montag will
be happy and then maybe we can go on and do somedlse.” She glanced nervously at the
long emptiness of the walls enclosing them.

"Montag, go through with this and I'll cut off,|lleave.” The beetle jabbed his ear. "What good
is this, what'll you prove?"

"Scare hell out of them, that's what, scare thadidaylights out!"

Mildred looked at the empty air. "Now Guy, just waie you talking to?"

A silver needle pierced his brain. "Montag, listenly one way out, play it as a joke, cover up,
pretend you aren't mad at all. Then-walk to youlimginerator, and throw the book in!"
Mildred had already anticipated this in a quaverice. "Ladies, once a year, every fireman's
allowed to bring one book home, from the old dagshow his family how silly it all was, how
nervous that sort of thing can make you, how cr&yy's surprise tonight is to read you one
sample to show how mixed-up things were, so nonesafill ever have to bother our little old
heads about that junk again, isn't that right,idg#"

He crushed the book in his fists. "Say "yes.™

His mouth moved like Faber's.

"Yes."

Mildred snatched the book with a laugh. "Here! Réasl one. No, | take it back. Here's that real
funny one you read out loud today. Ladies, you 'tuvamderstand a word. It goes umpty-tumpty-
ump. Go ahead, Guy, that page, dear.”

He looked at the opened page.

A fly stirred its wings softly in his ear. "Read."

"What's the title, dear?"

"Dover Beach." His mouth was numb.

"Now read in a nice clear voice and go slow."

The room was blazing hot, he was all fire, he whsaddness; they sat in the middle of an empty
desert with three chairs and him standing, swaynd, him waiting for Mrs. Phelps to stop
straightening her dress hem and Mrs. Bowles to b@kdingers away from her hair. Then he
began to read in a low, stumbling voice that gremér as he progressed from line to line, and
his voice went out across the desert, into theemieiss, and around the three sitting women there
in the great hot emptiness:

""The Sea of Faith

Was once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore

Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furled.

But now | only hear

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,

Retreating, to the breath

Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear

And naked shingles of the world.™

The chairs creaked under the three women. Monteghid it out:

"Ah, love, let us be true



To one another! for the world, which seems

To lie before us like a land of dreams,

So various, so beautiful, so new,

Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;

And we are here as on a darkling plain

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,

Where ignorant armies clash by night.™

Mrs. Phelps was crying.

The others in the middle of the desert watchecchgng grow very loud as her face squeezed
itself out of shape. They sat, not touching hewilzkered by her display. She sobbed
uncontrollably. Montag himself was stunned and shak

"Sh, sh,"” said Mildred. "You're all right, Claragw, Clara, snap out of it! Clara, what's wrong?"
"I-1,", sobbed Mrs. Phelps, "don't know, don't kndyust don't know, oh oh..."

Mrs. Bowles stood up and glared at Montag. "Yowddaew it, that's what | wanted to prove! |
knew it would happen! I've always said, poetry geats, poetry and suicide and crying and
awful feelings, poetry and sickness; all that musbiv I've had it proved to me. You're nasty,
Mr. Montag, you're nasty! "

Faber said, "Now..."

Montag felt himself turn and walk to the wall-shrtd drop the book in through the brass notch
to the waiting flames.

"Silly words, silly words, silly awful hurting wosJ" said Mrs. Bowles. "Why do people want to
hurt people? Not enough hurt in the world, you'setg tease people with stuff like that ! *
"Clara, now, Clara," begged Mildred, pulling hemar'Come on, let's be cheery, you turn the
“family' on, now. Go ahead. Let's laugh and be kiappw, stop crying, we'll have a party!"
"No," said Mrs. Bowles. "I'm trotting right straighome. You want to visit my house and
“family," well and good. But | won't come in thiseiman's crazy house again in my lifetime! "
"Go home." Montag fixed his eyes upon her, quiéiBo home and think of your first husband
divorced and your second husband killed in a jetyaour third husband blowing his brains out,
go home and think of the dozen abortions you've padiome and think of that and your damn
Caesarian sections, too, and your children who yate guts! Go home and think how it all
happened and what did you ever do to stop it? Geehgo home!" he yelled. "Before | knock
you down and kick you out of the door!"

Doors slammed and the house was empty. Montag siooe in the winter weather, with the
parlour walls the colour of dirty snow.

In the bathroom, water ran. He heard Mildred shhkesleeping tablets into her hand.

"Fool, Montag, fool, fool, oh God you silly fool...

"Shut up!" He pulled the green bullet from his aad jammed it into his pocket.

It sizzled faintly. ". . . fool . . . fool . . ."

He searched the house and found the books whedeadihad stacked them behind the
refrigerator. Some were missing and he knew thathsid started on her own slow process of
dispersing the dynamite in her house, stick byksBut he was not angry now, only exhausted
and bewildered with himself. He carried the boaks the backyard and hid them in the bushes
near the alley fence. For tonight only, he thoughtase she decides to do any more burning.
He went back through the house. "Mildred?" He cb#iethe door of the darkened bedroom.
There was no sound.



Outside, crossing the lawn, on his way to workirlesl not to see how completely dark and
deserted Clarisse McClellan's house was ....

On the way downtown he was so completely alone higherrible error that he felt the
necessity for the strange warmness and goodnessatimg from a familiar and gentle voice
speaking in the night. Already, in a few short I&utrseemed that he had known Faber a
lifetime. Now he knew that he was two people, ti@tvas above all Montag, who knew
nothing, who did not even know himself a fool, baty suspected it. And he knew that he was
also the old man who talked to him and talked to &s the train was sucked from one end of the
night city to the other on one long sickening gasmotion. In the days to follow, and in the
nights when there was no moon and in the nightswihere was a very bright moon shining on
the earth, the old man would go on with this tajkamd this talking, drop by drop, stone by
stone, flake by flake. His mind would well overaét and he would not be Montag any more,
this the old man told him, assured him, promised. e would be Montag-plus-Faber, fire plus
water, and then, one day, after everything had dnared simmered and worked away in silence,
there would be neither fire nor water, but winet Gutwo separate and opposite things, a third.
And one day he would look back upon the fool anovkithe fool. Even now he could feel the
start of the long journey, the leave-taking, thengaway from the self he had been.

It was good listening to the beetle hum, the sleapgquito buzz and delicate filigree murmur of
the old man's voice at first scolding him and thensoling him in the late hour of night as he
emerged from the steaming subway toward the firebdovorld.

"Pity, Montag, pity. Don't haggle and nag them; yeere so recently one o f them yourself.
They are so confident that they will run on for e\But they won't run on. They don't know that
this is all one huge big blazing meteor that makesetty fire in space, but that some day it'll
have to hit. They see only the blaze, the pretg; fis you saw it.

"Montag, old men who stay at home, afraid, tendivegr peanut-brittle bones, have no right to
criticize. Yet you almost killed things at the $t&Watch it! I'm with you, remember that. |
understand how it happened. | must admit that ftind raging invigorated me. God, how
young | felt! But now-I want you to feel old, | wia little of my cowardice to be distilled in you
tonight. The next few hours, when you see Captaat®y, tiptoe round him, let me hear him for
you, let me feel the situation out. Survival is tiaket. Forget the poor, silly women ...."

"I made them unhappier than they have been in y#hisk," said Montag. "It shocked me to
see Mrs. Phelps cry. Maybe they're right, mayBei'st not to face things, to run, have fun. |
don't know. | feel guilty--"

"No, you mustn't! If there were no war, if theresygeace in the world, I'd say fine, have fun!
But, Montag, you mustn't go back to being justrarfian. All isn't well with the world."

Montag perspired.

"Montag, you listening?"

"My feet," said Montag. "l can't move them. | feel damn silly. My feet won't move!"

"Listen. Easy now," said the old man gently. "I tnd know. You're afraid of making mistakes.
Don't be. Mistakes can be profited by. Man, wheras young | shoved my ignorance in
people's faces. They beat me with sticks. By time ti was forty my blunt instrument had been
honed to a fine cutting point for me. If you hidauy ignorance, no one will hit you and you'll
never learn. Now, pick up your feet, into the fmaeke with you! We're twins, we're not alone
any more, we're not separated out in differentquaigl, with no contact between. If you need help
when Beatty pries at you, I'll be sitting right @én your eardrum making notes!"

Montag felt his right foot, then his left foot, mav



"Old man," he said, "stay with me."

The Mechanical Hound was gone. Its kennel was eiapdythe firehouse stood all about in
plaster silence and the orange Salamander slepitwikerosene in its belly and the firethrowers
crossed upon its flanks and Montag came in thrabgtsilence and touched the brass pole and
slid up in the dark air, looking back at the desgtennel, his heart beating, pausing, beating.
Faber was a grey moth asleep in his ear, for th@ent

Beatty stood near the drop-hole waiting, but withlback turned as if he were not waiting.
"Well," he said to the men playing cards, "here esra very strange beast which in all tongues is
called a fool."

He put his hand to one side, palm up, for a gifobnk4ag put the book in it. Without even glancing
at the title, Beatty tossed the book into the tiaabket and lit a cigarette. ""Who are a littleayis
the best fools be.' Welcome back, Montag. | hop€liylee staying, with us, now that your fever
is done and your sickness over. Sit in for a hdrmub&er?"

They sat and the cards were dealt. In Beatty'd,diffpntag felt the guilt of his hands. His
fingers were like ferrets that had done some andl @ow never rested, always stirred and picked
and hid in pockets, moving from under Beatty's latddlame stare. If Beatty so much as
breathed on them, Montag felt that his hands migthter, turn over on their sides, and never be
shocked to life again; they would be buried thé oéis life in his coat-sleeves, forgotten. For
these were the hands that had acted on their caypart of him, here was where the conscience
first manifested itself to snatch books, dart oifwvyob and Ruth and Willie Shakespeare, and
now, in the firehouse, these hands seemed gloviidbldod.

Twice in half an hour, Montag had to rise from gzeme and go to the latrine to wash his hands.
When he came back he hid his hands under the table.

Beatty laughed. "Let's have your hands in sightntdg.

Not that we don't trust you, understand, but--"

They all laughed.

"Well," said Beatty, "the crisis is past and allisll, the sheep returns to the fold. We're all
sheep who have strayed at times. Truth is trutthéeend of reckoning, we've cried. They are
never alone that are accompanied with noble thaghg've shouted to ourselves. "Sweet food
of sweetly uttered knowledge," Sir Philip SidneidsBut on the other hand: "Words are like
leaves and where they most abound, Much fruit n§sdeneath is rarely found.' Alexander
Pope. What do you think of that?"

"l don't know."

"Careful,” whispered Faber, living in another wotfiar away.

"Or this? 'A little learning is a dangerous thilgink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring; There
shallow draughts intoxicate the brain, and drinKergely sobers us again.' Pope. Same Essay.
Where does that put you?"

Montag bit his lip.

"I'll tell you," said Beatty, smiling at his cardS.hat made you for a little while a drunkard.
Read a few lines and off you go over the cliff. Bayou're ready to blow up the world, chop off
heads, knock down women and children, destroy aitghdknow, I've been through it all.”

"I'm all right," said Montag, nervously.

"Stop blushing. I'm not needling, really I'm noo Bou know, | had a dream an hour ago. | lay
down for a cat-nap and in this dream you and I, tdgngot into a furious debate on books. You
towered with rage, yelled quotes at me. | calmlyipd every thrust. Power, | said, And you,
quoting Dr. Johnson, said "Knowledge is more tr@nvalent to force!" And | said, "Well, Dr.



Johnson also said, dear boy, that "He is no wise thrat will quit a certainty for an

uncertainty.™ Stick with the fireman, Montag. A&lise is dreary chaos!"

"Don't listen,” whispered Faber. "He's trying toficse. He's slippery. Watch out!"

Beatty chuckled. "And you said, quoting, "Truthlwibme to light, murder will not be hid long"
And | cried in good humour, 'Oh God, he speaks ofilyis horse!" And "The Devil can cite
Scripture for his purpose.’ And you yelled, 'Thie @hinks better of a gilded fool, than of a
threadbare saint in wisdom's school!" And | whisglegently, 'The dignity of truth is lost with
much protesting.' And you screamed, 'Carcassesd hlahe sight of the murderer!" And | said,
patting your hand, 'What, do | give you trench nn@uAnd you shrieked, 'Knowledge is power!’
and 'A dwarf on a giant's shoulders of the furtleéshe two!" and | summed my side up with
rare serenity in, 'The folly of mistaking a metapfar a proof, a torrent of verbiage for a spring
of capital truths, and oneself as an oracle, istinlin us, Mr. Valery once said.™

Montag's head whirled sickeningly. He felt beateamarcifully on brow, eyes, nose, lips, chin,
on shoulders, on upflailing arms. He wanted to,y&lb! shut up, you're confusing things, stop
it!" Beatty's graceful fingers thrust out to sefie wrist.

"God, what a pulse! I've got you going, have |, N&mn Jesus God, your pulse sounds like the
day after the war. Everything but sirens and b@&8lsll | talk some more? | like your look of
panic. Swabhili, Indian, English Lit., | speak thaih A kind of excellent dumb discourse,
Willie!"

"Montag, hold on! " The moth brushed Montag's &de's muddying the waters!"

"Oh, you were scared silly," said Beatty, "for Iss@doing a terrible thing in using the very books
you clung to, to rebut you on every hand, on eypaint! What traitors books can be! You think
they're backing you up, and they turn on you. Gtlvan use them, too, and there you are, lost in
the middle of the moor, in a great welter of noand verbs and adjectives. And at the very end
of my dream, along | came with the Salamander ai] &oing my way? And you got in and
we drove back to the firehouse in beatific sileratle;dwindled away to peace.” Beatty let
Montag's wrist go, let the hand slump limply on takle. "All's well that is well in the end."
Silence. Montag sat like a carved white stone. 8dte of the final hammer on his skull died
slowly away into the black cavern where Faber vagite the echoes to subside. And then when
the startled dust had settled down about Montagid,ffraber began, softly, "All right, he's had
his say. You must take it in. I'll say my say, toothe next few hours. And you'll take it in. And
you'll try to judge them and make your decisioncawhich way to jump, or fall. But | want it to
be your decision, not mine, and not the CaptaBus.remember that the Captain belongs to the
most dangerous enemy of truth and freedom, thd solinoving cattle of the majority. Oh, God,
the terrible tyranny of the majority. We all hauer darps to play. And it's up to you now to
know with which ear you'll listen."

Montag opened his mouth to answer Faber and wasighis error in the presence of others
when the station bell rang. The alarm-voice indb#ing chanted. There was a tacking-tacking
sound as the alarm-report telephone typed outdtieeas across the room. Captain Beatty, his
poker cards in one pink hand, walked with exaggeratowness to the phone and ripped out the
address when the report was finished. He glancddmtorily at it, and shoved it in his pocket.
He came back and sat down. The others looked at him

"It can wait exactly forty seconds while | take #lé money away from you," said Beatty,
happily.

Montag put his cards down.

"Tired, Montag? Going out of this game?"



"Yes."

"Hold on. Well, come to think of it, we can finishis hand later. Just leave your cards face down
and hustle the equipment. On the double now." Aedt® rose up again. "Montag, you don't
look well? I'd hate to think you were coming dowithnanother fever..."

"I'll be all right."

"You'll be fine. This is a special case. Come amyp for it!"

They leaped into the air and clutched the brats goif it were the last vantage point above a
tidal wave passing below, and then the brass pokikeir dismay slid them down into darkness,
into the blast and cough and suction of the gasdmgon roaring to life!

"Hey I"

They rounded a corner in thunder and siren, witicassion of tyres, with scream of rubber,
with a shift of kerosene bulk in the glittery braask, like the food in the stomach of a giant;
with Montag's fingers jolting off the silver ragwinging into cold space, with the wind tearing
his hair back from his head, with the wind whigglin his teeth, and him all the while thinking
of the women, the chaff women in his parlour tohigith the kernels blown out from under
them by a neon wind, and his silly damned readireytwook to them. How like trying to put out
fires with water-pistols, how senseless and ins@me rage turned in for another. One anger
displacing another. When would he stop being dgtiread and be quiet, be very quiet indeed?
"Here we go!"

Montag looked up. Beatty never drove, but he wasrdy tonight, slamming the Salamander
around corners, leaning forward high on the drévénone, his massive black slicker flapping
out behind so that he seemed a great black bagflgibove the engine, over the brass numbers,
taking the full wind.

"Here we go to keep the world happy, Montag !"

Beatty's pink, phosphorescent cheeks glimmeredarigh darkness, and he was smiling
furiously.

"Here we are!"

The Salamander boomed to a halt, throwing memadfips and clumsy hops. Montag stood
fixing his raw eyes to the cold bright rail undés blenched fingers.

| can't do it, he thought. How can | go at this resgignment, how can | go on burning things? |
can't go in this place.

Beatty, smelling of the wind through which he hadhed, was at Montag's elbow. "All right,
Montag?"

The men ran like cripples in their clumsy bootsgamtly as spiders.

At last Montag raised his eyes and turned. Bea#ty watching his face.

"Something the matter, Montag?"

"Why," said Montag slowly, "we've stopped in fraitmy house."

PART IlI

BURNING BRIGHT

LIGHTS flicked on and house-doors opened all dowendtreet, to watch the carnival set up.
Montag and Beatty stared, one with dry satisfactibe other with disbelief, at the house before
them, this main ring in which torches would be jligglgand fire eaten.

"Well," said Beatty, "now you did it. Old Montag w&d to fly near the sun and now that he's
burnt his damn wings, he wonders why. Didn't | @nbugh when | sent the Hound around your
place?"



Montag's face was entirely numb and featurelesgelbéis head turn like a stone carving to the
dark place next door, set in its bright borderfafers.

Beatty snorted. "Oh, no! You weren't fooled by thit#ie idiot's routine, now, were you?
Flowers, butterflies, leaves, sunsets, oh, hedlldli in her file. I'll be damned. I've hit the
bullseye. Look at the sick look on your face. A fgrass-blades and the quarters of the moon.
What trash. What good did she ever do with allZhat

Montag sat on the cold fender of the Dragon, moviisghead half an inch to the left, half an
inch to the right, left, right, left right, left...

"She saw everything. She didn't do anything to ary&he just let them alone.”

"Alone, hell ! She chewed around you, didn't sB&® of those damn do-gooders with their
shocked, holier-than-thou silences, their one tail@king others feel guilty. God damn, they
rise like the midnight sun to sweat you in your!bed

The front door opened; Mildred came down the step®jing, one suitcase held with a dream-
like clenching rigidity in her fist, as a beetledthissed to the curb.

"Mildred! "

She ran past with her body stiff, her face floungtth powder, her mouth gone, without lipstick.
"Mildred, you didn't put in the alarm!”

She shoved the valise in the waiting beetle, clanbeand sat mumbling, "Poor family, poor
family, oh everything gone, everything, everythgane now ...."

Beatty grabbed Montag's shoulder as the beetl¢écblasvay and hit seventy miles an hour, far
down the street, gone.

There was a crash like the falling parts of a dréashioned out of warped glass, mirrors, and
crystal prisms. Montag drifted about as if stiloéimer incomprehensible storm had turned him, to
see Stoneman and Black wielding axes, shatteringaw-panes to provide cross-ventilation.
The brush of a death's-head moth against a cotd Blereen. "Montag, this is Faber. Do you
hear me? What is happening

"This is happening to me," said Montag.

"What a dreadful surprise,” said Beatty. "For every nowadays knows, absolutely is certain,
that nothing will ever happen to me. Others digo bn. There are no consequences and no
responsibilities. Except that there are. But letstalk about them, eh? By the time the
consequences catch up with you, it's too lateg, iisiVlontag?"

"Montag, can you get away, run?" asked Faber.

Montag walked but did not feel his feet touch teenent and then the night grasses. Beatty
flicked his igniter nearby and the small orangenedrew his fascinated gaze.

"What is there about fire that's so lovely? No mraithat age we are, what draws us to it?"
Beatty blew out the flame and lit it again. "Itsrpetual motion; the thing man wanted to invent
but never did. Or almost perpetual motion. If yeuit go on, it'd burn our lifetimes out. What is
fire? It's a mystery. Scientists give us gobbled&gabout friction and molecules. But they don't
really know. Its real beauty is that it destroysp@nsibility and consequences. A problem gets
too burdensome, then into the furnace with it. NMentag, you're a burden. And fire will lift
you off my shoulders, clean, quick, sure; nothimgat later. Antibiotic, aesthetic, practical.”
Montag stood looking in now at this queer housejenstrange by the hour of the night, by
murmuring neighbour voices, by littered glass, trede on the floor, their covers torn off and
spilled out like swan-feathers, the incredible othat looked so silly and really not worth
bothering with, for these were nothing but blagkaynd yellowed paper, and ravelled binding.



Mildred, of course. She must have watched him théebooks in the garden and brought them
back in. Mildred. Mildred.

"l want you to do this job all by your lonesome, Mag. Not with kerosene and a match, but
piecework, with a flamethrower. Your house, yowari-up."

"Montag, can't you run, get away!"

"No!" cried Montag helplessly. "The Hound! Becaw$¢he Hound!"

Faber heard, and Beatty, thinking it was meanhiior, heard. "Yes, the Hound's somewhere
about the neighbourhood, so don't try anything.dg@a

"Ready."” Montag snapped the safety-catch on timeeftarower.

"Fire!"

A great nuzzling gout of flame leapt out to lapghe books and knock them against the wall. He
stepped into the bedroom and fired twice and the b&ds went up in a great simmering
whisper, with more heat and passion and light tirmwould have supposed them to contain. He
burnt the bedroom walls and the cosmetics chestuseche wanted to change everything, the
chairs, the tables, and in the dining-room theesiiare and plastic dishes, everything that
showed that he had lived here in this empty hou#eawstrange woman who would forget him
tomorrow, who had gone and quite forgotten himaalye listening to her Seashell radio pour in
on her and in on her as she rode across town,.adartkas before, it was good to burn, he felt
himself gush out in the fire, snatch, rend, ripnatf with flame, and put away the senseless
problem. If there was no solution, well then nowrthwas no problem, either. Fire was best for
everything!

"The books, Montag!"

The books leapt and danced like roasted birds; Wiaegs ablaze with red and yellow feathers.
And then he came to the parlour where the great rdonsters lay asleep with their white
thoughts and their snowy dreams. And he shot adb@ach of the three blank walls and the
vacuum hissed out at him. The emptiness made anexaptier whistle, a senseless scream. He
tried to think about the vacuum upon which the maghess had performed, but he could not. He
held his breath so the vacuum could not get irddungs. He cut off its terrible emptiness, drew
back, and gave the entire room a gift of one hugghbyellow flower of burning. The fire-proof
plastic sheath on everything was cut wide and thesé began to shudder with flame.

"When you're quite finished," said Beatty behinahhiYou're under arrest.”

The house fell in red coals and black ash. It bedielf down in sleepy pink-grey cinders and a
smoke plume blew over it, rising and waving sloWwlck and forth in the sky. It was three-thirty
in the morning. The crowd drew back into the houties great tents of the circus had slumped
into charcoal and rubble and the show was well.over

Montag stood with the flame-thrower in his limp Hangreat islands of perspiration drenching
his armpits, his face smeared with soot. The dilemen waited behind him, in the darkness,
their faces illuminated faintly by the smoulderiiogindation.

Montag started to speak twice and then finally ngadato put his thought together.

"Was it my wife turned in the alarm?"

Beatty nodded. "But her friends turned in an alearlier, that | let ride. One way or the other,
you'd have got it. It was pretty silly, quoting pryearound free and easy like that. It was the act
of a silly damn snob. Give a man a few lines ofeasnd he thinks he's the Lord of all Creation.
You think you can walk on water with your books. WWéhe world can get by just fine without
them. Look where they got you, in slime up to ylyoirIf | stir the slime with my little finger,
you'll drown ! "



Montag could not move. A great earthquake had owittefire and levelled the house and
Mildred was under there somewhere and his enfeaihder there and he could not move. The
earthquake was still shaking and falling and shingeinside him and he stood there, his knees
half-bent under the great load of tiredness andldemment and outrage, letting Beatty hit him
without raising a hand.

"Montag, you idiot, Montag, you damn fool; why didu really do it?"

Montag did not hear, he was far away, he was rgnwith his mind, he was gone, leaving this
dead soot-covered body to sway in front of anotheing fool.

"Montag, get out of there! " said Faber.

Montag listened.

Beatty struck him a blow on the head that sentreieling back. The green bullet in which
Faber's voice whispered and cried, fell to thewalk. Beatty snatched it up, grinning. He held it
half in, half out of his ear.

Montag heard the distant voice calling, "Montagy yatl right?"

Beatty switched the green bullet off and thrugt iis pocket. "Well--so there's more here than |
thought. | saw you tilt your head, listening. Firshought you had a Seashell. But when you
turned clever later, | wondered. We'll trace thsd drop it on your friend."”

"No! " said Montag.

He twitched the safety catch on the flame-throBeatty glanced instantly at Montag's fingers
and his eyes widened the faintest bit. Montag $eastrprise there and himself glanced to his
hands to see what new thing they had done. Thinkau later he could never decide whether
the hands or Beatty's reaction to the hands gawetlie final push toward murder. The last
rolling thunder of the avalanche stoned down abhdgiears, not touching him.

Beatty grinned his most charming grin. "Well, thathe way to get an audience. Hold a gun on a
man and force him to listen to your speech. Speeay. What'll it be this time? Why don't you
belch Shakespeare at me, you fumbling snob? “Therm terror, Cassius, in your threats, for |
am arm'd so strong in honesty that they pass bgsw@ idle wind, which | respect not!" How's
that? Go ahead now, you second-hand litteratelrthgutrigger.” He took one step toward
Montag.

Montag only said, "We never burned right..."

"Hand it over, Guy," said Beatty with a fixed smile

And then he was a shrieking blaze, a jumping, sjingwgibbering mannikin, no longer human
or known, all writhing flame on the lawn as Mont@t one continuous pulse of liquid fire on
him. There was a hiss like a great mouthful ofteplianging a redhot stove, a bubbling and
frothing as if salt had been poured over a monsthdack snail to cause a terrible liquefaction
and a boiling over of yellow foam. Montag shut &y®s, shouted, shouted, and fought to get his
hands at his ears to clamp and to cut away theds@®eatty flopped over and over and over, and
at last twisted in on himself like a charred waX dad lay silent.

The other two firemen did not move.

Montag kept his sickness down long enough to agrfldme-thrower. "Turn around!"

They turned, their faces like blanched meat, stregsweat; he beat their heads, knocking off
their helmets and bringing them down on themselVhsy fell and lay without moving.

The blowing of a single autumn leaf.

He turned and the Mechanical Hound was there.

It was half across the lawn, coming from the shaxJownoving with such drifting ease that it was
like a single solid cloud of black-grey smoke bloatrhim in silence.



It made a single last leap into the air, coming d@atvMontag from a good three feet over his
head, its spidered legs reaching, the procainel@sedpping out its single angry tooth. Montag
caught it with a bloom of fire, a single wondrodgdsom that curled in petals of yellow and blue
and orange about the metal dog, clad it in a nexertiog as it slammed into Montag and threw
him ten feet back against the bole of a tree, takie flame-gun with him. He felt it scrabble and
seize his leg and stab the needle in for a momefiord the fire snapped the Hound up in the air,
burst its metal bones at the joints, and blew @unterior in the single flushing of red colour

like a skyrocket fastened to the street. Montagalatching the dead-alive thing fiddle the air
and die. Even now it seemed to want to get batknatand finish the injection which was now
working through the flesh of his leg. He felt alltbe mingled relief and horror at having pulled
back only in time to have just his knee slammedhigyfender of a car hurtling by at ninety miles
an hour. He was afraid to

get up, afraid he might not be able to gain his &all, with an anaesthetized leg. A numbness
in a numbness hollowed into a numbness....

And now...?

The street empty, the house burnt like an ancigmflstage-scenery, the other homes dark, the
Hound here, Beatty there, the three other firenmatreer place, and the Salamander . . . ? He
gazed at the immense engine. That would have ttogo,

Well, he thought, let's see how badly off you &a.your feet now. Easy, easy . . . there.

He stood and he had only one leg. The other wasali&unk of burnt pine-log he was carrying
along as a penance for some obscure sin. Whenthespweight on it, a shower of silver
needles gushed up the length of the calf and wiém the knee. He wept. Come on! Come on,
you, you can't stay here!

A few house-lights were going on again down theettrwhether from the incidents just passed,
or because of the abnormal silence following thatfiMontag did not know. He hobbled around
the ruins, seizing at his bad leg when it laggalikirig and whimpering and shouting directions
at it and cursing it and pleading with it to wodd him now when it was vital. He heard a
number of people crying out in the darkness anditshg. He reached the back yard and the
alley. Beatty, he thought, you're not a problem néau always said, don't face a problem, bum
it. Well, now I've done both. Good-bye, Captain.

And he stumbled along the alley in the dark.

A shotgun blast went off in his leg every time h# fp down and he thought, you're a fool, a
damn fool, an awful fool, an idiot, an awful idiatdamn idiot, and a fool, a damn fool; look at
the mess and where's the mop, look at the messylaaiddo you do? Pride, damn it, and temper,
and you've junked it all, at the very start you voom everyone and on yourself. But everything
at once, but everything one on top of another; Bette women, Mildred, Clarisse, everything.
No excuse, though, no excuse. A fool, a damn fgolgive yourself up!

No, we'll save what we can, we'll do what therkefsto do. If we have to burn, let's take a few
more with us. Here!

He remembered the books and turned back. Juseasfftchance.

He found a few books where he had left them, rfreagarden fence. Mildred, God bless her, had
missed a few. Four books still lay hidden wherénaé put them. Voices were wailing in the
night and flashbeams swirled about. Other Salantandere roaring their engines far away, and
police sirens were cutting their way across towthwheir sirens.

Montag took the four remaining books and hoppétggo hopped his way down the alley and
suddenly fell as if his head had been cut off amig bis body lay there. Something inside had



jerked him to a halt and flopped him down. He ldyeve he had fallen and sobbed, his legs
folded, his face pressed blindly to the gravel.

Beatty wanted to die.

In the middle of the crying Montag knew it for tlrath. Beatty had wanted to die. He had just
stood there, not really trying to save himselft gteod there, joking, needling, thought Montag,
and the thought was enough to stifle his sobbirgleinhim pause for air. How strange, strange,
to want to die so much that you let a man walk adoarmed and then instead of shutting up and
staying alive, you go on yelling at people and mgKkun of them until you get them mad, and
then ....

At a distance, running feet.

Montag sat up. Let's get out of here. Come onugetet up, you just can't sit! But he was still
crying and that had to be finished. It was goingyawow. He hadn't wanted to kill anyone, not
even Beatty. His flesh gripped him and shrank &shi&d been plunged in acid. He gagged. He
saw Beatty, a torch, not moving, fluttering outtba grass. He bit at his knuckles. I'm sorry, I'm
sorry, oh God, sorry ....

He tried to piece it all together, to go back te ttormal pattern of life a few short days ago
before the sieve and the sand, Denham's Dentifmio#)-voices, fireflies, the alarms and
excursions, too much for a few short days, too muateed, for a lifetime.

Feet ran in the far end of the alley.

"Get up!" he told himself. "Damn it, get up!" heid#o the leg, and stood. The pains were spikes
driven in the kneecap and then only darning neeatieisthen only common, ordinary safety pins,
and after he had dragged along fifty more hopsjamgs, filling his hand with slivers from the
board fence, the prickling was like someone blovargpray of scalding water on that leg. And
the leg was at last his own leg again. He had b&aid that running might break the loose
ankle. Now, sucking all the night into his open tip@and blowing it out pale, with all the
blackness left heavily inside himself, he set o steady jogging pace. He carried the books in
his hands.

He thought of Faber.

Faber was back there in the steaming lump of &rttad no name or identity now. He had burnt
Faber, too. He felt so suddenly shocked by thishbdelt Faber was really dead, baked like a
roach in that small green capsule shoved andndsiel pocket of a man who was now nothing
but a frame skeleton strung with asphalt tendons.

You must remember, burn them or they'll burn yauthought. Right now it's as simple as that.
He searched his pockets, the money was therendmd other pocket he found the usual
Seashell upon which the city was talking to it&elthe cold black morning.

"Police Alert. Wanted: Fugitive in city. Has comted murder and crimes against the State.
Name: Guy Montag. Occupation: Fireman. Last seeh .

He ran steadily for six blocks, in the alley, ahdr the alley opened out on to a wide empty
thoroughfare ten lanes wide. It seemed like a beattiver frozen there in the raw light of the
high white arc-lamps; you could drown trying to€sat, he felt; it was too wide, it was too open.
It was a vast stage without scenery, inviting hinnun across, easily seen in the blazing
illumination, easily caught, easily shot down.

The Seashell hummed in his ear.

"... watch for a man running ... watch for the rmgnman . . . watch for a man alone, on foot . . .
watch..."



Montag pulled back into the shadows. Directly ahlegda gas station, a great chunk of porcelain
snow shining there, and two silver beetles pulimtp fill up. Now he must be clean and
presentable if he wished, to walk, not run, sttalmly across that wide boulevard. It would give
him an extra margin of safety if he washed up amdled his hair before he went on his way to
get where ... ?

Yes, he thought, where am | running?

Nowhere. There was nowhere to go, no friend to toymeally. Except Faber. And then he
realized that he was indeed, running toward Fabetse, instinctively. But Faber couldn't hide
him; it would be suicide even to try. But he kndwatthe would go to see Faber anyway, for a
few short minutes. Faber's would be the place whenamight refuel his fast draining belief in

his own ability to survive. He just wanted to kntivat there was a man like Faber in the world.
He wanted to see the man alive and not burned thack like a body shelled in another body.
And some of the money must be left with Faber,afrse, to be spent after Montag ran on his
way. Perhaps he could make the open country aadhvor near the rivers and near the
highways, in the fields and hills.

A great whirling whisper made him look to the sky.

The police helicopters were rising so far away the¢emed someone had blown the grey head
off a dry dandelion flower. Two dozen of them fied, wavering, indecisive, three miles off,

like butterflies puzzled by autumn, and then theyexplummeting down to land, one by one,
here, there, softly kneading the streets wheragtliback to beetles, they shrieked along the
boulevards or, as suddenly, leapt back into thecsittinuing their search.

And here was the gas station, its attendants bossywith customers. Approaching from the

rear, Montag entered the men's washroom. Throughltiminium wall he heard a radio voice
saying, "War has been declared.” The gas was Ipeimged outside. The men in the beetles
were talking and the attendants were talking abimiengines, the gas, the money owed. Montag
stood trying to make himself feel the shock of glnét statement from the radio, but nothing
would happen. The war would have to wait for hincdone to it in his personal file, an hour,

two hours from now.

He washed his hands and face and towelled himeglhthking little sound. He came out of the
washroom and shut the door carefully and walkedl tiné darkness and at last stood again on the
edge of the empty boulevard.

There it lay, a game for him to win, a vast bowlaiey in the cool morning. The boulevard was
as clean as the surface of an arena two minutesebttfe appearance of certain unnamed victims
and certain unknown killers. The air over and abinevast concrete river trembled with the
warmth of Montag's body alone; it was incredibleviite felt his temperature could cause the
whole immediate world to vibrate. He was a phospboent target; he knew it, he felt it. And
now he must begin his little walk.

Three blocks away a few headlights glared. Montagvch deep breath. His lungs were like
burning brooms in his chest. His mouth was suckgdrdm running. His throat tasted of bloody
iron and there was rusted steel in his feet.

What about those lights there? Once you startekimgalou'd have to gauge how fast those
beetles could make it down here. Well, how far w#s the other curb? It seemed like a hundred
yards. Probably not a hundred, but figure for tratway, figure that with him going very

slowly, at a nice stroll, it might take as mucltlagty seconds, forty seconds to walk all the way.
The beetles? Once started, they could leave thoeksbehind them in about fifteen seconds.
So, even if halfway across he started to rurf?. . .



He put his right foot out and then his left footlahen his right. He walked on the empty avenue.
Even if the street were entirely empty, of couysr) couldn't be sure of a safe crossing, for a car
could appear suddenly over the rise four blockth&rron and be on and past you before you had
taken a dozen breaths.

He decided not to count his steps. He looked neithkeft nor right. The light from the overhead
lamps seemed as bright and revealing as the mgldagpnd just as hot.

He listened to the sound of the car picking up dpge® blocks away on his right. Its movable
headlights jerked back and forth suddenly, and lseagMontag.

Keep going.

Montag faltered, got a grip on the books, and fdduienself not to freeze. Instinctively he took a
few quick, running steps then talked out loud toself and pulled up to stroll again. He was
now half across the street, but the roar from #etlb's engines whined higher as it put on speed.
The police, of course. They see me. But slow ndowy squiet, don't turn, don't look, don't seem
concerned. Walk, that's it, walls, walk.

The beetle was rushing. The beetle was roaring.bEkde raised its speed. The beetle was
whining. The beetle was in high thunder. The besdl@e skimming. The beetle came in a single
whistling trajectory, fired from an invisible riflét was up to 120 m.p.h. It was up to 130 at least
Montag clamped his jaws. The heat of the racingllgiats burnt his cheeks, it seemed, and
jittered his eye-lids and flushed the sour sweaatiover his body.

He began to shuffle idiotically and talk to himsaffd then he broke and just ran. He put out his
legs as far as they would go and down and theautagain and down and back and out and
down and back. God ! God! He dropped a book, bpalee, almost turned, changed his mind,
plunged on, yelling in concrete emptiness, thelbeseuttling after its running food, two

hundred, one hundred feet away, ninety, eightyeisigy Montag gasping, flailing his hands, legs
up down out, up down out, closer, closer, hootaaijjing, his eyes burnt white now as his head
jerked about to confront the flashing glare, noes bleetle was swallowed in its own light, now it
was nothing but a torch hurtling upon him; all sduall blare. Now-almost on top of him !

He stumbled and fell.

I'm done! It's over!

But the falling made a difference. An instant befogaching him the wild beetle cut and
swerved out. It was gone. Montag lay flat, his hdadn. Wisps of laughter trailed back to him
with the blue exhaust from the beetle.

His right hand was extended above him, flat. Actbssextreme tip of his middle finger, he saw
now as he lifted that hand, a faint sixteenth ofreh of black tread where tyre had touched in
passing. He looked at that black line with disigljetting to his feet.

That wasn't the police, he thought.

He looked down the boulevard. It was clear nowa#ud of children, all ages, God knew, from
twelve to sixteen, out
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whistling, yelling, hurrahing, had seen a man, i extraordinary sight, a man strolling, a rarity,
and simply said, "Let's get him," not knowing heswie fugitive Mr. Montag, simply a,number
of children out for a long night of roaring five six hundred miles in a few moonlit hours, their
faces icy with wind, and coming home or not comanglawn, alive or not alive, that made the
adventure.



They would have killed me, thought Montag, swayithg, air still torn and stirring about him in
dust, touching his bruised cheek. For no reasatl at the world they would have killed me.

He walked toward the far kerb telling each foogtoand keep going. Somehow he had picked
up the spilled books; he didn't remember bendinguching them. He kept moving them from
hand to hand as if they were a poker hand he cmtl€igure.

| wonder if they were the ones who killed Clarisse?

He stopped and his mind said it again, very loud.

| wonder if they were the ones who killed Clarisse!

He wanted to run after them yelling.

His eyes watered.

The thing that had saved him was falling flat. nieer of that car, seeing Montag down,
instinctively considered the probability that rumgiover a body at that speed might turn the car
upside down and spill them out. If Montag had remadian upright target. . . ?

Montag gasped.

Far down the boulevard, four blocks away, the lededld slowed, spun about on two wheels, and
was now racing back, slanting over on the wrong sicthe street, picking up speed.

But Montag was gone, hidden in the safety of thik ddey for which he had set out on a long
journey, an hour or was it a minute, ago? He s8¥odering in the night, looking back out as the
beetle ran by and skidded back to the centre ochWeaue, whirling laughter in the air all about
it, gone.

Further on, as Montag moved in darkness, he caddlee helicopters falling, falling, like the
first flakes of snow in the long winter. to come...

The house was silent.

Montag approached from the rear, creeping throuthick night-moistened scent of daffodils
and roses and wet grass. He touched the screenndoack, found it open, slipped in, moved
across the porch, listening.

Mrs. Black, are you asleep in there? he thoughs iBn't good, but your husband did it to others
and never asked and never wondered and never diofme now since you're a fireman's wife,
it's your house and your turn, for all the housasrjhusband burned and the people he hurt
without thinking. .

The house did not reply.

He hid the books in the kitchen and moved fromhbese again to the alley and looked back
and the house was still dark and quiet, sleeping.

On his way across town, with the helicopters flutig like torn bits of paper in the sky, he
phoned the alarm at a lonely phone booth outsitera that was closed for the night. Then he
stood in the cold night air, waiting and at a disenhe heard the fire sirens start up and run, and
the Salamanders coming, coming to bum Mr. Blackissk while he was away at work, to make
his wife stand shivering in the morning air white troof let go and dropped in upon the fire. But
now, she was still asleep.

Good night, Mrs. Black, he thought. -

"Faber! "

Another rap, a whisper, and a long waiting. Thétera minute, a small light flickered inside
Faber's small house. After another pause, the taackopened.

They stood looking at each other in the half-ligkdber and Montag, as if each did not believe in
the other's existence. Then Faber moved and putietitand and grabbed Montag and moved



him in and sat him down and went back and stodterdoor, listening. The sirens were wailing
off in the morning distance. He came in and shetdbor.

Montag said, "lI've been a fool all down the lineah't stay long. I'm on my way God knows
where."

"At least you were a fool about the right thingsaid Faber. "I thought you were dead. The
audio-capsule | gave you--"

"Burnt."

"l heard the captain talking to you and suddengréhwas nothing. | almost came out looking for
you."

"The captain's dead. He found the audio-capsuléghed your voice, he was going to trace it. |
killed him with the flamethrower."

Faber sat down and did not speak for a time.

"My God, how did this happen?" said Montag. "It vaemy the other night everything was fine
and the next thing | know I'm drowning. How manyéis can a man go down and still be alive?
| can't breathe. There's Beatty dead, and he wasiemgl once, and there's Millie gone, |
thought she was my wife, but now | don't know. Ahd house all burnt. And my job gone and
myself on the run, and | planted a book in a firalm&ouse on the way. Good Christ, the things
I've done in a single week! "

"You did what you had to do. It was coming on fdolg time."

"Yes, | believe that, if there's nothing else lieed. It saved itself up to happen. | could feel it
for a long time, | was saving something up, | warund doing one thing and feeling another.
God, it was all there. It's a wonder it didn't shomvme, like fat. And now here | am, messing up
your life. They might follow me here."

"| feel alive for the first time in years," saidbex. "l feel I'm doing what | should have done a
lifetime ago. For a little while I'm not afraid. Mie it's because I'm doing the right thing at last.
Maybe it's because I've done a rash thing and damit to look the coward to you. | suppose I'll
have to do even more violent things, exposing nfiygel won't fall down on the job and turn
scared again. What are your plans?"

"To keep running."

"You know the war's on?"

"l heard."

"God, isn't it funny?" said the old man. "It seesosremote because we have our own troubles.”
"I haven't had time to think." Montag drew out antited dollars. "I want this to stay with you,
use it any way that'll help when I'm gone."

"But-- "

"I might be dead by noon; use this."

Faber nodded. "You'd better head for the riveoif gan, follow along it, and if you can hit the
old railroad lines going out into the country, @il them. Even though practically everything's
airborne these days and most of the tracks aredabed, the rails are still there, rusting. I've
heard there are still hobo camps all across thatopthere and there; walking camps they call
them, and if you keep walking far enough and keepye peeled, they say there's lots of old
Harvard degrees on the tracks between here andhgsles. Most of them are wanted and
hunted in the cities. They survive, | guess. Ttaen't many of them, and | guess the
Government's never considered them a great encamgiedto go in and track them down. You
might hole up with them for a time and get in towgth me in St. Louis, I'm leaving on the five
a.m. bus this morning, to see a retired printerethkm getting out into the open myself, at last.



The money will be put to good use. Thanks and Gesisbyou. Do you want to sleep a few
minutes?"

"I'd better run."

"Let's check."

He took Montag quickly into the bedroom and lifeegicture frame aside, revealing a television
screen the size of a postal card. "l always wastedething very small, something | could talk
to, something | could blot out with the palm of imgnd, if necessary, nothing that could shout
me down, nothing monstrous big. So, you see.” l@pad it on. "Montag," the TV set said, and
lit up. "M-O-N-T-A-G." The name was spelled out thye voice. "Guy Montag. Still running.
Police helicopters are up. A new Mechanical Houasl lireen brought from another district.. ."
Montag and Faber looked at each other.

". .. Mechanical Hound never fails. Never sinefiitst use in tracking quarry has this incredible
invention made a mistake. Tonight, this networgrisud to have the opportunity to follow the
Hound by camera helicopter as it starts on its teahe target..."

Faber poured two glasses of whisky. "We'll needetie

They drank.

". .. nose so sensitive the Mechanical Hound eamember and identify ten thousand odour-
indexes on ten thousand men without re-setting! "

Faber trembled the least bit and looked aboutsahbuse, at the walls, the door, the doorknob,
and the chair where Montag now sat. Montag savioible They both looked quickly about the
house and Montag felt his nostrils dilate and hevkthat he was trying to track himself and his
nose was suddenly good enough to sense the patddhmade in the air of the room and the
sweat of his hand hung from the doorknob, invisiblg as numerous as the jewels of a small
chandelier, he was everywhere, in and on and abauything, he was a luminous cloud, a ghost
that made breathing once more impossible. He sé&&rFsop up his own breath for fear of
drawing that ghost into his own body, perhaps, ¢pemntaminated with the phantom exhalations
and odours of a running man.

"The Mechanical Hound is now landing by helicogethe site of the Burning!"

And there on the small screen was the burnt harsgthe crowd, and something with a sheet
over it and out of the sky, fluttering, came thédupter like a grotesque flower.

So they must have their game out, thought Montag. éircus must go on, even with war
beginning within the hour....

He watched the scene, fascinated, not wanting teermbseemed so remote and no part of him;
it was a play apart and separate, wondrous to watithwithout its strange pleasure. That's all
for me, you thought, that's all taking place justrhe, by God.

If he wished, he could linger here, in comfort, doldbw the entire hunt on through its swift.
phases, down alleys across streets, over emptyngiamenues, crossing lots and playgrounds,
with pauses here or there for the necessary conmeigerap other alleys to the burning house of
Mr. and Mrs. Black, and so on finally to this howgéh Faber and himself seated, drinking,
while the Electric Hound snuffed down the lastlfrsilent as a drift of death itself, skidded to a
halt outside that window there. Then, if he wishddntag might rise, walk to the window, keep
one eye on the TV screen, open the window, leaniait back, and see himself dramatized,
described, made over, standing there, limned itight small television screen from outside, a
drama to be watched objectively, knowing that imeotparlours he was large as life, in full
colour, dimensionally perfect! And if he kept higegpeeled quickly he would see himself, an
instant before oblivion, being punctured for thedf#@ of how many civilian parlour-sitters who



had been wakened from sleep a few minutes agoedfyahtic sirening of their living-room

walls to come watch the big game, the hunt, thernage carnival.

Would he have time for a speech? As the Hound déiire, in view of ten or twenty or thirty
million people, mightn't he sum up his entire lifethe last week in one single phrase or a word
that would stay with them long after the. Hound haded, clenching him in its metal-plier
jaws, and trotted off in darkness, while the canmeraained stationary, watching the creature
dwindle in the distance--a splendid fade-out! Wtwild he say in a single word, a few words,
that would sear all their faces and wake them up?

"There," whispered Faber.

Out of a helicopter glided something that was natihine, not animal, not dead, not alive,
glowing with a pale green luminosity. It stood n#a smoking ruins of Montag's house and the
men brought his discarded flame-thrower to it antifppdown under the muzzle of the Hound.
There was a whirring, clicking, humming.

Montag shook his head and got up and drank theofdss drink. "It's time. I'm sorry about
this:"

"About what? Me? My house? | deserve everything,Ror God's sake. Perhaps | can delay
them here--"

"Wait. There's no use your being discovered. Wheave, burn the spread of this bed, that |
touched. Burn the chair in the living room, in youall incinerator. Wipe down the furniture
with alcohol, wipe the door-knobs. Burn the throgiia the parlour. Turn the air-conditioning
on full in all the rooms and spray with moth-spiayou have it. Then, turn on your lawn
sprinklers as high as they'll go and hose off tHewsalks. With any luck at all, we can kill the
trail in here, anyway..'

Faber shook his hand. "I'll tend to it. Good luifkve're both in good health, next week, the
week after, get in touch. General Delivery, St. isolim sorry there's no way | can go with you
this time, by ear-phone. That was good for bothfBut my equipment was limited. You see, |
never thought | would use it. What a silly old mato. thought there. Stupid, stupid. So | haven't
another green bullet, the right kind, to put in ybaad. Go now!"

"One last thing. Quick. A suitcase, get it, filwith your dirtiest clothes, an old suit, the igirt
the better, a shirt, some old sneakers and sacks .

Faber was gone and back in a minute. They seadecattiboard valise with clear tape. "To keep
the ancient odour of Mr. Faber in, of course," $eather sweating at the job.

Montag doused the exterior of the valise with wiisk don't want that Hound picking up two
odours at once. May | take this whisky. I'll neethier. Christ | hope this works!"

They shook hands again and, going out of the dbey, glanced at the TV. The Hound was on
its way, followed by hovering helicopter camerakgly, silently, sniffing the great night wind.
It was running down the first alley.

"Good-bye !'"

And Montag was out the back door lightly, runninghvthe half-empty valise. Behind him he
heard the lawn-sprinkling system jump up, fillifgetdark air with rain that fell gently and then
with a steady pour all about, washing on the sidlkesyand draining into the alley. He carried a
few drops of this rain with him on his face. Heulgbt he heard the old man call good-bye, but
he-wasn't certain.

He ran very fast away from the house, down towhedriver.

Montag ran.



He could feel the Hound, like autumn, come cold drydand swift, like a wind that didn't stir
grass, that didn't jar windows or disturb leaf-ghasl on the white sidewalks as it passed. The
Hound did not touch the world. It carried its s@derwith it, so you could feel the silence building
up a pressure behind you all across town. Montighfe pressure rising, and ran.

He stopped for breath, on his way to the rivepeder through dimly lit windows of wakened
houses, and saw the silhouettes of people insidehing their parlour walls and there on the
walls the Mechanical Hound, a breath of neon vapspidered along, here and gone, here and
gone! Now at EIm Terrace, Lincoln, Oak, Park, apdhe alley toward Faber's house.

Go past, thought Montag, don't stop, go on, dom't in!

On the parlour wall, Faber's house, with its sgankystem pulsing in the night air.

The Hound paused, quivering.

No! Montag held to the window sill. This way! Here!

The procaine needle flicked out and in, out andhisingle clear drop of the stuff of dreams fell
from the needle as it vanished in the Hound's neuzz|

Montag held his breath, like a doubled fist, in ¢hest.

The Mechanical Hound turned and plunged away fraimeFs house down the alley again.
Montag snapped his gaze to the sky. The helicopters closer, a great blowing of insects to a
single light source.

With an effort, Montag reminded himself again ttras was no fictional episode to be watched
on his run to the river; it was in actuality hismahess-game he was witnessing, move by move.
He shouted to give himself the necessary push &waythis last house window, and the
fascinating seance going on in there! Hell! anavas away and gone! The alley, a street, the
alley, a street, and the smell of the river. Leg g down, leg out and down. Twenty million
Montags running, soon, if the cameras caught hiweny million Montags running, running

like an ancient flickery Keystone Comedy, cops beis, chasers and the chased, hunters and
hunted, he had seen it a thousand times. Behinchbuntwenty million silently baying Hounds
ricocheted across parlours, three-cushion shodtomg right wall to centre wall to left wall,
gone, right wall, centre wall, left wall, gone !

Montag jammed his Seashell to his ear.

"Police suggest entire population in the EIm Tezrarea do as follows: Everyone in every house
in every street open a front or rear door or laokT the windows. The fugitive cannot escape if
everyone in the next minute looks from his hous=ady! "

Of course! Why hadn't they done it before! Whyalhthe years, hadn't this game been tried!
Everyone up, everyone out! He couldn't be misséa dnly man running alone in the night city,
the only man proving his legs!

"At the count of ten now! One! Two!"

He felt the city rise. Three .

He felt the city turn to its thousands of doors.

Faster! Leg up, leg down !

"Four!"

The people sleepwalking in their hallways.

"Five! "

He felt their hands on the doorknobs!

The smell of the river was cool and like a solishrddis throat was burnt rust and his eyes were
wept dry with running. He yelled as if this yell uld jet him on, fling him the last hundred
yards.



"Six, seven, eight ! "

The doorknobs turned on five thousand doors. "Nine!

He ran out away from the last row of houses, olopesleading down to a solid moving
blackness. "Ten!"

The doors opened.

He imagined thousands on thousands of faces peetmgards, into alleys, and into the sky,
faces hid by curtains, pale, night-frightened fatike grey animals peering from electric caves,
faces with grey colourless eyes, grey tongues agylthoughts looking out through the numb
flesh of the face.

But he was at the river.

He touched it, just to be sure it was real. He wlddeand stripped in darkness to the skin,
splashed his body, arms, legs, and head with gwotj drank it and snuffed some up his nose.
Then he dressed in Faber's old clothes and sheemsded his own clothing into the river and
watched it swept away. Then, holding the suitchseyalked out in the river until there was no
bottom and he was swept away in the dark.

He was three hundred yards downstream when thedH@ached the river. Overhead the great
racketing fans of the helicopters hovered. A stofright fell upon the river and Montag dived
under the great illumination as if the sun had brothe clouds. He felt the river pull him further
on its way, into darkness. Then the lights switchadk to the land, the helicopters swerved over
the city again, as if they had picked up anothet.tfhey were gone. The Hound was gone. Now
there was only the cold river and Montag floatingisudden peacefulness, away from the city
and the lights and the chase, away from everything.

He felt as if he had left a stage behind and mantyra. He felt as if he had left the great seance
and all the murmuring ghosts. He was moving fronuareality that was frightening into a

reality that was unreal because it was new.

The black land slid by and he was going into thenty among the hills: For the first time in a
dozen years the stars were coming out above higreiat processions of wheeling fire. He saw a
great juggernaut of stars form in the sky and tiere¢o roll over and crush him.

He floated on his back when the valise filled aadks the river was mild and leisurely, going
away from the people who ate shadows for breakfagtsteam for lunch and vapours for supper.
The river was very real; it held him comfortablydagave him the time at last, the leisure, to
consider this month, this year, and a lifetime edng. He listened to his heart slow. His thoughts
stopped rushing with his blood.

He saw the moon low in the sky now. The moon thend,the light of the moon caused by
what? By the sun, of course. And what lights th&?slis own fire. And the sun goes on, day
after day, burning and burning. The sun and tinfe Jun and time and burning. Burning. The
river bobbled him along gently. Burning. The sun avery clock on the earth. It all came
together and became a single thing in his mincerAdtlong time of floating on the land and a
short time of floating in the river he knew why imeist never burn again in his life.

The sun burned every day. It burned Time. The wardthed in a circle and turned on its axis
and time was busy burning the years and the peopieay, without any help from him. So if he
burnt things with the firemen, and the sun burmbd;ithat meant.that everything burned!

One of them had to stop burning. The sun wouldeltainly. So it looked as if it had to be
Montag and the people he had worked with untivagbort hours ago. Somewhere the saving
and putting away had to begin again and someonéohdal the saving and keeping, one way or
another, in books, in records, in people's heatdsyey at all so long as it was safe, free from



moths, silver-fish, rust and dry-rot, and men witatches. The world was full of burning of all
types and sizes. Now the guild of the asbestos-eraaust open shop very soon.

He felt his heel bump land, touch pebbles and roakspe sand. The river had moved him
toward shore.

He looked in at the great black creature withowsegr light, without shape, with only a size that
went a thousand miles without wanting to stop, Wglgrass hills and forests that were waiting
for him.

He hesitated to leave the comforting flow of theevaHe expected the Hound there. Suddenly
the trees might blow under a great wind of helieogt

But there was only the normal autumn wind highggng by like another river. Why wasn't the
Hound running? Why had the search veered inland®dgddlistened. Nothing. Nothing.

Millie, he thought. All this country here. Listea it! Nothing and nothing. So much silence,
Millie, I wonder how you'd take it? Would you shdtut up, shut up! Millie, Millie. And he

was sad.

Millie was not here and the Hound was not here theitdry smell of hay blowing from some
distant field put Montag on the land. He rememberéarm he had visited when he was very
young, one of the rare times he had discoveredstiraewhere behind the seven veils of
unreality, beyond the walls of parlours and beythaltin moat of the city, cows chewed grass
and pigs sat in warm ponds at noon and dogs bafkedwhite sheep on a hill.

Now, the dry smell of hay, the motion of the watensde him think of sleeping in fresh hay in a
lonely barn away from the loud highways, behindieetffarmhouse, and under an ancient
windmill that whirred like the sound of the passiyears overhead. He lay in the high barn loft
all night, listening to distant animals and insextsl trees, the little motions and stirrings.

During the night, he thought, below the loft, heulkbhear a sound like feet moving, perhaps. He
would tense and sit up. The sound would move awWayyvould lie back and look out of the loft
window, very late in the night, and see the ligidsout in the farmhouse itself, until a very
young and beautiful woman would sit in an unlit damv, braiding her hair. 1t would be hard to
see her, but her face would be like the face ofjteso long ago in his past now, so very long
ago, the girl who had known the weather and negenlburned by the fire-flies, the girl who
had known what dandelions meant rubbed off on gbur. Then, she would be gone from the
warm window and appear again upstairs in her mobrewed room. And then, to the sound of
death, the sound of the jets cutting the sky into black pieces beyond the horizon, he would lie
in the loft, hidden and safe, watching those steamgw stars over the rim of the earth, fleeing
from the soft colour of dawn.

In the morning he would not have needed sleemlfdhe warm odours and sights of a complete
country night would have rested and slept him whiteeyes were wide and his mouth, when he
thought to test it, was half a smile.

And there at the bottom of the hayloft stair, wagtfor him, would be the incredible thing. He
would step carefully down, in the pink light of Bamorning, so fully aware of the world that he
would be afraid, and stand over the small miraok & last bend to touch it.

A cool glass of fresh milk, and a few apples anarpéaid at the foot of the steps.

This was all he wanted now. Some sign that the ins@evorld would accept him and give him
the long time needed to think all the things thasthbe thought.

A glass of milk, an apple, a pear.

He stepped from the river.



The land rushed at him, a tidal wave. He was caislyadarkness and the look of the country
and the million odours on a wind that iced his hddg fell back under the breaking curve of
darkness and sound and smell, his ears roaringihitéed. The stars poured over his sight like
flaming meteors. He wanted to plunge in the rivgaia and let it idle him safely on down
somewhere. This dark land rising was like that idayis childhood, swimming, when from
nowhere the largest wave in the history of rememigeslammed him down in salt mud and
green darkness, water burning mouth and nose,imgtbins stomach, screaming! Too much
water!

Too much land!

Out of the black wall before him, a whisper. A shalm the shape, two eyes. The night looking
at him. The forest, seeing him.

The Hound!

After all the running and rushing and sweatinguit and half-drowning, to come this far, work
this hard, and think yourself safe and sigh witlefand come out on the land at last only to find

The Hound!

Montag gave one last agonized shout as if this veerenuch for any man.

The shape exploded away. The eyes vanished. Tipaldésalew up in a dry shower.

Montag was alone in the wilderness.

A deer. He smelled the heavy musk-like perfume hehgvith blood and the gummed
exhalation of the animal's breath, all cardamonrands and ragweed odour in this huge night
where the trees ran at him, pulled away, ran, gudl®ay, to the pulse of the heart behind his
eyes.

There must have been a billion leaves on the laadyaded in them, a dry river smelling of hot
cloves and warm dust. And the other smells! Theas avsmell like a cut potato from all the
land, raw and cold and white from having the moontaenost of the night. There was a smell
like pickles from a bottle and a smell like parstaythe table at home. There was a faint yellow
odour like mustard from a jar. There was a smiedl tarnations from the yard next door. He put
down his hand and felt a weed rise up like a dhilcshing him. His fingers smelled of liquorice.
He stood breathing, and the more he breathed tigeita the more he was filled up with all the
details of the land. He was not empty. There wasertttan enough here to fill him. There would
always be more than enough.

He walked in the shallow tide of leaves, stumbling.

And in the middle of the strangeness, a familiarity

His foot hit something that rang dully.

He moved his hand on the ground, a yard this wagrd that.

The railroad track.

The track that came out of the city and rustedssctbe land, through forests and woods,
deserted now, by the river.

Here was the path to wherever he was going. Hesetlveasingle familiar thing, the magic charm
he might need a little while, to touch, to feel bath his feet, as he moved on into the bramble
bushes and the lakes of smelling and feeling anchiog, among the whispers and the blowing
down of leaves.

He walked on the track.

And he was surprised to learn how certain he sugldresss of a single fact he could not prove.
Once, long ago, Clarisse had walked here, whereasevalking now.



Half an hour later, cold, and moving carefully twe tracks, fully aware of his entire body, his
face, his mouth, his eyes stuffed with blacknesselrs stuffed with sound, his legs prickled
with burrs and nettles, he saw the fire ahead.

The fire was gone, then back again, like a winlegg. He stopped, afraid he might blow the fire
out with a single breath. But the fire was therd ha approached warily, from a long way off. It
took the better part of fifteen minutes before hendvery close indeed to it, and then he stood
looking at it from cover. That small motion, theitehand red colour, a strange fire because it
meant a different thing to him.

It was not burning; it was warming!

He saw many hands held to its warmth, hands witaous, hidden in darkness. Above the
hands, motionless faces that were only moved asgktband flickered with firelight. He hadn't
known fire could look this way. He had never thatighhis life that it could give as well as take.
Even its smell was different.

How long he stood he did not know, but there wésolish and yet delicious sense of knowing
himself as an animal come from the forest, drawthieyfire. He was a thing of brush and liquid
eye, of fur and muzzle and hoof, he was a thinigooh and blood that would smell like autumn
if you bled it out on the ground. He stood a loogd time, listening to the warm crackle of the
flames.

There was a silence gathered all about that ficetlae silence was in the men's faces, and time
was there, time enough to sit by this rusting trac#ter the trees, and look at the world and turn
it over with the eyes, as if it were held to thatce of the bonfire, a piece of steel these men
were all shaping. It was not only the fire that wi#€erent. It was the silence. Montag moved
toward this special silence that was concerned alitaf the world.

And then the voices began and they were talkind,heencould hear nothing of what the voices
said, but the sound rose and fell quietly and thieas were turning the world over and looking
at it; the voices knew the land and the trees hadity which lay down the track by the river.
The voices talked of everything, there was nothih@y could not talk about, he knew from the
very cadence and motion and continual stir of ityoand wonder in them.

And then one of the men looked up and saw himthfeffirst or perhaps the seventh time, and a
voice called to Montag:

"All right, you can come out now ! "

Montag stepped back into the shadows.

"It's all right,” the voice said. "You're welcomere."

Montag walked slowly toward the fire and the fidd men sitting there dressed in dark blue
denim pants and jackets and dark blue suits. Haalitknow what to say to them.

"Sit down," said the man who seemed to be the leaftthe small group. "Have some coffee?"
He watched the dark steaming mixture pour intoligsible tin cup, which was handed him
straight off. He sipped it gingerly and felt theooking at him with curiosity. His lips were
scalded, but that was good. The faces around hire bearded, but the beards were clean, neat,
and their hands were clean. They had stood uptasniélcome a guest, and now they sat down
again. Montag sipped. "Thanks," he said. "Thankyg wauch.”

"You're welcome, Montag. My name's Granger." Hallmlt a small bottle of colourless fluid.
"Drink this, too. It'll change the chemical indefxyour perspiration. Half an hour from now
you'll smell like two other people. With the Houafler you, the best thing is Bottoms up."”
Montag drank the bitter fluid.

"You'll stink like a bobcat, but that's all righsaid Granger.



"You know my name;" said Montag.

Granger nodded to a portable battery TV set byitae

"We've watched the chase. Figured you'd wind uphsalong the river. When we heard you
plunging around out in the forest like a drunkeq ele didn't hide as we usually do. We figured
you were in the river, when the helicopter camesrasng back in over the city. Something funny
there. The chase is still running. The other wagugh."”

"The other way?"

"Let's have a look."

Granger snapped the portable viewer on. The pietagea nightmare, condensed, easily passed
from hand to hand, in the forest, all whirring aol@nd flight. A voice cried:

"The chase continues north in the city! Policedwgiers are converging on Avenue 87 and EIm
Grove Park!"

Granger nodded. "They're faking. You threw themadfthe river. They can't admit it. They
know they can hold their audience only so long. 3hew's got to have a snap ending, quick! If
they started searching the whole damn river it nigke all night. So they're sniffing for a
scape-goat to end things with a bang. Watch. Tireatth Montag in the next five minutes! "
"But how--"

"Watch."

The camera, hovering in the belly of a helicopteny swung down at an empty street.

"See that?" whispered Granger. "It'll be you; rigptat the end of that street is our victim. See
how our camera is coming in? Building the scenasp8ose. Long shot. Right now, some poor
fellow is out for a walk. A rarity. An odd one. Dbthink the police don't know the habits of
gueer ducks like that, men who walk mornings fer ltlell of it, or for reasons of insomnia
Anyway, the police have had him charted for monylesirs. Never know when that sort of
information might be handy. And today, it turns,ati$ very usable indeed. It saves face. Oh,
God, look there!"

The men at the fire bent forward.

On the screen, a man turned a corner. The MecHathoeand rushed forward into the viewer,
suddenly. The helicopter light shot down a dozelhdnt pillars that built a cage all about the
man.

A voice cried, "There's Montag ! The search is dbne

The innocent man stood bewildered, a cigaretteibgrin his hand. He stared at the Hound, not
knowing what it was. He probably never knew. Hengkd up at the sky and the wailing sirens.
The cameras rushed down. The Hound leapt up ietaithwith a rhythm and a sense of timing
that was incredibly beautiful. Its needle shot ¢utvas suspended for a moment in their gaze, as
if to give the vast audience time to appreciateghieng, the raw look of the victim's face, the
empty street, the steel animal a bullet nosingahget.

"Montag, don't move!" said a voice from the sky.

The camera fell upon the victim, even as did therdb Both reached him simultaneously. The
victim was seized by Hound and camera in a gradespg, clenching grip. He screamed. He
screamed. He screamed!

Blackout.

Silence.

Darkness.

Montag cried out in the silence and turned away.

Silence.



And then, after a time of the men sitting arourelfile, their faces expressionless, an announcer
on the dark screen said, "The search is over, Mostdead; a crime against society has been
avenged.”

Darkness.

"We now take you to the Sky Room of the Hotel Laxd half-hour of Just-Before-Dawn, a
programme of-"

Granger turned it off.

"They didn't show the man's face in focus. Did yotice?

Even your best friends couldn't tell if it was ydiney scrambled it just enough to let the
imagination take over. Hell," he whispered. "Hell."

Montag said nothing but now, looking back, sat vith eyes fixed to the blank screen,
trembling.

Granger touched Montag's arm. "Welcome back froadéad.” Montag nodded. Granger went
on. "You might as well know all of us, now. Thisised Clement, former occupant of the
Thomas Hardy chair at Cambridge in the years befdrecame an Atomic Engineering School.
This other is Dr. Simmons from U.C.L.A., a speatin Ortega y Gasset; Professor West here
did quite a bit for ethics, an ancient study nawy,Columbia University quite some years ago.
Reverend Padover here gave a few lectures thigysyago and lost his flock between one
Sunday and the next for his views. He's been bummith us some time now. Myself: | wrote a
book called The Fingers in the Glove; the Propdatimship between the Individual and
Society, and here | am! Welcome, Montag! "

"I don't belong with you," said Montag, at laspwly. "I've been an idiot all the way."

"We're used to that. We all made the right kinadna$takes, or we wouldn't be here. When we
were separate individuals, all we had was rageguctk a fireman when he came to burn my
library years ago. I've been running ever sincau ¥ant to join us, Montag?"

"Yes."

"What have you to offer?"

"Nothing. | thought | had part of the Book of Ecgibsstes and maybe a little of Revelation, but |
haven't even that now."

"The Book of Ecclesiastes would be fine. Where wa's

"Here," Montag touched his head.

"Ah," Granger smiled and nodded.

"What's wrong? Isn't that all right?" said Montag.

"Better than all right; perfect!" Granger turnedhbe Reverend. "Do we have a Book of
Ecclesiastes?"”

"One. A man named Harris of Youngstown."

"Montag." Granger took Montag's shoulder firmly. 8&W carefully. Guard your health. If
anything should happen to Harris, you are the Bafdkcclesiastes. See how important you've
become in the last minute!"

"But I've forgotten!"

"No, nothing's ever lost. We have ways to shakerdgeur clinkers for you."

"But I've tried to remember!”

"Don't try. It'll come when we need it. All of usve photographic memories, but spend a
lifetime learning how to block off the things theae really in there. Simmons here has worked



on it for twenty years and now we've got the mettloan to where we can recall anything that's
been read once. Would you like, some day, Montagad Plato's Republic?”

"Of course!"

"l am Plato's Republic. Like to read Marcus AurgfitMr. Simmons is Marcus."

"How do you do?" said Mr. Simmons.

"Hello," said Montag.

"l want you to meet Jonathan Swift, the authoratt evil political book, Gulliver's Travels! And
this other fellow is Charles Darwin, and-this oa&tchopenhauer, and this one is Einstein, and
this one here at my elbow is Mr. Albert Schweitzevery kind philosopher indeed. Here we all
are, Montag. Aristophanes and Mahatma Gandhi antla@& Buddha and Confucius and
Thomas Love Peacock and Thomas Jefferson and Meoln, if you please. We are also
Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John."

Everyone laughed quietly.

"It can't be," said Montag.

"It is," replied Granger, smiling. " We're book-bers, too. We read the books and burnt them,
afraid they'd be found. Micro-filming didn't payfpive were always travelling, we didn't want to
bury the film and come back later. Always the cleaotdiscovery. Better to keep it in the old
heads, where no one can see it or suspect it. 8/alldrits and pieces of history and literature
and international law, Byron, Tom Paine, Machiayell Christ, it's here. And the hour is late.
And the war's begun. And we are out here, andithiescthere, all wrapped up in its own coat of
a thousand colours. What do you think, Montag?"

"I think | was blind trying to do things my way,guiting books in firemen's houses and sending
in alarms."

"You did what you had to do. Carried out on a naicscale, it might have worked beautifully.
But our way is simpler and, we think, better. Ak want to do is keep the knowledge we think
we will need, intact and safe. We're not out tatenor anger anyone yet. For if we are destroyed,
the knowledge is dead, perhaps for good. We areshwittkens, in our own special way; we
walk the old tracks, we lie in the hills at nigatd the city people let us be. We're stopped and
searched occasionally, but there's nothing on etsgms to incriminate us. The organization is
flexible, very loose, and fragmentary. Some of agehhad plastic surgery on our faces and
fingerprints. Right now we have a horrible job; rgeVaiting for the war to begin and, as
quickly, end. It's not pleasant, but then we'reinaontrol, we're the odd minority crying in the
wilderness. When the war's over, perhaps we caif beme use in the world."

"Do you really think they'll listen then?"

"If not, we'll just have to wait. We'll pass thedbs on to our children, by word of mouth, and let
our children wait, in turn, on the other peopldo®will be lost that way, of course.

But you can't make people listen. They have to coyuad in their own time, wondering what
happened and why the world blew up under thenarittdast.”

"How many of you are there?"

"Thousands on the roads, the abandoned railtrémkigiht, bums on the outside, libraries inside.
It wasn't planned, at first. Each man had a boowdéeted to remember, and did. Then, over a
period of twenty years or so, we met each othavelling, and got the loose network together
and set out a plan. The most important single thiadad to pound into ourselves was that we
were not important, we mustn't be pedants; we weté¢o feel superior to anyone else in the
world. We're nothing more than dust-jackets forksp@f no significance otherwise. Some of us
live in small towns. Chapter One of Thoreau's WalisheGreen River, Chapter Two in Willow



Farm, Maine. Why, there's one town in Marylandydnlenty-seven people, no bomb'll ever
touch that town, is the complete essays of a mareda@ertrand Russell. Pick up that town,
almost, and flip the pages, so many pages to apefsid when the war's over, some day, some
year, the books can be written again, the peodldwicalled in, one by one, to recite what they
know and we'll set it up in type until another D&ye, when we might have to do the whole
damn thing over again. But that's the wonderfuighabout man; he never gets so discouraged or
disgusted that he gives up doing it all over agagtause he knows very well it is important and
worth the doing.”

"What do we do tonight?" asked Montag.

"Wait," said Granger. "And move downstream a littigy, just in case."

He began throwing dust and dirt on the fire.

The other men helped, and Montag helped, and thetiee wilderness, the men all moved their
hands, putting out the fire together.

They stood by the river in the starlight.

Montag saw the luminous dial of his waterproof.eif#ive o'clock in the morning. Another year
ticked by in a single hour, and dawn waiting beytmfar bank of the river.

"Why do you trust me?" said Montag.

A man moved in the darkness.

"The look of you's enough. You haven't seen yotinsedl mirror lately. Beyond that, the city has
never cared so much about us to bother with arosdéd chase like this to find us. A few
crackpots with verses in their heads can't touemtrand they know it and we know it; everyone
knows it. So long as the vast population doesmtdeaabout quoting the Magna Charta and the
Constitution, it's all right. The firemen were egbuo check that, now and then. No, the cities
don't bother us. And you look like hell."

They moved along the bank of the river, going soltbntag tried to see the men's faces, the old
faces he remembered from the firelight, lined aretit He was looking for a brightness, a
resolve, a triumph over tomorrow that hardly seetodae there. Perhaps he had expected their
faces to burn and glitter with the knowledge tharied, to glow as lanterns glow, with the light
in them. But all the light had come from the canng, fand these men had seemed no different
from any others who had run a long race, searchedgasearch, seen good things destroyed,
and now, very late, were gathering to wait for ¢ind of the party and the blowing out of the
lamps. They weren't at all certain that the thithgsy carried in their heads might make every
future dawn glow with a purer light, they were safenothing save that the books were on file
behind their quiet eyes, the books were waitingh wieir pages uncut, for the customers who
might come by in later years, some with clean amdeswith dirty fingers.

Montag squinted from one face to another as thdkesa

"Don't judge a book by its cover," someone said.

And they all laughed quietly, moving downstream.

There was a shriek and the jets from the city vgerge overhead long before the men looked up.
Montag stared back at the city, far down the rieaty a faint glow now.

"My wife's back there."

"I'm sorry to hear that. The cities won't do wallihe next few days," said Granger.

"It's strange, | don't miss her, it's strange I'tifsel much of anything,” said Montag. "Even if
she dies, | realized a moment ago, | don't thihkelel sad. It isn't right. Something must be
wrong with me."



"Listen," said Granger, taking his arm, and walkivith him, holding aside the bushes to let him
pass. "When | was a boy my grandfather died, ansldsea sculptor. He was also a very kind
man who had a lot of love to give the world, anchblped clean up the slum in our town; and he
made toys for us and he did a million things inliietime; he was always busy with his hands.
And when he died, | suddenly realized | wasn'tragyfior him at all, but for the things he did. |
cried because he would never do them again, hedwaer carve another piece of wood or
help us raise doves and pigeons in the back yapthgrthe violin the way he did, or tell us jokes
the way he did. He was part of us and when he diéthe actions stopped dead and there was
no one to do them just the way he did. He was iddal. He was an important man. I've never
gotten over his death. Often I think, what wondecfrvings never came to birth because he
died. How many jokes are missing from the worldj aow many homing pigeons untouched by
his hands. He shaped the world. He did thingseonatbrld. The world was bankrupted of ten
million fine actions the night he passed on."

Montag walked in silence. "Millie, Millie," he whiered. "Millie."

"What?"

"My wife, my wife. Poor Millie, poor Millie. | cati'remember anything. | think of her hands but
| don't see them doing anything at all. They justdnthere at her sides or they lie there on her
lap or there's a cigarette in them, but that's all.

Montag turned and glanced back.

What did you give to the city, Montag?

Ashes.

What did the others give to each other?

Nothingness.

Granger stood looking back with Montag. "Everyonegstrieave something behind when he dies,
my grandfather said. A child or a book or a paigitom a house or a wall built or a pair of shoes
made. Or a garden planted. Something your handhéabisome way so your soul has somewhere
to go when you die, and when people look at ties or that flower you planted, you're there. It
doesn't matter what you do, he said, so long axhange something from the way it was before
you touched it into something that's like you afteu take your hands away. The difference
between the man who just cuts lawns and a reakgards in the touching, he said. The lawn-
cutter might just as well not have been therelatha gardener will be there a lifetime."

Granger moved his hand. "My grandfather showedongesV-2 rocket films once, fifty years
ago. Have you ever seen the atom-bomb mushroomtfsonhundred miles up? It's a pinprick,
it's nothing. With the wilderness all around it.

"My grandfather ran off the V-2 rocket film a dozémes and then hoped that some day our
cities would open up and let the green and the #amtithe wilderness in more, to remind people
that we're allotted a little space on earth antweasurvive in that wilderness that can take back
what it has given, as easily as blowing its breethus or sending the sea to tell us we are not so
big. When we forget how close the wilderness ighenight, my grandpa said, some day it will
come in and get us, for we will have forgotten hHewible and real it can be. You see?" Granger
turned to Montag. "Grandfather's been dead fathalle years, but if you lifted my skull, by

God, in the convolutions of my brain you'd find thig ridges of his thumbprint. He touched me.
As | said earlier, he was a sculptor. 'l hate a Romamed Status Quo!' he said to me. 'Stuff your
eyes with wonder,' he said, 'live as if you'd ddead in ten seconds. See the world. It's more
fantastic than any dream made or paid for in faesoAsk no guarantees, ask for no security,
there never was such an animal. And if there weveould be related to the great sloth which



hangs upside down in a tree all day every daypsigdts life away. To hell with that," he said,
'shake the tree and knock the great sloth downsads.™

"Look!" cried Montag.

And the war began and ended in that instant.

Later, the men around Montag could not say if thag really seen anything. Perhaps the merest
flourish of light and motion in the sky. Perhape ttombs were there, and the jets, ten miles, five
miles, one mile up, for the merest instant, likaigthrown over the heavens by a great sowing
hand, and the bombs drifting with dreadful swifsgget sudden slowness, down upon the
morning city they had left behind. The bombardmeas to all intents and purposes finished,
once the jets had sighted their target, alerted bimenbardiers at five thousand miles an hour; as
quick as the whisper of a scythe the war was fetsi©Once the bomb-release was yanked it was
over. Now, a full three seconds, all of the timéistory, before the bombs struck, the enemy
ships themselves were gone half around the vigiblid, like bullets in which a savage islander
might not believe because they were invisible;tigetheart is suddenly shattered, the body falls
in separate motions and the blood is astonishee foeed on the air; the brain squanders its few
precious memories and, puzzled, dies.

This was not to be believed. It was merely a gestMiontag saw the flirt of a great metal fist
over the far city and he knew the scream of thetjet would follow, would say, after the deed,
disintegrate, leave no stone on another, perigh. Di

Montag held the bombs in the sky for a single mameith his mind and his hands reaching
helplessly up at them. "Run!" he cried to FaberClarisse, "Run!" To Mildred, "Get out, get

out of there! " But Clarisse, he remembered, wasildAnd Faber was out; there in the deep
valleys of the country somewhere the five a.m.\Was on its way from one desolation to
another. Though the desolation had not yet arriwed, still in the air, it was certain as man
could make it. Before the bus had run another fityds on the highway, its destination would
be meaningless, and its point of departure chafrged metropolis to junkyard.

And Mildred . . .

Get out, run!

He saw her in her hotel room somewhere now in #iisécond remaining with the bombs a
yard, a foot, an inch from her building. He saw leaning toward the great shimmering walls of
colour and motion where the family talked and tdlked talked to her, where the family prattled
and chatted and said her name and smiled at hesaahahothing of the bomb that was an inch,
now a half-inch, now a quarter-inch from the togh# hotel. Leaning into the wall as if all of

the hunger of looking would find the secret of bBleepless unease there. Mildred, leaning
anxiously, nervously, as if to plunge, drop, falia that swarming immensity of colour to drown
in its bright happiness.

The first bomb struck.

"Mildred! "

Perhaps, who would ever know? Perhaps the greatibasting stations with their beams of
colour and light and talk and chatter went firgbioblivion.

Montag, falling flat, going down, saw or felt, anagined he saw or felt the walls go dark in
Millie's face, heard her screaming, because imtiienth part of time left, she saw her own
face reflected there, in a mirror instead of a teyisall, and it was such a wildly empty face, all
by itself in the room, touching nothing, starved &ating of itself, that at last she recognized it
as her own and looked quickly up at the ceiling asd the entire structure of the hotel blasted
down upon her, carrying her with a million poundi®nck, metal, plaster, and wood, to meet



other people in the hives below, all on their quicky down to the cellar where the explosion rid
itself of them in its own unreasonable way.

| remember. Montag clung to the earth. | rememBaicago. Chicago, a long time ago. Millie
and |. That's where we met! | remember now. Chicdgong time ago.

The concussion knocked the air across and downvée turned the men over like dominoes in
a line, blew the water in lifting sprays, and bligw dust and made the trees above them mourn
with a great wind passing away south. Montag crastimself down, squeezing himself small,
eyes tight. He blinked once. And in that instant sige city, instead of the bombs, in the air.
They had displaced each other. For another of timygessible instants the city stood, rebuilt
and unrecognizable, taller than it had ever hopedrived to be, taller than man had built it,
erected at last in gouts of shattered concretespatkles of torn metal into a mural hung like a
reversed avalanche, a million colours, a millionlitids, a door where a window should be, a top
for a bottom, a side for a back, and then therciligd over and fell down dead.

Montag, lying there, eyes gritted shut with dudina wet cement of dust in his now shut mouth,
gasping and crying, now thought again, | rememb@member, | remember something else.
What is it? Yes, yes, part of the EcclesiastesRanElation. Part of that book, part of it, quick
now, quick, before it gets away, before the shoekns off, before the wind dies. Book of
Ecclesiastes. Here. He said it over to himselhdje lying flat to the trembling earth, he sai@th
words of it many times and they were perfect wititoying and there was no Denham's
Dentifrice anywhere, it was just the Preacher Imydailf, standing there in his mind, looking at
him ....

"There," said a voice.

The men lay gasping like fish laid out on the graseey held to the earth as children hold to
familiar things, no matter how cold or dead, noteratvhat has happened or will happen, their
fingers were clawed into the dirt, and they wetelabuting to keep their eardrums from
bursting, to keep their sanity from bursting, maeutipen, Montag shouting with them, a protest
against the wind that ripped their faces and totheair lips, making their noses bleed.

Montag watched the great dust settle and the gilesiice move down upon their world. And
lying there it seemed that he saw every singlengsdust and every blade of grass and that he
heard every cry and shout and whisper going upamtorld now. Silence fell down in the

sifting dust, and all the leisure they might netbbk around, to gather the reality of this day
into their senses.

Montag looked at the river. We'll go on the riide looked at the old railroad tracks. Or we'll go
that way. Or we'll walk on the highways now, andiMeave time to put things into ourselves.
And some day, after it sets in us a long timé,d6me out of our hands and our mouths. And a
lot of it will be wrong, but just enough of it wille right. We'll just start walking today and see
the world and the way the world walks around atkstahe way it really looks. | want to see
everything now. And while none of it will be me whi¢ goes in, after a while it'll all gather
together inside and it'll be me. Look at the wanld there, my God, my God, look at it out there,
outside me, out there beyond my face and the oalyte really touch it is to put it where it's
finally me, where it's in the blood, where it pungysund a thousand times ten thousand a day. |
get hold of it so it'll never run off. I'll hold a the world tight some day. I've got one finger o

it now; that's a beginning.

The wind died.

The other men lay a while, on the dawn edge ofsleet yet ready to rise up and begin the day's
obligations, its fires and foods, its thousand itkets putting foot after foot and hand after hand.



They lay blinking their dusty eyelids. You couldah¢éhem breathing fast, then slower, then slow

Montag sat up.

He did not move any further, however. The other wfidriikewise. The sun was touching the
black horizon with a faint red tip. The air wasaahnd smelled of a coming rain.

Silently, Granger arose, felt his arms, and leggasing, swearing incessantly under his breath,
tears dripping from his face. He shuffled downhe tiver to look upstream.

"It's flat," he said, a long time later. "City lo®kke a heap of baking-powder. It's gone." And a
long time after that. "I wonder how many knew itsa@ming? | wonder how many were
surprised?"”

And across the world, thought Montag, how many othtges dead? And here in our country,
how many? A hundred, a thousand?

Someone struck a match and touched it to a piedeygsaper taken from their pocket, and
shoved this under a bit of grass and leaves, dadaifvhile added tiny twigs which were wet
and sputtered but finally caught, and the fire glawer in the early morning as the sun came up
and the men slowly turned from looking up river avete drawn to the fire, awkwardly, with
nothing to say, and the sun coloured the backisesaf hecks as they bent down.

Granger unfolded an oilskin with some bacon ifWe'll have a bite. Then we'll turn around
and walk upstream. They'll be needing us up that'wa

Someone produced a small frying-pan and the baeor ivto it and the frying-pan was set on
the fire. After a moment the bacon began to fludtedl dance in the pan and the sputter of it
filled the morning air with its aroma. The men wad this ritual silently.

Granger looked into the fire. "Phoenix."

"What?"

"There was a silly damn bird called a Phoenix daefore Christ: every few hundred years he
built a pyre and burned himself up. He must havenldegst cousin to Man. But every time he
burnt himself up he sprang out of the ashes, héigwelf born all over again. And it looks like
we're doing the same thing, over and over, butevgbt one damn thing the Phoenix never had.
We know the damn silly thing we just did. We knoltlae damn silly things we've done for a
thousand years, and as long as we know that araysllaave it around where we can see it,
some day we'll stop making the goddam funeral pgresjumping into the middle of them. We
pick up a few more people that remember, every rg¢ioa."

He took the pan off the fire and let the bacon @l they ate it, slowly, thoughtfully.

"Now, let's get on upstream,” said Granger. "Anttitam to one thought: You're not important.
You're not anything. Some day the load we're cagyith us may help someone. But even
when we had the books on hand, a long time agalidvet use what we got out of them. We
went right on insulting the dead. We went rightspitting in the graves of all the poor ones who
died before us. We're going to meet a lot of lorpegple in the next week and the next month
and the next year. And when they ask us what wieirgg, you can say, We're remembering.
That's where we'll win out in the long run. And soday we'll remember so much that we'll
build the biggest goddam steam-shovel in histod/dig the biggest grave of all time and shove
war in and cover it up. Come on now, we're goingdduild a mirror-factory first and put out
nothing but mirrors for the next year and takerggltook in them."”

They finished eating and put out the fire. The dag brightening all about them as if a pink
lamp had been given more wick. In the trees, théslihat had flown away now came back and
settled down.



Montag began walking and after a moment foundttimabthers had fallen in behind him, going
north. He was surprised, and moved aside to len@@napass, but Granger looked at him and
nodded him on. Montag went ahead. He looked ativiee and the sky and the rusting track
going back down to where the farms lay, where tra$stood full of hay, where a lot of people
had walked by in the night on their way from thiy.cLater, in a month or six months, and
certainly not more than a year, he would walk albage again, alone, and keep right on going
until he caught up with the people.

But now there was a long morning's walk until noamd if the men were silent it was because
there was everything to think about and much toeraber. Perhaps later in the morning, when
the sun was up and had warmed them, they woulchltedalk, or just say the things they
remembered, to be sure they were there, to bewtbiotertain that things were safe in them.
Montag felt the slow stir of words, the slow simm&nd when it came to his turn, what could he
say, what could he offer on a day like this, to m#ie trip a little easier? To everything there is
a season. Yes. A time to break down, and a tinteiiid up. Yes. A time to keep silence and a
time to speak. Yes, all that. But what else. Whsg2 Something, something . . .

And on either side of the river was there a trelfefwhich bare twelve manner of fruits, and
yielded her fruit every month; And the leaves & ttee were for the healing of the nations.
Yes, thought Montag, that's the one I'll save fmom For noon...

When we reach the city.

THE END



