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The EyeIn The Pyramid

BOOK ONE: VERWIRRUNG

The history of the world isthe history of the warfare between secret societies.
-Ishmael Reed, Mumbo-Jumbo
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THE FIRST TRIP, OR KETHER

From Dealey Plaza To Watergate ...

The Purple Sage opened his mouth and moved his tongue and so spake to them and he
said:

The Earth quakes and the Heavens rattle; the beasts of nature flock together and the
nations of men flock apart; volcanoes usher up heat while elsewhere water becomesice
and melts; and then on other daysit just rains. Indeed do many things come to pass.
-Lord Omar Khayaam Ravenhurst, K.S.C., "The Book of Predications." The Honest
Book of Truth

It was the year when they finally immanentized the Eschaton. On April 1, the world's great powers
came closer to nuclear war than ever before, al because of an obscure island named Fernando Poo.
By thetime international affairs returned to their normal cold-war level, some wits were calling it the
most tasteless April Fool's joke in history. | happen to know all the details about what happened, but
| have no idea how to recount them in a manner that will make sense to most readers. For instance, |
am not even sure who' I am, and my embarrassment on that matter makes me wonder if you will
believe anything | reveal. Worse yet, | am at the moment very conscious of a squirrel -in Central
Park, just off Sixty-eighth Street, in New Y ork City-that is leaping from one tree to another, and |
think that happens on the night of April 23 (or isit the morning of April 247?), but fitting the squirrel
together with Fernando Poo is, for the present, beyond my powers. | beg your tolerance. Thereis
nothing | can do to make things any easier for any of us, and you will have to accept being addressed
by adisembodied voice just as | accept the compulsion to speak out even though | am painfully
aware that | am talking to an invisible, perhaps nonexistent, audience. Wise men have regarded the
earth as atragedy, afarce, even an illusionist's trick; but all, if they are truly wise and not merely
intellectual rapists, recognize that it is certainly some kind of stage in which we all play roles, most
of us being very poorly coached and totally unrehearsed before the curtain rises. Isit too much if |
ask, tentatively, that we agree to look upon it as acircus, atouring carnival wandering about the sun
for arecord season of four billion years and producing new monsters and miracles, hoaxes and
bloody mishaps, wonders and blunders, but never quite entertaining the customers well enough to
prevent them from leaving, one by one, and returning to their homes for along and bored winter's
sleep under the dust? Then, say, for awhile at least, that | have found an identity as ringmaster; but
that crown sits uneasily on my head (if | have a head) and | must warn you that the troupe is small
for auniverse this size and many of us have to double or triple our stints, so you can expect me back
in many other guises. Indeed do many things come to pass.

For instance, right now, | am not at all whimsical or humorous. | am angry. | am in Nairobi, Kenya,
and my nameis, if you will pardon me, Nkrumah Fubar. My skin is black (does that disturb you? it
doesn't me), and | am, like most of you, midway between tribalism and technol ogy; to be more blunt,
as a Kikuyu shaman moderately adjusted to city life, | still believe in witchcraft-1 haven't, yet, the
folly to deny the evidence of my own senses. It is April 3 and Fernando Poo has ruined my sleep for
several nights running, so | hope you will forgive me when | admit that my business at the moment is
far from edifying and is nothing less than constructing dolls of the rulers of America, Russia, and
China. You guessed it: | am going to stick pinsin their heads every day for amonth; if they won't let
me sleep, | won't let them sleep. That is Justice, in a sense.

In fact, the President of the United States had several severe migraines during the following weeks;
but the atheistic rulers of Moscow and Peking were less susceptible to magic. They never reported a
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twinge. But, wait, here is another performer in our circus, and one of the most intelligent and decent
in the lot-his name is unpronounceabl e, but you can call him Howard and he happens to have been
born a dolphin. He's swimming through the ruins of Atlantisand it's April 10 already-time is moving;
I'm not sure what Howard sees but it bothers him, and he decides to tell Hagbard Celine all about it.
Not that | know, at this point, who Hagbard Celine is. Never mind; watch the waves roll and be glad
there isn't much pollution out here yet. Look at the way the golden sun lights each wave with a glint
that, curiously, sparklesinto a silver sheen; and watch, watch the waves asthey roll, so that it is easy
to cross five hours of time in one second and find ourselves amid trees and earth, with even afew
falling leaves for atouch of poetry before the horror. Where are we? Five hours away, | told you-five
hours due west, to be precise, so at the same instant that Howard turns a somersault in Atlantis,
Sasparilla Godzilla, atourist from Simcoe, Ontario (she had the misfortune to be born a human
being) turns a neat nosedive right here and lands unconscious on the ground. Thisis the outdoor
extension of the Museum of Anthropology in Chapultepec Park, Mexico, D.F., and the other tourists
are rather upset about the poor lady's collapse. She later said it was the heat. Much less sophisticated
in important matters than Nkrumah Fubar, she didn't care to tell anybody, or even to remind herself,
what had really knocked her over. Back in Simcoe, the folks always said Harry Godzillagot a
sensible woman when he married Sasparilla, and it is sensible in Canada (or the United States) to
hide certain truths. No, at this point | had better not call them truths. Let it stand that she either saw,
or imagined she saw, a certain sinister kind of tight grin, or grimace, cross the face of the gigantic
statue of Tlaloc, the rain god. Nobody from Simcoe had ever seen anything like that before; indeed
do many things come to pass.

And, if you think the poor lady was an unusual case, you should examine the records of psychiatrists,
both institutional and private, for the rest of the month. Reports of unusual anxieties and religious
manias among schizophrenicsin mental hospitals skyrocketed; and ordinary men and women walked
in off the street to complain about eyes watching them, hooded beings passing through locked rooms,
crowned figures giving unintelligible commands, voices that claimed to be God or the Devil, area
witch's brew for sure. But the sane verdict was to attribute al thisto the aftermath of the Fernando

Poo tragedy.

The phone rang at 2:30 A.M. the morning of April 24. Numbly, dumbly, mopingly, gropingly, out of
the dark, | find and identify a body, a self, atask. "Goodman," | say into the receiver, propped up on
one arm, still coming along way back.

"Bombing and homicide," he electrically eunuchoid voice in the transmitter tells me. | sleep naked
(sorry about that), and I'm putting on my drawers and trousers as | copy the address. East Sixty-
eighth Street, near the Council on Foreign Relations. "Moving," | say, hanging up.

"What? |s?' Rebecca mumbles from the bed. She's naked, too, and that recalls very pleasant
memories of afew hours earlier. | suppose some of you will be shocked when | tell you I'm past
sixty and she's only twenty-five. It doesn't make it any better that we're married, | know.

Thisisn't abad body, for its age, and seeing Rebecca, most of the sheets thrown aside, reminds me
just how good it is. In fact, at this point | don't even remember having been the ringmaster, or what
echo | retain is confused with sleep and dream. | kiss her neck, unselfconsciously, for sheis my wife
and | am her husband, and even if | am an inspector on the Homicide Squad-Homicide North, to be
exact-any notions about being a stranger in this body have vanished with my dreamsinto air. Into
thinair.

"What?" Rebecca repeats, still more asleep than awake.

"Damned fool radicals again," | say, pulling on my shirt, knowing any answer is as good as another
in her half-conscious state.
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"Um," she says, satisfied, and turns over into deep sleep again.

| washed my face somewhat, tired old man watching me from the mirror, and ran a brush through my
hair. Just time enough to think that retirement was only afew years away and to remember a certain
hypodermic needle and a day in the Catskills with my first wife, Sandra, back when they at least had
clean air up there . . . socks, shoes, tie, fedora. . . and you never stop mourning, as much as| loved
Rebeccal never stopped mourning Sandra. Bombing and homicide. What a meshuganah world. Do
you remember when you could at least drive in New Y ork at three in the morning without traffic
jams? Those days were gone; the trucks that were banned in the daytime were al making their
deliveries now. Everybody was supposed to pretend the pollution went away before dawn. Papa used
to say, "Saul, Saul, they did it to the Indians and now they're doing it to themselves. Goyische narrs.”
He left Russia to escape the pogrom of 1905, but | guess he saw alot before he got out. He seemed
like a cynical old man to me then, and | seem like acynica old man to others now. Isthere any
pattern or sensein any of it?

The scene of the blast was one of those old office buildings with Gothic-and-gingerbread styling all
over the lobby floor. In the dim light of the hour, it reminded me of the shadowy atmosphere of
Charlie Chan in the Wax Museum. And a smell hit my nostrils as soon as | walked in.

A patrolman lounging inside the door snapped to attention when he recognized me. "Took out the
seventeenth floor and part of the eighteenth,” he said. "Also a pet shop here on the ground level.
Some freak of dynamics. Nothing else is damaged down here, but every fish tank went. That's the
smell."

Barney Muldoon, an old friend with the look and mannerisms of a Hollywood cop, appeared out of
the shadows. A tough man, and nowhere as dumb as he liked to pretend, which was why he was head
of the Bomb Squad.

"Your baby, Barney?' | asked casualy.

"Looks that way. Nobody killed. The call went out to you because a clothier's dummy was burned on
the eighteenth floor and the first car here thought it was a human body."

(Wait: George Dorn isscreaming....)

Saul's face showed no reaction to the answer -but poker players at the Fraternal Order of Police had
long ago given up trying to read that inscrutable Talmudic countenance. As Barney Muldoon, | knew
how | would feel if | had the chance to drop this case on another department and hurry hometo a
beautiful bride like Rebecca Goodman. | smiled down at Saul -his height would keep him from
appointment to the Force now, but the rules were different when he was young-and | added quietly,
"There might be something in it for you, though."

The fedora ducked as Saul took out his pipe and started to fill it. All he said was, "Oh?"

"Right now," | went on, "we're just notifying Missing Persons, but if what I'm afraid of isright, it'll
end up on your desk after all.”

He struck a match and started puffing. "Somebody missing at this hour . . . might be found among
theliving ... in the morning,” he said between drags. The match went out, and shadows moved where
nobody stirred.

"And he might not, in this case," Muldoon said. "He's been gone three days now."

"An Irishman your size can't be any more subtle than an elephant,” Saul said wearily. "Stop
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tantalizing me. What have you got?'

"The office that was hit," Muldoon explained, obviously happy to share the misery, "was a magazine
called Confrontation. It's kind of left-of -center, so this was probably a right-wing job and not a left-
wing one. But the interesting thing is that we couldn't reach the editor, Joseph Malik, at his home,
and when we called one of the associate editors, what do you think he told us? Malik disappeared
three days ago. Hislandlord confirmsit. He's been trying to get hold of Malik himself because there's
ano-pets rule there and the other tenants are complaining about his dogs. So, if aman drops out of
sight and then his office gets bombed, | kind of think the matter might come to the attention of the
Homicide Department eventually, don't you?"

Saul grunted. "Might and might not,” he said. "I'm going home. I'll check with Missing Personsin
the morning, to see what they've got."

The patrolman spoke up. "Y ou know what bothers me most about this? The Egyptian mouth-
breeders.”

"The what?' Saul asked.

"That pet shop," the patrolman explained, pointing to the other end of the lobby. "I looked over the
damage, and they had one of the best collections of rare tropical fishin New Y ork City. Even
Egyptian mouth-breeders." He noticed the expressions on the faces of the two detectives and added
lamely, "If you don't collect fish, you wouldn't understand. But, believe me, an Egyptian mouth-
breeder is pretty hard to get these days, and they're all dead in there."

"Mouth-breeder?" Muldoon asked incredulously.

"Yes, you see they keep their young in their mouths for a couple days after birth and they never,
never swallow them. That's one of the great things about collecting fish: you get to appreciate the
wonders of nature.”

Muldoon and Saul looked at each other. "It'sinspiring,” Muldoon said finally, "to have so many
college graduates on the Force these days."

The elevator door opened, and Dan Pricefixer, a redheaded young detective on Muldoon's staff,
emerged, carrying ametal box.

"I think thisisimportant, Barney," he began immediately, with just a nod to Saul. "Damned
important. | found it in the rubble, and it had been blown partly open, so | looked inside.”

"And?' Muldoon prompted.
"It's the freakiest bunch of interoffice memos | ever set eyeson. Weird as tits on a bishop."

Thisis going to be along night, Saul thought suddenly, with asinking feeling. A long night, and a
heavy case.

"Want to peek?' Muldoon asked him maliciously.

"Y ou better find a place to sit down," Pricefixer volunteered. "It'll take you awhile to go through
them."

"Let's use the cafeteria,” Saul suggested.
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"You just have no idea," the patrolman repeated. " The value of an Egyptian mouth-breeder."

"It'srough for al nationalities, man or fish,” Muldoon said in one of his rare attempts to emulate
Saul's mode of speech. He and Saul turned to the cafeteria, leaving the patrolman looking vaguely
distressed.

His name is James Patrick Hennessy and he's been on the Force three years. He doesn't come back
into this story at al. He had afive-year-old retarded son whom he loved helplessly; you see a
thousand faces like his on the street every day and never guess how well they are carrying their
tragedies.. . . and George Dorn, who once wanted to shoot him, is still screaming. . . . But Barney and
Saul are in the cafeteria. Look around. The transition from the Gothic lobby to this room of
laminated functional and glittering plastic colorsis, one might say, trippy. Never mind the smell;
we're closer to the pet shop here.

Saul removed his hat and ran a hand through his gray hair pensively, as Muldoon read the first two
memos in one quick scan. When they were passed over, he put on his glasses and read more slowly,
in his own methodical and thoughtful way. Hold onto your hats. Thisiswhat they said:

ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO #1
7123
JM.:

Thefirst reference I've found isin Violence by Jacques Ellul (Seabury Press, New Y ork,
1969). He says (pages 18-19) that the Illuminated Ones were founded by Joachim of
Florisin the llth century and originally taught a primitive Christian doctrine of poverty
and equality, but later under the leadership of Fra Dolcino in the 15th century they
became violent, plundered the rich and announced the imminent reign of the Spirit. "In
1507," he concludes, "they were vanquished by the ‘forces of order'-that is, an army
commanded by the Bishop of Vercueil." He makes no mention of any Illuminati
movement in earlier centuries or in more recent times. I'll have more later today .

Peat

P.S. | found alittle more about Joachim of Florisin the back files of the National
Review, William Buckley and his cronies think Joachim is responsible for modern
liberalism, socialism and communism; they've condemned him in fine theological
language. He committed the heresy, they say, of "immanentizing the Christian
Eschaton.” Do you want meto look that up in atechnical treatise on Thomism? | think it
means bringing the end of the world closer, sort of.

ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO #2
7123
JM.:

My second source was more helpful: Akron Daraul, A History of Secret Societies
(Citadel Press, New York, 1961).

Daraul traces the llluminati back to the 11th century also, but not to Joachim of Floris.
He sees the origin in the Ishmaelian sect of 1slam, also known as the Order of Assassins.
They were vanquished in the 13th century, but later made a comeback with a new, less-
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violent philosophy

and eventually became the | shmaelian sect of today, led by the Aga Khan. However, in
the 16th century, in Afghanistan, the Illuminated Ones (Roshinaya) picked up the
original tactics of the Order of Assassins. They were wiped out by an alliance of the
Moguls and Persians (pages 220-223). But, "The beginning of the seventeenth century
saw the foundation of the Illuminated Ones of Spain-the Allumbrados, condemned by an
edict of the Grand Inquisition in 1623. In 1654, the 'illuminated’ Guerinets came into
public notice in France." And, finally-the part you're most interested in- the Bavarian |1 -
luminati was founded on May Day, 1776, in Ingolstadt, Bavaria, by Adam Weishaupt, a
former Jesuit. "Documents still extant show several points of resemblance between the
German and Central Asian Illuminists: points that are hard to account for on grounds of
pure coincidence" (page 255). Weishaupt's Illuminati were suppressed by the Bavarian
government in 1785; Daraul also mentions the Illuminati of Parisin the 1880s, but
suggests it was simply a passing fad. He does not accept the notion that the Illuminati
still exist today.

Thisis beginning to look big. Why are we keeping the details from George?
Pat

Saul and Muldoon exchanged glances. "L et's see the next one," Saul said. He and Muldoon read
together:

ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO #3
7124
JM.:

The Encyclopedia Britannica haslittle to say on the subject (1966 edition, Volume 11,
"Halicar to Impala,” page 1094):

[lluminati, a short-lived movement of republican free thought founded on May Day
1776 by Adam Weishaupt, professor of canon law at Ingolstadt and aformer Jesuit. . . .
From 1778 onward they began to make contact with various Masonic lodges where,
under the impulse of A. Knigge (q.v.) one of their chief converts, they often managed to
gain acommanding position. . . .

The scheme itself had its attractions for literary men like Goethe and Herder, and even
for the reigning dukes of Gotha and Weimar....

The movement suffered from internal dissention and was ultimately banned by an edict
of the Bavarian government in 1785.

Peat

Saul paused. "I'll make you abet, Barney," he said quietly. "The Joseph Malik who vanished is the
J.M. these memos were written for."

"Sure," Muldoon replied scornfully. "These Illuminati characters are still around, and they got him.
Honest to God, Saul," he added, "1 appreciate the way your mind usually pole-vaults ahead of the
facts. But you can ride a hunch just so far when you're starting from nothing."”
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"We're not starting from nothing," Saul said softly. "Here's what we've got to start with. One" -he-
held up afinger-"abuilding is bombed. Two"-another finger- "an important executive disappeared
three days before the bombing. Already, there's an inference, or two inferences:. something got him,
or else he knew something was coming for him and he ducked out. Now, look at the memos. Point
three" -he held up another finger-"a standard reference work, the Encyclopedia Britannica, seemsto
be wrong about when the Illuminati came into existence. They say eighteenth-century Germany, but
the other memos trace it back to-let's see-Spain in the seventeenth century, France in the seventeenth
century, then in the eleventh century back to Italy and halfway across the world to Afghanistan. So
we've got a second inference: if the Britannicais wrong about when the thing started, they may be
wrong about when it ended. Now, put these three points and two inferences together-"

"And the Illuminati got the editor and blew up his office. Nutz. | till say you're going too fast."

"Maybe I'm not going fast enough,” Saul said. "An organization that has existed for a couple of
centuries minimum and kept its secrets pretty well hidden most of that time might be pretty strong by
now." Hetrailed off into silence, and closed his eyes to concentrate. After amoment, he looked at
younger man with a searching glance.

Muldoon had been thinking too. "I've seen men land on the moon," he said. "I've seen students break
into administration offices and shit in the dean's waste basket. I've even seen nuns in mini-skirts. But
thisinternational conspiracy existing in secret for eight hundred years, it's like opening adoor in
your own house and finding James Bond and the President of the United States personally shooting it
out with Fu Manchu and the five original Marx Brothers.”

"You're trying to convince yourself, not me. Barney, it sticks out so far that you could break it into
three pieces and each one would be long enough to goose somebody up in the Bronx. Thereis a
secret society that keeps screwing up international politics. Every intelligent person has suspected
that at one time or another. Nobody wants war any more, but wars keep happening-why? Faceit,
Barney-thisisthe heavy case we've aways had nightmares about. It's cast iron. If it were a corpse,
al six pallbearers would get double hernias at the funeral. Well?' Saul prompted.

"WEell, we're either going to have to do something or get off the pot, as my sainted mother used to

It was the year when they finally immanentized the Eschaton. On April 1 the world's great powers
came closer to nuclear war than ever before, al because of an obscure island named Fernando Poo.
But, while all other eyes turned to the UN building in apprehension and desperate hope, there lived
in Las Vegas a unique person known as Carmel. His house was on Date Street and had a magnificent
view of the desert, which he appreciated. He liked to spend long hours looking at the wild cactus
wasteland although he did not know why. If you told him that he was symbolically turning his back
upon mankind, he would not have understood you, nor would he have been insulted; the remark
would be merely irrelevant to him. If you added that he himself was a desert creature, like the gila
monster and the rattlesnake, he would have grown bored and classified you asafool. To Carmel,
most of the world were fools who asked meaningless questions and worried about pointless issues;
only afew, like himself, had discovered what was really important-money- and pursued it without
distractions, scruples, or irrelevancies. His favorite moments were those, like this night of April 1,
when he sat and tallied his take for the month and looked out his picture window occasionally at the
flat sandy landscape, dimly lit by the lights of the city behind him. In this physical and emotional
desert he experienced happiness, or something as close to happiness as he could ever find. His girls
had earned $46,000 during March, of which he took $23,000; after paying 10 percent to the
Brotherhood for permission to operate without molestation by Banana-Nose Maldonado's soldiers,
thisleft atidy profit of $20,700, al of it tax free. Little Carmel, who stood five feet two and had the
face of amournful weasel, beamed as he completed his calculations; his emotion was as
inexpressible, in normal terms, as that of a necrophile who had just broken into the town morgue. He
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had tried every possible sexua combination with his girls; none gave him the frisson of looking at a
figure like that at the end of a month.

He did not know that he would have another $5 million, and incidentally become the most important
human being on earth, before May 1. If you tried to explain it to him, he would have brushed
everything else aside and asked merely, "The five million-how many throats do | hafta cut to get my
handsin it?"

But wait: Get out the Atlas and look up Africa. Run your eyes down the map of the western coast of
that continent until you come to Equatorial Guinea. Stop at the bend where part of the Atlantic Ocean
curves inward and becomes the Bight of Biafra. Y ou will note a chain of small islands; you will
further observe that one of these is Fernando Poo. There, in the capital city of Santa Isobel, during
the early 1970s, Captain Ernesto Tequillay Mota carefully read and reread Edward L uttwak's Coup
d'Etat: A Practical Handbook, and placidly went about following Luttwak's formulafor a perfect
coup d'etat in Santa Isobel. He set up atimetable, made hisfirst converts among other officers,
formed a clique, and began the slow process of arranging things so that officers likely to be loyal to
Equatorial Guineawould be on assignment at |east forty-eight hours away from the capital city when
the coup occurred. He drafted the first proclamation to be issued by his new government; it took the
best slogans of the most powerful left-wing and right-wing groups on the island and embedded them
firmly in atapioca-like context of bland liberal -conservatism. It fit Luttwak's prescription
excellently, giving everybody on the island some small hope that his own interests and beliefs would
be advanced by the new regime. And, after three years of planning, he struck: the key officials of the
old regime were quickly, bloodlessly, placed under house arrest; troops under the command of
officersin the cabal occupied the power stations and newspaper offices; the inoffensively fascist-
conservative-liberal -communist proclamation of the new People's Republic of Fernando Poo went
forth to the world over the radio station in Santa Isobel. Ernesto Tequillay Mota had achieved his
ambition-promotion from captain to generalissimo in one step. Now, at last, he began wondering
about how one went about governing a country. He would probably have to read a new book, and he
hoped there was one as good as L uttwak's treatise on seizing a country. That was on March 14.

On March 15, the very name of Fernando Poo was unknown to every member of the House of
Representatives, every senator, every officer of the Cabinet, and all but one of the Joint Chiefs of
Staff. In fact, the President's first reaction, when the CIA report landed on his desk that afternoon,
was to ask his secretary, "Where the hell is Fernando Poo?"

Saul took off his glasses and polished them with a handkerchief, conscious of his age and suddenly
more tired than ever. "l outrank you, Barney," he began.

Muldoon grinned. "I know what's coming."

Methodically, Saul went on, "Who, on your staff, do you think is a double agent for the CIA?
"Robinson I'm sure of, and Lehrman | suspect.”

"Both of them go. We take no chances."

"I'll have them transferred to the Vice Squad in the morning. How about your own staff?"
"Three of them, | think, and they go, too."

"Vice Squad'll love the increase in manpower."

Saul relit his pipe. "One more thing. We might be hearing from the FBI."
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"We might indeed.”
‘They get nothing."
"You're really taking me way out on this one, Saul."
"Sometimes you have to follow your hunches. Thisis going to be a heavy case, agreed?"
"A heavy case," Muldoon nodded.
"Then wedo it my way."
"Let'slook at the fourth memo,” Muldoon said tonelessly. They read:
ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO #4
7124
JM.:

Here's aletter that appeared in Playboy afew years ago ('The Playboy Advisor,"
Playboy, April, 1969, pages 62-64):

| recently heard an old man of right-wing views-a friend of my grandparents-assert that
the current wave of assassinationsin Americaisthe work of a secret society called the
[lluminati. He said that the Illuminati have existed throughout history, own the
international banking cartels, have al been 32nd-degree Masons and were known to lan
Fleming, who portrayed them as Spectre in his James Bond books-for which the
[lluminati did away with Mr. Fleming. At first all this seemed like a paranoid delusion to
me. Then | read in The New Yorker that Allan Chapman, one of Jim Garrison's
investigators in the New Orleans probe of the John Kennedy assassination, believes that
the llluminati really exist....

Playboy, of course, puts down the whole idea as ridiculous and gives the standard
Encyclopedia Britannica story that the Illuminati went out of businessin 1785.

Pat
Pricefixer stuck his head in the cafeteria door. "Minute?' he asked.
"What isit?' Muldoon replied.

"Peter Jackson is out here. He's the associate editor | spoke to on the phone. He just told me
something about hislast meeting with Joseph Malik, the editor, before Malik disappeared.”

"Bring himin,” Muldoon said.

Peter Jackson was a black man-truly black, not brown or tan. He was wearing a vest in spite of the
spring weather. He was also very obviously wary of policemen. Saul noted this at once, and began
thinking about how to overcome it-and at the same time he observed an increased blandness in
Muldoon's features, indicating that he, too, had noted it and was prepared to take umbrage.

"Have aseat," Saul said cordialy, "and tell us what you just told the other officer.” With the nervous
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onesit

was sound policy to drop the policeman role at first, and try to sound like somebody el se-somebody
who, quite naturally, asks alot of questions. Saul began dlipping into the personality of his own
family physician, which he usually used at such times. He made himself feel a stethoscope hanging
about his neck.

"Well," Jackson began in a Harvard accent, "thisis probably not important. It may be just a
coincidence."

"Most of what we hear isjust unimportant coincidence,” Saul said gently. "But it's our job to listen.”

"Everybody but the lunatic fringe has given up on this by now," Jackson said. "It really surprised me
when Joe told me what he was getting the magazine into." He paused and studied the two impassive
faces of the detectives; finding little there, he went on reluctantly. "It was last Friday. Joe told me he
had a lead that interested him, and he was putting a staff writer on it. He wanted to reopen the
investigation of the assassinations of Martin Luther King and the Kennedy brothers."

Saul carefully didn't look at Muldoon, and just as carefully moved his hat to cover the memos on the
table. "Excuse me amoment,” he said politely and left the cafeteria

He found a phone booth in the lobby and dialed his home. Rebecca answered after the third ring; she
obviously had not gotten back to sleep after he left. "Saul?' she asked, guessing who would be
calling at this hour. "It's going to be along night," Saul said. "Oh, hell."

"I know, baby. But this case is a son-of-a-bitch!" Rebecca sighed. "I'm glad we had alittle ball
earlier this evening. Otherwise, 1'd be furious.”

Saul thought, suddenly, of how this conversation would sound to an outsider. A sixty-year-old man
and atwenty-five-year-old wife. And if they knew she was awhore and a heroin addict when | first
met her . ..

"Do you know what I'm going to do?' Rebecca lowered her voice. "I'm going to take off my
nightgown, and throw the coversto the foot of the bed, and lie here naked, thinking about you and
waiting."

Saul grinned. "A man my age shouldn't be able to respond to that, after doing what | did earlier.”
"But you did respond, didn't you?"' Her voice was confident and sensual.

"I sure did. | won't be able to leave the phone booth for a couple of minutes.”

She chuckled softly and said, "I'll be waiting. . . ."

"I loveyou," he said, surprised (as always) at the simple truth of it in aman his age. | won't be able
to leave the phone booth at all if this keeps up, he thought. "Listen," he added hurriedly, "let's change
the subject before | start resorting to the vices of a high school boy. What do you know about the
[lluminati?" Rebecca had been an anthropology major, with aminor in psychology, before the drug
scene had captured her and she fell into the abyss from which he had rescued her; her erudition often
astonished him.

"It'sahoax,” she said.

"A what?'
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"A hoax. A bunch of students at Berkeley started it back around sixty-six or sixty-seven."

"No, that's not what I'm asking. The original Illuminati in Italy and Spain and Germany in the
fifteenth to eighteenth centuries? Y ou know?"

"Oh, that's the basis of the hoax. Some right-wing historians think the Illuminati till exist, you see,
so these students opened an Illuminati chapter on the campus at Berkeley and started sending out
press releases on all sorts of weird subjects, so people who want to believe in conspiracies would
have some evidence to point to. That's al thereisto it. Sophomore humor."

| hope so, Saul thought. "How about the Ishmaelian sect of Islam?”

"It has twenty-three divisions, but the Aga Khan is the leader of all of them. It was founded around-
oh-1090 A.D., | think, and was originally persecuted, but now it's part of the orthodox Moslem
religion. It has some pretty weird doctrines. The founder, Hassan i Sabbah, taught that nothing is true
and everything is permissible. He lived up to that idea-the word "assassin’ is a corruption of his
name."

"Anything else?’

"Yes, now that | think of it. Sabbah introduced marijuanato the Western world, from India. The
word "hashish’ also comes from his name.”

"Thisisaheavy case," Saul said, "and now that | can walk out of the phone booth without shocking
the patrol -

man in the hall, I'll get back to work on it. Don't say anything that'll get me aroused again. Please.”

"I won't. I'll just lie herenaked and . . ."

"Good-bye."

"Good-bye," she said, laughing.

Saul hung up frowning. Goodman'sintuition, the other detectives call it. It's not intuition; it's away
of thinking beyond and between the facts, away of sensing wholes, of seeing that there must be a
relationship between fact number one and fact number two even if no such relationship isvisible yet.

And | know. Thereisan llluminati, whether or not those kids at Berkeley are kidding.

He came out of his concentration and realized where he was. For the first time, he noticed a sticker
on the door:

THISPHONE BOOTH RESERVED FOR CLARK KENT
He grinned: an intellectual's kind of joke. Probably somebody on the magazine.

He walked back to the cafeteria, reflecting. "Nothing istrue. Everything is permissible.” With a
doctrine like that, people were capable of ... He shuddered. Images of Buchenwald and Belsen, of
Jews who might have been him. . ..

Peter Jackson looked up as he reentered the cafeteria. An intelligent, curious black face. Muldoon
was as impassive as the faces on Mount Rushmore. "Mad Dog, Texas, was the town where Malik
thought these . . . assassins. . . had their headquarters,” Muldoon said. "That's where the staff writer
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was sent"
"What was the staff writer's name?' Saul asked.

"George Dorn,” Muldoon said. "He's ayoung kid who used to be in SDS. And he was once rather
close to the Weatherman faction.”

Hagbard Celine's gigantic computer, FUCKUP-First Universal Cybernetic-Kinetic-Ultramicro-
Programmer - was basically arather sophisticated form of the standard self-programming algorithmic
logic machine of the time; the name was one of hiswhimsies. FUCKUP's real claim to uniqueness
was a programmed stochastic process whereby it could "throw" an | Ching hexagram, reading’ a
random open circuit as abroken (yin) line and arandom closed circuit asafull (yang) line until six
such "lines" were round. Consulting its memory banks, where the whole tradition of 1 Ching
interpretation was stored, and then cross-checking its current scannings of that day's political,
economic, meteorological, astrological, astronomical, and technological eccentricities, it would
provide areading of the hexagram which, to Hagbard's mind, combined the best of the scientific and
occult methods for spotting oncoming trends. On March 13, the stochastic pattern spontaneously
generated Hexagram 23, "Breaking Apart." FUCKUP then interpreted:

This traditionally unlucky sign was cast by Atlantean scientist-priests shortly before the
destruction of their continent and is generally connected with death by water. Other
vibrations link it to earthquakes, tornadoes and similar disasters, and to sickness, decay,
and morbidity aswell.

Thefirst correlation is with the unbalance between technological acceleration and
political retrogression, which has proceeded earth-wide at ever widening danger levels
since 1914 and especially since 1964. The breaking apart is fundamentally the schizoid
and schismatic mental fugue of lawyer-politicians attempting to administrate a
worldwide technology whose mechanisms they lack the education to comprehend and
whose gestalt trend they frustrate by breaking apart into obsol ete Renal ssance nation-
states.

World War |11 is probably imminent and, considering the advances in chemical
biological warfare in conjunction with the sickness vibrations of Hexagram 23, the
unleashing of plague or nerve gas or both is as probable as thermonuclear overkill.

General prognosis. many megadeaths.

There is some hope for avoidance of the emerging pattern with prompt action of correct
nature. Probability of such avoidanceis0.17 £ 0.05.

No blame.

"My ass, no blame," Hagbard raged; and rapidly reprogrammed FUCKUP to read off to him its
condensed psychobiographies of the key figuresin world politics and the key scientistsin
chemobiologica warfare.

Thefirst dream cameto Dr. Charles Oceangoing on February 2-more than a month before

FUCKUP picked up the vibrations. He was, as usual with him, aware that he was dreaming, and the
vision of a gigantic pyramid which seemed to walk or lumber' about meant nothing and quickly
vanished. Now he seemed to be looking at an enlargement of the DNA double helix; it was so
detailed that he began searching it for the bonding irregularities at every 23rd Angstrom. To his
surprise, they were missing; instead, there were other irregularities at each 17th Angstrom. "What
thedevil ... 7" he asked-and the pyramid returned seeming to speak and saying, " Yes, the devil." He



[Hluminatus! Trilogy Seite 14 von 470

jolted awake, with a new concept, Anthrax-Leprosy-Mu, coming into consciousness, and began
jotting in his bedside pad.

"What the hell isthis Desert Door project?' the President had asked once, scrutinizing the budget.
"Germ warfare," an aide explained helpfully. "They started with something called Anthrax Delta and
now they've worked their way up to something called Anthrax Mu and . . . " His voice was drowned
out by the rumble of paper shredders in the next room. The President recognized the characteristic
sound of the "cesspool cleaners’ hard at work. "Never mind," he said. "Those things make me
nervous." He scribbled a quick "OK" next to the item and went on to "Deprived Children," which
made him feel better. "Here," he said, "thisis something we can cut"

He forgot everything about Desert Door, until the Fernando Poo crises. " Suppose, just suppose,” he
asked the Joint Chiefs on March 29, | go on the tube and threaten all-out thermonuclear heck, and the
other side doesn't blink. Have we got something that'll scare them even more?”

The J.C.'s exchanged glances. One of them spoke tentatively. "Out near Las Vegas," he said, "we
have this Desert Door project that seems to be way ahead of the Comrades in b-b and b-c-"

"That's biological-bacteriol ogical and biological -chemical,” the President explained to the Vice-
President, who was frowning. "It has nothing to do with B-B guns.” Turning his attention back to the
military men, he asked, "What have we got specifically that will curdle Ivan's blood?"

"WEell, there's Anthrax-Leprosy-Mu. . . . It'sworse than any form of anthrax. More deadly than
bubonic and anthrax and leprosy all in one lump. As amatter of fact,” the General who was speaking
smiled grimly at the thought, "our evaluation suggests that "with death being so quick, the
psychological demoralization of the survivors-if there are any survivors-will be even worse than in
thermonuclear exchange with maximum 'dirty" fallout."

"By golly," the President said. "By golly. We won't use that out in the open. My speech'll just talk
Bomb, but welll lesk it to the boys in the Kremlin that we've got this anthrax gimmick in cold
storage, too. By gosh, you just wait and see them back down." He stood up, decisive, firm, the image
he always projected on television. "I'm going to see my speech writers right now. Meanwhile,
arrange that the brain responsible for this Anthrax-Pi gets araise. What's his name?' he asked over
his shoulder going out the door.

"Mocenigo. Dr. Charles Mocenigo."
"A raisefor Dr. Charles Mocenigo," the President called from the hallway.
"Mocenigo?' the Vice-President asked thoughtfully. "Is he awop?"

"Don't say wop," the President shouted back. "How many times do | have to tell you? Don't say wop
or kike or any of those words anymore." He spoke with some asperity, since he lived daily with the
dread that someday the secret tapes he kept of all* Oval Room transactions would be released to the
public. He had long ago vowed that if that day ever came, the tapes would not be full of "(expletive
deleted)" or "(characterization deleted).” He was harassed, but still he spoke with authority. He was,
in fact, characteristic of the best type of dominant male in the world at thistime. He was fifty-five
years old, tough, shrewd, unburdened by the complicated ethical ambiguities which puzzle
intellectuals, and had long ago decided that the world was a mean son-of-a-bitch in which only the
most cunning and ruthless can survive. He was a so as kind as was possible for one holding that
ultra-Darwinian philosophy; and he genuinely loved children and dogs, unless they were on the site
of something that had to be bombed in the National Interest. He still retained some sense of humor,
despite the burdens of his almost godly office, and, although he had been impotent with hiswife for
nearly ten years now, he generally achieved orgasm in the mouth of a skilled prostitute within 1.5
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minutes. He took amphetamine pep pills to keep going on his grueling twenty-hour day, with the
result that his vision of the world was somewhat skewed in a paranoid direction, and he took
tranquilizers to keep from worrying too much, with the result that his detachment sometimes
bordered on the schizophrenic; but most of the time his innate shrewdness gave him afingernail grip
on redlity. In short, he was much like the rulers of Russiaand China.

In Central Park, the squirrel woke again as a car honked loudly in passing. Muttering angrily, he
leaped to another tree and immediately went back to sleep. At the all-night Bickford's restaurant on
Seventy-second Street, a young man named August Personage left a phone booth after making an
obscene call to a woman in Brooklyn; he left behind one of hisTHIS PHONE BOOTH RESERVED
FOR CLARK KENT stickers. In Chicago, one hour earlier on the clock but the same instant, the
phone booth closed, arock group called Clark Kent and His Supermen began arevival of "Rock
Around the Clock™: their leader, atall black man with a master's degree in anthropology, had been
known as El Hgjj Starkerlee Mohammed during a militant phase afew years earlier, and his birth
certificate said Robert Pearson on it. He was observing his audience and noted that bearded young
white cat, Simon, was with a black woman as usual -a fetish Pearson-Mohammed-Kent could
understand by reverse psychology, since he preferred white chicks himself. Simon, for once, was not
entranced by the music; instead, he was deep in conversation with the girl and drawing a diagram of
apyramid on the table to explain what he meant. "Crown Point," Pearson heard him say over the
music. And listening to "Rock Around the Clock" ten years earlier, George Dorn had decided to let
his hair grow long, smoke dope and become a musician. He had succeeded in two of those ambitions.
The statue of Tlaloc in the Museum of Anthropology, Mexico, D.F., stared inscrutably upward,
toward the stars .. . . and the same stars glittered above the 'Carribean where the porpoise named
Howard sported in the waves.

The motorcade passes the Texas School Book Depository and moves slowly toward the Triple
Underpass. At the sixth-floor window, Lee Harvey Oswald sights carefully through the Carcano-
Mannlicher: hismouth is dry, desert dry. But his heartbeat is normal; and no sweat stands out on his
forehead. Thisisthe moment, he is thinking, the one moment transcending time and hazard, heredity
and environment, the final test and proof of free will and of my right to call myself aman. In this
moment, now, as | tighten the trigger, the Tyrant dies, and with him all the lies of a cruel,
mendacious epoch. It is a supreme exaltation, this moment and this knowledge: and yet his mouth is
dry, dust-dry, dry as death, asif his salivary glands aone rebelled against the murder which his
intellect pronounced necessary and just. Now: He recalls the military formula BASS: Breathe, Aim,
Slack, Squeeze. He breathes, he aims, he slacks, he starts to squeeze, as a dog barks suddenly-

And his mouth falls open in astonishment as three shots ring out, obviously from the direction of the
Grassy Knoll and Triple Underpass.

"Son-of-a-bitch," he said, softly as a prayer. And he began to grin, arictus not of omnipotence such
as he had expected but of something different and unexpected and therefore better-omniscience. That
smirk appeared in all the photos during the next day and a half, before his own death, a sneering
smile that said so clearly that none dared to read it: | know something you don't know. That grimace
only faded Sunday morning when Jack Ruby pumped two bulletsinto Lee's frail fanatic body, and its
secret went with him to the grave. But another part of the secret had already |eft Dallas on Friday
afternoon's TWA Whisperjet to Los Angeles, traveling behind the business suit, gray hair, and only
moderately sardonic eyes of alittle old man who was listed on the flight manifest as " Frank
Sullivan.”

Thisis serious, Peter Jackson was thinking; Joe Malik wasn't on a paranoid trip at all. The
noncommittal expressions of Muldoon and Goodman did not deceive him at all-he had long ago
learned the black art of surviving in a white world, which isthe art of reading not what is on a face
but what is behind the face. The cops were worried and excited, like any hunters on the track of
something both large and dangerous. Joe was right about the assassination plot, and his
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disappearance and the bombing were part of it. And that meant George Dorn was in danger, too,
and Peter liked George even if he was a snotty kid in some ways and an annoying ass-kisser about
the race thing like most young white radicals. Mad Dog, Texas, Peter thought: that sure sounds like
a bad placeto beintrouble.

(Almost fifty years before, a habitual bank robber named Harry Pierpont approached a young convict
in Michigan City Prison and asked him, "Do you think there might be atrue religion?")

But why is George Dorn screaming while Saul Goodman is reading the memos? Hold on for another
jump, and this one is a shocker. Saul is no longer human; he'sa pig. All cops are pigs. Everything
you've ever believed is probably alie. The world is a dark, sinister, mysterious and totally
frightening place. Can you digest all that quickly? Then, walk into the mind of George Dorn for the
second time, five hours before the explosion at Confrontation (four hours before, on the clock) and
suck on thejoint, suck hard and hold it down. ("Oneo'clock . . . two o'clock . . . three o'clock . . .
ROCK!"). You are sprawled on a crummy bed in arundown hotel, and aneon light outside is
flashing pink and blue patterns into your room. Exhale slowly, feel the hit of the weed and see if the
wallpaper looks any brighter yet, any less Unintentional Low Camp. It's hot, Texas-dry hot, and you
push your long hair back from your forehead and haul out your diary, George Dorn, because reading
over what you wrote last sometimes helps you to learn what you're really getting into. As the neon
splotches the page with pink and blue, read this:

April 23

How do we know whether the universe is getting bigger or the objectsin it are getting
smaller? Y ou can't say that the universe is getting bigger in relation to anything outside
it, because there isn't any outside for it to relate to. Thereisn't any outside. But if the
universe doesn't have an out-side, then it goes on forever. Y eah, but, its inside doesn't go
on forever. How do you know it doesn't, shithead? Y ou're just playing with words, man.

-No I'm not. The universe is the inside without an outside, the sound made by one
There was aknock at the door.

The Fear came over George. Whenever he was high, the least little detail wrong in hisworld would
bring the Fear, irresistible, uncontrollable. He held his breath, not to contain the smoke in hislungs,
but because terror had paralyzed the muscles in his chest. He dropped the little notebook in which he
wrote his thoughts daily and clutched at his penis, a habitual gesture in moments of panic. The hand
holding the roach drifted, automatically, over the hollowed-out copy of Sinclair Lewiss It Can't
Happen Here, which lay beside him on the bed, and he dropped the half-inch twist of paper and
marijuanaon top of the plastic Baggie full of green grains. Instantly a brown smoldering dime-sized
hole opened up on the bag, and the pot near the coal started to smoke.

"Stupid,” said George, as his thumb stabbed the smoking coal to crush it, and he drew back hislipsin
agrim-ace of pain.

A short fat man walked into the room, Law Officer written in every mean line of his crafty little face.
George shrank back and started to close It Can't Happen Here; like lightning, three stiff, concrete-
hard fingers drove into his forearm. He screamed and the book jumped out of his hand, spilling pot
all over the bedspread.

"Don't touch that,” said the fat man. "An officer will be in to gather it up for evidence. | went easy
with that karate punch. Otherwise you'd be nursing a compound fracture of the left arm in Mad Dog
County Jail tonight, and no right-thinking doctor likely to have a mind to come out and treat you."
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"You got awarrant?' George tried to sound defiant.

"Oh, you think you have cojones.” The fat man's breath stank of bourbon and cheap cigars. " Rabbit
cojones. | have terrified you unto death, boy, and you know it and | know it, yet you find it in your
heart to speak of warrants. Next you'll want to see the American Civil Liberties Union." He pulled
aside the jacket of an iridescent gray summer suit that might have been new when Heartbreak Hotel
was the top of the hit parade. A silver five-pointed star decorated his pink shirt pocket and a .45
automatic stuck in his pants-top dented the fat of hisbelly. "That is all the law | need when dealing
with your type in Mad Dog. Walk careful with me, son, or you won't have nothing to grab onto next
time one of us pigs as you choose to call usin your little articles, busts in on you. Which is not likely
to happen in the next forty years, while you rot and grow old in our state prison.” He seemed
immensely pleased with his own oratorical style, like one of Faulkner's characters. George thought:

It is forbidden to dream again; We maim our joys or hide them; Horses are made of chromium steel
And little fat men shall ride them.

He said, "Y ou can't hit me with forty years for possession. And grassislegal in most other states.
Thislaw isarchaic and absurd."

"Shit and onions, boy, you got too much of the killer weed there to call it mere possession. | call it
possession with intent to sell. And the laws of this state are stern, and they are just and they are our
laws. We know what that weed can do. We remember the Alamo and Santa Anna's troops losing all
fear because they were high on Rosa Maria, asthey called it in those days. Get on your feet. And
don't ask to talk to alawyer, neither."

"Can | ask who you are?"
"I am Sheriff Jim Cartwright, nemesis of al evil in Mad Dog and Mad Dog County."

"And I'm Tiny Tim," said George, immediately saying to himself, Shut the fuck up, you're too
goddamn high. And he went right on and said, "Maybe your side would have won if Davy Crockett
and Jim Bowie got stoned, too. And, by the way, Sheriff, how did you know you could catch me with
pot? Usually an underground journalist would make it a point to be clean when he comesinto this
godforsaken part of the country. It wasn't telepathy that told you | had pot on me."

Sheriff Cartwright slapped his thigh. "Oh, but it was. It was telepathy. Now just what made you think
it wasn't telepathy brung me here?' He laughed, seized George'sarm in agrip of iron, and pushed
him toward the hotel -room door. George felt a bottomless terror as if the pit of hell were opening
beneath his feet and Sheriff Jim Cartwright were about to pitchfork him into the bubbling sulfur. And
| must admit that was more or less the case; there are periods of history when the visions of madmen
and dope fiends are a better guide to reality than the common-sense interpretation of data available to
the so-called normal mind. Thisis one such period, if you haven't noticed already.

("Keep on hanging out with those wild boys from Passaic and you'll end up in jail," George's mother
said. "You mark my words, George." And, another time, at Columbia, after a very late meeting, Mark
Rudd said soberly, "A lot of us are going to spend some time in the Man's jails before this shit-storm
isover"; and George, together with the others, nodded glumly but bravely. The marijuana he had
been smoking was raised in Cuernavaca by afarmer named Arturo Jesus Maria Y barray Mendez,
who had sold it in bulk to ayoung Yanqui named Jim Riley, the son of a Dayton, Ohio, police
officer, who in turn smuggled it through Mad Dog after paying a suitable bribe to Sheriff Jim
Cartwright. After that it was resold to a Times Square dealer called Rosetta the Stoned and a Miss
Walsh from Confrontation's research department bought ten ounces from her, later reselling five
ounces to George, who then carried it back to Mad Dog without any suspicion that he was virtually
completing acycle. The original seed was part of that strain recommended by General George
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Washington in the famous letter to Sir John Sinclair in which he writes, "I find that, for al purposes,
the Indian hemp isin every way superior to the New Zealand variety previously cultivated here.” In
New York, Rebecca Goodman, deciding that Saul will not be home tonight, slips out of bed, dons a
robe and beginsto browse through her library. Finally she selects a book on Babylonian mythology
and beginsto read: "Before all of the gods, was Mummu, the spirit of Pure Chaos. . . ," In Chicago,
Smon and Mary Lou Servix sit naked on her bed, legs intertwined in the yabyum lotus position.
"No," Smon is saying, "You don't move, baby; you wait for u to move you." Clark Kent and His
Supermen swing into areprise: "We're gonnarock around the clock tonight . . . We're gonna ROCK
ROCK ROCK till broad day light.")

George's cell matein Mad Dog County Jail had a skull-like face with large, protruding front teeth.
He was about six and a half feet tall and lay curled up on his cell bunk like a coiled python.

"Have you asked for treatment?' George asked him.
"Treatment for what?"'
"Well, if you think you're an assassin-"

"I don't think, baby brother. I've killed four white men and two niggers. One in California, the rest
down here. Got paid for every one of them."

"Isthat what you'rein for?' My God, they don't stick murderersin the same cell with potheads, do
they?

"I'min for vagrancy," said the man scornfully. "Actually, I'm just here for safekeeping, till they give
me my orders. Then it's good-bye to whoever-President, civil rights leader, enemy of the people.
Someday I'll be famous. I'm gonna write a book about myself someday, Ace. Course, I'm no good at
writing. Look, maybe we can do adeal. I'll have Sheriff Jim bring you some writing paper if you'll
write about my life. They gonnakeep you here forever, you know. I'll come and visit you between
assassinations, and you'll write the book, and Sheriff Jim'11 keep it safetill | retire. Then you have
the book published and you'll make alot of money and be real comfortablein jail. Or maybe you can
even hire alawyer to get you out."

"Where will you be?' said George. He was still scared, but he was feeling sleepy, too, and he was
deciding that thiswas all bullshit, which had a calming effect on his nerves. But he'd better not go to
deep in the cell while this guy was awake. He didn't really believe this assassin talk, but it was safe
to assume that anybody you met in prison was homosexual.

Asif reading hismind, his cell mate said, "How'd you like to let afamous assassin shoveit up to
you? How would that be, huh, Ace?'

"Please," said George. "That's not my bag, you know? | really couldn't do it."

"Shit, piss, and corruption,” said the assassin. He suddenly uncoiled and slid off the bunk. "I been
wasting my time with you. Now bend the hell over and drop your pants. Y ou are getting it, and there
ain't no further way about it." He stepped toward George, fists clenched.

"Guard! Guard!" George yelled. He grabbed the cell door in both hands and began rattling it
frantically.

The man caught George a cuff across the face. Another blow to the jaw knocked George against the
wall.
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"Guard!" he screamed, his head spinning with pot and panic.

A man in ablue uniform came through the door at the end of the corridor. He seemed miles away
and vastly disinterested, like a god who had grown bored with his creations.

"Now, what the hell isall thisyelling about in here?' he asked, his hand en the butt of hisrevolver,
his voice still miles away.

George opened his mouth, but his cell mate spoke first 'Thislittle long-haired communist freak won't
drop his pantswhen | tell him. Ain't you supposed to make sure I'm happy in here?' The voice
shifted to awhine. "Make him do what | say."

"Y ou've got to protect me," said George. "Y ou've got to get me out of this cell.”

The god-guard laughed. "Well, now, you might say thisis avery enlightened prison we have here.

Y ou come down from New Y ork and you probably think we're pretty backward. But we ain't. We got
no police brutality. Now, if | interfered between you and Harry Coin here, | might have to use force
to keep him away from your young ass. | know you people believe all cops ought to be abolished.
WEell, in this here situation | hereby abolish myself. Furthermore, | know you people believein
sexual freedom, and | do, too. So Harry Coin gonna have his sexua freedom without any
interference or brutality from me." His voice was still distant and disinterested, almost dreamy.

"No," said George.

The guard drew his pistol. "Now, sonny. Y ou take down your pants and bend over. Y ou are gonna
get it up the ass from Harry Coin here, and no two ways about it And | am gonna watch and see that
you let him do it right. Otherwise, you get no forty years. Y ou get killed, right now. | put abullet in
you and | say you are resisting arrest. Now make up your mind what it's gonna be. | really will kill
you if you don't do like he tellsyou to. | really will. You are totally expendable and he ain't. HE'sa
very important man, and it's my job to keep him happy."”

"And I'll fuck you either way, dead or alive," the demented Coin laughed, like an evil spirit. "So
there's no way you can escape it, Ace."

The door at the end of the corridor clanged, and Sheriff Jim Cartwright and two blue-uniformed
policemen strode down to the cell. "What's going on here?" said the Sheriff.

"I caught this queer punk George Dorn here trying to commit homosexual rape on Harry," said the
guard. "Had to draw my pistol to stop him."

George shook his head. "Y ou guys are unbelievable. If you're acting out this little game for my
benefit, you can quit now, because you're certainly not fooling each other, and you're not fooling
me."

"Dorn," said the Sheriff, "you've been attempting unnatural actsin my jail, acts forbidden by the
Holy Bible and the laws of this state. | don't like that. | don't like it one little bit. Come on out here. |
wannahave alittle talk with you. We goin' to the main interrogation room for some speakin'
together."

He unlocked the cell door and motioned George to precede him. He turned to the two policemen who
had accompanied him. "Stay behind and take care of that other little matter." The last words were
strangely emphasized.

George and the Sheriff walked through a series of corridors and locked doors until at last they came
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to aroom whose walls were made of embossed sheet tin painted bottle-green. The Sheriff told
Georgeto sit on one chair, while he straddled the back of the chair facing him.

"Y ou're a bad influence on my prisoners," he said. "I got a good mind to see that some kind of
accident happens to you. | don't want to see you corrupting prisonersin my jail-mine or anyone's-for
forty years."

"Sheriff," said George. "What do you want from me? Y ou got me on a pot charge. What more do you
want? Why did you stick mein that cell with that guy? What's all this scare stuff and threats and
questioning for?"

"I wanna know some things," said the Sheriff. "l want to find out everything you can tell me about
certain matters. So, from this moment be prepared to tell me only the truth. If you do, maybe things
will go easier on you, after.”

"Yes, Sheriff," said George. Cartwright squinted at him. He really doeslook like a pig, thought
George. Most do. Why do so many of them get so fat and have such little eyes?

"WEell, then," said the Sheriff. "What was your purpose in coming down here from New Y ork?"
"I'm simply on an assignment from Confrontation, the magazine-"

"I know it. It isa smutty magazine, and a communist magazine. | have read it"

"Y ou're using loaded words. It's aleft-wing libertarian magazine, to be exact"

"My pistol isloaded, too, boy. So talk straight All right Tell me what you came down here to write
about"

"Sure. You ought to be asinterested in thisas | am, if you'rereally interested in law and order. There
have been rumors circulating throughout the country for more than a decade now that all the major
political assassinationsin America-Malcolm X, the Kennedy brothers, Medgar Evers, King, Nixon,
maybe even George Lincoln Rockwell -are the work of asingle, conspiratorial, violence-oriented
right-wing organization, and that this organization has its base right here in Mad Dog. | came down
to seewhat | could find out about this group.”

"That'swhat | figured,” said the Sheriff. "Y ou poor, sad little turd. Y ou come down here with your
long hair and you expect to get, as you put it, aline on aright-wing organization. Why, it's lucky for
you you didn't meet any of our real right-wingers, like God's Lightning for instance. The ones around
here would have tortured you to death by this tune, boy. Y ou really are dumb. OK, I'm not gonna
waste any more of my time with you. Come on, I'll take you back to your cell. Y ou might as well get
used to looking at the moon through bars."

They walked back the same way they had come. At the entrance to the corridor where George's cell
was, the Sheriff opened the door and yelled, "Come and get him, Charley."

George's guard, his face pale and his mouth set in alipless line, took George by the arm. The corridor
door clanged shut behind the Sheriff. Charley took George to his cell and pushed him in wordlessly.
But at |east he was three-dimensional now and less like a marijuana phantom.

Harry Coin wasn't there. The cell was empty. George became aware of a shadow in the corner of his
vision. Something in the cell next to him. He turned: His heart stopped. There was a man hanging
from a pipe on the ceiling. George went over and stared through the bars. The body was swaying
dightly. It was attached to the pipe by aleather belt which was buckled around the neck. The face,
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with the staring eyes, was that of Harry Coin. George's glance went lower. Something was coming
out of

Harry Coin's midsection and was dangling down to the floor. It wasn't suicide. They had
disemboweled Harry Coin, and someone had thoughtfully moved a shit-can under him for his bloody
intestines to dangle into.

George screamed. There was no one around to answer him. The guard had vanished like Hermes.

(But in Cherry Knolls mental hospital in Sunderland, England, where it was aready eleven the
following morning, a schizophrenic patient who hadn't spoken in ten years abruptly began exhorting
award attendant: "They're all coming back-Hitler, Goering, Streicher, the whole lot of them. And,
behind them, the powers and persons from the other spheres who control them. . . ." But Simon
Moon in Chicago still camly and placidly retains the lotus position and instructs Mary Lou sitting in
hislap: "Just hold it, hold it with your vaginal wall like you'd hold it with your hand, gently, and feel
its warmth, but don't think about orgasm, don't think about the future, not even a minute ahead, think
about the now, the only now, the only now, the only now that we'll ever have, just my penisin your
vagina now and the simple pleasure of it, not a greater pleasure to work toward. . . ." "My back
hurts,” Mary Lou said.)

WE'RE GONNA ROCK ROCK ROCK AROUND THE CLOCK TO NIGHT

There are Swedish and Norwegian kids, Danes, Italian and French kids, Greeks, even Americans.
George and Hagbard move through the crowd trying to estimate its number-200,000? 300,0007?
500,0007? Peace symbols dangling about every neck, nudes with body paint, nudes without body
paint, long and dangling hair on boys and girls alike, and over all of it the hypnotic and unending
beat. "Woodstock Europa,” Hagbard says dryly. "The last and final Walpurgisnacht and Adam
Weishaupt's Erotion finally realized.”

WE'RE GONNA ROCK ROCK ROCK TILL BROAD DAYLIGHT

"It'sa League of Nations," George says, "ayoung people's League of Nations." Hagbard isn't
listening. "Up there," he points, "to the Northwest is the Rhine, where die Lorelei was supposed to sit
and sing her deadly songs. There will be deadlier music on the Danube tonight."

WE'RE GONNA ROCK AROUND THE CLOCK TONIGHT

(But that was still seven days in the future, and now

George lies unconscious in Mad Dog County Jail. And it began-that phase of the operation, as
Hagbard called it-over thirty years before when a Swiss chemist named Hoffman climbed on his
bicycle and pedaled down a country road into new dimensions.)

"And will they all come back?' George asked.

"All of them,” Hagbard answered tightly. "When the beat reaches the proper intensity . . . unlesswe
can stop it."

("Now I'm getting it,” Mary Lou cried. "It's not what | expected. It's different from sex, and better."
Simon smiled benignly. "It is sex, baby," he said. "What you've had before wasn't sex. Now we can
start moving . . . but slowly ... the Gentle Way ... the Way of Tao. .. ." They're all coming back; they
never died-the lunatic raved at the startled attendant-You wait, guvnor. You just wait. You'll seeit.)

The amplifiers squealed suddenly. There was too much feedback, and the sound went off into a pitch
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beyond endurance. George winced, and saw others hold their ears. ROCK, ROCK, ROCK,
AROUND THE CLOCK. The key missed the lock, turned and cut Muldoon's hand. "Nerves," he said
to Saul. "l alwaysfeel like aburglar when | do this."

Saul grunted. "Forget burglary,” he said. "We might be hanged for treason before thisis over. If we
don't become national heroes."

"A fanfuckingtastic case," Muldoon grinned. He tried another way.

They were in an old brownstone on Riverside Drive, trying to break into the apartment of Joseph
Malik. And they were not merely looking for evidence, both tacitly admitted-they were hiding from
the FBI.

The call had come from headquarters just as they wer e finishing the questioning of associate editor
Peter Jackson. Muldoon had gone out to his car to take it, while Saul finished getting a full physical
description of both Malik and George Dorn. Jackson had just left and Saul was picking up the fifth
memo, when Muldoon returned, looking asif his doctor had just told him his Wasserman was
positive.

"Two special agents from the FBI are coming over to help us," he said woodenly.

"Sill ready to play a hunch?" Saul asked calmly, pushing all the memos back in the metal box.
Muldoon merely called Pricefixer back into the cafeteria and told him, "Two feds will be herein a
few minutes. Tell them we went back to headquarters. Answer any question they ask, but don't tell
them about this box."

Pricefixer looked at the two older officers carefully and then said to Muldoon, "You're the boss."

He's either awfully dumb and trusting, Saul had thought, or he's so damned smart he's going to be
dangerous someday.

"Now," he asked Muldoon nervously, "isthat the last key?"

"No, I've got five more beauties here and one of them will-hereit is!" The door opened smoothly.
Saul's hand drifted toward his revolver as he stepped into the apartment and felt for alight switch.
Nobody was revealed when the light came on, and Saul relaxed. "Y ou look around for the dogs." he
said. "l want to sit down and go over the rest of these memos.”

The room was used for work as well as living and was untidy enough to leave no room for doubt that
Malik had been a bachelor. Saul pushed the typewriter back on the writing desk, set down the memo
box and then noticed something odd. The whole wall, on this side of the room, was covered with
pictures of George Washington. Standing to examine them more closely, he saw that each had a
label -half of them saying "G.W." and the others, "A.W."

Odd-but the whole case had overtones that smelled as fishy as those dead Egyptian mouth-breeders.

Saul sat down and took a memo from the box.

Muldoon came back into the living room and said, "No dogs. Not a goddam dog anywhere in the
whol e apartment.”
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"That's interesting," Saul remarked thoughtfully. "Y ou say the landlord had complaints from several
other tenants about the dogs?' ;

"He said everybody in the building was complaining. The rule is no pets and he enforced it. People
wanted to know why they had to get rid of their kittens when Malik could have awhole pack of dogs
up here. They said there must have been ten or twelve from the noise they made."

"He sure must love those animals, if he took them all with him when he went into hiding," Saul
mused. The pole vaulter in his unconscious was jumping again. "Let's look in the kitchen," he
suggested mildly.

Barney followed as Saul methodically ransacked the refrigerator and cupboards, finishing up with a
careful examination of the garbage.

"No dog food," Saul said finaly.

"I noticed."

"And no dog dishes either. And no empty dog-food tins in the garbage."
"What wild notion are you following now?'

"I don't know," Saul said thoughtfully. "He doesn't mind the neighbors hearing the dogs-probably
he's the land of left-wing individualist who likes nothing better than quarreling with his landlord and
the other tenants about some issue like the no-pets rule. So he wasn't hiding anything until he ducked
out And then he not only took the dogs but hid all evidence that they'd ever been here. Even though
he must have known that the neighbors would all talk about them."

"Maybe he was feeding them human flesh,” Muldoon suggested ghoulishly.

"Lord, I don't know. Y ou look around for anything of interest. I'm going to read those Illuminati
memos." Saul returned to the living room and began:

ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO #5
7126
JM.:

Sometimes you find things in the damnedest places. The following isfrom agirl's
magazine (‘'The Conspiracy" by Sandra Glass, Teenset, March 1969, pages 34-40).

Simon proceeded to tell me about the Bavarian Illuminati. The nightmarish story begins
in 1090 A.D. in the Middle East when Hassan i Sabbah founded the I smaelian Sect, or
Hashishism, so called because of their use of hashish, a deadly drug derived from the
hemp plant which is better known as the killer weed marijuana. . . . The cult terrorized
the Moslem world until Genghis Khan's Mongols brought law and order to the area.
Cornered in their mountain hideaway, the Hashishism dope fiends proved no match for
the clean-living Mongol warriors, their fortress was destroyed, and their dancing girls
shipped

to Mongoliafor rehabilitation. The heads of the cult fled westward. . . .
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"The llluminati surfaced next in Bavariain 1776," Simon told me. . . . "Adam
Weishaupt, a student of the occult, studied the teachings of Hassan i Sabbah and grew
hemp in his backyard. On February 2, 1776, Weishaupt achieved illumination.
Weishaupt officially founded the Ancient [lluminated Seers of Bavariaon May 1st,
1776. Their slogan was 'Ewige Blumenkraft.' . . . They attracted many illustrious
members such as Goethe and Beethoven. Beethoven tacked up an Ewige Blumenkr aft
poster on the top of the piano on which he composed all nine of his symphonies.”

The last paragraph of the articleis, however, the most interesting of all:

Recently | saw a documentary film on the Democratic Convention of 1968, and | was
struck by the scene in which Senator Abraham Ribicoff made a critical remark
provoking the anger of the Mayor of Chicago. In the ensuing tumult it was impossible to
hear the Mayor's shouted retort, and there has been much speculation about what he
actually said. To meit seemed his lips were forming the words that by this time become
frighteningly familiar: "Ewige Blumenkraft!”

The further | dig, the wilder the whole picture looks. When are we going to tell George
about it?

Pat

ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO #6
7/26

JM.:

The John Birch Society has looked into the subject and they have atheory of their own.
The first source I've found on thisis a pamphlet "CFR: Conspiracy to Rule the World"
by Gary Alien, associate editor of the Birchers magazine, American Opinion. Alien's
thesisisthat Cecil Rhodes created a secret society to establish English domination of the
world in 1888. This society acts through Oxford University, the Rhodes Scholarships
and-hold your breath-the Council on Foreign Relations, a nonprofit foundation for the
study of International Affairs headquartered right here on Sixty-eighth Street in New

Y ork. Seven out of nine of our last Secretaries of State were recruited from the CFR,
Alien points out, and dozens of other leading politicians as well-including Richard
Nixon. It isaso implied, but not directly stated, that William Buckley, Jr. (an old enemy
of the Birchers) is another tool of the CFR; and the Morgan and Rothschild banking
interests are supposed to be financing the whol e thing.

How does thistie in with the [lluminati? Mr. Alien merely drops hints, linking Rhodes
to John Ruskin, and Ruskin to earlier internationalists, and finally stating that "the
originator on the profane level of thistype of secret society” was Adam Weishaupt,
whom he calls "the monster who founded the Order of the Illuminati on May 1, 1776."
Pat

ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO #7

7127

JM.:
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Thisisfrom asmall left-wing newspaper in Chicago (The Roger SPARK Chicago, July
1969, Vol. 2, No. 9: "Daley Linked With Illuminati,” no author's name given):

No historian knows what happened to Adam Weishaupt after he was exiled from
Bavariain 1785, and entries in "Washington's' diary after that date frequently refer to
the hemp crop at Mount VVernon.

The possibility that Adam Weishaupt killed George Washington and took his place,
serving as our first President for two terms, is now confirmed. . . . The two main colors
of the American flag are, excluding a small patch of bluein one corner, red and white:
these are also the official colors of the Hashishism. The flag and the [lluminati pyramid
both have thirteen horizontal divisions: thirteen is, of course, the traditional code for
marijuana. . . and is still used in that sense by Hell's Angels among others.

Now, "Washington" formed the Federalist party.

The other mgjor party in those days, The Democratic Republicans, was formed by
Thomas Jefferson [and] there are grounds for accepting the testimony of the Reverend
Jedediah Morse of Charleston, who accused Jefferson of being an Illuminati agent.
Thus, even at the dawn of our government, both parties were Illuminati fronts. ...

This story later repeats the Teenset report that Mayor Daley used the phrase "Ewige
Blumenkraft” during hisincoherent diatribe against Abe Ribicoff.

Pat

ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO #38

7127

J.M.: More on the Washington-Weishaupt theory:

In spite of the fact that his face appears on billions of stamps and dollar bills, and his
portrait hangs in every public building in the country, no oneis quite sure what
Washington looks like. A "Project 20" script, "Meet George Washington” will be seen
tonight at 7:30 on Channel (fill in by local stations). The program offers contemporary
portraits of the first President, some of which do not even seem to be the same man.

Thisisapress release sent out by NEC on April 24, 1969. Some of the portraits can be
found in Encyclopedia Britannica and the resemblance to portraits of Weishaupt is
undeniable.

Incidentally, Barbara called my attention to this: the letter in Playboy asking about the
[lluminati was signed "R.S., Kansas City, Missouri." According to the Kansas City
newspapers, a Robert Stanton of that city was found dead on March 17, 1969 (about a
week after the April Playboy appeared on the newsstands) with his throat torn asif by
the talons of some enormous beast. No animal was reported missing from any of the
local zoos.

Peat

Saul looked up at the pictures of Washington on the wall. For the first time, he noticed the strange
half-smile on the most famous of them all, the one by Gilbert Stuart that appears on one-dollar bills.
"Asif by the talons of some enormous beast,” he quoted to himself, thinking again of Malik's
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disappearing dogs.

"What the hell are you grinning about?"' he asked sourly.

Congressman Koch, he remembered suddenly, in a speech years and years ago when marijuana was
illegal everywhere, said something about Washington's hemp crop. What was it? Y es: it was about
the entries in the General's diary-they showed that he separated the female hemp plants from the
males before fertilization. That was botanically unnecessary if he was growing the crop for rope, but
it was standard practice in cultivating hemp for marijuana, Koch pointed out.

And "illumination” was one of the words hippies were always using to describe the experience one
obtains from the highest grade of grass. Even the more common term, "turning on," had the same
meaning as "illumination,” when you stopped to think about. Wasn't that what the crown of light
around Jesus head in Catholic art was supposed to mean? And Goethe-if he was really part of this-
might have been referring to the experience in hislast words, as he lay dying: "More light!"

| should have become arabbi, like my father wanted, Saul thought bemusedly. Police work is getting
to be too much for me.

In afew minutes I'll be suspecting Thomas Edison.

ROCK ROCK ROCK TILL BROAD DAYLIGHT

Sowly, Mary Lou Servix swam back to consciousness, like a shipwreck victim reaching a raft.
"Good Lord," she breathed softly.

Smon kissed her neck. "Now you know," he whispered.

"Good Lord," she repeated. "How many times did | come?’

Simon smiled. "I'm not an anal -compulsive type-l wasn't counting. Ten or twelve, something like
that, | guess.”

"Good Lord. And the hallucinations. Was that what you were doing to my nervous system, or was it
the grass?"

"Just tell me about what you saw."

"WEell, you got a halo around you, sort of. A big blue halo. And then | saw that it was around me, too,
and that

it had all sorts of little blue dots dancing in sort of whorlsinside it. And then there wasn't even that
anymore. Just light. Pure white light."

"Suppose | told you | have afriend who's a dolphin and he existsin that kind of limitless light all the
time."

"Oh, don't start jiving me. Y ou've been so nice, until now."
"I'm not jiving you. His name is Howard. | might arrange for you to meet him."

"A fish?'
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"No, baby. A dolphinisamammal. Just like you and me."

"Y ou are either the world's greatest brain or the world's craziest motherfucker, Mr. Simon Moon. |
mean it. But that light. . . My God, | will never forget that light."

"And what happened to your body?" Simon asked casually.

"You know, | didn't know where it was. Even in the middle of my orgasms | didn't know where my
body was. Everything wasjust. . . thelight. . . ."

ROCK ROCK ROCK AROUND THE CLOCK TONIGHT

And leaving Dallas that much-discussed November 22 afternoon in 1963, the man using the name
"Frank Sullivan" brushes past McCord and Barker at the airport, but no foreshadowing of Watergate
darkens hismind.. (Back at the Grassy Knoll, Howard Hunt's picture is being snapped and will later
turn up in the files of New Orleans D.A. Jim 'The Jolly Green Giant" Garrison: not that Garrison ever
came within light years of thereal truth. . . .)

"Here, kitty-kitty-kitty,"Hagbard calls.

But now we are going back, again, to April 2 and Las Vegas; Sherri Brandi (nee Sharon O'Farrell)
arriving home finds Carmel in her living room at four in the morning. It doesn't surprise her; he often
made these unexpected visits. He seems to enjoy invading other people'sterritory like some kinda
creepy virus. "Darling,” | cried, rushing to kiss him as he expected. | wish the creep would drop
dead, | thought as our mouths met.

"An al-night John?" he asked casually.

"Y eah. One of those scientists who works at that place out in the desert we're all supposed to pretend
we don't know about. A freak."

"He wanted something special?* Carmel asked quickly. "Y ou charged him extra?' At times | thought
| could really see dollar signsin his eyes.

"No," | said, "he just wanted a lay. But afterward he wouldn't let me go. Just kept jawing." | yawned,
looking around at the nice furniture and the nice paintings; | had managed to get everything in shades
of pink and lavender, really beautiful, if that creep hadn't been sitting there on the couch looking like
ahungry dead rat. | always wanted pretty things and | think | could have been some kind of artist or
designer if all my luck wasn't aways lousy. Christ, who ever told Carmel a blue turtleneck would go
with abrown suit? If it wasn't for women, in my honest-to-Pete opinion, men would all go around
looking like that. That's what | think. Insensitive. A bunch of cavemen, or Meander Thralls, or
whatever you call them. "This John had alot on hismind," | said before old candy-bar could start
cross examining me about something else. "He's against fluorides in drinking water and the Catholic
church and faggots and he thinks the new birth-control pill is as bad as the old one and | should use a
diaphragm instead. Christ, he's got the inside dope on everything under the sun, he thinks, and |

hadda listen to it al. That kind of John."

Carmé nodded. "Scientists are schmucks," he said.

| pulled the dress over my head and hung it in the closet (it was the nice green one with the spangles
and the new style where my nipples stick out through little holes, which isapain in the ass because
they're always rubbing against something and getting raw, but it really turns on the Johns, and, like |
always say, that's the name of the game, in this sonofabitching town with all the lousy luck, the only
way to heavy scratch is go out there, girl, and sell your snatch) and then | grabbed my robe quick
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before old blow-job bobo decided it was time for his weekly Frenching. "He's got a nice house,
though," | said to distract the creep. "He doesn't have to live out there on the base, he's too important
for rules and regularities. Nice to look at, | mean. Redwood walls and burnt orange decor, you know?
Pretty. He hates it, though. Acts asif he thinks it's haunted by Count Frankenstein or somebody.
Keeps jumping up and walking around like he's looking for something. Something that'll bite his
head off in one gulp if hefindsit." | decided to let the top of the robe hang open alittle. Carmel was
either horny or he wanted something else, and something else with him generally means he thinks
you've been holding back some cash. Him and his damned belt. Of course, sometimes with that | go
gueer all over for aflash and | guess that's like the come that men have, the orgasm, but it ain't worth
the pain, believe me. | wonder if it's true some women get it in intercourse? Really get it? | don't
think so. I've never known anybody in the business who getsit, from a man, only from Rosy Palm
and her five sisters, sometimes, and if none of us do, how could some straight nicey-nicey get it?

"Bugs," Carmel said, looking shrewd and clever, off on hisusual shtick of proving he was more hip
to everything than anybody else on God's green earth. | didn't know what the hell he was talking
about.

"What do you mean, bugs?' | asked. It was better than talking about money.

"The John," he said with a know-it-all grin. "He's important, you said. So his house has bugs. He
probably keeps taking them out, and the FBI keeps coming back and putting in new ones. | bet he
was very quiet when he was making it with you, right?' | nodded, remembering. "See. He couldn't
stand the thought of those Feds eavesdropping on the other end of the wire. Just like Mal- like a guy
I know in the Syndicate. He's so afraid of bugs he won't hold a business talk anywhere but the
bathroom in his hotel suite with all four faucets going full blast and both of us whispering. Running
water screws up a bug more than playing loud music on the radio, for some scientific reason."”

"Bugs,” | said suddenly. "That'sit." The other kind of bugs. | was remembering Charley raving about
fluoridation: "And were al classified as mental cases, because afew right-wing nuts fifteen or
twenty years ago who said fluoridation was a communist plot to poison us. Now, anybody who
criticizes fluoridation is supposed to be just as bananas as God's Lightning. Good Lord, if anybody
wants to do usin without firing ashot, | could-" and he caught himself, hid something that almost
showed on hisface, and ended like his brain was walking on one foot, "I could point to a dozen
thingsin any chemistry book more effective than fluoride." But he wasn't thinking of chemicals, he
was thinking of those little bugs, microbesis the word, and that's what he was working on. | could
feel that flash | always get when | read something in a John, like if he had more money than he let
on, or he'd caught his wife spreading for the milkman and was doing it to get even, or hewasreally a
faggola and was just proving to himself that he wasn't completely afaggola.

"My God," | said, "Carmel, | read about those microbe bugsin the Enquirer, If they have an accident
out there, this whole town goes, and the state with it, and God knows how many other states. Jesus,
no wonder he keeps washing his hands!"

"Germ warfare?' Carmel said, thinking fast. "God, I'll bet this town is crawling with Russian spies
trying to find out what's going on out there. And I've got a direct lead for them. But how the hell do
you meet a Russian spy, or a Chinese spy for that matter? Y ou can't just advertise in a newspaper.
Hell. Maybe if | went down to the university and talked to some of those freaking commie students.

| was shocked. "Carmel! You can't sell your own country like that!"
"The hell | can't. The Statue of Liberty isjust another broad, and I'll take what | can get for her. Don't

be afool." He reached in his jacket pocket and took out a caramel candy like he always did when he
was excited. "I'll -bet somebody in the Mob will know. They know everything. Jesus, there has to be
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some way of cashing in on this."

The Presidents actual television broadcast was transmitted to the world at 10:30 P.M. EST, March
31. The Russians and Chinese were given twenty-four hours to get out of Fernando Poo or the skies
over Santa Isobel would begin raining nuclear missiles: "Thisis darn serious,” the Chief Executive
said, "and Americawill not shirk its responsibility to the freedom-loving people of Fernando Poo!"
The broadcast concluded at 11 P.M. EST, and within two minutes people attempting to get
reservations on trains, planes, busses or car pools to Canada had virtually every telephone wirein the
country overloaded.

In Moscow, where it was ten the next morning, the Premier called a conference and said crisply,
"That character in Washington is a mental lunatic, and he meansiit. Get our men out of Fernando Poo
right away, then find out who authorized sending them in there in the first place and transfer him to
be supervisor of a hydroelectric worksin Outer Mongolia."

"We don't have any men in Fernando Poo," a commissar said mournfully. "'The Americans are
imagining things again."

"WEell, how the hell can we withdraw men if we don't have them there in the first place?' the Premier
demanded.

"I don't know. We've got twenty-four hours to figure that out, or-" the commissar quoted an old
Russian proverb which means, roughly, that when the polar bear excrement interferes with the fan
belts, the machinery overheats.

"Suppose we just announce that our troops are coming out?" another commissar suggested. "They
can't say we're lying if they don't find any of our troops there afterward.”

"No, they never believe anything we say. They want to be shown," the premier said thoughtfully.
"WEe'l have to infiltrate some troops surreptitiously and then withdraw them with alot of fanfare and
publicity. That should do it."

"I'm afraid it won't end the problem," another pommissar said funereally. "Our intelligence indicates
that there are Chinese troops there. Unless Peking backs down, we're going to be caught in the
middle when the bombs start flying and-" he quoted a proverb about the man in the intersection when
two manure trucks collide.

"Damn," the Premier said. "What the blue blazes do the Chinese want with Fernando Poo?"

He was harassed, but still he spoke with authority. He was, in fact, characteristic of the best type of
dominant male in the world at thistime. He was fifty-five years old, tough, shrewd, unburdened by
the complicated ethical ambiguities which puzzle intellectuals, and had long ago decided that the
world was a mean son-of-a bitch in which only the most cunning and ruthless can survive. He was
also as kind as was possible for one holding that ultra-Darwinian philosophy; and he genuinely loved
children and dogs, unless they were on the site of something that had to be bombed in the National
Interest. He still retained some sense of humor, despite the burdens of his amost godly office, and
although he had been impotent with his wife for nearly ten years now, he generally achieved orgasm
in the mouth of a skilled prostitute within 1.5 minutes. He took amphetamine pep pillsto keep going
on his grueling twenty-hour day, with the result that his vision of the world was somewhat skewed in
aparanoid direction, and he took tranquilizers to keep from worrying too much, with the result that
his detachment sometimes bordered on schizophrenia; but most of the time his innate shrewdness
gave him afingernail grip on reality. In short, he was much like the rulers of Americaand China.

And, banishing Thomas Edison and his light bulbs from mind, Saul Goodman looks back over the
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first eight memos briefly, using the conservative and logical side of his personality, rigidly holding
back the intuitive functions. It was a habitual exercise with him, and he called it expansion-and-
contraction: leaping in the dark for the connection that must exist between fact one and fact two, then
going back slowly to check on himself.

The names and phrases flow past, in review: Fra Dol -cino-1508-Roshinaya-Hassan i Sabbah-1090-
Weis-haupt-assassi nations-John Kennedy, Bobby Kennedy, Martin Luther King-Mayor Daley-Cecil
Rhodes-1888 - George Washington....

Choices: (1) itisall true, exactly as the memos suggest; (2) it is partly true, and partly fase; (3) itis
all false, and thereis no secret society that has endured from 1090 A.D. to the present.

Well, itisn't al true. Mayor Daley never said "Ewige Blumenkraft" to Senator Ribicoff. Saul had
read, in the Washington Post, alip-reader's tranglation of Daley's diatribe and there was no German
in it, athough there was obscenity and anti-Semitism. The Wei shaupt-Washington impersonation
theory also had some flaws-in those days, before plastic surgery, such an undetected assumption of
the identity of awell-known figure was especially hard to credit, despite the circumstantial evidence
guoted in the memos-two strong arguments against choice one. The memos are not all true.

How about choice three? The Illuminati might not be a straight unbroken line from the first recruit
gathered by old Hassan i Sabbah to the person who bombed Confrontation-it might have died and
lain dormant for aterm, like the Ku Klux Klan between 1872 and 1915; and it might have gone
through such breakups and resurrections more than once in eight centuries-but linkages of some sort,
however tenuous, reached from the eleventh century to the twentieth, from the Near East to Europe
and from Europe to America. Saul's dissatisfaction with official explanations of recent
assassinations, the impossibility of making any rational sense out of current American foreign policy,
and the fact that even historians who vehemently distrusted all "conspiracy theories" acknowledged
the pivotal role of secret Masonic lodges in the French Revolution: all these added weight to the
rejection of choice 3. Besides, the Masons were the first group, according to at least two of the
memos, infiltrated by Weishaupt.

Choice 1 is definitely out, then, and choice 3 ailmost certainly equally invalid; choice 2, therefore, is
most probably correct. The theory in the memosis partly true and partly false. But what, in essence,
is the theory-and which part of it is true, which part false?

Saul lit his pipe, closed his eyes, and concentrated.

The theory, in essence, was that the Illuminati recruited people through various "fronts," turned them
on to some sort of illuminizing experience through marijuana (or some special extract of marijuana)
and converted them into fanatics willing to use any means necessary to "illuminize" the rest of the
world. Their aim, obvioudly, is nothing less than the total transformation of humanity itself, along the
lines suggested by the film 2007, or by Nietzsche's concept of the Superman. In the course of this
conspiracy the Illuminati, according to Malik's hints to Jackson, were systematically assassinating
every popular political figure who might interfere with their program.

Saul thought, suddenly, of Charlie Manson, and of the glorification of Manson by the Weatherman
and Morituri bombers. He thought of the popularity of pot smoking and of the slogan "by any means
necessary" with contemporary radical youth, even outside Weatherman. And he thought of
Neitzsche's slogans, "Be hard. . . . Whatever is done for love is beyond good and evil. . . . Above the
ape is man, and above man, the Superman. . . . Forget not thy whip. ..." In spite of hisown logic,
which had proved that Malik's theory was only partly true, Saul Goodman, alifelong liberal,
suddenly felt a pang of typically right-wing terror toward modern youth.

He reminded himself that Malik seemed to think the conspiracy emanated chiefly from Mad Dog-and
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that was God's Lightning country down there. God's Lightning had no fondness for marijuana, or for
youth, or for the definitely anti -Christian overtones of the Illuminati philosophy.

Besides, Malik's sources were only partly trustworthy.

And there were other possibilities: the Shriners, for instance, were part of the Masonic movement,
were generaly right-wing, had their own hidden rites and secrets, and used Arabic trappings that
might well derive from Hassan i Sabbah or the Roshinaya of Afghanistan. Who could say what
secret plots were hatched at Shriner conventions?

No, that was the intuitive pole vaulter in the right lobe at work again; and right now Saul was
concerned with the plodding logician in the | eft |obe.

The key to the mystery was in getting a clearer definition of the purpose of the Illuminati. Identify
the change they were trying to accomplish-in man and in his society-and then you would be able to
guess, at least approximately, who they were.

Their aim was English domination of the world, and they were Rhodes Scholars-according to the
Birchers. That idea, obviously, belonged with Saul's own whimsey about a worldwide Shriner
conspiracy. What then? The Italian [lluminati, under Fra Dolcino, wanted to redistribute the wealth-
but the International Bankers, mentioned in the Playboy letter, presumably wanted to hold onto their
wealth. Weishaupt was a "freethinker" according to the Britannica, and so were Washington and
Jefferson- but Sabbah and Joachim of Florence were evidently heretical mystics of the Islamic and
Catholic traditions respectively.

Saul picked up the ninth memo, deciding to get more facts (or pretended facts) before analyzing
further-and then it hit him.

Whatever the Illuminati were aiming at had not been accomplished. Proof: If it had, they would not
still be conspiring in secret.

Since almost everything has been tried in the course of human history, find out what hasn't been tried
(at least not on alarge scale)-and that will be the condition to which the Illuminati are trying to move
the rest of mankind.

Capitalism had been tried. Communism has been tried. Even Henry George's Single Tax has been
tried, in Australia. Fascism, feudalism and mysticism have been tried. Anarchism has never been
tried.

Anarchism was frequently associated with assassinations. It had an appeal for freethinkers, such as
Kropotkin and Bakunin, but also for religious idealists, like Tolstoy and Dorothy Day of the Catholic
Worker movement. Most anarchists hoped, Joachim-like, to redistribute the wealth, but Rebecca had
once told him about a classic of anarchist literature, Max Stirner's The Ego and His Own, which had
been called "the Billionaire's Bible" because it stressed the advantages the rugged individualist
would gain in a stateless society -and Cecil Rhodes was an adventurer before he was a banker. The
[luminati were anarchists.

It al fit: the pieces of the puzzle dlipped together smoothly.
Saul was convinced. He was also wrong.

"We'll just get our troops out of Fernando Poo," the Chairman of the Chinese Communist party said
on April 1. "A place that size isn't worth world war."
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"But we don't have any troops there," an aide told him, "it's the Russians who do."

"Oh?" the Chairman quoted a proverb to the effect that there was urine in the rosewater. "1 wonder
what the hell the Russians want with Fernando Poo?" he added thoughtfully.

He was harassed, but still he spoke with authority. He was, in fact, characteristic of the best type of
dominant male in the world at thistime. He was fifty-five years old, tough, shrewd, unburdened by
the complicated ethical ambiguities which puzzle intellectuals, and had long ago decided that the
world was a mean son-of-a-bitch in which only the most cunning and ruthless can survive. He was
also as kind as was possible for one holding that ultra- Darwinian philosophy; and he genuinely loved
children and dogs, unless they were on the site of something that had to be bombed in the National
Interest. He still retained some sense of humor, despite the burdens of his aimost godly office, and,
although he had been impotent with his wife for nearly ten years now, he generally achieved orgasm
in the mouth of a skilled prostitute within 1.5 minutes. He took amphetamine pep pills to keep going
on his grueling twenty-hour day, with the result that his vision of the world was somewhat skewed in
aparanoid direction, and he took tranquilizers to keep from worrying too much, with the result that
his detachment sometimes bordered on the schizophrenic; but most of the time his innate shrewdness
gave him afingernail grip on redlity. In short, he was much like the rulers of America and Russia.

("And it'snot only asin against God," Mr. Mocenigo shouts, "but it gives you germs, too." It is 1950,
early spring on Mulberry Street, and young Charlie Mocenigo raisesterrified eyes. "Look, look," Mr.
Mocenigo goes on angrily, "don't believe your own father. See what the dictionary says. Look, look
at the page. Here, see. 'Masturbation: self-pollution.’ Do you know what self-pollution means? Do
you know how long those germs last?' And in another spring, 1955, Charles Mocenigo, a pale,
skinny, introverted genius, registers for hisfirst semester at MIT and, coming to the square on the
form that says "Religion," writesin careful block capitals, ATHEIST. He has read Kinsey and
Hirschfeld and aimost al the biologically oriented sexological treatises by this time-studiously
ignoring psychoanalysts and such unscientific types-and the only visible remnant of that early
adolescent terror is a habit of washing his hands frequently when under tension, which earns him the
nickname " Soapy.")

General Talbot looks at Mocenigo pityingly and raises his pistol to the scientist's head. . . .

On August 6, 1902, the world produced its usual crop of new humans, al programmed to act more or
less 'alike, all containing minor variations of the same basic DNA blueprint; of these, approximately
51,000 were female and 50,000 were male; and two of the males, born at the same second, were to
play alargerolein our story, and to pursue somewhat similar and anabatic careers. The first, born
over acheap livery stable in the Bronx, New Y ork, was named Arthur Flegenheimer and, at the other
end of hislife, spoke very movingly about his mother (as well as about bears and sidewalks and
French Canadian Bean Soup); the second, born in one of the finest old homes on Beacon Hill in
Boston, was named Robert Putney Drake and, at the other end of hislife, thought rather harshly of
his mother . . . but when the paths of Mr. Flegenheimer and Mr. Drake crossed, in 1935, one of the
links was formed which led to the Fernando Poo Incident.

And, in present time, more or less, 00005 was summoned to meet W. in the headquarters of a certain
branch of British Intelligence. The date was March 17, but being English, neither 00005 nor W. gave
athought to blessed Saint Patrick; instead, they spoke of Fernando Poo.

"The Yanks," W. said crisply, "are developing evidence that the Russians or the Chinese, or both of
them, are behind this Tequillay Moto swine. Of course, even if that were true, it wouldn't matter a
damn to Her Majesty's government; what do we care if a speck of an island that size turns Red? But
you know the Y anks, 00005-they're ready to go to war over it, athough they haven't announced that
publicly yet."
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"My mission," 00005 asked, the fault lines of cruelty about his mouth turning into a most engaging
smile, "isto hop down to Fernando Poo and find out the real politics of this Tequillay Mota bloke
and if heis Red overthrow him before the Y anks blow up the world?"

"That's the assignment. We can't have a bloody nuclear war just when the balance of paymentsis
almost straightened out and the Common Market isfinally starting to work. So, hop to it,
straightaway. Naturally, if you're captured, Her Majesty's government will have to disavow any
knowledge of your actions.”

"It always seems to work out that way," 00005 said ironically. "l wish for once you'd give me a
mission where Her Mgjesty's bleeding government would stand behind me in atight spot.”

But 00005, of course, was merely being witty; as aloyal subject, he would follow orders under any
circumstances, even if it required the death of every soul on Fernando Poo and himself aswell. He
rose, in his characteristic debonair fashion, and headed for his own office, where he began his
preparations for the Fernando Poo mission. His first step was to check his personal worldwide travel
notebook, seeking the bar in Santa I sobel which came closest to serving a suitable martini and the
restaurant most likely to prepare an endurable lobster Newburg. To his horror, there was no such bar
and no such restaurant. Santa | sobel was bereft of social graces.

"I say," 00005 muttered, "thisis going to be abit thick."

But he cheered up quickly, for he knew that Fernando Poo would be equipped at least with a bevy of
tawny-skinned or coffee-colored females, and such women were the Holy Grail to him. Besides, he
had already formed his own theory about Fernando Poo: he was convinced that BUGGER-
Blowhard's Unreformed Gangsters, Goons, and Espionage Renegades, an international conspiracy of
criminals and double agents, led by the infamous and mysterious Eric "the Red" Blowhard-was
behind it all. 00005 had never heard of the Illuminati.

In fact, 00005, despite his dark hair combed straight back, his piercing eyes, his cruel and handsome
face, histrim athlete's body, and his capacity to penetrate any number of females and defenestrate
any number of malesin the course of duty, was not really an ideal intelligence agent. He had grown
up reading lan Fleming novels and one day, at the age of twenty-one, looked in the mirror, decided
he was everything a Fleming hero should be, and started a campaign to get into the spy game. After
fourteen years in bureaucratic burrowing, he finally arrived in one of the intelligence services, but it
was much more the kind of squalid and bumbling organization in which Harry Palmer had toiled his
cynical days away than it was a berth of Bondage. Nevertheless, 00005 did his best to refurbish and
glamorize the scene and, perhaps because God looks after fools, he hadn't managed to get himself
killed in any of the increasingly bizarre missions to which he was assigned. The missions were all
weird, at first, because nobody took them seriously-they were all based on wild rumors that had to be
checked out just in case there be some truth in them-but later it was realized that 00005's peculiar
schizophreniawas well suited to certain real problems, just as the schizoid of the more withdrawn
typeisideal for a"deeper" agent since he could easily forget what was conventionally considered
hisreal self. Of course, nobody at any time ever took BUGGER seriously, and, behind his back,
00005's obsession with this organization was a subject of much interdepartmental humor.

"Wonderful asit was," Mary Lou said, "some of it was scary."
"‘Why?" Smon asked.
"All those hallucinations. | thought | might be losing my mind."

Smon lit another joint and passed it over to her. "What makes you think, even now, that it was just
hallucinations?" he asked.
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ROCK ROCK ROCK TILL BROAD DAYLIGHT
"If that wasreal,” Mary Lou said firmly, "everything else in my life has been a hallucination.”

Smon grinned. "Now," he said calmly, "you're getting the point.”

THE SECOND TRIP, OR CHOKMAH

Hopalong Horus Rides Again

Hang on for some metaphysics. The Aneristic Principle isthat of ORDER, the Eristic
Principleisthat of DISORDER. On the surface, the Universe seems (to the ignorant) to
be ordered; thisisthe ANERISTIC ILLUSION. Actually, what order is"there" is
imposed on primal chaos in the same sense that a person's name is draped over his actual
self. It isthe job of the scientist, for example, to implement this principle in a practical
manner and some are quite brilliant at it. But on closer examination, order dissolvesinto
disorder, whichisthe ERISTIC ILLUSION.

-Malaclypse the Y ounger, K.S.C., Principia Discordia

And Spaceship Earth, that glorious and bloody circus, continued its four-billion-year-long spiral orbit
about the Sun; the engineering, | must admit, was so exquisite that none of the passengers felt any
motion at all. Those on the dark side of the ship mostly slept and voyaged into worlds of freedom
and fantasy; those on the light side moved about the tasks appointed for them by their rulers, or idled
waiting for the next order from above. In Las Vegas, Dr. Charles Mocenigo woke from another
nightmare and went to the toilet to wash his hands. He thought of his date the next night with Sherri
Brandi and, quite mercifully, had no inkling that it would be his last contact with a woman. Still
seeking calm, he went to the window and looked at the stars-being a specialist, with no interest
beyond his own field, he imagined he was looking up rather than out at them. In New Delhi aboard
the afternoon TWA flight for Hong Kong, Honolulu, and Los Angeles, R. Buckminster Fuller, one of
the few people to be aware that he lived on a spaceship, glanced at his three watches, showing local
time (5:30 P.M.), time at Honolulu, his point of destination (2:30 A.M. the next morning) and present
time in hishome at Carbondale, Illinois (3:30 A.M. the previous morning.) In Paris, the noon crowds
were jostled by hordes of young people distributing |eaflets glowingly describing the world's greatest
Rock Festival and Cosmic Love Feast to be celebrated on the shores of Lake Totenkopf near
Ingolstadt at the end of the month. At Sunderland, England, ayoung psychiatrist left hislunch to
rush to the chronic ward and listen to weird babble proceeding from a patient who had been decade-
silent: "On Walpurgasnacht it's coming. That's when His power is strongest. That's when you'll see
Him. Right at the very stroke of midnight.” In the middle of the Atlantic, Howard the porpoise,
swimming with friends in the mid-morning sun, encountered some sharks and had a nasty fight. Saul
Goodman rubbed tired eyesin New York City as dawn crept over the windowsill, and read a memo
about Charlemagne and the Courts of the Illuminated; Rebecca Goodman, meanwhile, read how the
jealous priests of Bel-Marduk betrayed Babylon to the invading army of Cyrus because their young
king, Belshazzar, had embraced the love-cult of the goddess Ishtar. In Chicago, Simon Moon was
listening to the birds begin to sing and waiting for the first cinnamon rays of dawn, as Mary Lou
Servix dept beside him; his mind was active, thinking about pyramids and rain-gods and sexual yoga
and fifth-dimensional geometries, but thinking mostly about the Ingolstadt Rock Festival and
wondering if it would all happen as Hagbard Celine had predicted.

(Two blocks north in space and over forty years back in time, Smon's mother heard pistol shots as
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she left Wobbly Hall-Smon was a second-generation anarchist-and followed the crowd to gather in
front of the Biograph Theatre where a man lay bleeding to death in the alley. And the next morning-
July 23, 1934-Billie Freschette, in her cell at Cook County Jail, got the news from a matron. In this
White Man's Country, | am the lowliest of the lowly, subjugated because | am not white, and
subjugated again because | am not male. | am the embodiment of all that is rejected and scorned-the
female, the colored, the tribe, the earth-all that has no place in this world of white male technology. |
am the tree that is cut down to make room for the factory that poisonsthe air. | am theriver filled
with sewage. | am the Body that the Mind despises. | am the lowliest of the lowly, the mud beneath
your feet. And yet of all the world John Dillinger picked me to be his bride. He plunged within me,
into the very depths of me. | was his bride, not as your Wise Men and Churches and Governments
know marriage, but we were truly wed. As the tree is wed to the earth, the mountain to the sky, the
sun to the moon. | held his head to my breast, and tousled his hair as if it were sweet as fresh grass,
and | called him "Johnnie." He was more than a man. He was mad but not mad, not as a man may go
mad when he leaves his tribe and lives among hostile strangers and is mistreated and scorned. He
was not mad as all other white men are mad because they have never known atribe. Hewas mad as a
god might be mad. And now they tell me heis dead. 'Well," the matron asked finally, "aren't you
going to say anything? Aren't you Indians human?" She had areal evil shinein her eye, like the eye
of the rattlesnake. She wants to see me cry. She stands there and waits, watching me through the
bars. "Don't you have any feelings at all”? Are you some kind of animal?" | say nothing. | keep my
face immobile. No white shall ever see the tears of a Menominee. At the Biograph Theatre, Molly
Moon turns away in disgust as souvenir hunters dip their handkerchiefsin the blood. | turn away
from the matron and look up, out the barred window, to the stars, and the spaces between them seem
bigger than ever. Bigger and emptier. Inside me there is a space like that now, big and empty, and it
will never befilled again. When the tree istorn out by its roots, the earth must feel that way. The
earth must scream silently, as | screamed silently.) But she understood the sacramental meaning of
the handker chiefs dipped in blood; as Smon understandsit.

Simon, in fact, had what can only be called afunky education. | mean, man, when your parents are
both anarchists the Chicago public school system is going to do your head absolutely no good at all.
Feature me in a 1956 classroom with Eisenhower's Moby Dick face on one wall and Nixon's Captain
Ahab glare on the other, and in between, standing in front of the inevitable American rag, Miss Doris
Day or her older sister telling the class to take home aleaflet explaining to their parents why it's
important for them to vote.

"My parents don't vote," | say.

"Well, this leaflet will explain to them why they should," she tells me with the real authentic Doris
Day sunshine and Kansas cornball smile. It's early in the term and she hasn't heard about me from the
last-semester teacher.

"I really don't think so," | say politely. "They don't think it makes any difference whether Eisenhower
or Stevenson isin the White House. They say the orders will still come from Wall Street.”

It's like athundercloud. All the sunshine goes away. They never prepared her for thisin the school
where they turn out all these Doris Day replicas. The wisdom of the Fathersis being questioned. She
opens her mouth and closes it and opens and closesit and finally takes such a deep breath that every
boy in the room (we're al on the cusp of puberty) gets a hard-on from watching her breasts heave up
and slide down again. | mean, they're all praying (except me, I'm an atheist, of course) that they
won't get called on to stand up; if it wouldn't attract attention, they'd be clubbing their dicks down
with their geography books. "That's the wonderful thing about this country,” she finally gets out,
"even people with opinions like that can say what they want without going to jail."

"Y ou must be nuts," | say. "My dad's been in and out of jail so many times they should put in a
special revolving door just for him: My mom, too. You oughta go out with subversive leafletsin this
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town and see what happens.”

Then, of course, after school, agang of patriots, with the odds around seven-to-one, beat the shit out
of me and make me kiss their red-white-and-blue totem. It's no better at home. Mom's an anarcho-
pacifist, Tolstoy and al that, and she wants me to say | didn't fight back. Dad's a Wobbly and wants
to be surethat | hurt some of them at least as bad as they hurt me. After they yell a me for a half
hour, they yell at each other for two. Bakunin said this and Kropotkin said that and Gandhi said the
other and Martin Luther King is the savior of Americaand Martin Luther King is a bloody fool
selling his people an opium Utopia and all that jive. Go down to Wobbly Hall or Solidarity
Bookstore and you'll still hear the same debate, doubled, redoubled, in spades, and vulnerable.

So naturaly | start hanging out on Wall Street and smoking dope and pretty soon I'm the youngest
living member of what they called the Beat Generation. Which does not improve my relations with
school authorities, but at least it'sarelief from all that patriotism and anarchism. By the time I'm
seventeen and they shot Kennedy and the country starts coming apart at the seams, we're not beatniks
anymore, we're hippies, and the thing to do is go to Mississippi. Did you ever go to Mississippi? You
know what Dr. Johnson said about Scotland-"The best thing you can say for it isthat God created it
for some purpose, but the same is true of Hell." Blot Mississippi; it's not part of this story anyway.
The next stop was Antioch in dear old Y ellow Springs where | majored in mathematics for reasons
you will soon guess. The pot there grows wild in acres and acres of beautiful nature preserve kept up
by the college. Y ou can go out there at night, pick your own grass for the week from the female of
the hemp species and sleep under the stars with afemale of your own species, then wake up in the
morning with birds and rabbits and the whole lost Thomas Wolfe America scene, a stone, aleaf, and
unfound door and all of it, then make it to classreally feeling good and ready for an education. Once
| woke up with a spider running across my face, and | thought, "So a spider is running across my
face," and brushed him off gently, "it's hisworld, too." In the city, | would have killed him. What |
mean is Antioch is a stone groove but that life is no preparation for coming back to Chicago and
Chemical Warfare. Not that | ever got maced before '68, but | could read the signs; don't let anybody
tell you it's pollution, brothers and sisters. It's Chemical Warfare. They'll kill us all to make a buck.

| got stoned one night and went home to see what it would be like relating to Mom and Dad in that
condition. It was the same but different. Tolstoy coming out of her mouth, Bakunin out of his. And it
was suddenly all weird and super-freaky, like Goddard shooting a Kafka scene: two dead Russians
debating with each other, long after they were dead and buried, out of the mouths of apair of
Chicago Irish radicals. The young frontal -lobe-type anarchists in the city werein their first surrealist
revival just then and | had been reading some of their stuff and it clicked.

"Y ou're both wrong," | said. "Freedom won't come through Love, and it won't come through Force. It
will come through the Imagination.” | put in al the capital letters and | was so stoned that they got
contact-high and heard them, too. Their mouths dropped open and | felt like William Blake telling
Tom Painewhereit wasreally at. A Knight of Magic waving my wand and dispersing the shadows
of Maya.

Dad was the first to recover. "Imagination,” he said, his big red face crinkling in that grin that always
drove the cops crazy when they were arresting him. "That's what comes of sending good working-
class boys to rich people's colleges. Words and books get al mixed up with reality in their heads.
When you were in that jail in Mississippi you imagined yourself through the walls, didn't you? How
many times an hour did you imagine yourself through the walls? | can guess. Thefirst time | was
arrested, during the GE strike of thirty-three, | walked through those walls amillion times. But every
time | opened my eyes, the walls and the bars were still there. What got me out finally? What got you
out of Biloxi finally? Organization. If you want big words to talk to intellectuals with, that's afine
big word, son, just as many syllables as imagination, and it has alot morerealism init."

That'swhat | remember best about him, that one speech, and the strange clear blue of his eyes. He
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died that year, and | found out that there was more to the Imagination than | had known, for he didn't
dieat al. He's still around, in the back of my skull somewhere, arguing with me, and that's the truth.
It's also the truth that he's dead, really dead, and part of me was buried with him. It's uncool to love
your father these days, so | didn't even know that | loved him until they closed the coffin and | heard
myself sobbing, and it comes back again, that same emptiness, whenever | hear "Joe Hill":

"The copper bosses ulled you, Joe."
"I never died,” said he.

Both lines are true, and mourning never ends. They didn't shoot Dad the clean way, like Joe Hill, but
they ground him down, year after year, burning out his Wob fires (and he was Aries, areal fire sign)
with their cops, their courts, their jails, and their taxes, their corporations, their cages for the spirit
and cemeteries for the soul, their plastic liberalism and murderous Marxism, and even as | say that |
have to pay adebt to Lenin for he gave me the words to express how | felt when Dad was gone.
"Revolutionaries,” he said, "are dead men on furlough.” The Democratic Convention of '68 was
coming and | knew that my own furlough might be much shorter than Dad's because | was ready to
fight them in the streets. All spring Mom was busy at the Women for Peace center and | was busy
conspiring with surrealists and Yippies. Then | met Mao Tsu-hsl.

It was April 30, Walpurgasnacht (pause for thunder on the soundtrack), and | was rapping with some
of the crowd at the Friendly Stranger. H.P. Lovecraft (the rock group, not the writer) was conducting
servicesin the back room, pounding away at the door to Acid Land in the gallant effort, new and
striking that year, to break in on waves of sound without any chemical skeleton key at al and | amin
no position to evaluate their success objectively since | was, asis often the case with me, 99 and
44/100ths percent stoned out of my gourd before they began operations. | kept catching this uniquely
pensive Oriental face at the next table, but my own gang, including the weird faggot-priest we
nicknamed Padre Pederastia, had most of my attention. | was laying it on them heavy. It was my
Donatien Alphonse Francois de Sade period.

"The head-trip anarchists are as constipated as the Marxists,” | was giving forth; you recognize the
style by now. "Who speaks for the thalamus, the glands, the cells of the organism? Who sees the
organism? We cover it with clothes to hide its apehood. We won't have liberated ourselves from
servitude until people throw all their clothes in the closet in spring and don't take them out again
winter. We won't be human beings, the way apes are apes and dogs are dogs, until we fuck where
and when we want to, like any other mammal. Fucking in the streetsisn't just atactic to blow minds;
it's recapturing our own bodies. Anything less and we're still robots possessing the wisdom of the
straight line but not the understanding of the organic curve.” And so on. And so forth. | think | found
afew good arguments for rape and murder while | was @t it.

"The next step beyond anarchy,” somebody said cynically. "Real chaos.”

"Why not?' | demanded. "Who works at a straight job here?' None of them did, of course; | deal
dope mysdlf. "Will you work at a straight job for something that callsitself an anarchist syndicate?
Will you run an engine lathe eight unfucking hours a day because the syndicate tells you the people
need what the lathe produces? If you will, the people just becomes a new tyrant.”

"To hell with machines,"” Kevin McCooal, the poet, said enthusiastically. "Back to the caves!" He was
as stoned as me.

The Oriental face leaned over: she was wearing a strange headband with a golden apple inside a
pentagon. Her black eyes somehow reminded me of my father's blue eyes. "What you want is an
organization of the imagination?' she asked politely.

| flipped. It was too much, hearing those words just then.
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"A man at the Vedanta Society told me that John Dillinger walked through the walls when he made
his escape from Crown Point Jail," Miss Mao went on in alevel tone. "Do you think that is
possible?’

Y ou know how dark coffee houses are. The Friendly Stranger was murkier than most. | had to get
out. Blake talked to the Archangel Gabriel every morning at breakfast, but | wasn't that heavy yet.

"Hey, where you going, Simon?"' somebody called. Miss Mao didn't say anything, and | didn't look
back at that polite and pensive face-it would have been much easier if she looked sinister and
inscrutable. But when | hit Lincoln and started toward Fullerton, | heard steps behind me. | turned
and Padre Pederastia touched my arm gently.

"| asked her to come and listen to you," he said. "She was to give asignal if she thought you were
ready. The signal was more dramatic than | expected, it seems. A conversation out of your past that
had some heavy emotional meaning to you?"

"She'samedium?’ | asked numbly.

"You can nameit that." | looked at him in the light from the Biograph marquee and | remembered
Mom's story about the people dipping their handkerchiefsin Dillinger's blood and | heard the old
hymn start in my head ARE YOU WASHED are you washed ARE you WASHED in the BLOOD of
the Lamb and | remembered how we all thought he hung out with us freaks in the hope of leading us
back to the church holy Roman Catholic and apostolic as Dad called it when he was drunk and bitter.
It was obvious that whatever the Padre was recruiting for had little to do with that particular
theological trade union.

"What isthis?' | asked. "And who is that woman?"

"She's the daughter of Fu Manchu," he said. Suddenly, he threw his head back and laughed like a
rooster crowing. Just as suddenly, he stopped and looked at me. Just looked at me.

"Somehow," | said slowly, "I've qualified for a small demonstration of whatever you and she are
selling. But | don't qualify for any more until | make the right move?' He gave the faintest hint of a
nod and went on watching me.

Well, | was young and ignorant of everything outside ten million books I'd gobbled and guilty-
unsure about my imaginative flights away from my father's realism and of course stoned of course
but | finally understood why he was watching me that way, it was (this part of it) pure Zen, there was
nothing | could do consciously or by valition that would satisfy him and | had to do exactly that
which | could not not do, namely be Simon Moon. Which led to deciding then and there without any
time to mull it over and rationalize it just what the hell being Simon Moon or, more precisely
SimonMooning, consisted of, and it seemed to be a matter of wandering through room after room of
my brain looking for the owner and not finding him anywhere, sweat broke out on my forehead, it
was becoming desperate because | was running out of rooms and the Padre was still watching me.

"Nobody home," | said finally, sure that the answer wasn't good enough.

"That'sodd," he said. "Who's conducting the search?’

And | walked through the walls and into the Fire.

Which was the beginning of the larger and funkier part of my (Simon's) education, and where we

cannot, as yet, follow him. He sleeps now, ateacher rather than alearner, while Mary Lou Servix
awakes beside him and tries to decide whether it was just the pot or if something really spooky
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happened last night. Howard sports in the Atlantic; Buckminster Fuller, flying above the Pacific,
crosses the international date line and slips back into April 23 again; it isdawn in Las Vegas and
Mocenigo, the nightmares and anxieties of night forgotten, looks forward cheerfully to the
production of the first live cultures of Anthrax-Leprosy-Pi, which will make this amemorable day in
more ways than he expects; and George Dorn, somewhere outside this time system, iswriting in his
journal. Each word, however, seems magically to appear by itself asif no volition on his part were
necessary to its production. He read the words his pencil scrawled, but they appeared the
communications of another intelligence. Y et they picked up where he had left off in his hotel room
and they spoke with his private idiom:

... the universe is the inside without any outside, the sound made by one eye opening. In fact, | don't
even know that thereisauniverse. More likely, there are many multi verses, each with its own
dimensions, times, spaces, laws and eccentricities. We wander between and among these
multiverses, trying to convince others and ourselves that we all walk together in asingle public
universe that we can share. For to deny that axiom leads to what is called schizophrenia.

Y eah, that'sit: every man's skin is his own private multiverse, just like every man's home is supposed
to be his castle. But all the multiverses are trying to merge, to create a true universe such as we have
only imagined previously. Maybe it will be spiritual, like Zen or telepathy, or maybe it will be
physical, one great big gang-fuck, but it has to happen: the creation of a universe and the one great
eye opening to see itself at last. Aum Shival

-Oh, man, you're stoned out of your gourd. Y ou're writing gibberish.

No, I'm writing with absolute clarity, for the first timein my life.

-Y eah? Well what was that business about the universe being the sound of one eye opening?
Never mind that. Who the hell are you and how did you get into my head?

"Your turn now, George."

Sheriff Cartwright stood in the door, amonk in a strange red and white robe beside him, holding
some kind of wand the deep color of afire engine.

"No-no-" George started to stammer. But he knew.

"Of course you know," the Sheriff said kindly-asif he were suddenly sorry about it all. ™Y ou knew
before you left New Y ork and came down here."

They were at the foot of the gallows. ". . . each with its own times, spaces, laws and eccentricities,”
George was thinking wildly. Yes: if the universe is one big eye looking at itself, then telepathy is no
miracle, for anyone who opens his own eyes fully can then look through all other eyes. (For a
moment, George looks through the eyes of John Ehrlichman as Dick Nixon urges lewdly, "You can
say | don't remember. You can say | can't recall. | can't give any answer to that that | can recall.” |
can't give any answer to that that | can recall) "All flesh will seeit in one instant”: who wrote that?

"Gonnamiss you, boy," the Sheriff said, offering an embarrassed handshake. Numbly, George
clasped the man's hot, reptilian palm.

The monk walked beside him up the gallows' steps. Thirteen, George was thinking, there are always
thirteen stepson agallows. . . . And you always cream in your jeans when your neck breaks. It has
something to do with the pressure on the spinal cord being transmitted through the prostate gland.
The Orgasm-Death Gimmick, Burroughs callsit.
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At the fifth step, the monk said suddenly: "Hail Eris."

George stared at the man dumbfounded. Who was Eris? Somebody in Greek mythology, but
somebody very important. . . .

"It all depends on whether the fool has wisdom enough to repeat it."
"Quiet, idiot-he can hear us!"

| got some bad pot, George decided, and I'm still back on the hotel bed, hallucinating all this. But he
repeated, uncertainly: "Hail Eris."

Immediately, just like his one and only acid trip, dimension began to ater. The steps grew larger,
steeper-ascending them seemed as perilous as climbing Mount Everest. The air was suddenly lit with
reddish flame- Definitely, George thought, some weird and freaky pot. ...

And then, for some reason, he looked upward.

Each step was now higher than an ordinary building. He was near the bottom of a pyramidal
skyscraper of thirteen colossal levels. And at the top. . . . And at the top....

And at the top One Enormous Eye-a ruby and demonic orb of cold fire, without mercy or pity or
contempt -looked at him and into him and through him.

The hand reaches down, turns on both bathtub faucets full-power, then reaches upward to do the
same to the sink faucets. Banana-Nose Maldonado leans forward and whispersto Carmel, "Now you
can talk."

(The old man using the name "Frank Sullivan" was met, at Los Angeles International Airport,
November 22, 1963, by Mao Tsu-Hsi, who drove him to his bungalow on Fountain Avenue. He gave
his report in terse, unemotional sentences. "My God," she said when he finished, "what do you make
of it?' He thought carefully and grunted, "It beats the hell out of me. The guy on the triple underpass
was definitely Harry Coin. | recognized him through my binoculars. The guy in the window at the
Book Depository very likely was this galoot Oswald that they've arrested. The guy on the grassy
knoll was Bernard Barker from the CIA Bay of Pigs gang. But | didn't get agood look at the gink on
the County Records building. One thing I'm sure of: we can't keep all thisto ourselves. At the very
least, we pass the word on to ELF. It might alter their plansfor OM. Y ou've heard of OM?' She
nodded, saying, "Operation Mindfuck. It's their big project for the next decade or so. Thisis abigger
Mindfuck than anything they had planned.")

"Red China?" Maldonado whispers incredulously. "You musta been reading the Readers Digest. We
get all our horse from friendly governments like Laos. The CIA would have our ass otherwise.”
Sraining to be heard over the running water, Carmel asks despondently, "Then you don't know how
| could meet a Communist spy?"

Maldonado stares at him levelly. "Communism doesn't have a good image right now,” he saysicily;
itis April 3, two days after the Fernando Poo Incident.

Bernard Barker, former servant of both Batista and Castro, dons his gloves outside the Watergate; in
aflash of memory he sees the grassy knoll, Oswald, Harry Coin, and, further back, Castro
negotiating with Banana-Nose Maldonado.

(But this present year, on March 24, Generalissimo Tequillay Mota finally found the book he was
looking for, the one that was as precise and pragmatic about running a country as L uttwak's Coup
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d'Etat had been about seizing one. It was called The Prince and its author was a subtle Italian named
Machiavelli; it told the Generalissimo everything he wanted to know-except how to handle American
hydrogen bombs, which, unfortunately, Machiavelli had lived too soon to foresee.)

"It isour duty, our sacred duty to defend Fernando Poo," Atlanta Hope was telling a cheering crowd
in Cincinnati that very day. "Are we to wait until the godless Reds are right here in Cincinnati?' The
crowd started to scream their unwillingness to wait that long-they had been expecting the godless
Reds to arrive in Cincinnati since about 1945 and were, by now, convinced that the dirty cowards
were never going to come and would have to be met on their own turf-but a group of dirty,
longhaired, freaky-looking students from Antioch College began to chant, "I Don't Want to Die for
Fernandoo Poo." The crowd turned in fury: at last, somereal redsto fight. . . . Seven ambulances and
thirty police cars were soon racing to scene....

(But only five years earlier Atlanta had a different message. When God's Lightning was first
founded, as a splinter off Women's Liberation, it had asits slogan "No More Sexism," and its
original targets were adult bookstores, sex-education programs, men's magazines, and foreign
movies. It Was only after meeting "Smiling Jim" Trepomena of Knights of Christianity United in
Faith that Atlanta discovered that both male supremacy and orgasms were part of the International
Communist Conspiracy. It was at that point, really, that God's Lightning and orthodox Women's Lib
totally parted company, for the orthodox faction, just then, were teaching that male supremacy and
orgasms were part of the International Kapitalist Conspiracy.)

"Fernando Poo," the President of the United States told reporters even as Atlanta was calling for all-
out war, "will not become another Laos, or another Costa Rica.”

"When are we going to get our troops out of Laos?' areporter from the New York Times asked
quickly; but a man from the Washington Post asked just as rapidly, "And when are we going to get
our troops out of Costa Rica?’

"Our Present Plans for Withdrawal are going Forward according to an Orderly Schedule,” the
President began; but in Santa Isabel itself, as Tequillay Mota underlined a passage in Machiavelli,
00005 concluded a shortwave broadcast to a British submarine lying 17 miles off the coast of the
isand: "The Y anks have gone absolutely bonkers, I'm afraid. I've been here nine days now and | am
absolutely convinced there is not one Russian or Chinese agent in any way involved with
Generalissimo Tequillay Mota, nor are there any troops of either of those governments hiding
anywhere in the jungles. However, BUGGER is definitely running a heroin smuggling ring here, and
| would like permission to investigate that." (The permission was to be denied; old W., back at
Intelligence HQ in London, knew that 00005 was a bit bonkers about BUGGER himself and
imagined that it was involved in every mission he undertook.)

At the same time, in a different hotel, Tobias Knight, on special loan from the FBI to the CIA,
concluded his nightly shortwave broadcast to an American submarine 23 miles off the coast: "The
Russian troops are definitely engaged in building what can only be a rocket-launching site, and the
Slants are constructing what seems to be a nuclear installation. . . ."

And Hagbard Celine, lying 40 miles out in the Bight of Biafrain the Lief Erickson, intercepted both
messages, and smiled cynically, and wired P. in New York: ACTIVATE MALIK AND PREPARE
DORN.

(While the most obscure, seemingly trivial part of the whole puzzle appeared in a department store in
Houston. It was asign that said:

NO SMOKING. NO SPITTING.
THE MGT.
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Thisreplaced an earlier sign that had hung on the main showroom wall for many years, saying only

NO SMOKING
THE MGT.

The change, although small, had subtle repercussions. The store catered only to the very wealthy,
and this clientele did not object to being told that they could not smoke. The fire hazard, after al,
was obvious. On the other hand, that bit about spitting was somehow a touch offensive; they most
certainly were not the sort of people who would spit on somebody's floor-or, at least, none of them
had done such athing at any time since about one month or at most one year after they became
wealthy. Y es, the sign was definitely bad diplomacy.

Resentment festered. Sales fell off. And membership in the Houston branch of God's Lightning
increased. Wealthy, powerful membership.

(The odd thing was that the Management had nothing at all to do with the sign.)
George Dorn awoke screaming.

He lay on the floor of hiscell in Mad Dog County Jail. His first frantic, involuntary glance told him
that Harry Coin had vanished completely from the adjoining cell. The shit-pot was back in its corner
and he knew, without being able to check, that there would be no human intestinesin it.

Terror tactics, he thought They were out to break him-a task which was beginning to look easy-but
they were covering up the evidence as they went along.

There was no light through the cell window; it was, therefore, still night. He hadn't slept but merely
fainted.

Likeagirl.

Like along-haired commie faggot. Oh, shit and prune juice, he told himself sourly, cut it out. You've
known for years that you're no hero. Don't take that particular sore out and rub sandpaper on it now.
You're not a hero, but you're a goddam stubborn, pigheaded, and determined coward. That's why
you've stayed alive on assignments like this before.

Show these redneck mammyjammers just how stubborn, pig-headed, and determined you can be.

George started with an old gimmick. A piece torn off thetail of his shirt gave him awriting.tablet.
The point of his shoelace became atemporary pen. His own saliva, spat onto the polish of the shoes
themselves, created a substitute ink.

Laborioudy, after a half hour, be had his message written:

WHOEVER FINDS THIS $50 TO CALL JOE MALIK, NEW YORK CITY, AND
TELL HIM GEORGE DORN HELD WITHOUT LAWY ER MAD DOG COUNTY
JAIL

The message shouldn't land too close to the jail, so George began looking for a weighted object. In
five minutes, he decided on a spring from the bunk mattress; it took him seventeen minutes more to
pry it loose.

After the missile was hurled out toe window-probably, George knew, to be found by somebody who
would immediately turn it over to Sheriff Jim Cartwright-he began thinking of alternate plans.
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He found, however, that instead of devising schemes for escape or deliverance, his mind insisted on
going off in an entirely different direction. The face of the monk from his dream pursued him. He
had seen that face somewhere before, he knew; but where? Somehow, the question was important.
He began trying in earnest to re-create the face and identify it-James Joyce, H. P. Lovecraft, and a
monk in a painting by Fra Angelico al came to mind. It was none of them, but it looked somehow a
little like each of them.

Suddenly tired and discouraged, George slouched back on the bunk and let his hand lightly clutch his
penis through his trousers. Heroes of fiction don't jack off when the going gets rough, he reminded
himself. Well, hell, he wasn't a hero and this wasn't fiction. Besides, | wasn't going to jack-off (after
all, They might be watching through a peephole, ready to use this natural jailhouse weakness to
humiliate me further and break my ego). No, | definitely wasn't going to jack-off: | wasjust going to
hold it, lightly, through my trousers, until | felt some life-force surging back into my body and
displacing fear, exhaustion and despair. Meanwhile, | thought about Pat back in New Y ork. She was
wearing nothing but her cute black lace bra and panties, and her nipples are standing up pointy and
hard. Make it Sophia Loren, and take the bra off so | can see the nipples directly. Ah, yes, and now
try it the other way: she (Sophia, no make it Pat again) is wearing the bra but the panties are off
showing the pubic bush. Let her play with it, get her fingersin there, and the other hand on a nipple,
ah, yes, and now she (Pat-no, Sophia) is kneeling to unzipper my fly. My penis grew harder and her
mouth opened in expectation. | reached down and cupped her breast with one hand, taking the nipple
she had been caressing, feeling it harden more. (Did James Bond ever do thisin Doctor No's
dungeon?) Sophia's tongue (not my hand, not my hand) is busy and hot, sending pul sations through
my entire body. Take it, you cunt. Takeit, O God, aflash of the Passaic and the gun at my forehead,
and you can't call them cunts nowadays, ah, you cunt, you cunt, take it, and it is Pat, it's that night at
her pad when we were both zonked on hashish and | never never never had a blow-job like that
before or since, my hands were in her hair, gripping her shoulders, take it, suck me off (get out of my
head, mother), and her mouth is wet and rhythmic and my cock isjust as sensitive as that night
zonked on the hash, and | pulled the trigger and then the explosion came just as | did (pardon the
diction) and | was on the floor coughing and bouncing, my eyes watering. The second blast lifted me
again and threw me with a crunch against the wall.

Then the machine-gun fire started.

Jesus H. Particular Christ on acrutch, | thought frantically, whatever it is that's happening they're
going to find me with come on the front of my trousers.

And every bone in my body broken, | think.

The machine gun suddenly stopped stuttering and | thought | heard avoice cry "Earwicker, Bloom
and Craft."-I've still got Joyce on my mind, | decided. Then the third explosion came, and | covered
my head as parts of the ceiling began falling on me.

A key suddenly clanked against his cell door. Looking up, | saw ayoung woman in atrench coat,
carrying atommy gun, and desperately trying one key after another in the lock.

From somewhere else in the building there came a fourth explosion.

The woman grinned tensely at the sound. "Commie motherfuckers,” she muttered, still trying keys.
"Who the hell areyou?' | finally asked hoarsely.

"Never mind that now," she snapped. "We've come to rescue you-isn't that enough?’

Before | could think of areply, the door swung open.
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"Quick," she said, "thisway."

| limped after her down the hall. Suddenly she stopped, studied the wall a moment, and pressed
against abrick. The wall dlid smoothly aside and we entered what appeared to be a chapel of some
sort.

Good weeping Jesus and his brother Irving, | thought, I'm still still dreaming.

For the chapel was not anything that a sane man would expect to find in Mad Dog County Jail.
Decorated entirely in red and white-the colors of Hassan i Sabbah and the Assassins of Alamout, |
remembered incredul ously-it was adorned with strange Arabic symbols and slogans in German:
"Heute die Welt, M or gens das Sonnensystem," " Ewige Blumenkraft Und Ewige Schlangekraft!"
"Gestern Hanf, Heute Hanf, Immer Hanf."

And the altar was a pyramid with thirteen ledges-with aruby-red eye at the top.

This symboal, I now recalled with mounting confusion, was the Great Seal of the United States.
"Thisway," the woman said, motioning with her tommy gun.

We passed through another sliding wall and found ourselvesin an aley behind the jail.

A black Cadillac awaited us. "Everybody's out!" the driver shouted. He was an old man, more than
sixty, but hard and shrewd-1ooking.

"Good," the woman said. "Here's George."

| was pushed into the back seat-which was aready full of grim-looking men and grimmer-looking
munitions of various sorts-and the car started at once.

"One for good measure,”" the woman in the trench coat shouted and threw another plastic bomb back
at thejail.

"Right," the driver said. "It fits, too-that makes ft five."

"The Law of Fives," another passenger chuckled bitterly. " Serves the commie bastards right. A taste
of their own medicine."

| could restrain myself no longer.

"What the hell is going on?' | demanded. "Who are you people? What makes you think Sheriff
Cartwright and his police are communists? And where are you taking me?"

"Shut up," said the woman who had unlocked my cell, nudging me none too affectionately with her
machine gun. "We'll talk when we're ready. Meanwhile, wipe the come off your pants.”

The car sped into the night.

(In aBentley limousine, Fedrico "Banana Nose" Mal-donado drew on his cigar and relaxed as his
chauffeur drove him toward Robert Putney Drake's mansion in Blue Point, Long Island. In back of
his eyes, almost forgotten, Charlie "The Bug" Workman, Mendy Weiss, and Jimmy the Shrew listen
soberly, on October 23, 1935, as Banana Nose tells them: "Don't give the Dutchman a chance.
Cowboy the son of abitch." The three guns nod stolidly; cowboying somebody is messy, but it pays
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well. In an ordinary hit, you can be precise, even artistic, because after al the only thing that matters
isthat the person so honored should be definitely dead afterwards. Cowboying, in the language of the
profession, leaves no room for personal taste or delicacy: the important thing is that there should be a
lot of lead in the air and the victim should leave a spectacularly gory corpse for the tabloids, as
notification that the Brotherhood is both edgy and short-tempered and everybody better watch his
ass. Although it wasn't obligatory, it was considered a sign of true enthusiasm on a cowboy job if the
guest of honor took along afew innocent bystanders, so everybody would understand exactly how
edgy the Brotherhood was feeling. The Dutchman took two such bystanders. And in adifferent

world that is still thisworld, Albert "The Teacher" Stern opens his morning paper on July 23, 1934,
and reads FBI SHOOTS DILLINGER, thinking wistfully If I could kill somebody that important, my
name would never be forgotten. Further back, back further: February 7, 1932, Vincent "Mad Dog"
Coll looks through the phone-booth door and sees a familiar face crossing the drugstore and a
tommy-gun in the man's hand. " The god-damned pig-headed Dutchman,” he howled, but nobody
heard him because the Thompson gun was aready systematically spraying the phone-booth up and
down, right and left, left and right, and up and down again for good measure.. . . But tilt the picture
another way and-this emerges: On November 10, 1948, the "World's Greatest Newspaper,” the
Chicago Tribune announced the election to the Presidency of the United States of America of
Thomas Dewey, a man who not only was not elected but would not even have been alive if Banana
Nose Maldonado had not given such specific instructions concerning the Dutchman to Charlie the
Bug, Mendy Weiss and Jimmy the Shrew.)

Who shot you? the police stenographer asked. Mother is the best bet, Oh mama mama mama. | want
harmony. 1 don't want harmony, is the delirious answer. Who shot you? the question is repeated. The
Dutchman still replies: Oh mama mama mama. French Canadian bean soup.

We drovetill dawn. The car stopped on aroad by a beach of white sand. Tall, skinny palm trees
stood black against a turquoise sky. This must be the Gulf of Mexico, | thought. They could now
load me with chains and drop me in the gulf, hundreds of miles from Mad Dog, without involving
Sheriff Jim. No, they had raided Sheriff Jim'sjail. Or was that a hallucination? | was going to have to
keep more of an eye on reality. Thiswas a new day, and | was going to know facts hard and sharp-
edged in the sunlight and keep them straight.

| was stiff and sore and tired from a night of driving. The only rest I'd gotten was fitful dozing in
which cyclopean ruby eyes looked at metill | awoke in terror. Mavis, the woman with the tommy
gun, had put her arms around me several times when | screamed. She would murmur soothingly to
me, and once her lips, smooth, cool and soft, had brushed my ear.

At the beach, Mavis motioned me out of the car. The sun was as hot as the bishop's jock strap when
he finished his sermon on the evils of pornography. She stepped out behind me and slammed the
door.

"We wait here," she said. "The others go back."

"What are we waiting for?' | asked. Just then the driver of the car gunned the motor. The car swung
round in awide U-turn. In aminute its rear end had disappeared beyond a bend in the Gulf highway.
We were aone with the rising sun and the sand-strewn asphalt.

Mavis motioned me to walk down the beach with her. A little ways ahead, far back from the water,
was a small white-painted frame cabana. A woodpecker landed wearily on its roof like he had flown
more missions than Y ossarian and never intended to go up again.

"What's the plan, Mavis? A private execution on alonely beach in another state so Sheriff Jim can't
get blamed?”
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"Don't be adummy, George. We blew up that commie bastard'sjail."

"Why do you keep calling Sheriff Cartwright acommie? If ever aman had KKK written all over his
forehead, it was that reactionary redneck prick."

"Don't you know your Trotsky? 'Worse is better.' Slobs like Cartwright are trying to discredit
Americato makeit ripe for aleft-wing takeover."

"I'm aleft-winger. If you're against commies, you've got to be against me." | didn't care to tell her
about my other friends in Weatherman and Morituri.

"You'rejust aliberal dupe."
"I'm not aliberal, I'm amilitant radical ."

"A radical is nothing but aliberal with abig mouth. And amilitant radical is nothing but abig-
mouthed liberal with a Che costume. Balls. We're the real radicals, George. We do things, like last
night Except for Weatherman and Morituri, all the militant radicals in your crowd ever do is take out
the Molotov cocktail diagram that they carefully clipped from The New York Review of Books, hang
it on the bathroom door and jack-off in connection with it. No offense meant." The woodpecker
turned his head and watched us suspiciously like a paranoid old man.

"And what are your politics, if you're such aradical?' | asked.

"I believe that government governs best of all that governs least of all. Preferably not at all. And |
believe in the laissez faire capitalist economic system.”

"Then you must hate my politics. Why did you rescue me?"
"Y ou're wanted," she said.

"By whom?'

"Hagbard Celine."

"And who is Hagbard Celine?' We had reached the cabana and were standing beside it, facing each
other, glaring at each other. The woodpecker turned his head and looked at us with the other eye.

"What is John Guilt?' Mavis said. | might have guessed, | thought, a Hope fiend. She went on, "It
took awhole book to answer that one. As for Hagbard, you'll learn by seeing. Enough for now that
you know that he's the man who requested that we rescue you."

"But you personally don't like me and would not have gone out of your way to help me?"

"I don't know about not liking you. That splotch of come on your trousers has had me horny ever
since Mad Dog. Also the excitement of the raid. I've got some tension to burn off. I'd prefer to save
myself for a man who completely meets the criteria of my value system. But | could get awfully
horny waiting for him. No regrets, no guilt, though. You're all right. You'll do." "What are you
talking about?' "I'm talking about your fucking me, George." "l never knew agirl-I mean woman-
who believed in the capitalist system who was any kind of a good fuck."

"What has your pathetic circle of acquaintances got to do with the price of gold? | doubt you ever
met awoman who believed in the real laissez faire capitalist system. Such awoman is not likely to
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be caught traveling in your left-liberal circles." She took me by the hand and led me into the cabana.
She shrugged out of her trench coat and spread it carefully on the floor. She was wearing a black
sweater and apair of blue jeans, both tight-fitting. She pulled the sweater off over her head. She was
wearing no bra, and her breasts were apple-sized cherry-tipped cones. There was some sort of dark
red birthmark between them.

"Y our kind of capitalist woman was a Nixonette in 1972, and she believesin that half-ass corporate
socialist bastard fascist mixed economy Frank Roosevelt blessed these United States with." She
unbuckled her wide black belt and unzipped her jeans. She tugged them down over her hips. | felt my
hardon swelling up inside my pants. "Libertarian women are good fucks, because they know what
they want, and what they want they like alot.” She stepped out of her jeansto reveal, of all things,
panties made of some strange metallic-looking synthetic material that was gold in color.

How can | know facts hard and sharp-edged in the sunlight and keep them straight when this
happens? "Y ou really want me to fuck you right now on this public beach in broad daylight?* The
woodpecker went to work above us just then, banging away like arock drummer, | suddenly
remembered from high school:

The Woodpecker pecked on the out-house door; He pecked and he pecked till his pecker was sore....

"George, you're too serious. Don't you know how to play? Did you ever think that life is maybe a
game? There is no difference between life and a game, you know. When you play, for instance,
playing with atoy, thereisno winning or losing. Lifeis atoy, George, I'm atoy. Think of measa
doll. Instead of sticking pinsin me, you can stick your thing in me. Fm amagic doll, like a voodoo
doll. A doll isawork of art. Artis magic. You make an image of the thing you want to possess or
cope with, so you can cope with it. Y ou make amodel, so you have it under control. Dig? Don't you
want to possess me? Y ou can, but just for amoment.”

| shook my head. "I can't believe you. The way you're talking-it's not real."

"I awaystalk like thiswhen I'm horny. It happens that at such times I'm more open to the vibrations
from outer space. George, are unicorns real”? Who made unicorns? |s a thought about unicorns areal
thought? How isit different from the mental picture of my pussy-which you've never seen-that
you've got in your head at this minute? Does the fact that you can think of fucking me and | can think
of fucking with you mean we are going to fuck? Or is the universe going to surprise us? Wisdom is
wearying, folly is fun. What does a horse with a single long horn sticking straight out of its head
mean to you?"

My eyes went from the pubic bulge under her gold panties, where they'd strayed when she said
"pussy,” to the mark between her breasts.

It wasn't a birthmark. | felt like a bucket of ice water hit my groin.

| pointed. "What does ared eye inside a red-and-white triangle mean to you?"

Her open hand slammed against my jaw. "Motherfucker! Never speak to me about that!"

Then she bowed her head. "1'm sorry, George. | had no right to do that. Hit me back, if you want."
"I don't want. But I'm afraid you've turned me off sexually.”

"Nonsense. Y ou're a healthy man. But now | want to give you something without taking anything

from you." She knelt before me on her trench coat, her knees parted, unzipped my fly, reached in
with quick, tickling fingers, and pulled my penis out. She slipped her mouth around it. It was my jail



[Hluminatus! Trilogy Seite 48 von 470

fantasy coming true.
"What are you doing?"

She took her lips away from my penis, and | looked down and saw that the head was shiny with
salivaand swelling visibly in rapid throbs. Her breasts-my glance avoided the Masonic tattoo-were
somewhat fuller, and the nipples stuck out erect.

She smiled. "Don't whistle while you're pissing, George, and don't ask questions when you're getting
blowed. Shut up and get hard. Thisisjust quid pro quo.”

When | came | didn't feel much juice jetting out through my penis; 1'd used alot up whacking off in
jail. 1 noted with pleasure that what there was of it she didn't spit out. She smiled and swallowed it.

The sun was higher and hotter in the sky and the woodpecker celebrated by drumming faster and
harder. The Gulf sparkled like Mrs. Aster's best diamonds. | peered out at the water: just below the
horizon there was a flash of gold among the diamonds.

Mavis suddenly struck her legs out in front of her and dropped onto her back. "George! | can't give
without taking. Please, quick, whileit's still hard, get down here and dlip it to me."

| looked down. Her lips were trembling. She was tugging the gold panties away from her black-
escutcheoned crotch. My wet cock was already beginning to droop. | looked down at her and
grinned.

"No," | said. "I don't like girls who slap you one minute and get the hots for you the next minute.
They don't meet the criteria of my value system. | think they're nuts." Carefully and deliberately |
stuffed my pecker back into my trousers and stepped away from her. It was sore anyway, likein the
rhyme.

"You're not such a schmuck after al, you bastard," she said through gritted teeth. Her hand was
moving rapidly between her legs. In amoment she arched her back, eyes clenched tight, and emitted
alittle scream, like a baby seagull out on itsfirst flight, a strangely virginal sound.

She lay relaxed for amoment, then picked herself up off the cabanafloor and started to dress. She
glanced out at the water and | followed her eyes. She pointed at the distant glint of gold.

"Hagbard's here."

A buzzing sound floated across the water. After amoment, | spotted a small black motorboat coming
toward us. We watched in silence as the boat grounded its bow on the white beach. Mavis motioned
at me, and | followed her down the sand to the water's edge. There was a man in a black turtleneck
sweater sitting in the stern of the boat. Mavis climbed in the bow and turned to me with a questioning
look. The woodpecker felt bad vibes and took off with aflapping and cawing like the omen of

Doom.

What the hell am | getting into, and why am | so crazy asto go along? | tried to see what it was out
there that the motorboat had come from, but the sun on the gold metal was flashing blindingly and |
couldn't make out a shape. | looked back at the black motorboat and saw that there was a circular
gold object painted on the bow and there was alittle black flag flying at the stern with the same gold
object in its center. | pointed at the emblem on the bow.

"What's that?"
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"An apple," said Mavis.

People who chose a golden apple as their symbol couldn't be all bad. | jumped into the boat, and its
pilot used an oar to push off. We buzzed over the smooth water of the Gulf toward the golden object
on the horizon. It was still blinding from reflected sunlight, but | was now able to make out along,
low silhouette with a small tower in the center, like a matchbox on top of a broomstick. Then |
realized that | had my judgment of distances wrong. The ship, or whatever it was, was much more
distant than I'd first realized.

It was a submarine-a golden submarine-and it appeared to be the equivalent of five city blocks long,
as big as the biggest ocean liner | had ever heard of. The conning tower was about three stories high.
Aswe drew up besideit | saw a man on the tower waving to us. Mavis waved back. | waved
halfheartedly, supposing somehow that it was the thing to do. | was still thinking about that Masonic
tattoo.

A hatch opened in the submarine's side, and the little motorboat floated right in. The hatch closed,
the water drained out, and the boat settled into a cradle. Mavis pointed to a door that looked like an
entrance to an elevator.

"Y ou go that way," she said. "I'll seeyou later, maybe."

She pressed a button and the door opened, revealing a carpeted gilt cage. | stepped in and was
whisked up three stories. The door opened and | stepped out into a small room where a man was
waiting, standing with a grace that reminded me of a Hindu or an American Indian. | thought at once
of Metternich's remark about Talleyrand: "If somebody kicked him in the backside, not a muscle
would move in his face until he decided what to do."

He bore a striking resemblance to Anthony Quinn; he had thick black eyebrows, olive skin, and a
strong nose and jaw. He was big and burly, powerful muscles bulging under his black-and-green
striped nautical sweater. He held out his hand.

"Good, George. You madeit. I'm Hagbard Celine."

We shook hands; he had a grip like King Kong. "Welcome aboard the Lief Erickson, named after the
first European to reach America from the Atlantic side, may my Italian ancestors forgive me.
Fortunately, | have Viking ancestors, as well. My mother is Norwegian. However, blond hair, blue
eyes, and fair skin are all recessive. My Sicilian father creamed my mother in the genes.”

"Where the hell did you get this ship? | wouldn't have believed a submarine like this could exist
without the whole world knowing about it."

"The sub's my creation, built in accordance with my design in a Norwegian fjord. Thisiswhat the
liberated mind can do. | am the twentieth-century Leonardo, except that I'm not gay. I've tried it, of
course, but women interest me more. The world has never heard of Hagbard Celine. That is because
the world is stupid and Celine is very smart. The submarine is radar and sonar transparent. It is
superior to the best either the American or Russian government even has on the drawing board. It can
go to any depth in any ocean. We've sounded the Atlantic Trench, the Mindinao Deep, and afew
holes in the floor of the seathat no one's ever heard of or named. Lief Erickson is capable of meeting
the biggest, most ferocious, and smartest monsters of the deep, of which we've found God's plenty.
I'd even risk her in battle with Leviathan himself, though I'm just as pleased that we've only seen him
from afar hitherto."

"Y ou mean whales?"
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"I mean leviathan, man. That fish+if fish it be-that isto your whale what your whale is to your
meanest guppy. Don't ask me what Leviathan is-1 haven't even gotten close enough to tell you his
shape. There's only one of him, her, or it in al that world that's water. | don't know how it
reproduces-maybe it doesn't have to reproduce-maybe it'simmortal. It may be neither plant nor
animal for all | know, but it's alive, and it's the biggest living thing there is. Oh, we've seen monsters,
George. We've seen, in Lief Erickson, the sunken ruins of Atlantis and Lemuriaor Mu, as it's known
to keepers of the Sacred Chao."

"What the fuck are you talking about?' | asked, wondering if | wasin some crazy surrealist movie,
wandering from telepathic sheriffs to homosexual assassins, to nympho lady Masons, to psychotic
pirates, according to a script written in advance by two acid-heads and a Martian humorist.

"I'm talking about adventure, George. I'm talking about seeing things and being with people that will
really liberate your mind-not just replacing liberalism with Marxism so you can shock your parents.
I'm talking about getting altogether off the grubby plane you live on and taking atrip with Hagbard
to atranscendental universe. Did you know that on sunken Atlantisthereis a. pyramidal structure
built by ancient priests and faced with a ceramic substance that has withstood thirty thousand years
of ocean buria so that the pyramid is clean and white as polished ivory-except for the giant red
mosaic of an eye at itstop?’

"I find it hard to believe that Atlantis ever existed,” | said. "In fact"-1 shook my head angrily-"you're
conning me into qualifying that. The fact is| ssimply don't believe Atlantis ever existed. Thisis pure
bullshit."

"Atlantisis where we're going next, friend. Do you trust the evidence of your senses? | hope so,
because you'll see Atlantis and the pyramid, just as| said. Those bastards, the Illuminati, are trying to
get gold to further their conspiracies by looting an Atlantean temple. And Hagbard is going to foil
them by robbing it first. Because | fight the Illuminati every chance | get. And because I'm an
amateur archeologist. Will you join us? Y ou're free to leave right now, if you wish. I'll put you
ashore and even supply you with money to get back to New Y ork."

| shook my head. "I'm awriter. | write magazine articles for aliving. And even if ninety percent of
what you say is bullshit, moonshine, and the most elaborate put-on since Richard Nixon, thisisthe
best story I've ever come across. A nut with a gigantic golden submarine whose followers include
beautiful guerrillawomen who blow up southern jails and take out the prisoners. No, I'm not leaving.
You'retoo big afish to let get away."

Hagbard Celine slapped me on the shoulder. "Good man. Y ou've got courage and initiative. You
trust only the evidence of your eyes and believe what no man tells you. | was right about you. Come
on down to my stateroom." He pressed a button and we entered the golden elevator and sank rapidly
till we came to an eight-foot-high archway barred by a silver gate. Celine pressed a button and the
elevator door and the gate outside both dlid back. We stepped out into a carpeted room with alovely
black woman sitting at one end under an elaborate emblem concocted of anchors, seashells, Viking
figureheads, lions, ropes, octopi, lightning bolts, and, occupying the central position, a golden apple.

"Kallisti," said Celine, saluting the girl.
"All hail Discordia," she answered.
"Aum Shiva," | contributed, trying to enter the spirit of the game.

Celine led me down along corridor, saying, "Y ou'll find this submarine is opulently furnished. | have
no need to live in monklike surroundings like those masochists who become naval officers. No
Spartan simplicity for me. Thisis more like an ocean liner or a grand European hotel of the
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Edwardian era. Wait till you see my suite. You'll like your stateroom, too. To please myself, | built
this thing on the grand scale. No finicky naval architects or parsimonious accountantsin my
business. | believe you've got to spend money to make money and spend the money you make to
enjoy money. Besides, | have to live in the damned thing."

"And what precisely isyour business, Mr. Celine?" | asked. "Or should | call you Captain Celine?"

"Y ou should certainly not. No bullshit authority titles for me. I'm Freeman Hagbard Celine, but the
conventional Mister is good enough. I'd prefer you called me by my first name. Hell, call me
anything you want to. If I don't likeit, I'll punch you in the nose. If there were more bloody noses,
there'd be fewer wars. I'm in smuggling mostly. With a spot of piracy, just to keep ourselves on our
toes. But that only against the Illuminati and their communist dupes. We aim to prove that no state
has the right to regulate commerce in any way. Nor can it, when it is up against free men. My crew
are all volunteers. We have among us liberated sailors who were indentured to the navies of
America, Russia, and China. Excellent fellows. The governments of the world will never catch us,
because free men are always cleverer than slaves, and any man who works for agovernment isa
dave."

"Then you're agang of Objectivists, basically? I've got to warn you, | come from along line of 1abor
agitators and Reds. Y ou'll never convert me to aright-wing position.”

Celine reared back asif | had waved offal under his nose. "Objectivists?' he pronounced the word as
if I had accused him of being a child-molester. "We're anarchists and outlaws, goddam it. Didn't you
understand that much? We've got nothing to do with right-wing, left-wing or any other half-assed
political category. If you work within the system, you come to one of the either/or choices that were
implicit in the system from the beginning. Y ou're talking like a medieval serf, asking the first
agnostic whether he worships God or the Devil. We're outside the system's categories. Y ou'll never
get the hang of our game if you keep thinking in flat-earth imagery of right and left, good and evil,
up and down. If you need a group label for us, we're political non-Euclideans. But even that's not
true. Sink me, nobody of this tub agrees with anybody else about anything, except maybe what the
fellow with the horns told the old man in the clouds: Non serviam.”

"I don't know Latin," | said, overwhelmed by his outburst.
"'l will not serve,™ he trandlated. "And here's your room."

He threw open an oaken door, and | entered a living room furnished in handsome teak and rosewood
Scandinavian, upholstered in bright solid colors. He hadn't been exaggerating about the scale: you
could have parked a Greyhound bus in the middle of the carpet and the room would still seem
uncluttered. Above an orange couch hung a huge oil painting in an elaborate gilt frame easily afoot
deep on all sides. The painting was essentially a cartoon. It showed a man in robes with long,
flowing white hair and beard standing on a mountaintop staring in astonishment at awall of black
rock. Above his head afiery hand traced flaming letters with its index finger on the rock. The words
it wrote were:

THINK FOR YOURSELF, SCHMUCK!
As| started to laugh, | felt, through the soles of my feet, an enormous engine beginning to throb.

And, in Mad Dog, Jim Cartwright said into a phone with a scrambler device to evade taps, "We let
Celine's crowd take Dorn, according to plan, and, Harry Coinis, ah, no longer with us."

"Good," said Atlanta Hope. "The Four are heading for Ingolstadt. Everything is GO." She hung up
and dialed again at once, reaching Western Union. "l want aflat rate telegram, same words, twenty -
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three different addresses," she said crisply. "The message is, 'Insert the advertisement in tomorrow's
newspapers.' Signature, 'Atlanta Hope." She then read off the twenty-three addresses, each located in
alarge city in the United States, each aregional headquarters of God's Lightning. (The following
day, April 25, the newspapers in those cities ran an obscure ad in the personals columns; it said "In
thanks to Saint Jude for favors granted. A.W." The plot, accordingly, thickened.)

And then | sat back and thought about Harry Coin. Once | imagined | could make it with him: there
was something so repulsive, so cruel, so wild and psychopathic there.. . . but, of course, it hadn't
worked. The same as every other man. Nothing. "Hit me," | screamed. "Bite me. Hurt me. Do
something." He did everything, the most agreeable sadist in the world, but it was the same asiif be
had been the gentlest, most poetic English instructor at Antioch. Nothing. Nothing, nothing, nothing.
... The closest miss was that strange banker, Drake, from Boston. What a scene. 1'd gotten into his
office on Wall Street, seeking a contribution for God's Lightning. Old white-haired buzzard, between
sixty and seventy: typical of our wealthier members, | thought. | started the usual spiel, communism,
sexism, smut, and all the time his eyes were bright and hard as a snake's. It finaly hit me that he
didn't believe aword of it, so | started to cut it off, and then he pulled out his checkbook and wrote
and held it up so | could seeit. Twenty thousand dollars. | didn't know what to say, and | started
something about how all true Americans would appreciate this great gesture and so on, and he said,
"Rubbish. You're not rich but you're famous. | want to add you to my collection. Deal?" The coldest
bastard | ever met, even Harry Coin was human by comparison, yet his eyes were such a clear blue |
couldn't believe they could be so frightening, areal madman in a perfectly sane way, not even a
psychopath but something they don't have aname for, and it clicked, the humiliation of whoredom
and the predatory viciousnessin his face plus the twenty grand; | nodded. He took me into a private
suite off of his business office and he touched one button, the lights dimmed, another button, down
came amovie screen, athird button, and | was watching a pornographic movie. He didn't approach
me, just watched, and | tried to get excited, wondering if the actress was really making it or just
faking it, and then a second film began, four of them this time in permutations and combinations, he
led me to the couch, every time | opened my eyes| could still see the film over his shoulder, and it
was the same, the same, as soon as he got his thing inside me, nothing, nothing, nothing, | kept
looking at the actors trying to feel something, and then, as he came, be whispered in my ear, "Heute
die Welt, Morgans das Sonnensystem!” That was the only time | almost made it Sheer terror that this
maniac knew. . . .

Later, | tried to find out about him, but nobody above me in the Order would say aword, and those
below me didn't know anything. But | finally found out: he was very big in the Syndicate, maybe the
top. And that's how | figured out that the old rumor was true, the Syndicate was run by the Order,
too, just like everything else. . . .

But that cold sinister old man never said another word about it. | kept waiting while we dressed,
when he gave me the check, when he escorted me to the door, and even his expression seemed to
deny that he had said it or knew what it meant. When he opened the door for me, he put an arm on
my shoulder and spoke, so his secretary could hear it, "May your work hasten the day when America
returnsto purity.” Even his eyes weren't mocking and his voice sounded completely sincere. And yet
he had read me to the core, knew | was faking, and guessed that terror alone could unlock my
reflexes. maybe he even knew that | had already tried physical sadism and it hadn't worked. Out on
Wall Street in the crowd, | saw a man with a gas mask- they were till rare that year- and | felt the
whole world was moving faster than | could understand and that the Order wasn't telling me nearly
as much as | needed to know.

Brother Beghard, who is actually a politician in Chicago under his "real" name, once explained the
Law of Fivesto mein relation to the pyramid-of -power principle. Intellectually, | understand: it's the
only way we can work, each group a separate vector so that the most any infiltrator can learnisa
small part of the design. Emotionally, though, it does get frightening at times. do the Five at the top
really have the whole picture? | don't know, and | don't see how they can predict a man like Drake or
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guess what he's planning next There's a paradox here, | know:

| joined the Order seeking power, and now | am more atool, an object, than ever before. If aman
like Drake ever thought that, he might tear the whole show apart.

Unless the Five really do have the powers they claim; but I'm not gullible enough to believe that bull.
Some of it's hypnotism, and someis plain old stage magic, but none of it isreally supernatural.
Nobody has sold me on afairy tale since my uncle got into me when | was twelve with his routine
about stopping the bleeding. If my parents had only told me the truth about menstruation in

advance ...

Enough of that. There was work to be done. | hit the buzzer on my desk and my secretary, Mr.
Mortimer, camein. As |'d guessed, it was past nine o'clock and he'd been out there in the reception
area straightening up and worrying about my mood for God knows how long, while | was
daydreaming. | studied my memo pad, while he waited apprehensively. Finally, | noticed him and
said, "Be seated.” He sank into the dictation chair, putting his head right under the point of the
lightning bolt on the wall- an effect | always enjoyed- and opened his pad.

"Call Zev Hirschiin New York," | said watching his pencil fly to keep up with my words. "The Foot
Fetishist Liberation Front is having a demonstration. Tell bun to cream them; | won't be satisfied
unless a dozen of the perverts are put in the hospital, and | don't care how many of our people get
arrested doing it The bail fund is available, if they need it. If Zev has any objections, I'll talk to him,
but otherwise you handle it. Then make up the standard number-two press release, where | deny any
knowledge of illegal activities-by that chapter and promise we will investigate and expel anybody
guilty of mob action— have that ready for release this afternoon. Then get me the latest sales figures
on Telemachus Sheezed. . . ." Another busy day at the national headquarters of God's Lightning was
started; and Hagbard Celine, feeding Mavis's report on George's sexual and other behavior into
FUCKUP, came out with a coding of C-1472-B-2317A, which caused him to laugh immoderately.

"What's so damned funny?' Mavis asked.

"From out of the west come the thundering hooves of the great horse, Onan,” Hagbard grinned. "The
lonely stranger rides again!"

"Wheat the hell does all that mean?"

"We've got sixty-four thousand possible personality types,” Hagbard explained, "and I've only seen
that reading once before. Guess who it was?"

"Not me," Mavis said quickly, beginning to color.
"No, not you." Hagbard laughed again. "It was Atlanta Hope."
Maviswas startled. "That's impossible. She's frigid for one thing."

"There are many kinds of frigidity," Hagbard said. "It fits, believe me. She joined women's liberation
at the same age George joined Weatherman, and they both split after afew months. And you'd be
surprised how similar their mothers were, or how the successful careers of their older brothers annoy
them—"

"But George is anice guy, underneath it all."

Hagbard Celine knocked an ash off hislong Italian cigar. "Everybody is a nice guy, underneath it
al," he said. "What we become when the world is through messing us over is something else.”
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At Chateau Thierry, in 1918, Robert Putney Drake looked around at the dead bodies, knew he was
the last man alive in the platoon, and heard the Germans start to advance. He felt the cold wetness on
his thighs before he realized he was urinating in his pants; a shell exploded nearby and he sobbed. "O
God, please, Jesus. Don't let them kill me. I'm afraid to die. Please, Jesus, Jesus, Jesus. . ."

Mary Lou and Simon are eating breakfast in bed, still naked as Adam and Eve. Mary Lou spread jam
on toast and asked, "No, seriously: which part was hallucination and which part was real ?"

Simon sipped at his coffee. "Everything in lifeis a halucination,” he said simply. "Everything in
death, too," he added. "The universeisjust putting us on. Handing us aline."

THE THIRD TRIP, OR BINAH

The Purple Sage cursed and waxed sorely pissed and cried out in aloud voice: A pox
upon the accursed Illuminati of Bavaria; may their seed take no root.

May their hands tremble, their eyes dim and their spines curl up, yea, verily, like unto
the backs of snails, and may the vaginal orifices of their women be clogged with Brillo

pads.

For they have sinned against God and Nature; they have made of life a prison; and they
have stolen the green from the grass and the blue from the sky.

And so saying, and grimacing and groaning, the Purple Sage left the world of men and
women and retired to the desert in despair and heavy grumpiness.

But the High Chapperal laughed, and said to the Erisian faithful: Our brother torments
himself with no cause, for even the malign Illuminati are unconscious pawns of the
Divine Plane of Our Lady.

—NMordecai Malignatus, K.N.S,,
"The Book of Contradictions," Liber 555

October 23, 1970, was the thirty-fifth anniversary of the murder of Arthur Flegenheimer (alias"The
Dutchman," alias "Dutch Schultz"), but this dreary lot has no intention of commemorating that
occasion. They are the Knights of Christianity United in Faith (the group in Atlantis were called
Mauls of Lhuv-Kerapht United for the Truth; see what | mean?) and their president, James J.
(Smiling Jim) Treponema, has noted a bearded and therefore suspicious young man among the
delegates. Such types were not likely to be KCUF members and might even be dope fiends. Smiling
Jim told the Andy Frain ushers to keep awatchful eye on the young man so no "funny business’
could occur, and then went to the podium to begin his talk on " Sex Education: Communist Trojan
Horse in Our Schools." (In Atlantis, it was "Numbers. Nothingarian Squid-Trap in Our Schools."
The same drivel eternally.) The bearded young man, who happened to be Simon Moon, adviser to
Teenset magazine on I1-luminati affairs and instructor in sexual yoga to numerous black young
ladies, observed that he was being observed (which made him think of Heisenberg) and settled back
in his chair to doodle pentagons on his note pad. Three rows ahead, a crew-cut middle-aged man,
who looked like a suburban Connecticut doctor, also settled back comfortably, awaiting his
opportunity: the funny business that he and Simon had in mind would be, he hoped, very funny
indeed.

WE SHALL NOT WE SHALL NOT BE MOVED
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Thereis aroad going due east from Dayton, Ohio, toward New Lebanon and Brookville, and on a
small farm off that road lives an excellent man named James V. Riley, who is a sergeant on the
Dayton police force. Although he grieves the death of hiswife two years back in '67 and worries
about his son, who seems to be in some shady business involving frequent travel between New Y ork
City and Cuernavaca, the sergeant is basically a cheerful man; but on June 25, 1969, he was a bit out
of sorts and generally not up to snuff because of his arthritis and the seemingly endless series of
pointless and peculiar questions being asked by the reporter from New Y ork. It didn't make sense-
who would want to publish a book about John Dillinger at this late date? And why would such a
book deal with Dillinger's dental history?

"Y ou're the same James Riley who was on the Mooresville, Indiana, Force when Dillinger was first
arrested, in 19247" the reporter had begun.

"Yes, and a smart-alecky young punk he was. | don't hold with some of these people who've written
books about him and said the long sentence he got back then is what made him bitter and turned him
bad. He got the long sentence because he was so snotty to the judge. Not a sign of repentence or
remorse, just wisecracks and a know-it-all grin spread all over hisface. A bad apple from the start.
And always hellbent-for-leather. In a hurry to get God knows where. Sometimes folks used to joke
that there were two of him, he'd go through town so fast.

Rushing to his own funeral. Y oung punks like that never get long enough sentences, if you want my
opinion. Might slow them down a bit"

The reporter— what was his name again? James Mallison, hadn't he said?—was impatient. "Y es,
yes, I'm sure we need stricter laws and harsher penalties. But what | want to know was where was
Dillinger's missing tooth— on the right side or the left side of his face?"

"Saintsin Heaven! Y ou expect me to remember that after al these years?'

The reporter dabbed his forehead with a handkerchief— very nervous he seemed to be. "L ook,
Sergeant, some psychologists say we never forget anything, really; it's all stored somewhere inside
our brain. Now, just try to picture John Dillinger as you remember him, with that know-it-all grin as
you called it Can you get the picture into focus? Which side is the missing tooth on?"

"Listen, I'm due to go on duty in afew minutes and | can't be—"

Mallison's faced changed, asif in desperation which he was trying to conceal. "Well, let me ask you
adifferent question. Are you a Mason?"

"A Mason? Bgesus, no—I've been a Catholic all my life, I'll have you know."
"WEell, did you know any Masons in Mooresville? | mean, to talk to?"

"Why would | be talking to the likes of them, with the terrible things they're always saying about the
church?

The reporter plunged on, "All the books on Dillinger say that the intended victim of that first
robbery, the grocer B. F. Morgan, summoned help by giving the Masonic signal of distress. Do you
know what that is?"

"You'd haveto ask aMason, and I'm sure they wouldn't be telling. The way they keep their secrets,
by the saints, I'm sure even the FBI couldn't find out."

The reporter finaly left, but Sergeant Riley, a methodical man, filed his name in memory: James
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Mallison — or had he said Joseph Mallison? A strange book he claimed to be writing about
Dillinger's teeth and the bloody atheistic Freemasons. There was more to this than met the eye,
obviously.

LIKEA TREE THAT'SPLANTED BY THE WATER WE SHALL NOT BE MOVED

Miskatonic University, in Arkham, Massachusetts, is not awell-known campus by any means, and
the few scholarly visitors who come there are an odd lot, drawn usually by the strange collection of
occult books given to the Miskatonic Library by the late Dr. Henry Armitage. Miss Doris Horus, the
librarian, had never seen quite such a strange visitor though, as this Professor J. D. Mallison who
claimed to come from Dayton, Ohio, but spoke with an unmistakable New Y ork accent. Considering
his fur-tiveness, she found it no surprise that he spent the whole day (June 26, 1969) pouring over the
rare copy of Dr. John De€'s trandation of the Necronomicon of Abdul Alhazred. That was the book
most of the queer ones went for; that or The Book of Sacred Magic of Abra-Melin the Mage.

Doris didn't like the Necronomicon, although she considered herself an emancipated and free-
thinking young woman. There was something sinister, or to be downright honest about it, perverted
about that book and not in a nice, exciting way, but in asick and frightening way. All those strange
illustrations, always with five-sided borders just like the Pentagon in Washington, but with those
people inside doing all those freaky sex acts with those other creatures who weren't people at all. It
was frankly Doris's opinion that old Abdul Alhazred had been smoking some pretty bad grass when
he dreamed up those things. Or maybe it was something stronger than grass: she remembered one
sentence from the text: "Onlie those who have eaten a certain alkaloid herb, whose name it were wise
not to disclose to the unilluminated, maye in the fleshe see a Shoggothe.” | wonder what a
"Shoggothe” is, Doris thought idly; probably one of those disgusting creatures that the people in the
illustrations are doing those horny things with. Y ech.

She was glad when J. D. Mallison- finally left and she could return the Necronomicon to its position
on the closed shelves. She remembered the brief biography of crazy old Abdul Alhazred that Dr.
Armitage had written and also given to the library: " Spent seven yearsin the desert and claimed to
have visited Irem, the city forbidden in the Koran, which Alhazred asserted was of pre-human origin.
..." Silly! Who was around to build cities before there were people? Those Shoggothes? "An
indifferent Moslem, he worshipped beings whom he called Y og- Sothoth and Cthulhu."”

And that insidious line: "According to contemporary historians, Alhazred's death was both tragic and
bizarre, since it was asserted that he was eaten alive by an invisible monster in the middle of the
market-place.” Dr. Armitage had been such a nice old man, Doris remembered, even if his talk about
cabalistic numbers and Masonic symbols was alittle peculiar at times; why would he collect such
icky books by creepy people?

The Internal Revenue Service knows this much about Robert Putney Drake: during the last fiscal
year, he earned $23,000,005 on stocks and bonds in various defense corporations, $17,000,523 from
the three banks he controlled, and $5,807,400 from various real -estate holdings. They did not know
that he also banked (in Switzerland) over $100,000,000 from prostitution, an equal amount from
heroin and gambling, and $2,500,000 from pornography. On the other hand, they didn't know either
about certain legitimate business expenses which he had not cared to claim, including more than
$5,000,000 in bribes to various legidators, judges and police officials, in all 50 statesin order to
maintain the laws which made men's vices so profitable to him, and $50,000 to Knights of
Christianity United in Faith as a last-ditch effort to stave off total legalization of pornography and
the collapse of that part of his empire.

"What the deuce do you make of this?' Barney Muldoon asked. He was holding an amulet in his
hand. "Found it in the bedroom," he explained, holding it for Saul to examine the strange design:
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"Part of it is Chinese," Saul said thoughtfully. "The basic design— two interlocking commas, one
pointing up and the other down. It means that opposites are equal.”

"And what does that mean?' Muldoon asked sarcastically. "Opposites are opposite, not equal. You'd
have to be a Chinaman to think otherwise."

Saul ignored the comment. "But the pentagon isn't in the Chinese design— and neither is the apple
with theK init. .. ." Suddenly, he grinned. "Wait, I'll bet | know what that is. It's from Greek
mythology. There was a banquet on Olympus, and Eris wasn't invited, because she was the Goddess
of Discord and always made trouble. So, to get even, she made more trouble: she created a beautiful
golden apple and wrote on it Kallisti. That means 'for the prettiest one' in Greek. It's what the K
stands for, obviously. Then sherolled it into the banquet hall, and, naturally, all the goddesses there
immediately claimed it, each one saying that she was 'the prettiest one.' Finally, old man Zeus
himself, to settle the squabble, allowed Paris to decide which goddess was the prettiest and should
get the apple. He chose Aphrodite, and as a reward she gave him an opportunity to kidnap Helen,
which led to the Trojan War."

"Very interesting," Muldoon said. "And does that tell us what Joseph Malik knew about the
assassinations of the Kennedys and this Illuminati bunch and why his office was blown up? Or where
he's disappeared to?"

"Well, no," Saul said, "but it's nice to find something in this case that | can recognize. | just wish |
knew what the pentagon means, too. . . ."

"Let'slook at the rest of the memos,” Muldoon suggested.
The next memo, however, stopped them cold:
ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO #9
7/28
JM.:

The following chart appeared in the East Village Other, June 11, 1969, with the |abel
"Current Structure of the Bavarian Illuminati Conspiracy and the Law of Fives':
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The chart hangs at the top of the page, the rest of which is empty space— asif the
editors originally intended to publish an article explaining it, but decided (or were
persuaded) to suppress all but the diagram itself.

Peat

"This one has to be some damned hippie or yippie hoax," Muldoon said after along pause. But he
sounded uncertain.

"Part of itis," Saul said thoughtfully keeping certain thoughts to himself. "Typical hippie
psychology: mixing truth and fantasy to blow the fuses of the Establishment. The Elders of Zion
section isjust aparody of Nazi ideology. If there really was a Jewish conspiracy to run the world, my
rabbi would have let mein on it by now. | contribute enough to the schule.”

"My brother's a Jesuit,” Muldoon added, pointing at the Society of Jesus square, "and he never
invited me into any worldwide conspiracy."

"But this part isamost plausible,” Saul said, pointing to the Sphere of Aftermath. "AgaKhan is the
head of the Ishmaelian sect of 1slam, and that sect was founded by Hassan i Sabbah, the ‘old man of
the mountains who led the Hashishism in the eleventh century. Adam Weishaupt is supposed to have
originated the Bavarian Illuminati after studying Sabbah, according to the third memo, so this part
fits together— and Hassan i Sabbah is supposed to be the first one to introduce marijuana and
hashish to the Western world, from India. That tiesin with Weishaupt's growing hemp and
Washington's having a big hemp crop at Mount Vernon."

"Wait aminute. Look at how the whole design revolves around the pentagon. Everything else sort of
grows out of it"
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"S0? Y ou think the Defense Department is the international hub of the Illuminati conspiracy?'
"Let'sjust read the rest of the memos,” Muldoon suggested.

(The Indian Agent at the Menominee Reservation in Wisconsin knows this: from the time Billie
Freschette returned there until her death in 1968, she received mysterious monthly checks from
Switzerland. He thinks he knows the explanation; despite all stories to the contrary, Billie did help to
betray Dillinger and thisisthe payoff. He is convinced of this. He is aso quite wrong.)

". .. children seven and eight years old,” Smiling Jim Trepomenaistelling the KCUF audience, "are
talking about penises and vaginas—and using those very words! Now, isthis an accident? Let me
guote you Lenin's own words...." Simon yawns.

Banana-Nose Maldonado evidently had his own brand of sentimentality or superstition, and in 1936
he ordered his son, a priest, to say one hundred masses for the salvation of the Dutchman's soul.
Even years afterward, he would defend the Dutchman in conversation: "He was OK, Dutch was, if
you didn't cross him. If you did, forget it; you were finished. He was almost a Siciliano about that.
Otherwise, he was a good businessman, and the first one with areal CPA mind in the whole
organization. If he hadn't gotten that crazy-head idea about gunning down Tom Dewey, he'd still be a
big man. | told him myself. 'Y ou kill Dewey,' | said, 'and the shit hits the fan everywhere. The boys
won't take the risk; Lucky and the Butcher want to cowboy you right now.' But he wouldn't listen.
'Nobody fucks with me,' he said. 'l don't care if his nameis Dewey, Looey, or Phooey. He dies A
real stubborn German Jew. Y ou couldn't talk to him. I even told him how Capone helped set up
Dillinger for the Feds just because of the heat those bank-heists were bringing down.

Y ou know what he said? He said: 'Y ou tell Al that Dillinger was alone wolf. | have my own pack.'
Too bad, too bad, too bad. I'll light another candle for him at church Sunday."

HAND IN HAND TOGETHER WE SHALL NOT BE MOVED

Rebecca Goodman closes her book wearily and stares into space, thinking about Babylon. Her eyes
focus suddenly on the statue Saul had bought her for her last birthday: the mermaid of Copenhagen.
How many Danes, she wonders, know that thisis one form of representation of the Babylonian sex
goddess Ishtar? (In Central Park, Perri the squirrel is beginning to hunt for the day's food. A French
poodle, held on a leash by a mink-coated lady, barks at him, and he runs three times around a tree.)
George Dorn looks at the face of acorpse: it is his own face. "In Wyoming, after one sex-education
classin ahigh school, the teacher was raped by seventeen boys. She said later she would never teach
sex in school again.” Making sure he is aonein the Meditation Room of the UN building, the man
calling himself Frank Sullivan quickly moves the black plinth aside and descends the hidden stairs
into the tunnel. He is thinking, whimsically, that hardly anybody realizes that the shape of the room
is the same as the truncated pyramid on the dollar bill, or guesses what that means. "In Wilmette,
[llinois, an 8-year-old boy came home from a sensitivity training class and tried to have intercourse
with his 4-year-old sister." Simon gave up on his pentagons and began doodling pyramids instead.

Above, beyond Joe Malik's window, Saul Goodman gave up on the line of thought which had led
him to surmise that the Illuminati were a front for the International Psychoanalytical Society,
conspiring to drive everyone paranoid, and turned back to the desk and the memos. Barney Muldoon
came in from the bedroom, carrying a strange amulet, and asked, "What do you make of this?* Saul
looked at a design of an apple and a pentagon . . . and, severa years earlier, Simon Moon looked at
the same medallion.

"They call it the Sacred Chao," Padre Pederastia said. They sat alone at atable pulled off to the
corner; the Friendly Stranger was the same as ever, except that a new group, the American Medical
Association (consisting, naturally, of four kids from Germany), had replaced H. P. Lovecraft in the
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back room. (Nobody knew that the AMA was going to become the world's most popular rock group
within ayear, but Simon aready thought they were superheavy). Padre Pederastia was, as on the
night Simon met Miss Mao, very serious and hardly camping at all.

"Sacred Cow?' Simon asked.

"It's pronounced that way, but you spell it c-h-a-0. A chao isasingle unit of chaos, they figure." The
Padre smiled.

"Too much, they're nuttier than the SSS," Simon objected.
"Never underestimate absurdity, it is one door to the Imagination. Do | have to remind you of that?'
"We have an aliance with them?' Simon asked.

"The JAMscan't do it alone. Yes, we have an alliance, aslong asit profits both parties. John— Mr.
Sullivan himself authorized this."

"OK. What do they call themselves?"

"The LDD." The Padre permitted himself a smile. "New members are told the initials stand for
Legion of Dynamic Discord. Later on, quite often, the leader, a most fetching scoundrel and madman
named Celine, sometimes tells them it really stands for Little Deluded Dupes. That's the pans
asinorum, or an early pans asinorum, in Celine's System. He judges them by how they react to that.”

"Celine's System?' Simon asked warily.

"It leads to the same destination as ours— more or less— by a somewhat wilder and woollier path.”
"Right-hand or left-hand path?"

"Right-hand,” the priest said. "All absurdist systems are right-hand. Well, ailmost all. They don't
invoke Y ou-Know-Who under any circumstances. They rely on Discordia... do you remember your
Roman myths?

"Enough to know that Discordiaisjust the Latin equivalent of Eris. They're part of the Erisian
Liberation Front, then?' Simon was beginning to wish he were stoned; these conspiratorial
conversations always made more sense when he was slightly high. He wondered how people like the
President of the U.S. or the Chairman of the Board of GM were able to plot such intricate games
without being on atrip at the time. Or did they take enough tranquilizers to produce a similar effect?
"No," the priest said flatly. "Don't ever make that mistake. ELF is a much more, um, esoteric ouitfit
than the LDD. Celineis on the activist side, like us. Some of his capers make Morituri or God's
Lightning look like Trappists by comparison. No, ELF will never get on Mr. Celine's trip.”

"He's got an absurdist yoga and an activist ethic?' Simon reflected. "The two don't mix."
"Celineisawalking contradiction. Look at his symbol again.”

"I've been looking at it and that pentagon worries me. Are you sure he's on our side?'

The American Medical Association came to some kind of erotic or musical climax and the priest's
answer was drowned out. "What?' Simon asked, after the applause died down.
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"I said," Padre Pederastiawhispered, "that we're never sure anybody is on our side. Uncertainty isthe
name of the game."

ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO #10
7128
JM.:

On the origin of the pyramid-and-eye symbol, test your credulity on the following yarn
from Flying Saucersin the Bible by Virginia Brasington (Saucerian Books, 1963, page
43):

The Continental Congress had asked Benjamin Franklin, Thomas Jefferson and John
Adamsto arrange for a seal for the United States of America. . . . None of the designs
they created or which were submitted to them, were suitable. . . .

Fairly late at night, after working on the project all day, Jefferson walked out into the
cool night air of the garden to clear hismind. In afew minutes he rushed back into the
room, crying, jubilantly: "I haveit! | haveit!" Indeed, he did have some plansin his
hands. They were the plans showing the Great Seal as we know it today.

Asked how he got the plans, Jefferson told a strange story. A man approached him
wearing ablack cloak that practically covered him, face and all, and told him that he (the
stranger) knew they were trying to devise a Seal, and that he had a design which was
appropriate and meaningful. . . .

After the excitement died down, the three went into the garden to find the stranger, but
he was gone. Thus, neither these Founding Fathers, nor anybody else, ever knew who
really designed the Great Seal of the United States!

Pat

ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO

7129

JM.:

The latest I've found on the eye-and-pyramid is in a San Francisco underground paper
(Planet, San Francisco, July 1969, Val. |, No.4.), suggesting it as a symbol for Timothy
Leary's political party when he was running for governor of Californiainstead of just
running:

The emblem is atentative design for the Party's campaign button. One wag suggests that
everyone cut out the circle from the back of a dollar bill and send the wholly dollar to
Governor Leary so he can wallpaper his office with them. Then paste the emblem on
your front door to signify your membership in the party.

Trandations: The year of the beginning New Secular Order

Both trandations are wrong, of course. Annuit Coeptis means "he blesses our beginning”

and Novus Ordo Se~ clorem means "a new order of the ages." Oh, well, scholarship was
never the hippies strong point. But— Tim Leary an Illuminatus?
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And pasting the Eye on the door — | can't help but think of the Hebrews marking their
doorways with the blood of alamb so that the Angel of Death would pass by their
houses.

Pat

ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO #12
8/3

JM.:

I've finally found the basic book on the Illuminati: Proofs of a Conspiracy by John
Robison (Christian Book Club of America, Hawthorn, California, 1961; originally
published in 1801). Robison was an English Mason who discovered through personal
experience that the French Masonic lodges— such as the Grand Orient— were
[Hluminati fronts and were the main instigators of the French Revolution, Hiswhole
book is very explicit about how Weishaupt worked: every infiltrated Masonic group
would have severa levels, like an ordinary Masonic lodge, but as candidates advanced
through the various degrees they would be told more about the real purposes of the
movement. Those at the bottom simply thought they were Masons; in the middle levels,
they knew they were engaged in a great project to change the world, but the exact nature
of the change was explained to them according to what the |eaders thought they were
prepared to know. Only those at the top knew the secret, which— according to
Robison— isthis: the Illuminati aims to overthrow all government and religion, setting
up an anarcho-communist free-love world, and, because "the end justifies the means' (a
principle Weishaupt acquired from his Jesuit youth), they didn't care how many people
they killed to accomplish that noble purpose. Robison knows nothing of earlier
[lluminati movements, but does say specifically that the Bavarian Illuminati was not
destroyed by the government's crackdown in 1785 but was, in fact, still active, both in
England and France and possibly elsewhere, when he wrote, in 1801. On page 116,
Robison lists their existing lodges as follows. Germany (84 lodges); England (8 lodges);
Scotland (2); Warsaw (2); Switzerland (many); Rome, Naples, Ancona, Florence,
France, Holland, Dresden (4); United States of America (severa). On page 101, he
mentions that there are 13 ranks in the Order; this may account for the 13 steps on their
symbolic pyramid. Page 84 gives the code name of Weishaupt, which was Spartacus; his
second-in-command, Freiherr Knigge, had the code name Philo (page 117); thisis
revealed in papers seized by the Bavarian government in araid on the home of alawyer
named Zwack, who had the code name Cato. Babeuf, the French revolutionary,
evidently took the name Gracchus in imitation of the classical style of thesetitles.
Robison's conclusion, page 269, is worth quoting:

Nothing is as dangerous as a mystic Association. The object remaining a secret in the
hands of the managers, the rest smply put aring in their own noses, by which they may
be led about at pleasure; and still panting after the secret they are the more pleased the
less they see.

Peat

At the bottom of the page was a note in pencil, scrawled with a decisive masculine hand. It said: "In
the beginning was the Word and it was written by a baboon."

ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO #13
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8/5
JM.:

The survival of the Bavarian Illuminati throughout the nineteenth century and into the
twentieth is the subject of World Revolution by Nesta Webster (Constable and
Company, London, 1921). Mrs. Webster follows Robison fairly closely on the early
days of the movement, up to the French Revolution, but then veers off and says that the
[lluminati never intended to create their Utopian anarcho-communist society: that was
just another of their masks. Their real purpose was dictatorship over the world, and so
they soon formed a secret alliance with the Prussian government. All subsequent
socialist, anarchist, and communist movements are mere decoys, she argues, behind
which the German General Staff and the Illuminati are plotting to overthrow other
governments, so Germany can conquer them. (She wrote right after England fought
Germany in the First World War). | see no way of reconciling this with the Birchers™
thesis that the Illuminati has become a front for the Rhodes Scholars to take over the
world for English domination. Obviously— as Robison states— the I[lluminati say
different things to different people, to get them into the conspiracy. Asfor the links with
modern communism, here are some passages from her pages 234-45:

But now that the (First) Internationale was dead it became necessary for the secret
societies to reorganize, and it is at this crisis that we find that "formidable sect”
springing to life again—the original Illuminati of Weishaupt. . . . What we do know
definitely isthat the society was refounded in Dresden in 1880. . . . That it was
consciously modelled on its eighteenth century predecessor is clear from the fact that its
chief, one Leopold Engel, was the author of alengthy panegyric on Weishaupt and his
Order, entitled Geschichte des Illuminaten Ordens (published in 1906). . . .

... In London alodge called by the same name. . . carried on the rite of Memphis—
founded, it is said, by Cagliostro on Egyptian models— and initiated adepts into
illuminized Freemasonry. . . .

Wasit ... amere coincidence that in July 1889 an International Socialist Congress
decided that May 1, which was the day on which Weishaupt founded the Illuminati,
should be chosen for an annual International Labour demonstration?

Pat

ILLUMINATI PROJECT: MEMO #14
8/6

JM.

And he