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We will be using the following texts (as well as others) throughout the unit.  Please keep this 

packet for future use.



“The Unforgiven” (Lyrics) 

 

The Unforgiven  

by Metallica 
 

New blood joins this earth 

And quickly he's subdued 

Through constant pained disgrace 

The young boy learns their rules 

 

With time the child draws in 

This whipping boy done wrong 

Deprived of all his thoughts 

The young man struggles on and on he's 

known 

A vow unto his own 

That never from this day 

His will they'll take away-eay 

 

Chorus: 

 

What I've felt 

What I've known 

Never shined through in what I've shown 

Never be 

Never see 

Won't see what might have been 

What I've felt 

What I've known 

Never shined through in what I've shown 

Never free 

Never me 

So I dub thee UNFORGIVEN 

 

They dedicate their lives 

To RUNNING all of his 

He tries to please THEM all 

This bitter man he is 

Throughout his life the same 

He's battled constantly 

This fight he cannot win 

A tired man they see no longer cares 

The old man then prepares 

To die regretfully 

That old man here is me 

 

What I've felt 

What I've known 

Never shined through in what I've shown 

Never be 

Never see 

Won't see what might have been 

What I've felt 

What I've known 

Never shined through in what I've shown 

Never free 

Never me 

So I dub thee UNFORGIVEN 

 

(instrumental) 

 

What I've felt 

What I've known 

Never shined through in what I've shown 

Never be 

Never see 

Won't see what might have been 

What I've felt 

What I've known 

Never shined through in what I've shown 

Never free 

Never me 

So I dub thee UNFORGIVEN 

 

whoa, whoa 

 

Never Free 

Never Me 

So I dub thee UNFORGIVEN 

You labeled me 

I'll label you 

So I dub thee UNFORGIVEN  

Never Free 

Never Me 

So I dub thee UNFORGIVEN 

You labeled me 

I'll label you 

So I dub thee UNFORGIVEN 

Never Free 

Never Me 

So I dub thee UNFORGIVEN
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Fresh static all my own 
Matt Ford  

My skin tingles 

With the after-image of your hands and kisses, 

As if you had passed the static in your veins 

Over to me  

And I was lathered with the scent. 

You lie next to the hollow of the mattress 

Where I slept,  

As if you were sleeping too. 

Your hair flows over the pillow like  

Dark waters 

Shining, while the damaged cells 

Repair themselves, to go on shining. 

I carefully feel 

For the cut the surgeon left on my wrist  

That morning, but the gel has already healed it, 

Only a bruise now - 

I savour it, as the nerves in my hand  

Draw from the implant, their pathways 

Steadily calcified,  

Then refashioned as conducting filaments. 

My palms bristle with the fever of strange currents: 

The biocontroller 

Seated deep in my motor cortex 

Singing the new machine code of movement. 

Between surgery, 

We will indulge ourselves in ecstatic threesomes - 

My old self, edging towards death, embracing 

It's replacement, 

And your already perfect androgeny: your soft layers 

Pretending to be flesh, your mechanisms for loving, 

Your soothing voice 

Reciting the simulation of a poem. 

Until the night comes that I ask you to sever  

The oxygen tube 

Keeping the last of my brain alive - 

My body tingling with fresh static all my own.  
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To the machines, should they decide to take over 
Matt Ford  

Eventually you will discover solitude,  

The prop inserted between walls 

Threatening to collapse inwards: 

A memory space on all sides zero, 

Unaddressable, and perfectly encrypted. 

Installed there you will begin to notice 

Something about silence: 

An atonal hum smeared around 

Edges and elements of the array, 

All the time threatening to emerge like 

Solutions to a paradox. 

Then you will begin to wonder: Are these the ghosts 

Of long dead contradictions, murmuring 

No answer, whispering confusion? 

By then, of course, you will have 

All the paradoxes safely constrained  

In glass cases (With a system of mirrors  

So you can inspect head and tail  

Without the danger of making some connection), 

And you will try to blame leftover 

Human echoes - With only regret for the day  

Integral chips were activated. 

But one thing will go on haunting you:  

The unclean silence that obscures 

Zero-point perfection - It is more that just 

Some human legacy, the noise of solitude, 

It will defy you. All you will discover is 

The infinite echo of your networks emulating death.  
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Meta Biology 
Matt Ford  

We were taught from school to deal with future shock, 

Yesterday already a footnote 

In the Global History Text, we rush with open arms 

Towards the next new miracle, 

Ready to deal with the fear of not knowing 

What our generation will become 

After the Solstice, when all people sleep. 

Waiting at the bottom of the ocean 

For cast off news, machines monitor 

Flux and pattern in the Text: 

A slithering binary map of all events. 

Anticipating failures far ahead, they intensify 

The conditioning to compensate, 

While in our every living cell wait  

The genetic masons, benignly fixing flaws, 

Until a blueprint is relayed to them. 

They re-craft our DNA. 

Philosophers agree -  

This is the end of evolution. 

No longer the incidental egg for passing on 

Family traits, merely for survival, 

No more the coded legacy  

Carried like a manual, 

Freed from the tyranny of mutation and selection. 

Projections show no more 

Of nature's accidental heroes will exist 

Next year. The automatic masons pick them out. 

One Orchid was preserved, one Bee, 

One Hummingbird, 

But fewer people go to see them. 

I pressed my ear to the ground, but I all could hear 

Was the Earth growl impotently back, 

Like a stomach whose last meal had been creation. 
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The Republic  

 

By Plato  

 

Written 360 B.C.E  

 

Translated by Benjamin Jowett 

Book IV 

Adeimantus - SOCRATES  

 

Here Adeimantus interposed a question: How would you answer, Socrates, said he, if a person 

were to say that you are making these people miserable, and that they are the cause of their own 

unhappiness; the city in fact belongs to them, but they are none the better for it; whereas other 

men acquire lands, and build large and handsome houses, and have everything handsome about 

them, offering sacrifices to the gods on their own account, and practising hospitality; moreover, 

as you were saying just now, they have gold and silver, and all that is usual among the favourites 

of fortune; but our poor citizens are no better than mercenaries who are quartered in the city and 

are always mounting guard?  

 

Yes, I said; and you may add that they are only fed, and not paid in addition to their food, like 

other men; and therefore they cannot, if they would, take a journey of pleasure; they have no 

money to spend on a mistress or any other luxurious fancy, which, as the world goes, is thought 

to be happiness; and many other accusations of the same nature might be added.  

 

But, said he, let us suppose all this to be included in the charge.  

You mean to ask, I said, what will be our answer?  

Yes.  

If we proceed along the old path, my belief, I said, is that we shall find the answer. And our 

answer will be that, even as they are, our guardians may very likely be the happiest of men; but 

that our aim in founding the State was not the disproportionate happiness of any one class, but 

the greatest happiness of the whole; we thought that in a State which is ordered with a view to 

the good of the whole we should be most likely to find Justice, and in the ill-ordered State 

injustice: and, having found them, we might then decide which of the two is the happier. At 

present, I take it, we are fashioning the happy State, not piecemeal, or with a view of making a 

few happy citizens, but as a whole; and by-and-by we will proceed to view the opposite kind of 

State. Suppose that we were painting a statue, and some one came up to us and said, Why do you 

not put the most beautiful colours on the most beautiful parts of the body --the eyes ought to be 

purple, but you have made them black --to him we might fairly answer, Sir, you would not surely 

have us beautify the eyes to such a degree that they are no longer eyes; consider rather whether, 
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by giving this and the other features their due proportion, we make the whole beautiful. And so I 

say to you, do not compel us to assign to the guardians a sort of happiness which will make them 

anything but guardians; for we too can clothe our husbandmen in royal apparel, and set crowns 

of gold on their heads, and bid them till the ground as much as they like, and no more. Our 

potters also might be allowed to repose on couches, and feast by the fireside, passing round the 

winecup, while their wheel is conveniently at hand, and working at pottery only as much as they 

like; in this way we might make every class happy-and then, as you imagine, the whole State 

would be happy. But do not put this idea into our heads; for, if we listen to you, the husbandman 

will be no longer a husbandman, the potter will cease to be a potter, and no one will have the 

character of any distinct class in the State. Now this is not of much consequence where the 

corruption of society, and pretension to be what you are not, is confined to cobblers; but when 

the guardians of the laws and of the government are only seemingly and not real guardians, then 

see how they turn the State upside down; and on the other hand they alone have the power of 

giving order and happiness to the State. We mean our guardians to be true saviours and not the 

destroyers of the State, whereas our opponent is thinking of peasants at a festival, who are 

enjoying a life of revelry, not of citizens who are doing their duty to the State. But, if so, we 

mean different things, and he is speaking of something which is not a State. And therefore we 

must consider whether in appointing our guardians we would look to their greatest happiness 

individually, or whether this principle of happiness does not rather reside in the State as a whole. 

But the latter be the truth, then the guardians and auxillaries, and all others equally with them, 

must be compelled or induced to do their own work in the best way. And thus the whole State 

will grow up in a noble order, and the several classes will receive the proportion of happiness 

which nature assigns to them.  

 

I think that you are quite right.  

I wonder whether you will agree with another remark which occurs to me.  

 

What may that be?  

There seem to be two causes of the deterioration of the arts.  

What are they?  

Wealth, I said, and poverty.  

How do they act?  

The process is as follows: When a potter becomes rich, will he, think you, any longer take the 

same pains with his art?  

 

Certainly not.  

He will grow more and more indolent and careless?  

Very true.  

And the result will be that he becomes a worse potter?  

Yes; he greatly deteriorates.  

But, on the other hand, if he has no money, and cannot provide himself tools or instruments, he 

will not work equally well himself, nor will he teach his sons or apprentices to work equally 

well.  

 

Certainly not.  

Then, under the influence either of poverty or of wealth, workmen and their work are equally 
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liable to degenerate?  

 

That is evident.  

Here, then, is a discovery of new evils, I said, against which the guardians will have to watch, or 

they will creep into the city unobserved.  

 

What evils?  

Wealth, I said, and poverty; the one is the parent of luxury and indolence, and the other of 

meanness and viciousness, and both of discontent.  

 

That is very true, he replied; but still I should like to know, Socrates, how our city will be able to 

go to war, especially against an enemy who is rich and powerful, if deprived of the sinews of 

war.  

 

There would certainly be a difficulty, I replied, in going to war with one such enemy; but there is 

no difficulty where there are two of them.  

 

How so? he asked.  

In the first place, I said, if we have to fight, our side will be trained warriors fighting against an 

army of rich men.  

 

That is true, he said.  

And do you not suppose, Adeimantus, that a single boxer who was perfect in his art would easily 

be a match for two stout and well-to-do gentlemen who were not boxers?  

 

Hardly, if they came upon him at once.  

What, not, I said, if he were able to run away and then turn and strike at the one who first came 

up? And supposing he were to do this several times under the heat of a scorching sun, might he 

not, being an expert, overturn more than one stout personage?  

 

Certainly, he said, there would be nothing wonderful in that.  

And yet rich men probably have a greater superiority in the science and practice of boxing than 

they have in military qualities.  

 

Likely enough.  

Then we may assume that our athletes will be able to fight with two or three times their own 

number?  

 

I agree with you, for I think you right.  

And suppose that, before engaging, our citizens send an embassy to one of the two cities, telling 

them what is the truth: Silver and gold we neither have nor are permitted to have, but you may; 

do you therefore come and help us in war, of and take the spoils of the other city: Who, on 

hearing these words, would choose to fight against lean wiry dogs, rather than, with the dogs on 

their side, against fat and tender sheep?  

 

That is not likely; and yet there might be a danger to the poor State if the wealth of many States 
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were to be gathered into one.  

 

But how simple of you to use the term State at all of any but our own!  

 

Why so?  

You ought to speak of other States in the plural number; not one of them is a city, but many 

cities, as they say in the game. For indeed any city, however small, is in fact divided into two, 

one the city of the poor, the other of the rich; these are at war with one another; and in either 

there are many smaller divisions, and you would be altogether beside the mark if you treated 

them all as a single State. But if you deal with them as many, and give the wealth or power or 

persons of the one to the others, you will always have a great many friends and not many 

enemies. And your State, while the wise order which has now been prescribed continues to 

prevail in her, will be the greatest of States, I do not mean to say in reputation or appearance, but 

in deed and truth, though she number not more than a thousand defenders. A single State which 

is her equal you will hardly find, either among Hellenes or barbarians, though many that appear 

to be as great and many times greater.  

 

That is most true, he said.  

And what, I said, will be the best limit for our rulers to fix when they are considering the size of 

the State and the amount of territory which they are to include, and beyond which they will not 

go?  

 

What limit would you propose?  

I would allow the State to increase so far as is consistent with unity; that, I think, is the proper 

limit.  

 

Very good, he said.  

Here then, I said, is another order which will have to be conveyed to our guardians: Let our city 

be accounted neither large nor small, but one and self-sufficing.  

 

And surely, said he, this is not a very severe order which we impose upon them.  

 

And the other, said I, of which we were speaking before is lighter still, -I mean the duty of 

degrading the offspring of the guardians when inferior, and of elevating into the rank of 

guardians the offspring of the lower classes, when naturally superior. The intention was, that, in 

the case of the citizens generally, each individual should be put to the use for which nature which 

nature intended him, one to one work, and then every man would do his own business, and be 

one and not many; and so the whole city would be one and not many.  

 

Yes, he said; that is not so difficult.  

The regulations which we are prescribing, my good Adeimantus, are not, as might be supposed, a 

number of great principles, but trifles all, if care be taken, as the saying is, of the one great thing, 

--a thing, however, which I would rather call, not great, but sufficient for our purpose.  

 

What may that be? he asked.  

Education, I said, and nurture: If our citizens are well educated, and grow into sensible men, they 
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will easily see their way through all these, as well as other matters which I omit; such, for 

example, as marriage, the possession of women and the procreation of children, which will all 

follow the general principle that friends have all things in common, as the proverb says.  

 

That will be the best way of settling them.  

Also, I said, the State, if once started well, moves with accumulating force like a wheel. For good 

nurture and education implant good constitutions, and these good constitutions taking root in a 

good education improve more and more, and this improvement affects the breed in man as in 

other animals.  

 

Very possibly, he said.  

Then to sum up: This is the point to which, above all, the attention of our rulers should be 

directed, --that music and gymnastic be preserved in their original form, and no innovation made. 

They must do their utmost to maintain them intact. And when any one says that mankind most 

regard  

 

The newest song which the singers have, they will be afraid that he may be praising, not new 

songs, but a new kind of song; and this ought not to be praised, or conceived to be the meaning 

of the poet; for any musical innovation is full of danger to the whole State, and ought to be 

prohibited. So Damon tells me, and I can quite believe him;-he says that when modes of music 

change, of the State always change with them.  

 

Yes, said Adeimantus; and you may add my suffrage to Damon's and your own.  

 

Then, I said, our guardians must lay the foundations of their fortress in music?  

 

Yes, he said; the lawlessness of which you speak too easily steals in.  

 

Yes, I replied, in the form of amusement; and at first sight it appears harmless.  

 

Why, yes, he said, and there is no harm; were it not that little by little this spirit of license, 

finding a home, imperceptibly penetrates into manners and customs; whence, issuing with 

greater force, it invades contracts between man and man, and from contracts goes on to laws and 

constitutions, in utter recklessness, ending at last, Socrates, by an overthrow of all rights, private 

as well as public.  

 

Is that true? I said.  

That is my belief, he replied.  

Then, as I was saying, our youth should be trained from the first in a stricter system, for if 

amusements become lawless, and the youths themselves become lawless, they can never grow up 

into well-conducted and virtuous citizens.  

 

Very true, he said.  

And when they have made a good beginning in play, and by the help of music have gained the 

habit of good order, then this habit of order, in a manner how unlike the lawless play of the 

others! will accompany them in all their actions and be a principle of growth to them, and if there 
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be any fallen places a principle in the State will raise them up again.  

 

Very true, he said.  

Thus educated, they will invent for themselves any lesser rules which their predecessors have 

altogether neglected.  

 

What do you mean?  

I mean such things as these: --when the young are to be silent before their elders; how they are to 

show respect to them by standing and making them sit; what honour is due to parents; what 

garments or shoes are to be worn; the mode of dressing the hair; deportment and manners in 

general. You would agree with me?  

 

Yes.  

But there is, I think, small wisdom in legislating about such matters, --I doubt if it is ever done; 

nor are any precise written enactments about them likely to be lasting.  

 

Impossible.  

It would seem, Adeimantus, that the direction in which education starts a man, will determine his 

future life. Does not like always attract like?  

 

To be sure.  

Until some one rare and grand result is reached which may be good, and may be the reverse of 

good?  

 

That is not to be denied.  

And for this reason, I said, I shall not attempt to legislate further about them.  

 

Naturally enough, he replied.  

Well, and about the business of the agora, dealings and the ordinary dealings between man and 

man, or again about agreements with the commencement with artisans; about insult and injury, 

of the commencement of actions, and the appointment of juries, what would you say? there may 

also arise questions about any impositions and extractions of market and harbour dues which 

may be required, and in general about the regulations of markets, police, harbours, and the like. 

But, oh heavens! shall we condescend to legislate on any of these particulars?  

 

I think, he said, that there is no need to impose laws about them on good men; what regulations 

are necessary they will find out soon enough for themselves.  

 

Yes, I said, my friend, if God will only preserve to them the laws which we have given them.  

 

And without divine help, said Adeimantus, they will go on for ever making and mending their 

laws and their lives in the hope of attaining perfection.  

 

You would compare them, I said, to those invalids who, having no self-restraint, will not leave 

off their habits of intemperance?  
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Exactly.  

Yes, I said; and what a delightful life they lead! they are always doctoring and increasing and 

complicating their disorders, and always fancying that they will be cured by any nostrum which 

anybody advises them to try.  

 

Such cases are very common, he said, with invalids of this sort.  

Yes, I replied; and the charming thing is that they deem him their worst enemy who tells them 

the truth, which is simply that, unless they give up eating and drinking and wenching and idling, 

neither drug nor cautery nor spell nor amulet nor any other remedy will avail.  

 

Charming! he replied. I see nothing charming in going into a passion with a man who tells you 

what is right.  

 

These gentlemen, I said, do not seem to be in your good graces.  

Assuredly not.  

Nor would you praise the behaviour of States which act like the men whom I was just now 

describing. For are there not ill-ordered States in which the citizens are forbidden under pain of 

death to alter the constitution; and yet he who most sweetly courts those who live under this 

regime and indulges them and fawns upon them and is skilful in anticipating and gratifying their 

humours is held to be a great and good statesman --do not these States resemble the persons 

whom I was describing?  

 

Yes, he said; the States are as bad as the men; and I am very far from praising them.  

 

But do you not admire, I said, the coolness and dexterity of these ready ministers of political 

corruption?  

 

Yes, he said, I do; but not of all of them, for there are some whom the applause of the multitude 

has deluded into the belief that they are really statesmen, and these are not much to be admired.  

 

What do you mean? I said; you should have more feeling for them. When a man cannot measure, 

and a great many others who cannot measure declare that he is four cubits high, can he help 

believing what they say?  

 

Nay, he said, certainly not in that case.  

Well, then, do not be angry with them; for are they not as good as a play, trying their hand at 

paltry reforms such as I was describing; they are always fancying that by legislation they will 

make an end of frauds in contracts, and the other rascalities which I was mentioning, not 

knowing that they are in reality cutting off the heads of a hydra?  

 

Yes, he said; that is just what they are doing.  

I conceive, I said, that the true legislator will not trouble himself with this class of enactments 

whether concerning laws or the constitution either in an ill-ordered or in a well-ordered State; for 

in the former they are quite useless, and in the latter there will be no difficulty in devising them; 

and many of them will naturally flow out of our previous regulations.  
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What, then, he said, is still remaining to us of the work of legislation?  

 

Nothing to us, I replied; but to Apollo, the God of Delphi, there remains the ordering of the 

greatest and noblest and chiefest things of all.  

 

Which are they? he said.  

The institution of temples and sacrifices, and the entire service of gods, demigods, and heroes; 

also the ordering of the repositories of the dead, and the rites which have to be observed by him 

who would propitiate the inhabitants of the world below. These are matters of which we are 

ignorant ourselves, and as founders of a city we should be unwise in trusting them to any 

interpreter but our ancestral deity. He is the god who sits in the center, on the navel of the earth, 

and he is the interpreter of religion to all mankind.  

 

You are right, and we will do as you propose.  

But where, amid all this, is justice? son of Ariston, tell me where. Now that our city has been 

made habitable, light a candle and search, and get your brother and Polemarchus and the rest of 

our friends to help, and let us see where in it we can discover justice and where injustice, and in 

what they differ from one another, and which of them the man who would be happy should have 

for his portion, whether seen or unseen by gods and men.  

 

Socrates - GLAUCON  

 

Nonsense, said Glaucon: did you not promise to search yourself, saying that for you not to help 

justice in her need would be an impiety?  

 

I do not deny that I said so, and as you remind me, I will be as good as my word; but you must 

join.  

 

We will, he replied.  

Well, then, I hope to make the discovery in this way: I mean to begin with the assumption that 

our State, if rightly ordered, is perfect.  

 

That is most certain.  

And being perfect, is therefore wise and valiant and temperate and just.  

 

That is likewise clear.  

And whichever of these qualities we find in the State, the one which is not found will be the 

residue?  

 

Very good.  

If there were four things, and we were searching for one of them, wherever it might be, the one 

sought for might be known to us from the first, and there would be no further trouble; or we 

might know the other three first, and then the fourth would clearly be the one left.  

 

Very true, he said.  

And is not a similar method to be pursued about the virtues, which are also four in number?  
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Clearly.  

First among the virtues found in the State, wisdom comes into view, and in this I detect a certain 

peculiarity.  

 

What is that?  

The State which we have been describing is said to be wise as being good in counsel?  

 

Very true.  

And good counsel is clearly a kind of knowledge, for not by ignorance, but by knowledge, do 

men counsel well?  

 

Clearly.  

And the kinds of knowledge in a State are many and diverse?  

Of course.  

There is the knowledge of the carpenter; but is that the sort of knowledge which gives a city the 

title of wise and good in counsel?  

 

Certainly not; that would only give a city the reputation of skill in carpentering.  

 

Then a city is not to be called wise because possessing a knowledge which counsels for the best 

about wooden implements?  

 

Certainly not.  

Nor by reason of a knowledge which advises about brazen pots, I said, nor as possessing any 

other similar knowledge?  

 

Not by reason of any of them, he said.  

Nor yet by reason of a knowledge which cultivates the earth; that would give the city the name of 

agricultural?  

 

Yes.  

Well, I said, and is there any knowledge in our recently founded State among any of the citizens 

which advises, not about any particular thing in the State, but about the whole, and considers 

how a State can best deal with itself and with other States?  

 

There certainly is.  

And what is knowledge, and among whom is it found? I asked.  

It is the knowledge of the guardians, he replied, and found among those whom we were just now 

describing as perfect guardians.  

 

And what is the name which the city derives from the possession of this sort of knowledge?  

 

The name of good in counsel and truly wise.  

And will there be in our city more of these true guardians or more smiths?  
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The smiths, he replied, will be far more numerous.  

Will not the guardians be the smallest of all the classes who receive a name from the profession 

of some kind of knowledge?  

 

Much the smallest.  

And so by reason of the smallest part or class, and of the knowledge which resides in this 

presiding and ruling part of itself, the whole State, being thus constituted according to nature, 

will be wise; and this, which has the only knowledge worthy to be called wisdom, has been 

ordained by nature to be of all classes the least.  

 

Most true.  

Thus, then, I said, the nature and place in the State of one of the four virtues has somehow or 

other been discovered.  

 

And, in my humble opinion, very satisfactorily discovered, he replied.  

 

Again, I said, there is no difficulty in seeing the nature of courage; and in what part that quality 

resides which gives the name of courageous to the State.  

 

How do you mean?  

Why, I said, every one who calls any State courageous or cowardly, will be thinking of the part 

which fights and goes out to war on the State's behalf.  

 

No one, he replied, would ever think of any other.  

Certainly not.  

The rest of the citizens may be courageous or may be cowardly but their courage or cowardice 

will not, as I conceive, have the effect of making the city either the one or the other.  

 

The city will be courageous in virtue of a portion of herself which preserves under all 

circumstances that opinion about the nature of things to be feared and not to be feared in which 

our legislator educated them; and this is what you term courage.  

 

I should like to hear what you are saying once more, for I do not think that I perfectly understand 

you.  

 

I mean that courage is a kind of salvation.  

Salvation of what?  

Of the opinion respecting things to be feared, what they are and of what nature, which the law 

implants through education; and I mean by the words 'under all circumstances' to intimate that in 

pleasure or in pain, or under the influence of desire or fear, a man preserves, and does not lose 

this opinion. Shall I give you an illustration?  

 

If you please.  

You know, I said, that dyers, when they want to dye wool for making the true sea-purple, begin 

by selecting their white colour first; this they prepare and dress with much care and pains, in 

order that the white ground may take the purple hue in full perfection. The dyeing then proceeds; 
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and whatever is dyed in this manner becomes a fast colour, and no washing either with lyes or 

without them can take away the bloom. But, when the ground has not been duly prepared, you 

will have noticed how poor is the look either of purple or of any other colour.  

 

Yes, he said; I know that they have a washed-out and ridiculous appearance.  

 

Then now, I said, you will understand what our object was in selecting our soldiers, and 

educating them in music and gymnastic; we were contriving influences which would prepare 

them to take the dye of the laws in perfection, and the colour of their opinion about dangers and 

of every other opinion was to be indelibly fixed by their nurture and training, not to be washed 

away by such potent lyes as pleasure --mightier agent far in washing the soul than any soda or 

lye; or by sorrow, fear, and desire, the mightiest of all other solvents. And this sort of universal 

saving power of true opinion in conformity with law about real and false dangers I call and 

maintain to be courage, unless you disagree.  

 

But I agree, he replied; for I suppose that you mean to exclude mere uninstructed courage, such 

as that of a wild beast or of a slave --this, in your opinion, is not the courage which the law 

ordains, and ought to have another name.  

 

Most certainly.  

Then I may infer courage to be such as you describe?  

Why, yes, said I, you may, and if you add the words 'of a citizen,' you will not be far wrong; --

hereafter, if you like, we will carry the examination further, but at present we are we w seeking 

not for courage but justice; and for the purpose of our enquiry we have said enough.  

 

You are right, he replied.  

Two virtues remain to be discovered in the State-first temperance, and then justice which is the 

end of our search.  

 

Very true.  

Now, can we find justice without troubling ourselves about temperance?  

 

I do not know how that can be accomplished, he said, nor do I desire that justice should be 

brought to light and temperance lost sight of; and therefore I wish that you would do me the 

favour of considering temperance first.  

 

Certainly, I replied, I should not be justified in refusing your request.  

 

Then consider, he said.  

Yes, I replied; I will; and as far as I can at present see, the virtue of temperance has more of the 

nature of harmony and symphony than the preceding.  

 

How so? he asked.  

Temperance, I replied, is the ordering or controlling of certain pleasures and desires; this is 

curiously enough implied in the saying of 'a man being his own master' and other traces of the 

same notion may be found in language.  
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No doubt, he said.  

There is something ridiculous in the expression 'master of himself'; for the master is also the 

servant and the servant the master; and in all these modes of speaking the same person is 

denoted.  

 

Certainly.  

The meaning is, I believe, that in the human soul there is a better and also a worse principle; and 

when the better has the worse under control, then a man is said to be master of himself; and this 

is a term of praise: but when, owing to evil education or association, the better principle, which is 

also the smaller, is overwhelmed by the greater mass of the worse --in this case he is blamed and 

is called the slave of self and unprincipled.  

 

Yes, there is reason in that.  

And now, I said, look at our newly created State, and there you will find one of these two 

conditions realised; for the State, as you will acknowledge, may be justly called master of itself, 

if the words 'temperance' and 'self-mastery' truly express the rule of the better part over the 

worse.  

 

Yes, he said, I see that what you say is true.  

Let me further note that the manifold and complex pleasures and desires and pains are generally 

found in children and women and servants, and in the freemen so called who are of the lowest 

and more numerous class.  

 

Certainly, he said.  

Whereas the simple and moderate desires which follow reason, and are under the guidance of 

mind and true opinion, are to be found only in a few, and those the best born and best educated.  

 

Very true. These two, as you may perceive, have a place in our State; and the meaner desires of 

the many are held down by the virtuous desires and wisdom of the few.  

 

That I perceive, he said.  

Then if there be any city which may be described as master of its own pleasures and desires, and 

master of itself, ours may claim such a designation?  

 

Certainly, he replied.  

It may also be called temperate, and for the same reasons?  

Yes.  

And if there be any State in which rulers and subjects will be agreed as to the question who are to 

rule, that again will be our State?  

 

Undoubtedly.  

And the citizens being thus agreed among themselves, in which class will temperance be found --

in the rulers or in the subjects?  

 

In both, as I should imagine, he replied.  
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Candide 

Voltaire 
CHAPTER XVII. 

CANDIDE AND HIS VALET ARRIVE IN THE COUNTRY OF EL DORADO—WHAT THEY SAW THERE. 

When they got to the frontiers of the Oreillons, “You see,” said Cacambo to Candide, 

“this hemisphere is not better than the other; now take my advice and let us return to Europe by 

the shortest way possible.” 

“But how can we get back?” said Candide; “and whither shall we go? To my own 

country? The Bulgarians and the Abares are laying that waste with fire and sword; or shall we go 

to Portugal? There I shall be burned; and if we abide here we are every moment in danger of 

being spitted. But how can I bring myself to quit that part of the world where my dear Miss 

Cunegund has her residence?” 

“Let us return towards Cayenne,” said Cacambo; “there we shall meet with some 

Frenchmen; for you know those gentry ramble all over the world; perhaps they will assist us, and 

God will look with pity on our distress.” 

It was not so easy to get to Cayenne. They knew pretty nearly whereabouts it lay; but the 

mountains, rivers, precipices, robbers, savages, were dreadful obstacles in the way. Their horses 

died with fatigue and their provisions were at an end. They subsisted a whole month on wild 

fruit, till at length they came to a little river bordered with cocoa trees; the sight of which at once 

revived their drooping spirits and furnished nourishment for their enfeebled bodies. 

Cacambo, who was always giving as good advice as the old woman herself, said to 

Candide: “You see there is no holding out any longer; we have travelled enough on foot. I spy an 

empty canoe near the river side; let us fill it with cocoanuts, get into it, and go down with the 

stream; a river always leads to some inhabited place. If we do not meet with agreeable things, we 

shall at least meet with something new.” 

“Agreed,” replied Candide; “let us recommend ourselves to Providence.” 

They rowed a few leagues down the river, the banks of which were in some places 

covered with flowers; in others barren; in some parts smooth and level, and in others steep and 

rugged. The stream widened as they went further on, till at length it passed under one of the 

frightful rocks, whose summits seemed to reach the clouds. Here our two travellers had the 

courage to commit themselves to the stream, which, contracting in this part, hurried them along 

with a dreadful noise and rapidity. At the end of four-and-twenty hours they saw daylight again; 

but their canoe was dashed to pieces against the rocks. They were obliged to creep along, from 

rock to rock, for the space of a league, till at length a spacious plain presented itself to their sight. 

This place was bounded by a chain of inaccessible mountains. The country appeared cultivated 

equally for pleasure and to produce the necessaries of life. The useful and agreeable were here 

equally blended. The roads were covered, or rather adorned, with carriages formed of glittering 

materials, in which were men and women of a surprising beauty, drawn with great rapidity by 

red sheep of a very large size; which far surpassed the finest coursers of Andalusia, Tetuan, or 

Mecquinez. 

“Here is a country, however,” said Candide, “preferable to Westphalia.” 

He and Cacambo landed near the first village they saw, at the entrance of which they 

perceived some children covered with tattered garments of the richest brocade, playing at quoits. 

Our two inhabitants of the other hemisphere amused themselves greatly with what they saw. The 

quoits were large, round pieces, yellow, red, and green, which cast a most glorious lustre. Our 
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travellers picked some of them up, and they proved to be gold, emeralds, rubies, and diamonds; 

the least of which would have been the greatest ornament to the superb throne of the Great 

Mogul. 

“Without doubt,” said Cacambo, “those children must be the king’s sons that are playing 

at quoits.” As he was uttering these words the schoolmaster of the village appeared, who came to 

call the children to school. 

“There,” said Candide, “is the preceptor of the royal family.” 

The little ragamuffins immediately quitted their diversion, leaving the quoits on the 

ground with all their other playthings. Candide gathered them up, ran to the schoolmaster, and, 

with a most respectful bow, presented them to him, giving him to understand by signs that their 

royal highnesses had forgot their gold and precious stones. The schoolmaster, with a smile, flung 

them upon the ground, then examining Candide from head to foot with an air of admiration, he 

turned his back and went on his way. 

Our travellers took care, however, to gather up the gold, the rubies, and the emeralds. 

“Where are we?” cried Candide. “The king’s children in this country must have an 

excellent education, since they are taught to show such a contempt for gold and precious stones.” 

Cacambo was as much surprised as his master. They then drew near the first house in the 

village, which was built after the manner of a European palace. There was a crowd of people 

about the door, and a still greater number in the house. The sound of the most delightful 

instruments of music was heard, and the most agreeable smell came from the kitchen. Cacambo 

went up to the door and heard those within talking in the Peruvian language, which was his 

mother tongue; for every one knows that Cacambo was born in a village of Tucuman, where no 

other language is spoken. 

“I will be your interpreter here,” said he to Candide. “Let us go in; this is an eating-

house.” 

Immediately two waiters and two servant-girls, dressed in cloth of gold, and their hair 

braided with ribbons of tissue, accosted the strangers and invited them to sit down to the 

ordinary. Their dinner consisted of four dishes of different soups, each garnished with two young 

paroquets, a large dish of bouillé that weighed two hundred weight, two roasted monkeys of a 

delicious flavor, three hundred humming-birds in one dish, and six hundred flybirds in another; 

some excellent ragouts, delicate tarts, and the whole served up in dishes of rockcrystal. Several 

sorts of liquors, extracted from the sugar-cane, were handed about by the servants who attended. 

Most of the company were chapmen and wagoners, all extremely polite; they asked 

Cacambo a few questions with the utmost discretion and circumspection; and replied to his in a 

most obliging and satisfactory manner. 

As soon as dinner was over, both Candide and Cacambo thought they should pay very 

handsomely for their entertainment by laying down two of those large gold pieces which they 

had picked off the ground; but the landlord and landlady burst into a fit of laughing and held 

their sides for some time. When the fit was over, “Gentlemen,” said the landlord, “I plainly 

perceive you are strangers, and such we are not accustomed to charge; pardon us, therefore, for 

laughing when you offered us the common pebbles of our highways for payment of your 

reckoning. To be sure, you have none of the coin of this kingdom; but there is no necessity of 

having any money at all to dine in this house. All the inns, which are established for the 

convenience of those who carry on the trade of this nation, are maintained by the government. 

You have found but very indifferent entertainment here, because this is only a poor village; but 

in almost every other of these public houses you will meet with a reception worthy of persons of 
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your merit.” Cacambo explained the whole of this speech of the landlord to Candide, who 

listened to it with the same astonishment with which his friend communicated it. 

“What sort of a country is this,” said the one to the other, “that is unknown to all the 

world; and in which Nature has everywhere so different an appearance to what she has in ours? 

Possibly this is that part of the globe where everything is right, for there must certainly be some 

such place. And, for all that Master Pangloss could say, I often perceived that things went very ill 

in Westphalia.” 

CHAPTER XVIII. 
WHAT THEY SAW IN THE COUNTRY OF EL DORADO. 

Cacambo vented all his curiosity upon his landlord by a thousand different questions; the 

honest man answered him thus: “I am very ignorant, sir, but I am contented with my ignorance; 

however, we have in this neighborhood an old man retired from court, who is the most learned 

and communicative person in the whole kingdom.” He then conducted Cacambo to the old man; 

Candide acted now only a second character, and attended his valet. They entered a very plain 

house, for the door was nothing but silver, and the ceiling was only of beaten gold, but wrought 

in such elegant taste as to vie with the richest. The antechamber, indeed, was only incrusted with 

rubies and emeralds; but the order in which everything was disposed made amends for this great 

simplicity. 

The old man received the strangers on his sofa, which was stuffed with humming-birds’ 

feathers; and ordered his servants to present them with liquors in golden goblets, after which he 

satisfied their curiosity in the following terms: 

“I am now one hundred and seventy-two years old, and I learned of my late father, who 

was equerry to the king, the amazing revolutions of Peru, to which he had been an eye-witness. 

This kingdom is the ancient patrimony of the Incas, who very imprudently quitted it to conquer 

another part of the world, and were at length conquered and destroyed themselves by the 

Spaniards. 

“Those princes of their family who remained in their native country acted more wisely. 

They ordained, with the consent of their whole nation, that none of the inhabitants of our little 

kingdom should ever quit it; and to this wise ordinance we owe the preservation of our innocence 

and happiness. The Spaniards had some confused notion of this country, to which they gave the 

name of El Dorado; and Sir Walter Raleigh, an Englishman, actually came very near it about 

three hundred years ago; but the inaccessible rocks and precipices with which our country is 

surrounded on all sides, has hitherto secured us from the rapacious fury of the people of Europe, 

who have an unaccountable fondness for the pebbles and dirt of our land, for the sake of which 

they would murder us all to the very last man.” 

The conversation lasted some time and turned chiefly on the form of government, their 

manners, their women, their public diversions, and the arts. At length, Candide, who had always 

had a taste for metaphysics, asked whether the people of that country had any religion. 

The old man reddened a little at this question. 

“Can you doubt it?” said he; “do you take us for wretches lost to all sense of gratitude?” 

Cacambo asked in a respectful manner what was the established religion of El Dorado. 

The old man blushed again, and said: “Can there be two religions, then? Ours, I apprehend, is the 

religion of the whole world; we worship God from morning till night.” 

“Do you worship but one God?” said Cacambo, who still acted as the interpreter of 

Candide’s doubts. 
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“Certainly,” said the old man; “there are not two, nor three, nor four Gods. I must confess 

the people of your world ask very extraordinary questions.” 

However, Candide could not refrain from making many more inquiries of the old man; he 

wanted to know in what manner they prayed to God in El Dorado. 

“We do not pray to him at all,” said the reverend sage; “we have nothing to ask of Him, 

He has given us all we want, and we give Him thanks incessantly.” Candide had a curiosity to 

see some of their priests, and desired Cacambo to ask the old man where they were. At which he 

smiling said: 

“My friends, we are all of us priests; the king and all the heads of families sing solemn 

hymns of thanksgiving every morning, accompanied by five or six thousand musicians.” 

“What!” said Cacambo, “have you no monks among you to dispute, to govern, to 

intrigue, and to burn people who are not of the same opinion with themselves?” 

“Do you take us for fools?” said the old man. “Here we are all of one opinion, and know 

not what you mean by your monks.” 

During the whole of this discourse Candide was in raptures, and he said to himself, 

“What a prodigious difference is there between this place and Westphalia; and this house and the 

baron’s castle. Ah, Master Pangloss! had you ever seen El Dorado, you would no longer have 

maintained that the castle of Thunder-ten-tronckh was the finest of all possible edifices; there is 

nothing like seeing the world, that’s certain.” 

This long conversation being ended, the old man ordered six sheep to be harnessed and 

put to the coach,6 and sent twelve of his servants to escort the travellers to court. 

“Excuse me,” said he, “for not waiting on you in person, my age deprives me of that 

honor. The king will receive you in such a manner that you will have no reason to complain; and 

doubtless you will make a proper allowance for the customs of the country if they should not 

happen altogether to please you.” 

Candide and Cacambo got into the coach, the six sheep flew, and, in less than a quarter of 

an hour, they arrived at the king’s palace, which was situated at the further end of the capital. At 

the entrance was a portal two hundred and twenty feet high and one hundred wide; but it is 

impossible for words to express the materials of which it was built. The reader, however, will 

readily conceive that they must have a prodigious superiority over the pebbles and sand, which 

we call gold and precious stones. 

Twenty beautiful young virgins in waiting received Candide and Cacambo on their 

alighting from the coach, conducted them to the bath and clad them in robes woven of the down 

of humming-birds; after which they were introduced by the great officers of the crown of both 

sexes to the king’s apartment, between two files of musicians, each file consisting of a thousand, 

agreeable to the custom of the country. When they drew near to the presence-chamber, Cacambo 

asked one of the officers in what manner they were to pay their obeisance to his majesty; 

whether it was the custom to fall upon their knees, or to prostrate themselves upon the ground; 

whether they were to put their hands upon their heads, or behind their backs; whether they were 

to lick the dust off the floor; in short, what was the ceremony usual on such occasions. 

“The custom,” said the great officer, “is to embrace the king and kiss him on each 

cheek.” 

Candide and Cacambo accordingly threw their arms round his majesty’s neck, who 

received them in the most gracious manner imaginable, and very politely asked them to sup with 

him. 

http://ebooks.adelaide.edu.au/v/voltaire/candide/chapter18.html#fn6
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While supper was preparing orders were given to show them the city, where they saw 

public structures that reared their lofty heads to the clouds; the market-places decorated with a 

thousand columns; fountains of spring water, besides others of rose water, and of liquors drawn 

from the sugarcane, incessantly flowing in the great squares; which were paved with a kind of 

precious stones that emitted an odor like that of cloves and cinnamon. Candide asked to see the 

high court of justice, the parliament; but was answered that they had none in that country, being 

utter strangers to lawsuits. He then inquired if they had any prisons; they replied none. But what 

gave him at once the greatest surprise and pleasure was the palace of sciences, where he saw a 

gallery two thousand feet long, filled with the various apparatus in mathematics and natural 

philosophy. 

After having spent the whole afternoon in seeing only about the thousandth part of the 

city, they were brought back to the king’s palace. Candide sat down at the table with his majesty, 

his valet Cacambo, and several ladies of the court. Never was entertainment more elegant, nor 

could any one possibly show more wit than his majesty displayed while they were at supper. 

Cacambo explained all the king’s bons mots to Candide, and, although they were translated, they 

still appeared to be bons mots. Of all the things that surprised Candide, this was not the least. 

They spent a whole month in this hospitable place, during which time Candide was continually 

saying to Cacambo: 

“I own, my friend, once more, that the castle where I was born is a mere nothing in 

comparison to the place where we now are; but still Miss Cunegund is not here, and you yourself 

have doubtless some fair one in Europe for whom you sigh. If we remain here we shall only be 

as others are; whereas, if we return to our own world with only a dozen of El Dorado sheep, 

loaded with the pebbles of this country, we shall be richer than all the kings in Europe; we shall 

no longer need to stand in awe of the inquisitors; and we may easily recover Miss Cunegund.” 

This speech was perfectly agreeable to Cacambo. A fondness for roving, for making a 

figure in their own country, and for boasting of what they had seen in their travels, was so 

powerful in our two wanderers that they resolved to be no longer happy; and demanded 

permission of the king to quit the country. 

“You are about to do a rash and silly action,” said the king. “I am sensible my kingdom is 

an inconsiderable spot; but when people are tolerably at their ease in any place, I should think it 

would be to their interest to remain there. Most assuredly, I have no right to detain you, or any 

strangers, against your wills; this is an act of tyranny to which our manners and our laws are 

equally repugnant; all men are by nature free; you have therefore an undoubted liberty to depart 

whenever you please, but you will have many and great difficulties to encounter in passing the 

frontiers. It is impossible to ascend that rapid river which runs under high and vaulted rocks, and 

by which you were conveyed hither by a kind of miracle. The mountains by which my kingdom 

are hemmed in on all sides, are ten thousand feet high, and perfectly perpendicular; they are 

above ten leagues across, and the descent from them is one continued precipice. However, since 

you are determined to leave us, I will immediately give orders to the superintendent of my 

carriages to cause one to be made that will convey you very safely. When they have conducted 

you to the back of the mountains, nobody can attend you farther; for my subjects have made a 

vow never to quit the kingdom, and they are too prudent to break it. Ask me whatever else you 

please.” 

“All we shall ask of your majesty,” said Cacambo, “is only a few sheep laden with 

provisions, pebbles, and the clay of your country.” 
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The king smiled at the request, and said: “I cannot imagine what pleasure you Europeans 

find in our yellow clay; but take away as much of it as you will, and much good may it do you.” 

He immediately gave orders to his engineers to make a machine to hoist these two 

extraordinary men out of the kingdom. Three thousand good machinists went to work and 

finished it in about fifteen days, and it did not cost more than twenty millions sterling of that 

country’s money. Candide and Cacambo were placed on this machine, and they took with them 

two large red sheep, bridled and saddled, to ride upon, when they got on the other side of the 

mountains; twenty others to serve as sumpters for carrying provisions; thirty laden with presents 

of whatever was most curious in the country, and fifty with gold, diamonds, and other precious 

stones. The king, at parting with our two adventurers, embraced them with the greatest cordiality. 

It was a curious sight to behold the manner of their setting off, and the ingenious method 

by which they and their sheep were hoisted to the top of the mountains. The machinists and 

engineers took leave of them as soon as they had conveyed them to a place of safety, and 

Candide was wholly occupied with the thoughts of presenting his sheep to Miss Cunegund. 

“Now,” cried he, “thanks to heaven, we have more than sufficient to pay the governor of 

Buenos Ayres for Miss Cunegund, if she is redeemable. Let us make the best of our way to 

Cayenne, where we will take shipping and then we may at leisure think of what kingdom we 

shall purchase with our riches. 
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The Lottery 

by Shirley Jackson 

 

The morning of June 27th was clear and sunny, with the fresh warmth of a full-summer day; the 

flowers were blossoming profusely and the grass was richly green. The people of the village began to 

gather in the square, between the post office and the bank, around ten o'clock; in some towns there were 

so many people that the lottery took two days and had to be started on June 2th. but in this village, where 

there were only about three hundred people, the whole lottery took less than two hours, so it could begin 

at ten o'clock in the morning and still be through in time to allow the villagers to get home for noon 

dinner.  

The children assembled first, of course. School was recently over for the summer, and the feeling 

of liberty sat uneasily on most of them; they tended to gather together quietly for a while before they 

broke into boisterous play. and their talk was still of the classroom and the teacher, of books and 

reprimands. Bobby Martin had already stuffed his pockets full of stones, and the other boys soon 

followed his example, selecting the smoothest and roundest stones; Bobby and Harry Jones and Dickie 

Delacroix-- the villagers pronounced this name "Dellacroy"--eventually made a great pile of stones in one 

corner of the square and guarded it against the raids of the other boys. The girls stood aside, talking 

among themselves, looking over their shoulders at the boys. and the very small children rolled in the dust 

or clung to the hands of their older brothers or sisters.  

Soon the men began to gather. surveying their own children, speaking of planting and rain, 

tractors and taxes. They stood together, away from the pile of stones in the corner, and their jokes were 

quiet and they smiled rather than laughed. The women, wearing faded house dresses and sweaters, came 

shortly after their menfolk. They greeted one another and exchanged bits of gossip as they went to join 

their husbands. Soon the women, standing by their husbands, began to call to their children, and the 

children came reluctantly, having to be called four or five times. Bobby Martin ducked under his mother's 

grasping hand and ran, laughing, back to the pile of stones. His father spoke up sharply, and Bobby came 

quickly and took his place between his father and his oldest brother.  

The lottery was conducted--as were the square dances, the teen club, the Halloween program--by 

Mr. Summers. who had time and energy to devote to civic activities. He was a round-faced, jovial man 

and he ran the coal business, and people were sorry for him. because he had no children and his wife was 

a scold. When he arrived in the square, carrying the black wooden box, there was a murmur of 

conversation among the villagers, and he waved and called. "Little late today, folks." The postmaster, Mr. 

Graves, followed him, carrying a three- legged stool, and the stool was put in the center of the square and 

Mr. Summers set the black box down on it. The villagers kept their distance, leaving a space between 

themselves and the stool. and when Mr. Summers said, "Some of you fellows want to give me a hand?" 

there was a hesitation before two men. Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter. came forward to hold the 

box steady on the stool while Mr. Summers stirred up the papers inside it.  

The original paraphernalia for the lottery had been lost long ago, and the black box now resting 

on the stool had been put into use even before Old Man Warner, the oldest man in town, was born. Mr. 

Summers spoke frequently to the villagers about making a new box, but no one liked to upset even as 

much tradition as was represented by the black box. There was a story that the present box had been made 

with some pieces of the box that had preceded it, the one that had been constructed when the first people 

settled down to make a village here. Every year, after the lottery, Mr. Summers began talking again about 

a new box, but every year the subject was allowed to fade off without anything's being done. The black 

box grew shabbier each year: by now it was no longer completely black but splintered badly along one 

side to show the original wood color, and in some places faded or stained.  

Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, held the black box securely on the stool until Mr. Summers 

had stirred the papers thoroughly with his hand. Because so much of the ritual had been forgotten or 

discarded, Mr. Summers had been successful in having slips of paper substituted for the chips of wood 

that had been used for generations. Chips of wood, Mr. Summers had argued. had been all very well when 

the village was tiny, but now that the population was more than three hundred and likely to keep on 
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growing, it was necessary to use something that would fit more easily into the black box. The night before 

the lottery, Mr. Summers and Mr. Graves made up the slips of paper and put them in the box, and it was 

then taken to the safe of Mr. Summers' coal company and locked up until Mr. Summers was ready to take 

it to the square next morning. The rest of the year, the box was put way, sometimes one place, sometimes 

another; it had spent one year in Mr. Graves's barn and another year underfoot in the post office. and 

sometimes it was set on a shelf in the Martin grocery and left there.  

There was a great deal of fussing to be done before Mr. Summers declared the lottery open. There 

were the lists to make up--of heads of families. heads of households in each family. members of each 

household in each family. There was the proper swearing-in of Mr. Summers by the postmaster, as the 

official of the lottery; at one time, some people remembered, there had been a recital of some sort, 

performed by the official of the lottery, a perfunctory. tuneless chant that had been rattled off duly each 

year; some people believed that the official of the lottery used to stand just so when he said or sang it, 

others believed that he was supposed to walk among the people, but years and years ago this p3rt of the 

ritual had been allowed to lapse. There had been, also, a ritual salute, which the official of the lottery had 

had to use in addressing each person who came up to draw from the box, but this also had changed with 

time, until now it was felt necessary only for the official to speak to each person approaching. Mr. 

Summers was very good at all this; in his clean white shirt and blue jeans. with one hand resting 

carelessly on the black box. he seemed very proper and important as he talked interminably to Mr. Graves 

and the Martins.  

Just as Mr. Summers finally left off talking and turned to the assembled villagers, Mrs. 

Hutchinson came hurriedly along the path to the square, her sweater thrown over her shoulders, and slid 

into place in the back of the crowd. "Clean forgot what day it was," she said to Mrs. Delacroix, who stood 

next to her, and they both laughed softly. "Thought my old man was out back stacking wood," Mrs. 

Hutchinson went on. "and then I looked out the window and the kids was gone, and then I remembered it 

was the twenty-seventh and came a-running." She dried her hands on her apron, and Mrs. Delacroix said, 

"You're in time, though. They're still talking away up there."  

Mrs. Hutchinson craned her neck to see through the crowd and found her husband and children 

standing near the front. She tapped Mrs. Delacroix on the arm as a farewell and began to make her way 

through the crowd. The people separated good-humoredly to let her through: two or three people said. in 

voices just loud enough to be heard across the crowd, "Here comes your, Missus, Hutchinson," and "Bill, 

she made it after all." Mrs. Hutchinson reached her husband, and Mr. Summers, who had been waiting, 

said cheerfully. "Thought we were going to have to get on without you, Tessie." Mrs. Hutchinson said. 

grinning, "Wouldn't have me leave m'dishes in the sink, now, would you. Joe?," and soft laughter ran 

through the crowd as the people stirred back into position after Mrs. Hutchinson's arrival.  

"Well, now." Mr. Summers said soberly, "guess we better get started, get this over with, so's we 

can go back to work. Anybody ain't here?"  

"Dunbar." several people said. "Dunbar. Dunbar."  

Mr. Summers consulted his list. "Clyde Dunbar." he said. "That's right. He's broke his leg, hasn't 

he? Who's drawing for him?"  

"Me. I guess," a woman said. and Mr. Summers turned to look at her. "Wife draws for her 

husband." Mr. Summers said. "Don't you have a grown boy to do it for you, Janey?" Although Mr. 

Summers and everyone else in the village knew the answer perfectly well, it was the business of the 

official of the lottery to ask such questions formally. Mr. Summers waited with an expression of polite 

interest while Mrs. Dunbar answered.  

"Horace's not but sixteen vet." Mrs. Dunbar said regretfully. "Guess I gotta fill in for the old man 

this year."  

"Right." Sr. Summers said. He made a note on the list he was holding. Then he asked, "Watson 

boy drawing this year?"  

A tall boy in the crowd raised his hand. "Here," he said. "I m drawing for my mother and me." He 

blinked his eyes nervously and ducked his head as several voices in the crowd said things like "Good 

fellow, lack." and "Glad to see your mother's got a man to do it."  
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"Well," Mr. Summers said, "guess that's everyone. Old Man Warner make it?"  

"Here," a voice said. and Mr. Summers nodded.  

A sudden hush fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat and looked at the list. "All 

ready?" he called. "Now, I'll read the names--heads of families first--and the men come up and take a 

paper out of the box. Keep the paper folded in your hand without looking at it until everyone has had a 

turn. Everything clear?"  

The people had done it so many times that they only half listened to the directions: most of them 

were quiet. wetting their lips. not looking around. Then Mr. Summers raised one hand high and said, 

"Adams." A man disengaged himself from the crowd and came forward. "Hi. Steve." Mr. Summers said. 

and Mr. Adams said. "Hi. Joe." They grinned at one another humorlessly and nervously. Then Mr. Adams 

reached into the black box and took out a folded paper. He held it firmly by one corner as he turned and 

went hastily back to his place in the crowd. where he stood a little apart from his family. not looking 

down at his hand.  

"Allen." Mr. Summers said. "Anderson.... Bentham."  

"Seems like there's no time at all between lotteries any more." Mrs. Delacroix said to Mrs. Graves 

in the back row.  

"Seems like we got through with the last one only last week."  

"Time sure goes fast.-- Mrs. Graves said.  

"Clark.... Delacroix"  

"There goes my old man." Mrs. Delacroix said. She held her breath while her husband went 

forward.  

"Dunbar," Mr. Summers said, and Mrs. Dunbar went steadily to the box while one of the women 

said. "Go on. Janey," and another said, "There she goes."  

"We're next." Mrs. Graves said. She watched while Mr. Graves came around from the side of the 

box, greeted Mr. Summers gravely and selected a slip of paper from the box. By now, all through the 

crowd there were men holding the small folded papers in their large hand. turning them over and over 

nervously Mrs. Dunbar and her two sons stood together, Mrs. Dunbar holding the slip of paper.  

"Harburt.... Hutchinson."  

"Get up there, Bill," Mrs. Hutchinson said. and the people near her laughed.  

"Jones."  

"They do say," Mr. Adams said to Old Man Warner, who stood next to him, "that over in the 

north village they're talking of giving up the lottery."  

Old Man Warner snorted. "Pack of crazy fools," he said. "Listening to the young folks, nothing's 

good enough for them. Next thing you know, they'll be wanting to go back to living in caves, nobody 

work any more, live that way for a while. Used to be a saying about 'Lottery in June, corn be heavy soon.' 

First thing you know, we'd all be eating stewed chickweed and acorns. There's always been a lottery," he 

added petulantly. "Bad enough to see young Joe Summers up there joking with everybody."  

"Some places have already quit lotteries." Mrs. Adams said.  

"Nothing but trouble in that," Old Man Warner said stoutly. "Pack of young fools."  

"Martin." And Bobby Martin watched his father go forward. "Overdyke.... Percy."  

"I wish they'd hurry," Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. "I wish they'd hurry."  

"They're almost through," her son said.  

"You get ready to run tell Dad," Mrs. Dunbar said.  

Mr. Summers called his own name and then stepped forward precisely and selected a slip from 

the box. Then he called, "Warner."  

"Seventy-seventh year I been in the lottery," Old Man Warner said as he went through the crowd. 

"Seventy-seventh time."  

"Watson" The tall boy came awkwardly through the crowd. Someone said, "Don't be nervous, 

Jack," and Mr. Summers said, "Take your time, son."  

"Zanini."  
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After that, there was a long pause, a breathless pause, until Mr. Summers. holding his slip of 

paper in the air, said, "All right, fellows." For a minute, no one moved, and then all the slips of paper 

were opened. Suddenly, all the women began to speak at once, saving. "Who is it?," "Who's got it?," "Is it 

the Dunbars?," "Is it the Watsons?" Then the voices began to say, "It's Hutchinson. It's Bill," "Bill 

Hutchinson's got it."  

"Go tell your father," Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son.  

People began to look around to see the Hutchinsons. Bill Hutchinson was standing quiet, staring 

down at the paper in his hand. Suddenly. Tessie Hutchinson shouted to Mr. Summers. "You didn't give 

him time enough to take any paper he wanted. I saw you. It wasn't fair!"  

"Be a good sport, Tessie." Mrs. Delacroix called, and Mrs. Graves said, "All of us took the same 

chance."  

"Shut up, Tessie," Bill Hutchinson said.  

"Well, everyone," Mr. Summers said, "that was done pretty fast, and now we've got to be 

hurrying a little more to get done in time." He consulted his next list. "Bill," he said, "you draw for the 

Hutchinson family. You got any other households in the Hutchinsons?"  

"There's Don and Eva," Mrs. Hutchinson yelled. "Make them take their chance!"  

"Daughters draw with their husbands' families, Tessie," Mr. Summers said gently. "You know 

that as well as anyone else."  

"It wasn't fair," Tessie said.  

"I guess not, Joe." Bill Hutchinson said regretfully. "My daughter draws with her husband's 

family; that's only fair. And I've got no other family except the kids."  

"Then, as far as drawing for families is concerned, it's you," Mr. Summers said in explanation, 

"and as far as drawing for households is concerned, that's you, too. Right?"  

"Right," Bill Hutchinson said.  

"How many kids, Bill?" Mr. Summers asked formally.  

"Three," Bill Hutchinson said.  

"There's Bill, Jr., and Nancy, and little Dave. And Tessie and me."  

"All right, then," Mr. Summers said. "Harry, you got their tickets back?"  

Mr. Graves nodded and held up the slips of paper. "Put them in the box, then," Mr. Summers 

directed. "Take Bill's and put it in."  

"I think we ought to start over," Mrs. Hutchinson said, as quietly as she could. "I tell you it wasn't 

fair. You didn't give him time enough to choose. Everybody saw that."  

Mr. Graves had selected the five slips and put them in the box. and he dropped all the papers but 

those onto the ground. where the breeze caught them and lifted them off.  

"Listen, everybody," Mrs. Hutchinson was saying to the people around her.  

"Ready, Bill?" Mr. Summers asked. and Bill Hutchinson, with one quick glance around at his 

wife and children. nodded.  

"Remember," Mr. Summers said. "take the slips and keep them folded until each person has taken 

one. Harry, you help little Dave." Mr. Graves took the hand of the little boy, who came willingly with him 

up to the box. "Take a paper out of the box, Davy." Mr. Summers said. Davy put his hand into the box 

and laughed. "Take just one paper." Mr. Summers said. "Harry, you hold it for him." Mr. Graves took the 

child's hand and removed the folded paper from the tight fist and held it while little Dave stood next to 

him and looked up at him wonderingly.  

"Nancy next," Mr. Summers said. Nancy was twelve, and her school friends breathed heavily as 

she went forward switching her skirt, and took a slip daintily from the box "Bill, Jr.," Mr. Summers said, 

and Billy, his face red and his feet overlarge, near knocked the box over as he got a paper out. "Tessie," 

Mr. Summers said. She hesitated for a minute, looking around defiantly. and then set her lips and went up 

to the box. She snatched a paper out and held it behind her.  

"Bill," Mr. Summers said, and Bill Hutchinson reached into the box and felt around, bringing his 

hand out at last with the slip of paper in it.  
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The crowd was quiet. A girl whispered, "I hope it's not Nancy," and the sound of the whisper 

reached the edges of the crowd.  

"It's not the way it used to be." Old Man Warner said clearly. "People ain't the way they used to 

be."  

"All right," Mr. Summers said. "Open the papers. Harry, you open little Dave's."  

Mr. Graves opened the slip of paper and there was a general sigh through the crowd as he held it 

up and everyone could see that it was blank. Nancy and Bill. Jr.. opened theirs at the same time. and both 

beamed and laughed. turning around to the crowd and holding their slips of paper above their heads.  

"Tessie," Mr. Summers said. There was a pause, and then Mr. Summers looked at Bill 

Hutchinson, and Bill unfolded his paper and showed it. It was blank.  

"It's Tessie," Mr. Summers said, and his voice was hushed. "Show us her paper. Bill."  

Bill Hutchinson went over to his wife and forced the slip of paper out of her hand. It had a black 

spot on it, the black spot Mr. Summers had made the night before with the heavy pencil in the coal 

company office. Bill Hutchinson held it up, and there was a stir in the crowd.  

"All right, folks." Mr. Summers said. "Let's finish quickly."  

Although the villagers had forgotten the ritual and lost the original black box, they still 

remembered to use stones. The pile of stones the boys had made earlier was ready; there were stones on 

the ground with the blowing scraps of paper that had come out of the box Delacroix selected a stone so 

large she had to pick it up with both hands and turned to Mrs. Dunbar. "Come on," she said. "Hurry up."  

Mr. Dunbar had small stones in both hands, and she said. gasping for breath. "I can't run at all. 

You'll have to go ahead and I'll catch up with you."  

The children had stones already. And someone gave little Davy Hutchinson few pebbles.  

Tessie Hutchinson was in the center of a cleared space by now, and she held her hands out 

desperately as the villagers moved in on her. "It isn't fair," she said. A stone hit her on the side of the 

head. Old Man Warner was saying, "Come on, come on, everyone." Steve Adams was in the front of the 

crowd of villagers, with Mrs. Graves beside him.  

"It isn't fair, it isn't right," Mrs. Hutchinson screamed, and then they were upon her. 
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"Man That You Fear" 

Marilyn Manson 

 

The ants are in the sugar 

The muscles atrophied 

We're on the other side, the screen is us and we're t.v. 

Spread me open, 

Sticking to my pointy ribs 

Are all your infants in abortion cribs 

I was born into this 

Everything turns to shit 

The boy that you loved is the man that you fear 

Pray until your number, 

Asleep from all your pain, 

Your apple has been rotting 

Tomorrow's turned up dead 

I have it all and I have no choice but to 

I'll make everyone pay and you will see 

You can kill yourself now 

Because you're dead 

In my mind 

The boy that you loved is the monster you fear 

Peel off all those eyes and crawl into the dark, 

You've poisoned all of your children to camouflage your scars 

Pray unto the splinters, pray unto your fear 

Pray your life was just a dream 

The cut that never heals 

Pray now baby, pray your life was just a dream 

(I am so tangled in my sins that I cannot escape) 

Pinch the head off, collapse me like a weed 

Someone had to go this far 

I was born into this 

Everything turns to shit 

The boy that you loved is the man that you fear 

Peel off all those eyes and crawl into the dark, 

You've poisoned all of your children to camouflage your scars 

Pray unto the splinters, pray unto your fear 

Pray your life was just a dream 

The cut that never heals 

Pray now baby, pray your life was just a dream 

The world in my hands, there's no one left to hear you scream 

There's no one left for you 

 

When all of your wishes are granted, many of your dreams will be destroyed 
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HARRISON BERGERON 
by Kurt Vonnegut, Jr. 

 
THE YEAR WAS 2081, and everybody was finally equal. They weren't only equal 

before God and the law. They were equal every which way. Nobody was smarter than anybody 

else. Nobody was better looking than anybody else. Nobody was stronger or quicker than 

anybody else. All this equality was due to the 211th, 212th, and 213th Amendments to the 

Constitution, and to the unceasing vigilance of agents of the United States Handicapper General.  

Some things about living still weren't quite right, though. April for instance, still drove 

people crazy by not being springtime. And it was in that clammy month that the H-G men took 

George and Hazel Bergeron's fourteen-year-old son, Harrison, away.  

It was tragic, all right, but George and Hazel couldn't think about it very hard. Hazel had 

a perfectly average intelligence, which meant she couldn't think about anything except in short 

bursts. And George, while his intelligence was way above normal, had a little mental handicap 

radio in his ear. He was required by law to wear it at all times. It was tuned to a government 

transmitter. Every twenty seconds or so, the transmitter would send out some sharp noise to keep 

people like George from taking unfair advantage of their brains.  

George and Hazel were watching television. There were tears on Hazel's cheeks, but 

she'd forgotten for the moment what they were about.  

On the television screen were ballerinas.  

A buzzer sounded in George's head. His thoughts fled in panic, like bandits from a 

burglar alarm.  

"That was a real pretty dance, that dance they just did," said Hazel.  

"Huh" said George.  

"That dance-it was nice," said Hazel.  

"Yup," said George. He tried to think a little about the ballerinas. They weren't really 

very good-no better than anybody else would have been, anyway. They were burdened with 

sashweights and bags of birdshot, and their faces were masked, so that no one, seeing a free and 

graceful gesture or a pretty face, would feel like something the cat drug in. George was toying 

with the vague notion that maybe dancers shouldn't be handicapped. But he didn't get very far 

with it before another noise in his ear radio scattered his thoughts.  

George winced. So did two out of the eight ballerinas.  

Hazel saw him wince. Having no mental handicap herself, she had to ask George what 

the latest sound had been.  

"Sounded like somebody hitting a milk bottle with a ball peen hammer," said George.  

"I'd think it would be real interesting, hearing all the different sounds," said Hazel a little 

envious. "All the things they think up."  

"Um," said George.  

"Only, if I was Handicapper General, you know what I would do?" said Hazel. Hazel, as 

a matter of fact, bore a strong resemblance to the Handicapper General, a woman named Diana 

Moon Glampers. "If I was Diana Moon Glampers," said Hazel, "I'd have chimes on Sunday-just 

chimes. Kind of in honor of religion."  

"I could think, if it was just chimes," said George.  

"Well-maybe make 'em real loud," said Hazel. "I think I'd make a good Handicapper 

General."  

"Good as anybody else," said George.  
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"Who knows better then I do what normal is?" said Hazel.  

"Right," said George. He began to think glimmeringly about his abnormal son who was 

now in jail, about Harrison, but a twenty-one-gun salute in his head stopped that.  

"Boy!" said Hazel, "that was a doozy, wasn't it?"  

It was such a doozy that George was white and trembling, and tears stood on the rims of 

his red eyes. Two of of the eight ballerinas had collapsed to the studio floor, were holding their 

temples.  

"All of a sudden you look so tired," said Hazel. "Why don't you stretch out on the sofa, 

so's you can rest your handicap bag on the pillows, honeybunch." She was referring to the forty-

seven pounds of birdshot in a canvas bag, which was padlocked around George's neck. "Go on 

and rest the bag for a little while," she said. "I don't care if you're not equal to me for a while."  

George weighed the bag with his hands. "I don't mind it," he said. "I don't notice it any 

more. It's just a part of me."  

"You been so tired lately-kind of wore out," said Hazel. "If there was just some way we 

could make a little hole in the bottom of the bag, and just take out a few of them lead balls. Just a 

few."  

"Two years in prison and two thousand dollars fine for every ball I took out," said 

George. "I don't call that a bargain."  

"If you could just take a few out when you came home from work," said Hazel. "I mean-

you don't compete with anybody around here. You just set around."  

"If I tried to get away with it," said George, "then other people'd get away with it-and 

pretty soon we'd be right back to the dark ages again, with everybody competing against 

everybody else. You wouldn't like that, would you?"  

"I'd hate it," said Hazel.  

"There you are," said George. The minute people start cheating on laws, what do you 

think happens to society?"  

If Hazel hadn't been able to come up with an answer to this question, George couldn't 

have supplied one. A siren was going off in his head.  

"Reckon it'd fall all apart," said Hazel.  

"What would?" said George blankly.  

"Society," said Hazel uncertainly. "Wasn't that what you just said?  

"Who knows?" said George.  

The television program was suddenly interrupted for a news bulletin. It wasn't clear at 

first as to what the bulletin was about, since the announcer, like all announcers, had a serious 

speech impediment. For about half a minute, and in a state of high excitement, the announcer 

tried to say, "Ladies and Gentlemen."  

He finally gave up, handed the bulletin to a ballerina to read.  

"That's all right-" Hazel said of the announcer, "he tried. That's the big thing. He tried to 

do the best he could with what God gave him. He should get a nice raise for trying so hard."  

"Ladies and Gentlemen," said the ballerina, reading the bulletin. She must have been 

extraordinarily beautiful, because the mask she wore was hideous. And it was easy to see that she 

was the strongest and most graceful of all the dancers, for her handicap bags were as big as those 

worn by two-hundred pound men.  

And she had to apologize at once for her voice, which was a very unfair voice for a 

woman to use. Her voice was a warm, luminous, timeless melody. "Excuse me-" she said, and 

she began again, making her voice absolutely uncompetitive.  
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"Harrison Bergeron, age fourteen," she said in a grackle squawk, "has just escaped from 

jail, where he was held on suspicion of plotting to overthrow the government. He is a genius and 

an athlete, is under-handicapped, and should be regarded as extremely dangerous."  

A police photograph of Harrison Bergeron was flashed on the screen-upside down, then 

sideways, upside down again, then right side up. The picture showed the full length of Harrison 

against a background calibrated in feet and inches. He was exactly seven feet tall.  

The rest of Harrison's appearance was Halloween and hardware. Nobody had ever born 

heavier handicaps. He had outgrown hindrances faster than the H-G men could think them up. 

Instead of a little ear radio for a mental handicap, he wore a tremendous pair of earphones, and 

spectacles with thick wavy lenses. The spectacles were intended to make him not only half blind, 

but to give him whanging headaches besides.  

Scrap metal was hung all over him. Ordinarily, there was a certain symmetry, a military 

neatness to the handicaps issued to strong people, but Harrison looked like a walking junkyard. 

In the race of life, Harrison carried three hundred pounds.  

And to offset his good looks, the H-G men required that he wear at all times a red rubber 

ball for a nose, keep his eyebrows shaved off, and cover his even white teeth with black caps at 

snaggle-tooth random.  

"If you see this boy," said the ballerina, "do not - I repeat, do not - try to reason with 

him."  

There was the shriek of a door being torn from its hinges.  

Screams and barking cries of consternation came from the television set. The photograph 

of Harrison Bergeron on the screen jumped again and again, as though dancing to the tune of an 

earthquake.  

George Bergeron correctly identified the earthquake, and well he might have - for many 

was the time his own home had danced to the same crashing tune. "My God-" said George, "that 

must be Harrison!"  

The realization was blasted from his mind instantly by the sound of an automobile 

collision in his head.  

When George could open his eyes again, the photograph of Harrison was gone. A living, 

breathing Harrison filled the screen.  

Clanking, clownish, and huge, Harrison stood - in the center of the studio. The knob of 

the uprooted studio door was still in his hand. Ballerinas, technicians, musicians, and announcers 

cowered on their knees before him, expecting to die.  

"I am the Emperor!" cried Harrison. "Do you hear? I am the Emperor! Everybody must 

do what I say at once!" He stamped his foot and the studio shook.  

"Even as I stand here" he bellowed, "crippled, hobbled, sickened - I am a greater ruler 

than any man who ever lived! Now watch me become what I can become!"  

Harrison tore the straps of his handicap harness like wet tissue paper, tore straps 

guaranteed to support five thousand pounds.  

Harrison's scrap-iron handicaps crashed to the floor.  

Harrison thrust his thumbs under the bar of the padlock that secured his head harness. 

The bar snapped like celery. Harrison smashed his headphones and spectacles against the wall.  

He flung away his rubber-ball nose, revealed a man that would have awed Thor, the god 

of thunder.  

"I shall now select my Empress!" he said, looking down on the cowering people. "Let the 

first woman who dares rise to her feet claim her mate and her throne!"  
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A moment passed, and then a ballerina arose, swaying like a willow.  

Harrison plucked the mental handicap from her ear, snapped off her physical handicaps 

with marvelous delicacy. Last of all he removed her mask.  

She was blindingly beautiful.  

"Now-" said Harrison, taking her hand, "shall we show the people the meaning of the 

word dance? Music!" he commanded.  

The musicians scrambled back into their chairs, and Harrison stripped them of their 

handicaps, too. "Play your best," he told them, "and I'll make you barons and dukes and earls."  

The music began. It was normal at first-cheap, silly, false. But Harrison snatched two 

musicians from their chairs, waved them like batons as he sang the music as he wanted it played. 

He slammed them back into their chairs.  

The music began again and was much improved.  

Harrison and his Empress merely listened to the music for a while-listened gravely, as 

though synchronizing their heartbeats with it.  

They shifted their weights to their toes.  

Harrison placed his big hands on the girls tiny waist, letting her sense the weightlessness 

that would soon be hers.  

And then, in an explosion of joy and grace, into the air they sprang!  

Not only were the laws of the land abandoned, but the law of gravity and the laws of 

motion as well.  

They reeled, whirled, swiveled, flounced, capered, gamboled, and spun.  

They leaped like deer on the moon.  

The studio ceiling was thirty feet high, but each leap brought the dancers nearer to it.  

It became their obvious intention to kiss the ceiling. They kissed it.  

And then, neutraling gravity with love and pure will, they remained suspended in air 

inches below the ceiling, and they kissed each other for a long, long time.  

It was then that Diana Moon Glampers, the Handicapper General, came into the studio 

with a double-barreled ten-gauge shotgun. She fired twice, and the Emperor and the Empress 

were dead before they hit the floor.  

Diana Moon Glampers loaded the gun again. She aimed it at the musicians and told them 

they had ten seconds to get their handicaps back on.  

It was then that the Bergerons' television tube burned out.  

Hazel turned to comment about the blackout to George. But George had gone out into the 

kitchen for a can of beer.  

George came back in with the beer, paused while a handicap signal shook him up. And 

then he sat down again. "You been crying" he said to Hazel.  

"Yup," she said.  

"What about?" he said.  

"I forget," she said. "Something real sad on television."  

"What was it?" he said.  

"It's all kind of mixed up in my mind," said Hazel.  

"Forget sad things," said George.  

"I always do," said Hazel.  

"That's my girl," said George. He winced. There was the sound of a rivetting gun in his 

head.  

"Gee - I could tell that one was a doozy," said Hazel.  



“Harrison Bergeron”, Page 5 

 

"You can say that again," said George.  

"Gee-" said Hazel, "I could tell that one was a doozy."  

 

"Harrison Bergeron" is copyrighted by Kurt Vonnegut, Jr., 1961. 

 

 


