)

T WAS A PLEASURE TO BURN.

It was a special pleasure to seé things eaten, to see
things blackened and changed. With the brass nozzle
in his fists, with this great python spitting its venom-
ous kerosene upon the world, the blood pounded in
his head, and his hands were the hands of some
amazing conductor playing all the symphonies of
blazing and burning to bring down the tatters and
charcoal ruins of history. With his symbolic helmet
aumbered 451 on his stolid head, and his eyes all
orange flame with the ihought of what came next, he
flicked the igniter and the house jumped vp in a
gorging fire that burned the evening sky red and yel-
Jow and black. He strede in a swarm of fireflies. He
wanted above all, like the old joke, to shove a marsh-
mallow on a stick in the furnace, while the flapping
pigean-winged books died on the porch and lawn of
the house. While the books went up in sparkling
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whirls and blew away on a wind turned dark with- '
burning. -

Montag grinned the fieree grin of all men singed
and driven back by flame.

He knew that when he returned to the firehouse,
he might wink af himself, 2 minstrel man, burni-
corked, i the mirror. Later, going to sieep, he would
feel the fiery smile still gripped by his face muscles,
in the dark. It never went away, that smile, it never
ever went away, as long as he remembered.

AT — -
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“Do you mind if T ask? "
being « o How long've you worked at
:]S)ince I'was twenty, ten years ago.”
0 you ever read any of the books you burn?”
He laughed. “That's against the law s
“Oh. Of course.” i elaw!
“It's fine work. Monda i
] vork, y bum Millay, Wednesda
zﬂntman, Friday Faulkner, burn ’em to ashes theg
urn the ashes. That’s our official slogan.” ,
m’gh;yaiwlalked still ﬁf;rther and the girl said, “Is it
ong ago firemen put st
going to start them?” put fixes out nstead of

“No. Houses have always
oo Hor ys been fireproof, take my
Strange. | heard once that a long time ago houses

used to burn by accident
e o o by, and they needed firemen ic

He laughed.
She i “
ngr glanced quickly over. Why are you laugh-
“1 don’t know.” He start i
ctopped “Wh: started to laugh again and
“You laugh when 1 haven't hee
: ; i funny and
answer right off. You never stop to thmkywhat g’?!u
asked you.” : ©
He stopped walking. “You gre an odd ”
: " one, i
loei%clmdg at her. “Haven’t you any respect?” " e said
on’t mean to be insulting. It's i
Watg‘l; Eeople too much, I guess.”g ® qust Love 1o
“Well, doesn’t this mean anyiki v
capot o . ytiing to you?” He
sle & y € numerals 451 stitched on his char-colored
“Yes,” she whispered. She i
) . increased h
Have you ever watched the jet cars racin eroz?i%&
boulevards down that way?” ¢ ©

“You're changing the subject!”
8
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“] sometimes think drivers don’t kmow what grass
is, or flowers, because they never sce them slowly,”
she said. “If you showed a driver a green blur, Oh ves!
he'd say, that’s grass! A pink biur! That's a rose gar-
den! White blurs are houses. Brown blurs are cows.
My uncle drove slowly on a highway once. He drove
forty miles an hour and they jailed him for two days.
Isn’t that funny, and sad, too?”

“You think tco many things,” said Montag, uneas-
ily.

“] ravely watch the ‘parlor walls’ or go to races or
Fun Parks. So I've lots of time for crazy thoughits, I
guess. Have you seen the two hundred-foot-long bili-
boards in the couniry beyond town? Did you know
that once hillboards were only twenty feet long? But

cars started rushing by so quickly they had to streich
the advertising out so it would last.”

“ didn’t know that!” Montag laughed abruptly.

“Bet T know something else you don't. There's dew
on the grass in the morning.”

He suddenly couldn’t remember if he had known
this or not, and it made him quite irritable.

“And if you look”—she nodded at the sky—"“there’s
a man in the moon.”

He hadn’t looked for a long time.

They walked the rest of the way in silence, hers
thoughtful, his a kind of clenching and uncomfort-
able silence in which he shot her accusing glances.
When they reached her house all its lights were blaz-
ing.

“What's going on?” Montag had rarely seen that
many house lights. :

“Oh, just my mother and father and uncle sitting
around, talking. It's like being a pedestrian, only
rarer. My uncle was arrested another time—did I tell

9
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0 ?_' 3 . 1 . .

]3; a:” for being a pedestrian. Ob, we're most pecu-

;iutlwhat do you talk about?”

e laughed at this. “Good night!” She start

her walk. Then she seemed to remember :om:tﬁ;g
aqd came back to look at him with wonder and curi.
os1£y. Are you happy?” she said.

Am I whet?” he cried.

But she was gone-—running i i :
front door shut gendy & i the moonlight. Her

“Happy! Of ali the nonsense.”
He stopped laughing.

He put his hand into the glove hole of his font

door and let it know his touch i
o ouch. The front door slid
Of course I'm happy. What does i
ppy. she think? I*
nﬂ]ot? he :.isked th'e-‘qmet rooms. He stcod looking up :i
e ventilator gnﬂe.in the hall and suddenly remem-
bered tht;at someihing lay hidden behind the grille
some ‘gthatseemedtopeerdewnathimnow Hé
mo‘;elf his eyes quickly away.
at a strange meeting on a strange night
;eggxevﬁlﬁ nggng like it save one a:&gmomg:h a .y:{a:
L] met i
e g et an old man in the park and
Montag shook his head. He looked
ta . at a blank
The girl’s face- was there, really quite beauﬁftgai%l
gsmqry: asto_msh;ng, in fact. She had & very thin
eh‘ke thedl_alof;asmaﬂclock seen fainily in adark
Eom'm the middle of 2 night when you waken to see
ﬁle tme and see the clock telling you the hour and
! e minuie and the_secund., with a white silence and
2 Elz\;mg, a]l certainty and knowing what it had to
the night passing swiftly on toward further
darknesses, but moving also toward a new sumn.

10
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“What?" asked Montag of that other seif, the sub-
conscious idiot that ran babbling at times, quite inde-
pendent of will, habit, and conscience.

He glanced back at the wall. How ke a mirror,
too, her face. Impossible; for how many pecple did
you know who refracted your own light to you? Peo-
ple were more often—he searched for 2 simile, found
one in his work—itorches, blazing away until they
whiffed out. How rarely did other people’s faces take
of you and throw back to you your own expression,
your own innermost trembling thou ght?

What incredible power of identification the girl
had; she was like the eager watcher of 2 marionette
show, anticipating each flicker of an eyelid, each ges-
ture of his hand, each flick of a finger, the moment
before it began. How long had they walked together?
Three minutes? Five? Yet how large that time

seemed now. How immense a figure she was on the
stage before him; what a shadow she threw-on the
wall with her slender body! He felt that if his eye
itched, she might biink. And if the muscles of his
jaws stretched imperceptibly, she would yawn long
before he would. ‘
Why, hie thought, now that I think of it, she almost
seemed to be waiting for me there, in the street, so
damned late at night...

o




One‘two three four five six seven days. And as
many times he came out of the house and Clarisse
Was there somewhere in the world. Once he saw her
shaking a walnut tree, once he saw her sitting on the
lawn knitting a blue sweater, three or four dmes he
found a bouquet of late flowers on his porch, or a
handful of chestnuts in 2 kitle sack, or some au’tumn
leaves neatly pinned o a‘sheet of white paper and
il}umbtaeked to his door. Every day Clarisse Wﬂked
him to the corner. One day it was raining, the next it
was clear, the day after that the wind blew ston
and the day after that it was mild and calm, and ﬂlg(;
ga}* after that calm day was a day Iike the furgace of
iaut?;n&eerma:l; .Clansse with her face all sunbumnt by

“Why is it,” he said, one tim
trance, “I feel I've known you se;:;yﬂ;;;:?yay o

“Bgcause I ke you,” she said, “and 1 don't want
:glyining from you. And : because we lmow each

“Ye
fazheg.lﬁ make me feel very old and very much Bke g

i3 1] Ve
} ] I-} .f l ] 3] i } b

“You're joking!”

“I mean—" He stopped and shook his head. “Well,

my wif; j
a}f” e, she. .. she just never wanted any children a¢

The girl stopped smiling. “'m sorzy. I really
28
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thought you were having fun at my expense. I'm a
fool.”

“No, no,” he said. “It was a good guestion. It's been
a long time since anyone cared enough to ask. A good
question.” .

“Let's talk about something else. Have you ever
smeiled old leaves? Don't they smell like cinnarmon?
Here. Smell.”

“Why, ves, it is like cinnamon in a way.”

She locked at him with her clear dark eyes. “You
always seem shocked.”

“It's just I haven'thad tme 7

© “Did you lock at the stretched-out billhoards like I
told you?”

“] think so. Yes.” He had o0 laugh.

“Ypur laugh sounds much nicer than it did.”

“Does it?”

“Much more relaxed.”

He felt at ease and comfortable. “Why aren’t you in
school? I see you every day wandering ayround.”
“Oh, they don’t miss me,” she said. “I'm antisocial,
they say. I dor’t mix. It's so strange. I'm very social
indeed. It all depends on what you mean by social,
doesw’t it? Social to me means talking to you about
things Jike this.” She raitied some chestnuts that had
falien off the tree in the front yard. “Or talking about
how sirange the world is. Being with people is mice.
Rut I don’t think it’s social io get a bunch of people
together and then not let them talk, do you? An hour
of TV class, an hour of basketball or baseball or run-
ning, another hour of transcription history or painting
pictures, and more sports, but-do you know, memeves . .
asleaiestions or at least most don’t; they just run the
answers at you, bing, bing, bing, and us sitting there
for four more hours of film teacher. That's not soéfal -
to me at all. It's a lot of funnels and a lot of watér
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telling us it's wine when irs not.

80 t¢ bed or head for 4 Fun Park to bully peg
a}round, break windowpanes in ihe Window éigas}?é;
Place or wreck cars in the Car Wrecker place with the
big steel ball Or go out in the cars and race on the
Streets, trying to see how close you can get io lamp-
;Zosts, playipg ‘chicken’ and ‘knock hubcaps. 1 guefs
I m evgryt}ml,g they say I am, all right. I haven’t any
friends. That’s supposed 1o prove I'm abnormal. But
everyone I know is either shouting or dancing ar;mnd
tke wild or beating up ope another. Do yon notic.
hot_v People hurt sach other nowadays?” °
;‘gcu sound so very old.” -
ometimes I'm ancient, I'm afraid of chl ;

own age. They kill each other Did it alvga;}slz%zr:?org
that way? _My uncle says no. Six of my ﬁienés have
been shot in the last vear alone. Ten of them died i
car wrecks. I'm afraid of them and they don't like mL:
because I'm afraid. My uncle says his granéfaﬂaer ¥
membered when children didn’t kill each other Bet:,
that was a loz}g time ago when they had things d;:iﬁ'e%;-
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around and listen in subways. Or I listen at soda
fountains, and do you know what?”

“What?”

“People don’t talk about anything.”

“Oh, they must!”

“No, not anything. They name a lot of cars or
clothes or swimming pools mostly and say how swell!
But they all say the same things and nobody says any-
thing different fromi anyone else. And most of the
time in the caves they have the joke boxes on and the
same jokes most of the time, or the musical wall lit
and all the colored patterns running up and down,
but it's only color and all abstract. And at the mu-
seums, have you ever been? All abstract. That’s all
there is now. My uncle says it was different once. A
long time back sometimes pictures said things or
even showed people.”

“Your uncle said, your uncle said. Your uncle must
be a remarkable man.”

“He is. He ceriainly is. Well, I got to be going.
Gocd-bye, Mr. Montag.”

“Good-bye.”

“Goed-bye...”

One two three four five six seven days: the fire-
house.

“Montag, you shin that pole like a bird up a wee.”

Third day. ‘

“Montag, 1 see you came in the back door this
time. The Hound bother you?”

“Bo, no.”

Fourth day.
“Montag, a funny thing. Heard tell this morning.

Firoman in Seatile purposely set a Mechanical
Hound to his own chemical complex and let it loose.
What kind of suicide would you call that?”
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The futter .ﬂf cards, motion of hands, of evelids
‘i:he drone ?f the thme-voice in the ﬁrehf’}use (zaiiin ,
f;)ﬁ;:;le th]I‘ty—ﬁT;le,- 'I.‘hursday motaing, Nnvembei
our ﬁ.i;. 0;‘11:&}; thxrtyjss.x. ..one thirtyv-seven aAM...."
e : ) de playing cards on the greasy tabletop
s besh(inug tz ec;a:z; tohM;na:;iag, behind his closed

3 er nec ]
He could fed the lirchouse m”l‘%ﬁ?ﬁ?ﬁ?ﬁ
ence, of brass colo i

g'old3 of silver. The unseen rnsief :c:;):grtshg z;;i;m& %
s:ghmg_ on their cards, waiting. “... one forty—f? .
The voice clock mearned out the cold hour of ac d
mtfmmg of a still colder year. e

‘What’s wrong, Montag?”

Montag opened his eyes.

A radio hummed somewhere. “. .. war may be de-

clared any ho i
claved y hour. This country stands ready tc defend

The firehouse trembled as z great flight of jet
3@
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planes whistled a single note across the black morn-
ng sky.

Montag blinked. Beatty was looking at him as if he
were a museum staiue. At any moment, Beatty might
rise and walk about him, touching, expioring his guilt
and self-consciousness. Guilt? What guilt was that?

“Your play, Montag.”

Moritag looked at these men whose faces were

sunburnt by 2 thousand real and ten thousand irnagi-
nary fires, whose work fiushed their cheeks and fe-
vered their eyes. These men who looked steadily inio
their platininn igniter fames a5 They fit their eternaily -
burning black pipes. They and their charcoal hair and
soot-colored brows and biuish-ash-smeared cheeks
where they had shaven close; but their heritage
showed. Mentag started up, his mouth opened. Had
he ever seen o fireynan that didw't have black hair,
black brows, a fiery face, and a blue-steel shaved but
unshaved lock? These men were alt mirror Images of
himself! Were all fireman picked then for their looks
as well as their prochivities? The coler of cinders and
ash about them, ang the continual smell of binming
from their pipes. Captain Beatty there, rising in thun-
derheads of tobacco smoke, Beatty opening 2 fresh
tobacco packet, crumpling the cellophane mto &
gound of fire.

Montag looked at the cards In his own hands.
“*ii'-"—'BVE:‘?be*e!'l‘f‘ﬁthiﬂiéﬂ-g:mﬁbmit““ﬁlE"“fﬂ‘é””‘iaBt"“WEek.
About-the-man-whose -library we fixed. What hap-
pened-to-him?” ' '

“They took him screaming off to the asylum.”

“He wasn't insane.”

Beatty arranged his cards quietly. “Any man’s in-
sane who thinks he can fool the government and us.”

“I've tried to imagine,” said Montag, “just how it
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would feel. I mean, to have
and our books.”
“We haven'’t any books.”
“But if we did have some.”
“You got some?”
Beatty blinked slowly,

“No.” Montag gazed beyond them to the wall with
the typed lists of a million forbidden books. Their
hames leapt in fire, burning down the years under his
ax and his hose which sprayed not water but kero-
sene. “No.” But in his mind, a cool wind started up
and blew out of the ventilator grille at home, softly,
softly, chilling his face, And, again, he saw himself in
a green park talking to an old man, a very old man,
and the wind from the park was cold, too.

Montag hesitated. “Was—was it always like thig?
The firehouse, our work? I mean, well, once upon a
time,..”

“Once upon a timel” Beatty said. “What kind of
talk is that?”

Fool, thought Montag to himself, youll give it
away. At the last fire, a book of fairy tales, he'q
glanced at a single line, “I mean,” he said, “in the old
days, before homes were completely fireproofed._”
Suddenly it seemed a much younger
speaking for him, He opened his mouth
Clarisse McClellan saying, “Didn’t firemen prevent
fires rather than stoke them up and get them going?”

“That’s rich!” Stoneman and Black drew forth their
rule books, which also contained brief histories of the
Firemen of America, and laid them out where Mon-
tag, though long familiar with them, might read:

firemen burn our houses

voice was
and it was

Established, 1790, o bum_ English-influenced

baoks in the Colonies. First Fireman: Benjamin
Franklin.
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RULE 1. Answex the alarm swiftly.
2, Start the fire swiftly.
3. Burn everything, .
4. Report back to firehouse immediately.
5. Stand alert for other alarms.

Everyone watched Montag. He did not move.
alarm sounded. )
iTlﬁ: bell in the ceiling kicked itself iwo }'mndred
times. Suddenly there were four empty chaarls. The
cards fell in a flurry of snow. The brass pole shivered.
The men were gone.
Montag sat in his chair. Below, the orange dragon

| coughed to life,

i i in a drearn.

Montag slid down the pole like a manina -

The Micham\cal Hound leapt up in its kennel, its
eyes all green flame. .

“Montag, you forgot your he]mgt. '

He seized it off the wall behind him, ram, leapt,
and they were off, the night wind hammenngdab(‘)ut
their siren scream and their mighty metal thunder!

fiaking three-siory house in the ancient
parltt :;’ajhz city, E century old if it was a day, buif:
like all houses it had been given a _thm ﬁreprqo
plastic sheath many years ago, and t}us_pre§e1:vauve
shell seemed to be the only thing holding it in the
sky. ‘ ”

23 N e'

T?lzrzfgnae]: slammed t¢ a stop. Beatty, StF:nemaxii
and Black ran up the sidewalk, suddenly odious aénd
fat in their plump fireproof slickers. Montag foEowt .

They crashed the front door a.'fld grabbed a a[.
woman, though she was not runnmg,-she was no
trying to escape. She was only standing, weaving
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morﬂlzeﬂgzﬂtﬂaili?’t;lzr %};:is fixed upon a nothingness ing, and things don’t scream or whimper, as this
ﬁi upon the head Her Jn struck h?*' a terrible blow woman might begin to scream and cry out, there was
' and her eyes s;aeméd t gﬁe Was moving in her mouth, nothing to tease your conscience later. You were sim-
thing and then the 9 0¢ lylog to remember some- ply cleaning up. ,].mitor;ai work, essenially. Every-
moved aé,a:in: Y remembered and her tongue thing to its proper place. Quick with the kerosene!
“‘Play the man, Master Rj ' Who's got a match!

light such a candle, b (f;w dley; we shall this day But now, tonight, someone had slipped. This
- trust shall never be » u¥ o t,,,s grace, in England, as I woman was spoiling the ritual. The men were mak-
“Encugh ofth;ﬂ;np sai dL?B. ; ing oo much noise, langhing, joking, to cover her
He slapped her Zface thjelatty Where are they?” terrible accusing silence below. She made the empty
repeated the guestion, The lgmazmg f’bjectiw'ty and - rooms roar with accusation and shake down a fine
a focus upon Rea: “’i’ou ]gf Wwoman's eyes came to dust of guilt that was sucked in their nostrils as they
wouldn't be here,” s‘he sai ow where they are or you - plunged about. It was neither cricket nor correct
Stoneman held out the | 1 Montag felt an immense irritation. She shouldn’t be

the complaint signed i € telephone alarm card with here, on top of everything!
back: 18ned I telephone duplicate on the - Books bombarded his shoulders, his arms,- his up-

turned face. A book Iit, almost obedienily, like a white
Hav. ) ' pigeon, in his hands, wings fluttering. In the dim,

© Teason to suspect attic; 11 No, Elm, City wavering Iight, a page hung open and it was like a
E.B. snowy feather, the words delicately painted thereon.

‘ In all the rush and fervor, Montag had only an instant
womq?aztf:;d‘i'}jgb;? ;ﬁgjl:ke’ my neighbor,” said the to read a line, but it blazed in his mind for the next
“AH right, men, let’s got fm " minute as if stamped there with fiery steel. “Time has
Next thing th ey Wgere emi fallen asleep in the afternoon sunshine.” He dropped
swinging silver haich Up m musty blackness the book. Immediately, another fell into his arms.
unlecked, tumblin ﬂ?rts at doors that were, after all, “Montag, up here!”
shout. "Pfey!” AR Enwjguihbhke boys all rollick ang Montag’s hand closed like a mouth, crushed the
of bocks sprang down upon book with wild devotion, with an insanity of mindless-

Monta he cli .
well. }‘Efroam: ir?czi?r:aﬁd S}fmddermg up the sheer stair- ness to his chest. The men above were husling shov-
like snuffing 2 candl:n%-‘hﬁlways before it had been elfuls of magazines into the dusty air. They fell like
hesive-taped the viape: e police went first and ad- siaughtered birds and the woman stood below, like a
Off i i _tt‘éllgnhmbs nzlom:h and bandaged him small gitl, among the bodies.
an emg e§ € cars, 80 when you ar- - Montag had done nothing. His hand had done it
” hulx?gn ouse, You_ wereni't hurting all, his hand, with a brain of its own, with a con-
ldn't be hg only tthS! And since science and a curiosity in each trembling finger, had
urt, since things felt noth- turned thief. Now it phunged the book back under his
36
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arm, pressed it tight to sweatin i
' 1t ¢ g armpit, rushed out
empty, with a magician’ i
cpty, Wil gi s flourish! Look here! Inno-
He gazed, shaken, at that white hand. He heaid it

way out, as if he were farsj :
if he were blind. ¢ tarsighted. He held it close, as

“Montag!”
He jerked about.
) ;ll)jont’: stand there, idiot!”
e books lay like great mounds of fi
shes left
%r_zrl. Th]ei gleezd dg}nced and slipped and fell over fier;o
es glitier eir golden i .
i Sittered g eyes, falling, gone.
They pumped the cold fluid fr
om the nurneral
401 tanks strapped to their shoulders. They :;at:g
ea?I}’]h booll:, they pumped rooms full of it.
ey hurried downstairs, Mont i
them in the kerosene fumes. 7198 staggering after
“Come on, womar!”
The woman knelt amon
g the books, touchin
drenched leather and cardboard, reading thecgﬂt %ftlhez
WII‘:‘].’I her fingers while her €yes accused Moniag
“You can’t ever have my books,” she said. '
You know the Jaw,” said Beatty. “Where’s your
g:hmm? sense? None of those books agree with each
er. You've been locked up here for i
years with
;ﬁ;ﬁr i];iatg;nedb ’Ibku;er of Babel. Snap out of it ’I‘h:
se books never lived. ”
She shook her head. Come onmow!
ri"ihe whole house is going up,” said Beatty.
¢ men walked clumsily to the d ;
glanced back at Montag; who stood near th:0 ;erfa};fy

“You're not leavin »
. g her here?” he prot
She won't come.” protesied.

“Force her, thenl”
Beatty raised his hand in which was concealed the

The Hearth and the Salamander

igniter. “We're due back at the House. Besides, these
fanatics always try suicide; the pattern’s familiar.”

Montag placed his hand on the woman's ethow.
“You can come with me.”

“No,” she said. “Thank you, anyway.”

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

“Please,” said Montag,

“Go on,” said the woman.

“Three. Four.”

“Here.” Montag pulled at the woman.

The woman replied quietly, “1 want to stay here.”

“Five. Six.”

“You can stop counting,” she said. She opened the
fingers of cne hand slightly and in the palm of the
hand was a single slender object.

An ordinary kitchen match.

The sight of it rushed the men out and down away
from the house. Captain Beatty, keeping his dignity,
backed slowly through the front door, his pink face
buint and shiny from a thousand fires and night ex-
citernents. God, thought Montag, how true! Always at
night the alarm comes. Never by day! Is it because
fire is prettier by night? More spectacle, a better

show? The pink face of Beaity now showed the fain-
test panic in the door. The woman’s hand twitched on
the single matchstick The fumes of kerosene
bloomed up about her. Montag felt the hidden book
pound like a heart against his chest.

“Go on,” said the woman, and Montag felt himself
back away and away out the door, after Beatty, down
the steps, across the lawn, where the path of kero-
sene lay like-the track of some evil snail.

On the front porch where she had come to weigh
them quietly with her eyes, her quietness a condem-
nation, the woman stood motionless.

Beaity flicked his fingers to spark the kerosene.
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He was too late. Montag gasped.

The woman on the porch reached out with con-
temnpt to them all and siruck the kitchen match
against the railing. .

Pecple ran out of houses all down the street.



