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The island of  Pianosa lies in t he Medit er r anean Sea eight  miles sout h of  Elba. I t  is ver y 
small and obviously could not  accommodat e all of  t he act ions descr ibed. Like t he set t ing 
of  t his novel, t he char act er s, t oo, ar e f ict it ious.

TO MY MOTHER
AND TO SHI RLEY,
AND MY CHI LDREN,
ERI CA AND TED
1 THE TEXAN
I t  was love at  f ir st  sight .
The f ir st  t ime Yossar ian saw t he chaplain he f ell madly in love wit h him.
Yossar ian was in t he hospit al wit h a pain in his liver  t hat  f ell j ust  shor t  of  being j aundice. 
The doct or s wer e puzzled by t he f act  t hat  it  wasn’ t  quit e j aundice. I f  it  became j aundice
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t hey could t r eat  it . I f  it  didn’ t  become j aundice and went  away t hey could dischar ge him. 
But  t his j ust  being shor t  of  j aundice all t he t ime conf used t hem.
Each mor ning t hey came ar ound, t hr ee br isk and ser ious men wit h ef f icient  mout hs and 
inef f icient  eyes, accompanied by br isk and ser ious Nur se Ducket t , one of  t he war d 
nur ses who didn’ t  like Yossar ian. They r ead t he char t  at  t he f oot  of  t he bed and asked 
impat ient ly about  t he pain. They seemed ir r it at ed when he t old t hem it  was exact ly t he 
same.
’ St ill no movement ?’  t he f ull colonel demanded.
The doct or s exchanged a look when he shook his head.
’ Give him anot her  pill.’
Nur se Ducket t  made a not e t o give Yossar ian anot her  pill, and t he f our  of  t hem moved 
along t o t he next  bed. None of  t he nur ses liked Yossar ian. Act ually, t he pain in his liver  
had gone away, but  Yossar ian didn’ t  say anyt hing and t he doct or s never  suspect ed. They 
j ust  suspect ed t hat  he had been moving his bowels and not  t elling anyone.
Yossar ian had ever yt hing he want ed in t he hospit al. The f ood wasn’ t  t oo bad, and his 
meals wer e br ought  t o him in bed. Ther e wer e ext r a r at ions of  f r esh meat , and dur ing 
t he hot  par t  of  t he af t er noon he and t he ot her s wer e ser ved chilled f r uit  j uice or  chilled
chocolat e milk. Apar t  f r om t he doct or s and t he nur ses, no one ever  dist ur bed him. For  a 
lit t le while in t he mor ning he had t o censor  let t er s, but  he was f r ee af t er  t hat  t o spend 
t he r est  of  each day lying ar ound idly wit h a clear  conscience. He was comf or t able in t he 
hospit al, and it  was easy t o st ay on because he always r an a t emper at ur e of  101. He was 
even mor e comf or t able t han Dunbar , who had t o keep f alling down on his f ace in or der  t o 
get  his meals br ought  t o him in bed.
Af t er  he had made up his mind t o spend t he r est  of  t he war  in t he hospit al, Yossar ian 
wr ot e let t er s t o ever yone he knew saying t hat  he was in t he hospit al but  never  
ment ioning why. One day he had a bet t er  idea. To ever yone he knew he wr ot e t hat  he was
going on a ver y danger ous mission. ’ They asked f or  volunt eer s. I t ’ s ver y danger ous, but  
someone has t o do it . I ’ ll wr it e you t he inst ant  I  get  back.’  And he had not  wr it t en 
anyone since.
All t he of f icer  pat ient s in t he war d wer e f or ced t o censor  let t er s wr it t en by all t he 
enlist ed-men pat ient s, who wer e kept  in r esidence in war ds of  t heir  own. I t  was a 
monot onous j ob, and Yossar ian was disappoint ed t o lear n t hat  t he lives of  enlist ed men 
wer e only slight ly mor e int er est ing t han t he lives of  of f icer s. Af t er  t he f ir st  day he had 
no cur iosit y at  all. To br eak t he monot ony he invent ed games. Deat h t o all modif ier s, he 
declar ed one day, and out  of  ever y let t er  t hat  passed t hr ough his hands went  ever y 
adver b and ever y adj ect ive. The next  day he made war  on ar t icles. He r eached a much 
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higher  plane of  cr eat ivit y t he f ollowing day when he blacked out  ever yt hing in t he let t er s
but  a, an and t he. That  er ect ed mor e dynamic int r alinear  t ensions, he f elt , and in j ust  
about  ever y case lef t  a message f ar  mor e univer sal. Soon he was pr oscr ibing par t s of  
salut at ions and signat ur es and leaving t he t ext  unt ouched. One t ime he blacked out  all 
but  t he salut at ion ’ Dear  Mar y’  f r om a let t er , and at  t he bot t om he wr ot e, ’ I  year n f or  
you t r agically. R. O. Shipman, Chaplain, U.S. Ar my.’  R.O. Shipman was t he gr oup chaplain’ s 
name.
When he had exhaust ed all possibilit ies in t he let t er s, he began at t acking t he names and 
addr esses on t he envelopes, oblit er at ing whole homes and st r eet s, annihilat ing ent ir e 
met r opolises wit h car eless f licks of  his wr ist  as t hough he wer e God. Cat ch-22 r equir ed 
t hat  each censor ed let t er  bear  t he censor ing of f icer ’ s name. Most  let t er s he didn’ t  r ead
at  all. On t hose he didn’ t  r ead at  all he wr ot e his own name. On t hose he did r ead he 
wr ot e, ’ Washingt on I r ving.’  When t hat  gr ew monot onous he wr ot e, ’ I r ving Washingt on.’  
Censor ing t he envelopes had ser ious r eper cussions, pr oduced a r ipple of  anxiet y on some 
et her eal milit ar y echelon t hat  f loat ed a C.I .D. man back int o t he war d posing as a pat ient .
They all knew he was a C.I .D. man because he kept  inquir ing about  an of f icer  named I r ving
or  Washingt on and because af t er  his f ir st  day t her e he wouldn’ t  censor  let t er s. He 
f ound t hem t oo monot onous.
I t  was a good war d t his t ime, one of  t he best  he and Dunbar  had ever  enj oyed. Wit h 
t hem t his t ime was t he t went y-f our -year -old f ight er -pilot  capt ain wit h t he spar se golden
must ache who had been shot  int o t he Adr iat ic Sea in midwint er  and not  even caught  cold. 
Now t he summer  was upon t hem, t he capt ain had not  been shot  down, and he said he had 
t he gr ippe. I n t he bed on Yossar ian’ s r ight , st ill lying amor ously on his belly, was t he 
st ar t led capt ain wit h malar ia in his blood and a mosquit o bit e on his ass. Acr oss t he aisle 
f r om Yossar ian was Dunbar , and next  t o Dunbar  was t he ar t iller y capt ain wit h whom 
Yossar ian had st opped playing chess. The capt ain was a good chess player , and t he games 
wer e always int er est ing. Yossar ian had st opped playing chess wit h him because t he games
wer e so int er est ing t hey wer e f oolish. Then t her e was t he educat ed Texan f r om Texas 
who looked like someone in Technicolor  and f elt , pat r iot ically, t hat  people of  means - 
decent  f olk - should be given mor e vot es t han dr if t er s, whor es, cr iminals, degener at es, 
at heist s and indecent  f olk - people wit hout  means.
Yossar ian was unspr inging r hyt hms in t he let t er s t he day t hey br ought  t he Texan in. I t  
was anot her  quiet , hot , unt r oubled day. The heat  pr essed heavily on t he r oof , st if ling 
sound. Dunbar  was lying mot ionless on his back again wit h his eyes st ar ing up at  t he 
ceiling like a doll’ s. He was wor king har d at  incr easing his lif e span. He did it  by 
cult ivat ing bor edom. Dunbar  was wor king so har d at  incr easing his lif e span t hat  
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Yossar ian t hought  he was dead. They put  t he Texan in a bed in t he middle of  t he war d, 
and it  wasn’ t  long bef or e he donat ed his views.
Dunbar  sat  up like a shot . ’ That ’ s it ,’  he cr ied excit edly. ’ Ther e was somet hing missing - 
all t he t ime I  knew t her e was somet hing missing - and now I  know what  it  is.’  He banged 
his f ist  down int o his palm. ’ No pat r iot ism,’  he declar ed.
’ You’ r e r ight ,’  Yossar ian shout ed back. ’ You’ r e r ight , you’ r e r ight , you’ r e r ight . The hot  
dog, t he Br ooklyn Dodger s. Mom’ s apple pie. That ’ s what  ever yone’ s f ight ing f or . But  
who’ s f ight ing f or  t he decent  f olk? Who’ s f ight ing f or  mor e vot es f or  t he decent  f olk? 
Ther e’ s no pat r iot ism, t hat ’ s what  it  is. And no mat r iot ism, eit her .’
The war r ant  of f icer  on Yossar ian’ s lef t  was unimpr essed. ’ Who gives a shit ?’  he asked 
t ir edly, and t ur ned over  on his side t o go t o sleep.
The Texan t ur ned out  t o be good-nat ur ed, gener ous and likable. I n t hr ee days no one 
could st and him.
He sent  shudder s of  annoyance scamper ing up t icklish spines, and ever ybody f led f r om 
him - ever ybody but  t he soldier  in whit e, who had no choice. The soldier  in whit e was 
encased f r om head t o t oe in plast er  and gauze. He had t wo useless legs and t wo useless 
ar ms. He had been smuggled int o t he war d dur ing t he night , and t he men had no idea he 
was among t hem unt il t hey awoke in t he mor ning and saw t he t wo st r ange legs hoist ed 
f r om t he hips, t he t wo st r ange ar ms anchor ed up per pendicular ly, all f our  limbs pinioned 
st r angely in air  by lead weight s suspended dar kly above him t hat  never  moved. Sewn int o 
t he bandages over  t he insides of  bot h elbows wer e zipper ed lips t hr ough which he was 
f ed clear  f luid f r om a clear  j ar . A silent  zinc pipe r ose f r om t he cement  on his gr oin and 
was coupled t o a slim r ubber  hose t hat  car r ied wast e f r om his kidneys and dr ipped it  
ef f icient ly int o a clear , st opper ed j ar  on t he f loor . When t he j ar  on t he f loor  was f ull, 
t he j ar  f eeding his elbow was empt y, and t he t wo wer e simply swit ched quickly so t hat  
t he st uf f  could dr ip back int o him. All t hey ever  r eally saw of  t he soldier  in whit e was a 
f r ayed black hole over  his mout h.
The soldier  in whit e had been f iled next  t o t he Texan, and t he Texan sat  sideways on his 
own bed and t alked t o him t hr oughout  t he mor ning, af t er noon and evening in a pleasant , 
sympat het ic dr awl. The Texan never  minded t hat  he got  no r eply.
Temper at ur es wer e t aken t wice a day in t he war d. Ear ly each mor ning and lat e each 
af t er noon Nur se Cr amer  ent er ed wit h a j ar  f ull of  t her momet er s and wor ked her  way up 
one side of  t he war d and down t he ot her , dist r ibut ing a t her momet er  t o each pat ient . 
She managed t he soldier  in whit e by inser t ing a t her momet er  int o t he hole over  his 
mout h and leaving it  balanced t her e on t he lower  r im. When she r et ur ned t o t he man in 
t he f ir st  bed, she t ook his t her momet er  and r ecor ded his t emper at ur e, and t hen moved 
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on t o t he next  bed and cont inued ar ound t he war d again. One af t er noon when she had 
complet ed her  f ir st  cir cuit  of  t he war d and came a second t ime t o t he soldier  in whit e, 
she r ead his t her momet er  and discover ed t hat  he was dead.
’ Mur der er ,’  Dunbar  said quiet ly.
The Texan looked up at  him wit h an uncer t ain gr in.
’ Killer ,’  Yossar ian said.
What  ar e you f ellas t alkin’  about ?’  t he Texan asked ner vously.
’ You mur der ed him,’  said Dunbar .
’ You killed him,’  said Yossar ian.
The Texan shr ank back. ’ You f ellas ar e cr azy. I  didn’ t  even t ouch him.’
’ You mur der ed him,’  said Dunbar .
’ I  hear d you kill him,’  said Yossar ian.
’ You killed him because he was a nigger ,’  Dunbar  said.
’ You f ellas ar e cr azy,’  t he Texan cr ied. ’ They don’ t  allow nigger s in her e. They got  a 
special place f or  nigger s.’
’ The ser geant  smuggled him in,’  Dunbar  said.
’ The Communist  ser geant ,’  said Yossar ian.
’ And you knew it .’
The war r ant  of f icer  on Yossar ian’ s lef t  was unimpr essed by t he ent ir e incident  of  t he 
soldier  in whit e. The war r ant  of f icer  was unimpr essed by ever yt hing and never  spoke at  
all unless it  was t o show ir r it at ion.
The day bef or e Yossar ian met  t he chaplain, a st ove exploded in t he mess hall and set  f ir e
t o one side of  t he kit chen. An int ense heat  f lashed t hr ough t he ar ea. Even in Yossar ian’ s 
war d, almost  t hr ee hundr ed f eet  away, t hey could hear  t he r oar  of  t he blaze and t he 
shar p cr acks of  f laming t imber . Smoke sped past  t he or ange-t int ed windows. I n about  
f if t een minut es t he cr ash t r ucks f r om t he air f ield ar r ived t o f ight  t he f ir e. For  a f r ant ic
half  hour  it  was t ouch and go. Then t he f ir emen began t o get  t he upper  hand. Suddenly 
t her e was t he monot onous old dr one of  bomber s r et ur ning f r om a mission, and t he 
f ir emen had t o r oll up t heir  hoses and speed back t o t he f ield in case one of  t he planes 
cr ashed and caught  f ir e. The planes landed saf ely. As soon as t he last  one was down, t he 
f ir emen wheeled t heir  t r ucks ar ound and r aced back up t he hill t o r esume t heir  f ight  
wit h t he f ir e at  t he hospit al. When t hey got  t her e, t he blaze was out . I t  had died of  it s 
own accor d, expir ed complet ely wit hout  even an ember  t o be wat er ed down, and t her e 
was not hing f or  t he disappoint ed f ir emen t o do but  dr ink t epid cof f ee and hang ar ound 
t r ying t o scr ew t he nur ses.
The chaplain ar r ived t he day af t er  t he f ir e. Yossar ian was busy expur gat ing all but  
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r omance wor ds f r om t he let t er s when t he chaplain sat  down in a chair  bet ween t he beds 
and asked him how he was f eeling. He had placed himself  a bit  t o one side, and t he 
capt ain’ s bar s on t he t ab of  his shir t  collar  wer e all t he insignia Yossar ian could see. 
Yossar ian had no idea who he was and j ust  t ook it  f or  gr ant ed t hat  he was eit her  anot her
doct or  or  anot her  madman.
’ Oh, pr et t y good,’  he answer ed. ’ I ’ ve got  a slight  pain in my liver  and I  haven’ t  been t he 
most  r egular  of  f ellows, I  guess, but  all in all I  must  admit  t hat  I  f eel pr et t y good.’
’ That ’ s good,’  said t he chaplain.
’ Yes,’  Yossar ian said. ’ Yes, t hat  is good.’
’ I  meant  t o come ar ound sooner ,’  t he chaplain said, ’ but  I  r eally haven’ t  been well.’
’ That ’ s t oo bad,’  Yossar ian said.
’ J ust  a head cold,’  t he chaplain added quickly.
’ I ’ ve got  a f ever  of  a hundr ed and one,’  Yossar ian added j ust  as quickly.
’ That ’ s t oo bad,’  said t he chaplain.
’ Yes,’  Yossar ian agr eed. ’ Yes, t hat  is t oo bad.’
The chaplain f idget ed. ’ I s t her e anyt hing I  can do f or  you?’  he asked af t er  a while.
’ No, no.’  Yossar ian sighed. ’ The doct or s ar e doing all t hat ’ s humanly possible, I  suppose.’
’ No, no.’  The chaplain color ed f aint ly. ’ I  didn’ t  mean anyt hing like t hat . I  meant  
cigar et t es... or  books... or ... t oys.’
’ No, no,’  Yossar ian said. ’ Thank you. I  have ever yt hing I  need, I  suppose - ever yt hing but
good healt h.’
’ That ’ s t oo bad.’
’ Yes,’  Yossar ian said. ’ Yes, t hat  is t oo bad.’
The chaplain st ir r ed again. He looked f r om side t o side a f ew t imes, t hen gazed up at  t he 
ceiling, t hen down at  t he f loor . He dr ew a deep br eat h.
’ Lieut enant  Nat ely sends his r egar ds,’  he said.
Yossar ian was sor r y t o hear  t hey had a mut ual f r iend. I t  seemed t her e was a basis t o 
t heir  conver sat ion af t er  all. ’ You know Lieut enant  Nat ely?’  he asked r egr et f ully.
’ Yes, I  know Lieut enant  Nat ely quit e well.’
’ He’ s a bit  loony, isn’ t  he?’
The chaplain’ s smile was embar r assed. ’ I ’ m af r aid I  couldn’ t  say. I  don’ t  t hink I  know 
him t hat  well.’
’ You can t ake my wor d f or  it ,’  Yossar ian said. ’ He’ s as goof y as t hey come.’
The chaplain weighed t he next  silence heavily and t hen shat t er ed it  wit h an abr upt  
quest ion. ’ You ar e Capt ain Yossar ian, ar en’ t  you?’
’ Nat ely had a bad st ar t . He came f r om a good f amily.’
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’ Please excuse me,’  t he chaplain per sist ed t imor ously. ’ I  may be commit t ing a ver y gr ave 
er r or . Ar e you Capt ain Yossar ian?’
’ Yes,’  Capt ain Yossar ian conf essed. ’ I  am Capt ain Yossar ian.’
’ Of  t he 256t h Squadr on?’
’ Of  t he f ight ing 256t h Squadr on,’  Yossar ian r eplied. ’ I  didn’ t  know t her e wer e any ot her
Capt ain Yossar ians. As f ar  as I  know, I ’ m t he only Capt ain Yossar ian I  know, but  t hat ’ s 
only as f ar  as I  know.’
’ I  see,’  t he chaplain said unhappily.
’ That ’ s t wo t o t he f ight ing eight h power ,’  Yossar ian point ed out , ’ if  you’ r e t hinking of  
wr it ing a symbolic poem about  our  squadr on.’
’ No,’  mumbled t he chaplain. ’ I ’ m not  t hinking of  wr it ing a symbolic poem about  your  
squadr on.’
Yossar ian st r aight ened shar ply when he spied t he t iny silver  cr oss on t he ot her  side of  
t he chaplain’ s collar . He was t hor oughly ast onished, f or  he had never  r eally t alked wit h a 
chaplain bef or e.
’ You’ r e a chaplain,’  he exclaimed ecst at ically. ’ I  didn’ t  know you wer e a chaplain.’
’ Why, yes,’  t he chaplain answer ed. ’ Didn’ t  you know I  was a chaplain?’
’ Why, no. I  didn’ t  know you wer e a chaplain.’  Yossar ian st ar ed at  him wit h a big, 
f ascinat ed gr in. ’ I ’ ve never  r eally seen a chaplain bef or e.’
The chaplain f lushed again and gazed down at  his hands. He was a slight  man of  about  
t hir t y-t wo wit h t an hair  and br own dif f ident  eyes. His f ace was nar r ow and r at her  pale. 
An innocent  nest  of  ancient  pimple pr icks lay in t he basin of  each cheek. Yossar ian want ed
t o help him.
’ Can I  do anyt hing at  all t o help you?’  t he chaplain asked.
Yossar ian shook his head, st ill gr inning. ’ No, I ’ m sor r y. I  have ever yt hing I  need and I ’ m 
quit e comf or t able. I n f act , I ’ m not  even sick.’
’ That ’ s good.’  As soon as t he chaplain said t he wor ds, he was sor r y and shoved his 
knuckles int o his mout h wit h a giggle of  alar m, but  Yossar ian r emained silent  and 
disappoint ed him. ’ Ther e ar e ot her  men in t he gr oup I  must  visit ,’  he apologized f inally. 
’ I ’ ll come t o see you again, pr obably t omor r ow.’
’ Please do t hat ,’  Yossar ian said.
’ I ’ ll come only if  you want  me t o,’  t he chaplain said, lower ing his head shyly. ’ I ’ ve not iced
t hat  I  make many of  t he men uncomf or t able.’
Yossar ian glowed wit h af f ect ion. ’ I  want  you t o,’  he said. ’ You won’ t  make me 
uncomf or t able.’
The chaplain beamed gr at ef ully and t hen peer ed down at  a slip of  paper  he had been 
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concealing in his hand all t he while. He count ed along t he beds in t he war d, moving his lips,
and t hen cent er ed his at t ent ion dubiously on Dunbar .
’ May I  inquir e,’  he whisper ed sof t ly, ’ if  t hat  is Lieut enant  Dunbar ?’
’ Yes,’  Yossar ian answer ed loudly, ’ t hat  is Lieut enant  Dunbar .’
’ Thank you,’  t he chaplain whisper ed. ’ Thank you ver y much. I  must  visit  wit h him. I  must  
visit  wit h ever y member  of  t he gr oup who is in t he hospit al.’
’ Even t hose in ot her  war ds?’  Yossar ian asked.
’ Even t hose in ot her  war ds.’
’ Be car ef ul in t hose ot her  war ds, Fat her ,’  Yossar ian war ned. ’ That ’ s wher e t hey keep 
t he ment al cases. They’ r e f illed wit h lunat ics.’
’ I t  isn’ t  necessar y t o call me Fat her ,’  t he chaplain explained. ’ I ’ m an Anabapt ist .’
’ I ’ m dead ser ious about  t hose ot her  war ds,’  Yossar ian cont inued gr imly. ’ M.P.s won’ t  
pr ot ect  you, because t hey’ r e cr aziest  of  all. I ’ d go wit h you myself , but  I ’ m scar ed st if f :
I nsanit y is cont agious. This is t he only sane war d in t he whole hospit al. Ever ybody is 
cr azy but  us. This is pr obably t he only sane war d in t he whole wor ld, f or  t hat  mat t er .’
The chaplain r ose quickly and edged away f r om Yossar ian’ s bed, and t hen nodded wit h a 
conciliat ing smile and pr omised t o conduct  himself  wit h appr opr iat e caut ion. ’ And now I  
must  visit  wit h Lieut enant  Dunbar ,’  he said. St ill he linger ed, r emor sef ully. ’ How is 
Lieut enant  Dunbar ?’  he asked at  last .
’ As good as t hey go,’  Yossar ian assur ed him. ’ A t r ue pr ince. One of  t he f inest , least  
dedicat ed men in t he whole wor ld.’
’ I  didn’ t  mean t hat ,’  t he chaplain answer ed, whisper ing again. ’ I s he ver y sick?’
’ No, he isn’ t  ver y sick. I n f act , he isn’ t  sick at  all.’
’ That ’ s good.’  The chaplain sighed wit h r elief .
’ Yes,’  Yossar ian said. ’ Yes, t hat  is good.’
’ A chaplain,’  Dunbar  said when t he chaplain had visit ed him and gone. ’ Did you see t hat ? 
A chaplain.’
’ Wasn’ t  he sweet ?’  said Yossar ian. ’ Maybe t hey should give him t hr ee vot es.’
’ Who’ s t hey?’  Dunbar  demanded suspiciously.
I n a bed in t he small pr ivat e sect ion at  t he end of  t he war d, always wor king ceaselessly 
behind t he gr een plyboar d par t it ion, was t he solemn middle-aged colonel who was visit ed 
ever y day by a gent le, sweet -f aced woman wit h cur ly ash-blond hair  who was not  a nur se 
and not  a Wac and not  a Red Cr oss gir l but  who never t heless appear ed f ait hf ully at  t he 
hospit al in Pianosa each af t er noon wear ing pr et t y past el summer  dr esses t hat  wer e ver y 
smar t  and whit e leat her  pumps wit h heels half  high at  t he base of  nylon seams t hat  wer e 
inevit ably st r aight . The colonel was in Communicat ions, and he was kept  busy day and 
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night  t r ansmit t ing glut inous messages f r om t he int er ior  int o squar e pads of  gauze which 
he sealed met iculously and deliver ed t o a cover ed whit e pail t hat  st ood on t he night  t able
beside his bed. The colonel was gor geous. He had a caver nous mout h, caver nous cheeks, 
caver nous, sad, mildewed eyes. His f ace was t he color  of  clouded silver . He coughed 
quiet ly, ginger ly, and dabbed t he pads slowly at  his lips wit h a dist ast e t hat  had become 
aut omat ic.
The colonel dwelt  in a vor t ex of  specialist s who wer e st ill specializing in t r ying t o 
det er mine what  was t r oubling him. They hur led light s in his eyes t o see if  he could see, 
r ammed needles int o ner ves t o hear  if  he could f eel. Ther e was a ur ologist  f or  his ur ine, a
lymphologist  f or  his lymph, an endocr inologist  f or  his endocr ines, a psychologist  f or  his 
psyche, a der mat ologist  f or  his der ma; t her e was a pat hologist  f or  his pat hos, a 
cyst ologist  f or  his cyst s, and a bald and pedant ic cet ologist  f r om t he zoology depar t ment
at  Har var d who had been shanghaied r ut hlessly int o t he Medical Cor ps by a f ault y anode 
in an I .B.M. machine and spent  his sessions wit h t he dying colonel t r ying t o discuss Moby 
Dick wit h him.
The colonel had r eally been invest igat ed. Ther e was not  an or gan of  his body t hat  had not
been dr ugged and der ogat ed, dust ed and dr edged, f inger ed and phot ogr aphed, r emoved, 
plunder ed and r eplaced. Neat , slender  and er ect , t he woman t ouched him of t en as she sat
by his bedside and was t he epit ome of  st at ely sor r ow each t ime she smiled. The colonel 
was t all, t hin and st ooped. When he r ose t o walk, he bent  f or war d even mor e, making a 
deep cavit y of  his body, and placed his f eet  down ver y car ef ully, moving ahead by inches 
f r om t he knees down. Ther e wer e violet  pools under  his eyes. The woman spoke sof t ly, 
sof t er  t han t he colonel coughed, and none of  t he men in t he war d ever  hear d her  voice.
I n less t han t en days t he Texan clear ed t he war d. The ar t iller y capt ain br oke f ir st , and 
af t er  t hat  t he exodus st ar t ed. Dunbar , Yossar ian and t he f ight er  capt ain all bolt ed t he 
same mor ning. Dunbar  st opped having dizzy spells, and t he f ight er  capt ain blew his nose. 
Yossar ian t old t he doct or s t hat  t he pain in his liver  had gone away. I t  was as easy as t hat .
Even t he war r ant  of f icer  f led. I n less t han t en days, t he Texan dr ove ever ybody in t he 
war d back t o dut y - ever ybody but  t he C.I .D. man, who had caught  cold f r om t he f ight er  
capt ain and come down wit h pneumonia.
2 CLEVI NGER
I n a way t he C.I .D. man was pr et t y lucky, because out side t he hospit al t he war  was st ill 
going on. Men went  mad and wer e r ewar ded wit h medals. All over  t he wor ld, boys on ever y
side of  t he bomb line wer e laying down t heir  lives f or  what  t hey had been t old was t heir  
count r y, and no one seemed t o mind, least  of  all t he boys who wer e laying down t heir  
young lives. Ther e was no end in sight . The only end in sight  was Yossar ian’ s own, and he 
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might  have r emained in t he hospit al unt il doomsday had it  not  been f or  t hat  pat r iot ic 
Texan wit h his inf undibulif or m j owls and his lumpy, r umpleheaded, indest r uct ible smile 
cr acked f or ever  acr oss t he f r ont  of  his f ace like t he br im of  a black t en-gallon hat . The 
Texan want ed ever ybody in t he war d t o be happy but  Yossar ian and Dunbar . He was r eally
ver y sick.
But  Yossar ian couldn’ t  be happy, even t hough t he Texan didn’ t  want  him t o be, because 
out side t he hospit al t her e was st ill not hing f unny going on. The only t hing going on was a 
war , and no one seemed t o not ice but  Yossar ian and Dunbar . And when Yossar ian t r ied t o 
r emind people, t hey dr ew away f r om him and t hought  he was cr azy. Even Clevinger , who 
should have known bet t er  but  didn’ t , had t old him he was cr azy t he last  t ime t hey had 
seen each ot her , which was j ust  bef or e Yossar ian had f led int o t he hospit al.
Clevinger  had st ar ed at  him wit h apoplect ic r age and indignat ion and, clawing t he t able 
wit h bot h hands, had shout ed, ’ You’ r e cr azy!’
’ Clevinger , what  do you want  f r om people?’  Dunbar  had r eplied wear ily above t he noises 
of  t he of f icer s’  club.
’ I ’ m not  j oking,’  Clevinger  per sist ed.
’ They’ r e t r ying t o kill me,’  Yossar ian t old him calmly.
’ No one’ s t r ying t o kill you,’  Clevinger  cr ied.
’ Then why ar e t hey shoot ing at  me?’  Yossar ian asked.
’ They’ r e shoot ing at  ever yone,’  Clevinger  answer ed. ’ They’ r e t r ying t o kill ever yone.’
’ And what  dif f er ence does t hat  make?’
Clevinger  was alr eady on t he way, half  out  of  his chair  wit h emot ion, his eyes moist  and 
his lips quiver ing and pale. As always occur r ed when he quar r eled over  pr inciples in which 
he believed passionat ely, he would end up gasping f ur iously f or  air  and blinking back 
bit t er  t ear s of  convict ion. Ther e wer e many pr inciples in which Clevinger  believed 
passionat ely. He was cr azy.
’ Who’ s t hey?’  he want ed t o know. ’ Who, specif ically, do you t hink is t r ying t o mur der  
you?’
’ Ever y one of  t hem,’  Yossar ian t old him.
’ Ever y one of  whom?’
’ Ever y one of  whom do you t hink?’
’ I  haven’ t  any idea.’
’ Then how do you know t hey ar en’ t ?’
’ Because...’  Clevinger  sput t er ed, and t ur ned speechless wit h f r ust r at ion.
Clevinger  r eally t hought  he was r ight , but  Yossar ian had pr oof , because st r anger s he 
didn’ t  know shot  at  him wit h cannons ever y t ime he f lew up int o t he air  t o dr op bombs on 

Page 10



J oseph Heller  - Cat ch - 22
t hem, and it  wasn’ t  f unny at  all. And if  t hat  wasn’ t  f unny, t her e wer e lot s of  t hings t hat  
wer en’ t  even f unnier . Ther e was not hing f unny about  living like a bum in a t ent  in Pianosa 
bet ween f at  mount ains behind him and a placid blue sea in f r ont  t hat  could gulp down a 
per son wit h a cr amp in t he t winkling of  an eye and ship him back t o shor e t hr ee days 
lat er , all char ges paid, bloat ed, blue and put r escent , wat er  dr aining out  t hr ough bot h cold
nost r ils.
The t ent  he lived in st ood r ight  smack up against  t he wall of  t he shallow, dull-color ed 
f or est  separ at ing his own squadr on f r om Dunbar ’ s. I mmediat ely alongside was t he 
abandoned r ailr oad dit ch t hat  car r ied t he pipe t hat  car r ied t he aviat ion gasoline down t o 
t he f uel t r ucks at  t he air f ield. Thanks t o Or r , his r oommat e, it  was t he most  luxur ious 
t ent  in t he squadr on. Each t ime Yossar ian r et ur ned f r om one of  his holidays in t he 
hospit al or  r est  leaves in Rome, he was sur pr ised by some new comf or t  Or r  had inst alled 
in his absence - r unning wat er , wood-bur ning f ir eplace, cement  f loor . Yossar ian had 
chosen t he sit e, and he and Or r  had r aised t he t ent  t oget her . Or r , who was a gr inning 
pygmy wit h pilot ’ s wings and t hick, wavy br own hair  par t ed in t he middle, f ur nished all 
t he knowledge, while Yossar ian, who was t aller , st r onger , br oader  and f ast er , did most  of
t he wor k. J ust  t he t wo of  t hem lived t her e, alt hough t he t ent  was big enough f or  six. 
When summer  came, Or r  r olled up t he side f laps t o allow a br eeze t hat  never  blew t o 
f lush away t he air  baking inside.
I mmediat ely next  door  t o Yossar ian was Haver meyer , who liked peanut  br it t le and lived 
all by himself  in t he t wo-man t ent  in which he shot  t iny f ield mice ever y night  wit h huge 
bullet s f r om t he .45 he had st olen f r om t he dead man in Yossar ian’ s t ent . On t he ot her  
side of  Haver meyer  st ood t he t ent  McWat t  no longer  shar ed wit h Clevinger , who had st ill
not  r et ur ned when Yossar ian came out  of  t he hospit al. McWat t  shar ed his t ent  now wit h 
Nat ely, who was away in Rome cour t ing t he sleepy whor e he had f allen so deeply in love 
wit h t her e who was bor ed wit h her  wor k and bor ed wit h him t oo. McWat t  was cr azy. He 
was a pilot  and f lew his plane as low as he dar ed over  Yossar ian’ s t ent  as of t en as he 
could, j ust  t o see how much he could f r ight en him, and loved t o go buzzing wit h a wild, 
close r oar  over  t he wooden r af t  f loat ing on empt y oil dr ums out  past  t he sand bar  at  t he 
immaculat e whit e beach wher e t he men went  swimming naked. Shar ing a t ent  wit h a man 
who was cr azy wasn’ t  easy, but  Nat ely didn’ t  car e. He was cr azy, t oo, and had gone ever y
f r ee day t o wor k on t he of f icer s’  club t hat  Yossar ian had not  helped build.
Act ually, t her e wer e many of f icer s’  clubs t hat  Yossar ian had not  helped build, but  he was
pr oudest  of  t he one on Pianosa. I t  was a st ur dy and complex monument  t o his power s of  
det er minat ion. Yossar ian never  went  t her e t o help unt il it  was f inished; t hen he went  
t her e of t en, so pleased was he wit h t he lar ge, f ine, r ambling, shingled building. I t  was 
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t r uly a splendid st r uct ur e, and Yossar ian t hr obbed wit h a might y sense of  
accomplishment  each t ime he gazed at  it  and r ef lect ed t hat  none of  t he wor k t hat  had 
gone int o it  was his.
Ther e wer e f our  of  t hem seat ed t oget her  at  a t able in t he of f icer s’  club t he last  t ime 
he and Clevinger  had called each ot her  cr azy. They wer e seat ed in back near  t he cr ap 
t able on which Appleby always managed t o win. Appleby was as good at  shoot ing cr ap as 
he was at  playing ping-pong, and he was as good at  playing ping-pong as he was at  
ever yt hing else. Ever yt hing Appleby did, he did well. Appleby was a f air -hair ed boy f r om 
I owa who believed in God, Mot her hood and t he Amer ican Way of  Lif e, wit hout  ever  
t hinking about  any of  t hem, and ever ybody who knew him liked him.
’ I  hat e t hat  son of  a bit ch,’  Yossar ian gr owled.
The ar gument  wit h Clevinger  had begun a f ew minut es ear lier  when Yossar ian had been 
unable t o f ind a machine gun. I t  was a busy night . The bar  was busy, t he cr ap t able was 
busy, t he ping-gong t able was busy. The people Yossar ian want ed t o machine-gun wer e 
busy at  t he bar  singing sent iment al old f avor it es t hat  nobody else ever  t ir ed of . I nst ead 
of  machine-gunning t hem, he br ought  his heel down har d on t he ping-pong ball t hat  came 
r olling t owar d him of f  t he paddle of  one of  t he t wo of f icer s playing.
’ That  Yossar ian,’  t he t wo of f icer s laughed, shaking t heir  heads, and got  anot her  ball 
f r om t he box on t he shelf .
’ That  Yossar ian,’  Yossar ian answer ed t hem.
’ Yossar ian,’  Nat ely whisper ed caut ioningly.
’ You see what  I  mean?’  asked Clevinger .
The of f icer s laughed again when t hey hear d Yossar ian mimicking t hem. ’ That  Yossar ian,’  
t hey said mor e loudly.
’ That  Yossar ian,’  Yossar ian echoed.
’ Yossar ian, please,’  Nat ely pleaded.
’ You see what  I  mean?’  asked Clevinger . ’ He has ant isocial aggr essions.’
’ Oh, shut  up,’  Dunbar  t old Clevinger . Dunbar  liked Clevinger  because Clevinger  annoyed 
him and made t he t ime go slow.
’ Appleby isn’ t  even her e,’  Clevinger  point ed out  t r iumphant ly t o Yossar ian.
’ Who said anyt hing about  Appleby?’  Yossar ian want ed t o know.
’ Colonel Cat hcar t  isn’ t  her e, eit her .’
’ Who said anyt hing about  Colonel Cat hcar t ?’
’ What  son of  a bit ch do you hat e, t hen?’
’ What  son of  a bit ch is her e?’
’ I ’ m not  going t o ar gue wit h you,’  Clevinger  decided. ’ You don’ t  know who you hat e.’
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’ Whoever ’ s t r ying t o poison me,’  Yossar ian t old him.
’ Nobody’ s t r ying t o poison you.’
’ They poisoned my f ood t wice, didn’ t  t hey? Didn’ t  t hey put  poison in my f ood dur ing 
Fer r ar a and dur ing t he Gr eat  Big Siege of  Bologna?’
’ They put  poison in ever ybody’ s f ood,’  Clevinger  explained.
’ And what  dif f er ence does t hat  make?’
’ And it  wasn’ t  even poison!’  Clevinger  cr ied heat edly, gr owing mor e emphat ic as he gr ew 
mor e conf used.
As f ar  back as Yossar ian could r ecall, he explained t o Clevinger  wit h a pat ient  smile, 
somebody was always hat ching a plot  t o kill him. Ther e wer e people who car ed f or  him and
people who didn’ t , and t hose who didn’ t  hat ed him and wer e out  t o get  him. They hat ed 
him because he was Assyr ian. But  t hey couldn’ t  t ouch him, he t old Clevinger , because he 
had a sound mind in a pur e body and was as st r ong as an ox. They couldn’ t  t ouch him 
because he was Tar zan, Mandr ake, Flash Gor don. He was Bill Shakespear e. He was Cain, 
Ulysses, t he Flying Dut chman; he was Lot  in Sodom, Deir dr e of  t he Sor r ows, Sweeney in 
t he night ingales among t r ees. He was mir acle ingr edient  Z-247. He was -
’ Cr azy!’  Clevinger  int er r upt ed, shr ieking. ’ That ’ s what  you ar e! Cr azy!
’ - immense. I ’ m a r eal, slam-bang, honest -t o-goodness, t hr ee-f ist ed humdinger . I ’ m a 
bona f ide supr aman.’
’ Super man?’  Clevinger  cr ied. ’ Super man?’
’ Supr aman,’  Yossar ian cor r ect ed.
’ Hey, f ellas, cut  it  out ,’  Nat ely begged wit h embar r assment . ’ Ever ybody’ s looking at  us.’
’ You’ r e cr azy,’  Clevinger  shout ed vehement ly, his eyes f illing wit h t ear s. ’ You’ ve got  a 
J ehovah complex.’
’ I  t hink ever yone is Nat haniel.’
Clevinger  ar r est ed himself  in mid-declamat ion, suspiciously. ’ Who’ s Nat haniel?’
’ Nat haniel who?’  inquir ed Yossar ian innocent ly.
Clevinger  skir t ed t he t r ap neat ly. ’ You t hink ever ybody is J ehovah. You’ r e no bet t er  t han
Raskolnkov -’
’ Who?’
’ - yes, Raskolnikov, who -’
’ Raskolnikov!’
’ -  who - I  mean it  - who f elt  he could j ust if y killing an old woman -’
’ No bet t er  t han?’
’ - yes, j ust if y, t hat ’ s r ight  - wit h an ax! And I  can pr ove it  t o you!’  Gasping f ur iously f or  
air , Clevinger  enumer at ed Yossar ian’ s sympt oms: an unr easonable belief  t hat  ever ybody 
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ar ound him was cr azy, a homicidal impulse t o machine-gun st r anger s, r et r ospect ive 
f alsif icat ion, an unf ounded suspicion t hat  people hat ed him and wer e conspir ing t o kill 
him.
But  Yossar ian knew he was r ight , because, as he explained t o Clevinger , t o t he best  of  his
knowledge he had never  been wr ong. Ever ywher e he looked was a nut , and it  was all a 
sensible young gent leman like himself  could do t o maint ain his per spect ive amid so much 
madness. And it  was ur gent  t hat  he did, f or  he knew his lif e was in per il.
Yossar ian eyed ever yone he saw war ily when he r et ur ned t o t he squadr on f r om t he 
hospit al. Milo was away, t oo, in Smyr na f or  t he f ig har vest . The mess hall r an smoot hly in 
Milo’ s absence. Yossar ian had r esponded r avenously t o t he pungent  ar oma of  spicy lamb 
while he was st ill in t he cab of  t he ambulance bouncing down along t he knot t ed r oad t hat  
lay like a br oken suspender  bet ween t he hospit al and t he squadr on. Ther e was 
shish-kabob f or  lunch, huge, savor y hunks of  spit t ed meat  sizzling like t he devil over  
char coal af t er  mar inat ing sevent y-t wo hour s in a secr et  mixt ur e Milo had st olen f r om a 
cr ooked t r ader  in t he Levant , ser ved wit h I r anian r ice and aspar agus t ips Par mesan, 
f ollowed by cher r ies j ubilee f or  desser t  and t hen st eaming cups of  f r esh cof f ee wit h 
Benedict ine and br andy. The meal was ser ved in enor mous helpings on damask t ableclot hs 
by t he skilled I t alian wait er s Maj or  - de Cover ley had kidnaped f r om t he mainland and 
given t o Milo.
Yossar ian gor ged himself  in t he mess hall unt il he t hought  he would explode and t hen 
sagged back in a cont ent ed st upor , his mout h f ilmy wit h a succulent  r esidue. None of  t he 
of f icer s in t he squadr on had ever  eat en so well as t hey at e r egular ly in Milo’ s mess hall, 
and Yossar ian wonder ed awhile if  it  wasn’ t  per haps all wor t h it . But  t hen he bur ped and 
r emember ed t hat  t hey wer e t r ying t o kill him, and he spr int ed out  of  t he mess hall wildly 
and r an looking f or  Doc Daneeka t o have himself  t aken of f  combat  dut y and sent  home. 
He f ound Doc Daneeka in sunlight , sit t ing on a high st ool out side his t ent .
’ Fif t y missions,’  Doc Daneeka t old him, shaking his head. ’ The colonel want s f if t y 
missions.’
’ But  I ’ ve only got  f or t y-f our !’
Doc Daneeka was unmoved. He was a sad, bir dlike man wit h t he spat ulat e f ace and 
scr ubbed, t aper ing f eat ur es of  a well-gr oomed r at .
’ Fif t y missions,’  he r epeat ed, st ill shaking his head. ’ The colonel want s f if t y missions.’
3 HAVERMEYER
Act ually, no one was ar ound when Yossar ian r et ur ned f r om t he hospit al but  Or r  and t he 
dead man in Yossar ian’ s t ent . The dead man in Yossar ian’ s t ent  was a pest , and Yossar ian 
didn’ t  like him, even t hough he had never  seen him. Having him lying ar ound all day 
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annoyed Yossar ian so much t hat  he had gone t o t he or der ly r oom sever al t imes t o 
complain t o Ser geant  Towser , who r ef used t o admit  t hat  t he dead man even exist ed, 
which, of  cour se, he no longer  did. I t  was st ill mor e f r ust r at ing t o t r y t o appeal dir ect ly 
t o Maj or  Maj or , t he long and bony squadr on commander , who looked a lit t le bit  like Henr y
Fonda in dist r ess and went  j umping out  t he window of  his of f ice each t ime Yossar ian 
bullied his way past  Ser geant  Towser  t o speak t o him about  it . The dead man in 
Yossar ian’ s t ent  was simply not  easy t o live wit h. He even dist ur bed Or r , who was not  
easy t o live wit h, eit her , and who, on t he day Yossar ian came back, was t inker ing wit h t he 
f aucet  t hat  f ed gasoline int o t he st ove he had st ar t ed building while Yossar ian was in t he
hospit al.
’ What  ar e you doing?’  Yossar ian asked guar dedly when he ent er ed t he t ent , alt hough he 
saw at  once.
’ Ther e’ s a leak her e,’  Or r  said. ’ I ’ m t r ying t o f ix it .’
’ Please st op it ,’  said Yossar ian. ’ You’ r e making me ner vous.’
’ When I  was a kid,’  Or r  r eplied, ’ I  used t o walk ar ound all day wit h cr ab apples in my 
cheeks. One in each cheek.’
Yossar ian put  aside t he muset t e bag f r om which he had begun r emoving his t oilet  ar t icles
and br aced himself  suspiciously. A minut e passed. Why?’  he f ound himself  f or ced t o ask 
f inally.
Or r  t it t er ed t r iumphant ly. ’ Because t hey’ r e bet t er  t han hor se chest nut s,’  he answer ed.
Or r  was kneeling on t he f loor  of  t he t ent . He wor ked wit hout  pause, t aking t he f aucet  
apar t , spr eading all t he t iny pieces out  car ef ully, count ing and t hen st udying each one 
int er minably as t hough he had never  seen anyt hing r emot ely similar  bef or e, and t hen 
r eassembling t he whole appar at us, over  and over  and over  and over  again, wit h no loss of  
pat ience or  int er est , no sign of  f at igue, no indicat ion of  ever  concluding. Yossar ian 
wat ched him t inker ing and f elt  cer t ain he would be compelled t o mur der  him in cold blood 
if  he did not  st op. His eyes moved t owar d t he hunt ing knif e t hat  had been slung over  t he 
mosquit o-net  bar  by t he dead man t he day he ar r ived. The knif e hung beside t he dead 
man’ s empt y leat her  gun holst er , f r om which Haver meyer  had st olen t he gun.
’ When I  couldn’ t  get  cr ab apples,’  Or r  cont inued, ’ I  used hor se chest nut s. Hor se 
chest nut s ar e about  t he same size as cr ab apples and act ually have a bet t er  shape, 
alt hough t he shape doesn’ t  mat t er  a bit .’
’ Why did you walk ar ound wit h cr ab apples in your  cheeks?’  Yossar ian asked again. 
’ That ’ s what  I  asked.’
’ Because t hey’ ve got  a bet t er  shape t han hor se chest nut s,’  Or r  answer ed. ’ I  j ust  t old 
you t hat .’
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’ Why,’  swor e Yossar ian at  him appr ovingly, ’ you evil-eyed, mechanically-apt it uded, 
disaf f iliat ed son of  a bit ch, did you walk ar ound wit h anyt hing in your  cheeks?’
’ I  didn’ t ,’  Or r  said, ’ walk ar ound wit h anyt hing in my cheeks. I  walked ar ound wit h cr ab 
apples in my cheeks. When I  couldn’ t  get  cr ab apples I  walked ar ound wit h hor se 
chest nut s. I n my cheeks.’
Or r  giggled. Yossar ian made up his mind t o keep his mout h shut  and did. Or r  wait ed. 
Yossar ian wait ed longer .
’ One in each cheek,’  Or r  said.
’ Why?’
Or r  pounced. ’ Why what ?’
Yossar ian shook his head, smiling, and r ef used t o say.
’ I t ’ s a f unny t hing about  t his valve,’  Or r  mused aloud.
’ What  is?’  Yossar ian asked.
’ Because I  want ed -’
Yossar ian knew. ’ J esus Chr ist ! Why did you want  - ’
’ -  apple cheeks.’
’ -  apple cheeks?’  Yossar ian demanded.
’ I  want ed apple cheeks,’  Or r  r epeat ed. ’ Even when I  was a kid I  want ed apple cheeks 
someday, and I  decided t o wor k at  it  unt il I  got  t hem, and by God, I  did wor k at  it  unt il I  
got  t hem, and t hat ’ s how I  did it , wit h cr ab apples in my cheeks all day long.’  He giggled 
again. ’ One in each cheek.’
’ Why did you want  apple cheeks?’
’ I  didn’ t  want  apple cheeks,’  Or r  said. ’ I  want ed big cheeks. I  didn’ t  car e about  t he 
color  so much, but  I  want ed t hem big. I  wor ked at  it  j ust  like one of  t hose cr azy guys you
r ead about  who go ar ound squeezing r ubber  balls all day long j ust  t o st r engt hen t heir  
hands. I n f act , I  was one of  t hose cr azy guys. I  used t o walk ar ound all day wit h r ubber  
balls in my hands, t oo.’
’ Why?’
’ Why what ?’
’ Why did you walk ar ound all day wit h r ubber  balls in your  hands?’
’ Because r ubber  balls - ’  said Or r .
’ - ar e bet t er  t han cr ab apples?’
Or r  snigger ed as he shook his head. ’ I  did it  t o pr ot ect  my good r eput at ion in case 
anyone ever  caught  me walking ar ound wit h cr ab apples in my cheeks. Wit h r ubber  balls in
my hands I  could deny t her e wer e cr ab apples in my cheeks. Ever y t ime someone asked 
me why I  was walking ar ound wit h cr ab apples in my cheeks, I ’ d j ust  open my hands and 
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show t hem it  was r ubber  balls I  was walking ar ound wit h, not  cr ab apples, and t hat  t hey 
wer e in my hands, not  my cheeks. I t  was a good st or y. But  I  never  knew if  it  got  acr oss or
not , since it ’ s pr et t y t ough t o make people under st and you when you’ r e t alking t o t hem 
wit h t wo cr ab apples in your  cheeks.’
Yossar ian f ound it  pr et t y t ough t o under st and him t hen, and he wonder ed once again if  
Or r  wasn’ t  t alking t o him wit h t he t ip of  his t ongue in one of  his apple cheeks.
Yossar ian decided not  t o ut t er  anot her  wor d. I t  would be f ut ile. He knew Or r , and he 
knew t her e was not  a chance in hell of  f inding out  f r om him t hen why he had want ed big 
cheeks. I t  would do no mor e good t o ask t han it  had done t o ask him why t hat  whor e had 
kept  beat ing him over  t he head wit h her  shoe t hat  mor ning in Rome in t he cr amped 
vest ibule out side t he open door  of  Nat ely’ s whor e’ s kid sist er ’ s r oom. She was a t all, 
st r apping gir l wit h long hair  and incandescent  blue veins conver ging populously beneat h 
her  cocoa-color ed skin wher e t he f lesh was most  t ender , and she kept  cur sing and 
shr ieking and j umping high up int o t he air  on her  bar e f eet  t o keep r ight  on hit t ing him on
t he t op of  his head wit h t he spiked heel of  her  shoe. They wer e bot h naked, and r aising a
r umpus t hat  br ought  ever yone in t he apar t ment  int o t he hall t o wat ch, each couple in a 
bedr oom door way, all of  t hem naked except  t he apr oned and sweat er ed old woman, who 
clucked r epr ovingly, and t he lecher ous, dissipat ed old man, who cackled aloud hilar iously 
t hr ough t he whole episode wit h a kind of  avid and super ior  glee. The gir l shr ieked and 
Or r  giggled. Each t ime she landed wit h t he heel of  her  shoe, Or r  giggled louder , 
inf ur iat ing her  st ill f ur t her  so t hat  she f lew up st ill higher  int o t he air  f or  anot her  shot  
at  his noodle, her  wondr ously f ull br east s soar ing all over  t he place like billowing pennant s
in a st r ong wind and her  but t ocks and st r ong t highs shim-sham-shimmying t his way and 
t hat  way like some hor r if ying bonanza. She shr ieked and Or r  giggled r ight  up t o t he t ime 
she shr ieked and knocked him cold wit h a good solid cr ack on t he t emple t hat  made him 
st op giggling and sent  him of f  t o t he hospit al in a st r et cher  wit h a hole in his head t hat  
wasn’ t  ver y deep and a ver y mild concussion t hat  kept  him out  of  combat  only t welve 
days.
Nobody could f ind out  what  had happened, not  even t he cackling old man and clucking old 
woman, who wer e in a posit ion t o f ind out  ever yt hing t hat  happened in t hat  vast  and 
endless br ot hel wit h it s mult it udinous bedr ooms on f acing sides of  t he nar r ow hallways 
going of f  in opposit e dir ect ions f r om t he spacious sit t ing r oom wit h it s shaded windows 
and single lamp. Ever y t ime she met  Or r  af t er  t hat , she’ d hoist  her  skir t s up over  her  
t ight  whit e elast ic pant ies and, j eer ing coar sely, bulge her  f ir m, r ound belly out  at  him, 
cur sing him cont empt uously and t hen r oar ing wit h husky laught er  as she saw him giggle 
f ear f ully and t ake r ef uge behind Yossar ian. What ever  he had done or  t r ied t o do or  
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f ailed t o do behind t he closed door  of  Nat ely’ s whor e’ s kid sist er ’ s r oom was st ill a 
secr et . The gir l wouldn’ t  t ell Nat ely’ s whor e or  any of  t he ot her  whor es or  Nat ely or  
Yossar ian. Or r  might  t ell, but  Yossar ian had decided not  t o ut t er  anot her  wor d.
’ Do you want  t o know why I  want ed big cheeks?’  Or r  asked.
Yossar ian kept  his mout h shut .
’ Do you r emember ,’  Or r  said, ’ t hat  t ime in Rome when t hat  gir l who can’ t  st and you kept  
hit t ing me over  t he head wit h t he heel of  her  shoe? Do you want  t o know why she was 
hit t ing me?’
I t  was st ill impossible t o imagine what  he could have done t o make her  angr y enough t o 
hammer  him over  t he head f or  f if t een or  t went y minut es, yet  not  angr y enough t o pick 
him up by t he ankles and dash his br ains out . She was cer t ainly t all enough, and Or r  was 
cer t ainly shor t  enough. Or r  had buck t eet h and bulging eyes t o go wit h his big cheeks and
was even smaller  t han young Huple, who lived on t he wr ong side of  t he r ailr oad t r acks in 
t he t ent  in t he administ r at ion ar ea in which Hungr y J oe lay scr eaming in his sleep ever y 
night .
The administ r at ion ar ea in which Hungr y J oe had pit ched his t ent  by mist ake lay in t he 
cent er  of  t he squadr on bet ween t he dit ch, wit h it s r ust ed r ailr oad t r acks, and t he t ilt ed 
black bit uminous r oad. The men could pick up gir ls along t hat  r oad if  t hey pr omised t o 
t ake t hem wher e t hey want ed t o go, buxom, young, homely, gr inning gir ls wit h missing 
t eet h whom t hey could dr ive of f  t he r oad and lie down in t he wild gr ass wit h, and 
Yossar ian did whenever  he could, which was not  near ly as of t en as Hungr y J oe, who could 
get  a j eep but  couldn’ t  dr ive, begged him t o t r y. The t ent s of  t he enlist ed men in t he 
squadr on st ood on t he ot her  side of  t he r oad alongside t he open-air  movie t heat er  in 
which, f or  t he daily amusement  of  t he dying, ignor ant  ar mies clashed by night  on a 
collapsible scr een, and t o which anot her  U.S.O. t r oupe came t hat  same af t er noon.
The U.S.O. t r oupes wer e sent  by Gener al P. P. Peckem, who had moved his headquar t er s 
up t o Rome and had not hing bet t er  t o do while he schemed against  Gener al Dr eedle. 
Gener al Peckem was a gener al wit h whom neat ness def init ely count ed. He was a spr y, 
suave and ver y pr ecise gener al who knew t he cir cumf er ence of  t he equat or  and always 
wr ot e ’ enhanced’  when he meant  ’ incr eased’ . He was a pr ick, and no one knew t his bet t er
t han Gener al Dr eedle, who was incensed by Gener al Peckem’ s r ecent  dir ect ive r equir ing 
all t ent s in t he Medit er r anean t heat er  of  oper at ions t o be pit ched along par allel lines 
wit h ent r ances f acing back pr oudly t owar d t he Washingt on Monument . To Gener al 
Dr eedle, who r an a f ight ing out f it , it  seemed a lot  of  cr ap. Fur t her mor e, it  was none of  
Gener al Peckem’ s goddam business how t he t ent s in Gener al Dr eedle’ s wing wer e pit ched.
Ther e t hen f ollowed a hect ic j ur isdict ional disput e bet ween t hese over lor ds t hat  was 
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decided in Gener al Dr eedle’ s f avor  by ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een, mail cler k at  
Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce Headquar t er s. Wint er gr een det er mined t he out come by 
t hr owing all communicat ions f r om Gener al Peckem int o t he wast ebasket . He f ound t hem 
t oo pr olix. Gener al Dr eedle’ s views, expr essed in less pr et ent ious lit er ar y st yle, pleased 
ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een and wer e sped along by him in zealous obser vance of  r egulat ions. 
Gener al Dr eedle was vict or ious by def ault .
To r egain what ever  st at us he had lost , Gener al Peckem began sending out  mor e U.S.O. 
t r oupes t han he had ever  sent  out  bef or e and assigned t o Colonel Car gill himself  t he 
r esponsibilit y of  gener at ing enough ent husiasm f or  t hem.
But  t her e was no ent husiasm in Yossar ian’ s gr oup. I n Yossar ian’ s gr oup t her e was only a 
mount ing number  of  enlist ed men and of f icer s who f ound t heir  way solemnly t o Ser geant  
Towser  sever al t imes a day t o ask if  t he or der s sending t hem home had come in. They 
wer e men who had f inished t heir  f if t y missions. Ther e wer e mor e of  t hem now t han when
Yossar ian had gone int o t he hospit al, and t hey wer e st ill wait ing. They wor r ied and bit  
t heir  nails. They wer e gr ot esque, like useless young men in a depr ession. They moved 
sideways, like cr abs. They wer e wait ing f or  t he or der s sending t hem home t o saf et y t o 
r et ur n f r om Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce Headquar t er s in I t aly, and while t hey wait ed t hey
had not hing t o do but  wor r y and bit e t heir  nails and f ind t heir  way solemnly t o Ser geant  
Towser  sever al t imes a day t o ask if  t he or der  sending t hem home t o saf et y had come.
They wer e in a r ace and knew it , because t hey knew f r om bit t er  exper ience t hat  Colonel 
Cat hcar t  might  r aise t he number  of  missions again at  any t ime. They had not hing bet t er  
t o do t han wait . Only Hungr y J oe had somet hing bet t er  t o do each t ime he f inished his 
missions. He had scr eaming night mar es and won f ist  f ight s wit h Huple’ s cat . He t ook his 
camer a t o t he f r ont  r ow of  ever y U.S.O. show and t r ied t o shoot  pict ur es up t he skir t  of  
t he yellow-headed singer  wit h t wo big ones in a sequined dr ess t hat  always seemed r eady 
t o bur st . The pict ur es never  came out .
Colonel Car gill, Gener al Peckem’ s t r oubleshoot er , was a f or cef ul, r uddy man. Bef or e t he 
war  he had been an aler t , har dhit t ing, aggr essive mar ket ing execut ive. He was a ver y bad 
mar ket ing execut ive. Colonel Car gill was so awf ul a mar ket ing execut ive t hat  his ser vices 
wer e much sought  af t er  by f ir ms eager  t o est ablish losses f or  t ax pur poses. Thr oughout  
t he civilized wor ld, f r om Bat t er y Par k t o Fult on St r eet , he was known as a dependable 
man f or  a f ast  t ax wr it e-of f . His pr ices wer e high, f or  f ailur e of t en did not  come easily. 
He had t o st ar t  at  t he t op and wor k his way down, and wit h sympat het ic f r iends in 
Washingt on, losing money was no simple mat t er . I t  t ook mont hs of  har d wor k and car ef ul 
misplanning. A per son misplaced, disor ganized, miscalculat ed, over looked ever yt hing and 
opened ever y loophole, and j ust  when he t hought  he had it  made, t he gover nment  gave 
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him a lake or  a f or est  or  an oilf ield and spoiled ever yt hing. Even wit h such handicaps, 
Colonel Car gill could be r elied on t o r un t he most  pr osper ous ent er pr ise int o t he gr ound. 
He was a self -made man who owed his lack of  success t o nobody.
’ Men,’  Colonel Car gill began in Yossar ian’ s squadr on, measur ing his pauses car ef ully. 
’ You’ r e Amer ican of f icer s. The of f icer s of  no ot her  ar my in t he wor ld can make t hat  
st at ement . Think about  it .’
Ser geant  Knight  t hought  about  it  and t hen polit ely inf or med Colonel Car gill t hat  he was 
addr essing t he enlist ed men and t hat  t he of f icer s wer e t o be f ound wait ing f or  him on 
t he ot her  side of  t he squadr on. Colonel Car gill t hanked him cr isply and glowed wit h 
self -sat isf act ion as he st r ode acr oss t he ar ea. I t  made him pr oud t o obser ve t hat  
t went y-nine mont hs in t he ser vice had not  blunt ed his genius f or  inept it ude.
’ Men,’  he began his addr ess t o t he of f icer s, measur ing his pauses car ef ully. ’ You’ r e 
Amer ican of f icer s. The of f icer s of  no ot her  ar my in t he wor ld can make t hat  st at ement . 
Think about  it .’  He wait ed a moment  t o per mit  t hem t o t hink about  it . ’ These people ar e 
your  guest s!’  he shout ed suddenly. ’ They’ ve t r aveled over  t hr ee t housand miles t o 
ent er t ain you. How ar e t hey going t o f eel if  nobody want s t o go out  and wat ch t hem? 
What ’ s going t o happen t o t heir  mor ale? Now, men, it ’ s no skin of f  my behind. But  t hat  
gir l t hat  want s t o play t he accor dion f or  you t oday is old enough t o be a mot her . How 
would you f eel if  your  own mot her  t r aveled over  t hr ee t housand miles t o play t he 
accor dion f or  some t r oops t hat  didn’ t  want  t o wat ch her ? How is t hat  kid whose mot her  
t hat  accor dion player  is old enough t o be going t o f eel when he gr ows up and lear ns about  
it ? We all know t he answer  t o t hat  one. Now, men, don’ t  misunder st and me. This is all 
volunt ar y, of  cour se. I ’ d be t he last  colonel in t he wor ld t o or der  you t o go t o t hat  U.S.O.
show and have a good t ime, but  I  want  ever y one of  you who isn’ t  sick enough t o be in a 
hospit al t o go t o t hat  U.S.O. show r ight  now and have a good t ime, and t hat ’ s an or der !’
Yossar ian did f eel almost  sick enough t o go back int o t he hospit al, and he f elt  even sicker
t hr ee combat  missions lat er  when Doc Daneeka st ill shook his melancholy head and 
r ef used t o gr ound him.
’ You t hink you’ ve got  t r oubles?’  Doc Daneeka r ebuked him gr ievingly. ’ What  about  me? I  
lived on peanut s f or  eight  year s while I  lear ned how t o be a doct or . Af t er  t he peanut s, I  
lived on chicken f eed in my own of f ice unt il I  could build up a pr act ice decent  enough t o 
even pay expenses. Then, j ust  as t he shop was f inally st ar t ing t o show a pr of it , t hey 
dr af t ed me. I  don’ t  know what  you’ r e complaining about .’
Doc Daneeka was Yossar ian’ s f r iend and would do j ust  about  not hing in his power  t o help 
him. Yossar ian list ened ver y car ef ully as Doc Daneeka t old him about  Colonel Cat hcar t  at  
Gr oup, who want ed t o be a gener al, about  Gener al Dr eedle at  Wing and Gener al Dr eedle’ s
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nur se, and about  all t he ot her  gener als at  Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce Headquar t er s, who 
insist ed on only f or t y missions as a complet ed t our  of  dut y.
’ Why don’ t  you j ust  smile and make t he best  of  it ?’  he advised Yossar ian glumly. ’ Be like 
Haver meyer .’
Yossar ian shudder ed at  t he suggest ion. Haver meyer  was a lead bombar dier  who never  
t ook evasive act ion going in t o t he t ar get  and t her eby incr eased t he danger  of  all t he 
men who f lew in t he same f or mat ion wit h him.
’ Haver meyer , why t he hell don’ t  you ever  t ake evasive act ion?’  t hey would demand in a 
r age af t er  t he mission.
’ Hey, you men leave Capt ain Haver meyer  alone,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  would or der . ’ He’ s t he 
best  damned bombar dier  we’ ve got .’
Haver meyer  gr inned and nodded and t r ied t o explain how he dumdummed t he bullet s wit h
a hunt ing knif e bef or e he f ir ed t hem at  t he f ield mice in his t ent  ever y night . 
Haver meyer  was t he best  damned bombar dier  t hey had, but  he f lew st r aight  and level all 
t he way f r om t he I .P. t o t he t ar get , and even f ar  beyond t he t ar get  unt il he saw t he 
f alling bombs st r ike gr ound and explode in a dar t ing spur t  of  abr upt  or ange t hat  f lashed 
beneat h t he swir ling pall of  smoke and pulver ized debr is geyser ing up wildly in huge, 
r olling waves of  gr ay and black. Haver meyer  held mor t al men r igid in six planes as st eady 
and st ill as sit t ing ducks while he f ollowed t he bombs all t he way down t hr ough t he 
plexiglass nose wit h deep int er est  and gave t he Ger man gunner s below all t he t ime t hey 
needed t o set  t heir  sight s and t ake t heir  aim and pull t heir  t r igger s or  lanyar ds or  
swit ches or  what ever  t he hell t hey did pull when t hey want ed t o kill people t hey didn’ t  
know.
Haver meyer  was a lead bombar dier  who never  missed. Yossar ian was a lead bombar dier  
who had been demot ed because he no longer  gave a damn whet her  he missed or  not . He 
had decided t o live f or ever  or  die in t he at t empt , and his only mission each t ime he went  
up was t o come down alive.
The men had loved f lying behind Yossar ian, who used t o come bar r eling in over  t he t ar get
f r om all dir ect ions and ever y height , climbing and diving and t wist ing and t ur ning so 
st eeply and shar ply t hat  it  was all t he pilot s of  t he ot her  f ive planes could do t o st ay in 
f or mat ion wit h him, leveling out  only f or  t he t wo or  t hr ee seconds it  t ook f or  t he bombs 
t o dr op and t hen zooming of f  again wit h an aching howl of  engines, and wr enching his 
f light  t hr ough t he air  so violent ly as he wove his way t hr ough t he f ilt hy bar r ages of  f lak 
t hat  t he six planes wer e soon f lung out  all over  t he sky like pr ayer s, each one a pushover  
f or  t he Ger man f ight er s, which was j ust  f ine wit h Yossar ian, f or  t her e wer e no Ger man 
f ight er s any mor e and he did not  want  any exploding planes near  his when t hey exploded. 
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Only when all t he St ur m und Dr ang had been lef t  f ar  behind would he t ip his f lak helmet  
back wear ily on his sweat ing head and st op bar king dir ect ions t o McWat t  at  t he cont r ols,
who had not hing bet t er  t o wonder  about  at  a t ime like t hat  t han wher e t he bombs had 
f allen.
’ Bomb bay clear ,’  Ser geant  Knight  in t he back would announce.
’ Did we hit  t he br idge?’  McWat t  would ask.
’ I  couldn’ t  see, sir , I  kept  get t ing bounced ar ound back her e pr et t y har d and I  couldn’ t  
see. Ever yt hing’ s cover ed wit h smoke now and I  can’ t  see.’
’ Hey, Aar f y, did t he bombs hit  t he t ar get ?’
’ What  t ar get ?’  Capt ain Aar dvaar k, Yossar ian’ s plump, pipe-smoking navigat or , would say 
f r om t he conf usion of  maps he had cr eat ed at  Yossar ian’ s side in t he nose of  t he ship. ’ I  
don’ t  t hink we’ r e at  t he t ar get  yet . Ar e we?’
’ Yossar ian, did t he bombs hit  t he t ar get ?’
’ What  bombs?’  answer ed Yossar ian, whose only concer n had been t he f lak.
’ Oh, well,’  McWat t  would sing, ’ what  t he hell.’
Yossar ian did not  give a damn whet her  he hit  t he t ar get  or  not , j ust  as long as 
Haver meyer  or  one of  t he ot her  lead bombar dier s did and t hey never  had t o go back. 
Ever y now and t hen someone gr ew angr y enough at  Haver meyer  t o t hr ow a punch at  him.
’ I  said you men leave Capt ain Haver meyer  alone,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  war ned t hem all 
angr ily. ’ I  said he’ s t he best  damned bombar dier  we’ ve got , didn’ t  I ?’
Haver meyer  gr inned at  t he colonel’ s int er vent ion and shoved anot her  piece of  peanut  
br it t le inside his f ace.
Haver meyer  had gr own ver y pr of icient  at  shoot ing f ield mice at  night  wit h t he gun he had
st olen f r om t he dead man in Yossar ian’ s t ent . His bait  was a bar  of  candy and he would 
pr esight  in t he dar kness as he sat  wait ing f or  t he nibble wit h a f inger  of  his ot her  hand 
inside a loop of  t he line he had r un f r om t he f r ame of  his mosquit o net  t o t he chain of  
t he unf r ost ed light  bulb over head. The line was t aut  as a banj o st r ing, and t he mer est  t ug
would snap it  on and blind t he shiver ing quar r y in a blaze of  light . Haver meyer  would 
chor t le exult ant ly as he wat ched t he t iny mammal f r eeze and r oll it s t er r if ied eyes about
in f r ant ic sear ch of  t he int r uder . Haver meyer  would wait  unt il t he eyes f ell upon his own 
and t hen he laughed aloud and pulled t he t r igger  at  t he same t ime, shower ing t he r ank, 
f ur r y body all over  t he t ent  wit h a r ever ber at ing cr ash and dispat ching it s t imid soul 
back t o his or  her  Cr eat or .
Lat e one night , Haver meyer  f ir ed a shot  at  a mouse t hat  br ought  Hungr y J oe bolt ing out  
at  him bar ef oot , r ant ing at  t he t op of  his scr eechy voice and empt ying his own .45 int o 
Haver meyer ’ s t ent  as he came char ging down one side of  t he dit ch and up t he ot her  and 
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vanished all at  once inside one of  t he slit  t r enches t hat  had appear ed like magic beside 
ever y t ent  t he mor ning af t er  Milo Minder binder  had bombed t he squadr on. I t  was j ust  
bef or e dawn dur ing t he Gr eat  Big Siege of  Bologna, when t ongueless dead men peopled 
t he night  hour s like living ghost s and Hungr y J oe was half  out  of  his mind because he had 
f inished his missions again and was not  scheduled t o f ly. Hungr y J oe was babbling 
incoher ent ly when t hey f ished him out  f r om t he dank bot t om of  t he slit  t r ench, babbling 
of  snakes, r at s and spider s. The ot her s f lashed t heir  sear chlight s down j ust  t o make 
sur e. Ther e was not hing inside but  a f ew inches of  st agnant  r ain wat er .
’ You see?’  cr ied Haver meyer . ’ I  t old you. I  t old you he was cr azy, didn’ t  I ?’
4 DOC DANEEKA
Hungr y J oe was cr azy, and no one knew it  bet t er  t han Yossar ian, who did ever yt hing he 
could t o help him. Hungr y J oe j ust  wouldn’ t  list en t o Yossar ian. Hungr y J oe j ust  wouldn’ t  
list en because he t hought  Yossar ian was cr azy.
’ Why should he list en t o you?’  Doc Daneeka inquir ed of  Yossar ian wit hout  looking up.
’ Because he’ s got  t r oubles.’
Doc Daneeka snor t ed scor nf ully. ’ He t hinks he’ s got  t r oubles? What  about  me?’  Doc 
Daneeka cont inued slowly wit h a gloomy sneer . ’ Oh, I ’ m not  complaining. I  know t her e’ s a 
war  on. I  know a lot  of  people ar e going t o have t o suf f er  f or  us t o win it . But  why must  I  
be one of  t hem? Why don’ t  t hey dr af t  some of  t hese old doct or s who keep shoot ing 
t heir  kisser s of f  in public about  what  big sacr if ices t he medical game st ands r eady t o 
make? I  don’ t  want  t o make sacr if ices. I  want  t o make dough.’
Doc Daneeka was a ver y neat , clean man whose idea of  a good t ime was t o sulk. He had a 
dar k complexion and a small, wise, sat ur nine f ace wit h mour nf ul pouches under  bot h eyes. 
He br ooded over  his healt h cont inually and went  almost  daily t o t he medical t ent  t o have 
his t emper at ur e t aken by one of  t he t wo enlist ed men t her e who r an t hings f or  him 
pr act ically on t heir  own, and r an it  so ef f icient ly t hat  he was lef t  wit h lit t le else t o do 
but  sit  in t he sunlight  wit h his st uf f ed nose and wonder  what  ot her  people wer e so 
wor r ied about . Their  names wer e Gus and Wes and t hey had succeeded in elevat ing 
medicine t o an exact  science. All men r epor t ing on sick call wit h t emper at ur es above 102 
wer e r ushed t o t he hospit al. All t hose except  Yossar ian r epor t ing on sick call wit h 
t emper at ur es below 102 had t heir  gums and t oes paint ed wit h gent ian violet  solut ion and 
wer e given a laxat ive t o t hr ow away int o t he bushes. All t hose r epor t ing on a sick call 
wit h t emper at ur es of  exact ly 102 wer e asked t o r et ur n in an hour  t o have t heir  
t emper at ur es t aken again. Yossar ian, wit h his t emper at ur e of  101, could go t o t he 
hospit al whenever  he want ed t o because he was not  af r aid of  t hem.
The syst em wor ked j ust  f ine f or  ever ybody, especially f or  Doc Daneeka, who f ound 
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himself  wit h all t he t ime he needed t o wat ch old Maj or  - de Cover ley pit ching hor seshoes 
in his pr ivat e hor seshoe-pit ching pit , st ill wear ing t he t r anspar ent  eye pat ch Doc Daneeka
had f ashioned f or  him f r om t he st r ip of  celluloid st olen f r om Maj or  Maj or ’ s or der ly 
r oom window mont hs bef or e when Maj or  - de Cover ley had r et ur ned f r om Rome wit h an 
inj ur ed cor nea af t er  r ent ing t wo apar t ment s t her e f or  t he of f icer s and enlist ed men t o 
use on t heir  r est  leaves. The only t ime Doc Daneeka ever  went  t o t he medical t ent  was 
t he t ime he began t o f eel he was a ver y sick man each day and st opped in j ust  t o have Gus
and Wes look him over . They could never  f ind anyt hing wr ong wit h him. His t emper at ur e 
was always 96.8, which was per f ect ly all r ight  wit h t hem, as long as he didn’ t  mind. Doc 
Daneeka did mind. He was beginning t o lose conf idence in Gus and Wes and was t hinking 
of  having t hem bot h t r ansf er r ed back t o t he mot or  pool and r eplaced by someone who 
could f ind somet hing wr ong.
Doc Daneeka was per sonally f amiliar  wit h a number  of  t hings t hat  wer e dr ast ically wr ong. 
I n addit ion t o his healt h, he wor r ied about  t he Pacif ic Ocean and f light  t ime. Healt h was 
somet hing no one ever  could be sur e of  f or  a long enough t ime. The Pacif ic Ocean was a 
body of  wat er  sur r ounded on all sides by elephant iasis and ot her  dr ead diseases t o which,
if  he ever  displeased Colonel Cat hcar t  by gr ounding Yossar ian, he might  suddenly f ind 
himself  t r ansf er r ed. And f light  t ime was t he t ime he had t o spend in air plane f light  each 
mont h in or der  t o get  his f light  pay. Doc Daneeka hat ed t o f ly. He f elt  impr isoned in an 
air plane. I n an air plane t her e was absolut ely no place in t he wor ld t o go except  t o anot her
par t  of  t he air plane. Doc Daneeka had been t old t hat  people who enj oyed climbing int o an 
air plane wer e r eally giving vent  t o a subconscious desir e t o climb back int o t he womb. He 
had been t old t his by Yossar ian, who made it  possible f or  Dan Daneeka t o collect  his 
f light  pay each mont h wit hout  ever  climbing back int o t he womb. Yossar ian would 
per suade McWat t  t o ent er  Doc Daneeka’ s name on his f light  log f or  t r aining missions or  
t r ips t o Rome.
’ You know how it  is,’  Doc Daneeka had wheedled, wit h a sly, conspir at or ial wink. ’ Why 
t ake chances when I  don’ t  have t o?’
’ Sur e,’  Yossar ian agr eed.
’ What  dif f er ence does it  make t o anyone if  I ’ m in t he plane or  not ?’
’ No dif f er ence.’
’ Sur e, t hat ’ s what  I  mean,’  Doc Daneeka said. ’ A lit t le gr ease is what  makes t his wor ld 
go r ound. One hand washes t he ot her . Know what  I  mean? You scr at ch my back, I ’ ll 
scr at ch your s.’
Yossar ian knew what  he meant .
’ That ’ s not  what  I  meant ,’  Doc Daneeka said, as Yossar ian began scr at ching his back. 
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’ I ’ m t alking about  co-oper at ion. Favor s. You do a f avor  f or  me, I ’ ll do one f or  you. Get  
it ?’
’ Do one f or  me,’  Yossar ian r equest ed.
’ Not  a chance,’  Doc Daneeka answer ed.
Ther e was somet hing f ear f ul and minut e about  Doc Daneeka as he sat  despondent ly 
out side his t ent  in t he sunlight  as of t en as he could, dr essed in khaki summer  t r ouser s 
and a shor t -sleeved summer  shir t  t hat  was bleached almost  t o an ant isept ic gr ay by t he 
daily launder ing t o which he had it  subj ect ed. He was like a man who had gr own f r ozen 
wit h hor r or  once and had never  come complet ely unt hawed. He sat  all t ucked up int o 
himself , his slender  shoulder s huddled half way ar ound his head, his sunt anned hands wit h
t heir  luminous silver  f inger nails massaging t he backs of  his bar e, f olded ar ms gent ly as 
t hough he wer e cold. Act ually, he was a ver y war m, compassionat e man who never  st opped
f eeling sor r y f or  himself .
’ Why me?’  was his const ant  lament , and t he quest ion was a good one.
Yossar ian knew it  was a good one because Yossar ian was a collect or  of  good quest ions and
had used t hem t o disr upt  t he educat ional sessions Clevinger  had once conduct ed t wo 
night s a week in Capt ain Black’ s int elligence t ent  wit h t he cor por al in eyeglasses who 
ever ybody knew was pr obably a subver sive. Capt ain Black knew he was a subver sive 
because he wor e eyeglasses and used wor ds like panacea and ut opia, and because he 
disappr oved of  Adolf  Hit ler , who had done such a gr eat  j ob of  combat ing un-Amer ican 
act ivit ies in Ger many. Yossar ian at t ended t he educat ional sessions because he want ed t o 
f ind out  why so many people wer e wor king so har d t o kill him. A handf ul of  ot her  men 
wer e also int er est ed, and t he quest ions wer e many and good when Clevmger  and t he 
subver sive cor por al f inished and made t he mist ake of  asking if  t her e wer e any.
’ Who is Spain?’
’ Why is Hit ler ?’
’ When is r ight ?’
’ Wher e was t hat  st ooped and mealy-color ed old man I  used t o call Poppa when t he 
mer r y-go-r ound br oke down?’
’ How was t r ump at  Munich?’
’ Ho-ho ber iber i.’
and
’ Balls!’
all r ang out  in r apid succession, and t hen t her e was Yossar ian wit h t he quest ion t hat  had 
no answer :
’ Wher e ar e t he Snowdens of  yest er year ?’
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The quest ion upset  t hem, because Snowden had been killed over  Avignon when Dobbs 
went  cr azy in mid-air  and seized t he cont r ols away f r om Huple.
The cor por al played it  dumb. ’ What ?’  he asked.
’ Wher e ar e t he Snowdens of  yest er year ?’
’ I ’ m af r aid I  don’ t  under st and.’
'O— sont  les Neigedens d'ant an?' Yossar ian said t o make it  easier  f or  him.
'Par lez en anglais, f or  Chr ist 's sake,' said t he cor por al. 'J e ne par le pas f r an‡ais.'
'Neit her  do I ,' answer ed Yossar ian, who was r eady t o pur sue him t hr ough all t he wor ds in
t he wor ld t o wr ing t he knowledge f r om him if  he could, but  Clevinger  int er vened, pale, 
t hin, and labor ing f or  br eat h, a humid coat ing of  t ear s alr eady glist ening in his 
under nour ished eyes.
Gr oup Headquar t er s was alar med, f or  t her e was no t elling what  people might  f ind out  
once t hey f elt  f r ee t o ask what ever  quest ions t hey want ed t o. Colonel Cat hcar t  sent  
Colonel Kor n t o st op it , and Colonel Kor n succeeded wit h a r ule gover ning t he asking of  
quest ions. Colonel Kor n's r ule was a st r oke of  genius, Colonel Kor n explained in his r epor t  
t o Colonel Cat hcar t . Under  Colonel Kor n's r ule, t he only people per mit t ed t o ask quest ions
wer e t hose who never  did. Soon t he only people at t ending wer e t hose who never  asked 
quest ions, and t he sessions wer e discont inued alt oget her , since Clevinger , t he cor por al 
and Colonel Kor n agr eed t hat  it  was neit her  possible nor  necessar y t o educat e people who
never  quest ioned anyt hing.
Colonel Cat hcar t  and Lieut enant  Colonel Kor n lived and wor ked in t he Gr oup Headquar t er s
building, as did all t he member s of  t he headquar t er s st af f , wit h t he except ion of  t he 
chaplain. The Gr oup Headquar t er s building was an enor mous, windy, ant iquat ed st r uct ur e 
built  of  powder y r ed st one and banging plumbing. Behind t he building was t he moder n 
skeet -shoot ing r ange t hat  had been const r uct ed by Colonel Cat hcar t  f or  t he exclusive 
r ecr eat ion of  t he of f icer s at  Gr oup and at  which ever y of f icer  and enlist ed man on 
combat  st at us now, t hanks t o Gener al Dr eedle, had t o spend a minimum of  eight  hour s a 
mont h.
Yossar ian shot  skeet , but  never  hit  any. Appleby shot  skeet  and never  missed. Yossar ian 
was as bad at  shoot ing skeet  as he was at  gambling. He could never  win money gambling 
eit her . Even when he cheat ed he couldn't  win, because t he people he cheat ed against  
wer e always bet t er  at  cheat ing t oo. These wer e t wo disappoint ment s t o which he had 
r esigned himself : he would never  be a skeet  shoot er , and he would never  make money.
'I t  t akes br ains not  t o make money,' Colonel Car gill wr ot e in one of  t he homilet ic 
memor anda he r egular ly pr epar ed f or  cir culat ion over  Gener al Peckem's signat ur e. 'Any 
f ool can make money t hese days and most  of  t hem do. But  what  about  people wit h t alent  
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and br ains? Name, f or  example, one poet  who makes money.’
’ T. S. Eliot ,’  ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een said in his mail-sor t ing cubicle at  Twent y-sevent h Air  
For ce Headquar t er s, and slammed down t he t elephone wit hout  ident if ying himself .
Colonel Car gill, in Rome, was per plexed.
’ Who was it ?’  asked Gener al Peckem.
’ I  don’ t  know,’  Colonel Car gill r eplied.
’ What  did he want ?’
’ I  don’ t  know.’
’ Well, what  did he say?’
’  "T. S. Eliot ," ’  Colonel Car gill inf or med him.
’ What ’ s t hat ?’
’  "T. S. Eliot ," ’  Colonel Car gill r epeat ed.
’ J ust  "T. S. -" ’
’ Yes, sir . That ’ s all he said. J ust  "T. S. Eliot ." ’
’ I  wonder  what  it  means,’  Gener al Peckem r ef lect ed. Colonel Car gill wonder ed, t oo.
’ T. S. Eliot ,’  Gener al Peckem mused.
’ T. S. Eliot ,’  Colonel Car gill echoed wit h t he same f uner eal puzzlement .
Gener al Peckem r oused himself  af t er  a moment  wit h an unct uous and benignant  smile. His 
expr ession was shr ewd and sophist icat ed. His eyes gleamed maliciously. ’ Have someone 
get  me Gener al Dr eedle,’  he r equest ed Colonel Car gill. ’ Don’ t  let  him know who’ s calling.’
Colonel Car gill handed him t he phone.
’ T. S. Eliot ,’  Gener al Peckem said, and hung up.
’ Who was it ?’  asked Colonel Moodus.
Gener al Dr eedle, in Cor sica, did not  r eply. Colonel Moodus was Gener al Dr eedle’ s 
son-in-law, and Gener al Dr eedle, at  t he insist ence of  his wif e and against  his own bet t er  
j udgment , had t aken him int o t he milit ar y business. Gener al Dr eedle gazed at  Colonel 
Moodus wit h level hat r ed. He det est ed t he ver y sight  of  his son-in-law, who was his aide 
and t her ef or e in const ant  at t endance upon him. He had opposed his daught er ’ s mar r iage 
t o Colonel Moodus because he disliked at t ending weddings. Wear ing a menacing and 
pr eoccupied scowl, Gener al Dr eedle moved t o t he f ull- lengt h mir r or  in his of f ice and 
st ar ed at  his st ocky r ef lect ion. He had a gr izzled, br oad-br owed head wit h ir on-gr ay 
t uf t s over  his eyes and a blunt  and belliger ent  j aw. He br ooded in ponder ous speculat ion 
over  t he cr ypt ic message he had j ust  r eceived. Slowly his f ace sof t ened wit h an idea, and
he cur led his lips wit h wicked pleasur e.
’ Get  Peckem,’  he t old Colonel Moodus. ’ Don’ t  let  t he bast ar d know who’ s calling.’
’ Who was it ?’  asked Colonel Car gill, back in Rome.
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’ That  same per son,’  Gener al Peckem r eplied wit h a def init e t r ace of  alar m. ’ Now he’ s 
af t er  me.’
’ What  did he want ?’
’ I  don’ t  know.’
’ What  did he say?’
’ The same t hing.’
’  "T. S. Eliot "?’
’ Yes, "T. S. Eliot ." That ’ s all he said.’  Gener al Peckem had a hopef ul t hought . ’ Per haps 
it ’ s a new code or  somet hing, like t he color s of  t he day. Why don’ t  you have someone 
check wit h Communicat ions and see if  it ’ s a new code or  somet hing or  t he color s of  t he 
day?’
Communicat ions answer ed t hat  T. S. Eliot  was not  a new code or  t he color s of  t he day.
Colonel Car gill had t he next  idea. ’ Maybe I  ought  t o phone Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce 
Headquar t er s and see if  t hey know anyt hing about  it . They have a cler k up t her e named 
Wint er gr een I ’ m pr et t y close t o. He’ s t he one who t ipped me of f  t hat  our  pr ose was t oo 
pr olix.’
Ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een t old Car gill t hat  t her e was no r ecor d at  Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce
Headquar t er s of  a T. S. Eliot .
’ How’ s our  pr ose t hese days?’  Colonel Car gill decided t o inquir e while he had ex-P.F.C. 
Wint er gr een on t he phone. ’ I t ’ s much bet t er  now, isn’ t  it ?’
’ I t ’ s st ill t oo pr olix,’  ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een r eplied.
’ I t  wouldn’ t  sur pr ise me if  Gener al Dr eedle wer e behind t he whole t hing,’  Gener al 
Peckem conf essed at  last . ’ Remember  what  he did t o t hat  skeet -shoot ing r ange?’
Gener al Dr eedle had t hr own open Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s pr ivat e skeet -shoot ing r ange t o 
ever y of f icer  and enlist ed man in t he gr oup on combat  dut y. Gener al Dr eedle want ed his 
men t o spend as much t ime out  on t he skeet -shoot ing r ange as t he f acilit ies and t heir  
f light  schedule would allow. Shoot ing skeet  eight  hour s a mont h was excellent  t r aining f or
t hem. I t  t r ained t hem t o shoot  skeet .
Dunbar  loved shoot ing skeet  because he hat ed ever y minut e of  it  and t he t ime passed so 
slowly. He had f igur ed out  t hat  a single hour  on t he skeet -shoot ing r ange wit h people like 
Haver meyer  and Appleby could be wor t h as much as eleven-t imes-sevent een year s.
’ I  t hink you’ r e cr azy,’  was t he way Clevinger  had r esponded t o Dunbar ’ s discover y.
’ Who want s t o know?’  Dunbar  answer ed.
’ I  mean it ,’  Clevinger  insist ed.
’ Who car es?’  Dunbar  answer ed.
’ I  r eally do. I ’ ll even go so f ar  as t o concede t hat  lif e seems longer  I  - ’
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’ - is longer  I  - ’
’ -  is longer  - I s longer ? All r ight , is longer  if  it ’ s f illed wit h per iods of  bor edom and 
discomf or t , b - ’
’ Guess how f ast ?’  Dunbar  said suddenly.
’ Huh?’
’ They go,’  Dunbar  explained.
’ Year s.’
’ Year s.’
’ Year s,’  said Dunbar . ’ Year s, year s, year s.’
’ Clevinger , why don’ t  you let  Dunbar  alone?’  Yossar ian br oke in. ’ Don’ t  you r ealize t he 
t oll t his is t aking?’
’ I t ’ s all r ight ,’  said Dunbar  magnanimously. ’ I  have some decades t o spar e. Do you know 
how long a year  t akes when it ’ s going away?’
’ And you shut  up also,’  Yossar ian t old Or r , who had begun t o snigger .
’ I  was j ust  t hinking about  t hat  gir l,’  Or r  said. ’ That  gir l in Sicily. That  gir l in Sicily wit h 
t he bald head.’
’ You’ d bet t er  shut  up also,’  Yossar ian war ned him.
’ I t ’ s your  f ault ,’  Dunbar  said t o Yossar ian. ’ Why don’ t  you let  him snigger  if  he want s 
t o? I t ’ s bet t er  t han having him t alking.’
’ All r ight . Go ahead and snigger  if  you want  t o.’
’ Do you know how long a year  t akes when it ’ s going away?’  Dunbar  r epeat ed t o Clevinger . 
’ This long.’  He snapped his f inger s. ’ A second ago you wer e st epping int o college wit h 
your  lungs f ull of  f r esh air . Today you’ r e an old man.’
’ Old?’  asked Clevinger  wit h sur pr ise. ’ What  ar e you t alking about ?’
’ Old.’
’ I ’ m not  old.’
’ You’ r e inches away f r om deat h ever y t ime you go on a mission. How much older  can you 
be at  your  age? A half  minut e bef or e t hat  you wer e st epping int o high school, and an 
unhooked br assier e was as close as you ever  hoped t o get  t o Par adise. Only a f if t h of  a 
second bef or e t hat  you wer e a small kid wit h a t en-week summer  vacat ion t hat  last ed a 
hundr ed t housand year s and st ill ended t oo soon. Zip! They go r ocket ing by so f ast . How 
t he hell else ar e you ever  going t o slow t ime down?’  Dunbar  was almost  angr y when he 
f inished.
’ Well, maybe it  is t r ue,’  Clevinger  conceded unwillingly in a subdued t one. ’ Maybe a long 
lif e does have t o be f illed wit h many unpleasant  condit ions if  it ’ s t o seem long. But  in t hat
event , who want s one?’
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’ I  do,’  Dunbar  t old him.
’ Why?’  Clevinger  asked.
’ What  else is t her e?’
5 CHI EF WHI TE HALFOAT
Doc Daneeka lived in a splot ched gr ay t ent  wit h Chief  Whit e Half oat , whom he f ear ed 
and despised.
’ I  can j ust  pict ur e his liver ,’  Doc Daneeka gr umbled.
’ Pict ur e my liver ,’  Yossar ian advised him.
’ Ther e’ s not hing wr ong wit h your  liver .’
’ That  shows how much you don’ t  know,’  Yossar ian bluf f ed, and t old Doc Daneeka about  
t he t r oublesome pain in his liver  t hat  had t r oubled Nur se Ducket t  and Nur se Cr amer  and 
all t he doct or s in t he hospit al because it  wouldn’ t  become j aundice and wouldn’ t  go away.
Doc Daneeka wasn’ t  int er est ed. ’ You t hink you’ ve got  t r oubles?’  he want ed t o know. 
’ What  about  me? You should’ ve been in my of f ice t he day t hose newlyweds walked in.’
’ What  newlyweds?’
’ Those newlyweds t hat  walked int o my of f ice one day. Didn’ t  I  ever  t ell you about  t hem? 
She was lovely.’
So was Doc Daneeka’ s of f ice. He had decor at ed his wait ing r oom wit h goldf ish and one of
t he f inest  suit es of  cheap f ur nit ur e. What ever  he could he bought  on cr edit , even t he 
goldf ish. For  t he r est , he obt ained money f r om gr eedy r elat ives in exchange f or  shar es 
of  t he pr of it s. His of f ice was in St at en I sland in a t wo-f amily f ir et r ap j ust  f our  blocks 
away f r om t he f er r y st op and only one block sout h of  a super mar ket , t hr ee beaut y 
par lor s, and t wo cor r upt  dr uggist s. I t  was a cor ner  locat ion, but  not hing helped. 
Populat ion t ur nover  was small, and people clung t hr ough habit  t o t he same physicians t hey
had been doing business wit h f or  year s. Bills piled up r apidly, and he was soon f aced wit h 
t he loss of  his most  pr ecious medical inst r ument s: his adding machine was r epossessed, 
and t hen his t ypewr it er . The goldf ish died. For t unat ely, j ust  when t hings wer e blackest , 
t he war  br oke out .
’ I t  was a godsend,’  Doc Daneeka conf essed solemnly. ’ Most  of  t he ot her  doct or s wer e 
soon in t he ser vice, and t hings picked up over night . The cor ner  locat ion r eally st ar t ed 
paying of f , and I  soon f ound myself  handling mor e pat ient s t han I  could handle 
compet ent ly. I  upped my kickback f ee wit h t hose t wo dr ugst or es. The beaut y par lor s 
wer e good f or  t wo, t hr ee abor t ions a week. Things couldn’ t  have been bet t er , and t hen 
look what  happened. They had t o send a guy f r om t he dr af t  boar d ar ound t o look me over .
I  was Four -F. I  had examined myself  pr et t y t hor oughly and discover ed t hat  I  was unf it  
f or  milit ar y ser vice. You’ d t hink my wor d would be enough, wouldn’ t  you, since I  was a 
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doct or  in good st anding wit h my count y medical societ y and wit h my local Bet t er  Business 
Bur eau. But  no, it  wasn’ t , and t hey sent  t his guy ar ound j ust  t o make sur e I  r eally did 
have one leg amput at ed at  t he hip and was helplessly bedr idden wit h incur able 
r heumat oid ar t hr it is. Yossar ian, we live in an age of  dist r ust  and det er ior at ing spir it ual 
values. I t ’ s a t er r ible t hing,’  Doc Daneeka pr ot est ed in a voice quaver ing wit h st r ong 
emot ion. ’ I t ’ s a t er r ible t hing when even t he wor d of  a licensed physician is suspect ed by
t he count r y he loves.’
Doc Daneeka had been dr af t ed and shipped t o Pianosa as a f light  sur geon, even t hough he
was t er r if ied of  f lying.
’ I  don’ t  have t o go looking f or  t r ouble in an air plane,’  he not ed, blinking his beady, br own,
of f ended eyes myopically. ’ I t  comes looking f or  me. Like t hat  vir gin I ’ m t elling you about  
t hat  couldn’ t  have a baby.’
’ What  vir gin?’  Yossar ian asked. ’ I  t hought  you wer e t elling me about  some newlyweds.’
’ That ’ s t he vir gin I ’ m t elling you about . They wer e j ust  a couple of  young kids, and 
t hey’ d been mar r ied, oh, a lit t le over  a year  when t hey came walking int o my of f ice 
wit hout  an appoint ment . You should have seen her . She was so sweet  and young and 
pr et t y. She even blushed when I  asked about  her  per iods. I  don’ t  t hink I ’ ll ever  st op 
loving t hat  gir l. She was built  like a dr eam and wor e a chain ar ound her  neck wit h a medal 
of  Saint  Ant hony hanging down inside t he most  beaut if ul bosom I  never  saw. "I t  must  be 
a t er r ible t empt at ion f or  Saint  Ant hony," I  j oked - j ust  t o put  her  at  ease, you know. 
"Saint  Ant hony?" her  husband said. "Who’ s Saint  Ant hony?" "Ask your  wif e," I  t old him. 
"She can t ell you who Saint  Ant hony is." "Who is Saint  Ant hony?" he asked her . "Who?" 
she want ed t o know. "Saint  Ant hony," he t old her . "Saint  Ant hony?" she said. "Who’ s 
Saint  Ant hony?" When I  got  a good look at  her  inside my examinat ion r oom I  f ound she 
was st ill a vir gin. I  spoke t o her  husband alone while she was pulling her  gir dle back on and
hooking it  ont o her  st ockings. "Ever y night ," he boast ed. A r eal wise guy, you know. "I  
never  miss a night ," he boast ed. He meant  it , t oo. "I  even been put t in’  it  t o her  mor nings 
bef or e t he br eakf ast s she makes me bef or e we go t o wor k," he boast ed. Ther e was only 
one explanat ion. When I  had t hem bot h t oget her  again I  gave t hem a demonst r at ion of  
int er cour se wit h t he r ubber  models I ’ ve got  in my of f ice. I ’ ve got  t hese r ubber  models 
in my of f ice wit h all t he r epr oduct ive or gans of  bot h sexes t hat  I  keep locked up in 
separ at e cabinet s t o avoid a scandal. I  mean I  used t o have t hem. I  don’ t  have anyt hing 
any mor e, not  even a pr act ice. The only t hing I  have now is t his low t emper at ur e t hat  I ’ m
r eally st ar t ing t o wor r y about . Those t wo kids I ’ ve got  wor king f or  me in t he medical 
t ent  ar en’ t  wor t h a damn as diagnost icians. All t hey know how t o do is complain. They 
t hink t hey’ ve got  t r oubles? What  about  me? They should have been in my of f ice t hat  day
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wit h t hose t wo newlyweds looking at  me as t hough I  wer e t elling t hem somet hing 
nobody’ d ever  hear d of  bef or e. You never  saw anybody so int er est ed. "You mean like 
t his?" he asked me, and wor ked t he models f or  himself  awhile. You know, I  can see wher e
a cer t ain t ype of  per son might  get  a big kick out  of  doing j ust  t hat . "That ’ s it ," I  t old 
him. "Now, you go home and t r y it  my way f or  a f ew mont hs and see what  happens. Okay?"
"Okay," t hey said, and paid me in cash wit hout  any ar gument . "Have a good t ime," I  t old 
t hem, and t hey t hanked me and walked out  t oget her . He had his ar m ar ound her  waist  as 
t hough he couldn’ t  wait  t o get  her  home and put  it  t o her  again. A f ew days lat er  he came
back all by himself  and t old my nur se he had t o see me r ight  away. As soon as we wer e 
alone, he punched me in t he nose.’
’ He did what ?’
’ He called me a wise guy and punched me in t he nose. "What  ar e you, a wise guy?" he said,
and knocked me f lat  on my ass. Pow! J ust  like t hat . I ’ m not  kidding.’
’ I  know you’ r e not  kidding,’  Yossar ian said. ’ But  why did he do it ?’
’ How should I  know why he did it ?’  Doc Daneeka r et or t ed wit h annoyance.
’ Maybe it  had somet hing t o do wit h Saint  Ant hony?’
Doc Daneeka looked at  Yossar ian blankly. ’ Saint  Ant hony?’  he asked wit h ast onishment . 
’ Who’ s Saint  Ant hony?’
’ How should I  know?’  answer ed Chief  Whit e Half oat , st agger ing inside t he t ent  j ust  t hen
wit h a bot t le of  whiskey cr adled in his ar m and sit t ing himself  down pugnaciously bet ween
t he t wo of  t hem.
Doc Daneeka r ose wit hout  a wor d and moved his chair  out side t he t ent , his back bowed 
by t he compact  kit  of  inj ust ices t hat  was his per pet ual bur den. He could not  bear  t he 
company of  his r oommat e.
Chief  Whit e Half oat  t hought  he was cr azy. ’ I  don’ t  know what ’ s t he mat t er  wit h t hat  
guy,’  he obser ved r epr oachf ully. ’ He’ s got  no br ains, t hat ’ s what ’ s t he mat t er  wit h him. 
I f  he had any br ains he’ d gr ab a shovel and st ar t  digging. Right  her e in t he t ent , he’ d 
st ar t  digging, r ight  under  my cot . He’ d st r ike oil in no t ime. Don’ t  he know how t hat  
enlist ed man st r uck oil wit h a shovel back in t he St at es? Didn’ t  he ever  hear  what  
happened t o t hat  kid - what  was t he name of  t hat  r ot t en r at  bast ar d pimp of  a snot nose 
back in Color ado?’
’ Wint er gr een.’
’ Wint er gr een.’
’ He’ s af r aid,’  Yossar ian explained.
’ Oh, no. Not  Wint er gr een.’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  shook his head wit h undisguised 
admir at ion. ’ That  st inking lit t le punk wise-guy son of  a bit ch ain’ t  af r aid of  nobody.’
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’ Doc Daneeka’ s af r aid. That ’ s what ’ s t he mat t er  wit h him.’
’ What ’ s he af r aid of ?’
’ He’ s af r aid of  you,’  Yossar ian said. ’ He’ s af r aid you’ r e going t o die of  pneumonia.’
’ He’ d bet t er  be af r aid,’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  said. A deep, low laugh r umbled t hr ough his
massive chest . ’ I  will, t oo, t he f ir st  chance I  get . You j ust  wait  and see.’
Chief  Whit e Half oat  was a handsome, swar t hy I ndian f r om Oklahoma wit h a heavy, 
har d-boned f ace and t ousled black hair , a half -blooded Cr eek f r om Enid who, f or  occult  
r easons of  his own, had made up his mind t o die of  pneumonia. He was a glower ing, 
vengef ul, disillusioned I ndian who hat ed f or eigner s wit h names like Cat hcar t , Kor n, Black 
and Haver meyer  and wished t hey’ d all go back t o wher e t heir  lousy ancest or s had come 
f r om.
’ You wouldn’ t  believe it , Yossar ian,’  he r uminat ed, r aising his voice deliber at ely t o bait  
Doc Daneeka, ’ but  t his used t o be a pr et t y good count r y t o live in bef or e t hey loused it  
up wit h t heir  goddam piet y.’
Chief  Whit e Half oat  was out  t o r evenge himself  upon t he whit e man. He could bar ely 
r ead or  wr it e and had been assigned t o Capt ain Black as assist ant  int elligence of f icer .
’ How could I  lear n t o r ead or  wr it e?’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  demanded wit h simulat ed 
belliger ence, r aising his voice again so t hat  Doc Daneeka would hear . ’ Ever y place we 
pit ched our  t ent , t hey sank an oil well. Ever y t ime t hey sank a well, t hey hit  oil. And ever y
t ime t hey hit  oil, t hey made us pack up our  t ent  and go someplace else. We wer e human 
divining r ods. Our  whole f amily had a nat ur al af f init y f or  pet r oleum deposit s, and soon 
ever y oil company in t he wor ld had t echnicians chasing us ar ound. We wer e always on t he 
move. I t  was one hell of  a way t o br ing a child up, I  can t ell you. I  don’ t  t hink I  ever  
spent  mor e t han a week in one place.’
His ear liest  memor y was of  a geologist .
’ Ever y t ime anot her  Whit e Half oat  was bor n,’  he cont inued, ’ t he st ock mar ket  t ur ned 
bullish. Soon whole dr illing cr ews wer e f ollowing us ar ound wit h all t heir  equipment  j ust  t o
get  t he j ump on each ot her . Companies began t o mer ge j ust  so t hey could cut  down on t he
number  of  people t hey had t o assign t o us. But  t he cr owd in back of  us kept  gr owing. We 
never  got  a good night ’ s sleep. When we st opped, t hey st opped. When we moved, t hey 
moved, chuckwagons, bulldozer s, der r icks, gener at or s. We wer e a walking business boom, 
and we began t o r eceive invit at ions f r om some of  t he best  hot els j ust  f or  t he amount  of  
business we would dr ag int o t own wit h us. Some of  t hose invit at ions wer e might y 
gener ous, but  we couldn’ t  accept  any because we wer e I ndians and all t he best  hot els 
t hat  wer e invit ing us wouldn’ t  accept  I ndians as guest s. Racial pr ej udice is a t er r ible 
t hing, Yossar ian. I t  r eally is. I t ’ s a t er r ible t hing t o t r eat  a decent , loyal I ndian like a 
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nigger , kike, wop or  spic.’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  nodded slowly wit h convict ion.
’ Then, Yossar ian, it  f inally happened - t he beginning of  t he end. They began t o f ollow us 
ar ound f r om in f r ont . They would t r y t o guess wher e we wer e going t o st op next  and 
would begin dr illing bef or e we even got  t her e, so we couldn’ t  st op. As soon as we’ d begin 
t o unr oll our  blanket s, t hey would kick us of f . They had conf idence in us. They wouldn’ t  
even wait  t o st r ike oil bef or e t hey kicked us of f . We wer e so t ir ed we almost  didn’ t  car e
t he day our  t ime r an out . One mor ning we f ound our selves complet ely sur r ounded by 
oilmen wait ing f or  us t o come t heir  way so t hey could kick us of f . Ever ywher e you looked 
t her e was an oilman on a r idge, wait ing t her e like I ndians get t ing r eady t o at t ack. I t  was 
t he end. We couldn’ t  st ay wher e we wer e because we had j ust  been kicked of f . And 
t her e was no place lef t  f or  us t o go. Only t he Ar my saved me. Luckily, t he war  br oke out  
j ust  in t he nick of  t ime, and a dr af t  boar d picked me r ight  up out  of  t he middle and put  
me down saf ely in Lower y Field, Color ado. I  was t he only sur vivor .’
Yossar ian knew he was lying, but  did not  int er r upt  as Chief  Whit e Half oat  went  on t o 
claim t hat  he had never  hear d f r om his par ent s again. That  didn’ t  bot her  him t oo much, 
t hough, f or  he had only t heir  wor d f or  it  t hat  t hey wer e his par ent s, and since t hey had 
lied t o him about  so many ot her  t hings, t hey could j ust  as well have been lying t o him 
about  t hat  t oo. He was much bet t er  acquaint ed wit h t he f at e of  a t r ibe of  f ir st  cousins 
who had wander ed away nor t h in a diver sionar y movement  and pushed inadver t ent ly int o 
Canada. When t hey t r ied t o r et ur n, t hey wer e st opped at  t he bor der  by Amer ican 
immigr at ion aut hor it ies who would not  let  t hem back int o t he count r y. They could not  
come back in because t hey wer e r ed.
I t  was a hor r ible j oke, but  Doc Daneeka didn’ t  laugh unt il Yossar ian came t o him one 
mission lat er  and pleaded again, wit hout  any r eal expect at ion of  success, t o be gr ounded. 
Doc Daneeka snicker ed once and was soon immer sed in pr oblems of  his own, which 
included Chief  Whit e Half oat , who had been challenging him all t hat  mor ning t o I ndian 
wr est le, and Yossar ian, who decided r ight  t hen and t her e t o go cr azy.
’ You’ r e wast ing your  t ime,’  Doc Daneeka was f or ced t o t ell him.
’ Can’ t  you gr ound someone who’ s cr azy?’
’ Oh, sur e. I  have t o. Ther e’ s a r ule saying I  have t o gr ound anyone who’ s cr azy.’
’ Then why don’ t  you gr ound me? I ’ m cr azy. Ask Clevinger .’
’ Clevinger ? Wher e is Clevinger ? You f ind Clevinger  and I ’ ll ask him.’
’ Then ask any of  t he ot her s. They’ ll t ell you how cr azy I  am.’
’ They’ r e cr azy.’
’ Then why don’ t  you gr ound t hem?’
’ Why don’ t  t hey ask me t o gr ound t hem?’
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’ Because t hey’ r e cr azy, t hat ’ s why.’
’ Of  cour se t hey’ r e cr azy,’  Doc Daneeka r eplied. ’ I  j ust  t old you t hey’ r e cr azy, didn’ t  I ? 
And you can’ t  let  cr azy people decide whet her  you’ r e cr azy or  not , can you?’
Yossar ian looked at  him sober ly and t r ied anot her  appr oach. ’ I s Or r  cr azy?’
’ He sur e is,’  Doc Daneeka said.
’ Can you gr ound him?’
’ I  sur e can. But  f ir st  he has t o ask me t o. That ’ s par t  of  t he r ule.’
’ Then why doesn’ t  he ask you t o?’
’ Because he’ s cr azy,’  Doc Daneeka said. ’ He has t o be cr azy t o keep f lying combat  
missions af t er  all t he close calls he’ s had. Sur e, I  can gr ound Or r . But  f ir st  he has t o ask
me t o.’
’ That ’ s all he has t o do t o be gr ounded?’
’ That ’ s all. Let  him ask me.’
’ And t hen you can gr ound him?’  Yossar ian asked.
’ No. Then I  can’ t  gr ound him.’
’ You mean t her e’ s a cat ch?’
’ Sur e t her e’ s a cat ch,’  Doc Daneeka r eplied. ’ Cat ch-22. Anyone who want s t o get  out  of  
combat  dut y isn’ t  r eally cr azy.’
Ther e was only one cat ch and t hat  was Cat ch-22, which specif ied t hat  a concer n f or  
one’ s own saf et y in t he f ace of  danger s t hat  wer e r eal and immediat e was t he pr ocess of
a r at ional mind. Or r  was cr azy and could be gr ounded. All he had t o do was ask; and as 
soon as he did, he would no longer  be cr azy and would have t o f ly mor e missions. Or r  
would be cr azy t o f ly mor e missions and sane if  he didn’ t , but  if  he was sane he had t o f ly
t hem. I f  he f lew t hem he was cr azy and didn’ t  have t o; but  if  he didn’ t  want  t o he was 
sane and had t o. Yossar ian was moved ver y deeply by t he absolut e simplicit y of  t his 
clause of  Cat ch-22 and let  out  a r espect f ul whist le.
’ That ’ s some cat ch, t hat  Cat ch-22,’  he obser ved.
’ I t ’ s t he best  t her e is,’  Doc Daneeka agr eed.
Yossar ian saw it  clear ly in all it s spinning r easonableness. Ther e was an ellipt ical pr ecision 
about  it s per f ect  pair s of  par t s t hat  was gr acef ul and shocking, like good moder n ar t , and
at  t imes Yossar ian wasn’ t  quit e sur e t hat  he saw it  at  all, j ust  t he way he was never  quit e
sur e about  good moder n ar t  or  about  t he f lies Or r  saw in Appleby’ s eyes. He had Or r ’ s 
wor d t o t ake f or  t he f lies in Appleby’ s eyes.
’ Oh, t hey’ r e t her e, all r ight ,’  Or r  had assur ed him about  t he f lies in Appleby’ s eyes 
af t er  Yossar ian’ s f ist  f ight  wit h Appleby in t he of f icer s’  club, ’ alt hough he pr obably 
doesn’ t  even know it . That ’ s why he can’ t  see t hings as t hey r eally ar e.’
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’ How come he doesn’ t  know it ?’  inquir ed Yossar ian.
’ Because he’ s got  f lies in his eyes,’  Or r  explained wit h exagger at ed pat ience. ’ How can 
he see he’ s got  f lies in his eyes if  he’ s got  f lies in his eyes?’
I t  made as much sense as anyt hing else, and Yossar ian was willing t o give Or r  t he benef it  
of  t he doubt  because Or r  was f r om t he wilder ness out side New Yor k Cit y and knew so 
much mor e about  wildlif e t han Yossar ian did, and because Or r , unlike Yossar ian’ s mot her ,
f at her , sist er , br ot her , aunt , uncle, in-law, t eacher , spir it ual leader , legislat or , neighbor  
and newspaper , had never  lied t o him about  anyt hing cr ucial bef or e. Yossar ian had mulled 
his newf ound knowledge about  Appleby over  in pr ivat e f or  a day or  t wo and t hen decided, 
as a good deed, t o pass t he wor d along t o Appleby himself .
’ Appleby, you’ ve got  f lies in your  eyes,’  he whisper ed helpf ully as t hey passed by each 
ot her  in t he door way of  t he par achut e t ent  on t he day of  t he weekly milk r un t o Par ma.
’ What ?’  Appleby r esponded shar ply, t hr own int o conf usion by t he f act  t hat  Yossar ian 
had spoken t o him at  all.
’ You’ ve got  f lies in your  eyes,’  Yossar ian r epeat ed. ’ That ’ s pr obably why you can’ t  see 
t hem.’
Appleby r et r eat ed f r om Yossar ian wit h a look of  loat hing bewilder ment  and sulked in 
silence unt il he was in t he j eep wit h Haver meyer  r iding down t he long, st r aight  r oad t o 
t he br ief ing r oom, wher e Maj or  Danby, t he f idget ing gr oup oper at ions of f icer , was 
wait ing t o conduct  t he pr eliminar y br ief ing wit h all t he lead pilot s, bombar dier s and 
navigat or s. Appleby spoke in a sof t  voice so t hat  he would not  be hear d by t he dr iver  or  
by Capt ain Black, who was st r et ched out  wit h his eyes closed in t he f r ont  seat  of  t he 
j eep.
’ Haver meyer ,’  he asked hesit ant ly. ’ Have I  got  f lies in my eyes?’
Haver meyer  blinked quizzically. ’ St ies?’  he asked.
’ No, f lies,’  he was t old.
Haver meyer  blinked again. ’ Flies?’
’ I n my eyes.’
’ You must  be cr azy,’  Haver meyer  said.
’ No, I ’ m not  cr azy. Yossar ian’ s cr azy. J ust  t ell me if  I ’ ve got  f lies in my eyes or  not . Go 
ahead. I  can t ake it .’
Haver meyer  popped anot her  piece of  peanut  br it t le int o his mout h and peer ed ver y 
closely int o Appleby’ s eyes.
’ I  don’ t  see any,’  he announced.
Appleby heaved an immense sigh of  r elief . Haver meyer  had t iny bit s of  peanut  br it t le 
adher ing t o his lips, chin and cheeks.
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’ You’ ve got  peanut  br it t le cr umbs on your  f ace,’  Appleby r emar ked t o him.
’ I ’ d r at her  have peanut  br it t le cr umbs on my f ace t han f lies in my eyes,’  Haver meyer  
r et or t ed.
The of f icer s of  t he ot her  f ive planes in each f light  ar r ived in t r ucks f or  t he gener al 
br ief ing t hat  t ook place t hir t y minut es lat er . The t hr ee enlist ed men in each cr ew wer e 
not  br ief ed at  all, but  wer e car r ied dir ect ly out  on t he air f ield t o t he separ at e planes in 
which t hey wer e scheduled t o f ly t hat  day, wher e t hey wait ed ar ound wit h t he gr ound 
cr ew unt il t he of f icer s wit h whom t hey had been scheduled t o f ly swung of f  t he r at t ling 
t ailgat es of  t he t r ucks deliver ing t hem and it  was t ime t o climb aboar d and st ar t  up. 
Engines r olled over  disgr unt edly on lollipop-shaped har dst ands, r esist ing f ir st , t hen idling
smoot hly awhile, and t hen t he planes lumber ed ar ound and nosed f or war d lamely over  t he 
pebbled gr ound like sight less, st upid, cr ippled t hings unt il t hey t axied int o t he line at  t he 
f oot  of  t he landing st r ip and t ook of f  swif t ly, one behind t he ot her , in a zooming, r ising 
r oar , banking slowly int o f or mat ion over  mot t led t r eet ops, and cir cling t he f ield at  even 
speed unt il all t he f light s of  six had been f or med and t hen set t ing cour se over  cer ulean 
wat er  on t he f ir st  leg of  t he j our ney t o t he t ar get  in nor t her n I t aly or  Fr ance. The 
planes gained alt it ude st eadily and wer e above nine t housand f eet  by t he t ime t hey 
cr ossed int o enemy t er r it or y. One of  t he sur pr ising t hings always was t he sense of  calm 
and ut t er  silence, br oken only by t he t est  r ounds f ir ed f r om t he machine guns, by an 
occasional t oneless, t er se r emar k over  t he int er com, and, at  last , by t he sober ing 
pr onouncement  of  t he bombar dier  in each plane t hat  t hey wer e at  t he I .P. and about  t o 
t ur n t owar d t he t ar get . Ther e was always sunshine, always a t iny st icking in t he t hr oat  
f r om t he r ar ef ied air .
The B-25s t hey f lew in wer e st able, dependable, dull-gr een ships wit h t win r udder s and 
engines and wide wings. Their  single f ault , f r om wher e Yossar ian sat  as a bombar dier , was
t he t ight  cr awlway separ at ing t he bombar dier ’ s compar t ment  in t he plexiglass nose f r om 
t he near est  escape hat ch. The cr awlway was a nar r ow, squar e, cold t unnel hollowed out  
beneat h t he f light  cont r ols, and a lar ge man like Yossar ian could squeeze t hr ough only 
wit h dif f icult y. A chubby, moon-f aced navigat or  wit h lit t le r ept ilian eyes and a pipe like 
Aar f y’ s had t r ouble, t oo, and Yossar ian used t o chase him back f r om t he nose as t hey 
t ur ned t owar d t he t ar get , now minut es away. Ther e was a t ime of  t ension t hen, a t ime of  
wait ing wit h not hing t o hear  and not hing t o see and not hing t o do but  wait  as t he 
ant iair cr af t  guns below t ook aim and made r eady t o knock t hem all spr awling int o inf init e 
sleep if  t hey could.
The cr awlway was Yossar ian’ s lif eline t o out side f r om a plane about  t o f all, but  Yossar ian 
swor e at  it  wit h seet hing ant agonism, r eviled it  as an obst acle put  t her e by pr ovidence as 
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par t  of  t he plot  t hat  would dest r oy him. Ther e was r oom f or  an addit ional escape hat ch 
r ight  t her e in t he nose of  a B-25, but  t her e was no escape hat ch. I nst ead t her e was t he 
cr awlway, and since t he mess on t he mission over  Avignon he had lear ned t o det est  ever y 
mammot h inch of  it , f or  it  slung him seconds and seconds away f r om his par achut e, which 
was t oo bulky t o be t aken up f r ont  wit h him, and seconds and seconds mor e af t er  t hat  
away f r om t he escape hat ch on t he f loor  bet ween t he r ear  of  t he elevat ed f light  deck 
and t he f eet  of  t he f aceless t op t ur r et  gunner  mount ed high above. Yossar ian longed t o 
be wher e Aar f y could be once Yossar ian had chased him back f r om t he nose; Yossar ian 
longed t o sit  on t he f loor  in a huddled ball r ight  on t op of  t he escape hat ch inside a 
shelt er ing igloo of  ext r a f lak suit s t hat  he would have been happy t o car r y along wit h him,
his par achut e alr eady hooked t o his har ness wher e it  belonged, one f ist  clenching t he 
r ed-handled r ip cor d, one f ist  gr ipping t he emer gency hat ch r elease t hat  would spill him 
ear t hwar d int o t he air  at  t he f ir st  dr eadf ul squeal of  dest r uct ion. That  was wher e he 
want ed t o be if  he had t o be t her e at  all, inst ead of  hung out  t her e in f r ont  like some 
goddam cant ilever ed goldf ish in some goddam cant ilever ed goldf ish bowl while t he 
goddam f oul black t ier s of  f lak wer e bur st ing and booming and billowing all ar ound and 
above and below him in a climbing, cr acking, st agger ed, banging, phant asmagor ical, 
cosmological wickedness t hat  j ar r ed and t ossed and shiver ed, clat t er ed and pier ced, and 
t hr eat ened t o annihilat e t hem all in one splint er  of  a second in one vast  f lash of  f ir e.
Aar f y had been no use t o Yossar ian as a navigat or  or  as anyt hing else, and Yossar ian 
dr ove him back f r om t he nose vehement ly each t ime so t hat  t hey would not  clut t er  up 
each ot her ’ s way if  t hey had t o scr amble suddenly f or  saf et y. Once Yossar ian had dr iven 
him back f r om t he nose, Aar f y was f r ee t o cower  on t he f loor  wher e Yossar ian longed t o 
cower , but  he st ood bolt  upr ight  inst ead wit h his st umpy ar ms r est ing comf or t ably on t he
backs of  t he pilot ’ s and co-pilot ’ s seat s, pipe in hand, making af f able small t alk t o 
McWat t  and whoever  happened t o be co-pilot  and point ing out  amusing t r ivia in t he sky t o
t he t wo men, who wer e t oo busy t o be int er est ed. McWat t  was t oo busy r esponding at  
t he cont r ols t o Yossar ian’ s st r ident  inst r uct ions as Yossar ian slipped t he plane in on t he 
bomb r un and t hen whipped t hem all away violent ly ar ound t he r avenous pillar s of  
exploding shells wit h cur t , shr ill, obscene commands t o McWat t  t hat  wer e much like t he 
anguished, ent r eat ing night mar e yelpings of  Hungr y J oe in t he dar k. Aar f y would puf f  
r ef lect ively on his pipe t hr oughout  t he whole chaot ic clash, gazing wit h unr uf f led 
cur iosit y at  t he war  t hr ough McWat t ’ s window as t hough it  wer e a r emot e dist ur bance 
t hat  could not  af f ect  him. Aar f y was a dedicat ed f r at er nit y man who loved cheer leading 
and class r eunions and did not  have br ains enough t o be af r aid. Yossar ian did have br ains 
enough and was, and t he only t hing t hat  st opped him f r om abandoning his post  under  f ir e 
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and scur r ying back t hr ough t he cr awlway like a yellow-bellied r at  was his unwillingness t o 
ent r ust  t he evasive act ion out  of  t he t ar get  ar ea t o anybody else. Ther e was nobody else 
in t he wor ld he would honor  wit h so gr eat  a r esponsibilit y. Ther e was nobody else he knew
who was as big a cowar d. Yossar ian was t he best  man in t he gr oup at  evasive act ion, but  
had no idea why.
Ther e was no est ablished pr ocedur e f or  evasive act ion. All you needed was f ear , and 
Yossar ian had plent y of  t hat , mor e f ear  t han Or r  or  Hungr y J oe, mor e f ear  t han Dunbar , 
who had r esigned himself  submissively t o t he idea t hat  he must  die someday. Yossar ian 
had not  r esigned himself  t o t hat  idea, and he bolt ed f or  his lif e wildly on each mission 
t he inst ant  his bombs wer e away, holler ing, ’ Har d, har d, har d, har d, you bast ar d, har d!’  
at  McWat t  and hat ing McWat t  viciously all t he t ime as t hough McWat t  wer e t o blame f or
t heir  being up t her e at  all t o be r ubbed out  by st r anger s, and ever ybody else in t he plane 
kept  of f  t he int er com, except  f or  t he pit if ul t ime of  t he mess on t he mission t o Avignon 
when Dobbs went  cr azy in mid-air  and began weeping pat het ically f or  help.
’ Help him, help him,’  Dobbs sobbed. ’ Help him, help him.’
’ Help who? Help who?’  called back Yossar ian, once he had plugged his headset  back int o 
t he int er com syst em, af t er  it  had been j er ked out  when Dobbs wr est ed t he cont r ols 
away f r om Huple and hur led t hem all down suddenly int o t he deaf ening, par alyzing, 
hor r if ying dive which had plast er ed Yossar ian helplessly t o t he ceiling of  t he plane by t he
t op of  his head and f r om which Huple had r escued t hem j ust  in t ime by seizing t he 
cont r ols back f r om Dobbs and leveling t he ship out  almost  as suddenly r ight  back in t he 
middle of  t he buf f et ing layer  of  cacophonous f lak f r om which t hey had escaped 
successf ully only a moment  bef or e. Oh, God! Oh, God, oh, God, Yossar ian had been 
pleading wor dlessly as he dangled f r om t he ceiling of  t he nose of  t he ship by t he t op of  
his head, unable t o move.
’ The bombar dier , t he bombar dier ,’  Dobbs answer ed in a cr y when Yossar ian spoke. ’ He 
doesn’ t  answer , he doesn’ t  answer . Help t he bombar dier , help t he bombar dier .’
’ I ’ m t he bombar dier ,’  Yossar ian cr ied back at  him. ’ I ’ m t he bombar dier . I ’ m all r ight . 
I ’ m all r ight .’
’ Then help him, help him,’  Dobbs begged. ’ Help him, help him.’
And Snowden lay dying in back.
6 HUNGRY J OE
Hungr y J oe did have f if t y missions, but  t hey wer e no help. He had his bags packed and 
was wait ing again t o go home. At  night  he had eer ie, ear -split t ing night mar es t hat  kept  
ever yone in t he squadr on awake but  Huple, t he f if t een-year -old pilot  who had lied about  
his age t o get  int o t he Ar my and lived wit h his pet  cat  in t he same t ent  wit h Hungr y J oe. 
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Huple was a light  sleeper , but  claimed he never  hear d Hungr y J oe scr eam. Hungr y J oe 
was sick.
’ So what ?’  Doc Daneeka snar led r esent f ully. ’ I  had it  made, I  t ell you. Fif t y gr and a year  
I  was knocking down, and almost  all of  it  t ax-f r ee, since I  made my cust omer s pay me in 
cash. I  had t he st r ongest  t r ade associat ion in t he wor ld backing me up. And look what  
happened. J ust  when I  was all set  t o r eally st ar t  st ashing it  away, t hey had t o 
manuf act ur e f ascism and st ar t  a war  hor r ible enough t o af f ect  even me. I  got t a laugh 
when I  hear  someone like Hungr y J oe scr eaming his br ains out  ever y night . I  r eally got t a 
laugh. He’ s sick? How does he t hink I  f eel?’
Hungr y J oe was t oo f ir mly embedded in calamit ies of  his own t o car e how Doc Daneeka 
f elt . Ther e wer e t he noises, f or  inst ance. Small ones enr aged him and he holler ed himself
hoar se at  Aar f y f or  t he wet , sucking sounds he made puf f ing on his pipe, at  Or r  f or  
t inker ing, at  McWat t  f or  t he explosive snap he gave each car d he t ur ned over  when he 
dealt  at  blackj ack or  poker , at  Dobbs f or  let t ing his t eet h chat t er  as he went  blunder ing 
clumsily about  bumping int o t hings. Hungr y J oe was a t hr obbing, r agged mass of  mot ile 
ir r it abilit y. The st eady t icking of  a wat ch in a quiet  r oom cr ashed like t or t ur e against  his 
unshielded br ain.
’ List en, kid,’  he explained har shly t o Huple ver y lat e one evening, ’ if  you want  t o live in 
t his t ent , you’ ve got  t o do like I  do. You’ ve got  t o r oll your  wr ist  wat ch up in a pair  of  
wool socks ever y night  and keep it  on t he bot t om of  your  f oot  locker  on t he ot her  side of
t he r oom.’
Huple t hr ust  his j aw out  def iant ly t o let  Hungr y J oe know he couldn’ t  be pushed ar ound 
and t hen did exact ly as he had been t old.
Hungr y J oe was a j umpy, emaciat ed wr et ch wit h a f leshless f ace of  dingy skin and bone 
and t wit ching veins squir ming subcut aneously in t he blackened hollows behind his eyes like
sever ed sect ions of  snake. I t  was a desolat e, cr at er ed f ace, soot y wit h car e like an 
abandoned mining t own. Hungr y J oe at e vor aciously, gnawed incessant ly at  t he t ips of  his 
f inger s, st ammer ed, choked, it ched, sweat ed, salivat ed, and spr ang f r om spot  t o spot  
f anat ically wit h an int r icat e black camer a wit h which he was always t r ying t o t ake 
pict ur es of  naked gir ls. They never  came out . He was always f or get t ing t o put  f ilm in t he 
camer a or  t ur n on light s or  r emove t he cover  f r om t he lens opening. I t  wasn’ t  easy 
per suading naked gir ls t o pose, but  Hungr y J oe had t he knack.
’ Me big man,’  he would shout . ’ Me big phot ogr apher  f r om Lif e magazine. Big pict ur e on 
heap big cover . Si, si, si! Hollywood st ar . Mult i diner o. Mult i divor ces. Mult i f icky-f ick all 
day long.’
Few women anywher e could r esist  such wily caj oler y, and pr ost it ut es would spr ing t o 
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t heir  f eet  eager ly and hur l t hemselves int o what ever  f ant ast ic poses he r equest ed f or  
t hem. Women killed Hungr y J oe. His r esponse t o t hem as sexual beings was one of  
f r enzied wor ship and idolat r y. They wer e lovely, sat isf ying, maddening manif est at ions of  
t he mir aculous, inst r ument s of  pleasur e t oo power f ul t o be measur ed, t oo keen t o be 
endur ed, and t oo exquisit e t o be int ended f or  employment  by base, unwor t hy man. He 
could int er pr et  t heir  naked pr esence in his hands only as a cosmic over sight  dest ined t o 
be r ect if ied speedily, and he was dr iven always t o make what  car nal use of  t hem he could 
in t he f leet ing moment  or  t wo he f elt  he had bef or e Someone caught  wise and whisked 
t hem away. He could never  decide whet her  t o f ur gle t hem or  phot ogr aph t hem, f or  he 
had f ound it  impossible t o do bot h simult aneously. I n f act , he was f inding it  almost  
impossible t o do eit her , so scr ambled wer e his power s of  per f or mance by t he compulsive 
need f or  hast e t hat  invar iably possessed him. The pict ur es never  came out , and Hungr y 
J oe never  got  in. The odd t hing was t hat  in civilian lif e Hungr y J oe r eally had been a 
phot ogr apher  f or  Lif e magazine.
He was a her o now, t he biggest  her o t he Air  For ce had, Yossar ian f elt , f or  he had f lown 
mor e combat  t our s of  dut y t han any ot her  her o t he Air  For ce had. He had f lown six 
combat  t our s of  dut y. Hungr y J oe had f inished f lying his f ir st  combat  t our  of  dut y when 
t went y-f ive missions wer e all t hat  wer e necessar y f or  him t o pack his bags, wr it e happy 
let t er s home and begin hounding Ser geant  Towser  humor ously f or  t he ar r ival of  t he 
or der s r ot at ing him back t o t he St at es. While he wait ed, he spent  each day shuf f ling 
r hyt hmically ar ound t he ent r ance of  t he oper at ions t ent , making boist er ous wisecr acks t o
ever ybody who came by and j ocosely calling Ser geant  Towser  a lousy son of  a bit ch ever y 
t ime Ser geant  Towser  popped out  of  t he or der ly r oom.
Hungr y J oe had f inished f lying his f ir st  t went y-f ive missions dur ing t he week of  t he 
Saler no beachhead, when Yossar ian was laid up in t he hospit al wit h a bur st  of  clap he had 
caught  on a low-level mission over  a Wac in bushes on a supply f light  t o Mar r akech. 
Yossar ian did his best  t o cat ch up wit h Hungr y J oe and almost  did, f lying six missions in 
six days, but  his t went y-t hir d mission was t o Ar ezzo, wher e Colonel Never s was killed, 
and t hat  was as close as he had ever  been able t o come t o going home. The next  day 
Colonel Cat hcar t  was t her e, br imming wit h t ough pr ide in his new out f it  and celebr at ing 
his assumpt ion of  command by r aising t he number  of  missions r equir ed f r om t went y-f ive 
t o t hir t y. Hungr y J oe unpacked his bags and r ewr ot e t he happy let t er s home. He st opped
hounding Ser geant  Towser  humor ously. He began hat ing Ser geant  Towser , f ocusing all 
blame upon him venomously, even t hough he knew Ser geant  Towser  had not hing t o do wit h
t he ar r ival of  Colonel Cat hcar t  or  t he delay in t he pr ocessing of  shipping or der s t hat  
might  have r escued him seven days ear lier  and f ive t imes since.

Page 41



J oseph Heller  - Cat ch - 22
Hungr y J oe could no longer  st and t he st r ain of  wait ing f or  shipping or der s and cr umbled 
pr ompt ly int o r uin ever y t ime he f inished anot her  t our  of  dut y. Each t ime he was t aken 
of f  combat  st at us, he gave a big par t y f or  t he lit t le cir cle of  f r iends he had. He br oke 
out  t he bot t les of  bour bon he had managed t o buy on his f our -day weekly cir cuit s wit h 
t he cour ier  plane and laughed, sang, shuf f led and shout ed in a f est ival of  inebr iat ed 
ecst asy unt il he could no longer  keep awake and r eceded peacef ully int o slumber . As soon 
as Yossar ian, Nat ely and Dunbar  put  him t o bed he began scr eaming in his sleep. I n t he 
mor ning he st epped f r om his t ent  looking haggar d, f ear f ul and guilt -r idden, an eat en shell
of  a human building r ocking per ilously on t he br ink of  collapse.
The night mar es appear ed t o Hungr y J oe wit h celest ial punct ualit y ever y single night  he 
spent  in t he squadr on t hr oughout  t he whole har r owing or deal when he was not  f lying 
combat  missions and was wait ing once again f or  t he or der s sending him home t hat  never  
came. I mpr essionable men in t he squadr on like Dobbs and Capt ain Flume wer e so deeply 
dist ur bed by Hungr y J oe’ s shr ieking night mar es t hat  t hey would begin t o have shr ieking 
night mar es of  t heir  own, and t he pier cing obscenit ies t hey f lung int o t he air  ever y night  
f r om t heir  separ at e places in t he squadr on r ang against  each ot her  in t he dar kness 
r omant ically like t he mat ing calls of  songbir ds wit h f ilt hy minds. Colonel Kor n act ed 
decisively t o ar r est  what  seemed t o him t o be t he beginning of  an unwholesome t r end in 
Maj or  Maj or ’ s squadr on. The solut ion he pr ovided was t o have Hungr y J oe f ly t he cour ier
ship once a week, r emoving him f r om t he squadr on f or  f our  night s, and t he r emedy, like 
all Colonel Kor n’ s r emedies, was successf ul.
Ever y t ime Colonel Cat hcar t  incr eased t he number  of  missions and r et ur ned Hungr y J oe 
t o combat  dut y, t he night mar es st opped and Hungr y J oe set t led down int o a nor mal st at e
of  t er r or  wit h a smile of  r elief . Yossar ian r ead Hungr y J oe’ s shr unken f ace like a 
headline. I t  was good when Hungr y J oe looked bad and t er r ible when Hungr y J oe looked 
good. Hungr y J oe’ s inver t ed set  of  r esponses was a cur ious phenomenon t o ever yone but  
Hungr y J oe, who denied t he whole t hing st ubbor nly.
’ Who dr eams?’  he answer ed, when Yossar ian asked him what  he dr eamed about .
’ J oe, why don’ t  you go see Doc Daneeka?’  Yossar ian advised.
’ Why should I  go see Doc Daneeka? I ’ m not  sick.’
’ What  about  your  night mar es?’
’ I  don’ t  have night mar es,’  Hungr y J oe lied.
’ Maybe he can do somet hing about  t hem.’
’ Ther e’ s not hing wr ong wit h night mar es,’  Hungr y J oe answer ed. ’ Ever ybody has 
night mar es.’
Yossar ian t hought  he had him. ’ Ever y night ?’  he asked.
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’ Why not  ever y night ?’  Hungr y J oe demanded.
And suddenly it  all made sense. Why not  ever y night , indeed? I t  made sense t o cr y out  in 
pain ever y night . I t  made mor e sense t han Appleby, who was a st ickler  f or  r egulat ions and
had or der ed Kr af t  t o or der  Yossar ian t o t ake his At abr ine t ablet s on t he f light  over seas 
af t er  Yossar ian and Appleby had st opped t alking t o each ot her . Hungr y J oe made mor e 
sense t han Kr af t , t oo, who was dead, dumped uncer emoniously int o doom over  Fer r ar a by 
an exploding engine af t er  Yossar ian t ook his f light  of  six planes in over  t he t ar get  a 
second t ime. The gr oup had missed t he br idge at  Fer r ar a again f or  t he sevent h st r aight  
day wit h t he bombsight  t hat  could put  bombs int o a pickle bar r el at  f or t y t housand f eet , 
and one whole week had alr eady passed since Colonel Cat hcar t  had volunt eer ed t o have 
his men dest r oy t he br idge in t went y-f our  hour s. Kr af t  was a skinny, har mless kid f r om 
Pennsylvania who want ed only t o be liked, and was dest ined t o be disappoint ed in even so 
humble and degr ading an ambit ion. I nst ead of  being liked, he was dead, a bleeding cinder  
on t he bar bar ous pile whom nobody had hear d in t hose last  pr ecious moment s while t he 
plane wit h one wing plummet ed. He had lived innocuously f or  a lit t le while and t hen had 
gone down in f lame over  Fer r ar a on t he sevent h day, while God was r est ing, when McWat t
t ur ned and Yossar ian guided him in over  t he t ar get  on a second bomb r un because Aar f y 
was conf used and Yossar ian had been unable t o dr op his bombs t he f ir st  t ime.
’ I  guess we do have t o go back again, don’ t  we?’  McWat t  had said somber ly over  t he 
int er com.
’ I  guess we do,’  said Yossar ian.
’ Do we?’  said McWat t .
’ Yeah.’
’ Oh, well,’  sang McWat t , ’ what  t he hell.’
And back t hey had gone while t he planes in t he ot her  f light s cir cled saf ely of f  in t he 
dist ance and ever y cr ashing cannon in t he Her mann Goer ing Division below was busy 
cr ashing shells t his t ime only at  t hem.
Colonel Cat hcar t  had cour age and never  hesit at ed t o volunt eer  his men f or  any t ar get  
available. No t ar get  was t oo danger ous f or  his gr oup t o at t ack, j ust  as no shot  was t oo 
dif f icult  f or  Appleby t o handle on t he ping-pong t able. Appleby was a good pilot  and a 
super human ping-pong player  wit h f lies in his eyes who never  lost  a point . Twent y-one 
ser ves wer e all it  ever  t ook f or  Appleby t o disgr ace anot her  opponent . His pr owess on 
t he ping-pong t able was legendar y, and Appleby won ever y game he st ar t ed unt il t he night
Or r  got  t ipsy on gin and j uice and smashed open Appleby’ s f or ehead wit h his paddle af t er
Appleby had smashed back each of  Or r ’ s f ir st  f ive ser ves. Or r  leaped on t op of  t he t able
af t er  hur ling his paddle and came sailing of f  t he ot her  end in a r unning br oad j ump wit h 
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bot h f eet  plant ed squar ely in Appleby’ s f ace. Pandemonium br oke loose. I t  t ook almost  a 
f ull minut e f or  Appleby t o disent angle himself  f r om Or r ’ s f lailing ar ms and legs and 
gr ope his way t o his f eet , wit h Or r  held of f  t he gr ound bef or e him by t he shir t  f r ont  in 
one hand and his ot her  ar m dr awn back in a f ist  t o smit e him dead, and at  t hat  moment  
Yossar ian st epped f or war d and t ook Or r  away f r om him. I t  was a night  of  sur pr ises f or  
Appleby, who was as lar ge as Yossar ian and as st r ong and who swung at  Yossar ian as har d 
as he could wit h a punch t hat  f looded Chief  Whit e Half oat  wit h such j oyous excit ement  
t hat  he t ur ned and bust ed Colonel Moodus in t he nose wit h a punch t hat  f illed Gener al 
Dr eedle wit h such mellow gr at if icat ion t hat  he had Colonel Cat hcar t  t hr ow t he chaplain 
out  of  t he of f icer s’  club and or der ed Chief  Whit e Half oat  moved int o Doc Daneeka’ s 
t ent , wher e he could be under  a doct or ’ s car e t went y-f our  hour s a day and be kept  in 
good enough physical condit ion t o bust  Colonel Moodus in t he nose again whenever  Gener al
Dr eedle want ed him t o. Somet imes Gener al Dr eedle made special t r ips down f r om Wing 
Headquar t er s wit h Colonel Moodus and his nur se j ust  t o have Chief  Whit e Half oat  bust  
his son-in-law in t he nose.
Chief  Whit e Half oat  would much r at her  have r emained in t he t r ailer  he shar ed wit h 
Capt ain Flume, t he silent , haunt ed squadr on public-r elat ions of f icer  who spent  most  of  
each evening developing t he pict ur es he t ook dur ing t he day t o be sent  out  wit h his 
publicit y r eleases. Capt ain Flume spent  as much of  each evening as he could wor king in his 
dar kr oom and t hen lay down on his cot  wit h his f inger s cr ossed and a r abbit ’ s f oot  
ar ound his neck and t r ied wit h all his might  t o st ay awake. He lived in mor t al f ear  of  
Chief  Whit e Half oat . Capt ain Flume was obsessed wit h t he idea t hat  Chief  Whit e Half oat
would t ipt oe up t o his cot  one night  when he was sound asleep and slit  his t hr oat  open f or  
him f r om ear  t o ear . Capt ain Flume had obt ained t his idea f r om Chief  Whit e Half oat  
himself , who did t ipt oe up t o his cot  one night  as he was dozing of f , t o hiss por t ent ously 
t hat  one night  when he, Capt ain Flume, was sound asleep he, Chief  Whit e Half oat , was 
going t o slit  his t hr oat  open f or  him f r om ear  t o ear . Capt ain Flume t ur ned t o ice, his 
eyes, f lung open wide, st ar ing dir ect ly up int o Chief  Whit e Half oat ’ s, glint ing dr unkenly 
only inches away.
’ Why?’  Capt ain Flume managed t o cr oak f inally.
’ Why not ?’  was Chief  Whit e Half oat ’ s answer .
Each night  af t er  t hat , Capt ain Flume f or ced himself  t o keep awake as long as possible. He
was aided immeasur ably by Hungr y J oe’ s night mar es. List ening so int ent ly t o Hungr y 
J oe’ s maniacal howling night  af t er  night , Capt ain Flume gr ew t o hat e him and began 
wishing t hat  Chief  Whit e Half oat  would t ipt oe up t o his cot  one night  and slit  his t hr oat  
open f or  him f r om ear  t o ear . Act ually, Capt ain Flume slept  like a log most  night s and 
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mer ely dr eamed he was awake. So convincing wer e t hese dr eams of  lying awake t hat  he 
woke f r om t hem each mor ning in complet e exhaust ion and f ell r ight  back t o sleep.
Chief  Whit e Half oat  had gr own almost  f ond of  Capt ain Flume since his amazing 
met amor phosis. Capt ain Flume had ent er ed his bed t hat  night  a buoyant  ext r over t  and 
lef t  it  t he next  mor ning a br ooding int r over t , and Chief  Whit e Half oat  pr oudly r egar ded 
t he new Capt ain Flume as his own cr eat ion. He had never  int ended t o slit  Capt ain Flume’ s 
t hr oat  open f or  him f r om ear  t o ear . Thr eat ening t o do so was mer ely his idea of  a j oke, 
like dying of  pneumonia, bust ing Colonel Moodus in t he nose or  challenging Doc Daneeka t o
I ndian wr est le. All Chief  Whit e Half oat  want ed t o do when he st agger ed in dr unk each 
night  was go r ight  t o sleep, and Hungr y J oe of t en made t hat  impossible. Hungr y J oe’ s 
night mar es gave Chief  Whit e Half oat  t he heebie-j eebies, and he of t en wished t hat  
someone would t ipt oe int o Hungr y J oe’ s t ent , lif t  Huple’ s cat  of f  his f ace and slit  his 
t hr oat  open f or  him f r om ear  t o ear , so t hat  ever ybody in t he squadr on but  Capt ain 
Flume could get  a good night ’ s sleep.
Even t hough Chief  Whit e Half oat  kept  bust ing Colonel Moodus in t he nose f or  Gener al 
Dr eedle’ s benef it , he was st ill out side t he pale. Also out side t he pale was Maj or  Maj or , 
t he squadr on commander , who had f ound t hat  out  t he same t ime he f ound out  t hat  he was
squadr on commander  f r om Colonel Cat hcar t , who came blast ing int o t he squadr on in his 
hopped-up j eep t he day af t er  Maj or  Dulut h was killed over  Per ugia. Colonel Cat hcar t  
slammed t o a scr eeching st op inches shor t  of  t he r ailr oad dit ch separ at ing t he nose of  
his j eep f r om t he lopsided basket ball cour t  on t he ot her  side, f r om which Maj or  Maj or  
was event ually dr iven by t he kicks and shoves and st ones and punches of  t he men who had
almost  become his f r iends.
’ You’ r e t he new squadr on commander ,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  had bellowed acr oss t he dit ch at
him. ’ But  don’ t  t hink it  means anyt hing, because it  doesn’ t . All it  means is t hat  you’ r e t he
new squadr on commander .’
And Colonel Cat hcar t  had r oar ed away as abr upt ly as he’ d come, whipping t he j eep ar ound
wit h a vicious spinning of  wheels t hat  sent  a spr ay of  f ine gr it  blowing int o Maj or  Maj or ’ s
f ace. Maj or  Maj or  was immobilized by t he news. He st ood speechless, lanky and gawking, 
wit h a scuf f ed basket ball in his long hands as t he seeds of  r ancor  sown so swif t ly by 
Colonel Cat hcar t  t ook r oot  in t he soldier s ar ound him who had been playing basket ball 
wit h him and who had let  him come as close t o making f r iends wit h t hem as anyone had 
ever  let  him come bef or e. The whit es of  his moony eyes gr ew lar ge and mist y as his 
mout h st r uggled year ningly and lost  against  t he f amiliar , impr egnable loneliness dr if t ing 
in ar ound him again like suf f ocat ing f og.
Like all t he ot her  of f icer s at  Gr oup Headquar t er s except  Maj or  Danby, Colonel Cat hcar t  

Page 45



J oseph Heller  - Cat ch - 22
was inf used wit h t he democr at ic spir it : he believed t hat  all men wer e cr eat ed equal, and 
he t her ef or e spur ned all men out side Gr oup Headquar t er s wit h equal f er vor . 
Never t heless, he believed in his men. As he t old t hem f r equent ly in t he br ief ing r oom, he
believed t hey wer e at  least  t en missions bet t er  t han any ot her  out f it  and f elt  t hat  any 
who did not  shar e t his conf idence he had placed in t hem could get  t he hell out . The only 
way t hey could get  t he hell out , t hough, as Yossar ian lear ned when he f lew t o visit  
ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een, was by f lying t he ext r a t en missions.
’ I  st ill don’ t  get  it ,’  Yossar ian pr ot est ed. ’ I s Doc Daneeka r ight  or  isn’ t  he?’
’ How many did he say?’
’ For t y.’
’ Daneeka was t elling t he t r ut h,’  ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een admit t ed. ’ For t y missions is all 
you have t o f ly as f ar  as Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce Headquar t er s is concer ned.’
Yossar ian was j ubilant . ’ Then I  can go home, r ight ? I ’ ve got  f or t y-eight .’
’ No, you can’ t  go home,’  ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een cor r ect ed him. ’ Ar e you cr azy or  
somet hing?’
’ Why not ?’
’ Cat ch-22.’
’ Cat ch-22?’  Yossar ian was st unned. ’ What  t he hell has Cat ch-22 got  t o do wit h it ?’
’ Cat ch-22,’  Doc Daneeka answer ed pat ient ly, when Hungr y J oe had f lown Yossar ian back 
t o Pianosa, ’ says you’ ve always got  t o do what  your  commanding of f icer  t ells you t o.’
’ But  Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce says I  can go home wit h f or t y missions.’
’ But  t hey don’ t  say you have t o go home. And r egulat ions do say you have t o obey ever y 
or der . That ’ s t he cat ch. Even if  t he colonel wer e disobeying a Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce 
or der  by making you f ly mor e missions, you’ d st ill have t o f ly t hem, or  you’ d be guilt y of  
disobeying an or der  of  his. And t hen Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce Headquar t er s would 
r eally j ump on you.’
Yossar ian slumped wit h disappoint ment . ’ Then I  r eally have t o f ly t he f if t y missions, 
don’ t  I ?’  he gr ieved.
’ The f if t y-f ive,’  Doc Daneeka cor r ect ed him.
’ What  f if t y-f ive?’
’ The f if t y-f ive missions t he colonel now want s all of  you t o f ly.’
Hungr y J oe heaved a huge sigh of  r elief  when he hear d Doc Daneeka and br oke int o a 
gr in. Yossar ian gr abbed Hungr y J oe by t he neck and made him f ly t hem bot h r ight  back 
t o ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een.
’ What  would t hey do t o me,’  he asked in conf ident ial t ones, ’ if  I  r ef used t o f ly t hem?’
’ We’ d pr obably shoot  you,’  ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een r eplied.
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’ We?’  Yossar ian cr ied in sur pr ise. ’ What  do you mean, we? Since when ar e you on t heir  
side?’
’ I f  you’ r e going t o be shot , whose side do you expect  me t o be on?’  ex-P.F.C. 
Wint er gr een r et or t ed.
Yossar ian winced. Colonel Cat hcar t  had r aised him again.
7 McWATT
Or dinar ily, Yossar ian’ s pilot  was McWat t , who, shaving in loud r ed, clean paj amas out side 
his t ent  each mor ning, was one of  t he odd, ir onic, incompr ehensible t hings sur r ounding 
Yossar ian. McWat t  was t he cr aziest  combat  man of  t hem all pr obably, because he was 
per f ect ly sane and st ill did not  mind t he war . He was a shor t - legged, wide-shoulder ed, 
smiling young soul who whist led bouncy show t unes cont inuously and t ur ned over  car ds 
wit h shar p snaps when he dealt  at  blackj ack or  poker  unt il Hungr y J oe disint egr at ed int o 
quaking despair  f inally beneat h t heir  cumulat ive impact  and began r ant ing at  him t o st op 
snapping t he car ds.
’ You son of  a bit ch, you only do it  because it  hur t s me,’  Hungr y J oe would yell f ur iously, 
as Yossar ian held him back soot hingly wit h one hand. ’ That ’ s t he only r eason he does it , 
because he likes t o hear  me scr eam - you goddam son of  a bit ch!’
McWat t  cr inkled his f ine, f r eckled nose apologet ically and vowed not  t o snap t he car ds 
any mor e, but  always f or got . McWat t  wor e f leecy bedr oom slipper s wit h his r ed paj amas 
and slept  bet ween f r eshly pr essed color ed bedsheet s like t he one Milo had r et r ieved half
of  f or  him f r om t he gr inning t hief  wit h t he sweet  t oot h in exchange f or  none of  t he 
pit t ed dat es Milo had bor r owed f r om Yossar ian. McWat t  was deeply impr essed wit h Milo,
who, t o t he amusement  of  Cor por al Snar k, his mess ser geant , was alr eady buying eggs f or
seven cent s apiece and selling t hem f or  f ive cent s. But  McWat t  was never  as impr essed 
wit h Milo as Milo had been wit h t he let t er  Yossar ian had obt ained f or  his liver  f r om Doc 
Daneeka.
’ What ’ s t his?’  Milo had cr ied out  in alar m, when he came upon t he enor mous cor r ugat ed 
car t on f illed wit h packages of  dr ied f r uit  and cans of  f r uit  j uices and desser t s t hat  t wo 
of  t he I t alian labor er s Maj or  - de Cover ley had kidnaped f or  his kit chen wer e about  t o 
car r y of f  t o Yossar ian’ s t ent .
’ This is Capt ain Yossar ian, sir ,’  said Cor por al Snar k wit h a super ior  smir k. Cor por al Snar k
was an int ellect ual snob who f elt  he was t went y year s ahead of  his t ime and did not  enj oy 
cooking down t o t he masses. ’ He has a let t er  f r om Doc Daneeka ent it ling him t o all t he 
f r uit  and f r uit  j uices he want s.’
’ What ’ s t his?’  cr ied out  Yossar ian, as Milo went  whit e and began t o sway.
’ This is Lieut enant  Milo Minder binder , sir ,’  said Cor por al Snar k wit h a der isive wink. ’ One
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of  our  new pilot s. He became mess of f icer  while you wer e in t he hospit al t his last  t ime.’
’ What ’ s t his?’  cr ied out  McWat t , lat e in t he af t er noon, as Milo handed him half  his 
bedsheet .
’ I t ’ s half  of  t he bedsheet  t hat  was st olen f r om your  t ent  t his mor ning,’  Milo explained 
wit h ner vous self -sat isf act ion, his r ust y must ache t wit ching r apidly. ’ I ’ ll bet  you didn’ t  
even know it  was st olen.’
’ Why should anyone want  t o st eal half  a bedsheet ?’  Yossar ian asked.
Milo gr ew f lust er ed. ’ You don’ t  under st and,’  he pr ot est ed.
And Yossar ian also did not  under st and why Milo needed so desper at ely t o invest  in t he 
let t er  f r om Doc Daneeka, which came r ight  t o t he point . ’ Give Yossar ian all t he dr ied 
f r uit  and f r uit  j uices he want s,’  Doc Daneeka had wr it t en. ’ He says he has a liver  
condit ion.’
’ A let t er  like t his,’  Milo mumbled despondent ly, ’ could r uin any mess of f icer  in t he 
wor ld.’  Milo had come t o Yossar ian’ s t ent  j ust  t o r ead t he let t er  again, f ollowing his 
car t on of  lost  pr ovisions acr oss t he squadr on like a mour ner . ’ I  have t o give you as much 
as you ask f or . Why, t he let t er  doesn’ t  even say you have t o eat  all of  it  your self .’
’ And it ’ s a good t hing it  doesn’ t ,’  Yossar ian t old him, ’ because I  never  eat  any of  it . I  
have a liver  condit ion.’
’ Oh, yes, I  f or got ,’  said Milo, in a voice lower ed def er ent ially. ’ I s it  bad?’
’ J ust  bad enough,’  Yossar ian answer ed cheer f ully.
’ I  see,’  said Milo. ’ What  does t hat  mean?’
’ I t  means t hat  it  couldn’ t  be bet t er ...’
’ I  don’ t  t hink I  under st and.’
’ ...wit hout  being wor se. Now do you see?’
’ Yes, now I  see. But  I  st ill don’ t  t hink I  under st and.’
’ Well, don’ t  let  it  t r ouble you. Let  it  t r ouble me. You see, I  don’ t  r eally have a liver  
condit ion. I ’ ve j ust  got  t he sympt oms. I  have a Gar net t -Fleischaker  syndr ome.’
’ I  see,’  said Milo. ’ And what  is a Gar net t -Fleischaker  syndr ome?’
’ A liver  condit ion.’
’ I  see,’  said Milo, and began massaging his black eyebr ows t oget her  wear ily wit h an 
expr ession of  int er ior  pain, as t hough wait ing f or  some st inging discomf or t  he was 
exper iencing t o go away. ’ I n t hat  case,’  he cont inued f inally, ’ I  suppose you do have t o be
ver y car ef ul about  what  you eat , don’ t  you?.
’ Ver y car ef ul indeed,’  Yossar ian t old him. ’ A good Gar net t -Fleischaker  syndr ome isn’ t  
easy t o come by, and I  don’ t  want  t o r uin mine. That ’ s why I  never  eat  any f r uit .’
’ Now I  do see,’  said Milo. ’ Fr uit  is bad f or  your  liver ?’

Page 48



J oseph Heller  - Cat ch - 22
’ No, f r uit  is good f or  my liver . That ’ s why I  never  eat  any.’
’ Then what  do you do wit h it ?’  demanded Milo, plodding along doggedly t hr ough his 
mount ing conf usion t o f ling out  t he quest ion bur ning on his lips. ’ Do you sell it ?’
’ I  give it  away.’
’ To who?’  cr ied Milo, in a voice cr acking wit h dismay.
’ To anyone who want s it ,’  Yossar ian shout ed back.
Milo let  out  a long, melancholy wail and st agger ed back, beads of  per spir at ion popping out  
suddenly all over  his ashen f ace. He t ugged on his unf or t unat e must ache absent ly, his 
whole body t r embling.
’ I  give a gr eat  deal of  it  t o Dunbar ,’  Yossar ian went  on.
’ Dunbar ?’  Milo echoed numbly.
’ Yes. Dunbar  can eat  all t he f r uit  he want s and it  won’ t  do him a damned bit  of  good. I  
j ust  leave t he car t on r ight  out  t her e in t he open f or  anyone who want s any t o come and 
help himself . Aar f y comes her e t o get  pr unes because he says he never  get s enough 
pr unes in t he mess hall. You might  look int o t hat  when you’ ve got  some t ime because it ’ s 
no f un having Aar f y hanging ar ound her e. Whenever  t he supply r uns low I  j ust  have 
Cor por al Snar k f ill me up again. Nat ely always t akes a whole load of  f r uit  along wit h him 
whenever  he goes t o Rome. He’ s in love wit h a whor e t her e who hat es me and isn’ t  at  all 
int er est ed in him. She’ s got  a kid sist er  who never  leaves t hem alone in bed t oget her , and
t hey live in an apar t ment  wit h an old man and woman and a bunch of  ot her  gir ls wit h nice 
f at  t highs who ar e always kidding ar ound also. Nat ely br ings t hem a whole car t onf ul ever y
t ime he goes.’
’ Does he sell it  t o t hem?’
’ No, he gives it  t o t hem.’
Milo f r owned. ’ Well, I  suppose t hat ’ s ver y gener ous of  him,’  he r emar ked wit h no 
ent husiasm.
’ Yes, ver y gener ous,’  Yossar ian agr eed.
’ And I ’ m sur e it ’ s per f ect ly legal,’  said Milo, ’ since t he f ood is your s once you get  it  
f r om me. I  suppose t hat  wit h condit ions as har d as t hey ar e, t hese people ar e ver y glad 
t o get  it .’
’ Yes, ver y glad,’  Yossar ian assur ed him. ’ The t wo gir ls sell it  all on t he black mar ket  and 
use t he money t o buy f lashy cost ume j ewelr y and cheap per f ume.’
Milo per ked up. ’ Cost ume j ewelr y!’  he exclaimed. ’ I  didn’ t  know t hat . How much ar e t hey 
paying f or  cheap per f ume?’
’ The old man uses his shar e t o buy r aw whiskey and dir t y pict ur es. He’ s a lecher .’
’ A lecher ?’
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’ You’ d be sur pr ised.’
’ I s t her e much of  a mar ket  in Rome f or  dir t y pict ur es?’  Milo asked.
’ You’ d be sur pr ised. Take Aar f y, f or  inst ance. Knowing him, you’ d never  suspect , would 
you?’
’ That  he’ s a lecher ?’
’ No, t hat  he’ s a navigat or . You know Capt ain Aar dvaar k, don’ t  you? He’ s t hat  nice guy 
who came up t o you your  f ir st  day in t he squadr on and said, "Aar dvaar k’ s my name, and 
navigat ion is my game." He wor e a pipe in his f ace and pr obably asked you what  college you
went  t o. Do you know him?’
Milo was paying no at t ent ion. ’ Let  me be your  par t ner ,’  he blur t ed out  implor ingly.
Yossar ian t ur ned him down, even t hough he had no doubt  t hat  t he t r uckloads of  f r uit  
would be t heir s t o dispose of  any way t hey saw f it  once Yossar ian had r equisit ioned t hem 
f r om t he mess hall wit h Doc Daneeka’ s let t er . Milo was cr est f allen, but  f r om t hat  
moment  on he t r ust ed Yossar ian wit h ever y secr et  but  one, r easoning shr ewdly t hat  
anyone who would not  st eal f r om t he count r y he loved would not  st eal f r om anybody. Milo 
t r ust ed Yossar ian wit h ever y secr et  but  t he locat ion of  t he holes in t he hills in which he 
began bur ying his money once he r et ur ned f r om Smyr na wit h his planeload of  f igs and 
lear ned f r om Yossar ian t hat  a C.I .D. man had come t o t he hospit al. To Milo, who had been
gullible enough t o volunt eer  f or  it , t he posit ion of  mess of f icer  was a sacr ed t r ust .
’ I  didn’ t  even r ealize we wer en’ t  ser ving enough pr unes,’  he had admit t ed t hat  f ir st  day.
’ I  suppose it ’ s because I ’ m st ill so new. I ’ ll r aise t he quest ion wit h my f ir st  chef .’
Yossar ian eyed him shar ply. ’ What  f ir st  chef ?’  he demanded. ’ You don’ t  have a f ir st  
chef .’
’ Cor por al Snar k,’  Milo explained, looking away a lit t le guilt ily. ’ He’ s t he only chef  I  have, 
so he r eally is my f ir st  chef , alt hough I  hope t o move him over  t o t he administ r at ive side.
Cor por al Snar k t ends t o be a lit t le t oo cr eat ive, I  f eel. He t hinks being a mess ser geant  
is some sor t  of  ar t  f or m and is always complaining about  having t o pr ost it ut e his t alent s. 
Nobody is asking him t o do any such t hing! I ncident ally, do you happen t o know why he was
bust ed t o pr ivat e and is only a cor por al now?’
’ Yes,’  said Yossar ian. ’ He poisoned t he squadr on.’
Milo went  pale again. ’ He did what ?’
’ He mashed hundr eds of  cakes of  GI  soap int o t he sweet  pot at oes j ust  t o show t hat  
people have t he t ast e of  Philist ines and don’ t  know t he dif f er ence bet ween good and bad.
Ever y man in t he squadr on was sick. Missions wer e canceled.’
’ Well!’  Milo exclaimed, wit h t hin-upped disappr oval. ’ He cer t ainly f ound out  how wr ong he
was, didn’ t  he?’
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’ On t he cont r ar y,’  Yossar ian cor r ect ed. ’ He f ound out  how r ight  he was. We packed it  
away by t he plat ef ul and clamor ed f or  mor e. We all knew we wer e sick, but  we had no 
idea we’ d been poisoned.’
Milo snif f ed in const er nat ion t wice, like a shaggy br own har e. ’ I n t hat  case, I  cer t ainly 
do want  t o get  him over  t o t he administ r at ive side. I  don’ t  want  anyt hing like t hat  
happening while I ’ m in char ge. You see,’  he conf ided ear nest ly, ’ what  I  hope t o do is give 
t he men in t his squadr on t he best  meals in t he whole wor ld. That ’ s r eally somet hing t o 
shoot  at , isn’ t  it ? I f  a mess of f icer  aims at  anyt hing less, it  seems t o me, he has no r ight  
being mess of f icer . Don’ t  you agr ee?’
Yossar ian t ur ned slowly t o gaze at  Milo wit h pr obing dist r ust . He saw a simple, sincer e 
f ace t hat  was incapable of  subt let y or  guile, an honest , f r ank f ace wit h disunit ed lar ge 
eyes, r ust y hair , black eyebr ows and an unf or t unat e r eddish-br own must ache. Milo had a 
long, t hin nose wit h snif f ing, damp nost r ils heading shar ply of f  t o t he r ight , always 
point ing away f r om wher e t he r est  of  him was looking. I t  was t he f ace of  a man of  
har dened int egr it y who could no mor e consciously violat e t he mor al pr inciples on which his
vir t ue r est ed t han he could t r ansf or m himself  int o a despicable t oad. One of  t hese mor al 
pr inciples was t hat  it  was never  a sin t o char ge as much as t he t r af f ic would bear . He was
capable of  might y par oxysms of  r ight eous indignat ion, and he was indignant  as could be 
when he lear ned t hat  a C.I .D. man was in t he ar ea looking f or  him.
’ He’ s not  looking f or  you,’  Yossar ian said, t r ying t o placat e him. ’ He’ s looking f or  
someone up in t he hospit al who’ s been signing Washingt on I r ving’ s name t o t he let t er s 
he’ s been censor ing.’
’ I  never  signed Washingt on I r ving’ s name t o any let t er s,’  Milo declar ed.
’ Of  cour se not .’
’ But  t hat ’ s j ust  a t r ick t o get  me t o conf ess I ’ ve been making money in t he black 
mar ket .’  Milo hauled violent ly at  a disheveled hunk of  his of f -color ed must ache. ’ I  don’ t  
like guys like t hat . Always snooping ar ound people like us. Why doesn’ t  t he gover nment  
get  af t er  ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een, if  it  want s t o do some good? He’ s got  no r espect  f or  
r ules and r egulat ions and keeps cut t ing pr ices on me.’
Milo’ s must ache was unf or t unat e because t he separ at ed halves never  mat ched. They 
wer e like Milo’ s disunit ed eyes, which never  looked at  t he same t hing at  t he same t ime. 
Milo could see mor e t hings t han most  people, but  he could see none of  t hem t oo 
dist inct ly. I n cont r ast  t o his r eact ion t o news of  t he C.I .D. man, he lear ned wit h calm 
cour age f r om Yossar ian t hat  Colonel Cat hcar t  had r aised t he number  of  missions t o 
f if t y-f ive.
’ We’ r e at  war ,’  he said. ’ And t her e’ s no use complaining about  t he number  of  missions we
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have t o f ly. I f  t he colonel says we have t o f ly f if t y-f ive missions, we have t o f ly t hem.’
’ Well, I  don’ t  have t o f ly t hem,’  Yossar ian vowed. ’ I ’ ll go see Maj or  Maj or .’
’ How can you? Maj or  Maj or  never  sees anybody.’
’ Then I ’ ll go back int o t he hospit al.’
’ You j ust  came out  of  t he hospit al t en days ago,’  Milo r eminded him r epr ovingly. ’ You 
can’ t  keep r unning int o t he hospit al ever y t ime somet hing happens you don’ t  like. No, t he 
best  t hing t o do is f ly t he missions. I t ’ s our  dut y.’
Milo had r igid scr uples t hat  would not  even allow him t o bor r ow a package of  pit t ed dat es 
f r om t he mess hall t hat  day of  McWat t ’ s st olen bedsheet , f or  t he f ood at  t he mess hall 
was all st ill t he pr oper t y of  t he gover nment .
’ But  I  can bor r ow it  f r om you,’  he explained t o Yossar ian, ’ since all t his f r uit  is your s 
once you get  it  f r om me wit h Doct or  Daneeka’ s let t er . You can do what ever  you want  t o 
wit h it , even sell it  at  a high pr of it  inst ead of  giving it  away f r ee. Wouldn’ t  you want  t o 
do t hat  t oget her ?’
’ No.’
Milo gave up. ’ Then lend me one package of  pit t ed dat es,’  he r equest ed. ’ I ’ ll give it  back 
t o you. I  swear  I  will, and t her e’ ll be a lit t le somet hing ext r a f or  you.’
Milo pr oved good as his wor d and handed Yossar ian a quar t er  of  McWat t ’ s yellow 
bedsheet  when he r et ur ned wit h t he unopened package of  dat es and wit h t he gr inning 
t hief  wit h t he sweet  t oot h who had st olen t he bedsheet  f r om McWat t ’ s t ent . The piece 
of  bedsheet  now belonged t o Yossar ian. He had ear ned it  while napping, alt hough he did 
not  under st and how. Neit her  did McWat t .
’ What ’ s t his?’  cr ied McWat t , st ar ing in myst if icat ion at  t he r ipped half  of  his bedsheet .
’ I t ’ s half  of  t he bedsheet  t hat  was st olen f r om your  t ent  t his mor ning,’  Milo explained. 
’ I ’ ll bet  you didn’ t  even know it  was st olen.’
’ Why should anyone want  t o st eal half  a bedsheet ?’  Yossar ian asked.
Milo gr ew f lust er ed. ’ You don’ t  under st and,’  he pr ot est ed. ’ He st ole t he whole bedsheet ,
and I  got  it  back wit h t he package of  pit t ed dat es you invest ed. That ’ s why t he quar t er  
of  t he bedsheet  is your s. You made a ver y handsome r et ur n on your  invest ment , 
par t icular ly since you’ ve got t en back ever y pit t ed dat e you gave me.’  Milo next  
addr essed himself  t o McWat t . ’ Half  t he bedsheet  is your s because it  was all your s t o 
begin wit h, and I  r eally don’ t  under st and what  you’ r e complaining about , since you 
wouldn’ t  have any par t  of  it  if  Capt ain Yossar ian and I  hadn’ t  int er vened in your  behalf .’
’ Who’ s complaining?’  McWat t  exclaimed. ’ I ’ m j ust  t r ying t o f igur e out  what  I  can do 
wit h half  a bedsheet .’
’ Ther e ar e lot s of  t hings you can do wit h half  a bedsheet ,’  Milo assur ed him. ’ The 
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r emaining quar t er  of  t he bedsheet  I ’ ve set  aside f or  myself  as a r ewar d f or  my 
ent er pr ise, wor k and init iat ive. I t ’ s not  f or  myself , you under st and, but  f or  t he 
syndicat e. That ’ s somet hing you might  do wit h half  t he bedsheet . You can leave it  in t he 
syndicat e and wat ch it  gr ow.’
’ What  syndicat e?’
’ The syndicat e I ’ d like t o f or m someday so t hat  I  can give you men t he good f ood you 
deser ve.’
’ You want  t o f or m a syndicat e?’
’ Yes, I  do. No, a mar t . Do you know what  a mar t  is?’
’ I t ’ s a place wher e you buy t hings, isn’ t  it ?’
’ And sell t hings,’  cor r ect ed Milo.
’ And sell t hings.’
’ All my lif e I ’ ve want ed a mar t . You can do lot s of  t hings if  you’ ve got  a mar t . But  you’ ve 
got  t o have a mar t .’
’ You want  a mar t ?’
’ And ever y man will have a shar e.’
Yossar ian was st ill puzzled, f or  it  was a business mat t er , and t her e was much about  
business mat t er s t hat  always puzzled him.
’ Let  me t r y t o explain it  again,’  Milo of f er ed wit h gr owing wear iness and exasper at ion, 
j er king his t humb t owar d t he t hief  wit h t he sweet  t oot h, st ill gr inning beside him. ’ I  
knew he want ed t he dat es mor e t han t he bedsheet . Since he doesn’ t  under st and a wor d 
of  English, I  made it  a point  t o conduct  t he whole t r ansact ion in English.’
’ Why didn’ t  you j ust  hit  him over  t he head and t ake t he bedsheet  away f r om him?’  
Yossar ian asked.
Pr essing his lips t oget her  wit h dignit y, Milo shook his head. ’ That  would have been most  
unj ust ,’  he scolded f ir mly. ’ For ce is wr ong, and t wo wr ongs never  make a r ight . I t  was 
much bet t er  my way. When I  held t he dat es out  t o him and r eached f or  t he bedsheet , he
pr obably t hought  I  was of f er ing t o t r ade.’
’ What  wer e you doing?’
’ Act ually, I  was of f er ing t o t r ade, but  since he doesn’ t  under st and English, I  can always 
deny it .’
’ Suppose he get s angr y and want s t he dat es?’
’ Why, we’ ll j ust  hit  him over  t he head and t ake t hem away f r om him,’  Milo answer ed 
wit hout  hesit at ion. He looked f r om Yossar ian t o McWat t  and back again. ’ I  r eally can’ t  
see what  ever yone is complaining about . We’ r e all much bet t er  of f  t han bef or e. 
Ever ybody is happy but  t his t hief , and t her e’ s no sense wor r ying about  him, since he 
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doesn’ t  even speak our  language and deser ves what ever  he get s. Don’ t  you under st and?’
But  Yossar ian st ill didn’ t  under st and eit her  how Milo could buy eggs in Malt a f or  seven 
cent s apiece and sell t hem at  a pr of it  in Pianosa f or  f ive cent s.
8 LI EUTENANT SCHEI SSKOPF
Not  even Clevinger  under st ood how Milo could do t hat , and Clevinger  knew ever yt hing. 
Clevinger  knew ever yt hing about  t he war  except  why Yossar ian had t o die while Cor por al 
Snar k was allowed t o live, or  why Cor por al Snar k had t o die while Yossar ian was allowed 
t o live. I t  was a vile and muddy war , and Yossar ian could have lived wit hout  it  - lived 
f or ever , per haps. Only a f r act ion of  his count r ymen would give up t heir  lives t o win it , and
it  was not  his ambit ion t o be among t hem. To die or  not  t o die, t hat  was t he quest ion, and 
Clevinger  gr ew limp t r ying t o answer  it . Hist or y did not  demand Yossar ian’ s pr emat ur e 
demise, j ust ice could be sat isf ied wit hout  it , pr ogr ess did not  hinge upon it , vict or y did 
not  depend on it . That  men would die was a mat t er  of  necessit y; which men would die, 
t hough, was a mat t er  of  cir cumst ance, and Yossar ian was willing t o be t he vict im of  
anyt hing but  cir cumst ance. But  t hat  was war . J ust  about  all he could f ind in it s f avor  was 
t hat  it  paid well and liber at ed childr en f r om t he per nicious inf luence of  t heir  par ent s.
Clevinger  knew so much because Clevinger  was a genius wit h a pounding hear t  and 
blanching f ace. He was a gangling, gawky, f ever ish, f amish-eyed br ain. As a Har var d 
under gr aduat e he had won pr izes in scholar ship f or  j ust  about  ever yt hing, and t he only 
r eason he had not  won pr izes in scholar ship f or  ever yt hing else was t hat  he was t oo busy 
signing pet it ions, cir culat ing pet it ions and challenging pet it ions, j oining discussion gr oups 
and r esigning f r om discussion gr oups, at t ending yout h congr esses, picket ing ot her  yout h 
congr esses and or ganizing st udent  commit t ees in def ense of  dismissed f acult y member s. 
Ever yone agr eed t hat  Clevinger  was cer t ain t o go f ar  in t he academic wor ld. I n shor t , 
Clevinger  was one of  t hose people wit h lot s of  int elligence and no br ains, and ever yone 
knew it  except  t hose who soon f ound it  out .
I n shor t , he was a dope. He of t en looked t o Yossar ian like one of  t hose people hanging 
ar ound moder n museums wit h bot h eyes t oget her  on one side of  a f ace. I t  was an illusion, 
of  cour se, gener at ed by Clevinger ’ s pr edilect ion f or  st ar ing f ixedly at  one side of  a 
quest ion and never  seeing t he ot her  side at  all. Polit ically, he was a humanit ar ian who did 
know r ight  f r om lef t  and was t r apped uncomf or t ably bet ween t he t wo. He was const ant ly 
def ending his Communist  f r iends t o his r ight -wing enemies and his r ight -wing f r iends t o 
his Communist  enemies, and he was t hor oughly det est ed by bot h gr oups, who never  
def ended him t o anyone because t hey t hought  he was a dope.
He was a ver y ser ious, ver y ear nest  and ver y conscient ious dope. I t  was impossible t o go 
t o a movie wit h him wit hout  get t ing involved af t er war ds in a discussion on empat hy, 
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Ar ist ot le, univer sals, messages and t he obligat ions of  t he cinema as an ar t  f or m in a 
mat er ialist ic societ y. Gir ls he t ook t o t he t heat er  had t o wait  unt il t he f ir st  int er mission 
t o f ind out  f r om him whet her  or  not  t hey wer e seeing a good or  a bad play, and t hen 
f ound out  at  once. He was a milit ant  idealist  who cr usaded against  r acial bigot r y by 
gr owing f aint  in it s pr esence. He knew ever yt hing about  lit er at ur e except  how t o enj oy it .
Yossar ian t r ied t o help him. ’ Don’ t  be a dope,’  he had counseled Clevinger  when t hey 
wer e bot h at  cadet  school in Sant a Ana, Calif or nia.
’ I ’ m going t o t ell him,’  Clevinger  insist ed, as t he t wo of  t hem sat  high in t he r eviewing 
st ands looking down on t he auxiliar y par adegr ound at  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  r aging back 
and f or t h like a bear dless Lear .
’ Why me?’  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  wailed.
’ Keep st ill, idiot ,’  Yossar ian advised Clevinger  avuncular ly.
’ You don’ t  know what  you’ r e t alking about ,’  Clevinger  obj ect ed.
’ I  know enough t o keep st ill, idiot .’
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  t or e his hair  and gnashed his t eet h. His r ubber y cheeks shook 
wit h gust s of  anguish. His pr oblem was a squadr on of  aviat ion cadet s wit h low mor ale who 
mar ched at r ociously in t he par ade compet it ion t hat  t ook place ever y Sunday af t er noon. 
Their  mor ale was low because t hey did not  want  t o mar ch in par ades ever y Sunday 
af t er noon and because Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  had appoint ed cadet  of f icer s f r om t heir  
r anks inst ead of  per mit t ing t hem t o elect  t heir  own.
’ I  want  someone t o t ell me,’  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  beseeched t hem all pr ayer f ully. ’ I f  
any of  it  is my f ault , I  want  t o be t old.’
’ He want s someone t o t ell him,’  Clevinger  said.
’ He want s ever yone t o keep st ill, idiot ,’  Yossar ian answer ed.
’ Didn’ t  you hear  him?’  Clevinger  ar gued.
’ I  hear d him,’  Yossar ian r eplied. ’ I  hear d him say ver y loudly and ver y dist inct ly t hat  he 
want s ever y one of  us t o keep our  mout hs shut  if  we know what ’ s good f or  us.’
’ I  won’ t  punish you,’  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  swor e.
’ He says he won’ t  punish me,’  said Clevinger .
’ He’ ll cast r at e you,’  said Yossar ian.
’ I  swear  I  won’ t  punish you,’  said Lieut enant  Scheisskopf . ’ I ’ ll be gr at ef ul t o t he man 
who t ells me t he t r ut h.’
’ He’ ll hat e you,’  said Yossar ian. ’ To his dying day he’ ll hat e you.’
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  was an R.O.T.C. gr aduat e who was r at her  glad t hat  war  had 
br oken out , since it  gave him an oppor t unit y t o wear  an of f icer ’ s unif or m ever y day and 
say ’ Men’  in a clipped, milit ar y voice t o t he bunches of  kids who f ell int o his clut ches 
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ever y eight  weeks on t heir  way t o t he but cher ’ s block. He was an ambit ious and 
humor less Lieut enant  Scheisskopf , who conf r ont ed his r esponsibilit ies sober ly and smiled
only when some r ival of f icer  at  t he Sant a Ana Ar my Air  For ce Base came down wit h a 
linger ing disease. He had poor  eyesight  and chr onic sinus t r ouble, which made war  
especially excit ing f or  him, since he was in no danger  of  going over seas. The best  t hing 
about  him was his wif e and t he best  t hing about  his wif e was a gir l f r iend named Dor i Duz
who did whenever  she could and had a Wac unif or m t hat  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf ’ s wif e 
put  on ever y weekend and t ook of f  ever y weekend f or  ever y cadet  in her  husband’ s 
squadr on who want ed t o cr eep int o her .
Dor i Duz was a lively lit t le t ar t  of  copper -gr een and gold who loved doing it  best  in 
t oolsheds, phone boot hs, f ield houses and bus kiosks. Ther e was lit t le she hadn’ t  t r ied 
and less she wouldn’ t . She was shameless, slim, ninet een and aggr essive. She dest r oyed 
egos by t he scor e and made men hat e t hemselves in t he mor ning f or  t he way she f ound 
t hem, used t hem and t ossed t hem aside. Yossar ian loved her . She was a mar velous piece 
of  ass who f ound him only f air . He loved t he f eel of  spr ingy muscle beneat h her  skin 
ever ywher e he t ouched her  t he only t ime she’ d let  him. Yossar ian loved Dor i Duz so much
t hat  he couldn’ t  help f linging himself  down passionat ely on t op of  Lieut enant  
Scheisskopf ’ s wif e ever y week t o r evenge himself  upon Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  f or  t he 
way Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  was r evenging himself  upon Clevinger .
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf ’ s wif e was r evenging her self  upon Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  f or  
some unf or get t able cr ime of  his she couldn’ t  r ecall. She was a plump, pink, sluggish gir l 
who r ead good books and kept  ur ging Yossar ian not  t o be so bour geois wit hout  t he r . She 
was never  wit hout  a good book close by, not  even when she was lying in bed wit h not hing 
on her  but  Yossar ian and Dor i Duz’ s dog t ags. She bor ed Yossar ian, but  he was in love 
wit h her , t oo. She was a cr azy mat hemat ics maj or  f r om t he Whar t on School of  Business 
who could not  count  t o t went y-eight  each mont h wit hout  get t ing int o t r ouble.
’ Dar ling, we’ r e going t o have a baby again,’  she would say t o Yossar ian ever y mont h.
’ You’ r e out  of  your  goddam head,’  he would r eply.
’ I  mean it , baby,’  she insist ed.
’ So do I .’
’ Dar ling, we’ r e going t o have a baby again,’  she would say t o her  husband.
’ I  haven’ t  t he t ime,’  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  would gr umble pet ulant ly. ’ Don’ t  you know 
t her e’ s a par ade going on?’
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  car ed ver y deeply about  winning par ades and about  br inging 
Clevinger  up on char ges bef or e t he Act ion Boar d f or  conspir ing t o advocat e t he 
over t hr ow of  t he cadet  of f icer s Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  had appoint ed. Clevinger  was a 
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t r oublemaker  and a wise guy. Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  knew t hat  Clevinger  might  cause 
even mor e t r ouble if  he wasn’ t  wat ched. Yest er day it  was t he cadet  of f icer s; t omor r ow 
it  might  be t he wor ld. Clevinger  had a mind, and Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  had not iced t hat  
people wit h minds t ended t o get  pr et t y smar t  at  t imes. Such men wer e danger ous, and 
even t he new cadet  of f icer s whom Clevinger  had helped int o of f ice wer e eager  t o give 
damning t est imony against  him. The case against  Clevinger  was open and shut . The only 
t hing missing was somet hing t o char ge him wit h.
I t  could not  be anyt hing t o do wit h par ades, f or  Clevinger  t ook t he par ades almost  as 
ser iously as Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  himself . The men f ell out  f or  t he par ades ear ly each 
Sunday af t er noon and gr oped t heir  way int o r anks of  t welve out side t he bar r acks. 
Gr oaning wit h hangover s, t hey limped in st ep t o t heir  st at ion on t he main par adegr ound, 
wher e t hey st ood mot ionless in t he heat  f or  an hour  or  t wo wit h t he men f r om t he sixt y 
or  sevent y ot her  cadet  squadr ons unt il enough of  t hem had collapsed t o call it  a day. On 
t he edge of  t he f ield st ood a r ow of  ambulances and t eams of  t r ained st r et cher  bear er s 
wit h walkie-t alkies. On t he r oof s of  t he ambulances wer e spot t er s wit h binocular s. A t ally
cler k kept  scor e. Super vising t his ent ir e phase of  t he oper at ion was a medical of f icer  
wit h a f lair  f or  account ing who okayed pulses and checked t he f igur es of  t he t ally cler k. 
As soon as enough unconscious men had been collect ed in t he ambulances, t he medical 
of f icer  signaled t he bandmast er  t o st r ike up t he band and end t he par ade. One behind 
t he ot her , t he squadr ons mar ched up t he f ield, execut ed a cumber some t ur n ar ound t he 
r eviewing st and and mar ched down t he f ield and back t o t heir  bar r acks.
Each of  t he par ading squadr ons was gr aded as it  mar ched past  t he r eviewing st and, 
wher e a bloat ed colonel wit h a big f at  must ache sat  wit h t he ot her  of f icer s. The best  
squadr on in each wing won a yellow pennant  on a pole t hat  was ut t er ly wor t hless. The best
squadr on on t he base won a r ed pennant  on a longer  pole t hat  was wor t h even less, since 
t he pole was heavier  and was t hat  much mor e of  a nuisance t o lug ar ound all week unt il 
some ot her  squadr on won it  t he f ollowing Sunday. To Yossar ian, t he idea of  pennant s as 
pr izes was absur d. No money went  wit h t hem, no class pr ivileges. Like Olympic medals and
t ennis t r ophies, all t hey signif ied was t hat  t he owner  had done somet hing of  no benef it  t o
anyone mor e capably t han ever yone else.
The par ades t hemselves seemed equally absur d. Yossar ian hat ed a par ade. Par ades wer e 
so mar t ial. He hat ed hear ing t hem, hat ed seeing t hem, hat ed being t ied up in t r af f ic by 
t hem. He hat ed being made t o t ake par t  in t hem. I t  was bad enough being an aviat ion 
cadet  wit hout  having t o act  like a soldier  in t he blist er ing heat  ever y Sunday af t er noon. 
I t  was bad enough being an aviat ion cadet  because it  was obvious now t hat  t he war  would 
not  be over  bef or e he had f inished his t r aining. That  was t he only r eason he had 
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volunt eer ed f or  cadet  t r aining in t he f ir st  place. As a soldier  who had qualif ied f or  
aviat ion cadet  t r aining, he had weeks and weeks of  wait ing f or  assignment  t o a class, 
weeks and weeks mor e t o become a bombar dier -navigat or , weeks and weeks mor e of  
oper at ional t r aining af t er  t hat  t o pr epar e him f or  over seas dut y. I t  seemed inconceivable
t hen t hat  t he war  could last  t hat  long, f or  God was on his side, he had been t old, and God,
he had also been t old, could do what ever  He want ed t o. But  t he war  was not  near ly over , 
and his t r aining was almost  complet e.
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  longed desper at ely t o win par ades and sat  up half  t he night  
wor king on it  while his wif e wait ed amor ously f or  him in bed t humbing t hr ough 
Kr af f t -Ebing t o her  f avor it e passages. He r ead books on mar ching. He manipulat ed boxes
of  chocolat e soldier s unt il t hey melt ed in his hands and t hen maneuver ed in r anks of  
t welve a set  of  plast ic cowboys he had bought  f r om a mail-or der  house under  an assumed 
name and kept  locked away f r om ever yone’ s eyes dur ing t he day. Leonar do’ s exer cises in 
anat omy pr oved indispensable. One evening he f elt  t he need f or  a live model and dir ect ed 
his wif e t o mar ch ar ound t he r oom.
’ Naked?’  she asked hopef ully.
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  smacked his hands over  his eyes in exasper at ion. I t  was t he 
despair  of  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf ’ s lif e t o be chained t o a woman who was incapable of  
looking beyond her  own dir t y, sexual desir es t o t he t it anic st r uggles f or  t he unat t ainable 
in which noble man could become her oically engaged.
’ Why don’ t  you ever  whip me?’  she pout ed one night .
’ Because I  haven’ t  t he t ime,’  he snapped at  her  impat ient ly. ’ I  haven’ t  t he t ime. Don’ t  
you know t her e’ s a par ade going on?’
And he r eally did not  have t he t ime. Ther e it  was Sunday alr eady, wit h only seven days 
lef t  in t he week t o get  r eady f or  t he next  par ade. He had no idea wher e t he hour s went . 
Finishing last  in t hr ee successive par ades had given Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  an unsavor y 
r eput at ion, and he consider ed ever y means of  impr ovement , even nailing t he t welve men in
each r ank t o a long t wo-by-f our  beam of  seasoned oak t o keep t hem in line. The plan was 
not  f easible, f or  making a ninet y-degr ee t ur n would have been impossible wit hout  
nickel-alloy swivels inser t ed in t he small of  ever y man’ s back, and Lieut enant  Scheisskopf
was not  sanguine at  all about  obt aining t hat  many nickel-alloy swivels f r om Quar t er mast er
or  enlist ing t he cooper at ion of  t he sur geons at  t he hospit al.
The week af t er  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  f ollowed Clevinger ’ s r ecommendat ion and let  t he 
men elect  t heir  own cadet  of f icer s, t he squadr on won t he yellow pennant . Lieut enant  
Scheisskopf  was so elat ed by his unexpect ed achievement  t hat  he gave his wif e a shar p 
cr ack over  t he head wit h t he pole when she t r ied t o dr ag him int o bed t o celebr at e by 
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showing t heir  cont empt  f or  t he sexual mor es of  t he lower  middle classes in West er n 
civilizat ion. The next  week t he squadr on won t he r ed f lag, and Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  
was beside himself  wit h r apt ur e. And t he week af t er  t hat  his squadr on made hist or y by 
winning t he r ed pennant  t wo weeks in a r ow! Now Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  had conf idence 
enough in his power s t o spr ing his big sur pr ise. Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  had discover ed in 
his ext ensive r esear ch t hat  t he hands of  mar cher s, inst ead of  swinging f r eely, as was 
t hen t he popular  f ashion, ought  never  t o be moved mor e t han t hr ee inches f r om t he 
cent er  of  t he t high, which meant , in ef f ect , t hat  t hey wer e scar cely t o be swung at  all.
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf ’ s pr epar at ions wer e elabor at e and clandest ine. All t he cadet s in 
his squadr on wer e swor n t o secr ecy and r ehear sed in t he dead of  night  on t he auxiliar y 
par ade-gr ound. They mar ched in dar kness t hat  was pit ch and bumped int o each ot her  
blindly, but  t hey did not  panic, and t hey wer e lear ning t o mar ch wit hout  swinging t heir  
hands. Lieut enant  Scheisskopf ’ s f ir st  t hought  had been t o have a f r iend of  his in t he 
sheet  met al shop sink pegs of  nickel alloy int o each man’ s t highbones and link t hem t o t he
wr ist s by st r ands of  copper  wir e wit h exact ly t hr ee inches of  play, but  t her e wasn’ t  t ime
- t her e was never  enough t ime - and good copper  wir e was har d t o come by in war t ime. He
r emember ed also t hat  t he men, so hamper ed, would be unable t o f all pr oper ly dur ing t he 
impr essive f aint ing cer emony pr eceding t he mar ching and t hat  an inabilit y t o f aint  
pr oper ly might  af f ect  t he unit ’ s r at ing as a whole.
And all week long he chor t led wit h r epr essed delight  at  t he of f icer s’  club. Speculat ion 
gr ew r ampant  among his closest  f r iends.
’ I  wonder  what  t hat  Shit head is up t o,’  Lieut enant  Engle said.
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  r esponded wit h a knowing smile t o t he quer ies of  his colleagues. 
’ You’ ll f ind out  Sunday,’  he pr omised. ’ You’ ll f ind out .’
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  unveiled his epochal sur pr ise t hat  Sunday wit h all t he aplomb of  
an exper ienced impr esar io. He said not hing while t he ot her  squadr ons ambled past  t he 
r eviewing st and cr ookedly in t heir  cust omar y manner . He gave no sign even when t he f ir st
r anks of  his own squadr on hove int o sight  wit h t heir  swingless mar ching and t he f ir st  
st r icken gasps of  alar m wer e hissing f r om his st ar t led f ellow of f icer s. He held back even 
t hen unt il t he bloat ed colonel wit h t he big f at  must ache whir led upon him savagely wit h a 
pur pling f ace, and t hen he of f er ed t he explanat ion t hat  made him immor t al.
’ Look, Colonel,’  he announced. ’ No hands.’
And t o an audience st illed wit h awe, he dist r ibut ed cer t if ied phot ost at ic copies of  t he 
obscur e r egulat ion on which he had built  his unf or get t able t r iumph. This was Lieut enant  
Scheisskopf ’ s f inest  hour . He won t he par ade, of  cour se, hands down, obt aining 
per manent  possession of  t he r ed pennant  and ending t he Sunday par ades alt oget her , 
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since good r ed pennant s wer e as har d t o come by in war t ime as good copper  wir e. 
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  was made Fir st  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  on t he spot  and began his 
r apid r ise t hr ough t he r anks. Ther e wer e f ew who did not  hail him as a t r ue milit ar y 
genius f or  his impor t ant  discover y.
’ That  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf ,’  Lieut enant  Tr avels r emar ked. ’ He’ s a milit ar y genius.’
’ Yes, he r eally is,’  Lieut enant  Engle agr eed. ’ I t ’ s a pit y t he schmuck won’ t  whip his wif e.’
’ I  don’ t  see what  t hat  has t o do wit h it ,’  Lieut enant  Tr aver s answer ed coolly. ’ Lieut enant
Bemis whips Mr s. Bemis beaut if ully ever y t ime t hey have sexual int er cour se, and he isn’ t  
wor t h a f ar t hing at  par ades.’
’ I ’ m t alking about  f lagellat ion,’  Lieut enant  Engle r et or t ed. ’ Who gives a damn about  
par ades?’
Act ually, no one but  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  r eally gave a damn about  t he par ades, least  
of  all t he bloat ed colonel wit h t he big f at  must ache, who was chair man of  t he Act ion 
Boar d and began bellowing at  Clevinger  t he moment  Clevinger  st epped ginger ly int o t he 
r oom t o plead innocent  t o t he char ges Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  had lodged against  him. 
The colonel beat  his f ist  down upon t he t able and hur t  his hand and became so f ur t her  
enr aged wit h Clevinger  t hat  he beat  his f ist  down upon t he t able even har der  and hur t  his
hand some mor e. Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  glar ed at  Clevinger  wit h t ight  lips, mor t if ied by 
t he poor  impr ession Clevinger  was making.
’ I n sixt y days you’ ll be f ight ing Billy Pet r olle,’  t he colonel wit h t he big f at  must ache 
r oar ed. ’ And you t hink it ’ s a big f at  j oke.’
’ I  don’ t  t hink it ’ s a j oke, sir ,’  Clevinger  r eplied.
’ Don’ t  int er r upt .’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ And say "sir " when you do,’  or der ed Maj or  Met calf .
’ Yes, sir .’
’ Wer en’ t  you j ust  or der ed not  t o int er r upt ?’  Maj or  Met calf  inquir ed coldly.
’ But  I  didn’ t  int er r upt , sir ,’  Clevinger  pr ot est ed.
’ No. And you didn’ t  say "sir ," eit her . Add t hat  t o t he char ges against  him,’  Maj or  
Met calf  dir ect ed t he cor por al who could t ake shor t hand. ’ Failur e t o say "sir " t o super ior  
of f icer s when not  int er r upt ing t hem.’
’ Met calf ,’  said t he colonel, ’ you’ r e a goddam f ool. Do you know t hat ?’
Maj or  Met calf  swallowed wit h dif f icult y. ’ Yes, Sir .’
’ Then keep your  goddam mout h shut . You don’ t  make sense.’
Ther e wer e t hr ee member s of  t he Act ion Boar d, t he bloat ed colonel wit h t he big f at  
must ache, Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  and Maj or  Met calf , who was t r ying t o develop a st eely 
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gaze. As a member  of  t he Act ion Boar d, Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  was one of  t he j udges 
who would weigh t he mer it s of  t he case against  Clevinger  as pr esent ed by t he pr osecut or .
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  was also t he pr osecut or . Clevinger  had an of f icer  def ending him. 
The of f icer  def ending him was Lieut enant  Scheisskopf
I t  was all ver y conf using t o Clevinger , who began vibr at ing in t er r or  as t he colonel sur ged
t o his f eet  like a gigant ic belch and t hr eat ened t o r ip his st inking, cowar dly body apar t  
limb f r om limb. One day he had st umbled while mar ching t o class; t he next  day he was 
f or mally char ged wit h ’ br eaking r anks while in f or mat ion, f elonious assault , indiscr iminat e
behavior , moper y, high t r eason, pr ovoking, being a smar t  guy, list ening t o classical music 
and so on’ . I n shor t , t hey t hr ew t he book at  him, and t her e he was, st anding in dr ead 
bef or e t he bloat ed colonel, who r oar ed once mor e t hat  in sixt y days he would be f ight ing 
Billy Pet r olle and demanded t o know how t he hell he would like being washed out  and 
shipped t o t he Solomon I slands t o bur y bodies. Clevinger  r eplied wit h cour t esy t hat  he 
would not  like it ; he was a dope who would r at her  be a cor pse t han bur y one. The colonel 
sat  down and set t led back, calm and cagey suddenly, and ingr at iat ingly polit e.
’ What  did you mean,’  he inquir ed slowly, ’ when you said we couldn’ t  punish you?’
’ When, sir ?’
’ I ’ m asking t he quest ions. You’ r e answer ing t hem.’
’ Yes, sir . I  - ’
’ Did you t hink we br ought  you her e t o ask quest ions and f or  me t o answer  t hem?’
’ No, sir . I  - ’
’ What  did we br ing you her e f or ?’
’ To answer  quest ions.’
’ You’ r e goddam r ight ,’  r oar ed t he colonel. ’ Now suppose you st ar t  answer ing some 
bef or e I  br eak your  goddam head. J ust  what  t he hell did you mean, you bast ar d, when 
you said we couldn’ t  punish you?’
’ I  don’ t  t hink I  ever  made t hat  st at ement , sir .’
’ Will you speak up, please? I  couldn’ t  hear  you.’
’ Yes, sir . I  - ’
’ Will you speak up, please? He couldn’ t  hear  you.’
’ Yes, sir . I  - ’
’ Met calf .’
’ Sir ?’
’ Didn’ t  I  t ell you t o keep your  st upid mout h shut ?’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ Then keep your  st upid mout h shut  when I  t ell you t o keep your  st upid mout h shut . Do 
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you under st and? Will you speak up, please? I  couldn’ t  hear  you.’
’ Yes, sir . I  - ’
’ Met calf , is t hat  your  f oot  I ’ m st epping on?’
’ No, sir . I t  must  be Lieut enant  Scheisskopf ’ s f oot .’
’ I t  isn’ t  my f oot ,’  said Lieut enant  Scheisskopf .
’ Then maybe it  is my f oot  af t er  all,’  said Maj or  Met calf .
’ Move it .’
’ Yes, sir . You’ ll have t o move your  f oot  f ir st , colonel. I t ’ s on t op of  mine.’
’ Ar e you t elling me t o move my f oot ?’
’ No, sir . Oh, no, sir .’
’ Then move your  f oot  and keep your  st upid mout h shut . Will you speak up, please? I  st ill 
couldn’ t  hear  you.’
’ Yes, sir . I  said t hat  I  didn’ t  say t hat  you couldn’ t  punish me.’
’ J ust  what  t he hell ar e you t alking about ?’
’ I ’ m answer ing your  quest ion, sir .’
’ What  quest ion?’
’  "J ust  what  t he hell did you mean, you bast ar d, when you said we couldn’ t  punish you?" ’  
said t he cor por al who could t ake shor t hand, r eading f r om his st eno pad.
’ All r ight ,’  said t he colonel. ’ J ust  what  t he hell did you mean?’
’ I  didn’ t  say you couldn’ t  punish me, sir .’
’ When?’  asked t he colonel.
’ When what , sir ?’
’ Now you’ r e asking me quest ions again.’
’ I ’ m sor r y, sir . I ’ m af r aid I  don’ t  under st and your  quest ion.’
’ When didn’ t  you say we couldn’ t  punish you? Don’ t  you under st and my quest ion?’
’ No, sir . I  don’ t  under st and.’
’ You’ ve j ust  t old us t hat . Now suppose you answer  my quest ion.’
’ But  how can I  answer  it ?’
’ That ’ s anot her  quest ion you’ r e asking me.’
’ I ’ m sor r y, sir . But  I  don’ t  know how t o answer  it . I  never  said you couldn’ t  punish me.’
’ Now you’ r e t elling us when you did say it . I ’ m asking you t o t ell us when you didn’ t  say 
it .’
Clevinger  t ook a deep br eat h. ’ I  always didn’ t  say you couldn’ t  punish me, sir .’
’ That ’ s much bet t er , Mr . Clevinger , even t hough it  is a bar ef aced lie. Last  night  in t he 
lat r ine. Didn’ t  you whisper  t hat  we couldn’ t  punish you t o t hat  ot her  dir t y son of  a bit ch 
we don’ t  like? What ’ s his name?’
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’ Yossar ian, sir ,’  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  said.
’ Yes, Yossar ian. That ’ s r ight . Yossar ian. Yossar ian? I s t hat  his name? Yossar ian? What  
t he hell kind of  a name is Yossar ian?’
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  had t he f act s at  his f inger t ips. ’ I t ’ s Yossar ian’ s name, sir ,’  he 
explained.
’ Yes, I  suppose it  is. Didn’ t  you whisper  t o Yossar ian t hat  we couldn’ t  punish you?’
’ Oh, no, sir . I  whisper ed t o him t hat  you couldn’ t  f ind me guilt y - ’
’ I  may be st upid,’  int er r upt ed t he colonel, ’ but  t he dist inct ion escapes me. I  guess I  am 
pr et t y st upid, because t he dist inct ion escapes me.’
’ W-’
’ You’ r e a windy son of  a bit ch, ar en’ t  you? Nobody asked you f or  clar if icat ion and you’ r e 
giving me clar if icat ion. I  was making a st at ement , not  asking f or  clar if icat ion. You ar e a 
windy son of  a bit ch, ar en’ t  you?’
’ No, Sir .’
’ No, sir ? Ar e you calling me a goddam liar ?’
’ Oh, no, sir .’
’ Then you’ r e a windy son of  a bit ch, ar en’ t  you?’
’ No, sir .’
’ Ar e you a windy son of  a bit ch?’
’ No, sir .’
’ Goddammit , you ar e t r ying t o pick a f ight  wit h me. For  t wo st inking cent s I ’ d j ump over  
t his big f at  t able and r ip your  st inking, cowar dly body apar t  limb f r om limb.’
’ Do it ! Do it !’  cr ied Maj or  Met calf
’ Met calf , you st inking son of  a bit ch. Didn’ t  I  t ell you t o keep your  st inking, cowar dly, 
st upid mout h shut ?’
’ Yes, sir . I ’ m sor r y, sir .’
’ Then suppose you do it .’
’ I  was only t r ying t o lear n, sir . The only way a per son can lear n is by t r ying.’
’ Who says so?’
’ Ever ybody says so, sir . Even Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  says so.’
’ Do you say so?’
’ Yes, sir ,’  said Lieut enant  Scheisskopf . ’ But  ever ybody says so.’
’ Well, Met calf , suppose you t r y keeping t hat  st upid mout h of  your s shut , and maybe 
t hat ’ s t he way you’ ll lear n how. Now, wher e wer e we? Read me back t he last  line.’
’  "Read me back t he last  line," ’  r ead back t he cor por al who could t ake shor t hand.
’ Not  my last  line, st upid!’  t he colonel shout ed. ’ Somebody else’ s.’
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’  "Read me back t he last  line," ’  r ead back t he cor por al.
’ That ’ s my last  line again!’  shr ieked t he colonel, t ur ning pur ple wit h anger .
’ Oh, no, sir ,’  cor r ect ed t he cor por al. ’ That ’ s my last  line. I  r ead it  t o you j ust  a moment  
ago. Don’ t  you r emember , sir ? I t  was only a moment  ago.’
’ Oh, my God! Read me back his last  line, st upid. Say, what  t he hell’ s your  name, anyway?’
’ Popinj ay, sir .’
’ Well, you’ r e next , Popinj ay. As soon as his t r ial ends, your  t r ial begins. Get  it ?’
’ Yes, sir . What  will I  be char ged wit h?’
’ What  t he hell dif f er ence does t hat  make? Did you hear  what  he asked me? You’ r e going 
t o lear n, Popinj ay - t he minut e we f inish wit h Clevinger  you’ r e going t o lear n. Cadet  
Clevinger , what  did - You ar e Cadet  Clevinger , ar en’ t  you, and not  Popinj ay?’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ Good. What  did - ’
’ I ’ m Popinj ay, sir .’
’ Popinj ay, is your  f at her  a millionair e, or  a member  of  t he Senat e?’
’ No, sir .’
’ Then you’ r e up shit  cr eek, Popinj ay, wit hout  a paddle. He’ s not  a gener al or  a 
high-r anking member  of  t he Administ r at ion, is he?’
’ No, sir .’
’ That ’ s good. What  does your  f at her  do?’
’ He’ s dead, sir .’
’ That ’ s ver y good. You r eally ar e up t he cr eek, Popinj ay. I s Popinj ay r eally your  name? 
J ust  what  t he hell kind of  a name is Popinj ay anyway? I  don’ t  like it .’
’ I t ’ s Popinj ay’ s name, sir ,’  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  explained.
’ Well, I  don’ t  like it , Popinj ay, and I  j ust  can’ t  wait  t o r ip your  st inking, cowar dly body 
apar t  limb f r om limb. Cadet  Clevinger , will you please r epeat  what  t he hell it  was you did 
or  didn’ t  whisper  t o Yossar ian lat e last  night  in t he lat r ine?’
’ Yes, sir . I  said t hat  you couldn’ t  f ind me guilt y - ’
’ We’ ll t ake it  f r om t her e. Pr ecisely what  did you mean, Cadet  Clevinger , when you said we
couldn’ t  f ind you guilt y?’
’ I  didn’ t  say you couldn’ t  f ind me guilt y, sir .’
’ When?’
’ When what , sir ?’
’ Goddammit , ar e you going t o st ar t  pumping me again?’
’ No, sir . I ’ m sor r y, sir .’
’ Then answer  t he quest ion. When didn’ t  you say we couldn’ t  f ind you guilt y?’
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’ Lat e last  night  in t he lat r ine, sir .’
’ I s t hat  t he only t ime you didn’ t  say it ?’
’ No, sir . I  always didn’ t  say you couldn’ t  f ind me guilt y, sir . What  I  did say t o Yossar ian 
was -’
’ Nobody asked you what  you did say t o Yossar ian. We asked you what  you didn’ t  say t o 
him. We’ r e not  at  all int er est ed in what  you did say t o Yossar ian. I s t hat  clear ?’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ Then we’ ll go on. What  did you say t o Yossar ian?’
’ I  said t o him, sir , t hat  you couldn’ t  f ind me guilt y of  t he of f ense wit h which I  am 
char ged and st ill be f ait hf ul t o t he cause of ...’
’ Of  what ? You’ r e mumbling.’
’ St op mumbling.’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ And mumble "sir " when you do.’
’ Met calf , you bast ar d!’
’ Yes, sir ,’  mumbled Clevinger . ’ Of  j ust ice, sir . That  you couldn’ t  f ind - ’
’ J ust ice?’  The colonel was ast ounded. ’ What  is j ust ice?’
’ J ust ice, sir  - ’
’ That ’ s not  what  j ust ice is,’  t he colonel j eer ed, and began pounding t he t able again wit h 
his big f at  hand. ’ That ’ s what  Kar l Mar x is. I ’ ll t ell you what  j ust ice is. J ust ice is a knee 
in t he gut  f r om t he f loor  on t he chin at  night  sneaky wit h a knif e br ought  up down on t he 
magazine of  a bat t leship sandbagged under handed in t he dar k wit hout  a wor d of  war ning. 
Gar r ot ing. That ’ s what  j ust ice is when we’ ve all got  t o be t ough enough and r ough enough 
t o f ight  Billy Pet r olle. Fr om t he hip. Get  it ?’
’ No, sir .’
’ Don’ t  sir  me!’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ And say "sir " when you don’ t ,’  or der ed Maj or  Met calf .
Clevinger  was guilt y, of  cour se, or  he would not  have been accused, and since t he only way
t o pr ove it  was t o f ind him guilt y, it  was t heir  pat r iot ic dut y t o do so. He was sent enced 
t o walk f if t y-seven punishment  t our s. Popinj ay was locked up t o be t aught  a lesson, and 
Maj or  Met calf  was shipped t o t he Solomon I slands t o bur y bodies. A punishment  t our  f or
Clevinger  was f if t y minut es of  a weekend hour  spent  pacing back and f or t h bef or e t he 
pr ovost  mar shal’ s building wit h a t on of  an unloaded r if le on his shoulder .
I t  was all ver y conf using t o Clevinger . Ther e wer e many st r ange t hings t aking place, but  
t he st r angest  of  all, t o Clevinger , was t he hat r ed, t he br ut al, uncloaked, inexor able 
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hat r ed of  t he member s of  t he Act ion Boar d, glazing t heir  unf or giving expr essions wit h a 
har d, vindict ive sur f ace, glowing in t heir  nar r owed eyes malignant ly like inext inguishable 
coals. Clevinger  was st unned t o discover  it . They would have lynched him if  t hey could. 
They wer e t hr ee gr own men and he was a boy, and t hey hat ed him and wished him dead. 
They had hat ed him bef or e he came, hat ed him while he was t her e, hat ed him af t er  he 
lef t , car r ied t heir  hat r ed f or  him away malignant ly like some pamper ed t r easur e af t er  
t hey separ at ed f r om each ot her  and went  t o t heir  solit ude.
Yossar ian had done his best  t o war n him t he night  bef or e. ’ You haven’ t  got  a chance, 
kid,’  he t old him glumly. ’ They hat e J ews.’
’ But  I ’ m not  J ewish,’  answer ed Clevinger .
’ I t  will make no dif f er ence,’  Yossar ian pr omised, and Yossar ian was r ight . ’ They’ r e af t er
ever ybody.’
Clevinger  r ecoiled f r om t heir  hat r ed as t hough f r om a blinding light . These t hr ee men 
who hat ed him spoke his language and wor e his unif or m, but  he saw t heir  loveless f aces 
set  immut ably int o cr amped, mean lines of  host ilit y and under st ood inst ant ly t hat  
nowher e in t he wor ld, not  in all t he f ascist  t anks or  planes or  submar ines, not  in t he 
bunker s behind t he machine guns or  mor t ar s or  behind t he blowing f lame t hr ower s, not  
even among all t he exper t  gunner s of  t he cr ack Her mann Goer ing Ant iair cr af t  Division or  
among t he gr isly conniver s in all t he beer  halls in Munich and ever ywher e else, wer e t her e
men who hat ed him mor e.
9 MAJ OR MAJ OR MAJ OR MAJ OR
Maj or  Maj or  Maj or  Maj or  had had a dif f icult  t ime f r om t he st ar t .
Like Minniver  Cheevy, he had been bor n t oo lat e - exact ly t hir t y-six hour s t oo lat e f or  
t he physical well-being of  his mot her , a gent le, ailing woman who, af t er  a f ull day and a 
half ’ s agony in t he r igor s of  childbir t h, was deplet ed of  all r esolve t o pur sue f ur t her  t he 
ar gument  over  t he new child’ s name. I n t he hospit al cor r idor , her  husband moved ahead 
wit h t he unsmiling det er minat ion of  someone who knew what  he was about . Maj or  Maj or ’ s
f at her  was a t ower ing, gaunt  man in heavy shoes and a black woolen suit . He f illed out  t he
bir t h cer t if icat e wit hout  f alt er ing, bet r aying no emot ion at  all as he handed t he 
complet ed f or m t o t he f loor  nur se. The nur se t ook it  f r om him wit hout  comment  and 
padded out  of  sight . He wat ched her  go, wonder ing what  she had on under neat h.
Back in t he war d, he f ound his wif e lying vanquished beneat h t he blanket s like a 
desiccat ed old veget able, wr inkled, dr y and whit e, her  enf eebled t issues absolut ely st ill. 
Her  bed was at  t he ver y end of  t he war d, near  a cr acked window t hickened wit h gr ime. 
Rain splashed f r om a moiling sky and t he day was dr ear y and cold. I n ot her  par t s of  t he 
hospit al chalky people wit h aged, blue lips wer e dying on t ime. The man st ood er ect  beside
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t he bed and gazed down at  t he woman a long t ime.
’ I  have named t he boy Caleb,’  he announced t o her  f inally in a sof t  voice. ’ I n accor dance 
wit h your  wishes.’  The woman made no answer , and slowly t he man smiled. He had planned 
it  all per f ect ly, f or  his wif e was asleep and would never  know t hat  he had lied t o her  as 
she lay on her  sickbed in t he poor  war d of  t he count y hospit al.
Fr om t his meager  beginning had spr ung t he inef f ect ual squadr on commander  who was now
spending t he bet t er  par t  of  each wor king day in Pianosa f or ging Washingt on I r ving’ s 
name t o of f icial document s. Maj or  Maj or  f or ged diligent ly wit h his lef t  hand t o elude 
ident if icat ion, insulat ed against  int r usion by his own undesir ed aut hor it y and camouf laged
in his f alse must ache and dar k glasses as an addit ional saf eguar d against  det ect ion by 
anyone chancing t o peer  in t hr ough t he dowdy celluloid window f r om which some t hief  had
car ved out  a slice. I n bet ween t hese t wo low point s of  his bir t h and his success lay 
t hir t y-one dismal year s of  loneliness and f r ust r at ion.
Maj or  Maj or  had been bor n t oo lat e and t oo mediocr e. Some men ar e bor n mediocr e, 
some men achieve mediocr it y, and some men have mediocr it y t hr ust  upon t hem. Wit h 
Maj or  Maj or  it  had been all t hr ee. Even among men lacking all dist inct ion he inevit ably 
st ood out  as a man lacking mor e dist inct ion t han all t he r est , and people who met  him 
wer e always impr essed by how unimpr essive he was.
Maj or  Maj or  had t hr ee st r ikes on him f r om t he beginning - his mot her , his f at her  and 
Henr y Fonda, t o whom he bor e a sickly r esemblance almost  f r om t he moment  of  his bir t h.
Long bef or e he even suspect ed who Henr y Fonda was, he f ound himself  t he subj ect  of  
unf lat t er ing compar isons ever ywher e he went . Tot al st r anger s saw f it  t o depr ecat e him, 
wit h t he r esult  t hat  he was st r icken ear ly wit h a guilt y f ear  of  people and an obsequious 
impulse t o apologize t o societ y f or  t he f act  t hat  he was not  Henr y Fonda. I t  was not  an 
easy t ask f or  him t o go t hr ough lif e looking somet hing like Henr y Fonda, but  he never  
once t hought  of  quit t ing, having inher it ed his per sever ance f r om his f at her , a lanky man 
wit h a good sense of  humor .
Maj or  Maj or ’ s f at her  was a sober  God-f ear ing man whose idea of  a good j oke was t o lie 
about  his age. He was a long-limbed f ar mer , a God-f ear ing, f r eedom-loving, law-abiding 
r ugged individualist  who held t hat  f eder al aid t o anyone but  f ar mer s was cr eeping 
socialism. He advocat ed t hr if t  and har d wor k and disappr oved of  loose women who t ur ned
him down. His specialt y was alf alf a, and he made a good t hing out  of  not  gr owing any. The 
gover nment  paid him well f or  ever y bushel of  alf alf a he did not  gr ow. The mor e alf alf a he
did not  gr ow, t he mor e money t he gover nment  gave him, and he spent  ever y penny he 
didn’ t  ear n on new land t o incr ease t he amount  of  alf alf a he did not  pr oduce. Maj or  
Maj or ’ s f at her  wor ked wit hout  r est  at  not  gr owing alf alf a. On long wint er  evenings he 
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r emained indoor s and did not  mend har ness, and he spr ang out  of  bed at  t he cr ack of  
noon ever y day j ust  t o make cer t ain t hat  t he chor es would not  be done. He invest ed in 
land wisely and soon was not  gr owing mor e alf alf a t han any ot her  man in t he count y. 
Neighbor s sought  him out  f or  advice on all subj ect s, f or  he had made much money and 
was t her ef or e wise. ’ As ye sow, so shall ye r eap,’  he counseled one and all, and ever yone 
said, ’ Amen.’
Maj or  Maj or ’ s f at her  was an out spoken champion of  economy in gover nment , pr ovided it  
did not  int er f er e wit h t he sacr ed dut y of  gover nment  t o pay f ar mer s as much as t hey 
could get  f or  all t he alf alf a t hey pr oduced t hat  no one else want ed or  f or  not  pr oducing 
any alf alf a at  all. He was a pr oud and independent  man who was opposed t o unemployment  
insur ance and never  hesit at ed t o whine, whimper , wheedle, and ext or t  f or  as much as he 
could get  f r om whomever  he could. He was a devout  man whose pulpit  was ever ywher e.
’ The Lor d gave us good f ar mer s t wo st r ong hands so t hat  we could t ake as much as we 
could gr ab wit h bot h of  t hem,’  he pr eached wit h ar dor  on t he cour t house st eps or  in 
f r ont  of  t he A&P as he wait ed f or  t he bad-t emper ed gum-chewing young cashier  he was 
af t er  t o st ep out side and give him a nast y look. ’ I f  t he Lor d didn’ t  want  us t o t ake as 
much as we could get ,’  he pr eached, ’ He wouldn’ t  have given us t wo good hands t o t ake it  
wit h.’  And t he ot her s mur mur ed, ’ Amen.’
Maj or  Maj or ’ s f at her  had a Calvinist ’ s f ait h in pr edest inat ion and could per ceive 
dist inct ly how ever yone’ s misf or t unes but  his own wer e expr essions of  God’ s will. He 
smoked cigar et t es and dr ank whiskey, and he t hr ived on good wit  and st imulat ing 
int ellect ual conver sat ion, par t icular ly his own when he was lying about  his age or  t elling 
t hat  good one about  God and his wif e’ s dif f icult ies in deliver ing Maj or  Maj or . The good 
one about  God and his wif e’ s dif f icult ies had t o do wit h t he f act  t hat  it  had t aken God 
only six days t o pr oduce t he whole wor ld, wher eas his wif e had spent  a f ull day and a half  
in labor  j ust  t o pr oduce Maj or  Maj or . A lesser  man might  have waver ed t hat  day in t he 
hospit al cor r idor , a weaker  man might  have compr omised on such excellent  subst it ut es as
Dr um Maj or , Minor  Maj or , Ser geant  Maj or , or  C. Shar p Maj or , but  Maj or  Maj or ’ s f at her  
had wait ed f our t een year s f or  j ust  such an oppor t unit y, and he was not  a per son t o wast e
it . Maj or  Maj or ’ s f at her  had a good j oke about  oppor t unit y. ’ Oppor t unit y only knocks 
once in t his wor ld,’  he would say. Maj or  Maj or ’ s f at her  r epeat ed t his good j oke at  ever y 
oppor t unit y.
Being bor n wit h a sickly r esemblance t o Henr y Fonda was t he f ir st  of  along ser ies of  
pr act ical j okes of  which dest iny was t o make Maj or  Maj or  t he unhappy vict im t hr oughout  
his j oyless lif e. Being bor n Maj or  Maj or  Maj or  was t he second. The f act  t hat  he had been
bor n Maj or  Maj or  Maj or  was a secr et  known only t o his f at her . Not  unt il Maj or  Maj or  
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was enr olling in kinder gar t en was t he discover y of  his r eal name made, and t hen t he 
ef f ect s wer e disast r ous. The news killed his mot her , who j ust  lost  her  will t o live and 
wast ed away and died, which was j ust  f ine wit h his f at her , who had decided t o mar r y t he 
bad-t emper ed gir l at  t he A&P if  he had t o and who had not  been opt imist ic about  his 
chances of  get t ing his wif e of f  t he land wit hout  paying her  some money or  f logging her .
On Maj or  Maj or  himself  t he consequences wer e only slight ly less sever e. I t  was a har sh 
and st unning r ealizat ion t hat  was f or ced upon him at  so t ender  an age, t he r ealizat ion 
t hat  he was not , as he had always been led t o believe, Caleb Maj or , but  inst ead was some 
t ot al st r anger  named Maj or  Maj or  Maj or  about  whom he knew absolut ely not hing and 
about  whom nobody else had ever  hear d bef or e. What  playmat es he had wit hdr ew f r om 
him and never  r et ur ned, disposed, as t hey wer e, t o dist r ust  all st r anger s, especially one 
who had alr eady deceived t hem by pr et ending t o be someone t hey had known f or  year s. 
Nobody would have anyt hing t o do wit h him. He began t o dr op t hings and t o t r ip. He had a
shy and hopef ul manner  in each new cont act , and he was always disappoint ed. Because he 
needed a f r iend so desper at ely, he never  f ound one. He gr ew awkwar dly int o a t all, 
st r ange, dr eamy boy wit h f r agile eyes and a ver y delicat e mout h whose t ent at ive, gr oping
smile collapsed inst ant ly int o hur t  disor der  at  ever y f r esh r ebuf f .
He was polit e t o his elder s, who disliked him. What ever  his elder s t old him t o do, he did. 
They t old him t o look bef or e he leaped, and he always looked bef or e he leaped. They t old 
him never  t o put  of f  unt il t he next  day what  he could do t he day bef or e, and he never  
did. He was t old t o honor  his f at her  and his mot her , and he honor ed his f at her  and his 
mot her . He was t old t hat  he should not  kill, and he did not  kill, unt il he got  int o t he Ar my.
Then he was t old t o kill, and he killed. He t ur ned t he ot her  cheek on ever y occasion and 
always did unt o ot her s exact ly as he would have had ot her s do unt o him. When he gave t o
char it y, his lef t  hand never  knew what  his r ight  hand was doing. He never  once t ook t he 
name of  t he Lor d his God in vain, commit t ed adult er y or  covet ed his neighbor ’ s ass. I n 
f act , he loved his neighbor  and never  even bor e f alse wit ness against  him. Maj or  Maj or ’ s 
elder s disliked him because he was such a f lagr ant  nonconf or mist .
Since he had not hing bet t er  t o do well in, he did well in school. At  t he st at e univer sit y he 
t ook his st udies so ser iously t hat  he was suspect ed by t he homosexuals of  being a 
Communist  and suspect ed by t he Communist s of  being a homosexual. He maj or ed in 
English hist or y, which was a mist ake.
’ English hist or y!’  r oar ed t he silver -maned senior  Senat or  f r om his st at e indignant ly. 
’ What ’ s t he mat t er  wit h Amer ican hist or y? Amer ican hist or y is as good as any hist or y in 
t he wor ld!’
Maj or  Maj or  swit ched immediat ely t o Amer ican lit er at ur e, but  not  bef or e t he F.B.I . had 
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opened a f ile on him. Ther e wer e six people and a Scot ch t er r ier  inhabit ing t he r emot e 
f ar mhouse Maj or  Maj or  called home, and f ive of  t hem and t he Scot ch t er r ier  t ur ned out  
t o be agent s f or  t he F.B.I . Soon t hey had enough der ogat or y inf or mat ion on Maj or  Maj or  
t o do what ever  t hey want ed t o wit h him. The only t hing t hey could f ind t o do wit h him, 
however , was t ake him int o t he Ar my as a pr ivat e and make him a maj or  f our  days lat er  
so t hat  Congr essmen wit h not hing else on t heir  minds could go t r ot t ing back and f or t h 
t hr ough t he st r eet s of  Washingt on, D.C., chant ing, ’ Who pr omot ed Maj or  Maj or ? Who 
pr omot ed Maj or  Maj or ?’
Act ually, Maj or  Maj or  had been pr omot ed by an I .B.M. machine wit h a sense of  humor  
almost  as keen as his f at her ’ s. When war  br oke out , he was st ill docile and compliant . 
They t old him t o enlist , and he enlist ed. They t old him t o apply f or  aviat ion cadet  
t r aining, and he applied f or  aviat ion cadet  t r aining, and t he ver y next  night  f ound himself  
st anding bar ef oot  in icy mud at  t hr ee o’ clock in t he mor ning bef or e a t ough and 
belliger ent  ser geant  f r om t he Sout hwest  who t old t hem he could beat  hell out  of  any man
in his out f it  and was r eady t o pr ove it . The r ecr uit s in his squadr on had all been shaken 
r oughly awake only minut es bef or e by t he ser geant ’ s cor por als and t old t o assemble in 
f r ont  of  t he administ r at ion t ent . I t  was st ill r aining on Maj or  Maj or . They f ell int o r anks 
in t he civilian clot hes t hey had br ought  int o t he Ar my wit h t hem t hr ee days bef or e. 
Those who had linger ed t o put  shoes and socks on wer e sent  back t o t heir  cold, wet , dar k
t ent s t o r emove t hem, and t hey wer e all bar ef oot  in t he mud as t he ser geant  r an his 
st ony eyes over  t heir  f aces and t old t hem he could beat  hell out  of  any man in his out f it . 
No one was inclined t o disput e him.
Maj or  Maj or ’ s unexpect ed pr omot ion t o maj or  t he next  day plunged t he belliger ent  
ser geant  int o a bot t omless gloom, f or  he was no longer  able t o boast  t hat  he could beat  
hell out  of  any man in his out f it . He br ooded f or  hour s in his t ent  like Saul, r eceiving no 
visit or s, while his elit e guar d of  cor por als st ood discour aged wat ch out side. At  t hr ee 
o’ clock in t he mor ning he f ound his solut ion, and Maj or  Maj or  and t he ot her  r ecr uit s 
wer e again shaken r oughly awake and or der ed t o assemble bar ef oot  in t he dr izzly glar e 
at  t he administ r at ion t ent , wher e t he ser geant  was alr eady wait ing, his f ist s clenched on 
his hips cockily, so eager  t o speak t hat  he could har dly wait  f or  t hem t o ar r ive.
’ Me and Maj or  Maj or ,’  he boast ed, in t he same t ough, clipped t ones of  t he night  bef or e, 
’ can beat  hell out  of  any man in my out f it .’
The of f icer s on t he base t ook act ion on t he Maj or  Maj or  pr oblem lat er  t hat  same day. 
How could t hey cope wit h a maj or  like Maj or  Maj or ? To demean him per sonally would be 
t o demean all ot her  of f icer s of  equal or  lesser  r ank. To t r eat  him wit h cour t esy, on t he 
ot her  hand, was unt hinkable. For t unat ely, Maj or  Maj or  had applied f or  aviat ion cadet  
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t r aining. Or der s t r ansf er r ing him away wer e sent  t o t he mimeogr aph r oom lat e in t he 
af t er noon, and at  t hr ee o’ clock in t he mor ning Maj or  Maj or  was again shaken r oughly 
awake, bidden Godspeed by t he ser geant  and placed aboar d a plane heading west .
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  t ur ned whit e as a sheet  when Maj or  Maj or  r epor t ed t o him in 
Calif or nia wit h bar e f eet  and mudcaked t oes. Maj or  Maj or  had t aken it  f or  gr ant ed t hat  
he was being shaken r oughly awake again t o st and bar ef oot  in t he mud and had lef t  his 
shoes and socks in t he t ent . The civilian clot hing in which he r epor t ed f or  dut y t o 
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  was r umpled and dir t y. Lieut enant  Scheisskopf , who had not  yet  
made his r eput at ion as a par ader , shudder ed violent ly at  t he pict ur e Maj or  Maj or  would 
make mar ching bar ef oot  in his squadr on t hat  coming Sunday.
’ Go t o t he hospit al quickly,’  he mumbled, when he had r ecover ed suf f icient ly t o speak, 
’ and t ell t hem you’ r e sick. St ay t her e unt il your  allowance f or  unif or ms cat ches up wit h 
you and you have some money t o buy some clot hes. And some shoes. Buy some shoes.’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ I  don’ t  t hink you have t o call me "sir ," sir ,’  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  point ed out . ’ You 
out r ank me.’
’ Yes, sir . I  may out r ank you, sir , but  you’ r e st ill my commanding of f icer .’
’ Yes, sir , t hat ’ s r ight ,’  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf  agr eed. ’ You may out r ank me, sir , but  I ’ m
st ill your  commanding of f icer . So you bet t er  do what  I  t ell you, sir , or  you’ ll get  int o 
t r ouble. Go t o t he hospit al and t ell t hem you’ r e sick, sir . St ay t her e unt il your  unif or m 
allowance cat ches up wit h you and you have some money t o buy some unif or ms.’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ And some shoes, sir . Buy some shoes t he f ir st  chance you get , sir .’
’ Yes, sir . I  will, sir .’
’ Thank you, sir .’
Lif e in cadet  school f or  Maj or  Maj or  was no dif f er ent  t han lif e had been f or  him all 
along. Whoever  he was wit h always want ed him t o be wit h someone else. His inst r uct or s 
gave him pr ef er r ed t r eat ment  at  ever y st age in or der  t o push him along quickly and be 
r id of  him. I n almost  no t ime he had his pilot ’ s wings and f ound himself  over seas, wher e 
t hings began suddenly t o impr ove. All his lif e, Maj or  Maj or  had longed f or  but  one t hing, 
t o be absor bed, and in Pianosa, f or  a while, he f inally was. Rank meant  lit t le t o t he men on
combat  dut y, and r elat ions bet ween of f icer s and enlist ed men wer e r elaxed and inf or mal. 
Men whose names he didn’ t  even know said ’ Hi’  and invit ed him t o go swimming or  play 
basket ball. His r ipest  hour s wer e spent  in t he day-long basket ball games no one gave a 
damn about  winning. Scor e was never  kept , and t he number  of  player s might  var y f r om 
one t o t hir t y-f ive. Maj or  Maj or  had never  played basket ball or  any ot her  game bef or e, 
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but  his gr eat , bobbing height  and r apt ur ous ent husiasm helped make up f or  his innat e 
clumsiness and lack of  exper ience. Maj or  Maj or  f ound t r ue happiness t her e on t he 
lopsided basket ball cour t  wit h t he of f icer s and enlist ed men who wer e almost  his f r iends.
I f  t her e wer e no winner s, t her e wer e no loser s, and Maj or  Maj or  enj oyed ever y 
gamboling moment  r ight  up t ill t he day Colonel Cat hcar t  r oar ed up in his j eep af t er  Maj or
Dulut h was killed and made it  impossible f or  him ever  t o enj oy playing basket ball t her e 
again.
’ You’ r e t he new squadr on commander ,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  had shout ed r udely acr oss t he 
r ailr oad dit ch t o him. ’ But  don’ t  t hink it  means anyt hing, because it  doesn’ t . All it  means 
is t hat  you’ r e t he new squadr on commander .’
Colonel Cat hcar t  had nur sed an implacable gr udge against  Maj or  Maj or  f or  a long t ime. A 
super f luous maj or  on his r olls meant  an unt idy t able of  or ganizat ion and gave ammunit ion 
t o t he men at  Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce Headquar t er s who Colonel Cat hcar t  was posit ive
wer e his enemies and r ivals. Colonel Cat hcar t  had been pr aying f or  j ust  some st r oke of  
good luck like Maj or  Dulut h’ s deat h. He had been plagued by one ext r a maj or ; he now had
an opening f or  one maj or . He appoint ed Maj or  Maj or  squadr on commander  and r oar ed 
away in his j eep as abr upt ly as he had come.
For  Maj or  Maj or , it  meant  t he end of  t he game. His f ace f lushed wit h discomf or t , and he
was r oot ed t o t he spot  in disbelief  as t he r ain clouds gat her ed above him again. When he 
t ur ned t o his t eammat es, he encount er ed a r eef  of  cur ious, r ef lect ive f aces all gazing at  
him woodenly wit h mor ose and inscr ut able animosit y. He shiver ed wit h shame. When t he 
game r esumed, it  was not  good any longer . When he dr ibbled, no one t r ied t o st op him; 
when he called f or  a pass, whoever  had t he ball passed it ; and when he missed a basket , 
no one r aced him f or  t he r ebound. The only voice was his own. The next  day was t he 
same, and t he day af t er  t hat  he did not  come back.
Almost  on cue, ever yone in t he squadr on st opped t alking t o him and st ar t ed st ar ing at  
him. He walked t hr ough lif e self consciously wit h downcast  eyes and bur ning cheeks, t he 
obj ect  of  cont empt , envy, suspicion, r esent ment  and malicious innuendo ever ywher e he 
went . People who had har dly not iced his r esemblance t o Henr y Fonda bef or e now never  
ceased discussing it , and t her e wer e even t hose who hint ed sinist er ly t hat  Maj or  Maj or  
had been elevat ed t o squadr on commander  because he r esembled Henr y Fonda. Capt ain 
Black, who had aspir ed t o t he posit ion himself , maint ained t hat  Maj or  Maj or  r eally was 
Henr y Fonda but  was t oo chickenshit  t o admit  it .
Maj or  Maj or  f lounder ed bewilder edly f r om one embar r assing cat ast r ophe t o anot her . 
Wit hout  consult ing him, Ser geant  Towser  had his belongings moved int o t he r oomy t r ailer
Maj or  Dulut h had occupied alone, and when Maj or  Maj or  came r ushing br eat hlessly int o 
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t he or der ly r oom t o r epor t  t he t hef t  of  his t hings, t he young cor por al t her e scar ed him 
half  out  of  his wit s by leaping t o his f eet  and shout ing ’ At t ent ion!’  t he moment  he 
appear ed. Maj or  Maj or  snapped t o at t ent ion wit h all t he r est  in t he or der ly r oom, 
wonder ing what  impor t ant  per sonage had ent er ed behind him. Minut es passed in r igid 
silence, and t he whole lot  of  t hem might  have st ood t her e at  at t ent ion t ill doomsday if  
Maj or  Danby had not  dr opped by f r om Gr oup t o congr at ulat e Maj or  Maj or  t went y 
minut es lat er  and put  t hem all at  ease.
Maj or  Maj or  f ar ed even mor e lament ably at  t he mess hall, wher e Milo, his f ace f lut t er y 
wit h smiles, was wait ing t o usher  him pr oudly t o a small t able he had set  up in f r ont  and 
decor at ed wit h an embr oider ed t ableclot h and a nosegay of  posies in a pink cut -glass 
vase. Maj or  Maj or  hung back wit h hor r or , but  he was not  bold enough t o r esist  wit h all 
t he ot her s wat ching. Even Haver meyer  had lif t ed his head f r om his plat e t o gape at  him 
wit h his heavy, pendulous j aw. Maj or  Maj or  submit t ed meekly t o Milo’ s t ugging and 
cower ed in disgr ace at  his pr ivat e t able t hr oughout  t he whole meal. The f ood was ashes 
in his mout h, but  he swallowed ever y mout hf ul r at her  t han r isk of f ending any of  t he men 
connect ed wit h it s pr epar at ion. Alone wit h Milo lat er , Maj or  Maj or  f elt  pr ot est  st ir  f or  
t he f ir st  t ime and said he would pr ef er  t o cont inue eat ing wit h t he ot her  of f icer s. Milo 
t old him it  wouldn’ t  wor k.
’ I  don’ t  see what  t her e is t o wor k,’  Maj or  Maj or  ar gued. ’ Not hing ever  happened 
bef or e.’
’ You wer e never  t he squadr on commander  bef or e.’
’ Maj or  Dulut h was t he squadr on commander  and he always at e at  t he same t able wit h t he 
r est  of  t he men.’
’ I t  was dif f er ent  wit h Maj or  Dulut h, Sir .’
’ I n what  way was it  dif f er ent  wit h Maj or  Dulut h?’
’ I  wish you wouldn’ t  ask me t hat , sir ,’  said Milo.
’ I s it  because I  look like Henr y Fonda?’  Maj or  Maj or  must er ed t he cour age t o demand.
’ Some people say you ar e Henr y Fonda,’  Milo answer ed.
’ Well, I ’ m not  Henr y Fonda,’  Maj or  Maj or  exclaimed, in a voice quaver ing wit h 
exasper at ion. ’ And I  don’ t  look t he least  bit  like him. And even if  I  do look like Henr y 
Fonda, what  dif f er ence does t hat  make?’
’ I t  doesn’ t  make any dif f er ence. That ’ s what  I ’ m t r ying t o t ell you, sir . I t ’ s j ust  not  t he
same wit h you as it  was wit h Maj or  Dulut h.’
And it  j ust  wasn’ t  t he same, f or  when Maj or  Maj or , at  t he next  meal, st epped f r om t he 
f ood count er  t o sit  wit h t he ot her s at  t he r egular  t ables, he was f r ozen in his t r acks by 
t he impenet r able wall of  ant agonism t hr own up by t heir  f aces and st ood pet r if ied wit h 
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his t r ay quiver ing in his hands unt il Milo glided f or war d wor dlessly t o r escue him, by 
leading him t amely t o his pr ivat e t able. Maj or  Maj or  gave up af t er  t hat  and always at e at  
his t able alone wit h his back t o t he ot her s. He was cer t ain t hey r esent ed him because he 
seemed t oo good t o eat  wit h t hem now t hat  he was squadr on commander . Ther e was 
never  any conver sat ion in t he mess t ent  when Maj or  Maj or  was pr esent . He was conscious
t hat  ot her  of f icer s t r ied t o avoid eat ing at  t he same t ime, and ever yone was gr eat ly 
r elieved when he st opped coming t her e alt oget her  and began t aking his meals in his 
t r ailer .
Maj or  Maj or  began f or ging Washingt on I r ving’ s name t o of f icial document s t he day af t er
t he f ir st  C.I .D. man showed up t o int er r ogat e him about  somebody at  t he hospit al who 
had been doing it  and gave him t he idea. He had been bor ed and dissat isf ied in his new 
posit ion. He had been made squadr on commander  but  had no idea what  he was supposed t o
do as squadr on commander , unless all he was supposed t o do was f or ge Washingt on 
I r ving’ s name t o of f icial document s and list en t o t he isolat ed clinks and t humps of  Maj or  
- de Cover ley’ s hor seshoes f alling t o t he gr ound out side t he window of  his small of f ice in 
t he r ear  of  t he or der ly-r oom t ent . He was hounded incessant ly by an impr ession of  vit al 
dut ies lef t  unf ulf illed and wait ed in vain f or  his r esponsibilit ies t o over t ake him. He 
seldom went  out  unless it  was absolut ely necessar y, f or  he could not  get  used t o being 
st ar ed at . Occasionally, t he monot ony was br oken by some of f icer  or  enlist ed man 
Ser geant  Towser  r ef er r ed t o him on some mat t er  t hat  Maj or  Maj or  was unable t o cope 
wit h and r ef er r ed r ight  back t o Ser geant  Towser  f or  sensible disposit ion. What ever  he 
was supposed t o get  done as squadr on commander  appar ent ly was get t ing done wit hout  
any assist ance f r om him. He gr ew moody and depr essed. At  t imes he t hought  ser iously of
going wit h all his sor r ows t o see t he chaplain, but  t he chaplain seemed so over bur dened 
wit h miser ies of  his own t hat  Maj or  Maj or  shr ank f r om adding t o his t r oubles. Besides, 
he was not  quit e sur e if  chaplains wer e f or  squadr on commander s.
He had never  been quit e sur e about  Maj or  - de Cover ley, eit her , who, when he was not  
away r ent ing apar t ment s or  kidnaping f or eign labor er s, had not hing mor e pr essing t o do 
t han pit ch hor seshoes. Maj or  Maj or  of t en paid st r ict  at t ent ion t o t he hor seshoes f alling 
sof t ly against  t he ear t h or  r iding down ar ound t he small st eel pegs in t he gr ound. He 
peeked out  at  Maj or  - de Cover ley f or  hour s and mar veled t hat  someone so august  had 
not hing mor e impor t ant  t o do. He was of t en t empt ed t o j oin Maj or  - de Cover ley, but  
pit ching hor seshoes all day long seemed almost  as dull as signing ’ Maj or  Maj or  Maj or ’  t o 
of f icial document s, and Maj or  - de Cover ley’ s count enance was so f or bidding t hat  Maj or  
Maj or  was in awe of  appr oaching him.
Maj or  Maj or  wonder ed about  his r elat ionship t o Maj or  - de Cover ley and about  Maj or  - 
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de Cover ley’ s r elat ionship t o him. He knew t hat  Maj or  - de Cover ley was his execut ive 
of f icer , but  he did not  know what  t hat  meant , and he could not  decide whet her  in Maj or  -
de Cover ley he was blessed wit h a lenient  super ior  or  cur sed wit h a delinquent  
subor dinat e. He did not  want  t o ask Ser geant  Towser , of  whom he was secr et ly af r aid, 
and t her e was no one else he could ask, least  of  all Maj or  - de Cover ley. Few people ever  
dar ed appr oach Maj or  - de Cover ley about  anyt hing and t he only of f icer  f oolish enough t o
pit ch one of  his hor seshoes was st r icken t he ver y next  day wit h t he wor st  case of  
Pianosan cr ud t hat  Gus or  Wes or  even Doc Daneeka had ever  seen or  even hear d about . 
Ever yone was posit ive t he disease had been inf lict ed upon t he poor  of f icer  in r et r ibut ion 
by Maj or  - de Cover ley, alt hough no one was sur e how.
Most  of  t he of f icial document s t hat  came t o Maj or  Maj or ’ s desk did not  concer n him at  
all. The vast  maj or it y consist ed of  allusions t o pr ior  communicat ions which Maj or  Maj or  
had never  seen or  hear d of . Ther e was never  any need t o look t hem up, f or  t he 
inst r uct ions wer e invar iably t o disr egar d. I n t he space of  a single pr oduct ive minut e, 
t her ef or e, he might  endor se t went y separ at e document s each advising him t o pay 
absolut ely no at t ent ion t o any of  t he ot her s. Fr om Gener al Peckem’ s of f ice on t he 
mainland came pr olix bullet ins each day headed by such cheer y homilies as 
’ Pr ocr ast inat ion is t he Thief  of  Time’  and ’ Cleanliness is Next  t o Godliness.’
Gener al Peckem’ s communicat ions about  cleanliness and pr ocr ast inat ion made Maj or  
Maj or  f eel like a f ilt hy pr ocr ast inat or , and he always got  t hose out  of  t he way as quickly 
as he could. The only of f icial document s t hat  int er est ed him wer e t hose occasional ones 
per t aining t o t he unf or t unat e second lieut enant  who had been killed on t he mission over  
Or viet o less t han t wo hour s af t er  he ar r ived on Pianosa and whose par t ly unpacked 
belongings wer e st ill in Yossar ian’ s t ent . Since t he unf or t unat e lieut enant  had r epor t ed 
t o t he oper at ions t ent  inst ead of  t o t he or der ly r oom, Ser geant  Towser  had decided t hat
it  would be saf est  t o r epor t  him as never  having r epor t ed t o t he squadr on at  all, and t he 
occasional document s r elat ing t o him dealt  wit h t he f act  t hat  he seemed t o have vanished
int o t hin air , which, in one way, was exact ly what  did happen t o him. I n t he long r un, Maj or
Maj or  was gr at ef ul f or  t he of f icial document s t hat  came t o his desk, f or  sit t ing in his 
of f ice signing t hem all day long was a lot  bet t er  t han sit t ing in his of f ice all day long not  
signing t hem. They gave him somet hing t o do.
I nevit ably, ever y document  he signed came back wit h a f r esh page added f or  a new 
signat ur e by him af t er  int er vals of  f r om t wo t o t en days. They wer e always much t hicker  
t han f or mer ly, f or  in bet ween t he sheet  bear ing his last  endor sement  and t he sheet  
added f or  his new endor sement  wer e t he sheet s bear ing t he most  r ecent  endor sement s 
of  all t he ot her  of f icer s in scat t er ed locat ions who wer e also occupied in signing t heir  
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names t o t hat  same of f icial document . Maj or  Maj or  gr ew despondent  as he wat ched 
simple communicat ions swell pr odigiously int o huge manuscr ipt s. No mat t er  how many 
t imes he signed one, it  always came back f or  st ill anot her  signat ur e, and he began t o 
despair  of  ever  being f r ee of  any of  t hem. One day - it  was t he day af t er  t he C.I .D. 
man’ s f ir st  visit  - Maj or  Maj or  signed Washingt on I r ving’ s name t o one of  t he document s
inst ead of  his own, j ust  t o see how it  would f eel. He liked it . He liked it  so much t hat  f or  
t he r est  of  t hat  af t er noon he did t he same wit h all t he of f icial document s. I t  was an act  
of  impulsive f r ivolit y and r ebellion f or  which he knew af t er war d he would be punished 
sever ely. The next  mor ning he ent er ed his of f ice in t r epidat ion and wait ed t o see what  
would happen. Not hing happened.
He had sinned, and it  was good, f or  none of  t he document s t o which he had signed 
Washingt on I r ving’ s name ever  came back! Her e, at  last , was pr ogr ess, and Maj or  Maj or  
t hr ew himself  int o his new car eer  wit h uninhibit ed gust o. Signing Washingt on I r ving’ s 
name t o of f icial document s was not  much of  a car eer , per haps, but  it  was less monot onous
t han signing ’ Maj or  Maj or  Maj or .’  When Washingt on I r ving did gr ow monot onous, he 
could r ever se t he or der  and sign I r ving Washingt on unt il t hat  gr ew monot onous. And he 
was get t ing somet hing done, f or  none of  t he document s signed wit h eit her  of  t hese 
names ever  came back t o t he squadr on.
What  did come back, event ually, was a second C.I .D. man, masquer ading as a pilot . The 
men knew he was a C.I .D. man because he conf ided t o t hem he was and ur ged each of  
t hem not  t o r eveal his t r ue ident it y t o any of  t he ot her  men t o whom he had alr eady 
conf ided t hat  he was a C.I .D. man.
’ You’ r e t he only one in t he squadr on who knows I ’ m a C.I .D. man,’  he conf ided t o Maj or  
Maj or , ’ and it ’ s absolut ely essent ial t hat  it  r emain a secr et  so t hat  my ef f iciency won’ t  
be impair ed. Do you under st and?’
’ Ser geant  Towser  knows.’
’ Yes, I  know. I  had t o t ell him in or der  t o get  in t o see you. But  I  know he won’ t  t ell a 
soul under  any cir cumst ances.’
’ He t old me,’  said Maj or  Maj or . ’ He t old me t her e was a C.I .D. man out side t o see me.’
’ That  bast ar d. I ’ ll have t o t hr ow a secur it y check on him. I  wouldn’ t  leave any t op-secr et
document s lying ar ound her e if  I  wer e you. At  least  not  unt il I  make my r epor t .’
’ I  don’ t  get  any t op-secr et  document s,’  said Maj or  Maj or .
’ That ’ s t he kind I  mean. Lock t hem in your  cabinet  wher e Ser geant  Towser  can’ t  get  his 
hands on t hem.’
’ Ser geant  Towser  has t he only key t o t he cabinet .’
’ I ’ m af r aid we’ r e wast ing t ime,’  said t he second C.I .D. man r at her  st if f ly. He was a 
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br isk, pudgy, high-st r ung per son whose movement s wer e swif t  and cer t ain. He t ook a 
number  of  phot ost at s out  of  a lar ge r ed expansion envelope he had been hiding 
conspicuously beneat h a leat her  f light  j acket  paint ed gar ishly wit h pict ur es of  air planes 
f lying t hr ough or ange bur st s of  f lak and wit h or der ly r ows of  lit t le bombs signif ying 
f if t y-f ive combat  missions f lown. ’ Have you ever  seen any of  t hese?’
Maj or  Maj or  looked wit h a blank expr ession at  copies of  per sonal cor r espondence f r om 
t he hospit al on which t he censor ing of f icer  had wr it t en ’ Washingt on I r ving’  or  ’ I r ving 
Washingt on.’
No.
’ How about  t hese?’
Maj or  Maj or  gazed next  at  copies of  of f icial document s addr essed t o him t o which he 
had been signing t he same signat ur es.
’ No.’
’ I s t he man who signed t hese names in your  squadr on?’
’ Which one? Ther e ar e t wo names her e.’
’ Eit her  one. We f igur e t hat  Washingt on I r ving and I r ving Washingt on ar e one man and 
t hat  he’ s using t wo names j ust  t o t hr ow us of f  t he t r ack. That ’ s done ver y of t en you 
know.’
’ I  don’ t  t hink t her e’ s a man wit h eit her  of  t hose names in my squadr on.’
A look of  disappoint ment  cr ossed t he second C.I .D. man’ s f ace. ’ He’ s a lot  clever er  t han 
we t hought ,’  he obser ved. ’ He’ s using a t hir d name and posing as someone else. And I  
t hink... yes, I  t hink I  know what  t hat  t hir d name is.’  Wit h excit ement  and inspir at ion, he 
held anot her  phot ost at  out  f or  Maj or  Maj or  t o st udy. ’ How about  t his?’
Maj or  Maj or  bent  f or war d slight ly and saw a copy of  t he piece of  V mail f r om which 
Yossar ian had blacked out  ever yt hing but  t he name Mar y and on which he had wr it t en, ’ I  
year n f or  you t r agically. R. O. Shipman, Chaplain, U.S. Ar my.’  Maj or  Maj or  shook his head.
’ I ’ ve never  seen it  bef or e.’
’ Do you know who R. O. Shipman is?’
’ He’ s t he gr oup chaplain.’
’ That  locks it  up,’  said t he second C.I .D. man. ’ Washingt on I r ving is t he gr oup chaplain.’
Maj or  Maj or  f elt  a t winge of  alar m. ’ R. O. Shipman is t he gr oup chaplain,’  he cor r ect ed.
’ Ar e you sur e?’
’ Yes.’
’ Why should t he gr oup chaplain wr it e t his on a let t er ?’
’ Per haps somebody else wr ot e it  and f or ged his name.’
’ Why should somebody want  t o f or ge t he gr oup chaplain’ s name?’
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’ To escape det ect ion.’
’ You may be r ight ,’  t he second C.I .D. man decided af t er  an inst ant ’ s hesit at ion, and 
smacked his lips cr isply. ’ Maybe we’ r e conf r ont ed wit h a gang, wit h t wo men wor king 
t oget her  who j ust  happen t o have opposit e names. Yes, I ’ m sur e t hat ’ s it . One of  t hem 
her e in t he squadr on, one of  t hem up at  t he hospit al and one of  t hem wit h t he chaplain. 
That  makes t hr ee men, doesn’ t  it ? Ar e you absolut ely sur e you never  saw any of  t hese 
of f icial document s bef or e?’
’ I  would have signed t hem if  I  had.’
’ Wit h whose name?’  asked t he second C.I .D. man cunningly. ’ Your s or  Washingt on 
I r ving’ s?’
’ Wit h my own name,’  Maj or  Maj or  t old him. ’ I  don’ t  even know Washingt on I r ving’ s 
name.’
The second C.I .D. man br oke int o a smile.
’ Maj or , I ’ m glad you’ r e in t he clear . I t  means we’ ll be able t o wor k t oget her , and I ’ m 
going t o need ever y man I  can get . Somewher e in t he Eur opean t heat er  of  oper at ions is a 
man who’ s get t ing his hands on communicat ions addr essed t o you. Have you any idea who 
it  can be?’
’ No.’
’ Well, I  have a pr et t y good idea,’  said t he second C.I .D. man, and leaned f or war d t o 
whisper  conf ident ially. ’ That  bast ar d Towser . Why else would he go ar ound shoot ing his 
mout h of f  about  me? Now, you keep your  eyes open and let  me know t he minut e you hear  
anyone even t alking about  Washingt on I r ving. I ’ ll t hr ow a secur it y check on t he chaplain 
and ever yone else ar ound her e.’
The moment  he was gone, t he f ir st  C.I .D. man j umped int o Maj or  Maj or ’ s of f ice t hr ough 
t he window and want ed t o know who t he second C.I .D. man was. Maj or  Maj or  bar ely 
r ecognized him.
’ He was a C.I .D. man,’  Maj or  Maj or  t old him.
’ Like hell he was,’  said t he f ir st  C.I .D. man. ’ I ’ m t he C.I .D. man ar ound her e.’
Maj or  Maj or  bar ely r ecognized him because he was wear ing a f aded mar oon cor dur oy 
bat hr obe wit h open seams under  bot h ar ms, lint y f lannel paj amas, and wor n house slipper s
wit h one f lapping sole. This was r egulat ion hospit al dr ess, Maj or  Maj or  r ecalled. The man 
had added about  t went y pounds and seemed bur st ing wit h good healt h.
’ I ’ m r eally a ver y sick man,’  he whined. ’ I  caught  cold in t he hospit al f r om a f ight er  pilot  
and came down wit h a ver y ser ious case of  pneumonia.’
’ I ’ m ver y sor r y,’  Maj or  Maj or  said.
’ A lot  of  good t hat  does me,’  t he C.I .D. man sniveled. ’ I  don’ t  want  your  sympat hy. I  j ust  
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want  you t o know what  I ’ m going t hr ough. I  came down t o war n you t hat  Washingt on 
I r ving seems t o have shif t ed his base of  oper at ions f r om t he hospit al t o your  squadr on. 
You haven’ t  hear d anyone ar ound her e t alking about  Washingt on I r ving, have you?’
’ As a mat t er  of  f act , I  have,’  Maj or  Maj or  answer ed.
’ That  man who was j ust  in her e. He was t alking about  Washingt on I r ving.’
’ Was he r eally?’  t he f ir st  C.I .D. man cr ied wit h delight . ’ This might  be j ust  what  we 
needed t o cr ack t he case wide open! You keep him under  sur veillance t went y-f our  hour s a 
day while I  r ush back t o t he hospit al and wr it e my super ior s f or  f ur t her  inst r uct ions.’  
The C.I .D. man j umped out  of  Maj or  Maj or ’ s of f ice t hr ough t he window and was gone.
A minut e lat er , t he f lap separ at ing Maj or  Maj or ’ s of f ice f r om t he or der ly r oom f lew 
open and t he second C.I .D. man was back, puf f ing f r ant ically in hast e. Gasping f or  br eat h,
he shout ed, ’ I  j ust  saw a man in r ed paj amas j umping out  of  your  window and go r unning 
up t he r oad! Didn’ t  you see him?’
’ He was her e t alking t o me,’  Maj or  Maj or  answer ed.
’ I  t hought  t hat  looked might y suspicious, a man j umping out  t he window in r ed paj amas.’  
The man paced about  t he small of f ice in vigor ous cir cles. ’ At  f ir st  I  t hought  it  was you, 
hight ailing it  f or  Mexico. But  now I  see it  wasn’ t  you. He didn’ t  say anyt hing about  
Washingt on I r ving, did he?’
’ As a mat t er  of  f act ,’  said Maj or  Maj or , ’ he did.’
’ He did?’  cr ied t he second C.I .D. man. ’ That ’ s f ine! This might  be j ust  t he br eak we 
needed t o cr ack t he case wide open. Do you know wher e we can f ind him?’
’ At  t he hospit al. He’ s r eally a ver y sick man.’
’ That ’ s gr eat !’  exclaimed t he second C.I .D. man. ’ I ’ ll go r ight  up t her e af t er  him. I t  
would be best  if  I  went  incognit o. I ’ ll go explain t he sit uat ion at  t he medical t ent  and 
have t hem send me t her e as a pat ient .’
’ They won’ t  send me t o t he hospit al as a pat ient  unless I ’ m sick,’  he r epor t ed back t o 
Maj or  Maj or . ’ Act ually, I  am pr et t y sick. I ’ ve been meaning t o t ur n myself  in f or  a 
checkup, and t his will be a good oppor t unit y. I ’ ll go back t o t he medical t ent  and t ell t hem
I ’ m sick, and I ’ ll get  sent  t o t he hospit al t hat  way.’
’ Look what  t hey did t o me,’  he r epor t ed back t o Maj or  Maj or  wit h pur ple gums. His 
dist r ess was inconsolable. He car r ied his shoes and socks in his hands, and his t oes had 
been paint ed wit h gent ian-violet  solut ion, t oo. ’ Who ever  hear d of  a C.I .D. man wit h 
pur ple gums?’  he moaned.
He walked away f r om t he or der ly r oom wit h his head down and t umbled int o a slit  t r ench 
and br oke his nose. His t emper at ur e was st ill nor mal, but  Gus and Wes made an except ion
of  him and sent  him t o t he hospit al in an ambulance.
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Maj or  Maj or  had lied, and it  was good. He was not  r eally sur pr ised t hat  it  was good, f or  
he had obser ved t hat  people who did lie wer e, on t he whole, mor e r esour cef ul and 
ambit ious and successf ul t han people who did not  lie. Had he t old t he t r ut h t o t he second 
C.I .D. man, he would have f ound himself  in t r ouble. I nst ead he had lied and he was f r ee t o
cont inue his wor k.
He became mor e cir cumspect  in his wor k as a r esult  of  t he visit  f r om t he second C.I .D. 
man. He did all his signing wit h his lef t  hand and only while wear ing t he dar k glasses and 
f alse must ache he had used unsuccessf ully t o help him begin playing basket ball again. As 
an addit ional pr ecaut ion, he made a happy swit ch f r om Washingt on I r ving t o J ohn Milt on. 
J ohn Milt on was supple and concise. Like Washingt on I r ving, he could be r ever sed wit h 
good ef f ect  whenever  he gr ew monot onous. Fur t her mor e, he enabled Maj or  Maj or  t o 
double his out put , f or  J ohn Milt on was so much shor t er  t han eit her  his own name or  
Washingt on I r ving’ s and t ook so much less t ime t o wr it e. J ohn Milt on pr oved f r uit f ul in 
st ill one mor e r espect . He was ver sat ile, and Maj or  Maj or  soon f ound himself  
incor por at ing t he signat ur e in f r agment s of  imaginar y dialogues. Thus, t ypical 
endor sement s on t he of f icial document s might  r ead, ’ J ohn Milt on is a sadist ’  or  ’ Have 
you seen Milt on, J ohn?’  One signat ur e of  which he was especially pr oud r ead, ’ I s anybody
in t he J ohn, Milt on?’  J ohn Milt on t hr ew open whole new vist as f illed wit h char ming, 
inexhaust ible possibilit ies t hat  pr omised t o war d of f  monot ony f or ever . Maj or  Maj or  
went  back t o Washingt on I r ving when J ohn Milt on gr ew monot onous.
Maj or  Maj or  had bought  t he dar k glasses and f alse must ache in Rome in a f inal, f ut ile 
at t empt  t o save himself  f r om t he swampy degr adat ion int o which he was st eadily sinking. 
Fir st  t her e had been t he awf ul humiliat ion of  t he Gr eat  Loyalt y Oat h Cr usade, when not  
one of  t he t hir t y or  f or t y people cir culat ing compet it ive loyalt y oat hs would even allow 
him t o sign. Then, j ust  when t hat  was blowing over , t her e was t he mat t er  of  Clevinger ’ s 
plane disappear ing so myst er iously in t hin air  wit h ever y member  of  t he cr ew, and blame 
f or  t he st r ange mishap cent er ing balef ully on him because he had never  signed any of  t he
loyalt y oat hs.
The dar k glasses had lar ge magent a r ims. The f alse black must ache was a f lamboyant  
or gan-gr inder ’ s, and he wor e t hem bot h t o t he basket ball game one day when he f elt  he 
could endur e his loneliness no longer . He af f ect ed an air  of  j aunt y f amiliar it y as he 
saunt er ed t o t he cour t  and pr ayed silent ly t hat  he would not  be r ecognized. The ot her s 
pr et ended not  t o r ecognize him, and he began t o have f un. J ust  as he f inished 
congr at ulat ing himself  on his innocent  r use he was bumped har d by one of  his opponent s 
and knocked t o his knees. Soon he was bumped har d again, and it  dawned on him t hat  t hey
did r ecognize him and t hat  t hey wer e using his disguise as a license t o elbow, t r ip and 
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maul him. They did not  want  him at  all. And j ust  as he did r ealize t his, t he player s on his 
t eam f used inst inct ively wit h t he player s on t he ot her  t eam int o a single, howling, 
bloodt hir st y mob t hat  descended upon him f r om all sides wit h f oul cur ses and swinging 
f ist s. They knocked him t o t he gr ound, kicked him while he was on t he gr ound, at t acked 
him again af t er  he had st r uggled blindly t o his f eet . He cover ed his f ace wit h his hands 
and could not  see. They swar med all over  each ot her  in t heir  f r enzied compulsion t o 
bludgeon him, kick him, gouge him, t r ample him. He was pummeled spinning t o t he edge of  
t he dit ch and sent  slit her ing down on his head and shoulder s. At  t he bot t om he f ound his 
f oot ing, clamber ed up t he ot her  wall and st agger ed away beneat h t he hail of  hoot s and 
st ones wit h which t hey pelt ed him unt il he lur ched int o shelt er  ar ound a cor ner  of  t he 
or der ly r oom t ent . His par amount  concer n t hr oughout  t he ent ir e assault  was t o keep his 
dar k glasses and f alse must ache in place so t hat  he might  cont inue pr et ending he was 
somebody else and be spar ed t he dr eaded necessit y of  having t o conf r ont  t hem wit h his 
aut hor it y.
Back in his of f ice, he wept ; and when he f inished weeping he washed t he blood f r om his 
mout h and nose, scr ubbed t he dir t  f r om t he abr asions on his cheek and f or ehead, and 
summoned Ser geant  Towser .
’ Fr om now on,’  he said, ’ I  don’ t  want  anyone t o come in t o see me while I ’ m her e. I s t hat  
clear ?’
’ Yes, sir ,’  said Ser geant  Towser . ’ Does t hat  include me?’
’ Yes.’
’ I  see. Will t hat  be all?’
’ Yes.’
’ What  shall I  say t o t he people who do come t o see you while you’ r e her e?’
’ Tell t hem I ’ m in and ask t hem t o wait .’
’ Yes, sir . For  how long?’
’ Unt il I ’ ve lef t .’
’ And t hen what  shall I  do wit h t hem?’
’ I  don’ t  car e.’
’ May I  send t hem in t o see you af t er  you’ ve lef t ?’
’ Yes.’
’ But  you won’ t  be her e t hen, will you?’
’ No.’
’ Yes, sir . Will t hat  be all?’
’ Yes.’
’ Yes, sir .’
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’ Fr om now on,’  Maj or  Maj or  said t o t he middle-aged enlist ed man who t ook car e of  his 
t r ailer , ’ I  don’ t  want  you t o come her e while I ’ m her e t o ask me if  t her e’ s anyt hing you 
can do f or  me. I s t hat  clear ?’
’ Yes, sir ,’  said t he or der ly. ’ When should I  come her e t o f ind out  if  t her e’ s anyt hing you 
want  me t o do f or  you?’
’ When I ’ m not  her e.’
’ Yes, sir . And what  should I  do?’
’ What ever  I  t ell you t o.’
’ But  you won’ t  be her e t o t ell me. Will you?’
’ No.’
’ Then what  should I  do?’
’ What ever  has t o be done.’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ That  will be all,’  said Maj or  Maj or .
’ Yes, sir ,’  said t he or der ly. ’ Will t hat  be all?’
’ No,’  said Maj or  Maj or . ’ Don’ t  come in t o clean, eit her . Don’ t  come in f or  anyt hing unless
you’ r e sur e I ’ m not  her e.’
’ Yes, sir . But  how can I  always be sur e?’
’ I f  you’ r e not  sur e, j ust  assume t hat  I  am her e and go away unt il you ar e sur e. I s t hat  
clear ?’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ I ’ m sor r y t o have t o t alk t o you in t his way, but  I  have t o. Goodbye.’
’ Goodbye, sir .’
’ And t hank you. For  ever yt hing.’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ Fr om now on,’  Maj or  Maj or  said t o Milo Minder binder , ’ I ’ m not  going t o come t o t he 
mess hall any mor e. I ’ ll have all my meals br ought  t o me in my t r ailer .’
’ I  t hink t hat ’ s a good idea, sir ,’  Milo answer ed. ’ Now I ’ ll be able t o ser ve you special 
dishes t hat  t he ot her s will never  know about . I ’ m sur e you’ ll enj oy t hem. Colonel 
Cat hcar t  always does.’
’ I  don’ t  want  any special dishes. I  want  exact ly what  you ser ve all t he ot her  of f icer s. 
J ust  have whoever  br ings it  knock once on my door  and leave t he t r ay on t he st ep. I s 
t hat  clear ?’
’ Yes, sir ,’  said Milo. ’ That ’ s ver y clear . I ’ ve got  some live Maine lobst er s hidden away 
t hat  I  can ser ve you t onight  wit h an excellent  Roquef or t  salad and t wo f r ozen ‚clair s t hat
wer e smuggled out  of  Par is only yest er day t oget her  wit h an impor t ant  member  of  t he 
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Fr ench under gr ound. Will t hat  do f or  a st ar t ?’
’ No.’
’ Yes, sir . I  under st and.’
For  dinner  t hat  night  Milo ser ved him br oiled Maine lobst er  wit h excellent  Roquef or t  
salad and t wo f r ozen ‚clair s. Maj or  Maj or  was annoyed. I f  he sent  it  back, t hough, it  
would only go t o wast e or  t o somebody else, and Maj or  Maj or  had a weakness f or  br oiled 
lobst er . He at e wit h a guilt y conscience. The next  day f or  lunch t her e was t er r apin 
Mar yland wit h a whole quar t  of  Dom P‚r ignon 1937, and Maj or  Maj or  gulped it  down 
wit hout  a t hought .
Af t er  Milo, t her e r emained only t he men in t he or der ly r oom, and Maj or  Maj or  avoided 
t hem by ent er ing and leaving ever y t ime t hr ough t he dingy celluloid window of  his of f ice. 
The window unbut t oned and was low and lar ge and easy t o j ump t hr ough f r om eit her  side. 
He managed t he dist ance bet ween t he or der ly r oom and his t r ailer  by dar t ing ar ound t he 
cor ner  of  t he t ent  when t he coast  was clear , leaping down int o t he r ailr oad dit ch and 
dashing along wit h head bowed unt il he at t ained t he sanct uar y of  t he f or est . Abr east  of  
his t r ailer , he lef t  t he dit ch and wove his way speedily t owar d home t hr ough t he dense 
under br ush, in which t he only per son he ever  encount er ed was Capt ain Flume, who, dr awn 
and ghost ly, f r ight ened him half  t o deat h one t wilight  by mat er ializing wit hout  war ning 
out  of  a pat ch of  dewber r y bushes t o complain t hat  Chief  Whit e Half oat  had t hr eat ened 
t o slit  his t hr oat  open f r om ear  t o ear .
'I f  you ever  f r ight en me like t hat  again,' Maj or  Maj or  t old him, 'I 'll slit  your  t hr oat  open
f r om ear  t o ear .'
Capt ain Flume gasped and dissolved r ight  back int o t he pat ch of  dewber r y bushes, and 
Maj or  Maj or  never  set  eyes on him again.
When Maj or  Maj or  looked back on what  he had accomplished, he was pleased. I n t he 
midst  of  a f ew f or eign acr es t eeming wit h mor e t han t wo hundr ed people, he had 
succeeded in becoming a r ecluse. Wit h a lit t le ingenuit y and vision, he had made it  all but  
impossible f or  anyone in t he squadr on t o t alk t o him, which was j ust  f ine wit h ever yone, 
he not iced, since no one want ed t o t alk t o him anyway. No one, it  t ur ned out , but  t hat  
madman Yossar ian, who br ought  him down wit h a f lying t ackle one day as he was scoot ing 
along t he bot t om of  t he dit ch t o his t r ailer  f or  lunch.
The last  per son in t he squadr on Maj or  Maj or  want ed t o be br ought  down wit h a f lying 
t ackle by was Yossar ian. Ther e was somet hing inher ent ly disr eput able about  Yossar ian, 
always car r ying on so disgr acef ully about  t hat  dead man in his t ent  who wasn't  even t her e
and t hen t aking of f  all his clot hes af t er  t he Avignon mission and going ar ound wit hout  
t hem r ight  up t o t he day Gener al Dr eedle st epped up t o pin a medal on him f or  his 
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her oism over  Fer r ar a and f ound him st anding in f or mat ion st ar k naked. No one in t he 
wor ld had t he power  t o r emove t he dead man’ s disor ganized ef f ect s f r om Yossar ian’ s 
t ent . Maj or  Maj or  had f or f eit ed t he aut hor it y when he per mit t ed Ser geant  Towser  t o 
r epor t  t he lieut enant  who had been killed over  Or viet o less t han t wo hour s af t er  he 
ar r ived in t he squadr on as never  having ar r ived in t he squadr on at  all. The only one wit h 
any r ight  t o r emove his belongings f r om Yossar ian’ s t ent , it  seemed t o Maj or  Maj or , was 
Yossar ian himself , and Yossar ian, it  seemed t o Maj or  Maj or , had no r ight .
Maj or  Maj or  gr oaned af t er  Yossar ian br ought  him down wit h a f lying t ackle, and t r ied t o 
wiggle t o his f eet . Yossar ian wouldn’ t  let  him.
’ Capt ain Yossar ian,’  Yossar ian said, ’ r equest s per mission t o speak t o t he maj or  at  once 
about  a mat t er  of  lif e or  deat h.’
’ Let  me up, please,’  Maj or  Maj or  bid him in cr anky discomf or t . ’ I  can’ t  r et ur n your  salut e
while I ’ m lying on my ar m.’
Yossar ian r eleased him. They st ood up slowly. Yossar ian salut ed again and r epeat ed his 
r equest .
’ Let ’ s go t o my of f ice,’  Maj or  Maj or  said. ’ I  don’ t  t hink t his is t he best  place t o t alk.’
’ Yes, sir ,’  answer ed Yossar ian.
They smacked t he gr avel f r om t heir  clot hing and walked in const r ained silence t o t he 
ent r ance of  t he or der ly r oom.
’ Give me a minut e or  t wo t o put  some mer cur ochr ome on t hese cut s. Then have Ser geant  
Towser  send you in.’
’ Yes, sir .’
Maj or  Maj or  st r ode wit h dignit y t o t he r ear  of  t he or der ly r oom wit hout  glancing at  any 
of  t he cler ks and t ypist s wor king at  t he desks and f iling cabinet s. He let  t he f lap leading 
t o his of f ice f all closed behind him. As soon as he was alone in his of f ice, he r aced acr oss
t he r oom t o t he window and j umped out side t o dash away. He f ound Yossar ian blocking his
pat h. Yossar ian was wait ing at  at t ent ion and salut ed again.
’ Capt ain Yossar ian r equest s per mission t o speak t o t he maj or  at  once about  a mat t er  of  
lif e or  deat h,’  he r epeat ed det er minedly.
’ Per mission denied,’  Maj or  Maj or  snapped.
’ That  won’ t  do it .’
Maj or  Maj or  gave in. ’ All r ight ,’  he conceded wear ily. ’ I ’ ll t alk t o you. Please j ump inside 
my of f ice.’
’ Af t er  you.’
They j umped inside t he of f ice. Maj or  Maj or  sat  down, and Yossar ian moved ar ound in 
f r ont  of  his desk and t old him t hat  he did not  want  t o f ly any mor e combat  missions. 
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What  could he do? Maj or  Maj or  asked himself . All he could do was what  he had been 
inst r uct ed t o do by Colonel Kor n and hope f or  t he best .
’ Why not ?’  he asked.
’ I ’ m af r aid.’
’ That ’ s not hing t o be ashamed of ,’  Maj or  Maj or  counseled him kindly. ’ We’ r e all af r aid.’
’ I ’ m not  ashamed,’  Yossar ian said. ’ I ’ m j ust  af r aid.’
’ You wouldn’ t  be nor mal if  you wer e never  af r aid. Even t he br avest  men exper ience f ear . 
One of  t he biggest  j obs we all f ace in combat  is t o over come our  f ear .’
’ Oh, come on, Maj or . Can’ t  we do wit hout  t hat  hor seshit ?’
Maj or  Maj or  lower ed his gaze sheepishly and f iddled wit h his f inger s. ’ What  do you want  
me t o t ell you?’
’ That  I ’ ve f lown enough missions and can go home.’
’ How many have you f lown?’
’ Fif t y-one.’
’ You’ ve only got  f our  mor e t o f ly.’
’ He’ ll r aise t hem. Ever y t ime I  get  close he r aises t hem.’
’ Per haps he won’ t  t his t ime.’
’ He never  sends anyone home, anyway. He j ust  keeps t hem ar ound wait ing f or  r ot at ion 
or der s unt il he doesn’ t  have enough men lef t  f or  t he cr ews, and t hen r aises t he number  
of  missions and t hr ows t hem all back on combat  st at us. He’ s been doing t hat  ever  since 
he got  her e.’
’ You must n’ t  blame Colonel Cat hcar t  f or  any delay wit h t he or der s,’  Maj or  Maj or  
advised. ’ I t ’ s Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce’ s r esponsibilit y t o pr ocess t he or der s pr ompt ly 
once t hey get  t hem f r om us.’
’ He could st ill ask f or  r eplacement s and send us home when t he or der s did come back. 
Anyway, I ’ ve been t old t hat  Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce want s only f or t y missions and 
t hat  it ’ s only his own idea t o get  us t o f ly f if t y-f ive.’
’ I  wouldn’ t  know anyt hing about  t hat ,’  Maj or  Maj or  answer ed. ’ Colonel Cat hcar t  is our  
commanding of f icer  and we must  obey him. Why don’ t  you f ly t he f our  mor e missions and 
see what  happens?’
’ I  don’ t  want  t o.’
What  could you do? Maj or  Maj or  asked himself  again. What  could you do wit h a man who 
looked you squar ely in t he eye and said he would r at her  die t han be killed in combat , a 
man who was at  least  as mat ur e and int elligent  as you wer e and who you had t o pr et end 
was not ? What  could you say t o him?
’ Suppose we let  you pick your  missions and f ly milk r uns,’  Maj or  Maj or  said. ’ That  way 
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you can f ly t he f our  missions and not  r un any r isks.’
’ I  don’ t  want  t o f ly milk r uns. I  don’ t  want  t o be in t he war  any mor e.’
’ Would you like t o see our  count r y lose?’  Maj or  Maj or  asked.
’ We won’ t  lose. We’ ve got  mor e men, mor e money and mor e mat er ial. Ther e ar e t en 
million men in unif or m who could r eplace me. Some people ar e get t ing killed and a lot  mor e
ar e making money and having f un. Let  somebody else get  killed.’
’ But  suppose ever ybody on our  side f elt  t hat  way.’
’ Then I ’ d cer t ainly be a damned f ool t o f eel any ot her  way. Wouldn’ t  I ?’
What  could you possibly say t o him? Maj or  Maj or  wonder ed f or lor nly. One t hing he could 
not  say was t hat  t her e was not hing he could do. To say t her e was not hing he could do 
would suggest  he would do somet hing if  he could and imply t he exist ence of  an er r or  of  
inj ust ice in Colonel Kor n’ s policy. Colonel Kor n had been most  explicit  about  t hat . He must
never  say t her e was not hing he could do.
’ I ’ m sor r y,’  he said. ’ But  t her e’ s not hing I  can do.’
10 WI NTERGREEN
Clevinger  was dead. That  was t he basic f law in his philosophy. Eight een planes had let  
down t hr ough a beaming whit e cloud of f  t he coast  of  Elba one af t er noon on t he way back 
f r om t he weekly milk r un t o Par ma; sevent een came out . No t r ace was ever  f ound of  t he 
ot her , not  in t he air  or  on t he smoot h sur f ace of  t he j ade wat er s below. Ther e was no 
debr is. Helicopt er s cir cled t he whit e cloud t ill sunset . Dur ing t he night  t he cloud blew 
away, and in t he mor ning t her e was no mor e Clevinger .
The disappear ance was ast ounding, as ast ounding, cer t ainly, as t he Gr and Conspir acy of  
Lower y Field, when all sixt y-f our  men in a single bar r ack vanished one payday and wer e 
never  hear d of  again. Unt il Clevinger  was snat ched f r om exist ence so adr oit ly, Yossar ian 
had assumed t hat  t he men had simply decided unanimously t o go AWOL t he same day. I n 
f act , he had been so encour aged by what  appear ed t o be a mass deser t ion f r om sacr ed 
r esponsibilit y t hat  he had gone r unning out side in elat ion t o car r y t he excit ing news t o 
ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een.
’ What ’ s so excit ing about  it ?’  ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een sneer ed obnoxiously, r est ing his 
f ilt hy GI  shoe on his spade and lounging back in a sur ly slouch against  t he wall of  one of  
t he deep, squar e holes it  was his milit ar y specialt y t o dig.
Ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een was a snide lit t le punk who enj oyed wor king at  cr oss-pur poses. 
Each t ime he went  AWOL, he was caught  and sent enced t o dig and f ill up holes six f eet  
deep, wide and long f or  a specif ied lengt h of  t ime. Each t ime he f inished his sent ence, he 
went  AWOL again. Ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een accept ed his r ole of  digging and f illing up holes 
wit h all t he uncomplaining dedicat ion of  a t r ue pat r iot .
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’ I t ’ s not  a bad lif e,’  he would obser ve philosophically. ’ And I  guess somebody has t o do 
it .’
He had wisdom enough t o under st and t hat  digging holes in Color ado was not  such a bad 
assignment  in war t ime. Since t he holes wer e in no gr eat  demand, he could dig t hem and 
f ill t hem up at  a leisur ely pace, and he was seldom over wor ked. On t he ot her  hand, he was
bust ed down t o buck pr ivat e each t ime he was cour t -mar t ialed. He r egr et t ed t his loss of  
r ank keenly.
’ I t  was kind of  nice being a P.F.C.,’  he r eminisced year ningly. ’ I  had st at us - you know 
what  I  mean? - and I  used t o t r avel in t he best  cir cles.’  His f ace dar kened wit h 
r esignat ion. ’ But  t hat ’ s all behind me now,’  he guessed. ’ The next  t ime I  go over  t he hill 
it  will be as a buck pr ivat e, and I  j ust  know it  won’ t  be t he same.’  Ther e was no f ut ur e in 
digging holes. ’ The j ob isn’ t  even st eady. I  lose it  each t ime I  f inish ser ving my sent ence.
Then I  have t o go over  t he hill again if  I  want  it  back. And I  can’ t  even keep doing t hat . 
Ther e’ s a cat ch. Cat ch-22. The next  t ime I  go over  t he hill, it  will mean t he st ockade. I  
don’ t  know what ’ s going t o become of  me. I  might  even wind up over seas if  I ’ m not  
car ef ul.’  He did not  want  t o keep digging holes f or  t he r est  of  his lif e, alt hough he had 
no obj ect ion t o doing it  as long as t her e was a war  going on and it  was par t  of  t he war  
ef f or t . ’ I t ’ s a mat t er  of  dut y,’  he obser ved, ’ and we each have our  own t o per f or m. My 
dut y is t o keep digging t hese holes, and I ’ ve been doing such a good j ob of  it  t hat  I ’ ve 
j ust  been r ecommended f or  t he Good Conduct  Medal. Your  dut y is t o scr ew ar ound in 
cadet  school and hope t he war  ends bef or e you get  out . The dut y of  t he men in combat  is 
t o win t he war , and I  j ust  wish t hey wer e doing t heir  dut y as well as I ’ ve been doing mine.
I t  wouldn’ t  be f air  if  I  had t o go over seas and do t heir  j ob t oo, would it ?’
One day ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een st r uck open a wat er  pipe while digging in one of  his holes 
and almost  dr owned t o deat h bef or e he was f ished out  near ly unconscious. Wor d spr ead 
t hat  it  was oil, and Chief  Whit e Half oat  was kicked of f  t he base. Soon ever y man who 
could f ind a shovel was out side digging f r enziedly f or  oil. Dir t  f lew ever ywher e; t he scene
was almost  like t he mor ning in Pianosa seven mont hs lat er  af t er  t he night  Milo bombed 
t he squadr on wit h ever y plane he had accumulat ed in his M & M syndicat e, and t he 
air f ield, bomb dump and r epair  hangar s as well, and all t he sur vivor s wer e out side hacking
caver nous shelt er s int o t he solid gr ound and r oof ing t hem over  wit h sheet s of  ar mor  
plat e st olen f r om t he r epair  sheds at  t he f ield and wit h t at t er ed squar es of  wat er pr oof  
canvas st olen f r om t he side f laps of  each ot her ’ s t ent s. Chief  Whit e Half oat  was 
t r ansf er r ed out  of  Color ado at  t he f ir st  r umor  of  oil and came t o r est  f inally in Pianosa 
as a r eplacement  f or  Lieut enant  Coombs, who had gone out  on a mission as a guest  one day
j ust  t o see what  combat  was like and had died over  Fer r ar a in t he plane wit h Kr af t . 
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Yossar ian f elt  guilt y each t ime he r emember ed Kr af t , guilt y because Kr af t  had been 
killed on Yossar ian’ s second bomb r un, and guilt y because Kr af t  had got  mixed up 
innocent ly also in t he Splendid At abr ine I nsur r ect ion t hat  had begun in Puer t o Rico on 
t he f ir st  leg of  t heir  f light  over seas and ended in Pianosa t en days lat er  wit h Appleby 
st r iding dut if ully int o t he or der ly r oom t he moment  he ar r ived t o r epor t  Yossar ian f or  
r ef using t o t ake his At abr ine t ablet s. The ser geant  t her e invit ed him t o be seat ed.
’ Thank you, Ser geant , I  t hink I  will,’  said Appleby. ’ About  how long will I  have t o wait ? 
I ’ ve st ill got  a lot  t o get  done t oday so t hat  I  can be f ully pr epar ed br ight  and ear ly 
t omor r ow mor ning t o go int o combat  t he minut e t hey want  me t o.’
’ Sir ?’
’ What ’ s t hat , Ser geant ?’
’ What  was your  quest ion?’
’ About  how long will I  have t o wait  bef or e I  can go in t o see t he maj or ?’
’ J ust  unt il he goes out  t o lunch,’  Ser geant  Towser  r eplied. ’ Then you can go r ight  in.’
’ But  he won’ t  be t her e t hen. Will he?’
’ No, sir . Maj or  Maj or  won’ t  be back in his of f ice unt il af t er  lunch.’
’ I  see,’  Appleby decided uncer t ainly. ’ I  t hink I ’ d bet t er  come back af t er  lunch, t hen.’
Appleby t ur ned f r om t he or der ly r oom in secr et  conf usion. The moment  he st epped 
out side, he t hought  he saw a t all, dar k of f icer  who looked a lit t le like Henr y Fonda come 
j umping out  of  t he window of  t he or der ly-r oom t ent  and go scoot ing out  of  sight  ar ound 
t he cor ner . Appleby halt ed and squeezed his eyes closed. An anxious doubt  assailed him. 
He wonder ed if  he wer e suf f er ing f r om malar ia, or , wor se, f r om an over dose of  At abr ine 
t ablet s. Appleby had been t aking f our  t imes as many At abr ine t ablet s as t he amount  
pr escr ibed because he want ed t o be f our  t imes as good a pilot  as ever yone else. His eyes 
wer e st ill shut  when Ser geant  Towser  t apped him light ly on t he shoulder  and t old him he 
could go in now if  he want ed t o, since Maj or  Maj or  had j ust  gone out . Appleby’ s 
conf idence r et ur ned.
’ Thank you, Ser geant . Will he be back soon?’
’ He’ ll be back r ight  af t er  lunch. Then you’ ll have t o go r ight  out  and wait  f or  him in f r ont
t ill he leaves f or  dinner . Maj or  Maj or  never  sees anyone in his of f ice while he’ s in his 
of f ice.’
’ Ser geant , what  did you j ust  say?’
’ I  said t hat  Maj or  Maj or  never  sees anyone in his of f ice while he’ s in his of f ice.’
Appleby st ar ed at  Ser geant  Towser  int ent ly and at t empt ed a f ir m t one. ’ Ser geant , ar e 
you t r ying t o make a f ool out  of  me j ust  because I ’ m new in t he squadr on and you’ ve been
over seas a long t ime?’
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’ Oh, no, sir ,’  answer ed t he ser geant  def er ent ially. ’ Those ar e my or der s. You can ask 
Maj or  Maj or  when you see him.’
’ That ’ s j ust  what  I  int end t o do, Ser geant . When can I  see him?’
’ Never .’
Cr imson wit h humiliat ion, Appleby wr ot e down his r epor t  about  Yossar ian and t he 
At abr ine t ablet s on a pad t he ser geant  of f er ed him and lef t  quickly, wonder ing if  
per haps Yossar ian wer e not  t he only man pr ivileged t o wear  an of f icer ’ s unif or m who was 
cr azy.
By t he t ime Colonel Cat hcar t  had r aised t he number  of  missions t o f if t y-f ive, Ser geant  
Towser  had begun t o suspect  t hat  per haps ever y man who wor e a unif or m was cr azy. 
Ser geant  Towser  was lean and angular  and had f ine blond hair  so light  it  was almost  
wit hout  color , sunken cheeks, and t eet h like lar ge whit e mar shmallows. He r an t he 
squadr on and was not  happy doing it . Men like Hungr y J oe glower ed at  him wit h blamef ul 
hat r ed, and Appleby subj ect ed him t o vindict ive discour t esy now t hat  he had est ablished 
himself  as a hot  pilot  and a ping-pong player  who never  lost  a point . Ser geant  Towser  r an 
t he squadr on because t her e was no one else in t he squadr on t o r un it . He had no int er est  
in war  or  advancement . He was int er est ed in shar ds and Hepplewhit e f ur nit ur e.
Almost  wit hout  r ealizing it , Ser geant  Towser  had f allen int o t he habit  of  t hinking of  t he 
dead man in Yossar ian’ s t ent  in Yossar ian’ s own t er ms - as a dead man in Yossar ian’ s 
t ent . I n r ealit y, he was no such t hing. He was simply a r eplacement  pilot  who had been 
killed in combat  bef or e he had of f icially r epor t ed f or  dut y. He had st opped at  t he 
oper at ions t ent  t o inquir e t he way t o t he or der ly-r oom t ent  and had been sent  r ight  int o 
act ion because so many men had complet ed t he t hir t y-f ive missions r equir ed t hen t hat  
Capt ain Pilt char d and Capt ain Wr en wer e f inding it  dif f icult  t o assemble t he number  of  
cr ews specif ied by Gr oup. Because he had never  of f icially got t en int o t he squadr on, he 
could never  of f icially be got t en out , and Ser geant  Towser  sensed t hat  t he mult iplying 
communicat ions r elat ing t o t he poor  man would cont inue r ever ber at ing f or ever .
His name was Mudd. To Ser geant  Towser , who deplor ed violence and wast e wit h equal 
aver sion, it  seemed like such an abhor r ent  ext r avagance t o f ly Mudd all t he way acr oss 
t he ocean j ust  t o have him blown int o bit s over  Or viet o less t han t wo hour s af t er  he 
ar r ived. No one could r ecall who he was or  what  he had looked like, least  of  all Capt ain 
Pilt char d and Capt ain Wr en, who r emember ed only t hat  a new of f icer  had shown up at  
t he oper at ions t ent  j ust  in t ime t o be killed and who color ed uneasily ever y t ime t he 
mat t er  of  t he dead man in Yossar ian’ s t ent  was ment ioned. The only one who might  have 
seen Mudd, t he men in t he same plane, had all been blown t o bit s wit h him.
Yossar ian, on t he ot her  hand, knew exact ly who Mudd was. Mudd was t he unknown soldier  
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who had never  had a chance, f or  t hat  was t he only t hing anyone ever  did know about  all 
t he unknown soldier s - t hey never  had a chance. They had t o be dead. And t his dead one 
was r eally unknown, even t hough his belongings st ill lay in a t umble on t he cot  in 
Yossar ian’ s t ent  almost  exact ly as he had lef t  t hem t hr ee mont hs ear lier  t he day he 
never  ar r ived - all cont aminat ed wit h deat h less t han t wo hour s lat er , in t he same way 
t hat  all was cont aminat ed wit h deat h in t he ver y next  week dur ing t he Gr eat  Big Siege of
Bologna when t he moldy odor  of  mor t alit y hung wet  in t he air  wit h t he sulphur ous f og and
ever y man scheduled t o f ly was alr eady t aint ed.
Ther e was no escaping t he mission t o Bologna once Colonel Cat hcar t  had volunt eer ed his 
gr oup f or  t he ammunit ion dumps t her e t hat  t he heavy bomber s on t he I t alian mainland 
had been unable t o dest r oy f r om t heir  higher  alt it udes. Each day’ s delay deepened t he 
awar eness and deepened t he gloom. The clinging, over power ing convict ion of  deat h spr ead
st eadily wit h t he cont inuing r ainf all, soaking mor dant ly int o each man’ s ailing count enance
like t he cor r osive blot  of  some cr awling disease. Ever yone smelled of  f or maldehyde. 
Ther e was nowher e t o t ur n f or  help, not  even t o t he medical t ent , which had been 
or der ed closed by Colonel Kor n so t hat  no one could r epor t  f or  sick call, as t he men had 
done on t he one clear  day wit h a myst er ious epidemic of  diar r hea t hat  had f or ced st ill 
anot her  post ponement . Wit h sick call suspended and t he door  t o t he medical t ent  nailed 
shut , Doc Daneeka spent  t he int er vals bet ween r ain per ched on a high st ool, wor dlessly 
absor bing t he bleak out br eak of  f ear  wit h a sor r owing neut r alit y, r oost ing like a 
melancholy buzzar d below t he ominous, hand-let t er ed sign t acked up on t he closed door  
of  t he medical t ent  by Capt ain Black as a j oke and lef t  hanging t her e by Doc Daneeka 
because it  was no j oke. The sign was bor der ed in dar k cr ayon and r ead: ’ CLOSED UNTI L 
FURTHER NOTI CE. DEATH I N THE FAMI LY.’
The f ear  f lowed ever ywher e, int o Dunbar ’ s squadr on, wher e Dunbar  poked his head 
inquir ingly t hr ough t he ent r ance of  t he medical t ent  t her e one t wilight  and spoke 
r espect f ully t o t he blur r ed out line of  Dr . St ubbs, who was sit t ing in t he dense shadows 
inside bef or e a bot t le of  whiskey and a bell j ar  f illed wit h pur if ied dr inking wat er .
’ Ar e you all r ight ?’  he asked solicit ously.
’ Ter r ible,’  Dr . St ubbs answer ed.
’ What  ar e you doing her e?’
’ Sit t ing.’
’ I  t hought  t her e was no mor e sick call.’
’ Ther e ain’ t .’
’ Then why ar e you sit t ing her e?’
’ Wher e else should I  sit ? At  t he goddam of f icer s’  club wit h Colonel Cat hcar t  and Kor n? 
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Do you know what  I ’ m doing her e?’
’ Sit t ing.’
’ I n t he squadr on, I  mean. Not  in t he t ent . Don’ t  be such a goddam wise guy. Can you 
f igur e out  what  a doct or  is doing her e in t he squadr on?’
’ They’ ve got  t he door s t o t he medical t ent s nailed shut  in t he ot her  squadr ons,’  Dunbar  
r emar ked.
’ I f  anyone sick walks t hr ough my door  I ’ m going t o gr ound him,’  Dr . St ubbs vowed. ’ I  
don’ t  give a damn what  t hey say.’
’ You can’ t  gr ound anyone,’  Dunbar  r eminded. ’ Don’ t  you know t he or der s?’
’ I ’ ll knock him f lat  on his ass wit h an inj ect ion and r eally gr ound him.’  Dr . St ubbs laughed
wit h sar donic amusement  at  t he pr ospect . ’ They t hink t hey can or der  sick call out  of  
exist ence. The bast ar ds. Ooops, t her e it  goes again.’  The r ain began f alling again, f ir st  in 
t he t r ees, t hen in t he mud puddles, t hen, f aint ly, like a soot hing mur mur , on t he t ent  t op. 
’ Ever yt hing’ s wet ,’  Dr . St ubbs obser ved wit h r evulsion. ’ Even t he lat r ines and ur inals ar e
backing up in pr ot est . The whole goddam wor ld smells like a char nel house.’
The silence seemed bot t omless when he st opped t alking. Night  f ell. Ther e was a sense of  
vast  isolat ion.
’ Tur n on t he light ,’  Dunbar  suggest ed.
’ Ther e is no light . I  don’ t  f eel like st ar t ing my gener at or . I  used t o get  a big kick out  of  
saving people’ s lives. Now I  wonder  what  t he hell’ s t he point , since t hey all have t o die 
anyway.
’ Oh, t her e’ s a point , all r ight ,’  Dunbar  assur ed him.
’ I s t her e? What  is t he point ?’
’ The point  is t o keep t hem f r om dying f or  as long as you can.’
’ Yeah, but  what ’ s t he point , since t hey all have t o die anyway?’
’ The t r ick is not  t o t hink about  t hat .’
’ Never  mind t he t r ick. What  t he hell’ s t he point ?’
Dunbar  ponder ed in silence f or  a f ew moment s. ’ Who t he hell knows?’
Dunbar  didn’ t  know. Bologna should have exult ed Dunbar , because t he minut es dawdled 
and t he hour s dr agged like cent ur ies. I nst ead it  t or t ur ed him, because he knew he was 
going t o be killed.
’ Do you r eally want  some mor e codeine?’  Dr . St ubbs asked.
’ I t ’ s f or  my f r iend Yossar ian. He’ s sur e he’ s going t o be killed.’
’ Yossar ian? Who t he hell is Yossar ian? What  t he hell kind of  a name is Yossar ian, 
anyway? I sn’ t  he t he one who got  dr unk and st ar t ed t hat  f ight  wit h Colonel Kor n at  t he 
of f icer s’  club t he ot her  night ?’
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’ That ’ s r ight . He’ s Assyr ian.’
’ That  cr azy bast ar d.’
’ He’ s not  so cr azy,’  Dunbar  said. ’ He swear s he’ s not  going t o f ly t o Bologna.’
’ That ’ s j ust  what  I  mean,’  Dr . St ubbs answer ed. ’ That  cr azy bast ar d may be t he only 
sane one lef t .’
11 CAPTAI N BLACK
Cor por al Kolodny lear ned about  it  f ir st  in a phone call f r om Gr oup and was so shaken by 
t he news t hat  he cr ossed t he int elligence t ent  on t ipt oe t o Capt ain Black, who was r est ing
dr owsily wit h his bladed shins up on t he desk, and r elayed t he inf or mat ion t o him in a 
shocked whisper .
Capt ain Black br ight ened immediat ely. ’ Bologna?’  he exclaimed wit h delight . ’ Well, I ’ ll be
damned.’  He br oke int o loud laught er . ’ Bologna, huh?’  He laughed again and shook his 
head in pleasant  amazement . ’ Oh, boy! I  can’ t  wait  t o see t hose bast ar ds’  f aces when 
t hey f ind out  t hey’ r e going t o Bologna. Ha, ha, ha!’
I t  was t he f ir st  r eally good laugh Capt ain Black had enj oyed since t he day Maj or  Maj or  
out smar t ed him and was appoint ed squadr on commander , and he r ose wit h t or pid 
ent husiasm and st at ioned himself  behind t he f r ont  count er  in or der  t o wr ing t he most  
enj oyment  f r om t he occasion when t he bombar dier s ar r ived f or  t heir  map kit s.
’ That ’ s r ight , you bast ar ds, Bologna,’  he kept  r epeat ing t o all t he bombar dier s who 
inquir ed incr edulously if  t hey wer e r eally going t o Bologna. ’ Ha! Ha! Ha! Eat  your  liver s, 
you bast ar ds. This t ime you’ r e r eally in f or  it .’
Capt ain Black f ollowed t he last  of  t hem out side t o obser ve wit h r elish t he ef f ect  of  t he 
knowledge upon all of  t he ot her  of f icer s and enlist ed men who wer e assembling wit h t heir
helmet s, par achut es and f lak suit s ar ound t he f our  t r ucks idling in t he cent er  of  t he 
squadr on ar ea. He was a t all, nar r ow, disconsolat e man who moved wit h a cr abby 
list lessness. He shaved his pinched, pale f ace ever y t hir d or  f our t h day, and most  of  t he 
t ime he appear ed t o be gr owing a r eddish-gold must ache over  his skinny upper  lip. He was
not  disappoint ed in t he scene out side. Ther e was const er nat ion dar kening ever y 
expr ession, and Capt ain Black yawned deliciously, r ubbed t he last  let har gy f r om his eyes 
and laughed gloat ingly each t ime he t old someone else t o eat  his liver .
Bologna t ur ned out  t o be t he most  r ewar ding event  in Capt ain Black’ s lif e since t he day 
Maj or  Dulut h was killed over  Per ugia and he was almost  select ed t o r eplace him. When 
wor d of  Maj or  Dulut h’ s deat h was r adioed back t o t he f ield, Capt ain Black r esponded 
wit h a sur ge of  j oy. Alt hough he had never  r eally cont emplat ed t he possibilit y bef or e, 
Capt ain Black under st ood at  once t hat  he was t he logical man t o succeed Maj or  Dulut h as 
squadr on commander . To begin wit h, he was t he squadr on int elligence of f icer , which 
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meant  he was mor e int elligent  t han ever yone else in t he squadr on. Tr ue, he was not  on 
combat  st at us, as Maj or  Dulut h had been and as all squadr on commander s cust omar ily 
wer e; but  t his was r eally anot her  power f ul ar gument  in his f avor , since his lif e was in no 
danger  and he would be able t o f ill t he post  f or  as long as his count r y needed him. The 
mor e Capt ain Black t hought  about  it , t he mor e inevit able it  seemed. I t  was mer ely a 
mat t er  of  dr opping t he r ight  wor d in t he r ight  place quickly. He hur r ied back t o his 
of f ice t o det er mine a cour se of  act ion. Set t ling back in his swivel chair , his f eet  up on 
t he desk and his eyes closed, he began imagining how beaut if ul ever yt hing would be once 
he was squadr on commander .
While Capt ain Black was imagining, Colonel Cat hcar t  was act ing, and Capt ain Black was 
f labber gast ed by t he speed wit h which, he concluded, Maj or  Maj or  had out smar t ed him. 
His gr eat  dismay at  t he announcement  of  Maj or  Maj or ’ s appoint ment  as squadr on 
commander  was t inged wit h an embit t er ed r esent ment  he made no ef f or t  t o conceal. 
When f ellow administ r at ive of f icer s expr essed ast onishment  at  Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s 
choice of  Maj or  Maj or , Capt ain Black mut t er ed t hat  t her e was somet hing f unny going on; 
when t hey speculat ed on t he polit ical value of  Maj or  Maj or ’ s r esemblance t o Henr y 
Fonda, Capt ain Black asser t ed t hat  Maj or  Maj or  r eally was Henr y Fonda; and when t hey 
r emar ked t hat  Maj or  Maj or  was somewhat  odd, Capt ain Black announced t hat  he was a 
Communist .
’ They’ r e t aking over  ever yt hing,’  he declar ed r ebelliously. ’ Well, you f ellows can st and 
ar ound and let  t hem if  you want  t o, but  I ’ m not  going t o. I ’ m going t o do somet hing about
it . Fr om now on I ’ m going t o make ever y son of  a bit ch who comes t o my int elligence t ent  
sign a loyalt y oat h. And I ’ m not  going t o let  t hat  bast ar d Maj or  Maj or  sign one even if  he 
want s t o.’
Almost  over night  t he Glor ious Loyalt y Oat h Cr usade was in f ull f lower , and Capt ain Black 
was enr apt ur ed t o discover  himself  spear heading it . He had r eally hit  on somet hing. All 
t he enlist ed men and of f icer s on combat  dut y had t o sign a loyalt y oat h t o get  t heir  map 
cases f r om t he int elligence t ent , a second loyalt y oat h t o r eceive t heir  f lak suit s and 
par achut es f r om t he par achut e t ent , a t hir d loyalt y oat h f or  Lieut enant  Balkingt on, t he 
mot or  vehicle of f icer , t o be allowed t o r ide f r om t he squadr on t o t he air f ield in one of  
t he t r ucks. Ever y t ime t hey t ur ned ar ound t her e was anot her  loyalt y oat h t o be signed. 
They signed a loyalt y oat h t o get  t heir  pay f r om t he f inance of f icer , t o obt ain t heir  PX 
supplies, t o have t heir  hair  cut  by t he I t alian bar ber s. To Capt ain Black, ever y of f icer  
who suppor t ed his Glor ious Loyalt y Oat h Cr usade was a compet it or , and he planned and 
plot t ed t went y-f our  hour s a day t o keep one st ep ahead. He would st and second t o none 
in his devot ion t o count r y. When ot her  of f icer s had f ollowed his ur ging and int r oduced 
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loyalt y oat hs of  t heir  own, he went  t hem one bet t er  by making ever y son of  a bit ch who 
came t o his int elligence t ent  sign t wo loyalt y oat hs, t hen t hr ee, t hen f our ; t hen he 
int r oduced t he pledge of  allegiance, and af t er  t hat  ’ The St ar -Spangled Banner ,’  one 
chor us, t wo chor uses, t hr ee chor uses, f our  chor uses. Each t ime Capt ain Black f or ged 
ahead of  his compet it or s, he swung upon t hem scor nf ully f or  t heir  f ailur e t o f ollow his 
example. Each t ime t hey f ollowed his example, he r et r eat ed wit h concer n and r acked his 
br ain f or  some new st r at agem t hat  would enable him t o t ur n upon t hem scor nf ully again.
Wit hout  r ealizing how it  had come about , t he combat  men in t he squadr on discover ed 
t hemselves dominat ed by t he administ r at or s appoint ed t o ser ve t hem. They wer e bullied, 
insult ed, har assed and shoved about  all day long by one af t er  t he ot her . When t hey 
voiced obj ect ion, Capt ain Black r eplied t hat  people who wer e loyal would not  mind signing 
all t he loyalt y oat hs t hey had t o. To anyone who quest ioned t he ef f ect iveness of  t he 
loyalt y oat hs, he r eplied t hat  people who r eally did owe allegiance t o t heir  count r y would 
be pr oud t o pledge it  as of t en as he f or ced t hem t o. And t o anyone who quest ioned t he 
mor alit y, he r eplied t hat  ’ The St ar -Spangled Banner ’  was t he gr eat est  piece of  music 
ever  composed. The mor e loyalt y oat hs a per son signed, t he mor e loyal he was; t o Capt ain 
Black it  was as simple as t hat , and he had Cor por al Kolodny sign hundr eds wit h his name 
each day so t hat  he could always pr ove he was mor e loyal t han anyone else.
’ The impor t ant  t hing is t o keep t hem pledging,’  he explained t o his cohor t s. ’ I t  doesn’ t  
mat t er  whet her  t hey mean it  or  not . That ’ s why t hey make lit t le kids pledge allegiance 
even bef or e t hey know what  "pledge" and "allegiance" mean.’
To Capt ain Pilt char d and Capt ain Wr en, t he Glor ious Loyalt y Oat h Cr usade was a glor ious 
pain in t he ass, since it  complicat ed t heir  t ask of  or ganizing t he cr ews f or  each combat  
mission. Men wer e t ied up all over  t he squadr on signing, pledging and singing, and t he 
missions t ook hour s longer  t o get  under  way. Ef f ect ive emer gency act ion became 
impossible, but  Capt ain Pilt char d and Capt ain Wr en wer e bot h t oo t imid t o r aise any 
out cr y against  Capt ain Black, who scr upulously enf or ced each day t he doct r ine of  
’ Cont inual Reaf f ir mat ion’  t hat  he had or iginat ed, a doct r ine designed t o t r ap all t hose 
men who had become disloyal since t he last  t ime t hey had signed a loyalt y oat h t he day 
bef or e. I t  was Capt ain Black who came wit h advice t o Capt ain Pilt char d and Capt ain Wr en 
as t hey pit ched about  in t heir  bewilder ing pr edicament . He came wit h a delegat ion and 
advised t hem blunt ly t o make each man sign a loyalt y oat h bef or e allowing him t o f ly on a 
combat  mission.
’ Of  cour se, it ’ s up t o you,’  Capt ain Black point ed out . ’ Nobody’ s t r ying t o pr essur e you. 
But  ever yone else is making t hem sign loyalt y oat hs, and it ’ s going t o look might y f unny t o
t he F.B.I . if  you t wo ar e t he only ones who don’ t  car e enough about  your  count r y t o make 
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t hem sign loyalt y oat hs, t oo. I f  you want  t o get  a bad r eput at ion, t hat ’ s nobody’ s 
business but  your  own. All we’ r e t r ying t o do is help.’
Milo was not  convinced and absolut ely r ef used t o depr ive Maj or  Maj or  of  f ood, even if  
Maj or  Maj or  was a Communist , which Milo secr et ly doubt ed. Milo was by nat ur e opposed 
t o any innovat ion t hat  t hr eat ened t o disr upt  t he nor mal cour se of  af f air s. Milo t ook a 
f ir m mor al st and and absolut ely r ef used t o par t icipat e in t he Glor ious Loyalt y Oat h 
Cr usade unt il Capt ain Black called upon him wit h his delegat ion and r equest ed him t o.
’ Nat ional def ense is ever ybody’ s j ob,’  Capt ain Black r eplied t o Milo’ s obj ect ion. ’ And t his
whole pr ogr am is volunt ar y, Milo - don’ t  f or get  t hat . The men don’ t  have t o sign Pilt char d
and Wr en’ s loyalt y oat h if  t hey don’ t  want  t o. But  we need you t o st ar ve t hem t o deat h 
if  t hey don’ t . I t ’ s j ust  like Cat ch-22. Don’ t  you get  it ? You’ r e not  against  Cat ch-22, ar e 
you?’
Doc Daneeka was adamant .
’ What  makes you so sur e Maj or  Maj or  is a Communist ?’
’ You never  hear d him denying it  unt il we began accusing him, did you? And you don’ t  see 
him signing any of  our  loyalt y oat hs.’
’ You ar en’ t  let t ing him sign any.’
’ Of  cour se not ,’  Capt ain Black explained. ’ That  would def eat  t he whole pur pose of  our  
cr usade. Look, you don’ t  have t o play ball wit h us if  you don’ t  want  t o. But  what ’ s t he 
point  of  t he r est  of  us wor king so har d if  you’ r e going t o give Maj or  Maj or  medical 
at t ent ion t he minut e Milo begins st ar ving him t o deat h? I  j ust  wonder  what  t hey’ r e going
t o t hink up at  Gr oup about  t he man who’ s under mining our  whole secur it y pr ogr am. 
They’ ll pr obably t r ansf er  you t o t he Pacif ic.’
Doc Daneeka sur r ender ed swif t ly. ’ I ’ ll go t ell Gus and Wes t o do what ever  you want  t hem
t o.’
Up at  Gr oup, Colonel Cat hcar t  had alr eady begun wonder ing what  was going on.
’ I t ’ s t hat  idiot  Black of f  on a pat r iot ism binge,’  Colonel Kor n r epor t ed wit h a smile. ’ I  
t hink you’ d bet t er  play ball wit h him f or  a while, since you’ r e t he one who pr omot ed 
Maj or  Maj or  t o squadr on commander .’
’ That  was your  idea,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  accused him Pet ulant ly. ’ I  never  should have let  
you t alk me int o it .’
’ And a ver y good idea it  was, t oo,’  r et or t ed Colonel Kor n, ’ since it  eliminat ed t hat  
super f luous maj or  t hat ’ s been giving you such an awf ul black eye as an administ r at or . 
Don’ t  wor r y, t his will pr obably r un it s cour se soon. The best  t hing t o do now is send 
Capt ain Black a let t er  of  t ot al suppor t  and hope he dr ops dead bef or e he does t oo much 
damage.’  Colonel Kor n was st r uck wit h a whimsical t hought . ’ I  wonder ! You don’ t  suppose 
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t hat  imbecile will t r y t o t ur n Maj or  Maj or  out  of  his t r ailer , do you?’
’ The next  t hing we’ ve got  t o do is t ur n t hat  bast ar d Maj or  Maj or  out  of  his t r ailer ,’  
Capt ain Black decided. ’ I ’ d like t o t ur n his wif e and kids out  int o t he woods, t oo. But  we 
can’ t . He has no wif e and kids. So we’ ll j ust  have t o make do wit h what  we have and t ur n 
him out . Who’ s in char ge of  t he t ent s?’
’ He is.’
’ You see?’  cr ied Capt ain Black. ’ They’ r e t aking over  ever yt hing! Well, I ’ m not  going t o 
st and f or  it . I ’ ll t ake t his mat t er  r ight  t o Maj or  - de Cover ley himself  if  I  have t o. I ’ ll 
have Milo speak t o him about  it  t he minut e he get s back f r om Rome.’
Capt ain Black had boundless f ait h in t he wisdom, power  and j ust ice of  Maj or - de 
Cover ley, even t hough he had never  spoken t o him bef or e and st ill f ound himself  wit hout  
t he cour age t o do so. He deput ized Milo t o speak t o Maj or  - de Cover ley f or  him and 
st or med about  impat ient ly as he wait ed f or  t he t all execut ive of f icer  t o r et ur n. Along 
wit h ever yone else in t he squadr on, he lived in pr of ound awe and r ever ence of  t he 
maj est ic, whit e-hair ed maj or  wit h cr aggy f ace and J ehovean bear ing, who came back 
f r om Rome f inally wit h an inj ur ed eye inside a new celluloid eye pat ch and smashed his 
whole Glor ious Cr usade t o bit s wit h a single st r oke.
Milo car ef ully said not hing when Maj or  - de Cover ley st epped int o t he mess hall wit h his 
f ier ce and aust er e dignit y t he day he r et ur ned and f ound his way blocked by a wall of  
of f icer s wait ing in line t o sign loyalt y oat hs. At  t he f ar  end of  t he f ood count er , a gr oup 
of  men who had ar r ived ear lier  wer e pledging allegiance t o t he f lag, wit h t r ays of  f ood 
balanced in one hand, in or der  t o be allowed t o t ake seat s at  t he t able. Alr eady at  t he 
t ables, a gr oup t hat  had ar r ived st ill ear lier  was singing ’ The St ar -Spangled Banner ’  in 
or der  t hat  t hey might  use t he salt  and pepper  and ket chup t her e. The hubbub began t o 
subside slowly as Maj or  - de Cover ley paused in t he door way wit h a f r own of  puzzled 
disappr oval, as t hough viewing somet hing bizar r e. He st ar t ed f or war d in a st r aight  line, 
and t he wall of  of f icer s bef or e him par t ed like t he Red Sea. Glancing neit her  lef t  nor  
r ight , he st r ode indomit ably up t o t he st eam count er  and, in a clear , f ull-bodied voice 
t hat  was gr uf f  wit h age and r esonant  wit h ancient  eminence and aut hor it y, said:
’ Gimme eat .’
I nst ead of  eat , Cor por al Snar k gave Maj or  - de Cover ley a loyalt y oat h t o sign. Maj or  - de
Cover ley swept  it  away wit h might y displeasur e t he moment  he r ecognized what  it  was, 
his good eye f lar ing up blindingly wit h f ier y disdain and his enor mous old cor r ugat ed f ace 
dar kening in mount ainous wr at h.
’ Gimme eat , I  said,’  he or der ed loudly in har sh t ones t hat  r umbled ominously t hr ough t he
silent  t ent  like claps of  dist ant  t hunder .
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Cor por al Snar k t ur ned pale and began t o t r emble. He glanced t owar d Milo pleadingly f or  
guidance. For  sever al t er r ible seconds t her e was not  a sound. Then Milo nodded.
’ Give him eat ,’  he said.
Cor por al Snar k began giving Maj or  - de Cover ley eat . Maj or  - de Cover ley t ur ned f r om 
t he count er  wit h his t r ay f ull and came t o a st op. His eyes f ell on t he gr oups of  ot her  
of f icer s gazing at  him in mut e appeal, and, wit h r ight eous belliger ence, he r oar ed:
’ Give ever ybody eat !’
’ Give ever ybody eat !’  Milo echoed wit h j oyf ul r elief , and t he Glor ious Loyalt y Oat h 
Cr usade came t o an end.
Capt ain Black was deeply disillusioned by t his t r eacher ous st ab in t he back f r om someone 
in high place upon whom he had r elied so conf ident ly f or  suppor t . Maj or  - de Cover ley had
let  him down.
’ Oh, it  doesn’ t  bot her  me a bit ,’  he r esponded cheer f ully t o ever yone who came t o him 
wit h sympat hy. ’ We complet ed our  t ask. Our  pur pose was t o make ever yone we don’ t  like 
af r aid and t o aler t  people t o t he danger  of  Maj or  Maj or , and we cer t ainly succeeded at  
t hat . Since we wer en’ t  going t o let  him sign loyalt y oat hs anyway, it  doesn’ t  r eally mat t er
whet her  we have t hem or  not .’
Seeing ever yone in t he squadr on he didn’ t  like af r aid once again t hr oughout  t he appalling,
int er minable Gr eat  Big Siege of  Bologna r eminded Capt ain Black nost algically of  t he good 
old days of  his Glor ious Loyalt y Oat h Cr usade when he had been a man of  r eal 
consequence, and when even big shot s like Milo Minder binder , Doc Daneeka and Pilt char d 
and Wr en had t r embled at  his appr oach and gr oveled at  his f eet . To pr ove t o newcomer s 
t hat  he r eally had been a man of  consequence once, he st ill had t he let t er  of  
commendat ion he had r eceived f r om Colonel Cat hcar t .
12 BOLOGNA
Act ually, it  was not  Capt ain Black but  Ser geant  Knight  who t r igger ed t he solemn panic of  
Bologna, slipping silent ly of f  t he t r uck f or  t wo ext r a f lak suit s as soon as he lear ned t he 
t ar get  and signaling t he st ar t  of  t he gr im pr ocession back int o t he par achut e t ent  t hat  
degener at ed int o a f r ant ic st ampede f inally bef or e all t he ext r a f lak suit s wer e gone.
’ Hey, what ’ s going on?’  Kid Sampson asked ner vously. ’ Bologna can’ t  be t hat  r ough, can 
it ?’
Nat ely, sit t ing t r ancelike on t he f loor  of  t he t r uck, held his gr ave young f ace in bot h 
hands and did not  answer  him.
I t  was Ser geant  Knight  and t he cr uel ser ies of  post ponement s, f or  j ust  as t hey wer e 
climbing up int o t heir  planes t hat  f ir st  mor ning, along came a j eep wit h t he news t hat  it  
was r aining in Bologna and t hat  t he mission would be delayed. I t  was r aining in Pianosa t oo 
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by t he t ime t hey r et ur ned t o t he squadr on, and t hey had t he r est  of  t hat  day t o st ar e 
woodenly at  t he bomb line on t he map under  t he awning of  t he int elligence t ent  and 
r uminat e hypnot ically on t he f act  t hat  t her e was no escape. The evidence was t her e 
vividly in t he nar r ow r ed r ibbon t acked acr oss t he mainland: t he gr ound f or ces in I t aly 
wer e pinned down f or t y-t wo insur mount able miles sout h of  t he t ar get  and could not  
possibly capt ur e t he cit y in t ime. Not hing could save t he men in Pianosa f r om t he mission 
t o Bologna. They wer e t r apped.
Their  only hope was t hat  it  would never  st op r aining, and t hey had no hope because t hey 
all knew it  would. When it  did st op r aining in Pianosa, it  r ained in Bologna. When it  st opped
r aining in Bologna, it  began again in Pianosa. I f  t her e was no r ain at  all, t her e wer e 
f r eakish, inexplicable phenomena like t he epidemic of  diar r hea or  t he bomb line t hat  
moved. Four  t imes dur ing t he f ir st  six days t hey wer e assembled and br ief ed and t hen 
sent  back. Once, t hey t ook of f  and wer e f lying in f or mat ion when t he cont r ol t ower  
summoned t hem down. The mor e it  r ained, t he wor se t hey suf f er ed. The wor se t hey 
suf f er ed, t he mor e t hey pr ayed t hat  it  would cont inue r aining. All t hr ough t he night , men 
looked at  t he sky and wer e saddened by t he st ar s. All t hr ough t he day, t hey looked at  
t he bomb line on t he big, wobbling easel map of  I t aly t hat  blew over  in t he wind and was 
dr agged in under  t he awning of  t he int elligence t ent  ever y t ime t he r ain began. The bomb 
line was a scar let  band of  nar r ow sat in r ibbon t hat  delineat ed t he f or war dmost  posit ion 
of  t he Allied gr ound f or ces in ever y sect or  of  t he I t alian mainland.
The mor ning af t er  Hungr y J oe’ s f ist  f ight  wit h Huple’ s cat , t he r ain st opped f alling in 
bot h places. The landing st r ip began t o dr y. I t  would t ake a f ull t went y-f our  hour s t o 
har den; but  t he sky r emained cloudless. The r esent ment s incubat ing in each man hat ched 
int o hat r ed. Fir st  t hey hat ed t he inf ant r ymen on t he mainland because t hey had f ailed t o
capt ur e Bologna. Then t hey began t o hat e t he bomb line it self . For  hour s t hey st ar ed 
r elent lessly at  t he scar let  r ibbon on t he map and hat ed it  because it  would not  move up 
high enough t o encompass t he cit y. When night  f ell, t hey congr egat ed in t he dar kness 
wit h f lashlight s, cont inuing t heir  macabr e vigil at  t he bomb line in br ooding ent r eat y as 
t hough hoping t o move t he r ibbon up by t he collect ive weight  of  t heir  sullen pr ayer s.
’ I  r eally can’ t  believe it ,’  Clevinger  exclaimed t o Yossar ian in a voice r ising and f alling in 
pr ot est  and wonder . ’ I t ’ s a complet e r ever sion t o pr imit ive super st it ion. They’ r e 
conf using cause and ef f ect . I t  makes as much sense as knocking on wood or  cr ossing your  
f inger s. They r eally believe t hat  we wouldn’ t  have t o f ly t hat  mission t omor r ow if  
someone would only t ipt oe up t o t he map in t he middle of  t he night  and move t he bomb 
line over  Bologna. Can you imagine? You and I  must  be t he only r at ional ones lef t .’
I n t he middle of  t he night  Yossar ian knocked on wood, cr ossed his f inger s, and t ipt oed 
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out  of  his t ent  t o move t he bomb line up over  Bologna.
Cor por al Kolodny t ipt oed st ealt hily int o Capt ain Black’ s t ent  ear ly t he next  mor ning, 
r eached inside t he mosquit o net  and gent ly shook t he moist  shoulder -blade he f ound 
t her e unt il Capt ain Black opened his eyes.
’ What  ar e you waking me up f or ?’  whimper ed Capt ain Black.
’ They capt ur ed Bologna, sir ,’  said Cor por al Kolodny. ’ I  t hought  you’ d want  t o know. I s t he
mission canceled?’
Capt ain Black t ugged himself  er ect  and began scr at ching his scr awny long t highs 
met hodically. I n a lit t le while he dr essed and emer ged f r om his t ent , squint ing, cr oss and 
unshaven. The sky was clear  and war m. He peer ed wit hout  emot ion at  t he map. Sur e 
enough, t hey had capt ur ed Bologna. I nside t he int elligence t ent , Cor por al Kolodny was 
alr eady r emoving t he maps of  Bologna f r om t he navigat ion kit s. Capt ain Black seat ed 
himself  wit h a loud yawn, lif t ed his f eet  t o t he t op of  his desk and phoned Colonel Kor n.
’ What  ar e you waking me up f or ?’  whimper ed Colonel Kor n.
’ They capt ur ed Bologna dur ing t he night , sir . I s t he mission canceled?’
’ What  ar e you t alking about , Black?’  Colonel Kor n gr owled. ’ Why should t he mission be 
canceled?’
’ Because t hey capt ur ed Bologna, sir . I sn’ t  t he mission canceled?’
’ Of  cour se t he mission is canceled. Do you t hink we’ r e bombing our  own t r oops now?’
’ What  ar e you waking me up f or ?’  Colonel Cat hcar t  whimper ed t o Colonel Kor n.
’ They capt ur ed Bologna,’  Colonel Kor n t old him. ’ I  t hought  you’ d want  t o know.’
’ Who capt ur ed Bologna?’
’ We did.’
Colonel Cat hcar t  was over j oyed, f or  he was r elieved of  t he embar r assing commit ment  t o 
bomb Bologna wit hout  blemish t o t he r eput at ion f or  valor  he had ear ned by volunt eer ing 
his men t o do it . Gener al Dr eedle was pleased wit h t he capt ur e of  Bologna, t oo, alt hough 
he was angr y wit h Colonel Moodus f or  waking him up t o t ell him about  it . Headquar t er s 
was also pleased and decided t o awar d a medal t o t he of f icer  who capt ur ed t he cit y. 
Ther e was no of f icer  who had capt ur ed t he cit y, so t hey gave t he medal t o Gener al 
Peckem inst ead, because Gener al Peckem was t he only of f icer  wit h suf f icient  init iat ive t o
ask f or  it .
As soon as Gener al Peckem had r eceived his medal, he began asking f or  incr eased 
r esponsibilit y. I t  was Gener al Peckem’ s opinion t hat  all combat  unit s in t he t heat er  should
be placed under  t he j ur isdict ion of  t he Special Ser vice Cor ps, of  which Gener al Peckem 
himself  was t he commanding of f icer . I f  dr opping bombs on t he enemy was not  a special 
ser vice, he r ef lect ed aloud f r equent ly wit h t he mar t yr ed smile of  sweet  r easonableness 
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t hat  was his loyal conf eder at e in ever y disput e, t hen he could not  help wonder ing what  in 
t he wor ld was. Wit h amiable r egr et , he declined t he of f er  of  a combat  post  under  
Gener al Dr eedle.
’ Flying combat  missions f or  Gener al Dr eedle is not  exact ly what  I  had in mind,’  he 
explained indulgent ly wit h a smoot h laugh. ’ I  was t hinking mor e in t er ms of  r eplacing 
Gener al Dr eedle, or  per haps of  somet hing above Gener al Dr eedle wher e I  could exer cise 
super vision over  a gr eat  many ot her  gener als t oo. You see, my most  pr ecious abilit ies ar e 
mainly administ r at ive ones. I  have a happy f acilit y f or  get t ing dif f er ent  people t o agr ee.’
’ He has a happy f acilit y f or  get t ing dif f er ent  people t o agr ee what  a pr ick he is,’  Colonel 
Car gill conf ided invidiously t o ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een in t he hope t hat  ex-P.F.C. 
Wint er gr een would spr ead t he unf avor able r epor t  along t hr ough Twent y-sevent h Air  
For ce Headquar t er s. ’ I f  anyone deser ves t hat  combat  post , I  do. I t  was even my idea 
t hat  we ask f or  t he medal.’
’ You r eally want  t o go int o combat ?’  ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een inquir ed.
’ Combat ?’  Colonel Car gill was aghast . ’ Oh, no - you misunder st and me. Of  cour se, I  
wouldn’ t  act ually mind going int o combat , but  my best  abilit ies ar e mainly administ r at ive 
ones. I  t oo have a happy f acilit y f or  get t ing dif f er ent  people t o agr ee.’
’ He t oo has a happy f acilit y f or  get t ing dif f er ent  people t o agr ee what  a pr ick he is,’  
ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een conf ided wit h a laugh t o Yossar ian, af t er  he had come t o Pianosa 
t o lear n if  it  was r eally t r ue about  Milo and t he Egypt ian cot t on. ’ I f  anyone deser ves a 
pr omot ion, I  do.’  Act ually, he had r isen alr eady t o ex-cor por al, having shot  t hr ough t he 
r anks shor t ly af t er  his t r ansf er  t o Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce Headquar t er s as a mail 
cler k and been bust ed r ight  down t o pr ivat e f or  making odious audible compar isons about  
t he commissioned of f icer s f or  whom he wor ked. The heady t ast e of  success had inf used 
him f ur t her  wit h mor alit y and f ir ed him wit h ambit ion f or  lof t ier  at t ainment s. ’ Do you 
want  t o buy some Zippo light er s?’  he asked Yossar ian. ’ They wer e st olen r ight  f r om 
quar t er mast er .’
’ Does Milo know you’ r e selling cigar et t e light er s?’
’ What ’ s it  his business? Milo’ s not  car r ying cigar et t e light er s t oo now, is he?’
’ He sur e is,’  Yossar ian t old him. ’ And his ar en’ t  st olen.’
’ That ’ s what  you t hink,’  ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een answer ed wit h a laconic snor t . ’ I ’ m selling
mine f or  a buck apiece. What ’ s he get t ing f or  his?’
’ A dollar  and a penny.’
Ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een snicker ed t r iumphant ly. ’ I  beat  him ever y t ime,’  he gloat ed. ’ Say, 
what  about  all t hat  Egypt ian cot t on he’ s st uck wit h? How much did he buy?’
’ All.’
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’ I n t he whole wor ld? Well, I ’ ll be danmed!’  ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een cr owed wit h malicious 
glee. ’ What  a dope! You wer e in Cair o wit h him. Why’ d you let  him do it ?’
’ Me?’  Yossar ian answer ed wit h a shr ug. ’ I  have no inf luence on him. I t  was t hose t elet ype
machines t hey have in all t he good r est aur ant s t her e. Milo had never  seen a st ock t icker  
bef or e, and t he quot at ion f or  Egypt ian cot t on happened t o be coming in j ust  as he asked 
t he headwait er  t o explain it  t o him. "Egypt ian cot t on?" Milo said wit h t hat  look of  his. 
"How much is Egypt ian cot t on selling f or ?" The next  t hing I  knew he had bought  t he 
whole goddam har vest . And now he can’ t  unload any of  it .’
’ He has no imaginat ion. I  can unload plent y of  it  in t he black mar ket  if  he’ ll make a deal.’
’ Milo knows t he black mar ket . Ther e’ s no demand f or  cot t on.’
’ But  t her e is a demand f or  medical supplies. I  can r oll t he cot t on up on wooden t oot hpicks
and peddle t hem as st er ile swabs. Will he sell t o me at  a good pr ice?’
’ He won’ t  sell t o you at  any pr ice,’  Yossar ian answer ed. ’ He’ s pr et t y sor e at  you f or  
going int o compet it ion wit h him. I n f act , he’ s pr et t y sor e at  ever ybody f or  get t ing 
diar r hea last  weekend and giving his mess hall a bad name. Say, you can help us.’  
Yossar ian suddenly seized his ar m. ’ Couldn’ t  you f or ge some of f icial or der s on t hat  
mimeogr aph machine of  your s and get  us out  of  f lying t o Bologna?’
Ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een pulled away slowly wit h a look of  scor n. ’ Sur e I  could,’  he 
explained wit h pr ide. ’ But  I  would never  dr eam of  doing anyt hing like t hat .’
’ Why not ?’
’ Because it ’ s your  j ob. We all have our  j obs t o do. My j ob is t o unload t hese Zippo 
light er s at  a pr of it  if  I  can and pick up some cot t on f r om Milo. Your  j ob is t o bomb t he 
ammunit ion dumps at  Bologna.’
’ But  I ’ m going t o be killed at  Bologna,’  Yossar ian pleaded. ’ We’ r e all going t o be killed.’
’ Then you’ ll j ust  have t o be killed,’  r eplied ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een. ’ Why can’ t  you be a 
f at alist  about  it  t he way I  am? I f  I ’ m dest ined t o unload t hese light er s at  a pr of it  and 
pick up some Egypt ian cot t on cheap f r om Milo, t hen t hat ’ s what  I ’ m going t o do. And if  
you’ r e dest ined t o be killed over  Bologna, t hen you’ r e going t o be killed, so you might  j ust
as well go out  and die like a man. I  hat e t o say t his, Yossar ian, but  you’ r e t ur ning int o a 
chr onic complainer .’
Clevinger  agr eed wit h ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een t hat  it  was Yossar ian’ s j ob t o get  killed over
Bologna and was livid wit h condemnat ion when Yossar ian conf essed t hat  it  was he who had
moved t he bomb line and caused t he mission t o be canceled.
’ Why t he hell not ?’  Yossar ian snar led, ar guing all t he mor e vehement ly because he 
suspect ed he was wr ong. ’ Am I  supposed t o get  my ass shot  of f  j ust  because t he colonel 
want s t o be a gener al?’
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’ What  about  t he men on t he mainland?’  Clevinger  demanded wit h j ust  as much emot ion. 
’ Ar e t hey supposed t o get  t heir  asses shot  of f  j ust  because you don’ t  want  t o go? Those 
men ar e ent it led t o air  suppor t !’
’ But  not  necessar ily by me. Look, t hey don’ t  car e who knocks out  t hose ammunit ion 
dumps. The only r eason we’ r e going is because t hat  bast ar d Cat hcar t  volunt eer ed us.’
’ Oh, I  know all t hat ,’  Clevinger  assur ed him, his gaunt  f ace pale and his agit at ed br own 
eyes swimming in sincer it y. ’ But  t he f act  r emains t hat  t hose ammunit ion dumps ar e st ill 
st anding. You know ver y well t hat  I  don’ t  appr ove of  Colonel Cat hcar t  any mor e t han you 
do.’  Clevinger  paused f or  emphasis, his mout h quiver ing, and t hen beat  his f ist  down 
sof t ly against  his sleeping-bag. ’ But  it ’ s not  f or  us t o det er mine what  t ar get s must  be 
dest r oyed or  who’ s t o dest r oy t hem or  - ’
’ Or  who get s killed doing it ? And why?’
’ Yes, even t hat . We have no r ight  t o quest ion -’
’ You’ r e insane!’
’ -  no r ight  t o quest ion -’
’ Do you r eally mean t hat  it ’ s not  my business how or  why I  get  killed and t hat  it  is Colonel
Cat hcar t ’ s? Do you r eally mean t hat ?’
’ Yes, I  do,’  Clevinger  insist ed, seeming unsur e. ’ Ther e ar e men ent r ust ed wit h winning 
t he war  who ar e in a much bet t er  posit ion t han we ar e t o decide what  t ar get s have t o be 
bombed.’
’ We ar e t alking about  t wo dif f er ent  t hings,’  Yossar ian answer ed wit h exagger at ed 
wear iness. ’ You ar e t alking about  t he r elat ionship of  t he Air  Cor ps t o t he inf ant r y, and I  
am t alking about  t he r elat ionship of  me t o Colonel Cat hcar t . You ar e t alking about  winning 
t he war , and I  am t alking about  winning t he war  and keeping alive.’
’ Exact ly,’  Clevinger  snapped smugly. ’ And which do you t hink is mor e impor t ant ?’
’ To whom?’  Yossar ian shot  back. ’ Open your  eyes, Clevinger . I t  doesn’ t  make a damned 
bit  of  dif f er ence who wins t he war  t o someone who’ s dead.’
Clevinger  sat  f or  a moment  as t hough he’ d been slapped. ’ Congr at ulat ions!’  he exclaimed 
bit t er ly, t he t hinnest  milk-whit e line enclosing his lips t ight ly in a bloodless, squeezing 
r ing. ’ I  can’ t  t hink of  anot her  at t it ude t hat  could be depended upon t o give gr eat er  
comf or t  t o t he enemy.’
’ The enemy,’  r et or t ed Yossar ian wit h weight ed pr ecision, ’ is anybody who’ s going t o get  
you killed, no mat t er  which side he’ s on, and t hat  includes Colonel Cat hcar t . And don’ t  
you f or get  t hat , because t he longer  you r emember  it , t he longer  you might  live.’
But  Clevinger  did f or get  it , and now he was dead. At  t he t ime, Clevinger  was so upset  by 
t he incident  t hat  Yossar ian did not  dar e t ell him he had also been r esponsible f or  t he 
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epidemic of  diar r hea t hat  had caused t he ot her  unnecessar y post ponement . Milo was even
mor e upset  by t he possibilit y t hat  someone had poisoned his squadr on again, and he came 
bust ling f r et f ully t o Yossar ian f or  assist ance.
’ Please f ind out  f r om Cor por al Snar k if  he put  laundr y soap in t he sweet  pot at oes again,’  
he r equest ed f ur t ively. ’ Cor por al Snar k t r ust s you and will t ell you t he t r ut h if  you give 
him your  wor d you won’ t  t ell anyone else. As soon as he t ells you, come and t ell me.’
’ Of  cour se I  put  laundr y soap in t he sweet  pot at oes,’  Cor por al Snar k admit t ed t o 
Yossar ian. ’ That ’ s what  you asked me t o do, isn’ t  it ? Laundr y soap is t he best  way.’
’ He swear s t o God he didn’ t  have a t hing t o do wit h it ,’  Yossar ian r epor t ed back t o Milo.
Milo pout ed dubiously. ’ Dunbar  says t her e is no God.’
Ther e was no hope lef t . By t he middle of  t he second week, ever yone in t he squadr on 
began t o look like Hungr y J oe, who was not  scheduled t o f ly and scr eamed hor r ibly in his 
sleep. He was t he only one who could sleep. All night  long, men moved t hr ough t he 
dar kness out side t heir  t ent s like t ongueless wr ait hs wit h cigar et t es. I n t he dayt ime t hey
st ar ed at  t he bomb line in f ut ile, dr ooping clust er s or  at  t he st ill f igur e of  Doc Daneeka 
sit t ing in f r ont  of  t he closed door  of  t he medical t ent  beneat h t he mor bid hand-let t er ed 
sign. They began t o invent  humor less, glum j okes of  t heir  own and disast r ous r umor s 
about  t he dest r uct ion await ing t hem at  Bologna.
Yossar ian sidled up dr unkenly t o Colonel Kor n at  t he of f icer s’  club one night  t o kid wit h 
him about  t he new Lepage gun t hat  t he Ger mans had moved in.
’ What  Lepage gun?’  Colonel Kor n inquir ed wit h cur iosit y.
’ The new t hr ee-hundr ed-and-f or t y-f our -millimet er  Lepage glue gun,’  Yossar ian answer ed.
’ I t  glues a whole f or mat ion of  planes t oget her  in mid-air .’
Colonel Kor n j er ked his elbow f r ee f r om Yossar ian’ s clut ching f inger s in st ar t led af f r ont .
’ Let  go of  me, you idiot !’  he cr ied out  f ur iously, glar ing wit h vindict ive appr oval as Nat ely 
leaped upon Yossar ian’ s back and pulled him away. ’ Who is t hat  lunat ic, anyway?’
Colonel Cat hcar t  chor t led mer r ily. ’ That ’ s t he man you made me give a medal t o af t er  
Fer r ar a. You had me pr omot e him t o capt ain, t oo, r emember ? I t  ser ves you r ight .’
Nat ely was light er  t han Yossar ian and had gr eat  dif f icult y maneuver ing Yossar ian’ s 
lur ching bulk acr oss t he r oom t o an unoccupied t able. ’ Ar e you cr azy?’  Nat ely kept  
hissing wit h t r epidat ion. ’ That  was Colonel Kor n. Ar e you cr azy?’
Yossar ian want ed anot her  dr ink and pr omised t o leave quiet ly if  Nat ely br ought  him one. 
Then he made Nat ely br ing him t wo mor e. When Nat ely f inally coaxed him t o t he door , 
Capt ain Black came st omping in f r om out side, banging his sloshing shoes down har d on t he 
wood f loor  and spilling wat er  f r om his eaves like a high r oof .
’ Boy, ar e you bast ar ds in f or  it !’  he announced exuber ant ly, splashing away f r om t he 
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puddle f or ming at  his f eet . ’ I  j ust  got  a call f r om Colonel Kor n. Do you know what  t hey’ ve
got  wait ing f or  you at  Bologna? Ha! Ha! They’ ve got  t he new Lepage glue gun. I t  glues a 
whole f or mat ion of  planes t oget her  in mid-air .’
’ My God, it ’ s t r ue!’  Yossar ian shr ieked, and collapsed against  Nat ely in t er r or .
’ Ther e is no God,’  answer ed Dunbar  calmly, coming up wit h a slight  st agger .
’ Hey, give me a hand wit h him, will you? I ’ ve got  t o get  him back in his t ent .’
’ Says who?’
’ Says me. Gee, look at  t he r ain.’
’ We’ ve got  t o get  a car .’
’ St eal Capt ain Black’ s car ,’  said Yossar ian. ’ That ’ s what  I  always do.’
’ We can’ t  st eal anybody’ s car . Since you began st ealing t he near est  car  ever y t ime you 
want ed one, nobody leaves t he ignit ion on.’
’ Hop in,’  said Chief  Whit e Half oat , dr iving up dr unk in a cover ed j eep. He wait ed unt il 
t hey had cr owded inside and t hen spur t ed ahead wit h a suddenness t hat  r olled t hem all 
over  backwar d. He r oar ed wit h laught er  at  t heir  cur ses. He dr ove st r aight  ahead when 
he lef t  t he par king lot  and r ammed t he car  int o t he embankment  on t he ot her  side of  t he
r oad. The ot her s piled f or war d in a helpless heap and began cur sing him again. ’ I  f or got  
t o t ur n,’  he explained.
’ Be car ef ul, will you?’  Nat ely caut ioned. ’ You’ d bet t er  put  your  headlight s on.’
Chief  Whit e Half oat  pulled back in r ever se, made his t ur n and shot  away up t he r oad at  
t op speed. The wheels wer e sibilant  on t he whizzing blackt op sur f ace.
’ Not  so f ast ,’  ur ged Nat ely.
’ You’ d bet t er  t ake me t o your  squadr on f ir st  so I  can help you put  him t o bed. Then you 
can dr ive me back t o my squadr on.’
’ Who t he hell ar e you?’
’ Dunbar .’
’ Hey, put  your  headlight s on,’  Nat ely shout ed. ’ And wat ch t he r oad!’
’ They ar e on. I sn’ t  Yossar ian in t his car ? That ’ s t he only r eason I  let  t he r est  of  you 
bast ar ds in.’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  t ur ned complet ely ar ound t o st ar e int o t he back seat .
’ Wat ch t he r oad!’
’ Yossar ian? I s Yossar ian in her e?’
’ I ’ m her e, Chief . Let ’ s go home. What  makes you so sur e? You never  answer ed my 
quest ion.’
’ You see? I  t old you he was her e.’
’ What  quest ion?’
’ What ever  it  was we wer e t alking about .’
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’ Was it  impor t ant ?’
’ I  don’ t  r emember  if  it  was impor t ant  or  not . I  wish t o God I  knew what  it  was.’
’ Ther e is no God.’
’ That ’ s what  we wer e t alking about ,’  Yossar ian cr ied. ’ What  makes you so sur e?’
’ Hey, ar e you sur e your  headlight s ar e on?’  Nat ely called out .
’ They’ r e on, t hey’ r e on. What  does he want  f r om me? I t ’ s all t his r ain on t he windshield 
t hat  makes it  look dar k f r om back t her e.’
’ Beaut if ul, beaut if ul r ain.’
’ I  hope it  never  st ops r aining. Rain, r ain, go a - ’
’ -  way. Come a -’
’ -  again some ot h - ’
’ -  er  day. Lit t le Yo-Yo want s - ’
’ -  t o play. I n - ’
’ -  t he meadow, in - ’
Chief  Whit e Half oat  missed t he next  t ur n in t he r oad and r an t he j eep all t he way up t o 
t he cr est  of  a st eep embankment . Rolling back down, t he j eep t ur ned over  on it s side and 
set t led sof t ly in t he mud. Ther e was a f r ight ened silence.
’ I s ever yone all r ight ?’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  inquir ed in a hushed voice. No one was 
inj ur ed, and he heaved a long sigh of  r elief . ’ You know, t hat ’ s my t r ouble,’  he gr oaned. ’ I  
never  list en t o anybody. Somebody kept  t elling me t o put  my headlight s on, but  I  j ust  
wouldn’ t  list en.’
’ I  kept  t elling you t o put  your  headlight s on.’
’ I  know, I  know. And I  j ust  wouldn’ t  list en, would I ? I  wish I  had a dr ink. I  do have a 
dr ink. Look. I t ’ s not  br oken.’
’ I t ’ s r aining in,’  Nat ely not iced. ’ I ’ m get t ing wet .’
Chief  Whit e Half oat  got  t he bot t le of  r ye open, dr ank and handed it  of f . Lying t angled up
on t op of  each ot her , t hey all dr ank but  Nat ely, who kept  gr oping inef f ect ually f or  t he 
door  handle. The bot t le f ell against  his head wit h a clunk, and whiskey pour ed down his 
neck. He began wr it hing convulsively.
’ Hey, we’ ve got  t o get  out  of  her e!’  he cr ied. ’ We’ ll all dr own.’
’ I s anybody in t her e?’  asked Clevinger  wit h concer n, shining a f lashlight  down f r om t he 
t op.
’ I t ’ s Clevinger !’  t hey shout ed, and t r ied t o pull him in t hr ough t he window as he r eached 
down t o aid t hem.
’ Look at  t hem!’  Clevinger  exclaimed indignant ly t o McWat t , who sat  gr inning at  t he wheel 
of  t he st af f  car . ’ Lying t her e like a bunch of  dr unken animals. You t oo, Nat ely? You ought
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t o be ashamed! Come on - help me get  t hem out  of  her e bef or e t hey all die of  pneumonia.’
’ You know, t hat  don’ t  sound like such a bad idea,’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  r ef lect ed. ’ I  t hink
I  will die of  pneumonia.’
’ Why?’
’ Why not ?’  answer ed Chief  Whit e Half oat , and lay back in t he mud cont ent edly wit h t he 
bot t le of  r ye cuddled in his ar ms.
’ Oh, now look what  he’ s doing!’  Clevinger  exclaimed wit h ir r it at ion. ’ Will you get  up and 
get  int o t he car  so we can all go back t o t he squadr on?’
’ We can’ t  all go back. Someone has t o st ay her e t o help t he Chief  wit h t his car  he signed 
out  of  t he mot or  pool.’
Chief  Whit e Half oat  set t led back in t he st af f  car  wit h an ebullient , pr idef ul chuckle. 
’ That ’ s Capt ain Black’ s car ,’  he inf or med t hem j ubilant ly. ’ I  st ole it  f r om him at  t he 
of f icer s’  club j ust  now wit h an ext r a set  of  keys he t hought  he lost  t his mor ning.’
’ Well, I ’ ll be damned! That  calls f or  a dr ink.’
’ Haven’ t  you had enough t o dr ink?’  Clevinger  began scolding as soon as McWat t  st ar t ed 
t he car . ’ Look at  you. You don’ t  car e if  you dr ink your selves t o deat h or  dr own your selves
t o deat h, do you?’
’ J ust  as long as we don’ t  f ly our selves t o deat h.’
’ Hey, open it  up, open it  up,’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  ur ged McWat t . ’ And t ur n of f  t he 
headlight s. That ’ s t he only way t o do it .’
’ Doc Daneeka is r ight ,’  Clevinger  went  on. ’ People don’ t  know enough t o t ake car e of  
t hemselves. I  r eally am disgust ed wit h all of  you.’
’ Okay, f at mout h, out  of  t he car ,’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  or der ed. ’ Ever ybody get  out  of  
t he car  but  Yossar ian. Wher e’ s Yossar ian?’
’ Get  t he hell of f  me.’  Yossar ian laughed, pushing him away. ’ You’ r e all cover ed wit h mud.’
Clevinger  f ocused on Nat ely. ’ You’ r e t he one who r eally sur pr ises me. Do you know what  
you smell like? I nst ead of  t r ying t o keep him out  of  t r ouble, you get  j ust  as dr unk as he 
is. Suppose he got  in anot her  f ight  wit h Appleby?’  Clevinger ’ s eyes opened wide wit h 
alar m when he hear d Yossar ian chuckle. ’ He didn’ t  get  in anot her  f ight  wit h Appleby, did 
he?’
’ Not  t his t ime,’  said Dunbar .
’ No, not  t his t ime. This t ime I  did even bet t er .’
’ This t ime he got  in a f ight  wit h Colonel Kor n.’
’ He didn’ t !’  gasped Clevinger .
’ He did?’  exclaimed Chief  Whit e Half oat  wit h delight . ’ That  calls f or  a dr ink.’
’ But  t hat ’ s t er r ible!’  Clevinger  declar ed wit h deep appr ehension. ’ Why in t he wor ld did 
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you have t o pick on Colonel Kor n? Say, what  happened t o t he light s? Why is ever yt hing so 
dar k?’
’ I  t ur ned t hem of f ,’  answer ed McWat t . ’ You know, Chief  Whit e Half oat  is r ight . I t ’ s 
much bet t er  wit h t he headlight s of f .’
’ Ar e you cr azy?’  Clevinger  scr eamed, and lunged f or war d t o snap t he headlight s on. He 
whir led ar ound upon Yossar ian in near  hyst er ia. ’ You see what  you’ r e doing? You’ ve got  
t hem all act ing like you! Suppose it  st ops r aining and we have t o f ly t o Bologna t omor r ow. 
You’ ll be in f ine physical condit ion.’
’ I t  won’ t  ever  gonna st op r aining. No, sir , a r ain like t his r eally might  go on f or ever .’
’ I t  has st opped r aining!’  someone said, and t he whole car  f ell silent .
’ You poor  bast ar ds,’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  mur mur ed compassionat ely af t er  a f ew 
moment s had passed.
’ Did it  r eally st op r aining?’  Yossar ian asked meekly.
McWat t  swit ched of f  t he windshield wiper s t o make cer t ain. The r ain had st opped. The 
sky was st ar t ing t o clear . The moon was shar p behind a gauzy br own mist .
’ Oh, well,’  sang McWat t  sober ly. ’ What  t he hell.’
’ Don’ t  wor r y, f ellas,’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  said. ’ The landing st r ip is t oo sof t  t o use 
t omor r ow. Maybe it ’ ll st ar t  r aining again bef or e t he f ield dr ies out .’
’ You goddam st inking lousy son of  a bit ch,’  Hungr y J oe scr eamed f r om his t ent  as t hey 
sped int o t he squadr on.
’ J esus, is he back her e t onight ? I  t hought  he was st ill in Rome wit h t he cour ier  ship.’
’ Oh! Ooooh! Oooooooh!’  Hungr y J oe scr eamed.
Chief  Whit e Half oat  shudder ed. ’ That  guy gives me t he willies,’  he conf essed in a 
gr ouchy whisper . ’ Hey, what ever  happened t o Capt ain Flume?’
’ Ther e’ s a guy t hat  gives me t he willies. I  saw him in t he woods last  week eat ing wild 
ber r ies. He never  sleeps in his t r ailer  any mor e. He looked like hell.’
’ Hungr y J oe’ s af r aid he’ ll have t o r eplace somebody who goes on sick call, even t hough 
t her e is no sick call. Did you see him t he ot her  night  when he t r ied t o kill Haver meyer  
and f ell int o Yossar ian’ s slit  t r ench?’
’ Ooooh!’  scr eamed Hungr y J oe. ’ Oh! Ooooh! Ooooooh!’
’ I t  sur e is a pleasur e not  having Flume ar ound in t he mess hall any mor e. No mor e of  t hat  
"Pass t he salt , Walt ." ’
’ Or  "Pass t he br ead, Fr ed." ’
’ Or  "Shoot  me a beet , Pet e." ’
’ Keep away, keep away,’  Hungr y J oe scr eamed. ’ I  said keep away, keep away, you goddam 
st inking lousy son of  a bit ch.’

Page 107



J oseph Heller  - Cat ch - 22
’ At  least  we f ound out  what  he dr eams about ,’  Dunbar  obser ved wr yly. ’ He dr eams about
goddam st inking lousy sons of  bit ches.’
Lat e t hat  night  Hungr y J oe dr eamed t hat  Huple’ s cat  was sleeping on his f ace, 
suf f ocat ing him, and when he woke up, Huple’ s cat  was sleeping on his f ace. His agony was
t er r if ying, t he pier cing, unear t hly howl wit h which he split  t he moonlit  dar k vibr at ing in 
it s own impact  f or  seconds af t er war d like a devast at ing shock. A numbing silence 
f ollowed, and t hen a r iot ous din r ose f r om inside his t ent .
Yossar ian was among t he f ir st  ones t her e. When he bur st  t hr ough t he ent r ance, Hungr y 
J oe had his gun out  and was st r uggling t o wr ench his ar m f r ee f r om Huple t o shoot  t he 
cat , who kept  spit t ing and f eint ing at  him f er ociously t o dist r act  him f r om shoot ing 
Huple. Bot h humans wer e in t heir  GI  under wear . The unf r ost ed light  bulb over head was 
swinging cr azily on it s loose wir e, and t he j umbled black shadows kept  swir ling and 
bobbing chaot ically, so t hat  t he ent ir e t ent  seemed t o be r eeling. Yossar ian r eached out  
inst inct ively f or  balance and t hen launched himself  f or war d in a pr odigious dive t hat  
cr ushed t he t hr ee combat ant s t o t he gr ound beneat h him. He emer ged f r om t he melee 
wit h t he scr uf f  of  a neck in each hand - Hungr y J oe’ s neck and t he cat ’ s. Hungr y J oe and
t he cat  glar ed at  each ot her  savagely. The cat  spat  viciously at  Hungr y J oe, and Hungr y 
J oe t r ied t o hit  it  wit h a haymaker .
’ A f air  f ight ,’  Yossar ian decr eed, and all t he ot her s who had come r unning t o t he upr oar  
in hor r or  began cheer ing ecst at ically in a t r emendous over f low of  r elief . ’ We’ ll have a 
f air  f ight ,’  he explained of f icially t o Hungr y J oe and t he cat  af t er  he had car r ied t hem 
bot h out side, st ill holding t hem apar t  by t he scr uf f s of  t heir  necks. ’ Fist s, f angs and 
claws. But  no guns,’  he war ned Hungr y J oe. ’ And no spit t ing,’  he war ned t he cat  st er nly. 
’ When I  t ur n you bot h loose, go. Br eak clean in t he clinches and come back f ight ing. Go!’
Ther e was a huge, giddy cr owd of  men who wer e avid f or  any diver sion, but  t he cat  
t ur ned chicken t he moment  Yossar ian r eleased him and f led f r om Hungr y J oe 
ignominiously like a yellow dog. Hungr y J oe was declar ed t he winner . He swagger ed away 
happily wit h t he pr oud smile of  a champion, his shr iveled head high and his emaciat ed 
chest  out . He went  back t o bed vict or ious and dr eamed again t hat  Huple’ s cat  was 
sleeping on his f ace, suf f ocat ing him.
13 MAJ OR - DE COVERLEY
Moving t he bomb line did not  f ool t he Ger mans, but  it  did f ool Maj or  - de Cover ley, who 
packed his muset t e bag, commandeer ed an air plane and, under  t he impr ession t hat  
Flor ence t oo had been capt ur ed by t he Allies, had himself  f lown t o t hat  cit y t o r ent  t wo 
apar t ment s f or  t he of f icer s and t he enlist ed men in t he squadr on t o use on r est  leaves. 
He had st ill not  r et ur ned by t he t ime Yossar ian j umped back out side Maj or  Maj or ’ s 
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of f ice and wonder ed whom t o appeal t o next  f or  help.
Maj or  - de Cover ley was a splendid, awe-inspir ing, gr ave old man wit h a massive leonine 
head and an angr y shock of  wild whit e hair  t hat  r aged like a blizzar d ar ound his st er n, 
pat r iar chal f ace. His dut ies as squadr on execut ive of f icer  did consist  ent ir ely, as bot h 
Doc Daneeka and Maj or  Maj or  had conj ect ur ed, of  pit ching hor seshoes, kidnaping I t alian 
labor er s, and r ent ing apar t ment s f or  t he enlist ed men and of f icer s t o use on r est  leaves, 
and he excelled at  all t hr ee.
Each t ime t he f all of  a cit y like Naples, Rome or  Flor ence seemed imminent , Maj or  - de 
Cover ley would pack his muset t e bag, commandeer  an air plane and a pilot , and have 
himself  f lown away, accomplishing all t his wit hout  ut t er ing a wor d, by t he sheer  f or ce of  
his solemn, domineer ing visage and t he per empt or y gest ur es of  his wr inkled f inger . A day
or  t wo af t er  t he cit y f ell, he would be back wit h leases on t wo lar ge and luxur ious 
apar t ment s t her e, one f or  t he of f icer s and one f or  t he enlist ed men, bot h alr eady 
st af f ed wit h compet ent , j olly cooks and maids. A f ew days af t er  t hat , newspaper s would 
appear  t hr oughout  t he wor ld wit h phot ogr aphs of  t he f ir st  Amer ican soldier s bludgeoning
t heir  way int o t he shat t er ed cit y t hr ough r ubble and smoke. I nevit ably, Maj or  - de 
Cover ley was among t hem, seat ed st r aight  as a r amr od in a j eep he had obt ained f r om 
somewher e, glancing neit her  r ight  nor  lef t  as t he ar t iller y f ir e bur st  about  his invincible 
head and lit he young inf ant r ymen wit h car bines went  loping up along t he sidewalks in t he 
shelt er  of  bur ning buildings or  f ell dead in door ways. He seemed et er nally indest r uct ible 
as he sat  t her e sur r ounded by danger , his f eat ur es molded f ir mly int o t hat  same f ier ce, 
r egal, j ust  and f or bidding count enance which was r ecognized and r ever ed by ever y man in
t he squadr on.
To Ger man int elligence, Maj or  - de Cover ley was a vexat ious enigma; not  one of  t he 
hundr eds of  Amer ican pr isoner s would ever  supply any concr et e inf or mat ion about  t he 
elder ly whit e-hair ed of f icer  wit h t he gnar led and menacing br ow and blazing, power f ul 
eyes who seemed t o spear head ever y impor t ant  advance so f ear lessly and successf ully. 
To Amer ican aut hor it ies his ident it y was equally per plexing; a whole r egiment  of  cr ack 
C.I .D. men had been t hr own int o t he f r ont  lines t o f ind out  who he was, while a bat t alion 
of  combat -har dened public-r elat ions of f icer s st ood on r ed aler t  t went y-f our  hour s a day 
wit h or der s t o begin publicizing him t he moment  he was locat ed.
I n Rome, Maj or  - de Cover ley had out done himself  wit h t he apar t ment s. For  t he of f icer s,
who ar r ived in gr oups of  f our  or  f ive, t her e was an immense double r oom f or  each in a 
new whit e st one building, wit h t hr ee spacious bat hr ooms wit h walls of  shimmer ing 
aquamar ine t ile and one skinny maid named Michaela who t it t er ed at  ever yt hing and kept  
t he apar t ment  in spot less or der . On t he landing below lived t he obsequious owner s. On 
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t he landing above lived t he beaut if ul r ich black-hair ed Count ess and her  beaut if ul, r ich 
black-hair ed daught er -in-law, bot h of  whom would put  out  only f or  Nat ely, who was t oo 
shy t o want  t hem, and f or  Aar f y, who was t oo st uf f y t o t ake t hem and t r ied t o dissuade 
t hem f r om ever  put t ing out  f or  anyone but  t heir  husbands, who had chosen t o r emain in 
t he nor t h wit h t he f amily’ s business int er est s.
’ They’ r e r eally a couple of  good kids,’  Aar f y conf ided ear nest ly t o Yossar ian, whose 
r ecur r ing dr eam it  was t o have t he nude milk-whit e f emale bodies of  bot h t hese beaut if ul
r ich black-hair ed good kids lying st r et ched out  in bed er ot ically wit h him at  t he same 
t ime.
The enlist ed men descended upon Rome in gangs of  t welve or  mor e wit h Gar gant uan 
appet it es and heavy cr at es f illed wit h canned f ood f or  t he women t o cook and ser ve t o 
t hem in t he dining r oom of  t heir  own apar t ment  on t he sixt h f loor  of  a r ed br ick building 
wit h a clinking elevat or . Ther e was always mor e act ivit y at  t he enlist ed men’ s place. 
Ther e wer e always mor e enlist ed men, t o begin wit h, and mor e women t o cook and ser ve 
and sweep and scr ub, and t hen t her e wer e always t he gay and silly sensual young gir ls 
t hat  Yossar ian had f ound and br ought  t her e and t hose t hat  t he sleepy enlist ed men 
r et ur ning t o Pianosa af t er  t heir  exhaust ing seven-day debauch had br ought  t her e on 
t heir  own and wer e leaving behind f or  whoever  want ed t hem next . The gir ls had shelt er  
and f ood f or  as long as t hey want ed t o st ay. All t hey had t o do in r et ur n was hump any of  
t he men who asked t hem t o, which seemed t o make ever yt hing j ust  about  per f ect  f or  
t hem.
Ever y f our t h day or  so Hungr y J oe came cr ashing in like a man in t or ment , hoar se, wild, 
and f r enet ic, if  he had been unlucky enough t o f inish his missions again and was f lying t he
cour ier  ship. Most  t imes he slept  at  t he enlist ed men’ s apar t ment . Nobody was cer t ain 
how many r ooms Maj or  - de Cover ley had r ent ed, not  even t he st out  black-bodiced woman
in cor set s on t he f ir st  f loor  f r om whom he had r ent ed t hem. They cover ed t he whole t op 
f loor , and Yossar ian knew t hey ext ended down t o t he f if t h f loor  as well, f or  it  was in 
Snowden’ s r oom on t he f if t h f loor  t hat  he had f inally f ound t he maid in t he lime-color ed 
pant ies wit h a dust  mop t he day af t er  Bologna, af t er  Hungr y J oe had discover ed him in 
bed wit h Luciana at  t he of f icer s’  apar t ment  t hat  same mor ning and had gone r unning like 
a f iend f or  his camer a.
The maid in t he lime-color ed pant ies was a cheer f ul, f at , obliging woman in her  
mid-t hir t ies wit h squashy t highs and swaying hams in lime-color ed pant ies t hat  she was 
always r olling of f  f or  any man who want ed her . She had a plain br oad f ace and was t he 
most  vir t uous woman alive: she laid f or  ever ybody, r egar dless of  r ace, cr eed, color  or  
place of  nat ional or igin, donat ing her self  sociably as an act  of  hospit alit y, pr ocr ast inat ing 
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not  even f or  t he moment  it  might  t ake t o discar d t he clot h or  br oom or  dust  mop she was
clut ching at  t he t ime she was gr abbed. Her  allur e st emmed f r om her  accessibilit y; like 
Mt . Ever est , she was t her e, and t he men climbed on t op of  her  each t ime t hey f elt  t he 
ur ge. Yossar ian was in love wit h t he maid in t he lime-color ed pant ies because she seemed 
t o be t he only woman lef t  he could make love t o wit hout  f alling in love wit h. Even t he 
bald-headed gir l in Sicily st ill evoked in him st r ong sensat ions of  pit y, t ender ness and 
r egr et .
Despit e t he mult iple per ils t o which Maj or  - de Cover ley exposed himself  each t ime he 
r ent ed apar t ment s, his only inj ur y had occur r ed, ir onically enough, while he was leading 
t he t r iumphal pr ocession int o t he open cit y of  Rome, wher e he was wounded in t he eye by 
a f lower  f ir ed at  him f r om close r ange by a seedy, cackling, int oxicat ed old man, who, like
Sat an himself , had t hen bounded up on Maj or  - de Cover ley’ s car  wit h malicious glee, 
seized him r oughly and cont empt uously by his vener able whit e head and kissed him 
mockingly on each cheek wit h a mout h r eeking wit h sour  f umes of  wine, cheese and gar lic,
bef or e dr opping back int o t he j oyous celebr at ing t hr ongs wit h a hollow, dr y, excor iat ing 
laugh. Maj or  - de Cover ley, a Spar t an in adver sit y, did not  f linch once t hr oughout  t he 
whole hideous or deal. And not  unt il he had r et ur ned t o Pianosa, his business in Rome 
complet ed, did he seek medical at t ent ion f or  his wound.
He r esolved t o r emain binocular  and specif ied t o Doc Daneeka t hat  his eye pat ch be 
t r anspar ent  so t hat  he could cont inue pit ching hor seshoes, kidnaping I t alian labor er s and 
r ent ing apar t ment s wit h unimpair ed vision. To t he men in t he squadr on, Maj or  - de 
Cover ley was a colossus, alt hough t hey never  dar ed t ell him so. The only one who ever  did 
dar e addr ess him was Milo Minder binder , who appr oached t he hor seshoe-pit ching pit  wit h
a har d-boiled egg his second week in t he squadr on and held it  alof t  f or  Maj or  - de 
Cover ley t o see. Maj or  - de Cover ley st r aight ened wit h ast onishment  at  Milo’ s 
ef f r ont er y and concent r at ed upon him t he f ull f ur y of  his st or ming count enance wit h it s 
r ugged over hang of  gullied f or ehead and huge cr ag of  a humpbacked nose t hat  came 
char ging out  of  his f ace wr at hf ully like a Big Ten f ullback. Milo st ood his gr ound, t aking 
shelt er  behind t he har d-boiled egg r aised pr ot ect ively bef or e his f ace like a magic 
char m. I n t ime t he gale began t o subside, and t he danger  passed.
’ What  is t hat ?’  Maj or  - de Cover ley demanded at  last .
’ An egg,’  Milo answer ed
’ What  kind of  an egg?’  Maj or  - de Cover ley demanded.
’ A har d-boiled egg,’  Milo answer ed.
’ What  kind of  a har d-boiled egg?’  Maj or  - de Cover ley demanded.
’ A f r esh har d-boiled egg,’  Milo answer ed.
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’ Wher e did t he f r esh egg come f r om?’  Maj or - de Cover ley demanded.
’ Fr om a chicken,’  Milo answer ed.
’ Wher e is t he chicken?’  Maj or  - de Cover ley demanded.
’ The chicken is in Malt a,’  Milo answer ed.
’ How many chickens ar e t her e in Malt a?’
’ Enough chickens t o lay f r esh eggs f or  ever y of f icer  in t he squadr on at  f ive cent s apiece 
f r om t he mess f und,’  Milo answer ed.
’ I  have a weakness f or  f r esh eggs,’  Maj or  - de Cover ley conf essed.
’ I f  someone put  a plane at  my disposal, I  could f ly down t her e once a week in a squadr on 
plane and br ing back all t he f r esh eggs we need,’  Milo answer ed. ’ Af t er  all, Malt a’ s not  so
f ar  away.’
’ Malt a’ s not  so f ar  away,’  Maj or  - de Cover ley obser ved. ’ You could pr obably f ly down 
t her e once a week in a squadr on plane and br ing back all t he f r esh eggs we need.’
’ Yes,’  Milo agr eed. ’ I  suppose I  could do t hat , if  someone want ed me t o and put  a plane at
my disposal.’
’ I  like my f r esh eggs f r ied,’  Maj or  - de Cover ley r emember ed. ’ I n f r esh but t er .’
’ I  can f ind all t he f r esh but t er  we need in Sicily f or  t went y-f ive cent s a pound,’  Milo 
answer ed. ’ Twent y-f ive cent s a pound f or  f r esh but t er  is a good buy. Ther e’ s enough 
money in t he mess f und f or  but t er  t oo, and we could pr obably sell some t o t he ot her  
squadr ons at  a pr of it  and get  back most  of  what  we pay f or  our  own.’
’ What ’ s your  name, son?’  asked Maj or  - de Cover ley.
’ My name is Milo Minder binder , sir . I  am t went y-seven year s old.’
’ You’ r e a good mess of f icer , Milo.’
’ I ’ m not  t he mess of f icer , sir .’
’ You’ r e a good mess of f icer , Milo.’
’ Thank you, sir . I ’ ll do ever yt hing in my power  t o be a good mess of f icer .’
’ Bless you, my boy. Have a hor seshoe.’
’ Thank you, sir . What  should I  do wit h it ?’
’ Thr ow it .’
’ Away?’
’ At  t he peg t her e. Then pick it  up and t hr ow it  at  t his peg. I t ’ s a game, see? You get  t he 
hor seshoe back.’
’ Yes, sir . I  see. How much ar e hor seshoes selling f or ?’
The smell of  a f r esh egg snapping exot ically in a pool of  f r esh but t er  car r ied a long way 
on t he Medit er r anean t r ade winds and br ought  Gener al Dr eedle r acing back wit h a 
vor acious appet it e, accompanied by his nur se, who accompanied him ever ywher e, and his 
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son-in-law, Colonel Moodus. I n t he beginning Gener al Dr eedle devour ed all his meals in 
Milo’ s mess hall. Then t he ot her  t hr ee squadr ons in Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s gr oup t ur ned t heir
mess halls over  t o Milo and gave him an air plane and a pilot  each so t hat  he could buy 
f r esh eggs and f r esh but t er  f or  t hem t oo. Milo’ s planes shut t led back and f or t h seven 
days a week as ever y of f icer  in t he f our  squadr ons began devour ing f r esh eggs in an 
insat iable or gy of  f r esh-egg eat ing. Gener al Dr eedle devour ed f r esh eggs f or  br eakf ast , 
lunch and dinner  - bet ween meals he devour ed mor e f r esh eggs - unt il Milo locat ed 
abundant  sour ces of  f r esh veal, beef , duck, baby lamb chops, mushr oom caps, br occoli, 
Sout h Af r ican r ock lobst er  t ails, shr imp, hams, puddings, gr apes, ice cr eam, st r awber r ies
and ar t ichokes. Ther e wer e t hr ee ot her  bomb gr oups in Gener al Dr eedle’ s combat  wing, 
and t hey each j ealously dispat ched t heir  own planes t o Malt a f or  f r esh eggs, but  
discover ed t hat  f r esh eggs wer e selling t her e f or  seven cent s apiece. Since t hey could 
buy t hem f r om Milo f or  f ive cent s apiece, it  made mor e sense t o t ur n over  t heir  mess 
halls t o his syndicat e, t oo, and give him t he planes and pilot s needed t o f er r y in all t he 
ot her  good f ood he pr omised t o supply as well.
Ever yone was elat ed wit h t his t ur n of  event s, most  of  all Colonel Cat hcar t , who was 
convinced he had won a f eat her  in his cap. He gr eet ed Milo j ovially each t ime t hey met  
and, in an excess of  cont r it e gener osit y, impulsively r ecommended Maj or  Maj or  f or  
pr omot ion. The r ecommendat ion was r ej ect ed at  once at  Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce 
Headquar t er s by ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een, who scr ibbled a br usque, unsigned r eminder  t hat
t he Ar my had only one Maj or  Maj or  Maj or  Maj or  and did not  int end t o lose him by 
pr omot ion j ust  t o please Colonel Cat hcar t . Colonel Cat hcar t  was st ung by t he blunt  r ebuke
and skulked guilt ily about  his r oom in smar t ing r epudiat ion. He blamed Maj or  Maj or  f or  
t his black eye and decided t o bust  him down t o lieut enant  t hat  ver y same day.
’ They pr obably won’ t  let  you,’  Colonel Kor n r emar ked wit h a condescending smile, 
savor ing t he sit uat ion. ’ For  pr ecisely t he same r easons t hat  t hey wouldn’ t  let  you 
pr omot e him. Besides, you’ d cer t ainly look f oolish t r ying t o bust  him down t o lieut enant  
r ight  af t er  you t r ied t o pr omot e him t o my r ank.’
Colonel Cat hcar t  f elt  hemmed in on ever y side. He had been much mor e successf ul in 
obt aining a medal f or  Yossar ian af t er  t he debacle of  Fer r ar a, when t he br idge spanning 
t he Po was st ill st anding undamaged seven days af t er  Colonel Cat hcar t  had volunt eer ed t o
dest r oy it . Nine missions his men had f lown t her e in six days, and t he br idge was not  
demolished unt il t he t ent h mission on t he sevent h day, when Yossar ian killed Kr af t  and 
his cr ew by t aking his f light  of  six planes in over  t he t ar get  a second t ime. Yossar ian 
came in car ef ully on his second bomb r un because he was br ave t hen. He bur ied his head 
in his bombsight  unt il his bombs wer e away; when he looked up, ever yt hing inside t he ship 
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was suf f used in a weir d or ange glow. At  f ir st  he t hought  t hat  his own plane was on f ir e. 
Then he spied t he plane wit h t he bur ning engine dir ect ly above him and scr eamed t o 
McWat t  t hr ough t he int er com t o t ur n lef t  har d. A second lat er , t he wing of  Kr af t ’ s 
plane blew of f . The f laming wr eck dr opped, f ir st  t he f uselage, t hen t he spinning wing, 
while a shower  of  t iny met al f r agment s began t ap dancing on t he r oof  of  Yossar ian’ s own 
plane and t he incessant  cachung! cachung! cachung! of  t he f lak was st ill t humping all 
ar ound him.
Back on t he gr ound, ever y eye wat ched gr imly as he walked in dull dej ect ion up t o Capt ain
Black out side t he gr een clapboar d br ief ing r oom t o make his int elligence r epor t  and 
lear ned t hat  Colonel Cat hcar t  and Colonel Kor n wer e wait ing t o speak t o him inside. Maj or
Danby st ood bar r ing t he door , waving ever yone else away in ashen silence. Yossar ian was 
leaden wit h f at igue and longed t o r emove his st icky clot hing. He st epped int o t he br ief ing
r oom wit h mixed emot ions, uncer t ain how he was supposed t o f eel about  Kr af t  and t he 
ot her s, f or  t hey had all died in t he dist ance of  a mut e and secluded agony at  a moment  
when he was up t o his own ass in t he same vile, excr uciat ing dilemma of  dut y and 
damnat ion.
Colonel Cat hcar t , on t he ot her  hand, was all br oken up by t he event . ’ Twice?’  he asked.
’ I  would have missed it  t he f ir st  t ime,’  Yossar ian r eplied sof t ly, his f ace lower ed.
Their  voices echoed slight ly in t he long, nar r ow bungalow.
’ But  t wice?’  Colonel Cat hcar t  r epeat ed, in vivid disbelief .
’ I  would have missed it  t he f ir st  t ime,’  Yossar ian r epeat ed.
’ But  Kr af t  would be alive.’
’ And t he br idge would st ill be up.’
’ A t r ained bombar dier  is supposed t o dr op his bombs t he f ir st  t ime,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  
r eminded him. ’ The ot her  f ive bombar dier s dr opped t heir  bombs t he f ir st  t ime.’
’ And missed t he t ar get ,’  Yossar ian said. ’ We’ d have had t o go back t her e again.’
’ And maybe you would have got t en it  t he f ir st  t ime t hen.’
’ And maybe I  wouldn’ t  have got t en it  at  all.’
’ But  maybe t her e wouldn’ t  have been any losses.’
’ And maybe t her e would have been mor e losses, wit h t he br idge st ill lef t  st anding. I  
t hought  you want ed t he br idge dest r oyed.’
’ Don’ t  cont r adict  me,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  said. ’ We’ r e all in enough t r ouble.’
’ I ’ m not  cont r adict ing you, sir .’
’ Yes you ar e. Even t hat ’ s a cont r adict ion.’
’ Yes, sir . I ’ m sor r y.’
Colonel Cat hcar t  cr acked his knuckles violent ly. Colonel Kor n, a st ocky, dar k, f laccid man 
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wit h a shapeless paunch, sat  complet ely r elaxed on one of  t he benches in t he f r ont  r ow, 
his hands clasped comf or t ably over  t he t op of  his bald and swar t hy head. His eyes wer e 
amused behind his glint ing r imless spect acles.
’ We’ r e t r ying t o be per f ect ly obj ect ive about  t his,’  he pr ompt ed Colonel Cat hcar t .
’ We’ r e t r ying t o be per f ect ly obj ect ive about  t his,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  said t o Yossar ian 
wit h t he zeal of  sudden inspir at ion. ’ I t ’ s not  t hat  I ’ m being sent iment al or  anyt hing. I  
don’ t  give a damn about  t he men or  t he air plane. I t ’ s j ust  t hat  it  looks so lousy on t he 
r epor t . How am I  going t o cover  up somet hing like t his in t he r epor t ?’
’ Why don’ t  you give me a medal?’  Yossar ian suggest ed t imidly.
’ For  going ar ound t wice?’
’ You gave one t o Hungr y J oe when he cr acked up t hat  air plane by mist ake.’
Colonel Cat hcar t  snicker ed r uef ully. ’ You’ ll be lucky if  we don’ t  give you a cour t -mar t ial.’
’ But  I  got  t he br idge t he second t ime ar ound,’  Yossar ian pr ot est ed. ’ I  t hought  you 
want ed t he br idge dest r oyed.’
’ Oh, I  don’ t  know what  I  want ed,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  cr ied out  in exasper at ion. ’ Look, of  
cour se I  want ed t he br idge dest r oyed. That  br idge has been a sour ce of  t r ouble t o me 
ever  since I  decided t o send you men out  t o get  it . But  why couldn’ t  you do it  t he f ir st  
t ime?’
’ I  didn’ t  have enough t ime. My navigat or  wasn’ t  sur e we had t he r ight  cit y.’
’ The r ight  cit y?’  Colonel Cat hcar t  was baf f led. ’ Ar e you t r ying t o blame it  all on Aar f y 
now?’
’ No, sir . I t  was my mist ake f or  let t ing him dist r act  me. All I ’ m t r ying t o say is t hat  I ’ m 
not  inf allible.’
’ Nobody is inf allible,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  said shar ply, and t hen cont inued vaguely, wit h an 
af t er t hought : ’ Nobody is indispensable, eit her .’
Ther e was no r ebut t al. Colonel Kor n st r et ched sluggishly. ’ We’ ve got  t o r each a decision,’
he obser ved casually t o Colonel Cat hcar t .
’ We’ ve got  t o r each a decision,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  said t o Yossar ian. ’ And it ’ s all your  
f ault . Why did you have t o go ar ound t wice? Why couldn’ t  you dr op your  bombs t he f ir st  
t ime like all t he ot her s?’
’ I  would have missed t he f ir st  t ime.’
’ I t  seems t o me t hat  we’ r e going ar ound t wice,’  Colonel Kor n int er r upt ed wit h a chuckle.
’ But  what  ar e we going t o do?’  Colonel Cat hcar t  exclaimed wit h dist r ess. ’ The ot her s ar e 
all wait ing out side.’
’ Why don’ t  we give him a medal?’  Colonel Kor n pr oposed.
’ For  going ar ound t wice? What  can we give him a medal f or ?’
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’ For  going ar ound t wice,’  Colonel Kor n answer ed wit h a r ef lect ive, self -sat isf ied smile. 
’ Af t er  all, I  suppose it  did t ake a lot  of  cour age t o go over  t hat  t ar get  a second t ime 
wit h no ot her  planes ar ound t o diver t  t he ant iair cr af t  f ir e. And he did hit  t he br idge. You
know, t hat  might  be t he answer  - t o act  boast f ully about  somet hing we ought  t o be 
ashamed of . That ’ s a t r ick t hat  never  seems t o f ail.’
’ Do you t hink it  will wor k?’
’ I ’ m sur e it  will. And let ’ s pr omot e him t o capt ain, t oo, j ust  t o make cer t ain.’
’ Don’ t  you t hink t hat ’ s going a bit  f ar t her  t han we have t o?’
’ No, I  don’ t  t hink so. I t ’ s best  t o play saf e. And a capt ain’ s not  much dif f er ence.’
’ All r ight ,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  decided. ’ We’ ll give him a medal f or  being br ave enough t o 
go ar ound over  t he t ar get  t wice. And we’ ll make him a capt ain, t oo.’
Colonel Kor n r eached f or  his hat .
’ Exit  smiling,’  he j oked, and put  his ar m ar ound Yossar ian’ s shoulder s as t hey st epped 
out side t he door .
14 KI D SAMPSON
By t he t ime of  t he mission t o Bologna, Yossar ian was br ave enough not  t o go ar ound over  
t he t ar get  even once, and when he f ound himself  alof t  f inally in t he nose of  Kid 
Sampson’ s plane, he pr essed in t he but t on of  his t hr oat  mike and asked,
’ Well? What ’ s wr ong wit h t he plane?’
Kid Sampson let  out  a shr iek. ’ I s somet hing wr ong wit h t he plane? What ’ s t he mat t er ?’
Kid Sampson’ s cr y t ur ned Yossar ian t o ice. ’ I s somet hing t he mat t er ?’  he yelled in 
hor r or . ’ Ar e we bailing out ?’
’ I  don’ t  know!’  Kid Sampson shot  back in anguish, wailing excit edly. ’ Someone said we’ r e 
bailing out ! Who is t his, anyway? Who is t his?’
’ This is Yossar ian in t he nose! Yossar ian in t he nose. I  hear d you say t her e was somet hing
t he mat t er . Didn’ t  you say t her e was somet hing t he mat t er ?’
’ I  t hought  you said t her e was somet hing wr ong. Ever yt hing seems okay. Ever yt hing is all 
r ight .’
Yossar ian’ s hear t  sank. Somet hing was t er r ibly wr ong if  ever yt hing was all r ight  and t hey
had no excuse f or  t ur ning back. He hesit at ed gr avely.
’ I  can’ t  hear  you,’  he said.
’ I  said ever yt hing is all r ight .’
The sun was blinding whit e on t he por celain-blue wat er  below and on t he f lashing edges of
t he ot her  air planes. Yossar ian t ook hold of  t he color ed wir es leading int o t he j ackbox of  
t he int er com syst em and t or e t hem loose.
’ I  st ill can’ t  hear  you,’  he said.
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He hear d not hing. Slowly he collect ed his map case and his t hr ee f lak suit s and cr awled 
back t o t he main compar t ment . Nat ely, sit t ing st if f ly in t he co-pilot ’ s seat , spied him 
t hr ough t he cor ner  of  his eye as he st epped up on t he f light  deck behind Kid Sampson. 
He smiled at  Yossar ian wanly, looking f r ail and except ionally young and bashf ul in t he 
bulky dungeon of  his ear phones, hat , t hr oat  mike, f lak suit  and par achut e. Yossar ian bent  
close t o Kid Sampson’ s ear .
’ I  st ill can’ t  hear  you,’  he shout ed above t he even dr one of  t he engines.
Kid Sampson glanced back at  him wit h sur pr ise. Kid Sampson had an angular , comical f ace 
wit h ar ched eyebr ows and a scr awny blond must ache.
’ What ?’  he called out  over  his shoulder .
’ I  st ill can’ t  hear  you,’  Yossar ian r epeat ed.
’ You’ ll have t o t alk louder ,’  Kid Sampson said. ’ I  st ill can’ t  hear  you.’
’ I  said I  st ill can’ t  hear  you!’  Yossar ian yelled.
’ I  can’ t  help it ,’  Kid Sampson yelled back at  him. ’ I ’ m shout ing as loud as I  can.’
’ I  couldn’ t  hear  you over  my int er com,’  Yossar ian bellowed in mount ing helplessness. 
’ You’ ll have t o t ur n back.’
’ For  an int er com?’  asked Kid Sampson incr edulously.
’ Tur n back,’  said Yossar ian, ’ bef or e I  br eak your  head.’
Kid Sampson looked f or  mor al suppor t  t owar d Nat ely, who st ar ed away f r om him 
point edly. Yossar ian out r anked t hem bot h. Kid Sampson r esist ed doubt f ully f or  anot her  
moment  and t hen capit ulat ed eager ly wit h a t r iumphant  whoop.
’ That ’ s j ust  f ine wit h me,’  he announced gladly, and blew out  a shr ill ser ies of  whist les up
int o his must ache. ’ Yes sir r ee, t hat ’ s j ust  f ine wit h old Kid Sampson.’  He whist led again 
and shout ed over  t he int er com, ’ Now hear  t his, my lit t le chickadees. This is Admir al Kid 
Sampson t alking. This is Admir al Kid Sampson squawking, t he pr ide of  t he Queen’ s 
mar ines. Yessir ee. We’ r e t ur ning back, boys, by cr ackee, we’ r e t ur ning back!’
Nat ely r ipped of f  his hat  and ear phones in one j ubilant  sweep and began r ocking back and 
f or t h happily like a handsome child in a high chair . Ser geant  Knight  came plummet ing 
down f r om t he t op gun t ur r et  and began pounding t hem all on t he back wit h delir ious 
ent husiasm. Kid Sampson t ur ned t he plane away f r om t he f or mat ion in a wide, gr acef ul 
ar c and headed t owar d t he air f ield. When Yossar ian plugged his headset  int o one of  t he 
auxiliar y j ackboxes, t he t wo gunner s in t he r ear  sect ion of  t he plane wer e bot h singing 
’ La Cucar acha.’
Back at  t he f ield, t he par t y f izzled out  abr upt ly. An uneasy silence r eplaced it , and 
Yossar ian was sober  and self -conscious as he climbed down f r om t he plane and t ook his 
place in t he j eep t hat  was alr eady wait ing f or  t hem. None of  t he men spoke at  all on t he 
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dr ive back t hr ough t he heavy, mesmer izing quiet  blanket ing mount ains, sea and f or est s. 
The f eeling of  desolat ion per sist ed when t hey t ur ned of f  t he r oad at  t he squadr on. 
Yossar ian got  out  of  t he car  last . Af t er  a minut e, Yossar ian and a gent le war m wind wer e 
t he only t hings st ir r ing in t he haunt ing t r anquillit y t hat  hung like a dr ug over  t he vacat ed 
t ent s. The squadr on st ood insensat e, ber ef t  of  ever yt hing human but  Doc Daneeka, who 
r oost ed dolor ously like a shiver ing t ur key buzzar d beside t he closed door  of  t he medical 
t ent , his st uf f ed nose j abbing away in t hir st ing f ut ilit y at  t he hazy sunlight  st r eaming 
down ar ound him. Yossar ian knew Doc Daneeka would not  go swimming wit h him. Doc 
Daneeka would never  go swimming again; a per son could swoon or  suf f er  a mild cor onar y 
occlusion in an inch or  t wo of  wat er  and dr own t o deat h, be car r ied out  t o sea by an 
under t ow, or  made vulner able t o poliomyelit is or  meningococcus inf ect ion t hr ough chilling 
or  over -exer t ion. The t hr eat  of  Bologna t o ot her s had inst illed in Doc Daneeka an even 
mor e poignant  solicit ude f or  his own saf et y. At  night  now, he hear d bur glar s.
Thr ough t he lavender  gloom clouding t he ent r ance of  t he oper at ions t ent , Yossar ian 
glimpsed Chief  Whit e Half oat , diligent ly embezzling whiskey r at ions, f or ging t he 
signat ur es of  nondr inker s and pour ing of f  t he alcohol wit h which he was poisoning himself
int o separ at e bot t les r apidly in or der  t o st eal as much as he could bef or e Capt ain Black 
r oused himself  wit h r ecollect ion and came hur r ying over  indolent ly t o st eal t he r est  
himself .
The j eep st ar t ed up again sof t ly. Kid Sampson, Nat ely and t he ot her s wander ed apar t  in a
noiseless eddy of  mot ion and wer e sucked away int o t he cloying yellow st illness. The j eep 
vanished wit h a cough. Yossar ian was alone in a ponder ous, pr imeval lull in which 
ever yt hing gr een looked black and ever yt hing else was imbued wit h t he color  of  pus. The 
br eeze r ust led leaves in a dr y and diaphanous dist ance. He was r est less, scar ed and 
sleepy. The socket s of  his eyes f elt  gr imy wit h exhaust ion. Wear ily he moved inside t he 
par achut e t ent  wit h it s long t able of  smoot hed wood, a nagging bit ch of  a doubt  
bur r owing painlessly inside a conscience t hat  f elt  per f ect ly clear . He lef t  his f lak suit  and
par achut e t her e and cr ossed back past  t he wat er  wagon t o t he int elligence t ent  t o r et ur n
his map case t o Capt ain Black, who sat  dr owsing in his chair  wit h his skinny long legs up on
his desk and inquir ed wit h indif f er ent  cur iosit y why Yossar ian’ s plane had t ur ned back. 
Yossar ian ignor ed him. He set  t he map down on t he count er  and walked out .
Back in his own t ent , he squir med out  of  his par achut e har ness and t hen out  of  his 
clot hes. Or r  was in Rome, due back t hat  same af t er noon f r om t he r est  leave he had won 
by dit ching his plane in t he wat er s of f  Genoa.
Nat ely would alr eady be packing t o r eplace him, ent r anced t o f ind himself  st ill alive and 
undoubt edly impat ient  t o r esume his wast ed and hear t br eaking cour t ship of  his 
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pr ost it ut e in Rome. When Yossar ian was undr essed, he sat  down on his cot  t o r est . He 
f elt  much bet t er  as soon as he was naked. He never  f elt  comf or t able in clot hes. I n a 
lit t le while he put  f r esh under shor t s back on and set  out  f or  t he beach in his moccasins, 
a khaki-color ed bat h t owel dr aped over  his shoulder s.
The pat h f r om t he squadr on led him ar ound a myst er ious gun emplacement  in t he woods; 
t wo of  t he t hr ee enlist ed men st at ioned t her e lay sleeping on t he cir cle of  sand bags and 
t he t hir d sat  eat ing a pur ple pomegr anat e, bit ing of f  lar ge mout hf uls bet ween his 
chur ning j aws and spewing t he gr ound r oughage out  away f r om him int o t he bushes. When
he bit , r ed j uice r an out  of  his mout h. Yossar ian padded ahead int o t he f or est  again, 
car essing his bar e, t ingling belly ador ingly f r om t ime t o t ime as t hough t o r eassur e 
himself  it  was all st ill t her e. He r olled a piece of  lint  out  of  his navel. Along t he gr ound 
suddenly, on bot h sides of  t he pat h, he saw dozens of  new mushr ooms t he r ain had 
spawned poking t heir  nodular  f inger s up t hr ough t he clammy ear t h like lif eless st alks of  
f lesh, spr out ing in such necr ot ic pr of usion ever ywher e he looked t hat  t hey seemed t o be 
pr olif er at ing r ight  bef or e his eyes. Ther e wer e t housands of  t hem swar ming as f ar  back 
int o t he under br ush as he could see, and t hey appear ed t o swell in size and mult iply in 
number  as he spied t hem. He hur r ied away f r om t hem wit h a shiver  of  eer ie alar m and did
not  slacken his pace unt il t he soil cr umbled t o dr y sand beneat h his f eet  and t hey had 
been lef t  behind. He glanced back appr ehensively, half  expect ing t o f ind t he limp whit e 
t hings cr awling af t er  him in sight less pur suit  or  snaking up t hr ough t he t r eet ops in a 
wr it hing and ungover nable mut at ive mass.
The beach was deser t ed. The only sounds wer e hushed ones, t he bloat ed gur gle of  t he 
st r eam, t he r espir at ing hum of  t he t all gr ass and shr ubs behind him, t he apat het ic 
moaning of  t he dumb, t r anslucent  waves. The sur f  was always small, t he wat er  clear  and 
cool. Yossar ian lef t  his t hings on t he sand and moved t hr ough t he knee-high waves unt il 
he was complet ely immer sed. On t he ot her  side of  t he sea, a bumpy sliver  of  dar k land lay
wr apped in mist , almost  invisible. He swam languor ously out  t o t he r af t , held on a moment ,
and swam languor ously back t o wher e he could st and on t he sand bar . He submer ged 
himself  head f ir st  int o t he gr een wat er  sever al t imes unt il he f elt  clean and wide-awake 
and t hen st r et ched himself  out  f ace down in t he sand and slept  unt il t he planes r et ur ning 
f r om Bologna wer e almost  over head and t he gr eat , cumulat ive r umble of  t heir  many 
engines came cr ashing in t hr ough his slumber  in an ear t h-shat t er ing r oar .
He woke up blinking wit h a slight  pain in his head and opened his eyes upon a wor ld boiling 
in chaos in which ever yt hing was in pr oper  or der . He gasped in ut t er  amazement  at  t he 
f ant ast ic sight  of  t he t welve f light s of  planes or ganized calmly int o exact  f or mat ion. The
scene was t oo unexpect ed t o be t r ue. Ther e wer e no planes spur t ing ahead wit h wounded,
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none lagging behind wit h damage. No dist r ess f lar es smoked in t he sky. No ship was 
missing but  his own. For  an inst ant  he was par alyzed wit h a sensat ion of  madness. Then he
under st ood, and almost  wept  at  t he ir ony. The explanat ion was simple: clouds had cover ed
t he t ar get  bef or e t he planes could bomb it , and t he mission t o Bologna was st ill t o be 
f lown.
He was wr ong. Ther e had been no clouds. Bologna had been bombed. Bologna was a milk 
r un. Ther e had been no f lak t her e at  all.
15 PI LTCHARD & WREN
Capt ain Pilt char d and Capt ain Wr en, t he inof f ensive j oint  squadr on oper at ions of f icer s, 
wer e bot h mild, sof t -spoken men of  less t han middle height  who enj oyed f lying combat  
missions and begged not hing mor e of  lif e and Colonel Cat hcar t  t han t he oppor t unit y t o 
cont inue f lying t hem. They had f lown hundr eds of  combat  missions and want ed t o f ly 
hundr eds mor e. They assigned t hemselves t o ever y one. Not hing so wonder f ul as war  had 
ever  happened t o t hem bef or e; and t hey wer e af r aid it  might  never  happen t o t hem again.
They conduct ed t heir  dut ies humbly and r et icent ly, wit h a minimum of  f uss, and went  t o 
gr eat  lengt hs not  t o ant agonize anyone. They smiled quickly at  ever yone t hey passed. 
When t hey spoke, t hey mumbled. They wer e shif t y, cheer f ul, subser vient  men who wer e 
comf or t able only wit h each ot her  and never  met  anyone else’ s eye, not  even Yossar ian’ s 
eye at  t he open-air  meet ing t hey called t o r epr imand him publicly f or  making Kid Sampson
t ur n back f r om t he mission t o Bologna.
’ Fellas,’  said Capt ain Pilt char d, who had t hinning dar k hair  and smiled awkwar dly. ’ When 
you t ur n back f r om a mission, t r y t o make sur e it ’ s f or  somet hing impor t ant , will you? 
Not  f or  somet hing unimpor t ant ... like a def ect ive int er com... or  somet hing like t hat . 
Okay? Capt ain Wr en has mor e he want s t o say t o you on t hat  subj ect .’
’ Capt ain Pilt char d’ s r ight , f ellas,’  said Capt ain Wr en. ’ And t hat ’ s all I ’ m going t o say t o 
you on t hat  subj ect . Well, we f inally got  t o Bologna t oday, and we f ound out  it ’ s a milk 
r un. We wer e all a lit t le ner vous, I  guess, and didn’ t  do t oo much damage. Well, list en t o 
t his. Colonel Cat hcar t  got  per mission f or  us t o go back. And t omor r ow we’ r e r eally going 
t o past e t hose ammunit ion dumps. Now, what  do you t hink about  t hat ?’
And t o pr ove t o Yossar ian t hat  t hey bor e him no animosit y, t hey even assigned him t o f ly 
lead bombar dier  wit h McWat t  in t he f ir st  f or mat ion when t hey went  back t o Bologna t he 
next  day. He came in on t he t ar get  like a Haver meyer , conf ident ly t aking no evasive 
act ion at  all, and suddenly t hey wer e shoot ing t he living shit  out  of  him!
Heavy f lak was ever ywher e! He had been lulled, lur ed and t r apped, and t her e was not hing 
he could do but  sit  t her e like an idiot  and wat ch t he ugly black puf f s smashing up t o kill 
him. Ther e was not hing he could do unt il his bombs dr opped but  look back int o t he 
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bombsight , wher e t he f ine cr oss-hair s in t he lens wer e glued magnet ically over  t he t ar get
exact ly wher e he had placed t hem, int er sect ing per f ect ly deep inside t he yar d of  his 
block of  camouf laged war ehouses bef or e t he base of  t he f ir st  building. He was t r embling
st eadily as t he plane cr ept  ahead. He could hear  t he hollow boom-boom-boom-boom of  
t he f lak pounding all ar ound him in over lapping measur es of  f our , t he shar p, pier cing 
cr ack! of  a single shell exploding suddenly ver y close by. His head was bur st ing wit h a 
t housand dissonant  impulses as he pr ayed f or  t he bombs t o dr op. He want ed t o sob. The 
engines dr oned on monot onously like a f at , lazy f ly. At  last  t he indices on t he bombsight  
cr ossed, t r ipping away t he eight  500-pounder s one af t er  t he ot her . The plane lur ched 
upwar d buoyant ly wit h t he light ened load. Yossar ian bent  away f r om t he bombsight  
cr ookedly t o wat ch t he indicat or  on his lef t . When t he point er  t ouched zer o, he closed 
t he bomb bay door s and, over  t he int er com, at  t he ver y t op of  his voice, shr ieked:
’ Tur n r ight  har d!’
McWat t  r esponded inst ant ly. Wit h a gr inding howl of  engines, he f lipped t he plane over  
on one wing and wr ung it  ar ound r emor selessly in a scr eaming t ur n away f r om t he t win 
spir es of  f lak Yossar ian had spied st abbing t owar d t hem. Then Yossar ian had McWat t  
climb and keep climbing higher  and higher  unt il t hey t or e f r ee f inally int o a calm, 
diamond-blue sky t hat  was sunny and pur e ever ywher e and laced in t he dist ance wit h long 
whit e veils of  t enuous f luf f . The wind st r ummed soot hingly against  t he cylindr ical panes 
of  his windows, and he r elaxed exult ant ly only unt il t hey picked up speed again and t hen 
t ur ned McWat t  lef t  and plunged him r ight  back down, not icing wit h a t r ansit or y spasm of  
elat ion t he mushr ooming clust er s of  f lak leaping open high above him and back over  his 
shoulder  t o t he r ight , exact ly wher e he could have been if  he had not  t ur ned lef t  and 
dived. He leveled McWat t  out  wit h anot her  har sh cr y and whipped him upwar d and ar ound
again int o a r agged blue pat ch of  unpollut ed air  j ust  as t he bombs he had dr opped began 
t o st r ike. The f ir st  one f ell in t he yar d, exact ly wher e he had aimed, and t hen t he r est  of
t he bombs f r om his own plane and f r om t he ot her  planes in his f light  bur st  open on t he 
gr ound in a char ge of  r apid or ange f lashes acr oss t he t ops of  t he buildings, which 
collapsed inst ant ly in a vast , chur ning wave of  pink and gr ay and coal-black smoke t hat  
went  r olling out  t ur bulent ly in all dir ect ions and quaked convulsively in it s bowels as 
t hough f r om gr eat  blast s of  r ed and whit e and golden sheet  light ning.
’ Well, will you look at  t hat ,’  Aar f y mar veled sonor ously r ight  beside Yossar ian, his plump, 
or bicular  f ace spar kling wit h a look of  br ight  enchant ment . ’ Ther e must  have been an 
ammunit ion dump down t her e.’
Yossar ian had f or got t en about  Aar f y. ’ Get  out !’  he shout ed at  him. ’ Get  out  of  t he nose!’
Aar f y smiled polit ely and point ed down t owar d t he t ar get  in a gener ous invit at ion f or  
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Yossar ian t o look. Yossar ian began slapping at  him insist ent ly and signaled wildly t owar d 
t he ent r ance of  t he cr awlway.
’ Get  back in t he ship!’  he cr ied f r ant ically. ’ Get  back in t he ship!’
Aar f y shr ugged amiably. ’ I  can’ t  hear  you,’  he explained.
Yossar ian seized him by t he st r aps of  his par achut e har ness and pushed him backwar d 
t owar d t he cr awlway j ust  as t he plane was hit  wit h a j ar r ing concussion t hat  r at t led his 
bones and made his hear t  st op. He knew at  once t hey wer e all dead.
’ Climb!’  he scr eamed int o t he int er com at  McWat t  when he saw he was st ill alive. ’ Climb, 
you bast ar d! Climb, climb, climb, climb!’
The plane zoomed upwar d again in a climb t hat  was swif t  and st r aining, unt il he leveled it  
out  wit h anot her  har sh shout  at  McWat t  and wr enched it  ar ound once mor e in a r oar ing, 
mer ciless f or t y-f ive-degr ee t ur n t hat  sucked his insides out  in one ener vat ing snif f  and 
lef t  him f loat ing f leshless in mid-air  unt il he leveled McWat t  out  again j ust  long enough 
t o hur l him back ar ound t owar d t he r ight  and t hen down int o a scr eeching dive. Thr ough 
endless blobs of  ghost ly black smoke he sped, t he hanging smut  waf t ing against  t he 
smoot h plexiglass nose of  t he ship like an evil, damp, soot y vapor  against  his cheeks. His 
hear t  was hammer ing again in aching t er r or  as he hur t led upwar d and downwar d t hr ough 
t he blind gangs of  f lak char ging mur der ously int o t he sky at  him, t hen sagging iner t ly. 
Sweat  gushed f r om his neck in t or r ent s and pour ed down over  his chest  and waist  wit h 
t he f eeling of  war m slime. He was vaguely awar e f or  an inst ant  t hat  t he planes in his 
f or mat ion wer e no longer  t her e, and t hen he was awar e of  only himself . His t hr oat  hur t  
like a r aw slash f r om t he st r angling int ensit y wit h which he shr ieked each command t o 
McWat t . The engines r ose t o a deaf ening, agonized, ululat ing bellow each t ime McWat t  
changed dir ect ion. And f ar  out  in f r ont  t he bur st s of  f lak wer e st ill swar ming int o t he 
sky f r om new bat t er ies of  guns poking ar ound f or  accur at e alt it ude as t hey wait ed 
sadist ically f or  him t o f ly int o r ange.
The plane was slammed again suddenly wit h anot her  loud, j ar r ing explosion t hat  almost  
r ocked it  over  on it s back, and t he nose f illed immediat ely wit h sweet  clouds of  blue 
smoke. Somet hing was on f ir e! Yossar ian whir led t o escape and smacked int o Aar f y, who 
had st r uck a mat ch and was placidly light ing his pipe. Yossar ian gaped at  his gr inning, 
moon-f aced navigat or  in ut t er  shock and conf usion. I t  occur r ed t o him t hat  one of  t hem 
was mad.
’ J esus Chr ist !’  he scr eamed at  Aar f y in t or t ur ed amazement . ’ Get  t he hell out  of  t he 
nose! Ar e you cr azy? Get  out !’
’ What ?’  said Aar f y.
’ Get  out !’  Yossar ian yelled hyst er ically, and began clubbing Aar f y backhanded wit h bot h 
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f ist s t o dr ive him away. ’ Get  out !’
’ I  st ill can’ t  hear  you,’  Aar f y called back innocent ly wit h an expr ession of  mild and 
r epr oving per plexit y. ’ You’ ll have t o t alk a lit t le louder .’
’ Get  out  of  t he nose!’  Yossar ian shr ieked in f r ust r at ion. ’ They’ r e t r ying t o kill us! Don’ t  
you under st and? They’ r e t r ying t o kill us!’
’ Which way should I  go, goddam it ?’  McWat t  shout ed f ur iously over  t he int er com in a 
suf f er ing, high-pit ched voice. ’ Which way should I  go?’
’ Tur n lef t ! Lef t , you goddam dir t y son of  a bit ch! Tur n lef t  har d!’
Aar f y cr ept  up close behind Yossar ian and j abbed him shar ply in t he r ibs wit h t he st em 
of  his pipe. Yossar ian f lew up t owar d t he ceiling wit h a whinnying cr y, t hen j umped 
complet ely ar ound on his knees, whit e as a sheet  and quiver ing wit h r age. Aar f y winked 
encour agingly and j er ked his t humb back t owar d McWat t  wit h a humor ous moue.
’ What ’ s eat ing him?’  he asked wit h a laugh.
Yossar ian was st r uck wit h a weir d sense of  dist or t ion. ’ Will you get  out  of  her e?’  he 
yelped beseechingly, and shoved Aar f y over  wit h all his st r engt h. ’ Ar e you deaf  or  
somet hing? Get  back in t he plane!’  And t o McWat t  he scr eamed, ’ Dive! Dive!’
Down t hey sank once mor e int o t he cr unching, t hudding, voluminous bar r age of  bur st ing 
ant iair cr af t  shells as Aar f y came cr eeping back behind Yossar ian and j abbed him shar ply 
in t he r ibs again. Yossar ian shied upwar d wit h anot her  whinnying gasp.
’ I  st ill couldn’ t  hear  you,’  Aar f y said.
’ I  said get  out  of  her e!’  Yossar ian shout ed, and br oke int o t ear s. He began punching 
Aar f y in t he body wit h bot h hands as har d as he could. ’ Get  away f r om me! Get  away!’
Punching Aar f y was like sinking his f ist s int o a limp sack of  inf lat ed r ubber . Ther e was no 
r esist ance, no r esponse at  all f r om t he sof t , insensit ive mass, and af t er  a while 
Yossar ian’ s spir it  died and his ar ms dr opped helplessly wit h exhaust ion. He was over come
wit h a humiliat ing f eeling of  impot ence and was r eady t o weep in self -pit y.
’ What  did you say?’  Aar f y asked.
’ Get  away f r om me,’  Yossar ian answer ed, pleading wit h him now. ’ Go back in t he plane.’
’ I  st ill can’ t  hear  you.’
’ Never  mind,’  wailed Yossar ian, ’ never  mind. J ust  leave me alone.’
’ Never  mind what ?’
Yossar ian began hit t ing himself  in t he f or ehead. He seized Aar f y by t he shir t  f r ont  and, 
st r uggling t o his f eet  f or  t r act ion, dr agged him t o t he r ear  of  t he nose compar t ment  and
f lung him down like a bloat ed and unwieldy bag in t he ent r ance of  t he cr awlway. A shell 
banged open wit h a st upendous clout  r ight  beside his ear  as he was scr ambling back 
t owar d t he f r ont , and some undest r oyed r ecess of  his int elligence wonder ed t hat  it  did 
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not  kill t hem all. They wer e climbing again. The engines wer e howling again as t hough in 
pain, and t he air  inside t he plane was acr id wit h t he smell of  machiner y and f et id wit h t he
st ench of  gasoline. The next  t hing he knew, it  was snowing!
Thousands of  t iny bit s of  whit e paper  wer e f alling like snowf lakes inside t he plane, milling
ar ound his head so t hickly t hat  t hey clung t o his eyelashes when he blinked in 
ast onishment  and f lut t er ed against  his nost r ils and lips each t ime he inhaled. When he 
spun ar ound in his bewilder ment , Aar f y was gr inning pr oudly f r om ear  t o ear  like 
somet hing inhuman as he held up a shat t er ed paper  map f or  Yossar ian t o see. A lar ge 
chunk of  f lak had r ipped up f r om t he f loor  t hr ough Aar f y’ s colossal j umble of  maps and 
had r ipped out  t hr ough t he ceiling inches away f r om t heir  heads. Aar f y’ s j oy was sublime.
’ Will you look at  t his?’  he mur mur ed, waggling t wo of  his st ubby f inger s playf ully int o 
Yossar ian’ s f ace t hr ough t he hole in one of  his maps. ’ Will you look at  t his?’
Yossar ian was dumbf ounded by his st at e of  r apt ur ous cont ent ment . Aar f y was like an 
eer ie ogr e in a dr eam, incapable of  being br uised or  evaded, and Yossar ian dr eaded him 
f or  a complex of  r easons he was t oo pet r if ied t o unt angle. Wind whist ling up t hr ough t he 
j agged gash in t he f loor  kept  t he myr iad bit s of  paper  cir culat ing like alabast er  par t icles 
in a paper weight  and cont r ibut ed t o a sensat ion of  lacquer ed, wat er logged unr ealit y. 
Ever yt hing seemed st r ange, so t awdr y and gr ot esque. His head was t hr obbing f r om a 
shr ill clamor  t hat  dr illed r elent lessly int o bot h ear s. I t  was McWat t , begging f or  
dir ect ions in an incoher ent  f r enzy. Yossar ian cont inued st ar ing in t or ment ed f ascinat ion 
at  Aar f y’ s spher ical count enance beaming at  him so ser enely and vacant ly t hr ough t he 
dr if t ing whor ls of  whit e paper  bit s and concluded t hat  he was a r aving lunat ic j ust  as 
eight  bur st s of  f lak br oke open successively at  eye level of f  t o t he r ight , t hen eight  
mor e, and t hen eight  mor e, t he last  gr oup pulled over  t owar d t he lef t  so t hat  t hey wer e 
almost  dir ect ly in f r ont .
’ Tur n lef t  har d!’  he holler ed t o McWat t , as Aar f y kept  gr inning, and McWat t  did t ur n 
lef t  har d, but  t he f lak t ur ned lef t  har d wit h t hem, cat ching up f ast , and Yossar ian 
holler ed, ’ I  said har d, har d, har d, har d, you bast ar d, har d!’
And McWat t  bent  t he plane ar ound even har der  st ill, and suddenly, mir aculously, t hey 
wer e out  of  r ange. The f lak ended. The guns st opped booming at  t hem. And t hey wer e 
alive.
Behind him, men wer e dying. St r ung out  f or  miles in a st r icken, t or t uous, squir ming line, 
t he ot her  f light s of  planes wer e making t he same hazar dous j our ney over  t he t ar get , 
t hr eading t heir  swif t  way t hr ough t he swollen masses of  new and old bur st s of  f lak like 
r at s r acing in a pack t hr ough t heir  own dr oppings. One was on f ir e, and f lapped lamely of f
by it self , billowing gigant ically like a monst r ous blood-r ed st ar . As Yossar ian wat ched, t he
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bur ning plane f loat ed over  on it s side and began spir aling down slowly in wide, t r emulous, 
nar r owing cir cles, it s huge f laming bur den blazing or ange and f lar ing out  in back like a 
long, swir ling cape of  f ir e and smoke. Ther e wer e par achut es, one, t wo, t hr ee... f our , and 
t hen t he plane gyr at ed int o a spin and f ell t he r est  of  t he way t o t he gr ound, f lut t er ing 
insensibly inside it s vivid pyr e like a shr ed of  color ed t issue paper . One whole f light  of  
planes f r om anot her  squadr on had been blast ed apar t .
Yossar ian sighed bar r enly, his day’ s wor k done. He was list less and st icky. The engines 
cr ooned mellif luously as McWat t  t hr ot t led back t o loit er  and allow t he r est  of  t he planes
in his f light  t o cat ch up. The abr upt  st illness seemed alien and ar t if icial, a lit t le insidious. 
Yossar ian unsnapped his f lak suit  and t ook of f  his helmet . He sighed again, r est lessly, and
closed his eyes and t r ied t o r elax.
’ Wher e’ s Or r ?’  someone asked suddenly over  his int er com.
Yossar ian bounded up wit h a one-syllable cr y t hat  cr ackled wit h anxiet y and pr ovided t he 
only r at ional explanat ion f or  t he whole myst er ious phenomenon of  t he f lak at  Bologna: 
Or r ! He lunged f or war d over  t he bombsight  t o sear ch downwar d t hr ough t he plexiglass 
f or  some r eassur ing sign of  Or r , who dr ew f lak like a magnet  and who had undoubt edly 
at t r act ed t he cr ack bat t er ies of  t he whole Her mann Goer ing Division t o Bologna 
over night  f r om wher ever  t he hell t hey had been st at ioned t he day bef or e when Or r  was 
st ill in Rome. Aar f y launched himself  f or war d an inst ant  lat er  and cr acked Yossar ian on 
t he br idge of  t he nose wit h t he shar p r im of  his f lak helmet . Yossar ian cur sed him as his 
eyes f looded wit h t ear s.
’ Ther e he is,’  Aar f y or at ed f uner eally, point ing down dr amat ically at  a hay wagon and t wo
hor ses st anding bef or e t he bar n of  a gr ay st one f ar mhouse. ’ Smashed t o bit s. I  guess 
t heir  number s wer e all up.’
Yossar ian swor e at  Aar f y again and cont inued sear ching int ent ly, cold wit h a 
compassionat e kind of  f ear  now f or  t he lit t le bouncy and bizar r e buck-t oot hed t ent mat e 
who had smashed Appleby’ s f or ehead open wit h a ping-pong r acket  and who was scar ing 
t he daylight s out  of  Yossar ian once again. At  last  Yossar ian spot t ed t he t wo-engined, 
t win-r udder ed plane as it  f lew out  of  t he gr een backgr ound of  t he f or est s over  a f ield of
yellow f ar mland. One of  t he pr opeller s was f eat her ed and per f ect ly st ill, but  t he plane 
was maint aining alt it ude and holding a pr oper  cour se. Yossar ian mut t er ed an unconscious 
pr ayer  of  t hankf ulness and t hen f lar ed up at  Or r  savagely in a r ant ing f usion of  
r esent ment  and r elief .
’ That  bast ar d!’  he began. ’ That  goddam st unt ed, r ed-f aced, big-cheeked, cur ly-headed, 
buck-t oot hed r at  bast ar d son of  a bit ch!’
’ What ?’  said Aar f y.
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’ That  dir t y goddam midget -assed, apple-cheeked, goggle-eyed, under sized, buck-t oot hed,
gr inning, cr azy sonof abit chin-bast ar d!’  Yossar ian sput t er ed.
’ What ?’
’ Never  mind!’
’ I  st ill can’ t  hear  you,’  Aar f y answer ed.
Yossar ian swung himself  ar ound met hodically t o f ace Aar f y. ’ You pr ick,’  he began.
’ Me?’
’ You pompous, r ot und, neighbor ly, vacuous, complacent ...’
Aar f y was unper t ur bed. Calr nly he st r uck a wooden mat ch and sucked noisily at  his pipe 
wit h an eloquent  air  of  benign and magnanimous f or giveness. He smiled sociably and 
opened his mout h t o speak. Yossar ian put  his hand over  Aar f y’ s mout h and pushed him 
away wear ily. He shut  his eyes and pr et ended t o sleep all t he way back t o t he f ield so 
t hat  he would not  have t o list en t o Aar f y or  see him.
At  t he br ief ing r oom Yossar ian made his int elligence r epor t  t o Capt ain Black and t hen 
wait ed in mut t er ing suspense wit h all t he ot her s unt il Or r  chugged int o sight  over head 
f inally wit h his one good engine st ill keeping him alof t  gamely. Nobody br eat hed. Or r ’ s 
landing gear  would not  come down. Yossar ian hung ar ound only unt il Or r  had cr ash-landed 
saf ely, and t hen st ole t he f ir st  j eep he could f ind wit h a key in t he ignit ion and r aced 
back t o his t ent  t o begin packing f ever ishly f or  t he emer gency r est  leave he had decided 
t o t ake in Rome, wher e he f ound Luciana and her  invisible scar  t hat  same night .
16 LUCI ANA
He f ound Luciana sit t ing alone at  a t able in t he Allied of f icer s’  night  club, wher e t he 
dr unken Anzac maj or  who had br ought  her  t her e had been st upid enough t o deser t  her  
f or  t he r ibald company of  some singing comr ades at  t he bar .
’ All r ight , I ’ ll dance wit h you,’  she said, bef or e Yossar ian could even speak. ’ But  I  won’ t  
let  you sleep wit h me.’
’ Who asked you?’  Yossar ian asked her .
’ You don’ t  want  t o sleep wit h me?’  she exclaimed wit h sur pr ise.
’ I  don’ t  want  t o dance wit h you.’
She seized Yossar ian’ s hand and pulled him out  on t he dance f loor . She was a wor se 
dancer  t han even he was, but  she t hr ew her self  about  t o t he synt het ic j it t er bug music 
wit h mor e uninhibit ed pleasur e t han he had ever  obser ved unt il he f elt  his legs f alling 
asleep wit h bor edom and yanked her  of f  t he dance f loor  t owar d t he t able at  which t he 
gir l he should have been scr ewing was st ill sit t ing t ipsily wit h one hand ar ound Aar f y’ s 
neck, her  or ange sat in blouse st ill hanging open slovenly below her  f ull whit e lacy 
br assiŠr e as she made dir t y sex t alk ost ent at iously wit h Huple, Or r , Kid Sampson and 
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Hungr y J oe. J ust  as he r eached t hem, Luciana gave him a f or cef ul, unexpect ed shove 
t hat  car r ied t hem bot h well beyond t he t able, so t hat  t hey wer e st ill alone. She was a 
t all, ear t hy, exuber ant  gir l wit h long hair  and a pr et t y f ace, a buxom, delight f ul, 
f lir t at ious gir l.
’ All r ight ,’  she said, ’ I  will let  you buy me dinner . But  I  won’ t  let  you sleep wit h me.’
’ Who asked you?’  Yossar ian asked wit h sur pr ise.
’ You don’ t  want  t o sleep wit h me?’
’ I  don’ t  want  t o buy you dinner .’
She pulled him out  of  t he night  club int o t he st r eet  and down a f light  of  st eps int o a 
black-mar ket  r est aur ant  f illed wit h lively, chir ping, at t r act ive gir ls who all seemed t o 
know each ot her  and wit h t he self -conscious milit ar y of f icer s f r om dif f er ent  count r ies 
who had come t her e wit h t hem. The f ood was elegant  and expensive, and t he aisles wer e 
over f lowing wit h gr eat  st r eams of  f lushed and mer r y pr opr iet or s, all st out  and balding. 
The bust ling int er ior  r adiat ed wit h enor mous, engulf ing waves of  f un and war mt h.
Yossar ian got  a t r emendous kick out  of  t he r ude gust o wit h which Luciana ignor ed him 
complet ely while she shoveled away her  whole meal wit h bot h hands. She at e like a hor se 
unt il t he last  plat e was clean, and t hen she placed her  silver war e down wit h an air  of  
conclusion and set t led back lazily in her  chair  wit h a dr eamy and congest ed look of  sat ed 
glut t ony. She dr ew a deep, smiling, cont ent ed br eat h and r egar ded him amor ously wit h a 
melt ing gaze.
’ Okay, J oe,’  she pur r ed, her  glowing dar k eyes dr owsy and gr at ef ul. ’ Now I  will let  you 
sleep wit h me.’
’ My name is Yossar ian.’
’ Okay, Yossar ian,’  she answer ed wit h a sof t  r epent ant  laugh. ’ Now I  will let  you sleep 
wit h me.’
’ Who asked you?’  said Yossar ian.
Luciana was st unned. ’ You don’ t  want  t o sleep wit h me?’
Yossar ian nodded emphat ically, laughing, and shot  his hand up under  her  dr ess. The gir l 
came t o lif e wit h a hor r if ied st ar t . She j er ked her  legs away f r om him inst ant ly, whipping
her  bot t om ar ound. Blushing wit h alar m and embar r assment , she pushed her  skir t  back 
down wit h a number  of  pr im, sidelong glances about  t he r est aur ant .
’ Now I  will let  you sleep wit h me,’  she explained caut iously in a manner  of  appr ehensive 
indulgence. ’ But  not  now.’
’ I  know. When we get  back t o my r oom.’
The gir l shook her  head, eyeing him mist r ust f ully and keeping her  knees pr essed 
t oget her . ’ No, now I  must  go home t o my mamma, because my mamma does not  like me t o 
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dance wit h soldier s or  let  t hem t ake me t o dinner , and she will be ver y angr y wit h me if  I  
do not  come home now. But  I  will let  you wr it e down f or  me wher e you live. And t omor r ow 
mor ning I  will come t o your  r oom f or  f icky-f ick bef or e I  go t o my wor k at  t he Fr ench 
of f ice. Capisci?’
’ Bullshit !’  Yossar ian exclaimed wit h angr y disappoint ment .
’ Cosa vuol dir e bullshit ?’  Luciana inquir ed wit h a blank look.
Yossar ian br oke int o loud laught er . He answer ed her  f inally in a t one of  sympat het ic good
humor . ’ I t  means t hat  I  want  t o escor t  you now t o wher ever  t he hell I  have t o t ake you 
next  so t hat  I  can r ush back t o t hat  night  club bef or e Aar f y leaves wit h t hat  wonder f ul 
t omat o he’ s got  wit hout  giving me a chance t o ask about  an aunt  or  f r iend she must  have 
who’ s j ust  like her .’
’ Come?’
’ Subit o, subit o,’  he t aunt ed her  t ender ly. ’ Mamma is wait ing. Remember ?’
’ Si, si. Mamma.’
Yossar ian let  t he gir l dr ag him t hr ough t he lovely Roman spr ing night  f or  almost  a mile 
unt il t hey r eached a chaot ic bus depot  honking wit h hor ns, blazing wit h r ed and yellow 
light s and echoing wit h t he snar ling vit uper at ions of  unshaven bus dr iver s pour ing 
loat hsome, hair -r aising cur ses out  at  each ot her , at  t heir  passenger s and at  t he st r olling, 
unconcer ned knot s of  pedest r ians clogging t heir  pat hs, who ignor ed t hem unt il t hey wer e 
bumped by t he buses and began shout ing cur ses back. Luciana vanished aboar d one of  t he 
diminut ive gr een vehicles, and Yossar ian hur r ied as f ast  as he could all t he way back t o 
t he cabar et  and t he blear y-eyed bleached blonde in t he open or ange sat in blouse. She 
seemed inf at uat ed wit h Aar f y, but  he pr ayed int ensely f or  her  luscious aunt  as he r an, or
f or  a luscious gir l f r iend, sist er , cousin, or  mot her  who was j ust  as libidinous and 
depr aved. She would have been per f ect  f or  Yossar ian, a debauched, coar se, vulgar , 
amor al, appet izing slat t er n whom he had longed f or  and idolized f or  mont hs. She was a 
r eal f ind. She paid f or  her  own dr inks, and she had an aut omobile, an apar t ment  and a 
salmon-color ed cameo r ing t hat  dr ove Hungr y J oe clean out  of  his senses wit h it s 
exquisit ely car ved f igur es of  a naked boy and gir l on a r ock. Hungr y J oe snor t ed and 
pr anced and pawed at  t he f loor  in salivat ing lust  and gr oveling need, but  t he gir l would not
sell him t he r ing, even t hough he of f er ed her  all t he money in all t heir  pocket s and his 
complicat ed black camer a t hr own in. She was not  int er est ed in money or  camer as. She 
was int er est ed in f or nicat ion.
She was gone when Yossar ian got  t her e. They wer e all gone, and he walked r ight  out  and 
moved in wist f ul dej ect ion t hr ough t he dar k, empt ying st r eet s. Yossar ian was not  of t en 
lonely when he was by himself , but  he was lonely now in his keen envy of  Aar f y, who he 

Page 128



J oseph Heller  - Cat ch - 22
knew was in bed t hat  ver y moment  wit h t he gir l who was j ust  r ight  f or  Yossar ian, and who
could also make out  any t ime he want ed t o, if  he ever  want ed t o, wit h eit her  or  bot h of  
t he t wo slender , st unning, ar ist ocr at ic women who lived in t he apar t ment  upst air s and 
f r uct if ied Yossar ian’ s sex f ant asies whenever  he had sex f ant asies, t he beaut if ul r ich 
black-hair ed count ess wit h t he r ed, wet , ner vous lips and her  beaut if ul r ich black-hair ed 
daught er -in-law. Yossar ian was madly in love wit h all of  t hem as he made his way back t o 
t he of f icer s’  apar t ment , in love wit h Luciana, wit h t he pr ur ient  int oxicat ed gir l in t he 
unbut t oned sat in blouse, and wit h t he beaut if ul r ich count ess and her  beaut if ul r ich 
daught er -in-law, bot h of  whom would never  let  him t ouch t hem or  even f lir t  wit h t hem. 
They dot ed kit t enishly on Nat ely and def er r ed passively t o Aar f y, but  t hey t hought  
Yossar ian was cr azy and r ecoiled f r om him wit h dist ast ef ul cont empt  each t ime he made 
an indecent  pr oposal or  t r ied t o f ondle t hem when t hey passed on t he st air s. They wer e 
bot h super b cr eat ur es wit h pulpy, br ight , point ed t ongues and mout hs like r ound war m 
plums, a lit t le sweet  and st icky, a lit t le r ot t en. They had class; Yossar ian was not  sur e 
what  class was, but  he knew t hat  t hey had it  and he did not , and t hat  t hey knew it , t oo. 
He could pict ur e, as he walked, t he kind of  under clot hing t hey wor e against  t heir  svelt e 
f eminine par t s, f ilmy, smoot h, clinging gar ment s of  deepest  black or  of  opalescent  past el 
r adiance wit h f lower ing lace bor der s f r agr ant  wit h t he t ant alizing f umes of  pamper ed 
f lesh and scent ed bat h salt s r ising in a ger minat ing cloud f r om t heir  blue-whit e br east s. 
He wished again t hat  he was wher e Aar f y was, making obscene, br ut al, cheer f ul love wit h 
a j uicy dr unken t ar t  who didn’ t  give a t inker ’ s dam about  him and would never  t hink of  
him again.
But  Aar f y was alr eady back in t he apar t ment  when Yossar ian ar r ived, and Yossar ian 
gaped at  him wit h t hat  same sense of  per secut ed ast onishment  he had suf f er ed t hat  
same mor ning over  Bologna at  his malign and cabalist ic and ir r emovable pr esence in t he 
nose of  t he plane.
’ What  ar e you doing her e?’  he asked.
’ That ’ s r ight , ask him!’  Hungr y J oe exclaimed in a r age. ’ Make him t ell you what  he’ s 
doing her e!’
Wit h a long, t heat r ical moan, Kid Sampson made a pist ol of  his t humb and f or ef inger  and 
blew his own br ains out . Huple, chewing away on a bulging wad of  bubble gum, dr ank 
ever yt hing in wit h a callow, vacant  expr ession on his f if t een-year  old f ace. Aar f y was 
t apping t he bowl of  his pipe against  his palm leisur ely as he paced back and f or t h in 
cor pulent  self -appr oval, obviously delight ed by t he st ir  he was causing.
’ Didn’ t  you go home wit h t hat  gir l?’  Yossar ian demanded.
’ Oh, sur e, I  went  home wit h her ,’  Aar f y r eplied. ’ You didn’ t  t hink I  was going t o let  her  
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t r y t o f ind her  way home alone, did you?’
’ Wouldn’ t  she let  you st ay wit h her ?’
’ Oh, she want ed me t o st ay wit h her , all r ight .’  Aar f y chuckled. ’ Don’ t  you wor r y about  
good old Aar f y. But  I  wasn’ t  going t o t ake advant age of  a sweet  kid like t hat  j ust  
because she’ d had a lit t le t oo much t o dr ink. What  kind of  a guy do you t hink I  am?’
’ Who said anyt hing about  t aking advant age of  her ?’  Yossar ian r ailed at  him in 
amazement . ’ All she want ed t o do was get  int o bed wit h someone. That ’ s t he only t hing 
she kept  t alking about  all night  long.’
’ That ’ s because she was a lit t le mixed up,’  Aar f y explained. ’ But  I  gave her  a lit t le 
t alking t o and r eally put  some sense int o her .’
’ You bast ar d!’  Yossar ian exclaimed, and sank down t ir edly on t he divan beside Kid 
Sampson. ’ Why t he hell didn’ t  you give her  t o one of  us if  you didn’ t  want  her ?’
’ You see?’  Hungr y J oe asked. ’ Ther e’ s somet hing wr ong wit h him.’
Yossar ian nodded and looked at  Aar f y cur iously. ’ Aar f y, t ell me somet hing. Don’ t  you 
ever  scr ew any of  t hem?’
Aar f y chuckled again wit h conceit ed amusement . ’ Oh sur e, I  pr od t hem. Don’ t  you wor r y 
about  me. But  never  any nice gir ls. I  know what  kind of  gir ls t o pr od and what  kind of  
gir ls not  t o pr od, and I  never  pr od any nice gir ls. This one was a sweet  kid. You could see 
her  f amily had money. Why, I  even got  her  t o t hr ow t hat  r ing of  her s away r ight  out  t he 
car  window.’
Hungr y J oe f lew int o t he air  wit h a scr eech of  int oler able pain. ’ You did what ?’  he 
scr eamed. ’ You did what ?’  He began whaling away at  Aar f y’ s shoulder s and ar ms wit h 
bot h f ist s, almost  in t ear s. ’ I  ought  t o kill you f or  what  you did, you lousy bast ar d. He’ s 
sinf ul, t hat ’ s what  he is. He’ s got  a dir t y mind, ain’ t  he? Ain’ t  he got  a dir t y mind?’
’ The dir t iest ,’  Yossar ian agr eed.
’ What  ar e you f ellows t alking about ?’  Aar f y asked wit h genuine puzzlement , t ucking his 
f ace away pr ot ect ively inside t he cushioning insulat ion of  his oval shoulder s. ’ Aw, come 
on, J oe,’  he pleaded wit h a smile of  mild discomf or t . ’ Quit  punching me, will you?’
But  Hungr y J oe would not  quit  punching unt il Yossar ian picked him up and pushed him 
away t owar d his bedr oom. Yossar ian moved list lessly int o his own r oom, undr essed and 
went  t o sleep. A second lat er  it  was mor ning, and someone was shaking him.
’ What  ar e you waking me up f or ?’  he whimper ed.
I t  was Michaela, t he skinny maid wit h t he mer r y disposit ion and homely sallow f ace, and 
she was waking him up because he had a visit or  wait ing j ust  out side t he door . Luciana! He 
could har dly believe it . And she was alone in t he r oom wit h him af t er  Michaela had 
depar t ed, lovely, hale and st at uesque, st eaming and r ippling wit h an ir r epr essible 
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af f ect ionat e vit alit y even as she r emained in one place and f r owned at  him ir at ely. She 
st ood like a yout hf ul f emale colossus wit h her  magnif icent  columnar  legs apar t  on high 
whit e shoes wit h wedged heels, wear ing a pr et t y gr een dr ess and swinging a lar ge, f lat  
whit e leat her  pocket book, wit h which she cr acked him har d acr oss t he f ace when he 
leaped out  of  bed t o gr ab her . Yossar ian st agger ed backwar d out  of  r ange in a daze, 
clut ching his st inging cheek wit h bewilder ment .
’ Pig!’  She spat  out  at  him viciously, her  nost r ils f lar ing in a look of  savage disdain. ’ Vive 
com’  un animale!’
Wit h a f ier ce, gut t ur al, scor nf ul, disgust ed oat h, she st r ode acr oss t he r oom and t hr ew 
open t he t hr ee t all casement  windows, let t ing inside an ef f ulgent  f lood of  sunlight  and 
cr isp f r esh air  t hat  washed t hr ough t he st uf f y r oom like an invigor at ing t onic. She placed
her  pocket book on a chair  and began t idying t he r oom, picking his t hings up f r om t he 
f loor  and of f  t he t ops of  t he f ur nit ur e, t hr owing his socks, handker chief  and under wear  
int o an empt y dr awer  of  t he dr esser  and hanging his shir t  and t r ouser s up in t he closet .
Yossar ian r an out  of  t he bedr oom int o t he bat hr oom and br ushed his t eet h. He washed 
his hands and f ace and combed his hair . When he r an back, t he r oom was in or der  and 
Luciana was almost  undr essed. Her  expr ession was r elaxed. She lef t  her  ear r ings on t he 
dr esser  and padded bar ef oot  t o t he bed wear ing j ust  a pink r ayon chemise t hat  came 
down t o her  hips. She glanced about  t he r oom pr udent ly t o make cer t ain t her e was 
not hing she had over looked in t he way of  neat ness and t hen dr ew back t he cover let  and 
st r et ched her self  out  luxur iously wit h an expr ession of  f eline expect at ion. She beckoned
t o him longingly, wit h a husky laugh.
’ Now,’  she announced in a whisper , holding bot h ar ms out  t o him eager ly. ’ Now I  will let  
you sleep wit h me.’
She t old him some lies about  a single weekend in bed wit h a slaught er ed f ianc‚ in t he 
I t alian Ar my, and t hey all t ur ned out  t o be t r ue, f or  she cr ied, 'f init o!' almost  as soon as 
he st ar t ed and wonder ed why he didn't  st op, unt il he had f init oed t oo and explained t o 
her .
He lit  cigar et t es f or  bot h of  t hem. She was enchant ed by t he deep sunt an cover ing his 
whole body. He wonder ed about  t he pink chemise t hat  she would not  r emove. I t  was cut  
like a man's under shir t , wit h nar r ow shoulder  st r aps, and concealed t he invisible scar  on 
her  back t hat  she r ef used t o let  him see af t er  he had made her  t ell him it  was t her e. 
She gr ew t ense as f ine st eel when he t r aced t he mut ilat ed cont our s wit h his f inger t ip 
f r om a pit  in her  shoulder  blade almost  t o t he base of  her  spine. He winced at  t he many 
t or t ur ed night s she had spent  in t he hospit al, dr ugged or  in pain, wit h t he ubiquit ous, 
iner adicable odor s of  et her , f ecal mat t er  and disinf ect ant , of  human f lesh mor t if ied and 
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decaying amid t he whit e unif or ms, t he r ubber soled shoes, and t he eer ie night  light s 
glowing dimly unt il dawn in t he cor r idor s. She had been wounded in an air  r aid.
’ Dove?’  he asked, and he held his br eat h in suspense.
’ Napoli.’
’ Ger mans?’
’ Amer icani.’
His hear t  cr acked, and he f ell in love. He wonder ed if  she would mar r y him.
’ Tu sei pazzo,’  she t old him wit h a pleasant  laugh.
’ Why am I  cr azy?’  he asked.
'Per chŠ non posso sposar e.'
'Why can't  you get  mar r ied?'
'Because I  am not  a vir gin,' she answer ed.
'What  has t hat  got  t o do wit h it ?'
'Who will mar r y me? No one want s a gir l who is not  a vir gin.'
'I  will. I 'll mar r y you.'
'Ma non posso sposar t i.'
'Why can't  you mar r y me?'
'Per chŠ sei pazzo.'
'Why am I  cr azy?'
'Per chŠ vuoi sposar mi.'
Yossar ian wr inkled his f or ehead wit h quizzical amusement . 'You won't  mar r y me because 
I 'm cr azy, and you say I 'm cr azy because I  want  t o mar r y you? I s t hat  r ight ?'
'Si.'
'Tu sei pazz'!' he t old her  loudly.
'Per chŠ?' she shout ed back at  him indignant ly, her  unavoidable r ound br east s r ising and 
f alling in a saucy huf f  beneat h t he pink chemise as she sat  up in bed indignant ly. 'Why am
I  cr azy?'
'Because you won't  mar r y me.'
'St upido!' she shout ed back at  him, and smacked him loudly and f lamboyant ly on t he 
chest  wit h t he back of  her  hand. 'Non posso sposar t i! Non capisci? Non posso sposar t i.'
'Oh, sur e, I  under st and. And why can't  you mar r y me?'
'Per chŠ sei pazzo!'
'And why am I  cr azy?'
'Per chŠ vuoi sposar mi.'
'Because I  want  t o mar r y you. Car ina, t i amo,' he explained, and he dr ew her  gent ly back 
down t o t he pillow. 'Ti amo molt o.'
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’ Tu sei pazzo,’  she mur mur ed in r eply, f lat t er ed.
'Per chŠ?'
'Because you say you love me. How can you love a gir l who is not  a vir gin?'
'Because I  can't  mar r y you.'
She bolt ed r ight  up again in a t hr eat ening r age. 'Why can't  you mar r y me?' she 
demanded, r eady t o clout  him again if  he gave an uncompliment ar y r eply. 'J ust  because I  
am not  a vir gin?'
'No, no, dar ling. Because you'r e cr azy.'
She st ar ed at  him in blank r esent ment  f or  a moment  and t hen t ossed her  head back and 
r oar ed appr eciat ively wit h hear t y laught er . She gazed at  him wit h new appr oval when she 
st opped, t he lush, r esponsive t issues of  her  dar k f ace t ur ning dar ker  st ill and blooming 
somnolent ly wit h a swelling and beaut if ying inf usion of  blood. Her  eyes gr ew dim. He 
cr ushed out  bot h t heir  cigar et t es, and t hey t ur ned int o each ot her  wor dlessly in an 
engr ossing kiss j ust  as Hungr y J oe came meander ing int o t he r oom wit hout  knocking t o 
ask if  Yossar ian want ed t o go out  wit h him t o look f or  gir ls. Hungr y J oe st opped on a 
dime when he saw t hem and shot  out  of  t he r oom. Yossar ian shot  out  of  bed even f ast er  
and began shout ing at  Luciana t o get  dr essed. The gir l was dumbf ounded. He pulled her  
r oughly out  of  bed by her  ar m and f lung her  away t owar d her  clot hing, t hen r aced f or  t he
door  in t ime t o slam it  shut  as Hungr y J oe was r unning back in wit h his camer a. Hungr y 
J oe had his leg wedged in t he door  and would not  pull it  out .
'Let  me in!' he begged ur gent ly, wr iggling and squir ming maniacally. 'Let  me in!' He 
st opped st r uggling f or  a moment  t o gaze up int o Yossar ian's f ace t hr ough t he cr ack in 
t he door  wit h what  he must  have supposed was a beguiling smile. 'Me no Hungr y J oe,' he 
explained ear nest ly. 'Me heap big phot ogr apher  f r om Lif e magazine. Heap big pict ur e on 
heap big cover . I  make you big Hollywood st ar , Yossar ian. Mult i diner o. Mult i divor ces. 
Mult i f icky-f ic all day long. Si, si, si!'
Yossar ian slammed t he door  shut  when Hungr y J oe st epped back a bit  t o t r y t o shoot  a 
pict ur e of  Luciana dr essing. Hungr y J oe at t acked t he st out  wooden bar r ier  f anat ically, 
f ell back t o r eor ganize his ener gies and hur led himself  f or war d f anat ically again. 
Yossar ian slit her ed int o his own clot hes bet ween assault s. Luciana had her  
gr een-and-whit e summer  dr ess on and was holding t he skir t  bunched up above her  waist . 
A wave of  miser y br oke over  him as he saw her  about  t o vanish inside her  pant ies 
f or ever . He r eached out  t o gr asp her  and dr ew her  t o him by t he r aised calf  of  her  leg. 
She hopped f or war d and molded her self  against  him. Yossar ian kissed her  ear s and her  
closed eyes r omant ically and r ubbed t he backs of  her  t highs. She began t o hum sensually 
a moment  bef or e Hungr y J oe hur led his f r ail body against  t he door  in st ill one mor e 
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desper at e at t ack and almost  knocked t hem bot h down. Yossar ian pushed her  away.
’ Vit e! Vit e!’  he scolded her . ’ Get  your  t hings on!’
’ What  t he hell ar e you t alking about ?’  she want ed t o know.
’ Fast ! Fast ! Can’ t  you under st and English? Get  your  clot hes on f ast !’
’ St upido!’  she snar led back at  him. ’ Vit e is Fr ench, not  I t alian. Subit o, subit o! That ’ s 
what  you mean. Subit o!’
’ Si, si. That ’ s what  I  mean. Subit o, subit o!’
’ Si, si,’  she r esponded co-oper at ively, and r an f or  her  shoes and ear r ings.
Hungr y J oe had paused in his at t ack t o shoot  pict ur es t hr ough t he closed door . Yossar ian
could hear  t he camer a shut t er  clicking. When bot h he and Luciana wer e r eady, Yossar ian 
wait ed f or  Hungr y J oe’ s next  char ge and yanked t he door  open on him unexpect edly. 
Hungr y J oe spilled f or war d int o t he r oom like a f lounder ing f r og. Yossar ian skipped 
nimbly ar ound him, guiding Luciana along behind him t hr ough t he apar t ment  and out  int o 
t he hallway. They bounced down t he st air s wit h a gr eat  r oist er ing clat t er , laughing out  
loud br eat hlessly and knocking t heir  hilar ious heads t oget her  each t ime t hey paused t o 
r est . Near  t he bot t om t hey met  Nat ely coming up and st opped laughing. Nat ely was 
dr awn, dir t y and unhappy. His t ie was t wist ed and his shir t  was r umpled, and he walked 
wit h his hands in his pocket s. He wor e a hangdog, hopeless look.
’ What ’ s t he mat t er , kid?’  Yossar ian inquir ed compassionat ely.
’ I ’ m f lat  br oke again,’  Nat ely r eplied wit h a lame and dist r act ed smile. ’ What  am I  going 
t o do?’
Yossar ian didn’ t  know. Nat ely had spent  t he last  t hir t y-t wo hour s at  t went y dollar s an 
hour  wit h t he apat het ic whor e he ador ed, and he had not hing lef t  of  his pay or  of  t he 
lucr at ive allowance he r eceived ever y mont h f r om his wealt hy and gener ous f at her . That  
meant  he could not  spend t ime wit h her  any mor e. She would not  allow him t o walk beside 
her  as she st r olled t he pavement s solicit ing ot her  ser vicemen, and she was inf ur iat ed 
when she spied him t r ailing her  f r om a dist ance. He was f r ee t o hang ar ound her  
apar t ment  if  he car ed t o, but  t her e was no cer t aint y t hat  she would be t her e. And she 
would give him not hing unless he could pay. She f ound sex unint er est ing. Nat ely want ed 
t he assur ance t hat  she was not  going t o bed wit h anyone unsavor y or  wit h someone he 
knew. Capt ain Black always made it  a point  t o buy her  each t ime he came t o Rome, j ust  so 
he could t or ment  Nat ely wit h t he news t hat  he had t hr own his sweet hear t  anot her  hump 
and wat ch Nat ely eat  his liver  as he r elat ed t he at r ocious indignit ies t o which he had 
f or ced her  t o submit .
Luciana was t ouched by Nat ely’ s f or lor n air , but  br oke loudly int o r obust  laught er  again 
t he moment  she st epped out side int o t he sunny st r eet  wit h Yossar ian and hear d Hungr y 
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J oe beseeching t hem f r om t he window t o come back and t ake t heir  clot hes of f , because 
he r eally was a phot ogr apher  f r om Lif e magazine. Luciana f led mir t hf ully along t he 
sidewalk in her  high whit e wedgies, pulling Yossar ian along in t ow wit h t he same lust y and 
ingenuous zeal she had displayed in t he dance hall t he night  bef or e and at  ever y moment  
since. Yossar ian caught  up and walked wit h his ar m ar ound her  waist  unt il t hey came t o 
t he cor ner  and she st epped away f r om him. She st r aight ened her  hair  in a mir r or  f r om 
her  pocket book and put  lipst ick on.
’ Why don’ t  you ask me t o let  you wr it e my name and addr ess on a piece of  paper  so t hat  
you will be able t o f ind me again when you come t o Rome?’  she suggest ed.
’ Why don’ t  you let  me wr it e your  name and addr ess down on a piece of  paper ?’  he 
agr eed.
’ Why?’  she demanded belliger ent ly, her  mout h cur ling suddenly int o a vehement  sneer  
and her  eyes f lashing wit h anger . ’ So you can t ear  it  up int o lit t le pieces as soon as I  
leave?’
’ Who’ s going t o t ear  it  up?’  Yossar ian pr ot est ed in conf usion. ’ What  t he hell ar e you 
t alking about ?’
’ You will,’  she insist ed. ’ You’ ll t ear  it  up int o lit t le pieces t he minut e I ’ m gone and go 
walking away like a big shot  because a t all, young, beaut if ul gir l like me, Luciana, let  you 
sleep wit h her  and did not  ask you f or  money.’
’ How much money ar e you asking me f or ?’  he asked her .
’ St upido!’  she shout ed wit h emot ion. ’ I  am not  asking you f or  any money!’  She st amped 
her  f oot  and r aised her  ar m in a t ur bulent  gest ur e t hat  made Yossar ian f ear  she was 
going t o cr ack him in t he f ace again wit h her  gr eat  pocket book. I nst ead, she scr ibbled 
her  name and addr ess on a slip of  paper  and. t hr ust  it  at  him. ’ Her e,’  she t aunt ed him 
sar donically, bit ing on her  lip t o st ill a delicat e t r emor . ’ Don’ t  f or get . Don’ t  f or get  t o 
t ear  it  int o t iny pieces as soon as I  am gone.’
Then she smiled at  him ser enely, squeezed his hand and, wit h a whisper ed r egr et f ul 
’ Addio,’  pr essed her self  against  him f or  a moment  and t hen st r aight ened and walked 
away wit h unconscious dignit y and gr ace.
The minut e she was gone, Yossar ian t or e t he slip of  paper  up and walked away in t he 
ot her  dir ect ion, f eeling ver y much like a big shot  because a beaut if ul young gir l like 
Luciana had slept  wit h him and did not  ask f or  money. He was pr et t y pleased wit h himself  
unt il he looked up in t he dining r oom of  t he Red Cr oss building and f ound himself  eat ing 
br eakf ast  wit h dozens and dozens of  ot her  ser vicemen in all kinds of  f ant ast ic unif or ms, 
and t hen all at  once he was sur r ounded by images of  Luciana get t ing out  of  her  clot hes 
and int o her  clot hes and car essing and har anguing him t empest uously in t he pink r ayon 
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chemise she wor e in bed wit h him and would not  t ake of f . Yossar ian choked on his t oast  
and eggs at  t he enor mit y of  his er r or  in t ear ing her  long, lit he, nude, young vibr ant  limbs 
int o any pieces of  paper  so impudent ly and dumping her  down so smugly int o t he gut t er  
f r om t he cur b. He missed her  t er r ibly alr eady. Ther e wer e so many st r ident  f aceless 
people in unif or m in t he dining r oom wit h him. He f elt  an ur gent  desir e t o be alone wit h 
her  again soon and spr ang up impet uously f r om his t able and went  r unning out side and 
back down t he st r eet  t owar d t he apar t ment  in sear ch of  t he t iny bit s of  paper  in t he 
gut t er , but  t hey had all been f lushed away by a st r eet  cleaner ’ s hose.
He couldn’ t  f ind her  again in t he Allied of f icer s’  night  club t hat  evening or  in t he 
swelt er ing, bur nished, hedonist ic bedlam of  t he black-mar ket  r est aur ant  wit h it s vast  
bobbing wooden t r ays of  elegant  f ood and it s chir ping f lock of  br ight  and lovely gir ls. He 
couldn’ t  even f ind t he r est aur ant . When he went  t o bed alone, he dodged f lak over  
Bologna again in a dr eam, wit h Aar f y hanging over  his shoulder  abominably in t he plane 
wit h a bloat ed sor did leer . I n t he mor ning he r an looking f or  Luciana in all t he Fr ench 
of f ices he could f ind, but  nobody knew what  he was t alking about , and t hen he r an in 
t er r or , so j umpy, dist r aught  and disor ganized t hat  he j ust  had t o keep r unning in t er r or  
somewher e, t o t he enlist ed men’ s apar t ment  f or  t he squat  maid in t he lime-color ed 
pant ies, whom he f ound dust ing in Snowden’ s r oom on t he f if t h f loor  in her  dr ab br own 
sweat er  and heavy dar k skir t . Snowden was st ill alive t hen, and Yossar ian could t ell it  was
Snowden’ s r oom f r om t he name st enciled in whit e on t he blue duf f el bag he t r ipped over  
as he plunged t hr ough t he door way at  her  in a f r enzy of  cr eat ive desper at ion. The woman
caught  him by t he wr ist s bef or e he could f all as he came st umbling t owar d her  in need 
and pulled him along down on t op of  her  as she f lopped over  backwar d ont o t he bed and 
enveloped him hospit ably in her  f laccid and consoling embr ace, her  dust  mop alof t  in her  
hand like a banner  as her  br oad, br ut ish congenial f ace gazed up at  him f ondly wit h a 
smile of  unper j ur ed f r iendship. Ther e was a shar p elast ic snap as she r olled t he 
lime-color ed pant ies of f  beneat h t hem bot h wit hout  dist ur bing him.
He st uf f ed money int o her  hand when t hey wer e f inished. She hugged him in gr at it ude. 
He hugged her . She hugged him back and t hen pulled him down on t op of  her  on t he bed 
again. He st uf f ed mor e money int o her  hand when t hey wer e f inished t his t ime and r an 
out  of  t he r oom bef or e she could begin hugging him in gr at it ude again. Back at  his own 
apar t ment , he t hr ew his t hings t oget her  as f ast  as he could, lef t  f or  Nat ely what  money 
he had, and r an back t o Pianosa on a supply plane t o apologize t o Hungr y J oe f or  shut t ing 
him out  of  t he bedr oom. The apology was unnecessar y, f or  Hungr y J oe was in high spir it s 
when Yossar ian f ound him. Hungr y J oe was gr inning f r om ear  t o ear , and Yossar ian t ur ned
sick at  t he sight  of  him, f or  he under st ood inst ant ly what  t he high spir it s meant .
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’ For t y missions,’  Hungr y J oe announced r eadily in a voice lyr ical wit h r elief  and elat ion. 
’ The colonel r aised t hem again.’
Yossar ian was st unned. ’ But  I ’ ve got  t hir t y-t wo, goddammit ! Thr ee mor e and I  would 
have been t hr ough.’
Hungr y J oe shr ugged indif f er ent ly. ’ The colonel want s f or t y missions,’  he r epeat ed.
Yossar ian shoved him out  of  t he way and r an r ight  int o t he hospit al.
17 THE SOLDI ER I N WHI TE
Yossar ian r an r ight  int o t he hospit al, det er mined t o r emain t her e f or ever  r at her  t han f ly
one mission mor e t han t he t hir t y-t wo missions he had. Ten days af t er  he changed his 
mind and came out , t he colonel r aised t he missions t o f or t y-f ive and Yossar ian r an r ight  
back in, det er mined t o r emain in t he hospit al f or ever  r at her  t han f ly one mission mor e 
t han t he six missions mor e he had j ust  f lown.
Yossar ian could r un int o t he hospit al whenever  he want ed t o because of  his liver  and 
because of  his eyes; t he doct or s couldn’ t  f ix his liver  condit ion and couldn’ t  meet  his 
eyes each t ime he t old t hem he had a liver  condit ion. He could enj oy himself  in t he 
hospit al, j ust  as long as t her e was no one r eally ver y sick in t he same war d. His syst em 
was st ur dy enough t o sur vive a case of  someone else’ s malar ia or  inf luenza wit h scar cely 
any discomf or t  at  all. He could come t hr ough ot her  people’ s t onsillect omies wit hout  
suf f er ing any post oper at ive dist r ess, and even endur e t heir  her nias and hemor r hoids 
wit h only mild nausea and r evulsion. But  t hat  was j ust  about  as much as he could go 
t hr ough wit hout  get t ing sick. Af t er  t hat  he was r eady t o bolt . He could r elax in t he 
hospit al, since no one t her e expect ed him t o do anyt hing. All he was expect ed t o do in t he
hospit al was die or  get  bet t er , and since he was per f ect ly all r ight  t o begin wit h, get t ing 
bet t er  was easy.
Being in t he hospit al was bet t er  t han being over  Bologna or  f lying over  Avignon wit h Huple
and Dobbs at  t he cont r ols and Snowden dying in back.
Ther e wer e usually not  near ly as many sick people inside t he hospit al as Yossar ian saw 
out side t he hospit al, and t her e wer e gener ally f ewer  people inside t he hospit al who wer e 
ser iously sick. Ther e was a much lower  deat h r at e inside t he hospit al t han out side t he 
hospit al, and a much healt hier  deat h r at e. Few people died unnecessar ily. People knew a 
lot  mor e about  dying inside t he hospit al and made a much neat er , mor e or der ly j ob of  it . 
They couldn’ t  dominat e Deat h inside t he hospit al, but  t hey cer t ainly made her  behave. 
They had t aught  her  manner s. They couldn’ t  keep Deat h out , but  while she was in she had
t o act  like a lady. People gave up t he ghost  wit h delicacy and t ast e inside t he hospit al. 
Ther e was none of  t hat  cr ude, ugly ost ent at ion about  dying t hat  was so common out side 
t he hospit al. They did not  blow up in mid-air  like Kr af t  or  t he dead man in Yossar ian’ s 
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t ent , or  f r eeze t o deat h in t he blazing summer t ime t he way Snowden had f r ozen t o deat h
af t er  spilling his secr et  t o Yossar ian in t he back of  t he plane.
’ I ’ m cold,’  Snowden had whimper ed. ’ I ’ m cold.’
’ Ther e, t her e,’  Yossar ian had t r ied t o comf or t  him. ’ Ther e, t her e.’
They didn’ t  t ake it  on t he lam weir dly inside a cloud t he way Clevinger  had done. They 
didn’ t  explode int o blood and clot t ed mat t er . They didn’ t  dr own or  get  st r uck by 
light ning, mangled by machiner y or  cr ushed in landslides. They didn’ t  get  shot  t o deat h in
hold-ups, st r angled t o deat h in r apes, st abbed t o deat h in saloons, bludgeoned t o deat h 
wit h axes by par ent s or  childr en or  die summar ily by some ot her  act  of  God. Nobody 
choked t o deat h. People bled t o deat h like gent lemen in an oper at ing r oom or  expir ed 
wit hout  comment  in an oxygen t ent . Ther e was none of  t hat  t r icky 
now-you-see-me-now-you-don’ t  business so much in vogue out side t he hospit al, none of  
t hat  now-I -am-and-now-I -ain’ t . Ther e wer e no f amines or  f loods. Childr en didn’ t  
suf f ocat e in cr adles or  iceboxes or  f all under  t r ucks. No one was beat en t o deat h. People 
didn’ t  st ick t heir  heads int o ovens wit h t he gas on, j ump in f r ont  of  subway t r ains or  
come plummet ing like dead weight s out  of  hot el windows wit h a whoosh!, acceler at ing at  
t he r at e of  sixt een f eet  per  second t o land wit h a hideous plop! on t he sidewalk and die 
disgust ingly t her e in public like an alpaca sack f ull of  hair y st r awber r y ice cr eam, 
bleeding, pink t oes awr y.
All t hings consider ed, Yossar ian of t en pr ef er r ed t he hospit al, even t hough it  had it s 
f ault s. The help t ended t o be of f icious, t he r ules, if  heeded, r est r ict ive, and t he 
management  meddlesome. Since sick people wer e apt  t o be pr esent , he could not  always 
depend on a lively young cr owd in t he same war d wit h him, and t he ent er t ainment  was not  
always good. He was f or ced t o admit  t hat  t he hospit als had alt er ed st eadily f or  t he 
wor se as t he war  cont inued and one moved closer  t o t he bat t lef r ont , t he det er ior at ion in 
t he qualit y of  t he guest s becoming most  mar ked wit hin t he combat  zone it self  wher e t he 
ef f ect s of  booming war t ime condit ions wer e apt  t o make t hemselves conspicuous 
immediat ely. The people got  sicker  and sicker  t he deeper  he moved int o combat , unt il 
f inally in t he hospit al t hat  last  t ime t her e had been t he soldier  in whit e, who could not  
have been any sicker  wit hout  being dead, and he soon was.
The soldier  in whit e was const r uct ed ent ir ely of  gauze, plast er  and a t her momet er , and 
t he t her momet er  was mer ely an ador nment  lef t  balanced in t he empt y dar k hole in t he 
bandages over  his mout h ear ly each mor ning and lat e each af t er noon by Nur se Cr amer  
and Nur se Ducket t  r ight  up t o t he af t er noon Nur se Cr amer  r ead t he t her momet er  and 
discover ed he was dead. Now t hat  Yossar ian looked back, it  seemed t hat  Nur se Cr amer , 
r at her  t han t he t alkat ive Texan, had mur der ed t he soldier  in whit e; if  she had not  r ead 
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t he t her momet er  and r epor t ed what  she had f ound, t he soldier  in whit e might  st ill be 
lying t her e alive exact ly as he had been lying t her e all along, encased f r om head t o t oe in 
plast er  and gauze wit h bot h st r ange, r igid legs elevat ed f r om t he hips and bot h st r ange 
ar ms st r ung up per pendicular ly, all f our  bulky limbs in cast s, all f our  st r ange, useless 
limbs hoist ed up in t he air  by t aut  wir e cables and f ant ast ically long lead weight s 
suspended dar kly above him. Lying t her e t hat  way might  not  have been much of  a lif e, but
it  was all t he lif e he had, and t he decision t o t er minat e it , Yossar ian f elt , should har dly 
have been Nur se Cr amer ’ s.
The soldier  in whit e was like an unr olled bandage wit h a hole in it  or  like a br oken block of
st one in a har bor  wit h a cr ooked zinc pipe j ut t ing out . The ot her  pat ient s in t he war d, all 
but  t he Texan, shr ank f r om him wit h a t ender hear t ed aver sion f r om t he moment  t hey 
set  eyes on him t he mor ning af t er  t he night  he had been sneaked in. They gat her ed 
sober ly in t he f ar t hest  r ecess of  t he war d and gossiped about  him in malicious, of f ended 
under t ones, r ebelling against  his pr esence as a ghast ly imposit ion and r esent ing him 
malevolent ly f or  t he nauseat ing t r ut h of  which he was br ight  r eminder . They shar ed a 
common dr ead t hat  he would begin moaning.
’ I  don’ t  know what  I ’ ll do if  he does begin moaning,’  t he dashing young f ight er  pilot  wit h 
t he golden must ache had gr ieved f or lor nly. ’ I t  means he’ ll moan dur ing t he night , t oo, 
because he won’ t  be able t o t ell t ime.’
No sound at  all came f r om t he soldier  in whit e all t he t ime he was t her e. The r agged 
r ound hole over  his mout h was deep and j et  black and showed no sign of  lip, t eet h, palat e 
or  t ongue. The only one who ever  came close enough t o look was t he af f able Texan, who 
came close enough sever al t imes a day t o chat  wit h him about  mor e vot es f or  t he decent  
f olk, opening each conver sat ion wit h t he same unvar ying gr eet ing: ’ What  do you say, 
f ella? How you coming along?’  The r est  of  t he men avoided t hem bot h in t heir  r egulat ion 
mar oon cor dur oy bat hr obes and unr aveling f lannel paj amas, wonder ing gloomily who t he 
soldier  in whit e was, why he was t her e and what  he was r eally like inside.
’ He’ s all r ight , I  t ell you,’  t he Texan would r epor t  back t o t hem encour agingly af t er  each
of  his social visit s.
’ Deep down inside he’ s r eally a r egular  guy. He’ s f eeling a lit t le shy and insecur e now 
because he doesn’ t  know anybody her e and can’ t  t alk. Why don’ t  you all j ust  st ep r ight  
up t o him and int r oduce your selves? He won’ t  hur t  you.’
’ What  t he goddam hell ar e you t alking about ?’  Dunbar  demanded. ’ Does he even know 
what  you’ r e t alking about ?’
’ Sur e he knows what  I ’ m t alking about . He’ s not  st upid. Ther e ain’ t  not hing wr ong wit h 
him.’
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’ Can he hear  you?’
’ Well, I  don’ t  know if  he can hear  me or  not , but  I ’ m sur e he knows what  I ’ m t alking 
about .’
’ Does t hat  hole over  his mout h ever  move?’
’ Now, what  kind of  a cr azy quest ion is t hat ?’  t he Texan asked uneasily.
’ How can you t ell if  he’ s br eat hing if  it  never  moves?’
’ How can you t ell it ’ s a he?’
’ Does he have pads over  his eyes under neat h t hat  bandage over  his f ace?’
’ Does he ever  wiggle his t oes or  move t he t ips of  his f inger s?’
The Texan backed away in mount ing conf usion. ’ Now, what  kind of  a cr azy quest ion is 
t hat ? You f ellas must  all be cr azy or  somet hing. Why don’ t  you j ust  walk r ight  up t o him 
and get  acquaint ed? He’ s a r eal nice guy, I  t ell you.’
The soldier  in whit e was mor e like a st uf f ed and st er ilized mummy t han a r eal nice guy. 
Nur se Ducket t  and Nur se Cr amer  kept  him spick-and-span. They br ushed his bandages 
of t en wit h a whiskbr oom and scr ubbed t he plast er  cast s on his ar ms, legs, shoulder s, 
chest  and pelvis wit h soapy wat er . Wor king wit h a r ound t in of  met al polish, t hey waxed a
dim gloss on t he dull zinc pipe r ising f r om t he cement  on his gr oin. Wit h damp dish t owels
t hey wiped t he dust  sever al t imes a day f r om t he slim black r ubber  t ubes leading in and 
out  of  him t o t he t wo lar ge st opper ed j ar s, one of  t hem, hanging on a post  beside his bed,
dr ipping f luid int o his ar m const ant ly t hr ough a slit  in t he bandages while t he ot her , 
almost  out  of  sight  on t he f loor , dr ained t he f luid away t hr ough t he zinc pipe r ising f r om 
his gr oin. Bot h young nur ses polished t he glass j ar s unceasingly. They wer e pr oud of  t heir
housewor k. The mor e solicit ous of  t he t wo was Nur se Cr amer , a shapely, pr et t y, sexless 
gir l wit h a wholesome unat t r act ive f ace. Nur se Cr amer  had a cut e nose and a r adiant , 
blooming complexion dot t ed wit h f et ching spr ays of  ador able f r eckles t hat  Yossar ian 
det est ed. She was t ouched ver y deeply by t he soldier  in whit e. Her  vir t uous, pale-blue, 
saucer like eyes f looded wit h leviat han t ear s on unexpect ed occasions and made Yossar ian
mad.
’ How t he hell do you know he’ s even in t her e?’  he asked her .
’ Don’ t  you dar e t alk t o me t hat  way!’  she r eplied indignant ly.
’ Well, how do you? You don’ t  even know if  it ’ s r eally him.’
’ Who?’
’ Whoever ’ s supposed t o be in all t hose bandages. You might  r eally be weeping f or  
somebody else. How do you know he’ s even alive?’
’ What  a t er r ible t hing t o say!’  Nur se Cr amer  exclaimed. ’ Now, you get  r ight  int o bed and 
st op making j okes about  him.’
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’ I ’ m not  making j okes. Anybody might  be in t her e. For  all we know, it  might  even be 
Mudd.’
’ What  ar e you t alking about ?’  Nur se Cr amer  pleaded wit h him in a quaver ing voice.
’ Maybe t hat ’ s wher e t he dead man is.’
’ What  dead man?’
’ I ’ ve got  a dead man in my t ent  t hat  nobody can t hr ow out . His name is Mudd.’
Nur se Cr amer ’ s f ace blanched and she t ur ned t o Dunbar  desper at ely f or  aid. ’ Make him 
st op saying t hings like t hat ,’  she begged.
’ Maybe t her e’ s no one inside,’  Dunbar  suggest ed helpf ully. ’ Maybe t hey j ust  sent  t he 
bandages her e f or  a j oke.’
She st epped away f r om Dunbar  in alar m. ’ You’ r e cr azy,’  she cr ied, glancing about  
implor ingly. ’ You’ r e bot h cr azy.’
Nur se Ducket t  showed up t hen and chased t hem all back t o t heir  own beds while Nur se 
Cr amer  changed t he st opper ed j ar s f or  t he soldier  in whit e. Changing t he j ar s f or  t he 
soldier  in whit e was no t r ouble at  all, since t he same clear  f luid was dr ipped back inside 
him over  and over  again wit h no appar ent  loss. When t he j ar  f eeding t he inside of  his 
elbow was j ust  about  empt y, t he j ar  on t he f loor  was j ust  about  f ull, and t he t wo wer e 
simply uncoupled f r om t heir  r espect ive hoses and r ever sed quickly so t hat  t he liquid 
could be dr ipped r ight  back int o him. Changing t he j ar s was no t r ouble t o anyone but  t he 
men who wat ched t hem changed ever y hour  or  so and wer e baf f led by t he pr ocedur e.
’ Why can’ t  t hey hook t he t wo j ar s up t o each ot her  and eliminat e t he middleman?’  t he 
ar t iller y capt ain wit h whom Yossar ian had st opped playing chess inquir ed. ’ What  t he hell 
do t hey need him f or ?’
’ I  wonder  what  he did t o deser ve it ,’  t he war r ant  of f icer  wit h malar ia and a mosquit o 
bit e on his ass lament ed af t er  Nur se Cr amer  had r ead her  t her momet er  and discover ed 
t hat  t he soldier  in whit e was dead.
’ He went  t o war ,’  t he f ight er  pilot  wit h t he golden must ache sur mised.
’ We all went  t o war ,’  Dunbar  count er ed.
’ That ’ s what  I  mean,’  t he war r ant  of f icer  wit h malar ia cont inued. ’ Why him? Ther e j ust  
doesn’ t  seem t o be any logic t o t his syst em of  r ewar ds and punishment . Look what  
happened t o me. I f  I  had got t en syphilis or  a dose of  clap f or  my f ive minut es of  passion 
on t he beach inst ead of  t his damned mosquit o bit e, I  could see j ust ice. But  malar ia? 
Malar ia? Who can explain malar ia as a consequence of  f or nicat ion?’  The war r ant  of f icer  
shook his head in numb ast onishment .
’ What  about  me?’  Yossar ian said. ’ I  st epped out  of  my t ent  in Mar r akech one night  t o 
get  a bar  of  candy and caught  your  dose of  clap when t hat  Wac I  never  even saw bef or e 
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hissed me int o t he bushes. All I  r eally want ed was a bar  of  candy, but  who could t ur n it  
down?’
’ That  sounds like my dose of  clap, all r ight ,’  t he war r ant  of f icer  agr eed. ’ But  I ’ ve st ill 
got  somebody else’ s malar ia. J ust  f or  once I ’ d like t o see all t hese t hings sor t  of  
st r aight ened out , wit h each per son get t ing exact ly what  he deser ves. I t  might  give me 
some conf idence in t his univer se.’
’ I ’ ve got  somebody else’ s t hr ee hundr ed t housand dollar s,’  t he dashing young f ight er  
capt ain wit h t he golden must ache admit t ed. ’ I ’ ve been goof ing of f  since t he day I  was 
bor n. I  cheat ed my way t hr ough pr ep school and college, and j ust  about  all I ’ ve been 
doing ever  since is shacking up wit h pr et t y gir ls who t hink I ’ d make a good husband. I ’ ve 
got  no ambit ion at  all. The only t hing I  want  t o do af t er  t he war  is mar r y some gir l who’ s 
got  mor e money t han I  have and shack up wit h lot s mor e pr et t y gir ls. The t hr ee hundr ed 
t housand bucks was lef t  t o me bef or e I  was bor n by a gr andf at her  who made a f or t une 
selling on an int er nat ional scale. I  know I  don’ t  deser ve it , but  I ’ ll be damned if  I  give it  
back. I  wonder  who it  r eally belongs t o.’
’ Maybe it  belongs t o my f at her ,’  Dunbar  conj ect ur ed. ’ He spent  a lif et ime at  har d wor k 
and never  could make enough money t o even send my sist er  and me t hr ough college. He’ s 
dead now, so you might  as well keep it .’
’ Now, if  we can j ust  f ind out  who my malar ia belongs t o we’ d be all set . I t ’ s not  t hat  I ’ ve
got  anyt hing against  malar ia. I ’ d j ust  as soon goldbr ick wit h malar ia as wit h anyt hing else.
I t ’ s only t hat  I  f eel an inj ust ice has been commit t ed. Why should I  have somebody else’ s
malar ia and you have my dose of  clap?’
’ I ’ ve got  mor e t han your  dose of  clap,’  Yossar ian t old him. ’ I ’ ve got  t o keep f lying 
combat  missions because of  t hat  dose of  your s unt il t hey kill me.’
’ That  makes it  even wor se. What ’ s t he j ust ice in t hat ?’
’ I  had a f r iend named Clevinger  t wo and a half  weeks ago who used t o see plent y of  
j ust ice in it .’
’ I t ’ s t he highest  kind of  j ust ice of  all,’  Clevinger  had gloat ed, clapping his hands wit h a 
mer r y laugh. ’ I  can’ t  help t hinking of  t he Hippolyt us of  Eur ipides, wher e t he ear ly 
licent iousness of  Theseus is pr obably r esponsible f or  t he ascet icism of  t he son t hat  helps
br ing about  t he t r agedy t hat  r uins t hem all. I f  not hing else, t hat  episode wit h t he Wac 
should t each you t he evil of  sexual immor alit y.’
’ I t  t eaches me t he evil of  candy.’
’ Can’ t  you see t hat  you’ r e not  exact ly wit hout  blame f or  t he pr edicament  you’ r e in?’  
Clevinger  had cont inued wit h undisguised r elish. ’ I f  you hadn’ t  been laid up in t he hospit al
wit h vener eal disease f or  t en days back t her e in Af r ica, you might  have f inished your  
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t went y-f ive missions in t ime t o be sent  home bef or e Colonel Never s was killed and Colonel
Cat hcar t  came t o r eplace him.’
’ And what  about  you?’  Yossar ian had r eplied. ’ You never  got  clap in Mar r akech and you’ r e
in t he same pr edicament .’
’ I  don’ t  know,’  conf essed Clevinger , wit h a t r ace of  mock concer n. ’ I  guess I  must  have 
done somet hing ver y bad in my t ime.’
’ Do you r eally believe t hat ?’
Clevinger  laughed. ’ No, of  cour se not . I  j ust  like t o kid you along a lit t le.’
Ther e wer e t oo many danger s f or  Yossar ian t o keep t r ack of . Ther e was Hit ler , Mussolini
and Toj o, f or  example, and t hey wer e all out  t o kill him. Ther e was Lieut enant  
Scheisskopf  wit h his f anat icism f or  par ades and t her e was t he bloat ed colonel wit h his 
big f at  must ache and his f anat icism f or  r et r ibut ion, and t hey want ed t o kill him, t oo. 
Ther e was Appleby, Haver meyer , Black and Kor n. Ther e was Nur se Cr amer  and Nur se 
Ducket t , who he was almost  cer t ain want ed him dead, and t her e was t he Texan and t he 
C.I .D. man, about  whom he had no doubt . Ther e wer e bar t ender s, br icklayer s and bus 
conduct or s all over  t he wor ld who want ed him dead, landlor ds and t enant s, t r ait or s and 
pat r iot s, lyncher s, leeches and lackeys, and t hey wer e all out  t o bump him of f . That  was 
t he secr et  Snowden had spilled t o him on t he mission t o Avignon - t hey wer e out  t o get  
him; and Snowden had spilled it  all over  t he back of  t he plane.
Ther e wer e lymph glands t hat  might  do him in. Ther e wer e kidneys, ner ve sheat hs and 
cor puscles. Ther e wer e t umor s of  t he br ain. Ther e was Hodgkin’ s disease, leukemia, 
amyot r ophic lat er al scler osis. Ther e wer e f er t ile r ed meadows of  epit helial t issue t o 
cat ch and coddle a cancer  cell. Ther e wer e diseases of  t he skin, diseases of  t he bone, 
diseases of  t he lung, diseases of  t he st omach, diseases of  t he hear t , blood and ar t er ies. 
Ther e wer e diseases of  t he head, diseases of  t he neck, diseases of  t he chest , diseases 
of  t he int est ines, diseases of  t he cr ot ch. Ther e even wer e diseases of  t he f eet . Ther e 
wer e billions of  conscient ious body cells oxidat ing away day and night  like dumb animals at
t heir  complicat ed j ob of  keeping him alive and healt hy, and ever y one was a pot ent ial 
t r ait or  and f oe. Ther e wer e so many diseases t hat  it  t ook a t r uly diseased mind t o even 
t hink about  t hem as of t en as he and Hungr y J oe did.
Hungr y J oe collect ed list s of  f at al diseases and ar r anged t hem in alphabet ical or der  so 
t hat  he could put  his f inger  wit hout  delay on any one he want ed t o wor r y about . He gr ew 
ver y upset  whenever  he misplaced some or  when he could not  add t o his list , and he would
go r ushing in a cold sweat  t o Doc Daneeka f or  help.
’ Give him Ewing’ s t umor ,’  Yossar ian advised Doc Daneeka, who would come t o Yossar ian 
f or  help in handling Hungr y J oe, ’ and f ollow it  up wit h melanoma. Hungr y J oe likes 
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linger ing diseases, but  he likes t he f ulminat ing ones even mor e.’
Doc Daneeka had never  hear d of  eit her . ’ How do you manage t o keep up on so many 
diseases like t hat ?’  he inquir ed wit h high pr of essional est eem.
’ I  lear n about  t hem at  t he hospit al when I  st udy t he Reader ’ s Digest .’
Yossar ian had so many ailment s t o be af r aid of  t hat  he was somet imes t empt ed t o t ur n 
himself  in t o t he hospit al f or  good and spend t he r est  of  his lif e st r et ched out  t her e 
inside an oxygen t ent  wit h a bat t er y of  specialist s and nur ses seat ed at  one side of  his 
bed t went y-f our  hour s a day wait ing f or  somet hing t o go wr ong and at  least  one sur geon 
wit h a knif e poised at  t he ot her , r eady t o j ump f or war d and begin cut t ing away t he 
moment  it  became necessar y. Aneur isms, f or  inst ance; how else could t hey ever  def end 
him in t ime against  an aneur ism of  t he aor t a? Yossar ian f elt  much saf er  inside t he 
hospit al t han out side t he hospit al, even t hough he loat hed t he sur geon and his knif e as 
much as he had ever  loat hed anyone. He could st ar t  scr eaming inside a hospit al and people
would at  least  come r unning t o t r y t o help; out side t he hospit al t hey would t hr ow him in 
pr ison if  he ever  st ar t ed scr eaming about  all t he t hings he f elt  ever yone ought  t o st ar t  
scr eaming about , or  t hey would put  him in t he hospit al. One of  t he t hings he want ed t o 
st ar t  scr eaming about  was t he sur geon’ s knif e t hat  was almost  cer t ain t o be wait ing f or  
him and ever yone else who lived long enough t o die. He wonder ed of t en how he would ever
r ecognize t he f ir st  chill, f lush, t winge, ache, belch, sneeze, st ain, let har gy, vocal slip, loss
of  balance or  lapse of  memor y t hat  would signal t he inevit able beginning of  t he inevit able 
end.
He was af r aid also t hat  Doc Daneeka would st ill r ef use t o help him when he went  t o him 
again af t er  j umping out  of  Maj or  Maj or ’ s of f ice, and he was r ight .
’ You t hink you’ ve got  somet hing t o be af r aid about ?’  Doc Daneeka demanded, lif t ing his 
delicat e immaculat e dar k head up f r om his chest  t o gaze at  Yossar ian ir ascibly f or  a 
moment  wit h lachr ymose eyes. ’ What  about  me? My pr ecious medical skills ar e r ust ing 
away her e on t his lousy island while ot her  doct or s ar e cleaning up. Do you t hink I  enj oy 
sit t ing her e day af t er  day r ef using t o help you? I  wouldn’ t  mind it  so much if  I  could 
r ef use t o help you back in t he St at es or  in some place like Rome. But  saying no t o you 
her e isn’ t  easy f or  me, eit her .’
’ Then st op saying no. Gr ound me.’
’ I  can’ t  gr ound you,’  Doc Daneeka mumbled. ’ How many t imes do you have t o be t old?’
’ Yes you can. Maj or  Maj or  t old me you’ r e t he only one in t he squadr on who can gr ound 
me.’
Doc Daneeka was st unned. ’ Maj or  Maj or  t old you t hat ? When?’
’ When I  t ackled him in t he dit ch.’
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’ Maj or  Maj or  t old you t hat ? I n a dit ch?’
’ He t old me in his of f ice af t er  we lef t  t he dit ch and j umped inside. He t old me not  t o t ell
anyone he t old me, so don’ t  st ar t  shoot ing your  mout h of f .’
’ Why t hat  dir t y, scheming liar !’  Doc Daneeka cr ied. ’ He wasn’ t  supposed t o t ell anyone. 
Did he t ell you how I  could gr ound you?’
’ J ust  by f illing out  a lit t le slip of  paper  saying I ’ m on t he ver ge of  a ner vous collapse and 
sending it  t o Gr oup. Dr . St ubbs gr ounds men in his squadr on all t he t ime, so why can’ t  
you?’
’ And what  happens t o t he men af t er  St ubbs does gr ound t hem?’  Doc Daneeka r et or t ed 
wit h a sneer . ’ They go r ight  back on combat  st at us, don’ t  t hey? And he f inds himself  
r ight  up t he cr eek. Sur e, I  can gr ound you by f illing out  a slip saying you’ r e unf it  t o f ly. 
But  t her e’ s a cat ch.’
’ Cat ch-22?’
’ Sur e. I f  I  t ake you of f  combat  dut y, Gr oup has t o appr ove my act ion, and Gr oup isn’ t  
going t o. They’ ll put  you r ight  back on combat  st at us, and t hen wher e will I  be? On my 
way t o t he Pacif ic Ocean, pr obably. No, t hank you. I ’ m not  going t o t ake any chances f or  
you.’
’ I sn’ t  it  wor t h a t r y?’  Yossar ian ar gued. ’ What ’ s so hot  about  Pianosa?’
’ Pianosa is t er r ible. But  it ’ s bet t er  t han t he Pacif ic Ocean. I  wouldn’ t  mind being shipped 
someplace civilized wher e I  might  pick up a buck or  t wo in abor t ion money ever y now and 
t hen. But  all t hey’ ve got  in t he Pacif ic is j ungles and monsoons, I ’ d r ot  t her e.’
’ You’ r e r ot t ing her e.’
Doc Daneeka f lar ed up angr ily. ’ Yeah? Well, at  least  I ’ m going t o come out  of  t his war  
alive, which is a lot  mor e t han you’ r e going t o do.’
’ That ’ s j ust  what  I ’ m t r ying t o t ell you, goddammit . I ’ m asking you t o save my lif e.’
’ I t ’ s not  my business t o save lives,’  Doc Daneeka r et or t ed sullenly.
’ What  is your  business?’
’ I  don’ t  know what  my business is. All t hey ever  t old me was t o uphold t he et hics of  my 
pr of ession and never  give t est imony against  anot her  physician. List en. You t hink you’ r e 
t he only one whose lif e is in danger ? What  about  me? Those t wo quacks I ’ ve got  wor king 
f or  me in t he medical t ent  st ill can’ t  f ind out  what ’ s wr ong wit h me.’
’ Maybe it ’ s Ewing’ s t umor ,’  Yossar ian mut t er ed sar cast ically.
’ Do you r eally t hink so?’  Doc Daneeka exclaimed wit h f r ight .
’ Oh, I  don’ t  know,’  Yossar ian answer ed impat ient ly. ’ I  j ust  know I ’ m not  going t o f ly any 
mor e missions. They wouldn’ t  r eally shoot  me, would t hey? I ’ ve got  f if t y-one.’
’ Why don’ t  you at  least  f inish t he f if t y-f ive bef or e you t ake a st and?’  Doc Daneeka 
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advised. ’ Wit h all your  bit ching, you’ ve never  f inished a t our  of  dut y even once.’
’ How t he hell can I ? The colonel keeps r aising t hem ever y t ime I  get  close.’
’ You never  f inish your  missions because you keep r unning int o t he hospit al or  going of f  t o 
Rome. You’ d be in a much, st r onger  posit ion if  you had your  f if t y-f ive f inished and t hen 
r ef used t o f ly. Then maybe I ’ d see what  I  could do.’
’ Do you pr omise?’
’ I  pr omise.’
’ What  do you pr omise?’
’ I  pr omise t hat  maybe I ’ ll t hink about  doing somet hing t o help if  you f inish your  
f if t y-f ive missions and if you get  McWat t  t o put  my name on his f light  log again so t hat  I  
can dr aw my f light  pay wit hout  going up in a plane. I ’ m af r aid of  air planes. Did you r ead 
about  t hat  air plane cr ash in I daho t hr ee weeks ago? Six people killed. I t  was t er r ible. I  
don’ t  know why t hey want  me t o put  in f our  hour s’  f light  t ime ever y mont h in or der  t o 
get  my f light  pay. Don’ t  I  have enough t o wor r y about  wit hout  wor r ying about  being killed
in an air plane cr ash t oo?’
’ I  wor r y about  t he air plane cr ashes also,’  Yossar ian t old him. ’ You’ r e not  t he only one.’
’ Yeah, but  I ’ m also pr et t y wor r ied about  t hat  Ewing’ s t umor ,’  Doc Daneeka boast ed. ’ Do 
you t hink t hat ’ s why my nose is st uf f ed all t he t ime and why I  always f eel so chilly? Take 
my pulse.’
Yossar ian also wor r ied about  Ewing’ s t umor  and melanoma. Cat ast r ophes wer e lur king 
ever ywher e, t oo numer ous t o count . When he cont emplat ed t he many diseases and 
pot ent ial accident s t hr eat ening him, he was posit ively ast ounded t hat  he had managed t o 
sur vive in good healt h f or  as long as he had. I t  was mir aculous. Each day he f aced was 
anot her  danger ous mission against  mor t alit y. And he had been sur viving t hem f or  
t went y-eight  year s.
18 THE SOLDI ER WHO SAW EVERYTHI NG TWI CE
Yossar ian owed his good healt h t o exer cise, f r esh air , t eamwor k and good spor t smanship;
it  was t o get  away f r om t hem all t hat  he had f ir st  discover ed t he hospit al. When t he 
physical-educat ion of f icer  at  Lower y Field or der ed ever yone t o f all out  f or  calist henics 
one af t er noon, Yossar ian, t he pr ivat e, r epor t ed inst ead at  t he dispensar y wit h what  he 
said was a pain in his r ight  side.
’ Beat  it ,’  said t he doct or  on dut y t her e, who was doing a cr osswor d puzzle.
’ We can’ t  t ell him t o beat  it ,’  said a cor por al. ’ Ther e’ s a new dir ect ive out  about  
abdominal complaint s. We have t o keep t hem under  obser vat ion f ive days because so 
many of  t hem have been dying af t er  we make t hem beat  it .’
’ All r ight ,’  gr umbled t he doct or . ’ Keep him under  obser vat ion f ive days and t hen make 
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him beat  it .’
They t ook Yossar ian’ s clot hes away and put  him in a war d, wher e he was ver y happy when 
no one was snor ing near by. I n t he mor ning a helpf ul young English int er n popped in t o ask 
him about  his liver .
’ I  t hink it ’ s my appendix t hat ’ s bot her ing me,’  Yossar ian t old him.
’ Your  appendix is no good,’  t he Englishman declar ed wit h j aunt y aut hor it y. ’ I f  your  
appendix goes wr ong, we can t ake it  out  and have you back on act ive dut y in almost  no 
t ime at  all. But  come t o us wit h a liver  complaint  and you can f ool us f or  weeks. The liver , 
you see, is a lar ge, ugly myst er y t o us. I f  you’ ve ever  eat en liver  you know what  I  mean. 
We’ r e pr et t y sur e t oday t hat  t he liver  exist s and we have a f air ly good idea of  what  it  
does whenever  it ’ s doing what  it ’ s supposed t o be doing. Beyond t hat , we’ r e r eally in t he 
dar k. Af t er  all, what  is a liver ? My f at her , f or  example, died of  cancer  of  t he liver  and 
was never  sick a day of  his lif e r ight  up t ill t he moment  it  killed him. Never  f elt  a t winge 
of  pain. I n a way, t hat  was t oo bad, since I  hat ed my f at her . Lust  f or  my mot her , you 
know.’
’ What ’ s an English medical of f icer  doing on dut y her e?’  Yossar ian want ed t o know.
The of f icer  laughed. ’ I ’ ll t ell you all about  t hat  when I  see you t omor r ow mor ning. And 
t hr ow t hat  silly ice bag away bef or e you die of  pneumonia.’
Yossar ian never  saw him again. That  was one of  t he nice t hings about  all t he doct or s at  
t he hospit al; he never  saw any of  t hem a second t ime. They came and went  and simply 
disappear ed. I n place of  t he English int er n t he next  day, t her e ar r ived a gr oup of  doct or s
he had never  seen bef or e t o ask him about  his appendix.
’ Ther e’ s not hing wr ong wit h my appendix,’  Yossar ian inf or med t hem. ’ The doct or  
yest er day said it  was my liver .’
’ Maybe it  is his liver ,’  r eplied t he whit e-hair ed of f icer  in char ge. ’ What  does his blood 
count  show?’
’ He hasn’ t  had a blood count .’
’ Have one t aken r ight  away. We can’ t  af f or d t o t ake chances wit h a pat ient  in his 
condit ion. We’ ve got  t o keep our selves cover ed in case he dies.’  He made a not at ion on 
his clipboar d and spoke t o Yossar ian. ’ I n t he meant ime, keep t hat  ice bag on. I t ’ s ver y 
impor t ant .’
’ I  don’ t  have an ice bag on.’
’ Well, get  one. Ther e must  be an ice bag ar ound her e somewher e. And let  someone know 
if  t he pain becomes unendur able.’
At  t he end of  t en days, a new gr oup of  doct or s came t o Yossar ian wit h bad news; he was 
in per f ect  healt h and had t o get  out . He was r escued in t he nick of  t ime by a pat ient  
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acr oss t he aisle who began t o see ever yt hing t wice. Wit hout  war ning, t he pat ient  sat  up 
in bed and shout ed.
’ I  see ever yt hing t wice!’
A nur se scr eamed and an or der ly f aint ed. Doct or s came r unning up f r om ever y dir ect ion 
wit h needles, light s, t ubes, r ubber  mallet s and oscillat ing met al t ines. They r olled up 
complicat ed inst r ument s on wheels. Ther e was not  enough of  t he pat ient  t o go ar ound, 
and specialist s pushed f or war d in line wit h r aw t emper s and snapped at  t heir  colleagues in
f r ont  t o hur r y up and give somebody else a chance. A colonel wit h a lar ge f or ehead and 
hor n-r immed glasses soon ar r ived at  a diagnosis.
’ I t ’ s meningit is,’  he called out  emphat ically, waving t he ot her s back. ’ Alt hough Lor d 
knows t her e’ s not  t he slight est  r eason f or  t hinking so.’
’ Then why pick meningit is?’  inquir ed a maj or  wit h a suave chuckle. ’ Why not , let ’ s say, 
acut e nephr it is?’
’ Because I ’ m a meningit is man, t hat ’ s why, and not  an acut e-nephr it is man,’  r et or t ed t he 
colonel. ’ And I ’ m not  going t o give him up t o any of  you kidney bir ds wit hout  a st r uggle. I  
was her e f ir st .’
I n t he end, t he doct or s wer e all in accor d. They agr eed t hey had no idea what  was wr ong 
wit h t he soldier  who saw ever yt hing t wice, and t hey r olled him away int o a r oom in t he 
cor r idor  and quar ant ined ever yone else in t he war d f or  f our t een days.
Thanksgiving Day came and went  wit hout  any f uss while Yossar ian was st ill in t he hospit al.
The only bad t hing about  it  was t he t ur key f or  dinner , and even t hat  was pr et t y good. I t  
was t he most  r at ional Thanksgiving he had ever  spent , and he t ook a sacr ed oat h t o spend
ever y f ut ur e Thanksgiving Day in t he cloist er ed shelt er  of  a hospit al. He br oke his 
sacr ed oat h t he ver y next  year , when he spent  t he holiday in a hot el r oom inst ead in 
int ellect ual conver sat ion wit h Lieut enant  Scheisskopf ’ s wif e, who had Dor i Duz’ s dog 
t ags on f or  t he occasion and who henpecked Yossar ian sent ent iously f or  being cynical and 
callous about  Thanksgiving, even t hough she didn’ t  believe in God j ust  as much as he 
didn’ t .
’ I ’ m pr obably j ust  as good an at heist  as you ar e,’  she speculat ed boast f ully. ’ But  even I  
f eel t hat  we all have a gr eat  deal t o be t hankf ul f or  and t hat  we shouldn’ t  be ashamed t o
show it .’
’ Name one t hing I ’ ve got  t o be t hankf ul f or ,’  Yossar ian challenged her  wit hout  int er est .
’ Well...’  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf ’ s wif e mused and paused a moment  t o ponder  dubiously. 
’ Me.’
’ Oh, come on,’  he scof f ed.
She ar ched her  eyebr ows in sur pr ise. ’ Ar en’ t  you t hankf ul f or  me?’  she asked. She 
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f r owned peevishly, her  pr ide wounded. ’ I  don’ t  have t o shack up wit h you, you know,’  she 
t old him wit h cold dignit y. ’ My husband has a whole squadr on f ull of  aviat ion cadet s who 
would be only t oo happy t o shack up wit h t heir  commanding of f icer ’ s wif e j ust  f or  t he 
added f illip it  would give t hem.’
Yossar ian decided t o change t he subj ect . ’ Now you’ r e changing t he subj ect ,’  he point ed 
out  diplomat ically. ’ I ’ ll bet  I  can name t wo t hings t o be miser able about  f or  ever y one you
can name t o be t hankf ul f or .’
’ Be t hankf ul you’ ve got  me,’  she insist ed.
’ I  am, honey. But  I ’ m also goddam good and miser able t hat  I  can’ t  have Dor i Duz again, 
t oo. Or  t he hundr eds of  ot her  gir ls and women I ’ ll see and want  in my shor t  lif et ime and 
won’ t  be able t o go t o bed wit h even once.’
’ Be t hankf ul you’ r e healt hy.’
’ Be bit t er  you’ r e not  going t o st ay t hat  way.’
’ Be glad you’ r e even alive.’
’ Be f ur ious you’ r e going t o die.’
’ Things could be much wor se,’  she cr ied.
’ They could be one hell of  a lot  bet t er ,’  he answer ed heat edly.
’ You’ r e naming only one t hing,’  she pr ot est ed. ’ You said you could name t wo.’
’ And don’ t  t ell me God wor ks in myst er ious ways,’  Yossar ian cont inued, hur t ling on over  
her  obj ect ion. ’ Ther e’ s not hing so myst er ious about  it . He’ s not  wor king at  all. He’ s 
playing. Or  else He’ s f or got t en all about  us. That ’ s t he kind of  God you people t alk about  
- a count r y bumpkin, a clumsy, bungling, br ainless, conceit ed, uncout h hayseed. Good God, 
how much r ever ence can you have f or  a Supr eme Being who f inds it  necessar y t o include 
such phenomena as phlegm and t oot h decay in His divine syst em of  cr eat ion? What  in t he 
wor ld was r unning t hr ough t hat  war ped, evil, scat ological mind of  His when He r obbed old 
people of  t he power  t o cont r ol t heir  bowel movement s? Why in t he wor ld did He ever  
cr eat e pin?’
’ Pain?’  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf ’ s wif e pounced upon t he wor d vict or iously. ’ Pain is a 
usef ul sympt om. Pain is a war ning t o us of  bodily danger s.’
’ And who cr eat ed t he danger s?’  Yossar ian demanded. He laughed caust ically. ’ Oh, He was
r eally being char it able t o us when He gave us pain! Why couldn’ t  He have used a door bell 
inst ead t o not if y us, or  one of  His celest ial choir s? Or  a syst em of  blue-and-r ed neon 
t ubes r ight  in t he middle of  each per son’ s f or ehead. Any j ukebox manuf act ur er  wor t h 
his salt  could have done t hat . Why couldn’ t  He?’
’ People would cer t ainly look silly walking ar ound wit h r ed neon t ubes in t he middle of  
t heir  f or eheads.’
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’ They cer t ainly look beaut if ul now wr it hing in agony or  st upef ied wit h mor phine, don’ t  
t hey? What  a colossal, immor t al blunder er ! When you consider  t he oppor t unit y and power
He had t o r eally do a j ob, and t hen look at  t he st upid, ugly lit t le mess He made of  it  
inst ead, His sheer  incompet ence is almost  st agger ing. I t ’ s obvious He never  met  a payr oll.
Why, no self -r espect ing businessman would hir e a bungler  like Him as even a shipping 
cler k!’
Lieut enant  Scheisskopf ’ s wif e had t ur ned ashen in disbelief  and was ogling him wit h 
alar m. ’ You’ d bet t er  not  t alk t hat  way about  Him, honey,’  she war ned him r epr ovingly in a
low and host ile voice. ’ He might  punish you.’
’ I sn’ t  He punishing me enough?’  Yossar ian snor t ed r esent f ully. ’ You know, we must n’ t  let
Him get  away wit h it . Oh, no, we cer t ainly must n’ t  let  Him get  away scot  f r ee f or  all t he 
sor r ow He’ s caused us. Someday I ’ m going t o make Him pay. I  know when. On t he 
J udgment  Day. Yes, That ’ s t he day I ’ ll be close enough t o r each out  and gr ab t hat  lit t le 
yokel by His neck and -’
’ St op it ! St op it !’  Lieut enant  Scheisskopf ’ s wif e scr eamed suddenly, and began beat ing 
him inef f ect ually about  t he head wit h bot h f ist s. ’ St op it !’
Yossar ian ducked behind his ar m f or  pr ot ect ion while she slammed away at  him in 
f eminine f ur y f or  a f ew seconds, and t hen he caught  her  det er minedly by t he wr ist s and 
f or ced her  gent ly back down on t he bed. ’ What  t he hell ar e you get t ing so upset  about ?’  
he asked her  bewilder edly in a t one of  cont r it e amusement . ’ I  t hought  you didn’ t  believe 
in God.’
’ I  don’ t ,’  she sobbed, bur st ing violent ly int o t ear s. ’ But  t he God I  don’ t  believe in is a 
good God, a j ust  God, a mer cif ul God. He’ s not  t he mean and st upid God you make Him out
t o be.’
Yossar ian laughed and t ur ned her  ar ms loose. ’ Let ’ s have a lit t le mor e r eligious f r eedom 
bet ween us,’  he pr oposed obligingly. ’ You don’ t  believe in t he God you want  t o, and I  
won’ t  believe in t he God I  want  t o. I s t hat  a deal?’
That  was t he most  illogical Thanksgiving he could ever  r emember  spending, and his 
t hought s r et ur ned wishf ully t o his halcyon f our t een-day quar ant ine in t he hospit al t he 
year  bef or e; but  even t hat  idyll had ended on a t r agic not e; he was st ill in good healt h 
when t he quar ant ine per iod was over , and t hey t old him again t hat  he had t o get  out  and 
go t o war . Yossar ian sat  up in bed when he hear d t he bad news and shout ed.
’ I  see ever yt hing t wice!’
Pandemonium br oke loose in t he war d again. The specialist s came r unning up f r om all 
dir ect ions and r inged him in a cir cle of  scr ut iny so conf ining t hat  he could f eel t he humid 
br eat h f r om t heir  var ious noses blowing uncomf or t ably upon t he dif f er ent  sect or s of  his 
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body. They went  snooping int o his eyes and ear s wit h t iny beams of  light , assault ed his 
legs and f eet  wit h r ubber  hammer s and vibr at ing f or ks, dr ew blood f r om his veins, held 
anyt hing handy up f or  him t o see on t he per ipher y of  his vision.
The leader  of  t his t eam of  doct or s was a dignif ied, solicit ous gent leman who held one 
f inger  up dir ect ly in f r ont  of Yossar ian and demanded, ’ How many f inger s do you see?’
’ Two,’  said Yossar ian.
’ How many f inger s do you see now?’  asked t he doct or , holding up t wo.
’ Two,’  said Yossar ian.
’ And how many now?’  asked t he doct or , holding up none.
’ Two,’  said Yossar ian.
The doct or ’ s f ace wr eat hed wit h a smile. ’ By J ove, he’ s r ight ,’  he declar ed j ubilant ly. 
’ He does see ever yt hing t wice.’
They r olled Yossar ian away on a st r et cher  int o t he r oom wit h t he ot her  soldier  who saw 
ever yt hing t wice and quar ant ined ever yone else in t he war d f or  anot her  f our t een days.
’ I  see ever yt hing t wice!’  t he soldier  who saw ever yt hing t wice shout ed when t hey r olled 
Yossar ian in.
’ I  see ever yt hing t wice!’  Yossar ian shout ed back at  him j ust  as loudly, wit h a secr et  wink.
’ The walls! The walls!’  t he ot her  soldier  cr ied. ’ Move back t he walls!’
’ The walls! The walls!’  Yossar ian cr ied. ’ Move back t he walls!’
One of  t he doct or s pr et ended t o shove t he wall back. ’ I s t hat  f ar  enough?’
The soldier  who saw ever yt hing t wice nodded weakly and sank back on his bed. Yossar ian 
nodded weakly t oo, eying his t alent ed r oommat e wit h gr eat  humilit y and admir at ion. He 
knew he was in t he pr esence of  a mast er . His t alent ed r oommat e was obviously a per son 
t o be st udied and emulat ed. Dur ing t he night , his t alent ed r oommat e died, and Yossar ian 
decided t hat  he had f ollowed him f ar  enough.
’ I  see ever yt hing once!’  he cr ied quickly.
A new gr oup of  specialist s came pounding up t o his bedside wit h t heir  inst r ument s t o f ind
out  if  it  was t r ue.
’ How many f inger s do you see?’  asked t he leader , holding up one.
’ One.’
The doct or  held up t wo f inger s. ’ How many f inger s do you see now?’
’ One.’
The doct or  held up t en f inger s. ’ And how many now?’
’ One.’
The doct or  t ur ned t o t he ot her  doct or s wit h amazement . ’ He does see ever yt hing once!’  
he exclaimed. ’ We made him all bet t er .’
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’ And j ust  in t ime, t oo,’  announced t he doct or  wit h whom Yossar ian next  f ound himself  
alone, a t all, t or pedo-shaped congenial man wit h an unshaven gr owt h of  br own bear d and a
pack of  cigar et t es in his shir t  pocket  t hat  he chain-smoked insouciant ly as he leaned 
against  t he wall. ’ Ther e ar e some r elat ives her e t o see you. Oh, don’ t  wor r y,’  he added 
wit h a laugh. ’ Not  your  r elat ives. I t ’ s t he mot her , f at her  and br ot her  of  t hat  chap who 
died. They’ ve t r aveled all t he way f r om New Yor k t o see a dying soldier , and you’ r e t he 
handiest  one we’ ve got .’
’ What  ar e you t alking about ?’  Yossar ian asked suspiciously. ’ I ’ m not  dying.’
’ Of  cour se you’ r e dying. We’ r e all dying. Wher e t he devil else do you t hink you’ r e 
heading?’
’ They didn’ t  come t o see me,’  Yossar ian obj ect ed. ’ They came t o see t heir  son.’
’ They’ ll have t o t ake what  t hey can get . As f ar  as we’ r e concer ned, one dying boy is j ust  
as good as any ot her , or  j ust  as bad. To a scient ist , all dying boys ar e equal. I  have a 
pr oposit ion f or  you. You let  t hem come in and look you over  f or  a f ew minut es and I  won’ t
t ell anyone you’ ve been lying about  your  liver  sympt oms.’
Yossar ian dr ew back f r om him f ar t her . ’ You know about  t hat ?’
’ Of  cour se I  do. Give us some cr edit .’  The doct or  chuckled amiably and lit  anot her  
cigar et t e. ’ How do you expect  anyone t o believe you have a liver  condit ion if  you keep 
squeezing t he nur ses’  t it s ever y t ime you get  a chance? You’ r e going t o have t o give up 
sex if  you want  t o convince people you’ ve got  an ailing liver .’
’ That ’ s a hell of  a pr ice t o pay j ust  t o keep alive. Why didn’ t  you t ur n me in if  you knew I
was f aking?’
’ Why t he devil should I ?’  asked t he doct or  wit h a f licker  of  sur pr ise. ’ We’ r e all in t his 
business of  illusion t oget her . I ’ m always willing t o lend a helping hand t o a f ellow 
conspir at or  along t he r oad t o sur vival if  he’ s willing t o do t he same f or  me. These people 
have come a long way, and I ’ d r at her  not  disappoint  t hem. I ’ m sent iment al about  old 
people.’
’ But  t hey came t o see t heir  son.’
’ They came t oo lat e. Maybe t hey won’ t  even not ice t he dif f er ence.’
’ Suppose t hey st ar t  cr ying.’
’ They pr obably will st ar t  cr ying. That ’ s one of  t he r easons t hey came. I ’ ll list en out side 
t he door  and br eak it  up if  it  st ar t s get t ing t acky.’
’ I t  all sounds a bit  cr azy,’  Yossar ian r ef lect ed. ’ What  do t hey want  t o wat ch t heir  son 
die f or , anyway?’
’ I ’ ve never  been able t o f igur e t hat  one out ,’  t he doct or  admit t ed, ’ but  t hey always do. 
Well, what  do you say? All you’ ve got  t o do is lie t her e a f ew minut es and die a lit t le. I s 
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t hat  asking so much?’
’ All r ight ,’  Yossar ian gave in. ’ I f  it ’ s j ust  f or  a f ew minut es and you pr omise t o wait  r ight
out side.’  He war med t o his r ole. ’ Say, why don’ t  you wr ap a bandage ar ound me f or  
ef f ect ?’
’ That  sounds like a splendid idea,’  applauded t he doct or .
They wr apped a bat ch of  bandages ar ound Yossar ian. A t eam of  medical or der lies 
inst alled t an shades on each of  t he t wo windows and lower ed t hem t o douse t he r oom in 
depr essing shadows. Yossar ian suggest ed f lower s and t he doct or  sent  an or der ly out  t o 
f md t wo small bunches of  f ading ones wit h a st r ong and sickening smell. When ever yt hing 
was in place, t hey made Yossar ian get  back int o bed and lie down. Then t hey admit t ed t he
visit or s.
The visit or s ent er ed uncer t ainly as t hough t hey f elt  t hey wer e int r uding, t ipt oeing in 
wit h st ar es of  meek apology, f ir st  t he gr ieving mot her  and f at her , t hen t he br ot her , a 
glower ing heavy-set  sailor  wit h a deep chest . The man and woman st epped int o t he r oom 
st if y side by side as t hough r ight  out  of  a f amiliar , t hough esot er ic, anniver sar y 
daguer r eot ype on a wall. They wer e bot h shor t , ser e and pr oud. They seemed made of  
ir on and old, dar k clot hing. The woman had a long, br ooding oval f ace of  bur nt  umber , wit h
coar se gr aying black hair  par t ed sever ely in t he middle and combed back aust er ely behind
her  neck wit hout  cur l, wave or  or nament at ion. Her  mout h was sullen and sad, her  lined lips
compr essed. The f at her  st ood ver y r igid and quaint  in a double-br east ed suit  wit h 
padded shoulder s t hat  wer e much t oo t ight  f or  him. He was br oad and muscular  on a small
scale and had a magnif icent ly cur led silver  must ache on his cr inkled f ace. His eyes wer e 
cr eased and r heumy, and he appear ed t r agically ill at  ease as he st ood awkwar dly wit h t he
br im of  his black f elt  f edor a held in his t wo br awny labor er ’ s hands out  in f r ont  of  his 
wide lapels. Pover t y and har d wor k had inf lict ed iniquit ous damage on bot h. The br ot her  
was looking f or  a f ight . His r ound whit e cap was cocked at  an insolent  t ilt , his hands wer e 
clenched, and he glar ed at  ever yt hing in t he r oom wit h a scowl of  inj ur ed t r uculence.
The t hr ee cr eaked f or war d t imidly, holding t hemselves close t o each ot her  in a st ealt hy, 
f uner eal gr oup and inching f or war d almost  in st ep, unt il t hey ar r ived at  t he side of  t he 
bed and st ood st ar ing down at  Yossar ian. Ther e was a gr uesome and excr uciat ing silence 
t hat  t hr eat ened t o endur e f or ever . Finally Yossar ian was unable t o bear  it  any longer  and 
clear ed his t hr oat . The old man spoke at  last .
’ He looks t er r ible,’  he said.
’ He’ s sick, Pa.’
’ Giuseppe,’  said t he mot her , who had seat ed her self  in a chair  wit h her  veinous f inger s 
clasped in her  lap.
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’ My name is Yossar ian,’  Yossar ian said.
’ His name is Yossar ian, Ma. Yossar ian, don’ t  you r ecognize me? I ’ m your  br ot her  J ohn. 
Don’ t  you know who I  am?’
’ Sur e I  do. You’ r e my br ot her  J ohn.’
’ He does r ecognize me! Pa, he knows who I  am. Yossar ian, her e’ s Papa. Say hello t o Papa.’
’ Hello, Papa,’  said Yossar ian.
’ Hello, Giuseppe.’
’ His name is Yossar ian, Pa.’
’ I  can’ t  get  over  how t er r ible he looks,’  t he f at her  said.
’ He’ s ver y sick, Pa. The doct or  says he’ s going t o die.’
’ I  didn’ t  know whet her  t o believe t he doct or  or  not ,’  t he f at her  said. ’ You know how 
cr ooked t hose guys ar e.’
’ Giuseppe,’  t he mot her  said again, in a sof t , br oken chor d of  mut ed anguish.
’ His name is Yossar ian, Ma. She don’ t  r emember  t hings t oo good any mor e. How’ r e t hey 
t r eat ing you in her e, kid? They t r eat ing you pr et t y good?’
’ Pr et t y good,’  Yossar ian t old him.
’ That ’ s good. J ust  don’ t  let  anybody in her e push you ar ound. You’ r e j ust  as good as 
anybody else in her e even t hough you ar e I t alian. You’ ve got  r ight s, t oo.’
Yossar ian winced and closed his eyes so t hat  he would not  have t o look at  his br ot her  
J ohn. He began t o f eel sick.
’ Now see how t er r ible he looks,’  t he f at her  obser ved.
’ Giuseppe,’  t he mot her  said.
’ Ma, his name is Yossar ian,’  t he br ot her  int er r upt ed her  impat ient ly. ’ Can’ t  you 
r emember ?’
’ I t ’ s all r ight ,’  Yossar ian int er r upt ed him. ’ She can call me Giuseppe if  she want s t o.’
’ Giuseppe,’  she said t o him.
’ Don’ t  wor r y, Yossar ian,’  t he br ot her  said. ’ Ever yt hing is going t o be all r ight .’
’ Don’ t  wor r y, Ma,’  Yossar ian said. ’ Ever yt hing is going t o be all r ight .’
’ Did you have a pr iest ?’  t he br ot her  want ed t o know.
’ Yes,’  Yossar ian lied, wincing again.
’ That ’ s good,’  t he br ot her  decided. ’ J ust  as long as you’ r e get t ing ever yt hing you’ ve got
coming t o you. We came all t he way f r om New Yor k. We wer e af r aid we wouldn’ t  get  her e
in t ime.’
’ I n t ime f or  what ?’
’ I n t ime t o see you bef or e you died.’
’ What  dif f er ence would it  make?’
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’ We didn’ t  want  you t o die by your self .’
’ What  dif er ence would it  make?’
’ He must  be get t ing delir ious,’  t he br ot her  said. ’ He keeps saying t he same t hing over  
and over  again.’
’ That ’ s r eally ver y f unny,’  t he old man r eplied. ’ All t he t ime I  t hought  his name was 
Giuseppe, and now I  f ind out  his name is Yossar ian. That ’ s r eally ver y f unny.’
’ Ma, make him f eel good,’  t he br ot her  ur ged. ’ Say somet hing t o cheer  him up.’
’ Giuseppe.’
’ I t ’ s not  Giuseppe, Ma. I t ’ s Yossar ian.’
’ What  dif f er ence does it  make?’  t he mot her  answer ed in t he same mour ning t one, 
wit hout  looking up. ’ He’ s dying.’
Her  t umid eyes f illed wit h t ear s and she began t o cr y, r ocking back and f or t h slowly in 
her  chair  wit h her  hands lying in her  lap like f allen mot hs. Yossar ian was af r aid she would 
st ar t  wailing. The f at her  and br ot her  began cr ying also. Yossar ian r emember ed suddenly 
why t hey wer e all cr ying, and he began cr ying t oo. A doct or  Yossar ian had never  seen 
bef or e st epped inside t he r oom and t old t he visit or s cour t eously t hat  t hey had t o go. 
The f at her  dr ew himself  up f or mally t o say goodbye.
’ Giuseppe,’  he began.
’ Yossar ian,’  cor r ect ed t he son.
’ Yossar ian,’  said t he f at her .
’ Giuseppe,’  cor r ect ed Yossar ian.
’ Soon you’ r e going t o die.’
Yossar ian began t o cr y again. The doct or  t hr ew him a dir t y look f r om t he r ear  of  t he 
r oom, and Yossar ian made himself  st op.
The f at her  cont inued solemnly wit h his head lower ed. ’ When you t alk t o t he man 
upst air s,’  he said, ’ I  want  you t o t ell Him somet hing f or  me. Tell Him it  ain’ t  r ight  f or  
people t o die when t hey’ r e young. I  mean it . Tell Him if  t hey got  t o die at  all, t hey got  t o 
die when t hey’ r e old. I  want  you t o t ell Him t hat . I  don’ t  t hink He knows it  ain’ t  r ight , 
because He’ s supposed t o be good and it ’ s been going on f or  a long, long t ime. Okay?’
’ And don’ t  let  anybody up t her e push you ar ound,’  t he br ot her  advised. ’ You’ ll be j ust  as 
good as anybody else in heaven, even t hough you ar e I t alian.’
’ Dr ess war m,’  said t he mot her , who seemed t o know.
19 COLONEL CATHCART
Colonel Cat hcar t  was a slick, successf ul, slipshod, unhappy man of  t hir t y-six who 
lumber ed when he walked and want ed t o be a gener al. He was dashing and dej ect ed, 
poised and chagr ined. He was complacent  and insecur e, dar ing in t he administ r at ive 
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st r at agems he employed t o br ing himself  t o t he at t ent ion of  his super ior s and cr aven in 
his concer n t hat  his schemes might  all backf ir e. He was handsome and unat t r act ive, a 
swashbuckling, beef y, conceit ed man who was put t ing on f at  and was t or ment ed 
chr onically by pr olonged seizur es of  appr ehension. Colonel Cat hcar t  was conceit ed 
because he was a f ull colonel wit h a combat  command at  t he age of  only t hir t y-six; and 
Colonel Cat hcar t  was dej ect ed because alt hough he was alr eady t hir t y-six he was st ill 
only a f ull colonel.
Colonel Cat hcar t  was imper vious t o absolut es. He could measur e his own pr ogr ess only in 
r elat ionship t o ot her s, and his idea of  excellence was t o do somet hing at  least  as well as 
all t he men his own age who wer e doing t he same t hing even bet t er . The f act  t hat  t her e 
wer e t housands of  men his own age and older  who had not  even at t ained t he r ank of  
maj or  enlivened him wit h f oppish delight  in his own r emar kable wor t h; on t he ot her  hand, 
t he f act  t hat  t her e wer e men of  his own age and younger  who wer e alr eady gener als 
cont aminat ed him wit h an agonizing sense of  f ailur e and made him gnaw at  his f inger nails 
wit h an unappeasable anxiet y t hat  was even mor e int ense t han Hungr y J oe’ s.
Colonel Cat hcar t  was a ver y lar ge, pout ing, br oadshoulder ed man wit h close-cr opped cur ly
dar k hair  t hat  was gr aying at  t he t ips and an or nat e cigar et t e holder  t hat  he pur chased 
t he day bef or e he ar r ived in Pianosa t o t ake command of  his gr oup. He displayed t he 
cigar et t e holder  gr andly on ever y occasion and had lear ned t o manipulat e it  adr oit ly. 
Unwit t ingly, he had discover ed deep wit hin himself  a f er t ile apt it ude f or  smoking wit h a 
cigar et t e holder . As f ar  as he could t ell, his was t he only cigar et t e holder  in t he whole 
Medit er r anean t heat er  of  oper at ions, and t he t hought  was bot h f lat t er ing and 
disquiet ing. He had no doubt s at  all t hat  someone as debonair  and int ellect ual as Gener al 
Peckem appr oved of  his smoking wit h a cigar et t e holder , even t hough t he t wo wer e in 
each ot her ’ s pr esence r at her  seldom, which in a way was ver y lucky, Colonel Cat hcar t  
r ecognized wit h r elief , since Gener al Peckem might  not  have appr oved of  his cigar et t e 
holder  at  all. When such misgivings assailed Colonel Cat hcar t , he choked back a sob and 
want ed t o t hr ow t he damned t hing away, but  he was r est r ained by his unswer ving 
convict ion t hat  t he cigar et t e holder  never  f ailed t o embellish his masculine, mar t ial 
physique wit h a high gloss of  sophist icat ed her oism t hat  illuminat ed him t o dazzling 
advant age among all t he ot her  f ull colonels in t he Amer ican Ar my wit h whom he was in 
compet it ion. Alt hough how could he be sur e?
Colonel Cat hcar t  was indef at igable t hat  way, an indust r ious, int ense, dedicat ed milit ar y 
t act ician who calculat ed day and night  in t he ser vice of  himself . He was his own 
sar cophagus, a bold and inf allible diplomat  who was always ber at ing himself  disgust edly 
f or  all t he chances he had missed and kicking himself  r egr et f ully f or  all t he er r or s he 
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had made. He was t ense, ir r it able, bit t er  and smug. He was a valor ous oppor t unist  who 
pounced hoggishly upon ever y oppor t unit y Colonel Kor n discover ed f or  him and t r embled 
in damp despair  immediat ely af t er war d at  t he possible consequences he might  suf f er . He 
collect ed r umor s gr eedily and t r easur ed gossip. He believed all t he news he hear d and 
had f ait h in none. He was on t he aler t  const ant ly f or  ever y signal, shr ewdly sensit ive t o 
r elat ionships and sit uat ions t hat  did not  exist . He was someone in t he know who was 
always st r iving pat het ically t o f ind out  what  was going on. He was a blust er ing, int r epid 
bully who br ooded inconsolably over  t he t er r ible iner adicable impr essions he knew he 
kept  making on people of  pr ominence who wer e scar cely awar e t hat  he was even alive.
Ever ybody was per secut ing him. Colonel Cat hcar t  lived by his wit s in an unst able, 
ar it hmet ical wor ld of  black eyes and f eat her s in his cap, of  over whelming imaginar y 
t r iumphs and cat ast r ophic imaginar y def eat s. He oscillat ed hour ly bet ween anguish and 
exhilar at ion, mult iplying f ant ast ically t he gr andeur  of  his vict or ies and exagger at ing 
t r agically t he ser iousness of  his def eat s. Nobody ever  caught  him napping. I f  wor d 
r eached him t hat  Gener al Dr eedle or  Gener al Peckem had been seen smiling, f r owning, or  
doing neit her , he could not  make himself  r est  unt il he had f ound an accept able 
int er pr et at ion and gr umbled mulishly unt il Colonel Kor n per suaded him t o r elax and t ake 
t hings easy.
Lieut enant  Colonel Kor n was a loyal, indispensable ally who got  on Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s 
ner ves. Colonel Cat hcar t  pledged et er nal gr at it ude t o Colonel Kor n f or  t he ingenious 
moves he devised and was f ur ious wit h him af t er war d when he r ealized t hey might  not  
wor k. Colonel Cat hcar t  was gr eat ly indebt ed t o Colonel Kor n and did not  like him at  all. 
The t wo wer e ver y close. Colonel Cat hcar t  was j ealous of  Colonel Kor n’ s int elligence and 
had t o r emind himself  of t en t hat  Colonel Kor n was st ill only a lieut enant  colonel, even 
t hough he was almost  t en year s older  t han Colonel Cat hcar t , and t hat  Colonel Kor n had 
obt ained his educat ion at  a st at e univer sit y. Colonel Cat hcar t  bewailed t he miser able f at e
t hat  had given him f or  an invaluable assist ant  someone as common as Colonel Kor n. I t  was 
degr ading t o have t o depend so t hor oughly on a per son who had been educat ed at  a st at e 
univer sit y. I f  someone did have t o become indispensable t o him, Colonel Cat hcar t  
lament ed, it  could j ust  as easily have been someone wealt hy and well gr oomed, someone 
f r om a bet t er  f amily who was mor e mat ur e t han Colonel Kor n and who did not  t r eat  
Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s desir e t o become a gener al as f r ivolously as Colonel Cat hcar t  secr et ly 
suspect ed Colonel Kor n secr et ly did.
Colonel Cat hcar t  want ed t o be a gener al so desper at ely he was willing t o t r y anyt hing, 
even r eligion, and he summoned t he chaplain t o his of f ice lat e one mor ning t he week af t er
he had r aised t he number  of  missions t o sixt y and point ed abr upt ly down t owar d his desk 
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t o his copy of  The Sat ur day Evening Post . The colonel wor e his khaki shir t  collar  wide 
open, exposing a shadow of  t ough black br ist les of  bear d on his egg-whit e neck, and had a
spongy hanging under lip. He was a per son who never  t anned, and he kept  out  of  t he sun as 
much as possible t o avoid bur ning. The colonel was mor e t han a head t aller  t han t he 
chaplain and over  t wice as br oad, and his swollen, over bear ing aut hor it y made t he chaplain
f eel f r ail and sickly by cont r ast .
’ Take a look, Chaplain,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  dir ect ed, scr ewing a cigar et t e int o his holder  
and seat ing himself  af f luent ly in t he swivel chair  behind his desk. ’ Let  me know what  you 
t hink.’
The chaplain looked down at  t he open magazine compliant ly and saw an edit or ial spr ead 
dealing wit h an Amer ican bomber  gr oup in England whose chaplain said pr ayer s in t he 
br ief ing r oom bef or e each mission. The chaplain almost  wept  wit h happiness when he 
r ealized t he colonel was not  going t o holler  at  him. The t wo had har dly spoken since t he 
t umult uous evening Colonel Cat hcar t  had t hr own him out  of  t he of f icer s’  club at  Gener al 
Dr eedle’ s bidding af t er  Chief  Whit e Half oat  had punched Colonel Moodus in t he nose. 
The chaplain’ s init ial f ear  had been t hat  t he colonel int ended r epr imanding him f or  having
gone back int o t he of f icer s’  club wit hout  per mission t he evening bef or e. He had gone 
t her e wit h Yossar ian and Dunbar  af t er  t he t wo had come unexpect edly t o his t ent  in t he 
clear ing in t he woods t o ask him t o j oin t hem. I nt imidat ed as he was by Colonel Cat hcar t , 
he never t heless f ound it  easier  t o br ave his displeasur e t han t o decline t he t hought f ul 
invit at ion of  his t wo new f r iends, whom he had met  on one of  his hospit al visit s j ust  a f ew
weeks bef or e and who had wor ked so ef f ect ively t o insulat e him against  t he myr iad social
vicissit udes involved in his of f icial dut y t o live on closest  t er ms of  f amiliar it y wit h mor e 
t han nine hundr ed unf amiliar  of f icer s and enlist ed men who t hought  him an odd duck.
The chaplain glued his eyes t o t he pages of  t he magazine. He st udied each phot ogr aph 
t wice and r ead t he capt ions int ent ly as he or ganized his r esponse t o t he colonel’ s 
quest ion int o a gr ammat ically complet e sent ence t hat  he r ehear sed and r eor ganized in his
mind a consider able number  of  t imes bef or e he was able f inally t o must er  t he cour age t o 
r eply.
’ I  t hink t hat  saying pr ayer s bef or e each mission is a ver y mor al and highly laudat or y 
pr ocedur e, sir ,’  he of f er ed t imidly, and wait ed.
’ Yeah,’  said t he colonel. ’ But  I  want  t o know if  you t hink t hey’ ll wor k her e.’
’ Yes, sir ,’  answer ed t he chaplain af t er  a f ew moment s. ’ I  should t hink t hey would.’
’ Then I ’ d like t o give it  a t r y.’  The colonel’ s ponder ous, f ar inaceous cheeks wer e t int ed 
suddenly wit h glowing pat ches of  ent husiasm. He r ose t o his f eet  and began walking 
ar ound excit edly. ’ Look how much good t hey’ ve done f or  t hese people in England. Her e’ s 
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a pict ur e of  a colonel in The Sat ur day Evening Post  whose chaplain conduct s pr ayer s 
bef or e each mission. I f  t he pr ayer s wor k f or  him, t hey should wor k f or  us. Maybe if  we 
say pr ayer s, t hey’ ll put  my pict ur e in The Sat ur day Evening Post .’
The colonel sat  down again and smiled dist ant ly in lavish cont emplat ion. The chaplain had 
no hint  of  what  he was expect ed t o say next . Wit h a pensive expr ession on his oblong, 
r at her  pale f ace, he allowed his gaze t o set t le on sever al of  t he high bushels f illed wit h 
r ed plum t omat oes t hat  st ood in r ows against  each of  t he walls. He pr et ended t o 
concent r at e on a r eply. Af t er  a while he r ealized t hat  he was st ar ing at  r ows and r ows of  
bushels of  r ed plum t omat oes and gr ew so int r igued by t he quest ion of  what  bushels 
br imming wit h r ed plum t omat oes wer e doing in a gr oup commander ’ s of f ice t hat  he 
f or got  complet ely about  t he discussion of  pr ayer  meet ings unt il Colonel Cat hcar t , in a 
genial digr ession, inquir ed:
’ Would you like t o buy some, Chaplain? They come r ight  of f  t he f ar m Colonel Kor n and I  
have up in t he hills. I  can let  you have a bushel wholesale.’
’ Oh, no, sir . I  don’ t  t hink so.’
’ That ’ s quit e all r ight ,’  t he colonel assur ed him liber ally. ’ You don’ t  have t o. Milo is glad 
t o snap up all we can pr oduce. These wer e picked only yest er day. Not ice how f ir m and 
r ipe t hey ar e, like a young gir l’ s br east s.’
The chaplain blushed, and t he colonel under st ood at  once t hat  he had made a mist ake. He 
lower ed his head in shame, his cumber some f ace bur ning. His f inger s f elt  gr oss and 
unwieldy. He hat ed t he chaplain venomously f or  being a chaplain and making a coar se 
blunder  out  of  an obser vat ion t hat  in any ot her  cir cumst ances, he knew, would have been 
consider ed wit t y and ur bane. He t r ied miser ably t o r ecall some means of  ext r icat ing 
t hem bot h f r om t heir  devast at ing embar r assment . He r ecalled inst ead t hat  t he chaplain 
was only a capt ain, and he st r aight ened at  once wit h a shocked and out r aged gasp. His 
cheeks gr ew t ight  wit h f ur y at  t he t hought  t hat  he had j ust  been duped int o humiliat ion 
by a man who was almost  t he same age as he was and st ill only a capt ain, and he swung 
upon t he chaplain avengingly wit h a look of  such mur der ous ant agonism t hat  t he chaplain 
began t o t r emble. The colonel punished him sadist ically wit h a long, glower ing, malignant , 
hat ef ul, silent  st ar e.
’ We wer e speaking about  somet hing else,’  he r eminded t he chaplain cut t ingly at  last . ’ We
wer e not  speaking about  t he f ir m, r ipe br east s of  beaut if ul young gir ls but  about  
somet hing else ent ir ely. We wer e speaking about  conduct ing r eligious ser vices in t he 
br ief ing r oom bef or e each mission. I s t her e any r eason why we can’ t ?’
’ No, sir ,’  t he chaplain mumbled.
’ Then we’ ll begin wit h t his af t er noon’ s mission.’  The colonel’ s host ilit y sof t ened 
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gr adually as he applied himself  t o det ails. ’ Now, I  want  you t o give a lot  of  t hought  t o t he
kind of  pr ayer s we’ r e going t o say. I  don’ t  want  anyt hing heavy or  sad. I ’ d like you t o 
keep it  light  and snappy, somet hing t hat  will send t he boys out  f eeling pr et t y good. Do 
you know what  I  mean? I  don’ t  want  any of  t his Kingdom of  God or  Valley of  Deat h st uf f . 
That ’ s all t oo negat ive. What  ar e you making such a sour  f ace f or ?’
’ I ’ m sor r y, sir ,’  t he chaplain st ammer ed. ’ I  happened t o be t hinking of  t he Twent y-t hir d 
Psalm j ust  as you said t hat .’
’ How does t hat  one go?’
’ That ’ s t he one you wer e j ust  r ef er r ing t o, sir . "The Lor d is my shepher d; I  -" ’
’ That ’ s t he one I  was j ust  r ef er r ing t o. I t ’ s out . What  else have you got ?’
’  "Save me, O God; f or  t he wat er s ar e come in unt o -" ’
’ No wat er s,’  t he colonel decided, blowing r uggedly int o his cigar et t e holder  af t er  f lipping
t he but t  down int o his combed-br ass ash t r ay. ’ Why don’ t  we t r y somet hing musical? 
How about  t he har ps on t he willows?’
’ That  has t he r iver s of  Babylon in it , sir ,’  t he chaplain r eplied. ’  "...t her e we sat  down, 
yea, we wept , when we r emember ed Zion." ’
’ Zion? Let ’ s f or get  about  t hat  one r ight  now. I ’ d like t o know how t hat  one even got  in 
t her e. Haven’ t  you got  anyt hing humor ous t hat  st ays away f r om wat er s and valleys and 
God? I ’ d like t o keep away f r om t he subj ect  of  r eligion alt oget her  if  we can.’
The chaplain was apologet ic. ’ I ’ m sor r y, sir , but  j ust  about  all t he pr ayer s I  know ar e 
r at her  somber  in t one and make at  least  some passing r ef er ence t o God.’
’ Then let ’ s get  some new ones. The men ar e alr eady doing enough bit ching about  t he 
missions I  send t hem on wit hout  our  r ubbing it  in wit h any ser mons about  God or  deat h or
Par adise. Why can’ t  we t ake a mor e posit ive appr oach? Why can’ t  we all pr ay f or  
somet hing good, like a t ight er  bomb pat t er n, f or  example? Couldn’ t  we pr ay f or  a t ight er  
bomb pat t er n?’
’ Well, yes, sir , I  suppose so,’  t he chaplain answer ed hesit ant ly. ’ You wouldn’ t  even need 
me if  t hat ’ s all you want ed t o do. You could do t hat  your self .’
’ I  know I  could,’  t he colonel r esponded t ar t ly. ’ But  what  do you t hink you’ r e her e f or ? I  
could shop f or  my own f ood, t oo, but  t hat ’ s Milo’ s j ob, and t hat ’ s why he’ s doing it  f or  
ever y gr oup in t he ar ea. Your  j ob is t o lead us in pr ayer , and f r om now on you’ r e going t o 
lead us in a pr ayer  f or  a t ight er  bomb pat t er n bef or e ever y mission. I s t hat  clear ? I  
t hink a t ight er  bomb pat t er n is somet hing r eally wor t h pr aying f or . I t  will be a f eat her  in
all our  caps wit h Gener al Peckem. Gener al Peckem f eels it  makes a much nicer  aer ial 
phot ogr aph when t he bombs explode close t oget her .’
’ Gener al Peckem, sir ?’
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’ That ’ s r ight , Chaplain,’  t he colonel r eplied, chuckling pat er nally at  t he chaplain’ s look of  
puzzlement . ’ I  wouldn’ t  want  t his t o get  ar ound, but  it  looks like Gener al Dr eedle is 
f inally on t he way out  and t hat  Gener al Peckem is slat ed t o r eplace him. Fr ankly, I ’ m not  
going t o be sor r y t o see t hat  happen. Gener al Peckem is a ver y good man, and I  t hink we’ ll
all be much bet t er  of f  under  him. On t he ot her  hand, it  might  never  t ake place, and we’ d 
st ill r emain under  Gener al Dr eedle. Fr ankly, I  wouldn’ t  be sor r y t o see t hat  happen 
eit her , because Gener al Dr eedle is anot her  ver y good man, and I  t hink we’ ll all be much 
bet t er  of f  under  him t oo. I  hope you’ r e going t o keep all t his under  your  hat , Chaplain. I  
wouldn’ t  want  eit her  one t o get  t he idea I  was t hr owing my suppor t  on t he side of  t he 
ot her .’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ That ’ s good,’  t he colonel exclaimed, and st ood up j ovially. ’ But  all t his gossip isn’ t  
get t ing us int o The Sat ur day Evening Post , eh, Chaplain? Let ’ s see what  kind of  
pr ocedur e we can evolve. I ncident ally, Chaplain, not  a wor d about  t his bef or ehand t o 
Colonel Kor n. Under st and?’
’ Yes, sir .’
Colonel Cat hcar t  began t r amping back and f or t h r ef lect ively in t he nar r ow cor r idor s lef t  
bet ween his bushels of  plum t omat oes and t he desk and wooden chair s in t he cent er  of  
t he r oom. ’ I  suppose we’ ll have t o keep you wait ing out side unt il t he br ief ing is over , 
because all t hat  inf or mat ion is classif ied. We can slip you in while Maj or  Danby is 
synchr onizing t he wat ches. I  don’ t  t hink t her e’ s anyt hing secr et  about  t he r ight  t ime. 
We’ ll allocat e about  a minut e and a half  f or  you in t he schedule. Will a minut e and a half  
be enough?’
’ Yes, sir . I f  it  doesn’ t  include t he t ime necessar y t o excuse t he at heist s f r om t he r oom 
and admit  t he enlist ed men.’
Colonel Cat hcar t  st opped in his t r acks. ’ What  at heist s?’  he bellowed def ensively, his 
whole manner  changing in a f lash t o one of  vir t uous and belliger ent  denial. ’ Ther e ar e no 
at heist s in my out f it ! At heism is against  t he law, isn’ t  it ?’
’ No, sir .’
’ I t  isn’ t ?’  The colonel was sur pr ised. ’ Then it ’ s un-Amer ican, isn’ t  it ?’
’ I ’ m not  sur e, sir ,’  answer ed t he chaplain.
’ Well, I  am!’  t he colonel declar ed. ’ I ’ m not  going t o disr upt  our  r eligious ser vices j ust  t o 
accommodat e a bunch of  lousy at heist s. They’ r e get t ing no special pr ivileges f iom me. 
They can st ay r ight  wher e t hey ar e and pr ay wit h t he r est  of  us. And what ’ s all t his 
about  enlist ed men? J ust  how t he hell do t hey get  int o t his act ?’
The chaplain f elt  his f ace f lush. ’ I ’ m sor r y, sir . I  j ust  assumed you would want  t he 
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enlist ed men t o be pr esent , since t hey would be going along on t he same mission.’
’ Well, I  don’ t . They’ ve got  a God and a chaplain of  t heir  own, haven’ t  t hey?’
’ No, sir .’
’ What  ar e you t alking about ? You mean t hey pr ay t o t he same God we do?’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ And He list ens?’
’ I  t hink so, sir .’
’ Well, I ’ ll be damned,’  r emar ked t he colonel, and he snor t ed t o himself  in quizzical 
amusement . His spir it s dr ooped suddenly a moment  lat er , and he r an his hand ner vously 
over  his shor t , black, gr aying cur ls. ’ Do you r eally t hink it ’ s a good idea t o let  t he 
enlist ed men in?’  he asked wit h concer n.
’ I  should t hink it  only pr oper , sir .’
’ I ’ d like t o keep t hem out ,’  conf ided t he colonel, and began cr acking his knuckles 
savagely as he wander ed back and f or t h. ’ Oh, don’ t  get  me wr ong, Chaplain. I t  isn’ t  t hat  
I  t hink t he enlist ed men ar e dir t y, common and inf er ior . I t ’ s t hat  we j ust  don’ t  have 
enough r oom. Fr ankly, t hough, I ’ d j ust  as soon t he of f icer s and enlist ed men didn’ t  
f r at er nize in t he br ief ing r oom. They see enough of  each ot her  dur ing t he mission, it  
seems t o me. Some of  my ver y best  f r iends ar e enlist ed men, you under st and, but  t hat ’ s 
about  as close as I  car e t o let  t hem come. Honest ly now, Chaplain, you wouldn’ t  want  your  
sist er  t o mar r y an enlist ed man, would you?’
’ My sist er  is an enlist ed man, sir ,’  t he chaplain r eplied.
The colonel st opped in his t r acks again and eyed t he chaplain shar ply t o make cer t ain he 
was not  being r idiculed. ’ J ust  what  do you mean by t hat  r emar k, Chaplain? Ar e you t r ying 
t o be f unny?’
’ Oh, no, sir ,’  t he chaplain hast ened t o explain wit h a look of  excr uciat ing discomf or t . 
’ She’ s a mast er  ser geant  in t he Mar ines.’
The colonel had never  liked t he chaplain and now he loat hed and dist r ust ed him. He 
exper ienced a keen pr emonit ion of  danger  and wonder ed if  t he chaplain t oo wer e plot t ing 
against  him, if  t he chaplain’ s r et icent , unimpr essive manner  wer e r eally j ust  a sinist er  
disguise masking a f ier y ambit ion t hat , ’ way down deep, was cr af t y and unscr upulous. 
Ther e was somet hing f unny about  t he chaplain, and t he colonel soon det ect ed what  it  was.
The chaplain was st anding st if f ly at  at t ent ion, f or  t he colonel had f or got t en t o put  him at
ease. Let  him st ay t hat  way, t he colonel decided vindict ively, j ust  t o show him who was 
boss and t o saf eguar d himself  against  any loss of  dignit y t hat  might  devolve f r om his 
acknowledging t he omission.
Colonel Cat hcar t  was dr awn hypnot ically t owar d t he window wit h a massive, dull st ar e of  
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moody int r ospect ion. The enlist ed men wer e always t r eacher ous, he decided. He looked 
downwar d in mour nf ul gloom at  t he skeet -shoot ing r ange he had or der ed built  f or  t he 
of f icer s on his headquar t er s st af f , and he r ecalled t he mor t if ying af t er noon Gener al 
Dr eedle had t ongue-lashed him r ut hlessly in f r ont  of  Colonel Kor n and Maj or  Danby and 
or der ed him t o t hr ow open t he r ange t o all t he enlist ed men and of f icer s on combat  dut y.
The skeet -shoot ing r ange had been a r eal black eye f or  him, Colonel Cat hcar t  was f or ced 
t o conclude. He was posit ive t hat  Gener al Dr eedle had never  f or got t en it , even t hough he
was posit ive t hat  Gener al Dr eedle didn’ t  even r emember  it , which was r eally ver y unj ust , 
Colonel Cat hcar t  lament ed, since t he idea of  a skeet -shoot ing r ange it self  should have 
been a r eal f eat her  in his cap, even t hough it  had been such a r eal black eye. Colonel 
Cat hcar t  was helpless t o assess exact ly how much gr ound he had gained or  lost  wit h his 
goddam skeet -shoot ing r ange and wished t hat  Colonel Kor n wer e in his of f ice r ight  t hen 
t o evaluat e t he ent ir e episode f or  him st ill one mor e t ime and assuage his f ear s.
I t  was all ver y per plexing, all ver y discour aging. Colonel Cat hcar t  t ook t he cigar et t e 
holder  out  of  his mout h, st ood it  on end inside t he pocket  of  his shir t , and began gnawing 
on t he f inger nails of  bot h hands gr ievously. Ever ybody was against  him, and he was sick 
t o his soul t hat  Colonel Kor n was not  wit h him in t his moment  of  cr isis t o help him decide 
what  t o do about  t he pr ayer  meet ings. He had almost  no f ait h at  all in t he chaplain, who 
was st ill only a capt ain. ’ Do you t hink,’  he asked, ’ t hat  keeping t he enlist ed men out  might
int er f er e wit h our  chances of  get t ing r esult s?’
The chaplain hesit at ed, f eeling himself  on unf amiliar  gr ound again. ’ Yes, sir ,’  he r eplied 
f inally. ’ I  t hink it ’ s conceivable t hat  such an act ion could int er f er e wit h your  chances of  
having t he pr ayer s f or  a t ight er  bomb pat t er n answer ed.’
’ I  wasn’ t  even t hinking about  t hat !’  cr ied t he colonel, wit h his eyes blinking and splashing 
like puddles. ’ You mean t hat  God might  even decide t o punish me by giving us a looser  
bomb pat t er n?’
’ Yes, sir ,’  said t he chaplain. ’ I t ’ s conceivable He might .’
’ The hell wit h it , t hen,’  t he colonel asser t ed in a huf f  of  independence. ’ I ’ m not  going t o 
set  t hese damned pr ayer  meet ings up j ust  t o make t hings wor se t han t hey ar e.’  Wit h a 
scor nf ul snicker , he set t led himself  behind his desk, r eplaced t he empt y cigar et t e holder
in his mout h and lapsed int o par t ur ient  silence f or  a f ew moment s. ’ Now I  t hink about  it ,’
he conf essed, as much t o himself  as t o t he chaplain, ’ having t he men pr ay t o God 
pr obably wasn’ t  such a hot  idea anyway. The edit or s of  The Sat ur day Evening Post  might  
not  have co-oper at ed.’
The colonel abandoned his pr oj ect  wit h r emor se, f or  he had conceived it  ent ir ely on his 
own and had hoped t o unveil it  as a st r iking demonst r at ion t o ever yone t hat  he had no 
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r eal need f or  Colonel Kor n. Once it  was gone, he was glad t o be r id of  it , f or  he had been 
t r oubled f r om t he st ar t  by t he danger  of  inst it ut ing t he plan wit hout  f ir st  checking it  
out  wit h Colonel Kor n. He heaved an immense sigh of  cont ent ment . He had a much higher  
opinion of  himself  now t hat  his idea was abandoned, f or  he had made a ver y wise decision,
he f elt , and, most  impor t ant , he had made t his wise decision wit hout  consult ing Colonel 
Kor n.
’ Will t hat  be all, sir ?’  asked t he chaplain.
’ Yeah,’  said Colonel Cat hcar t . ’ Unless you’ ve got  somet hing else t o suggest .’
’ No, sir . Only...’
The colonel lif t ed his eyes as t hough af f r ont ed and st udied t he chaplain wit h aloof  
dist r ust . ’ Only what , Chaplain?’
’ Sir ,’  said t he chaplain, ’ some of  t he men ar e ver y upset  since you r aised t he number  of  
missions t o sixt y. They’ ve asked me t o speak t o you about  it .’
The colonel was silent . The chaplain’ s f ace r eddened t o t he r oot s of  his sandy hair  as he 
wait ed. The colonel kept  him squir ming a long t ime wit h a f ixed, unint er est ed look devoid 
of  all emot ion.
’ Tell t hem t her e’ s a war  going on,’  he advised f inally in a f lat  voice.
’ Thank you, sir , I  will,’  t he chaplain r eplied in a f lood of  gr at it ude because t he colonel 
had f inally said somet hing. ’ They wer e wonder ing why you couldn’ t  r equisit ion some of  
t he r eplacement  cr ews t hat  ar e wait ing in Af r ica t o t ake t heir  places and t hen let  t hem 
go home.’
’ That ’ s an administ r at ive mat t er ,’  t he colonel said. ’ I t ’ s none of  t heir  business.’  He 
point ed languidly t owar d t he wall. ’ Help your self  t o a plum t omat o, Chaplain. Go ahead, 
it ’ s on me.’
’ Thank you, sir . Sir  - ’
’ Don’ t  ment ion it . How do you like living out  t her e in t he woods, Chaplain? I s ever yt hing 
hunky dor y?’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ That ’ s good. You get  in t ouch wit h us if  you need anyt hing.’
’ Yes, sir . Thank you, sir . Sir  - ’
’ Thanks f or  dr opping ar ound, Chaplain. I ’ ve got  some wor k t o do now. You’ ll let  me know 
if  you can t hink of  anyt hing f or  get t ing our  names int o The Sat ur day Evening Post , won’ t  
you?’
’ Yes, sir , I  will.’  The chaplain br aced himself  wit h a pr odigious ef f or t  of  t he will and 
plunged ahead br azenly. ’ I ’ m par t icular ly concer ned about  t he condit ion of  one of  t he 
bombar dier s, sir . Yossar ian.’

Page 164



J oseph Heller  - Cat ch - 22
The colonel glanced up quickly wit h a st ar t  of  vague r ecognit ion. ’ Who?’  he asked in 
alar m.
’ Yossar ian, sir .’
’ Yossar ian?’
’ Yes, sir . Yossar ian. He’ s in a ver y bad way, sir . I ’ m af r aid he won’ t  be able t o suf f er  
much longer  wit hout  doing somet hing desper at e.’
’ I s t hat  a f act , Chaplain?’
’ Yes, sir . I ’ m af r aid it  is.’
The colonel t hought  about  it  in heavy silence f or  a f ew moment s. ’ Tell him t o t r ust  in 
God,’  he advised f inally.
’ Thank you, sir ,’  said t he chaplain. ’ I  will.’
20 CORPORAL WHI TCOMB
The lat e-August  mor ning sun was hot  and st eamy, and t her e was no br eeze on t he 
balcony. The chaplain moved slowly. He was downcast  and bur dened wit h self -r epr oach 
when he st epped wit hout  noise f r om t he colonel’ s of f ice on his r ubber -soled and 
r ubber -heeled br own shoes. He hat ed himself  f or  what  he const r ued t o be his own 
cowar dice. He had int ended t o t ake a much st r onger  st and wit h Colonel Cat hcar t  on t he 
mat t er  of  t he sixt y missions, t o speak out  wit h cour age, logic and eloquence on a subj ect  
about  which he had begun t o f eel ver y deeply. I nst ead he had f ailed miser ably, had 
choked up once again in t he f ace of  opposit ion f r om a st r onger  per sonalit y. I t  was a 
f amiliar , ignominious exper ience, and his opinion of  himself  was low.
He choked up even mor e a second lat er  when he spied Colonel Kor n’ s t ubby monochr ome 
f igur e t r ot t ing up t he cur ved, wide, yellow st one st air case t owar d him in lackadaisical 
hast e f r om t he gr eat  dilapidat ed lobby below wit h it s lof t y walls of  cr acked dar k mar ble 
and cir cular  f loor  of  cr acked gr imy t ile. The chaplain was even mor e f r ight ened of  Colonel
Kor n t han he was of  Colonel Cat hcar t . The swar t hy, middle-aged lieut enant  colonel wit h 
t he r imless, icy glasses and f acet ed, bald, domelike pat e t hat  he was always t ouching 
sensit ively wit h t he t ips of  his splayed f inger s disliked t he chaplain and was impolit e t o 
him f r equent ly. He kept  t he chaplain in a const ant  st at e of  t er r or  wit h his cur t , der isive 
t ongue and his knowing, cynical eyes t hat  t he chaplain was never  br ave enough t o meet  
f or  mor e t han an accident al second. I nevit ably, t he chaplain’ s at t ent ion, as he cower ed 
meekly bef or e him, f ocused on Colonel Kor n’ s midr if f , wher e t he shir t t ails bunching up 
f r om inside his sagging belt  and ballooning down over  his waist  gave him an appear ance of  
slovenly gir t h and made him seem inches shor t er  t han his middle height . Colonel Kor n was 
an unt idy disdainf ul man wit h an oily skin and deep, har d lines r unning almost  st r aight  
down f r om his nose bet ween his cr epuscular  j owls and his squar e, clef t ed chin. His f ace 
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was dour , and he glanced at  t he chaplain wit hout  r ecognit ion as t he t wo dr ew close on t he
st air case and pr epar ed t o pass.
’ Hiya, Fat her ,’  he said t onelessly wit hout  looking at  t he chaplain. ’ How’ s it  going?’
’ Good mor ning, sir ,’  t he chaplain r eplied, discer ning wisely t hat  Colonel Kor n expect ed 
not hing mor e in t he way of  a r esponse.
Colonel Kor n was pr oceeding up t he st air s wit hout  slackening his pace, and t he chaplain 
r esist ed t he t empt at ion t o r emind him again t hat  he was not  a Cat holic but  an Anabapt ist ,
and t hat  it  was t her ef or e neit her  necessar y nor  cor r ect  t o addr ess him as Fat her . He 
was almost  cer t ain now t hat  Colonel Kor n r emember ed and t hat  calling him Fat her  wit h a 
look of  such bland innocence was j ust  anot her  one of  Colonel Kor n’ s met hods of  t aunt ing 
him because he was only an Anabapt ist .
Colonel Kor n halt ed wit hout  war ning when he was almost  by and came whir ling back down 
upon t he chaplain wit h a glar e of  inf ur iat ed suspicion. The chaplain was pet r if ied.
’ What  ar e you doing wit h t hat  plum t omat o, Chaplain?’  Colonel Kor n demanded r oughly.
The chaplain looked down his ar m wit h sur pr ise at  t he plum t omat o Colonel Cat hcar t  had 
invit ed him t o t ake. ’ I  got  it  in Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s of f ice, sir ,’  he managed t o r eply.
’ Does t he colonel know you t ook it ?’
’ Yes, sir . He gave it  t o me.’
’ Oh, in t hat  case I  guess it ’ s okay,’  Colonel Kor n said, mollif ied. He smiled wit hout  
war mt h, j abbing t he cr umpled f olds of  his shir t  back down inside his t r ouser s wit h his 
t humbs. His eyes glint ed keenly wit h a pr ivat e and sat isf ying mischief . ’ What  did Colonel 
Cat hcar t  want  t o see you about , Fat her ?’  he asked suddenly.
The chaplain was t ongue-t ied wit h indecision f or  a moment . ’ I  don’ t  t hink I  ought  - ’
’ Saying pr ayer s t o t he edit or s of  The Sat ur day Evening Post ?’
The chaplain almost  smiled. ’ Yes, sir .’
Colonel Kor n was enchant ed wit h his own int uit ion. He laughed dispar agingly. ’ You know, I  
was af r aid he’ d begin t hinking about  somet hing so r idiculous as soon as he saw t his 
week’ s Sat ur day Evening Post . I  hope you succeeded in showing him what  an at r ocious 
idea it  is.’
’ He has decided against  it , sir .’
’ That ’ s good. I ’ m glad you convinced him t hat  t he edit or s of  The Sat ur day Evening Post  
wer e not  likely t o r un t hat  same st or y t wice j ust  t o give some publicit y t o some obscur e 
colonel. How ar e t hings in t he wilder ness, Fat her ? Ar e you able t o manage out  t her e?’
’ Yes, sir . Ever yt hing is wor king out .’
’ That ’ s good. I ’ m happy t o hear  you have not hing t o complain about . Let  us know if  you 
need anyt hing t o make you comf or t able. We all want  you t o have a good t ime out  t her e.’
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’ Thank you, sir . I  will.’
Noise of  a gr owing st ir  r ose f r om t he lobby below. I t  was almost  luncht ime, and t he 
ear liest  ar r ivals wer e dr if t ing int o t he headquar t er s mess halls, t he enlist ed men and 
of f icer s separ at ing int o dif f er ent  dining halls on f acing sides of  t he ar chaic r ot unda. 
Colonel Kor n st opped smiling.
’ You had lunch wit h us her e j ust  a day or  so ago, didn’ t  you, Fat her ?’  he asked 
meaningf ully.
’ Yes, sir . The day bef or e yest er day.’
’ That ’ s what  I  t hought ,’  Colonel Kor n said, and paused t o let  his point  sink in. ’ Well, t ake 
it  easy, Fat her . I ’ ll see you ar ound when it ’ s t ime f or  you t o eat  her e again.’
’ Thank you, sir .’
The chaplain was not  cer t ain at  which of  t he f ive of f icer s’  and f ive enlist ed men’ s mess 
halls he was scheduled t o have lunch t hat  day, f or  t he syst em of  r ot at ion wor ked out  f or  
him by Colonel Kor n was complicat ed, and he had f or got t en his r ecor ds back in his t ent . 
The chaplain was t he only of f icer  at t ached t o Gr oup Headquar t er s who did not  r eside in 
t he molder ing r ed-st one Gr oup Headquar t er s building it self  or  in any of  t he smaller  
sat ellit e st r uct ur es t hat  r ose about  t he gr ounds in disj unct ed r elat ionship. The chaplain 
lived in a clear ing in t he woods about  f our  miles away bet ween t he of f icer s’  club and t he 
f ir st  of  t he f our  squadr on ar eas t hat  st r et ched away f r om Gr oup Headquar t er s in a 
dist ant  line. The chaplain lived alone in a spacious, squar e t ent  t hat  was also his of f ice. 
Sounds of  r evelr y t r aveled t o him at  night  f r om t he of f icer s’  club and kept  him awake 
of t en as he t ur ned and t ossed on his cot  in passive, half -volunt ar y exile. He was not  able 
t o gauge t he ef f ect  of  t he mild pills he t ook occasionally t o help him sleep and f elt  guilt y 
about  it  f or  days af t er war d.
The only one who lived wit h t he chaplain in his clear ing in t he woods was Cor por al 
Whit comb, his assist ant . Cor por al Whit comb, an at heist , was a disgr unt led subor dinat e 
who f elt  he could do t he chaplain’ s j ob much bet t er  t han t he chaplain was doing it  and 
viewed himself , t her ef or e, as an under pr ivileged vict im of  social inequit y. He lived in a 
t ent  of  his own as spacious and squar e as t he chaplain’ s. He was openly r ude and 
cont empt uous t o t he chaplain once he discover ed t hat  t he chaplain would let  him get  away
wit h it . The bor der s of  t he t wo t ent s in t he clear ing st ood no mor e t han f our  or  f ive f eet
apar t .
I t  was Colonel Kor n who had mapped out  t his way of  lif e f or  t he chaplain. One good 
r eason f or  making t he chaplain live out side t he Gr oup Headquar t er s building was Colonel 
Kor n’ s t heor y t hat  dwelling in a t ent  as most  of  his par ishioner s did would br ing him int o 
closer  communicat ion wit h t hem. Anot her  good r eason was t he f act  t hat  having t he 
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chaplain ar ound Headquar t er s all t he t ime made t he ot her  of f icer s uncomf or t able. I t  was
one t hing t o maint ain liaison wit h t he Lor d, and t hey wer e all in f avor  of  t hat ; it  was 
somet hing else, t hough, t o have Him hanging ar ound t went y-f our  hour s a day. All in all, as 
Colonel Kor n descr ibed it  t o Maj or  Danby, t he j it t er y and goggle-eyed gr oup oper at ions 
of f icer , t he chaplain had it  pr et t y sof t ; he had lit t le mor e t o do t han list en t o t he 
t r oubles of  ot her s, bur y t he dead, visit  t he bedr idden and conduct  r eligious ser vices. And
t her e wer e not  so many dead f or  him t o bur y any mor e, Colonel Kor n point ed out , since 
opposit ion f r om Ger man f ight er  planes had vir t ually ceased and since close t o ninet y per  
cent  of  what  f at alit ies t her e st ill wer e, he est imat ed, per ished behind t he enemy lines or
disappear ed inside t he clouds, wher e t he chaplain had not hing t o do wit h disposing of  t he 
r emains. The r eligious ser vices wer e cer t ainly no gr eat  st r ain, eit her , since t hey wer e 
conduct ed only once a week at  t he Gr oup Headquar t er s building and wer e at t ended by 
ver y f ew of  t he men.
Act ually, t he chaplain was lear ning t o love it  in his clear ing in t he woods. Bot h he and 
Cor por al Whit comb had been pr ovided wit h ever y convenience so t hat  neit her  might  ever  
plead discomf or t  as a basis f or  seeking per mission t o r et ur n t o t he Headquar t er s 
building. The chaplain r ot at ed his br eakf ast s, lunches and dinner s in separ at e set s among 
t he eight  squadr on mess halls and at e ever y f if t h meal in t he enlist ed men’ s mess at  
Gr oup Headquar t er s and ever y t ent h meal at  t he of f icer s’  mess t her e. Back home in 
Wisconsin t he chaplain had been ver y f ond of  gar dening, and his hear t  welled wit h a 
glor ious impr ession of  f er t ilit y and f r uit ion each t ime he cont emplat ed t he low, pr ickly 
boughs of  t he st unt ed t r ees and t he waist -high weeds and t hicket s by which he was 
almost  walled in. I n t he spr ing he had longed t o plant  begonias and zinnias in a nar r ow bed
ar ound his t ent  but  had been det er r ed by his f ear  of  Cor por al Whit comb’ s r ancor . The 
chaplain r elished t he pr ivacy and isolat ion of  his ver dant  sur r oundings and t he r ever ie 
and medit at ion t hat  living t her e f ost er ed. Fewer  people came t o him wit h t heir  t r oubles 
t han f or mer ly, and he allowed himself  a measur e of  gr at it ude f or  t hat  t oo. The chaplain 
did not  mix f r eely and was not  comf or t able in conver sat ion. He missed his wif e and his 
t hr ee small childr en, and she missed him.
What  displeased Cor por al Whit comb most  about  t he chaplain, apar t  f r om t he f act  t hat  
t he chaplain believed in God, was his lack of  init iat ive and aggr essiveness. Cor por al 
Whit comb r egar ded t he low at t endance at  r eligious ser vices as a sad r ef lect ion of  his 
own st at us. His mind ger minat ed f ever ishly wit h challenging new ideas f or  spar king t he 
gr eat  spir it ual r evival of  which he dr eamed himself  t he ar chit ect  - box lunches, chur ch 
socials, f or m let t er s t o t he f amilies of  men killed and inj ur ed in combat , censor ship, 
Bingo. But  t he chaplain blocked him. Cor por al Whit comb br idled wit h vexat ion beneat h 
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t he chaplain’ s r est r aint , f or  he spied r oom f or  impr ovement  ever ywher e. I t  was people 
like t he chaplain, he concluded, who wer e r esponsible f or  giving r eligion such a bad name 
and making par iahs out  of  t hem bot h. Unlike t he chaplain, Cor por al Whit comb det est ed 
t he seclusion of  t he clear ing in t he woods. One of  t he f ir st  t hings he int ended t o do 
af t er  he deposed t he chaplain was move back int o t he Gr oup Headquar t er s building, 
wher e he could be r ight  in t he t hick of  t hings.
When t he chaplain dr ove back int o t he clear ing af t er  leaving Colonel Kor n, Cor por al 
Whit comb was out side in t he muggy haze t alking in conspir at or ial t ones t o a st r ange 
chubby man in a mar oon cor dur oy bat hr obe and gr ay f lannel paj amas. The chaplain 
r ecognized t he bat hr obe and paj amas as of f icial hospit al at t ir e. Neit her  of  t he t wo men 
gave him any sign of  r ecognit ion. The st r anger ’ s gums had been paint ed pur ple; his 
cor dur oy bat hr obe was decor at ed in back wit h a pict ur e of  a B-25 nosing t hr ough or ange 
bur st s of  f lak and in f r ont  wit h six neat  r ows of  t iny bombs signif ying sixt y combat  
missions f lown. The chaplain was so st r uck by t he sight  t hat  he st opped t o st ar e. Bot h 
men br oke of f  t heir  conver sat ion and wait ed in st ony silence f or  him t o go. The chaplain 
hur r ied inside his t ent . He hear d, or  imagined he hear d, t hem t it t er ing.
Cor por al Whit comb walked in a moment  lat er  and demanded, ’ What ’ s doing?’
’ Ther e isn’ t  anyt hing new,’  t he chaplain r eplied wit h aver t ed eyes. ’ Was anyone her e t o 
see me?’
’ J ust  t hat  cr ackpot  Yossar ian again. He’ s a r eal t r oublemaker , isn’ t  he?’
’ I ’ m not  so sur e he’ s a cr ackpot ,’  t he chaplain obser ved.
’ That ’ s r ight , t ake his par t ,’  said Cor por al Whit comb in an inj ur ed t one, and st amped out .
The chaplain could not  believe t hat  Cor por al Whit comb was of f ended again and had r eally
walked out . As soon as he did r ealize it , Cor por al Whit comb walked back in.
’ You always side wit h ot her  people,’  Cor por al Whit comb accused. ’ You don’ t  back up your  
men. That ’ s one of  t he t hings t hat ’ s wr ong wit h you.’
’ I  didn’ t  int end t o side wit h him,’  t he chaplain apologized. ’ I  was j ust  making a 
st at ement .’
’ What  did Colonel Cat hcar t  want ?’
’ I t  wasn’ t  anyt hing impor t ant . He j ust  want ed t o discuss t he possibilit y of  saying pr ayer s
in t he br ief ing r oom bef or e each mission.’
’ All r ight , don’ t  t ell me,’  Cor por al Whit comb snapped and walked out  again.
The chaplain f elt  t er r ible. No mat t er  how consider at e he t r ied t o be, it  seemed he always
managed t o hur t  Cor por al Whit comb’ s f eelings. He gazed down r emor sef ully and saw t hat
t he or der ly f or ced upon him by Colonel Kor n t o keep his t ent  clean and at t end t o his 
belongings had neglect ed t o shine his shoes again.
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Cor por al Whit comb came back in. ’ You never  t r ust  me wit h inf or mat ion,’  he whined 
t r uculent ly. ’ You don’ t  have conf idence in your  men. That ’ s anot her  one of  t he t hings 
t hat ’ s wr ong wit h you.’
’ Yes, I  do,’  t he chaplain assur ed him guilt ily. ’ I  have lot s of  conf idence in you.’
’ Then how about  t hose let t er s?’
’ No, not  now,’  t he chaplain pleaded, cr inging. ’ Not  t he let t er s. Please don’ t  br ing t hat  up 
again. I ’ ll let  you know if  I  have a change of  mind.’
Cor por al Whit comb looked f ur ious. ’ I s t hat  so? Well, it ’ s all r ight  f or  you t o j ust  sit  
t her e and shake your  head while I  do all t he wor k. Didn’ t  you see t he guy out side wit h all 
t hose pict ur es paint ed on his bat hr obe?’
’ I s he her e t o see me?’
’ No,’  Cor por al Whit comb said, and walked out .
I t  was hot  and humid inside t he t ent , and t he chaplain f elt  himself  t ur ning damp. He 
list ened like an unwilling eavesdr opper  t o t he muf f led, indist inguishable dr one of  t he 
lower ed voices out side. As he sat  iner t ly at  t he r icket y br idge t able t hat  ser ved as a 
desk, his lips wer e closed, his eyes wer e blank, and his f ace, wit h it s pale ochr e hue and 
ancient , conf ined clust er s of  minut e acne pit s, had t he color  and t ext ur e of  an uncr acked 
almond shell. He r acked his memor y f or  some clue t o t he or igin of  Cor por al Whit comb’ s 
bit t er ness t owar d him. I n some way he was unable t o f at hom, he was convinced he had 
done him some unf or givable wr ong. I t  seemed incr edible t hat  such last ing ir e as Cor por al 
Whit comb’ s could have st emmed f r om his r ej ect ion of  Bingo or  t he f or m let t er s home t o
t he f amilies of  t he men killed in combat . The chaplain was despondent  wit h an accept ance 
of  his own inept it ude. He had int ended f or  some weeks t o have a hear t -t o-hear t  t alk wit h
Cor por al Whit comb in or der  t o f ind out  what  was bot her ing him, but  was alr eady ashamed
of  what  he might  f ind out .
Out side t he t ent , Cor por al Whit comb snicker ed. The ot her  man chuckled. For  a f ew 
pr ecar ious seconds, t he chaplain t ingled wit h a weir d, occult  sensat ion of  having 
exper ienced t he ident ical sit uat ion bef or e in some pr ior  t ime or  exist ence. He 
endeavor ed t o t r ap and nour ish t he impr ession in or der  t o pr edict , and per haps even 
cont r ol, what  incident  would occur  next , but  t he af at us melt ed away unpr oduct ively, as he
had known bef or ehand it  would. D‚j … vu. The subt le, r ecur r ing conf usion bet ween illusion 
and r ealit y t hat  was char act er ist ic of  par amnesia f ascinat ed t he chaplain, and he knew a 
number  of  t hings about  it . He knew, f or  example, t hat  it  was called par amnesia, and he 
was int er est ed as well in such cor ollar y opt ical phenomena as j amais vu, never  seen, and 
pr esque vu, almost  seen. Ther e wer e t er r if ying, sudden moment s when obj ect s, concept s 
and even people t hat  t he chaplain had lived wit h almost  all his lif e inexplicably t ook on an 
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unf amiliar  and ir r egular  aspect  t hat  he had never  seen bef or e and which made t hem 
t ot ally st r ange: j amais vu. And t her e wer e ot her  moment s when he almost  saw absolut e 
t r ut h in br illiant  f lashes of  clar it y t hat  almost  came t o him: pr esque vu. The episode of  
t he naked man in t he t r ee at  Snowden's f uner al myst if ied him t hor oughly. I t  was not  d‚j …
vu, f or  at  t he t ime he had exper ienced no sensat ion of  ever  having seen a naked man in a 
t r ee at  Snowden's f uner al bef or e. I t  was not  j amais vu, since t he appar it ion was not  of  
someone, or  somet hing, f amiliar  appear ing t o him in an unf amiliar  guise. And it  was 
cer t ainly not  pr esque vu, f or  t he chaplain did see him.
A j eep st ar t ed up wit h a backf ir e dir ect ly out side and r oar ed away. Had t he naked man in
t he t r ee at  Snowden's f uner al been mer ely a hallucinat ion? Or  had it  been a t r ue 
r evelat ion? The chaplain t r embled at  t he mer e idea. He want ed desper at ely t o conf ide in 
Yossar ian, but  each t ime he t hought  about  t he occur r ence he decided not  t o t hink about  
it  any f ur t her , alt hough now t hat  he did t hink about  it  he could not  be sur e t hat  he ever  
r eally had t hought  about  it .
Cor por al Whit comb saunt er ed back in wear ing a shiny new smir k and leaned his elbow 
imper t inent ly against  t he cent er  pole of  t he chaplain's t ent .
'Do you know who t hat  guy in t he r ed bat hr obe was?' he asked boast f ully. 'That  was a 
C.I .D. man wit h a f r act ur ed nose. He came down her e f r om t he hospit al on of f icial 
business. He's conduct ing an invest igat ion.'
The chaplain r aised his eyes quickly in obsequious commiser at ion. 'I  hope you'r e not  in 
any t r ouble. I s t her e anyt hing I  can do?'
'No, I 'm not  in any t r ouble,' Cor por al Whit comb r eplied wit h a gr in. 'You ar e. They'r e 
going t o cr ack down on you f or  signing Washingt on I r ving's name t o all t hose let t er s 
you've been signing Washingt on I r ving's name t o. How do you like t hat ?'
'I  haven't  been signing Washingt on I r ving's name t o any let t er s,' said t he chaplain.
'You don't  have t o lie t o me,' Cor por al Whit comb answer ed. 'I 'm not  t he one you have t o 
convince.'
'But  I 'm not  lying.'
'I  don't  car e whet her  you'r e lying or  not . They'r e going t o get  you f or  int er cept ing 
Maj or  Maj or 's cor r espondence, t oo. A lot  of  t hat  st uf f  is classif ied inf or mat ion.'
'What  cor r espondence?' asked t he chaplain plaint ively in r ising exasper at ion. 'I 've never  
even seen any of  Maj or  Maj or 's cor r espondence.'
'You don't  have t o lie t o me,' Cor por al Whit comb r eplied. 'I 'm not  t he one you have t o 
convince.'
'But  I 'm not  lying!' pr ot est ed t he chaplain.
'I  don't  see why you have t o shout  at  me,' Cor por al Whit comb r et or t ed wit h an inj ur ed 
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look. He came away f r om t he cent er  pole and shook his f inger  at  t he chaplain f or  
emphasis. ’ I  j ust  did you t he biggest  f avor  anybody ever  did you in your  whole lif e, and 
you don’ t  even r ealize it . Ever y t ime he t r ies t o r epor t  you t o his super ior s, somebody up 
at  t he hospit al censor s out  t he det ails. He’ s been going bat t y f or  weeks t r ying t o t ur n 
you in. I  j ust  put  a censor ’ s okay on his let t er  wit hout  even r eading it . That  will make a 
ver y good impr ession f or  you up at  C.I .D. headquar t er s. I t  will let  t hem know t hat  we’ r e 
not  t he least  bit  af iaid t o have t he whole t r ut h about  you come out .’
The chaplain was r eeling wit h conf usion. ’ But  you ar en’ t  aut hor ized t o censor  let t er s, ar e
you?’
’ Of  cour se not ,’  Cor por al Whit comb answer ed. ’ Only of f icer s ar e ever  aut hor ized t o do 
t hat . I  censor ed it  in your  name.’
’ But  I ’ m not  aut hor ized t o censor  let t er s eit her . Am I ?’
’ I  t ook car e of  t hat  f or  you, t oo,’  Cor por al Whit comb assur ed him. ’ I  signed somebody 
else’ s name f or  you.’
’ I sn’ t  t hat  f or ger y?’
’ Oh, don’ t  wor r y about  t hat  eit her . The only one who might  complain in a case of  f or ger y 
is t he per son whose name you f or ged, and I  looked out  f or  your  int er est s by picking a 
dead man. I  used Washingt on I r ving’ s name.’  Cor por al Whit comb scr ut inized t he 
chaplain’ s f ace closely f or  some sign of  r ebellion and t hen br eezed ahead conf ident ly 
wit h concealed ir ony. ’ That  was pr et t y quick t hinking on my par t , wasn’ t  it ?’
’ I  don’ t  know,’  t he chaplain wailed sof t ly in a quaver ing voice, squint ing wit h gr ot esque 
cont or t ions of  anguish and incompr ehension. ’ I  don’ t  t hink I  under st and all you’ ve been 
t elling me. How will it  make a good impr ession f or  me if  you signed Washingt on I r ving’ s 
name inst ead of  my own?’
’ Because t hey’ r e convinced t hat  you ar e Washingt on I r ving. Don’ t  you see? They’ ll know 
it  was you.’
’ But  isn’ t  t hat  t he ver y belief  we want  t o dispel? Won’ t  t his help t hem pr ove it ?’
’ I f  I  t hought  you wer e going t o be so st uf f y about  it , I  wouldn’ t  even have t r ied t o help,’
Cor por al Whit comb declar ed indignant ly, and walked out . A second lat er  he walked back 
in. ’ I  j ust  did you t he biggest  f avor  anybody ever  did you in your  whole lif e and you don’ t  
even know it . You don’ t  know how t o show your  appr eciat ion. That ’ s anot her  one of  t he 
t hings t hat ’ s wr ong wit h you.’
’ I ’ m sor r y,’  t he chaplain apologized cont r it ely. ’ I  r eally am sor r y. I t ’ s j ust  t hat  I ’ m so 
complet ely st unned by all you’ r e t elling me t hat  I  don’ t  even r ealize what  I ’ m saying. I ’ m 
r eally ver y gr at ef ul t o you.’
’ Then how about  let t ing me send out  t hose f or m let t er s?’  Cor por al Whit comb demanded 
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immediat ely. ’ Can I  begin wor king on t he f ir st  dr af t s?’
The chaplain’ s j aw dr opped in ast onishment . ’ No, no,’  he gr oaned. ’ Not  now.’
Cor por al Whit comb was incensed. ’ I ’ m t he best  f r iend you’ ve got  and you don’ t  even 
know it ,’  he asser t ed belliger ent ly, and walked out  of  t he chaplain’ s t ent . He walked back
in. ’ I ’ m on your  side and you don’ t  even r ealize it . Don’ t  you know what  ser ious t r ouble 
you’ r e in? That  C.I .D. man has gone r ushing back t o t he hospit al t o wr it e a br and-new 
r epor t  on you about  t hat  t omat o.’
’ What  t omat o?’  t he chaplain asked, blinking.
’ The plum t omat o you wer e hiding in your  hand when you f ir st  showed up her e. Ther e it  
is. The t omat o you’ r e st ill holding in your  hand r ight  t his ver y minut e!’
The capt ain unclenched his f inger s wit h sur pr ise and saw t hat  he was st ill holding t he 
plum t omat o he had obt ained in Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s of f ice. He set  it  down quickly on t he 
br idge t able. ’ I  got  t his t omat o f r om Colonel Cat hcar t ,’  he said, and was st r uck by how 
ludicr ous his explanat ion sounded. ’ He insist ed I  t ake it .’
’ You don’ t  have t o lie t o me,’  Cor por al Whit comb answer ed. ’ I  don’ t  car e whet her  you 
st ole it  f r om him or  not .’
’ St ole it ?’  t he chaplain exclaimed wit h amazement . ’ Why should I  want  t o st eal a plum 
t omat o?’
’ That ’ s exact ly what  had us bot h st umped,’  said Cor por al Whit comb. ’ And t hen t he C.I .D.
man f igur ed out  you might  have some impor t ant  secr et  paper s hidden away inside it .’
The chaplain sagged limply beneat h t he mount ainous weight  of  his despair . ’ I  don’ t  have 
any impor t ant  secr et  paper s hidden away inside it ,’  he st at ed simply. ’ I  didn’ t  even want  
it  t o begin wit h. Her e, you can have it  and see f or  your self .’
’ I  don’ t  want  it .’
’ Please t ake it  away,’  t he chaplain pleaded in a voice t hat  was bar ely audible. ’ I  want  t o 
be r id of  it .’
’ I  don’ t  want  it ,’  Cor por al Whit comb snapped again, and st alked out  wit h an angr y f ace, 
suppr essing a smile of  gr eat  j ubilat ion at  having f or ged a power f ul new alliance wit h t he 
C.I .D. man and at  having succeeded again in convincing t he chaplain t hat  he was r eally 
displeased.
Poor  Whit comb, sighed t he chaplain, and blamed himself  f or  his assist ant ’ s malaise. He 
sat  mut ely in a ponder ous, st ult if ying melancholy, wait ing expect ant ly f or  Cor por al 
Whit comb t o walk back in. He was disappoint ed as he hear d t he per empt or y cr unch of  
Cor por al Whit comb’ s f oot st eps r ecede int o silence. Ther e was not hing he want ed t o do 
next . He decided t o pass up lunch f or  a Milky Way and a Baby Rut h f r om his f oot  locker  
and a f ew swallows of  luke-war m wat er  f r om his cant een. He f elt  himself  sur r ounded by 
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dense, over whelming f ogs of  possibilit ies in which he could per ceive no glimmer  of  light . 
He dr eaded what  Colonel Cat hcar t  would t hink when t he news t hat  he was suspect ed of  
being Washingt on I r ving was br ought  t o him, t hen f ell t o f r et t ing over  what  Colonel 
Cat hcar t  was alr eady t hinking about  him f or  even having br oached t he subj ect  of  sixt y 
missions. Ther e was so much unhappiness in t he wor ld, he r ef lect ed, bowing his head 
dismally beneat h t he t r agic t hought , and t her e was not hing he could do about  anybody’ s, 
least  of  all his own.
21 GENERAL DREEDLE
Colonel Cat hcar t  was not  t hinking anyt hing at  all about  t he chaplain, but  was t angled up in 
a br and-new, menacing pr oblem of  his own: Yossar ian!
Yossar ian! The mer e sound of  t hat  execr able, ugly name made his blood r un cold and his 
br eat h come in labor ed gasps. The chaplain’ s f ir st  ment ion of  t he name Yossar ian! had 
t olled deep in his memor y like a por t ent ous gong. As soon as t he lat ch of  t he door  had 
clicked shut , t he whole humiliat ing r ecollect ion of  t he naked man in f or mat ion came 
cascading down upon him in a mor t if ying, choking f lood of  st inging det ails. He began t o 
per spir e and t r emble. Ther e was a sinist er  and unlikely coincidence exposed t hat  was t oo 
diabolical in implicat ion t o be anyt hing less t han t he most  hideous of  omens. The name of  
t he man who had st ood naked in r anks t hat  day t o r eceive his Dist inguished Flying Cr oss 
f r om Gener al Dr eedle had also been - Yossar ian! And now it  was a man named Yossar ian 
who was t hr eat ening t o make t r ouble over  t he sixt y missions he had j ust  or der ed t he 
men in his gr oup t o f ly. Colonel Cat hcar t  wonder ed gloomily if  it  was t he same Yossar ian.
He climbed t o his f eet  wit h an air  of  int oler able woe and began moving about  his of f ice. 
He f elt  himself  in t he pr esence of  t he myst er ious. The naked man in f or mat ion, he 
conceded cheer lessly, had been a r eal black eye f or  him. So had t he t amper ing wit h t he 
bomb line bef or e t he mission t o Bologna and t he seven-day delay in dest r oying t he br idge
at  Fer r ar a, even t hough dest r oying t he br idge at  Fer r ar a f inally, he r emember ed wit h 
glee, had been a r eal f eat her  in his cap, alt hough losing a plane t her e t he second t ime 
ar ound, he r ecalled in dej ect ion, had been anot her  black eye, even t hough he had won 
anot her  r eal f eat her  in his cap by get t ing a medal appr oved f or  t he bombar dier  who had 
got t en him t he r eal black eye in t he f ir st  place by going ar ound over  t he t ar get  t wice. 
That  bombar dier ’ s name, he r emember ed suddenly wit h anot her  st upef ying shock, had 
also been Yossar ian! Now t her e wer e t hr ee! His viscous eyes bulged wit h ast onishment  
and he whipped himself  ar ound in alar m t o see what  was t aking place behind him. A 
moment  ago t her e had been no Yossar ians in his lif e; now t hey wer e mult iplying like 
hobgoblins. He t r ied t o make himself  gr ow calm. Yossar ian was not  a common name; 
per haps t her e wer e not  r eally t hr ee Yossar ians but  only t wo Yossar ians, or  maybe even 
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only one Yossar ian - but  t hat  r eally made no dif f er ence! The colonel was st ill in gr ave 
per il. I nt uit ion war ned him t hat  he was dr awing close t o some immense and inscr ut able 
cosmic climax, and his br oad, meat y, t ower ing f r ame t ingled f r om head t o t oe at  t he 
t hought  t hat  Yossar ian, whoever  he would event ually t ur n out  t o be, was dest ined t o 
ser ve as his nemesis.
Colonel Cat hcar t  was not  super st it ious, but  he did believe in omens, and he sat  r ight  back 
down behind his desk and made a cr ypt ic not at ion on his memor andum pad t o look int o t he
whole suspicious business of  t he Yossar ians r ight  away. He wr ot e his r eminder  t o himself  
in a heavy and decisive hand, amplif ying it  shar ply wit h a ser ies of  coded punct uat ion 
mar ks and under lining t he whole message t wice, so t hat  it  r ead:

Yossar ian! ! ! (?)!

The colonel sat  back when he had f inished and was ext r emely pleased wit h himself  f or  
t he pr ompt  act ion he had j ust  t aken t o meet  t his sinist er  cr isis. Yossar ian - t he ver y 
sight  of  t he name made him shudder . Ther e wer e so many esses in it . I t  j ust  had t o be 
subver sive. I t  was like t he wor d subver sive it self . I t  was like sedit ious and insidious t oo, 
and like socialist , suspicious, f ascist  and Communist . I t  was an odious, alien, dist ast ef ul 
name, t hat  j ust  did not  inspir e conf idence. I t  was not  at  all like such clean, cr isp, honest , 
Amer ican names as Cat hcar t , Peckem and Dr eedle.
Colonel Cat hcar t  r ose slowly and began dr if t ing about  his of f ice again. Almost  
unconsciously, he picked up a plum t omat o f r om t he t op of  one of  t he bushels and t ook a 
vor acious bit e. He made a wr y f ace at  once and t hr ew t he r est  of  t he plum t omat o int o 
his wast e-basket . The colonel did not  like plum t omat oes, not  even when t hey wer e his 
own, and t hese wer e not  even his own. These had been pur chased in dif f er ent  mar ket  
places all over  Pianosa by Colonel Kor n under  var ious ident it ies, moved up t o t he colonel’ s 
f ar mhouse in t he hills in t he dead of  night , and t r anspor t ed down t o Gr oup Headquar t er s 
t he next  mor ning f or  sale t o Milo, who paid Colonel Cat hcar t  and Colonel Kor n pr emium 
pr ices f or  t hem. Colonel Cat hcar t  of t en wonder ed if  what  t hey wer e doing wit h t he plum 
t omat oes was legal, but  Colonel Kor n said it  was, and he t r ied not  t o br ood about  it  t oo 
of t en. He had no way of  knowing whet her  or  not  t he house in t he hills was legal, eit her , 
since Colonel Kor n had made all t he ar r angement s. Colonel Cat hcar t  did not  know if  he 
owned t he house or  r ent ed it , f r om whom he had acquir ed it  or  how much, if  anyt hing, it  
was cost ing. Colonel Kor n was t he lawyer , and if  Colonel Kor n assur ed him t hat  f r aud, 
ext or t ion, cur r ency manipulat ion, embezzlement , income t ax evasion and black-mar ket  
speculat ions wer e legal, Colonel Cat hcar t  was in no posit ion t o disagr ee wit h him.
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All Colonel Cat hcar t  knew about  his house in t he hills was t hat  he had such a house and 
hat ed it . He was never  so bor ed as when spending t her e t he t wo or  t hr ee days ever y 
ot her  week necessar y t o sust ain t he illusion t hat  his damp and dr af t y st one f ar mhouse in 
t he hills was a golden palace of  car nal delight s. Of f icer s’  clubs ever ywher e pulsat ed wit h 
blur r ed but  knowing account s of  lavish, hushed-up dr inking and sex or gies t her e and of  
secr et , int imat e night s of  ecst asy wit h t he most  beaut if ul, t he most  t ant alizing, t he most
r eadily ar oused and most  easily sat isf ied I t alian cour t esans, f ilm act r esses, models and 
count esses. No such pr ivat e night s of  ecst asy or  hushed-up dr inking and sex or gies ever  
occur r ed. They might  have occur r ed if  eit her  Gener al Dr eedle or  Gener al Peckem had 
once evinced an int er est  in t aking par t  in or gies wit h him, but  neit her  ever  did, and t he 
colonel was cer t ainly not  going t o wast e his t ime and ener gy making love t o beaut if ul 
women unless t her e was somet hing in it  f or  him.
The colonel dr eaded his dank lonely night s at  his f ar mhouse and t he dull, unevent f ul days.
He had much mor e f un back at  Gr oup, br owbeat ing ever yone he wasn’ t  af r aid of . 
However , as Colonel Kor n kept  r eminding him, t her e was not  much glamour  in having a 
f ar mhouse in t he hills if  he never  used it . He dr ove of f  t o his f ar mhouse each t ime in a 
mood of  self -pit y. He car r ied a shot gun in his j eep and spent  t he monot onous hour s t her e
shoot ing it  at  bir ds and at  t he plum t omat oes t hat  did gr ow t her e in unt ended r ows and 
wer e t oo much t r ouble t o har vest .
Among t hose of f icer s of  inf er ior  r ank t owar d whom Colonel Cat hcar t  st ill deemed it  
pr udent  t o show r espect , he included Maj or  - de Cover ley, even t hough he did not  want  t o
and was not  sur e he even had t o. Maj or  - de Cover ley was as gr eat  a myst er y t o him as he
was t o Maj or  Maj or  and t o ever yone else who ever  t ook not ice of  him. Colonel Cat hcar t  
had no idea whet her  t o look up or  look down in his at t it ude t owar d Maj or  - de Cover ley. 
Maj or  - de Cover ley was only a maj or , even t hough he was ages older  t han Colonel 
Cat hcar t ; at  t he same t ime, so many ot her  people t r eat ed Maj or  - de Cover ley wit h such 
pr of ound and f ear f ul vener at ion t hat  Colonel Cat hcar t  had a hunch t hey might  know 
somet hing. Maj or  - de Cover ley was an ominous, incompr ehensible pr esence who kept  him 
const ant ly on edge and of  whom even Colonel Kor n t ended t o be war y. Ever yone was 
af r aid of  him, and no one knew why. No one even knew Maj or  - de Cover ley’ s f ir st  name, 
because no one had ever  had t he t emer it y t o ask him. Colonel Cat hcar t  knew t hat  Maj or  -
de Cover ley was away and he r ej oiced in his absence unt il it  occur r ed t o him t hat  Maj or  - 
de Cover ley might  be away somewher e conspir ing against  him, and t hen he wished t hat  
Maj or  - de Cover ley wer e back in his squadr on wher e he belonged so t hat  he could be 
wat ched.
I n a lit t le while Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s ar ches began t o ache f r om pacing back and f or t h so 
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much. He sat  down behind his desk again and r esolved t o embar k upon a mat ur e and 
syst emat ic evaluat ion of  t he ent ir e milit ar y sit uat ion. Wit h t he businesslike air  of  a man 
who knows how t o get  t hings done, he f ound a lar ge whit e pad, dr ew a st r aight  line down 
t he middle and cr ossed it  near  t he t op, dividing t he page int o t wo blank columns of  equal 
widt h. He r est ed a moment  in cr it ical r uminat ion. Then he huddled over  his desk, and at  
t he head of  t he lef t  column, in a cr amped and f inicky hand, he wr ot e, ’ Black Eyes!!!’  At  
t he t op of  t he r ight  column he wr ot e, ’ Feat her s in My Cap!!! !!’  He leaned back once mor e 
t o inspect  his char t  admir ingly f r om an obj ect ive per spect ive. Af t er  a f ew seconds of  
solemn deliber at ion, he licked t he t ip of  his pencil car ef ully and wr ot e under  ’ Black 
Eyes!!!,’  af t er  int ent  int er vals:

Fer r ar a

Bologna (bomb line moved on map dur ing)

Skeet  r ange

Naked man inf or mat ion (af t er  Avignon)

Then he added:

Food poisoning (dur ing Bologna)

and

Moaning (epidemic of  dur ing Avignon br ief ing)

Then he added:

Chaplain (hanging ar ound of f icer s’  club ever y night )

He decided t o be char it able about  t he chaplain, even t hough he did not  like him, and 
under  ’ Feat her s in My Cap!!! !!’  he wr ot e:

Chaplain (hanging ar ound of f icer s’  club ever y night )
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The t wo chaplain ent r ies, t her ef or e, neut r alized each ot her . Alongside ’ Fer r ar a’  and 
’ Naked man in f or mat ion (af t er  Avignon)’  he t hen wr ot e:

Yossar ian!

Alongside ’ Bologna (bomb line moved on map dur ing)’  ’ Food poisoning (dur ing Bologna)’  
and ’ Moaning (epidemic of  dur ing Avignon br ief ing)’  he wr ot e in a bold, decisive hand:

?

Those ent r ies labeled ’ ?’  wer e t he ones he want ed t o invest igat e immediat ely t o 
det er mine if  Yossar ian had played any par t  in t hem.
Suddenly his ar m began t o shake, and he was unable t o wr it e any mor e. He r ose t o his 
f eet  in t er r or , f eeling st icky and f at , and r ushed t o t he open window t o gulp in f r esh air . 
His gaze f ell on t he skeet -r ange, and he r eeled away wit h a shar p cr y of  dist r ess, his wild
and f ever ish eyes scanning t he walls of  his of f ice f r ant ically as t hough t hey wer e 
swar ming wit h Yossar ians.
Nobody loved him. Gener al Dr eedle hat ed him, alt hough Gener al Peckem liked him, 
alt hough he couldn’ t  be sur e, since Colonel Car gill, Gener al Peckem’ s aide, undoubt edly 
had ambit ions of  his own and was pr obably sabot aging him wit h Gener al Peckem at  ever y 
oppor t unit y. The only good colonel, he decided, was a dead colonel, except  f or  himself . 
The only colonel he t r ust ed was Colonel Moodus, and even he had an in wit h his 
f at her -in-law. Milo, of  cour se, had been t he big f eat her  in his cap, alt hough having his 
gr oup bombed by Milo’ s planes had pr obably been a t er r ible black eye f or  him, even 
t hough Milo had ult imat ely st illed all pr ot est  by disclosing t he huge net  pr of it  t he 
syndicat e had r ealized on t he deal wit h t he enemy and convincing ever yone t hat  bombing 
his own men and planes had t her ef or e r eally been a commendable and ver y lucr at ive blow 
on t he side of  pr ivat e ent er pr ise. The colonel was insecur e about  Milo because ot her  
colonels wer e t r ying t o lur e him away, and Colonel Cat hcar t  st ill had t hat  lousy Big Chief  
Whit e Half oat  in his gr oup who t hat  lousy, lazy Capt ain Black claimed was t he one r eally 
r esponsible f or  t he bomb line’ s being moved dur ing t he Big Siege of  Bologna. Colonel 
Cat hcar t  liked Big Chief  Whit e Half oat  because Big Chief  Whit e Half oat  kept  punching 
t hat  lousy Colonel Moodus in t he nose ever y t ime he got  dr unk and Colonel Moodus was 
ar ound. He wished t hat  Big Chief  Whit e Half oat  would begin punching Colonel Kor n in his 
f at  f ace, t oo. Colonel Kor n was a lousy smar t  aleck. Someone at  Twent y-sevent h Air  For ce
Headquar t er s had it  in f or  him and sent  back ever y r epor t  he wr ot e wit h a blist er ing 
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r ebuke, and Colonel Kor n had br ibed a clever  mail cler k t her e named Wint er gr een t o t r y 
t o f ind out  who it  was. Losing t he plane over  Fer r ar a t he second t ime ar ound had not  
done him any good, he had t o admit , and neit her  had having t hat  ot her  plane disappear  
inside t hat  cloud - t hat  was one he hadn’ t  even wr it t en down! He t r ied t o r ecall, longingly,
if  Yossar ian had been lost  in t hat  plane in t he cloud and r ealized t hat  Yossar ian could not  
possibly have been lost  in t hat  plane in t he cloud if  he was st ill ar ound now r aising such a 
big st ink about  having t o f ly a lousy f ive missions mor e.
Maybe sixt y missions wer e t oo many f or  t he men t o f ly, Colonel Cat hcar t  r easoned, if  
Yossar ian obj ect ed t o f lying t hem, but  he t hen r emember ed t hat  f or cing his men t o f ly 
mor e missions t han ever yone else was t he most  t angible achievement  he had going f or  
him. As Colonel Kor n of t en r emar ked, t he war  was cr awling wit h gr oup commander s who 
wer e mer ely doing t heir  dut y, and it  r equir ed j ust  some sor t  of  dr amat ic gest ur e like 
making his gr oup f ly mor e combat  missions t han any ot her  bomber  gr oup t o spot light  his 
unique qualit ies of  leader ship. Cer t ainly none of  t he gener als seemed t o obj ect  t o what  he
was doing, alt hough as f ar  as he could det ect  t hey wer en’ t  par t icular ly impr essed eit her , 
which made him suspect  t hat  per haps sixt y combat  missions wer e not  near ly enough and 
t hat  he ought  t o incr ease t he number  at  once t o sevent y, eight y, a hundr ed, or  even t wo 
hundr ed, t hr ee hundr ed, or  six t housand!
Cer t ainly he would be much bet t er  of f  under  somebody suave like Gener al Peckem t han 
he was under  somebody boor ish and insensit ive like Gener al Dr eedle, because Gener al 
Peckem had t he discer nment , t he int elligence and t he I vy League backgr ound t o 
appr eciat e and enj oy him at  his f ull value, alt hough Gener al Peckem had never  given t he 
slight est  indicat ion t hat  he appr eciat ed or  enj oyed him at  all. Colonel Cat hcar t  f elt  
per cept ive enough t o r ealize t hat  visible signals of  r ecognit ion wer e never  necessar y 
bet ween sophist icat ed, self -assur ed people like himself  and Gener al Peckem who could 
war m t o each ot her  f r om a dist ance wit h innat e mut ual under st anding. I t  was enough t hat
t hey wer e of  like kind, and he knew it  was only a mat t er  of  wait ing discr eet ly f or  
pr ef er ment  unt il t he r ight  t ime, alt hough it  r ot t ed Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s self -est eem t o 
obser ve t hat  Gener al Peckem never  deliber at ely sought  him out  and t hat  he labor ed no 
har der  t o impr ess Colonel Cat hcar t  wit h his epigr ams and er udit ion t han he did t o 
impr ess anyone else in ear shot , even enlist ed men. Eit her  Colonel Cat hcar t  wasn’ t  get t ing 
t hr ough t o Gener al Peckem or  Gener al Peckem was not  t he scint illat ing, discr iminat ing, 
int ellect ual, f or war d-looking per sonalit y he pr et ended t o be and it  was r eally Gener al 
Dr eedle who was sensit ive, char ming, br illiant  and sophist icat ed and under  whom he would
cer t ainly be much bet t er  of f , and suddenly Colonel Cat hcar t  had absolut ely no concept ion 
of  how st r ongly he st ood wit h anyone and began banging on his buzzer  wit h his f ist  f or  
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Colonel Kor n t o come r unning int o his of f ice and assur e him t hat  ever ybody loved him, 
t hat  Yossar ian was a f igment  of  his imaginat ion, and t hat  he was making wonder f ul 
pr ogr ess in t he splendid and valiant  campaign he was waging t o become a gener al.
Act ually, Colonel Cat hcar t  did not  have a chance in hell of  becoming a gener al. For  one 
t hing, t her e was ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een, who also want ed t o be a gener al and who always 
dist or t ed, dest r oyed, r ej ect ed or  misdir ect ed any cor r espondence by, f or  or  about  
Colonel Cat hcar t  t hat  might  do him cr edit . For  anot her , t her e alr eady was a gener al, 
Gener al Dr eedle who knew t hat  Gener al Peckem was af t er  his j ob but  did not  know how t o
st op him.
Gener al Dr eedle, t he wing commander , was a blunt , chunky, bar r el-chest ed man in his 
ear ly f if t ies. His nose was squat  and r ed, and he had lumpy whit e, bunched-up eyelids 
cir cling his small gr ay eyes like haloes of  bacon f at . He had a nur se and a son-in law, and 
he was pr one t o long, ponder ous silences when he had not  been dr inking t oo much. Gener al
Dr eedle had wast ed t oo much of  his t ime in t he Ar my doing his j ob well, and now it  was 
t oo lat e. New power  alignment s had coalesced wit hout  him and he was at  a loss t o cope 
wit h t hem. At  unguar ded moment s his har d and sullen f ace slipped int o a somber , 
pr eoccupied look of  def eat  and f r ust r at ion. Gener al Dr eedle dr ank a gr eat  deal. His 
moods wer e ar bit r ar y and unpr edict able. ’ War  is hell,’  he declar ed f r equent ly, dr unk or  
sober , and he r eally meant  it , alt hough t hat  did not  pr event  him f r om making a good living
out  of  it  or  f r om t aking his son-in-law int o t he business wit h him, even t hough t he t wo 
bicker ed const ant ly.
’ That  bast ar d,’  Gener al Dr eedle would complain about  his son-in-law wit h a cont empt uous 
gr unt  t o anyone who happened t o be st anding beside him at  t he cur ve of  t he bar  of  t he 
of f icer s’  club. ’ Ever yt hing he’ s got  he owes t o me. I  made him, t hat  lousy son of  a bit ch! 
He hasn’ t  got  br ains enough t o get  ahead on his own.’
’ He t hinks he knows ever yt hing,’  Colonel Moodus would r et or t  in a sulking t one t o his own 
audience at  t he ot her  end of  t he bar . ’ He can’ t  t ake cr it icism and he won’ t  list en t o 
advice.’
’ All he can do is give advice,’  Gener al Dr eedle would obser ve wit h a r asping snor t . ’ I f  it  
wasn’ t  f or  me, he’ d st ill be a cor por al.’
Gener al Dr eedle was always accompanied by bot h Colonel Moodus and his nur se, who was 
as delect able a piece of  ass as anyone who saw her  had ever  laid eyes on. Gener al 
Dr eedle’ s nur se was chubby, shor t  and blonde. She had plump dimpled cheeks, happy blue 
eyes, and neat  cur ly t ur ned-up hair . She smiled at  ever yone and never  spoke at  all unless 
she was spoken t o. Her  bosom was lush and her  complexion clear . She was ir r esist ible, 
and men edged away f r om her  car ef ully. She was succulent , sweet , docile and dumb, and 
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she dr ove ever yone cr azy but  Gener al Dr eedle.
’ You should see her  naked,’  Gener al Dr eedle chor t led wit h cr oupy r elish, while his nur se 
st ood smiling pr oudly r ight  at  his shoulder . ’ Back at  Wing she’ s got  a unif or m in my r oom 
made of  pur ple silk t hat ’ s so t ight  her  nipples st and out  like bing cher r ies. Milo got  me 
t he f abr ic. Ther e isn't  even r oom enough f or  pant ies or  a br assiŠr e under neat h. I  make 
her  wear  it  some night s when Moodus is ar ound j ust  t o dr ive him cr azy.' Gener al Dr eedle 
laughed hoar sely. 'You should see what  goes on inside t hat  blouse of  her s ever y t ime she 
shif t s her  weight . She dr ives him out  of  his mind. The f ir st  t ime I  cat ch him put t ing a 
hand on her  or  any ot her  woman I 'll bust  t he hor ny bast ar d r ight  down t o pr ivat e and put
him on K.P. f or  a year .'
'He keeps her  ar ound j ust  t o dr ive me cr azy,' Colonel Moodus accused aggr ievedly at  t he 
ot her  end of  t he bar . 'Back at  Wing she's got  a unif or m made out  of  pur ple silk t hat 's so 
t ight  her  nipples st and out  like bing cher r ies. Ther e isn't  even r oom f or  pant ies or  a 
br assiŠr e under neat h. You should hear  t hat  r ust le ever y t ime she shif t s her  weight . The 
f ir st  t ime I  make a pass at  her  or  any ot her  gir l he'll bust  me r ight  down t o pr ivat e and 
put  me on K.P. f or  a year . She dr ives me out  of  my mind.'
'He hasn't  got t en laid since we shipped over seas,' conf ided Gener al Dr eedle, and his 
squar e gr izzled head bobbed wit h sadist ic laught er  at  t he f iendish idea. 'That 's one of  
t he r easons I  never  let  him out  of  my sight , j ust  so he can't  get  t o a woman. Can you 
imagine what  t hat  poor  son of  a bit ch is going t hr ough?'
'I  haven't  been t o bed wit h a woman since we shipped over seas,' Colonel Moodus 
whimper ed t ear f ully. 'Can you imagine what  I 'm going t hr ough?'
Gener al Dr eedle could be as int r ansigent  wit h anyone else when displeased as he was wit h
Colonel Moodus. He had no t ast e f or  sham, t act  or  pr et ension, and his cr edo as a 
pr of essional soldier  was unif ied and concise: he believed t hat  t he young men who t ook 
or der s f r om him should be willing t o give up t heir  lives f or  t he ideals, aspir at ions and 
idiosyncr asies of  t he old men he t ook or der s f r om. The of f icer s and enlist ed men in his 
command had ident it y f or  him only as milit ar y quant it ies. All he asked was t hat  t hey do 
t heir  wor k; beyond t hat , t hey wer e f r ee t o do what ever  t hey pleased. They wer e f r ee, as
Colonel Cat hcar t  was f r ee, t o f or ce t heir  men t o f ly sixt y missions if  t hey chose, and 
t hey wer e f r ee, as Yossar ian had been f r ee, t o st and in f or mat ion naked if  t hey want ed 
t o, alt hough Gener al Dr eedle's gr anit e j aw swung open at  t he sight  and he went  st r iding 
dict at or ially r ight  down t he line t o make cer t ain t hat  t her e r eally was a man wear ing 
not hing but  moccasins wait ing at  at t ent ion in r anks t o r eceive a medal f r om him. Gener al 
Dr eedle was speechless. Colonel Cat hcar t  began t o f aint  when he spied Yossar ian, and 
Colonel Kor n st epped up behind him and squeezed his ar m in a st r ong gr ip. The silence was
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gr ot esque. A st eady war m wind f lowed in f r om t he beach, and an old car t  f illed wit h dir t y
st r aw r umbled int o view on t he main r oad, dr awn by a black donkey and dr iven by a 
f ar mer  in a f lopping hat  and f aded br own wor k clot hes who paid no at t ent ion t o t he 
f or mal milit ar y cer emony t aking place in t he small f ield on his r ight .
At  last  Gener al Dr eedle spoke. ’ Get  back in t he car ,’  he snapped over  his shoulder  t o his 
nur se, who had f ollowed him down t he line. The nur se t oddled away wit h a smile t owar d 
his br own st af f  car , par ked about  t went y yar ds away at  t he edge of  t he r ect angular  
clear ing. Gener al Dr eedle wait ed in aust er e silence unt il t he car  door  slammed and t hen 
demanded, ’ Which one is t his?’
Colonel Moodus checked his r ost er . ’ This one is Yossar ian, Dad. He get s a Dist inguished 
Flying Cr oss.’
’ Well, I ’ ll be damned,’  mumbled Gener al Dr eedle, and his r uddy monolit hic f ace sof t ened 
wit h amusement . ’ Why ar en’ t  you wear ing clot hes, Yossar ian?’
’ I  don’ t  want  t o.’
’ What  do you mean you don’ t  want  t o? Why t he hell don’ t  you want  t o?’
’ I  j ust  don’ t  want  t o, sir .’
’ Why isn’ t  he wear ing clot hes?’  Gener al Dr eedle demanded over  his shoulder  of  Colonel 
Cat hcar t .
’ He’ s t alking t o you,’  Colonel Kor n whisper ed over  Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s shoulder  f r om 
behind, j abbing his elbow shar ply int o Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s back.
’ Why isn’ t  he wear ing clot hes?’  Colonel Cat hcar t  demanded of  Colonel Kor n wit h a look of
acut e pain, t ender ly nur sing t he spot  wher e Colonel Kor n had j ust  j abbed him.
’ Why isn’ t  he wear ing clot hes?’  Colonel Kor n demanded of  Capt ain Pilt char d and Capt ain 
Wr en.
’ A man was killed in his plane over  Avignon last  week and bled all over  him,’  Capt ain Wr en 
r eplied. ’ He swear s he’ s never  going t o wear  a unif or m again.’
’ A man was killed in his plane over  Avignon last  week and bled all over  him,’  Colonel Kor n 
r epor t ed dir ect ly t o Gener al Dr eedle. ’ His unif or m hasn’ t  come back f r om t he laundr y 
yet .’
’ Wher e ar e his ot her  unif or ms?’
’ They’ r e in t he laundr y, t oo.’
’ What  about  his under wear ?’  Gener al Dr eedle demanded.
’ All his under wear ’ s in t he laundr y, t oo,’  answer ed Colonel Kor n.
’ That  sounds like a lot  of  cr ap t o me,’  Gener al Dr eedle declar ed.
’ I t  is a lot  of  cr ap, sir ,’  Yossar ian said.
’ Don’ t  you wor r y, sir ,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  pr omised Gener al Dr eedle wit h a t hr eat ening look
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at  Yossar ian. ’ You have my per sonal wor d f or  it  t hat  t his man will be sever ely punished.’
’ What  t he hell do I  car e if  he’ s punished or  not ?’  Gener al Dr eedle r eplied wit h sur pr ise 
and ir r it at ion. ’ He’ s j ust  won a medal. I f  he want s t o r eceive it  wit hout  any clot hes on, 
what  t he hell business is it  of  your s?’
’ Those ar e my sent iment s exact ly, sir !’  Colonel Cat hcar t  echoed wit h r esounding 
ent husiasm and mopped his br ow wit h a damp whit e handker chief . ’ But  would you say 
t hat , sir , even in t he light  of  Gener al Peckem’ s r ecent  memor andum on t he subj ect  of  
appr opr iat e milit ar y at t ir e in combat  ar eas?’
’ Peckem?’  Gener al Dr eedle’ s f ace clouded.
’ Yes, sir , sir ,’  said Colonel Cat hcar t  obsequiously. ’ Gener al Peckem even r ecommends t hat
we send our  men int o combat  in f ull-dr ess unif or m so t hey’ ll make a good impr ession on 
t he enemy when t hey’ r e shot  down.’
’ Peckem?’  r epeat ed Gener al Dr eedle, st ill squint ing wit h bewilder ment . ’ J ust  what  t he 
hell does Peckem have t o do wit h it ?’
Colonel Kor n j abbed Colonel Cat hcar t  shar ply again in t he back wit h his elbow.
’ Absolut ely not hing, sir !’  Colonel Cat hcar t  r esponded spr ucely, wincing in ext r eme pain 
and ginger ly r ubbing t he spot  wher e Colonel Kor n had j ust  j abbed him again. ’ And t hat ’ s 
exact ly why I  decided t o t ake absolut ely no act ion at  all unt il I  f ir st  had an oppor t unit y 
t o discuss it  wit h you. Shall we ignor e it  complet ely, sir ?’
Gener al Dr eedle ignor ed him complet ely, t ur ning away f r om him in balef ul scor n t o hand 
Yossar ian his medal in it s case.
’ Get  my gir l back f r om t he car ,’  he commanded Colonel Moodus cr abbily, and wait ed in 
one spot  wit h his scowling f ace down unt il his nur se had r ej oined him.
’ Get  wor d t o t he of f ice r ight  away t o kill t hat  dir ect ive I  j ust  issued or der ing t he men t o
wear  neckt ies on t he combat  missions,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  whisper ed t o Colonel Kor n 
ur gent ly out  of  t he cor ner  of  his mout h.
’ I  t old you not  t o do it ,’  Colonel Kor n snicker ed. ’ But  you j ust  wouldn’ t  list en t o me.’
’ Shhhh!’  Colonel Cat hcar t  caut ioned. ’ Goddammit , Kor n, what  did you do t o my back?’
Colonel Kor n snicker ed again.
Gener al Dr eedle’ s nur se always f ollowed Gener al Dr eedle ever ywher e he went , even int o 
t he br ief ing r oom j ust  bef or e t he mission t o Avignon, wher e she st ood wit h her  asinine 
smile at  t he side of  t he plat f or m and bloomed like a f er t ile oasis at  Gener al Dr eedle’ s 
shoulder  in her  pink-and-gr een unif or m. Yossar ian looked at  her  and f ell in love, 
desper at ely. His spir it s sank, leaving him empt y inside and numb. He sat  gazing in clammy 
want  at  her  f ull r ed lips and dimpled cheeks as he list ened t o Maj or  Danby descr ibe in a 
monot onous, didact ic male dr one t he heavy concent r at ions of  f lak await ing t hem at  
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Avignon, and he moaned in deep despair  suddenly at  t he t hought  t hat  he might  never  see 
again t his lovely woman t o whom he had never  spoken a wor d and whom he now loved so 
pat het ically. He t hr obbed and ached wit h sor r ow, f ear  and desir e as he st ar ed at  her ; 
she was so beaut if ul. He wor shiped t he gr ound she st ood on. He licked his par ched, 
t hir st ing lips wit h a st icky t ongue and moaned in miser y again, loudly enough t his t ime t o 
at t r act  t he st ar t led, sear ching glances of  t he men sit t ing ar ound him on t he r ows of  
cr ude wooden benches in t heir  chocolat e-color ed cover alls and st it ched whit e par achut e 
har nesses.
Nat ely t ur ned t o him quickly wit h alar m. ’ What  is it ?’  he whisper ed. ’ What ’ s t he 
mat t er ?’
Yossar ian did not  hear  him. He was sick wit h lust  and mesmer ized wit h r egr et . Gener al 
Dr eedle’ s nur se was only a lit t le chubby, and his senses wer e st uf f ed t o congest ion wit h 
t he yellow r adiance of  her  hair  and t he unf elt  pr essur e of  her  sof t  shor t  f inger s, wit h 
t he r ounded, unt ast ed wealt h of  her  nubile br east s in her  Ar my-pink shir t  t hat  was 
opened wide at  t he t hr oat  and wit h t he r olling, r ipened, t r iangular  conf luences of  her  
belly and t highs in her  t ight , slick f or est -gr een gabar dine of f icer ’ s pant s. He dr ank her  
in insat iably f r om head t o paint ed t oenail. He never  want ed t o lose her . 
’ Oooooooooooooh,’  he moaned again, and t his t ime t he whole r oom r ippled at  his 
quaver ing, dr awn-out  cr y. A wave of  st ar t led uneasiness br oke over  t he of f icer s on t he 
dais, and even Maj or  Danby, who had begun synchr onizing t he wat ches, was dist r act ed 
moment ar ily as he count ed out  t he seconds and almost  had t o begin again. Nat ely f ollowed
Yossar ian’ s t r ansf ixed gaze down t he long f r ame audit or ium unt il he came t o Gener al 
Dr eedle’ s nur se. He blanched wit h t r epidat ion when he guessed what  was t r oubling 
Yossar ian.
’ Cut  it  out , will you?’  Nat ely war ned in a f ier ce whisper .
’ Ooooooooooooooooooooh,’  Yossar ian moaned a f our t h t ime, t his t ime loudly enough f or  
ever yone t o hear  him dist inct ly.
’ Ar e you cr azy?’  Nat ely hissed vehement ly. ’ You’ ll get  int o t r ouble.’
’ Ooooooooooooooooooooh,’  Dunbar  answer ed Yossar ian f r om t he opposit e end of  t he 
r oom.
Nat ely r ecognized Dunbar ’ s voice. The sit uat ion was now out  of  cont r ol, and he t ur ned 
away wit h a small moan. ’ Ooh.’
’ Ooooooooooooooooooooh,’  Dunbar  moaned back at  him.
’ Ooooooooooooooooooooh,’  Nat ely moaned out  loud in exasper at ion when he r ealized t hat  
he had j ust  moaned.
’ Ooooooooooooooooooooh,’  Dunbar  moaned back at  him again.
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’ Ooooooooooooooooooooh,’  someone ent ir ely new chimed in f r om anot her  sect ion of  t he 
r oom, and Nat ely’ s hair  st ood on end.
Yossar ian and Dunbar  bot h r eplied while Nat ely cr inged and hunt ed about  f ut ilely f or  
some hole in which t o hide and t ake Yossar ian wit h him. A spr inkling of  people wer e 
smot her ing laught er . An elf in impulse possessed Nat ely and he moaned int ent ionally t he 
next  t ime t her e was a lull. Anot her  new voice answer ed. The f lavor  of  disobedience was 
t it illat ing, and Nat ely moaned deliber at ely again, t he next  t ime he could squeeze one in 
edgewise. St ill anot her  new voice echoed him. The r oom was boiling ir r epr essibly int o 
bedlam. An eer ie hubbub of  voices was r ising. Feet  wer e scuf f led, and t hings began t o 
dr op f r om people’ s f inger s - pencils, comput er s, map cases, clat t er ing st eel f lak helmet s. 
A number  of  men who wer e not  moaning wer e now giggling openly, and t her e was no t elling
how f ar  t he unor ganized insur r ect ion of  moaning might  have gone if  Gener al Dr eedle 
himself  had not  come f or war d t o quell it , st epping out  det er minedly in t he cent er  of  t he 
plat f or m dir ect ly in f r ont  of  Maj or  Danby, who, wit h his ear nest , per sever ing head down, 
was st ill concent r at ing on his wr ist  wat ch and saying, ’ ...t went y-f ive seconds... t went y... 
f if t een...’  Gener al Dr eedle’ s gr eat , r ed domineer ing f ace was gnar led wit h per plexit y and
oaken wit h awesome r esolut ion.
’ That  will be all, men,’  he or der ed t er sely, his eyes glar ing wit h disappr oval and his 
squar e j aw f ir m, and t hat ’ s all t her e was. ’ I  r un a f ight ing out f it ,’  he t old t hem st er nly, 
when t he r oom had gr own absolut ely quiet  and t he men on t he benches wer e all cower ing 
sheepishly, ’ and t her e’ ll be no mor e moaning in t his gr oup as long as I ’ m in command. I s 
t hat  clear ?’
I t  was clear  t o ever ybody but  Maj or  Danby, who was st ill concent r at ing on his wr ist  
wat ch and count ing down t he seconds aloud. ’ ...f our ... t hr ee... t wo... one... t ime!’  called out  
Maj or  Danby, and r aised his eyes t r iumphant ly t o discover  t hat  no one had been list ening 
t o him and t hat  he would have t o begin all over  again. ’ Ooooh,’  he moaned in f r ust r at ion.
’ What  was t hat ?’  r oar ed Gener al Dr eedle incr edulously, and whir led ar ound in a 
mur der ous r age upon Maj or  Danby, who st agger ed back in t er r if ied conf usion and began 
t o quail and per spir e. ’ Who is t his man?’
’ M-maj or  Danby, sir ,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  st ammer ed. ’ My gr oup oper at ions of f icer .’
’ Take him out  and shoot  him,’  or der ed Gener al Dr eedle.
’ S-sir ?’
’ I  said t ake him out  and shoot  him. Can’ t  you hear ?’
’ Yes, sir !’  Colonel Cat hcar t  r esponded smar t ly, swallowing har d, and t ur ned in a br isk 
manner  t o his chauf f eur  and his met eor ologist . ’ Take Maj or  Danby out  and shoot  him.’
’ S-sir ?’  his chauf f eur  and his met eor ologist  st ammer ed.
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’ I  said t ake Maj or  Danby out  and shoot  him,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  snapped. ’ Can’ t  you hear ?’
The t wo young lieut enant s nodded lumpishly and gaped at  each ot her  in st unned and 
f laccid r eluct ance, each wait ing f or  t he ot her  t o init iat e t he pr ocedur e of  t aking Maj or  
Danby out side and shoot ing him. Neit her  had ever  t aken Maj or  Danby out side and shot  
him bef or e. They inched t heir  way dubiously t owar d Maj or  Danby f r om opposit e sides. 
Maj or  Danby was whit e wit h f ear . His legs collapsed suddenly and he began t o f all, and 
t he t wo young lieut enant s spr ang f or war d and seized him under  bot h ar ms t o save him 
f r om slumping t o t he f loor . Now t hat  t hey had Maj or  Danby, t he r est  seemed easy, but  
t her e wer e no guns. Maj or  Danby began t o cr y. Colonel Cat hcar t  want ed t o r ush t o his 
side and comf or t  him, but  did not  want  t o look like a sissy in f r ont  of  Gener al Dr eedle. He
r emember ed t hat  Appleby and Haver meyer  always br ought  t heir  .45 aut omat ics on t he 
missions, and he began t o scan t he r ows of  men in sear ch of  t hem.
As soon as Maj or  Danby began t o cr y, Colonel Moodus, who had been vacillat ing 
wr et chedly on t he sidelines, could r est r ain himself  no longer  and st epped out  dif f ident ly 
t owar d Gener al Dr eedle wit h a sickly air  of  self -sacr if ice. ’ I  t hink you’ d bet t er  wait  a 
minut e, Dad,’  he suggest ed hesit ant ly. ’ I  don’ t  t hink you can shoot  him.’
Gener al Dr eedle was inf ur iat ed by his int er vent ion. ’ Who t he hell says I  can’ t ?’  he 
t hunder ed pugnaciously in a voice loud enough t o r at t le t he whole building. Colonel 
Moodus, his f ace f lushing wit h embar r assment , bent  close t o whisper  int o his ear . ’ Why 
t he hell can’ t  I ?’  Gener al Dr eedle bellowed. Colonel Moodus whisper ed some mor e. ’ You 
mean I  can’ t  shoot  anyone I  want  t o?’  Gener al Dr eedle demanded wit h uncompr omising 
indignat ion. He pr icked up his ear s wit h int er est  as Colonel Moodus cont inued whisper ing. 
’ I s t hat  a f act ?’  he inquir ed, his r age t amed by cur iosit y.
’ Yes, Dad. I ’ m af r aid it  is.’
’ I  guess you t hink you’ r e pr et t y goddam smar t , don’ t  you?’  Gener al Dr eedle lashed out  
at  Colonel Moodus suddenly.
Colonel Moodus t ur ned cr imson again. ’ No, Dad, it  isn’ t  - ’
’ All r ight , let  t he insubor dinat e son of  a bit ch go,’  Gener al Dr eedle snar led, t ur ning 
bit t er ly away f r om his son-in-law and bar king peevishly at  Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s chauf f eur  
and Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s met eor ologist . ’ But  get  him out  of  t his building and keep him out . 
And let ’ s cont inue t his goddam br ief ing bef or e t he war  ends. I ’ ve never  seen so much 
incompet ence.’
Colonel Cat hcar t  nodded lamely at  Gener al Dr eedle and signaled his men hur r iedly t o push
Maj or  Danby out side t he building. As soon as Maj or  Danby had been pushed out side, 
t hough, t her e was no one t o cont inue t he br ief ing. Ever yone gawked at  ever yone else in 
oaf ish sur pr ise. Gener al Dr eedle t ur ned pur ple wit h r age as not hing happened. Colonel 
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Cat hcar t  had no idea what  t o do. He was about  t o begin moaning aloud when Colonel Kor n 
came t o t he r escue by st epping f or war d and t aking cont r ol. Colonel Cat hcar t  sighed wit h 
enor mous, t ear f ul r elief , almost  over whelmed wit h gr at it ude.
’ Now, men, we’ r e going t o synchr onize our  wat ches,’  Colonel Kor n began pr ompt ly in a 
shar p, commanding manner , r olling his eyes f lir t at iously in Gener al Dr eedle’ s dir ect ion. 
’ We’ r e going t o synchr onize our  wat ches one t ime and one t ime only, and if  it  doesn’ t  
come of f  in t hat  one t ime, Gener al Dr eedle and I  ar e going t o want  t o know why. I s t hat  
clear ?’  He f lut t er ed his eyes t owar d Gener al Dr eedle again t o make sur e his plug had 
r egist er ed. ’ Now set  your  wat ches f or  nine-eight een.’
Colonel Kor n synchr onized t heir  wat ches wit hout  a single hit ch and moved ahead wit h 
conf idence. He gave t he men t he color s of  t he day and r eviewed t he weat her  condit ions 
wit h an agile, f lashy ver sat ilit y, cast ing sidelong, simper ing looks at  Gener al Dr eedle 
ever y f ew seconds t o dr aw incr eased encour agement  f r om t he excellent  impr ession he 
saw he was making. Pr eening and pr uning himself  ef f ulgendy and st r ut t ing vainglor iously 
about  t he plat f or m as he picked up moment um, he gave t he men t he color s of  t he day 
again and shif t ed nimbly int o a r ousing pep t alk on t he impor t ance of  t he br idge at  
Avignon t o t he war  ef f or t  and t he obligat ion of  each man on t he mission t o place love of  
count r y above love of  lif e. When his inspir ing disser t at ion was f inished, he gave t he men 
t he color s of  t he day st ill one mor e t ime, st r essed t he angle of  appr oach and r eviewed 
t he weat her  condit ions again. Colonel Kor n f elt  himself  at  t he f ull height  of  his power s. 
He belonged in t he spot light .
Compr ehension dawned slowly on Colonel Cat hcar t ; when it  came, he was st r uck dumb. His 
f ace gr ew longer  and longer  as he enviously wat ched Colonel Kor n’ s t r eacher y cont inue, 
and he was almost  af r aid t o list en when Gener al Dr eedle moved up beside him and, in a 
whisper  blust er y enough t o be hear d t hr oughout  t he r oom, demanded,
’ Who is t hat  man?’
Colonel Cat hcar t  answer ed wit h wan f or eboding, and Gener al Dr eedle t hen cupped his 
hand over  his mout h and whisper ed somet hing t hat  made Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s f ace glow 
wit h immense j oy. Colonel Kor n saw and quiver ed wit h uncont ainable r apt ur e. Had he j ust  
been pr omot ed in t he f ield by Gener al Dr eedle t o f ull colonel? He could not  endur e t he 
suspense. Wit h a mast er f ul f lour ish, he br ought  t he br ief ing t o a close and t ur ned 
expect ant ly t o r eceive ar dent  congr at ulat ions f r om Gener al Dr eedle - who was alr eady 
st r iding out  of  t he building wit hout  a glance backwar d, t r ailing his nur se and Colonel 
Moodus behind him. Colonel Kor n was st unned by t his disappoint ing sight , but  only f or  an 
inst ant . His eyes f ound Colonel Cat hcar t , who was st ill st anding er ect  in a gr inning t r ance,
and he r ushed over  j ubilant ly and began pulling on his ar m.
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’ What ’ d he say about  me?’  he demanded excit edly in a f er vor  of  pr oud and blissf ul 
ant icipat ion. ’ What  did Gener al Dr eedle say?’
’ He want ed t o know who you wer e.’
’ I  know t hat . I  know t hat . But  what ’ d he say about  me? What ’ d he say?’
’ You make him sick.’
22 MI LO THE MAYOR
That  was t he mission on which Yossar ian lost  his ner ve. Yossar ian lost  his ner ve on t he 
mission t o Avignon because Snowden lost  his gut s, and Snowden lost  his gut s because 
t heir  pilot  t hat  day was Huple, who was only f if t een year s old, and t heir  co-pilot  was 
Dobbs, who was even wor se and who want ed Yossar ian t o j oin wit h him in a plot  t o mur der
Colonel Cat hcar t . Huple was a good pilot , Yossar ian knew, but  he was only a kid, and Dobbs
had no conf idence in him, eit her , and wr est ed t he cont r ols away wit hout  war ning af t er  
t hey had dr opped t heir  bombs, going ber ser k in mid-air  and t ipping t he plane over  int o 
t hat  hear t -st opping, ear -split t ing, indescr ibably pet r if ying f at al dive t hat  t or e 
Yossar ian’ s ear phones f r ee f r om t heir  connect ion and hung him helplessly t o t he r oof  of  
t he nose by t he t op of  his head.
Oh, God! Yossar ian had shr ieked soundlessly as he f elt  t hem all f alling. Oh, God! Oh, God! 
Oh, God! Oh, God! he had shr ieked beseechingly t hr ough lips t hat  could not  open as t he 
plane f ell and he dangled wit hout  weight  by t he t op of  his head unt il Huple managed t o 
seize t he cont r ols back and leveled t he plane out  down inside t he cr azy, cr aggy, 
pat chwor k canyon of  cr ashing ant iair cr af t  f ir e f r om which t hey had climbed away and 
f r om which t hey would now have t o escape again. Almost  at  once t her e was a t hud and a 
hole t he size of  a big f ist  in t he plexiglass. Yossar ian’ s cheeks wer e st inging wit h 
shimmer ing splint er s. Ther e was no blood.
’ What  happened? What  happened?’  he cr ied, and t r embled violent ly when he could not  
hear  his own voice in his ear s. He was cowed by t he empt y silence on t he int er com and 
almost  t oo hor r if ied t o move as he cr ouched like a t r apped mouse on his hands and knees 
and wait ed wit hout  dar ing t o br eat he unt il he f inally spied t he gleaming cylindr ical j ack 
plug of  his headset  swinging back and f or t h in f r ont  of  his eyes and j ammed it  back int o 
it s r ecept acle wit h f inger s t hat  r at t led. Oh, God! he kept  shr ieking wit h no abat ement  of  
t er r or  as t he f lak t humped and mushr oomed all about  him. Oh, God!
Dobbs was weeping when Yossar ian j ammed his j ack plug back int o t he int er com syst em 
and was able t o hear  again.
’ Help him, help him,’  Dobbs was sobbing. ’ Help him, help him.’
’ Help who? Help who?’  Yossar ian called back. ’ Help who?’
’ The bombar dier , t he bombar dier ,’  Dobbs cr ied. ’ He doesn’ t  answer . Help t he 
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bombar dier , help t he bombar dier .’
’ I ’ m t he bombar dier ,’  Yossar ian cr ied back at  him. ’ I ’ m t he bombar dier . I ’ m all r ight . 
I ’ m all r ight .’
’ Then help him, help him,’  Dobbs wept . ’ Help him, help him.’
’ Help who? Help who?’
’ The r adio-gunner ,’  Dobbs begged. ’ Help t he r adio-gunner .’
’ I ’ m cold,’  Snowden whimper ed f eebly over  t he int er com syst em t hen in a bleat  of  
plaint ive agony. ’ Please help me. I ’ m cold.’
And Yossar ian cr ept  out  t hr ough t he cr awlway and climbed up over  t he bomb bay and 
down int o t he r ear  sect ion of  t he plane wher e Snowden lay on t he f loor  wounded and 
f r eezing t o deat h in a yellow splash of  sunlight  near  t he new t ail-gunner  lying st r et ched 
out  on t he f loor  beside him in a dead f aint .
Dobbs was t he wor st  pilot  in t he wor ld and knew it , a shat t er ed wr eck of  a vir ile young 
man who was cont inually st r iving t o convince his super ior s t hat  he was no longer  f it  t o 
pilot  a plane. None of  his super ior s would list en, and it  was t he day t he number  of  
missions was r aised t o sixt y t hat  Dobbs st ole int o Yossar ian’ s t ent  while Or r  was out  
looking f or  gasket s and disclosed t he plot  he had f or mulat ed t o mur der  Colonel Cat hcar t . 
He needed Yossar ian’ s assist ance.
’ You want  us t o kill him in cold blood?’  Yossar ian obj ect ed.
’ That ’ s r ight ,’  Dobbs agr eed wit h an opt imist ic smile, encour aged by Yossar ian’ s r eady 
gr asp of  t he sit uat ion. ’ We’ ll shoot  him t o deat h wit h t he Luger  I  br ought  back f r om 
Sicily t hat  nobody knows I ’ ve got .’
’ I  don’ t  t hink I  could do it ,’  Yossar ian concluded, af t er  weighing t he idea in silence 
awhile.
Dobbs was ast onished. ’ Why not ?’
’ Look. Not hing would please me mor e t han t o have t he son of  a bit ch br eak his neck or  
get  killed in a cr ash or  t o f ind out  t hat  someone else had shot  him t o deat h. But  I  don’ t  
t hink I  could kill him.’
’ He’ d do it  t o you,’  Dobbs ar gued. ’ I n f act , you’ r e t he one who t old me he is doing it  t o 
us by keeping us in combat  so long.’
’ But  I  don’ t  t hink I  could do it  t o him. He’ s got  a r ight  t o live, t oo, I  guess.’
’ Not  as long as he’ s t r ying t o r ob you and me of  our  r ight  t o live. What ’ s t he mat t er  wit h
you?’  Dobbs was f labber gast ed. ’ I  used t o list en t o you ar guing t hat  same t hing wit h 
Clevinger . And look what  happened t o him. Right  inside t hat  cloud.’
’ St op shout ing, will you?’  Yossar ian shushed him.
’ I ’ m not  shout ing!’  Dobbs shout ed louder , his f ace r ed wit h r evolut ionar y f er vor . His 
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eyes and nost r ils wer e r unning, and his palpit at ing cr imson lower  lip was splat t er ed wit h a 
f oamy dew. ’ Ther e must  have been close t o a hundr ed men in t he gr oup who had f inished 
t heir  f if t y-f ive missions when he r aised t he number  t o sixt y. Ther e must  have been at  
least  anot her  hundr ed like you wit h j ust  a couple mor e t o f ly. He’ s going t o kill us all if  we
let  him go on f or ever . We’ ve got  t o kill him f ir st .’
Yossar ian nodded expr essionlessly, wit hout  commit t ing himself . ’ Do you t hink we could 
get  away wit h it ?’
’ I ’ ve got  it  all wor ked out . I  - ’
’ St op shout ing, f or  Chr ist ’ s sake!’
’ I ’ m not  shout ing. I ’ ve got  it  - ’
’ Will you st op shout ing!’
’ I ’ ve got  it  all wor ked out ,’  Dobbs whisper ed, gr ipping t he side of  Or r ’ s cot  wit h 
whit e-knuckled hands t o const r ain t hem f r om waving. ’ Thur sday mor ning when he’ s due 
back f r om t hat  goddam f ar mhouse of  his in t he hills, I ’ ll sneak up t hr ough t he woods t o 
t hat  hair pin t ur n in t he r oad and hide in t he bushes. He has t o slow down t her e, and I  can
wat ch t he r oad in bot h dir ect ions t o make sur e t her e’ s no one else ar ound. When I  see 
him coming, I ’ ll shove a big log out  int o t he r oad t o make him st op his j eep. Then I ’ ll st ep 
out  of  t he bushes wit h my Luger  and shoot  him in t he head unt il he’ s dead. I ’ ll bur y t he 
gun, come back down t hr ough t he woods t o t he squadr on and go about  my business j ust  
like ever ybody else. What  could possibly go wr ong?’
Yossar ian had f ollowed each st ep at t ent ively. ’ Wher e do I  come in?’  he asked in 
puzzlement .
’ I  couldn’ t  do it  wit hout  you,’  Dobbs explained. ’ I  need you t o t ell me t o go ahead.’
Yossar ian f ound it  har d t o believe him. ’ I s t hat  all you want  me t o do? J ust  t ell you t o go 
ahead?’
’ That ’ s all I  need f r om you,’  Dobbs answer ed. ’ J ust  t ell me t o go ahead and I ’ ll blow his 
br ains out  all by myself  t he day af t er  t omor r ow.’  His voice was acceler at ing wit h emot ion
and r ising again. ’ I ’ d like t o shoot  Colonel Kor n in t he head, t oo, while we’ r e at  it , 
alt hough I ’ d like t o spar e Maj or  Danby, if  t hat ’ s all r ight  wit h you. Then I ’ d mur der  
Appleby and Haver meyer  also, and af t er  we f inish mur der ing Appleby and Haver meyer  
I ’ d like t o mur der  McWat t .’
’ McWat t ?’  cr ied Yossar ian, almost  j umping up in hor r or . ’ McWat t ’ s a f r iend of  mine. 
What  do you want  f r om McWat t ?’
’ I  don’ t  know,’  Dobbs conf essed wit h an air  of  f lounder ing embar r assment . ’ I  j ust  
t hought  t hat  as long as we wer e mur der ing Appleby and Haver meyer  we might  as well 
mur der  McWat t  t oo. Don’ t  you want  t o mur der  McWat t ?’
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Yossar ian t ook a f ir m st and. ’ Look, I  might  keep int er est ed in t his if  you st op shout ing it  
all over  t he island and if  you st ick t o killing Colonel Cat hcar t . But  if  you’ r e going t o t ur n 
t his int o a blood bat h, you can f or get  about  me.’
’ All r ight , all r ight ,’  Dobbs sought  t o placat e him. ’ J ust  Colonel Cat hcar t . Should I  do it ? 
Tell me t o go ahead.’
Yossar ian shook his head. ’ I  don’ t  t hink I  could t ell you t o go ahead.’
Dobbs was f r ant ic. ’ I ’ m willing t o compr omise,’  he pleaded vehement ly. ’ You don’ t  have 
t o t ell me t o go ahead. J ust  t ell me it ’ s a good idea. Okay? I s it  a good idea?’
Yossar ian st ill shook his head. ’ I t  would have been a gr eat  idea if  you had gone ahead and
done it  wit hout  even speaking t o me. Now it ’ s t oo lat e. I  don’ t  t hink I  can t ell you 
anyt hing. Give me some mor e t ime. I  might  change my mind.’
’ Then it  will be t oo lat e.’
Yossar ian kept  shaking his head. Dobbs was disappoint ed. He sat  f or  a moment  wit h a 
hangdog look, t hen spur t ed t o his f eet  suddenly and st amped away t o have anot her  
impet uous cr ack at  per suading Doc Daneeka t o gr ound him, knocking over  Yossar ian’ s 
washst and wit h his hip when he lur ched ar ound and t r ipping over  t he f uel line of  t he 
st ove Or r  was st ill const r uct ing. Doc Daneeka wit hst ood Dobbs’ s blust er ing and 
gest iculat ing at t ack wit h a ser ies of  impat ient  nods and sent  him t o t he medical t ent  t o 
descr ibe his sympt oms t o Gus and Wes, who paint ed his gums pur ple wit h gent ian-violet  
solut ion t he moment  he st ar t ed t o t alk. They paint ed his t oes pur ple, t oo, and f or ced a 
laxat ive down his t hr oat  when he opened his mout h again t o complain, and t hen t hey sent  
him away.
Dobbs was in even wor se shape t han Hungr y J oe, who could at  least  f ly missions when he 
was not  having night mar es. Dobbs was almost  as bad as Or r , who seemed happy as an 
under sized, gr inning lar k wit h his der anged and galvanic giggle and shiver ing war ped buck 
t eet h and who was sent  along f or  a r est  leave wit h Milo and Yossar ian on t he t r ip t o Cair o
f or  eggs when Milo bought  cot t on inst ead and t ook of f  at  dawn f or  I st anbul wit h his 
plane packed t o t he gun t ur r et s wit h exot ic spider s and unr ipened r ed bananas. Or r  was 
one of  t he homeliest  f r eaks Yossar ian had ever  encount er ed, and one of  t he most  
at t r act ive. He had a r aw bulgy f ace, wit h hazel eyes squeezing f r om t heir  socket s like 
mat ching br own halves of  mar bles and t hick, wavy par t icolor ed hair  sloping up t o a peak 
on t he t op of  his head like a pomaded pup t ent . Or r  was knocked down int o t he wat er  or  
had an engine shot  out  almost  ever y t ime he went  up, and he began j er king on Yossar ian’ s 
ar m like a wild man af t er  t hey had t aken of f  f or  Naples and come down in Sicily t o f ind 
t he scheming, cigar -smoking, t en-year -old pimp wit h t he t wo t welve-year -old vir gin 
sist er s wait ing f or  t hem in t own in f r ont  of  t he hot el in which t her e was r oom f or  only 
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Milo. Yossar ian pulled back f r om Or r  adamant ly, gazing wit h some concer n and 
bewilder ment  at  Mt . Et na inst ead of  Mt . Vesuvius and wonder ing what  t hey wer e doing in 
Sicily inst ead of  Naples as Or r  kept  ent r eat ing him in a t it t er ing, st ut t er ing, 
concupiscent  t ur moil t o go along wit h him behind t he scheming t en-year -old pimp t o his 
t wo t welve-year -old vir gin sist er s who wer e not  r eally vir gins and not  r eally sist er s and 
who wer e r eally only t went y-eight .
’ Go wit h him,’  Milo inst r uct ed Yossar ian laconically. ’ Remember  your  mission.’
’ All r ight ,’  Yossar ian yielded wit h a sigh, r emember ing his mission. ’ But  at  least  let  me 
t r y t o f ind a hot el r oom f ir st  so I  can get  a good night ’ s sleep af t er war d.’
’ You’ ll get  a good night ’ s sleep wit h t he gir ls,’  Milo r eplied wit h t he same air  of  int r igue. 
Remember  your  mission.’
But  t hey got  no sleep at  all, f or  Yossar ian and Or r  f ound t hemselves j ammed int o t he 
same double bed wit h t he t wo t welve-year -old t went y-eight -year -old pr ost it ut es, who 
t ur ned out  t o be oily and obese and who kept  waking t hem up all night  long t o ask t hem t o 
swit ch par t ner s. Yossar ian’ s per cept ions wer e soon so f uzzy t hat  he paid no not ice t o t he
beige t ur ban t he f at  one cr owding int o him kept  wear ing unt il lat e t he next  mor ning when 
t he scheming t en-year -old pimp wit h t he Cuban panat ella snat ched it  of f  in public in a 
best ial capr ice t hat  exposed in t he br illiant  Sicilian daylight  her  shocking, misshapen and 
denudat e skull. Vengef ul neighbor s had shaved her  hair  t o t he gleaming bone because she 
had slept  wit h Ger mans. The gir l scr eeched in f eminine out r age and waddled comically 
af t er  t he scheming t en-year -old pimp, her  gr isly, bleak, violat ed scalp slit her ing up and 
down ludicr ously ar ound t he queer  dar kened war t  of  her  f ace like somet hing bleached 
and obscene. Yossar ian had never  laid eyes on anyt hing so bar e bef or e. The pimp spun t he
t ur ban high on his f inger  like a t r ophy and kept  himself  skipping inches ahead of  her  
f inger  t ips as he led her  in a t ant alizing cir cle ar ound t he squar e congest ed wit h people 
who wer e howling wit h laught er  and point ing t o Yossar ian wit h der ision when Milo st r ode 
up wit h a gr im look of  hast e and pucker ed his lips r epr ovingly at  t he unseemly spect acle 
of  so much vice and f r ivolit y. Milo insist ed on leaving at  once f or  Malt a.
’ We’ r e sleepy,’  Or r  whined.
’ That ’ s your  own f ault ,’  Milo censur ed t hem bot h self r ight eously. ’ I f  you had spent  t he 
night  in your  hot el r oom inst ead of  wit h t hese immor al gir ls, you’ d bot h f eel as good as I  
do t oday.’
’ You t old us t o go wit h t hem,’  Yossar ian r et or t ed accusingly. ’ And we didn’ t  have a hot el 
r oom. You wer e t he only one who could get  a hot el r oom.’
’ That  wasn’ t  my f ault , eit her ,’  Milo explained haught ily. ’ How was I  supposed t o know all 
t he buyer s would be in t own f or  t he chick-pea har vest ?’
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’ You knew it ,’  Yossar ian char ged. ’ That  explains why we’ r e her e in Sicily inst ead of  
Naples. You’ ve pr obably got  t he whole damned plane f illed wit h chick-peas alr eady.’
’ Shhhhhh!’  Milo caut ioned st er nly, wit h a meaningf ul glance t owar d Or r . ’ Remember  your  
mission.’
The bomb bay, t he r ear  and t ail sect ions of  t he plane and most  of  t he t op t ur r et  
gunner ’ s sect ion wer e all f illed wit h bushels of  chick-peas when t hey ar r ived at  t he 
air f ield t o t ake of f  f or  Malt a.
Yossar ian’ s mission on t he t r ip was t o dist r act  Or r  f r om obser ving wher e Milo bought  his
eggs, even t hough Or r  was a member  of  Milo’ s syndicat e and, like ever y ot her  member  of
Milo’ s syndicat e, owned a shar e. His mission was silly, Yossar ian f elt , since it  was common
knowledge t hat  Milo bought  his eggs in Malt a f or  seven cent s apiece and sold t hem t o t he
mess halls in his syndicat e f or  f ive cent s apiece.
’ I  j ust  don’ t  t r ust  him,’  Milo br ooded in t he plane, wit h a backwar d nod t owar d Or r , who 
was cur led up like a t angled r ope on t he low bushels of  chick-peas, t r ying t or t ur edly t o 
sleep. ’ And I ’ d j ust  as soon buy my eggs when he’ s not  ar ound t o lear n my business 
secr et s. What  else don’ t  you under st and?’
Yossar ian was r iding beside him in t he co-pilot ’ s seat . ’ I  don’ t  under st and why you buy 
eggs f or  seven cent s apiece in Malt a and sell t hem f or  f ive cent s.’
’ I  do it  t o make a pr of it .’
’ But  how can you make a pr of it ? You lose t wo cent s an egg.’
’ But  I  make a pr of it  of  t hr ee and a quar t er  cent s an egg by selling t hem f or  f our  and a 
quar t er  cent s an egg t o t he people in Malt a I  buy t hem f r om f or  seven cent s an egg. Of  
cour se, I  don’ t  make t he pr of it . The syndicat e makes t he pr of it . And ever ybody has a 
shar e.’
Yossar ian f elt  he was beginning t o under st and. ’ And t he people you sell t he eggs t o at  
f our  and a quar t er  cent s apiece make a pr of it  of  t wo and t hr ee quar t er  cent s apiece 
when t hey sell t hem back t o you at  seven cent s apiece. I s t hat  r ight ? Why don’ t  you sell 
t he eggs dir ect ly t o you and eliminat e t he people you buy t hem f r om?’
’ Because I ’ m t he people I  buy t hem f r om,’  Milo explained. ’ I  make a pr of it  of  t hr ee and 
a quar t er  cent s apiece when I  sell t hem t o me and a pr of it  of  t wo and t hr ee quar t er  
cent s apiece when I  buy t hem back f r om me. That ’ s a t ot al pr of it  of  six cent s an egg. I  
lose only t wo cent s an egg when I  sell t hem t o t he mess halls at  f ive cent s apiece, and 
t hat ’ s how I  can make a pr of it  buying eggs f or  seven cent s apiece and selling t hem f or  
f ive cent s apiece. I  pay only one cent  apiece at  t he hen when I  buy t hem in Sicily.’
’ I n Malt a,’  Yossar ian cor r ect ed. ’ You buy your  eggs in Malt a, not  Sicily.’
Milo chor t led pr oudly. ’ I  don’ t  buy eggs in Malt a,’  he conf essed, wit h an air  of  slight  and 
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clandest ine amusement  t hat  was t he only depar t ur e f r om indust r ious sobr iet y Yossar ian 
had ever  seen him make. ’ I  buy t hem in Sicily f or  one cent  apiece and t r ansf er  t hem t o 
Malt a secr et ly at  f our  and a half  cent s apiece in or der  t o get  t he pr ice of  eggs up t o 
seven cent s apiece when people come t o Malt a looking f or  t hem.’
’ Why do people come t o Malt a f or  eggs when t hey’ r e so expensive t her e?’
’ Because t hey’ ve always done it  t hat  way.’
’ Why don’ t  t hey look f or  eggs in Sicily?’
’ Because t hey’ ve never  done it  t hat  way.’
’ Now I  r eally don’ t  under st and. Why don’ t  you sell your  mess halls t he eggs f or  seven 
cent s apiece inst ead of f or  f ive cent s apiece?’
’ Because my mess halls would have no need f or  me t hen. Anyone can buy 
seven-cent s-apiece eggs f or  seven cent s apiece.’
’ Why don’ t  t hey bypass you and buy t he eggs dir ect ly f r om you in Malt a at  f our  and a 
quar t er  cent s apiece?’
’ Because I  wouldn’ t  sell it  t o t hem.’
’ Why wouldn’ t  you sell it  t o t hem?’
’ Because t hen t her e wouldn’ t  be as much r oom f or  pr of it . At  least  t his way I  can make a 
bit  f or  myself  as a middleman.’
’ Then you do make a pr of it  f or  your self ,’  Yossar ian declar ed.
’ Of  cour se I  do. But  it  all goes t o t he syndicat e. And ever ybody has a shar e. Don’ t  you 
under st and? I t ’ s exact ly what  happens wit h t hose plum t omat oes I  sell t o Colonel 
Cat hcar t .’
’ Buy,’  Yossar ian cor r ect ed him. ’ You don’ t  sell plum t omat oes t o Colonel Cat hcar t  and 
Colonel Kor n. You buy plum t omat oes f r om t hem.’
’ No, sell,’  Milo cor r ect ed Yossar ian. ’ I  dist r ibut e my plum t omat oes in mar ket s all over  
Pianosa under  an assumed name so t hat  Colonel Cat hcar t  and Colonel Kor n can buy t hem up
f r om me under  t heir  assumed names at  f our  cent s apiece and sell t hem back t o me t he 
next  day f or  t he syndicat e at  f ive cent s apiece. They make a pr of it  of  one cent  apiece. I  
make a pr of it  of  t hr ee and a half  cent s apiece, and ever ybody comes out  ahead.’
’ Ever ybody but  t he syndicat e,’  said Yossar ian wit h a snor t . ’ The syndicat e is paying f ive 
cent s apiece f or  plum t omat oes t hat  cost  you only half  a cent  apiece. How does t he 
syndicat e benef it ?’
’ The syndicat e benef it s when I  benef it ,’  Milo explained, ’ because ever ybody has a shar e.
And t he syndicat e get s Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s and Colonel Kor n’ s suppor t  so t hat  t hey’ ll let  
me go out  on t r ips like t his one. You’ ll see how much pr of it  t hat  can mean in about  f if t een
minut es when we land in Paler mo.’
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’ Malt a,’  Yossar ian cor r ect ed him. ’ We’ r e f lying t o Malt a now, not  Paler mo.’
’ No, we’ r e f lying t o Paler mo,’  Milo answer ed. ’ Ther e’ s an endive expor t er  in Paler mo I  
have t o see f or  a minut e about  a shipment  of  mushr ooms t o Ber n t hat  wer e damaged by 
mold.’
’ Milo, how do you do it ?’  Yossar ian inquir ed wit h laughing amazement  and admir at ion. ’ You
f ill out  a f light  plan f or  one place and t hen you go t o anot her . Don’ t  t he people in t he 
cont r ol t ower s ever  r aise hell?’
’ They all belong t o t he syndicat e,’  Milo said. ’ And t hey know t hat  what ’ s good f or  t he 
syndicat e is good f or  t he count r y, because t hat ’ s what  makes Sammy r un. The men in t he
cont r ol t ower s have a shar e, t oo, and t hat ’ s why t hey always have t o do what ever  t hey 
can t o help t he syndicat e.’
’ Do I  have a shar e?’
’ Ever ybody has a shar e.’
’ Does Or r  have a shar e?’
’ Ever ybody has a shar e.’
’ And Hungr y J oe? He has a shar e, t oo?’
’ Ever ybody has a shar e.’
’ Well, I ’ ll be damned,’  mused Yossar ian, deeply impr essed wit h t he idea of  a shar e f or  
t he ver y f ir st  t ime.
Milo t ur ned t owar d him wit h a f aint  glimmer  of  mischief . ’ I  have a sur e-f ir e plan f or  
cheat ing t he f eder al gover nment  out  of  six t housand dollar s. We can make t hr ee 
t housand dollar s apiece wit hout  any r isk t o eit her  of  us. Ar e you int er est ed?’
’ No.’
Milo looked at  Yossar ian wit h pr of ound emot ion. ’ That ’ s what  I  like about  you,’  he 
exclaimed. ’ You’ r e honest ! You’ r e t he only one I  know t hat  I  can r eally t r ust . That ’ s why 
I  wish you’ d t r y t o be of  mor e help t o me. I  r eally was disappoint ed when you r an of f  
wit h t hose t wo t r amps in Cat ania yest er day.’
Yossar ian st ar ed at  Milo in quizzical disbelief . ’ Milo, you t old me t o go wit h t hem. Don’ t  
you r emember ?’
’ That  wasn’ t  my f ault ,’  Milo answer ed wit h dignit y. ’ I  had t o get  r id of  Or r  some way 
once we r eached t own. I t  will be a lot  dif f er ent  in Paler mo. When we land in Paler mo, I  
want  you and Or r  t o leave wit h t he gir ls r ight  f r om t he air por t .’
’ Wit h what  gir ls?’
’ I  r adioed ahead and made ar r angement s wit h a f our -year -old pimp t o supply you and Or r
wit h t wo eight -year -old vir gins who ar e half  Spanish. He’ ll be wait ing at  t he air por t  in a 
limousine. Go r ight  in as soon as you st ep out  of  t he plane.’
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’ Not hing doing,’  said Yossar ian, shaking his head. ’ The only place I ’ m going is t o sleep.’
Milo t ur ned livid wit h indignat ion, his slim long nose f licker ing spasmodically bet ween his 
black eyebr ows and his unbalanced or ange-br own must ache like t he pale, t hin f lame of  a 
single candle. ’ Yossar ian, r emember  your  mission,’  he r eminded r ever ent ly.
’ To hell wit h my mission,’  Yossar ian r esponded indif f er ent ly. ’ And t o hell wit h t he 
syndicat e t oo, even t hough I  do have a shar e. I  don’ t  want  any eight -year -old vir gins, 
even if  t hey ar e half  Spanish.’
’ I  don’ t  blame you. But  t hese eight -year -old vir gins ar e r eally only t hir t y-t wo. And 
t hey’ r e not  r eally half  Spanish but  only one-t hir d Est onian.’
’ I  don’ t  car e f or  any vir gins.’
’ And t hey’ r e not  even vir gins,’  Milo cont inued per suasively. ’ The one I  picked out  f or  you
was mar r ied f or  a shor t  t ime t o an elder ly schoolt eacher  who slept  wit h her  only on 
Sundays, so she’ s r eally almost  as good as new.’
But  Or r  was sleepy, t oo, and Yossar ian and Or r  wer e bot h at  Milo’ s side when t hey r ode 
int o t he cit y of  Paler mo f r om t he air por t  and discover ed t hat  t her e was no r oom f or  t he 
t wo of  t hem at  t he hot el t her e eit her , and, mor e impor t ant , t hat  Milo was mayor .
The weir d, implausible r ecept ion f or  Milo began at  t he air f ield, wher e civilian labor er s 
who r ecognized him halt ed in t heir  dut ies r espect f ully t o gaze at  him wit h f ull 
expr essions of  cont r olled exuber ance and adulat ion. News of  his ar r ival pr eceded him 
int o t he cit y, and t he out skir t s wer e alr eady cr owded wit h cheer ing cit izens as t hey sped
by in t heir  small uncover ed t r uck. Yossar ian and Or r  wer e myst if ied and mut e and 
pr essed close against  Milo f or  secur it y.
I nside t he cit y, t he welcome f or  Milo gr ew louder  as t he t r uck slowed and eased deeper  
t owar d t he middle of  t own. Small boys and gir ls had been r eleased f r om school and wer e 
lining t he sidewalks in new clot hes, waving t iny f lags. Yossar ian and Or r  wer e absolut ely 
speechless now. The st r eet s wer e j ammed wit h j oyous t hr ongs, and st r ung over head wer e
huge banner s bear ing Milo’ s pict ur e. Milo had posed f or  t hese pict ur es in a dr ab 
peasant ’ s blouse wit h a high collar , and his scr upulous, pat er nal count enance was t oler ant ,
wise, cr it ical and st r ong as he st ar ed out  at  t he populace omniscient ly wit h his 
undisciplined must ache and disunit ed eyes. Sinking invalids blew kisses t o him f r om 
windows. Apr oned shopkeeper s cheer ed ecst at ically f r om t he nar r ow door ways of  t heir  
shops. Tubas cr umped. Her e and t her e a per son f ell and was t r ampled t o deat h. Sobbing 
old women swar med t hr ough each ot her  f r ant ically ar ound t he slow-moving t r uck t o t ouch
Milo’ s shoulder  or  pr ess his hand. Milo bor e t he t umult uous celebr at ions wit h benevolent  
gr ace. He waved back t o ever yone in elegant  r ecipr ocat ion and shower ed gener ous 
handf uls of  f oilcover ed Her shey kisses t o t he r ej oicing mult it udes. Lines of  lust y young 
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boys and gir ls skipped along behind him wit h t heir  ar ms linked, chant ing in hoar se and 
glassy-eyed ador at ion, ’ Milo! Mi-lo! Mi-lo!’
Now t hat  his secr et  was out , Milo r elaxed wit h Yossar ian and Or r  and inf lat ed opulent ly 
wit h a vast , shy pr ide. His cheeks t ur ned f lesh-color ed. Milo had been elect ed mayor  of  
Paler mo - and of  near by Car ini, Monr eale, Bagher ia, Ter mini I mer ese, Cef alu, Mist r et t a 
and Nicosia as well - because he had br ought  Scot ch t o Sicily.
Yossar ian was amazed. ’ The people her e like t o dr ink Scot ch t hat  much?’
’ They don’ t  dr ink any of  t he Scot ch,’  Milo explained. ’ Scot ch is ver y expensive, and 
t hese people her e ar e ver y poor .’
’ Then why do you impor t  it  t o Sicily if  nobody dr inks any?’
’ To build up a pr ice. I  move t he Scot ch her e f r om Malt a t o make mor e r oom f or  pr of it  
when I  sell it  back t o me f or  somebody else. I  cr eat ed a whole new indust r y her e. Today 
Sicily is t he t hir d lar gest  expor t er  of  Scot ch in t he wor ld, and t hat ’ s why t hey elect ed 
me mayor .’
’ How about  get t ing us a hot el r oom if  you’ r e such a hot shot ?’  Or r  gr umbled 
imper t inent ly in a voice slur r ed wit h f at igue.
Milo r esponded cont r it ely. ’ That ’ s j ust  what  I ’ m going t o do,’  he pr omised. ’ I ’ m r eally 
sor r y about  f or get t ing t o r adio ahead f or  hot el r ooms f or  you t wo. Come along t o my 
of f ice and I ’ ll speak t o my deput y mayor  about  it  r ight  now.’
Milo’ s of f ice was a bar ber shop, and his deput y mayor  was a pudgy bar ber  f r om whose 
obsequious lips cor dial gr eet ings f oamed as ef f usively as t he lat her  he began whipping up 
in Milo’ s shaving cup.
’ Well, Vit t or io,’  said Milo, set t ling back lazily in one of  Vit t or io’ s bar ber  chair s, ’ how 
wer e t hings in my absence t his t ime?’
’ Ver y sad, Signor  Milo, ver y sad. But  now t hat  you ar e back, t he people ar e all happy 
again.’
’ I  was wonder ing about  t he size of  t he cr owds. How come all t he hot els ar e f ull?’
’ Because so many people f r om ot her  cit ies ar e her e t o see you, Signor  Milo. And because 
we have all t he buyer s who have come int o t own f or  t he ar t ichoke auct ion.’
Milo’ s hand soar ed up per pendicular ly like an eagle and ar r est ed Vit t or io’ s shaving br ush.
’ What ’ s ar t ichoke?’  he inquir ed.
’ Ar t ichoke, Signor  Milo? An ar t ichoke is a ver y t ast y veget able t hat  is popular  
ever ywher e. You must  t r y some ar t ichokes while you ar e her e, Signor  Milo. We gr ow t he 
best  in t he wor ld.’
’ Really?’  said Milo. ’ How much ar e ar t ichokes selling f or  t his year ?’
’ I t  looks like a ver y good year  f or  ar t ichokes. The cr ops wer e ver y bad.’
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’ I s t hat  a f act ?’  mused Milo, and was gone, sliding f r om his chair  so swif t ly t hat  his 
st r iped bar ber ’ s apr on r et ained his shape f or  a second or  t wo af t er  he had gone bef or e 
it  collapsed. Milo had vanished f r om sight  by t he t ime Yossar ian and Or r  r ushed af t er  
him t o t he door way.
’ Next ?’  bar ked Milo’ s deput y mayor  of f iciously. ’ Who’ s next ?’
Yossar ian and Or r  walked f r om t he bar ber shop in dej ect ion. Deser t ed by Milo, t hey 
t r udged homelessly t hr ough t he r eveling masses in f ut ile sear ch of  a place t o sleep. 
Yossar ian was exhaust ed. His head t hr obbed wit h a dull, debilit at ing pain, and he was 
ir r it able wit h Or r , who had f ound t wo cr ab apples somewher e and walked wit h t hem in his
cheeks unt il Yossar ian spied t hem t her e and made him t ake t hem out . Then Or r  f ound 
t wo hor se chest nut s somewher e and slipped t hose in unt il Yossar ian det ect ed t hem and 
snapped at  him again t o t ake t he cr ab apples out  of  his mout h. Or r  gr inned and r eplied 
t hat  t hey wer e not  cr ab apples but  hor se chest nut s and t hat  t hey wer e not  in his mout h 
but  in his hands, but  Yossar ian was not  able t o under st and a single wor d he said because 
of  t he hor se chest nut s in his mout h and made him t ake t hem out  anyway. A sly light  
t winkled in Or r ’ s eyes. He r ubbed his f or ehead har shly wit h his knuckles, like a man in an 
alcoholic st upor , and snicker ed lewdly.
’ Do you r emember  t hat  gir l - ’  He br oke of f  t o snicker  lewdly again. ’ Do you r emember  
t hat  gir l who was hit t ing me over  t he head wit h t hat  shoe in t hat  apar t ment  in Rome, 
when we wer e bot h naked?’  he asked wit h a look of  cunning expect at ion. He wait ed unt il 
Yossar ian nodded caut iously. ’ I f  you let  me put  t he chest nut s back in my mout h I ’ ll t ell 
you why she was hit t ing me. I s t hat  a deal?’
Yossar ian nodded, and Or r  t old him t he whole f ant ast ic st or y of  why t he naked gir l in 
Nat ely’ s whor e’ s apar t ment  was hit t ing him over  t he head wit h her  shoe, but  Yossar ian 
was not  able t o under st and a single wor d because t he hor se chest nut s wer e back in his 
mout h. Yossar ian r oar ed wit h exasper at ed laught er  at  t he t r ick, but  in t he end t her e was
not hing f or  t hem t o do when night  f ell but  eat  a damp dinner  in a dir t y r est aur ant  and 
hit ch a r ide back t o t he air f ield, wher e t hey slept  on t he chill met al f loor  of  t he plane 
and t ur ned and t ossed in gr oaning t or ment  unt il t he t r uck dr iver s blast ed up less t han 
t wo hour s lat er  wit h t heir  cr at es of  ar t ichokes and chased t hem out  ont o t he gr ound 
while t hey f illed up t he plane. A heavy r ain began f alling. Yossar ian and Or r  wer e dr ipping 
wet  by t he t ime t he t r ucks dr ove away and had no choice but  t o squeeze t hemselves back
int o t he plane and r oll t hemselves up like shiver ing anchovies bet ween t he j olt ing cor ner s 
of  t he cr at es of  ar t ichokes t hat  Milo f lew up t o Naples at  dawn and exchanged f or  t he 
cinnamon st icks, cloves, vanilla beans and pepper  pods t hat  he r ushed r ight  back down 
sout h wit h t hat  same day t o Malt a, wher e, it  t ur ned out , he was Assist ant  
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Gover nor -Gener al. Ther e was no r oom f or  Yossar ian and Or r  in Malt a eit her . Milo was 
Maj or  Sir  Milo Minder binder  in Malt a and had a gigant ic of f ice in t he gover nor -gener al’ s 
building. His mahogany desk was immense. I n a panel of  t he oak wall, bet ween cr ossed 
Br it ish f lags, hung a dr amat ic ar r est ing phot ogr aph of  Maj or  Sir  Milo Minder binder  in 
t he dr ess unif or m of  t he Royal Welsh Fusilier s. His must ache in t he phot ogr aph was 
clipped and nar r ow, his chin was chiseled, and his eyes wer e shar p as t hor ns. Milo had 
been knight ed, commissioned a maj or  in t he Royal Welsh Fusilier s and named Assist ant  
Gover nor -Gener al of  Malt a because he had br ought  t he egg t r ade t her e. He gave 
Yossar ian and Or r  gener ous per mission t o spend t he night  on t he t hick car pet  in his 
of f ice, but  shor t ly af t er  he lef t  a sent r y in bat t le dr ess appear ed and dr ove t hem f r om 
t he building at  t he t ip of  his bayonet , and t hey r ode out  exhaust edly t o t he air por t  wit h a
sur ly cab dr iver , who over char ged t hem, and went  t o sleep inside t he plane again, which 
was f illed now wit h leaking gunny sacks of  cocoa and f r eshly gr ound cof f ee and r eeking 
wit h an odor  so r ich t hat  t hey wer e bot h out side r et ching violent ly against  t he landing 
gear  when Milo was chauf f eur ed up t he f ir st  t hing t he next  mor ning, looking f it  as a 
f iddle, and t ook r ight  of f  f or  Or an, wher e t her e was again no r oom at  t he hot el f or  
Yossar ian and Or r , and wher e Milo was Vice-Shah. Milo had at  his disposal sumpt uous 
quar t er s inside a salmon-pink palace, but  Yossar ian and Or r  wer e not  allowed t o 
accompany him inside because t hey wer e Chr ist ian inf idels. They wer e st opped at  t he 
gat es by gar gant uan Ber ber  guar ds wit h scimit ar s and chased away. Or r  was snuf f ling and
sneezing wit h a cr ippling head cold. Yossar ian’ s br oad back was bent  and aching. He was 
r eady t o br eak Milo’ s neck, but  Milo was Vice-Shah of  Or an and his per son was sacr ed. 
Milo was not  only t he Vice-Shah of  Or an, as it  t ur ned out , but  also t he Caliph of  Baghdad,
t he I mam of  Damascus, and t he Sheik of  Ar aby. Milo was t he cor n god, t he r ain god and 
t he r ice god in backwar d r egions wher e such cr ude gods wer e st ill wor shiped by ignor ant  
and super st it ious people, and deep inside t he j ungles of  Af r ica, he int imat ed wit h 
becoming modest y, lar ge gr aven images of  his must ached f ace could be f ound over looking 
pr imit ive st one alt ar s r ed wit h human blood. Ever ywher e t hey t ouched he was acclaimed 
wit h honor , and it  was one t r iumphal ovat ion af t er  anot her  f or  him in cit y af t er  cit y unt il 
t hey f inally doubled back t hr ough t he Middle East  and r eached Cair o, wher e Milo 
cor ner ed t he mar ket  on cot t on t hat  no one else in t he wor ld want ed and br ought  himself  
pr ompt ly t o t he br ink of  r uin. I n Cair o t her e was at  last  r oom at  t he hot el f or  Yossar ian 
and Or r . Ther e wer e sof t  beds f or  t hem wit h f at  f luf f ed-up pillows and clean, cr isp 
sheet s. Ther e wer e closet s wit h hanger s f or  t heir  clot hes. Ther e was wat er  t o wash 
wit h. Yossar ian and Or r  soaked t heir  r ancid, unf r iendly bodies pink in a st eaming-hot  t ub 
and t hen went  f r om t he hot el wit h Milo t o eat  shr imp cockt ails and f ilet  mignon in a ver y 
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f ine r est aur ant  wit h a st ock t icker  in t he lobby t hat  happened t o be clicking out  t he 
lat est  quot at ion f or  Egypt ian cot t on when Milo inquir ed of  t he capt ain of  wait er s what  
kind of  machine it  was. Milo had never  imagined a machine so beaut if ul as a st ock t icker  
bef or e.
’ Really?’  he exclaimed when t he capt ain of  wait er s had f inished his explanat ion. ’ And how
much is Egypt ian cot t on selling f or ?’  The capt ain of  wait er s t old him, and Milo bought  t he
whole cr op.
But  Yossar ian was not  near ly so f r ight ened by t he Egypt ian cot t on Milo bought  as he was 
by t he bunches of  gr een r ed bananas Milo had spot t ed in t he nat ive mar ket  place as t hey 
dr ove int o t he cit y, and his f ear s pr oved j ust if ied, f or  Milo shook him awake out  of  a 
deep sleep j ust  af t er  t welve and shoved a par t ly peeled banana t owar d him. Yossar ian 
choked back a sob.
’ Tast e it ,’  Milo ur ged, f ollowing Yossar ian’ s wr it hing f ace ar ound wit h t he banana 
insist ent ly.
’ Milo, you bast ar d,’  moaned Yossar ian, ’ I ’ ve got  t o get  some sleep.’
’ Eat  it  and t ell me if  it ’ s good,’  Milo per sever ed. ’ Don’ t  t ell Or r  I  gave it  t o you. I  
char ged him t wo piast er s f or  his.’
Yossar ian at e t he banana submissively and closed his eyes af t er  t elling Milo it  was good, 
but  Milo shook him awake again and inst r uct ed him t o get  dr essed as quickly as he could, 
because t hey wer e leaving at  once f or  Pianosa.
’ You and Or r  have t o load t he bananas int o t he plane r ight  away,’  he explained. ’ The man 
said t o wat ch out  f or  spider s while you’ r e handling t he bunches.’
’ Milo, can’ t  we wait  unt il mor ning?’  Yossar ian pleaded. ’ I ’ ve got  t o get  some sleep.’
’ They’ r e r ipening ver y quickly,’  answer ed Milo, ’ and we don’ t  have a minut e t o lose. J ust  
t hink how happy t he men back at  t he squadr on will be when t hey get  t hese bananas.’
But  t he men back at  t he squadr on never  even saw any of  t he bananas, f or  it  was a seller ’ s
mar ket  f or  bananas in I st anbul and a buyer ’ s mar ket  in Beir ut  f or  t he car away seeds 
Milo r ushed wit h t o Bengasi af t er  selling t he bananas, and when t hey r aced back int o 
Pianosa br eat hlessly six days lat er  at  t he conclusion of  Or r ’ s r est  leave, it  was wit h a 
load of  best  whit e eggs f r om Sicily t hat  Milo said wer e f r om Egypt  and sold t o his mess 
halls f or  only f our  cent s apiece so t hat  all t he commanding of f icer s in his syndicat e would
implor e him t o speed r ight  back t o Cair o f or  mor e bunches of  gr een r ed bananas t o sell in
Tur key f or  t he car away seeds in demand in Bengasi. And ever ybody had a shar e.
23 NATELY’ S OLD MAN
The only one back in t he squadr on who did see any of  Milo’ s r ed bananas was Aar f y, who 
picked up t wo f r om an inf luent ial f r at er nit y br ot her  of  his in t he Quar t er mast er  Cor ps 
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when t he bananas r ipened and began st r eaming int o I t aly t hr ough nor mal black-mar ket  
channels and who was in t he of f icer ’ s apar t ment  wit h Yossar ian t he evening Nat ely f inally
f ound his whor e again af t er  so many f r uit less weeks of  mour nf ul sear ching and lur ed her  
back t o t he apar t ment  wit h t wo gir l f r iends by pr omising t hem t hir t y dollar s each.
’ Thir t y dollar s each?’  r emar ked Aar f y slowly, poking and pat t ing each of  t he t hr ee 
st r apping gir ls skept ically wit h t he air  of  a gr udging connoisseur . ’ Thir t y dollar s is a lot  
of  money f or  pieces like t hese. Besides, I  never  paid f or  it  in my lif e.’
’ I ’ m not  asking you t o pay f or  it ,’  Nat ely assur ed him quickly. ’ I ’ ll pay f or  t hem all. I  j ust
want  you guys t o t ake t he ot her  t wo. Won’ t  you help me out ?’
Aar f y smir ked complacent ly and shook his sof t  r ound head. ’ Nobody has t o pay f or  it  f or  
good old Aar f y. I  can get  all I  want  any t ime I  want  it . I ’ m j ust  not  in t he mood r ight  
now.’
’ Why don’ t  you j ust  pay all t hr ee and send t he ot her  t wo away?’  Yossar ian suggest ed.
’ Because t hen mine will be angr y wit h me f or  making her  wor k f or  her  money,’  Nat ely 
r eplied wit h an anxious look at  his gir l, who was glower ing at  him r est lessly and st ar t ing 
t o mut t er . ’ She says t hat  if  I  r eally like her  I ’ d send her  away and go t o bed wit h one of  
t he ot her s.’
’ I  have a bet t er  idea,’  boast ed Aar f y. ’ Why don’ t  we keep t he t hr ee of  t hem her e unt il 
af t er  t he cur f ew and t hen t hr eat en t o push t hem out  int o t he st r eet  t o be ar r est ed 
unless t hey give us all t heir  money? We can even t hr eat en t o push t hem out  t he window.’
’ Aar f y!’  Nat ely was aghast .
’ I  was only t r ying t o help,’  said Aar f y sheepishly. Aar f y was always t r ying t o help Nat ely 
because Nat ely’ s f at her  was r ich and pr ominent  and in an excellent  posit ion t o help Aar f y
af t er  t he war . ’ Gee whiz,’  he def ended himself  quer ulously. ’ Back in school we wer e 
always doing t hings like t hat . I  r emember  one day we t r icked t hese t wo dumb high-school
gir ls f r om t own int o t he f r at er nit y house and made t hem put  out  f or  all t he f ellows t her e
who want ed t hem by t hr eat ening t o call up t heir  par ent s and say t hey wer e put t ing out  
f or  us. We kept  t hem t r apped in bed t her e f or  mor e t han t en hour s. We even smacked 
t heir  f aces a lit t le when t hey st ar t ed t o complain. Then we t ook away t heir  nickels and 
dimes and chewing gum and t hr ew t hem out . Boy, we used t o have f un in t hat  f r at er nit y 
house,’  he r ecalled peacef ully, his cor pulent  cheeks aglow wit h t he j ovial, r ubicund 
war mt h of  nost algic r ecollect ion. ’ We used t o ost r acize ever yone, even each ot her .’
But  Aar f y was no help t o Nat ely now as t he gir l Nat ely had f allen so deeply in love wit h 
began swear ing at  him sullenly wit h r ising, menacing r esent ment . Luckily, Hungr y J oe 
bur st  in j ust  t hen, and ever yt hing was all r ight  again, except  t hat  Dunbar  st agger ed in 
dr unk a minut e lat er  and began embr acing one of  t he ot her  giggling gir ls at  once. Now 
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t her e wer e f our  men and t hr ee gir ls, and t he seven of  t hem lef t  Aar f y in t he apar t ment  
and climbed int o a hor se-dr awn cab, which r emained at  t he cur b at  a dead halt  while t he 
gir ls demanded t heir  money in advance. Nat ely gave t hem ninet y dollar s wit h a gallant  
f lour ish, af t er  bor r owing t went y dollar s f r om Yossar ian, t hir t y-f ive dollar s f r om Dunbar  
and sevent een dollar s f r om Hungr y J oe. The gir ls gr ew f r iendlier  t hen and called an 
addr ess t o t he dr iver , who dr ove t hem at  a clopping pace half way acr oss t he cit y int o a 
sect ion t hey had never  visit ed bef or e and st opped in f r ont  of  an old, t all building on a 
dar k st r eet . The gir ls led t hem up f our  st eep, ver y long f light s of  cr eaking wooden st air s 
and guided t hem t hr ough a door way int o t heir  own wonder f ul and r esplendent  t enement  
apar t ment , which bur geoned mir aculously wit h an inf init e and pr olif er at ing f low of  supple 
young naked gir ls and cont ained t he evil and debauched ugly old man who ir r it at ed Nat ely 
const ant ly wit h his caust ic laught er  and t he clucking, pr oper  old woman in t he ash-gr ay 
woolen sweat er  who disappr oved of  ever yt hing immor al t hat  occur r ed t her e and t r ied her
best  t o t idy up.
The amazing place was a f er t ile, seet hing cor nucopia of  f emale nipples and navels. At  
f ir st , t her e wer e j ust  t heir  own t hr ee gir ls, in t he dimly-lit , dr ab br own sit t ing r oom t hat
st ood at  t he j unct ur e of  t hr ee mur ky hallways leading in separ at e dir ect ions t o t he 
dist ant  r ecesses of  t he st r ange and mar velous bor dello. The gir ls disr obed at  once, 
pausing in dif f er ent  st ages t o point  pr oudly t o t heir  gar ish under t hings and bant er ing all 
t he while wit h t he gaunt  and dissipat ed old man wit h t he shabby long whit e hair  and 
slovenly whit e unbut t oned shir t  who sat  cackling lasciviously in a must y blue ar mchair  
almost  in t he exact  cent er  of  t he r oom and bade Nat ely and his companions welcome wit h 
a mir t hf ul and sar donic f or malit y. Then t he old woman t r udged out  t o get  a gir l f or  
Hungr y J oe, dipping her  capt ious head sadly, and r et ur ned wit h t wo big-bosomed 
beaut ies, one alr eady undr essed and t he ot her  in only a t r anspar ent  pink half  slip t hat  
she wiggled out  of  while sit t ing down. Thr ee mor e naked gir ls saunt er ed in f r om a 
dif f er ent  dir ect ion and r emained t o chat , t hen t wo ot her s. Four  mor e gir ls passed 
t hr ough t he r oom in an indolent  gr oup, engr ossed in conver sat ion; t hr ee wer e bar ef oot  
and one wobbled per ilously on a pair  of  unbuckled silver  dancing shoes t hat  did not  seem 
t o be her  own. One mor e gir l appear ed wear ing only pant ies and sat  down, br inging t he 
t ot al congr egat ing t her e in j ust  a f ew minut es t o eleven, all but  one of  t hem complet ely 
unclot hed.
Ther e was bar e f lesh lounging ever ywher e, most  of  it  plump, and Hungr y J oe began t o 
die. He st ood st ock st ill in r igid, cat alept ic ast onishment  while t he gir ls ambled in and 
made t hemselves comf or t able. Then he let  out  a pier cing shr iek suddenly and bolt ed 
t owar d t he door  in a headlong dash back t owar d t he enlist ed men’ s apar t ment  f or  his 
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camer a, only t o be halt ed in his t r acks wit h anot her  f r ant ic shr iek by t he dr eadf ul, 
f r eezing pr emonit ion t hat  t his whole lovely, lur id, r ich and color f ul pagan par adise would 
be snat ched away f r om him ir r edeemably if  he wer e t o let  it  out  of  his sight  f or  even an 
inst ant . He st opped in t he door way and sput t er ed, t he wir y veins and t endons in his f ace 
and neck pulsat ing violent ly. The old man wat ched him wit h vict or ious mer r iment , sit t ing 
in his must y blue ar mchair  like some sat anic and hedonist ic deit y on a t hr one, a st olen 
U.S. Ar my blanket  wr apped ar ound his spindly legs t o war d of f  a chill. He laughed quiet ly, 
his sunken, shr ewd eyes spar kling per cept ively wit h a cynical and want on enj oyment . He 
had been dr inking. Nat ely r eact ed on sight  wit h br ist ling enmit y t o t his wicked, depr aved 
and unpat r iot ic old man who was old enough t o r emind him of  his f at her  and who made 
dispar aging j okes about  Amer ica.
’ Amer ica,’  he said, ’ will lose t he war . And I t aly will win it .’
’ Amer ica is t he st r ongest  and most  pr osper ous nat ion on ear t h,’  Nat ely inf or med him 
wit h lof t y f er vor  and dignit y. ’ And t he Amer ican f ight ing man is second t o none.’
’ Exact ly,’  agr eed t he old man pleasant ly, wit h a hint  of  t aunt ing amusement . ’ I t aly, on t he
ot her  hand, is one of  t he least  pr osper ous nat ions on ear t h. And t he I t alian f ight ing man 
is pr obably second t o all. And t hat ’ s exact ly why my count r y is doing so well in t his war  
while your  count r y is doing so poor ly.’
Nat ely guf f awed wit h sur pr ise, t hen blushed apologet ically f or  his impolit eness. ’ I ’ m 
sor r y I  laughed at  you,’  he said sincer ely, and he cont inued in a t one of  r espect f ul 
condescension. ’ But  I t aly was occupied by t he Ger mans and is now being occupied by us. 
You don’ t  call t hat  doing ver y well, do you?’
’ But  of  cour se I  do,’  exclaimed t he old man cheer f ully. ’ The Ger mans ar e being dr iven 
out , and we ar e st ill her e. I n a f ew year s you will be gone, t oo, and we will st ill be her e. 
You see, I t aly is r eally a ver y poor  and weak count r y, and t hat ’ s what  makes us so st r ong.
I t alian soldier s ar e not  dying any mor e. But  Amer ican and Ger man soldier s ar e. I  call t hat
doing ext r emely well. Yes, I  am quit e cer t ain t hat  I t aly will sur vive t his war  and st ill be in
exist ence long af t er  your  own count r y has been dest r oyed.’
Nat ely could scar cely believe his ear s. He had never  hear d such shocking blasphemies 
bef or e, and he wonder ed wit h inst inct ive logic why G-men did not  appear  t o lock t he 
t r ait or ous old man up. ’ Amer ica is not  going t o be dest r oyed!’  he shout ed passionat ely.
’ Never ?’  pr odded t he old man sof t ly.
’ Well...’  Nat ely f alt er ed.
The old man laughed indulgent ly, holding in check a deeper , mor e explosive delight . His 
goading r emained gent le. ’ Rome was dest r oyed, Gr eece was dest r oyed, Per sia was 
dest r oyed, Spain was dest r oyed. All gr eat  count r ies ar e dest r oyed. Why not  your s? How 
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much longer  do you r eally t hink your  own count r y will last ? For ever ? Keep in mind t hat  t he
ear t h it self  is dest ined t o be dest r oyed by t he sun in t went y-f ive million year s or  so.’
Nat ely squir med uncomf or t ably. ’ Well, f or ever  is a long t ime, I  guess.’
’ A million year s?’  per sist ed t he j eer ing old man wit h keen, sadist ic zest . ’ A half  million? 
The f r og is almost  f ive hundr ed million year s old. Could you r eally say wit h much cer t aint y
t hat  Amer ica, wit h all it s st r engt h and pr osper it y, wit h it s f ight ing man t hat  is second t o 
none, and wit h it s st andar d of  living t hat  is t he highest  in t he wor ld, will last  as long as... 
t he f r og?’
Nat ely want ed t o smash his leer ing f ace. He looked about  implor ingly f or  help in 
def ending his count r y’ s f ut ur e against  t he obnoxious calumnies of  t his sly and sinf ul 
assailant . He was disappoint ed. Yossar ian and Dunbar  wer e busy in a f ar  cor ner  pawing 
or giast ically at  f our  or  f ive f r olicsome gir ls and six bot t les of  r ed wine, and Hungr y J oe 
had long since t r amped away down one of  t he myst ic hallways, pr opelling bef or e him like a
r avening despot  as many of  t he br oadest -hipped young pr ost it ut es as he could cont ain in 
his f r ail wind-milling ar ms and cr am int o one double bed.
Nat ely f elt  himself  at  an embar r assing loss. His own gir l sat  spr awled out  gr acelessly on 
an over st uf f ed sof a wit h an expr ession of  ot iose bor edom. Nat ely was unner ved by her  
t or pid indif f er ence t o him, by t he same sleepy and iner t  poise t hat  he r emember ed so 
vivdly, so sweet ly, and so miser ably f r om t he f ir st  t ime she had seen him and ignor ed him
at  t he packed penny-ant e blackj ack game in t he living r oom of  t he enlist ed men’ s 
apar t ment . Her  lax mout h hung open in a per f ect  O, and God alone knew at  what  her  
glazed and smoky eyes wer e st ar ing in such br ut e apat hy. The old man wait ed t r anquilly, 
wat ching him wit h a discer ning smile t hat  was bot h scor nf ul and sympat het ic. A lissome, 
blond, sinuous gir l wit h lovely legs and honey-color ed skin laid her self  out  cont ent edly on 
t he ar m of  t he old man’ s chair  and began molest ing his angular , pale, dissolut e f ace 
languidly and coquet t ishly. Nat ely st if f ened wit h r esent ment  and host ilit y at  t he sight  of  
such lecher y in a man so old. He t ur ned away wit h a sinking hear t  and wonder ed why he 
simply did not  t ake his own gir l and go t o bed.
This sor did, vult ur ous, diabolical old man r eminded Nat ely of  his f at her  because t he t wo 
wer e not hing at  all alike. Nat ely’ s f at her  was a cour t ly whit e-hair ed gent leman who 
dr essed impeccably; t his old man was an uncout h bum. Nat ely’ s f at her  was a sober , 
philosophical and r esponsible man; t his old man was f ickle and licent ious. Nat ely’ s f at her  
was discr eet  and cult ur ed; t his old man was a boor . Nat ely’ s f at her  believed in honor  and 
knew t he answer  t o ever yt hing; t his old man believed in not hing and had only quest ions. 
Nat ely’ s f at her  had a dist inguished whit e must ache; t his old man had no must ache at  all. 
Nat ely’ s f at her  - and ever yone else’ s f at her  Nat ely had ever  met  - was dignif ied, wise 
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and vener able; t his old man was ut t er ly r epellent , and Nat ely plunged back int o debat e 
wit h him, det er mined t o r epudiat e his vile logic and insinuat ions wit h an ambit ious 
vengeance t hat  would capt ur e t he at t ent ion of  t he bor ed, phlegmat ic gir l he had f allen so
int ensely in love wit h and win her  admir at ion f or ever .
’ Well, f r ankly, I  don’ t  know how long Amer ica is going t o last ,’  he pr oceeded daunt lessly. 
’ I  suppose we can’ t  last  f or ever  if  t he wor ld it self  is going t o be dest r oyed someday. But
I  do know t hat  we’ r e going t o sur vive and t r iumph f or  a long, long t ime.’
’ For  how long?’  mocked t he pr of ane old man wit h a gleam of  malicious elat ion. ’ Not  even 
as long as t he f r og?’
’ Much longer  t han you or  me,’  Nat ely blur t ed out  lamely.
’ Oh, is t hat  all! That  won’ t  be ver y much longer  t hen, consider ing t hat  you’ r e so gullible 
and br ave and t hat  I  am alr eady such an old, old man.’
’ How old ar e you?’  Nat ely asked, gr owing int r igued and char med wit h t he old man in spit e
of  himself .
’ A hundr ed and seven.’  The old man chuckled hear t ily at  Nat ely’ s look of  chagr in. ’ I  see 
you don’ t  believe t hat  eit her .’
’ I  don’ t  believe anyt hing you t ell me,’  Nat ely r eplied, wit h a bashf ul mit igat ing smile. 
’ The only t hing I  do believe is t hat  Amer ica is going t o win t he war .’
’ You put  so much st ock in winning war s,’  t he gr ubby iniquit ous old man scof f ed. ’ The r eal 
t r ick lies in losing war s, in knowing which war s can be lost . I t aly has been losing war s f or  
cent ur ies, and j ust  see how splendidly we’ ve done nonet heless. Fr ance wins war s and is in 
a cont inual st at e of  cr isis. Ger many loses and pr osper s. Look at  our  own r ecent  hist or y. 
I t aly won a war  in Et hiopia and pr ompt ly st umbled int o ser ious t r ouble. Vict or y gave us 
such insane delusions of  gr andeur  t hat  we helped st ar t  a wor ld war  we hadn’ t  a chance of
winning. But  now t hat  we ar e losing again, ever yt hing has t aken a t ur n f or  t he bet t er , and 
we will cer t ainly come out  on t op again if  we succeed in being def eat ed.’
Nat ely gaped at  him in undisguised bef uddlement . ’ Now I  r eally don’ t  under st and what  
you’ r e saying. You t alk like a madman.’
’ But  I  live like a sane one. I  was a f ascist  when Mussolini was on t op, and I  am an 
ant i-f ascist  now t hat  he has been deposed. I  was f anat ically pr o-Ger man when t he 
Ger mans wer e her e t o pr ot ect  us against  t he Amer icans, and now t hat  t he Amer icans ar e 
her e t o pr ot ect  us against  t he Ger mans I  am f anat ically pr o-Amer ican. I  can assur e you, 
my out r aged young f r iend’  - t he old man’ s knowing, disdainf ul eyes shone even mor e 
ef f er vescent ly as Nat ely’ s st ut t er ing dismay incr eased - ’ t hat  you and your  count r y will 
have a no mor e loyal par t isan in I t aly t han me - but  only as long as you r emain in I t aly.’
’ But ,’  Nat ely cr ied out  in disbelief , ’ you’ r e a t ur ncoat ! A t ime-ser ver ! A shamef ul, 
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unscr upulous oppor t unist !’
’ I  am a hundr ed and seven year s old,’  t he old man r eminded him suavely.
’ Don’ t  you have any pr inciples?’
’ Of  cour se not .’
’ No mor alit y?’
’ Oh, I  am a ver y mor al man,’  t he villainous old man assur ed him wit h sat ir ic ser iousness, 
st r oking t he bar e hip of  a buxom black-hair ed gir l wit h pr et t y dimples who had st r et ched
her self  out  seduct ively on t he ot her  ar m of  his chair . He gr inned at  Nat ely sar cast ically 
as he sat  bet ween bot h naked gir ls in smug and t hr eadbar e splendor , wit h a sover eign 
hand on each.
’ I  can’ t  believe it ,’  Nat ely r emar ked gr udgingly, t r ying st ubbor nly not  t o wat ch him in 
r elat ionship t o t he gir ls. ’ I  simply can’ t  believe it .’
’ But  it ’ s per f ect ly t r ue. When t he Ger mans mar ched int o t he cit y, I  danced in t he 
st r eet s like a yout hf ul baller ina and shout ed, "Heil Hit ler !" unt il my lungs wer e hoar se. I  
even waved a small Nazi f lag t hat  I  snat ched away f r om a beaut if ul lit t le gir l while her  
mot her  was looking t he ot her  way. When t he Ger mans lef t  t he cit y, I  r ushed out  t o 
welcome t he Amer icans wit h a bot t le of  excellent  br andy and a basket  of  f lower s. The 
br andy was f or  myself , of  cour se, and t he f lower s wer e t o spr inkle upon our  liber at or s. 
Ther e was a ver y st if f  and st uf f y old maj or  r iding in t he f ir st  car , and I  hit  him squar ely 
in t he eye wit h a r ed r ose. A mar velous shot ! You should have seen him wince.’
Nat ely gasped and was on his f eet  wit h amazement , t he blood dr aining f r om his cheeks. 
’ Maj or  - de Cover ley!’  he cr ied.
’ Do you know him?’  inquir ed t he old man wit h delight . ’ What  a char ming coincidence!’
Nat ely was t oo ast ounded even t o hear  him. ’ So you’ r e t he one who wounded Maj or  - de 
Cover ley!’  he exclaimed in hor r if ied indignat ion. ’ How could you do such a t hing?’
The f iendish old man was unper t ur bed. ’ How could I  r esist , you mean. You should have 
seen t he ar r ogant  old bor e, sit t ing t her e so st er nly in t hat  car  like t he Almight y Himself ,
wit h his big, r igid head and his f oolish, solemn f ace. What  a t empt ing t ar get  he made! I  
got  him in t he eye wit h an Amer ican Beaut y r ose. I  t hought  t hat  was most  appr opr iat e. 
Don’ t  you?’
’ That  was a t er r ible t hing t o do!’  Nat ely shout ed at  him r epr oachf ully. ’ A vicious and 
cr iminal t hing! Maj or  - de Cover ley is our  squadr on execut ive of f icer !’
’ I s he?’  t eased t he unr egener at e old man, pinching his point y j aw gr avely in a par ody of  
r epent ance. ’ I n t hat  case, you must  give me cr edit  f or  being impar t ial. When t he 
Ger mans r ode in, I  almost  st abbed a r obust  young Ober leut nant  t o deat h wit h a spr ig of  
edelweiss.’
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Nat ely was appalled and bewilder ed by t he abominable old man’ s inabilit y t o per ceive t he 
enor mit y of  his of f ence. ’ Don’ t  you r ealize what  you’ ve done?’  he scolded vehement ly. 
’ Maj or  - de Cover ley is a noble and wonder f ul per son, and ever yone admir es him.’
’ He’ s a silly old f ool who r eally has no r ight  act ing like a silly young f ool. Wher e is he 
t oday? Dead?’
Nat ely answer ed sof t ly wit h somber  awe. ’ Nobody knows. He seems t o have disappear ed.’
’ You see? I magine a man his age r isking what  lit t le lif e he has lef t  f or  somet hing so 
absur d as a count r y.’
Nat ely was inst ant ly up in ar ms again. ’ Ther e is not hing so absur d about  r isking your  lif e 
f or  your  count r y!’  he declar ed.
’ I sn’ t  t her e?’  asked t he old man. ’ What  is a count r y? A count r y is a piece of  land 
sur r ounded on all sides by boundar ies, usually unnat ur al. Englishmen ar e dying f or  
England, Amer icans ar e dying f or  Amer ica, Ger mans ar e dying f or  Ger many, Russians ar e 
dying f or  Russia. Ther e ar e now f if t y or  sixt y count r ies f ight ing in t his war . Sur ely so 
many count r ies can’ t  all be wor t h dying f or .’
’ Anyt hing wor t h living f or ,’  said Nat ely, ’ is wor t h dying f or .’
’ And anyt hing wor t h dying f or ,’  answer ed t he sacr ilegious old man, ’ is cer t ainly wor t h 
living f or . You know, you’ r e such a pur e and naive young man t hat  I  almost  f eel sor r y f or  
you. How old ar e you? Twent y-f ive? Twent y-six?’
’ Ninet een,’  said Nat ely. ’ I ’ ll be t went y in J anuar y.’
’ I f  you live.’  The old man shook his head, wear ing, f or  a moment , t he same t ouchy, 
medit at ing f r own of  t he f r et f ul and disappr oving old woman. ’ They ar e going t o kill you if  
you don’ t  wat ch out , and I  can see now t hat  you ar e not  going t o wat ch out . Why don’ t  
you use some sense and t r y t o be mor e like me? You might  live t o be a hundr ed and seven,
t oo.’
’ Because it ’ s bet t er  t o die on one’ s f eet  t han live on one’ s knees,’  Nat ely r et or t ed wit h 
t r iumphant  and lof t y convict ion. ’ I  guess you’ ve hear d t hat  saying bef or e.’
’ Yes, I  cer t ainly have,’  mused t he t r eacher ous old man, smiling again. ’ But  I ’ m af r aid you 
have it  backwar d. I t  is bet t er  t o live on one’ s f eet  t han die on one’ s knees. That  is t he 
way t he saying goes.’
’ Ar e you sur e?’  Nat ely asked wit h sober  conf usion. ’ I t  seems t o make mor e sense my 
way.’
’ No, it  makes mor e sense my way. Ask your  f r iends.’
Nat ely t ur ned t o ask his f r iends and discover ed t hey had gone. Yossar ian and Dunbar  had
bot h disappear ed. The old man r oar ed wit h cont empt uous mer r iment  at  Nat ely’ s look of  
embar r assed sur pr ise. Nat ely’ s f ace dar kened wit h shame. He vacillat ed helplessly f or  a 
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f ew seconds and t hen spun himself  ar ound and f led inside t he near est  of  t he hallways in 
sear ch of  Yossar ian and Dunbar , hoping t o cat ch t hem in t ime and br ing t hem back t o t he 
r escue wit h news of  t he r emar kable clash bet ween t he old man and Maj or  - de Cover ley. 
All t he door s in t he hallways wer e shut . Ther e was light  under  none. I t  was alr eady ver y 
lat e. Nat ely gave up his sear ch f or lor nly. Ther e was not hing lef t  f or  him t o do, he 
r ealized f inally, but  get  t he gir l he was in love wit h and lie down wit h her  somewher e t o 
make t ender , cour t eous love t o her  and plan t heir  f ut ur e t oget her ; but  she had gone of f  
t o bed, t oo, by t he t ime he r et ur ned t o t he sit t ing r oom f or  her , and t her e was not hing 
lef t  f or  him t o do t hen but  r esume his abor t ive discussion wit h t he loat hsome old man, 
who r ose f r om his ar mchair  wit h j est ing civilit y and excused himself  f or  t he night , 
abandoning Nat ely t her e wit h t wo blear y-eyed gir ls who could not  t ell him int o which 
r oom his own whor e had gone and who padded of f  t o bed sever al seconds lat er  af t er  
t r ying in vain t o int er est  him in t hemselves, leaving him t o sleep alone in t he sit t ing r oom 
on t he small, lumpy sof a.
Nat ely was a sensit ive, r ich, good-looking boy wit h dar k hair , t r ust ing eyes, and a pain in 
his neck when he awoke on t he sof a ear ly t he next  mor ning and wonder ed dully wher e he 
was. His nat ur e was invar iably gent le and polit e. He had lived f or  almost  t went y year s 
wit hout  t r auma, t ension, hat e, or  neur osis, which was pr oof  t o Yossar ian of  j ust  how 
cr azy he r eally was. His childhood had been a pleasant , t hough disciplined, one. He got  on 
well wit h his br ot her s and sist er s, and he did not  hat e his mot her  and f at her , even 
t hough t hey had bot h been ver y good t o him.
Nat ely had been br ought  up t o det est  people like Aar f y, whom his mot her  char act er ized 
as climber s, and people like Milo, whom his f at her  char act er ized as pusher s, but  he had 
never  lear ned how, since he had never  been per mit t ed near  t hem. As f ar  as he could 
r ecall, his homes in Philadelphia, New Yor k, Maine, Palm Beach, Sout hampt on, London, 
Deauville, Par is and t he sout h of  Fr ance had always been cr owded only wit h ladies and 
gent lemen who wer e not  climber s or  pusher s. Nat ely’ s mot her , a descendant  of  t he New 
England Thor nt ons, was a Daught er  of  t he Amer ican Revolut ion. His f at her  was a Son of  a
Bit ch.
’ Always r emember ,’  his mot her  had r eminded him f r equent ly, ’ t hat  you ar e a Nat ely. You 
ar e not  a Vander bilt , whose f or t une was made by a vulgar  t ugboat  capt ain, or  a 
Rockef eller , whose wealt h was amassed t hr ough unscr upulous speculat ions in cr ude 
pet r oleum; or  a Reynolds or  Duke, whose income was der ived f r om t he sale t o t he 
unsuspect ing public of  pr oduct s cont aining cancer -causing r esins and t ar s; and you ar e 
cer t ainly not  an Ast or , whose f amily, I  believe, st ill let s r ooms. You ar e a Nat ely, and t he 
Nat elys have never  done anyt hing f or  t heir  money.’
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’ What  your  mot her  means, son,’  int er j ect ed his f at her  af f ably one t ime wit h t hat  f lair  
f or  gr acef ul and economical expr ession Nat ely admir ed so much, ’ is t hat  old money is 
bet t er  t han new money and t hat  t he newly r ich ar e never  t o be est eemed as highly as t he
newly poor . I sn’ t  t hat  cor r ect , my dear ?
Nat ely’ s f at her  br immed cont inually wit h sage and sophist icat ed counsel of  t hat  kind. He 
was as ebullient  and r uddy as mulled clar et , and Nat ely liked him a gr eat  deal, alt hough he
did not  like mulled clar et . When war  br oke out , Nat ely’ s f amily decided t hat  he would 
enlist  in t he ar med f or ces, since he was t oo young t o be placed in t he diplomat ic ser vice, 
and since his f at her  had it  on excellent  aut hor it y t hat  Russia was going t o collapse in a 
mat t er  of  weeks or  mont hs and t hat  Hit ler , Chur chill, Roosevelt , Mussolini, Gandhi, 
Fr anco, Per on and t he Emper or  of  J apan would t hen all sign a peace t r eat y and live 
t oget her  happily ever  af t er . I t  was Nat ely’ s f at her ’ s idea t hat  he j oin t he Air  Cor ps, 
wher e he could t r ain saf ely as a pilot  while t he Russians capit ulat ed and t he det ails of  
t he ar mist ice wer e wor ked out , and wher e, as an of f icer , he would associat e only wit h 
gent lemen.
I nst ead, he f ound himself  wit h Yossar ian, Dunbar  and Hungr y J oe in a whor e house in 
Rome, poignant ly in love wit h an indif f er ent  gir l t her e wit h whom he f inally did lie down 
t he mor ning af t er  t he night  he slept  alone in t he sit t ing r oom, only t o be int er r upt ed 
almost  immediat ely by her  incor r igible kid sist er , who came bur st ing in wit hout  war ning 
and hur led her self  ont o t he bed j ealously so t hat  Nat ely could embr ace her , t oo. Nat ely’ s
whor e spr ang up snar ling t o whack her  angr ily and j er ked her  t o her  f eet  by her  hair . The
t welve-year -old gir l looked t o Nat ely like a plucked chicken or  like a t wig wit h t he bar k 
peeled of f  her  sapling body embar r assed ever yone in her  pr ecocious at t empt s t o imit at e 
her  elder s, and she was always being chased away t o put  clot hes on and or der ed out  int o 
t he st r eet  t o play in t he f r esh air  wit h t he ot her  childr en. The t wo sist er s swor e and 
spat  at  each ot her  now savagely, r aising a f luent , deaf ening commot ion t hat  br ought  a 
whole cr owd of  hilar ious spect at or s swar ming int o t he r oom. Nat ely gave up in 
exasper at ion. He asked his gir l t o get  dr essed and t ook her  downst air s f or  br eakf ast . 
The kid sist er  t agged along, and Nat ely f elt  like t he pr oud head of  a f amily as t he t hr ee 
of  t hem at e r espect ably in a near by open-air  caf ‚. But  Nat ely's whor e was alr eady bor ed 
by t he t ime t hey st ar t ed back, and she decided t o go st r eet walking wit h t wo ot her  gir ls 
r at her  t han spend mor e t ime wit h him. Nat ely and t he kid sist er  f ollowed meekly a block 
behind, t he ambit ious youngst er  t o pick up valuable point er s, Nat ely t o eat  his liver  in 
mooning f r ust r at ion, and bot h wer e saddened when t he gir ls wer e st opped by soldier s in a
st af f  car  and dr iven away.
Nat ely went  back t o t he caf ‚ and bought  t he kid sist er  chocolat e ice cr eam unt il her  
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spir it s impr oved and t hen r et ur ned wit h her  t o t he apar t ment , wher e Yossar ian and 
Dunbar  wer e f lopped out  in t he sit t ing r oom wit h an exhaust ed Hungr y J oe, who was st ill 
wear ing on his bat t er ed f ace t he blissf ul, numb, t r iumphant  smile wit h which he had 
limped int o view f r om his massive har em t hat  mor ning like a per son wit h numer ous br oken
bones. The lecher ous and depr aved old man was delight ed wit h Hungr y J oe’ s split  lips and
black-and-blue eyes. He gr eet ed Nat ely war mly, st ill wear ing t he same r umpled clot hes of
t he evening bef or e. Nat ely was pr of oundly upset  by his seedy and disr eput able 
appear ance, and whenever  he came t o t he apar t ment  he wished t hat  t he cor r upt , immor al
old man would put  on a clean Br ooks Br ot her s shir t , shave, comb his hair , wear  a t weed 
j acket , and gr ow a dapper  whit e must ache so t hat  Nat ely would not  have t o suf f er  such 
conf using shame each t ime he looked at  him and was r eminded of  his f at her .
24 MI LO
Apr il had been t he best  mont h of  all f or  Milo. Lilacs bloomed in Apr il and f r uit  r ipened on
t he vine. Hear t beat s quickened and old appet it es wer e r enewed. I n Apr il a livelier  ir is 
gleamed upon t he bur nished dove. Apr il was spr ing, and in t he spr ing Milo Minder binder ’ s 
f ancy had light ly t ur ned t o t hought s of  t anger ines.
’ Tanger ines?’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ My men would love t anger ines,’  admit t ed t he colonel in Sar dinia who commanded f our  
squadr ons of  B-26s.
’ Ther e’ ll be all t he t anger ines t hey can eat  t hat  you’ r e able t o pay f or  wit h money f r om 
your  mess f und,’  Milo assur ed him.
’ Casaba melons?’
’ Ar e going f or  a song in Damascus.’
’ I  have a weakness f or  casaba melons. I ’ ve always had a weakness f or  casaba melons.’
’ J ust  lend me one plane f r om each squadr on, j ust  one plane, and you’ ll have all t he 
casabas you can eat  t hat  you’ ve money t o pay f or .’
’ We buy f r om t he syndicat e?’
’ And ever ybody has a shar e.’
’ I t ’ s amazing, posit ively amazing. How can you do it ?’
’ Mass pur chasing power  makes t he big dif f er ence. For  example, br eaded veal cut let s.’
’ I ’ m not  so cr azy about  br eaded veal cut let s,’  gr umbled t he skept ical B-25 commander  in
t he nor t h of  Cor sica.
’ Br eaded veal cut let s ar e ver y nut r it ious,’  Milo admonished him piously. ’ They cont ain egg
yolk and br ead cr umbs. And so ar e lamb chops.’
’ Ah, lamb chops,’  echoed t he B-25 commander . ’ Good lamb chops?’
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’ The best ,’  said Milo, ’ t hat  t he black mar ket  has t o of f er .’
’ Baby lamb chops?’
’ I n t he cut est  lit t le pink paper  pant ies you ever  saw. Ar e going f or  a song in Por t ugal.’
’ I  can’ t  send a plane t o Por t ugal. I  haven’ t  t he aut hor it y.’
’ I  can, once you lend t he plane t o me. Wit h a pilot  t o f ly it . And don’ t  f or get  - you’ ll get  
Gener al Dr eedle.’
’ Will Gener al Dr eedle eat  in my mess hall again?’
’ Like a pig, once you st ar t  f eeding him my best  whit e f r esh eggs f r ied in my pur e 
cr eamer y but t er . Ther e’ ll be t anger ines t oo, and casaba melons, honeydews, f ilet  of  
Dover  sole, baked Alaska, and cockles and mussels.’
’ And ever ybody has a shar e?’
’ That ,’  said Milo, ’ is t he most  beaut if ul par t  of  it .’
’ I  don’ t  like it ,’  gr owled t he unco-oper at ive f ight er -plane commander , who didn’ t  like 
Milo eit her .
’ Ther e’ s an unco-oper at ive f ight er -plane commander  up nor t h who’ s got  it  in f or  me,’  
Milo complained t o Gener al Dr eedle. ’ I t  t akes j ust  one per son t o r uin t he whole t hing, and
t hen you wouldn’ t  have your  f r esh eggs f r ied in my pur e cr eamer y but t er  any mor e.’
Gener al Dr eedle had t he unco-oper at ive f ight er -plane commander  t r ansf er r ed t o t he 
Solomon I slands t o dig gr aves and r eplaced him wit h a senile colonel wit h bur sit is and a 
cr aving f or  lit chi nut s who int r oduced Milo t o t he B-17 gener al on t he mainland wit h a 
year ning f or  Polish sausage.
’ Polish sausage is going f or  peanut s in Cr acow,’  Milo inf or med him.
’ Polish sausage,’  sighed t he gener al nost algically. ’ You know, I ’ d give j ust  about  anyt hing 
f or  a good hunk of  Polish sausage. J ust  about  anyt hing.’
’ You don’ t  have t o give anyt hing. J ust  give me one plane f or  each mess hall and a pilot  
who will do what  he’ s t old. And a small down payment  on your  init ial or der  as a t oken of  
good f ait h.’
’ But  Cr acow is hundr eds of  miles behind t he enemy lines. How will you get  t o t he 
sausage?’
’ Ther e’ s an int er nat ional Polish sausage exchange in Geneva. I ’ ll j ust  f ly t he peanut s int o 
Swit zer land and exchange t hem f or  Polish sausage at  t he open mar ket  r at e. They’ ll f ly 
t he peanut s back t o Cr acow and I ’ ll f ly t he Polish sausage back t o you. You buy only as 
much Polish sausage as you want  t hr ough t he syndicat e. Ther e’ ll be t anger ines t oo, wit h 
only a lit t le ar t if icial color ing added. And eggs f r om Malt a and Scot ch f r om Sicily. You’ ll 
be paying t he money t o your self  when you buy f r om t he syndicat e, since you’ ll own a 
shar e, so you’ ll r eally be get t ing ever yt hing you buy f or  not hing. Doesn’ t  t hat  makes 
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sense?’
’ Sheer  genius. How in t he wor ld did you ever  t hink of  it ?’
’ My name is Milo Minder binder . I  am t went y-seven year s old.’
Milo Minder binder ’ s planes f lew in f r om ever ywher e, t he pur suit  planes, bomber s, and 
car go ships st r eaming int o Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s f ield wit h pilot s at  t he cont r ols who would 
do what  t hey wer e t old. The planes wer e decor at ed wit h f lamboyant  squadr on emblems 
illust r at ing such laudable ideals as Cour age, Might , J ust ice, Tr ut h, Liber t y, Love, Honor  
and Pat r iot ism t hat  wer e paint ed out  at  once by Milo’ s mechanics wit h a double coat  of  
f lat  whit e and r eplaced in gar ish pur ple wit h t he st enciled name M & M ENTERPRI SES, 
FI NE FRUI TS AND PRODUCE. The ’ M & M’  I n ’ M & M ENTERPRI SES’  st ood f or  Milo & 
Minder binder , and t he & was inser t ed, Milo r evealed candidly, t o nullif y any impr ession 
t hat  t he syndicat e was a one-man oper at ion. Planes ar r ived f or  Milo f r om air f ields in 
I t aly, Nor t h Af r ica and England, and f r om Air  Tr anspor t  Command st at ions in Liber ia, 
Ascension I sland, Cair o, and Kar achi. Pur suit  planes wer e t r aded f or  addit ional car go 
ships or  r et ained f or  emer gency invoice dut y and small-par cel ser vice; t r ucks and t anks 
wer e pr ocur ed f r om t he gr ound f or ces and used f or  shor t -dist ance r oad hauling. 
Ever ybody had a shar e, and men got  f at  and moved about  t amely wit h t oot hpicks in t heir  
gr easy lips. Milo super vised t he whole expanding oper at ion by himself . Deep ot t er -br own 
lines of  pr eoccupat ion et ched t hemselves per manent ly int o his car ewor n f ace and gave 
him a har r ied look of  sobr iet y and mist r ust . Ever ybody but  Yossar ian t hought  Milo was a 
j er k, f ir st  f or  volunt eer ing f or  t he j ob of  mess of f icer  and next  f or  t aking it  so 
ser iously. Yossar ian also t hought  t hat  Milo was a j er k; but  he also knew t hat  Milo was a 
genius.
One day Milo f lew away t o England t o pick up a load of  Tur kish halvah and came f lying 
back f r om Madagascar  leading f our  Ger man bomber s f illed wit h yams, collar ds, must ar d 
gr eens and black-eyed Geor gia peas. Milo was dumbf ounded when he st epped down t o t he 
gr ound and f ound a cont ingent  of  ar med M.P.s wait ing t o impr ison t he Ger man pilot s and 
conf iscat e t heir  planes. Conf iscat e! The mer e wor d was anat hema t o him, and he st or med 
back and f or t h in excor iat ing condemnat ion, shaking a pier cing f inger  of  r ebuke in t he 
guilt -r idden f aces of  Colonel Cat hcar t , Colonel Kor n and t he poor  bat t le-scar r ed capt ain 
wit h t he submachine gun who commanded t he M.P.s.
’ I s t his Russia?’  Milo assailed t hem incr edulously at  t he t op of  his voice. ’ Conf iscat e?’  he
shr ieked, as t hough he could not  believe his own ear s. ’ Since when is it  t he policy of  t he 
Amer ican gover nment  t o conf iscat e t he pr ivat e pr oper t y of  it s cit izens? Shame on you! 
Shame on all of  you f or  even t hinking such a hor r ible t hought .’
’ But  Milo,’  Maj or  Danby int er r upt ed t imidly, ’ we’ r e at  war  wit h Ger many, and t hose ar e 
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Ger man planes.’
’ They ar e no such t hing!’  Milo r et or t ed f ur iously. ’ Those planes belong t o t he syndicat e, 
and ever ybody has a shar e. Conf iscat e? How can you possibly conf iscat e your  own pr ivat e 
pr oper t y? Conf iscat e, indeed! I ’ ve never  hear d anyt hing so depr aved in my whole lif e.’
And sur e enough, Milo was r ight , f or  when t hey looked, his mechanics had paint ed out  t he
Ger man swast ikas on t he wings, t ails and f uselages wit h double coat s of  f lat  whit e and 
st enciled in t he wor ds M & M ENTERPRI SES, FI NE FRUI TS AND PRODUCE. Right  
bef or e t heir  eyes he had t r ansf or med his syndicat e int o an int er nat ional car t el.
Milo’ s ar gosies of  plent y now f illed t he air . Planes pour ed in f r om Nor way, Denmar k, 
Fr ance, Ger many, Aust r ia, I t aly, Yugoslavia, Romania, Bulgar ia, Sweden, Finland, Poland - 
f r om ever ywher e in Eur ope, in f act , but  Russia, wit h whom Milo r ef used t o do business. 
When ever ybody who was going t o had signed up wit h M & M Ent er pr ises, Fine Fr uit s and 
Pr oduce, Milo cr eat ed a wholly owned subsidiar y, M & M Fancy Past r y, and obt ained mor e 
air planes and mor e money f r om t he mess f unds f or  scones and cr umpet s f r om t he Br it ish
I sles, pr une and cheese Danish f r om Copenhagen, ‚clair s, cr eam puf f s, Napoleons and 
pet it s f our s f r om Par is, Reims and Gr enoble, Kugelhopf , pumper nickel and Pf ef f er kuchen 
f r om Ber lin, Linzer  and Dobos Tor t en f r om Vienna, St r udel f r om Hungar y and baklava 
f r om Ankar a. Each mor ning Milo sent  planes alof t  all over  Eur ope and Nor t h Af r ica 
hauling long r ed t ow signs adver t ising t he day's specials in lar ge squar e let t er s: 
'EYEROUND, 79›. . . WHI TI NG, 21›.' He boost ed cash income f or  t he syndicat e by 
leasing t ow signs t o Pet  Milk, Gaines Dog Food, and Noxzema. I n a spir it  of  civic 
ent er pr ise, he r egular ly allot t ed a cer t ain amount  of  f r ee aer ial adver t ising space t o 
Gener al Peckem f or  t he pr opagat ion of  such messages in t he public int er est  as 
NEATNESS COUNTS, HASTE MAKES WASTE, and THE FAMI LY THAT PRAYS 
TOGETHER STAYS TOGETHER. Milo pur chased spot  r adio announcement s on Axis 
Sally's and Lor d Haw Haw's daily pr opaganda br oadcast s f r om Ber lin t o keep t hings 
moving. Business boomed on ever y bat t lef r ont .
Milo's planes wer e a f amiliar  sight . They had f r eedom of  passage ever ywher e, and one 
day Milo cont r act ed wit h t he Amer ican milit ar y aut hor it ies t o bomb t he Ger man-held 
highway br idge at  Or viet o and wit h t he Ger man milit ar y aut hor it ies t o def end t he 
highway br idge at  Or viet o wit h ant iair cr af t  f ir e against  his own at t ack. His f ee f or  
at t acking t he br idge f or  Amer ica was t he t ot al cost  of  t he oper at ion plus six per  cent  
and his f ee f r om Ger many f or  def ending t he br idge was t he same cost -plus-six 
agr eement  augment ed by a mer it  bonus of  a t housand dollar s f or  ever y Amer ican plane he
shot  down. The consummat ion of  t hese deals r epr esent ed an impor t ant  vict or y f or  
pr ivat e ent er pr ise, he point ed out , since t he ar mies of  bot h count r ies wer e socialized 
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inst it ut ions. Once t he cont r act s wer e signed, t her e seemed t o be no point  in using t he 
r esour ces of  t he syndicat e t o bomb and def end t he br idge, inasmuch as bot h 
gover nment s had ample men and mat er ial r ight  t her e t o do so and wer e per f ect ly happy 
t o cont r ibut e t hem, and in t he end Milo r ealized a f ant ast ic pr of it  f r om bot h halves of  
his pr oj ect  f or  doing not hing mor e t han signing his name t wice.
The ar r angement s wer e f air  t o bot h sides. Since Milo did have f r eedom of  passage 
ever ywher e, his planes wer e able t o st eal over  in a sneak at t ack wit hout  aler t ing t he 
Ger man ant iair cr af t  gunner s; and since Milo knew about  t he at t ack, he was able t o aler t  
t he Ger man ant iair cr af t  gunner s in suf f icient  t ime f or  t hem t o begin f ir ing accur at ely 
t he moment  t he planes came int o r ange. I t  was an ideal ar r angement  f or  ever yone but  t he
dead man in Yossar ian’ s t ent , who was killed over  t he t ar get  t he day he ar r ived.
’ I  didn’ t  kill him!’  Milo kept  r eplying passionat ely t o Yossar ian’ s angr y pr ot est . ’ I  wasn’ t  
even t her e t hat  day, I  t ell you. Do you t hink I  was down t her e on t he gr ound f ir ing an 
ant iair cr af t  gun when t he planes came over ?’
’ But  you or ganized t he whole t hing, didn’ t  you?’  Yossar ian shout ed back at  him in t he 
velvet  dar kness cloaking t he pat h leading past  t he st ill vehicles of  t he mot or  pool t o t he 
open-air  movie t heat er .
’ And I  didn’ t  or ganize anyt hing,’  Milo answer ed indignant ly, dr awing gr eat  agit at ed snif f s
of  air  in t hr ough his hissing, pale, t wit ching nose. ’ The Ger mans have t he br idge, and we 
wer e going t o bomb it , whet her  I  st epped int o t he pict ur e or  not . I  j ust  saw a wonder f ul 
oppor t unit y t o make some pr of it  out  of  t he mission, and I  t ook it . What ’ s so t er r ible 
about  t hat ?’
’ What ’ s so t er r ible about  it ? Milo, a man in my t ent  was killed on t hat  mission bef or e he 
could even unpack his bags.’
’ But  I  didn’ t  kill him.’
’ You got  a t housand dollar s ext r a f or  it .’
’ But  I  didn’ t  kill him. I  wasn’ t  even t her e, I  t ell you. I  was in Bar celona buying olive oil 
and skinless and boneless sar dines, and I ’ ve got  t he pur chase or der s t o pr ove it . And I  
didn’ t  get  t he t housand dollar s. That  t housand dollar s went  t o t he syndicat e, and 
ever ybody got  a shar e, even you.’  Milo was appealing t o Yossar ian f r om t he bot t om of  his 
soul. ’ Look, I  didn’ t  st ar t  t his war , Yossar ian, no mat t er  what  t hat  lousy Wint er gr een is 
saying. I ’ m j ust  t r ying t o put  it  on a businesslike basis. I s anyt hing wr ong wit h t hat ? You 
know, a t housand dollar s ain’ t  such a bad pr ice f or  a medium bomber  and a cr ew. I f  I  can 
per suade t he Ger mans t o pay me a t housand dollar s f or  ever y plane t hey shoot  down, why
shouldn’ t  I  t ake it ?’
’ Because you’ r e dealing wit h t he enemy, t hat ’ s why. Can’ t  you under st and t hat  we’ r e 
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f ight ing a war ? People ar e dying. Look ar ound you, f or  Chr ist ’ s sake!’
Milo shook his head wit h wear y f or bear ance. ’ And t he Ger mans ar e not  our  enemies,’  he 
declar ed. ’ Oh I  know what  you’ r e going t o say. Sur e, we’ r e at  war  wit h t hem. But  t he 
Ger mans ar e also member s in good st anding of  t he syndicat e, and it ’ s my j ob t o pr ot ect  
t heir  r ight s as shar eholder s. Maybe t hey did st ar t  t he war , and maybe t hey ar e killing 
millions of  people, but  t hey pay t heir  bills a lot  mor e pr ompt ly t han some allies of  our s I  
could name. Don’ t  you under st and t hat  I  have t o r espect  t he sanct it y of  my cont r act  
wit h Ger many? Can’ t  you see it  f r om my point  of  view?’
’ No,’  Yossar ian r ebuf f ed him har shly.
Milo was st ung and made no ef f or t  t o disguise his wounded f eelings. I t  was a muggy, 
moonlit  night  f illed wit h gnat s, mot hs, and mosquit oes. Milo lif t ed his ar m suddenly and 
point ed t owar d t he open-air  t heat er , wher e t he milky, dust -f illed beam bur st ing 
hor izont ally f r om t he pr oj ect or  slashed a conelike swat h in t he blackness and dr aped in a 
f luor escent  membr ane of  light  t he audience t ilt ed on t he seat s t her e in hypnot ic sags, 
t heir  f aces f ocused upwar d t owar d t he aluminized movie scr een. Milo’ s eyes wer e liquid 
wit h int egr it y, and his ar t less and uncor r upt ed f ace was lust r ous wit h a shining mixt ur e 
of  sweat  and insect  r epellent .
’ Look at  t hem,’  he exclaimed in a voice choked wit h emot ion. ’ They’ r e my f r iends, my 
count r ymen, my comr ades in ar ms. A f ellow never  had a bet t er  bunch of  buddies. Do you 
t hink I ’ d do a single t hing t o har m t hem if  I  didn’ t  have t o? Haven’ t  I  got  enough on my 
mind? Can’ t  you see how upset  I  am alr eady about  all t hat  cot t on piling up on t hose pier s 
in Egypt ?’  Milo’ s voice splint er ed int o f r agment s, and he clut ched at  Yossar ian’ s shir t  
f r ont  as t hough dr owning. His eyes wer e t hr obbing visibly like br own cat er pillar s. 
’ Yossar ian, what  am I  going t o do wit h so much cot t on? I t ’ s all your  f ault  f or  let t ing me 
buy it .’
The cot t on was piling up on t he pier s in Egypt , and nobody want ed any. Milo had never  
dr eamed t hat  t he Nile Valley could be so f er t ile or  t hat  t her e would be no mar ket  at  all 
f or  t he cr op he had bought . The mess halls in his syndicat e would not  help; t hey r ose up 
in uncompr omising r ebellion against  his pr oposal t o t ax t hem on a per  capit a basis in or der
t o enable each man t o own his own shar e of  t he Egypt ian cot t on cr op. Even his r eliable 
f r iends t he Ger mans f ailed him in t his cr isis: t hey pr ef er r ed er sat z. Milo’ s mess halls 
would not  even help him st or e t he cot t on, and his war ehousing cost s skyr ocket ed and 
cont r ibut ed t o t he devast at ing dr ain upon his cash r eser ves. The pr of it s f r om t he 
Or viet o mission wer e sucked away. He began wr it ing home f or  t he money he had sent  
back in bet t er  days; soon t hat  was almost  gone. And new bales of  cot t on kept  ar r iving on 
t he whar ves at  Alexandr ia ever y day. Each t ime he succeeded in dumping some on t he 
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wor ld mar ket  f or  a loss it  was snapped up by canny Egypt ian br oker s in t he Levant , who 
sold it  back t o him at  t he or iginal pr ice, so t hat  he was r eally wor se of f  t han bef or e.
M & M Ent er pr ises ver ged on collapse. Milo cur sed himself  hour ly f or  his monument al 
gr eed and st upidit y in pur chasing t he ent ir e Egypt ian cot t on cr op, but  a cont r act  was a 
cont r act  and had t o be honor ed, and one night , af t er  a sumpt uous evening meal, all Milo’ s 
f ight er s and bomber s t ook of f , j oined in f or mat ion dir ect ly over head and began dr opping 
bombs on t he gr oup. He had landed anot her  cont r act  wit h t he Ger mans, t his t ime t o bomb
his own out f it . Milo’ s planes separ at ed in a well co-or dinat ed at t ack and bombed t he f uel 
st ocks and t he or dnance dump, t he r epair  hangar s and t he B-25 bomber s r est ing on t he 
lollipop-shaped har dst ands at  t he f ield. His cr ews spar ed t he landing st r ip and t he mess 
halls so t hat  t hey could land saf ely when t heir  wor k was done and enj oy a hot  snack 
bef or e r et ir ing. They bombed wit h t heir  landing light s on, since no one was shoot ing back.
They bombed all f our  squadr ons, t he of f icer s’  club and t he Gr oup Headquar t er s building. 
Men bolt ed f r om t heir  t ent s in sheer  t er r or  and did not  know in which dir ect ion t o t ur n. 
Wounded soon lay scr eaming ever ywher e. A clust er  of  f r agment at ion bombs exploded in 
t he yar d of  t he of f icer s’  club and punched j agged holes in t he side of  t he wooden 
building and in t he bellies and backs of  a r ow of  lieut enant s and capt ains st anding at  t he 
bar . They doubled over  in agony and dr opped. The r est  of  t he of f icer s f led t owar d t he 
t wo exit s in panic and j ammed up t he door ways like a dense, howling dam of  human f lesh 
as t hey shr ank f r om going f ar t her .
Colonel Cat hcar t  clawed and elbowed his way t hr ough t he unr uly, bewilder ed mass unt il he
st ood out side by himself . He st ar ed up at  t he sky in st ar k ast onishment  and hor r or . 
Milo’ s planes, ballooning ser enely in over  t he blossoming t r eet ops wit h t heir  bomb bay 
door s open and wing f laps down and wit h t heir  monst r ous, bug-eyed, blinding, f ier cely 
f licker ing, eer ie landing light s on, wer e t he most  apocalypt ic sight  he had ever  beheld. 
Colonel Cat hcar t  let  go a st r icken gasp of  dismay and hur led himself  headlong int o his 
j eep, almost  sobbing. He f ound t he gas pedal and t he ignit ion and sped t owar d t he air f ield
as f ast  as t he r ocking car  would car r y him, his huge f labby hands clenched and bloodless 
on t he wheel or  blar ing his hor n t or ment edly. Once he almost  killed himself  when he 
swer ved wit h a banshee scr eech of  t ir es t o avoid plowing int o a bunch of  men r unning 
cr azily t owar d t he hills in t heir  under wear  wit h t heir  st unned f aces down and t heir  t hin 
ar ms pr essed high ar ound t heir  t emples as puny shields. Yellow, or ange and r ed f ir es 
wer e bur ning on bot h sides of  t he r oad. Tent s and t r ees wer e in f lames, and Milo’ s planes
kept  coming ar ound int er minably wit h t heir  blinking whit e landing light s on and t heir  bomb
bay door s open. Colonel Cat hcar t  almost  t ur ned t he j eep over  when he slammed t he 
br akes on at  t he cont r ol t ower . He leaped f r om t he car  while it  was st ill skidding 
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danger ously and hur t led up t he f light  of  st eps inside, wher e t hr ee men wer e busy at  t he 
inst r ument s and t he cont r ols. He bowled t wo of  t hem aside in his lunge f or  t he 
nickel-plat ed micr ophone, his eyes glit t er ing wildly and his beef y f ace cont or t ed wit h 
st r ess. He squeezed t he micr ophone in a best ial gr ip and began shout ing hyst er ically at  
t he t op of  his voice.
’ Milo, you son of  a bit ch! Ar e you cr azy? What  t he hell ar e you doing? Come down! Come 
down!’
’ St op holler ing so much, will you?’  answer ed Milo, who was st anding t her e r ight  beside 
him in t he cont r ol t ower  wit h a micr ophone of  his own. ’ I ’ m r ight  her e.’  Milo looked at  
him wit h r epr oof  and t ur ned back t o his wor k. ’ Ver y good, men, ver y good,’  he chant ed 
int o his micr ophone. ’ But  I  see one supply shed st ill st anding. That  will never  do, Pur vis - 
I ’ ve spoken t o you about  t hat  kind of  shoddy wor k bef or e. Now, you go r ight  back t her e 
t his minut e and t r y it  again. And t his t ime come in slowly... slowly. Hast e makes wast e, 
Pur vis. Hast e makes wast e. I f  I ’ ve t old you t hat  once, I  must  have t old you t hat  a 
hundr ed t imes. Hast e makes wast e.’
The loudspeaker  over head began squawking. ’ Milo, t his is Alvin Br own. I ’ ve f inished 
dr opping my bombs. What  should I  do now?’
’ St r af e,’  said Milo.
’ St r af e?’  Alvin Br own was shocked.
’ We have no choice,’  Milo inf or med him r esignedly. ’ I t ’ s in t he cont r act .’
’ Oh, okay, t hen,’  Alvin Br own acquiesced. ’ I n t hat  case I ’ ll st r af e.’
This t ime Milo had gone t oo f ar . Bombing his own men and planes was mor e t han even t he 
most  phlegmat ic obser ver  could st omach, and it  looked like t he end f or  him. High-r anking 
gover nment  of f icials pour ed in t o invest igat e. Newspaper s inveighed against  Milo wit h 
glar ing headlines, and Congr essmen denounced t he at r ocit y in st ent or ian wr at h and 
clamor ed f or  punishment . Mot her s wit h childr en in t he ser vice or ganized int o milit ant  
gr oups and demanded r evenge. Not  one voice was r aised in his def ense. Decent  people 
ever ywher e wer e af f r ont ed, and Milo was all washed up unt il he opened his books t o t he 
public and disclosed t he t r emendous pr of it  he had made. He could r eimbur se t he 
gover nment  f or  all t he people and pr oper t y he had dest r oyed and st ill have enough money
lef t  over  t o cont inue buying Egypt ian cot t on. Ever ybody, of  cour se, owned a shar e. And 
t he sweet est  par t  of  t he whole deal was t hat  t her e r eally was no need t o r eimbur se t he 
gover nment  at  all.
’ I n a democr acy, t he gover nment  is t he people,’  Milo explained. ’ We’ r e people, ar en’ t  
we? So we might  j ust  as well keep t he money and eliminat e t he middleman. Fr ankly, I ’ d 
like t o see t he gover nment  get  out  of  war  alt oget her  and leave t he whole f ield t o pr ivat e 
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indust r y. I f  we pay t he gover nment  ever yt hing we owe it , we’ ll only be encour aging 
gover nment  cont r ol and discour aging ot her  individuals f r om bombing t heir  own men and 
planes. We’ ll be t aking away t heir  incent ive.’
Milo was cor r ect , of  cour se, as ever yone soon agr eed but  a f ew embit t er ed misf it s like 
Doc Daneeka, who sulked cant anker ously and mut t er ed of f ensive insinuat ions about  t he 
mor alit y of  t he whole vent ur e unt il Milo mollif ied him wit h a donat ion, in t he name of  t he 
syndicat e, of  a light weight  aluminum collapsible gar den chair  t hat  Doc Daneeka could f old 
up convenient ly and car r y out side his t ent  each t ime Chief  Whit e Half oat  came inside his 
t ent  and car r y back inside his t ent  each t ime Chief  Whit e Half oat  came out . Doc Daneeka
had lost  his head dur ing Milo’ s bombar dment ; inst ead of  r unning f or  cover , he had 
r emained out  in t he open and per f or med his dut y, slit her ing along t he gr ound t hr ough 
shr apnel, st r af ing and incendiar y bombs like a f ur t ive, wily lizar d f r om casualt y t o 
casualt y, administ er ing t our niquet s, mor phine, splint s and sulf anilamide wit h a dar k and 
dolef ul visage, never  saying one wor d mor e t han he had t o and r eading in each man’ s 
bluing wound a dr eadf ul por t ent  of  his own decay. He wor ked himself  r elent lessly int o 
exhaust ion bef or e t he long night  was over  and came down wit h a snif e t he next  day t hat  
sent  him hur r ying quer ulously int o t he medical t ent  t o have his t emper at ur e t aken by Gus 
and Wes and t o obt ain a must ar d plast er  and vapor izer .
Doc Daneeka t ended each moaning man t hat  night  wit h t he same glum and pr of ound and 
int r over t ed gr ief  he showed at  t he air f ield t he day of  t he Avignon mission when 
Yossar ian climbed down t he f ew st eps of  his plane naked, in a st at e of  ut t er  shock, wit h 
Snowden smear ed abundant ly all over  his bar e heels and t oes, knees, ar ms and f inger s, 
and point ed inside wor dlessly t owar d wher e t he young r adio-gunner  lay f r eezing t o deat h 
on t he f loor  beside t he st ill younger  t ail-gunner  who kept  f alling back int o a dead f aint  
each t ime he opened his eyes and saw Snowden dying.
Doc Daneeka dr aped a blanket  ar ound Yossar ian’ s shoulder s almost  t ender ly af t er  
Snowden had been r emoved f r om t he plane and car r ied int o an ambulance on a st r et cher . 
He led Yossar ian t owar d his j eep. McWat t  helped, and t he t hr ee dr ove in silence t o t he 
squadr on medical t ent , wher e McWat t  and Doc Daneeka guided Yossar ian inside t o a chair
and washed Snowden of f  him wit h cold wet  balls of  absor bent  cot t on. Doc Daneeka gave 
him a pill and a shot  t hat  put  him t o sleep f or  t welve hour s. When Yossar ian woke up and 
went  t o see him, Doc Daneeka gave him anot her  pill and a shot  t hat  put  him t o sleep f or  
anot her  t welve hour s. When Yossar ian woke up again and went  t o see him, Doc Daneeka 
made r eady t o give him anot her  pill and a shot .
’ How long ar e you going t o keep giving me t hose pills and shot s?’  Yossar ian asked him.
’ Unt il you f eel bet t er .’
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’ I  f eel all r ight  now.’
Doc Daneeka’ s f r ail sunt anned f or ehead f ur r owed wit h sur pr ise. ’ Then why don’ t  you put
some clot hes on? Why ar e you walking ar ound naked?’
’ I  don’ t  want  t o wear  a unif or m any mor e.’
Doc Daneeka accept ed t he explanat ion and put  away his hypoder mic syr inge. ’ Ar e you 
sur e you f eel all r ight ?’
’ I  f eel f ine. I ’ m j ust  a lit t le logy f r om all t hose pills and shot s you’ ve been giving me.’
Yossar ian went  about  his business wit h no clot hes on all t he r est  of  t hat  day and was st ill 
naked lat e t he next  mor ning when Milo, af t er  hunt ing ever ywher e else, f inally f ound him 
sit t ing up a t r ee a small dist ance in back of  t he quaint  lit t le milit ar y cemet er y at  which 
Snowden was being bur ied. Milo was dr essed in his cust omar y business at t ir e - olive-dr ab 
t r ouser s, a f r esh olive-dr ab shir t  and t ie, wit h one silver  f ir st  lieut enant ’ s bar  gleaming 
on t he collar , and a r egulat ion dr ess cap wit h a st if f  leat her  bill.
’ I ’ ve been looking all over  f or  you,’  Milo called up t o Yossar ian f r om t he gr ound 
r epr oachf ully.
’ You should have looked f or  me in t his t r ee,’  Yossar ian answer ed. ’ I ’ ve been up her e all 
mor ning.’
’ Come on down and t ast e t his and t ell me if  it ’ s good. I t ’ s ver y impor t ant .’
Yossar ian shook his head. He sat  nude on t he lowest  limb of  t he t r ee and balanced 
himself  wit h bot h hands gr asping t he bough dir ect ly above. He r ef used t o budge, and 
Milo had no choice but  t o st r et ch bot h ar ms about  t he t r unk in a dist ast ef ul hug and 
st ar t  climbing. He st r uggled upwar d clumsily wit h loud gr unt s and wheezes, and his 
clot hes wer e squashed and cr ooked by t he t ime he pulled himself  up high enough t o hook 
a leg over  t he limb and pause f or  br eat h. His dr ess cap was askew and in danger  of  f alling.
Milo caught  it  j ust  in t ime when it  began slipping. Globules of  per spir at ion glist ened like 
t r anspar ent  pear ls ar ound his must ache and swelled like opaque blist er s under  his eyes. 
Yossar ian wat ched him impassively. Caut iously Milo wor ked himself  ar ound in a half  cir cle 
so t hat  he could f ace Yossar ian. He unwr apped t issue paper  f r om somet hing sof t , r ound 
and br own and handed it  t o Yossar ian.
’ Please t ast e t his and let  me know what  you t hink. I ’ d like t o ser ve it  t o t he men.’
’ What  is it ?’  asked Yossar ian, and t ook a big bit e.
’ Chocolat e-cover ed cot t on.’
Yossar ian gagged convulsively and spr ayed his big mout hf ul of  chocolat e-cover ed cot t on 
r ight  int o Milo’ s f ace. ’ Her e, t ake it  back!’  he spout ed angr ily. ’ J esus Chr ist ! Have you 
gone cr azy? You didn’ t  even t ake t he goddam seeds out .’
’ Give it  a chance, will you?’  Milo begged. ’ I t  can’ t  be t hat  bad. I s it  r eally t hat  bad?’
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’ I t ’ s even wor se.’
’ But  I ’ ve got  t o make t he mess halls f eed it  t o t he men.’
’ They’ ll never  be able t o swallow it .’
’ They’ ve got  t o swallow it ,’  Milo or dained wit h dict at or ial gr andeur , and almost  br oke his 
neck when he let  go wit h one ar m t o wave a r ight eous f inger  in t he air .
’ Come on out  her e,’  Yossar ian invit ed him. ’ You’ ll be much saf er , and you can see 
ever yt hing.’
Gr ipping t he bough above wit h bot h hands, Milo began inching his way out  on t he limb 
sideways wit h ut most  car e and appr ehension. His f ace was r igid wit h t ension, and he 
sighed wit h r elief  when he f ound himself  seat ed secur ely beside Yossar ian. He st r oked 
t he t r ee af f ect ionat ely. ’ This is a pr et t y good t r ee,’  he obser ved admir ingly wit h 
pr opr iet ar y gr at it ude.
’ I t ’ s t he t r ee of  lif e,’  Yossar ian answer ed, waggling his t oes, ’ and of  knowledge of  good 
and evil, t oo.’
Milo squint ed closely at  t he bar k and br anches. ’ No it  isn’ t ,’  he r eplied. ’ I t ’ s a chest nut  
t r ee. I  ought  t o know. I  sell chest nut s.’
’ Have it  your  way.’
They sat  in t he t r ee wit hout  t alking f or  sever al seconds, t heir  legs dangling and t heir  
hands almost  st r aight  up on t he bough above, t he one complet ely nude but  f or  a pair  of  
cr epe-soled sandals, t he ot her  complet ely dr essed in a coar se olive-dr ab woolen unif or m 
wit h his t ie knot t ed t ight . Milo st udied Yossar ian dif f ident ly t hr ough t he cor ner  of  his 
eye, hesit at ing t act f ully.
’ I  want  t o ask you somet hing,’  he said at  last . ’ You don’ t  have any clot hes on. I  don’ t  
want  t o but t  in or  anyt hing, but  I  j ust  want  t o know. Why ar en’ t  you wear ing your  
unif or m?’
’ I  don’ t  want  t o.’
Milo nodded r apidly like a spar r ow pecking. ’ I  see, I  see,’  he st at ed quickly wit h a look of  
vivid conf usion. ’ I  under st and per f ect ly. I  hear d Appleby and Capt ain Black say you had 
gone cr azy, and I  j ust  want ed t o f ind out .’  He hesit at ed polit ely again, weighing his next  
quest ion. ’ Ar en’ t  you ever  going t o put  your  unif or m on again?’
’ I  don’ t  t hink so.’
Milo nodded wit h spur ious vim t o indicat e he st ill under st ood and t hen sat  silent , 
r uminat ing gr avely wit h t r oubled misgiving. A scar let -cr est ed bir d shot  by below, 
br ushing sur e dar k wings against  a quiver ing bush. Yossar ian and Milo wer e cover ed in 
t heir  bower  by t issue-t hin t ier s of  sloping gr een and lar gely sur r ounded by ot her  gr ay 
chest nut  t r ees and a silver  spr uce. The sun was high over head in a vast  sapphir e-blue sky 
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beaded wit h low, isolat ed, puf f y clouds of  dr y and immaculat e whit e. Ther e was no 
br eeze, and t he leaves about  t hem hung mot ionless. The shade was f eat her y. Ever yt hing 
was at  peace but  Milo, who st r aight ened suddenly wit h a muf f led cr y and began point ing 
excit edly.
’ Look at  t hat !’  he exclaimed in alar m. ’ Look at  t hat ! That ’ s a f uner al going on down t her e.
That  looks like t he cemet er y. I sn’ t  it ?’
Yossar ian answer ed him slowly in a level voice. ’ They’ r e bur ying t hat  kid who got  killed in 
my plane over  Avignon t he ot her  day. Snowden.’
’ What  happened t o him?’  Milo asked in a voice deadened wit h awe.
’ He got  killed.’
’ That ’ s t er r ible,’  Milo gr ieved, and his lar ge br own eyes f illed wit h t ear s. ’ That  poor  kid. 
I t  r eally is t er r ible.’  He bit  his t r embling lip har d, and his voice r ose wit h emot ion when 
he cont inued. ’ And it  will get  even wor se if  t he mess halls don’ t  agr ee t o buy my cot t on. 
Yossar ian, what ’ s t he mat t er  wit h t hem? Don’ t  t hey r ealize it ’ s t heir  syndicat e? Don’ t  
t hey know t hey’ ve all got  a shar e?’
’ Did t he dead man in my t ent  have a shar e?’  Yossar ian demanded caust ically.
’ Of  cour se he did,’  Milo assur ed him lavishly. ’ Ever ybody in t he squadr on has a shar e.’
’ He was killed bef or e he even got  int o t he squadr on.’
Milo made a def t  gr imace of  t r ibulat ion and t ur ned away. ’ I  wish you’ d st op picking on me
about  t hat  dead man in your  t ent ,’  he pleaded peevishly. ’ I  t old you I  didn’ t  have 
anyt hing t o do wit h killing him. I s it  my f ault  t hat  I  saw t his gr eat  oppor t unit y t o cor ner  
t he mar ket  on Egypt ian cot t on and got  us int o all t his t r ouble? Was I  supposed t o know 
t her e was going t o be a glut ? I  didn’ t  even know what  a glut  was in t hose days. An 
oppor t unit y t o cor ner  a mar ket  doesn’ t  come along ver y of t en, and I  was pr et t y shr ewd 
t o gr ab t he chance when I  had it .’  Milo gulped back a moan as he saw six unif or med 
pallbear er s lif t  t he plain pine cof f in f r om t he ambulance and set  it  gent ly down on t he 
gr ound beside t he yawning gash of  t he f r eshly dug gr ave. ’ And now I  can’ t  get  r id of  a 
single penny’ s wor t h,’  he mour ned.
Yossar ian was unmoved by t he f ust ian char ade of  t he bur ial cer emony, and by Milo’ s 
cr ushing ber eavement . The chaplain’ s voice f loat ed up t o him t hr ough t he dist ance 
t enuously in an unint elligible, almost  inaudible monot one, like a gaseous mur mur . Yossar ian 
could make out  Maj or  Maj or  by his t ower ing and lanky aloof ness and t hought  he 
r ecognized Maj or  Danby mopping his br ow wit h a handker chief . Maj or  Danby had not  
st opped shaking since his r un-in wit h Gener al Dr eedle. Ther e wer e st r ands of  enlist ed 
men molded in a cur ve ar ound t he t hr ee of f icer s, as inf lexible as lumps of  wood, and f our
idle gr avedigger s in st r eaked f at igues lounging indif f er ent ly on spades near  t he shocking,
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incongr uous heap of  loose copper r ed ear t h. As Yossar ian st ar ed, t he chaplain elevat ed his
gaze t owar d Yossar ian beat if ically, pr essed his f inger s down over  his eyeballs in a manner
of  af f lict ion, peer ed upwar d again t owar d Yossar ian sear chingly, and bowed his head, 
concluding what  Yossar ian t ook t o be a climact ic par t  of  t he f uner al r it e. The f our  men in 
f at igues lif t ed t he cof f in on slings and lower ed it  int o t he gr ave. Milo shudder ed 
violent ly.
’ I  can’ t  wat ch it ,’  he cr ied, t ur ning away in anguish. ’ I  j ust  can’ t  sit  her e and wat ch while
t hose mess halls let  my syndicat e die.’  He gnashed his t eet h and shook his head wit h 
bit t er  woe and r esent ment . ’ I f  t hey had any loyalt y, t hey would buy my cot t on t ill it  
hur t s so t hat  t hey can keep r ight  on buying my cot t on t ill it  hur t s t hem some mor e. They 
would build f ir es and bur n up t heir  under wear  and summer  unif or ms j ust  t o cr eat e bigger
demand. But  t hey won’ t  do a t hing. Yossar ian, t r y eat ing t he r est  of  t his 
chocolat e-cover ed cot t on f or  me. Maybe it  will t ast e delicious now.’
Yossar ian pushed his hand away. ’ Give up, Milo. People can’ t  eat  cot t on.’
Milo’ s f ace nar r owed cunningly. ’ I t  isn’ t  r eally cot t on,’  he coaxed. ’ I  was j oking. I t ’ s 
r eally cot t on candy, delicious cot t on candy. Tr y it  and see.’
’ Now you’ r e lying.’
’ I  never  lie!’  Milo r ej oinder ed wit h pr oud dignit y.
’ You’ r e lying now.’
’ I  only lie when it ’ s necessar y,’  Milo explained def ensively, aver t ing his eyes f or  a 
moment  and blinking his lashes winningly. ’ This st uf f  is bet t er  t han cot t on candy, r eally it
is. I t ’ s made out  of  r eal cot t on. Yossar ian, you’ ve got  t o help me make t he men eat  it . 
Egypt ian cot t on is t he f inest  cot t on in t he wor ld.’
’ But  it ’ s indigest ible,’  Yossar ian emphasized. ’ I t  will make t hem sick, don’ t  you 
under st and? Why don’ t  you t r y living on it  your self  if  you don’ t  believe me?’
’ I  did t r y,’  admit t ed Milo gloomily. ’ And it  made me sick.’
The gr aveyar d was yellow as hay and gr een as cooked cabbage. I n a lit t le while t he 
chaplain st epped back, and t he beige cr escent  of  human f or ms began t o br eak up 
sluggishly, like f lot sam. The men dr if t ed wit hout  hast e or  sound t o t he vehicles par ked 
along t he side of  t he bumpy dir t  r oad. Wit h t heir  heads down disconsolat ely, t he 
chaplain, Maj or  Maj or  and Maj or  Danby moved t owar d t heir  j eeps in an ost r acized gr oup, 
each holding himself  f r iendlessly sever al f eet  away f r om t he ot her  t wo.
’ I t ’ s all over ,’  obser ved Yossar ian.
’ I t ’ s t he end,’  Milo agr eed despondent ly. ’ Ther e’ s no hope lef t . And all because I  lef t  
t hem f r ee t o make t heir  own decisions. That  should t each me a lesson about  discipline 
t he next  t ime I  t r y somet hing like t his.’
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’ Why don’ t  you sell your  cot t on t o t he gover nment ?’  Yossar ian suggest ed casually, as he 
wat ched t he f our  men in st r eaked f at igues shoveling heaping bladef uls of  t he copper -r ed
ear t h back down inside t he gr ave.
Milo vet oed t he idea br usquely. ’ I t ’ s a mat t er  of  pr inciple,’  he explained f ir mly. ’ The 
gover nment  has no business in business, and I  would be t he last  per son in t he wor ld t o 
ever  t r y t o involve t he gover nment  in a business of  mine. But  t he business of  gover nment  
is business,’  he r emember ed aler t ly, and cont inued wit h elat ion. ’ Calvin Coolidge said 
t hat , and Calvin Coolidge was a Pr esident , so it  must  be t r ue. And t he gover nment  does 
have t he r esponsibilit y of  buying all t he Egypt ian cot t on I ’ ve got  t hat  no one else want s 
so t hat  I  can make a pr of it , doesn’ t  it ?’  Milo’ s f ace clouded almost  as abr upt ly, and his 
spir it s descended int o a st at e of  sad anxiet y. ’ But  how will I  get  t he gover nment  t o do 
it ?’
’ Br ibe it ,’  Yossar ian said.
’ Br ibe it !’  Milo was out r aged and almost  lost  his balance and br oke his neck again. ’ Shame
on you!’  he scolded sever ely, br eat hing vir t uous f ir e down and upwar d int o his r ust y 
must ache t hr ough his billowing nost r ils and pr im lips. ’ Br iber y is against  t he law, and you 
know it . But  it ’ s not  against  t he law t o make a pr of it , is it ? So it  can’ t  be against  t he law 
f or  me t o br ibe someone in or der  t o make a f air  pr of it , can it ? No, of  cour se not !’  He f ell
t o br ooding again, wit h a meek, almost  pit iable dist r ess. ’ But  how will I  know who t o 
br ibe?’
’ Oh, don’ t  you wor r y about  t hat ,’  Yossar ian comf or t ed him wit h a t oneless snicker  as t he
engines of  t he j eeps and ambulance f r act ur ed t he dr owsy silence and t he vehicles in t he 
r ear  began dr iving away backwar d. ’ You make t he br ibe big enough and t hey’ ll f ind you. 
J ust  make sur e you do ever yt hing r ight  out  in t he open. Let  ever yone know exact ly what  
you want  and how much you’ r e willing t o pay f or  it . The f ir st  t ime you act  guilt y or  
ashamed, you might  get  int o t r ouble.’
’ I  wish you’ d come wit h me,’  Milo r emar ked. ’ I  won’ t  f eel saf e among people who t ake 
br ibes. They’ r e no bet t er  t han a bunch of  cr ooks.’
’ You’ ll be all r ight ,’  Yossar ian assur ed him wit h conf idence. ’ I f  you r un int o t r ouble, j ust  
t ell ever ybody t hat  t he secur it y of  t he count r y r equir es a st r ong domest ic 
Egypt ian-cot t on speculat ing indust r y.’
’ I t  does,’  Milo inf or med him solemnly. ’ A st r ong Egypt ian-cot t on speculat ing indust r y 
means a much st r onger  Amer ica.’
’ Of  cour se it  does. And if  t hat  doesn’ t  wor k, point  out  t he gr eat  number  of  Amer ican 
f amilies t hat  depend on it  f or  income.’
’ A gr eat  many Amer ican f amilies do depend on it  f or  income.’
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’ You see?’  said Yossar ian. ’ You’ r e much bet t er  at  it  t han I  am. You almost  make it  sound 
t r ue.’
’ I t  is t r ue,’  Milo exclaimed wit h a st r ong t r ace of  old haut eur .
’ That ’ s what  I  mean. You do it  wit h j ust  t he r ight  amount  of  convict ion.’
’ You’ r e sur e you won’ t  come wit h me?’
Yossar ian shook his head.
Milo was impat ient  t o get  st ar t ed. He st uf f ed t he r emainder  of  t he chocolat e-cover ed 
cot t on ball int o his shir t  pocket  and edged his way back ginger ly along t he br anch t o t he 
smoot h gr ay t r unk. He t hr ew t his ar ms about  t he t r unk in a gener ous and awkwar d 
embr ace and began shinnying down, t he sides of  his leat her -soled shoes slipping 
const ant ly so t hat  it  seemed many t imes he would f all and inj ur e himself . Half way down, 
he changed his mind and climbed back up. Bit s of  t r ee bar k st uck t o his must ache, and his
st r aining f ace was f lushed wit h exer t ion.
’ I  wish you’ d put  your  unif or m on inst ead of  going ar ound naked t hat  way,’  he conf ided 
pensively bef or e he climbed back down again and hur r ied away. ’ You might  st ar t  a t r end, 
and t hen I ’ ll never  get  r id of  all t his goldar ned cot t on.’
25 THE CHAPLAI N
I t  was alr eady some t ime since t he chaplain had f ir st  begun wonder ing what  ever yt hing 
was all about . Was t her e a God? How could he be sur e? Being an Anabapt ist  minist er  in 
t he Amer ican Ar my was dif f icult  enough under  t he best  of  cir cumst ances; wit hout  
dogma, it  was almost  int oler able.
People wit h loud voices f r ight ened him. Br ave, aggr essive men of  act ion like Colonel 
Cat hcar t  lef t  him f eeling helpless and alone. Wher ever  he went  in t he Ar my, he was a 
st r anger . Enlist ed men and of f icer s did not  conduct  t hemselves wit h him as t hey 
conduct ed t hemselves wit h ot her  enlist ed men and of f icer s, and even ot her  chaplains 
wer e not  as f r iendly t owar d him as t hey wer e t owar d each ot her . I n a wor ld in which 
success was t he only vir t ue, he had r esigned himself  t o f ailur e. He was painf ully awar e 
t hat  he lacked t he ecclesiast ical aplomb and savoir -f air e t hat  enabled so many of  his 
colleagues in ot her  f ait hs and sect s t o get  ahead. He was j ust  not  equipped t o excel. He 
t hought  of  himself  as ugly and want ed daily t o be home wit h his wif e.
Act ually, t he chaplain was almost  good-looking, wit h a pleasant , sensit ive f ace as pale and 
br it t le as sandst one. His mind was open on ever y subj ect .
Per haps he r eally was Washingt on I r ving, and per haps he r eally had been signing 
Washingt on I r ving’ s name t o t hose let t er s he knew not hing about . Such lapses of  memor y
wer e not  uncommon in medical annals, he knew. Ther e was no way of  r eally knowing 
anyt hing. He r emember ed ver y dist inct ly - or  was under  t he impr ession he r emember ed 
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ver y dist inct ly - his f eeling t hat  he had met  Yossar ian somewher e bef or e t he f ir st  t ime 
he had met  Yossar ian lying in bed in t he hospit al. He r emember ed exper iencing t he same 
disquiet ing sensat ion almost  t wo weeks lat er  when Yossar ian appear ed at  his t ent  t o ask 
t o be t aken of f  combat  dut y. By t hat  t ime, of  cour se, t he chaplain had met  Yossar ian 
somewher e bef or e, in t hat  odd, unor t hodox war d in which ever y pat ient  seemed 
delinquent  but  t he unf or t unat e pat ient  cover ed f r om head t o t oe in whit e bandages and 
plast er  who was f ound dead one day wit h a t her momet er  in his mout h. But  t he chaplain’ s 
impr ession of  a pr ior  meet ing was of  some occasion f ar  mor e moment ous and occult  t han 
t hat , of  a signif icant  encount er  wit h Yossar ian in some r emot e, submer ged and per haps 
even ent ir ely spir it ual epoch in which he had made t he ident ical, f or edooming admission 
t hat  t her e was not hing, absolut ely not hing, he could do t o help him.
Doubt s of  such kind gnawed at  t he chaplain’ s lean, suf f er ing f r ame insat iably. Was t her e 
a single t r ue f ait h, or  a lif e af t er  deat h? How many angels could dance on t he head of  a 
pin, and wit h what  mat t er s did God occupy himself  in all t he inf init e aeons bef or e t he 
Cr eat ion? Why was it  necessar y t o put  a pr ot ect ive seal on t he br ow of  Cain if  t her e 
wer e no ot her  people t o pr ot ect  him f r om? Did Adam and Eve pr oduce daught er s? These 
wer e t he gr eat , complex quest ions of  ont ology t hat  t or ment ed him. Yet  t hey never  
seemed near ly as cr ucial t o him as t he quest ion of  kindness and good manner s. He was 
pinched per spinngly in t he epist emological dilemma of  t he skept ic, unable t o accept  
solut ions t o pr oblems he was unwilling t o dismiss as unsolvable. He was never  wit hout  
miser y, and never  wit hout  hope.
’ Have you ever ,’  he inquir ed hesit ant ly of  Yossar ian t hat  day in his t ent  as Yossar ian sat  
holding in bot h hands t he war m bot t le of  Coca-Cola wit h which t he chaplain had been able
t o solace him, ’ been in a sit uat ion which you f elt  you had been in bef or e, even t hough you 
knew you wer e exper iencing it  f or  t he f ir st  t ime?’  Yossar ian nodded per f unct or ily, and 
t he chaplain’ s br eat h quickened in ant icipat ion as he made r eady t o j oin his will power  
wit h Yossar ian’ s in a pr odigious ef f or t  t o r ip away at  last  t he voluminous black f olds 
shr ouding t he et er nal myst er ies of  exist ence. ’ Do you have t hat  f eeling now?’
Yossar ian shook his head and explained t hat  d‚j … vu was j ust  a moment ar y inf init esimal 
lag in t he oper at ion of  t wo coact ive sensor y ner ve cent er s t hat  commonly f unct ioned 
simult aneously. The chaplain scar cely hear d him. He was disappoint ed, but  not  inclined t o 
believe Yossar ian, f or  he had been given a sign, a secr et , enigmat ic vision t hat  he st ill 
lacked t he boldness t o divulge. Ther e was no mist aking t he awesome implicat ions of  t he 
chaplain's r evelat ion: it  was eit her  an insight  of  divine or igin or  a hallucinat ion; he was 
eit her  blessed or  losing his mind. Bot h pr ospect s f illed him wit h equal f ear  and 
depr ession. I t  was neit her  d‚j … vu, pr esque vu nor  j amais vu. I t  was possible t hat  t her e 
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wer e ot her  vus of  which he had never  hear d and t hat  one of  t hese ot her  vus would 
explain succinct ly t he baf ing phenomenon of  which he had been bot h a wit ness and a par t ;
it  was even possible t hat  none of  what  he t hought  had t aken place, r eally had t aken place,
t hat  he was dealing wit h an aber r at ion of  memor y r at her  t han of  per cept ion, t hat  he 
never  r eally had t hought  he had seen, t hat  his impr ession now t hat  he once had t hought  
so was mer ely t he illusion of  an illusion, and t hat  he was only now imagining t hat  he had 
ever  once imagined seeing a naked man sit t ing in a t r ee at  t he cemet er y.
I t  was obvious t o t he chaplain now t hat  he was not  par t icular ly well suit ed t o his wor k, 
and he of t en speculat ed whet her  he might  not  be happier  ser ving in some ot her  br anch of
t he ser vice, as a pr ivat e in t he inf ant r y or  f ield ar t iller y, per haps, or  even as a 
par at r ooper . He had no r eal f r iends. Bef or e meet ing Yossar ian, t her e was no one in t he 
gr oup wit h whom he f elt  at  ease, and he was har dly at  ease wit h Yossar ian, whose 
f r equent  r ash and insubor dinat e out bur st s kept  him almost  const ant ly on edge and in an 
ambiguous st at e of  enj oyable t r epidat ion. The chaplain f elt  saf e when he was at  t he 
of f icer s’  club wit h Yossar ian and Dunbar , and even wit h j ust  Nat ely and McWat t . When 
he sat  wit h t hem he had no need t o sit  wit h anyone else; his pr oblem of  wher e t o sit  was 
solved, and he was pr ot ect ed against  t he undesir ed company of  all t hose f ellow of f icer s 
who invar iably welcomed him wit h excessive cor dialit y when he appr oached and wait ed 
uncomf or t ably f or  him t o go away. He made so many people uneasy. Ever yone was always 
ver y f r iendly t owar d him, and no one was ever  ver y nice; ever yone spoke t o him, and no 
one ever  said anyt hing. Yossar ian and Dunbar  wer e much mor e r elaxed, and t he chaplain 
was har dly uncomf or t able wit h t hem at  all. They even def ended him t he night  Colonel 
Cat hcar t  t r ied t o t hr ow him out  of  t he of f icer s’  club again, Yossar ian r ising t r uculent ly 
t o int er vene and Nat ely shout ing out , ’ Yossar ian!’  t o r est r ain him. Colonel Cat hcar t  
t ur ned whit e as a sheet  at  t he sound of  Yossar ian’ s name, and, t o ever yone’ s amazement ,
r et r eat ed in hor r if ied disor der  unt il he bumped int o Gener al Dr eedle, who elbowed him 
away wit h annoyance and or der ed him r ight  back t o or der  t he chaplain t o st ar t  coming 
int o t he of f icer s’  club ever y night  again.
The chaplain had almost  as much t r ouble keeping t r ack of  his st at us at  t he of f icer s’  club 
as he had r emember ing at  which of  t he t en mess halls in t he gr oup he was scheduled t o 
eat  his next  meal. He would j ust  as soon have r emained kicked out  of  t he of f icer s’  club, 
had it  not  been f or  t he pleasur e he was now f inding t her e wit h his new companions. I f  t he
chaplain did not  go t o t he of f icer s’  club at  night , t her e was no place else he could go. He 
would pass t he t ime at  Yossar ian’ s and Dunbar ’ s t able wit h a shy, r et icent  smile, seldom 
speaking unless addr essed, a glass of  t hick sweet  wine almost  unt ast ed bef or e him as he 
t oyed unf amiliar ly wit h t he t iny cor ncob pipe t hat  he af f ect ed self consciously and 
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occasionally st uf f ed wit h t obacco and smoked. He enj oyed list ening t o Nat ely, whose 
maudlin, bit t er sweet  lament at ions mir r or ed much of  his own r omant ic desolat ion and 
never  f ailed t o evoke in him r esur gent  t ides of  longing f or  his wif e and childr en. The 
chaplain would encour age Nat ely wit h nods of  compr ehension or  assent , amused by his 
candor  and immat ur it y. Nat ely did not  glor y t oo immodest ly t hat  his gir l was a pr ost it ut e,
and t he chaplain’ s awar eness st emmed mainly f r om Capt ain Black, who never  slouched 
past  t heir  t able wit hout  a br oad wink at  t he chaplain and some t ast eless, wounding gibe 
about  her  t o Nat ely. The chaplain did not  appr ove of  Capt ain Black and f ound it  dif f icult  
not  t o wish him evil.
No one, not  even Nat ely, seemed r eally t o appr eciat e t hat  he, Chaplain Rober t  Oliver  
Shipman, was not  j ust  a chaplain but  a human being, t hat  he could have a char ming, 
passionat e, pr et t y wif e whom he loved almost  insanely and t hr ee small blue-eyed childr en 
wit h st r ange, f or got t en f aces who would gr ow up someday t o r egar d him as a f r eak and 
who might  never  f or give him f or  all t he social embar r assment  his vocat ion would cause 
t hem. Why couldn’ t  anybody under st and t hat  he was not  r eally a f r eak but  a nor mal, 
lonely adult  t r ying t o lead a nor mal, lonely adult  lif e? I f  t hey pr icked him, didn’ t  he 
bleed? And if  he was t ickled, didn’ t  he laugh? I t  seemed never  t o have occur r ed t o t hem 
t hat  he, j ust  as t hey, had eyes, hands, or gans, dimensions, senses and af f ect ions, t hat  he 
was wounded by t he same kind of  weapons t hey wer e, war med and cooled by t he same 
br eezes and f ed by t he same kind of  f ood, alt hough, he was f or ced t o concede, in a 
dif f er ent  mess hall f or  each successive meal. The only per son who did seem t o r ealize he 
had f eelings was Cor por al Whit comb, who had j ust  managed t o br uise t hem all by going 
over  his head t o Colonel Cat hcar t  wit h his pr oposal f or  sending f or m let t er s of  
condolence home t o t he f amilies of  men killed or  wounded in combat .
The chaplain’ s wif e was t he one t hing in t he wor ld he could be cer t ain of , and it  would 
have been suf f icient , if  only he had been lef t  t o live his lif e out  wit h j ust  her  and t he 
childr en. The chaplain’ s wif e was a r eser ved, diminut ive, agr eeable woman in her  ear ly 
t hir t ies, ver y dar k and ver y at t r act ive, wit h a nar r ow waist , calm int elligent  eyes, and 
small, br ight , point y t eet h in a childlike f ace t hat  was vivacious and pet it e; he kept  
f or get t ing what  his childr en looked like, and each t ime he r et ur ned t o t heir  snapshot s it  
was like seeing t heir  f aces f or  t he f ir st  t ime. The chaplain loved his wif e and childr en 
wit h such t ameless int ensit y t hat  he of t en want ed t o sink t o t he gr ound helplessly and 
weep like a cast away cr ipple. He was t or ment ed inexor ably by mor bid f ant asies involving 
t hem, by dir e, hideous omens of  illness and accident . His medit at ions wer e pollut ed wit h 
t hr eat s of  dr ead diseases like Ewing’ s t umor  and leukemia; he saw his inf ant  son die t wo 
or  t hr ee t imes ever y week because he had never  t aught  his wif e how t o st op ar t er ial 
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bleeding; wat ched, in t ear f ul, par alyzed silence, his whole f amily elect r ocut ed, one af t er  
t he ot her , at  a baseboar d socket  because he had never  t old her  t hat  a human body would 
conduct  elect r icit y; all f our  went  up in f lames almost  ever y night  when t he wat er  heat er  
exploded and set  t he t wo-st or y wooden house af ir e; in ghast ly, hear t less, r evolt ing det ail
he saw his poor  dear  wif e’ s t r im and f r agile body cr ushed t o a viscous pulp against  t he 
br ick wall of  a mar ket  building by a half -wined dr unken aut omobile dr iver  and wat ched his
hyst er ical f ive-year -old daught er  being led away f r om t he gr isly scene by a kindly 
middle-aged gent leman wit h snow-whit e hair  who r aped and mur der ed her  r epeat edly as 
soon as he had dr iven her  of f  t o a deser t ed sandpit , while his t wo younger  childr en 
st ar ved t o deat h slowly in t he house af t er  his wif e’ s mot her , who had been baby-sit t ing, 
dr opped dead f r om a hear t  at t ack when news of  his wif e’ s accident  was given t o her  over
t he t elephone. The chaplain’ s wif e was a sweet , soot hing, consider at e woman, and he 
year ned t o t ouch t he war m f lesh of  her  slender  ar m again and st r oke her  smoot h black 
hair , t o hear  her  int imat e, comf or t ing voice. She was a much st r onger  per son t han he 
was. He wr ot e br ief , unt r oubled let t er s t o her  once a week, somet imes t wice. He want ed 
t o wr it e ur gent  love let t er s t o her  all day long and cr owd t he endless pages wit h 
desper at e, uninhibit ed conf essions of  his humble wor ship and need and wit h car ef ul 
inst r uct ions f or  administ er ing ar t if icial r espir at ion. He want ed t o pour  out  t o her  in 
t or r ent s of  self -pit y all his unbear able loneliness and despair  and war n her  never  t o leave
t he bor ic acid or  t he aspir in in r each of  t he childr en or  t o cr oss a st r eet  against  t he 
t r af f ic light . He did not  wish t o wor r y her . The chaplain’ s wif e was int uit ive, gent le, 
compassionat e and r esponsive. Almost  inevit ably, his r ever ies of  r eunion wit h her  ended 
in explicit  act s of  love-making.
The chaplain f elt  most  deceit f ul pr esiding at  f uner als, and it  would not  have ast onished 
him t o lear n t hat  t he appar it ion in t he t r ee t hat  day was a manif est at ion of  t he 
Almight y’ s censur e f or  t he blasphemy and pr ide inher ent  in his f unct ion. To simulat e 
gr avit y, f eign gr ief  and pr et end super nat ur al int elligence of  t he her eaf t er  in so f ear some
and ar cane a cir cumst ance as deat h seemed t he most  cr iminal of  of f enses. He r ecalled - 
or  was almost  convinced he r ecalled - t he scene at  t he cemet er y per f ect ly. He could st ill 
see Maj or  Maj or  and Maj or  Danby st anding somber  as br oken st one pillar s on eit her  side 
of  him, see almost  t he exact  number  of  enlist ed men and almost  t he exact  places in which
t hey had st ood, see t he f our  unmoving men wit h spades, t he r epulsive cof f in and t he 
lar ge, loose, t r iumphant  mound of  r eddish-br own ear t h, and t he massive, st ill, dept hless, 
muf f ling sky, so weir dly blank and blue t hat  day it  was almost  poisonous. He would 
r emember  t hem f or ever , f or  t hey wer e all par t  and par cel of  t he most  ext r aor dinar y 
event  t hat  had ever  bef allen him, an event  per haps mar velous, per haps pat hological - t he 
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vision of  t he naked man in t he t r ee. How could he explain it ? I t  was not  alr eady seen or  
never  seen, and cer t ainly not  almost  seen; neit her  d‚j … vu, j amais vu nor  pr esque vu was 
elast ic enough t o cover  it . Was it  a ghost , t hen? The dead man's soul? An angel f r om 
heaven or  a minion f r om hell? Or  was t he whole f ant ast ic episode mer ely t he f igment  of  a
diseased imaginat ion, his own, of  a det er ior at ing mind, a r ot t ing br ain? The possibilit y 
t hat  t her e r eally had been a naked man in t he t r ee - t wo men, act ually, since t he f ir st  
had been j oined shor t ly by a second man clad in a br own must ache and sinist er  dar k 
gar ment s f r om head t o t oe who bent  f or war d r it ualist ically along t he limb of  t he t r ee t o 
of f er  t he f ir st  man somet hing t o dr ink f r om a br own goblet  - never  cr ossed t he 
chaplain's mind.
The chaplain was sincer ely a ver y helpf ul per son who was never  able t o help anyone, not  
even Yossar ian when he f inally decided t o seize t he bull by t he hor ns and visit  Maj or  
Maj or  secr et ly t o lear n if , as Yossar ian had said, t he men in Colonel Cat hcar t 's gr oup 
r eally wer e being f or ced t o f ly mor e combat  missions t han anyone else. I t  was a dar ing, 
impulsive move on which t he chaplain decided af t er  quar r eling wit h Cor por al Whit comb 
again and washing down wit h t epid cant een wat er  his j oyless lunch of  Milky Way and Baby 
Rut h. He went  t o Maj or  Maj or  on f oot  so t hat  Cor por al Whit comb would not  see him 
leaving, st ealing int o t he f or est  noiselessly unt il t he t wo t ent s in his clear ing wer e lef t  
behind, t hen dr opping down inside t he abandoned r ailr oad dit ch, wher e t he f oot ing was 
sur er . He hur r ied along t he f ossilized wooden t ies wit h accumulat ing mut inous anger . He 
had been br owbeat en and humiliat ed successively t hat  mor ning by Colonel Cat hcar t , 
Colonel Kor n and Cor por al Whit comb. He j ust  had t o make himself  f elt  in some r espect ! 
His slight  chest  was soon puf f ing f or  br eat h. He moved as swif t ly as he could wit hout  
br eaking int o a r un, f ear ing his r esolut ion might  dissolve if  he slowed. Soon he saw a 
unif or med f igur e coming t owar d him bet ween t he r ust ed r ails. He clamber ed immediat ely 
up t he side of  t he dit ch, ducked inside a dense copse of  low t r ees f or  concealment  and 
sped along in his or iginal dir ect ion a nar r ow, over gr own mossy pat h he f ound winding deep 
inside t he shaded f or est . I t  was t ougher  going t her e, but  he plunged ahead wit h t he 
same r eckless and consuming det er minat ion, slipping and st umbling of t en and st inging his 
unpr ot ect ed hands on t he st ubbor n br anches blocking his way unt il t he bushes and t all 
f er ns on bot h sides spr ead open and he lur ched past  an olive-dr ab milit ar y t r ailer  on 
cinder  blocks clear ly visible t hr ough t he t hinning under br ush. He cont inued past  a t ent  
wit h a luminous pear l-gr ay cat  sunning it self  out side and past  anot her  t r ailer  on cinder  
blocks and t hen bur st  int o t he clear ing of  Yossar ian's squadr on. A salt y dew had f or med 
on his lips. He did not  pause, but  st r ode dir ect ly acr oss t he clear ing int o t he or der ly 
r oom, wher e he was welcomed by a gaunt , st oop-shoulder ed st af f  ser geant  wit h 
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pr ominent  cheekbones and long, ver y light  blond hair , who inf or med him gr aciously t hat  
he could go r ight  in, since Maj or  Maj or  was out .
The chaplain t hanked him wit h a cur t  nod and pr oceeded alone down t he aisle bet ween 
t he desks and t ypewr it er s t o t he canvas par t it ion in t he r ear . He bobbed t hr ough t he 
t r iangular  opening and f ound himself  inside an empt y of f ice. The f lap f ell closed behind 
him. He was br eat hing har d and sweat ing pr of usely. The of f ice r emained empt y. He 
t hought  he hear d f ur t ive whisper ing. Ten minut es passed. He looked about  in st er n 
displeasur e, his j aws clamped t oget her  indomit ably, and t hen t ur ned suddenly t o wat er  as
he r emember ed t he st af f  ser geant ’ s exact  wor ds: he could go r ight  in, since Maj or  
Maj or  was out . The enlist ed men wer e playing a pr act ical j oke! The chaplain shr ank back 
f r om t he wall in t er r or , bit t er  t ear s spr inging t o his eyes. A pleading whimper  escaped his
t r embling lips. Maj or  Maj or  was elsewher e, and t he enlist ed men in t he ot her  r oom had 
made him t he but t  of  an inhuman pr ank. He could almost  see t hem wait ing on t he ot her  
side of  t he canvas wall, bunched up expect ant ly like a pack of  gr eedy, gloat ing omnivor ous
beast s of  pr ey, r eady wit h t heir  bar bar ic mir t h and j eer s t o pounce on him br ut ally t he 
moment  he r eappear ed. He cur sed himself  f or  his gullibilit y and wished in panic f or  
somet hing like a mask or  a pair  of  dar k glasses and a f alse must ache t o disguise him, or  
f or  a f or cef ul, deep voice like Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s and br oad, muscular  shoulder s and 
biceps t o enable him t o st ep out side f ear lessly and vanquish his malevolent  per secut or s 
wit h an over bear ing aut hor it y and self -conf idence t hat  would make t hem all quail and 
slink away cr avenly in r epent ance. He lacked t he cour age t o f ace t hem. The only ot her  
way out  was t he window. The coast  was clear , and t he chaplain j umped out  of  Maj or  
Maj or ’ s of f ice t hr ough t he window, dar t ed swif t ly ar ound t he cor ner  of  t he t ent , and 
leaped down inside t he r ailr oad dit ch t o hide.
He scoot ed away wit h his body doubled over  and his f ace cont or t ed int ent ionally int o a 
nonchalant , sociable smile in case anyone chanced t o see him. He abandoned t he dit ch f or  
t he f or est  t he moment  he saw someone coming t owar d him f r om t he opposit e dir ect ion 
and r an t hr ough t he clut t er ed f or est  f r enziedly like someone pur sued, his cheeks bur ning
wit h disgr ace. He hear d loud, wild peals of  der isive laught er  cr ashing all about  him and 
caught  blur r ed glimpses of  wicked, beer y f aces smir king f ar  back inside t he bushes and 
high over head in t he f oliage of  t he t r ees. Spasms of  scor ching pains st abbed t hr ough his 
lungs and slowed him t o a cr ippled walk. He lunged and st agger ed onwar d unt il he could go 
no f ar t her  and collapsed all at  once against  a gnar led apple t r ee, banging his head har d 
against  t he t r unk as he t oppled f or war d and holding on wit h bot h ar ms t o keep f r om 
f alling. His br eat hing was a r asping, moaning din in his ear s. Minut es passed like hour s 
bef or e he f inally r ecognized himself  as t he sour ce of  t he t ur bulent  r oar  t hat  was 
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over whelming him. The pains in his chest  abat ed. Soon he f elt  st r ong enough t o st and. He 
cocked his ear s cr af t ily. The f or est  was quiet . Ther e was no demonic laught er , no one was
chasing him. He was t oo t ir ed and sad and dir t y t o f eel r elieved. He st r aight ened his 
disheveled clot hing wit h f inger s t hat  wer e numb and shaking and walked t he r est  of  t he 
way t o t he clear ing wit h r igid self -cont r ol. The chaplain br ooded of t en about  t he danger  
of  hear t  at t ack.
Cor por al Whit comb’ s j eep was st ill par ked in t he clear ing. The chaplain t ipt oed st ealt hily 
ar ound t he back of  Cor por al Whit comb’ s t ent  r at her  t han pass t he ent r ance and r isk 
being seen and insult ed by him. Heaving a gr at ef ul sigh, he slipped quickly inside his own 
t ent  and f ound Cor por al Whit comb ensconced on his cot , his knees pr opped up. Cor por al 
Whit comb’ s mud-caked shoes wer e on t he chaplain’ s blanket , and he was eat ing one of  
t he chaplain’ s candy bar s as he t humbed wit h sneer ing expr ession t hr ough one of  t he 
chaplain’ s Bibles.
’ Wher e’ ve you been?’  he demanded r udely and disint er est edly, wit hout  looking up.
The chaplain color ed and t ur ned away evasively. ’ I  went  f or  a walk t hr ough t he woods.’
’ All r ight ,’  Cor por al Whit comb snapped. ’ Don’ t  t ake me int o your  conf idence. But  j ust  
wait  and see what  happens t o my mor ale.’  He bit  int o t he chaplain’ s candy bar  hungr ily 
and cont inued wit h a f ull mout h. ’ You had a visit or  while you wer e gone. Maj or  Maj or .’
The chaplain spun ar ound wit h sur pr ise and cr ied: ’ Maj or  Maj or ? Maj or  Maj or  was her e?’
’ That ’ s who we’ r e t alking about , isn’ t  it ?’
’ Wher e did he go?’
’ He j umped down int o t hat  r ailr oad dit ch and t ook of f  like a f r ight ened r abbit .’  Cor por al 
Whit comb snicker ed. ’ What  a j er k!’
’ Did he say what  he want ed?’
’ He said he needed your  help in a mat t er  of  gr eat  impor t ance.’
The chaplain was ast ounded. ’ Maj or  Maj or  said t hat ?’
’ He didn’ t  say t hat ,’  Cor por al Whit comb cor r ect ed wit h wit her ing pr ecision. ’ He wr ot e it
down in a sealed per sonal let t er  he lef t  on your  desk.’
The chaplain glanced at  t he br idge t able t hat  ser ved as his desk and saw only t he 
abominable or ange-r ed pear -shaped plum t omat o he had obt ained t hat  same mor ning f r om
Colonel Cat hcar t , st ill lying on it s side wher e he had f or got t en it  like an indest r uct ible 
and incamadine symbol of  his own inept it ude. ’ Wher e is t he let t er ?’
’ I  t hr ew it  away as soon as I  t or e it  open and r ead it .’  Cor por al Whit comb slammed t he 
Bible shut  and j umped up. ’ What ’ s t he mat t er ? Won’ t  you t ake my wor d f or  it ?’  He 
walked out . He walked r ight  back in and almost  collided wit h t he chaplain, who was r ushing
out  behind him on his way back t o Maj or  Maj or . ’ You don’ t  know how t o delegat e 
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r esponsibilit y,’  Cor por al Whit comb inf or med him sullenly. ’ That ’ s anot her  one of  t he 
t hings t hat ’ s wr ong wit h you.’
The chaplain nodded penit ent ly and hur r ied past , unable t o make himself  t ake t he t ime t o
apologize. He could f eel t he skillf ul hand of  f at e mot ivat ing him imper at ively. Twice t hat  
day alr eady, he r ealized now, Maj or  Maj or  had come r acing t owar d him inside t he dit ch; 
and t wice t hat  day t he chaplain had st upidly post poned t he dest ined meet ing by bolt ing 
int o t he f or est . He seet hed wit h self -r ecr iminat ion as he hast ened back as r apidly as he 
could st r ide along t he splint er ed, ir r egular ly spaced r ailr oad t ies. Bit s of  gr it  and gr avel 
inside his shoes and socks wer e gr inding t he t ops of  his t oes r aw. His pale, labor ing f ace 
was scr ewed up unconsciously int o a gr imace of  acut e discomf or t . The ear ly August  
af t er noon was gr owing hot t er  and mor e humid. I t  was almost  a mile f r om his t ent  t o 
Yossar ian’ s squadr on. The chaplain’ s summer -t an shir t  was soaking wit h per spir at ion by 
t he t ime he ar r ived t her e and r ushed br eat hlessly back inside t he or der ly r oom t ent , 
wher e he was halt ed per empt or ily by t he same t r eacher ous, sof t -spoken st af f  ser geant  
wit h r ound eyeglasses and gaunt  cheeks, who r equest ed him t o r emain out side because 
Maj or  Maj or  was inside and t old him he would not  be allowed inside unt il Maj or  Maj or  
went  out . The chaplain looked at  him in an uncompr ehending daze. Why did t he ser geant  
hat e him? he wonder ed. His lips wer e whit e and t r embling. He was aching wit h t hir st . 
What  was t he mat t er  wit h people? Wasn’ t  t her e t r agedy enough? The ser geant  put  his 
hand out  and held t he chaplain st eady.
’ I ’ m sor r y, sir ,’  he said r egr et f ully in a low, cour t eous, melancholy voice. ’ But  t hose ar e 
Maj or  Maj or ’ s or der s. He never  want s t o see anyone.’
’ He want s t o see me,’  t he chaplain pleaded. ’ He came t o my t ent  t o see me while I  was 
her e bef or e.’
’ Maj or  Maj or  did t hat ?’  t he ser geant  asked.
’ Yes, he did. Please go in and ask him.’
’ I ’ m af r aid I  can’ t  go in, sir . He never  want s t o see me eit her . Per haps if  you lef t  a 
not e.’
’ I  don’ t  want  t o leave a not e. Doesn’ t  he ever  make an except ion?’
’ Only in ext r eme cir cumst ances. The last  t ime he lef t  his t ent  was t o at t end t he f uner al 
of  one of  t he enlist ed men. The last  t ime he saw anyone in his of f ice was a t ime he was 
f or ced t o. A bombar dier  named Yossar ian f or ced -’
’ Yossar ian?’  The chaplain lit  up wit h excit ement  at  t his new coincidence. Was t his 
anot her  mir acle in t he making? ’ But  t hat ’ s exact ly whom I  want  t o speak t o him about ! 
Did t hey t alk about  t he number  of  missions Yossar ian has t o f ly?’
’ Yes, sir , t hat ’ s exact ly what  t hey did t alk about . Capt ain Yossar ian had f lown f if t y-one 
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missions, and he appealed t o Maj or  Maj or  t o gr ound him so t hat  he wouldn’ t  have t o f ly 
f our  mor e. Colonel Cat hcar t  want ed only f if t y-f ive missions t hen.’
’ And what  did Maj or  Maj or  say?’
’ Maj or  Maj or  t old him t her e was not hing he could do.’
The chaplain’ s f ace f ell. ’ Maj or  Maj or  said t hat ?’
’ Yes, sir . I n f act , he advised Yossar ian t o go see you f or  help. Ar e you cer t ain you 
wouldn’ t  like t o leave a not e, sir ? I  have a pencil and paper  r ight  her e.’
The chaplain shook his head, chewing his clot t ed dr y lower  lip f or lor nly, and walked out . 
I t  was st ill so ear ly in t he day, and so much had alr eady happened. The air  was cooler  in 
t he f or est . His t hr oat  was par ched and sor e. He walked slowly and asked himself  r uef ully
what  new misf or t une could possibly bef all him a moment  bef or e t he mad her mit  in t he 
woods leaped out  at  him wit hout  war ning f r om behind a mulber r y bush. The chaplain 
scr eamed at  t he t op of  his voice.
The t all, cadaver ous st r anger  f ell back in f r ight  at  t he chaplain’ s cr y and shr ieked, 
’ Don’ t  hur t  me!’
’ Who ar e you?’  t he chaplain shout ed.
’ Please don’ t  hur t  me!’  t he man shout ed back.
’ I ’ m t he chaplain!’
’ Then why do you want  t o hur t  me?’
’ I  don’ t  want  t o hur t  you!’  t he chaplain insist ed wit h a r ising hint  of  exasper at ion, even 
t hough he was st ill r oot ed t o t he spot . ’ J ust  t ell me who you ar e and what  you want  f r om 
me.’
’ I  j ust  want  t o f ind out  if  Chief  Whit e Half oat  died of  pneumonia yet ,’  t he man shout ed 
back. ’ That ’ s all I  want . I  live her e. My name is Flume. I  belong t o t he squadr on, but  I  
live her e in t he woods. You can ask anyone.’
The chaplain’ s composur e began t r ickling back as he st udied t he queer , cr inging f igur e 
int ent ly. A pair  of  capt ain’ s bar s ulcer at ed wit h r ust  hung on t he man’ s r agged shir t  
collar . He had a hair y, t ar -black mole on t he under side of  one nost r il and a heavy r ough 
must ache t he color  of  poplar  bar k.
’ Why do you live in t he woods if  you belong t o t he squadr on?’  t he chaplain inquir ed 
cur iously.
’ I  have t o live in t he woods,’  t he capt ain r eplied cr abbily, as t hough t he chaplain ought  t o
know. He st r aight ened slowly, st ill wat ching t he chaplain guar dedly alt hough he t ower ed 
above him by mor e t han a f ull head.
’ Don’ t  you hear  ever ybody t alking about  me? Chief  Whit e Half oat  swor e he was going t o 
cut  my t hr oat  some night  when I  was f ast  asleep, and I  don’ t  dar e lie down in t he 
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squadr on while he’ s st ill alive.’
The chaplain list ened t o t he implausible explanat ion dist r ust f ully. ’ But  t hat ’ s incr edible,’  
he r eplied. ’ That  would be pr emedit at ed mur der . Why didn’ t  you r epor t  t he incident  t o 
Maj or  Maj or ?’
’ I  did r epor t  t he incident  t o Maj or  Maj or ,’  said t he capt ain sadly, ’ and Maj or  Maj or  said 
he would cut  my t hr oat  if  I  ever  spoke t o him again.’  The man st udied t he chaplain 
f ear f ully. ’ Ar e you going t o cut  my t hr oat , t oo?’
’ Oh, no, no, no,’  t he chaplain assur ed him. ’ Of  cour se not . Do you r eally live in t he 
f or est ?’
The capt ain nodded, and t he chaplain gazed at  his por ous gr ay pallor  of  f at igue and 
malnut r it ion wit h a mixt ur e of  pit y and est eem. The man’ s body was a bony shell inside 
r umpled clot hing t hat  hung on him like a disor der ly collect ion of  sacks. Wisps of  dr ied 
gr ass wer e glued all over  him; he needed a hair cut  badly. Ther e wer e gr eat , dar k cir cles 
under  his eyes. The chaplain was moved almost  t o t ear s by t he har assed, bedr aggled 
pict ur e t he capt ain pr esent ed, and he f illed wit h def er ence and compassion at  t he 
t hought  of  t he many sever e r igor s t he poor  man had t o endur e daily. I n a voice hushed 
wit h humilit y, he said,
’ Who does your  laundr y?’
The capt ain pur sed his lips in a businesslike manner . ’ I  have it  done by a washer woman in 
one of  t he f ar mhouses down t he r oad. I  keep my t hings in my t r ailer  and sneak inside 
once or  t wice a day f or  a clean handker chief  or  a change of  under wear .’
’ What  will you do when wint er  comes?’
’ Oh, I  expect  t o be back in t he squadr on by t hen,’  t he capt ain answer ed wit h a kind of  
mar t yr ed conf idence. ’ Chief  Whit e Half oat  kept  pr omising ever yone t hat  he was going t o 
die of  pneumonia, and I  guess I ’ ll have t o be pat ient  unt il t he weat her  t ur ns a lit t le 
colder  and damper .’  He scr ut inized t he chaplain per plexedly. ’ Don’ t  you know all t his? 
Don’ t  you hear  all t he f ellows t alking about  me?’
’ I  don’ t  t hink I ’ ve ever  hear d anyone ment ion you.’
’ Well, I  cer t ainly can’ t  under st and t hat .’  The capt ain was piqued, but  managed t o car r y 
on wit h a pr et ense of  opt imism. ’ Well, her e it  is almost  Sept ember  alr eady, so I  guess it  
won’ t  be t oo long now. The next  t ime any of  t he boys ask about  me, why, j ust  t ell t hem 
I ’ ll be back gr inding out  t hose old publicit y r eleases again as soon as Chief  Whit e Half oat
dies of  pneumonia. Will you t ell t hem t hat ? Say I ’ ll be back in t he squadr on as soon as 
wint er  comes and Chief  Half oat  dies of  pneumonia. Okay?’
The chaplain memor ized t he pr ophet ic wor ds solemnly, ent r anced f ur t her  by t heir  
esot er ic impor t . ’ Do you live on ber r ies, her bs and r oot s?’  he asked.
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’ No, of  cour se not ,’  t he capt ain r eplied wit h sur pr ise. ’ I  sneak int o t he mess hall t hr ough
t he back and eat  in t he kit chen. Milo gives me sandwiches and milk.’
’ What  do you do when it  r ains?’
The capt ain answer ed f r ankly. ’ I  get  wet .’
’ Wher e do you sleep?’
Swif t ly t he capt ain ducked down int o a cr ouch and began backing away. ’ You t oo?’  he 
cr ied f r ant ically.
’ Oh, no,’  cr ied t he chaplain. ’ I  swear  t o you.’
’ You do want  t o cut  my t hr oat !’  t he capt ain insist ed.
’ I  give my wor d,’  t he chaplain pleaded, but  it  was t oo lat e, f or  t he homely hir sut e spect er
had alr eady vanished, dissolving so exper t ly inside t he blooming, dappled, f r agment ed 
malf or mat ions of  leaves, light  and shadows t hat  t he chaplain was alr eady doubt ing t hat  
he had even been t her e. So many monst r ous event s wer e occur r ing t hat  he was no longer  
posit ive which event s wer e monst r ous and which wer e r eally t aking place. He want ed t o 
f ind out  about  t he madman in t he woods as quickly as possible, t o check if  t her e ever  
r eally had been a Capt ain Flume, but  his f ir st  chor e, he r ecalled wit h r eluct ance, was t o 
appease Cor por al Whit comb f or  neglect ing t o delegat e enough r esponsibilit y t o him. He 
plodded along t he zigzagging pat h t hr ough t he f or est  list lessly, clogged wit h t hir st  and 
f eeling almost  t oo exhaust ed t o go on. He was r emor sef ul when he t hought  of  Cor por al 
Whit comb. He pr ayed t hat  Cor por al Whit comb would be gone when he r eached t he 
clear ing so t hat  he could undr ess wit hout  embar r assment , wash his ar ms and chest  and 
shoulder s t hor oughly, dr ink wat er , lie down r ef r eshed and per haps even sleep f or  a f ew 
minut es; but  he was in f or  st ill anot her  disappoint ment  and st ill anot her  shock, f or  
Cor por al Whit comb was Ser geant  Whit comb by t he t ime he ar r ived and was sit t ing wit h 
his shir t  of f  in t he chaplain’ s chair  sewing his new ser geant ’ s st r ipes on his sleeve wit h 
t he chaplain’ s needle and t hr ead. Cor por al Whit comb had been pr omot ed by Colonel 
Cat hcar t , who want ed t o see t he chaplain at  once about  t he let t er s.
’ Oh, no,’  gr oaned t he chaplain, sinking down dumbf ounded on his cot . His war m cant een 
was empt y, and he was t oo dist r aught  t o r emember  t he list er  bag hanging out side in t he 
shade bet ween t he t wo t ent s. ’ I  can’ t  believe it . I  j ust  can’ t  believe t hat  anyone would 
ser iously believe t hat  I ’ ve been f or ging Washingt on I r ving’ s name.’
’ Not  t hose let t er s,’  Cor por al Whit comb cor r ect ed, plainly enj oying t he chaplain’ s 
chagr in. ’ He want s t o see you about  t he let t er s home t o t he f amilies of  casualt ies.’
’ Those let t er s?’  asked t he chaplain wit h sur pr ise.
’ That ’ s r ight ,’  Cor por al Whit comb gloat ed. ’ He’ s r eally going t o chew you out  f or  
r ef using t o let  me send t hem. You should have seen him go f or  t he idea once I  r eminded 
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him t he let t er s could car r y his signat ur e. That ’ s why he pr omot ed me. He’ s absolut ely 
sur e t hey’ ll get  him int o The Sat ur day Evening Post .’
The chaplain’ s bef uddlement  incr eased. ’ But  how did he know we wer e even consider ing 
t he idea?’
’ I  went  t o his of f ice and t old him.’
’ You did what ?’  t he chaplain demanded shr illy, and char ged t o his f eet  in an unf amiliar  
r age. ’ Do you mean t o say t hat  you act ually went  over  my head t o t he colonel wit hout  
asking my per mission?’
Cor por al Whit comb gr inned br azenly wit h scor nf ul sat isf act ion. ’ That ’ s r ight , Chaplain,’  
he answer ed. ’ And you bet t er  not  t r y t o do anyt hing about  it  if  you know what ’ s good f or
you.’  He laughed quiet ly in malicious def iance. ’ Colonel Cat hcar t  isn’ t  going t o like it  if  he 
f inds out  you’ r e get t ing even wit h me f or  br inging him my idea. You know somet hing, 
Chaplain?’  Cor por al Whit comb cont inued, bit ing t he chaplain’ s black t hr ead apar t  
cont empt uously wit h a loud snap and but t oning on his shir t . ’ That  dumb bast ar d r eally 
t hinks it ’ s one of  t he gr eat est  ideas he’ s ever  hear d.’
’ I t  might  even get  me int o The Sat ur day Evening Post ,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  boast ed in his 
of f ice wit h a smile, swagger ing back and f or t h convivially as he r epr oached t he chaplain. 
’ And you didn’ t  have br ains enough t o appr eciat e it . You’ ve got  a good man in Cor por al 
Whit comb, Chaplain. I  hope you have br ains enough t o appr eciat e t hat .’
’ Ser geant  Whit comb,’  t he chaplain cor r ect ed, bef or e he could cont r ol himself .
Colonel Cat hcar t  Oar ed. ’ I  said Ser geant  Whit comb,’  he r eplied. ’ I  wish you’ d t r y 
list ening once in a while inst ead of  always f inding f ault . You don’ t  want  t o be a capt ain all 
your  lif e, do you?’
’ Sir ?’
’ Well, I  cer t ainly don’ t  see how you’ r e ever  going t o amount  t o anyt hing else if  you keep 
on t his way. Cor por al Whit comb f eels t hat  you f ellows haven’ t  had a f r esh idea in 
ninet een hundr ed and f or t y-f our  year s, and I ’ m inclined t o agr ee wit h him. A br ight  boy, 
t hat  Cor por al Whit comb. Well, it ’ s all going t o change.’  Colonel Cat hcar t  sat  down at  his 
desk wit h a det er mined air  and clear ed a lar ge neat  space in his blot t er . When he had 
f inished, he t apped his f inger  inside it . ’ St ar t ing t omor r ow,’  he said, ’ I  want  you and 
Cor por al Whit comb t o wr it e a let t er  of  condolence f or  me t o t he next  of  kin of  ever y 
man in t he gr oup who’ s killed, wounded or  t aken pr isoner . I  want  t hose let t er s t o be 
sincer e let t er s. I  want  t hem f illed up wit h lot s of  per sonal det ails so t her e’ ll be no doubt
I  mean ever y wor d you say. I s t hat  clear ?’
The chaplain st epped f or war d impulsively t o r emonst r at e. ’ But , sir , t hat ’ s impossible!’  he
blur t ed out . ’ We don’ t  even know all t he men t hat  well.’
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’ What  dif f er ence does t hat  make?’  Colonel Cat hcar t  demanded, and t hen smiled 
amicably. ’ Cor por al Whit comb br ought  me t his basic f or m let t er  t hat  t akes car e of  j ust  
about  ever y sit uat ion. List en: "Dear  Mr s., Mr ., Miss, or  Mr . and Mr s.: Wor ds cannot  
expr ess t he deep per sonal gr ief  I  exper ienced when your  husband, son, f at her  or  
br ot her  was killed, wounded or  r epor t ed missing in act ion." And so on. I  t hink t hat  
opening sent ence sums up my sent iment s exact ly. List en, maybe you’ d bet t er  let  Cor por al 
Whit comb t ake char ge of  t he whole t hing if  you don’ t  f eel up t o it .’  Colonel Cat hcar t  
whipped out  his cigar et t e holder  and f lexed it  bet ween bot h hands like an onyx and ivor y 
r iding cr op. ’ That ’ s one of  t he t hings t hat ’ s wr ong wit h you, Chaplain. Cor por al Whit comb
t ells me you don’ t  know how t o delegat e r esponsibilit y. He says you’ ve got  no init iat ive 
eit her . You’ r e not  going t o disagr ee wit h me, ar e you?’
’ No, sir .’  The chaplain shook his head, f eeling despicably r emiss because he did not  know 
how t o delegat e r esponsibilit y and had no init iat ive, and because he r eally had been 
t empt ed t o disagr ee wit h t he colonel. His mind was a shambles. They wer e shoot ing skeet
out side, and ever y t ime a gun was f ir ed his senses wer e j ar r ed. He could not  adj ust  t o 
t he sound of  t he shot s. He was sur r ounded by bushels of  plum t omat oes and was almost  
convinced t hat  he had st ood in Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s of f ice on some similar  occasion deep in 
t he past  and had been sur r ounded by t hose same bushels of  t hose same plum t omat oes. 
D‚j … vu again. The set t ing seemed so f amiliar ; yet  it  also seemed so dist ant . His clot hes 
f elt  gr imy and old, and he was deat hly af r aid he smelled.
'You t ake t hings t oo ser iously, Chaplain,' Colonel Cat hcar t  t old him blunt ly wit h an air  of  
adult  obj ect ivit y. 'That 's anot her  one of  t he t hings t hat 's wr ong wit h you. That  long f ace
of  your s get s ever ybody depr essed. Let  me see you laugh once in a while. Come on, 
Chaplain. You give me a belly laugh now and I 'll give you a whole bushel of  plum t omat oes.' 
He wait ed a second or  t wo, wat ching, and t hen chor t led vict or iously. 'You see, Chaplain, 
I 'm r ight . You can't  give me a belly laugh, can you?'
'No, sir ,' admit t ed t he chaplain meekly, swallowing slowly wit h a visible ef f or t . 'Not  r ight
now. I 'm ver y t hir st y.'
'Then get  your self  a dr ink. Colonel Kor n keeps some bour bon in his desk. You ought  t o t r y
dr opping ar ound t he of f icer s' club wit h us some evening j ust  t o have your self  a lit t le f un.
Tr y get t ing lit  once in a while. I  hope you don't  f eel you'r e bet t er  t han t he r est  of  us 
j ust  because you'r e a pr of essional man.'
'Oh, no, sir ,' t he chaplain assur ed him wit h embar r assment . 'As a mat t er  of  f act , I  have 
been going t o t he of f icer s' club t he past  f ew evenings.'
'You'r e only a capt ain, you know,' Colonel Cat hcar t  cont inued, paying no at t ent ion t o t he 
chaplain's r emar k. 'You may be a pr of essional man, but  you'r e st ill only a capt ain.'
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’ Yes, sir . I  know.’
’ That ’ s f ine, t hen. I t ’ s j ust  as well you didn’ t  laugh bef or e. I  wouldn’ t  have given you t he
plum t omat oes anyway. Cor por al Whit comb t ells me you t ook a plum t omat o when you 
wer e in her e t his mor ning.’
’ This mor ning? But , sir ! You gave it  t o me.’
Colonel Cat hcar t  cocked his head wit h suspicion. ’ I  didn’ t  say I  didn’ t  give it  t o you, did 
I ? I  mer ely said you t ook it . I  don’ t  see why you’ ve got  such a guilt y conscience if  you 
r eally didn’ t  st eal it . Did I  give it  t o you?’
’ Yes, sir . I  swear  you did.’
’ Then I ’ ll j ust  have t o t ake your  wor d f or  it . Alt hough I  can’ t  imagine why I ’ d want  t o 
give you a plum t omat o.’  Colonel Cat hcar t  t r ansf er r ed a r ound glass paper weight  
compet ent ly f r om t he r ight  edge of  his desk t o t he lef t  edge and picked up a shar pened 
pencil. ’ Okay. Chaplain, I ’ ve got  a lot  of  impor t ant  wor k t o do now if  you’ r e t hr ough. You 
let  me know when Cor por al Whit comb has sent  out  about  a dozen of  t hose let t er s and 
we’ ll get  in t ouch wit h t he edit or s of  The Sat ur day Evening Post .’  A sudden inspir at ion 
made his f ace br ight en. ’ Say! I  t hink I ’ ll volunt eer  t he gr oup f or  Avignon again. That  
should speed t hings up!’
’ For  Avignon?’  The chaplain’ s hear t  missed a beat , and all his f lesh began t o pr ickle and 
cr eep.
’ That ’ s r ight ,’  t he colonel explained exuber ant ly. ’ The sooner  we get  some casualt ies, 
t he sooner  we can make some pr ogr ess on t his. I ’ d like t o get  in t he Chr ist mas issue if  
we can. I  imagine t he cir culat ion is higher  t hen.’
And t o t he chaplain’ s hor r or , t he colonel lif t ed t he phone t o volunt eer  t he gr oup f or  
Avignon and t r ied t o kick him out  of  t he of f icer s’  club again t hat  ver y same night  a 
moment  bef or e Yossar ian r ose up dr unkenly, knocking over  his chair , t o st ar t  an avenging 
punch t hat  made Nat ely call out  his name and made Colonel Cat hcar t  blanch and r et r eat  
pr udent ly smack int o Gener al Dr eedle, who shoved him of f  his br uised f oot  disgust edly 
and or der  him f or war d t o kick t he chaplain r ight  back int o t he of f icer s’  club. I t  was all 
ver y upset t ing t o Colonel Cat hcar t , f ir st  t he dr eaded name Yossar ian! t olling out  again 
clear ly like a war ning of  doom and t hen Gener al Dr eedle’ s br uised f oot , and t hat  was 
anot her  f ault  Colonel Cat hcar t  f ound in t he chaplain, t he f act  t hat  it  was impossible t o 
pr edict  how Gener al Dr eedle would r eact  each t ime he saw him. Colonel Cat hcar t  would 
never  f or get  t he f ir st  evening Gener al Dr eedle t ook not ice of  t he chaplain in t he 
of f icer s’  club, lif t ing his r uddy, swelt er ing, int oxicat ed f ace t o st ar e ponder ously 
t hr ough t he yellow pall of  cigar et t e smoke at  t he chaplain lur king near  t he wall by 
himself .
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’ Well, I ’ ll be damned,’  Gener al Dr eedle had exclaimed hoar sely, his shaggy gr ay menacing
eyebr ows beet ling in r ecognit ion. ’ I s t hat  a chaplain I  see over  t her e? That ’ s r eally a 
f ine t hing when a man of  God begins hanging ar ound a place like t his wit h a bunch of  dir t y
dr unks and gambler s.’
Colonel Cat hcar t  compr essed his lips pr imly and st ar t ed t o r ise. ’ I  couldn’ t  agr ee wit h 
you mor e, sir ,’  he assent ed br iskly in a t one of  ost ent at ious disappr oval. ’ I  j ust  don’ t  
know what ’ s happening t o t he cler gy t hese days.’
’ They’ r e get t ing bet t er , t hat ’ s what ’ s happening t o t hem,’  Gener al Dr eedle gr owled 
emphat ically.
Colonel Cat hcar t  gulped awkwar dly and made a nimble r ecover y. ’ Yes, sir . They ar e 
get t ing bet t er . That ’ s exact ly what  I  had in mind, sir .’
’ This is j ust  t he place f or  a chaplain t o be, mingling wit h t he men while t hey’ r e out  
dr inking and gambling so he can get  t o under st and t hem and win t heir  conf idence. How 
t he hell else is he ever  going t o get  t hem t o believe in God?’
’ That ’ s exact ly what  I  had in mind, sir , when I  or der ed him t o come her e,’  Colonel 
Cat hcar t  said car ef ully, and t hr ew his ar m f amiliar ly ar ound t he chaplain’ s shoulder s as 
he walked him of f  int o a cor ner  t o or der  him in a cold under t one t o st ar t  r epor t ing f or  
dut y at  t he of f icer s’  club ever y evening t o mingle wit h t he men while t hey wer e dr inking 
and gambling so t hat  he could get  t o under st and t hem and win t heir  conf idence.
The chaplain agr eed and did r epor t  f or  dut y t o t he of f icer s’  club ever y night  t o mingle 
wit h men who want ed t o avoid him, unt il t he evening t he vicious f ist  f ight  br oke out  at  
t he ping-pong t able and Chief  Whit e Half oat  whir led wit hout  pr ovocat ion and punched 
Colonel Moodus squar ely in t he nose, knocking Colonel Moodus down on t he seat  of  his 
pant s and making Gener al Dr eedle r oar  wit h lust y, unexpect ed laught er  unt il he spied t he 
chaplain st anding close by gawking at  him gr ot esquely in t or t ur ed wonder . Gener al 
Dr eedle f r oze at  t he sight  of  him. He glower ed at  t he chaplain wit h swollen f ur y f or  a 
moment , his good humor  gone, and t ur ned back t owar d t he bar  disgr unt edly, r olling f r om 
side t o side like a sailor  on his shor t  bandy legs. Colonel Cat hcar t  cant er ed f ear f ully along
behind, glancing anxiously about  in vain f or  some sign of  help f r om Colonel Kor n.
’ That ’ s a f ine t hing,’  Gener al Dr eedle gr owled at  t he bar , gr ipping his empt y shot  glass in
his bur ly hand. ’ That ’ s r eally a f ine t hing, when a man of  God begins hanging ar ound a 
place like t his wit h a bunch of  dir t y dr unks and gambler s.’
Colonel Cat hcar t  sighed wit h r elief . ’ Yes, sir ,’  he exclaimed pr oudly. ’ I t  cer t ainly is a f ine
t hing.’
’ Then why t he hell don’ t  you do somet hing about  it ?’
’ Sir ?’  Colonel Cat hcar t  inquir ed, blinking.
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’ Do you t hink it  does you cr edit  t o have your  chaplain hanging ar ound her e ever y night ? 
He’ s in her e ever y goddam t ime I  come.’
’ You’ r e r ight , sir , absolut ely r ight ,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  r esponded. ’ I t  does me no cr edit  at  
all. And I  am going t o do somet hing about  it , t his ver y minut e.’
’ Ar en’ t  you t he one who or der ed him t o come her e?’
’ No, sir , t hat  was Colonel Kor n. I  int end t o punish him sever ely, t oo.’
’ I f  he wasn’ t  a chaplain,’  Gener al Dr eedle mut t er ed, ’ I ’ d have him t aken out side and 
shot .’
’ He’ s not  a chaplain, sir .’  Colonel Cat hcar t  advised helpf ully.
’ I sn’ t  he? Then why t he hell does he wear  t hat  cr oss on his collar  if  he’ s not  a chaplain?’
’ He doesn’ t  wear  a cr oss on his collar , sir . He wear s a silver  leaf . He’ s a lieut enant  
colonel.’
’ You’ ve got  a chaplain who’ s a lieut enant  colonel?’  inquir ed Gener al Dr eedle wit h 
amazement .
’ Oh, no, sir . My chaplain is only a capt ain.’
’ Then why t he hell does he wear  a silver  leaf  on his collar  if  he’ s only a capt ain?’
’ He doesn’ t  wear  a silver  leaf  on his collar , sir . He wear s a cr oss.’
’ Go away f r om me now, you son of  a bit ch,’  said Gener al Dr eedle. ’ Or  I ’ ll have you t aken 
out side and shot !’
’ Yes, sir .’
Colonel Cat hcar t  went  away f r om Gener al Dr eedle wit h a gulp and kicked t he chaplain out  
of  t he of f icer s’  club, and it  was exact ly t he way it  almost  was t wo mont hs lat er  af t er  t he
chaplain had t r ied t o per suade Colonel Cat hcar t  t o r escind his or der  incr easing t he 
number  of  missions t o sixt y and had f ailed abysmally in t hat  endeavor  t oo, and t he 
chaplain was r eady now t o capit ulat e t o despair  ent ir ely but  was r est r ained by t he 
memor y of  his wif e, whom he loved and missed so pat het ically wit h such sensual and 
exalt ed ar dor , and by t he lif elong t r ust  he had placed in t he wisdom and j ust ice of  an 
immor t al, omnipot ent , omniscient , humane, univer sal, ant hr opomor phic, English-speaking, 
Anglo-Saxon, pr o-Amer ican God, which had begun t o waver . So many t hings wer e t est ing 
his f ait h. Ther e was t he Bible, of  cour se, but  t he Bible was a book, and so wer e Bleak 
House, Tr easur e I sland, Et han Fr ome and The Last  of  t he Mohicans. Did it  t hen seem 
pr obable, as he had once over hear d Dunbar  ask, t hat  t he answer s t o t he r iddles of  
cr eat ion would be supplied by people t oo ignor ant  t o under st and t he mechanics of  
r ainf all? Had Almight y God, in all His inf init e wisdom, r eally been af r aid t hat  men six 
t housand year s ago would succeed in building a t ower  t o heaven? Wher e t he devil was 
heaven? Was it  up? Down? Ther e was no up or  down in a f init e but  expanding univer se in 
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which even t he vast , bur ning, dazzling, maj est ic sun was in a st at e of  pr ogr essive decay 
t hat  would event ually dest r oy t he ear t h t oo. Ther e wer e no mir acles; pr ayer s went  
unanswer ed, and misf or t une t r amped wit h equal br ut alit y on t he vir t uous and t he cor r upt ;
and t he chaplain, who had conscience and char act er , would have yielded t o r eason and 
r elinquished his belief  in t he God of  his f at her s - would t r uly have r esigned bot h his 
calling and his commission and t aken his chances as a pr ivat e in t he inf ant r y or  f ield 
ar t iller y, or  even, per haps, as a cor por al in t he par at r ooper s - had it  not  been f or  such 
successive myst ic phenomena as t he naked man in t he t r ee at  t hat  poor  ser geant ’ s 
f uner al weeks bef or e and t he cr ypt ic, haunt ing, encour aging pr omise of  t he pr ophet  
Flume in t he f or est  only t hat  af t er noon: ’ Tell t hem I ’ ll be back when wint er  comes.’
26 AARFY
I n a way it  was all Yossar ian’ s f ault , f or  if  he had not  moved t he bomb line dur ing t he Big 
Siege of  Bologna, Maj or  - de Cover ley might  st ill be ar ound t o save him, and if  he had not  
st ocked t he enlist ed men’ s apar t ment  wit h gir ls who had no ot her  place t o live, Nat ely 
might  never  have f allen in love wit h his whor e as she sat  naked f r om t he waist  down in 
t he r oom f ull of  gr umpy blackj ack player s who ignor ed her . Nat ely st ar ed at  her  cover t ly 
f r om his over -st uf f ed yellow ar mchair , mar veling at  t he bor ed, phlegmat ic st r engt h wit h 
which she accept ed t he mass r ej ect ion. She yawned, and he was deeply moved. He had 
never  wit nessed such her oic poise bef or e.
The gir l had climbed f ive st eep f light s of  st air s t o sell her self  t o t he gr oup of  sat iat ed 
enlist ed men, who had gir ls living t her e all ar ound t hem; none want ed her  at  any pr ice, not
even af t er  she had st r ipped wit hout  r eal ent husiasm t o t empt  t hem wit h a t all body t hat  
was f ir m and f ull and t r uly volupt uous. She seemed mor e f at igued t han disappoint ed. Now
she sat  r est ing in vacuous indolence, wat ching t he car d game wit h dull cur iosit y as she 
gat her ed her  r ecalcit r ant  ener gies f or  t he t edious chor e of  donning t he r est  of  her  
clot hing and going back t o wor k. I n a lit t le while she st ir r ed. A lit t le while lat er  she r ose 
wit h an unconscious sigh and st epped let har gically int o her  t ight  cot t on pant ies and dar k 
skir t , t hen buckled on her  shoes and lef t . Nat ely slipped out  behind her ; and when 
Yossar ian and Aar f y ent er ed t he of f icer s’  apar t ment  almost  t wo hour s lat er , t her e she 
was again, st epping int o her  pant ies and skir t , and it  was almost  like t he chaplain’ s 
r ecur r ing sensat ion of  having been t hr ough a sit uat ion bef or e, except  f or  Nat ely, who 
was moping inconsolably wit h his hands in his pocket s.
’ She want s t o go now,’  he said in a f aint , st r ange voice. ’ She doesn’ t  want  t o st ay.’
’ Why don’ t  you j ust  pay her  some money t o let  you spend t he r est  of  t he day wit h her ?’  
Yossar ian advised.
’ She gave me my money back,’  Nat ely admit t ed. ’ She’ s t ir ed of  me now and want s t o go 
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looking f or  someone else.’
The gir l paused when her  shoes wer e on t o glance in sur ly invit at ion at  Yossar ian and 
Aar f y. Her  br east s wer e point y and lar ge in t he t hin whit e sleeveless sweat er  she wor e 
t hat  squeezed each cont our  and f lowed out war d smoot hly wit h t he t ops of  her  ent icing 
hips. Yossar ian r et ur ned her  gaze and was st r ongly at t r act ed. He shook his head.
’ Good r iddance t o bad r ubbish,’  was Aar f y’ s unper t ur bed r esponse.
’ Don’ t  say t hat  about  her !’  Nat ely pr ot est ed wit h passion t hat  was bot h a plea and a 
r ebuke. ’ I  want  her  t o st ay wit h me.’
’ What ’ s so special about  her ?’  Aar f y sneer ed wit h mock sur pr ise. ’ She’ s only a whor e.’
’ And don’ t  call her  a whor e!’
The gir l shr ugged impassively af t er  a f ew mor e seconds and ambled t owar d t he door . 
Nat ely bounded f or war d wr et chedly t o hold it  open. He wander ed back in a hear t br oken 
daze, his sensit ive f ace eloquent  wit h gr ief .
’ Don’ t  wor r y about  it ,’  Yossar ian counseled him as kindly as he could. ’ You’ ll pr obably be 
able t o f ind her  again. We know wher e all t he whor es hang out .’
’ Please don’ t  call her  t hat ,’  Nat ely begged, looking as t hough he might  cr y.
’ I ’ m sor r y,’  mur mur ed Yossar ian.
Aar f y t hunder ed j ovially, ’ Ther e ar e hundr eds of  whor es j ust  as good cr awling all over  
t he st r eet s. That  one wasn’ t  even pr et t y.’  He chuckled mellif luously wit h r esonant  
disdain and aut hor it y. ’ Why, you r ushed f or war d t o open t hat  door  as t hough you wer e in 
love wit h her .’
’ I  t hink I  am in love wit h her ,’  Nat ely conf essed in a shamed, f ar -of f  voice.
Aar f y wr inkled his chubby r ound r osy f or ehead in comic disbelief . ’ Ho, ho, ho, ho!’  he 
laughed, pat t ing t he expansive f or est -gr een sides of  his of f icer ’ s t unic pr osper ously. 
’ That ’ s r ich. You in love wit h her ? That ’ s r eally r ich.’  Aar f y had a dat e t hat  same 
af t er noon wit h a Red Cr oss gir l f r om Smit h whose f at her  owned an impor t ant  
milk-of -magnesia plant . ’ Now, t hat ’ s t he kind of  gir l you ought  t o be associat ing wit h, and
not  wit h common slut s like t hat  one. Why, she didn’ t  even look clean.’
’ I  don’ t  car e!’  Nat ely shout ed desper at ely. ’ And I  wish you’ d shut  up, I  don’ t  even want  
t o t alk about  it  wit h you.’
’ Aar f y, shut  up,’  said Yossar ian.
’ Ho, ho, ho, ho!’  Aar f y cont inued. ’ I  j ust  can’ t  imagine what  your  f at her  and mot her  
would say if  t hey knew you wer e r unning ar ound wit h f ilt hy t r ollops like t hat  one. Your  
f at her  is a ver y dist inguished man, you know.’
’ I ’ m not  going t o t ell him,’  Nat ely declar ed wit h det er minat ion. ’ I ’ m not  going t o say a 
wor d about  her  t o him or  Mot her  unt il af t er  we’ r e mar r ied.’
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’ Mar r ied?’  Aar f y’ s indulgent  mer r iment  swelled t r emendously. ’ Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho! Now 
you’ r e r eally t alking st upid. Why, you’ r e not  even old enough t o know what  t r ue love is.’
Aar f y was an aut hor it y on t he subj ect  of  t r ue love because he had alr eady f allen t r uly in 
love wit h Nat ely’ s f at her  and wit h t he pr ospect  of  wor king f or  him af t er  t he war  in some
execut ive capacit y as a r ewar d f or  bef r iending Nat ely. Aar f y was a lead navigat or  who 
had never  been able t o f ind himself  since leaving college. He was a genial, magnanimous 
lead navigat or  who could always f or give t he ot her  man in t he squadr on f or  denouncing him
f ur iously each t ime he got  lost  on a combat  mission and led t hem over  concent r at ions of  
ant iair cr af t  f ir e. He got  lost  on t he st r eet s of  Rome t hat  same af t er noon and never  did 
f ind t he eligible Red Cr oss gir l f r om Smit h wit h t he impor t ant  milk-of -magnesia plant . He
got  lost  on t he mission t o Fer r ar a t he day Kr af t  was shot  down and killed, and he got  lost
again on t he weekly milk r un t o Par ma and t r ied t o lead t he planes out  t o sea over  t he cit y
of  Leghor n af t er  Yossar ian had dr opped his bombs on t he undef ended inland t ar get  and 
set t led back against  his t hick wall of  ar mor  plat e wit h his eyes closed and a f r agr ant  
cigar et t e in his f inger t ips. Suddenly t her e was f lak, and all at  once McWat t  was shr ieking
over  t he int er com, ’ Flak! Flak! Wher e t he hell ar e we? What  t he hell’ s going on?’
Yossar ian f lipped his eyes open in alar m and saw t he t ot ally unexpect ed bulging black 
puf f s of  f lak cr ashing down in t owar d t hem f r om high up and Aar f y’ s complacent  
melon-r ound t iny-eyed f ace gazing out  at  t he appr oaching cannon bur st s wit h af f able 
bemusement . Yossar ian was f labber gast ed. His leg went  abr upt ly t o sleep. McWat t  had 
st ar t ed t o climb and was yelping over  t he int er com f or  inst r uct ions. Yossar ian spr ang 
f or war d t o see wher e t hey wer e and r emained in t he same place. He was unable t o move. 
Then he r ealized he was sopping wet . He looked down at  his cr ot ch wit h a sinking, sick 
sensat ion. A wild cr imson blot  was cr awling upwar d r apidly along his shir t  f r ont  like an 
enor mous sea monst er  r ising t o devour  him. He was hit ! Separ at e t r ickles of  blood spilled 
t o a puddle on t he f loor  t hr ough one sat ur at ed t r ouser  leg like count less unst oppable 
swar ms of  wr iggling r ed wor ms. His hear t  st opped. A second solid j olt  st r uck t he plane. 
Yossar ian shudder ed wit h r evulsion at  t he queer  sight  of  his wound and scr eamed at  
Aar f y f or  help.
’ I  lost  my balls! Aar f y, I  lost  my balls!’  Aar f y didn’ t  hear , and Yossar ian bent  f or war d 
and t ugged at  his ar m. ’ Aar f y, help me,’  he pleaded, almost  weeping, ’ I ’ m hit ! I ’ m hit !’
Aar f y t ur ned slowly wit h a bland, quizzical gr in. ’ What ?’
’ I ’ m hit , Aar f y! Help me!’
Aar f y gr inned again and shr ugged amiably. ’ I  can’ t  hear  you,’  he said.
’ Can’ t  you see me?’  Yossar ian cr ied incr edulously, and he point ed t o t he deepening pool 
of  blood he f elt  splashing down all ar ound him and spr eading out  under neat h. ’ I ’ m 
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wounded! Help me, f or  God’ s sake! Aar f y, help me!’
’ I  st ill can’ t  hear  you,’  Aar f y complained t oler ant ly, cupping his podgy hand behind t he 
blanched cor olla of  his ear . ’ What  did you say?’
Yossar ian answer ed in a collapsing voice, wear y suddenly of  shout ing so much, of  t he 
whole f r ust r at ing, exasper at ing, r idiculous sit uat ion. He was dying, and no one t ook 
not ice. ’ Never  mind.’
’ What ?’  Aar f y shout ed.
’ I  said I  lost  my balls! Can’ t  you hear  me? I ’ m wounded in t he gr oin!’
’ I  st ill can’ t  hear  you,’  Aaxf y chided.
’ I  said never  mind!’  Yossar ian scr eamed wit h a t r apped f eeling of  t er r or  and began t o 
shiver , f eeling ver y cold suddenly and ver y weak.
Aar f y shook his head r egr et f ully again and lower ed his obscene, lact escent  ear  almost  
dir ect ly int o Yossar ian’ s f ace. ’ You’ ll j ust  have t o speak up, my f r iend. You’ ll j ust  have t o
speak up.’
’ Leave me alone, you bast ar d! You dumb, insensit ive bast ar d, leave me alone!’  Yossar ian 
sobbed. He want ed t o pummel Aar f y, but  lacked t he st r engt h t o lif t  his ar ms. He decided
t o sleep inst ead and keeled over  sideways int o a dead f aint .
He was wounded in t he t high, and when he r ecover ed consciousness he f ound McWat t  on 
bot h knees t aking car e of  him. He was r elieved, even t hough he st ill saw Aar f y’ s bloat ed 
cher ub’ s f ace hanging down over  McWat t ’ s shoulder  wit h placid int er est . Yossar ian 
smiled f eebly at  McWat t , f eeling ill, and asked, ’ Who’ s minding t he st or e?’  McWat t  gave
no sign t hat  he hear d. Wit h gr owing hor r or , Yossar ian gat her ed in br eat h and r epeat ed 
t he wor ds as loudly as he could.
McWat t  looked up. ’ Chr ist , I ’ m glad you’ r e st ill alive!’  he exclaimed, heaving an enor mous
sigh. The good-humor ed, f r iendly cr inkles about  his eyes wer e whit e wit h t ension and oily 
wit h gr ime as he kept  unr olling an int er minable bandage ar ound t he bulky cot t on compr ess
Yossar ian f elt  st r apped bur densomely t o t he inside of  one t high. ’ Nat ely’ s at  t he 
cont r ols. The poor  kid almost  st ar t ed bawling when he hear d you wer e hit . He st ill t hinks 
you’ r e dead. They knocked open an ar t er y f or  you, but  I  t hink I ’ ve got  it  st opped. I  gave 
you some mor phine.’
’ Give me some mor e.’
’ I t  might  be t oo soon. I ’ ll give you some mor e when it  st ar t s t o hur t .’
’ I t  hur t s now.’
’ Oh, well, what  t he hell,’  said McWat t  and inj ect ed anot her  syr et t e of  mor phine int o 
Yossar ian’ s ar m.
’ When you t ell Nat ely I ’ m all r ight ...’  said Yossar ian t o McWat t , and lost  consciousness 
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again as ever yt hing went  f uzzy behind a f ilm of  st r awber r y-st r ained gelat in and a gr eat  
bar it one buzz swallowed him in sound. He came t o in t he ambulance and smiled 
encour agement  at  Doc Daneeka’ s weevil- like, glum and over shadowed count enance f or  t he
dizzy second or  t wo he had bef or e ever yt hing went  r ose-pet al pink again and t hen t ur ned
r eally black and unf at homably st ill.
Yossar ian woke up in t he hospit al and went  t o sleep. When he woke up in t he hospit al 
again, t he smell of  et her  was gone and Dunbar  was lying in paj amas in t he bed acr oss t he 
aisle maint aining t hat  he was not  Dunbar  but  a f or t ior i. Yossar ian t hought  he was 
cr acked. He cur led his lip skept ically at  Dunbar ’ s bit  of  news and slept  on it  f it f ully f or  a 
day or  t wo, t hen woke up while t he nur ses wer e elsewher e and eased himself  out  of  bed 
t o see f or  himself . The f loor  swayed like t he f loat ing r af t  at  t he beach and t he st it ches 
on t he inside of  his t high bit  int o his f lesh like f ine set s of  f ish t eet h as he limped acr oss
t he aisle t o per use t he name on t he t emper at ur e car d on t he f oot  of  Dunbar ’ s bed, but  
sur e enough, Dunbar  was r ight : he was not  Dunbar  any mor e but  Second Lieut enant  
Ant hony F. For t ior i.
’ What  t he hell’ s going on?’
A. For t ior i got  out  of  bed and mot ioned t o Yossar ian t o f ollow. Gr asping f or  suppor t  at  
anyt hing he could r each, Yossar ian limped along af t er  him int o t he cor r idor  and down t he 
adj acent  war d t o a bed cont aining a har r ied young man wit h pimples and a r eceding chin. 
The har r ied young man r ose on one elbow wit h alacr it y as t hey appr oached. A. For t ior i 
j er ked his t humb over  his shoulder  and said, ’ Scr ew.’  The har r ied young man j umped out  
of  bed and r an away. A. For t ior i climbed int o t he bed and became Dunbar  again.
’ That  was A. For t ior i,’  Dunbar  explained. ’ They didn’ t  have an empt y bed in your  war d, so
I  pulled my r ank and chased him back her e int o mine. I t ’ s a pr et t y sat isf ying exper ience 
pulling r ank. You ought  t o t r y it  somet ime. You ought  t o t r y it  r ight  now, in f act , because 
you look like you’ r e going t o f all down.’
Yossar ian f elt  like he was going t o f all down. He t ur ned t o t he lant er n j awed, 
leat her -f aced middle-aged man lying in t he bed next  t o Dunbar ’ s, j er ked his t humb over  
his shoulder  and said ’ Scr ew.’  The middle-aged man st if f ened f ier cely and glar ed.
’ He’ s a maj or ,’  Dunbar  explained. ’ Why don’ t  you aim a lit t le lower  and t r y becoming 
War r ant  Of f icer  Homer  Lumley f or  a while? Then you can have a f at her  in t he st at e 
legislat ur e and a sist er  who’ s engaged t o a champion skier . J ust  t ell him you’ r e a capt ain.’
Yossar ian t ur ned t o t he st ar t led pat ient  Dunbar  had indicat ed. ’ I ’ m a capt ain,’  he said, 
j er king his t humb over  his shoulder . ’ Scr ew.’
The st ar t led pat ient  j umped down t o t he f loor  at  Yossar ian’ s command and r an away. 
Yossar ian climbed up int o his bed and became War r ant  Of f icer  Homer  Lumley, who f elt  
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like vomit ing and was cover ed suddenly wit h a clammy sweat . He slept  f or  an hour  and 
want ed t o be Yossar ian again. I t  did not  mean so much t o have a f at her  in t he st at e 
legislat ur e and a sist er  who was engaged t o a champion skier . Dunbar  led t he way back t o 
Yossar ian’ s war d, wher e he t humbed A. For t ior i out  of  bed t o become Dunbar  again f or  a 
while. Ther e was no sign of  War r ant  Of f icer  Homer  Lumley. Nur se Cr amer  was t her e, 
t hough, and sizzled wit h sanct imonious anger  like a damp f ir ecr acker . She or der ed 
Yossar ian t o get  r ight  back int o his bed and blocked his pat h so he couldn’ t  comply. Her  
pr et t y f ace was mor e r epulsive t han ever . Nur se Cr amer  was a good-hear t ed, sent iment al
cr eat ur e who r ej oiced unself ishly at  news of  weddings, engagement s, bir t hs and 
anniver sar ies even t hough she was unacquaint ed wit h any of  t he people involved.
’ Ar e you cr azy?’  she scolded vir t uously, shaking an indignant  f inger  in f r ont  of  his eyes. 
’ I  suppose you j ust  don’ t  car e if  you kill your self , do you?’
’ I t ’ s my self ,’  he r eminded her .
’ I  suppose you j ust  don’ t  car e if  you lose your  leg, do you?’
’ I t ’ s my leg.’
’ I t  cer t ainly is not  your  leg!’  Nur se Cr amer  r et or t ed. ’ That  leg belongs t o t he U. S. 
gover nment . I t ’ s no dif f er ent  t han a gear  or  a bedpan. The Ar my has invest ed a lot  of  
money t o make you an air plane pilot , and you’ ve no r ight  t o disobey t he doct or ’ s or der s.’
Yossar ian was not  sur e he liked being invest ed in. Nur se Cr amer  was st ill st anding 
dir ect ly in f r ont  of  him so t hat  he could not  pass. His head was aching. Nur se Cr amer  
shout ed at  him some quest ion he could not  under st and. He j er ked his t humb over  his 
shoulder  and said, ’ Scr ew.’
Nur se Cr amer  cr acked him in t he f ace so har d she almost  knocked him down. Yossar ian 
dr ew back his f ist  t o punch her  in t he j aw j ust  as his leg buckled and he began t o f all. 
Nur se Ducket t  st r ode up in t ime t o cat ch him. She addr essed t hem bot h f ir mly.
’ J ust  what ’ s going on her e?’
’ He won’ t  get  back int o his bed,’  Nur se Cr amer  r epor t ed zealously in an inj ur ed t one. 
’ Sue Ann, he said somet hing absolut ely hor r ible t o me. Oh, I  can’ t  even make myself  
r epeat  it !’
’ She called me a gear ,’  Yossar ian mut t er ed.
Nur se Ducket t  was not  sympat het ic. ’ Will you get  back int o bed,’  she said, ’ or  must  I  
t ake you by your  ear  and put  you t her e?’
’ Take me by my ear  and put  me t her e,’  Yossar ian dar ed her .
Nur se Ducket t  t ook him by his ear  and put  him back in bed.
27 NURSE DUCKETT
Nur se Sue Ann Ducket t  was a t all, spar e, mat ur e, st r aight -backed woman wit h a 
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pr ominent , well-r ounded ass, small br east s and angular  ascet ic New England f eat ur es t hat
came equally close t o being ver y lovely and ver y plain. Her  skin was whit e and pink, her  
eyes small, her  nose and chin slender  and shar p. She was able, pr ompt , st r ict  and 
int elligent . She welcomed r esponsibilit y and kept  her  head in ever y cr isis. She was adult  
and self -r eliant , and t her e was not hing she needed f r om anyone. Yossar ian t ook pit y and 
decided t o help her .
Next  mor ning while she was st anding bent  over  smoot hing t he sheet s at  t he f oot  of  his 
bed, he slipped his hand st ealt hily int o t he nar r ow space bet ween her  knees and, all at  
once, br ought  it  up swif t ly under  her  dr ess as f ar  as it  would go. Nur se Ducket t  shr ieked
and j umped int o t he air  a mile, but  it  wasn’ t  high enough, and she squir med and vault ed 
and seesawed back and f or t h on her  divine f ulcr um f or  almost  a f ull f if t een seconds 
bef or e she wiggled f r ee f inally and r et r eat ed f r ant ically int o t he aisle wit h an ashen, 
t r embling f ace. She backed away t oo f ar , and Dunbar , who had wat ched f r om t he 
beginning, spr ang f or war d on his bed wit hout  war ning and f lung bot h ar ms ar ound her  
bosom f r om behind. Nur se Ducket t  let  out  anot her  scr eam and t wist ed away, f leeing f ar  
enough f r om Dunbar  f or  Yossar ian t o lunge f or war d and gr ab her  by t he snat ch again. 
Nur se Ducket t  bounced out  acr oss t he aisle once mor e like a ping-pong ball wit h legs. 
Dunbar  was wait ing vigilant ly, r eady t o pounce. She r emember ed him j ust  in t ime and 
leaped aside. Dunbar  missed complet ely and sailed by her  over  t he bed t o t he f loor , 
landing on his skull wit h a soggy, cr unching t hud t hat  knocked him cold.
He woke up on t he f loor  wit h a bleeding nose and exact ly t he same dist r essf ul head 
sympt oms he had been f eigning all along. The war d was in a chaot ic upr oar . Nur se Ducket t
was in t ear s, and Yossar ian was consoling her  apologet ically as he sat  beside her  on t he 
edge of  a bed. The commanding colonel was wr ot h and shout ing at  Yossar ian t hat  he would
not  per mit  his pat ient s t o t ake indecent  liber t ies wit h his nur ses.
’ What  do you want  f r om him?’  Dunbar  asked plaint ively f r om t he f loor , wincing at  t he 
vibr at ing pains in his t emples t hat  his voice set  up. ’ He didn’ t  do anyt hing.’
’ I ’ m t alking about  you!’  t he t hin, dignif ied colonel bellowed as loudly as he could. ’ You’ r e 
going t o be punished f or  what  you did.’
’ What  do you want  f r om him?’  Yossar ian called out . ’ All he did was f all on his head.’
’ And I ’ m t alking about  you t oo!’  t he colonel declar ed, whir ling t o r age at  Yossar ian. 
’ You’ r e going t o be good and sor r y you gr abbed Nur se Ducket t  by t he bosom.’
’ I  didn’ t  gr ab Nur se Ducket t  by t he bosom,’  said Yossar ian.
’ I  gr abbed her  by t he bosom,’  said Dunbar .
’ Ar e you bot h cr azy?’  t he doct or  cr ied shr illy, backing away in paling conf usion.
’ Yes, he r eally is cr azy, Doc,’  Dunbar  assur ed him. ’ Ever y night  he dr eams he’ s holding a 

Page 247



J oseph Heller  - Cat ch - 22
live f ish in his hands.’
The doct or  st opped in his t r acks wit h a look of  elegant  amazement  and dist ast e, and t he 
war d gr ew st ill. ’ He does what ?’  he demanded.
’ He dr eams he’ s holding a live f ish in his hand.’
’ What  kind of  f ish?’  t he doct or  inquir ed st er nly of Yossar ian.
’ I  don’ t  know,’  Yossar ian answer ed. ’ I  can’ t  t ell one kind of  f ish f r om anot her .’
’ I n which hand do you hold t hem?’
’ I t  var ies,’  answer ed Yossar ian.
’ I t  var ies wit h t he f ish,’  Dunbar  added helpf ully.
The colonel t ur ned and st ar ed down at  Dunbar  suspiciously wit h a nar r ow squint . ’ Yes? 
And how come you seem t o know so much about  it ?’
’ I ’ m in t he dr eam,’  Dunbar  answer ed wit hout  cr acking a smile.
The colonel’ s f ace f lushed wit h embar r assment . He glar ed at  t hem bot h wit h cold, 
unf or giving r esent ment . ’ Get  up of f  t he f loor  and int o your  bed,’  he dir ect ed Dunbar  
t hr ough t hin lips. ’ And I  don’ t  want  t o hear  anot her  wor d about  t his dr eam f r om eit her  
one of  you. I ’ ve got  a man on my st af f  t o list en t o disgust ing bilge like t his.’
’ J ust  why do you t hink,’  car ef ully inquir ed Maj or  Sander son, t he sof t  and t hickset  
smiling st af f  psychiat r ist  t o whom t he colonel had or der ed Yossar ian sent , ’ t hat  Colonel 
Fer r edge f inds your  dr eam disgust ing?’
Yossar ian r eplied r espect f ully. ’ I  suppose it ’ s eit her  some qualit y in t he dr eam or  some 
qualit y in Colonel Fer r edge.’
’ That ’ s ver y well put ,’  applauded Maj or  Sander son, who wor e squeaking GI  shoes and had
char coal-black hair  t hat  st ood up almost  st r aight . ’ For  some r eason,’  he conf ided, 
’ Colonel Fer r edge has always r eminded me of  a sea gull. He doesn’ t  put  much f ait h in 
psychiat r y, you know.’
’ You don’ t  like sea gulls, do you?’  inquir ed Yossar ian.
’ No, not  ver y much,’  admit t ed Maj or  Sander son wit h a shar p, ner vous laugh and pulled at  
his pendulous second chin lovingly as t hough it  wer e a long goat ee. ’ I  t hink your  dr eam is 
char ming, and I  hope it  r ecur s f r equent ly so t hat  we can cont inue discussing it . Would 
you like a cigar et t e?’  He smiled when Yossar ian declined. ’ J ust  why do you t hink,’  he 
asked knowingly, ’ t hat  you have such a st r ong aver sion t o accept ing a cigar et t e f r om 
me?’
’ I  put  one out  a second ago. I t ’ s st ill smolder ing in your  ash t r ay.’
Maj or  Sander son chuckled. ’ That ’ s a ver y ingenious explanat ion. But  I  suppose we’ ll soon 
discover  t he t r ue r eason.’  He t ied a sloppy double bow in his opened shoelace and t hen 
t r ansf er r ed a lined yellow pad f r om his desk t o his lap. ’ This f ish you dr eam about . Let ’ s 
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t alk about  t hat . I t ’ s always t he same f ish, isn’ t  it ?’
’ I  don’ t  know,’  Yossar ian r eplied. ’ I  have t r ouble r ecognizing f ish.’
’ What  does t he f ish r emind you of ?’
’ Ot her  f ish.’
’ And what  do ot her  f ish r emind you of ?’
’ Ot her  f ish.’
Maj or  Sander son sat  back disappoint edly. ’ Do you like f ish?’
’ Not  especially.’
’ J ust  why do you t hink you have such a mor bid aver sion t o f ish?’  asked Maj or  Sander son 
t r iumphant ly.
’ They’ r e t oo bland,’  Yossar ian answer ed. ’ And t oo bony.’
Maj or  Sander son nodded under st andingly, wit h a smile t hat  was agr eeable and insincer e. 
’ That ’ s a ver y int er est ing explanat ion. But  we’ ll soon discover  t he t r ue r eason, I  suppose.
Do you like t his par t icular  f ish? The one you’ r e holding in your  hand?’
’ I  have no f eelings about  it  eit her  way.’
’ Do you dislike t he f ish? Do you have any host ile or  aggr essive emot ions t owar d it ?’
’ No, not  at  all. I n f act , I  r at her  like t he f ish.’
’ Then you do like t he f ish.’
’ Oh, no. I  have no f eelings t owar d it  eit her  way.’
’ But  you j ust  said you liked it . And now you say you have no f eelings t owar d it  eit her  way. 
I ’ ve j ust  caught  you in a cont r adict ion. Don’ t  you see?’
’ Yes, sir . I  suppose you have caught  me in a cont r adict ion.’
Maj or  Sander son pr oudly let t er ed ’ Cont r adict ion’  on his pad wit h his t hick black pencil. 
’ J ust  why do you t hink,’  he r esumed when he had f inished, looking up, ’ t hat  you made 
t hose t wo st at ement s expr essing cont r adict or y emot ional r esponses t o t he f ish?’
’ I  suppose I  have an ambivalent  at t it ude t owar d it .’
Maj or  Sander son spr ang up wit h j oy when he hear d t he wor ds ’ ambivalent  at t it ude’ . ’ You
do under st and!’  he exclaimed, wr inging his hands t oget her  ecst at ically. ’ Oh, you can’ t  
imagine how lonely it ’ s been f or  me, t alking day af t er  day t o pat ient s who haven’ t  t he 
slight est  knowledge of  psychiat r y, t r ying t o cur e people who have no r eal int er est  in me 
or  my wor k! I t ’ s given me such a t er r ible f eeling of  inadequacy.’  A shadow of  anxiet y 
cr ossed his f ace. ’ I  can’ t  seem t o shake it .’
’ Really?’  asked Yossar ian, wonder ing what  else t o say. ’ Why do you blame your self  f or  
gaps in t he educat ion of  ot her s?’
’ I t ’ s silly, I  know,’  Maj or  Sander son r eplied uneasily wit h a giddy, involunt ar y laugh. ’ But  
I ’ ve always depended ver y heavily on t he good opinion of  ot her s. I  r eached puber t y a bit  
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lat er  t han all t he ot her  boys my age, you see, and it ’ s given me sor t  of  - well, all sor t s of  
pr oblems. I  j ust  know I ’ m going t o enj oy discussing t hem wit h you. I ’ m so eager  t o begin 
t hat  I ’ m almost  r eluct ant  t o digr ess now t o your  pr oblem, but  I ’ m af r aid I  must . Colonel 
Fer r edge would be cr oss if  he knew we wer e spending all our  t ime on me. I ’ d like t o show 
you some ink blot s now t o f md out  what  cer t ain shapes and color s r emind you of .’
’ You can save your self  t he t r ouble, Doct or . Ever yt hing r eminds me of  sex.’
’ Does it ?’  cr ied Maj or  Sander son wit h delight , as t hough unable t o believe his ear s. ’ Now
we’ r e r eally get t ing somewher e! Do you ever  have any good sex dr eams?’
’ My f ish dr eam is a sex dr eam.’
’ No, I  mean r eal sex dr eams - t he kind wher e you gr ab some naked bit ch by t he neck and 
pinch her  and punch her  in t he f ace unt il she’ s all bloody and t hen t hr ow your self  down t o
r avish her  and bur st  int o t ear s because you love her  and hat e her  so much you don’ t  know
what  else t o do. That ’ s t he kind of  sex dr eams I  like t o t alk about . Don’ t  you ever  have 
sex dr eams like t hat ?’
Yossar ian r ef lect ed a moment  wit h a wise look. ’ That ’ s a f ish dr eam,’  he decided.
Maj or  Sander son r ecoiled as t hough he had been slapped. ’ Yes, of  cour se,’  he conceded 
f r igidly, his manner  changing t o one of  edgy and def ensive ant agonism. ’ But  I ’ d like you 
t o dr eam one like t hat  anyway j ust  t o see how you r eact . That  will be all f or  t oday. I n t he
meant ime, I ’ d also like you t o dr eam up t he answer s t o some of  t hose quest ions I  asked 
you. These sessions ar e no mor e pleasant  f or  me t han t hey ar e f or  you, you know.’
’ I ’ ll ment ion it  t o Dunbar ,’  Yossar ian r eplied.
’ Dunbar ?’
’ He’ s t he one who st ar t ed it  all. I t ’ s his dr eam.’
’ Oh, Dunbar .’  Maj or  Sander son sneer ed, his conf idence r et ur ning. ’ I ’ ll bet  Dunbar  is 
t hat  evil f ellow who r eally does all t hose nast y t hings you’ r e always being blamed f or , 
isn’ t  he?’
’ He’ s not  so evil.’
And yet  you’ ll def end him t o t he ver y deat h, won’ t  you?’
’ Not  t hat  f ar .’
Maj or  Sander son smiled t aunt ingly and wr ot e ’ Dunbar ’  on his pad. ’ Why ar e you limping?’  
he asked shar ply, as Yossar ian moved t o t he door . ’ And what  t he devil is t hat  bandage 
doing on your  leg? Ar e you mad or  somet hing?’
’ I  was wounded in t he leg. That ’ s what  I ’ m in t he hospit al f or .’
’ Oh, no, you’ r e not ,’  gloat ed Maj or  Sander son maliciously. ’ You’ r e in t he hospit al f or  a 
st one in your  salivar y gland. So you’ r e not  so smar t  af t er  all, ar e you? You don’ t  even 
know what  you’ r e in t he hospit al f or .’
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’ I ’ m in t he hospit al f or  a wounded leg,’  Yossar ian insist ed.
Maj or  Sander son ignor ed his ar gument  wit h a sar cast ic laugh. ’ Well, give my r egar ds t o 
your  f r iend Dunbar . And you will t ell him t o dr eam t hat  dr eam f or  me, won’ t  you?’
But  Dunbar  had nausea and dizziness wit h his const ant  headache and was not  inclined t o 
co-oper at e wit h Maj or  Sander son. Hungr y J oe had night mar es because he had f inished 
sixt y missions and was wait ing again t o go home, but  he was unwilling t o shar e any when he
came t o t he hospit al t o visit .
’ Hasn’ t  anyone got  any dr eams f or  Maj or  Sander son?’  Yossar ian asked. ’ I  hat e t o 
disappoint  him. He f eels so r ej ect ed alr eady.’
’ I ’ ve been having a ver y peculiar  dr eam ever  since I  lear ned you wer e wounded,’  
conf essed t he chaplain. ’ I  used t o dr eam ever y night  t hat  my wif e was dying or  being 
mur der ed or  t hat  my childr en wer e choking t o deat h on mor sels of  nut r it ious f ood. Now I
dr eam t hat  I ’ m out  swimming in wat er  over  my head and a shar k is eat ing my lef t  leg in 
exact ly t he same place wher e you have your  bandage.’
’ That ’ s a wonder f ul dr eam,’  Dunbar  declar ed. ’ I  bet  Maj or  Sander son will love it .’
’ That ’ s a hor r ible dr eam!’  Maj or  Sander son cr ied. ’ I t ’ s f illed wit h pain and mut ilat ion 
and deat h. I ’ m sur e you had it  j ust  t o spit e me. You know, I ’ m not  even sur e you belong in
t he Ar my, wit h a disgust ing dr eam like t hat .’
Yossar ian t hought  he spied a r ay of  hope. ’ Per haps you’ r e r ight , sir ,’  he suggest ed slyly. 
’ Per haps I  ought  t o be gr ounded and r et ur ned t o t he St at es.’
’ Hasn’ t  it  ever  occur r ed t o you t hat  in your  pr omiscuous pur suit  of  women you ar e mer ely
t r ying t o assuage your  subconscious f ear s of  sexual impot ence?’
’ Yes, sir , it  has.’
’ Then why do you do it ?’
’ To assuage my f ear s of  sexual impot ence.’
’ Why don’ t  you get  your self  a good hobby inst ead?’  Maj or  Sander son inquir ed wit h 
f r iendly int er est . ’ Like f ishing. Do you r eally f ind Nur se Ducket t  so at t r act ive? I  should 
t hink she was r at her  bony. Rat her  bland and bony, you know. Like a f ish.’
’ I  har dly know Nur se Ducket t .’
’ Then why did you gr ab her  by t he bosom? Mer ely because she has one?’
’ Dunbar  did t hat .’
’ Oh, don’ t  st ar t  t hat  again,’  Maj or  Sander son exclaimed wit h vit r iolic scor n, and hur led 
down his pencil disgust edly. ’ Do you r eally t hink t hat  you can absolve your self  of  guilt  by 
pr et ending t o be someone else? I  don’ t  like you, For t ior i. Do you know t hat ? I  don’ t  like 
you at  all.’
Yossar ian f elt  a cold, damp wind of  appr ehension blow over  him. ’ I ’ m not  For t ior i, sir ,’  he
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said t imidly. ’ I ’ m Yossar ian.’
’ You’ r e who?’
’ My name is Yossar ian, sir . And I ’ m in t he hospit al wit h a wounded leg.’
’ Your  name is For t ior i,’  Maj or  Sander son cont r adict ed him belliger ent ly. ’ And you’ r e in 
t he hospit al f or  a st one in your  salivar y gland.’
’ Oh, come on, Maj or !’  Yossar ian exploded. ’ I  ought  t o know who I  am.’
’ And I ’ ve got  an of f icial Ar my r ecor d her e t o pr ove it ,’  Maj or  Sander son r et or t ed. 
’ You’ d bet t er  get  a gr ip on your self  bef or e it ’ s t oo lat e. Fir st  you’ r e Dunbar . Now you’ r e
Yossar ian. The next  t hing you know you’ ll be claiming you’ r e Washingt on I r ving. Do you 
know what ’ s wr ong wit h you? You’ ve got  a split  per sonalit y, t hat ’ s what ’ s wr ong wit h 
you.’
’ Per haps you’ r e r ight , sir .’  Yossar ian agr eed diplomat ically.
’ I  know I ’ m r ight . You’ ve got  a bad per secut ion complex. You t hink people ar e t r ying t o 
har m you.’
’ People ar e t r ying t o har m me.’
’ You see? You have no r espect  f or  excessive aut hor it y or  obsolet e t r adit ions. You’ r e 
danger ous and depr aved, and you ought  t o be t aken out side and shot !’
’ Ar e you ser ious?’
’ You’ r e an enemy of  t he people!’
’ Ar e you nut s?’  Yossar ian shout ed.
’ No, I ’ m not  nut s,’  Dobbs r oar ed f ur iously back in t he war d, in what  he imagined was a 
f ur t ive whisper . ’ Hungr y J oe saw t hem, I  t ell you. He saw t hem yest er day when he f lew 
t o Naples t o pick up some black-mar ket  air  condit ioner s f or  Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s f ar m. 
They’ ve got  a big r eplacement  cent er  t her e and it ’ s f illed wit h hundr eds of  pilot s, 
bombar dier s and gunner s on t he way home. They’ ve got  f or t y-f ive missions, t hat ’ s all. A 
f ew wit h Pur ple Hear t s have even less. Replacement  cr ews ar e pour ing in f r om t he St at es
int o t he ot her  bomber  gr oups. They want  ever yone t o ser ve over seas at  least  once, even 
administ r at ive per sonnel. Don’ t  you r ead t he paper s? We’ ve got  t o kill him now!’
’ You’ ve got  only t wo mor e missions t o f ly,’  Yossar ian r easoned wit h him in a low voice. 
’ Why t ake a chance?’
’ I  can get  killed f lying t hem, t oo,’  Dobbs answer ed pugnaciously in his r ough, quaver ing, 
over wr ought  voice. ’ We can kill him t he f ir st  t hing t omor r ow mor ning when he dr ives 
back f r om his f ar m. I ’ ve got  t he gun r ight  her e.’
Yossar ian goggled wit h amazement  as Dobbs pulled a gun out  of  his pocket  and displayed 
it  high in t he air . ’ Ar e you cr azy?’  he hissed f r ant ically. ’ Put  it  away. And keep your  idiot  
voice down.’
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’ What  ar e you wor r ied about ?’  Dobbs asked wit h of f ended innocence. ’ No one can hear  
us.’
’ Hey, knock it  of f  down t her e,’  a voice r ang out  f r om t he f ar  end of  t he war d. ’ Can’ t  you 
see we’ r e t r ying t o nap?’
’ What  t he hell ar e you, a wise guy?’  Dobbs yelled back and spun ar ound wit h clenched 
f ist s, r eady t o f ight . He whir led back t o Yossar ian and, bef or e he could speak, sneezed 
t hunder ously six t imes, st agger ing sideways on r ubber y legs in t he int er vals and r aising 
his elbows inef f ect ively t o f end each seizur e of f . The lids of  his wat er y eyes wer e puf f y 
and inf lamed.
’ Who does he t hink,’  he demanded, snif f ing spasmodically and wiping his nose wit h t he 
back of  his st ur dy wr ist , ’ he is, a cop or  somet hing?’
’ He’ s a C.I .D. man,’  Yossar ian not if ied him t r anquilly. ’ We’ ve got  t hr ee her e now and 
mor e on t he way. Oh, don’ t  be scar ed. They’ r e af t er  a f or ger  named Washingt on I r ving. 
They’ r e not  int er est ed in mur der er s.’
’ Mur der er s?’  Dobbs was af f r ont ed. ’ Why do you call us mur der er s? J ust  because we’ r e 
going t o mur der  Colonel Cat hcar t ?’
’ Be quiet , damn you!’  dir ect ed Yossar ian. ’ Can’ t  you whisper ?’
’ I  am whisper ing. I  - ’
’ You’ r e st ill shout ing.’
’ No, I ’ m not . I  - ’
’ Hey, shut  up down t her e, will you?’  pat ient s all over  t he war d began holler ing at  Dobbs.
’ I ’ ll f ight  you all!’  Dobbs scr eamed back at  t hem, and st ood up on a r icket y wooden chair ,
waving t he gun wildly. Yossar ian caught  his ar m and yanked him down. Dobbs began 
sneezing again. ’ I  have an aller gy,’  he apologized when he had f inished, his nost r ils 
r unning and his eyes st r eaming wit h t ear s.
’ That ’ s t oo bad. You’ d make a gr eat  leader  of  men wit hout  it .’
’ Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s t he mur der er ,’  Dobbs complained hoar sely when he had shoved away 
a soiled, cr umpled khaki handker chief . ’ Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s t he one who’ s going t o mur der  
us all if  we don’ t  do somet hing t o st op him.’
’ Maybe he won’ t  r aise t he missions any mor e. Maybe sixt y is as high as he’ ll go.’
’ He always r aises t he missions. You know t hat  bet t er  t han I  do.’  Dobbs swallowed and 
bent  his int ense f ace ver y close t o Yossar ian’ s, t he muscles in his br onze, r ocklike j aw 
bunching up int o quiver ing knot s. ’ J ust  say it ’ s okay and I ’ ll do t he whole t hing t omor r ow 
mor ning. Do you under st and what  I ’ m t elling you? I ’ m whisper ing now, ain’ t  I ?’
Yossar ian t or e his eyes away f r om t he gaze of  bur ning ent r eat y Dobbs had f ast ened on 
him. ’ Why t he goddam hell don’ t  you j ust  go out  and do it ?’  he pr ot est ed. ’ Why don’ t  you
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st op t alking t o me about  it  and do it  alone?’
’ I ’ m af r aid t o do it  alone. I ’ m af r aid t o do anyt hing alone.’
’ Then leave me out  of  it . I ’ d have t o be cr azy t o get  mixed up in somet hing like t his now. 
I ’ ve got  a million-dollar  leg wound her e. They’ r e going t o send me home.’
’ Ar e you cr azy?’  Dobbs exclaimed in disbelief . ’ All you’ ve got  t her e is a scr at ch. He’ ll 
have you back f lying combat  missions t he day you come out , Pur ple Hear t  and all.’
’ Then I  r eally will kill him,’  Yossar ian vowed. ’ I ’ ll come looking f or  you and we’ ll do it  
t oget her .’
’ Then let ’ s do it  t omor r ow while we’ ve st ill got  t he chance,’  Dobbs pleaded. ’ The chaplain
says he’ s volunt eer ed t he gr oup f or  Avignon again. I  may be killed bef or e you get  out . 
Look how t hese hands of  mine shake. I  can’ t  f ly a plane. I ’ m not  good enough.’
Yossar ian was af r aid t o say yes. ’ I  want  t o wait  and see what  happens f ir st .’
’ The t r ouble wit h you is t hat  you j ust  won’ t  do anyt hing,’  Dobbs complained in a t hick 
inf ur iat ed voice.
’ I ’ m doing ever yt hing I  possibly can,’  t he chaplain explained sof t ly t o Yossar ian af t er  
Dobbs had depar t ed. ’ I  even went  t o t he medical t ent  t o speak t o Doc Daneeka about  
helping you.’
’ Yes, I  can see.’  Yossar ian suppr essed a smile. ’ What  happened?’
’ They paint ed my gums pur ple,’  t he chaplain r eplied sheepishly.
’ They paint ed his t oes pur ple, t oo,’  Nat ely added in out r age. ’ And t hen t hey gave him a 
laxat ive.’
’ But  I  went  back again t his mor ning t o see him.’
’ And t hey paint ed his gums pur ple again,’  said Nat ely.
’ But  I  did get  t o speak t o him,’  t he chaplain ar gued in a plaint ive t one of  
self - j ust if icat ion. ’ Doct or  Daneeka seems like such an unhappy man. He suspect s t hat  
someone is plot t ing t o t r ansf er  him t o t he Pacif ic Ocean. All t his t ime he’ s been t hinking 
of  coming t o me f or  help. When I  t old him I  needed his help, he wonder ed if  t her e wasn’ t
a chaplain I  couldn’ t  go see.’  The chaplain wait ed in pat ient  dej ect ion when Yossar ian and 
Dunbar  bot h br oke int o laught er . ’ I  used t o t hink it  was immor al t o be unhappy,’  he 
cont inued, as t hough keening aloud in solit ude. ’ Now I  don’ t  know what  t o t hink any mor e. 
I ’ d like t o make t he subj ect  of  immor alit y t he basis of  my ser mon t his Sunday, but  I ’ m 
not  sur e I  ought  t o give any ser mon at  all wit h t hese pur ple gums. Colonel Kor n was ver y 
displeased wit h t hem.’
’ Chaplain, why don’ t  you come int o t he hospit al wit h us f or  a while and t ake it  easy?’  
Yossar ian invit ed. ’ You could be ver y comf or t able her e.’
The br ash iniquit y of  t he pr oposal t empt ed and amused t he chaplain f or  a second or  t wo. 
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’ No, I  don’ t  t hink so,’  he decided r eluct ant ly. ’ I  want  t o ar r ange f or  a t r ip t o t he 
mainland t o see a mail cler k named Wint er gr een. Doct or  Daneeka t old me he could help.’
’ Wint er gr een is pr obably t he most  inf luent ial man in t he whole t heat er  of  oper at ions. 
He’ s not  only a mail cler k, but  he has access t o a mimeogr aph machine. But  he won’ t  help 
anybody. That ’ s one of  t he r easons he’ ll go f ar .’
’ I ’ d like t o speak t o him anyway. Ther e must  be somebody who will help you.’
’ Do it  f or  Dunbar , Chaplain,’  Yossar ian cor r ect ed wit h a super ior  air . ’ I ’ ve got  t his 
million-dollar  leg wound t hat  will t ake me out  of  combat . I f  t hat  doesn’ t  do it , t her e’ s a 
psychiat r ist  who t hinks I ’ m not  good enough t o be in t he Ar my.’
’ I ’ m t he one who isn’ t  good enough t o be in t he Ar my,’  Dunbar  whined j ealously. ’ I t  was 
my dr eam.’
’ I t ’ s not  t he dr eam, Dunbar ,’  Yossar ian explained. ’ He likes your  dr eam. I t ’ s my 
per sonalit y. He t hinks it ’ s split .’
’ I t ’ s split  r ight  down t he middle,’  said Maj or  Sander son, who had laced his lumpy GI  
shoes f or  t he occasion and had slicked his char coal-dull hair  down wit h some st if f ening 
and r edolent  t onic. He smiled ost ent at iously t o show himself  r easonable and nice. ’ I ’ m 
not  saying t hat  t o be cr uel and insult ing,’  he cont inued wit h cr uel and insult ing delight . 
’ I ’ m not  saying it  because I  hat e you and want  r evenge. I ’ m not  saying it  because you 
r ej ect ed me and hur t  my f eelings t er r ibly. No, I ’ m a man of  medicine and I ’ m being 
coldly obj ect ive. I  have ver y bad news f or  you. Ar e you man enough t o t ake it ?’
’ God, no!’  scr eamed Yossar ian. ’ I ’ ll go r ight  t o pieces.’
Maj or  Sander son f lew inst ant ly int o a r age. ’ Can’ t  you even do one t hing r ight ?’  he 
pleaded, t ur ning beet -r ed wit h vexat ion and cr ashing t he sides of  bot h f ist s down upon 
his desk t oget her . ’ The t r ouble wit h you is t hat  you t hink you’ r e t oo good f or  all t he 
convent ions of  societ y. You pr obably t hink you’ r e t oo good f or  me t oo, j ust  because I  
ar r ived at  puber t y lat e. Well, do you know what  you ar e? You’ r e a f r ust r at ed, unhappy, 
disillusioned, undisciplined, maladj ust ed young man!’  Maj or  Sander son’ s disposit ion 
seemed t o mellow as he r eeled of f  t he uncompliment ar y adj ect ives.
’ Yes, sir ,’  Yossar ian agr eed car ef ully. ’ I  guess you’ r e r ight .’
’ Of  cour se I ’ m r ight . You’ r e immat ur e. You’ ve been unable t o adj ust  t o t he idea of  war .’
’ Yes, sir .’
’ You have a mor bid aver sion t o dying. You pr obably r esent  t he f act  t hat  you’ r e at  war  
and might  get  your  head blown of f  any second.’
’ I  mor e t han r esent  it , sir . I ’ m absolut ely incensed.’
’ You have deep-seat ed sur vival anxiet ies. And you don’ t  like bigot s, bullies, snobs or  
hypocr it es. Subconsciously t her e ar e many people you hat e.’
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’ Consciously, sir , consciously,’  Yossar ian cor r ect ed in an ef f or t  t o help. ’ I  hat e t hem 
consciously.’
’ You’ r e ant agonist ic t o t he idea of  being r obbed, exploit ed, degr aded, humiliat ed or  
deceived. Miser y depr esses you. I gnor ance depr esses you. Per secut ion depr esses you. 
Violence depr esses you. Slums depr ess you. Gr eed depr esses you. Cr ime depr esses you. 
Cor r upt ion depr esses you. You know, it  wouldn’ t  sur pr ise me if  you’ r e a 
manic-depr essive!’
’ Yes, sir . Per haps I  am.’
’ Don’ t  t r y t o deny it .’
’ I ’ m not  denying it , sir ,’  said Yossar ian, pleased wit h t he mir aculous r appor t  t hat  f inally 
exist ed bet ween t hem. ’ I  agr ee wit h all you’ ve said.’
’ Then you admit  you’ r e cr azy, do you?’
’ Cr azy?’  Yossar ian was shocked. ’ What  ar e you t alking about ? Why am I  cr azy? You’ r e 
t he one who’ s cr azy!’
Maj or  Sander son t ur ned r ed wit h indignat ion again and cr ashed bot h f ist s down upon his 
t highs. ’ Calling me cr azy,’  he shout ed in a sput t er ing r age, ’ is a t ypically sadist ic and 
vindict ive par anoiac r eact ion! You r eally ar e cr azy!’
’ Then why don’ t  you send me home?’
’ And I ’ m going t o send you home!’
’ They’ r e going t o send me home!’  Yossar ian announced j ubilant ly, as he hobbled back int o 
t he war d.
’ Me t oo!’  A. For t ior i r ej oiced. ’ They j ust  came t o my war d and t old me.’
’ What  about  me?’  Dunbar  demanded pet ulant ly of  t he doct or s.
’ You?’  t hey r eplied wit h asper it y. ’ You’ r e going wit h Yossar ian. Right  back int o combat !’
And back int o combat  t hey bot h went . Yossar ian was enr aged when t he ambulance 
r et ur ned him t o t he squadr on, and he went  limping f or  j ust ice t o Doc Daneeka, who glar ed
at  him glumly wit h miser y and disdain.
’ You!’  Doc Daneeka exclaimed mour nf ully wit h accusing disgust , t he egg-shaped pouches 
under  bot h eyes f ir m and censor ious. ’ All you ever  t hink of  is your self . Go t ake a look at  
t he bomb line if  you want  t o see what ’ s been happening since you went  t o t he hospit al.’
Yossar ian was st ar t led. ’ Ar e we losing?’
’ Losing?’  Doc Daneeka cr ied. ’ The whole milit ar y sit uat ion has been going t o hell ever  
since we capt ur ed Par is. I  knew it  would happen.’  He paused, his sulking ir e t ur ning t o 
melancholy, and f r owned ir r it ably as t hough it  wer e all Yossar ian’ s f ault . ’ Amer ican 
t r oops ar e pushing int o Ger man soil. The Russians have capt ur ed back all of  Romania. Only
yest er day t he Gr eeks in t he Eight h Ar my capt ur ed Rimini. The Ger mans ar e on t he 
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def ensive ever ywher e!’  Doc Daneeka paused again and f or t if ied himself  wit h a huge 
br eat h f or  a pier cing ej aculat ion of  gr ief . ’ Ther e’ s no mor e Luf t waf f e lef t !’  he wailed. 
He seemed r eady t o bur st  int o t ear s. ’ The whole Got hic line is in danger  of  collapsing!’
’ So?’  asked Yossar ian. ’ What ’ s wr ong?’
’ What ’ s wr ong?’  Doc Daneeka cr ied. ’ I f  somet hing doesn’ t  happen soon, Ger many may 
sur r ender . And t hen we’ ll all be sent  t o t he Pacif ic!’
Yossar ian gawked at  Doc Daneeka in gr ot esque dismay. ’ Ar e you cr azy? Do you know what
you’ r e saying?’
’ Yeah, it ’ s easy f or  you t o laugh,’  Doc Daneeka sneer ed.
’ Who t he hell is laughing?’
’ At  least  you’ ve got  a chance. You’ r e in combat  and might  get  killed. But  what  about  me? 
I ’ ve got  not hing t o hope f or .’
’ You’ r e out  of  your  goddam head!’  Yossar ian shout ed at  him emphat ically, seizing him by 
t he shir t  f r ont . ’ Do you know t hat ? Now keep your  st upid mout h shut  and list en t o me.’
Doc Daneeka wr enched himself  away. ’ Don’ t  you dar e t alk t o me like t hat . I ’ m a licensed 
physician.’
’ Then keep your  st upid licensed physician’ s mout h shut  and list en t o what  t hey t old me up
at  t he hospit al. I ’ m cr azy. Did you know t hat ?’
’ So?’
’ Really cr azy.’
’ So?’
’ I ’ m nut s. Cuckoo. Don’ t  you under st and? I ’ m of f  my r ocker . They sent  someone else 
home in my place by mist ake. They’ ve got  a licensed psychiat r ist  up at  t he hospit al who 
examined me, and t hat  was his ver dict . I ’ m r eally insane.’
’ So?’
’ So?’  Yossar ian was puzzled by Doc Daneeka’ s inabilit y t o compr ehend. ’ Don’ t  you see 
what  t hat  means? Now you can t ake me of f  combat  dut y and send me home. They’ r e not  
going t o send a cr azy man out  t o be killed, ar e t hey?’
’ Who else will go?’
28 DOBBS
McWat t  went , and McWat t  was not  cr azy. And so did Yossar ian, st ill walking wit h a limp, 
and when Yossar ian had gone t wo mor e t imes and t hen f ound himself  menaced by t he 
r umor  of  anot her  mission t o Bologna, he limped det er minedly int o Dobbs’ s t ent  ear ly one 
war m af t er noon, put  a f inger  t o his mout h and said, ’ Shush!’
’ What  ar e you shushing him f or ?’  asked Kid Sampson, peeling a t anger ine wit h his f r ont  
t eet h as he per used t he dog-ear ed pages of  a comic book. ’ He isn’ t  even saying anyt hing.’
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’ Scr ew,’  said Yossar ian t o Kid Sampson, j er king his t humb back over  his shoulder  t owar d 
t he ent r ance of  t he t ent .
Kid Sampson cocked his blond eyebr ows discer ningly and r ose t o co-oper at e. He whist led 
upwar d f our  t imes int o his dr ooping yellow must ache and spur t ed away int o t he hills on 
t he dent ed old gr een mot or cycle he had pur chased secondhand mont hs bef or e. Yossar ian 
wait ed unt il t he last  f aint  bar k of  t he mot or  had died away in t he dist ance. Things inside 
t he t ent  did not  seem quit e nor mal. The place was t oo neat . Dobbs was wat ching him 
cur iously, smoking a f at  cigar . Now t hat  Yossar ian had made up his mind t o be br ave, he 
was deat hly af r aid.
’ All r ight ,’  he said. ’ Let ’ s kill Colonel Cat hcar t . We’ ll do it  t oget her .’
Dobbs spr ang f or war d of f  his cot  wit h a look of  wildest  t er r or . ’ Shush!’  he r oar ed. ’ Kill 
Colonel Cat hcar t ? What  ar e you t alking about ?’
’ Be quiet , damn it ,’  Yossar ian snar led. ’ The whole island will hear . Have you st ill got  t hat  
gun?’
’ Ar e you cr azy or  somet hing?’  shout ed Dobbs. ’ Why should I  want  t o kill Colonel 
Cat hcar t ?’
’ Why?’  Yossar ian st ar ed at  Dobbs wit h an incr edulous scowl. ’ Why? I t  was your  idea, 
wasn’ t  it ? Didn’ t  you come t o t he hospit al and ask me t o do it ?’
Dobbs smiled slowly. ’ But  t hat  was when I  had only f if t y-eight  missions,’  he explained, 
puf f ing on his cigar  luxur iously. ’ I ’ m all packed now and I ’ m wait ing t o go home. I ’ ve 
f inished my sixt y missions.’
’ So what ?’  Yossar ian r eplied. ’ He’ s only going t o r aise t hem again.’
’ Maybe t his t ime he won’ t .’
’ He always r aises t hem. What  t he hell’ s t he mat t er  wit h you, Dobbs? Ask Hungr y J oe 
how many t ime he’ s packed his bags.’
’ I ’ ve got  t o wait  and see what  happens,’  Dobbs maint ained st ubbor nly. ’ I ’ d have t o be 
cr azy t o get  mixed up in somet hing like t his now t hat  I ’ m out  of  combat .’  He f licked t he 
ash f r om his cigar . ’ No, my advice t o you,’  he r emar ked, ’ is t hat  you f ly your  sixt y 
missions like t he r est  of  us and t hen see what  happens.’
Yossar ian r esist ed t he impulse t o spit  squar ely in his eye. ’ I  may not  live t hr ough sixt y,’  
he wheedled in a f lat , pessimist ic voice. ’ Ther e’ s a r umor  ar ound t hat  he volunt eer ed t he 
gr oup f or  Bologna again.’
’ I t ’ s only a r umor ,’  Dobbs point ed out  wit h a self - impor t ant  air . ’ You must n’ t  believe 
ever y r umor  you hear .’
’ Will you st op giving me advice?’
’ Why don’ t  you speak t o Or r ?’  Dobbs advised. ’ Or r  got  knocked down int o t he wat er  
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again last  week on t hat  second mission t o Avignon. Maybe he’ s unhappy enough t o kill 
him.’
’ Or r  hasn’ t  got  br ains enough t o be unhappy.’
Or r  had been knocked down int o t he wat er  again while Yossar ian was st ill in t he hospit al 
and had eased his cr ippled air plane down gent ly int o t he glassy blue swells of f  Mar seilles 
wit h such f lawless skill t hat  not  one member  of  t he six-man cr ew suf f er ed t he slight est  
br uise. The escape hat ches in t he f r ont  and r ear  sect ions f lew open while t he sea was 
st ill f oaming whit e and gr een ar ound t he plane, and t he men scr ambled out  as speedily as 
t hey could in t heir  f laccid or ange Mae West  lif e j acket s t hat  f ailed t o inf lat e and 
dangled limp and useless ar ound t heir  necks and waist s. The lif e j acket s f ailed t o inf lat e 
because Milo had r emoved t he t win car bon-dioxide cylinder s f r om t he inf lat ing chamber s 
t o make t he st r awber r y and cr ushed-pineapple ice-cr eam sodas he ser ved in t he 
of f icer s’  mess hall and had r eplaced t hem wit h mimeogr aphed not es t hat  r ead: ’ What ’ s 
good f or  M & M Ent er pr ises is good f or  t he count r y.’  Or r  popped out  of  t he sinking 
air plane last .
’ You should have seen him!’  Ser geant  Knight  r oar ed wit h laught er  as he r elat ed t he 
episode t o Yossar ian. ’ I t  was t he f unniest  goddam t hing you ever  saw. None of  t he Mae 
West s would wor k because Milo had st olen t he car bon dioxide t o make t hose ice-cr eam 
sodas you bast ar ds have been get t ing in t he of f icer s’  mess. But  t hat  wasn’ t  t oo bad, as it
t ur ned out . Only one of  us couldn’ t  swim, and we lif t ed t hat  guy up int o t he r af t  af t er  
Or r  had wor ked it  over  by it s r ope r ight  up against  t he f uselage while we wer e all st ill 
st anding on t he plane. That  lit t le cr ackpot  sur e has a knack f or  t hings like t hat . Then t he 
ot her  r af t  came loose and dr if t ed away, so t hat  all six of  us wound up sit t ing in one wit h 
our  elbows and legs pr essed so close against  each ot her  you almost  couldn’ t  move wit hout
knocking t he guy next  t o you out  of  t he r af t  int o t he wat er . The plane went  down about  
t hr ee seconds af t er  we lef t  it  and we wer e out  t her e all alone, and r ight  af t er  t hat  we 
began unscr ewing t he caps on our  Mae West s t o see what  t he hell had gone wr ong and 
f ound t hose goddam not es f r om Milo t elling us t hat  what  was good f or  him was good 
enough f or  t he r est  of  us. That  bast ar d! J esus, did we cur se him, all except  t hat  buddy 
of  your s, Or r , who j ust  kept  gr inning as t hough f or  all he car ed what  was good f or  Milo 
might  be good enough f or  t he r est  of  us.
’ I  swear , you should have seen him sit t ing up t her e on t he r im of  t he r af t  like t he capt ain
of  a ship while t he r est  of  us j ust  wat ched him and wait ed f or  him t o t ell us what  t o do. 
He kept  slapping his hands on his legs ever y f ew seconds as t hough he had t he shakes and
saying, "All r ight  now, all r ight ," and giggling like a cr azy lit t le f r eak, t hen saying, "All 
r ight  now, all r ight ," again, and giggling like a cr azy lit t le f r eak some mor e. I t  was like 
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wat ching some kind of  a mor on. Wat ching him was all t hat  kept  us f r om going t o pieces 
alt oget her  dur ing t he f ir st  f ew minut es, what  wit h each wave washing over  us int o t he 
r af t  or  dumping a f ew of  us back int o t he wat er  so t hat  we had t o climb back in again 
bef or e t he next  wave came along and washed us r ight  back out . I t  was sur e f unny. We 
j ust  kept  f alling out  and climbing back in. We had t he guy who couldn’ t  swim st r et ched 
out  in t he middle of  t he r af t  on t he f loor , but  even t her e he almost  dr owned, because 
t he wat er  inside t he r af t  was deep enough t o keep splashing in his f ace. Oh, boy!
’ Then Or r  began opening up compar t ment s in t he r af t , and t he f un r eally began. Fir st  he 
f ound a box of  chocolat e bar s and he passed t hose ar ound so we sat  t her e eat ing salt y 
chocolat e bar s while t he waves kept  knocking us out  of  t he r af t  int o t he wat er . Next  he 
f ound some bouillon cubes and aluminum cups and made us some soup. Then he f ound some
t ea. Sur e, he made it ! Can’ t  you see him ser ving us t ea as we sat  t her e soaking wet  in 
wat er  up t o our  ass? Now I  was f alling out  of  t he r af t  because I  was laughing so much. 
We wer e all laughing. And he was dead ser ious, except  f or  t hat  goof y giggle of  his and 
t hat  cr azy gr in. What  a j er k! What ever  he f ound he used. He f ound some shar k r epellent  
and he spr inkled it  r ight  out  int o t he wat er . He f ound some mar ker  dye and he t hr ew it  
int o t he wat er . The next  t hing he f inds is a f ishing line and dr ied bait , and his f ace light s 
up as t hough t he Air -Sea Rescue launch had j ust  sped up t o save us bef or e we died of  
exposur e or  bef or e t he Ger mans sent  a boat  out  f r om Spezia t o t ake us pr isoner  or  
machine-gun us. I n no t ime at  all, Or r  had t hat  f ishing line out  int o t he wat er , t r olling 
away as happy as a lar k. "Lieut enant , what  do you expect  t o cat ch?" I  asked him. "Cod," he
t old me. And he meant  it . And it ’ s a good t hing he didn’ t  cat ch any, because he would 
have eat en t hat  codf ish r aw if  he had caught  any, and would have made us eat  it , t oo, 
because he had f ound t his lit t le book t hat  said it  was all r ight  t o eat  codf ish r aw.
’ The next  t hing he f ound was t his lit t le blue oar  about  t he size of  a Dixie-cup spoon, and, 
sur e enough, he began r owing wit h it , t r ying t o move all nine hundr ed pounds of  us wit h 
t hat  lit t le st ick. Can you imagine? Af t er  t hat  he f ound a small magnet ic compass and a big
wat er pr oof  map, and he spr ead t he map open on his knees and set  t he compass on t op of  
it . And t hat ’ s how he spent  t he t ime unt il t he launch picked us up about  t hir t y minut es 
lat er , sit t ing t her e wit h t hat  bait ed f ishing line out  behind him, wit h t he compass in his 
lap and t he map spr ead out  on his knees, and paddling away as har d as he could wit h t hat  
dinky blue oar  as t hough he was speeding t o Maj or ca. J esus!’
Ser geant  Knight  knew all about  Maj or ca, and so did Or r , because Yossar ian had t old t hem
of t en of  such sanct uar ies as Spain, Swit zer land and Sweden wher e Amer ican f lier s could 
be int er ned f or  t he dur at ion of  t he war  under  condit ions of  ut most  ease and luxur y 
mer ely by f lying t her e. Yossar ian was t he squadr on’ s leading aut hor it y on int er nment  and 
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had alr eady begun plot t ing an emer gency heading int o Swit zer land on ever y mission he 
f lew int o nor t her nmost  I t aly. He would cer t ainly have pr ef er r ed Sweden, wher e t he level
of  int elligence was high and wher e he could swim nude wit h beaut if ul gir ls wit h low, 
demur r ing voices and sir e whole happy, undisciplined t r ibes of  illegit imat e Yossar ians t hat
t he st at e would assist  t hr ough par t ur it ion and launch int o lif e wit hout  st igma; but  
Sweden was out  of  r each, t oo f ar  away, and Yossar ian wait ed f or  t he piece of  f lak t hat  
would knock out  one engine over  t he I t alian Alps and pr ovide him wit h t he excuse f or  
heading f or  Swit zer land. He would not  even t ell his pilot  he was guiding him t her e. 
Yossar ian of t en t hought  of  scheming wit h some pilot  he t r ust ed t o f ake a cr ippled engine 
and t hen dest r oy t he evidence of  decept ion wit h a belly landing, but  t he only pilot  he 
r eally t r ust ed was McWat t , who was happiest  wher e he was and st ill got  a big boot  out  of
buzzing his plane over  Yossar ian’ s t ent  or  r oar ing in so low over  t he bat her s at  t he beach
t hat  t he f ier ce wind f r om his pr opeller s slashed dar k f ur r ows in t he wat er  and whipped 
sheet s of  spr ay f lapping back f or  seconds af t er war d.
Dobbs and Hungr y J oe wer e out  of  t he quest ion, and so was Or r , who was t inker ing wit h 
t he valve of  t he st ove again when Yossar ian limped despondent ly back int o t he t ent  af t er  
Dobbs had t ur ned him down. The st ove Or r  was manuf act ur ing out  of  an inver t ed met al 
dr um st ood in t he middle of  t he smoot h cement  f loor  he had const r uct ed. He was wor king
sedulously on bot h knees. Yossar ian t r ied paying no at t ent ion t o him and limped wear ily t o
his cot  and sat  down wit h a labor ed, dr awn-out  gr unt . Pr ickles of  per spir at ion wer e 
t ur ning chilly on his f or ehead. Dobbs had depr essed him. Doc Daneeka depr essed him. An 
ominous vision of  doom depr essed him when he looked at  Or r . He began t icking wit h a 
var iet y of  int er nal t r emor s. Ner ves t wit ched, and t he vein in one wr ist  began palpit at ing.
Or r  st udied Yossar ian over  his shoulder , his moist  lips dr awn back ar ound convex r ows of  
lar ge buck t eet h. Reaching sideways, he dug a bot t le of  war m beer  out  of  his f oot  locker , 
and he handed it  t o Yossar ian af t er  pr ying of f  t he cap. Neit her  said a wor d. Yossar ian 
sipped t he bubbles of f  t he t op and t ilt ed his head back. Or r  wat ched him cunningly wit h a
noiseless gr in. Yossar ian eyed Or r  guar dedly. Or r  snicker ed wit h a slight , mucid sibilance 
and t ur ned back t o his wor k, squat t ing. Yossar ian gr ew t ense.
’ Don’ t  st ar t ,’  he begged in a t hr eat ening voice, bot h hands t ight ening ar ound his beer  
bot t le. ’ Don’ t  st ar t  wor king on your  st ove.’
Or r  cackled quiet ly. ’ I ’ m almost  f inished.’
’ No, you’ r e not . You’ r e about  t o begin.’
’ Her e’ s t he valve. See? I t ’ s almost  all t oget her .’
’ And you’ r e about  t o t ake it  apar t . I  know what  you’ r e doing, you bast ar d. I ’ ve seen you 
do it  t hr ee hundr ed t imes.’
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Or r  shiver ed wit h glee. ’ I  want  t o get  t he leak in t his gasoline line out ,’  he explained. 
’ I ’ ve got  it  down now t o wher e it ’ s only an ooze.’
’ I  can’ t  wat ch you,’  Yossar ian conf essed t onelessly. ’ I f  you want  t o wor k wit h somet hing 
big, t hat ’ s okay. But  t hat  valve is f illed wit h t iny par t s, and I  j ust  haven’ t  got  t he 
pat ience r ight  now t o wat ch you wor king so har d over  t hings t hat  ar e so goddam small and
unimpor t ant .’
’ J ust  because t hey’ r e small doesn’ t  mean t hey’ r e unimpor t ant .’
’ I  don’ t  car e.’
’ Once mor e?’
’ When I ’ m not  ar ound. You’ r e a happy imbecile and you don’ t  know what  it  means t o f eel 
t he way I  do. Things happen t o me when you wor k over  small t hings t hat  I  can’ t  even 
begin t o explain. I  f ind out  t hat  I  can’ t  st and you. I  st ar t  t o hat e you, and I ’ m soon 
t hinking ser iously about  bust ing t his bot t le down on your  head or  st abbing you in t he neck
wit h t hat  hunt ing knif e t her e. Do you under st and?’
Or r  nodded ver y int elligent ly. ’ I  won’ t  t ake t he valve apar t  now,’  he said, and began 
t aking it  apar t , wor king wit h slow, t ir eless, int er minable pr ecision, his r ust ic, ungainly 
f ace bent  ver y close t o t he f loor , picking painst akingly at  t he minut e mechanism in his 
f inger s wit h such limit less, plodding concent r at ion t hat  he seemed scar cely t o be t hinking
of  it  at  all.
Yossar ian cur sed him silent ly and made up his mind t o ignor e him. ’ What  t he hell’ s your  
hur r y wit h t hat  st ove, anyway?’  he bar ked out  a moment  lat er  in spit e of  himself . ’ I t ’ s 
st ill hot  out . We’ r e pr obably going swimming lat er . What  ar e you wor r ied about  t he cold 
f or .’
’ The days ar e get t ing shor t er ,’  Or r  obser ved philosophically. ’ I ’ d like t o get  t his all 
f inished f or  you while t her e’ s st ill t ime. You’ ll have t he best  st ove in t he squadr on when 
I ’ m t hr ough. I t  will bur n all night  wit h t his f eed cont r ol I ’ m f ixing, and t hese met al 
plat es will r adiat e t he heat  all over  t he t ent . I f  you leave a helmet  f ull of  wat er  on t his 
t hing when you go t o sleep, you’ ll have war m wat er  t o wash wit h all r eady f or  you when 
you wake up. Won’ t  t hat  be nice? I f  you want  t o cook eggs or  soup, all you’ ll have t o do is 
set  t he pot  down her e and t ur n t he f ir e up.’
’ What  do you mean, me?’  Yossar ian want ed t o know. ’ Wher e ar e you going t o be?’
Or r ’ s st unt ed t or so shook suddenly wit h a muf f led spasm of  amusement . ’ I  don’ t  know,’  
he exclaimed, and a weir d, waver ing giggle gushed out  suddenly t hr ough his chat t er ing 
buck t eet h like an exploding j et  of  emot ion. He was st ill laughing when he cont inued, and 
his voice was clogged wit h saliva. ’ I f  t hey keep on shoot ing me down t his way, I  don’ t  
know wher e I ’ m going t o be.’

Page 262



J oseph Heller  - Cat ch - 22
Yossar ian was moved. ’ Why don’ t  you t r y t o st op f lying, Or r ? You’ ve got  an excuse.’
’ I ’ ve only got  eight een missions.’
’ But  you’ ve been shot  down on almost  ever y one. You’ r e eit her  dit ching or  cr ash-landing 
ever y t ime you go up.’
’ Oh, I  don’ t  mind f lying missions. I  guess t hey’ r e lot s of  f un. You ought  t o t r y f lying a 
f ew wit h me when you’ r e not  f lying lead. J ust  f or  laughs. Tee-hee.’  Or r  gazed up at  
Yossar ian t hr ough t he cor ner s of  his eyes wit h a look of  point ed mir t h.
Yossar ian avoided his st ar e. ’ They’ ve got  me f lying lead again.’
’ When you’ r e not  f lying lead. I f  you had any br ains, do you know what  you’ d do? You’ d go 
r ight  t o Pilt char d and Wr en and t ell t hem you want  t o f ly wit h me.’
’ And get  shot  down wit h you ever y t ime you go up? What ’ s t he f un in t hat ?’
’ That ’ s j ust  why you ought  t o do it ,’  Or r  insist ed. ’ I  guess I ’ m j ust  about  t he best  pilot  
ar ound now when it  comes t o dit ching or  making cr ash landings. I t  would be good pr act ice 
f or  you.’
’ Good pr act ice f or  what ?’
’ Good pr act ice in case you ever  have t o dit ch or  make a cr ash landing. Tee-hee-hee.’
’ Have you got  anot her  bot t le of  beer  f or  me?’  Yossar ian asked mor osely.
’ Do you want  t o bust  it  down on my head?’
This t ime Yossar ian did laugh. ’ Like t hat  whor e in t hat  apar t ment  in Rome?’
Or r  snigger ed lewdly, his bulging cr ab apple cheeks blowing out war d wit h pleasur e. ’ Do 
you r eally want  t o know why she was hit t ing me over  t he head wit h her  shoe?’  he t eased.
’ I  do know,’  Yossar ian t eased back. ’ Nat ely’ s whor e t old me.’
Or r  gr inned like a gar goyle. ’ No she didn’ t .’
Yossar ian f elt  sor r y f or  Of f . Or r  was so small and ugly. Who would pr ot ect  him if  he 
lived? Who would pr ot ect  a war m-hear t ed, simple-minded gnome like Or r  f r om r owdies 
and cliques and f r om exper t  at hlet es like Appleby who had f lies in t heir  eyes and would 
walk r ight  over  him wit h swagger ing conceit  and self -assur ance ever y chance t hey got ? 
Yossar ian wor r ied f r equent ly about  Or r . Who would shield him against  animosit y and 
deceit , against  people wit h ambit ion and t he embit t er ed snobber y of  t he big shot ’ s wif e, 
against  t he squalid, cor r upt ing indignit ies of  t he pr of it  mot ive and t he f r iendly 
neighbor hood but cher  wit h inf er ior  meat ? Or r  was a happy and unsuspect ing simplet on 
wit h a t hick mass of  wavy polychr omat ic hair  par t ed down t he cent er . He would be mer e 
child’ s play f or  t hem. They would t ake his money, scr ew his wif e and show no kindness t o 
his childr en. Yossar ian f elt  a f lood of  compassion sweep over  him.
Or r  was an eccent r ic midget , a f r eakish, likable dwar f  wit h a smut t y mind and a t housand
valuable skills t hat  would keep him in a low income gr oup all his lif e. He could use a 
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solder ing ir on and hammer  t wo boar ds t oget her  so t hat  t he wood did not  split  and t he 
nails did not  bend. He could dr ill holes. He had built  a good deal mor e in t he t ent  while 
Yossar ian was away in t he hospit al. He had f iled or  chiseled a per f ect  channel in t he 
cement  so t hat  t he slender  gasoline line was f lush wit h t he f loor  as it  r an t o t he st ove 
f r om t he t ank he had built  out side on an elevat ed plat f or m. He had const r uct ed andir ons 
f or  t he f ir eplace out  of  excess bomb par t s and had f illed t hem wit h st out  silver  logs, and
he had f r amed wit h st ained wood t he phot ogr aphs of  gir ls wit h big br east s he had t or n 
out  of  cheesecake magazines and hung over  t he mant elpiece. Or r  could open a can of  
paint . He could mix paint , t hin paint , r emove paint . He could chop wood and measur e 
t hings wit h a r uler . He knew how t o build f ir es. He could dig holes, and he had a r eal gif t  
f or  br inging wat er  f or  t hem bot h in cans and cant eens f r om t he t anks near  t he mess hall.
He could engr oss himself  in an inconsequent ial t ask f or  hour s wit hout  gr owing r est less or  
bor ed, as oblivious t o f at igue as t he st ump of  a t r ee, and almost  as t acit ur n. He had an 
uncanny knowledge of  wildlif e and was not  af r aid of  dogs or  cat s or  beet les or  mot hs, or  
of  f oods like scr od or  t r ipe.
Yossar ian sighed dr ear ily and began br ooding about  t he r umor ed mission t o Bologna. The 
valve Or r  was dismant ling was about  t he size of  a t humb and cont ained t hir t y-seven 
separ at e par t s, excluding t he casing, many of  t hem so minut e t hat  Or r  was r equir ed t o 
pinch t hem t ight ly bet ween t he t ips of  his f inger nails as he placed t hem car ef ully on t he 
f loor  in or der ly, cat alogued r ows, never  quickening his movement s or  slowing t hem down, 
never  t ir ing, never  pausing in his r elent less, met hodical, monot onous pr ocedur e unless it  
was t o leer  at  Yossar ian wit h maniacal mischief . Yossar ian t r ied not  t o wat ch him. He 
count ed t he par t s and t hought  he would go clear  out  of  his mind. He t ur ned away, 
shut t ing his eyes, but  t hat  was even wor se, f or  now he had only t he sounds, t he t iny 
maddening, indef at igable, dist inct  clicks and r ust les of  hands and weight less par t s. Or r  
was br eat hing r hyt hmically wit h a noise t hat  was st er t or ous and r epulsive. Yossar ian 
clenched his f ist s and looked at  t he long bone-handled hunt ing knif e hanging in a holst er  
over  t he cot  of  t he dead man in t he t ent . As soon as he t hought  of  st abbing Or r , his 
t ension eased. The idea of  mur der ing Or r  was so r idiculous t hat  he began t o consider  it  
ser iously wit h queer  whimsy and f ascinat ion. He sear ched t he nape of  Or r ’ s neck f or  t he 
pr obable sit e of  t he medulla oblongat a. J ust  t he daint iest  st ick t her e would kill him and 
solve so many ser ious, agonizing pr oblems f or  t hem bot h.
’ Does it  hur t ?’  Or r  asked at  pr ecisely t hat  moment , as t hough by pr ot ect ive inst inct .
Yossar ian eyed him closely. ’ Does what  hur t ?’
’ Your  leg,’  said Or r  wit h a st r ange, myst er ious laugh. ’ You st ill limp a lit t le.’
’ I t ’ s j ust  a habit , I  guess,’  said Yossar ian, br eat hing again wit h r elief . ’ I ’ ll pr obably get  

Page 264



J oseph Heller  - Cat ch - 22
over  it  soon.’
Or r  r olled over  sideways t o t he f loor  and came up on one knee, f acing t owar d Yossar ian. 
’ Do you r emember ,’  he dr awled r ef lect ively, wit h an air  of  labor ed r ecollect ion, ’ t hat  gir l
who was hit t ing me on t he head t hat  day in Rome?’  He chuckled at  Yossar ian’ s 
involunt ar y exclamat ion of  t r icked annoyance. ’ I ’ ll make a deal wit h you about  t hat  gir l. 
I ’ ll t ell you why t hat  gir l was hit t ing me on t he head wit h her  shoe t hat  day if  you answer
one quest ion.’
’ What ’ s t he quest ion?’
’ Did you ever  scr ew Nat ely’ s gir l?’
Yossar ian laughed wit h sur pr ise. ’ Me? No. Now t ell me why t hat  gir l hit  you wit h her  
shoe.’
’ That  wasn’ t  t he quest ion,’  Or r  inf or med him wit h vict or ious delight . ’ That  was j ust  
conver sat ion. She act s like you scr ewed her .’
’ Well, I  didn’ t . How does she act ?’
’ She act s like she don’ t  like you.’
’ She doesn’ t  like anyone.’
’ She likes Capt ain Black,’  Or r  r eminded.
’ That ’ s because he t r eat s her  like dir t . Anyone can get  a gir l t hat  way.’
’ She wear s a slave br acelet  on her  leg wit h his name on it .’
’ He makes her  wear  it  t o needle Nat ely.’
’ She even gives him some of  t he money she get s f r om Nat ely.’
’ List en, what  do you want  f r om me?’
’ Did you ever  scr ew my gir l?’
’ Your  gir l? Who t he hell is your  gir l?’
’ The one who hit  me over  t he head wit h her  shoe.’
’ I ’ ve been wit h her  a couple of  t imes,’  Yossar ian admit t ed. ’ Since when is she your  gir l? 
What  ar e you get t ing at ?’
’ She don’ t  like you, eit her .’
’ What  t he hell do I  car e if  she likes me or  not ? She likes me as much as she likes you.’
’ Did she ever  hit  you over  t he head wit h her  shoe?’
’ Or r , I ’ m t ir ed. Why don’ t  you leave me alone?’
’ Tee-hee-hee. How about  t hat  skinny count ess in Rome and her  skinny daught er -in-law?’  
Or r  per sist ed impishly wit h incr easing zest . ’ Did you ever  scr ew t hem?’
’ Oh, how I  wish I  could,’  sighed Yossar ian honest ly, imagining, at  t he mer e quest ion, t he 
pr ur ient , used, decaying f eel in his pet t ing hands of  t heir  t eeny, pulpy but t ocks and 
br east s.
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’ They don’ t  like you eit her ,’  comment ed Or r . ’ They like Aar f y, and t hey like Nat ely, but  
t hey don’ t  like you. Women j ust  don’ t  seem t o like you. I  t hink t hey t hink you’ r e a bad 
inf luence.’
’ Women ar e cr azy,’  Yossar ian answer ed, and wait ed gr imly f or  what  he knew was coming 
next .
’ How about  t hat  ot her  gir l of  your s?’  Or r  asked wit h a pr et ense of  pensive cur iosit y. 
’ The f at  one? The bald one? You know, t hat  f at  bald one in Sicily wit h t he t ur ban who 
kept  sweat ing all over  us all night  long? I s she cr azy t oo?’
’ Didn’ t  she like me eit her ?’
’ How could you do it  t o a gir l wit h no hair ?’
’ How was I  supposed t o know she had no hair ?’
’ I  knew it ,’  Or r  br agged. ’ I  knew it  all t he t ime.’
’ You knew she was bald?’  Yossar ian exclaimed in wonder .
’ No, I  knew t his valve wouldn’ t  wor k if  I  lef t  a par t  out ,’  Or r  answer ed, glowing wit h 
cr anber r y-r ed elat ion because he had j ust  duped Yossar ian again. ’ Will you please hand 
me t hat  small composit ion gasket  t hat  r olled over  t her e? I t ’ s r ight  near  your  f oot .’
’ No it  isn’ t .’
’ Right  her e,’  said Or r , and t ook hold of  somet hing invisible wit h t he t ips of  his 
f inger nails and held it  up f or  Yossar ian t o see. ’ Now I ’ ll have t o st ar t  all over  again.’
’ I ’ ll kill you if  you do. I ’ ll mur der  you r ight  on t he spot .’
’ Why don’ t  you ever  f ly wit h me?’  Or r  asked suddenly, and looked st r aight  int o 
Yossar ian’ s f ace f or  t he f ir st  t ime. ’ Ther e, t hat ’ s t he quest ion I  want  you t o answer . 
Why don’ t  you ever  f ly wit h me?’
Yossar ian t ur ned away wit h int ense shame and embar r assment . ’ I  t old you why. They’ ve 
got  me f lying lead bombar dier  most  of  t he t ime.’
’ That ’ s not  why,’  Or r  said, shaking his head. ’ You went  t o Pilt char d and Wr en af t er  t he 
f ir st  Avignon mission and t old t hem you didn’ t  ever  want  t o f ly wit h me. That ’ s why, isn’ t
it ?’
Yossar ian f elt  his skin t ur n hot . ’ No I  didn’ t ,’  he lied.
’ Yes you did,’  Or r  insist ed equably. ’ You asked t hem not  t o assign you t o any plane pilot ed
by me, Dobbs or  Huple because you didn’ t  have conf idence in us at  t he cont r ols. And 
Pilt char d and Wr en said t hey couldn’ t  make an except ion of  you because it  wouldn’ t  be 
f air  t o t he men who did have t o f ly wit h us.’
’ So?’  said Yossar ian. ’ I t  didn’ t  make any dif f er ence t hen, did it ?’
’ But  t hey’ ve never  made you f ly wit h me.’  Or r , wor king on bot h knees again, was 
addr essing Yossar ian wit hout  bit t er ness or  r epr oach, but  wit h inj ur ed humilit y, which was
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inf init ely mor e painf ul t o obser ve, alt hough he was st ill gr inning and snicker ing, as t hough 
t he sit uat ion wer e comic. ’ You r eally ought  t o f ly wit h me, you know. I ’ m a pr et t y good 
pilot , and I ’ d t ake car e of  you. I  may get  knocked down a lot , but  t hat ’ s not  my f ault , and
nobody’ s ever  been hur t  in my plane. Yes, sir  - if  you had any br ains, you know what  you’ d 
do? You’ d go r ight  t o Pilt char d and Wr en and t ell t hem you want  t o f ly all your  missions 
wit h me.’
Yossar ian leaned f or war d and peer ed closely int o Or r ’ s inscr ut able mask of  
cont r adict or y emot ions. ’ Ar e you t r ying t o t ell me somet hing?’
’ Tee-hee-hee-hee,’  Or r  r esponded. ’ I ’ m t r ying t o t ell you why t hat  big gir l wit h t he shoe
was hit t ing me on t he head t hat  day. But  you j ust  won’ t  let  me.’
’ Tell me.’
’ Will you f ly wit h me?’
Yossar ian laughed and shook his head. ’ You’ ll only get  knocked down int o t he wat er  again.’
Or r  did get  knocked down int o t he wat er  again when t he r umor ed mission t o Bologna was 
f lown, and he landed his single-engine plane wit h a smashing j ar  on t he choppy, windswept  
waves t ossing and f alling below t he war like black t hunder clouds mobilizing over head. He 
was lat e get t ing out  of  t he plane and ended up alone in a r af t  t hat  began dr if t ing away 
f r om t he men in t he ot her  r af t  and was out  of  sight  by t he t ime t he Air -Sea Rescue 
launch came plowing up t hr ough t he wind and splat t er ing r aindr ops t o t ake t hem aboar d. 
Night  was alr eady f alling by t he t ime t hey wer e r et ur ned t o t he squadr on. Ther e was no 
wor d of  Or r .
’ Don’ t  wor r y,’  r eassur ed Kid Sampson, st ill wr apped in t he heavy blanket s and r aincoat  in
which he had been swaddled on t he boat  by his r escuer s. ’ He’ s pr obably been picked up 
alr eady if  he didn’ t  dr own in t hat  st or m. I t  didn’ t  last  long. I  bet  he’ ll show up any 
minut e.’
Yossar ian walked back t o his t ent  t o wait  f or  Or r  t o show up any minut e and lit  a f ir e t o 
make t hings war m f or  him. The st ove wor ked per f ect ly, wit h a st r ong, r obust  blaze t hat  
could be r aised or  lower ed by t ur ning t he t ap Or r  had f inally f inished r epair ing. A light  
r ain was f alling, dr umming sof t ly on t he t ent , t he t r ees, t he gr ound. Yossar ian cooked a 
can of  hot  soup t o have r eady f or  Or r  and at e it  all himself  as t he t ime passed. He 
har d-boiled some eggs f or  Or r  and at e t hose t oo. Then he at e a whole t in of  Cheddar  
cheese f r om a package of  K r at ions.
Each t ime he caught  himself  wor r ying he made himself  r emember  t hat  Or r  could do 
ever yt hing and br oke int o silent  laught er  at  t he pict ur e of  Or r  in t he r af t  as Ser geant  
Knight  had descr ibed him, bent  f or war d wit h a busy, pr eoccupied smile over  t he map and 
compass in his lap, st uf f ing one soaking-wet  chocolat e bar  af t er  anot her  int o his gr inning,
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t it t er ing mout h as he paddled away dut if ully t hr ough t he light ning, t hunder  and r ain wit h 
t he br ight -blue useless t oy oar , t he f ishing line wit h dr ied bait  t r ailing out  behind him. 
Yossar ian r eally had no doubt  about  Or r ’ s abilit y t o sur vive. I f  f ish could be caught  wit h 
t hat  silly f ishing line, Or r  would cat ch t hem, and if  it  was codf ish he was af t er , t hen Or r  
would cat ch a codf ish, even t hough no codf ish had ever  been caught  in t hose wat er s 
bef or e. Yossar ian put  anot her  can of  soup up t o cook and at e t hat  t oo when it  was hot . 
Ever y t ime a car  door  slammed, he br oke int o a hopef ul smile and t ur ned expect ant ly 
t owar d t he ent r ance, list ening f or  f oot st eps. He knew t hat  any moment  Or r  would come 
walking int o t he t ent  wit h big, glist ening, r ain-soaked eyes, cheeks and buck t eet h, 
looking ludicr ously like a j olly New England oyst er man in a yellow oilskin r ain hat  and 
slicker  numer ous sizes t oo lar ge f or  him and holding up pr oudly f or  Yossar ian’ s 
amusement  a gr eat  dead codf ish he had caught . But  he didn’ t .
29 PECKEM
Ther e was no wor d about  Or r  t he next  day, and Ser geant  Whit comb, wit h commendable 
dispat ch and consider able hope, dr opped a r eminder  in his t ickler  f ile t o send a f or m 
let t er  over  Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s signat ur e t o Or r ’ s next  of  kin when nine mor e days had 
elapsed. Ther e was wor d f r om Gener al Peckem’ s headquar t er s, t hough, and Yossar ian was
dr awn t o t he cr owd of  of f icer s and enlist ed men in shor t s and bat hing t r unks buzzing in 
gr umpy conf usion ar ound t he bullet in boar d j ust  out side t he or der ly r oom.
’ What ’ s so dif f er ent  about  t his Sunday, I  want  t o know?’  Hungr y J oe was demanding 
vocif er ously of  Chief  Whit e Half oat . ’ Why won’ t  we have a par ade t his Sunday when we 
don’ t  have a par ade ever y Sunday? Huh?’
Yossar ian wor ked his way t hr ough t o t he f r ont  and let  out  a long, agonized gr oan when he
r ead t he t er se announcement  t her e:

Due t o cir cumst ances beyond my cont r ol, t her e will be no big par ade t his Sunday 
af t er noon.
Colonel Scheisskopf

Dobbs was r ight . They wer e indeed sending ever yone over seas, even Lieut enant  
Scheisskopf , who had r esist ed t he move wit h all t he vigor  and wisdom at  his command and
who r epor t ed f or  dut y at  Gener al Peckem’ s of f ice in a mood of  gr ave discont ent .
Gener al Peckem welcomed Colonel Scheisskopf  wit h ef f usive char m and said he was 
delight ed t o have him. An addit ional colonel on his st af f  meant  t hat  he could now begin 
agit at ing f or  t wo addit ional maj or s, f our  addit ional capt ains, sixt een addit ional 
lieut enant s and unt old quant it ies of  addit ional enlist ed men, t ypewr it er s, desks, f iling 
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cabinet s, aut omobiles and ot her  subst ant ial equipment  and supplies t hat  would cont r ibut e 
t o t he pr est ige of  his posit ion and incr ease his st r iking power  in t he war  he had declar ed 
against  Gener al Dr eedle. He now had t wo f ull colonels; Gener al Dr eedle had only f ive, and 
f our  of  t hose wer e combat  commander s. Wit h almost  no int r iguing at  all, Gener al Peckem 
had execut ed a maneuver  t hat  would event ually double his st r engt h. And Gener al Dr eedle
was get t ing dr unk mor e of t en. The f ut ur e looked wonder f ul, and Gener al Peckem 
cont emplat ed his br ight  new colonel enchant edly wit h an ef f ulgent  smile.
I n all mat t er s of  consequence, Gener al P. P. Peckem was, as he always r emar ked when he 
was about  t o cr it icize t he wor k of  some close associat e publicly, a r ealist . He was a 
handsome, pink-skinned man of  f if t y-t hr ee. His manner  was always casual and r elaxed, 
and his unif or ms wer e cust om-made. He had silver -gr ay hair , slight ly myopic eyes and 
t hin, over hanging, sensual lips. He was a per cept ive, gr acef ul, sophist icat ed man who was 
sensit ive t o ever yone’ s weaknesses but  his own and f ound ever yone absur d but  himself . 
Gener al Peckem laid gr eat , f ast idious st r ess on small mat t er s of  t ast e and st yle. He was 
always augment ing t hings. Appr oaching event s wer e never  coming, but  always upcoming. I t
was not  t r ue t hat  he wr ot e memor andums pr aising himself  and r ecommending t hat  his 
aut hor it y be enhanced t o include all combat  oper at ions; he wr ot e memor anda. And t he 
pr ose in t he memor anda of  ot her  of f icer s was always t ur gid, st ilt ed, or  ambiguous. The 
er r or s of  ot her s wer e inevit ably deplor able. Regulat ions wer e st r ingent , and his dat a 
never  was obt ained f r om a r eliable sour ce, but  always wer e obt ained. Gener al Peckem was
f r equent ly const r ained. Things wer e of t en incumbent  upon him, and he f r equent ly act ed 
wit h gr eat est  r eluct ance. I t  never  escaped his memor y t hat  neit her  black nor  whit e was a
color , and he never  used ver bal when he meant  or al. He could quot e glibly f r om Plat o, 
Niet zsche, Mont aigne, Theodor e Roosevelt , t he Mar quis de Sade and War r en G. Har ding. 
A vir gin audience like Colonel Scheisskopf  was gr ist  f or  Gener al Peckem’ s mill, a 
st imulat ing oppor t unit y t o t hr ow open his whole dazzling er udit e t r easur e house of  puns, 
wisecr acks, slander s, homilies, anecdot es, pr over bs, epigr ams, apopht hegms, bon mot s 
and ot her  pungent  sayings. He beamed ur banely as he began or ient ing Colonel Scheisskopf
t o his new sur r oundings.
’ My only f ault ,’  he obser ved wit h pr act iced good humor , wat ching f or  t he ef f ect  of  his 
wor ds, ’ is t hat  I  have no f ault s.’
Colonel Scheisskopf  didn’ t  laugh, and Gener al Peckem was st unned. A heavy doubt  
cr ushed his ent husiasm. He had j ust  opened wit h one of  his most  t r ust ed par adoxes, and 
he was posit ively alar med t hat  not  t he slight est  f licker  of  acknowledgment  had moved 
acr oss t hat  imper vious f ace, which began t o r emind him suddenly, in hue and t ext ur e, of  
an unused soap er aser . Per haps Colonel Scheisskopf  was t ir ed, Gener al Peckem gr ant ed t o
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himself  char it ably; he had come a long way, and ever yt hing was unf amiliar . Gener al 
Peckem’ s at t it ude t owar d all t he per sonnel in his command, of f icer s and enlist ed men, 
was mar ked by t he same easy spir it  of  t oler ance and per missiveness. He ment ioned of t en 
t hat  if  t he people who wor ked f or  him met  him half way, he would meet  t hem mor e t han 
half way, wit h t he r esult , as he always added wit h an ast ut e chuckle, t hat  t her e was never
any meet ing of  t he minds at  all. Gener al Peckem t hought  of  himself  as aest het ic and 
int ellect ual. When people disagr eed wit h him, he ur ged t hem t o be obj ect ive.
And it  was indeed an obj ect ive Peckem who gazed at  Colonel Scheisskopf  encour agingly 
and r esumed his indoct r inat ion wit h an at t it ude of  magnanimous f or giveness. ’ You’ ve 
come t o us j ust  in t ime, Scheisskopf . The summer  of f ensive has pet er ed out , t hanks t o 
t he incompet ent  leader ship wit h which we supply our  t r oops, and I  have a cr ying need f or  
a t ough, exper ienced, compet ent  of f icer  like you t o help pr oduce t he memor anda upon 
which we r ely so heavily t o let  people know how good we ar e and how much wor k we’ r e 
t ur ning out . I  hope you ar e a pr olif ic wr it er .’
’ I  don’ t  know anyt hing about  wr it ing,’  Colonel Scheisskopf  r et or t ed sullenly.
’ Well, don’ t  let  t hat  t r ouble you,’  Gener al Peckem cont inued wit h a car eless f lick of  his 
wr ist . ’ J ust  pass t he wor k I  assign you along t o somebody else and t r ust  t o luck. We call 
t hat  delegat ion of  r esponsibilit y. Somewher e down near  t he lowest  level of  t his 
co-or dinat ed or ganizat ion I  r un ar e people who do get  t he wor k done when it  r eaches 
t hem, and ever yt hing manages t o r un along smoot hly wit hout  t oo much ef f or t  on my par t . 
I  suppose t hat ’ s because I  am a good execut ive. Not hing we do in t his lar ge depar t ment  
of  our s is r eally ver y impor t ant , and t her e’ s never  any r ush. On t he ot her  hand, it  is 
impor t ant  t hat  we let  people know we do a gr eat  deal of  it . Let  me know if  you f ind 
your self  shor t handed. I ’ ve alr eady put  in a r equisit ion f or  t wo maj or s, f our  capt ains and 
sixt een lieut enant s t o give you a hand. While none of  t he wor k we do is ver y impor t ant , it  
is impor t ant  t hat  we do a gr eat  deal of  it . Don’ t  you agr ee?’
’ What  about  t he par ades?’  Colonel Scheisskopf  br oke in.
’ What  par ades?’  inquir ed Gener al Peckem wit h a f eeling t hat  his polish j ust  wasn’ t  
get t ing acr oss.
’ Won’ t  I  be able t o conduct  par ades ever y Sunday af t er noon?’  Colonel Scheisskopf  
demanded pet ulant ly.
’ No. Of  cour se not . What  ever  gave you t hat  idea?’
’ But  t hey said I  could.’
’ Who said you could?’
’ The of f icer s who sent  me over seas. They t old me I ’ d be able t o mar ch t he men ar ound 
in par ades all I  want ed t o.’
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’ They lied t o you.’
’ That  wasn’ t  f air , sir .’
’ I ’ m sor r y, Scheisskopf . I ’ m willing t o do ever yt hing I  can t o make you happy her e, but  
par ades ar e out  of  t he quest ion. We don’ t  have enough men in our  own or ganizat ion t o 
make up much of  a par ade, and t he combat  unit s would r ise up in open r ebellion if  we t r ied
t o make t hem mar ch. I ’ m af r aid you’ ll j ust  have t o hold back awhile unt il we get  cont r ol. 
Then you can do what  you want  wit h t he men.’
’ What  about  my wif e?’  Colonel Scheisskopf  demanded wit h disgr unt led suspicion. ’ I ’ ll 
st ill be able t o send f or  her , won’ t  I ?’
’ Your  wif e? Why in t he wor ld should you want  t o?’
’ A husband and wif e should be t oget her .’
’ That ’ s out  of  t he quest ion also.’
’ But  t hey said I  could send f or  her !’
’ They lied t o you again.’
’ They had no r ight  t o lie t o me!’  Colonel Scheisskopf  pr ot est ed, his eyes wet t ing wit h 
indignat ion.
’ Of  cour se t hey had a r ight ,’  Gener al Peckem snapped wit h cold and calculat ed sever it y, 
r esolving r ight  t hen and t her e t o t est  t he met t le of  his new colonel under  f ir e. ’ Don’ t  be 
such an ass, Scheisskopf . People have a r ight  t o do anyt hing t hat ’ s not  f or bidden by law, 
and t her e’ s no law against  lying t o you. Now, don’ t  ever  wast e my t ime wit h such 
sent iment al plat it udes again. Do you hear ?’
’ Yes, sir ,’  mur mur ed Colonel Scheisskopf
Colonel Scheisskopf  wilt ed pat het ically, and Gener al Peckem blessed t he f at es t hat  had 
sent  him a weakling f or  a subor dinat e. A man of  spunk would have been unt hinkable. 
Having won, Gener al Peckem r elent ed. He did not  enj oy humiliat ing his men. ’ I f  your  wif e 
wer e a Wac, I  could pr obably have her  t r ansf er r ed her e. But  t hat ’ s t he most  I  can do.’
’ She has a f r iend who’ s a Wac,’  Colonel Scheisskopf  of f er ed hopef ully.
’ I ’ m af r aid t hat  isn’ t  good enough. Have Mr s. Scheisskopf  j oin t he Wacs if  she want s t o,
and I ’ ll br ing her  over  her e. But  in t he meant ime, my dear  Colonel, let ’ s get  back t o our  
lit t le war , if  we may. Her e, br ief ly, is t he milit ar y sit uat ion t hat  conf r ont s us.’  Gener al 
Peckem r ose and moved t owar d a r ot ar y r ack of  enor mous color ed maps.
Colonel Scheisskopf  blanched. ’ We’ r e not  going int o combat , ar e we?’  he blur t ed out  in 
hor r or .
’ Oh, no, of  cour se not ,’  Gener al Peckem assur ed him indulgent ly, wit h a companionable 
laugh. ’ Please give me some cr edit , won’ t  you? That ’ s why we’ r e st ill down her e in Rome. 
Cer t ainly, I ’ d like t o be up in Flor ence, t oo, wher e I  could keep in closer  t ouch wit h 

Page 271



J oseph Heller  - Cat ch - 22
ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een. But  Flor ence is st ill a bit  t oo near  t he act ual f ight ing t o suit  me.’  
Gener al Peckem lif t ed a wooden point er  and swept  t he r ubber  t ip cheer f ully acr oss I t aly 
f r om one coast  t o t he ot her . ’ These, Scheisskopf , ar e t he Ger mans. They’ r e dug int o 
t hese mount ains ver y solidly in t he Got hic Line and won’ t  be pushed out  t ill lat e next  
spr ing, alt hough t hat  isn’ t  going t o st op t hose clods we have in char ge f r om t r ying. That  
gives us in Special Ser vices almost  nine mont hs t o achieve our  obj ect ive. And t hat  
obj ect ive is t o capt ur e ever y bomber  gr oup in t he U.S. Air  For ce. Af t er  all,’  said Gener al 
Peckem wit h his low, well-modulat ed chuckle, ’ if  dr opping bombs on t he enemy isn’ t  a 
special ser vice, I  wonder  what  in t he wor ld is. Don’ t  you agr ee?’  Colonel Scheisskopf  gave
no indicat ion t hat  he did agr ee, but  Gener al Peckem was alr eady t oo ent r anced wit h his 
own loquacit y t o not ice. ’ Our  posit ion r ight  now is excellent . Reinf or cement s like your self
keep ar r iving, and we have mor e t han enough t ime t o plan our  ent ir e st r at egy car ef ully. 
Our  immediat e goal,’  he said, ’ is r ight  her e.’  And Gener al Peckem swung his point er  sout h
t o t he island of  Pianosa and t apped it  signif icant ly upon a lar ge wor d t hat  had been 
let t er ed on t her e wit h black gr ease pencil. The wor d was DREEDLE.
Colonel Scheisskopf , squint ing, moved ver y close t o t he map, and f or  t he f ir st  t ime since 
he ent er ed t he r oom a light  of  compr ehension shed a dim glow over  his st olid f ace. ’ I  
t hink I  under st and,’  he exclaimed. ’ Yes, I  know I  under st and. Our  f ir st  j ob is t o capt ur e 
Dr eedle away f r om t he enemy. Right ?’
Gener al Peckem laughed benignly. ’ No, Scheisskopf . Dr eedle’ s on our  side, and Dr eedle is 
t he enemy. Gener al Dr eedle commands f our  bomb gr oups t hat  we simply must  capt ur e in 
or der  t o cont inue our  of f ensive. Conquer ing Gener al Dr eedle will give us t he air cr af t  and 
vit al bases we need t o car r y our  oper at ions int o ot her  ar eas. And t hat  bat t le, by t he way,
is j ust  about  won.’  Gener al Peckem dr if t ed t owar d t he window, laughing quiet ly again, and 
set t led back against  t he sill wit h his ar ms f olded, gr eat ly sat isf ied by his own wit  and by 
his knowledgeable, blase impudence. The skilled choice of  wor ds he was exer cising was 
exquisit ely t it illat ing. Gener al Peckem liked list ening t o himself  t alk, like most  of  all 
list ening t o himself  t alk about  himself . ’ Gener al Dr eedle simply doesn’ t  know how t o cope 
wit h me,’  he gloat ed. ’ I  keep invading his j ur isdict ion wit h comment s and cr it icisms t hat  
ar e r eally none of  my business, and he doesn’ t  know what  t o do about  it . When he accuses
me of  seeking t o under mine him, I  mer ely answer  t hat  my only pur pose in calling at t ent ion
t o his er r or s is t o st r engt hen our  war  ef f or t  by eliminat ing inef f iciency. Then I  ask him 
innocent ly if  he’ s opposed t o impr oving our  war  ef f or t . Oh, he gr umbles and he br ist les 
and he bellows, but  he’ s r eally quit e helpless. He’ s simply out  of  st yle. He’ s t ur ning int o 
quit e a souse, you know. The poor  blockhead shouldn’ t  even be a gener al. He has no t one, 
no t one at  all. Thank God he isn’ t  going t o last .’  Gener al Peckem chuckled wit h j aunt y 
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r elish and sailed smoot hly along t owar d a f avor it e lear ned allusion. ’ I  somet imes t hink of  
myself  as For t inbr as - ha, ha - in t he play Hamlet  by William Shakespear e, who j ust  keeps
cir cling and cir cling ar ound t he act ion unt il ever yt hing else f alls apar t , and t hen st r olls in 
at  t he end t o pick up all t he pieces f or  himself . Shakespear e is - ’
’ I  don’ t  know anyt hing about  plays,’  Colonel Scheisskopf  br oke in blunt ly.
Gener al Peckem looked at  him wit h amazement . Never  bef or e had a r ef er ence of  his t o 
Shakespear e’ s hallowed Hamlet  been ignor ed and t r ampled upon wit h such r ude 
indif f er ence. He began t o wonder  wit h genuine concer n j ust  what  sor t  of  shit head t he 
Pent agon had f oist ed on him. ’ What  do you know about ?’  he asked acidly.
’ Par ades,’  answer ed Colonel Scheisskopf  eager ly. ’ Will I  be able t o send out  memos about
par ades?’
’ As long as you don’ t  schedule any.’  Gener al Peckem r et ur ned t o his chair  st ill wear ing a 
f r own. ’ And as long as t hey don’ t  int er f er e wit h your  main assignment  of  r ecommending 
t hat  t he aut hor it y of  Special Ser vices be expanded t o include combat  act ivit ies.’
’ Can I  schedule par ades and t hen call t hem of f ?’
Gener al Peckem br ight ened inst ant ly. ’ Why, t hat ’ s a wonder f ul idea! But  j ust  send out  
weekly announcement s post poning t he par ades. Don’ t  even bot her  t o schedule t hem. That
would be inf init ely mor e disconcer t ing.’  Gener al Peckem was blossoming spr yly wit h 
cor dialit y again. ’ Yes, Scheisskopf ,’  he said, ’ I  t hink you’ ve r eally hit  on somet hing. 
Af t er  all, what  combat  commander  could possibly quar r el wit h us f or  not if ying his men 
t hat  t her e won’ t  be a par ade t hat  coming Sunday? We’ d be mer ely st at ing a widely 
known f act . But  t he implicat ion is beaut if ul. Yes, posit ively beaut if ul. We’ r e implying t hat  
we could schedule a par ade if  we chose t o. I ’ m going t o like you, Scheisskopf . St op in and 
int r oduce your self  t o Colonel Car gill and t ell him what  you’ r e up t o. I  know you t wo will 
like each ot her .’
Colonel Car gill came st or ming int o Gener al Peckem’ s of f ice a minut e lat er  in a f ur or  of  
t imid r esent ment . ’ I ’ ve been her e longer  t han Scheisskopf ,’  he complained. ’ Why can’ t  I  
be t he one t o call of f  t he par ades?’
’ Because Scheisskopf  has exper ience wit h par ades, and you haven’ t . You can call of f  
U.S.O. shows if  you want  t o. I n f act  why don’ t  you? J ust  t hink of  all t he places t hat  
won’ t  be get t ing a U.S.O. show on any given day. Think of  all t he places each big-name 
ent er t ainer  won’ t  be visit ing. Yes, Car gill, I  t hink you’ ve hit  on somet hing. I  t hink you’ ve 
j ust  t hr own open a whole new ar ea of  oper at ion f or  us. Tell Colonel Scheisskopf  I  want  
him t o wor k along under  your  super vision on t his. And send him in t o see me when you’ r e 
t hr ough giving him inst r uct ions.’
’ Colonel Car gill says you t old him you want  me t o wor k along under  his super vision on t he 
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U.S.O. pr oj ect ,’  Colonel Scheisskopf  complained.
’ I  t old him no such t hing,’  answer ed Gener al Peckem. ’ Conf ident ially, Scheisskopf , I ’ m 
not  t oo happy wit h Colonel Car gill. He’ s bossy and he’ s slow. I ’ d like you t o keep a close 
eye on what  he’ s doing and see if  you can’ t  get  a lit t le mor e wor k out  of  him.’
’ He keeps but t ing in,’  Colonel Car gill pr ot est ed. ’ He won’ t  let  me get  any wor k done.’
’ Ther e’ s somet hing ver y f unny about  Scheisskopf ,’  Gener al Peckem agr eed r ef lect ively. 
’ Keep a ver y close eye on him and see if  you can’ t  f ind out  what  he’ s up t o.’
’ Now he’ s but t ing int o my business!’  Colonel Scheisskopf  cr ied.
’ Don’ t  let  it  wor r y you, Scheisskopf ,’  said Gener al Peckem, congr at ulat ing himself  on how
adept ly he had f it  Colonel Scheisskopf  int o his st andar d met hod of  oper at ion. Alr eady his
t wo colonels wer e bar ely on speaking t er ms. ’ Colonel Car gill envies you because of  t he 
splendid j ob you’ r e doing on par ades. He’ s af r aid I ’ m going t o put  you in char ge of  bomb 
pat t er ns.’
Colonel Scheisskopf  was all ear s. ’ What  ar e bomb pat t er ns?’
’ Bomb pat t er ns?’  Gener al Peckem r epeat ed, t winkling wit h self -sat isf ied good humor . ’ A 
bomb pat t er n is a t er m I  dr eamed up j ust  sever al weeks ago. I t  means not hing, but  you’ d 
be sur pr ised at  how r apidly it ’ s caught  on. Why, I ’ ve got  all sor t s of  people convinced I  
t hink it ’ s impor t ant  f or  t he bombs t o explode close t oget her  and make a neat  aer ial 
phot ogr aph. Ther e’ s one colonel in Pianosa who’ s har dly concer ned any mor e wit h 
whet her  he hit s t he t ar get  or  not . Let ’ s f ly over  and have some f un wit h him t oday. I t  
will make Colonel Car gill j ealous, and I  lear ned f r om Wint er gr een t his mor ning t hat  
Gener al Dr eedle will be of f  in Sar dinia. I t  dr ives Gener al Dr eedle insane t o f ind out  I ’ ve 
been inspect ing one of  his inst allat ions while he’ s been of f  inspect ing anot her . We may 
even get  t her e in t ime f or  t he br ief ing. They’ ll be bombing a t iny undef ended village, 
r educing t he whole communit y t o r ubble. I  have it  f r om Wint er gr een - Wint er gr een’ s an 
ex-ser geant  now, by t he way - t hat  t he mission is ent ir ely unnecessar y. I t s only pur pose 
is t o delay Ger man r einf or cement s at  a t ime when we ar en’ t  even planning an of f ensive. 
But  t hat ’ s t he way t hings go when you elevat e mediocr e people t o posit ions of  aut hor it y.’  
He gest ur ed languidly t owar d his gigant ic map of  I t aly. ’ Why, t his t iny mount ain village is 
so insignif icant  t hat  it  isn’ t  even t her e.’
They ar r ived at  Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s gr oup t oo lat e t o at t end t he pr eliminar y br ief ing and 
hear  Maj or  Danby insist , ’ But  it  is t her e, I  t ell you. I t ’ s t her e, it ’ s t her e.’
’ I t ’ s wher e?’  Dunbar  demanded def iant ly, pr et ending not  t o see.
’ I t ’ s r ight  t her e on t he map wher e t his r oad makes t his slight  t ur n. Can’ t  you see t his 
slight  t ur n on your  map?’
’ No, I  can’ t  see it .’
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’ I  can see it ,’  volunt eer ed Haver meyer , and mar ked t he spot  on Dunbar ’ s map. ’ And 
her e’ s a good pict ur e of  t he village r ight  on t hese phot ogr aphs. I  under st and t he whole 
t hing. The pur pose of  t he mission is t o knock t he whole village sliding down t he side of  
t he mount ain and cr eat e a r oadblock t hat  t he Ger mans will have t o clear . I s t hat  r ight ?’
’ That ’ s r ight ,’  said Maj or  Danby, mopping his per spir ing f or ehead wit h his handker chief . 
’ I ’ m glad somebody her e is beginning t o under st and. These t wo ar mor ed divisions will be 
coming down f r om Aust r ia int o I t aly along t his r oad. The village is built  on such a st eep 
incline t hat  all t he r ubble f r om t he houses and ot her  buildings you dest r oy will cer t ainly 
t umble r ight  down and pile upon t he r oad.’
’ What  t he hell dif f er ence will it  make?’  Dunbar  want ed t o know, as Yossar ian wat ched 
him excit edly wit h a mixt ur e of  awe and adulat ion. ’ I t  will only t ake t hem a couple of  days
t o clear  it .’
Maj or  Danby was t r ying t o avoid an ar gument . ’ Well, it  appar ent ly makes some dif f er ence
t o Headquar t er s,’  he answer ed in a conciliat or y t one. ’ I  suppose t hat ’ s why t hey or der ed
t he mission.’
’ Have t he people in t he village been war ned?’  asked McWat t .
Maj or  Danby was dismayed t hat  McWat t  t oo was r egist er ing opposit ion. ’ No, I  don’ t  
t hink so.’
’ Haven’ t  we dr opped any leaf let s t elling t hem t hat  t his t ime we’ ll be f lying over  t o hit  
t hem?’  asked Yossar ian. ’ Can’ t  we even t ip t hem of f  so t hey’ ll get  out  of  t he way?’
’ No, I  don’ t  t hink so.’  Maj or  Danby was swear ing some mor e and st ill shif t ing his eyes 
about  uneasily. ’ The Ger mans might  f ind out  and choose anot her  r oad. I ’ m not  sur e about
any of  t his. I ’ m j ust  making assumpt ions.’
’ They won’ t  even t ake shelt er ,’  Dunbar  ar gued bit t er ly. ’ They’ ll pour  out  int o t he 
st r eet s t o wave when t hey see our  planes coming, all t he childr en and dogs and old people.
J esus Chr ist ! Why can’ t  we leave t hem alone?’
’ Why can’ t  we cr eat e t he r oadblock somewher e else?’  asked McWat t . ’ Why must  it  be 
t her e?’
’ I  don’ t  know,’  Maj or  Danby answer ed unhappily. ’ I  don’ t  know. Look, f ellows, we’ ve got  
t o have some conf idence in t he people above us who issue our  or der s. They know what  
t hey’ r e doing.’
’ The hell t hey do,’  said Dunbar .
’ What ’ s t he t r ouble?’  inquir ed Colonel Kor n, moving leisur ely acr oss t he br ief ing r oom 
wit h his hands in his pocket s and his t an shir t  baggy.
’ Oh, no t r ouble, Colonel,’  said Maj or  Danby, t r ying ner vously t o cover  up. ’ We’ r e j ust  
discussing t he mission.’
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’ They don’ t  want  t o bomb t he village,’  Haver meyer  snicker ed, giving Maj or  Danby away.
’ You pr ick!’  Yossar ian said t o Haver meyer .
’ You leave Haver meyer  alone,’  Colonel Kor n or der ed Yossar ian cur t ly. He r ecognized 
Yossar ian as t he dr unk who had accost ed him r oughly at  t he of f icer s’  club one night  
bef or e t he f ir st  mission t o Bologna, and he swung his displeasur e pr udent ly t o Dunbar . 
’ Why don’ t  you want  t o bomb t he village?’
’ I t ’ s cr uel, t hat ’ s why.’
’ Cr uel?’  asked Colonel Kor n wit h cold good humor , f r ight ened only moment ar ily by t he 
uninhibit ed vehemence of  Dunbar ’ s host ilit y. ’ Would it  be any less cr uel t o let  t hose t wo 
Ger man divisions down t o f ight  wit h our  t r oops? Amer ican lives ar e at  st ake, t oo, you 
know. Would you r at her  see Amer ican blood spilled?’
’ Amer ican blood is being spilled. But  t hose people ar e living up t her e in peace. Why can’ t  
we leave t hem t he hell alone?’
’ Yes, it ’ s easy f or  you t o t alk,’  Colonel Kor n j eer ed. ’ You’ r e saf e her e in Pianosa. I t  won’ t
make any dif f er ence t o you when t hese Ger man r einf or cement s ar r ive, will it ?’
Dunbar  t ur ned cr imson wit h embar r assment  and r eplied in a voice t hat  was suddenly 
def ensive. ’ Why can’ t  we cr eat e t he r oadblock somewher e else? Couldn’ t  we bomb t he 
slope of  a mount ain or  t he r oad it self ?’
’ Would you r at her  go back t o Bologna?’  The quest ion, asked quiet ly, r ang out  like a shot  
and cr eat ed a silence in t he r oom t hat  was awkwar d and menacing. Yossar ian pr ayed 
int ensely, wit h shame, t hat  Dunbar  would keep his mout h shut . Dunbar  dr opped his gaze, 
and Colonel Kor n knew he had won. ’ No, I  t hought  not ,’  he cont inued wit h undisguised 
scor n. ’ You know, Colonel Cat hcar t  and I  have t o go t o a lot  of  t r ouble t o get  you a milk 
r un like t his. I f  you’ d sooner  f ly missions t o Bologna, Spezia and Fer r ar a, we can get  
t hose t ar get s wit h no t r ouble at  all.’  His eyes gleamed danger ously behind his r imless 
glasses, and his muddy j owls wer e squar e and har d. ’ J ust  let  me know.’
’ I  would,’  r esponded Haver meyer  eager ly wit h anot her  boast f ul snicker . ’ I  like t o f ly int o
Bologna st r aight  and level wit h my head in t he bombsight  and list en t o all t hat  f lak 
pumping away all ar ound me. I  get  a big kick out  of  t he way t he men come char ging over  
t o me af t er  t he mission and call me dir t y names. Even t he enlist ed men get  sor e enough 
t o cur se me and want  t o t ake socks at  me.’
Colonel Kor n chucked Haver meyer  under  t he chin j ovially, ignor ing him, and t hen 
addr essed himself  t o Dunbar  and Yossar ian in a dr y monot one. ’ You’ ve got  my sacr ed 
wor d f or  it . Nobody is mor e dist r essed about  t hose lousy wops up in t he hills t han Colonel
Cat hcar t  and myself . Mais c’ est  la guer r e. Tr y t o r emember  t hat  we didn’ t  st ar t  t he war  
and I t aly did. That  we wer en’ t  t he aggr essor s and I t aly was. And t hat  we couldn’ t  
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possibly inf lict  as much cr uelt y on t he I t alians, Ger mans, Russians and Chinese as t hey’ r e 
alr eady inf lict ing on t hemselves.’  Colonel Kor n gave Maj or  Danby’ s shoulder  a f r iendly 
squeeze wit hout  changing his unf r iendly expr ession. ’ Car r y on wit h t he br ief ing, Danby. 
And make sur e t hey under st and t he impor t ance of  a t ight  bomb pat t er n.’
’ Oh, no, Colonel,’  Maj or  Danby blur t ed out , blinking upwar d. ’ Not  f or  t his t ar get . I ’ ve 
t old t hem t o space t heir  bombs sixt y f eet  apar t  so t hat  we’ ll have a r oadblock t he f ull 
lengt h of  t he village inst ead of  in j ust  one spot . I t  will be a much mor e ef f ect ive 
r oadblock wit h a loose bomb pat t er n.’
’ We don’ t  car e about  t he r oadblock,’  Colonel Kor n inf or med him. ’ Colonel Cat hcar t  want s 
t o come out  of  t his mission wit h a good clean aer ial phot ogr aph he won’ t  be ashamed t o 
send t hr ough channels. Don’ t  f or get  t hat  Gener al Peckem will be her e f or  t he f ull 
br ief ing, and you know how he f eels about  bomb pat t er ns. I ncident ally, Maj or , you’ d 
bet t er  hur r y up wit h t hese det ails and clear  out  bef or e he get s her e. Gener al Peckem 
can’ t  st and you.’
’ Oh, no, Colonel,’  Maj or  Danby cor r ect ed obligingly. ’ I t ’ s Gener al Dr eedle who can’ t  
st and me.’
’ Gener al Peckem can’ t  st and you eit her . I n f act , no one can st and you. Finish what  you’ r e 
doing, Danby, and disappear . I ’ ll conduct  t he br ief ing.’
’ Wher e’ s Maj or  Danby?’  Colonel Cat hcar t  inquir ed, af t er  he had dr iven up f or  t he f ull 
br ief ing wit h Gener al Peckem and Colonel Scheisskopf .
’ He asked per mission t o leave as soon as he saw you dr iving up,’  answer ed Colonel Kor n. 
’ He’ s af r aid Gener al Peckem doesn’ t  like him. I  was going t o conduct  t he br ief ing anyway.
I  do a much bet t er  j ob.’
’ Splendid!’  said Colonel Cat hcar t . ’ No!’  Colonel Cat hcar t  count er manded himself  an 
inst ant  lat er  when he r emember ed how good a j ob Colonel Kor n had done bef or e Gener al 
Dr eedle at  t he f ir st  Avignon br ief ing. ’ I ’ ll do it  myself .’
Colonel Cat hcar t  br aced himself  wit h t he knowledge t hat  he was one of  Gener al Peckem’ s
f avor it es and t ook char ge of  t he meet ing, snapping his wor ds out  cr isply t o t he at t ent ive 
audience of  subor dinat e of f icer s wit h t he bluf f  and dispassionat e t oughness he had 
picked up f r om Gener al Dr eedle. He knew he cut  a f ine f igur e t her e on t he plat f or m wit h 
his open shir t  collar , his cigar et t e holder , and his close-cr opped, gr ay-t ipped cur ly black 
hair . He br eezed along beaut if ully, even emulat ing cer t ain char act er ist ic 
mispr onunciat ions of  Gener al Dr eedle’ s, and he was not  t he least  bit  int imidat ed by 
Gener al Peckem’ s new colonel unt il he suddenly r ecalled t hat  Gener al Peckem det est ed 
Gener al Dr eedle. Then his voice cr acked, and all conf idence lef t  him. He st umbled ahead 
t hr ough inst inct  in bur ning humiliat ion. He was suddenly in t er r or  of  Colonel Scheisskopf . 
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Anot her  colonel in t he ar ea meant  anot her  r ival, anot her  enemy, anot her  per son who 
hat ed him. And t his one was t ough! A hor r if ying t hought  occur r ed t o Colonel Cat hcar t : 
Suppose Colonel Scheisskopf  had alr eady br ibed all t he men in t he r oom t o begin moaning,
as t hey had done at  t he f ir st  Avignon mission. How could he silence t hem? What  a 
t er r ible black eye t hat  would be! Colonel Cat hcar t  was seized wit h such f r ight  t hat  he 
almost  beckoned t o Colonel Kor n. Somehow he held himself  t oget her  and synchr onized 
t he wat ches. When he had done t hat , he knew he had won, f or  he could end now at  any 
t ime. He had come t hr ough in a cr isis. He want ed t o laugh in Colonel Scheisskopf ’ s f ace 
wit h t r iumph and spit e. He had pr oved himself  br illiant ly under  pr essur e, and he 
concluded t he br ief ing wit h an inspir ing per or at ion t hat  ever y inst inct  t old him was a 
mast er f ul exhibit ion of  eloquent  t act  and subt let y.
’ Now, men,’  he exhor t ed. ’ We have wit h us t oday a ver y dist inguished guest , Gener al 
Peckem f r om Special Ser vices, t he man who gives us all our  sof t ball bat s, comic books and
U.S.O. shows. I  want  t o dedicat e t his mission t o him. Go on out  t her e and bomb - f or  me, 
f or  your  count r y, f or  God, and f or  t hat  gr eat  Amer ican, Gener al P. P. Peckem. And let ’ s 
see you put  all t hose bombs on a dime!’
30 DUNBAR
Yossar ian no longer  gave a damn wher e his bombs f ell, alt hough he did not  go as f ar  as 
Dunbar , who dr opped his bombs hundr eds of  yar ds past  t he village and would f ace a 
cour t -mar t ial if  it  could ever  be shown he had done it  deliber at ely. Wit hout  a wor d even 
t o Yossar ian, Dunbar  had washed his hands of  t he mission. The f all in t he hospit al had 
eit her  shown him t he light  or  scr ambled his br ains; it  was impossible t o say which.
Dunbar  seldom laughed any mor e and seemed t o be wast ing away. He snar led belliger ent ly
at  super ior  of f icer s, even at  Maj or  Danby, and was cr ude and sur ly and pr of ane even in 
f r ont  of  t he chaplain, who was af r aid of  Dunbar  now and seemed t o be wast ing away also. 
The chaplain’ s pilgr image t o Wint er gr een had pr oved abor t ive; anot her  shr ine was empt y.
Wint er gr een was t oo busy t o see t he chaplain himself . A br ash assist ant  br ought  t he 
chaplain a st olen Zippo cigar et t e light er  as a gif t  and inf or med him condescendingly t hat  
Wint er gr een was t oo deeply involved wit h war t ime act ivit ies t o concer n himself  wit h 
mat t er s so t r ivial as t he number  of  missions men had t o f ly. The chaplain wor r ied about  
Dunbar  and br ooded mor e over  Yossar ian now t hat  Or r  was gone. To t he chaplain, who 
lived by himself  in a spacious t ent  whose point y t op sealed him in gloomy solit ude each 
night  like t he cap of  a t omb, it  seemed incr edible t hat  Yossar ian r eally pr ef er r ed living 
alone and want ed no r oommat es.
As a lead bombar dier  again, Yossar ian had McWat t  f or  a pilot , and t hat  was one 
consolat ion, alt hough he was st ill so ut t er ly undef ended. Ther e was no way t o f ight  back. 
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He could not  even see McWat t  and t he co-pilot  f r om his post  in t he nose. All he could 
ever  see was Aar f y, wit h whose f ust ian, moon-f aced inept it ude he had f inally lost  all 
pat ience, and t her e wer e minut es of  agonizing f ur y and f r ust r at ion in t he sky when he 
hunger ed t o be demot ed again t o a wing plane wit h a loaded machine gun in t he 
compar t ment  inst ead of  t he pr ecision bombsight  t hat  he r eally had no need f or , a 
power f ul, heavy f if t y-caliber  machine gun he could seize vengef ully in bot h hands and 
t ur n loose savagely against  all t he demons t yr annizing him: at  t he smoky black puf f s of  
t he f lak it self ; at  t he Ger man ant iair cr af t  gunner s below whom he could not  even see and 
could not  possibly har m wit h his machine gun even if  he ever  did t ake t he t ime t o open 
f ir e, at  Haver meyer  and Appleby in t he lead plane f or  t heir  f ear less st r aight  and level 
bomb r un on t he second mission t o Bologna wher e t he f lak f r om t wo hundr ed and 
t went y-f our  cannons had knocked out  one of  Or r ’ s engines f or  t he ver y last  t ime and 
sent  him down dit ching int o t he sea bet ween Genoa and La Spezia j ust  bef or e t he br ief  
t hunder st or m br oke.
Act ually, t her e was not  much he could do wit h t hat  power f ul machine gun except  load it  
and t est -f ir e a f ew r ounds. I t  was no mor e use t o him t han t he bombsight . He could 
r eally cut  loose wit h it  against  at t acking Ger man f ight er s, but  t her e wer e no Ger man 
f ight er s any mor e, and he could not  even swing it  all t he way ar ound int o t he helpless 
f aces of  pilot s like Huple and Dobbs and or der  t hem back down car ef ully t o t he gr ound, 
as he had once or der ed Kid Sampson back down, which is exact ly what  he did want  t o do 
t o Dobbs and Huple on t he hideous f ir st  mission t o Avignon t he moment  he r ealized t he 
f ant ast ic pickle he was in, t he moment  he f ound himself  alof t  in a wing plane wit h Dobbs 
and Huple in a f light  headed by Haver meyer  and Appleby. Dobbs and Huple? Huple and 
Dobbs? Who wer e t hey? What  pr epost er ous madness t o f loat  in t hin air  t wo miles high 
on an inch or  t wo of  met al, sust ained f r om deat h by t he meager  skill and int elligence of  
t wo vapid st r anger s, a bear dless kid named Huple and a ner vous nut  like Dobbs, who r eally
did go nut s r ight  t her e in t he plane, r unning amuck over  t he t ar get  wit hout  leaving his 
copilot ’ s seat  and gr abbing t he cont r ols f r om Huple t o plunge t hem all down int o t hat  
chilling dive t hat  t or e Yossar ian’ s headset  loose and br ought  t hem r ight  back inside t he 
dense f lak f r om which t hey had almost  escaped. The next  t hing he knew, anot her  
st r anger , a r adio-gunner  named Snowden, was dying in back. I t  was impossible t o be 
posit ive t hat  Dobbs had killed him, f or  when Yossar ian plugged his headset  back in, Dobbs
was alr eady on t he int er com pleading f or  someone t o go up f r ont  and help t he 
bombar dier . And almost  immediat ely Snowden br oke in, whimper ing, ’ Help me. Please help
me. I ’ m cold. I ’ m cold.’  And Yossar ian cr awled slowly out  of  t he nose and up on t op of  t he
bomb bay and wr iggled back int o t he r ear  sect ion of  t he plane - passing t he f ir st -aid kit  
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on t he way t hat  he had t o r et ur n f or  - t o t r eat  Snowden f or  t he wr ong wound, t he 
yawning, r aw, melon-shaped hole as big as a f oot ball in t he out side of  his t high, t he 
unsever ed, blood-soaked muscle f iber s inside pulsat ing weir dly like blind t hings wit h lives 
of  t heir  own, t he oval, naked wound t hat  was almost  a f oot  long and made Yossar ian moan 
in shock and sympat hy t he inst ant  he spied it  and near ly made him vomit . And t he small, 
slight  t ail-gunner  was lying on t he f loor  beside Snowden in a dead f aint , his f ace as whit e 
as a handker chief , so t hat  Yossar ian spr ang f or war d wit h r evulsion t o help him f ir st .
Yes, in t he long r un, he was much saf er  f lying wit h McWat t , and he was not  even saf e 
wit h McWat t , who loved f lying t oo much and went  buzzing boldly inches of f  t he gr ound 
wit h Yossar ian in t he nose on t he way back f r om t he t r aining f light  t o br eak in t he new 
bombar dier  in t he whole r eplacement  cr ew Colonel Cat hcar t  had obt ained af t er  Or r  was 
lost . The pr act ice bomb r ange was on t he ot her  side of  Pianosa, and, f lying back, McWat t  
edged t he belly of  t he lazing, slow-cr uising plane j ust  over  t he cr est  of  mount ains in t he 
middle and t hen, inst ead of  maint aining alt it ude, j olt ed bot h engines open all t he way, 
lur ched up on one side and, t o Yossar ian’ s ast onishment , began f ollowing t he f alling land 
down as f ast  as t he plane would go, wagging his wings gaily and skimming wit h a massive, 
gr inding, hammer ing r oar  over  each r ocky r ise and dip of  t he r olling t er r ain like a dizzy 
gull over  wild br own waves. Yossar ian was pet r if ied. The new bombar dier  beside him sat  
demur ely wit h a bewit ched gr in and kept  whist ling ’ Whee!’  and Yossar ian want ed t o r each
out  and cr ush his idiot ic f ace wit h one hand as he f linched and f lung himself  away f r om 
t he boulder s and hillocks and lashing br anches of  t r ees t hat  loomed up above him out  in 
f r ont  and r ushed past  j ust  under neat h in a sinking, st r eaking blur . No one had a r ight  t o 
t ake such f r ight f ul r isks wit h his lif e.
’ Go up, go up, go up!’  he shout ed f r ant ically at  McWat t , hat ing him venomously, but  
McWat t  was singing buoyant ly over  t he int er com and pr obably couldn’ t  hear . Yossar ian, 
blazing wit h r age and almost  sobbing f or  r evenge, hur led himself  down int o t he cr awlway 
and f ought  his way t hr ough against  t he dr agging weight  of  gr avit y and iner t ia unt il he 
ar r ived at  t he main sect ion and pulled himself  up t o t he f light  deck, t o st and t r embling 
behind McWat t  in t he pilot ’ s seat . He looked desper at ely about  f or  a gun, a gr ay-black 
.45 aut omat ic t hat  he could cock and r am r ight  up against  t he base of  McWat t ’ s skull. 
Ther e was no gun. Ther e was no hunt ing knif e eit her , and no ot her  weapon wit h which he 
could bludgeon or  st ab, and Yossar ian gr asped and j er ked t he collar  of  McWat t ’ s 
cover alls in t ight ening f ist s and shout ed t o him t o go up, go up. The land was st ill 
swimming by under neat h and f lashing by over head on bot h sides. McWat t  looked back at  
Yossar ian and laughed j oyf ully as t hough Yossar ian wer e shar ing his f un. Yossar ian slid 
bot h hands ar ound McWat t ’ s bar e t hr oat  and squeezed. McWat t  t ur ned st if f :
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’ Go up,’  Yossar ian or der ed unmist akably t hr ough his t eet h in a low, menacing voice. ’ Or  
I ’ ll kill you.’
Rigid wit h caut ion, McWat t  cut  t he mot or s back and climbed gr adually. Yossar ian’ s hands 
weakened on McWat t ’ s neck and slid down of f  his shoulder s t o dangle iner t ly. He was not
angr y any mor e. He was ashamed. When McWat t  t ur ned, he was sor r y t he hands wer e his
and wished t her e wer e someplace wher e he could bur y t hem. They f elt  dead.
McWat t  gazed at  him deeply. Ther e was no f r iendliness in his st ar e. ’ Boy,’  he said coldly,
’ you sur e must  be in pr et t y bad shape. You ought  t o go home.’
’ They won’ t  let  me.’  Yossar ian answer ed wit h aver t ed eyes, and cr ept  away.
Yossar ian st epped down f r om t he f light  deck and seat ed himself  on t he f loor , hanging his
head wit h guilt  and r emor se. He was cover ed wit h sweat .
McWat t  set  cour se dir ect ly back t owar d t he f ield. Yossar ian wonder ed whet her  McWat t
would now go t o t he oper at ions t ent  t o see Pilt char d and Wr en and r equest  t hat  
Yossar ian never  be assigned t o his plane again, j ust  as Yossar ian had gone sur r ept it iously 
t o speak t o t hem about  Dobbs and Huple and Or r  and, unsuccessf ully, about  Aar f y. He 
had never  seen McWat t  look displeased bef or e, had never  seen him in any but  t he most  
light hear t ed mood, and he wonder ed whet her  he had j ust  lost  anot her  f r iend.
But  McWat t  winked at  him r eassur ingly as he climbed down f r om t he plane and j oshed 
hospit ably wit h t he cr edulous new pilot  and bombar dier  dur ing t he j eep r ide back t o t he 
squadr on, alt hough he did not  addr ess a wor d t o Yossar ian unt il all f our  had r et ur ned 
t heir  par achut es and separ at ed and t he t wo of  t hem wer e walking side by side t owar d 
t heir  own r ow of  t ent s. Then McWat t ’ s spar sely f r eckled t an Scot ch-I r ish f ace br oke 
suddenly int o a smile and he dug his knuckles playf ully int o Yossar ian’ s r ibs, as t hough 
t hr owing a punch.
’ You louse,’  he laughed. ’ Wer e you r eally going t o kill me up t her e?’
Yossar ian gr inned penit ent ly and shook his head. ’ No. I  don’ t  t hink so.’
’ I  didn’ t  r ealize you got  it  so bad. Boy! Why don’ t  you t alk t o somebody about  it ?’
’ I  t alk t o ever ybody about  it . What  t he hell’ s t he mat t er  wit h you? Don’ t  you ever  hear  
me?’
’ I  guess I  never  r eally believed you.’
’ Ar en’ t  you ever  af r aid?’
’ Maybe I  ought  t o be.’
’ Not  even on t he missions?’
’ I  guess I  j ust  don’ t  have br ains enough.’  McWat t  laughed sheepishly.
’ Ther e ar e so many ways f or  me t o get  killed,’  Yossar ian comment ed, ’ and you had t o f ind
one mor e.’
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McWat t  smiled again. ’ Say, I  bet  it  must  r eally scar e you when I  buzz your  t ent , huh?’
’ I t  scar es me t o deat h. I ’ ve t old you t hat .’
’ I  t hought  it  was j ust  t he noise you wer e complaining about .’  McWat t  made a r esigned 
shr ug. ’ Oh, well, what  t he hell,’  he sang. ’ I  guess I ’ ll j ust  have t o give it  up.’
But  McWat t  was incor r igible, and, while he never  buzzed Yossar ian’ s t ent  again, he never
missed an oppor t unit y t o buzz t he beach and r oar  like a f ier ce and low-f lying t hunder bolt
over  t he r af t  in t he wat er  and t he secluded hollow in t he sand wher e Yossar ian lay 
f eeling up Nur se Ducket t  or  playing hear t s, poker  or  pinochle wit h Nat ely, Dunbar  and 
Hungr y J oe. Yossar ian met  Nur se Ducket t  almost  ever y af t er noon t hat  bot h wer e f r ee 
and came wit h her  t o t he beach on t he ot her  side of  t he nar r ow swell of  shoulder -high 
dunes separ at ing t hem f r om t he ar ea in which t he ot her  of f icer s and enlist ed men went  
swimming nude. Nat ely, Dunbar  and Hungr y J oe would come t her e, t oo. McWat t  would 
occasionally j oin t hem, and of t en Aar f y, who always ar r ived pudgily in f ull unif or m and 
never  r emoved any of  his clot hing but  his shoes and his hat ; Aar f y never  went  swimming. 
The ot her  men wor e swimming t r unks in def er ence t o Nur se Ducket t , and in def er ence 
also t o Nur se Cr amer , who accompanied Nur se Ducket t  and Yossar ian t o t he beach ever y 
t ime and sat  haught ily by her self  t en yar ds away. No one but  Aar f y ever  made r ef er ence 
t o t he naked men sun-bat hing in f ull view f ar t her  down t he beach or  j umping and diving 
f r om t he enor mous whit e-washed r af t  t hat  bobbed on empt y oil dr ums out  beyond t he 
silt  sand. Nur se Cr amer  sat  by her self  because she was angr y wit h Yossar ian and 
disappoint ed in Nur se Ducket t .
Nur se Sue Ann Ducket t  despised Aar f y, and t hat  was anot her  one of  t he numer ous 
f et ching t r ait s about  Nur se Ducket t  t hat  Yossar ian enj oyed. He enj oyed Nur se Sue Ann 
Ducket t ’ s long whit e legs and supple, callipygous ass; he of t en neglect ed t o r emember  
t hat  she was quit e slim and f r agile f r om t he waist  up and hur t  her  unint ent ionally in 
moment s of  passion when he hugged her  t oo r oughly. He loved her  manner  of  sleepy 
acquiescence when t hey lay on t he beach at  dusk. He dr ew solace and sedat ion f r om her  
near ness. He had a cr aving t o t ouch her  always, t o r emain always in physical 
communicat ion. He liked t o encir cle her  ankle loosely wit h his f inger s as he played car ds 
wit h Nat ely, Dunbar  and Hungr y J oe, t o light ly and lovingly car ess t he downy skin of  her  
f air , smoot h t high wit h t he backs of  his nails or , dr eamily, sensuously, almost  
unconsciously, slide his pr opr iet ar y, r espect f ul hand up t he shell- like r idge of  her  spine 
beneat h t he elast ic st r ap of  t he t op of  t he t wo-piece bat hing suit  she always wor e t o 
cont ain and cover  her  t iny, long-nippled br east s. He loved Nur se Ducket t ’ s ser ene, 
f lat t er ed r esponse, t he sense of  at t achment  t o him she displayed pr oudly. Hungr y J oe 
had a cr aving t o f eel Nur se Ducket t  up, t oo, and was r est r ained mor e t han once by 
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Yossar ian’ s f or bidding glower . Nur se Ducket t  f lir t ed wit h Hungr y J oe j ust  t o keep him in
heat , and her  r ound light -br own eyes glimmer ed wit h mischief  ever y t ime Yossar ian 
r apped her  shar ply wit h his elbow or  f ist  t o make her  st op.
The men played car ds on a t owel, under shir t , or  blanket , and Nur se Ducket t  mixed t he 
ext r a deck of  car ds, sit t ing wit h her  back r est ing against  a sand dune. When she was not  
shuf f ling t he ext r a deck of  car ds, she sat  squint ing int o a t iny pocket  mir r or , br ushing 
mascar a on her  cur ling r eddish eyelashes in a bir dbr ained ef f or t  t o make t hem longer  
per manent ly. Occasionally she was able t o st ack t he car ds or  spoil t he deck in a way t hey 
did not  discover  unt il t hey wer e well int o t he game, and she laughed and glowed wit h 
blissf ul gr at if icat ion when t hey all hur led t heir  car ds down disgust edly and began 
punching her  shar ply on t he ar ms or  legs as t hey called her  f ilt hy names and war ned her  
t o st op f ooling ar ound. She would pr at t le nonsensically when t hey wer e st r iving har dest  
t o t hink, and a pink f lush of  elat ion cr ept  int o her  cheeks when t hey gave her  mor e shar p 
r aps on t he ar ms and legs wit h t heir  f ist s and t old her  t o shut  up. Nur se Ducket t  r eveled
in such at t ent ion and ducked her  shor t  chest nut  bangs wit h j oy when Yossar ian and t he 
ot her s f ocused upon her . I t  gave her  a peculiar  f eeling of  war m and expect ant  well-being 
t o know t hat  so many naked boys and men wer e idling close by on t he ot her  side of  t he 
sand dunes. She had only t o st r et ch her  neck or  r ise on some pr et ext  t o see t went y or  
f or t y undr essed males lounging or  playing ball in t he sunlight . Her  own body was such a 
f amiliar  and unr emar kable t hing t o her  t hat  she was puzzled by t he convulsive ecst asy 
men could t ake f r om it , by t he int ense and amusing need t hey had mer ely t o t ouch it , t o 
r each out  ur gent ly and pr ess it , squeeze it , pinch it , r ub it . She did not  under st and 
Yossar ian’ s lust ; but  she was willing t o t ake his wor d f or  it .
Evenings when Yossar ian f elt  hor ny he br ought  Nur se Ducket t  t o t he beach wit h t wo 
blanket s and enj oyed making love t o her  wit h most  of  t heir  clot hes on mor e t han he 
somet imes enj oyed making love t o all t he vigor ous bar e amor al gir ls in Rome. Fr equent ly 
t hey went  t o t he beach at  night  and did not  make love, but  j ust  lay shiver ing bet ween t he
blanket s against  each ot her  t o war d of f  t he br isk, damp chill. The ink-black night s wer e 
t ur ning cold, t he st ar s f r ost y and f ewer . The r af t  swayed in t he ghost ly t r ail of  
moonlight  and seemed t o be sailing away. A mar ked hint  of  cold weat her  penet r at ed t he 
air . Ot her  men wer e j ust  st ar t ing t o build st oves and came t o Yossar ian’ s t ent  dur ing t he
day t o mar vel at  Or r ’ s wor kmanship. I t  t hr illed Nur se Ducket t  r apt ur ously t hat  
Yossar ian could not  keep his hands of f  her  when t hey wer e t oget her , alt hough she would 
not  let  him slip t hem inside her  bat hing shor t s dur ing t he day when anyone was near  
enough t o see, not  even when t he only wit ness was Nur se Cr amer , who sat  on t he ot her  
side of  her  sand dune wit h her  r epr oving nose in t he air  and pr et ended not  t o see 
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anyt hing.
Nur se Cr amer  had st opped speaking t o Nur se Ducket t , her  best  f r iend, because of  her  
liaison wit h Yossar ian, but  st ill went  ever ywher e wit h Nur se Ducket t  since Nur se Ducket t
was her  best  f r iend. She did not  appr ove of  Yossar ian or  his f r iends. When t hey st ood up
and went  swimming wit h Nur se Ducket t , Nur se Cr amer  st ood up and went  swimming, t oo, 
maint aining t he same t en-yar d dist ance bet ween t hem, and maint aining her  silence, 
snubbing t hem even in t he wat er . When t hey laughed and splashed, she laughed and 
splashed; when t hey dived, she dived; when t hey swam t o t he sand bar  and r est ed, Nur se 
Cr amer  swam t o t he sand bar  and r est ed. When t hey came out , she came out , dr ied her  
shoulder s wit h her  own t owel and seat ed her self  aloof ly in her  own spot , her  back r igid 
and a r ing of  r ef lect ed sunlight  bur nishing her  light -blond hair  like a halo. Nur se Cr amer  
was pr epar ed t o begin t alking t o Nur se Ducket t  again if  she r epent ed and apologized. 
Nur se Ducket t  pr ef er r ed t hings t he way t hey wer e. For  a long t ime she had want ed t o 
give Nur se Cr amer  a r ap t o make her  shut  up.
Nur se Ducket t  f ound Yossar ian wonder f ul and was alr eady t r ying t o change him. She 
loved t o wat ch him t aking shor t  naps wit h his f ace down and his ar m t hr own acr oss her , 
or  st ar ing bleakly at  t he endless t ame, quiet  waves br eaking like pet  puppy dogs against  
t he shor e, scamper ing light ly up t he sand a f oot  or  t wo and t hen t r ot t ing away. She was 
calm in his silences. She knew she did not  bor e him, and she buf f ed or  paint ed her  
f inger nails st udiously while he dozed or  br ooded and t he desult or y war m af t er noon 
br eeze vibr at ed delicat ely on t he sur f ace of  t he beach. She loved t o look at  his wide, 
long, sinewy back wit h it s br onzed, unblemished skin. She loved t o br ing him t o f lame 
inst ant ly by t aking his whole ear  in her  mout h suddenly and r unning her  hand down his 
f r ont  all t he way. She loved t o make him bur n and suf f er  t ill dar k, t hen sat isf y him. Then 
kiss him ador ingly because she had br ought  him such bliss.
Yossar ian was never  lonely wit h Nur se Ducket t , who r eally did know how t o keep her  
mout h shut  and was j ust  capr icious enough. He was haunt ed and t or ment ed by t he vast , 
boundless ocean. He wonder ed mour nf ully, as Nur se Ducket t  buf f ed her  nails, about  all 
t he people who had died under  wat er . Ther e wer e sur ely mor e t han a million alr eady. 
Wher e wer e t hey? What  insect s had eat en t heir  f lesh? He imagined t he awf ul impot ence
of  br eat hing in helplessly quar t s and quar t s of  wat er . Yossar ian f ollowed t he small f ishing
boat s and milit ar y launches plying back and f or t h f ar  out  and f ound t hem unr eal; it  did 
not  seem t r ue t hat  t her e wer e f ull-sized men aboar d, going somewher e ever y t ime. He 
looked t owar d st ony Elba, and his eyes aut omat ically sear ched over head f or  t he f luf f y, 
whit e, t ur nip-shaped cloud in which Clevinger  had vanished. He peer ed at  t he vapor ous 
I t alian skyline and t hought  of  Or r . Clevinger  and Or r . Wher e had t hey gone? Yossar ian 
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had once st ood on a j et t y at  dawn and wat ched a t uf t ed r ound log t hat  was dr if t ing 
t owar d him on t he t ide t ur n unexpect edly int o t he bloat ed f ace of  a dr owned man; it  was 
t he f ir st  dead per son he had ever  seen. He t hir st ed f or  lif e and r eached out  r avenously 
t o gr asp and hold Nur se Ducket t ’ s f lesh. He st udied ever y f loat ing obj ect  f ear f ully f or  
some gr uesome sign of  Clevinger  and Or r , pr epar ed f or  any mor bid shock but  t he shock 
McWat t  gave him one day wit h t he plane t hat  came blast ing suddenly int o sight  out  of  
t he dist ant  st illness and hur t led mer cilessly along t he shor e line wit h a gr eat  gr owling, 
clat t er ing r oar  over  t he bobbing r af t  on which blond, pale Kid Sampson, his naked sides 
scr awny even f r om so f ar  away, leaped clownishly up t o t ouch it  at  t he exact  moment  
some ar bit r ar y gust  of  wind or  minor  miscalculat ion of  McWat t ’ s senses dr opped t he 
speeding plane down j ust  low enough f or  a pr opeller  t o slice him half  away.
Even people who wer e not  t her e r emember ed vividly exact ly what  happened next . Ther e 
was t he br ief est , sof t est  t sst ! f ilt er ing audibly t hr ough t he shat t er ing, over whelming 
howl of  t he plane’ s engines, and t hen t her e wer e j ust  Kid Sampson’ s t wo pale, skinny legs,
st ill j oined by st r ings somehow at  t he bloody t r uncat ed hips, st anding st ock-st ill on t he 
r af t  f or  what  seemed a f ull minut e or  t wo bef or e t hey t oppled over  backwar d int o t he 
wat er  f inally wit h a f aint , echoing splash and t ur ned complet ely upside down so t hat  only 
t he gr ot esque t oes and t he plast er -whit e soles of  Kid Sampson’ s f eet  r emained in view.
On t he beach, all hell br oke loose. Nur se Cr amer  mat er ialized out  of  t hin air  suddenly and
was weeping hyst er ically against  Yossar ian’ s chest  while Yossar ian hugged her  shoulder s 
and soot hed her . His ot her  ar m bolst er ed Nur se Ducket t , who was t r embling and sobbing 
against  him, t oo, her  long, angular  f ace dead whit e. Ever yone at  t he beach was scr eaming 
and r unning, and t he men sounded like women. They scamper ed f or  t heir  t hings in panic, 
st ooping hur r iedly and looking askance at  each gent le, knee-high wave bubbling in as 
t hough some ugly, r ed, gr isly or gan like a liver  or  a lung might  come washing r ight  up 
against  t hem. Those in t he wat er  wer e st r uggling t o get  out , f or get t ing in t heir  hast e t o 
swim, wailing, walking, held back in t heir  f light  by t he viscous, clinging sea as t hough by a 
bit ing wind.
Kid Sampson had r ained all over . Those who spied dr ops of  him on t heir  limbs or  t or sos 
dr ew back wit h t er r or  and r evulsion, as t hough t r ying t o shr ink away f r om t heir  own 
odious skins. Ever ybody r an in a sluggish st ampede, shoot ing t or t ur ed, hor r if ied glances 
back, f illing t he deep, shadowy, r ust ling woods wit h t heir  f r ail gasps and cr ies. Yossar ian 
dr ove bot h st umbling, f alt er ing women bef or e him f r ant ically, shoving t hem and pr odding 
t hem t o make t hem hur r y, and r aced back wit h a cur se t o help when Hungr y J oe t r ipped 
on t he blanket  or  t he camer a case he was car r ying and f ell f or war d on his f ace in t he 
mud of  t he st r eam.
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Back at  t he squadr on ever yone alr eady knew. Men in unif or m wer e scr eaming and r unning 
t her e t oo, or  st anding mot ionless in one spot , r oot ed in awe, like Ser geant  Knight  and Doc
Daneeka as t hey gr avely cr aned t heir  heads upwar d and wat ched t he guilt y, banking, 
f or lor n air plane wit h McWat t  cir cle and cir cle slowly and climb.
’ Who is it ?’  Yossar ian shout ed anxiously at  Doc Daneeka as he r an up, br eat hless and 
limp, his somber  eyes bur ning wit h a mist y, hect ic anguish. ’ Who’ s in t he plane?’
’ McWat t ,’  said Ser geant  Knight . ’ He’ s got  t he t wo new pilot s wit h him on a t r aining 
f light . Doc Daneeka’ s up t her e, t oo.’
’ I ’ m r ight  her e,’  cont ended Doc Daneeka, in a st r ange and t r oubled voice, dar t ing an 
anxious look at  Ser geant  Knight .
’ Why doesn’ t  he come down?’  Yossar ian exclaimed in despair . ’ Why does he keep going 
up?’
’ He’ s pr obably af r aid t o come down,’  Ser geant  Knight  answer ed, wit hout  moving his 
solemn gaze f r om McWat t ’ s solit ar y climbing air plane. ’ He knows what  kind of  t r ouble 
he’ s in.’
And McWat t  kept  climbing higher  and higher , nosing his dr oning air plane upwar d evenly in
a slow, oval spir al t hat  car r ied him f ar  out  over  t he wat er  as he headed sout h and f ar  in 
over  t he r usset  f oot hills when he had cir cled t he landing f ield again and was f lying nor t h. 
He was soon up over  f ive t housand f eet . His engines wer e sof t  as whisper s. A whit e 
par achut e popped open suddenly in a sur pr ising puf f . A second par achut e popped open a 
f ew minut es lat er  and coast ed down, like t he f ir st , dir ect ly in t owar d t he clear ing of  t he 
landing st r ip. Ther e was no mot ion on t he gr ound. The plane cont inued sout h f or  t hir t y 
seconds mor e, f ollowing t he same pat t er n, f amiliar  and pr edict able now, and McWat t  
lif t ed a wing and banked gr acef ully ar ound int o his t ur n.
’ Two mor e t o go,’  said Ser geant  Knight . ’ McWat t  and Doc Daneeka.’
’ I ’ m r ight  her e, Ser geant  Knight ,’  Doc Daneeka t old him plaint ively. ’ I ’ m not  in t he 
plane.’
’ Why don’ t  t hey j ump?’  Ser geant  Knight  asked, pleading aloud t o himself . ’ Why don’ t  
t hey j ump?’
’ I t  doesn’ t  make sense,’  gr ieved Doc Daneeka, bit ing his lip. ’ I t  j ust  doesn’ t  make 
sense.’
But  Yossar ian under st ood suddenly why McWat t  wouldn’ t  j ump, and went  r unning 
uncont r ollably down t he whole lengt h of  t he squadr on af t er  McWat t ’ s plane, waving his 
ar ms and shout ing up at  him implor ingly t o come down, McWat t , come down; but  no one 
seemed t o hear , cer t ainly not  McWat t , and a gr eat , choking moan t or e f r om Yossar ian’ s 
t hr oat  as McWat t  t ur ned again, dipped his wings once in salut e, decided oh, well, what  
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t he hell, and f lew int o a mount ain.
Colonel Cat hcar t  was so upset  by t he deat hs of  Kid Sampson and McWat t  t hat  he r aised 
t he missions t o sixt y-f ive.
31 MRS. DANEEKA
When Colonel Cat hcar t  lear ned t hat  Doc Daneeka t oo had been killed in McWat t ’ s plane, 
he incr eased t he number  of  missions t o sevent y.
The f ir st  per son in t he squadr on t o f ind out  t hat  Doc Daneeka was dead was Ser geant  
Towser , who had been inf or med ear lier  by t he man in t he cont r ol t ower  t hat  Doc 
Daneeka’ s name was down as a passenger  on t he pilot ’ s manif est  McWat t  had f iled 
bef or e t aking of f . Ser geant  Towser  br ushed away a t ear  and st r uck Doc Daneeka’ s name 
f r om t he r ost er  of  squadr on per sonnel. Wit h lips st ill quiver ing, he r ose and t r udged 
out side r eluct ant ly t o br eak t he bad news t o Gus and Wes, discr eet ly avoiding any 
conver sat ion wit h Doc Daneeka himself  as he moved by t he f light  sur geon’ s slight  
sepulchr al f igur e r oost ing despondent ly on his st ool in t he lat e-af t er noon sunlight  
bet ween t he or der ly r oom and t he medical t ent . Ser geant  Towser ’ s hear t  was heavy; now
he had t wo dead men on his hands - Mudd, t he dead man in Yossar ian’ s t ent  who wasn’ t  
even t her e, and Doc Daneeka, t he new dead man in t he squadr on, who most  cer t ainly was 
t her e and gave ever y indicat ion of  pr oving a st ill t hor nier  administ r at ive pr oblem f or  him.
Gus and Wes list ened t o Ser geant  Towser  wit h looks of  st oic sur pr ise and said not  a 
wor d about  t heir  ber eavement  t o anyone else unt il Doc Daneeka himself  came in about  an 
hour  af t er war d t o have his t emper at ur e t aken f or  t he t hir d t ime t hat  day and his blood 
pr essur e checked. The t her momet er  r egist er ed a half  degr ee lower  t han his usual 
subnor mal t emper at ur e of  96.8. Doc Daneeka was alar med. The f ixed, vacant , wooden 
st ar es of  his t wo enlist ed men wer e even mor e ir r it at ing t han always.
’ Goddammit ,’  he expost ulat ed polit ely in an uncommon excess of  exasper at ion, ’ what ’ s 
t he mat t er  wit h you t wo men anyway? I t  j ust  isn’ t  r ight  f or  a per son t o have a low 
t emper at ur e all t he t ime and walk ar ound wit h a st uf f ed nose.’  Doc Daneeka emit t ed a 
glum, self -pit ying snif f  and st r olled disconsolat ely acr oss t he t ent  t o help himself  t o 
some aspir in and sulphur  pills and paint  his own t hr oat  wit h Ar gyr ol. His downcast  f ace 
was f r agile and f or lor n as a swallow’ s, and he r ubbed t he back of  his ar ms r hyt hmically. 
’ J ust  look how cold I  am r ight  now. You’ r e sur e you’ r e not  holding anyt hing back?’
’ You’ r e dead, sir ,’  one of  his t wo enlist ed men explained.
Doc Daneeka j er ked his head up quickly wit h r esent f ul dist r ust . ’ What ’ s t hat ?’
’ You’ r e dead, sir ,’  r epeat ed t he ot her . ’ That ’ s pr obably t he r eason you always f eel so 
cold.’
’ That ’ s r ight , sir . You’ ve pr obably been dead all t his t ime and we j ust  didn’ t  det ect  it .’
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’ What  t he hell ar e you bot h t alking about ?’  Doc Daneeka cr ied shr illy wit h a sur ging, 
pet r if ying sensat ion of  some onr ushing unavoidable disast er .
’ I t ’ s t r ue, sir ,’  said one of  t he enlist ed men. ’ The r ecor ds show t hat  you went  up in 
McWat t ’ s plane t o collect  some f light  t ime. You didn’ t  come down in a par achut e, so you 
must  have been killed in t he cr ash.’
’ That ’ s r ight , sir ,’  said t he ot her . ’ You ought  t o be glad you’ ve got  any t emper at ur e at  
all.’
Doc Daneeka’ s mind was r eeling in conf usion. ’ Have you bot h gone cr azy?’  he demanded. 
’ I ’ m going t o r epor t  t his whole insubor dinat e incident  t o Ser geant  Towser .’
’ Ser geant  Towser ’ s t he one who t old us about  it ,’  said eit her  Gus or  Wes. ’ The War  
Depar t ment ’ s even going t o not if y your  wif e.’
Doc Daneeka yelped and r an out  of  t he medical t ent  t o r emonst r at e wit h Ser geant  
Towser , who edged away f r om him wit h r epugnance and advised Doc Daneeka t o r emain 
out  of  sight  as much as possible unt il some decision could be r eached r elat ing t o t he 
disposit ion of  his r emains.
’ Gee, I  guess he r eally is dead,’  gr ieved one of  his enlist ed men in a low, r espect f ul voice.
’ I ’ m going t o miss him. He was a pr et t y wonder f ul guy, wasn’ t  he?’
’ Yeah, he sur e was,’  mour ned t he ot her . ’ But  I ’ m glad t he lit t le f uck is gone. I  was 
get t ing sick and t ir ed of  t aking his blood pr essur e all t he t ime.’
Mr s. Daneeka, Doc Daneeka’ s wif e, was not  glad t hat  Doc Daneeka was gone and split  t he 
peacef ul St at en I sland night  wit h woef ul shr ieks of  lament at ion when she lear ned by War
Depar t ment  t elegr am t hat  her  husband had been killed in act ion. Women came t o comf or t
her , and t heir  husbands paid condolence calls and hoped inwar dly t hat  she would soon 
move t o anot her  neighbor hood and spar e t hem t he obligat ion of  cont inuous sympat hy. The
poor  woman was t ot ally dist r aught  f or  almost  a f ull week. Slowly, her oically, she f ound 
t he st r engt h t o cont emplat e a f ut ur e f illed wit h dir e pr oblems f or  her self  and her  
childr en. J ust  as she was gr owing r esigned t o her  loss, t he post man r ang wit h a bolt  f r om
t he blue - a let t er  f r om over seas t hat  was signed wit h her  husband’ s signat ur e and ur ged
her  f r ant ically t o disr egar d any bad news concer ning him. Mr s. Daneeka was 
dumbf ounded. The dat e on t he let t er  was illegible. The handwr it ing t hr oughout  was shaky
and hur r ied, but  t he st yle r esembled her  husband’ s and t he melancholy, self -pit ying t one 
was f amiliar , alt hough mor e dr ear y t han usual. Mr s. Daneeka was over j oyed and wept  
ir r epr essibly wit h r elief  and kissed t he cr inkled, gr ubby t issue of  V-mail st at ioner y a 
t housand t imes. She dashed a gr at ef ul not e of f  t o her  husband pr essing him f or  det ails 
and sent  a wir e inf or ming t he War  Depar t ment  of  it s er r or . The War  Depar t ment  r eplied
t ouchily t hat  t her e had been no er r or  and t hat  she was undoubt edly t he vict im of  some 
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sadist ic and psychot ic f or ger  in her  husband’ s squadr on. The let t er  t o her  husband was 
r et ur ned unopened, st amped KI LLED I N ACTI ON.
Mr s. Daneeka had been widowed cr uelly again, but  t his t ime her  gr ief  was mit igat ed 
somewhat  by a not if icat ion f r om Washingt on t hat  she was sole benef iciar y of  her  
husband’ s $10,000 GI  insur ance policy, which amount  was obt ainable by her  on demand. 
The r ealizat ion t hat  she and t he childr en wer e not  f aced immediat ely wit h st ar vat ion 
br ought  a br ave smile t o her  f ace and mar ked t he t ur ning point  in her  dist r ess. The 
Vet er ans Administ r at ion inf or med her  by mail t he ver y next  day t hat  she would be 
ent it led t o pension benef it s f or  t he r est  of  her  nat ur al lif e because of  her  husband’ s 
demise, and t o a bur ial allowance f or  him of  $250. A gover nment  check f or  $250 was 
enclosed. Gr adually, inexor ably, her  pr ospect s br ight ened. A let t er  ar r ived t hat  same 
week f r om t he Social Secur it y Administ r at ion st at ing t hat , under  t he pr ovisions of  t he 
Old Age and Sur vivor s I nsur ance Act  Of  1935, she would r eceive mont hly suppor t  f or  
her self  and her  dependent  childr en unt il t hey r eached t he age of  eight een, and a bur ial 
allowance of  $250. Wit h t hese gover nment  let t er s as pr oof  of  deat h, she applied f or  
payment  on t hr ee lif e insur ance policies Doc Daneeka had car r ied, wit h a value of  
$50,000 each; her  claim was honor ed and pr ocessed swif t ly. Each day br ought  new 
unexpect ed t r easur es. A key t o a saf e-deposit  box led t o a f our t h lif e insur ance policy 
wit h a f ace value of  $50,000, and t o $18,000 in cash on which income t ax had never  been 
paid and need never  be paid. A f r at er nal lodge t o which he had belonged gave her  a 
cemet er y plot . A second f r at er nal or ganizat ion of  which he had been a member  sent  her  
a bur ial allowance of  $250. His count y medical associat ion gave her  a bur ial allowance of  
$250.
The husbands of  her  closest  f r iends began t o f lir t  wit h her . Mr s. Daneeka was simply 
delight ed wit h t he way t hings wer e t ur ning out  and had her  hair  dyed. Her  f ant ast ic 
wealt h j ust  kept  piling up, and she had t o r emind her self  daily t hat  all t he hundr eds of  
t housands of  dollar s she was acquir ing wer e not  wor t h a single penny wit hout  her  husband
t o shar e t his good f or t une wit h her . I t  ast onished her  t hat  so many separ at e 
or ganizat ions wer e willing t o do so much t o bur y Doc Daneeka, who, back in Pianosa, was 
having a t er r ible t ime t r ying t o keep his head above t he gr ound and wonder ed wit h dismal
appr ehension why his wif e did not  answer  t he let t er  he had wr it t en.
He f ound himself  ost r acized in t he squadr on by men who cur sed his memor y f oully f or  
having supplied Colonel Cat hcar t  wit h pr ovocat ion t o r aise t he number  of  combat  missions.
Recor ds at t est ing t o his deat h wer e pullulat ing like insect  eggs and ver if ying each ot her  
beyond all cont ent ion. He dr ew no pay or  PX r at ions and depended f or  lif e on t he char it y 
of  Ser geant  Towser  and Milo, who bot h knew he was dead. Colonel Cat hcar t  r ef used t o 
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see him, and Colonel Kor n sent  wor d t hr ough Maj or  Danby t hat  he would have Doc 
Daneeka cr emat ed on t he spot  if  he ever  showed up at  Gr oup Headquar t er s. Maj or  Danby
conf ided t hat  Gr oup was incensed wit h all f light  sur geons because of  Dr . St ubbs, t he 
bushy-hair ed, baggy-chinned, slovenly f light  sur geon in Dunbar ’ s squadr on who was 
deliber at ely and def iant ly br ewing insidious dissension t her e by gr ounding all men wit h 
sixt y missions on pr oper  f or ms t hat  wer e r ej ect ed by Gr oup indignant ly wit h or der s 
r est or ing t he conf used pilot s, navigat or s, bombar dier s and gunner s t o combat  dut y. 
Mor ale t her e was ebbing r apidly, and Dunbar  was under  sur veillance. Gr oup was glad Doc 
Daneeka had been killed and did not  int end t o ask f or  a r eplacement .
Not  even t he chaplain could br ing Doc Daneeka back t o lif e under  t he cir cumst ances. 
Alar m changed t o r esignat ion, and mor e and mor e Doc Daneeka acquir ed t he look of  an 
ailing r odent . The sacks under  his eyes t ur ned hollow and black, and he padded t hr ough 
t he shadows f r uit lessly like a ubiquit ous spook. Even Capt ain Flume r ecoiled when Doc 
Daneeka sought  him out  in t he woods f or  help. Hear t lessly, Gus and Wes t ur ned him away 
f r om t heir  medical t ent  wit hout  even a t her momet er  f or  comf or t , and t hen, only t hen, 
did he r ealize t hat , t o all int ent s and pur poses, he r eally was dead, and t hat  he had 
bet t er  do somet hing damned f ast  if  he ever  hoped t o save himself .
Ther e was nowher e else t o t ur n but  t o his wif e, and he scr ibbled an impassioned let t er  
begging her  t o br ing his plight  t o t he at t ent ion of  t he War  Depar t ment  and ur ging her  t o 
communicat e at  once wit h his gr oup commander , Colonel Cat hcar t , f or  assur ances t hat  - 
no mat t er  what  else she might  have hear d - it  was indeed he, her  husband, Doc Daneeka, 
who was pleading wit h her , and not  a cor pse or  some impost or . Mr s. Daneeka was st unned 
by t he dept h of  emot ion in t he almost  illegible appeal. She was t or n wit h compunct ion and 
t empt ed t o comply, but  t he ver y next  let t er  she opened t hat  day was f r om t hat  same 
Colonel Cat hcar t , her  husband’ s gr oup commander , and began:

Dear  Mr s., Mr ., Miss, or  Mr . and Mr s. Daneeka: Wor ds cannot  expr ess t he deep per sonal 
gr ief  I  exper ienced when your  husband, son, f at her  or  br ot her  was killed, wounded or  
r epor t ed missing in act ion.

Mr s. Daneeka moved wit h her  childr en t o Lansing, Michigan, and lef t  no f or war ding 
addr ess.
32 YO-YO’ S ROOMI ES
Yossar ian was war m when t he cold weat her  came and whale-shaped clouds blew low 
t hr ough a dingy, slat e-gr ay sky, almost  wit hout  end, like t he dr oning, dar k, ir on f locks of  
B-17 and B-24 bomber s f r om t he long-r ange air  bases in I t aly t he day of  t he invasion of  
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sout her n Fr ance t wo mont hs ear lier . Ever yone in t he squadr on knew t hat  Kid Sampson’ s 
skinny legs had washed up on t he wet  sand t o lie t her e and r ot  like a pur ple t wist ed 
wishbone. No one would go t o r et r ieve t hem, not  Gus or  Wes or  even t he men in t he 
mor t uar y at  t he hospit al; ever yone made believe t hat  Kid Sampson’ s legs wer e not  t her e, 
t hat  t hey had bobbed away sout h f or ever  on t he t ide like all of  Clevinger  and Or r . Now 
t hat  bad weat her  had come, almost  no one ever  sneaked away alone any mor e t o peek 
t hr ough bushes like a per ver t  at  t he molder ing st umps.
Ther e wer e no mor e beaut if ul days. Ther e wer e no mor e easy missions. Ther e was 
st inging r ain and dull, chilling f og, and t he men f lew at  week-long int er vals, whenever  t he 
weat her  clear ed. At  night  t he wind moaned. The gnar led and st unt ed t r ee t r unks cr eaked
and gr oaned and f or ced Yossar ian’ s t hought s each mor ning, even bef or e he was f ully 
awake, back on Kid Sampson’ s skinny legs bloat ing and decaying, as syst emat ically as a 
t icking clock, in t he icy r ain and wet  sand all t hr ough t he blind, cold, gust y Oct ober  
night s. Af t er  Kid Sampson’ s legs, he would t hink of  pit if ul, whimper ing Snowden f r eezing 
t o deat h in t he r ear  sect ion of  t he plane, holding his et er nal, immut able secr et  concealed 
inside his quilt ed, ar mor -plat e f lak suit  unt il Yossar ian had f inished st er ilizing and 
bandaging t he wr ong wound on his leg, and t hen spilling it  out  suddenly all over  t he f loor . 
At  night  when he was t r ying t o sleep, Yossar ian would call t he r oll of  all t he men, women 
and childr en he had ever  known who wer e now dead. He t r ied t o r emember  all t he 
soldier s, and he r esur r ect ed images of  all t he elder ly people he had known when a child - 
all t he aunt s, uncles, neighbor s, par ent s and gr andpar ent s, his own and ever yone else’ s, 
and all t he pat het ic, deluded shopkeeper s who opened t heir  small, dust y st or es at  dawn 
and wor ked in t hem f oolishly unt il midnight . They wer e all dead, t oo. The number  of  dead 
people j ust  seemed t o incr ease. And t he Ger mans wer e st ill f ight ing. Deat h was 
ir r ever sible, he suspect ed, and he began t o t hink he was going t o lose.
Yossar ian was war m when t he cold weat her  came because of  Or r ’ s mar velous st ove, and 
he might  have exist ed in his war m t ent  quit e comf or t ably if  not  f or  t he memor y of  Or r , 
and if  not  f or  t he gang of  animat ed r oommat es t hat  came swar ming inside r apaciously one
day f r om t he t wo f ull combat  cr ews Colonel Cat hcar t  had r equisit ioned - and obt ained in 
less t han f or t y-eight  hour s - as r eplacement s f or  Kid Sampson and McWat t . Yossar ian 
emit t ed a long, loud, cr oaking gasp of  pr ot est  when he t r udged in t ir edly af t er  a mission 
and f ound t hem alr eady t her e.
Ther e wer e f our  of  t hem, and t hey wer e having a whale of  a good t ime as t hey helped 
each ot her  set  up t heir  cot s. They wer e hor sing ar ound. The moment  he saw t hem, 
Yossar ian knew t hey wer e impossible. They wer e f r isky, eager  and exuber ant , and t hey 
had all been f r iends in t he St at es. They wer e plainly unt hinkable.
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They wer e noisy, over conf ident , empt y-headed kids of  t went y-one. They had gone t o 
college and wer e engaged t o pr et t y, clean gir ls whose pict ur es wer e alr eady st anding on 
t he r ough cement  mant elpiece of  Or r ’ s f ir eplace. They had r idden in speedboat s and 
played t ennis. They had been hor seback r iding. One had once been t o bed wit h an older  
woman. They knew t he same people in dif f er ent  par t s of  t he count r y and had gone t o 
school wit h each ot her ’ s cousins. They had list ened t o t he Wor ld Ser ies and r eally car ed 
who won f oot ball games. They wer e obt use; t heir  mor ale was good. They wer e glad t hat  
t he war  had last ed long enough f or  t hem t o f ind out  what  combat  was r eally like. They 
wer e half way t hr ough unpacking when Yossar ian t hr ew t hem out .
They wer e plainly out  of  t he quest ion, Yossar ian explained adamant ly t o Ser geant  Towser ,
whose sallow equine f ace was despondent  as he inf or med Yossar ian t hat  t he new of f icer s 
would have t o be admit t ed. Ser geant  Towser  was not  per mit t ed t o r equisit ion anot her  
six-man t ent  f r om Gr oup while Yossar ian was living in one alone.
’ I ’ m not  living in t his one alone,’  Yossar ian said wit h a sulk. ’ I ’ ve got  a dead man in her e 
wit h me. His name is Mudd.’
’ Please, sir ,’  begged Ser geant  Towser , sighing wear ily, wit h a sidelong glance at  t he f our  
baf f led new of f icer s list ening in myst if ied silence j ust  out side t he ent r ance. ’ Mudd was 
killed on t he mission t o Or viet o. You know t hat . He was f lying r ight  beside you.’
’ Then why don’ t  you move his t hings out ?’
’ Because he never  even got  her e. Capt ain, please don’ t  br ing t hat  up again. You can move 
in wit h Lieut enant  Nat ely if  you like. I ’ ll even send some men f r om t he or der ly r oom t o 
t r ansf er  your  belongings.’
But  t o abandon Or r ’ s t ent  would be t o abandon Or r , who would have been spur ned and 
humiliat ed clannishly by t hese f our  simple-minded of f icer s wait ing t o move in. I t  did not  
seem j ust  t hat  t hese boist er ous, immat ur e young men should show up af t er  all t he wor k 
was done and be allowed t o t ake possession of  t he most  desir able t ent  on t he island. But  
t hat  was t he law, Ser geant  Towser  explained, and all Yossar ian could do was glar e at  
t hem in balef ul apology as he made r oom f or  t hem and volunt eer  helpf ul penit ent  hint s as 
t hey moved inside his pr ivacy and made t hemselves at  home.
They wer e t he most  depr essing gr oup of  people Yossar ian had ever  been wit h. They wer e 
always in high spir it s. They laughed at  ever yt hing. They called him ’ Yo-Yo’  j ocular ly and 
came in t ipsy lat e at  night  and woke him up wit h t heir  clumsy, bumping, giggling ef f or t s t o
be quiet , t hen bombar ded him wit h asinine shout s of  hilar ious good-f ellowship when he 
sat  up cur sing t o complain. He want ed t o massacr e t hem each t ime t hey did. They 
r eminded him of  Donald Duck’ s nephews. They wer e af r aid of  Yossar ian and per secut ed 
him incessant ly wit h nagging gener osit y and wit h t heir  exasper at ing insist ence on doing 
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small f avor s f or  him. They wer e r eckless, puer ile, congenial, naive, pr esumpt uous, 
def er ent ial and r ambunct ious. They wer e dumb; t hey had no complaint s. They admir ed 
Colonel Cat hcar t  and t hey f ound Colonel Kor n wit t y. They wer e af r aid of  Yossar ian, but  
t hey wer e not  t he least  bit  af r aid of  Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s sevent y missions. They wer e f our
clean-cut  kids who wer e having lot s of  f un, and t hey wer e dr iving Yossar ian nut s. He could
not  make t hem under st and t hat  he was a cr ot chet y old f ogey of  t went y-eight , t hat  he 
belonged t o anot her  gener at ion, anot her  er a, anot her  wor ld, t hat  having a good t ime 
bor ed him and was not  wor t h t he ef f or t , and t hat  t hey bor ed him, t oo. He could not  make
t hem shut  up; t hey wer e wor se t han women. They had not  br ains enough t o be 
int r over t ed and r epr essed.
Cr onies of  t heir s in ot her  squadr ons began dr opping in unashamedly and using t he t ent  as 
a hangout . Ther e was of t en not  r oom enough f or  him. Wor st  of  all, he could no longer  
br ing Nur se Ducket t  t her e t o lie down wit h her . And now t hat  f oul weat her  had come, he 
had no place else! This was a calamit y he had not  f or eseen, and he want ed t o bust  his 
r oommat es’  heads open wit h his f ist s or  pick t hem up, each in t ur n, by t he seat s of  t heir  
pant s and t he scr uf f s of  t heir  necks and pit ch t hem out  once and f or  all int o t he dank, 
r ubber y per ennial weeds gr owing bet ween his r ust y soupcan ur inal wit h nail holes in t he 
bot t om and t he knot t y-pine squadr on lat r ine t hat  st ood like a beach locker  not  f ar  away.
I nst ead of  bust ing t heir  heads open, he t r amped in his galoshes and black r aincoat  
t hr ough t he dr izzling dar kness t o invit e Chief  Whit e Half oat  t o move in wit h him, t oo, 
and dr ive t he f ast idious, clean-living bast ar ds out  wit h his t hr eat s and swinish habit s. But
Chief  Whit e Half oat  f elt  cold and was alr eady making plans t o move up int o t he hospit al 
t o die of  pneumonia. I nst inct  t old Chief  Whit e Half oat  it  was almost  t ime. His chest  
ached and he coughed chr onically. Whiskey no longer  war med him. Most  damning of  all, 
Capt ain Flume had moved back int o his t r ailer . Her e was an omen of  unmist akable 
meaning.
’ He had t o move back,’  Yossar ian ar gued in a vain ef f or t  t o cheer  up t he glum, 
bar r el-chest ed I ndian, whose well-knit  sor r el-r ed f ace had degener at ed r apidly int o a 
dilapidat ed, calcar eous gr ay. ’ He’ d die of  exposur e if  he t r ied t o live in t he woods in t his 
weat her .’
’ No, t hat  wouldn’ t  dr ive t he yellowbelly back,’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  disagr eed 
obst inat ely. He t apped his f or ehead wit h cr ypt ic insight . ’ No, sir r ee. He knows 
somet hing. He knows it ’ s t ime f or  me t o die of  pneumonia, t hat ’ s what  he knows. And 
t hat ’ s how I  know it ’ s t ime.’
’ What  does Doc Daneeka say?’
’ I ’ m not  allowed t o say anyt hing,’  Doc Daneeka said sor r owf ully f r om his seat  on his st ool
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in t he shadows of  a cor ner , his smoot h, t aper ed, diminut ive f ace t ur t le-gr een in t he 
f licker ing candlelight . Ever yt hing smelled of  mildew. The bulb in t he t ent  had blown out  
sever al days bef or e, and neit her  of  t he t wo men had been able t o must er  t he init iat ive t o
r eplace it . ’ I ’ m not  allowed t o pr act ice medicine any mor e,’  Doc Daneeka added.
’ He’ s dead,’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  gloat ed, wit h a hor se laugh ent angled in phlegm. 
’ That ’ s r eally f unny.’
’ I  don’ t  even dr aw my pay any mor e.’
’ That ’ s r eally f unny,’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  r epeat ed. ’ All t his t ime he’ s been insult ing my
liver , and look what  happened t o him. He’ s dead. Killed by his own gr eed.’
’ That ’ s not  what  killed me,’  Doc Daneeka obser ved in a voice t hat  was calm and f lat . 
’ Ther e’ s not hing wr ong wit h gr eed. I t ’ s all t hat  lousy Dr . St ubbs’  f ault , get t ing Colonel 
Cat hcar t  and Colonel Kor n st ir r ed up against  f light  sur geons. He’ s going t o give t he 
medical pr of ession a bad name by st anding up f or  pr inciple. I f  he’ s not  car ef ul, he’ ll be 
black-balled by his st at e medical associat ion and kept  out  of  t he hospit als.’
Yossar ian wat ched Chief  Whit e Half oat  pour  whiskey car ef ully int o t hr ee empt y shampoo
bot t les and st or e t hem away in t he muset t e bag he was packing.
’ Can’ t  you st op by my t ent  on your  way up t o t he hospit al and punch one of  t hem in t he 
nose f or  me?’  he speculat ed aloud. ’ I ’ ve got  f our  of  t hem, and t hey’ r e going t o cr owd me
out  of  my t ent  alt oget her .’
’ You know, somet hing like t hat  once happened t o my whole t r ibe,’  Chief  Whit e Half oat  
r emar ked in j olly appr eciat ion, sit t ing back on his cot  t o chuckle. ’ Why don’ t  you get  
Capt ain Black t o kick t hose kids out ? Capt ain Black likes t o kick people out .’
Yossar ian gr imaced sour ly at  t he mer e ment ion of  Capt ain Black, who was alr eady bullying 
t he new f lier s each t ime t hey st epped int o his int elligence t ent  f or  maps or  inf or mat ion. 
Yossar ian’ s at t it ude t owar d his r oommat es t ur ned mer cif ul and pr ot ect ive at  t he mer e 
r ecollect ion of  Capt ain Black. I t  was not  t heir  f ault  t hat  t hey wer e young and cheer f ul, 
he r eminded himself  as he car r ied t he swinging beam of  his f lashlight  back t hr ough t he 
dar kness. He wished t hat  he could be young and cheer f ul, t oo. And it  wasn’ t  t heir  f ault  
t hat  t hey wer e cour ageous, conf ident  and car ef r ee. He would j ust  have t o be pat ient  
wit h t hem unt il one or  t wo wer e killed and t he r est  wounded, and t hen t hey would all t ur n 
out  okay. He vowed t o be mor e t oler ant  and benevolent , but  when he ducked inside his 
t ent  wit h his f r iendlier  at t it ude a gr eat  blaze was r oar ing in t he f ir eplace, and he gasped 
in hor r if ied amazement . Or r ’ s beaut if ul bir ch logs wer e going up in smoke! His r oommat es
had set  f ir e t o t hem! He gaped at  t he f our  insensit ive over heat ed f aces and want ed t o 
shout  cur ses at  t hem. He want ed t o bang t heir  heads t oget her  as t hey gr eet ed him wit h 
loud convivial cr ies and invit ed him gener ously t o pull up a chair  and eat  t heir  chest nut s 
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and r oast ed pot at oes. What  could he do wit h t hem?
And t he ver y next  mor ning t hey got  r id of  t he dead man in his t ent ! J ust  like t hat , t hey 
whisked him away! They car r ied his cot  and all his belongings r ight  out  int o t he bushes 
and simply dumped t hem t her e, and t hen t hey st r ode back slapping t heir  hands br iskly at  
a j ob well done. Yossar ian was st unned by t heir  over bear ing vigor  and zeal, by t heir  
pr act ical, dir ect  ef f iciency. I n a mat t er  of  moment s t hey had disposed ener get ically of  a 
pr oblem wit h which Yossar ian and Ser geant  Towser  had been gr appling unsuccessf ully f or
mont hs. Yossar ian was alar med - t hey might  get  r id of  him j ust  as quickly, he f ear ed - 
and r an t o Hungr y J oe and f led wit h him t o Rome t he day bef or e Nat ely’ s whor e f inally 
got  a good night ’ s sleep and woke up in love.
33 NATELY’ S WHORE
He missed Nur se Ducket t  in Rome. Ther e was not  much else t o do af t er  Hungr y J oe lef t  
on his mail r un. Yossar ian missed Nur se Ducket t  so much t hat  he went  sear ching hungr ily 
t hr ough t he st r eet s f or  Luciana, whose laugh and invisible scar  he had never  f or got t en, 
or  t he boozy, blowzy, blear y-eyed f loozy in t he over loaded whit e br assiŠr e and 
unbut t oned or ange sat in blouse whose naught y salmon-color ed cameo r ing Aar f y had 
t hr own away so callously t hr ough t he window of  her  car . How he year ned f or  bot h gir ls! 
He looked f or  t hem in vain. He was so deeply in love wit h t hem, and he knew he would 
never  see eit her  again. Despair  gnawed at  him. Visions beset  him. He want ed Nur se 
Ducket t  wit h her  dr ess up and her  slim t highs bar e t o t he hips. He banged a t hin 
st r eet walker  wit h a wet  cough who picked him up f r om an alley bet ween hot els, but  t hat  
was no f un at  all and he hast ened t o t he enlist ed men's apar t ment  f or  t he f at , f r iendly 
maid in t he lime-color ed pant ies, who was over j oyed t o see him but  couldn't  ar ouse him. 
He went  t o bed t her e ear ly and slept  alone. He woke up disappoint ed and banged a sassy, 
shor t , chubby gir l he f ound in t he apar t ment  af t er  br eakf ast , but  t hat  was only a lit t le 
bet t er , and he chased her  away when he'd f inished and went  back t o sleep. He napped t ill
lunch and t hen went  shopping f or  pr esent s f or  Nur se Ducket t  and a scar f  f or  t he maid in 
t he lime-colour ed pant ies, who hugged him wit h such gar gant uan gr at it ude t hat  he was 
soon hot  f or  Nur se Ducket t  and r an looking lecher ously f or  Luciana again. I nst ead he 
f ound Aar f y, who had landed in Rome when Hungr y J oe r et ur ned wit h Dunbar , Nat ely and
Dobbs, and who would not  go along on t he dr unken f or ay t hat  night  t o r escue Nat ely's 
whor e f r om t he middle-aged milit ar y big shot s holding her  capt ive in a hot el because she 
would not  say uncle.
'Why should I  r isk get t ing int o t r ouble j ust  t o help her  out ?' Aar f y demanded haught ily. 
'But  don't  t ell Nat ely I  said t hat . Tell him I  had t o keep an appoint ment  wit h some ver y 
impor t ant  f r at er nit y br ot her s.'
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The middle-aged big shot s would not  let  Nat ely’ s whor e leave unt il t hey made her  say 
uncle.
’ Say uncle,’  t hey said t o her .
’ Uncle,’  she said.
’ No, no. Say uncle.’
’ Uncle,’  she said.
’ She st ill doesn’ t  under st and.’
’ You st ill don’ t  under st and, do you? We can’ t  r eally make you say uncle unless you don’ t  
want  t o say uncle. Don’ t  you see? Don’ t  say uncle when I  t ell you t o say uncle. Okay? Say 
uncle.’
’ Uncle,’  she said.
’ No, don’ t  say uncle. Say uncle.’
She didn’ t  say uncle.
’ That ’ s good!’
’ That ’ s ver y good.’
’ I t ’ s a st ar t . Now say uncle.’
’ Uncle,’  she said.
’ I t ’ s no good.’
’ No, it ’ s no good t hat  way eit her . She j ust  isn’ t  impr essed wit h us. Ther e’ s j ust  no f un 
making her  say uncle when she doesn’ t  car e whet her  we make her  say uncle or  not .’
’ No, she r eally doesn’ t  car e, does she? Say "f oot ." ’
’ Foot .’
’ You see? She doesn’ t  car e about  anyt hing we do. She doesn’ t  car e about  us. We don’ t  
mean a t hing t o you, do we?’
’ Uncle,’  she said.
She didn’ t  car e about  t hem a bit , and it  upset  t hem t er r ibly. They shook her  r oughly 
each t ime she yawned. She did not  seem t o car e about  anyt hing, not  even when t hey 
t hr eat ened t o t hr ow her  out  t he window. They wer e ut t er ly demor alized men of  
dist inct ion. She was bor ed and indif f er ent  and want ed ver y much t o sleep. She had been 
on t he j ob f or  t went y-t wo hour s, and she was sor r y t hat  t hese men had not  per mit t ed 
her  t o leave wit h t he ot her  t wo gir ls wit h whom t he or gy had begun. She wonder ed 
vaguely why t hey want ed her  t o laugh when t hey laughed, and why t hey want ed her  t o 
enj oy it  when t hey made love t o her . I t  was all ver y myst er ious t o her , and ver y 
unint er est ing.
She was not  sur e what  t hey want ed f r om her . Each t ime she slumped over  wit h her  eyes 
closed t hey shook her  awake and made her  say ’ uncle’  again. Each t ime she said ’ uncle,’  
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t hey wer e disappoint ed. She wonder ed what  ’ uncle’  meant . She sat  on t he sof a in a 
passive, phlegmat ic st upor , her  mout h open and all her  clot hing cr umpled in a cor ner  on 
t he f loor , and wonder ed how much longer  t hey would sit  ar ound naked wit h her  and make 
her  say uncle in t he elegant  hot el suit e t o which Or r ’ s old gir l f r iend, giggling 
uncont r ollably at  Yossar ian’ s and Dunbar ’ s dr unken ant ics, guided Nat ely and t he ot her  
member s of  t he mot ley r escue par t y.
Dunbar  squeezed Or r ’ s old gir l f r iend’ s f anny gr at ef ully and passed her  back t o 
Yossar ian, who pr opped her  against  t he door  j amb wit h bot h hands on her  hips and 
wor med himself  against  her  lasciviously unt il Nat ely seized him by t he ar m and pulled him 
away f r om her  int o t he blue sit t ing r oom, wher e Dunbar  was alr eady hur ling ever yt hing in 
sight  out  t he window int o t he cour t . Dobbs was smashing f ur nit ur e wit h an ash st and. A 
nude, r idiculous man wit h a blushing appendect omy scar  appear ed in t he door way suddenly
and bellowed.
’ What ’ s going on her e?’
’ Your  t oes ar e dir t y,’  Dunbar  said.
The man cover ed his gr oin wit h bot h hands and shr ank f r om view. Dunbar , Dobbs and 
Hungr y J oe j ust  kept  dumping ever yt hing t hey could lif t  out  t he window wit h gr eat , 
howling whoops of  happy abandon. They soon f inished wit h t he clot hing on t he couches 
and t he luggage on t he f loor , and t hey wer e r ansacking a cedar  closet  when t he door  t o 
t he inner  r oom opened again and a man who was ver y dist inguished-looking f r om t he neck 
up padded int o view imper iously on bar e f eet .
’ Her e, you, st op t hat ,’  he bar ked. ’ J ust  what  do you men t hink you’ r e doing?’
’ Your  t oes ar e dir t y,’  Dunbar  said t o him.
The man cover ed his gr oin as t he f ir st  one had done and disappear ed. Nat ely char ged 
af t er  him, but  was blocked by t he f ir st  of f icer , who plodded back in holding a pillow in 
f r ont  of  him, like a bubble dancer .
’ Hey, you men!’  he r oar ed angr ily. ’ St op it !’
’ St op it ,’  Dunbar  r eplied.
’ That ’ s what  I  said.’
’ That ’ s what  I  said,’  Dunbar  said.
The of f icer  st amped his f oot  pet ulant ly, t ur ning weak wit h f r ust r at ion. ’ Ar e you 
deliber at ely r epeat ing ever yt hing I  say?’
’ Ar e you deliber at ely r epeat ing ever yt hing I  say?’
’ I ’ ll t hr ash you.’  The man r aised a f ist .
’ I ’ ll t hr ash you,’  Dunbar  war ned him coldly. ’ You’ r e a Ger man spy, and I ’ m going t o have 
you shot .’
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’ Ger man spy? I ’ m an Amer ican colonel.’
’ You don’ t  look like an Amer ican colonel. You look like a f at  man wit h a pillow in f r ont  of  
him. Wher e’ s your  unif or m, if  you’ r e an Amer ican colonel?’
’ You j ust  t hr ew it  out  t he window.’
’ All r ight , men,’  Dunbar  said. ’ Lock t he silly bast ar d up. Take t he silly bast ar d down t o 
t he st at ion house and t hr ow away t he key.’
The colonel blanched wit h alar m. ’ Ar e you all cr azy? Wher e’ s your  badge? Hey, you! Come
back in her e!’
But  he whir led t oo lat e t o st op Nat ely, who had glimpsed his gir l sit t ing on t he sof a in t he
ot her  r oom and had dar t ed t hr ough t he door way behind his back. The ot her s pour ed 
t hr ough af t er  him r ight  int o t he midst  of  t he ot her  naked big shot s. Hungr y J oe laughed 
hyst er ically when he saw t hem, point ing in disbelief  at  one af t er  t he ot her  and clasping 
his head and sides. Two wit h f leshy physiques advanced t r uculent ly unt il t hey spied t he 
look of  mean dislike and host ilit y on Dobbs and Dunbar  and not iced t hat  Dobbs was st ill 
swinging like a t wo-handed club t he wr ought -ir on ash st and he had used t o smash t hings 
in t he sit t ing r oom. Nat ely was alr eady at  his gir l’ s side. She st ar ed at  him wit hout  
r ecognit ion f or  a f ew seconds. Then she smiled f aint ly and let  her  head sink t o his 
shoulder  wit h her  eyes closed. Nat ely was in ecst asy; she had never  smiled at  him bef or e.
’ Filpo,’  said a calm, slender , j aded-looking man who had not  even st ir r ed f r om his 
ar mchair . ’ You don’ t  obey or der s. I  t old you t o get  t hem out , and you’ ve gone and 
br ought  t hem in. Can’ t  you see t he dif f er ence?’
’ They’ ve t hr own our  t hings out  t he window, Gener al.’
’ Good f or  t hem. Our  unif or ms t oo? That  was clever . We’ ll never  be able t o convince 
anyone we’ r e super ior  wit hout  our  unif or ms.’
’ Let ’ s get  t heir  names, Lou, and -’
’ Oh, Ned, r elax,’  said t he slender  man wit h pr act iced wear iness. ’ You may be pr et t y good
at  moving ar mor ed divisions int o act ion, but  you’ r e almost  useless in a social sit uat ion. 
Sooner  or  lat er  we’ ll get  our  unif or ms back, and t hen we’ ll be t heir  super ior s again. Did 
t hey r eally t hr ow our  unif or ms out ? That  was a splendid t act ic.’
’ They t hr ew ever yt hing out .’
’ The ones in t he closet , t oo?’
’ They t hr ew t he closet  out , Gener al. That  was t hat  cr ash we hear d when we t hought  t hey
wer e coming in t o kill us.’
’ And I ’ ll t hr ow you out  next ,’  Dunbar  t hr eat ened.
The gener al paled slight ly. ’ What  t he devil is he so mad about ?’  he asked Yossar ian.
’ He means it , t oo,’  Yossar ian said. ’ You’ d bet t er  let  t he gir l leave.’
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’ Lor d, t ake her ,’  exclaimed t he gener al wit h r elief . ’ All she’ s done is make us f eel 
insecur e. At  least  she might  have disliked or  r esent ed us f or  t he hundr ed dollar s we paid 
her . But  she wouldn’ t  even do t hat . Your  handsome young f r iend t her e seems quit e 
at t ached t o her . Not ice t he way he let s his f inger s linger  on t he inside of  her  t highs as 
he pr et ends t o r oll up her  st ockings.’
Nat ely, caught  in t he act , blushed guilt ily and moved mor e quickly t hr ough t he st eps of  
dr essing her . She was sound asleep and br eat hed so r egular ly t hat  she seemed t o be 
snor ing sof t ly.
’ Let ’ s char ge her  now, Lou!’  ur ged anot her  of f icer . ’ We’ ve got  mor e per sonnel, and we 
can encir cle - ’
’ Oh, no, Bill,’  answer ed t he gener al wit h a sigh. ’ You may be a wizar d at  dir ect ing a pincer
movement  in good weat her  on level t er r ain against  an enemy t hat  has alr eady commit t ed 
his r eser ves, but  you don’ t  always t hink so clear ly anywher e else. Why should we want  t o 
keep her ?’
’ Gener al, we’ r e in a ver y bad st r at egic posit ion. We haven’ t  got  a st it ch of  clot hing, and 
it ’ s going t o be ver y degr ading and embar r assing f or  t he per son who has t o go downst air s
t hr ough t he lobby t o get  some.’
’ Yes, Filpo, you’ r e quit e r ight ,’  said t he gener al. ’ And t hat ’ s exact ly why you’ r e t he one 
t o do it . Get  going.’
’ Naked, sir ?’
’ Take your  pillow wit h you if  you want  t o. And get  some cigar et t es, t oo, while you’ r e 
downst air s picking up my under wear  and pant s, will you?’
’ I ’ ll send ever yt hing up f or  you,’  Yossar ian of f er ed.
’ Ther e, Gener al,’  said Filpo wit h r elief . ’ Now I  won’ t  have t o go.’
’ Filpo, you nit wit . Can’ t  you see he’ s lying?’
’ Ar e you lying?’
Yossar ian nodded, and Filpo’ s f ait h was shat t er ed. Yossar ian laughed and helped Nat ely 
walk his gir l out  int o t he cor r idor  and int o t he elevat or . Her  f ace was smiling as t hough 
wit h a lovely dr eam as she slept  wit h her  head st ill r est ing on Nat ely’ s shoulder . Dobbs 
and Dunbar  r an out  int o t he st r eet  t o st op a cab.
Nat ely’ s whor e looked up when t hey lef t  t he car . She swallowed dr yly sever al t imes 
dur ing t he ar duous t r ek up t he st air s t o her  apar t ment , but  she was sleeping soundly 
again by t he t ime Nat ely undr essed her  and put  her  t o bed. She slept  f or  eight een hour s,
while Nat ely dashed about  t he apar t ment  all t he next  mor ning shushing ever ybody in 
sight , and when she woke up she was deeply in love wit h him. I n t he last  analysis, t hat  was
all it  t ook t o win her  hear t  - a good night ’ s sleep.
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The gir l smiled wit h cont ent ment  when she opened her  eyes and saw him, and t hen, 
st r et ching her  long legs languor ously beneat h t he r ust ling sheet s, beckoned him int o bed 
beside her  wit h t hat  look of  simper ing idiocy of  a woman in heat . Nat ely moved t o her  in a
happy daze, so over come wit h r apt ur e t hat  he har dly minded when her  kid sist er  
int er r upt ed him again by f lying int o t he r oom and f linging her self  down ont o t he bed 
bet ween t hem. Nat ely’ s whor e slapped and cur sed her , but  t his t ime wit h laught er  and 
gener ous af f ect ion, and Nat ely set t led back smugly wit h an ar m about  each, f eeling 
st r ong and pr ot ect ive. They made a wonder f ul f amily gr oup, he decided. The lit t le gir l 
would go t o college when she was old enough, t o Smit h or  Radclif f e or  Br yn Mawr  - he 
would see t o t hat . Nat ely bounded out  of  bed af t er  a f ew minut es t o announce his good 
f or t une t o his f r iends at  t he t op of  his voice. He called t o t hem j ubilant ly t o come t o t he 
r oom and slammed t he door  in t heir  st ar t led f aces as soon as t hey ar r ived. He had 
r emember ed j ust  in t ime t hat  his gir l had no clot hes on.
’ Get  dr essed,’  he or der ed her , congr at ulat ing himself  on his aler t ness.
'Per chŠ?' she asked cur iously.
'Per chŠ?' he r epeat ed wit h an indulgent  chuckle. 'Because I  don't  want  t hem t o see you 
wit hout  any clot hes on.'
'Per chŠ no?' she inquir ed.
'Per chŠ no?' He looked at  her  wit h ast onishment . 'Because it  isn't  r ight  f or  ot her  men t o
see you naked, t hat 's why.'
'Per chŠ no?'
'Because I  say no!' Nat ely exploded in f r ust r at ion. 'Now don't  ar gue wit h me. I 'm t he 
man and you have t o do what ever  I  say. Fr om now on, I  f or bid you ever  t o go out  of  t his 
r oom unless you have all your  clot hes on. I s t hat  clear ?'
Nat ely's whor e looked at  him as t hough he wer e insane. 'Ar e you cr azy? Che succede?'
'I  mean ever y wor d I  say.'
'Tu sei pazzo!' she shout ed at  him wit h incr edulous indignat ion, and spr ang out  of  bed. 
Snar ling unint elligibly, she snapped on pant ies and st r ode t owar d t he door .
Nat ely dr ew himself  up wit h f ull manly aut hor it y. 'I  f or bid you t o leave t his r oom t hat  
way,' he inf or med her .
'Tu sei pazzo!' she shot  back at  him, af t er  he had lef t , shaking her  head in disbelief . 
'I diot a! Tu sei un pazzo imbecille!'
'Tu sei pazzo,' said her  t hin kid sist er , st ar t ing out  af t er  her  in t he same haught y walk.
'You come back her e,' Nat ely or der ed her . 'I  f or bid you t o go out  t hat  way, t oo!'
'I diot a!' t he kid sist er  called back at  him wit h dignit y af t er  she had f lounced past . 'Tu 
sei un pazzo imbecille.'
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Nat ely f umed in cir cles of  dist r act ed helplessness f or  sever al seconds and t hen spr int ed 
out  int o t he sit t ing r oom t o f or bid his f r iends t o look at  his gir l f r iend while she 
complained about  him in only her  pant ies.
’ Why not ?’  asked Dunbar .
’ Why not ?’  exclaimed Nat ely. ’ Because she’ s my gir l now, and it  isn’ t  r ight  f or  you t o see
her  unless she’ s f ully dr essed.’
’ Why not ?’  asked Dunbar .
'You see?' said his gir l wit h a shr ug. 'Lui Š pazzo!'
'Si, Š molt o pazzo,' echoed her  kid sist er .
'Then make her  keep her  clot hes on if  you don't  want  us t o see her ,' ar gued Hungr y J oe. 
'What  t he hell do you want  f r om us?'
'She won't  list en t o me,' Nat ely conf essed sheepishly. 'So f r om now on you'll all have t o 
shut  your  eyes or  look in t he ot her  dir ect ion when she comes in t hat  way. Okay?'
'Madonn'!' cr ied his gir l in exasper at ion, and st amped out  of  t he r oom.
'Madonn'!' cr ied her  kid sist er , and st amped out  behind her .
'Lui Š pazzo,' Yossar ian obser ved good-nat ur edly. 'I  cer t ainly have t o admit  it .'
'Hey, you cr azy or  somet hing?' Hungr y J oe demanded of  Nat ely. 'The next  t hing you 
know you'll be t r ying t o make her  give up hust ling.'
'Fr om now on,' Nat ely said t o his gir l, 'I  f or bid you t o go out  hust ling.'
'Per chŠ?' she inquir ed cur iously.
'Per chŠ?' he scr eamed wit h amazement . 'Because it 's not  nice, t hat 's why!'
'Per chŠ no?'
'Because it  j ust  isn't !' Nat ely insist ed. 'I t  j ust  isn't  r ight  f or  a nice gir l like you t o go 
looking f or  ot her  men t o sleep wit h. I 'll give you all t he money you need, so you won't  
have t o do it  any mor e.'
'And what  will I  do all day inst ead?'
'Do?' said Nat ely. 'You'll do what  all your  f r iends do.'
'My f r iends go looking f or  men t o sleep wit h.'
'Then get  new f r iends! I  don't  even want  you t o associat e wit h gir ls like t hat , anyway. 
Pr ost it ut ion is bad! Ever ybody knows t hat , even him.' He t ur ned wit h conf idence t o t he 
exper ienced old man. 'Am I  r ight ?'
'You'r e wr ong,' answer ed t he old man. 'Pr ost it ut ion gives her  an oppor t unit y t o meet  
people. I t  pr ovides f r esh air  and wholesome exer cise, and it  keeps her  out  of  t r ouble.'
'Fr om now on,' Nat ely declar ed st er nly t o his gir l f r iend, 'I  f or bid you t o have anyt hing 
t o do wit h t hat  wicked old man.'
'Va f ongul!' his gir l r eplied, r olling her  har assed eyes up t owar d t he ceiling. 'What  does 
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he want  f r om me?’  she implor ed, shaking her  f ist s. ’ Lasciami!’  she t old him in menacing 
ent r eat y. ’ St upido! I f  you t hink my f r iends ar e so bad, go t ell your  f r iends not  t o 
f icky-f ick all t he t ime wit h my f r iends!’
’ Fr om now on,’  Nat ely t old his f r iends, ’ I  t hink you f ellows ought  t o st op r unning ar ound 
wit h her  f r iends and set t le down.’
’ Madonn’ !’  cr ied his f r iends, r olling t heir  har assed eyes up t owar d t he ceiling.
Nat ely had gone clear  out  of  his mind. He want ed t hem all t o f all in love r ight  away and 
get  mar r ied. Dunbar  could mar r y Or r ’ s whor e, and Yossar ian could f all in love wit h Nur se 
Ducket t  or  anyone else he liked. Af t er  t he war  t hey could all wor k f or  Nat ely’ s f at her  
and br ing up t heir  childr en in t he same subur b. Nat ely saw it  all ver y clear ly. Love had 
t r ansmogr if ied him int o a r omant ic idiot , and t hey dr ove him away back int o t he bedr oom 
t o wr angle wit h his gir l over  Capt ain Black. She agr eed not  t o go t o bed wit h Capt ain 
Black again or  give him any mor e of  Nat ely’ s money, but  she would not  budge an inch on 
her  f r iendship wit h t he ugly, ill-kempt , dissipat ed, f ilt hy-minded old man, who wit nessed 
Nat ely’ s f lower ing love af f air  wit h insult ing der ision and would not  admit  t hat  Congr ess 
was t he gr eat est  deliber at ive body in t he whole wor ld.
’ Fr om now on,’  Nat ely or der ed his gir l f ir mly, ’ I  absolut ely f or bid you even t o speak t o 
t hat  disgust ing old man.’
'Again t he old man?' cr ied t he gir l in wailing conf usion. 'Per chŠ no?'
'He doesn't  like t he House of  Repr esent at ives.'
'Mamma mia! What 's t he mat t er  wit h you?'
'E pazzo,' obser ved her  kid sist er  philosophically. 'That 's what 's t he mat t er  wit h him.'
'Si,' t he older  gir l agr eed r eadily, t ear ing at  her  long br own hair  wit h bot h hands. 'Lui Š 
pazzo.'
But  she missed Nat ely when he was away and was f ur ious wit h Yossar ian when he punched
Nat ely in t he f ace wit h all his might  and knocked him int o t he hospit al wit h a br oken nose.
34 THANKSGI VI NG
I t  was act ually all Ser geant  Knight 's f ault  t hat  Yossar ian bust ed Nat ely in t he nose on 
Thanksgiving Day, af t er  ever yone in t he squadr on had given humble t hanks t o Milo f or  
pr oviding t he f ant ast ically opulent  meal on which t he of f icer s and enlist ed men had 
gor ged t hemselves insat iably all af t er noon and f or  dispensing like inexhaust ible lar gess 
t he unopened bot t les of  cheap whiskey he handed out  unspar ingly t o ever y man who 
asked. Even bef or e dar k, young soldier s wit h past y whit e f aces wer e t hr owing up 
ever ywher e and passing out  dr unkenly on t he gr ound. The air  t ur ned f oul. Ot her  men 
picked up st eam as t he hour s passed, and t he aimless, r iot ous celebr at ion cont inued. I t  
was a r aw, violent , guzzling sat ur nalia t hat  spilled obst r eper ously t hr ough t he woods t o 
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t he of f icer s’  club and spr ead up int o t he hills t owar d t he hospit al and t he 
ant iair cr af t -gun emplacement s. Ther e wer e f ist  f ight s in t he squadr on and one st abbing. 
Cor por al Kolodny shot  himself  t hr ough t he leg in t he int elligence t ent  while playing wit h a 
loaded gun and had his gums and t oes paint ed pur ple in t he speeding ambulance as he lay 
on his back wit h t he blood spur t ing f r om his wound. Men wit h cut  f inger s, bleeding heads,
st omach cr amps and br oken ankles came limping penit ent ly up t o t he medical t ent  t o have 
t heir  gums and t oes paint ed pur ple by Gus and Wes and be given a laxat ive t o t hr ow int o 
t he bushes. The j oyous celebr at ion last ed long int o t he night , and t he st illness was 
f r act ur ed of t en by wild, exult ant  shout s and by t he cr ies of  people who wer e mer r y or  
sick. Ther e was t he r ecur r ing sound of  r et ching and moaning, of  laught er , gr eet ings, 
t hr eat s and swear ing, and of  bot t les shat t er ing against  r ock. Ther e wer e dir t y songs in 
t he dist ance. I t  was wor se t han New Year ’ s Eve.
Yossar ian went  t o bed ear ly f or  saf et y and soon dr eamed t hat  he was f leeing almost  
headlong down an endless wooden st air case, making a loud, st accat o clat t er  wit h his heels.
Then he woke up a lit t le and r ealized someone was shoot ing at  him wit h a machine gun. A 
t or t ur ed, t er r if ied sob r ose in his t hr oat . His f ir st  t hought  was t hat  Milo was at t acking 
t he squadr on again, and he r olled of  his cot  t o t he f loor  and lay under neat h in a 
t r embling, pr aying ball, his hear t  t humping like a dr op f or ge, his body bat hed in a cold 
sweat . Ther e was no noise of  planes. A dr unken, happy laugh sounded f r om af ar . ’ Happy 
New Year , Happy New Year !’  a t r iumphant  f amiliar  voice shout ed hilar iously f r om high 
above bet ween t he shor t , shar p bur st s of  machine gun f ir e, and Yossar ian under st ood 
t hat  some men had gone as a pr ank t o one of  t he sandbagged machine-gun emplacement s 
Milo had inst alled in t he hills af t er  his r aid on t he squadr on and st af f ed wit h his own 
men.
Yossar ian blazed wit h hat r ed and wr at h when he saw he was t he vict im of  an 
ir r esponsible j oke t hat  had dest r oyed his sleep and r educed him t o a whimper ing hulk. He
want ed t o kill, he want ed t o mur der . He was angr ier  t han he had ever  been bef or e, 
angr ier  even t han when he had slid his hands ar ound McWat t ’ s neck t o st r angle him. The 
gun opened f ir e again. Voices cr ied ’ Happy New Year !’  and gloat ing laught er  r olled down 
f r om t he hills t hr ough t he dar kness like a wit ch’ s glee. I n moccasins and cover alls, 
Yossar ian char ged out  of  his t ent  f or  r evenge wit h his .45, r amming a clip of  car t r idges 
up int o t he gr ip and slamming t he bolt  of  t he gun back t o load it . He snapped of f  t he 
saf et y cat ch and was r eady t o shoot . He hear d Nat ely r unning af t er  him t o r est r ain him, 
calling his name. The machine gun opened f ir e once mor e f r om a black r ise above t he 
mot or  pool, and or ange t r acer  bullet s skimmed like low-gliding dashes over  t he t ops of  
t he shadowy t ent s, almost  clipping t he peaks. Roar s of  r ough laught er  r ang out  again 
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bet ween t he shor t  bur st s. Yossar ian f elt  r esent ment  boil like acid inside him; t hey wer e 
endanger ing his lif e, t he bast ar ds! Wit h blind, f er ocious r age and det er minat ion, he 
r aced acr oss t he squadr on past  t he mot or  pool, r unning as f ast  as he could, and was 
alr eady pounding up int o t he hills along t he nar r ow, winding pat h when Nat ely f inally 
caught  up, st ill calling ’ Yo-Yo! Yo-Yo!’  wit h pleading concer n and implor ing him t o st op. He 
gr asped Yossar ian’ s shoulder s and t r ied t o hold him back. Yossar ian t wist ed f r ee, 
t ur ning. Nat ely r eached f or  him again, and Yossar ian dr ove his f ist  squar ely int o Nat ely’ s 
delicat e young f ace as har d as he could, cur sing him, t hen dr ew his ar m back t o hit  him 
again, but  Nat ely had dr opped out  of  sight  wit h a gr oan and lay cur led up on t he gr ound 
wit h his head bur ied in bot h hands and blood st r eaming bet ween his f inger s. Yossar ian 
whir led and plunged ahead up t he pat h wit hout  looking back.
Soon he saw t he machine gun. Two f igur es leaped up in silhouet t e when t hey hear d him 
and f led int o t he night  wit h t aunt ing laught er  bef or e he could get  t her e. He was t oo lat e. 
Their  f oot st eps r eceded, leaving t he cir cle of  sandbags empt y and silent  in t he cr isp and 
windless moonlight . He looked about  dej ect edly. J eer ing laught er  came t o him again, f r om
a dist ance. A t wig snapped near by. Yossar ian dr opped t o his knees wit h a cold t hr ill of  
elat ion and aimed. He hear d a st ealt hy r ust le of  leaves on t he ot her  side of  t he sandbags 
and f ir ed t wo quick r ounds. Someone f ir ed back at  him once, and he r ecognized t he shot .
’ Dunbar ? he called.
’ Yossar ian?’
The t wo men lef t  t heir  hiding places and walked f or war d t o meet  in t he clear ing wit h 
wear y disappoint ment , t heir  guns down. They wer e bot h shiver ing slight ly f r om t he 
f r ost y air  and wheezing f r om t he labor  of  t heir  uphill r ush.
’ The bast ar ds,’  said Yossar ian. ’ They got  away.’
’ They t ook t en year s of f  my lif e,’  Dunbar  exclaimed. ’ I  t hought  t hat  son of  a bit ch Milo 
was bombing us again. I ’ ve never  been so scar ed. I  wish I  knew who t he bast ar ds wer e.
’ One was Ser geant  Knight .’
’ Let ’ s go kill him.’  Dunbar ’ s t eet h wer e chat t er ing. ’ He had no r ight  t o scar e us t hat  
way.’
Yossar ian no longer  want ed t o kill anyone. ’ Let ’ s help Nat ely f ir st . I  t hink I  hur t  him at  
t he bot t om of  t he hill.’
But  t her e was no sign of  Nat ely along t he pat h, even t hough Yossar ian locat ed t he r ight  
spot  by t he blood on t he st ones. Nat ely was not  in his t ent  eit her , and t hey did not  cat ch 
up wit h him unt il t he next  mor ning when t hey checked int o t he hospit al as pat ient s af t er  
lear ning he had checked in wit h a br oken nose t he night  bef or e. Nat ely beamed in 
f r ight ened sur pr ise as t hey padded int o t he war d in t heir  slipper s and r obes behind 
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Nur se Cr amer  and wer e assigned t o t heir  beds. Nat ely’ s nose was in a bulky cast , and he 
had t wo black eyes. He kept  blushing giddily in shy embar r assment  and saying he was 
sor r y when Yossar ian came over  t o apologize f or  hit t ing him. Yossar ian f elt  t er r ible; he 
could har dly bear  t o look at  Nat ely’ s bat t er ed count enance, even t hough t he sight  was so
comical he was t empt ed t o guf f aw. Dunbar  was disgust ed by t heir  sent iment alit y, and all 
t hr ee wer e r elieved when Hungr y J oe came bar ging in unexpect edly wit h his int r icat e 
black camer a and t r umped-up sympt oms of  appendicit is t o be near  enough t o Yossar ian t o
t ake pict ur es of  him f eeling up Nur se Ducket t . Like Yossar ian, he was soon disappoint ed. 
Nur se Ducket t  had decided t o mar r y a doct or  - any doct or , because t hey all did so well in
business - and would not  t ake chances in t he vicinit y of  t he man who might  someday be 
her  husband. Hungr y J oe was ir at e and inconsolable unt il - of  all people - t he chaplain was 
led in wear ing a mar oon cor dur oy bat hr obe, shining like a skinny light house wit h a r adiant  
gr in of  self -sat isf act ion t oo t r emendous t o be concealed. The chaplain had ent er ed t he 
hospit al wit h a pain in his hear t  t hat  t he doct or s t hought  was gas in his st omach and wit h 
an advanced case of  Wisconsin shingles.
’ What  in t he wor ld ar e Wisconsin shingles?’  asked Yossar ian.
’ That ’ s j ust  what  t he doct or s want ed t o know!’  blur t ed out  t he chaplain pr oudly, and 
bur st  int o laught er . No one had ever  seen him so waggish, or  so happy. ’ Ther e’ s no such 
t hing as Wisconsin shingles. Don’ t  you under st and? I  lied. I  made a deal wit h t he doct or s.
I  pr omised t hat  I  would let  t hem know when my Wisconsin shingles went  away if  t hey 
would pr omise not  t o do anyt hing t o cur e t hem. I  never  t old a lie bef or e. I sn’ t  it  
wonder f ul?’
The chaplain had sinned, and it  was good. Common sense t old him t hat  t elling lies and 
def ect ing f r om dut y wer e sins. On t he ot her  hand, ever yone knew t hat  sin was evil, and 
t hat  no good could come f r om evil. But  he did f eel good; he f elt  posit ively mar velous. 
Consequent ly, it  f ollowed logically t hat  t elling lies and def ect ing f r om dut y could not  be 
sins. The chaplain had mast er ed, in a moment  of  divine int uit ion, t he handy t echnique of  
pr ot ect ive r at ionalizat ion, and he was exhilar at ed by his discover y. I t  was mir aculous. I t  
was almost  no t r ick at  all, he saw, t o t ur n vice int o vir t ue and slander  int o t r ut h, 
impot ence int o abst inence, ar r ogance int o humilit y, plunder  int o philant hr opy, t hiever y 
int o honor , blasphemy int o wisdom, br ut alit y int o pat r iot ism, and sadism int o j ust ice. 
Anybody could do it ; it  r equir ed no br ains at  all. I t  mer ely r equir ed no char act er . Wit h 
ef f er vescent  agilit y t he chaplain r an t hr ough t he whole gamut  of  or t hodox immor alit ies, 
while Nat ely sat  up in bed wit h f lushed elat ion, ast ounded by t he mad gang of  companions 
of  which he f ound himself  t he nucleus. He was f lat t er ed and appr ehensive, cer t ain t hat  
some sever e of f icial would soon appear  and t hr ow t he whole lot  of  t hem out  like a pack of
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bums. No one bot her ed t hem. I n t he evening t hey all t r ooped exuber ant ly out  t o see a 
lousy Hollywood ext r avaganza in Technicolor , and when t hey t r ooped exuber ant ly back in 
af t er  t he lousy Hollywood ext r avaganza, t he soldier  in whit e was t her e, and Dunbar  
scr eamed and went  t o pieces.
’ He’ s back!’  Dunbar  scr eamed. ’ He’ s back! He’ s back!’
Yossar ian f r oze in his t r acks, par alyzed as much by t he eer ie shr illness in Dunbar ’ s voice 
as by t he f amiliar , whit e, mor bid sight  of  t he soldier  in whit e cover ed f r om head t o t oe in
plast er  and gauze. A st r ange, quaver ing, involunt ar y noise came bubbling f r om Yossar ian’ s
t hr oat .
’ He’ s back!’  Dunbar  scr eamed again.
’ He’ s back!’  a pat ient  delir ious wit h f ever  echoed in aut omat ic t er r or .
All at  once t he war d er upt ed int o bedlam. Mobs of  sick and inj ur ed men began r ant ing 
incoher ent ly and r unning and j umping in t he aisle as t hough t he building wer e on f ir e. A 
pat ient  wit h one f oot  and one cr ut ch was hopping back and f or t h swif t ly in panic cr ying, 
’ What  is it ? What  is it ? Ar e we bur ning? Ar e we bur ning?’
’ He’ s back!’  someone shout ed at  him. ’ Didn’ t  you hear  him? He’ s back! He’ s back!’
’ Who’ s back?’  shout ed someone else. ’ Who is it ?’
’ What  does it  mean? What  should we do?’
’ Ar e we on f ir e?’
’ Get  up and r un, damn it ! Ever ybody get  up and r un!’
Ever ybody got  out  of  bed and began r unning f r om one end of  t he war d t o t he ot her . One 
C.I .D. man was looking f or  a gun t o shoot  one of  t he ot her  C.I .D. men who had j abbed his 
elbow int o his eye. The war d had t ur ned int o chaos. The pat ient  delir ious wit h t he high 
f ever  leaped int o t he aisle and almost  knocked over  t he pat ient  wit h one f oot , who 
accident ally br ought  t he black r ubber  t ip of  his cr ut ch down on t he ot her ’ s bar e f oot , 
cr ushing some t oes. The delir ious man wit h t he f ever  and t he cr ushed t oes sank t o t he 
f loor  and wept  in pain while ot her  men t r ipped over  him and hur t  him mor e in t heir  blind, 
milling, agonized st ampede. ’ He’ s back!’  all t he men kept  mumbling and chant ing and 
calling out  hyst er ically as t hey r ushed back and f or t h. ’ He’ s back, he’ s back!’  Nur se 
Cr amer  was t her e in t he middle suddenly like a spinning policeman, t r ying desper at ely t o 
r est or e or der , dissolving helplessly int o t ear s when she f ailed. ’ Be st ill, please be st ill,’  
she ur ged uselessly t hr ough her  massive sobs. The chaplain, pale as a ghost , had no idea 
what  was going on. Neit her  did Nat ely, who kept  close t o Yossar ian’ s side, clinging t o his 
elbow, or  Hungr y J oe, who f ollowed dubiously wit h his scr awny f ist s clenched and glanced
f r om side t o side wit h a f ace t hat  was scar ed.
’ Hey, what ’ s going on?’  Hungr y J oe pleaded. ’ What  t he hell is going on?’
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’ I t ’ s t he same one!’  Dunbar  shout ed at  him emphat ically in a voice r ising clear ly above 
t he r aucous commot ion. ’ Don’ t  you under st and? I t ’ s t he same one.’
’ The same one!’  Yossar ian hear d himself  echo, quiver ing wit h a deep and ominous 
excit ement  t hat  he could not  cont r ol, and shoved his way af t er  Dunbar  t owar d t he bed of
t he soldier  in whit e.
’ Take it  easy, f ellas,’  t he shor t  pat r iot ic Texan counseled af f ably, wit h an uncer t ain gr in.
’ Ther e’ s no cause t o be upset . Why don’ t  we all j ust  t ake it  easy?’
’ The same one!’  ot her s began mur mur ing, chant ing and shout ing.
Suddenly Nur se Ducket t  was t her e, t oo. ’ What ’ s going on?’  she demanded.
’ He’ s back!’  Nur se Cr amer  scr eamed, sinking int o her  ar ms. ’ He’ s back, he’ s back!’
I t  was, indeed, t he same man. He had lost  a f ew inches and added some weight , but  
Yossar ian r emember ed him inst ant ly by t he t wo st if f  anus and t he t wo st if f , t hick, 
useless legs all dr awn upwar d int o t he air  almost  per pendicular ly by t he t aut  r opes and 
t he long lead weight s suspended f r om pulleys over  him and by t he f r ayed black hole in 
t he bandages over  his mout h. He had, in f act , har dly changed at  all. Ther e was t he same 
zinc pipe r ising f r om t he har d st one mass over  his gr oin and leading t o t he clear  glass j ar  
on t he f loor . Ther e was t he same clear  glass j ar  on a pole dr ipping f luid int o him t hr ough 
t he cr ook of  his elbow. Yossar ian would r ecognize him anywher e. He wonder ed who he 
was.
’ Ther e’ s no one inside!’  Dunbar  yelled out  at  him unexpect edly.
Yossar ian f elt  his hear t  skip a beat  and his legs gr ow weak. ’ What  ar e you t alking about ?’
he shout ed wit h dr ead, st unned by t he haggar d, spar king anguish in Dunbar ’ s eyes and by 
his cr azed look of  wild shock and hor r or . ’ Ar e you nut s or  somet hing? What  t he hell do 
you mean, t her e’ s no one inside?’
’ They’ ve st olen him away!’  Dunbar  shout ed back. ’ He’ s hollow inside, like a chocolat e 
soldier . They j ust  t ook him away and lef t  t hose bandages t her e.’
’ Why should t hey do t hat ?’
’ Why do t hey do anyt hing?’
’ They’ ve st olen him away!’  scr eamed someone else, and people all over  t he war d began 
scr eaming, ’ They’ ve st olen him away. They’ ve st olen him away!’
’ Go back t o your  beds,’  Nur se Ducket t  pleaded wit h Dunbar  and Yossar ian, pushing 
f eebly against  Yossar ian’ s chest . ’ Please go back t o your  beds.’
’ You’ r e cr azy!’  Yossar ian shout ed angr ily at  Dunbar . ’ What  t he hell makes you say t hat ?’
’ Did anyone see him?’  Dunbar  demanded wit h sneer ing f er vor .
’ You saw him, didn’ t  you?’  Yossar ian said t o Nur se Ducket t . ’ Tell Dunbar  t her e’ s 
someone inside.’
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’ Lieut enant  Schmulker  is inside,’  Nur se Ducket t  said. ’ He’ s bur ned all over .’
’ Did she see him?’
’ You saw him, didn’ t  you?’
’ The doct or  who bandaged him saw him.’
’ Go get  him, will you? Which doct or  was it ?’
Nur se Ducket t  r eact ed t o t he quest ion wit h a st ar t led gasp. ’ The doct or  isn’ t  even 
her e!’  she exclaimed. ’ The pat ient  was br ought  t o us t hat  way f r om a f ield hospit al.’
’ You see?’  cr ied Nur se Cr amer . ’ Ther e’ s no one inside!’
’ Ther e’ s no one inside!’  yelled Hungr y J oe, and began st amping on t he f loor .
Dunbar  br oke t hr ough and leaped up f ur iously on t he soldier  in whit e’ s bed t o see f or  
himself , pr essing his gleaming eye down hungr ily against  t he t at t er ed black hole in t he 
shell of  whit e bandages. He was st ill bent  over  st ar ing wit h one eye int o t he light less, 
unst ir r ing void of  t he soldier  in whit e’ s mout h when t he doct or s and t he M.P.s came 
r unning t o help Yossar ian pull him away. The doct or s wor e guns at  t he waist . The guar ds 
car r ied car bines and r if les wit h which t hey shoved and j olt ed t he cr owd of  mut t er ing 
pat ient s back. A st r et cher  on wheels was t her e, and t he solder  in whit e was lif t ed out  of  
bed skillf ully and r olled out  of  sight  in a mat t er  of  seconds. The doct or s and M.P.s moved 
t hr ough t he war d assur ing ever yone t hat  ever yt hing was all r ight .
Nur se Ducket t  plucked Yossar ian’ s ar m and whisper ed t o him f ur t ively t o meet  her  in t he
br oom closet  out side in t he cor r idor . Yossar ian r ej oiced when he hear d her . He t hought  
Nur se Ducket t  f inally want ed t o get  laid and pulled her  skir t  up t he second t hey wer e 
alone in t he br oom closet , but  she pushed him away. She had ur gent  news about  Dunbar .
’ They’ r e going t o disappear  him,’  she said.
Yossar ian squint ed at  her  uncompr ehendingly. ’ They’ r e what ?’  he asked in sur pr ise, and 
laughed uneasily. ’ What  does t hat  mean?’
’ I  don’ t  know. I  hear d t hem t alking behind a door .’
’ Who?’
’ I  don’ t  know. I  couldn’ t  see t hem. I  j ust  hear d t hem say t hey wer e going t o disappear  
Dunbar .’
’ Why ar e t hey going t o disappear  him?’
’ I  don’ t  know.’
’ I t  doesn’ t  make sense. I t  isn’ t  even good gr ammar . What  t he hell does it  mean when 
t hey disappear  somebody?’
’ I  don’ t  know.’
J esus, you’ r e a gr eat  help!’
’ Why ar e you picking on me?’  Nur se Ducket t  pr ot est ed wit h hur t  f eelings, and began 
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snif f ing back t ear s. ’ I ’ m only t r ying t o help. I t  isn’ t  my f ault  t hey’ r e going t o disappear  
him, is it ? I  shouldn’ t  even be t elling you.’
Yossar ian t ook her  in his ar ms and hugged her  wit h gent le, cont r it e af f ect ion. ’ I ’ m 
sor r y,’  he apologized, kissing her  cheek r espect f ully, and hur r ied away t o war n Dunbar , 
who was nowher e t o be f ound.
35 MI LO THE MI LI TANT
For  t he f ir st  t ime in his lif e, Yossar ian pr ayed. He got  down on his knees and pr ayed t o 
Nat ely not  t o volunt eer  t o f ly mor e t han sevent y missions af t er  Chief  Whit e Half oat  did 
die of  pneumonia in t he hospit al and Nat ely had applied f or  his j ob. But  Nat ely j ust  
wouldn’ t  list en.
’ I ’ ve got  t o f ly mor e missions,’  Nat ely insist ed lamely wit h a cr ooked smile. ’ Ot her wise 
t hey’ ll send me home.’
’ So?’
’ I  don’ t  want  t o go home unt il I  can t ake her  back wit h me.’
’ She means t hat  much t o you?’
Nat ely nodded dej ect edly. ’ I  might  never  see her  again.’
’ Then get  your self  gr ounded,’  Yossar ian ur ged. ’ You’ ve f inished your  missions and you 
don’ t  need t he f light  pay. Why don’ t  you ask f or  Chief  Whit e Half oat ’ s j ob, if  you can 
st and wor king f or  Capt ain Black?’
Nat ely shook his head, his cheeks dar kening wit h shy and r egr et f ul mor t if icat ion. ’ They 
won’ t  give it  t o me. I  spoke t o Colonel Kor n, and he t old me I ’ d have t o f ly mor e missions 
or  be sent  home.’
Yossar ian cur sed savagely. ’ That ’ s j ust  plain meanness.’
’ I  don’ t  mind, I  guess. I ’ ve f lown sevent y missions wit hout  get t ing hur t . I  guess I  can f ly
a f ew mor e.’
’ Don’ t  do anyt hing at  all about  it  unt il I  t alk t o someone,’  Yossar ian decided, and went  
looking f or  help f r om Milo, who went  immediat ely af t er war d t o Colonel Cat hcar t  f or  help 
in having himself  assigned t o mor e combat  missions.
Milo had been ear ning many dist inct ions f or  himself . He had f lown f ear lessly int o danger  
and cr it icism by selling pet r oleum and ball bear ings t o Ger many at  good pr ices in or der  t o 
make a good pr of it  and help maint ain a balance of  power  bet ween t he cont ending f or ces. 
His ner ve under  f ir e was gr acef ul and inf init e. Wit h a devot ion t o pur pose above and 
beyond t he line of  dut y, he had t hen r aised t he pr ice of  f ood in his mess halls so high 
t hat  all of f icer s and enlist ed men had t o t ur n over  all t heir  pay t o him in or der  t o eat . 
Their  alt er nat ive - t her e was an alt er nat ive, of  cour se, since Milo det est ed coer cion and 
was a vocal champion of  f r eedom of  choice - was t o st ar ve. When he encount er ed a wave 
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of  enemy r esist ance t o t his at t ack, he st uck t o his posit ion wit hout  r egar d f or  his saf et y
or  r eput at ion and gallant ly invoked t he law of  supply and demand. And when someone 
somewher e said no, Milo gave gr ound gr udgingly, valiant ly def ending, even in r et r eat , t he 
hist or ic r ight  of  f r ee men t o pay as much as t hey had t o f or  t he t hings t hey needed in 
or der  t o sur vive.
Milo had been caught  r ed-handed in t he act  of  plunder ing his count r ymen, and, as a 
r esult , his st ock had never  been higher . He pr oved good as his wor d when a r awboned 
maj or  f r om Minnesot a cur led his lip in r ebellious disavowal and demanded his shar e of  t he
syndicat e Milo kept  saying ever ybody owned. Milo met  t he challenge by wr it ing t he wor ds 
’ A Shar e’  on t he near est  scr ap of  paper  and handing it  away wit h a vir t uous disdain t hat  
won t he envy and admir at ion of  almost  ever yone who knew him. His glor y was at  a peak, 
and Colonel Cat hcar t , who knew and admir ed his war  r ecor d, was ast onished by t he 
def er ent ial humilit y wit h which Milo pr esent ed himself  at  Gr oup Headquar t er s and made 
his f ant ast ic appeal f or  mor e hazar dous assignment s.
’ You want  t o f ly mor e combat  missions?’  Colonel Cat hcar t  gasped. ’ What  in t he wor ld 
f or ?’
Milo answer ed in a demur e voice wit h his f ace lower ed meekly. ’ I  want  t o do my dut y, sir . 
The count r y is at  war , and I  want  t o f ight  t o def end it  like t he r est  of  t he f ellows.’
’ But , Milo, you ar e doing your  dut y,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  exclaimed wit h a laugh t hat  
t hunder ed j ovially. ’ I  can’ t  t hink of  a single per son who’ s done mor e f or  t he men t han 
you have. Who gave t hem chocolat e-cover ed cot t on?’
Milo shook his head slowly and sadly. ’ But  being a good mess of f icer  in war t ime j ust  isn’ t  
enough, Colonel Cat hcar t .’
’ Cer t ainly it  is, Milo. I  don’ t  know what ’ s come over  you.’
’ Cer t ainly it  isn’ t , Colonel,’  Milo disagr eed in a somewhat  f ir m t one, r aising his 
subser vient  eyes signif icant ly j ust  f ar  enough t o ar r est  Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s. ’ Some of  t he 
men ar e beginning t o t alk.’
’ Oh, is t hat  it ? Give me t heir  names, Milo. Give me t heir  names and I ’ ll see t o it  t hat  t hey
go on ever y danger ous mission t he gr oup f lies.’
’ No, Colonel, I ’ m af r aid t hey’ r e r ight ,’  Milo said, wit h his head dr ooping again. ’ I  was 
sent  over seas as a pilot , and I  should be f lying mor e combat  missions and spending less 
t ime on my dut ies as a mess of f icer .’
Colonel Cat hcar t  was sur pr ised but  co-oper at ive. ’ Well, Milo, if  you r eally f eel t hat  way, 
I ’ m sur e we can make what ever  ar r angement s you want . How long have you been over seas
now?’
’ Eleven mont hs, sir .’
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’ And how many missions have you f lown?’
’ Five.’
’ Five?’  asked Colonel Cat hcar t .
’ Five, sir .’
’ Five, eh?’  Colonel Cat hcar t  r ubbed his cheek pensively. ’ That  isn’ t  ver y good, is it ?’
’ I sn’ t  it ?’  asked Milo in a shar ply edged voice, glancing up again.
Colonel Cat hcar t  quailed. ’ On t he cont r ar y, t hat ’ s ver y good, Milo,’  he cor r ect ed himself  
hast ily. ’ I t  isn’ t  bad at  all.’
’ No, Colonel,’  Milo said, wit h a long, languishing, wist f ul sigh, ’ it  isn’ t  ver y good. Alt hough 
it ’ s ver y gener ous of  you t o say so.’
’ But  it ’ s r eally not  bad, Milo. Not  bad at  all, when you consider  all your  ot her  valuable 
cont r ibut ions. Five missions, you say? J ust  f ive?’
’ J ust  f ive, sir .’
’ J ust  f ive.’  Colonel Cat hcar t  gr ew awf ully depr essed f or  a moment  as he wonder ed what  
Milo was r eally t hinking, and whet her  he had alr eady got  a black eye wit h him. ’ Five is 
ver y good, Milo,’  he obser ved wit h ent husiasm, spying a r ay of  hope. ’ That  aver ages out  
t o almost  one combat  mission ever y t wo mont hs. And I ’ ll bet  your  t ot al doesn’ t  include 
t he t ime you bombed us.’
’ Yes, sir . I t  does.’
’ I t  does?’  inquir ed Colonel Cat hcar t  wit h mild wonder . ’ You didn’ t  act ually f ly along on 
t hat  mission, did you? I f  I  r emember  cor r ect ly, you wer e in t he cont r ol t ower  wit h me, 
wer en’ t  you?’
’ But  it  was my mission,’  Milo cont ended. ’ I  or ganized it , and we used my planes and 
supplies. I  planned and super vised t he whole t hing.’
’ Oh, cer t ainly, Milo, cer t ainly. I ’ m not  disput ing you. I ’ m only checking t he f igur es t o 
make sur e you’ r e claiming all you’ r e ent it led t o. Did you also include t he t ime we 
cont r act ed wit h you t o bomb t he br idge at  Or viet o?’
’ Oh, no, sir . I  didn’ t  t hink I  should, since I  was in Or viet o at  t he t ime dir ect ing t he 
ant iair cr af t  f ir e.’
’ I  don’ t  see what  dif f er ence t hat  makes, Milo. I t  was st ill your  mission. And a damned 
good one, t oo, I  must  say. We didn’ t  get  t he br idge, but  we did have a beaut if ul bomb 
pat t er n. I  r emember  Gener al Peckem comment ing on it . No, Milo, I  insist  you count  
Or viet o as a mission, t oo.’
’ I f  you insist , sir .’
’ I  do insist , Milo. Now, let ’ s see - you now have a gr and t ot al of  six missions, which is 
damned good, Milo, damned good, r eally. Six missions is an incr ease of  t went y per  cent  in 
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j ust  a couple of  minut es, which is not  bad at  all, Milo, not  bad at  all.’
’ Many of  t he ot her  men have sevent y missions,’  Milo point ed out .
’ But  t hey never  pr oduced any chocolat e-cover ed cot t on, did t hey? Milo, you’ r e doing 
mor e t han your  shar e.’
’ But  t hey’ r e get t ing all t he f ame and oppor t unit y,’  Milo per sist ed wit h a pet ulance t hat  
bor der ed on sniveling. ’ Sir , I  want  t o get  in t her e and f ight  like t he r est  of  t he f ellows. 
That ’ s what  I ’ m her e f or . I  want  t o win medals, t oo.’
’ Yes, Milo, of  cour se. We all want  t o spend mor e t ime in combat . But  people like you and 
me ser ve in dif f er ent  ways. Look at  my own r ecor d,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  ut t er ed a 
depr ecat or y laugh. ’ I ’ ll bet  it ’ s not  gener ally known, Milo, t hat  I  myself  have f lown only 
f our  missions, is it ?’
’ No, sir ,’  Milo r eplied. ’ I t ’ s gener ally known t hat  you’ ve f lown only t wo missions. And t hat
one of  t hose occur r ed when Aar f y accident ally f lew you over  enemy t er r it or y while 
navigat ing you t o Naples f or  a black-mar ket  wat er  cooler .’
Colonel Cat hcar t , f lushing wit h embar r assment , abandoned all f ur t her  ar gument . ’ All 
r ight , Milo. I  can’ t  pr aise you enough f or  what  you want  t o do. I f  it  r eally means so much 
t o you, I ’ ll have Maj or  Maj or  assign you t o t he next  sixt y-f our  missions so t hat  you can 
have sevent y, t oo.’
’ Thank you, Colonel, t hank you, sir . You don’ t  know what  t his means.’
’ Don’ t  ment ion it , Milo. I  know exact ly what  it  means.’
’ No, Colonel, I  don’ t  t hink you do know what  it  means,’  Milo disagr eed point edly. 
’ Someone will have t o begin r unning t he syndicat e f or  me r ight  away. I t ’ s ver y 
complicat ed, and I  might  get  shot  down at  any t ime.’
Colonel Cat hcar t  br ight ened inst ant ly at  t he t hought  and began r ubbing his hands wit h 
avar icious zest . ’ You know, Milo, I  t hink Colonel Kor n and I  might  be willing t o t ake t he 
syndicat e of f  your  hands,’  he suggest ed in an of f hand manner , almost  licking his lips in 
savor y ant icipat ion. ’ Our  exper ience in black-mar ket  plum t omat oes should come in ver y 
usef ul. Wher e do we begin?’
Milo wat ched Colonel Cat hcar t  st eadily wit h a bland and guileless expr ession. ’ Thank you, 
sir , t hat ’ s ver y good of  you. Begin wit h a salt -f r ee diet  f or  Gener al Peckem and a 
f at -f r ee diet  f or  Gener al Dr eedle.’
’ Let  me get  a pencil. What ’ s next ?’
’ The cedar s.’
’ Cedar s?’
’ Fr om Lebanon.’
’ Lebanon?’
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’ We’ ve got  cedar s f r om Lebanon due at  t he sawmill in Oslo t o be t ur ned int o shingles f or
t he builder  in Cape Cod. C.O.D. And t hen t her e’ s t he peas.’
’ Peas?’
’ That  ar e on t he high seas. We’ ve got  boat loads of  peas t hat  ar e on t he high seas f r om 
At lant a t o Holland t o pay f or  t he t ulips t hat  wer e shipped t o Geneva t o pay f or  t he 
cheeses t hat  must  go t o Vienna M.I .F.’
’ M.I .F.?’
’ Money in Fr ont . The Hapsbur gs ar e shaky.’
’ Milo.’
’ And don’ t  f or get  t he galvanized zinc in t he war ehouse at  Flint . Four  car loads of  
galvanized zinc f r om Flint  must  be f lown t o t he smelt er s in Damascus by noon of  t he 
eight eent h, t er ms F.O.B. Calcut t a t wo per  cent  t en days E.O.M. One Messer schmit t  f ull 
of  hemp is due in Belgr ade f or  a C-47 and a half  f ull of  t hose semi-pit t ed dat es we st uck 
t hem wit h f r om Khar t oum. Use t he money f r om t he Por t uguese anchovies we’ r e selling 
back t o Lisbon t o pay f or  t he Egypt ian cot t on we’ ve got  coming back t o us f r om 
Mamar oneck and t o pick up as many or anges as you can in Spain. Always pay cash f or  
nar anj as.’
’ Nar anj as?’
’ That ’ s what  t hey call or anges in Spain, and t hese ar e Spanish or anges. And - oh, yes. 
Don’ t  f or get  Pilt down Man.’
’ Pilt down Man?’
’ Yes, Pilt down Man. The Smit hsonian I nst it ut ion is not  in a posit ion at  t his t ime t o meet  
our  pr ice f or  a second Pilt down Man, but  t hey ar e looking f or war d t o t he deat h of  a 
wealt hy and beloved donor  and -’
’ Milo.’
’ Fr ance want s all t he par sley we can send t hem, and I  t hink we might  as well, because 
we’ ll need t he f r ancs f or  t he lir e f or  t he pf ennigs f or  t he dat es when t hey get  back. 
I ’ ve also or der ed a t r emendous shipment  of  Per uvian balsa wood f or  dist r ibut ion t o each 
of  t he mess halls in t he syndicat e on a pr o r at a basis.’
’ Balsa wood? What  ar e t he mess halls going t o do wit h balsa wood?’
’ Good balsa wood isn’ t  so easy t o come by t hese days, Colonel. I  j ust  didn’ t  t hink it  was a
good idea t o pass up t he chance t o buy it .’
’ No, I  suppose not ,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  sur mised vaguely wit h t he look of  somebody 
seasick. ’ And I  assume t he pr ice was r ight .’
’ The pr ice,’  said Milo, ’ was out r ageous - posit ively exor bit ant ! But  since we bought  it  
f r om one of  our  own subsidiar ies, we wer e happy t o pay it . Look af t er  t he hides.’
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’ The hives?’
’ The hides.’
’ The hides?’
’ The hides. I n Buenos Air es. They have t o be t anned.’
’ Tanned?’
’ I n Newf oundland. And shipped t o Helsinki N.M.I .F. bef or e t he spr ing t haw begins. 
Ever yt hing t o Finland goes N.M.I .F. bef or e t he spr ing t haw begins.’
’ No Money in Fr ont ?’  guessed Colonel Cat hcar t .
’ Good, Colonel. You have a gif t , sir . And t hen t her e’ s t he cor k.’
’ The cor k?’
’ That  must  go t o New Yor k, t he shoes f or  Toulouse, t he ham f or  Siam, t he nails f r om 
Wales, and t he t anger ines f or  New Or leans.’
’ Milo.’
’ We have coals in Newcast le, sir .’
Colonel Cat hcar t  t hr ew up his hands. ’ Milo, st op!’  he cr ied, almost  in t ear s. ’ I t ’ s no use. 
You’ r e j ust  like I  am - indispensable!’  He pushed his pencil aside and r ose t o his f eet  in 
f r ant ic exasper at ion. ’ Milo, you can’ t  f ly sixt y-f our  mor e missions. You can’ t  even f ly one
mor e mission. The whole syst em would f all apar t  if  anyt hing happened t o you.’
Milo nodded ser enely wit h complacent  gr at if icat ion. ’ Sir , ar e you f or bidding me t o f ly any
mor e combat  missions?’
’ Milo, I  f or bid you t o f ly any mor e combat  missions,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  declar ed in a t one 
of  st er n and inf lexible aut hor it y.
’ But  t hat ’ s not  f air , sir ,’  said Milo. ’ What  about  my r ecor d? The ot her  men ar e get t ing 
all t he f ame and medals and publicit y. Why should I  be penalized j ust  because I ’ m doing 
such a good j ob as mess of f icer ?’
’ No, Milo, it  isn’ t  f air . But  I  don’ t  see anyt hing we can do about  it .’
’ Maybe we can get  someone else t o f ly my missions f or  me.’
’ But  maybe we can get  someone else t o f ly your  missions f or  you,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  
suggest ed. ’ How about  t he st r iking coal miner s in Pennsylvania and West  Vir ginia?’
Milo shook his head. ’ I t  would t ake t oo long t o t r ain t hem. But  why not  t he men in t he 
squadr on, sir ? Af t er  all, I ’ m doing t his f or  t hem. They ought  t o be willing t o do 
somet hing f or  me in r et ur n.’
’ But  why not  t he men in t he squadr on, Milo?’  Colonel Cat hcar t  exclaimed. ’ Af t er  all, 
you’ r e doing all t his f or  t hem. They ought  t o be willing t o do somet hing f or  you in r et ur n.’
’ What ’ s f air  is f air .’
’ What ’ s f air  is f air .’
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’ They could t ake t ur ns, sir .’
’ They might  even t ake t ur ns f lying your  missions f or  you, Milo.’
’ Who get s t he cr edit ?’
’ You get  t he cr edit , Milo. And if  a man wins a medal f lying one of  your  missions, you get  
t he medal.’
’ Who dies if  he get s killed?’
’ Why, he dies, of  cour se. Af t er  all, Milo, what ’ s f air  is f air . Ther e’ s j ust  one t hing.’
’ You’ ll have t o r aise t he number  of  missions.’
’ I  might  have t o r aise t he number  of  missions again, and I ’ m not  sur e t he men will f ly 
t hem. They’ r e st ill pr et t y sor e because I  j umped t hem t o sevent y. I f  I  can get  j ust  one 
of  t he r egular  of f icer s t o f ly mor e, t he r est  will pr obably f ollow.’
’ Nat ely will f ly mor e missions, sir ,’  Milo said. ’ I  was t old in st r ict est  conf idence j ust  a 
lit t le while ago t hat  he’ ll do anyt hing he has t o in or der  t o r emain over seas wit h a gir l 
he’ s f allen in love wit h.’
’ But  Nat ely will f ly mor e!’  Colonel Cat hcar t  declar ed, and he br ought  his hands t oget her  
in a r esounding clap of  vict or y. ’ Yes, Nat ely will f ly mor e. And t his t ime I ’ m r eally going 
t o j ump t he missions, r ight  up t o eight y, and r eally knock Gener al Dr eedle’ s eye out . And 
t his is a good way t o get  t hat  lousy r at  Yossar ian back int o combat  wher e he might  get  
killed.’
’ Yossar ian?’  A t r emor  of  deep concer n passed over  Milo’ s simple, homespun f eat ur es, 
and he scr at ched t he cor ner  of  his r eddish-br own must ache t hought f ully.
’ Yeah, Yossar ian. I  hear  he’ s going ar ound saying t hat  he’ s f inished his missions and t he 
war ’ s over  f or  him. Well, maybe he has f inished his missions. But  he hasn’ t  f inished your  
missions, has he? Ha! Ha! Has he got  a sur pr ise coming t o him!’
’ Sir , Yossar ian is a f r iend of  mine,’  Milo obj ect ed. ’ I ’ d hat e t o be r esponsible f or  doing 
anyt hing t hat  would put  him back in combat . I  owe a lot  t o Yossar ian. I sn’ t  t her e any way 
we could make an except ion of  him?’
’ Oh, no, Milo.’  Colonel Cat hcar t  clucked sent ent iously, shocked by t he suggest ion. ’ We 
must  never  play f avor it es. We must  always t r eat  ever y man alike.’
’ I ’ d give ever yt hing I  own t o Yossar ian,’  Milo per sever ed gamely on Yossar ian’ s behalf . 
’ But  since I  don’ t  own anyt hing, I  can’ t  give ever yt hing t o him, can I ? So he’ ll j ust  have 
t o t ake his chances wit h t he r est  of  t he men, won’ t  he?’
’ What ’ s f air  is f air , Milo.’
’ Yes, sir , what ’ s f air  is f air ,’  Milo agr eed. ’ Yossar ian is no bet t er  t han t he ot her  men, 
and he has no r ight  t o expect  any special pr ivileges, has he?’
’ No, Milo. What ’ s f air  is f air .’
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And t her e was no t ime f or  Yossar ian t o save himself  f r om combat  once Colonel Cat hcar t  
issued his announcement  r aising t he missions t o eight y lat e t hat  same af t er noon, no t ime 
t o dissuade Nat ely f r om f lying t hem or  even t o conspir e again wit h Dobbs t o mur der  
Colonel Cat hcar t , f or  t he aler t  sounded suddenly at  dawn t he next  day and t he men wer e 
r ushed int o t he t r ucks bef or e a decent  br eakf ast  could be pr epar ed, and t hey wer e 
dr iven at  t op speed t o t he br ief ing r oom and t hen out  t o t he air f ield, wher e t he 
clit t er clat t er ing f uel t r ucks wer e st ill pumping gasoline int o t he t anks of  t he planes and 
t he scamper ing cr ews of  ar mor er s wer e t oiling as swif t ly as t hey could at  hoist ing t he 
t housand-pound demolit ion bombs int o t he bomb bays. Ever ybody was r unning, and engines
wer e t ur ned on and war med up as soon as t he f uel t r ucks had f inished.
I nt elligence had r epor t ed t hat  a disabled I t alian cr uiser  in dr ydock at  La Spezia would be
t owed by t he Ger mans t hat  same mor ning t o a channel at  t he ent r ance of  t he har bor  and 
scut t led t her e t o depr ive t he Allied ar mies of  deep-wat er  por t  f acilit ies when t hey 
capt ur ed t he cit y. For  once, a milit ar y int elligence r epor t  pr oved accur at e. The long 
vessel was half way acr oss t he har bor  when t hey f lew in f r om t he west , and br oke it  apar t
wit h dir ect  hit s f r om ever y f light  t hat  f illed t hem all wit h waves of  enor mously sat isf ying
gr oup pr ide unt il t hey f ound t hemselves engulf ed in gr eat  bar r ages of  f lak t hat  r ose 
f r om guns in ever y bend of  t he huge hor seshoe of  mount ainous land below. Even 
Haver meyer  r esor t ed t o t he wildest  evasive act ion he could command when he saw what  a
vast  dist ance he had st ill t o t r avel t o escape, and Dobbs, at  t he pilot ’ s cont r ols in his 
f or mat ion, zigged when he should have zagged, skidding his plane int o t he plane alongside,
and chewed of f  it s t ail. His wing br oke of f  at  t he base, and his plane dr opped like a r ock 
and was almost  out  of  sight  in an inst ant . Ther e was no f ir e, no smoke, not  t he slight est  
unt owar d noise. The r emaining wing r evolved as ponder ously as a gr inding cement  mixer  as
t he plane plummet ed nose downwar d in a st r aight  line at  acceler at ing speed unt il it  st r uck
t he wat er , which f oamed open at  t he impact  like a whit e wat er  lily on t he dar k-blue sea, 
and washed back in a geyser  of  apple-gr een bubbles when t he plane sank. I t  was over  in a 
mat t er  of  seconds. Ther e wer e no par achut es. And Nat ely, in t he ot her  plane, was killed 
t oo.
36 THE CELLAR
Nat ely’ s deat h almost  killed t he chaplain. Chaplain Shipman was seat ed in his t ent , 
labor ing over  his paper wor k in his r eading spect acles, when his phone r ang and news of  
t he mid-air  collision was given t o him f r om t he f ield. His insides t ur ned at  once t o dr y 
clay. His hand was t r embling as he put  t he phone down. His ot her  hand began t r embling. 
The disast er  was t oo immense t o cont emplat e. Twelve men killed - how ghast ly, how ver y, 
ver y awf ul! His f eeling of  t er r or  gr ew. He pr ayed inst inct ively t hat  Yossar ian, Nat ely, 
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Hungr y J oe and his ot her  f r iends would not  be list ed among t he vict ims, t hen ber at ed 
himself  r epent ant ly, f or  t o pr ay f or  t heir  saf et y was t o pr ay f or  t he deat h of  ot her  
young men he did not  even know. I t  was t oo lat e t o pr ay; yet  t hat  was all he knew how t o 
do. His hear t  was pounding wit h a noise t hat  seemed t o be coming f r om somewher e 
out side, and he knew he would never  sit  in a dent ist ’ s chair  again, never  glance at  a 
sur gical t ool, never  wit ness an aut omobile accident  or  hear  a voice shout  at  night , wit hout
exper iencing t he same violent  t humping in his chest  and dr eading t hat  he was going t o die.
He would never  wat ch anot her  f ist  f ight  wit hout  f ear ing he was going t o f aint  and cr ack 
his skull open on t he pavement  or  suf f er  a f at al hear t  at t ack or  cer ebr al hemor r hage. He
wonder ed if  he would ever  see his wif e again or  his t hr ee small childr en. He wonder ed if  
he ever  should see his wif e again, now t hat  Capt ain Black had plant ed in his mind such 
st r ong doubt s about  t he f idelit y and char act er  of  all women. Ther e wer e so many ot her  
men, he f elt , who could pr ove mor e sat isf ying t o her  sexually. When he t hought  of  deat h 
now, he always t hought  of  his wif e, and when he t hought  of  his wif e he always t hought  of  
losing her .
I n anot her  minut e t he chaplain f elt  st r ong enough t o r ise and walk wit h glum r eluct ance 
t o t he t ent  next  door  f or  Ser geant  Whit comb. They dr ove in Ser geant  Whit comb’ s j eep. 
The chaplain made f ist s of  his hands t o keep t hem f r om shaking as t hey lay in his lap. He 
gr ound his t eet h t oget her  and t r ied not  t o hear  as Ser geant  Whit comb chir r uped 
exult ant ly over  t he t r agic event . Twelve men killed meant  t welve mor e f or m let t er s of  
condolence t hat  could be mailed in one bunch t o t he next  of  kin over  Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s 
signat ur e, giving Ser geant  Whit comb hope of  get t ing an ar t icle on Colonel Cat hcar t  int o 
The Sat ur day Evening Post  in t ime f or  East er .
At  t he f ield a heavy silence pr evailed, over power ing mot ion like a r ut hless, insensat e spell
holding in t hr all t he only beings who might  br eak it . The chaplain was in awe. He had never
beheld such a gr eat , appalling st illness bef or e. Almost  t wo hundr ed t ir ed, gaunt , 
downcast  men st ood holding t heir  par achut e packs in a somber  and unst ir r ing cr owd 
out side t he br ief ing r oom, t heir  f aces st ar ing blankly in dif f er ent  angles of  st unned 
dej ect ion. They seemed unwilling t o go, unable t o move. The chaplain was acut ely 
conscious of  t he f aint  noise his f oot st eps made as he appr oached. His eyes sear ched 
hur r iedly, f r ant ically, t hr ough t he immobile maze of  limp f igur es. He spied Yossar ian 
f inally wit h a f eeling of  immense j oy, and t hen his mout h gaped open slowly in unbear able 
hor r or  as he not ed Yossar ian’ s vivid, beat en, gr imy look of  deep, dr ugged despair . He 
under st ood at  once, r ecoiling in pain f r om t he r ealizat ion and shaking his head wit h a 
pr ot est ing and implor ing gr imace, t hat  Nat ely was dead. The knowledge st r uck him wit h a 
numbing shock. A sob br oke f r om him. The blood dr ained f r om his legs, and he t hought  he
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was going t o dr op. Nat ely was dead. All hope t hat  he was mist aken was washed away by 
t he sound of  Nat ely’ s name emer ging wit h r ecur r ing clar it y now f r om t he almost  
inaudible babble of  mur mur ing voices t hat  he was suddenly awar e of  f or  t he f ir st  t ime. 
Nat ely was dead: t he boy had been killed. A whimper ing sound r ose in t he chaplain’ s 
t hr oat , and his j aw began t o quiver . His eyes f illed wit h t ear s, and he was cr ying. He 
st ar t ed t owar d Yossar ian on t ipt oe t o mour n beside him and shar e his wor dless gr ief . At  
t hat  moment  a hand gr abbed him r oughly ar ound t he ar m and a br usque voice demanded,
’ Chaplain Shipman?’
He t ur ned wit h sur pr ise t o f ace a st out , pugnacious colonel wit h a lar ge head and 
must ache and a smoot h, f lor id skin. He had never  seen t he man bef or e. ’ Yes. What  is it ?’
The f inger s gr asping t he chaplain’ s ar m wer e hur t ing him, and he t r ied in vain t o squir m 
loose.
’ Come along.’
The chaplain pulled back in f r ight ened conf usion. ’ Wher e? Why? Who ar e you, anyway?’
’ You’ d bet t er  come along wit h us, Fat her ,’  a lean, hawk-f aced maj or  on t he chaplain’ s 
ot her  side int oned wit h r ever ent ial sor r ow. ’ We’ r e f r om t he gover nment . We want  t o ask
you some quest ions.’
’ What  kind of  quest ions? What ’ s t he mat t er ?’
’ Ar en’ t  you Chaplain Shipman?’  demanded t he obese colonel.
’ He’ s t he one,’  Ser geant  Whit comb answer ed.
’ Go on along wit h t hem,’  Capt ain Black called out  t o t he chaplain wit h a host ile and 
cont empt uous sneer . ’ Go on int o t he car  if  you know what ’ s good f or  you.’
Hands wer e dr awing t he chaplain away ir r esist ibly. He want ed t o shout  f or  help t o 
Yossar ian, who seemed t oo f ar  away t o hear . Some of  t he men near by wer e beginning t o 
look at  him wit h awakening cur iosit y. The chaplain bent  his f ace away wit h bur ning shame 
and allowed himself  t o be led int o t he r ear  of  a st af f  car  and seat ed bet ween t he f at  
colonel wit h t he lar ge, pink f ace and t he skinny, unct uous, despondent  maj or . He 
aut omat ically held a wr ist  out  t o each, wonder ing f or  a moment  if  t hey want ed t o 
handcuf f  him. Anot her  of f icer  was alr eady in t he f r ont  seat . A t all M.P. wit h a whist le 
and a whit e helmet  got  in behind t he wheel. The chaplain did not  dar e r aise his eyes unt il 
t he closed car  had lur ched f r om t he ar ea and t he speeding wheels wer e whining on t he 
bumpy blackt op r oad.
’ Wher e ar e you t aking me?’  he asked in a voice sof t  wit h t imidit y and guilt , his gaze st ill 
aver t ed. The not ion came t o him t hat  t hey wer e holding him t o blame f or  t he mid-air  
cr ash and t he deat h of  Nat ely. ’ What  have I  done?’
’ Why don’ t  you keep your  t r ap shut  and let  us ask t he quest ions?’  said t he colonel.
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’ Don’ t  t alk t o him t hat  way,’  said t he maj or . ’ I t  isn’ t  necessar y t o be so disr espect f ul.’
’ Then t ell him t o keep his t r ap shut  and let  us ask t he quest ions.’
’ Fat her , please keep your  t r ap shut  and let  us ask t he quest ions,’  ur ged t he maj or  
sympat het ically. ’ I t  will be bet t er  f or  you.’
’ I t  isn’ t  necessar y t o call me Fat her ,’  said t he chaplain. ’ I ’ m not  a Cat holic.’
’ Neit her  am I , Fat her ,’  said t he maj or . ’ I t ’ s j ust  t hat  I ’ m a ver y devout  per son, and I  
like t o call all men of  God Fat her .’
’ He doesn’ t  even believe t her e ar e at heist s in f oxholes,’  t he colonel mocked, and nudged 
t he chaplain in t he r ibs f amiliar ly. ’ Go on, Chaplain, t ell him. Ar e t her e at heist s in 
f oxholes?’
’ I  don’ t  know, sir ,’  t he chaplain r eplied. ’ I ’ ve never  been in a f oxhole.’
The of f icer  in f r ont  swung his head ar ound swif t ly wit h a quar r elsome expr ession. 
’ You’ ve never  been in heaven eit her , have you? But  you know t her e’ s a heaven, don’ t  
you?’
’ Or  do you?’  said t he colonel.
’ That ’ s a ver y ser ious cr ime you’ ve commit t ed, Fat her ,’  said t he maj or .
’ What  cr ime?’
’ We don’ t  know yet ,’  said t he colonel. ’ But  we’ r e going t o f ind out . And we sur e know it ’ s
ver y ser ious.’
The car  swung of f  t he r oad at  Gr oup Headquar t er s wit h a squeal of  t ir es, slackening 
speed only slight ly, and cont inued ar ound past  t he par king lot  t o t he back of  t he building. 
The t hr ee of f icer s and t he chaplain got  out . I n single f ile, t hey usher ed him down a 
wobbly f light  of  wooden st air s leading t o t he basement  and led him int o a damp, gloomy 
r oom wit h a low cement  ceiling and unf inished st one walls. Ther e wer e cobwebs in all t he 
cor ner s. A huge cent ipede blew acr oss t he f loor  t o t he shelt er  of  a wat er  pipe. They sat  
t he chaplain in a har d, st r aight -backed chair  t hat  st ood behind a small, bar e t able.
’ Please make your self  comf or t able, Chaplain,’  invit ed t he colonel cor dially, swit ching on a 
blinding spot light  and shoot ing it  squar ely int o t he chaplain’ s f ace. He placed a set  of  
br ass knuckles and box of  wooden mat ches on t he t able. ’ We want  you t o r elax.’
The chaplain’ s eyes bulged out  incr edulously. His t eet h chat t er ed and his limbs f elt  
ut t er ly wit hout  st r engt h. He was power less. They might  do what ever  t hey wished t o him, 
he r ealized; t hese br ut al men might  beat  him t o deat h r ight  t her e in t he basement , and 
no one would int er vene t o save him, no one, per haps, but  t he devout  and sympat het ic 
maj or  wit h t he shar p f ace, who set  a wat er  t ap dr ipping loudly int o a sink and r et ur ned t o
t he t able t o lay a lengt h of  heavy r ubber  hose down beside t he br ass knuckles.
’ Ever yt hing’ s going t o be all r ight , Chaplain,’  t he maj or  said encour agingly. ’ You’ ve got  
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not hing t o be af r aid of  if  you’ r e not  guilt y. What  ar e you so af r aid of ? You’ r e not  guilt y, 
ar e you?’
’ Sur e he’ s guilt y,’  said t he colonel. ’ Guilt y as hell.’
’ Guilt y of  what ?’  implor ed t he chaplain, f eeling mor e and mor e bewilder ed and not  
knowing which of  t he men t o appeal t o f or  mer cy. The t hir d of f icer  wor e no insignia and 
lur ked in silence of f  t o t he side. ’ What  did I  do?’
’ That ’ s j ust  what  we’ r e going t o f ind out ,’  answer ed t he colonel, and he shoved a pad and
pencil acr oss t he t able t o t he chaplain. ’ Wr it e your  name f or  us, will you? I n your  own 
handwr it ing.’
’ My own handwr it ing?’
’ That ’ s r ight . Anywher e on t he page.’  When t he chaplain had f inished, t he colonel t ook 
t he pad back and held it  up alongside a sheet  of  paper  he r emoved f r om a f older . ’ See?’  
he said t o t he maj or , who had come t o his side and was peer ing solemnly over  his 
shoulder .
’ They’ r e not  t he same, ar e t hey?’  t he maj or  admit t ed.
’ I  t old you he did it .’
’ Did what ?’  asked t he chaplain.
’ Chaplain, t his comes as a gr eat  shock t o me,’  t he maj or  accused in a t one of  heavy 
lament at ion.
’ What  does?’
’ I  can’ t  t ell you how disappoint ed I  am in you.’
’ For  what ?’  per sist ed t he chaplain mor e f iant ically. ’ What  have I  done?’
’ For  t his,’  r eplied t he maj or , and, wit h an air  of  disillusioned disgust , t ossed down on t he 
t able t he pad on which t he chaplain had signed his name. ’ This isn’ t  your  handwr it ing.’
The chaplain blinked r apidly wit h amazement . ’ But  of  cour se it ’ s my handwr it ing.’
’ No it  isn’ t , Chaplain. You’ r e lying again.’
’ But  I  j ust  wr ot e it !’  t he chaplain cr ied in exasper at ion. ’ You saw me wr it e it .’
’ That ’ s j ust  it ,’  t he maj or  answer ed bit t er ly. ’ I  saw you wr it e it . You can’ t  deny t hat  you
did wr it e it . A per son who’ ll lie about  his own handwr it ing will lie about  anyt hing.’
’ But  who lied about  my own handwr it ing?’  demanded t he chaplain, f or get t ing his f ear  in 
t he wave of  anger  and indignat ion t hat  welled up inside him suddenly. ’ Ar e you cr azy or  
somet hing? What  ar e you bot h t alking about ?’
’ We asked you t o wr it e your  name in your  own handwr it ing. And you didn’ t  do it .’
’ But  of  cour se I  did. I n whose handwr it ing did I  wr it e it  if  not  my own?’
’ I n somebody else’ s.’
’ Whose?’
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’ That ’ s j ust  what  we’ r e going t o f ind out ,’  t hr eat ened t he colonel.
’ Talk, Chaplain.’
The chaplain looked f r om one t o t he ot her  of  t he t wo men wit h r ising doubt  and hyst er ia.
’ That  handwr it ing is mine,’  he maint ained passionat ely. ’ Wher e else is my handwr it ing, if  
t hat  isn’ t  it ?’
’ Right  her e,’  answer ed t he colonel. And looking ver y super ior , he t ossed down on t he 
t able a phot ost at ic copy of  a piece of  V mail in which ever yt hing but  t he salut at ion ’ Dear  
Mar y’  had been blocked out  and on which t he censor ing of f icer  had wr it t en, ’ I  long f or  
you t r agically. R. O. Shipman, Chaplain, U.S. Ar my.’  The colonel smiled scor nf ully as he 
wat ched t he chaplain’ s f ace t ur n cr imson. ’ Well, Chaplain? Do you know who wr ot e t hat ?’
The chaplain t ook a long moment  t o r eply; he had r ecognized Yossar ian’ s handwr it ing. 
’ No.’
’ You can r ead, t hough, can’ t  you?’  t he colonel per sever ed sar cast ically. ’ The aut hor  
signed his name.’
’ That ’ s my name t her e.’
’ Then you wr ot e it . Q.E.D.’
’ But  I  didn’ t  wr it e it . That  isn’ t  my handwr it ing, eit her .’
’ Then you signed your  name in somebody else’ s handwr it ing again,’  t he colonel r et or t ed 
wit h a shr ug. ’ That ’ s all t hat  means.’
’ Oh, t his is r idiculous!’  t he chaplain shout ed, suddenly losing all pat ience. He j umped t o 
his f eet  in a blazing f ur y, bot h f ist s clenched. ’ I ’ m not  going t o st and f or  t his any longer !
Do you hear ? Twelve men wer e j ust  killed, and I  have no t ime f or  t hese silly quest ions. 
You’ ve no r ight  t o keep me her e, and I ’ m j ust  not  going t o st and f or  it .’
Wit hout  saying a wor d, t he colonel pushed t he chaplain’ s chest  har d and knocked him 
back down int o t he chair , and t he chaplain was suddenly weak and ver y much af r aid again. 
The maj or  picked up t he lengt h of  r ubber  hose and began t apping it  menacingly against  
his open palm. The colonel lif t ed t he box of  mat ches, t ook one out  and held it  poised 
against  t he st r iking sur f ace, wat ching wit h glower ing eyes f or  t he chaplain’ s next  sign of  
def iance. The chaplain was pale and almost  t oo pet r if ied t o move. The br ight  glar e of  t he 
spot light  made him t ur n away f inally; t he dr ipping wat er  was louder  and almost  unbear ably
ir r it at ing. He wished t hey would t ell him what  t hey want ed so t hat  he would know what  t o
conf ess. He wait ed t ensely as t he t hir d of f icer , at  a signal f r om t he colonel, ambled over  
f r om t he wall and seat ed himself  on t he t able j ust  a f ew inches away f r om t he chaplain. 
His f ace was expr essionless, his eyes penet r at ing and cold.
’ Tur n of f  t he light ,’  he said over  his shoulder  in a low, calm voice. ’ I t ’ s ver y annoying.’
The chaplain gave him a small smile of  gr at it ude. ’ Thank you, sir . And t he dr ip t oo, 
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please.’
’ Leave t he dr ip,’  said t he of f icer . ’ That  doesn’ t  bot her  me.’  He t ugged up t he legs of  his
t r ouser s a bit , as t hough t o pr eser ve t heir  nat t y cr ease. ’ Chaplain,’  he asked casually, ’ of
what  r eligious per suasion ar e you?’
’ I ’ m an Anabapt ist , sir .’
’ That ’ s a pr et t y suspicious r eligion, isn’ t  it ?’
’ Suspicious?’  inquir ed t he chaplain in a kind of  innocent  daze. ’ Why, sir ?’
’ Well, I  don’ t  know a t hing about  it . You’ ll have t o admit  t hat , won’ t  you? Doesn’ t  t hat  
make it  pr et t y suspicious?’
’ I  don’ t  know, sir ,’  t he chaplain answer ed diplomat ically, wit h an uneasy st ammer . He 
f ound t he man’ s lack of  insignia disconcer t ing and was not  even sur e he had t o say ’ sir ’ . 
Who was he? And what  aut hor it y had he t o int er r ogat e him?
’ Chaplain, I  once st udied Lat in. I  t hink it ’ s only f air  t o war n you of  t hat  bef or e I  ask my 
next  quest ion. Doesn’ t  t he wor d Anabapt ist  simply mean t hat  you’ r e not  a Bapt ist ?’
’ Oh, no, sir . Ther e’ s much mor e.’
’ Ar e you a Bapt ist ?’
’ No, sir .’
’ Then you ar e not  a Bapt ist , ar en’ t  you?’
’ Sir ?’
’ I  don’ t  see why you’ r e bicker ing wit h me on t hat  point . You’ ve alr eady admit t ed it . Now,
Chaplain, t o say you’ r e not  a Bapt ist  doesn’ t  r eally t ell us anyt hing about  what  you ar e, 
does it ? You could be anyt hing or  anyone.’  He leaned f or war d slight ly and his manner  t ook
on a shr ewd and signif icant  air . ’ You could even be,’  he added, ’ Washingt on I r ving, 
couldn’ t  you?’
’ Washingt on I r ving?’  t he chaplain r epeat ed wit h sur pr ise.
’ Come on, Washingt on,’  t he cor pulent  colonel br oke in ir ascibly. ’ Why don’ t  you make a 
clean br east  of  it ? We know you st ole t hat  plum t omat o.’
Af t er  a moment ’ s shock, t he chaplain giggled wit h ner vous r elief . ’ Oh, is t hat  it !’  he 
exclaimed. ’ Now I ’ m beginning t o under st and. I  didn’ t  st eal t hat  plum t omat o, sir . Colonel
Cat hcar t  gave it  t o me. You can even ask him if  you don’ t  believe me.’
A door  opened at  t he ot her  end of  t he r oom and Colonel Cat hcar t  st epped int o t he 
basement  as t hough f r om a closet .
’ Hello, Colonel. Colonel, he claims you gave him t hat  plum t omat o. Did you?’
’ Why should I  give him a plum t omat o?’  answer ed Colonel Cat hcar t .
’ Thank you, Colonel. That  will be all.’
’ I t ’ s a pleasur e, Colonel,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  r eplied, and he st epped back out  of  t he 
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basement , closing t he door  af t er  him.
’ Well, Chaplain? What  have you got  t o say now?’
’ He did give it  t o me!’  t he chaplain hissed in a whisper  t hat  was bot h f ier ce and f ear f ul. 
’ He did give it  t o me!’
’ You’ r e not  calling a super ior  of f icer  a liar  ar e you, Chaplain?’
’ Why should a super ior  of f icer  give you a plum t omat o, Chaplain?’
’ I s t hat  why you t r ied t o give it  t o Ser geant  Whit comb, Chaplain? Because it  was a hot  
t omat o?’
’ No, no, no,’  t he chaplain pr ot est ed, wonder ing miser ably why t hey wer e not  able t o 
under st and. ’ I  of f er ed it  t o Ser geant  Whit comb because I  didn’ t  want  it .’
’ Why’ d you st eal it  f r om Colonel Cat hcar t  if  you didn’ t  want  it ?’
’ I  didn’ t  st eal it  f r om Colonel Cat hcar d’
’ Then why ar e you so guilt y, if  you didn’ t  st eal it ?’
’ I ’ m not  guilt y!’
’ Then why would we be quest ioning you if  you wer en’ t  guilt y?’
’ Oh, I  don’ t  know,’  t he chaplain gr oaned, kneading his f inger s in his lap and shaking his 
bowed and anguished head. ’ I  don’ t  know.’
’ He t hinks we have t ime t o wast e,’  snor t ed t he maj or .
’ Chaplain,’  r esumed t he of f icer  wit hout  insignia at  a mor e leisur ely pace, lif t ing a 
t ypewr it t en sheet  of  yellow paper  f r om t he open f older , ’ I  have a signed st at ement  her e 
f r om Colonel Cat hcar t  asser t ing you st ole t hat  plum t omat o f r om him.’  He lay t he sheet  
f ace down on one side of  t he f older  and picked up a second page f r om t he ot her  side. 
’ And I  have a not ar ized af f idavit  f r om Ser geant  Whit comb in which he st at es t hat  he 
knew t he t omat o was hot  j ust  f r om t he way you t r ied t o unload it  on him.’
’ I  swear  t o God I  didn’ t  st eal it , sir ,’  t he chaplain pleaded wit h dist r ess, almost  in t ear s. 
’ I  give you my sacr ed wor d it  was not  a hot  t omat o.’
’ Chaplain, do you believe in God?’
’ Yes, sir . Of  cour se I  do.’
’ That ’ s odd, Chaplain,’  said t he of f icer , t aking f r om t he f older  anot her  t ypewr it t en 
yellow page, ’ because I  have her e in my hands now anot her  st at ement  f r om Colonel 
Cat hcar t  in which he swear s t hat  you r ef used t o co-oper at e wit h him in conduct ing 
pr ayer  meet ings in t he br ief ing r oom bef or e each mission.’
Af t er  looking blank a moment , t he chaplain nodded quickly wit h r ecollect ion. ’ Oh, t hat ’ s 
not  quit e t r ue, sir ,’  he explained eager ly. ’ Colonel Cat hcar t  gave up t he idea himself  once 
he r ealized enlist ed men pr ay t o t he same God as of f icer s.’
’ He did what ?’  exclaimed t he of f icer  in disbelief .
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’ What  nonsense!’  declar ed t he r ed-f aced colonel, and swung away f r om t he chaplain wit h 
dignit y and annoyance.
’ Does he expect  us t o believe t hat ?’  cr ied t he maj or  incr edulously.
The of f icer  wit hout  insignia chuckled acidly. ’ Chaplain, ar en’ t  you st r et ching t hings a bit  
f ar  now?’  he inquir ed wit h a smile t hat  was indulgent  and unf r iendly.
’ But , sir , it ’ s t he t r ut h, sir ! I  swear  it ’ s t he t r ut h.’
’ I  don’ t  see how t hat  mat t er s one way or  t he ot her ,’  t he of f icer  answer ed nonchalant ly, 
and r eached sideways again t owar d t he open f older  f illed wit h paper s. ’ Chaplain, did you 
say you did believe in God in answer  t o my quest ion? I  don’ t  r emember .’
’ Yes, sir . I  did say so, sir . I  do believe in God.’
’ Then t hat  r eally is ver y odd, Chaplain, because I  have her e anot her  af f idavit  f r om 
Colonel Cat hcar t  t hat  st at es you once t old him at heism was not  against  t he law. Do you 
r ecall ever  making a st at ement  like t hat  t o anyone?’
The chaplain nodded wit hout  any hesit at ion, f eeling himself  on ver y solid gr ound now. 
’ Yes, sir , I  did make a st at ement  like t hat . I  made it  because it ’ s t r ue. At heism is not  
against  t he law.’
’ But  t hat ’ s st ill no r eason t o say so, Chaplain, is it ?’  t he of f icer  chided t ar t ly, f r owning, 
and picked up st ill one mor e t ypewr it t en, not ar ized page f r om t he f older . ’ And her e I  
have anot her  swor n st at ement  f r om Ser geant  Whit comb t hat  says you opposed his plan 
of  sending let t er s of  condolence over  Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s signat ur e t o t he next  of  kin of  
men killed or  wounded in combat . I s t hat  t r ue?’
’ Yes, sir , I  did oppose it ,’  answer ed t he chaplain. ’ And I ’ m pr oud t hat  I  did. Those 
let t er s ar e insincer e and dishonest . Their  only pur pose is t o br ing glor y t o Colonel 
Cat hcar t .’
’ But  what  dif f er ence does t hat  make?’  r eplied t he of f icer . ’ They st ill br ing solace and 
comf or t  t o t he f amilies t hat  r eceive t hem, don’ t  t hey? Chaplain, I  simply can’ t  
under st and your  t hinking pr ocess.’
The chaplain was st umped and at  a complet e loss f or  a r eply. He hung his head, f eeling 
t ongue-t ied and naive.
The r uddy st out  colonel st epped f or war d vigor ously wit h a sudden idea. ’ Why don’ t  we 
knock his goddam br ains out ?’  he suggest ed wit h r obust  ent husiasm t o t he ot her s.
’ Yes, we could knock his goddam br ains out , couldn’ t  we?’  t he hawk-f aced maj or  agr eed. 
’ He’ s only an Anabapt ist .’
’ No, we’ ve got  t o f ind him guilt y f ir st ,’  t he of f icer  wit hout  insignia caut ioned wit h a 
languid r est r aining wave. He slid light ly t o t he f loor  and moved ar ound t o t he ot her  side 
of  t he t able, f acing t he chaplain wit h bot h hands pr essed f lat  on t he sur f ace. His 
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expr ession was dar k and ver y st er n, squar e and f or bidding. ’ Chaplain,’  he announced wit h 
magist er ial r igidit y, ’ we char ge you f or mally wit h being Washingt on I r ving and t aking 
capr icious and unlicensed liber t ies in censor ing t he let t er s of  of f icer s and enlist ed men. 
Ar e you guilt y or  innocent ?’
’ I nnocent , sir .’  The chaplain licked dr y lips wit h a dr y t ongue and leaned f or war d in 
suspense on t he edge of  his chair .
’ Guilt y,’  said t he colonel.
’ Guilt y,’  said t he maj or .
’ Guilt y it  is, t hen,’  r emar ked t he of f icer  wit hout  insignia, and wr ot e a wor d on a page in 
t he f older . ’ Chaplain,’  he cont inued, looking up, ’ we accuse you also of  t he commission of  
cr imes and inf r act ions we don’ t  even know about  yet . Guilt y or  innocent ?’
’ I  don’ t  know, sir . How can I  say if  you don’ t  t ell me what  t hey ar e?’
’ How can we t ell you if  we don’ t  know?’
’ Guilt y,’  decided t he colonel.
’ Sur e he’ s guilt y,’  agr eed t he maj or . ’ I f  t hey’ r e his cr imes and inf r act ions, he must  have
commit t ed t hem.’
’ Guilt y it  is, t hen,’  chant ed t he of f icer  wit hout  insignia, and moved of f  t o t he side of  t he
r oom. ’ He’ s all your s, Colonel.’
’ Thank you,’  commended t he colonel. ’ You did a ver y good j ob.’  He t ur ned t o t he chaplain.
’ Okay, Chaplain, t he j ig’ s up. Take a walk.’
The chaplain did not  under st and. ’ What  do you wish me t o do?’
’ Go on, beat  it , I  t old you!’  t he colonel r oar ed, j er king a t humb over  his shoulder  angr ily. 
’ Get  t he hell out  of  her e.’
The chaplain was shocked by his bellicose wor ds and t one and, t o his own amazement  and 
myst if icat ion, deeply chagr ined t hat  t hey wer e t ur ning him loose. ’ Ar en’ t  you even going 
t o punish me?’  he inquir ed wit h quer ulous sur pr ise.
’ You’ r e damned r ight  we’ r e going t o punish you. But  we’ r e cer t ainly not  going t o let  you 
hang ar ound while we decide how and when t o do it . So get  going. Hit  t he r oad.’
The chaplain r ose t ent at ively and t ook a f ew st eps away. ’ I ’ m f r ee t o go?’
’ For  t he t ime being. But  don’ t  t r y t o leave t he island. We’ ve got  your  number , Chaplain. 
J ust  r emember  t hat  we’ ve got  you under  sur veillance t went y-f our  hour s a day.’
I t  was not  conceivable t hat  t hey would allow him t o leave. The chaplain walked t owar d t he
exit  ginger ly, expect ing at  any inst ant  t o be or der ed back by a per empt or y voice or  
halt ed in his t r acks by a heavy blow on t he shoulder  or  t he head. They did not hing t o st op
him. He f ound his way t hr ough t he st ale, dar k, dank cor r idor s t o t he f light  of  st air s. He 
was st agger ing and pant ing when he climbed out  int o t he f r esh air . As soon as he had 
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escaped, a f eeling of  over whelining mor al out r age f illed him. He was f ur ious, mor e f ur ious
at  t he at r ocit ies of  t he day t han he had ever  f elt  bef or e in his whole lif e. He swept  
t hr ough t he spacious, echoing lobby of  t he building in a t emper  of  scalding and vindict ive 
r esent ment . He was not  going t o st and f or  it  any mor e, he t old himself , he was simply not  
going t o st and f or  it . When he r eached t he ent r ance, he spied, wit h a f eeling of  good 
f or t une, Colonel Kor n t r ot t ing up t he wide st eps alone. Br acing himself  wit h a deep 
br eat h, t he chaplain moved cour ageously f or war d t o int er cept  him.
’ Colonel, I ’ m not  going t o st and f or  it  any mor e,’  he declar ed wit h vehement  
det er minat ion, and wat ched in dismay as Colonel Kor n went  t r ot t ing by up t he st eps 
wit hout  even not icing him. ’ Colonel Kor n!’
The t ubby, loose f igur e of  his super ior  of f icer  st opped, t ur ned and came t r ot t ing back 
down slowly. ’ What  is it , Chaplain?’
’ Colonel Kor n, I  want  t o t alk t o you about  t he cr ash t his mor ning. I t  was a t er r ible t hing 
t o happen, t er r ible!’
Colonel Kor n was silent  a moment , r egar ding t he chaplain wit h a glint  of  cynical 
amusement . ’ Yes, Chaplain, it  cer t ainly was t er r ible,’  he said f inally. ’ I  don’ t  know how 
we’ r e going t o wr it e t his one up wit hout  making our selves look bad.’
’ That  isn’ t  what  I  meant ,’  t he chaplain scolded f ir mly wit hout  any f ear  at  all. ’ Some of  
t hose t welve men had alr eady f inished t heir  sevent y missions.’
Colonel Kor n laughed. ’ Would it  be any less t er r ible if  t hey had all been new men?’  he 
inquir ed caust ically.
Once again t he chaplain was st umped. I mmor al logic seemed t o be conf ounding him at  
ever y t ur n. He was less sur e of  himself  t han bef or e when he cont inued, and his voice 
waver ed. ’ Sir , it  j ust  isn’ t  r ight  t o make t he men in t his gr oup f ly eight y missions when 
t he men in ot her  gr oups ar e being sent  home wit h f if t y and f if t y-f ive.’
’ We’ ll t ake t he mat t er  under  consider at ion,’  Colonel Kor n said wit h bor ed disint er est , 
and st ar t ed away. ’ Adios, Padr e.’
’ What  does t hat  mean, sir ?’  t he chaplain per sist ed in a voice t ur ning shr ill.
Colonel Kor n st opped wit h an unpleasant  expr ession and t ook a st ep back down. ’ I t  means 
we’ ll t hink about  it , Padr e,’  he answer ed wit h sar casm and cont empt . ’ You wouldn’ t  want  
us t o do anyt hing wit hout  t hinking about  it , would you?’
’ No, sir , I  suppose not . But  you have been t hinking about  it , haven’ t  you?’
’ Yes, Padr e, we have been t hinking about  it . But  t o make you happy, we’ ll t hink about  it  
some mor e, and you’ ll be t he f ir st  per son we’ ll t ell if  we r each a new decision. And now, 
adios.’  Colonel Kor n whir led away again and hur r ied up t he st air s.
’ Colonel Kor n!’  The chaplain’ s cr y made Colonel Kor n st op once mor e. His head swung 
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slowly ar ound t owar d t he chaplain wit h a look of  mor ose impat ience. Wor ds gushed f r om 
t he chaplain in a ner vous t or r ent . ’ Sir , I  would like your  per mission t o t ake t he mat t er  t o 
Gener al Dr eedle. I  want  t o br ing my pr ot est s t o Wing Headquar t er s.’
Colonel Kor n’ s t hick, dar k j owls inf lat ed unexpect edly wit h a suppr essed guf f aw, and it  
t ook him a moment  t o r eply. ’ That ’ s all r ight , Padr e,’  he answer ed wit h mischievous 
mer r iment , t r ying har d t o keep a st r aight  f ace. ’ You have my per mission t o speak t o 
Gener al Dr eedle.’
’ Thank you, sir . I  believe it  only f air  t o war n you t hat  I  t hink I  have some inf luence wit h 
Gener al Dr eedle.’
’ I t ’ s good of  you t o war n me, Padr e. And I  believe it  only f air  t o war n you t hat  you won’ t  
f ind Gener al Dr eedle at  Wing.’  Colonel Kor n gr inned wickedly and t hen br oke int o 
t r iumphant  laught er . ’ Gener al Dr eedle is out , Padr e. And Gener al Peckem is in. We have a 
new wing commander .’
The chaplain was st unned. ’ Gener al Peckem!’
’ That ’ s r ight , Chaplain. Have you got  any inf luence wit h him?’
’ Why, I  don’ t  even know Gener al Peckem,’  t he chaplain pr ot est ed wr et chedly.
Colonel Kor n laughed again. ’ That ’ s t oo bad, Chaplain, because Colonel Cat hcar t  knows him
ver y well.’  Colonel Kor n chuckled st eadily wit h gloat ing r elish f or  anot her  second or  t wo 
and t hen st opped abr upt ly. ’ And by t he way, Padr e,’  he war ned coldly, poking his f inger  
once int o t he chaplain’ s chest . ’ The j ig is up bet ween you and Dr . St ubbs. We know ver y 
well he sent  you up her e t o complain t oday.’
’ Dr . St ubbs?’  The chaplain shook his head in baf f led pr ot est . ’ I  haven’ t  seen Dr . St ubbs,
Colonel. I  was br ought  her e by t hr ee st r ange of f icer s who t ook me down int o t he cellar  
wit hout  aut hor it y and quest ioned and insult ed me.’
Colonel Kor n poked t he chaplain in t he chest  once mor e. ’ You know damned well Dr . 
St ubbs has been t elling t he men in his squadr on t hey didn’ t  have t o f ly mor e t han 
sevent y missions.’  He laughed har shly. ’ Well, Padr e, t hey do have t o f ly mor e t han 
sevent y missions, because we’ r e t r ansf er r ing Dr . St ubbs t o t he Pacif ic. So adios, Padr e. 
Adios.’
37 GENERAL SCHEI SSKOPF
Dr eedle was out , and Gener al Peckem was in, and Gener al Peckem had har dly moved inside
Gener al Dr eedle’ s of f ice t o r eplace him when his splendid milit ar y vict or y began f alling t o
pieces ar ound him.
’ Gener al Scheisskopf ?’  he inquir ed unsuspect ingly of  t he ser geant  in his new of f ice who 
br ought  him wor d of  t he or der  t hat  had come in t hat  mor ning. ’ You mean Colonel 
Scheisskopf , don’ t  you?’
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’ No, sir , Gener al Scheisskopf  He was pr omot ed t o gener al t his mor ning, sir .’
’ Well, t hat ’ s cer t ainly cur ious! Scheisskopf ? A gener al? What  gr ade?’
’ Lieut enant  gener al, sir , and -’
’ Lieut enant  gener al!’
’ Yes, sir , and he want s you t o issue no or der s t o anyone in your  command wit hout  f ir st  
clear ing t hem t hr ough him.’
’ Well, I ’ ll be damned,’  mused Gener al Peckem wit h ast onishment , swear ing aloud f or  
per haps t he f ir st  t ime in his lif e. ’ Car gill, did you hear  t hat ? Scheisskopf  was pr omot ed 
way up t o lieut enant  gener al. I ’ ll bet  t hat  pr omot ion was int ended f or  me and t hey gave it
t o him by mist ake.’
Colonel Car gill had been r ubbing his st ur dy chin r ef lect ively. ’ Why is he giving or der s t o 
us?’
Gener al Peckem’ s sleek, scr ubbed, dist inguished f ace t ight ened. ’ Yes, Ser geant ,’  he said 
slowly wit h an uncompr ehending f r own. ’ Why is he issuing or der s t o us if  he’ s st ill in 
Special Ser vices and we’ r e in combat  oper at ions?’
’ That ’ s anot her  change t hat  was made t his mor ning, sir . All combat  oper at ions ar e now 
under  t he j ur isdict ion of  Special Ser vices. Gener al Scheisskopf  is our  new commanding 
of f icer .’
Gener al Peckem let  out  a shar p cr y. ’ Oh, my God!’  he wailed, and all his pr act ical 
composur e went  up in hyst er ia. ’ Scheisskopf  in char ge? Scheisskopf ?’  He pr essed his 
f ist s down on his eyes wit h hor r or . ’ Car gill, get  me Wint er gr een! Scheisskopf ? Not  
Scheisskopf !’
All phones began r inging at  once. A cor por al r an in and salut ed.
’ Sir , t her e’ s a chaplain out side t o see you wit h news of  an inj ust ice in Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s 
squadr on.’
’ Send him away, send him away! We’ ve got  enough inj ust ices of  our  own. Wher e’ s 
Wint er gr een?’
’ Sir , Gener al Scheisskopf  is on t he phone. He want s t o speak t o you at  once.’
’ Tell him I  haven’ t  ar r ived yet . Good Lor d!’  Gener al Peckem scr eamed, as t hough st r uck 
by t he enor mit y of  t he disast er  f or  t he f ir st  t ime. ’ Scheisskopf ? The man’ s a mor on! I  
walked all over  t hat  blockhead, and now he’ s my super ior  of f icer . Oh, my Lor d! Car gill! 
Car gill, don’ t  deser t  me! Wher e’ s Wint er gr een?’
’ Sir , I  have an ex-Ser geant  Wint er gr een on your  ot her  t elephone. He’ s been t r ying t o 
r each you all mor ning.’
’ Gener al, I  can’ t  get  Wint er gr een,’  Colonel Car gill shout ed, ’ His line is busy.’
Gener al Peckem was per spir ing f r eely as he lunged f or  t he ot her  t elephone.
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’ Wint er gr een!’
’ Peckem, you son of  a bit ch - ’
’ Wint er gr een, have you hear d what  t hey’ ve done?’
’ - what  have you done, you st upid bast ar d?’
’ They put  Scheisskopf  in char ge of  ever yt hing!’
Wint er gr een was shr ieking wit h r age and panic. ’ You and your  goddam memor andums! 
They’ ve gone and t r ansf er r ed combat  oper at ions t o Special Ser vices!’
’ Oh, no,’  moaned Gener al Peckem. ’ I s t hat  what  did it ? My memor anda? I s t hat  what  
made t hem put  Scheisskopf  in char ge? Why didn’ t  t hey put  me in char ge?’
’ Because you wer en’ t  in Special Ser vices any mor e. You t r ansf er r ed out  and lef t  him in 
char ge. And do you know what  he want s? Do you know what  t he bast ar d want s us all t o 
do?’
’ Sir , I  t hink you’ d bet t er  t alk t o Gener al Scheisskopf ,’  pleaded t he ser geant  ner vously. 
’ He insist s on speaking t o someone.’
’ Car gill, t alk t o Scheisskopf  f or  me. I  can’ t  do it . Find out  what  he want s.’
Colonel Car gill list ened t o Gener al Scheisskopf  f or  a moment  and went  whit e as a sheet . 
’ Oh, my God!’  he cr ied, as t he phone f ell f r om his f inger s. ’ Do you know what  he want s? 
He want s us t o mar ch. He want s ever ybody t o mar ch!’
38 KI D SI STER
Yossar ian mar ched backwar d wit h his gun on his hip and r ef used t o f ly any mor e missions.
He mar ched backwar d because he was cont inously spinning ar ound as he walked t o make 
cer t ain no one was sneaking up on him f r om behind. Ever y sound t o his r ear  was a war ning,
ever y per son he passed a pot ent ial assassin. He kept  his hand on his gun but t  const ant ly 
and smiled at  no one but  Hungr y J oe. He t old Capt ain Pilt char d and Capt ain Wr en t hat  he 
was t hr ough f lying. Capt ain Pilt char d and Capt ain Wr en lef t  his name of f  t he f light  
schedule f or  t he next  mission and r epor t ed t he mat t er  t o Gr oup Headquar t er s.
Colonel Kor n laughed cahnly. ’ What  t he devil do you mean, he won’ t  f ly mor e missions?’  
he asked wit h a smile, as Colonel Cat hcar t  cr ept  away int o a cor ner  t o br ood about  t he 
sinist er  impor t  of  t he name Yossar ian popping up t o plague him once again. ’ Why won’ t  
he?’
’ His f r iend Nat ely was killed in t he cr ash over  Spezia. Maybe t hat ’ s why.’
’ Who does he t hink he is - Achilles?’  Colonel Kor n was pleased wit h t he simile and f iled a 
ment al r eminder  t o r epeat  it  t he next  t ime he f ound himself  in Gener al Peckem’ s 
pr esence. ’ He has t o f ly mor e missions. He has no choice. Go back and t ell him you’ ll 
r epor t  t he mat t er  t o us if  he doesn’ t  change his mind.’
’ We alr eady did t ell him t hat , sir . I t  made no dif f er ence.’
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’ What  does Maj or  Maj or  say?’
’ We never  see Maj or  Maj or . He seems t o have disappear ed.’
’ I  wish we could disappear  him!’  Colonel Cat hcar t  blur t ed out  f r om t he cor ner  peevishly. 
’ The way t hey did t hat  f ellow Dunbar .’
’ Oh, t her e ar e plent y of  ot her  ways we can handle t his one,’  Colonel Kor n assur ed him 
conf ident ly, and cont inued t o Pilt char d and Wr en, ’ Let ’ s begin wit h t he kindest . Send him
t o Rome f or  a r est  f or  a f ew days. Maybe t his f ellow’ s deat h r eally did hur t  him a bit .’
Nat ely’ s deat h, in f act , almost  killed Yossar ian t oo, f or  when he br oke t he news t o 
Nat ely’ s whor e in Rome she ut t er ed a pier cing, hear t br oken shr iek and t r ied t o st ab him 
t o deat h wit h a pot at o peeler .
’ Br ut o!’  she howled at  him in hyst er ical f ur y as he bent  her  ar m up ar ound behind her  
back and t wist ed gr adually unt il t he pot at o peeler  dr opped f r om her  gr asp. ’ Br ut o! 
Br ut o!’  She lashed at  him swif t ly wit h t he long-nailed f inger s of  her  f r ee hand and r aked 
open his cheek. She spat  in his f ace viciously.
’ What ’ s t he mat t er ?’  he scr eamed in st inging pain and bewilder ment , f linging her  away 
f r om him all t he way acr oss t he r oom t o t he wall. ’ What  do you want  f r om me?’
She f lew back at  him wit h bot h f ist s f lailing and bloodied his mout h wit h a solid punch 
bef or e he was able t o gr ab her  wr ist s and hold her  st ill. Her  hair  t ossed wildly. Tear s 
wer e st r eaming in single t or r ent s f r om her  f lashing, hat e-f illed eyes as she st r uggled 
against  him f ier cely in an ir r at ional f r enzy of  maddened might , snar ling and cur sing 
savagely and scr eaming ’ Br ut o! Br ut o!’  each t ime he t r ied t o explain. Her  gr eat  st r engt h 
caught  him of f  guar d, and he lost  his f oot ing. She was near ly as t all as Yossar ian, and f or  
a f ew f ant ast ic, t er r or -f illed moment s he was cer t ain she would over power  him in her  
cr azed det er minat ion, cr ush him t o t he gr ound and r ip him apar t  mer cilessly limb f r om 
limb f or  some heinous cr ime he had never  commit t ed. He want ed t o yell f or  help as t hey 
st r ove against  each ot her  f r ant ically in a gr unt ing, pant ing st alemat e, ar m against  ar m. At
last  she weakened, and he was able t o f or ce her  back and plead wit h her  t o let  him t alk, 
swear ing t o her  t hat  Nat ely’ s deat h had not  been his f ault . She spat  in his f ace again, 
and he pushed her  away har d in disgust ed anger  and f r ust r at ion. She hur led her self  down
t owar d t he pot at o peeler  t he inst ant  he r eleased her . He f lung himself  down af t er  her , 
and t hey r olled over  each ot her  on t he f loor  sever al t imes bef or e he could t ear  t he 
pot at o peeler  away. She t r ied t o t r ip him wit h her  hand as he scr ambled t o his f eet  and 
scr at ched an excr uciat ing chunk out  of  his ankle. He hopped acr oss t he r oom in pain and 
t hr ew t he pot at o peeler  out  t he window. He heaved a huge sigh of  r elief  once he saw he 
was saf e.
’ Now, please let  me explain somet hing t o you,’  he caj oled in a mat ur e, r easoning, ear nest  
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voice.
She kicked him in t he gr oin. Whoosh! went  t he air  out  of  him, and he sank down on his 
side wit h a shr ill and ululat ing cr y, doubled up over  his knees in chaot ic agony and 
r et ching f or  br eat h. Nat ely’ s whor e r an f r om t he r oom. Yossar ian st agger ed up t o his 
f eet  not  a moment  t oo soon, f or  she came char ging back in f r om t he kit chen car r ying a 
long br ead knif e. A moan of  incr edulous dismay waf t ed f r om his lips as, st ill clut ching his 
t hr obbing, t ender , bur ning bowels in bot h hands, he dr opped his f ull weight  down against  
her  shins and knocked her  legs out  f r om under  her . She f lipped complet ely over  his head 
and landed on t he f loor  on her  elbows wit h a j ar r ing t hud. The knif e skit t er ed f r ee, and 
he slapped it  out  of  sight  under  t he bed. She t r ied t o lunge af t er  it , and he seized her  by
t he ar m and yanked her  up. She t r ied t o kick him in t he gr oin again, and he slung her  away
wit h a violent  oat h of  his own. She slammed int o t he wall of f  balance and smashed a chair  
over  int o a vanit y t able cover ed wit h combs, hair br ushes and cosmet ic j ar s t hat  all went  
cr ashing of f . A f r amed pict ur e f ell t o t he f loor  at  t he ot her  end of  t he r oom, t he glass 
f r ont  shat t er ing.
’ What  do you want  f r om me?’  he yelled at  her  in whining and exasper at ed conf usion. ’ I  
didn’ t  kill him.’
She hur led a heavy glass ash t r ay at  his head. He made a f ist  and want ed t o punch her  in 
t he st omach when she came char ging at  him again, but  he was af r aid he might  har m her . 
He want ed t o clip her  ver y neat ly on t he point  of  t he j aw and r un f r om t he r oom, but  
t her e was no clear  t ar get , and he mer ely skipped aside neat ly at  t he last  second and 
helped her  along past  him wit h a st r ong shove. She banged har d against  t he ot her  wall. 
Now she was blocking t he door . She t hr ew a lar ge vase at  him. Then she came at  him wit h
a f ull wine bot t le and st r uck him squar ely on t he t emple, knocking him down half -st unned 
on one knee. His ear s wer e buzzing, his whole f ace was numb. Mor e t han anyt hing else, he 
was embar r assed. He f elt  awkwar d because she was going t o mur der  him. He simply did 
not  under st and what  was going on. He had no idea what  t o do. But  he did know he had t o 
save himself , and he cat apult ed f or war d of f  t he f loor  when he saw her  r aise t he wine 
bot t le t o clout  him again and bar r eled int o her  midr if f  bef or e she could st r ike him. He 
had moment um, and he pr opelled her  bef or e him backwar d in his dr iving r ush unt il her  
knees buckled against  t he side of  t he bed and she f ell over  ont o t he mat t r ess wit h 
Yossar ian spr awled on t op of  her  bet ween her  legs. She plunged her  nails int o t he side of  
his neck and gouged as he wor ked his way up t he supple, f ull hills and ledges of  her  
r ounded body unt il he cover ed her  complet ely and pr essed her  int o submission, his 
f inger s pur suing her  t hr ashing ar m per sist ent ly unt il t hey ar r ived at  t he wine bot t le 
f inally and wr enched it  f r ee. She was st ill kicking and cur sing and scr at ching f er ociously. 
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She t r ied t o bit e him cr uelly, her  coar se, sensual lips st r et ched back over  her  t eet h like 
an enr aged omnivor ous beast ’ s. Now t hat  she lay capt ive beneat h him, he wonder ed how 
he would ever  escape her  wit hout  leaving himself  vulner able. He could f eel t he t ensed, 
st r addling inside of  her  buf f et ing t highs and knees squeezing and chur ning ar ound one of  
his legs. He was st ir r ed by t hought s of  sex t hat  made him ashamed. He was conscious of  
t he volupt uous f lesh of  her  f ir m, young-woman’ s body st r aining and beat ing against  him 
like a humid, f luid, delect able, unyielding t ide, her  belly and war m, live, plast ic br east s 
t hr ust ing upwar d against  him vigor ously in sweet  and menacing t empt at ion. Her  br eat h 
was scalding. All at  once he r ealized - t hough t he wr it hing t ur bulence beneat h him had 
not  diminished one whit  - t hat  she was no longer  gr appling wit h him, r ecognized wit h a 
quiver  t hat  she was not  f ight ing him but  heaving her  pelvis up against  him r emor selessly 
in t he pr imal, power f ul, r hapsodic inst inct ual r hyt hm of  er ot ic ar dor  and abandonment . 
He gasped in delight ed sur pr ise. Her  f ace - as beaut if ul as a blooming f lower  t o him now -
was dist or t ed wit h a new kind of  t or t ur e, t he t issues ser enely swollen, her  half -closed 
eyes mist y and unseeing wit h t he st ult if ying languor  of  desir e.
’ Car o,’  she mur mur ed hoar sely as t hough f r om t he dept hs of  a t r anquil and luxur ious 
t r ance. ’ Ooooh, car o mio.’
He st r oked her  hair . She dr ove her  mout h against  his f ace wit h savage passion. He licked 
her  neck. She wr apped her  ar ms ar ound him and hugged. He f elt  himself  f alling, f alling 
ecst at ically in love wit h her  as she kissed him again and again wit h lips t hat  wer e st eaming
and wet  and sof t  and har d, mumbling deep sounds t o him ador ingly in an incoher ent  
oblivion of  r apt ur e, one car essing hand on his back slipping def t ly down inside his t r ouser  
belt  while t he ot her  gr oped secr et ly and t r eacher ously about  on t he f loor  f or  t he br ead 
knif e and f ound it . He saved himself  j ust  in t ime. She st ill want ed t o kill him! He was 
shocked and ast ounded by her  depr aved subt er uge as he t or e t he knif e f r om her  gr asp 
and hur led it  away. He bounded out  of  t he bed t o his f eet . His f ace was agog wit h 
bef uddlement  and disillusion. He did not  know whet her  t o dar t  t hr ough t he door  t o 
f r eedom or  collapse on t he bed t o f all in love wit h her  and place himself  abj ect ly at  her  
mer cy again. She spar ed him f r om doing eit her  by bur st ing unpr edict ably int o t ear s. He 
was st unned again.
This t ime she wept  wit h no ot her  emot ion t han gr ief , pr of ound, debilit at ing, humble gr ief ,
f or get t ing all about  him. Her  desolat ion was pat het ic as she sat  wit h her  t empest uous, 
pr oud, lovely head bowed, her  shoulder s sagging, her  spir it  melt ing. This t ime t her e was 
no mist aking her  anguish. Gr eat  r acking sobs choked and shook her . She was no longer  
awar e of  him, no longer  car ed. He could have walked f r om t he r oom saf ely t hen. But  he 
chose t o r emain and console and help her .
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’ Please,’  he ur ged her  inar t iculat ely wit h his ar m about  her  shoulder s, r ecollect ing wit h 
pained sadness how inar t iculat e and enf eebled he had f elt  in t he plane coming back f r om 
Avignon when Snowden kept  whimper ing t o him t hat  he was cold, he was cold, and all 
Yossar ian could of f er  him in r et ur n was ’ Ther e, t her e. Ther e, t her e.’  ’ Please,’  he 
r epeat ed t o her  sympat het ically. ’ Please, please.’
She r est ed against  him and cr ied unt il she seemed t oo weak t o cr y any longer , and did not
look at  him once unt il he ext ended his handker chief  when she had f inished. She wiped 
her  cheeks wit h a t iny, polit e smile and gave t he handker chief  back, mur mur ing ’ Gr azie, 
gr azie’  wit h meek, maidenly pr opr iet y, and t hen, wit hout  any war ning what soever  of  a 
change in mood, clawed suddenly at  his eyes wit h bot h hands. She landed wit h each and 
let  out  a vict or ious shr iek.
’ Ha! Assassino!’  she hoot ed, and r aced j oyously acr oss t he r oom f or  t he br ead knif e t o 
f inish him of f .
Half  blinded, he r ose and st umbled af t er  her . A noise behind him made him t ur n. His 
senses r eeled in hor r or  at  what  he saw. Nat ely’ s whor e’ s kid sist er , of  all people, was 
coming af t er  him wit h anot her  long br ead knif e!
’ Oh, no,’  he wailed wit h a shudder , and he knocked t he knif e out  of  her  hand wit h a shar p
downwar d blow on her  wr ist . He lost  pat ience ent ir ely wit h t he whole gr ot esque and 
incompr ehensible melee. Ther e was no t elling who might  lunge at  him next  t hr ough t he 
door way wit h anot her  long br ead knif e, and he lif t ed Nat ely’ s whor e’ s kid sist er  of f  t he 
f loor , t hr ew her  at  Nat ely’ s whor e and r an out  of  t he r oom, out  of  t he apar t ment  and 
down t he st air s. The t wo gir ls chased out  int o t he hall af t er  him. He hear d t heir  
f oot st eps lag f ar t her  and f ar t her  behind as he f led and t hen cease alt oget her . He hear d 
sobbing dir ect ly over head. Glancing backwar d up t he st air  well, he spied Nat ely’ s whor e 
sit t ing in a heap on one of  t he st eps, weeping wit h her  f ace in bot h hands, while her  
pagan, ir r epr essible kid sist er  hung danger ously over  t he banist er  shout ing ’ Br ut o! 
Br ut o!’  down at  him happily and br andished her  br ead knif e at  him as t hough it  wer e an 
excit ing new t oy she was eager  t o use.
Yossar ian escaped, but  kept  looking back over  his shoulder  anxiously as he r et r eat ed 
t hr ough t he st r eet . People st ar ed at  him st r angely, making him mor e appr ehensive. He 
walked in ner vous hast e, wonder ing what  t her e was in his appear ance t hat  caught  
ever yone’ s at t ent ion. When he t ouched his hand t o a sor e spot  on his f or ehead, his 
f inger s t ur ned gooey wit h blood, and he under st ood. He dabbed his f ace and neck wit h a 
handker chief . Wher ever  it  pr essed, he picked up new r ed smudges. He was bleeding 
ever ywher e. He hur r ied int o t he Red Cr oss building and down t he t wo st eep f light s of  
whit e mar ble st air s t o t he men’ s washr oom, wher e he cleansed and nur sed his 
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innumer able visible wounds wit h cold wat er  and soap and st r aight ened his shir t  collar  and 
combed his hair . He had never  seen a f ace so badly br uised and scr at ched as t he one st ill
blinking back at  him in t he mir r or  wit h a dazed and st ar t led uneasiness. What  on ear t h 
had she want ed f r om him?
When he lef t  t he men’ s r oom, Nat ely’ s whor e was wait ing out side in ambush. She was 
cr ouched against  t he wall near  t he bot t om of  t he st air case and came pouncing down upon 
him like a hawk wit h a glit t er ing silver  st eak knif e in her  f ist . He br oke t he br unt  of  her  
assault  wit h his upr aised elbow and punched her  neat ly on t he j aw. Her  eyes r olled. He 
caught  her  bef or e she dr opped and sat  her  down gent ly. Then he r an up t he st eps and out
of  t he building and spent  t he next  t hr ee hour s hunt ing t hr ough t he cit y f or  Hungr y J oe 
so t hat  he could get  away f r om Rome bef or e she could f ind him again. He did not  f eel 
r eally saf e unt il t he plane had t aken of f . When t hey landed in Pianosa, Nat ely’ s whor e, 
disguised in a mechanic’ s gr een over alls, was wait ing wit h her  st eak knif e exact ly wher e 
t he plane st opped, and all t hat  saved him as she st abbed at  his chest  in her  leat her -soled
high-heeled shoes was t he gr avel under f oot  t hat  made her  f eet  r oll out  f r om under  her . 
Yossar ian, ast ounded, hauled her  up int o t he plane and held her  mot ionless on t he f loor  in 
a double ar mlock while Hungr y J oe r adioed t he cont r ol t ower  f or  per mission t o r et ur n t o 
Rome. At  t he air por t  in Rome, Yossar ian dumped her  out  of  t he plane on t he t axi st r ip, 
and Hungr y J oe t ook r ight  of f  f or  Pianosa again wit hout  even cut t ing his engines. 
Scar cely br eat hing, Yossar ian scr ut inized ever y f igur e war ily as he and Hungr y J oe 
walked back t hr ough t he squadr on t owar d t heir  t ent s. Hungr y J oe eyed him st eadily wit h
a f unny expr ession.
’ Ar e you sur e you didn’ t  imagine t he whole t hing?’  Hungr y J oe inquir ed hesit ant ly af t er  a
while.
’ I magine it ? You wer e r ight  t her e wit h me, wer en’ t  you? You j ust  f lew her  back t o 
Rome.’
’ Maybe I  imagined t he whole t hing, t oo. Why does she want  t o kill you f or ?’
’ She never  did like me. Maybe it ’ s because I  br oke his nose, or  maybe it ’ s because I  was 
t he only one in sight  she could hat e when she got  t he news. Do you t hink she’ ll come 
back?’
Yossar ian went  t o t he of f icer s’  club t hat  night  and st ayed ver y lat e. He kept  a leer y eye 
out  f or  Nat ely’ s whor e as he appr oached his t ent . He st opped when he saw her  hiding in 
t he bushes ar ound t he side, gr ipping a huge car ving knif e and all dr essed up t o look like a 
Pianosan f ar mer . Yossar ian t ipt oed ar ound t he back noiselessly and seized her  f r om 
behind.
’ Car amba!’  she exclaimed in a r age, and r esist ed like a wildcat  as he dr agged her  inside 
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t he t ent  and hur led her  down on t he f loor .
’ Hey, what ’ s going on?’  quer ied one of  his r oommat es dr owsily.
’ Hold her  t ill I  get  back,’  Yossar ian or der ed, yanking him out  of  bed on t op of  her  and 
r unning out . ’ Hold her !’
’ Let  me kill him and I ’ ll f icky-f ick you all,’  she of f er ed.
The ot her  r oommat es leaped out  of  t heir  cot s when t hey saw it  was a gir l and t r ied t o 
make her  f icky-f ick t hem all f ir st  as Yossar ian r an t o get  Hungr y J oe, who was sleeping 
like a baby. Yossar ian lif t ed Huple’ s cat  of f  Hungr y J oe’ s f ace and shook him awake. 
Hungr y J oe dr essed r apidly. This t ime t hey f lew t he plane nor t h and t ur ned in over  I t aly 
f ar  behind t he enemy lines. When t hey wer e over  level land, t hey st r apped a par achut e on
Nat ely’ s whor e and shoved her  out  t he escape hat ch. Yossar ian was posit ive t hat  he was 
at  last  r id of  her  and was r elieved. As he appr oached his t ent  back in Pianosa, a f igur e 
r ear ed up in t he dar kness r ight  beside t he pat h, and he f aint ed. He came t o sit t ing on 
t he gr ound and wait ed f or  t he knif e t o st r ike him, almost  welcoming t he mor t al blow f or  
t he peace it  would br ing. A f r iendly hand helped him up inst ead. I t  belonged t o a pilot  in 
Dunbar ’ s squadr on.
’ How ar e you doing?’  asked t he pilot , whisper ing.
’ Pr et t y good,’  Yossar ian answer ed.
’ I  saw you f all down j ust  now. I  t hought  somet hing happened t o you.’
’ I  t hink I  f aint ed.’
’ Ther e’ s a r umor  in my squadr on t hat  you t old t hem you wer en’ t  going t o f ly any mor e 
combat  missions.’
’ That ’ s t he t r ut h.’
’ Then t hey came ar ound f r om Gr oup and t old us t hat  t he r umor  wasn’ t  t r ue, t hat  you 
wer e j ust  kidding ar ound.’
’ That  was a lie.’
’ Do you t hink t hey’ ll let  you get  away wit h it ?’
’ I  don’ t  know.’
’ What  will t hey do t o you?’
’ I  don’ t  know.’
’ Do you t hink t hey’ ll cour t -mar t ial you f or  deser t ion in t he f ace of  t he enemy?’
’ I  don’ t  know.’
’ I  hope you get  away wit h it ,’  said t he pilot  in Dunbar ’ s squadr on, st ealing out  of  sight  
int o t he shadows. ’ Let  me know how you’ r e doing.’
Yossar ian st ar ed af t er  him a f ew seconds and cont inued t owar d his t ent .
’ Pssst !’  said a voice a f ew paces onwar d. I t  was Appleby, hiding in back of  a t r ee. ’ How 
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ar e you doing?’
’ Pr et t y good,’  said Yossar ian.
’ I  hear d t hem say t hey wer e going t o t hr eat en t o cour t -mar t ial you f or  deser t ing in t he 
f ace of  t he enemy. But  t hat  t hey wouldn’ t  t r y t o go t hr ough wit h it  because t hey’ r e not  
even sur e t hey’ ve got  a case against  you on t hat . And because it  might  make t hem look 
bad wit h t he new commander s. Besides, you’ r e st ill a pr et t y big her o f or  going ar ound 
t wice over  t he br idge at  Fer r ar a. I  guess you’ r e j ust  about  t he biggest  her o we’ ve got  
now in t he gr oup. I  j ust  t hought  you’ d like t o know t hat  t hey’ ll only be bluf f ing.’
’ Thanks, Appleby.’
’ That ’ s t he only r eason I  st ar t ed t alking t o you, t o war n you.’
’ I  appr eciat e it .’
Appleby scuf f ed t he t oes of  his shoes int o t he gr ound sheepishly. ’ I ’ m sor r y we had t hat
f ist  f ight  in t he of f icer s’  club, Yossar ian.’
’ That ’ s all r ight .’
’ But  I  didn’ t  st ar t  it . I  guess t hat  was Or r ’ s f ault  f or  hit t ing me in t he f ace wit h his 
ping-pong paddle. What ’ d he want  t o do t hat  f or ?’
’ You wer e beat ing him.’
’ Wasn’ t  I  supposed t o beat  him? I sn’ t  t hat  t he point ? Now t hat  he’ s dead, I  guess it  
doesn’ t  mat t er  any mor e whet her  I ’ m a bet t er  ping-pong player  or  not , does it ?’
’ I  guess not .’
’ And I ’ m sor r y about  making such a f uss about  t hose At abr ine t ablet s on t he way over . 
I f  you want  t o cat ch malar ia, I  guess it ’ s your  business, isn’ t  it ?’
’ That ’ s all r ight , Appleby.’
’ But  I  was only t r ying t o do my dut y. I  was obeying or der s. I  was always t aught  t hat  I  
had t o obey or der s.’
’ That ’ s all r ight .’
’ You know, I  said t o Colonel Kor n and Colonel Cat hcar t  t hat  I  didn’ t  t hink t hey ought  t o 
make you f ly any mor e missions if  you didn’ t  want  t o, and t hey said t hey wer e ver y 
disappoint ed in me.’
Yossar ian smiled wit h r uef ul amusement . ’ I ’ ll bet  t hey ar e.’  ’ Well, I  don’ t  car e. Hell, 
you’ ve f lown sevent y-one. That  ought  t o be enough. Do you t hink t hey’ ll let  you get  away 
wit h it ?’
’ No.’
’ Say, if  t hey do let  you get  away wit h it , t hey’ ll have t o let  t he r est  of  us get  away wit h 
it , won’ t  t hey?’
’ That ’ s why t hey can’ t  let  me get  away wit h it .’
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’ What  do you t hink t hey’ ll do?’
’ I  don’ t  know.’
’ Do you t hink t hey will t r y t o cour t -mar t ial you?’
’ I  don’ t  know.’
’ Ar e you af r aid?’
’ Yes.’
’ Ar e you going t o f ly mor e missions?’
’ No.’
’ I  hope you do get  away wit h it ,’  Appleby whisper ed wit h convict ion. ’ I  r eally do.’
’ Thanks, Appleby.’
’ I  don’ t  f eel t oo happy about  f lying so many missions eit her  now t hat  it  looks as t hough 
we’ ve got  t he war  won. I ’ ll let  you know if  I  hear  anyt hing else.’
’ Thanks, Appleby.’
’ Hey!’  called a mut ed, per empt or y voice f r om t he leaf less shr ubs gr owing beside his t ent  
in a waist -high clump af t er  Appleby had gone. Haver meyer  was hiding t her e in a squat . He
was eat ing peanut  br it t le, and his pimples and lar ge, oily por es looked like dar k scales. 
’ How you doing?’  he asked when Yossar ian had walked t o him.
’ Pr et t y good.’
’ Ar e you going t o f ly mor e missions?’
’ No.’
’ Suppose t hey t r y t o make you?’
’ I  won’ t  let  t hem.’
’ Ar e you yellow?’
’ Yes.’
’ Will t hey cour t -mar t ial you?’
’ They’ ll pr obably t r y.’
’ What  did Maj or  Maj or  say?’
’ Maj or  Maj or ’ s gone.’
’ Did t hey disappear  him?’
’ I  don’ t  know.’
’ What  will you do if  t hey decide t o disappear  you?’
’ I ’ ll t r y t o st op t hem.’
’ Didn’ t  t hey of f er  you any deals or  anyt hing if  you did f ly?’
’ Pilt char d and Wr en said t hey’ d ar r ange t hings so I ’ d only go on milk r uns.’
Haver meyer  per ked up. ’ Say, t hat  sounds like a pr et t y good deal. I  wouldn’ t  mind a deal 
like t hat  myself . I  bet  you snapped it  up.’
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’ I  t ur ned it  down.’
’ That  was dumb.’  Haver meyer ’ s st olid, dull f ace f ur r owed wit h const er nat ion. ’ Say, a 
deal like t hat  wasn’ t  so f air  t o t he r est  of  us, was it ? I f  you only f lew on milk r uns, t hen 
some of  us would have t o f ly your  shar e of  t he danger ous missions, wouldn’ t  we?’
’ That ’ s r ight .’
’ Say, I  don’ t  like t hat ,’  Haver meyer  exclaimed, r ising r esent f ully wit h his hands clenched
on his hips. ’ I  don’ t  like t hat  a bit . That ’ s a r eal r oyal scr ewing t hey’ r e get t ing r eady t o 
give me j ust  because you’ r e t oo goddam yellow t o f ly any mor e missions, isn’ t  it ?’
’ Take it  up wit h t hem,’  said Yossar ian and moved his hand t o his gun vigilant ly.
’ No, I ’ m not  blaming you,’  said Haver meyer , ’ even t hough I  don’ t  like you. You know, I ’ m 
not  t oo happy about  f lying so many missions any mor e eit her . I sn’ t  t her e some way I  can 
get  out  of  it , t oo?’
Yossar ian snicker ed ir onically and j oked, ’ Put  a gun on and st ar t  mar ching wit h me.’
Haver meyer  shook his head t hought f ully. ’ Nah, I  couldn’ t  do t hat . I  might  br ing some 
disgr ace on my wif e and kid if  I  act ed like a cowar d. Nobody likes a cowar d. Besides, I  
want  t o st ay in t he r eser ves when t he war  is over . You get  f ive hundr ed dollar s a year  if  
you st ay in t he r eser ves.’
’ Then f ly mor e missions.’
’ Yeah, I  guess I  have t o. Say, do you t hink t her e’ s any chance t hey might  t ake you of f  
combat  dut y and send you home?’
’ No.’
’ But  if  t hey do and let  you t ake one per son wit h you, will you pick me? Don’ t  pick anyone 
like Appleby. Pick me.’
’ Why in t he wor ld should t hey do somet hing like t hat ?’
’ I  don’ t  know. But  if  t hey do, j ust  r emember  t hat  I  asked you f ir st , will you? And let  me 
know how you’ r e doing. I ’ ll wait  f or  you her e in t hese bushes ever y night . Maybe if  t hey 
don’ t  do anyt hing bad t o you, I  won’ t  f ly any mor e missions eit her . Okay?’
All t he next  evening, people kept  popping up at  him out  of  t he dar kness t o ask him how he
was doing, appealing t o him f or  conf ident ial inf or mat ion wit h wear y, t r oubled f aces on t he
basis of  some mor bid and clandest ine kinship he had not  guessed exist ed. People in t he 
squadr on he bar ely knew popped int o sight  out  of  nowher e as he passed and asked him 
how he was doing. Even men f r om ot her  squadr ons came one by one t o conceal t hemselves
in t he dar kness and pop out . Ever ywher e he st epped af t er  sundown someone was lying in 
wait  t o pop out  and ask him how he was doing. People popped out  at  him f r om t r ees and 
bushes, f r om dit ches and t all weeds, f r om ar ound t he cor ner s of  t ent s and f r om behind 
t he f ender s of  par ked car s. Even one of  his r oommat es popped out  t o ask him how he was
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doing and pleaded wit h him not  t o t ell any of  his ot her  r oommat es he had popped out . 
Yossar ian dr ew near  each beckoning, over ly caut ious silhouet t e wit h his hand on his gun, 
never  knowing which hissing shadow would f inally t ur n dishonest ly int o Nat ely’ s whor e or ,
wor se, int o some duly const it ut ed gover nment al aut hor it y sent  t o club him r ut hlessly int o 
insensibilit y. I t  began t o look as if  t hey would have t o do somet hing like t hat . They did 
not  want  t o cour t -mar t ial him f or  deser t ion in t he f ace of  t he enemy because a hundr ed 
and t hir t y-f ive miles away f r om t he enemy could har dly be called t he f ace of  t he enemy, 
and because Yossar ian was t he one who had f inally knocked down t he br idge at  Fer r ar a 
by going ar ound t wice over  t he t ar get  and killing Kr af t  - he was always almost  f or get t ing 
Kr af t  when he count ed t he dead men he knew. But  t hey had t o do somet hing t o him, and 
ever yone wait ed gr imly t o see what  hor r ible t hing it  would be.
Dur ing t he day, t hey avoided him, even Aar f y, and Yossar ian under st ood t hat  t hey wer e 
dif f er ent  people t oget her  in daylight  t han t hey wer e alone in t he dar k. He did not  car e 
about  t hem at  all as he walked about  backwar d wit h his hand on his gun and await ed t he 
lat est  blandishment s, t hr eat s and inducement s f r om Gr oup each t ime Capt ains Pilt char d 
and Wr en dr ove back f r om anot her  ur gent  conf er ence wit h Colonel Cat hcar t  and Colonel 
Kor n. Hungr y J oe was har dly ar ound, and t he only ot her  per son who ever  spoke t o him 
was Capt ain Black, who called him ’ Old Blood and Gut s’  in a mer r y, t aunt ing voice each 
t ime he hailed him and who came back f r om Rome t owar d t he end of  t he week t o t ell him 
Nat ely’ s whor e was gone. Yossar ian t ur ned sor r y wit h a st ab of  year ning and r emor se. He
missed her .
’ Gone?’  he echoed in a hollow t one.
’ Yeah, gone.’  Capt ain Black laughed, his blear y eyes nar r ow wit h f at igue and his peaked, 
shar p f ace spr out ing as usual wit h a spar se r eddish-blond st ubble. He r ubbed t he bags 
under  his eyes wit h bot h f ist s. ’ I  t hought  I  might  as well give t he st upid br oad anot her  
bof f  j ust  f or  old t imes’  sake as long as I  was in Rome anyway. You know, j ust  t o keep t hat
kid Nat ely’ s body spinning in his gr ave, ha, ha! Remember  t he way I  used t o needle him? 
But  t he place was empt y.’
’ Was t her e any wor d f r om her ?’  pr odded Yossar ian, who had been br ooding incessant ly 
about  t he gir l, wonder ing how much she was suf f er ing, and f eeling almost  lonely and 
deser t ed wit hout  her  f er ocious and unappeasable at t acks.
’ Ther e’ s no one t her e,’  Capt ain Black exclaimed cheer f ully, t r ying t o make Yossar ian 
under st and. ’ Don’ t  you under st and? They’ r e all gone. The whole place is bust ed.’
’ Gone?’
’ Yeah, gone. Flushed r ight  out  int o t he st r eet .’  Capt ain Black chuckled hear t ily again, and 
his point ed Adam’ s apple j umped up and down wit h glee inside his scr aggly neck. ’ The 
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j oint ’ s empt y. The M.P.s bust ed t he whole apar t ment  up and dr ove t he whor es r ight  out . 
Ain’ t  t hat  a laugh?’
Yossar ian was scar ed and began t o t r emble. ’ Why’ d t hey do t hat ?’
’ What  dif f er ence does it  make? r esponded Capt ain Black wit h an exuber ant  gest ur e. 
’ They f lushed t hem r ight  out  int o t he st r eet . How do you like t hat ? The whole bat ch.’
’ What  about  t he kid sist er ?’
’ Flushed away,’  laughed Capt ain Black. ’ Flushed away wit h t he r est  of  t he br oads. Right  
out  int o t he st r eet .’
’ But  she’ s only a kid!’  Yossar ian obj ect ed passionat ely. ’ She doesn’ t  know anybody else in
t he whole cit y. What ’ s going t o happen t o her ?’
’ What  t he hell do I  car e?’  r esponded Capt ain Black wit h an indif f er ent  shr ug, and t hen 
gawked suddenly at  Yossar ian wit h sur pr ise and wit h a cr af t y gleam of  pr ying elat ion. 
’ Say, what ’ s t he mat t er ? I f  I  knew t his was going t o make you so unhappy, I  would have 
come r ight  over  and t old you, j ust  t o make you eat  your  liver . Hey, wher e ar e you going? 
Come on back! Come on back her e and eat  your  liver !’
39 THE ETERNAL CI TY
Yossar ian was going absent  wit hout  of f icial leave wit h Milo, who, as t he plane cr uised 
t owar d Rome, shook his head r epr oachf ully and, wit h pious lips pulsed, inf or med Yossar ian
in ecclesiast ical t ones t hat  he was ashamed of  him. Yossar ian nodded. Yossar ian was 
making an uncout h spect acle of  himself  by walking ar ound backwar d wit h his gun on his 
hip and r ef using t o f ly mor e combat  missions, Milo said. Yossar ian nodded. I t  was disloyal 
t o his squadr on and embar r assing t o his super ior s. He was placing Milo in a ver y 
uncomf or t able posit ion, t oo. Yossar ian nodded again. The men wer e st ar t ing t o gr umble. 
I t  was not  f air  f or  Yossar ian t o t hink only of  his own saf et y while men like Milo, Colonel 
Cat hcar t , Colonel Kor n and ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een wer e willing t o do ever yt hing t hey could
t o win t he war . The men wit h sevent y missions wer e st ar r ing t o gr umble because t hey had
t o f ly eight y, and t her e was a danger  some of  t hem might  put  on guns and begin walking 
ar ound backwar d, t oo. Mor ale was det er ior at ing and it  was all Yossar ian’ s f ault . The 
count r y was in per il; he was j eopar dizing his t r adit ional r ight s of  f r eedom and 
independence by dar ing t o exer cise t hem.
Yossar ian kept  nodding in t he co-pilot ’ s seat  and t r ied not  t o list en as Milo pr at t led on. 
Nat ely’ s whor e was on his mind, as wer e Kr af t  and Or r  and Nat ely and Dunbar , and Kid 
Sampson and McWat t , and all t he poor  and st upid and diseased people he had seen in 
I t aly, Egypt  and Nor t h Af r ica and knew about  in ot her  ar eas of  t he wor ld, and Snowden 
and Nat ely’ s whor e’ s kid sist er  wer e on his conscience, t oo. Yossar ian t hought  he knew 
why Nat ely’ s whor e held him r esponsible f or  Nat ely’ s deat h and want ed t o kill him. Why 
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t he hell shouldn’ t  she? I t  was a man’ s wor ld, and she and ever yone younger  had ever y 
r ight  t o blame him and ever yone older  f or  ever y unnat ur al t r agedy t hat  bef ell t hem; j ust  
as she, even in her  gr ief , was t o blame f or  ever y man-made miser y t hat  landed on her  kid 
sist er  and on all ot her  childr en behind her . Someone had t o do somet hing somet ime. 
Ever y vict im was a culpr it , ever y culpr it  a vict im, and somebody had t o st and up somet ime
t o t r y t o br eak t he lousy chain of  inher it ed habit  t hat  was imper iling t hem all. I n par t s of
Af r ica lit t le boys wer e st ill st olen away by adult  slave t r ader s and sold f or  money t o men 
who disemboweled t hem and at e t hem. Yossar ian mar veled t hat  childr en could suf f er  
such bar bar ic sacr if ice wit hout  evincing t he slight est  hint  of  f ear  or  pain. He t ook it  f or  
gr ant ed t hat  t hey did submit  so st oically. I f  not , he r easoned, t he cust om would cer t ainly
have died, f or  no cr aving f or  wealt h or  immor t alit y could be so gr eat , he f elt , as t o 
subsist  on t he sor r ow of  childr en.
He was r ocking t he boat , Milo said, and Yossar ian nodded once mor e. He was not  a good 
member  of  t he t eam, Milo said. Yossar ian nodded and list ened t o Milo t ell him t hat  t he 
decent  t hing t o do if  he did not  like t he way Colonel Cat hcar t  and Colonel Kor n wer e 
r unning t he gr oup was go t o Russia, inst ead of  st ir r ing up t r ouble. Colonel Cat hcar t  and 
Colonel Kor n had bot h been ver y good t o Yossar ian, Milo said; hadn’ t  t hey given him a 
medal af t er  t he last  mission t o Fer r ar a and pr omot ed him t o capt ain? Yossar ian nodded. 
Didn’ t  t hey f eed him and give him his pay ever y mont h? Yossar ian nodded again. Milo was 
sur e t hey would be char it able if  he went  t o t hem t o apologize and r ecant  and pr omise t o 
f ly eight y missions. Yossar ian said he would t hink it  over , and held his br eat h and pr ayed 
f or  a saf e landing as Milo dr opped his wheels and glided in t owar d t he r unway. I t  was 
f unny how he had r eally come t o det est  f lying.
Rome was in r uins, he saw, when t he plane was down. The air dr ome had been bombed 
eight  mont hs bef or e, and knobby slabs of  whit e st one r ubble had been bulldozed int o 
f lat -t opped heaps on bot h sides of  t he ent r ance t hr ough t he wir e f ence sur r ounding t he 
f ield. The Colosseum was a dilapidat ed shell, and t he Ar ch of  Const ant ine had f allen. 
Nat ely’ s whor e’ s apar t ment  was a shambles. The gir ls wer e gone, and t he only one t her e 
was t he old woman. The windows in t he apar t ment  had been smashed. She was bundled up 
in sweat er s and skir t s and wor e a dar k shawl about  her  head. She sat  on a wooden chair  
near  an elect r ic hot  plat e, her  ar ms f olded, boiling wat er  in a bat t er ed aluminum pot . She 
was t alking aloud t o her self  when Yossar ian ent er ed and began moaning as soon as she 
saw him.
’ Gone,’  she moaned bef or e he could even inquir e. Holding her  elbows, she r ocked back 
and f or t h mour nf ully on her  cr eaking chair . ’ Gone.’
’ Who?’
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’ All. All t he poor  young gir ls.’
’ Wher e?’
’ Away. Chased away int o t he st r eet . All of  t hem gone. All t he poor  young gir ls.’
’ Chased away by who? Who did it ?’
’ The mean t all soldier s wit h t he har d whit e hat s and clubs. And by our  car abinier i. They 
came wit h t heir  clubs and chased t hem away. They would not  even let  t hem t ake t heir  
coat s. The poor  t hings. They j ust  chased t hem away int o t he cold.’
’ Did t hey ar r est  t hem?’
’ They chased t hem away. They j ust  chased t hem away.’
’ Then why did t hey do it  if  t hey didn’ t  ar r est  t hem?’
’ I  don’ t  know,’  sobbed t he old woman. ’ I  don’ t  know. Who will t ake car e of  me? Who will 
t ake car e of  me now t hat  all t he poor  young gir ls ar e gone? Who will t ake car e of  me?’
’ Ther e must  have been a r eason,’  Yossar ian per sist ed, pounding his f ist  int o his hand. 
’ They couldn’ t  j ust  bar ge in her e and chase ever yone out .’
’ No r eason,’  wailed t he old woman. ’ No r eason.’
’ What  r ight  did t hey have?’
’ Cat ch-22.’
’ What ?’  Yossar ian f r oze in his t r acks wit h f ear  and alar m and f elt  his whole body begin 
t o t ingle. ’ What  did you say?’
’ Cat ch-22’  t he old woman r epeat ed, r ocking her  head up and down. ’ Cat ch-22. Cat ch-22 
says t hey have a r ight  t o do anyt hing we can’ t  st op t hem f r om doing.’
’ What  t he hell ar e you t alking about ?’  Yossar ian shout ed at  her  in bewilder ed, f ur ious 
pr ot est . ’ How did you know it  was Cat ch-22? Who t he hell t old you it  was Cat ch-22?’
’ The soldier s wit h t he har d whit e hat s and clubs. The gir ls wer e cr ying. "Did we do 
anyt hing wr ong?" t hey said. The men said no and pushed t hem away out  t he door  wit h t he 
ends of  t heir  clubs. "Then why ar e you chasing us out ?" t he gir ls said. "Cat ch-22," t he 
men said. "What  r ight  do you have?" t he gir ls said. "Cat ch-22," t he men said. All t hey 
kept  saying was "Cat ch-22, Cat ch-22." What  does it  mean, Cat ch-22? What  is Cat ch-22?’
’ Didn’ t  t hey show it  t o you?’  Yossar ian demanded, st amping about  in anger  and dist r ess. 
’ Didn’ t  you even make t hem r ead it ?’
’ They don’ t  have t o show us Cat ch-22,’  t he old woman answer ed. ’ The law says t hey 
don’ t  have t o.’
’ What  law says t hey don’ t  have t o?’
’ Cat ch-22.’
’ Oh, God damn!’  Yossar ian exclaimed bit t er ly. ’ I  bet  it  wasn’ t  even r eally t her e.’  He 
st opped walking and glanced about  t he r oom disconsolat ely. ’ Wher e’ s t he old man?’
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’ Gone,’  mour ned t he old woman.
’ Gone?’
’ Dead,’  t he old woman t old him, nodding in emphat ic lament , point ing t o her  head wit h t he
f lat  of  her  hand. ’ Somet hing br oke in her e. One minut e he was living, one minut e he was 
dead.’
’ But  he can’ t  be dead!’  Yossar ian cr ied, r eady t o ar gue insist ent ly. But  of  cour se he knew
it  was t r ue, knew it  was logical and t r ue; once again t he old man had mar ched along wit h 
t he maj or it y.
Yossar ian t ur ned away and t r udged t hr ough t he apar t ment  wit h a gloomy scowl, peer ing 
wit h pessimist ic cur iosit y int o all t he r ooms. Ever yt hing made of  glass had been smashed 
by t he men wit h t he clubs. Tor n dr apes and bedding lay dumped on t he f loor . Chair s, 
t ables and dr esser s had been over t ur ned. Ever yt hing br eakable had been br oken. The 
dest r uct ion was t ot al. No wild vandals could have been mor e t hor ough. Ever y window was 
smashed, and dar kness pour ed like inky clouds int o each r oom t hr ough t he shat t er ed 
panes. Yossar ian could imagine t he heavy, cr ashing f oot f alls of  t he t all M.P.s in t he har d 
whit e hat s. He could pict ur e t he f ier y and malicious exhilar at ion wit h which t hey had 
made t heir  wr eckage, and t heir  sanct imonious, r ut hless sense of  r ight  and dedicat ion. All 
t he poor  young gir ls wer e gone. Ever yone was gone but  t he weeping old woman in t he 
bulky br own and gr ay sweat er s and black head shawl, and soon she t oo would be gone.
’ Gone,’  she gr ieved, when he walked back in, bef or e he could even speak. ’ Who will t ake 
car e of  me now?’
Yossar ian ignor ed t he quest ion. ’ Nat ely’ s gir l f r iend - did anyone hear  f r om her ?’  he 
asked.
’ Gone.’
’ I  know she’ s gone. But  did anyone hear  f r om her ? Does anyone know wher e she is?’
’ Gone.’
’ The lit t le sist er . What  happened t o her ?’
’ Gone.’  The old woman’ s t one had not  changed.
’ Do you know what  I ’ m t alking about ?’  Yossar ian asked shar ply, st ar ing int o her  eyes t o 
see if  she wer e not  speaking t o him f r om a coma. He r aised his voice. ’ What  happened t o 
t he kid sist er , t o t he lit t le gir l?’
’ Gone, gone,’  t he old woman r eplied wit h a cr abby shr ug, ir r it at ed by his per sist ence, her
low wail gr owing louder . ’ Chased away wit h t he r est , chased away int o t he st r eet . They 
would not  even let  her  t ake her  coat .’
’ Wher e did she go?’
’ I  don’ t  know. I  don’ t  know.’
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’ Who will t ake car e of  her ?’
’ Who will t ake car e of  me?’
’ She doesn’ t  know anybody else, does she?’
’ Who will t ake car e of  me?’
Yossar ian lef t  money in t he old woman’ s lap - it  was odd how many wr ongs leaving money 
seemed t o r ight  - and st r ode out  of  t he apar t ment , cur sing Cat ch-22 vehement ly as he 
descended t he st air s, even t hough he knew t her e was no such t hing. Cat ch22 did not  
exist , he was posit ive of  t hat , but  it  made no dif f er ence. What  did mat t er  was t hat  
ever yone t hought  it  exist ed, and t hat  was much wor se, f or  t her e was no obj ect  or  t ext  
t o r idicule or  r ef ut e, t o accuse, cr it icize, at t ack, amend, hat e, r evile, spit  at , r ip t o 
shr eds, t r ample upon or  bur n up.
I t  was cold out side, and dar k, and a leaky, insipid mist  lay swollen in t he air  and t r ickled 
down t he lar ge, unpolished st one blocks of  t he houses and t he pedest als of  monument s. 
Yossar ian hur r ied back t o Milo and r ecant ed. He said he was sor r y and, knowing he was 
lying, pr omised t o f ly as many mor e missions as Colonel Cat hcar t  want ed if  Milo would only
use all his inf luence in Rome t o help him locat e Nat ely’ s whor e’ s kid sist er .
’ She’ s j ust  a t welve-year -old vir gin, Milo,’  he explained anxiously, ’ and I  want  t o f ind her
bef or e it ’ s t oo lat e.’
Milo r esponded t o his r equest  wit h a benign smile. ’ I ’ ve got  j ust  t he t welve-year -old 
vir gin you’ r e looking f or ,’  he announced j ubilant ly. ’ This t welve-year -old vir gin is r eally 
only t hir t y-f our , but  she was br ought  up on a low-pr ot ein diet  by ver y st r ict  par ent s and 
didn’ t  st ar t  sleeping wit h men unt il - ’
’ Milo, I ’ m t alking about  a lit t le gir l!’  Yossar ian int er r upt ed him wit h desper at e 
impat ience. ’ Don’ t  you under st and? I  don’ t  want  t o sleep wit h her . I  want  t o help her . 
You’ ve got  daught er s. She’ s j ust  a lit t le kid, and she’ s all alone in t his cit y wit h no one t o
t ake car e of  her . I  want  t o pr ot ect  her  f r om har m. Don’ t  you know what  I ’ m t alking 
about ?’
Milo did under st and and was deeply t ouched. ’ Yossar ian, I ’ m pr oud of  you,’  he exclaimed 
wit h pr of ound emot ion. ’ I  r eally am. You don’ t  know how glad I  am t o see t hat  ever yt hing 
isn’ t  always j ust  sex wit h you. You’ ve got  pr inciples. Cer t ainly I ’ ve got  daught er s, and I  
know exact ly what  you’ r e t alking about . We’ ll f ind t hat  gir l if  we have t o t ur n t his whole 
cit y upside down. Come along.’
Yossar ian went  along in Milo Minder binder ’ s speeding M & M st af f  car  t o police 
headquar t er s t o meet  a swar t hy, unt idy police commissioner  wit h a nar r ow black 
must ache and unbut t oned t unic who was f iddling wit h a st out  woman wit h war t s and t wo 
chins when t hey ent er ed his of f ice and who gr eet ed Milo wit h war m sur pr ise and bowed 
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and scr aped in obscene ser vilit y as t hough Milo wer e some elegant  mar quis.
’ Ah, Mar chese Milo,’  he declar ed wit h ef f usive pleasur e, pushing t he f at , disgr unt led 
woman out  t he door  wit hout  even looking t owar d her . ’ Why didn’ t  you t ell me you wer e 
coming? I  would have a big par t y f or  you. Come in, come in, Mar chese. You almost  never  
visit  us any mor e.’
Milo knew t hat  t her e was not  one moment  t o wast e. ’ Hello, Luigi,’  he said, nodding so 
br iskly t hat  he almost  seemed r ude. ’ Luigi, I  need your  help. My f r iend her e want s t o 
f ind a gir l.’
’ A gir l, Mar chese?’  said Luigi, scr at ching his f ace pensively. ’ Ther e ar e lot s of  gir ls in 
Rome. For  an Amer ican of f icer , a gir l should not  be t oo dif f icult .’
’ No, Luigi, you don’ t  under st and. This is a t welve-year -old vir gin t hat  he has t o f ind r ight
away.’
’ Ah, yes, now I  under st and,’  Luigi said sagaciously. ’ A vir gin might  t ake a lit t le t ime. But  
if  he wait s at  t he bus t er minal wher e t he young f ar m gir ls looking f or  wor k ar r ive, I  - ’
’ Luigi, you st ill don’ t  under st and,’  Milo snapped wit h such br usque impat ience t hat  t he 
police commissioner ’ s f ace f lushed and he j umped t o at t ent ion and began but t oning his 
unif or m in conf usion. ’ This gir l is a f r iend, an old f r iend of  t he f amily, and we want  t o 
help her . She’ s only a child. She’ s all alone in t his cit y somewher e, and we have t o f ind 
her  bef or e somebody har ms her . Now do you under st and? Luigi, t his is ver y impor t ant  t o 
me. I  have a daught er  t he same age as t hat  lit t le gir l, and not hing in t he wor ld means 
mor e t o me r ight  now t han saving t hat  poor  child bef or e it ’ s t oo lat e. Will you help?’
’ Si, Mar chese, now I  under st and,’  said Luigi. ’ And I  will do ever yt hing in my power  t o f ind
her . But  t onight  I  have almost  no men. Tonight  all my men ar e busy t r ying t o br eak up t he
t r af f ic in illegal t obacco.’
’ I llegal t obacco?’  asked Milo.
’ Milo,’  Yossar ian bleat ed f aint ly wit h a sinking hear t , sensing at  once t hat  all was lost .
’ Si, Mar chese,’  said Luigi. ’ The pr of it  in illegal t obacco is so high t hat  t he smuggling is 
almost  impossible t o cont r ol.’
’ I s t her e r eally t hat  much pr of it  in illegal t obacco?’  Milo inquir ed wit h keen int er est , his 
r ust -color ed eyebr ows ar ching avidly and his nost r ils snif f ing.
’ Milo,’  Yossar ian called t o him. ’ Pay at t ent ion t o me, will you?’
’ Si, Mar chese,’  Luigi answer ed. ’ The pr of it  in illegal t obacco is ver y high. The smuggling 
is a nat ional scandal, Mar chese, t r uly a nat ional disgr ace.’
’ I s t hat  a f act ?’  Milo obser ved wit h a pr eoccupied smile and st ar t ed t owar d t he door  as 
t hough in a spell.
’ Milo!’  Yossar ian yelled, and bounded f or war d impulsively t o int er cept  him. ’ Milo, you’ ve 
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got  t o help me.’
’ I llegal t obacco,’  Milo explained t o him wit h a look of  epilept ic lust , st r uggling doggedly 
t o get  by. ’ Let  me go. I ’ ve got  t o smuggle illegal t obacco.’
’ St ay her e and help me f ind her ,’  pleaded Yossar ian. ’ You can smuggle illegal t obacco 
t omor r ow.’
But  Milo was deaf  and kept  pushing f or war d, nonviolent ly but  ir r esist ibly, sweat ing, his 
eyes, as t hough he wer e in t he gr ip of  a blind f ixat ion, bur ning f ever ishly, and his 
t wit ching mout h slaver ing. He moaned calmly as t hough in r emot e, inst inct ive dist r ess and
kept  r epeat ing, ’ I llegal t obacco, illegal t obacco.’  Yossar ian st epped out  of  t he way wit h 
r esignat ion f inally when he saw it  was hopeless t o t r y t o r eason wit h him. Milo was gone 
like a shot . The commissioner  of  police unbut t oned his t unic again and looked at  Yossar ian
wit h cont empt .
’ What  do you want  her e?’  he asked coldly. ’ Do you want  me t o ar r est  you?’
Yossar ian walked out  of  t he of f ice and down t he st air s int o t he dar k, t omblike st r eet , 
passing in t he hall t he st out  woman wit h war t s and t wo chins, who was alr eady on her  way 
back in. Ther e was no sign of  Milo out side. Ther e wer e no light s in any of  t he windows. 
The deser t ed sidewalk r ose st eeply and cont inuously f or  sever al blocks. He could see t he 
glar e of  a br oad avenue at  t he t op of  t he long cobblest one incline. The police st at ion was 
almost  at  t he bot t om; t he yellow bulbs at  t he ent r ance sizzled in t he dampness like wet  
t or ches. A f r igid, f ine r ain was f alling. He began walking slowly, pushing uphill. Soon he 
came t o a quiet , cozy, invit ing r est aur ant  wit h r ed velvet  dr apes in t he windows and a blue
neon sign near  t he door  t hat  said: TONY’ S RESTAURANT FI NE FOOD AND DRI NK. 
KEEP OUT. The wor ds on t he blue neon sign sur pr ised him mildly f or  only an inst ant . 
Not hing war ped seemed bizar r e any mor e in his st r ange, dist or t ed sur r oundings. The 
t ops of  t he sheer  buildings slant ed in weir d, sur r ealist ic per spect ive, and t he st r eet  
seemed t ilt ed. He r aised t he collar  of  his war m woolen coat  and hugged it  ar ound him. 
The night  was r aw. A boy in a t hin shir t  and t hin t at t er ed t r ouser s walked out  of  t he 
dar kness on bar e f eet . The boy had black hair  and needed a hair cut  and shoes and socks. 
His sickly f ace was pale and sad. His f eet  made gr isly, sof t , sucking sounds in t he r ain 
puddles on t he wet  pavement  as he passed, and Yossar ian was moved by such int ense pit y 
f or  his pover t y t hat  he want ed t o smash his pale, sad, sickly f ace wit h his f ist  and knock 
him out  of  exist ence because he br ought  t o mind all t he pale, sad, sickly childr en in I t aly 
t hat  same night  who needed hair cut s and needed shoes and socks. He made Yossar ian 
t hink of  cr ipples and of  cold and hungr y men and women, and of  all t he dumb, passive, 
devout  mot her s wit h cat at onic eyes nur sing inf ant s out door s t hat  same night  wit h chilled 
animal udder s bar ed insensibly t o t hat  same r aw r ain. Cows. Almost  on cue, a nur sing 
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mot her  padded past  holding an inf ant  in black r ags, and Yossar ian want ed t o smash her  
t oo, because she r eminded him of  t he bar ef oot  boy in t he t hin shir t  and t hin, t at t er ed 
t r ouser s and of  all t he shiver ing, st upef ying miser y in a wor ld t hat  never  yet  had 
pr ovided enough heat  and f ood and j ust ice f or  all but  an ingenious and unscr upulous 
handf ul. What  a lousy ear t h! He wonder ed how many people wer e dest it ut e t hat  same 
night  even in his own pr osper ous count r y, how many homes wer e shant ies, how many 
husbands wer e dr unk and wives socked, and how many childr en wer e bullied, abused or  
abandoned. How many f amilies hunger ed f or  f ood t hey could not  af f or d t o buy? How 
many hear t s wer e br oken? How many suicides would t ake place t hat  same night , how many
people would go insane? How many cockr oaches and landlor ds would t r iumph? How many 
winner s wer e loser s, successes f ailur es, r ich men poor  men? How many wise guys wer e 
st upid? How many happy endings wer e unhappy endings? How many honest  men wer e liar s, 
br ave men cowar ds, loyal men t r ait or s, how many saint ed men wer e cor r upt , how many 
people in posit ions of  t r ust  had sold t heir  souls t o blackguar ds f or  pet t y cash, how many 
had never  had souls? How many st r aight -and-nar r ow pat hs wer e cr ooked pat hs? How 
many best  f amilies wer e wor st  f amilies and how many good people wer e bad people? When
you added t hem all up and t hen subt r act ed, you might  be lef t  wit h only t he childr en, and 
per haps wit h Alber t  Einst ein and an old violinist  or  sculpt or  somewher e. Yossar ian walked 
in lonely t or t ur e, f eeling est r anged, and could not  wipe f r om his mind t he excr uciat ing 
image of  t he bar ef oot  boy wit h sickly cheeks unt il he t ur ned t he cor ner  int o t he avenue 
f inally and came upon an Allied soldier  having convulsions on t he gr ound, a young 
lieut enant  wit h a small, pale, boyish f ace. Six ot her  soldier s f r om dif f er ent  count r ies 
wr est led wit h dif f er ent  par t s of  him, st r iving t o help him and hold him st ill. He yelped 
and gr oaned unint elligibly t hr ough clenched t eet h, his eyes r olled up int o his head. ’ Don’ t  
let  him bit e his t ongue of f ,’  a shor t  ser geant  near  Yossar ian advised shr ewdly, and a 
sevent h man t hr ew himself  int o t he f r ay t o wr est le wit h t he ill lieut enant ’ s f ace. All at  
once t he wr est ler s won and t ur ned t o each ot her  undecidedly, f or  now t hat  t hey held t he
young lieut enant  r igid t hey did not  know what  t o do wit h him. A quiver  of  mor onic panic 
spr ead f r om one st r aining br ut e f ace t o anot her . ’ Why don’ t  you lif t  him up and put  him 
on t he hood of  t hat  car ?’  a cor por al st anding in back of  Yossar ian dr awled. That  seemed 
t o make sense, so t he seven men lif t ed t he young lieut enant  up and st r et ched him out  
car ef ully on t he hood of  a par ked car , st ill pinning each st r uggling par t  of  him down. Once
t hey had him st r et ched out  on t he hood of  t he par ked car , t hey st ar ed at  each ot her  
uneasily again, f or  t hey had no idea what  t o do wit h him next . ’ Why don’ t  you lif t  him up 
of f  t he hood of  t hat  car  and lay him down on t he gr ound?’  dr awled t he same cor por al 
behind Yossar ian. That  seemed like a good idea, t oo, and t hey began t o move him back t o 
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t he sidewalk, but  bef or e t hey could f inish, a j eep r aced up wit h a f lashing r ed spot light  
at  t he side and t wo milit ar y policemen in t he f r ont  seat .
’ What ’ s going on?’  t he dr iver  yelled.
’ He’ s having convulsions,’  one of  t he men gr appling wit h one of  t he young lieut enant ’ s 
limbs answer ed. ’ We’ r e holding him st ill.’
’ That ’ s good. He’ s under  ar r est .’
’ What  should we do wit h him?’
’ Keep him under  ar r est !’  t he M.P. shout ed, doubling over  wit h r aucous laught er  at  his 
j est , and sped away in his j eep.
Yossar ian r ecalled t hat  he had no leave paper s and moved pr udent ly past  t he st r ange 
gr oup t owar d t he sound of  muf f led voices emanat ing f r om a dist ance inside t he mur ky 
dar kness ahead. The br oad, r ain-blot ched boulevar d was illuminat ed ever y half -block by 
shor t , cur ling lamppost s wit h eer ie, shimmer ing glar es sur r ounded by smoky br own mist . 
Fr om a window over head he hear d an unhappy f emale voice pleading, ’ Please don’ t . Please 
don’ t .’  A despondent  young woman in a black r aincoat  wit h much black hair  on her  f ace 
passed wit h her  eyes lower ed. At  t he Minist r y of  Public Af f air s on t he next  block, a 
dr unken lady was backed up against  one of  t he f lut ed Cor int hian columns by a dr unken 
young soldier , while t hr ee dr unken comr ades in ar ms sat  wat ching near by on t he st eps 
wit h wine bot t les st anding bet ween t heir  legs. ’ Pleeshe don’ t ,’  begged t he dr unken lady. 
’ I  want  t o go home now. Pleeshe don’ t .’  One of  t he sit t ing men cur sed pugnaciously and 
hur led a wine bot t le at  Yossar ian when he t ur ned t o look up. The bot t le shat t er ed 
har mlessly f ar  away wit h a br ief  and mut ed noise. Yossar ian cont inued walking away at  
t he same list less, unhur r ied pace, hands bur ied in his pocket s. ’ Come on, baby,’  he hear d 
t he dr unken soldier  ur ge det er minedly. ’ I t ’ s my t ur n now.’  ’ Pleeshe don’ t ,’  begged t he 
dr unken lady. ’ Pleeshe don’ t .’  At  t he ver y next  cor ner , deep inside t he dense, 
impenet r able shadows of  a nar r ow, winding side st r eet , he hear d t he myst er ious, 
unmist akable sound of  someone shoveling snow. The measur ed, labor ed, evocat ive scr ape 
of  ir on shovel against  concr et e made his f lesh cr awl wit h t er r or  as he st epped f r om t he 
cur b t o cr oss t he ominous alley and hur r ied onwar d unt il t he haunt ing, incongr uous noise 
had been lef t  behind. Now he knew wher e he was: soon, if  he cont inued wit hout  t ur ning, 
he would come t o t he dr y f ount ain in t he middle of  t he boulevar d, t hen t o t he of f icer s’  
apar t ment  seven blocks beyond. He hear d snar ling, inhuman voices cut t ing t hr ough t he 
ghost ly blackness in f r ont  suddenly. The bulb on t he cor ner  lamp post  had died, spilling 
gloom over  half  t he st r eet , t hr owing ever yt hing visible of f  balance. On t he ot her  side of  
t he int er sect ion, a man was beat ing a dog wit h a st ick like t he man who was beat ing t he 
hor se wit h a whip in Raskolnikov’ s dr eam. Yossar ian st r ained helplessly not  t o see or  
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hear . The dog whimper ed and squealed in br ut e, dumbf ounded hyst er ia at  t he end of  an 
old Manila r ope and gr oveled and cr awled on it s belly wit hout  r esist ing, but  t he man beat  
it  and beat  it  anyway wit h his heavy, f lat  st ick. A small cr owd wat ched. A squat  woman 
st epped out  and asked him please t o st op. ’ Mind your  own business,’  t he man bar ked 
gr uf f ly, lif t ing his st ick as t hough he might  beat  her  t oo, and t he woman r et r eat ed 
sheepishly wit h an abj ect  and humiliat ed air . Yossar ian quickened his pace t o get  away, 
almost  r an. The night  was f illed wit h hor r or s, and he t hought  he knew how Chr ist  must  
have f elt  as he walked t hr ough t he wor ld, like a psychiat r ist  t hr ough a war d f ull of  nut s, 
like a vict im t hr ough a pr ison f ull of  t hieves. What  a welcome sight  a leper  must  have 
been! At  t he next  cor ner  a man was beat ing a small boy br ut ally in t he midst  of  an 
immobile cr owd of  adult  spect at or s who made no ef f or t  t o int er vene. Yossar ian r ecoiled 
wit h sickening r ecognit ion. He was cer t ain he had wit nessed t hat  same hor r ible scene 
somet ime bef or e. D‚j … vu? The sinist er  coincidence shook him and f illed him wit h doubt  
and dr ead. I t  was t he same scene he had wit nessed a block bef or e, alt hough ever yt hing 
in it  seemed quit e dif f er ent . What  in t he wor ld was happening? Would a squat  woman 
st ep out  and ask t he man t o please st op? Would he r aise his hand t o st r ike her  and would 
she r et r eat ? Nobody moved. The child cr ied st eadily as t hough in dr ugged miser y. The 
man kept  knocking him down wit h har d, r esounding open-palm blows t o t he head, t hen 
j er king him up t o his f eet  in or der  t o knock him down again. No one in t he sullen, cower ing
cr owd seemed t o car e enough about  t he st unned and beat en boy t o int er f er e. The child 
was no mor e t han nine. One dr ab woman was weeping silent ly int o a dir t y dish t owel. The 
boy was emaciat ed and needed a hair cut . Br ight -r ed blood was st r eaming f r om bot h ear s. 
Yossar ian cr ossed quickly t o t he ot her  side of  t he immense avenue t o escape t he 
nauseat ing sight  and f ound himself  walking on human t eet h lying on t he dr enched, 
glist ening pavement  near  splot ches of  blood kept  st icky by t he pelt ing r aindr ops poking 
each one like shar p f inger nails. Molar s and br oken incisor s lay scat t er ed ever ywher e. He 
cir cled on t ipt oe t he gr ot esque debr is and came near  a door way cont aining a cr ying 
soldier  holding a sat ur at ed handker chief  t o his mout h, suppor t ed as he sagged by t wo 
ot her  soldier s wait ing in gr ave impat ience f or  t he milit ar y ambulance t hat  f inally came 
clanging up wit h amber  f og light s on and passed t hem by f or  an alt er cat ion on t he next  
block bet ween a civilian I t alian wit h books and a slew of  civilian policemen wit h ar mlocks 
and clubs. The scr eaming, st r uggling civilian was a dar k man wit h a f ace whit e as f lour  
f r om f ear . His eyes wer e pulsat ing in hect ic desper at ion, f lapping like bat 's wings, as t he 
many t all policemen seized him by t he ar ms and legs and lif t ed him up. His books wer e 
spilled on t he gr ound. 'Help!' he shr ieked shr illy in a voice st r angling in it s own emot ion, 
as t he policemen car r ied him t o t he open door s in t he r ear  of  t he ambulance and t hr ew 
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him inside. ’ Police! Help! Police!’  The door s wer e shut  and bolt ed, and t he ambulance 
r aced away. Ther e was a humor less ir ony in t he ludicr ous panic of  t he man scr eaming f or  
help t o t he police while policemen wer e all ar ound him. Yossar ian smiled wr yly at  t he 
f ut ile and r idiculous cr y f or  aid, t hen saw wit h a st ar t  t hat  t he wor ds wer e ambiguous, 
r ealized wit h alar m t hat  t hey wer e not , per haps, int ended as a call f or  police but  as a 
her oic war ning f r om t he gr ave by a doomed f r iend t o ever yone who was not  a policeman 
wit h a club and a gun and a mob of  ot her  policemen wit h clubs and guns t o back him up. 
’ Help! Police!’  t he man had cr ied, and he could have been shout ing of  danger . Yossar ian 
r esponded t o t he t hought  by slipping away st ealt hily f r om t he police and almost  t r ipped 
over  t he f eet  of  a bur ly woman of  f or t y hast ening acr oss t he int er sect ion guilt ily, 
dar t ing f ur t ive, vindict ive glances behind her  t owar d a woman of  eight y wit h t hick, 
bandaged ankles dodder ing af t er  her  in a losing pur suit . The old woman was gasping f or  
br eat h as she minced along and mut t er ing t o her self  in dist r act ed agit at ion. Ther e was no
mist aking t he nat ur e of  t he scene; it  was a chase. The t r iumphant  f ir st  woman was 
half way acr oss t he wide avenue bef or e t he second woman r eached t he cur b. The nast y, 
small, gloat ing smile wit h which she glanced back at  t he labor ing old woman was bot h 
wicked and appr ehensive. Yossar ian knew he could help t he t r oubled old woman if  she 
would only cr y out , knew he could spr ing f or war d and capt ur e t he st ur dy f ir st  woman and 
hold her  f or  t he mob of  policemen near by if  t he second woman would only give him license
wit h a shr iek of  dist r ess. But  t he old woman passed by wit hout  even seeing him, mumbling
in t er r ible, t r agic vexat ion, and soon t he f ir st  woman had vanished int o t he deepening 
layer s of  dar kness and t he old woman was lef t  st anding helplessly in t he cent er  of  t he 
t hor oughf ar e, dazed, uncer t ain which way t o pr oceed, alone. Yossar ian t or e his eyes f r om
her  and hur r ied away in shame because he had done not hing t o assist  her . He dar t ed 
f ur t ive, guilt y glances back as he f led in def eat , af r aid t he old woman might  now st ar t  
f ollowing him, and he welcomed t he concealing shelt er  of  t he dr izzling, dr if t ing, light less,
near ly opaque gloom. Mobs... mobs of  policemen - ever yt hing but  England was in t he hands 
of  mobs, mobs, mobs. Mobs wit h clubs wer e in cont r ol ever ywher e.
The sur f ace of  t he collar  and shoulder s of  Yossar ian’ s coat  was soaked. His socks wer e 
wet  and cold. The light  on t he next  lamppost  was out , t oo, t he glass globe br oken. 
Buildings and f eat ur eless shapes f lowed by him noiselessly as t hough bor ne past  
immut ably on t he sur f ace of  some r ank and t imeless t ide. A t all monk passed, his f ace 
bur ied ent ir ely inside a coar se gr ay cowl, even t he eyes hidden. Foot st eps sloshed t owar d
him st eadily t hr ough a puddle, and he f ear ed it  would be anot her  bar ef oot  child. He 
br ushed by a gaunt , cadaver ous, t r ist f ul man in a black r aincoat  wit h a st ar -shaped scar  
in his cheek and a glossy mut ilat ed depr ession t he size of  an egg in one t emple. On 
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squishing st r aw sandals, a young woman mat er ialized wit h her  whole f ace disf igur ed by a 
God-awf ul pink and piebald bur n t hat  st ar t ed on her  neck and st r et ched in a r aw, 
cor r ugat ed mass up bot h cheeks past  her  eyes! Yossar ian could not  bear  t o look, and 
shudder ed. No one would ever  love her . His spir it  was sick; he longed t o lie down wit h 
some gir l he could love who would soot he and excit e him and put  him t o sleep. A mob wit h 
a club was wait ing f or  him in Pianosa. The gir ls wer e all gone. The count ess and her  
daught er -in-law wer e no longer  good enough; he had gr own t oo old f or  f un, he no longer  
had t he t ime. Luciana was gone, dead, pr obably; if  not  yet , t hen soon enough. Aar f y’ s 
buxom t r ollop had vanished wit h her  smut t y cameo r ing, and Nur se Ducket t  was ashamed 
of  him because he had r ef used t o f ly mor e combat  missions and would cause a scandal. 
The only gir l he knew near by was t he plain maid in t he of f icer s’  apar t ment , whom none of
t he men had ever  slept  wit h. Her  name was Michaela, but  t he men called her  f ilt hy t hings 
in dulcet , ingr at iat ing voices, and she giggled wit h childish j oy because she under st ood no 
English and t hought  t hey wer e f lat t er ing her  and making har mless j okes. Ever yt hing wild 
she wat ched t hem do f illed her  wit h enchant ed delight . She was a happy, simple-minded, 
har d-wor king gir l who could not  r ead and was bar ely able t o wr it e her  name. Her  st r aight  
hair  was t he color  of  r ot t ing st r aw. She had sallow skin and myopic eyes, and none of  t he 
men had ever  slept  wit h her  because none of  t he men had ever  want ed t o, none but  
Aar f y, who had r aped her  once t hat  same evening and had t hen held her  pr isoner  in a 
clot hes closet  f or  almost  t wo hour s wit h his hand over  her  mout h unt il t he civilian cur f ew
sir ens sounded and it  was unlawf ul f or  her  t o be out side.
Then he t hr ew her  out  t he window. Her  dead body was st ill lying on t he pavement  when 
Yossar ian ar r ived and pushed his way polit ely t hr ough t he cir cle of  solemn neighbor s wit h
dim lant er ns, who glar ed wit h venom as t hey shr ank away f r om him and point ed up 
bit t er ly t owar d t he second-f loor  windows in t heir  pr ivat e, gr im, accusing conver sat ions. 
Yossar ian’ s hear t  pounded wit h f r ight  and hor r or  at  t he pit if ul, ominous, gor y spect acle 
of  t he br oken cor pse. He ducked int o t he hallway and bolt ed up t he st air s int o t he 
apar t ment , wher e he f ound Aar f y pacing about  uneasily wit h a pompous, slight ly 
uncomf or t able smile. Aar f y seemed a bit  unset t led as he f idget ed wit h his pipe and 
assur ed Yossar ian t hat  ever yt hing was going t o be all r ight . Ther e was not hing t o wor r y 
about .
’ I  only r aped her  once,’  he explained.
Yossar ian was aghast . ’ But  you killed her , Aar f y! You killed her !’
’ Oh, I  had t o do t hat  af t er  I  r aped her ,’  Aar f y r eplied in his most  condescending 
manner . ’ I  couldn’ t  ver y well let  her  go ar ound saying bad t hings about  us, could I ?’
’ But  why did you have t o t ouch her  at  all, you dumb bast ar d?’  Yossar ian shout ed. ’ Why 
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couldn’ t  you get  your self  a gir l of f  t he st r eet  if  you want ed one? The cit y is f ull of  
pr ost it ut es.’
’ Oh, no, not  me,’  Aar f y br agged. ’ I  never  paid f or  it  in my lif e.’
’ Aar f y, ar e you insane?’  Yossar ian was almost  speechless. ’ You killed a gir l. They’ r e going
t o put  you in j ail!’
’ Oh, no,’  Aar f y answer ed wit h a f or ced smile. ’ Not  me. They ar en’ t  going t o put  good old 
Aar f y in j ail. Not  f or  killing her .’
’ But  you t hr ew her  out  t he window. She’ s lying dead in t he st r eet .’
’ She has no r ight  t o be t her e,’  Aar f y answer ed. ’ I t ’ s af t er  cur f ew.’
’ St upid! Don’ t  you r ealize what  you’ ve done?’  Yossar ian want ed t o gr ab Aar f y by his 
well-f ed, cat er pillar -sof t  shoulder s and shake some sense int o him. ’ You’ ve mur der ed a 
human being. They ar e going t o put  you in j ail. They might  even hang you!’
’ Oh, I  har dly t hink t hey’ ll do t hat ,’  Aar f y r eplied wit h a j ovial chuckle, alt hough his 
sympt oms of  ner vousness incr eased. He spilled t obacco cr umbs unconsciously as his shor t
f inger s f umbled wit h t he bowl of  his pipe. ’ No, sir r ee. Not  t o good old Aar f y.’  He 
chor t led again. ’ She was only a ser vant  gir l. I  har dly t hink t hey’ r e going t o make t oo 
much of  a f uss over  one poor  I t alian ser vant  gir l when so many t housands of  lives ar e 
being lost  ever y day. Do you?’
’ List en!’  Yossar ian cr ied, almost  in j oy. He pr icked up his ear s and wat ched t he blood 
dr ain f r om Aar f y’ s f ace as sir ens mour ned f ar  away, police sir ens, and t hen ascended 
almost  inst ant aneously t o a howling, st r ident , onr ushing cacophony of  over whelming sound 
t hat  seemed t o cr ash int o t he r oom ar ound t hem f r om ever y side. ’ Aar f y, t hey’ r e coming
f or  you,’  he said in a f lood of  compassion, shout ing t o be hear d above t he noise. ’ They’ r e 
coming t o ar r est  you. Aar f y, don’ t  you under st and? You can’ t  t ake t he lif e of  anot her  
human being and get  away wit h it , even if  she is j ust  a poor  ser vant  gir l. Don’ t  you see? 
Can’ t  you under st and?’
’ Oh, no,’  Aar f y insist ed wit h a lame laugh and a weak smile. ’ They’ r e not  coming t o ar r est
me. Not  good old Aar f y.’
All at  once he looked sick. He sank down on a chair  in a t r embling st upor , his st umpy, lax 
hands quaking in his lap. Car s skidded t o a st op out side. Spot light s hit  t he windows 
immediat ely. Car  door s slammed and police whist les scr eeched. Voices r ose har shly. 
Aar f y was gr een. He kept  shaking his head mechanically wit h a queer , numb smile and 
r epeat ing in a weak, hollow monot one t hat  t hey wer e not  coming f or  him, not  f or  good old 
Aar f y, no sir r ee, st r iving t o convince himself  t hat  t his was so even as heavy f oot st eps 
r aced up t he st air s and pounded acr oss t he landing, even as f ist s beat  on t he door  f our  
t imes wit h a deaf ening, inexor able f or ce. Then t he door  t o t he apar t ment  f lew open, and 
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t wo lar ge, t ough, br awny M.P.s wit h icy eyes and f ir m, sinewy, unsmiling j aws ent er ed 
quickly, st r ode acr oss t he r oom, and ar r est ed Yossar ian.
They ar r est ed Yossar ian f or  being in Rome wit hout  a pass.
They apologized t o Aar f y f or  int r uding and led Yossar ian away bet ween t hem, gr ipping 
him under  each ar m wit h f inger s as har d as st eel manacles. They said not hing at  all t o him
on t he way down. Two mor e t all M.P.s wit h clubs and har d whit e helmet s wer e wait ing 
out side at  a closed car . They mar ched Yossar ian int o t he back seat , and t he car  r oar ed 
away and weaved t hr ough t he r ain and muddy f og t o a police st at ion. The M.P.s locked him
up f or  t he night  in a cell wit h f our  st one walls. At  dawn t hey gave him a pail f or  a lat r ine 
and dr ove him t o t he air por t , wher e t wo mor e giant  M.P.s wit h clubs and whit e helmet s 
wer e wait ing at  a t r anspor t  plane whose engines wer e alr eady war ming up when t hey 
ar r ived, t he cylindr ical gr een cowlings oozing quiver ing beads of  condensat ion. None of  
t he M.P.s said anyt hing t o each ot her  eit her . They did not  even nod. Yossar ian had never  
seen such gr anit e f aces. The plane f lew t o Pianosa. Two mor e silent  M.P.s wer e wait ing at  
t he landing st r ip. Ther e wer e now eight , and t hey f iled wit h pr ecise, wor dless discipline 
int o t wo car s and sped on humming t ir es past  t he f our  squadr on ar eas t o t he Gr oup 
Headquar t er s building, wher e st ill t wo mor e M.P.s wer e wait ing at  t he par king ar ea. All 
t en t all, st r ong, pur posef ul, silent  men t ower ed ar ound him as t hey t ur ned t owar d t he 
ent r ance. Their  f oot st eps cr unched in loud unison on t he cinder ed gr ound. He had an 
impr ession of  acceler at ing hast e. He was t er r if ied. Ever y one of  t he t en M.P.s seemed 
power f ul enough t o bash him t o deat h wit h a single blow. They had only t o pr ess t heir  
massive, t oughened, boulder ous shoulder s against  him t o cr ush all lif e f r om his body. 
Ther e was not hing he could do t o save himself . He could not  even see which t wo wer e 
gr ipping him under  t he ar ms as t hey mar ched him r apidly bet ween t he t wo t ight  
single-f ile columns t hey had f or med. Their  pace quickened, and he f elt  as t hough he wer e
f lying along wit h his f eet  of f  t he gr ound as t hey t r ot t ed in r esolut e cadence up t he wide 
mar ble st air case t o t he upper  landing, wher e st ill t wo mor e inscr ut able milit ar y policemen
wit h har d f aces wer e wait ing t o lead t hem all at  an even f ast er  pace down t he long, 
cant ilever ed balcony over hanging t he immense lobby. Their  mar ching f oot st eps on t he 
dull t ile f loor  t hunder ed like an awesome, quickening dr um r oll t hr ough t he vacant  cent er  
of  t he building as t hey moved wit h even gr eat er  speed and pr ecision t owar d Colonel 
Cat hcar t ’ s of f ice, and violent  winds of  panic began blowing in Yossar ian’ s ear s when t hey 
t ur ned him t owar d his doom inside t he of f ice, wher e Colonel Kor n, his r ump spr eading 
comf or t ably on a cor ner  of  Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s desk, sat  wait ing t o gr eet  him wit h a genial
smile and said,
’ We’ r e sending you home.’

Page 353



J oseph Heller  - Cat ch - 22
40 CATCH-22
Ther e was, of  cour se, a cat ch.
’ Cat ch-22?’  inquir ed Yossar ian.
’ Of  cour se,’  Colonel Kor n answer ed pleasant ly, af t er  he had chased t he might y guar d of  
massive M.P.s out  wit h an insouciant  f lick of  his hand and a slight ly cont empt uous nod - 
most  r elaxed, as always, when he could be most  cynical. His r imless squar e eyeglasses 
glint ed wit h sly amusement  as he gazed at  Yossar ian. ’ Af t er  all, we can’ t  simply send you 
home f or  r ef using t o f ly mor e missions and keep t he r est  of  t he men her e, can we? That  
would har dly be f air  t o t hem.’
’ You’ r e goddam r ight !’  Colonel Cat hcar t  blur t ed out , lumber ing back and f or t h 
gr acelessly like a winded bull, puf f ing and pout ing angr ily. ’ I ’ d like t o t ie him up hand and 
f oot  and t hr ow him aboar d a plane on ever y mission. That ’ s what  I ’ d like t o do.’
Colonel Kor n mot ioned Colonel Cat hcar t  t o be silent  and smiled at  Yossar ian. ’ You know, 
you r eally have been making t hings t er r ibly dif f icult  f or  Colonel Cat hcar t ,’  he obser ved 
wit h f lip good humor , as t hough t he f act  did not  displease him at  all. ’ The men ar e 
unhappy and mor ale is beginning t o det er ior at e. And it ’ s all your  f ault .’
’ I t ’ s your  f ault ,’  Yossar ian ar gued, ’ f or  r aising t he number  of  missions.’
’ No, it ’ s your  f ault  f or  r ef using t o f ly t hem,’  Colonel Kor n r et or t ed. ’ The men wer e 
per f ect ly cont ent  t o f ly as many missions as we asked as long as t hey t hought  t hey had no
alt er nat ive. Now you’ ve given t hem hope, and t hey’ r e unhappy. So t he blame is all your s.’
’ Doesn’ t  he know t her e’ s a war  going on?’  Colonel Cat hcar t , st ill st amping back and f or t h,
demanded mor osely wit hout  looking at  Yossar ian.
’ I ’ m quit e sur e he does,’  Colonel Kor n answer ed. ’ That ’ s pr obably why he r ef uses t o f ly 
t hem.’
’ Doesn’ t  it  make any dif f er ence t o him?’
’ Will t he knowledge t hat  t her e’ s a war  going on weaken your  decision t o r ef use t o 
par t icipat e in it ?’  Colonel Kor n inquir ed wit h sar cast ic ser iousness, mocking Colonel 
Cat hcar t .
’ No, sir ,’  Yossar ian r eplied, almost  r et ur ning Colonel Kor n’ s smile.
’ I  was af r aid of  t hat ,’  Colonel Kor n r emar ked wit h an elabor at e sigh, locking his f inger s 
t oget her  comf or t ably on t op of  his smoot h, bald, br oad, shiny br own head. ’ You know, in 
all f air ness, we r eally haven’ t  t r eat ed you t oo badly, have we? We’ ve f ed you and paid 
you on t ime. We gave you a medal and even made you a capt ain.’
’ I  never  should have made him a capt ain,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  exclaimed bit t er ly. ’ I  should 
have given him a cour t -mar t ial af t er  he loused up t hat  Fer r ar a mission and went  ar ound 
t wice.’
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’ I  t old you not  t o pr omot e him,’  said Colonel Kor n, ’ but  you wouldn’ t  list en t o me.’
’ No you didn’ t . You t old me t o pr omot e him, didn’ t  you?’
’ I  t old you not  t o pr omot e him. But  you j ust  wouldn’ t  list en.’
’ I  should have list ened.’
’ You never  list en t o me,’  Colonel Kor n per sist ed wit h r elish. ’ That ’ s t he r eason we’ r e in 
t his spot .’
’ All r ight , gee whiz. St op r ubbing it  in, will you?’
Colonel Cat hcar t  bur r owed his f ist s down deep inside his pocket s and t ur ned away in a 
slouch. ’ I nst ead of  picking on me, why don’ t  you f igur e out  what  we’ r e going t o do about  
him?’
’ We’ r e going t o send him home, I ’ m af r aid.’  Colonel Kor n was chuckling t r iumphant ly 
when he t ur ned away f r om Colonel Cat hcar t  t o f ace Yossar ian. ’ Yossar ian, t he war  is over
f or  you. We’ r e going t o send you home. You r eally don’ t  deser ve it , you know, which is one
of  t he r easons I  don’ t  mind doing it . Since t her e’ s not hing else we can r isk doing t o you 
at  t his t ime, we’ ve decided t o r et ur n you t o t he St at es. We’ ve wor ked out  t his lit t le deal
t o - ’
’ What  kind of  deal?’  Yossar ian demanded wit h def iant  mist r ust .
Colonel Kor n t ossed his head back and laughed. ’ Oh, a t hor oughly despicable deal, make no
mist ake about  t hat . I t ’ s absolut ely r evolt ing. But  you’ ll accept  it  quickly enough.’
’ Don’ t  be t oo sur e.’
’ I  haven’ t  t he slight est  doubt  you will, even t hough it  st inks t o high heaven. Oh, by t he 
way. You haven’ t  t old any of  t he men you’ ve r ef used t o f ly mor e missions, have you?’
’ No, sir ,’  Yossar ian answer ed pr ompt ly.
Colonel Kor n nodded appr ovingly. ’ That ’ s good. I  like t he way you lie. You’ ll go f ar  in t his 
wor ld if  you ever  acquir e some decent  ambit ion.’
’ Doesn’ t  he know t her e’ s a war  going on?’  Colonel Cat hcar t  yelled out  suddenly, and blew 
wit h vigor ous disbelief  int o t he open end of  his cigar et t e holder .
’ I ’ m quit e sur e he does,’  Colonel Kor n r eplied acidly, ’ since you br ought  t hat  ident ical 
point  t o his at t ent ion j ust  a moment  ago.’  Colonel Kor n f r owned wear ily f or  Yossar ian’ s 
benef it , his eyes t winkling swar t hily wit h sly and dar ing scor n. Gr ipping t he edge of  
Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s desk wit h bot h hands, he lif t ed his f laccid haunches f ar  back on t he 
cor ner  t o sit  wit h bot h shor t  legs dangling f r eely. His shoes kicked light ly against  t he 
yellow oak wood, his sludge-br own socks, gar t er less, collapsed in sagging cir cles below 
ankles t hat  wer e sur pr isingly small and whit e. ’ You know, Yossar ian,’  he mused af f ably in 
a manner  of  casual r ef lect ion t hat  seemed bot h der isive and sincer e, ’ I  r eally do admir e 
you a bit . You’ r e an int elligent  per son of  gr eat  mor al char act er  who has t aken a ver y 
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cour ageous st and. I ’ m an int elligent  per son wit h no mor al char act er  at  all, so I ’ m in an 
ideal posit ion t o appr eciat e it .’
’ These ar e ver y cr it ical t imes,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  asser t ed pet ulant ly f r om a f ar  cor ner  of
t he of f ice, paying no at t ent ion t o Colonel Kor n.
’ Ver y cr it ical t imes indeed,’  Colonel Kor n agr eed wit h a placid nod. ’ We’ ve j ust  had a 
change of  command above, and we can’ t  af f or d a sit uat ion t hat  might  put  us in a bad light
wit h eit her  Gener al Scheisskopf  or  Gener al Peckem. I sn’ t  t hat  what  you mean, Colonel?’
’ Hasn’ t  he got  any pat r iot ism?’
’ Won’ t  you f ight  f or  your  count r y?’  Colonel Kor n demanded, emulat ing Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s
har sh, self -r ight eous t one. ’ Won’ t  you give up your  lif e f or  Colonel Cat hcar t  and me?’
Yossar ian t ensed wit h aler t  ast onishment  when he hear d Colonel Kor n’ s concluding wor ds.
’ What ’ s t hat ?’  he exclaimed. ’ What  have you and Colonel Cat hcar t  got  t o do wit h my 
count r y? You’ r e not  t he same.’
’ How can you separ at e us?’  Colonel Kor n inquir ed wit h ir onical t r anquillit y.
’ That ’ s r ight ,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  cr ied emphat ically. ’ You’ r e eit her  f or  us or  against  us. 
Ther e’ s no t wo ways about  it .’
’ I ’ m af r aid he’ s got  you,’  added Colonel Kor n. ’ You’ r e eit her  f or  us or  against  your  
count r y. I t ’ s as simple as t hat .’
’ Oh, no, Colonel. I  don’ t  buy t hat .’
Colonel Kor n was unr uf ed. ’ Neit her  do I , f r ankly, but  ever yone else will. So t her e you 
ar e.’
’ You’ r e a disgr ace t o your  unif or m!’  Colonel Cat hcar t  declar ed wit h blust er ing wr at h, 
whir ling t o conf r ont  Yossar ian f or  t he f ir st  t ime. ’ I ’ d like t o know how you ever  got  t o be
a capt ain, anyway.’
’ You pr omot ed him,’  Colonel Kor n r eminded sweet ly, st if ling a snicker . ’ Don’ t  you 
r emember ?’
’ Well, I  never  should have done it .’
’ I  t old you not  t o do it ,’  Colonel Kor n said. ’ But  you j ust  wouldn’ t  list en t o me.’
’ Gee whiz, will you st op r ubbing it  in?’  Colonel Cat hcar t  cr ied. He f ur r owed his br ow and 
glower ed at  Colonel Kor n t hr ough eyes nar r ow wit h suspicion, his f ist s clenched on his 
hips. ’ Say, whose side ar e you on, anyway?’
’ Your  side, Colonel. What  ot her  side could I  be on?’
’ Then st op picking on me, will you? Get  of f  my back, will you?’
’ I ’ m on your  side, Colonel. I ’ m j ust  loaded wit h pat r iot ism.’
’ Well, j ust  make sur e you don’ t  f or get  t hat .’  Colonel Cat hcar t  t ur ned away gr udgingly 
af t er  anot her  moment , incomplet ely r eassur ed, and began st r iding t he f loor , his hands 
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kneading his long cigar et t e holder . He j er ked a t humb t owar d Yossar ian. ’ Let ’ s set t le 
wit h him. I  know what  I ’ d like t o do wit h him. I ’ d like t o t ake him out side and shoot  him. 
That ’ s what  I ’ d like t o do wit h him. That ’ s what  Gener al Dr eedle would do wit h him.’
’ But  Gener al Dr eedle isn’ t  wit h us any mor e,’  said Colonel Kor n, ’ so we can’ t  t ake him 
out side and shoot  him.’  Now t hat  his moment  of  t ension wit h Colonel Cat hcar t  had 
passed, Colonel Kor n r elaxed again and r esumed kicking sof t ly against  Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s 
desk. He r et ur ned t o Yossar ian. ’ So we’ r e going t o send you home inst ead. I t  t ook a bit  
of  t hinking, but  we f inally wor ked out  t his hor r ible lit t le plan f or  sending you home 
wit hout  causing t oo much dissat isf act ion among t he f r iends you’ ll leave behind. Doesn’ t  
t hat  make you happy?’
’ What  kind of  plan? I ’ m not  sur e I ’ m going t o like it .’
’ I  know you’ r e not  going t o like it .’  Colonel Kor n laughed, locking his hands cont ent edly on
t op of  his head again. ’ You’ r e going t o loat he it . I t  r eally is odious and cer t ainly will 
of f end your  conscience. But  you’ ll agr ee t o it  quickly enough. You’ ll agr ee t o it  because it  
will send you home saf e and sound in t wo weeks, and because you have no choice. I t ’ s t hat
or  a cour t -mar t ial. Take it  or  leave it .’
Yossar ian snor t ed. ’ St op bluf f ing, Colonel. You can’ t  cour t -mar t ial me f or  deser t ion in 
t he f ace of  t he enemy. I t  would make you look bad and you pr obably couldn’ t  get  a 
convict ion.’
’ But  we can cour t -mar t ial you now f or  deser t ion f r om dut y, since you went  t o Rome 
wit hout  a pass. And we could make it  st ick. I f  you t hink about  it  a minut e, you’ ll see t hat  
you’ d leave us no alt er nat ive. We can’ t  simply let  you keep walking ar ound in open 
insubor dinat ion wit hout  punishing you. All t he ot her  men would st op f lying missions, t oo. 
No, you have my wor d f or  it . We will cour t -mar t ial you if  you t ur n our  deal down, even 
t hough it  would r aise a lot  of  quest ions and be a t er r ible black eye f or  Colonel Cat hcar t .’
Colonel Cat hcar t  winced at  t he wor ds ’ black eye’  and, wit hout  any appar ent  
pr emedit at ion, hur led his slender  onyx-and-ivor y cigar et t e holder  down viciously on t he 
wooden sur f ace on his desk. ’ J esus Chr ist !’  he shout ed unexpect edly. ’ I  hat e t his 
goddam cigar et t e holder !’  The cigar et t e holder  bounced of f  t he desk t o t he wall, 
r icochet ed acr oss t he window sill t o t he f loor  and came t o a st op almost  wher e he was 
st anding. Colonel Cat hcar t  st ar ed down at  it  wit h an ir ascible scowl. ’ I  wonder  if  it ’ s 
r eally doing me any good.’
’ I t ’ s a f eat her  in your  cap wit h Gener al Peckem, but  a black eye f or  you wit h Gener al 
Scheisskopf ,’  Colonel Kor n inf or med him wit h a mischievous look of  innocence.
’ Well, which one am I  supposed t o please?’
’ Bot h.’
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’ How can I  please t hem bot h? They hat e each ot her . How am I  ever  going t o get  a 
f eat her  in my cap f r om Gener al Scheisskopf  wit hout  get t ing a black eye f r om Gener al 
Peckem?’
’ Mar ch.’
’ Yeah, mar ch. That ’ s t he only way t o please him. Mar ch. Mar ch.’  Colonel Cat hcar t  
gr imaced sullenly. ’ Some gener als! They’ r e a disgr ace t o t heir  unif or ms. I f  people like 
t hose t wo can make gener al, I  don’ t  see how I  can miss.’
’ You’ r e going t o go f ar .’  Colonel Kor n assur ed him wit h a f lat  lack of  convict ion, and 
t ur ned back chuckling t o Yossar ian, his disdainf ul mer r iment  incr easing at  t he sight  of  
Yossar ian’ s unyielding expr ession of  ant agonism and dist r ust . ’ And t her e you have t he 
cr ux of  t he sit uat ion. Colonel Cat hcar t  want s t o be a gener al and I  want  t o be a colonel, 
and t hat ’ s why we have t o send you home.’
’ Why does he want  t o be a gener al?’
’ Why? For  t he same r eason t hat  I  want  t o be a colonel. What  else have we got  t o do? 
Ever yone t eaches us t o aspir e t o higher  t hings. A gener al is higher  t han a colonel, and a 
colonel is higher  t han a lieut enant  colonel. So we’ r e bot h aspir ing. And you know, 
Yossar ian, it ’ s a lucky t hing f or  you t hat  we ar e. Your  t iming on t his is absolut ely per f ect ,
but  I  suppose you t ook t hat  f act or  int o account  in your  calculat ions.’
’ I  haven’ t  been doing any calculat ing,’  Yossar ian r et or t ed.
’ Yes, I  r eally do enj oy t he way you lie,’  Colonel Kor n answer ed. ’ Won’ t  it  make you pr oud 
t o have your  commanding of f icer  pr omot ed t o gener al - t o know you ser ved in an out f it  
t hat  aver aged mor e combat  missions per  per son t han any ot her ? Don’ t  you want  t o ear n 
mor e unit  cit at ions and mor e oak leaf  clust er s f or  your  Air  Medal? Wher e’ s your  ’ spr it  
de cor ps? Don’ t  you want  t o cont r ibut e f ur t her  t o t his gr eat  r ecor d by f lying mor e 
combat  missions? I t ’ s your  last  chance t o answer  yes.’
’ No.’
’ I n t hat  case, you have us over  a bar r el - ’  said Colonel Kor n wit hout  r ancor .
’ He ought  t o be ashamed of  himself !’
’ -  and we have t o send you home. J ust  do a f ew lit t le t hings f or  us, and -’
’ What  sor t  of  t hings?’  Yossar ian int er r upt ed wit h belliger ent  misgiving.
’ Oh, t iny, insignif icant  t hings. Really, t his is a ver y gener ous deal we’ r e making wit h you. 
We will issue or der s r et ur ning you t o t he St at es - r eally, we will - and all you have t o do 
in r et ur n is...’
’ What ? What  must  I  do?’
Colonel Kor n laughed cur t ly. ’ Like us.’
Yossar ian blinked. ’ Like you?’
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’ Like us.’
’ Like you?’
’ That ’ s r ight ,’  said Colonel Kor n, nodding, gr at if ied immeasur ably by Yossar ian’ s guileless
sur pr ise and bewilder ment . ’ Like us. J oin us. Be our  pal. Say nice t hings about  us her e and
back in t he St at es. Become one of  t he boys. Now, t hat  isn’ t  asking t oo much, is it ?’
’ You j ust  want  me t o like you? I s t hat  all?’
’ That ’ s all.’
’ That ’ s all?’
’ J ust  f ind it  in your  hear t  t o like us.’
Yossar ian want ed t o laugh conf ident ly when he saw wit h amazement  t hat  Colonel Kor n was
t elling t he t r ut h. ’ That  isn’ t  going t o be t oo easy,’  he sneer ed.
’ Oh, it  will be a lot  easier  t han you t hink,’  Colonel Kor n t aunt ed in r et ur n, undismayed by 
Yossar ian’ s bar b. ’ You’ ll be sur pr ised at  how easy you’ ll f ind it  t o like us once you begin.’  
Colonel Kor n hit ched up t he waist  of  his loose, voluminous t r ouser s. The deep black 
gr ooves isolat ing his squar e chin f r om his j owls wer e bent  again in a kind of  j eer ing and 
r epr ehensible mir t h. ’ You see, Yossar ian, we’ r e going t o put  you on easy st r eet . We’ r e 
going t o pr omot e you t o maj or  and even give you anot her  medal. Capt ain Flume is alr eady 
wor king on glowing pr ess r eleases descr ibing your  valor  over  Fer r ar a, your  deep and 
abiding loyalt y t o your  out f it  and your  consummat e dedicat ion t o dut y. Those phr ases ar e 
all act ual quot at ions, by t he way. We’ r e going t o glor if y you and send you home a her o, 
r ecalled by t he Pent agon f or  mor ale and public-r elat ions pur poses. You’ ll live like a 
millionair e. Ever yone will lionize you. You’ ll have par ades in your  honor  and make speeches 
t o r aise money f or  war  bonds. A whole new wor ld of  luxur y await s you once you become 
our  pal. I sn’ t  it  lovely?’
Yossar ian f ound himself  list ening int ent ly t o t he f ascinat ing elucidat ion of  det ails. ’ I ’ m 
not  sur e I  want  t o make speeches.’
’ Then we’ ll f or get  t he speeches. The impor t ant  t hing is what  you say t o people her e.’  
Colonel Kor n leaned f or war d ear nest ly, no longer  smiling. ’ We don’ t  want  any of  t he men 
in t he gr oup t o know t hat  we’ r e sending you home as a r esult  of  your  r ef usal t o f ly mor e 
missions. And we don’ t  want  Gener al Peckem or  Gener al Scheisskopf  t o get  wind of  any 
f r ict ion bet ween us, eit her . That ’ s why we’ r e going t o become such good pals.’
’ What  will I  say t o t he men who asked me why I  r ef used t o f ly mor e missions?’
’ Tell t hem you had been inf or med in conf idence t hat  you wer e being r et ur ned t o t he 
St at es and t hat  you wer e unwilling t o r isk your  lif e f or  anot her  mission or  t wo. J ust  a 
minor  disagr eement  bet ween pals, t hat ’ s all.’
’ Will t hey believe it ?’
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’ Of  cour se t hey’ ll believe it , once t hey see what  gr eat  f r iends we’ ve become and when 
t hey see t he pr ess r eleases and r ead t he f lat t er ing t hings you have t o say about  me and 
Colonel Cat hcar t . Don’ t  wor r y about  t he men. They’ ll be easy enough t o discipline and 
cont r ol when you’ ve gone. I t ’ s only while you’ r e st ill her e t hat  t hey may pr ove 
t r oublesome. You know, one good apple can spoil t he r est ,’  Colonel Kor n concluded wit h 
conscious ir ony. ’ You know - t his would r eally be wonder f ul - you might  even ser ve as an 
inspir at ion t o t hem t o f ly mor e missions.’
’ Suppose I  denounce you when I  get  back t o t he St at es?’
’ Af t er  you’ ve accept ed our  medal and pr omot ion and all t he f anf ar e? No one would 
believe you, t he Ar my wouldn’ t  let  you, and why in t he wor ld should you want  t o? You’ r e 
going t o be one of  t he boys, r emember ? You’ ll enj oy a r ich, r ewar ding, luxur ious, 
pr ivileged exist ence. You’ d have t o be a f ool t o t hr ow it  all away j ust  f or  a mor al 
pr inciple, and you’ r e not  a f ool. I s it  a deal?’
’ I  don’ t  know.’
’ I t ’ s t hat  or  a cour t -mar t ial.’
’ That ’ s a pr et t y scummy t r ick I ’ d be playing on t he men in t he squadr on, isn’ t  it ?’
’ Odious,’  Colonel Kor n agr eed amiably, and wait ed, wat ching Yossar ian pat ient ly wit h a 
glimmer  of  pr ivat e delight .
’ But  what  t he hell!’  Yossar ian exclaimed. ’ I f  t hey don’ t  want  t o f ly mor e missions, let  
t hem st and up and do somet hing about  it  t he way I  did. Right ?’
’ Of  cour se,’  said Colonel Kor n.
’ Ther e’ s no r eason I  have t o r isk my lif e f or  t hem, is t her e?’
’ Of  cour se not .’
Yossar ian ar r ived at  his decision wit h a swif t  gr in. ’ I t ’ s a deal!’  he announced j ubilant ly.
’ Gr eat ,’  said Colonel Kor n wit h somewhat  less cor dialit y t han Yossar ian had expect ed, and
he slid himself  of f  Colonel Cat hcar t ’ s desk t o st and on t he f loor . He t ugged t he f olds of  
clot h of  his pant s and under shor t s f r ee f r om his cr ot ch and gave Yossar ian a limp hand t o
shake. ’ Welcome aboar d.’
’ Thanks, Colonel. I  - ’
’ Call me Blackie, J ohn. We’ r e pals now.’
’ Sur e, Blackie. My f r iends call me Yo-Yo. Blackie, I  - ’
’ His f r iends call him Yo-Yo,’  Colonel Kor n sang out  t o Colonel Cat hcar t . ’ Why don’ t  you 
congr at ulat e Yo-Yo on what  a sensible move he’ s making?’
’ That ’ s a r eal sensible move you’ r e making, Yo-Yo,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  said, pumping 
Yossar ian’ s hand wit h clumsy zeal.
’ Thank you, Colonel, I  - ’
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’ Call him Chuck,’  said Colonel Kor n.
’ Sur e, call me Chuck,’  said Colonel Cat hcar t  wit h a laugh t hat  was hear t y and awkwar d. 
’ We’ r e all pals now.’
’ Sur e, Chuck.’
’ Exit  smiling,’  said Colonel Kor n, his hands on bot h t heir  shoulder s as t he t hr ee of  t hem 
moved t o t he door .
’ Come on over  f or  dinner  wit h us some night , Yo-Yo,’  Colonel Cat hcar t  invit ed hospit ably. 
’ How about  t onight ? I n t he gr oup dining r oom.’
’ I ’ d love t o, sir .’
’ Chuck,’  Colonel Kor n cor r ect ed r epr ovingly.
’ I ’ m sor r y, Blackie. Chuck. I  can’ t  get  used t o it .’
’ That ’ s all r ight , pal.’
’ Sur e, pal.’
’ Thanks, pal.’
’ Don’ t  ment ion it , pal.’
’ So long, pal.’
Yossar ian waved goodbye f ondly t o his new pals and saunt er ed out  ont o t he balcony 
cor r idor , almost  bur st ing int o song t he inst ant  he was alone. He was home f r ee: he had 
pulled it  of f ; his act  of  r ebellion had succeeded; he was saf e, and he had not hing t o be 
ashamed of  t o anyone. He st ar t ed t owar d t he st air case wit h a j aunt y and exhilar at ed air .
A pr ivat e in gr een f at igues salut ed him. Yossar ian r et ur ned t he salut e happily, st ar ing at  
t he pr ivat e wit h cur iosit y. He looked st r angely f amiliar . When Yossar ian r et ur ned t he 
salut e, t he pr ivat e in gr een f at igues t ur ned suddenly int o Nat ely’ s whor e and lunged at  
him mur der ously wit h a bone-handled kit chen knif e t hat  caught  him in t he side below his 
upr aised ar m. Yossar ian sank t o t he f loor  wit h a shr iek, shut t ing his eyes in over whelming
t er r or  as he saw t he gir l lif t  t he knif e t o st r ike at  him again. He was alr eady unconscious 
when Colonel Kor n and Colonel Cat hcar t  dashed out  of  t he of f ice and saved his lif e by 
f r ight ening her  away.
41 SNOWDEN
’ Cut ,’  said a doct or .
’ You cut ,’  said anot her .
’ No cut s,’  said Yossar ian wit h a t hick, unwieldy t ongue.
’ Now look who’ s but t ing in,’  complained one of  t he doct or s. ’ Anot her  count y hear d f r om. 
Ar e we going t o oper at e or  ar en’ t  we?’
’ He doesn’ t  need an oper at ion,’  complained t he ot her . ’ I t ’ s a small wound. All we have t o 
do is st op t he bleeding, clean it  out  and put  a f ew st it ches in.’
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’ But  I ’ ve never  had a chance t o oper at e bef or e. Which one is t he scalpel? I s t his one t he
scalpel?’
’ No, t he ot her  one is t he scalpel. Well, go ahead and cut  alr eady if  you’ r e going t o. Make 
t he incision.’
’ Like t his?’
’ Not  t her e, you dope!’
’ No incisions,’  Yossar ian said, per ceiving t hr ough t he lif t ing f og of  insensibilit y t hat  t he 
t wo st r anger s wer e r eady t o begin cut t ing him.
’ Anot her  count y hear d f r om,’  complained t he f ir st  doct or  sar cast ically. ’ I s he going t o 
keep t alking t hat  way while I  oper at e on him?’
’ You can’ t  oper at e on him unt il I  admit  him,’  said a cler k.
’ You can’ t  admit  him unt il I  clear  him,’  said a f at , gr uf f  colonel wit h a must ache and an 
enor mous pink f ace t hat  pr essed down ver y close t o Yossar ian and r adiat ed scor ching 
heat  like t he bot t om of  a huge f r ying pan. ’ Wher e wer e you bor n?’
The f at , gr uf f  colonel r eminded Yossar ian of  t he f at , gr uf f  colonel who had int er r ogat ed 
t he chaplain and f ound him guilt y. Yossar ian st ar ed up at  him t hr ough a glassy f ilm. The 
cloying scent s of  f or maldehyde and alcohol sweet ened t he air .
’ On a bat t lef ield,’  he answer ed.
’ No, no. I n what  st at e wer e you bor n?’
’ I n a st at e of  innocence.’
’ No, no, you don’ t  under st and.’
’ Let  me handle him,’  ur ged a hat chet -f aced man wit h sunken acr imonious eyes and a t hin, 
malevolent  mout h. ’ Ar e you a smar t  aleck or  somet hing?’  he asked Yossar ian.
’ He’ s delir ious,’  one of  t he doct or s said. ’ Why don’ t  you let  us t ake him back inside and 
t r eat  him?’
’ Leave him r ight  her e if  he’ s delir ious. He might  say somet hing incr iminat ing.’
’ But  he’ s st ill bleeding pr of usely. Can’ t  you see? He might  even die.’
’ Good f or  him!’
’ I t  would ser ve t he f inky bast ar d r ight ,’  said t he f at , gr uf f  colonel. ’ All r ight , J ohn, 
let ’ s speak out . We want  t o get  t o t he t r ut h.’
’ Ever yone calls me Yo-Yo.’
’ We want  you t o co-oper at e wit h us, Yo-Yo. We’ r e your  f r iends and we want  you t o t r ust  
us. We’ r e her e t o help you. We’ r e not  going t o hur t  you.’
’ Let ’ s j ab our  t humbs down inside his wound and gouge it ,’  suggest ed t he hat chet -f aced 
man.
Yossar ian let  his eyes f all closed and hoped t hey would t hink he was unconscious.
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’ He’ s f aint ed,’  he hear d a doct or  say. ’ Can’ t  we t r eat  him now bef or e it ’ s t oo lat e? He 
r eally might  die.’
’ All r ight , t ake him. I  hope t he bast ar d does die.’
’ You can’ t  t r eat  him unt il I  admit  him,’  t he cler k said.
Yossar ian played dead wit h his eyes shut  while t he cler k admit t ed him by shuf f ling some 
paper s, and t hen he was r olled away slowly int o a st uf f y, dar k r oom wit h sear ing 
spot light s over head in which t he cloying smell of  f or maldehyde and sweet  alcohol was 
even st r onger . The pleasant , per meat ing st ink was int oxicat ing. He smelled et her  t oo and 
hear d glass t inkling. He list ened wit h secr et , egot ist ical mir t h t o t he husky br eat hing of  
t he t wo doct or s. I t  delight ed him t hat  t hey t hought  he was unconscious and did not  know 
he was list ening. I t  all seemed ver y silly t o him unt il one of  t he doct or s said,
’ Well, do you t hink we should save his lif e? They might  be sor e at  us if  we do.’
’ Let ’ s oper at e,’  said t he ot her  doct or . ’ Let ’ s cut  him open and get  t o t he inside of  t hings
once and f or  all. He keeps complaining about  his liver . His liver  looks pr et t y small on t his 
X r ay.’
’ That ’ s his pancr eas, you dope. This is his liver .’
’ No it  isn’ t . That ’ s his hear t . I ’ ll bet  you a nickel t his is his liver . I ’ m going t o oper at e 
and f ind out . Should I  wash my hands f ir st ?’
’ No oper at ions,’  Yossar ian said, opening his eyes and t r ying t o sit  up.
’ Anot her  count y hear d f r om,’  scof f ed one of  t he doct or s indignant ly. ’ Can’ t  we make him
shut  up?’
’ We could give him a t ot al. The et her ’ s r ight  her e.’
’ No t ot als,’  said Yossar ian.
’ Anot her  count y hear d f r om,’  said a doct or .
’ Let ’ s give him a t ot al and knock him out . Then we can do what  we want  wit h him.’
They gave Yossar ian t ot al anest hesia and knocked him out . He woke up t hir st y in a 
pr ivat e r oom, dr owning in et her  f umes. Colonel Kor n was t her e at  his bedside, wait ing 
calmly in a chair  in his baggy, wool, olive-dr ab shir t  and t r ouser s. A bland, phlegmat ic 
smile hung on his br own f ace wit h it s heavy-bear ded cheeks, and he was buf f ing t he 
f acet s of  his bald head gent ly wit h t he palms of  bot h hands. He bent  f or war d chuckling 
when Yossar ian awoke, and assur ed him in t he f r iendliest  t ones t hat  t he deal t hey had 
made was st ill on if  Yossar ian didn’ t  die. Yossar ian vomit ed, and Colonel Kor n shot  t o his 
f eet  at  t he f ir st  cough and f led in disgust , so it  seemed indeed t hat  t her e was a silver  
lining t o ever y cloud, Yossar ian r ef lect ed, as he dr if t ed back int o a suf f ocat ing daze. A 
hand wit h shar p f inger s shook him awake r oughly. He t ur ned and opened his eyes and saw 
a st r ange man wit h a mean f ace who cur led his lip at  him in a spit ef ul scowl and br agged,
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’ We’ ve got  your  pal, buddy. We’ ve got  your  pal.’
Yossar ian t ur ned cold and f aint  and br oke int o a sweat .
’ Who’ s my pal?’  he asked when he saw t he chaplain sit t ing wher e Colonel Kor n had been 
sit t ing.
’ Maybe I ’ m your  pal,’  t he chaplain answer ed.
But  Yossar ian couldn’ t  hear  him and closed his eyes. Someone gave him wat er  t o sip and 
t ipt oed away. He slept  and woke up f eeling gr eat  unt il he t ur ned his head t o smile at  t he 
chaplain and saw Aar f y t her e inst ead. Yossar ian moaned inst inct ively and scr ewed his 
f ace up wit h excr uciat ing ir r it abilit y when Aar f y chor t led and asked how he was f eeling. 
Aar f y looked puzzled when Yossar ian inquir ed why he was not  in j ail. Yossar ian shut  his 
eyes t o make him go away. When he opened t hem, Aar f y was gone and t he chaplain was 
t her e. Yossar ian br oke int o laught er  when he spied t he chaplain’ s cheer f ul gr in and asked
him what  in t he hell he was so happy about .
’ I ’ m happy about  you,’  t he chaplain r eplied wit h excit ed candor  and j oy. ’ I  hear d at  
Gr oup t hat  you wer e ver y ser iously inj ur ed and t hat  you would have t o be sent  home if  
you lived. Colonel Kor n said your  condit ion was cr it ical. But  I ’ ve j ust  lear ned f r om one of  
t he doct or s t hat  your  wound is r eally a ver y slight  one and t hat  you’ ll pr obably be able t o 
leave in a day or  t wo. You’ r e in no danger . I t  isn’ t  bad at  all.’
Yossar ian list ened t o t he chaplain’ s news wit h enor mous r elief . ’ That ’ s good.’
’ Yes,’  said t he chaplain, a pink f lush of  impish pleasur e cr eeping int o his cheeks. ’ Yes, 
t hat  is good.’
Yossar ian laughed, r ecalling his f ir st  conver sat ion wit h t he chaplain. ’ You know, t he f ir st  
t ime I  met  you was in t he hospit al. And now I ’ m in t he hospit al again. J ust  about  t he only 
t ime I  see you lat ely is in t he hospit al. Wher e’ ve you been keeping your self ?’
The chaplain shr ugged. ’ I ’ ve been pr aying a lot ,’  he conf essed. ’ I  t r y t o st ay in my t ent  
as much as I  can, and I  pr ay ever y t ime Ser geant  Whit comb leaves t he ar ea, so t hat  he 
won’ t  cat ch me.’
’ Does it  do any good?’
’ I t  t akes my mind of f  my t r oubles,’  t he chaplain answer ed wit h anot her  shr ug. ’ And it  
gives me somet hing t o do.’
’ Well t hat ’ s good, t hen, isn’ t  it ?’
’ Yes,’  agr eed t he chaplain ent husiast ically, as t hough t he idea had not  occur r ed t o him 
bef or e. ’ Yes, I  guess t hat  is good.’  He bent  f or war d impulsively wit h awkwar d solicit ude. 
’ Yossar ian, is t her e anyt hing I  can do f or  you while you’ r e her e, anyt hing I  can get  you?’
Yossar ian t eased him j ovially. ’ Like t oys, or  candy, or  chewing gum?’
The chaplain blushed again, gr inning self -consciously, and t hen t ur ned ver y r espect f ul. 
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’ Like books, per haps, or  anyt hing at  all. I  wish t her e was somet hing I  could do t o make 
you happy. You know, Yossar ian, we’ r e all ver y pr oud of  you.’
’ Pr oud?’
’ Yes, of  cour se. For  r isking your  lif e t o st op t hat  Nazi assassin. I t  was a ver y noble t hing 
t o do.’
’ What  Nazi assassin?’
’ The one t hat  came her e t o mur der  Colonel Cat hcar t  and Colonel Kor n. And you saved 
t hem. He might  have st abbed you t o deat h as you gr appled wit h him on t he balcony. I t ’ s a
lucky t hing you’ r e alive!’
Yossar ian snicker ed sar donically when he under st ood. ’ That  was no Nazi assassin.’
’ Cer t ainly it  was. Colonel Kor n said it  was.’
’ That  was Nat ely’ s gir l f r iend. And she was af t er  me, not  Colonel Cat hcar t  and Colonel 
Kor n. She’ s been t r ying t o kill me ever  since I  br oke t he news t o her  t hat  Nat ely was 
dead.’
’ But  how could t hat  be?’  t he chaplain pr ot est ed in livid and r esent f ul conf usion. ’ Colonel 
Cat hcar t  and Colonel Kor n bot h saw him as he r an away. The of f icial r epor t  says you 
st opped a Nazi assassin f r om killing t hem.’
’ Don’ t  believe t he of f icial r epor t ,’  Yossar ian advised dr yly. ’ I t ’ s par t  of  t he deal.’
’ What  deal?’
’ The deal I  made wit h Colonel Cat hcar t  and Colonel Kor n. They’ ll let  me go home a big 
her o if  I  say nice t hings about  t hem t o ever ybody and never  cr it icize t hem t o anyone f or  
making t he r est  of  t he men f ly mor e missions.’
The chaplain was appalled and r ose half way out  of  his chair . He br ist led wit h bellicose 
dismay. ’ But  t hat ’ s t er r ible! That ’ s a shamef ul, scandalous deal, isn’ t  it ?’
’ Odious,’  Yossar ian answer ed, st ar ing up woodenly at  t he ceiling wit h j ust  t he back of  his
head r est ing on t he pillow. ’ I  t hink "odious" is t he wor d we decided on.’
’ Then how could you agr ee t o it ?’
’ I t ’ s t hat  or  a cour t -mar t ial, Chaplain.’
’ Oh,’  t he chaplain exclaimed wit h a look of  st ar k r emor se, t he back of  his hand cover ing 
his mout h. He lower ed himself  int o his chair  uneasily. ’ I  shouldn’ t  have said anyt hing.’
’ They’ d lock me in pr ison wit h a bunch of  cr iminals.’
’ Of  cour se. You must  do what ever  you t hink is r ight , t hen.’  The chaplain nodded t o 
himself  as t hough deciding t he ar gument  and lapsed int o embar r assed silence.
’ Don’ t  wor r y,’  Yossar ian said wit h a sor r owf ul laugh af t er  sever al moment s had passed. 
’ I ’ m not  going t o do it .’
’ But  you must  do it ,’  t he chaplain insist ed, bending f or war d wit h concer n. ’ Really, you 
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must . I  had no r ight  t o inf luence you. I  r eally had no r ight  t o say anyt hing.’
’ You didn’ t  inf luence me.’  Yossar ian hauled himself  over  ont o his side and shook his head 
in solemn mocker y. ’ Chr ist , Chaplain! Can you imagine t hat  f or  a sin? Saving Colonel 
Cat hcar t ’ s lif e! That ’ s one cr ime I  don’ t  want  on my r ecor d.’
The chaplain r et ur ned t o t he subj ect  wit h caut ion. ’ What  will you do inst ead? You can’ t  
let  t hem put  you in pr ison.’
’ I ’ ll f ly mor e missions. Or  maybe I  r eally will deser t  and let  t hem cat ch me. They 
pr obably would.’
’ And t hey’ d put  you in pr ison. You don’ t  want  t o go t o pr ison.’
’ Then I ’ ll j ust  keep f lying missions unt il t he war  ends, I  guess. Some of  us have t o 
sur vive.’
’ But  you might  get  killed.’
’ Then I  guess I  won’ t  f ly any mor e missions.’
’ What  will you do?’
’ I  don’ t  know.’
’ Will you let  t hem send you home?’
’ I  don’ t  know. I s it  hot  out ? I t ’ s ver y war m in her e.’
’ I t ’ s ver y cold out ,’  t he chaplain said.
’ You know,’  Yossar ian r emember ed, ’ a ver y f unny t hing happened - maybe I  dr eamed it . I
t hink a st r ange man came in her e bef or e and t old me he’ s got  my pal. I  wonder  if  I  
imagined it .’
’ I  don’ t  t hink you did,’  t he chaplain inf or med him. ’ You st ar t ed t o t ell me about  him when
I  dr opped in ear lier .’
’ Then he r eally did say it . "We’ ve got  your  pal, buddy," he said. "We’ ve got  your  pal." He 
had t he most  malignant  manner  I  ever  saw. I  wonder  who my pal is.’
’ I  like t o t hink t hat  I ’ m your  pal, Yossar ian,’  t he chaplain said wit h humble sincer it y. 
’ And t hey cer t ainly have got  me. They’ ve got  my number  and t hey’ ve got  me under  
sur veillance, and t hey’ ve got  me r ight  wher e t hey want  me. That ’ s what  t hey t old me at  
my int er r ogat ion.’
’ No, I  don’ t  t hink it ’ s you he meant ,’  Yossar ian decided. ’ I  t hink it  must  be someone like 
Nat ely or  Dunbar . You know, someone who was killed in t he war , like Clevinger , Or r , 
Dobbs, Kid Sampson or  McWat t .’  Yossar ian emit t ed a st ar t led gasp and shook his head. 
’ I  j ust  r ealized it ,’  he exclaimed. ’ They’ ve got  all my pals, haven’ t  t hey? The only ones 
lef t  ar e me and Hungr y J oe.’  He t ingled wit h dr ead as he saw t he chaplain’ s f ace go pale. 
’ Chaplain, what  is it ?’
’ Hungr y J oe was killed.’
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’ God, no! On a mission?’
’ He died in his sleep while having a dr eam. They f ound a cat  on his f ace.’
’ Poor  bast ar d,’  Yossar ian said, and began t o cr y, hiding his t ear s in t he cr ook of  his 
shoulder . The chaplain lef t  wit hout  saying goodbye. Yossar ian at e somet hing and went  t o 
sleep. A hand shook him awake in t he middle of  t he night . He opened his eyes and saw a 
t hin, mean man in a pat ient ’ s bat hr obe and paj amas who looked at  him wit h a nast y smir k 
and j eer ed.
’ We’ ve got  your  pal, buddy. We’ ve got  your  pal.’
Yossar ian was unner ved. ’ What  t he hell ar e you t alking about ?’  he pleaded in incipient  
panic.
’ You’ ll f ind out , buddy. You’ ll f ind out .’
Yossar ian lunged f or  his t or ment or ’ s t hr oat  wit h one hand, but  t he man glided out  of  
r each ef f or t lessly and vanished int o t he cor r idor  wit h a malicious laugh. Yossar ian lay 
t her e t r embling wit h a pounding pulse. He was bat hed in icy sweat . He wonder ed who his 
pal was. I t  was dar k in t he hospit al and per f ect ly quiet . He had no wat ch t o t ell him t he 
t ime. He was wide-awake, and he knew he was a pr isoner  in one of  t hose sleepless, 
bedr idden night s t hat  would t ake an et er nit y t o dissolve int o dawn. A t hr obbing chill 
oozed up his legs. He was cold, and he t hought  of  Snowden, who had never  been his pal 
but  was a vaguely f amiliar  kid who was badly wounded and f r eezing t o deat h in t he puddle
of  har sh yellow sunlight  splashing int o his f ace t hr ough t he side gunpor t  when Yossar ian 
cr awled int o t he r ear  sect ion of  t he plane over  t he bomb bay af t er  Dobbs had beseeched
him on t he int er com t o help t he gunner , please help t he gunner . Yossar ian’ s st omach 
t ur ned over  when his eyes f ir st  beheld t he macabr e scene; he was absolut ely r evolt ed, 
and he paused in f r ight  a f ew moment s bef or e descending, cr ouched on his hands and 
knees in t he nar r ow t unnel over  t he bomb bay beside t he sealed cor r ugat ed car t on 
cont aining t he f ir st -aid kit . Snowden was lying on his back on t he f loor  wit h his legs 
st r et ched out , st ill bur dened cumber somely by his f lak suit , his f lak helmet , his 
par achut e har ness and his Mae West . Not  f ar  away on t he f loor  lay t he small t ail-gunner  
in a dead f aint . The wound Yossar ian saw was in t he out side of  Snowden’ s t high, as lar ge 
and deep as a f oot ball, it  seemed. I t  was impossible t o t ell wher e t he shr eds of  his 
sat ur at ed cover alls ended and t he r agged f lesh began.
Ther e was no mor phine in t he f ir st -aid kit , no pr ot ect ion f or  Snowden against  pain but  
t he numbing shock of  t he gaping wound it self . The t welve syr et t es of  mor phine had been 
st olen f r om t heir  case and r eplaced by a cleanly let t er ed not e t hat  said: ’ What ’ s good 
f or  M & M Ent er pr ises is good f or  t he count r y. Milo Minder binder .’  Yossar ian swor e at  
Milo and held t wo aspir ins out  t o ashen lips unable t o r eceive t hem. But  f ir st  he hast ily 
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dr ew a t our niquet  ar ound Snowden’ s t high because he could not  t hink what  else t o do in 
t hose f ir st  t umult uous moment s when his senses wer e in t ur moil, when he knew he must  
act  compet ent ly at  once and f ear ed he might  go t o pieces complet ely. Snowden wat ched 
him st eadily, saying not hing. No ar t er y was spur t ing, but  Yossar ian pr et ended t o absor b 
himself  ent ir ely int o t he f ashioning of  a t our niquet , because applying a t our niquet  was 
somet hing he did know how t o do. He wor ked wit h simulat ed skill and composur e, f eeling 
Snowden’ s lack-lust er  gaze r est ing upon him. He r ecover ed possession of  himself  bef or e 
t he t our niquet  was f inished and loosened it  immediat ely t o lessen t he danger  of  gangr ene.
His mind was clear  now, and he knew how t o pr oceed. He r ummaged t hr ough t he f ir st -aid 
kit  f or  scissor s.
’ I ’ m cold,’  Snowden said sof t ly. ’ I ’ m cold.’
’ You’ r e going t o be all r ight , kid,’  Yossar ian r eassur ed him wit h a gr in. ’ You’ r e going t o 
be all r ight .’
’ I ’ m cold,’  Snowden said again in a f r ail, childlike voice. ’ I ’ m cold.’
’ Ther e, t her e,’  Yossar ian said, because he did not  know what  else t o say. ’ Ther e, t her e.’
’ I ’ m cold,’  Snowden whimper ed. ’ I ’ m cold.’
’ Ther e, t her e. Ther e, t her e.’
Yossar ian was f r ight ened and moved mor e swif t ly. He f ound a pair  of  scissor s at  last  and 
began cut t ing car ef ully t hr ough Snowden’ s cover alls high up above t he wound, j ust  below 
t he gr oin. He cut  t hr ough t he heavy gabar dine clot h all t he way ar ound t he t high in a 
st r aight  line. The t iny t ailgunner  woke up while Yossar ian was cut t ing wit h t he scissor s, 
saw him, and f aint ed again. Snowden r olled his head t o t he ot her  side of  his neck in or der
t o st ar e at  Yossar ian mor e dir ect ly. A dim, sunken light  glowed in his weak and list less 
eyes. Yossar ian, puzzled, t r ied not  t o look at  him. He began cut t ing downwar d t hr ough t he
cover alls along t he inside seam. The yawning wound - was t hat  a t ube of  slimy bone he saw
r unning deep inside t he gor y scar let  f low behind t he t wit ching, st ar t ling f iber s of  weir d 
muscle? - was dr ipping blood in sever al t r ickles, like snow melt ing on eaves, but  viscous 
and r ed, alr eady t hickening as it  dr opped. Yossar ian kept  cut t ing t hr ough t he cover alls t o
t he bot t om and peeled open t he sever ed leg of  t he gar ment . I t  f ell t o t he f loor  wit h a 
plop, exposing t he hem of  khaki under shor t s t hat  wer e soaking up blot ches of  blood on 
one side as t hough in t hir st . Yossar ian was st unned at  how waxen and ghast ly Snowden’ s 
bar e leg looked, how loat hsome, how lif eless and esot er ic t he downy, f ine, cur led blond 
hair s on his odd whit e shin and calf . The wound, he saw now, was not  near ly as lar ge as a 
f oot ball, but  as long and wide as his hand and t oo r aw and deep t o see int o clear ly. The 
r aw muscles inside t wit ched like live hambur ger  meat . A long sigh of  r elief  escaped slowly
t hr ough Yossar ian’ s mout h when he saw t hat  Snowden was not  in danger  of  dying. The 
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blood was alr eady coagulat ing inside t he wound, and it  was simply a mat t er  of  bandaging 
him up and keeping him calm unt il t he plane landed. He r emoved some packet s of  
sulf anilamide f r om t he f ir st -aid kit . Snowden quiver ed when Yossar ian pr essed against  
him gent ly t o t ur n him up slight ly on his side.
’ Did I  hur t  you?’
’ I ’ m cold,’  Snowden whimper ed. ’ I ’ m cold.’
’ Ther e, t her e,’  Yossar ian said. ’ Ther e, t her e.’
’ I ’ m cold. I ’ m cold.’
’ Ther e, t her e. Ther e, t her e.’
’ I t ’ s st ar t ing t o hur t  me,’  Snowden cr ied out  suddenly wit h a plaint ive, ur gent  wince.
Yossar ian scr ambled f r ant ically t hr ough t he f ir st -aid kit  in sear ch of  mor phine again and 
f ound only Milo’ s not e and a bot t le of  aspir in. He cur sed Milo and held t wo aspir in t ablet s
out  t o Snowden. He had no wat er  t o of f er . Snowden r ej ect ed t he aspir in wit h an almost  
imper cept ible shake of  his head. His f ace was pale and past y. Yossar ian r emoved 
Snowden’ s f lak helmet  and lower ed his head t o t he f loor .
’ I ’ m cold,’  Snowden moaned wit h half -closed eyes. ’ I ’ m cold.’
The edges of  his mout h wer e t ur ning blue. Yossar ian was pet r if ied. He wonder ed whet her
t o pull t he r ip cor d of  Snowden’ s par achut e and cover  him wit h t he nylon f olds. I t  was 
ver y war m in t he plane. Glancing up unexpect edly, Snowden gave him a wan, co-oper at ive 
smile and shif t ed t he posit ion of  his hips a bit  so t hat  Yossar ian could begin salt ing t he 
wound wit h sulf anilamide. Yossar ian wor ked wit h r enewed conf idence and opt imism. The 
plane bounced har d inside an air  pocket , and he r emember ed wit h a st ar t  t hat  he had lef t
his own par achut e up f r ont  in t he nose. Ther e was not hing t o be done about  t hat . He 
pour ed envelope af t er  envelope of  t he whit e cr yst alline powder  int o t he bloody oval 
wound unt il not hing r ed could be seen and t hen dr ew a deep, appr ehensive br eat h, 
st eeling himself  wit h gr it t ed t eet h as he t ouched his bar e hand t o t he dangling shr eds of
dr ying f lesh t o t uck t hem up inside t he wound. Quickly he cover ed t he whole wound wit h a
lar ge cot t on compr ess and j er ked his hand away. He smiled ner vously when his br ief  
or deal had ended. The act ual cont act  wit h t he dead f lesh had not  been near ly as r epulsive
as he had ant icipat ed, and he f ound an excuse t o car ess t he wound wit h his f inger s again 
and again t o convince himself  of  his own cour age.
Next  he began binding t he compr ess in place wit h a r oll of  gauze. The second t ime ar ound
Snowden’ s t high wit h t he bandage, he spot t ed t he small hole on t he inside t hr ough which 
t he piece of  f lak had ent er ed, a r ound, cr inkled wound t he size of  a quar t er  wit h blue 
edges and a black cor e inside wher e t he blood had cr ust ed. Yossar ian spr inkled t his one 
wit h sulf anilamide t oo and cont inued unwinding t he gauze ar ound Snowden’ s leg unt il t he 
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compr ess was secur e. Then he snipped of f  t he r oll wit h t he scissor s and slit  t he end down
t he cent er . He made t he whole t hing f ast  wit h a t idy squar e knot . I t  was a good bandage, 
he knew, and he sat  back on his heels wit h pr ide, wiping t he per spir at ion f r om his br ow, 
and gr inned at  Snowden wit h spont aneous f r iendliness.
’ I ’ m cold,’  Snowden moaned. ’ I ’ m cold.’
’ You’ r e going t o be all r ight , kid,’  Yossar ian assur ed him, pat t ing his ar m comf or t ingly. 
’ Ever yt hing’ s under  cont r ol.’
Snowden shook his head f eebly. ’ I ’ m cold,’  he r epeat ed, wit h eyes as dull and blind as 
st one. ’ I ’ m cold.’
’ Ther e, t her e,’  said Yossar ian, wit h gr owing doubt  and t r epidat ion. ’ Ther e, t her e. I n a 
lit t le while we’ ll be back on t he gr ound and Doc Daneeka will t ake car e of  you.’
But  Snowden kept  shaking his head and point ed at  last , wit h j ust  t he bar est  movement  of
his chin, down t owar d his ar mpit . Yossar ian bent  f or war d t o peer  and saw a st r angely 
color ed st ain seeping t hr ough t he cover alls j ust  above t he ar mhole of  Snowden’ s f lak 
suit . Yossar ian f elt  his hear t  st op, t hen pound so violent ly he f ound it  dif f icult  t o 
br eat he. Snowden was wounded inside his f lak suit . Yossar ian r ipped open t he snaps of  
Snowden’ s f lak suit  and hear d himself  scr eam wildly as Snowden’ s insides slit her ed down 
t o t he f loor  in a soggy pile and j ust  kept  dr ipping out . A chunk of  f lak mor e t han t hr ee 
inches big had shot  int o his ot her  side j ust  under neat h t he ar m and blast ed all t he way 
t hr ough, dr awing whole mot t led quar t s of  Snowden along wit h it  t hr ough t he gigant ic hole
in his r ibs it  made as it  blast ed out . Yossar ian scr eamed a second t ime and squeezed bot h
hands over  his eyes. His t eet h wer e chat t er ing in hor r or . He f or ced himself  t o look again.
Her e was God’ s plent y, all r ight , he t hought  bit t er ly as he st ar ed - liver , lungs, kidneys, 
r ibs, st omach and bit s of  t he st ewed t omat oes Snowden had eat en t hat  day f or  lunch. 
Yossar ian hat ed st ewed t omat oes and t ur ned away dizzily and began t o vomit , clut ching 
his bur ning t hr oat . The t ail gunner  woke up while Yossar ian was vomit ing, saw him, and 
f aint ed again. Yossar ian was limp wit h exhaust ion, pain and despair  when he f inished. He 
t ur ned back weakly t o Snowden, whose br eat h had gr own sof t er  and mor e r apid, and 
whose f ace had gr own paler . He wonder ed how in t he wor ld t o begin t o save him.
’ I ’ m cold,’  Snowden whimper ed. ’ I ’ m cold.’
’ Ther e, t her e,’  Yossar ian mumbled mechanically in a voice t oo low t o be hear d. ’ Ther e, 
t her e.’
Yossar ian was cold, t oo, and shiver ing uncont r ollably. He f elt  goose pimples clacking all 
over  him as he gazed down despondent ly at  t he gr im secr et  Snowden had spilled all over  
t he messy f loor . I t  was easy t o r ead t he message in his ent r ails. Man was mat t er , t hat  
was Snowden’ s secr et . Dr op him out  a window and he’ ll f all. Set  f ir e t o him and he’ ll 
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bur n. Bur y him and he’ ll r ot , like ot her  kinds of  gar bage. The spir it  gone, man is gar bage. 
That  was Snowden’ s secr et . Ripeness was all.
’ I ’ m cold,’  Snowden said. ’ I ’ m cold.’
’ Ther e, t her e,’  said Yossar ian. ’ Ther e, t her e.’  He pulled t he r ip cor d of  Snowden’ s 
par achut e and cover ed his body wit h t he whit e nylon sheet s.
’ I ’ m cold.’
’ Ther e, t her e.’
42 YOSSARI AN
’ Colonel Kor n says,’  said Maj or  Danby t o Yossar ian wit h a pr issy, gr at if ied smile, ’ t hat  
t he deal is st ill on. Ever yt hing is wor king out  f ine.’
’ No it  isn’ t .’
’ Oh, yes, indeed,’  Maj or  Danby insist ed benevolent ly. ’ I n f act , ever yt hing is much bet t er .
I t  was r eally a st r oke of  luck t hat  you wer e almost  mur der ed by t hat  gir l. Now t he deal 
can go t hr ough per f ect ly.’
’ I ’ m not  making any deals wit h Colonel Kor n.’
Maj or  Danby’ s ef f er vescent  opt imism vanished inst ant ly, and he br oke out  all at  once 
int o a bubbling sweat . ’ But  you do have a deal wit h him, don’ t  you?’  he asked in anguished 
puzzlement . ’ Don’ t  you have an agr eement ?’
’ I ’ m br eaking t he agr eement .’
’ But  you shook hands on it , didn’ t  you? You gave him your  wor d as a gent leman.’
’ I ’ m br eaking my wor d.’
’ Oh, dear ,’  sighed Maj or  Danby, and began dabbing inef f ect ually at  his car ewor n br ow 
wit h a f olded whit e handker chief . ’ But  why, Yossar ian? I t ’ s a ver y good deal t hey’ r e 
of f er ing you.’
’ I t ’ s a lousy deal, Danby. I t ’ s an odious deal.’
’ Oh, dear ,’  Maj or  Danby f r et t ed, r unning his bar e hand over  his dar k, wir y hair , which 
was alr eady soaked wit h per spir at ion t o t he t ops of  t he t hick, close-cr opped waves. ’ Oh 
dear .’
’ Danby, don’ t  you t hink it ’ s odious?’
Maj or  Danby ponder ed a moment . ’ Yes, I  suppose it  is odious,’  he conceded wit h 
r eluct ance. His globular , exopht halmic eyes wer e quit e dist r aught . ’ But  why did you make 
such a deal if  you didn’ t  like it ?’
’ I  did it  in a moment  of  weakness,’  Yossar ian wisecr acked wit h glum ir ony. ’ I  was t r ying 
t o save my lif e.’
’ Don’ t  you want  t o save your  lif e now?’
’ That ’ s why I  won’ t  let  t hem make me f ly mor e missions.’
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’ Then let  t hem send you home and you’ ll be in no mor e danger .’
’ Let  t hem send me home because I  f lew mor e t han f if t y missions,’  Yossar ian said, ’ and 
not  because I  was st abbed by t hat  gir l, or  because I ’ ve t ur ned int o such a st ubbor n son 
of  a bit ch.’
Maj or  Danby shook his head emphat ically in sincer e and bespect acled vexat ion. ’ They’ d 
have t o send near ly ever y man home if  t hey did t hat . Most  of  t he men have mor e t han 
f if t y missions. Colonel Cat hcar t  couldn’ t  possibly r equisit ion so many inexper ienced 
r eplacement  cr ews at  one t ime wit hout  causing an invest igat ion. He’ s caught  in his own 
t r ap.’
’ That ’ s his pr oblem.’
’ No, no, no, Yossar ian,’  Maj or  Danby disagr eed solicit ously. ’ I t ’ s your  pr oblem. Because if
you don’ t  go t hr ough wit h t he deal, t hey’ r e going t o inst it ut e cour t -mar t ial pr oceedings 
as soon as you sign out  of  t he hospit al.’
Yossar ian t humbed his nose at  Maj or  Danby and laughed wit h smug elat ion. ’ The hell t hey
will! Don’ t  lie t o me, Danby. They wouldn’ t  even t r y.’
’ But  why wouldn’ t  t hey?’  inquir ed Maj or  Danby, blinking wit h ast onishment .
’ Because I ’ ve r eally got  t hem over  a bar r el now. Ther e’ s an of f icial r epor t  t hat  says I  
was st abbed by a Nazi assassin t r ying t o kill t hem. They’ d cer t ainly look silly t r ying t o 
cour t -mar t ial me af t er  t hat .’
’ But , Yossar ian!’  Maj or  Danby exclaimed. ’ Ther e’ s anot her  of f icial r epor t  t hat  says you 
wer e st abbed by an innocent  gir l in t he cour se of  ext ensive black-mar ket  oper at ions 
involving act s of  sabot age and t he sale of  milit ar y secr et s t o t he enemy.’
Yossar ian was t aken back sever ely wit h sur pr ise and disappoint ment . ’ Anot her  of f icial 
r epor t ?’
’ Yossar ian, t hey can pr epar e as many of f icial r epor t s as t hey want  and choose whichever  
ones t hey need on any given occasion. Didn’ t  you know t hat ?’
’ Oh, dear ,’  Yossar ian mur mur ed in heavy dej ect ion, t he blood dr aining f r om his f ace. ’ Oh,
dear .’
Maj or  Danby pr essed f or war d avidly wit h a look of  vult ur ous well-meaning. ’ Yossar ian, do 
what  t hey want  and let  t hem send you home. I t ’ s best  f or  ever yone t hat  way.’
’ I t ’ s best  f or  Cat hcar t , Kor n and me, not  f or  ever yone.’
’ For  ever yone,’  Maj or  Danby insist ed. ’ I t  will solve t he whole pr oblem.’
’ I s it  best  f or  t he men in t he gr oup who will have t o keep f lying mor e missions?’
Maj or  Danby f linched and t ur ned his f ace away uncomf or t ably f or  a second. ’ Yossar ian,’  
he r eplied, ’ it  will help nobody if  you f or ce Colonel Cat hcar t  t o cour t -mar t ial you and 
pr ove you guilt y of  all t he cr imes wit h which you’ ll be char ged. You will go t o pr ison f or  a 
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long t ime, and your  whole lif e will be r uined.’
Yossar ian list ened t o him wit h a gr owing f eeling of  concer n. ’ What  cr imes will t hey 
char ge me wit h?’
’ I ncompet ence over  Fer r ar a, insubor dinat ion, r ef usal t o engage t he enemy in combat  
when or der ed t o do so, and deser t ion.’
Yossar ian sucked his cheeks in sober ly. ’ They could char ge me wit h all t hat , could t hey? 
They gave me a medal f or  Fer r ar a. How could t hey char ge me wit h incompet ence now?’
’ Aar f y will swear  t hat  you and McWat t  lied in your  of f icial r epor t .’
’ I ’ ll bet  t he bast ar d would!’
’ They will also f ind you guilt y,’  Maj or  Danby r ecit ed, ’ of  r ape, ext ensive black-mar ket  
oper at ions, act s of  sabot age and t he sale of  milit ar y secr et s t o t he enemy.’
’ How will t hey pr ove any of  t hat ? I  never  did a single one of  t hose t hings.’
’ But  t hey have wit nesses who will swear  you did. They can get  all t he wit nesses t hey need
simply by per suading t hem t hat  dest r oying you is f or  t he good of  t he count r y. And in a 
way, it  would be f or  t he good of  t he count r y.’
’ I n what  way?’  Yossar ian demanded, r ising up slowly on one elbow wit h br idling host ilit y.
Maj or  Danby dr ew back a bit  and began mopping his f or ehead again. ’ Well, Yossar ian,’  he 
began wit h an apologet ic st ammer , ’ it  would not  help t he war  ef f or t  t o br ing Colonel 
Cat hcar t  and Colonel Kor n int o disr eput e now. Let ’ s f ace it , Yossar ian - in spit e of  
ever yt hing, t he gr oup does have a ver y good r ecor d. I f  you wer e cour t -mar t ialed and 
f ound innocent , ot her  men would pr obably r ef use t o f ly missions, t oo. Colonel Cat hcar t  
would be in disgr ace, and t he milit ar y ef f iciency of  t he unit  might  be dest r oyed. So in 
t hat  way it  would be f or  t he good of  t he count r y t o have you f ound guilt y and put  in 
pr ison, even t hough you ar e innocent .’
’ What  a sweet  way you have of  put t ing t hings!’  Yossar ian snapped wit h caust ic 
r esent ment .
Maj or  Danby t ur ned r ed and squir med and squint ed uneasily. ’ Please don’ t  blame me,’  he 
pleaded wit h a look of  anxious int egr it y. ’ You know it ’ s not  my f ault . All I ’ m doing is 
t r ying t o look at  t hings obj ect ively and ar r ive at  a solut ion t o a ver y dif f icult  sit uat ion.’
’ I  didn’ t  cr eat e t he sit uat ion.’
’ But  you can r esolve it . And what  else can you do? You don’ t  want  t o f ly mor e missions.’
’ I  can r un away.’
Run away?’
’ Deser t . Take of f  I  can t ur n my back on t he whole damned mess and st ar t  r unning.’
Maj or  Danby was shocked. ’ Wher e t o? Wher e could you go?’
’ I  could get  t o Rome easily enough. And I  could hide myself  t her e.’
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’ And live in danger  ever y minut e of  your  lif e t hat  t hey would f ind you? No, no, no, no, 
Yossar ian. That  would be a disast r ous and ignoble t hing t o do. Running away f r om 
pr oblems never  solved t hem. Please believe me. I  am only t r ying t o help you.’
’ That ’ s what  t hat  kind det ect ive said bef or e he decided t o j ab his t humb int o my wound,’
Yossar ian r et or t ed sar cast ically.
’ I  am not  a det ect ive,’  Maj or  Danby r eplied wit h indignat ion, his cheeks f lushing again. 
’ I ’ m a univer sit y pr of essor  wit h a highly developed sense of  r ight  and wr ong, and I  
wouldn’ t  t r y t o deceive you. I  wouldn’ t  lie t o anyone.’
’ What  would you do if  one of  t he men in t he gr oup asked you about  t his conver sat ion?’
’ I  would lie t o him.’
Yossar ian laughed mockingly, and Maj or  Danby, despit e his blushing discomf or t , leaned 
back wit h r elief , as t hough welcoming t he r espit e Yossar ian’ s changing mood pr omised. 
Yossar ian gazed at  him wit h a mixt ur e of  r eser ved pit y and cont empt . He sat  up in bed 
wit h his back r est ing against  t he headboar d, lit  a cigar et t e, smiled slight ly wit h wr y 
amusement , and st ar ed wit h whimsical sympat hy at  t he vivid, pop-eyed hor r or  t hat  had 
implant ed it self  per manent ly on Maj or  Danby’ s f ace t he day of  t he mission t o Avignon, 
when Gener al Dr eedle had or der ed him t aken out side and shot . The st ar t led wr inkles 
would always r emain, like deep black scar s, and Yossar ian f elt  sor r y f or  t he gent le, mor al,
middle-aged idealist , as he f elt  sor r y f or  so many people whose shor t comings wer e not  
lar ge and whose t r oubles wer e light .
Wit h deliber at e amiabilit y he said, ’ Danby, how can you wor k along wit h people like 
Cat hcar t  and Kor n? Doesn’ t  it  t ur n your  st omach?’
Maj or  Danby seemed sur pr ised by Yossar ian’ s quest ion. ’ I  do it  t o help my count r y,’  he 
r eplied, as t hough t he answer  should have been obvious. ’ Colonel Cat hcar t  and Colonel 
Kor n ar e my super ior s, and obeying t heir  or der s is t he only cont r ibut ion I  can make t o 
t he war  ef f or t . I  wor k along wit h t hem because it ’ s my dut y. And also,’  he added in a 
much lower  voice, dr opping his eyes, ’ because I  am not  a ver y aggr essive per son.’
’ Your  count r y doesn’ t  need your  help any mor e,’  Yossar ian r easoned wit h ant agonism. ’ So
all you’ r e doing is helping t hem.’
’ I  t r y not  t o t hink of  t hat ,’  Maj or  Danby admit t ed f r ankly. ’ But  I  t r y t o concent r at e on 
only t he big r esult  and t o f or get  t hat  t hey ar e succeeding, t oo. I  t r y t o pr et end t hat  
t hey ar e not  signif icant .’
’ That ’ s my t r ouble, you know,’  Yossar ian mused sympat het ically, f olding his ar ms. 
’ Bet ween me and ever y ideal I  always f ind Scheisskopf s, Peckems, Kor ns and Cat hcar t s. 
And t hat  sor t  of  changes t he ideal.’
’ You must  t r y not  t o t hink of  t hem,’  Maj or  Danby advised af f ir mat ively. ’ And you must  
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never  let  t hem change your  values. I deals ar e good, but  people ar e somet imes not  so 
good. You must  t r y t o look up at  t he big pict ur e.’
Yossar ian r ej ect ed t he advice wit h a skept ical shake of  his head. ’ When I  look up, I  see 
people cashing in. I  don’ t  see heaven or  saint s or  angels. I  see people cashing in on ever y 
decent  impulse and ever y human t r agedy.’
’ But  you must  t r y not  t o t hink of  t hat , t oo,’  Maj or  Danby insist ed. ’ And you must  t r y not  
t o let  it  upset  you.’
’ Oh, it  doesn’ t  r eally upset  me. What  does upset  me, t hough, is t hat  t hey t hink I ’ m a 
sucker . They t hink t hat  t hey’ r e smar t , and t hat  t he r est  of  us ar e dumb. And, you know, 
Danby, t he t hought  occur s t o me r ight  now, f or  t he f ir st  t ime, t hat  maybe t hey’ r e r ight .’
’ But  you must  t r y not  t o t hink of  t hat  t oo,’  ar gued Maj or  Danby. ’ You must  t hink only of  
t he welf ar e of  your  count r y and t he dignit y of  man.’
’ Yeah,’  said Yossar ian.
’ I  mean it , Yossar ian. This is not  Wor ld War  One. You must  never  f or get  t hat  we’ r e at  
war  wit h aggr essor s who would not  let  eit her  one of  us live if  t hey won.’
’ I  know t hat ,’  Yossar ian r eplied t er sely, wit h a sudden sur ge of  scowling annoyance. 
’ Chr ist , Danby, I  ear ned t hat  medal I  got , no mat t er  what  t heir  r easons wer e f or  giving 
it  t o me. I ’ ve f lown sevent y goddam combat  missions. Don’ t  t alk t o me about  f ight ing t o 
save my count r y. I ’ ve been f ight ing all along t o save my count r y. Now I ’ m going t o f ight  a
lit t le t o save myself . The count r y’ s not  in danger  any mor e, but  I  am.’
’ The war ’ s not  over  yet . The Ger mans ar e dr iving t owar d Ant wer p.’
’ The Ger mans will be beat en in a f ew mont hs. And J apan will be beat en a f ew mont hs 
af t er  t hat . I f  I  wer e t o give up my lif e now, it  wouldn’ t  be f or  my count r y. I t  would be 
f or  Cat hcar t  and Kor n. So I ’ m t ur ning my bombsight  in f or  t he dur at ion. Fr om now on I ’ m
t hinking only of  me.’
Maj or  Danby r eplied indulgent ly wit h a super ior  smile, ’ But , Yossar ian, suppose ever yone 
f elt  t hat  way.’
’ Then I ’ d cer t ainly be a damned f ool t o f eel any ot her  way, wouldn’ t  I ?’  Yossar ian sat  up 
st r aight er  wit h a quizzical expr ession. ’ You know, I  have a queer  f eeling t hat  I ’ ve been 
t hr ough t his exact  conver sat ion bef or e wit h someone. I t ’ s j ust  like t he chaplain’ s 
sensat ion of  having exper ienced ever yt hing t wice.’
’ The chaplain want s you t o let  t hem send you home,’  Maj or  Danby r emar ked.
’ The chaplain can j ump in t he lake.’
’ Oh, dear .’  Maj or  Danby sighed, shaking his head in r egr et f ul disappoint ment . ’ He’ s 
af r aid he might  have inf luenced you.’
’ He didn’ t  inf luence me. You know what  I  might  do? I  might  st ay r ight  her e in t his 
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hospit al bed and veget at e. I  could veget at e ver y comf or t ably r ight  her e and let  ot her  
people make t he decisions.’
’ You must  make decisions,’  Maj or  Danby disagr eed. ’ A per son can’ t  live like a veget able.’
’ Why not ?’
A dist ant  war m look ent er ed Maj or  Danby’ s eyes. ’ I t  must  be nice t o live like a 
veget able,’  he conceded wist f ully.
’ I t ’ s lousy,’  answer ed Yossar ian.
’ No, it  must  be ver y pleasant  t o be f r ee f r om all t his doubt  and pr essur e,’  insist ed Maj or
Danby. ’ I  t hink I ’ d like t o live like a veget able and make no impor t ant  decisions.’
’ What  kind of  veget able, Danby?’
’ A cucumber  or  a car r ot .’
’ What  kind of  cucumber ? A good one or  a bad one?’
’ Oh, a good one, of  cour se.’
’ They’ d cut  you of f  in your  pr ime and slice you up f or  a salad.’
Maj or  Danby’ s f ace f ell. ’ A poor  one, t hen.’
’ They’ d let  you r ot  and use you f or  f er t ilizer  t o help t he good ones gr ow.’
’ I  guess I  don’ t  want  t o live like a veget able, t hen,’  said Maj or  Danby wit h a smile of  sad 
r esignat ion.
’ Danby, must  I  r eally let  t hem send me home?’  Yossar ian inquir ed of  him ser iously.
Maj or  Danby shr ugged. ’ I t ’ s a way t o save your self .’
’ I t ’ s a way t o lose myself , Danby. You ought  t o know t hat .’
’ You could have lot s of  t hings you want .’
’ I  don’ t  want  lot s of  t hings I  want ,’  Yossar ian r eplied, and t hen beat  his f ist  down 
against  t he mat t r ess in an out bur st  of  r age and f r ust r at ion. ’ Goddammit , Danby! I ’ ve got
f r iends who wer e killed in t his war . I  can’ t  make a deal now. Get t ing st abbed by t hat  
bit ch was t he best  t hing t hat  ever  happened t o me.’
’ Would you r at her  go t o j ail?’
’ Would you let  t hem send you home?’
’ Of  cour se I  would!’  Maj or  Danby declar ed wit h convict ion. ’ Cer t ainly I  would,’  he added 
a f ew moment s lat er , in a less posit ive manner . ’ Yes, I  suppose I  would let  t hem send me 
home if  I  wer e in your  place,’  he decided uncomf or t ably, af t er  lapsing int o t r oubled 
cont emplat ion. Then he t hr ew his f ace sideways disgust edly in a gest ur e of  violent  
dist r ess and blur t ed out , ’ Oh, yes, of  cour se I ’ d let  t hem send me home! But  I ’ m such a 
t er r ible cowar d I  couldn’ t  r eally be in your  place.’
’ But  suppose you wer en’ t  a cowar d?’  Yossar ian demanded, st udying him closely. ’ Suppose 
you did have t he cour age t o def y somebody?’
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’ Then I  wouldn’ t  let  t hem send me home,’  Maj or  Danby vowed emphat ically wit h vigor ous 
j oy and ent husiasm. ’ But  I  cer t ainly wouldn’ t  let  t hem cour t -mar t ial me.’
’ Would you f ly mor e missions?’
’ No, of  cour se not . That  would be t ot al capit ulat ion. And I  might  be killed.’
’ Then you’ d r un away?’
Maj or  Danby st ar t ed t o r et or t  wit h pr oud spir it  and came t o an abr upt  st op, his 
half -opened j aw swinging closed dumbly. He pur sed his lips in a t ir ed pout . ’ I  guess t her e 
j ust  wouldn’ t  be any hope f or  me, t hen, would t her e?’
His f or ehead and pr ot uber ant  whit e eyeballs wer e soon glist ening ner vously again. He 
cr ossed his limp wr ist s in his lap and har dly seemed t o be br eat hing as he sat  wit h his 
gaze dr ooping t owar d t he f loor  in acquiescent  def eat . Dar k, st eep shadows slant ed in 
f r om t he window. Yossar ian wat ched him solemnly, and neit her  of  t he t wo men st ir r ed at  
t he r at t ling noise of  a speeding vehicle skidding t o a st op out side and t he sound of  r acing 
f oot st eps pounding t owar d t he building in hast e.
’ Yes, t her e’ s hope f or  you,’  Yossar ian r emember ed wit h a sluggish f low of  inspir at ion. 
’ Milo might  help you. He’ s bigger  t han Colonel Cat hcar t , and he owes me a f ew f avor s.’
Maj or  Danby shook his head and answer ed t onelessly. ’ Milo and Colonel Cat hcar t  ar e pals 
now. He made Colonel Cat hcar t  a vice-pr esident  and pr omised him an impor t ant  j ob af t er  
t he war .’
’ Then ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een will help us,’  Yossar ian exclaimed. ’ He hat es t hem bot h, and 
t his will inf ur iat e him.’
Maj or  Danby shook his head bleakly again. ’ Milo and ex-P.F.C. Wint er gr een mer ged last  
week. They’ r e all par t ner s now in M & M Ent er pr ises.’
’ Then t her e is no hope f or  us, is t her e?’
’ No hope.’
’ No hope at  all, is t her e?’
’ No, no hope at  all,’  Maj or  Danby conceded. He looked up af t er  a while wit h a 
half -f or med not ion. ’ Wouldn’ t  it  be nice if  t hey could disappear  us t he way t hey 
disappear ed t he ot her s and r elieve us of  all t hese cr ushing bur dens?’
Yossar ian said no. Maj or  Danby agr eed wit h a melancholy nod, lower ing his eyes again, and
t her e was no hope at  all f or  eit her  of  t hem unt il f oot st eps exploded in t he cor r idor  
suddenly and t he chaplain, shout ing at  t he t op of  his voice, came bur st ing int o t he r oom 
wit h t he elect r if ying news about  Or r , so over come wit h hilar ious excit ement  t hat  he was 
almost  incoher ent  f or  a minut e or  t wo. Tear s of  gr eat  elat ion wer e spar kling in his eyes, 
and Yossar ian leaped out  of  bed wit h an incr edulous yelp when he f inally under st ood.
’ Sweden?’  he cr ied.
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’ Or r !’  cr ied t he chaplain.
’ Or r ?’  cr ied Yossar ian.
’ Sweden!’  cr ied t he chaplain, shaking his head up and down wit h gleef ul r apt ur e and 
pr ancing about  uncont r ollably f r om spot  t o spot  in a gr inning, delicious f r enzy. ’ I t ’ s a 
mir acle, I  t ell you! A mir acle! I  believe in God again. I  r eally do. Washed ashor e in Sweden
af t er  so many weeks at  sea! I t ’ s a mir acle.’
’ Washed ashor e, hell!’  Yossar ian declar ed, j umping all about  also and r oar ing in laughing 
exult at ion at  t he walls, t he ceiling, t he chaplain and Maj or  Danby. ’ He didn’ t  wash ashor e 
in Sweden. He r owed t her e! He r owed t her e, Chaplain, he r owed t her e.’
Rowed t her e?’
’ He planned it  t hat  way! He went  t o Sweden deliber at ely.’
’ Well, I  don’ t  car e!’  t he chaplain f lung back wit h undiminished zeal. ’ I t ’ s st ill a mir acle, a
mir acle of  human int elligence and human endur ance. Look how much he accomplished!’  The
chaplain clut ched his head wit h bot h hands and doubled over  in laught er . ’ Can’ t  you j ust  
pict ur e him?’  he exclaimed wit h amazement . ’ Can’ t  you j ust  pict ur e him in t hat  yellow 
r af t , paddling t hr ough t he St r ait s of  Gibr alt ar  at  night  wit h t hat  t iny lit t le blue oar  - ’
’ Wit h t hat  f ishing line t r ailing out  behind him, eat ing r aw codf ish all t he way t o Sweden, 
and ser ving himself  t ea ever y af t er noon -’
’ I  can j ust  see him!’  cr ied t he chaplain, pausing a moment  in his celebr at ion t o cat ch his 
br eat h. ’ I t ’ s a mir acle of  human per sever ance, I  t ell you. And t hat ’ s j ust  what  I ’ m going 
t o do f r om now on! I ’ m going t o per sever e. Yes, I ’ m going t o per sever e.’
’ He knew what  he was doing ever y st ep of  t he way!’  Yossar ian r ej oiced, holding bot h 
f ist s alof t  t r iumphant ly as t hough hoping t o squeeze r evelat ions f r om t hem. He spun t o a 
st op f acing Maj or  Danby. ’ Danby, you dope! Ther e is hope, af t er  all. Can’ t  you see? Even 
Clevinger  might  be alive somewher e in t hat  cloud of  his, hiding inside unt il it ’ s saf e t o 
come out .’
’ What  ar e you t alking about ?’  Maj or  Danby asked in conf usion. ’ What  ar e you bot h 
t alking about ?’
’ Br ing me apples, Danby, and chest nut s t oo. Run, Danby, r un. Br ing me cr ab apples and 
hor se chest nut s bef or e it ’ s t oo lat e, and get  some f or  your self .’
’ Hor se chest nut s? Cr ab apples? What  in t he wor ld f or ?’
’ To pop int o our  cheeks, of  cour se.’  Yossar ian t hr ew his ar ms up int o t he air  in a gest ur e 
of  might y and despair ing self r ecr iminat ion. ’ Oh, why didn’ t  I  list en t o him? Why wouldn’ t
I  have some f ait h?’
’ Have you gone cr azy?’  Maj or  Danby demanded wit h alar m and bewilder ment . ’ Yossar ian, 
will you please t ell me what  you ar e t alking about ?’
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’ Danby, Or r  planned it  t hat  way. Don’ t  you under st and - he planned it  t hat  way f r om t he 
beginning. He even pr act iced get t ing shot  down. He r ehear sed f or  it  on ever y mission he 
f lew. And I  wouldn’ t  go wit h him! Oh, why wouldn’ t  I  list en? He invit ed me along, and I  
wouldn’ t  go wit h him! Danby, br ing me buck t eet h t oo, and a valve t o f ix and a look of  
st upid innocence t hat  nobody would ever  suspect  of  any clever ness. I ’ ll need t hem all. Oh,
why wouldn’ t  I  list en t o him. Now I  under st and what  he was t r ying t o t ell me. I  even 
under st and why t hat  gir l was hit t ing him on t he head wit h her  shoe.’
’ Why?’  inquir ed t he chaplain shar ply.
Yossar ian whir led and seized t he chaplain by t he shir t  f r ont  in an impor t uning gr ip. 
’ Chaplain, help me! Please help me. Get  my clot hes. And hur r y, will you? I  need t hem r ight  
away.’
The chaplain st ar t ed away aler t ly. ’ Yes, Yossar ian, I  will. But  wher e ar e t hey? How will I  
get  t hem?’
’ By bullying and br owbeat ing anybody who t r ies t o st op you. Chaplain, get  me my unif or m! 
I t ’ s ar ound t his hospit al somewher e. For  once in your  lif e, succeed at  somet hing.’
The chaplain st r aight ened his shoulder s wit h det er minat ion and t ight ened his j aw. ’ Don’ t  
wor r y, Yossar ian. I ’ ll get  your  unif or m. But  why was t hat  gir l hit t ing Or r  over  t he head 
wit h her  shoe? Please t ell me.’
’ Because he was paying her  t o, t hat ’ s why! But  she wouldn’ t  hit  him har d enough, so he 
had t o r ow t o Sweden. Chaplain, f ind me my unif or m so I  can get  out  of  her e. Ask Nur se 
Ducket t  f or  it . She’ ll help you. She’ ll do anyt hing she can t o be r id of  me.’
’ Wher e ar e you going?’  Maj or  Danby asked appr ehensively when t he chaplain had shot  
f r om t he r oom. ’ What  ar e you going t o do?’
’ I ’ m going t o r un away,’  Yossar ian announced in an exuber ant , clear  voice, alr eady t ear ing
open t he but t ons of  his paj ama t ops.
’ Oh, no,’  Maj or  Danby gr oaned, and began pat t ing his per spir ing f ace r apidly wit h t he 
bar e palms of  bot h hands. ’ You can’ t  r un away. Wher e can you r un t o? Wher e can you 
go?’
’ To Sweden.’
’ To Sweden?’  Maj or  Danby exclaimed in ast onishment . ’ You’ r e going t o r un t o Sweden? 
Ar e you cr azy?’
’ Or r  did it .’
’ Oh, no, no, no, no, no,’  Maj or  Danby pleaded. ’ No, Yossar ian, you’ ll never  get  t her e. You 
can’ t  r un away t o Sweden. You can’ t  even r ow.’
’ But  I  can get  t o Rome if  you’ ll keep your  mout h shut  when you leave her e and give me a 
chance t o cat ch a r ide. Will you do it ?’
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’ But  t hey’ ll f ind you,’  Maj or  Danby ar gued desper at ely, ’ and br ing you back and punish 
you even mor e sever ely.’
’ They’ ll have t o t r y like hell t o cat ch me t his t ime.’
’ They will t r y like hell. And even if  t hey don’ t  f ind you, what  kind of  way is t hat  t o live? 
You’ ll always be alone. No one will ever  be on your  side, and you’ ll always live in danger  of  
bet r ayal.’
’ I  live t hat  way now.’
’ But  you can’ t  j ust  t ur n your  back on all your  r esponsibilit ies and r un away f r om t hem,’  
Maj or  Danby insist ed. ’ I t ’ s such a negat ive move. I t ’ s escapist .’
Yossar ian laughed wit h buoyant  scor n and shook his head. ’ I ’ m not  r unning away f r om my 
r esponsibilit ies. I ’ m r unning t o t hem. Ther e’ s not hing negat ive about  r unning away t o save
my lif e. You know who t he escapist s ar e, don’ t  you, Danby? Not  me and Or r .’
’ Chaplain, please t alk t o him, will you? He’ s deser t ing. He want s t o r un away t o Sweden.’
’ Wonder f ul!’  cheer ed t he chaplain, pr oudly t hr owing on t he bed a pillowcase f ull of  
Yossar ian’ s clot hing. ’ Run away t o Sweden, Yossar ian. And I ’ ll st ay her e and per sever e. 
Yes. I ’ ll per sever e. I ’ ll nag and badger  Colonel Cat hcar t  and Colonel Kor n ever y t ime I  
see t hem. I ’ m not  af r aid. I ’ ll even pick on Gener al Dr eedle.’
’ Gener al Dr eedle’ s out ,’  Yossar ian r eminded, pulling on his t r ouser s and hast ily st uf f ing 
t he t ails of  his shir t  inside. ’ I t ’ s Gener al Peckem now.’
The chaplain’ s babbling conf idence did not  f alt er  f or  an inst ant . ’ Then I ’ ll pick on 
Gener al Peckem, and even on Gener al Scheisskopf . And do you know what  else I ’ m going 
t o do? I ’ m going t o punch Capt ain Black in t he nose t he ver y next  t ime I  see him. Yes, 
I ’ m going t o punch him in t he nose. I ’ ll do it  when lot s of  people ar e ar ound so t hat  he 
may not  have a chance t o hit  me back.’
’ Have you bot h gone cr azy?’  Maj or  Danby pr ot est ed, his bulging eyes st r aining in t heir  
socket s wit h t or t ur ed awe and exasper at ion. ’ Have you bot h t aken leave of  your  senses? 
Yossar ian, list en -’
’ I t ’ s a mir acle, I  t ell you,’  t he chaplain pr oclaimed, seizing Maj or  Danby about  t he waist  
and dancing him ar ound wit h his elbows ext ended f or  a walt z. ’ A r eal mir acle. I f  Or r  
could r ow t o Sweden, t hen I  can t r iumph over  Colonel Cat hcar t  and Colonel Kor n, if  only I  
per sever e.’
’ Chaplain, will you please shut  up?’  Maj or  Danby ent r eat ed polit ely, pulling f r ee and 
pat t ing his per spir ing br ow wit h a f lut t er ing mot ion. He bent  t owar d Yossar ian, who was 
r eaching f or  his shoes. ’ What  about  Colonel - ’
’ I  couldn’ t  car e less.’
’ But  t his may act ua-’
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’ To hell wit h t hem bot h!’
’ This may act ually help t hem,’  Maj or  Danby per sist ed st ubbor nly. ’ Have you t hought  of  
t hat ?’
’ Let  t he bast ar ds t hr ive, f or  all I  car e, since I  can’ t  do a t hing t o st op t hem but  
embar r ass t hem by r unning away. I ’ ve got  r esponsibilit ies of  my own now, Danby. I ’ ve got
t o get  t o Sweden.’
’ You’ ll never  make it . I t ’ s impossible. I t ’ s almost  a geogr aphical impossibilit y t o get  
t her e f r om her e.’
’ Hell, Danby, I  know t hat . But  at  least  I ’ ll be t r ying. Ther e’ s a young kid in Rome whose 
lif e I ’ d like t o save if  I  can f ind her . I ’ ll t ake her  t o Sweden wit h me if  I  can f ind her , so
it  isn’ t  all self ish, is it ?’
’ I t ’ s absolut ely insane. Your  conscience will never  let  you r est .’
’ God bless it .’  Yossar ian laughed. ’ I  wouldn’ t  want  t o live wit hout  st r ong misgivings. 
Right , Chaplain?’
’ I ’ m going t o punch Capt ain Black r ight  in t he nose t he next  t ime I  see him,’  glor ied t he 
chaplain, t hr owing t wo lef t  j abs in t he air  and t hen a clumsy haymaker . ’ J ust  like t hat .’
’ What  about  t he disgr ace?’  demanded Maj or  Danby.
’ What  disgr ace? I ’ m mor e in disgr ace now.’  Yossar ian t ied a har d knot  in t he second 
shoelace and spr ang t o his f eet . ’ Well, Danby, I ’ m r eady. What  do you say? Will you keep 
your  mout h shut  and let  me cat ch a r ide?’
Maj or  Danby r egar ded Yossar ian in silence, wit h a st r ange, sad smile. He had st opped 
sweat ing and seemed absolut ely calm. ’ What  would you do if  I  did t r y t o st op you?’  he 
asked wit h r uef ul mocker y. ’ Beat  me up?’
Yossar ian r eact ed t o t he quest ion wit h hur t  sur pr ise. ’ No, of  cour se not . Why do you say 
t hat ?’
’ I  will beat  you up,’  boast ed t he chaplain, dancing up ver y close t o Maj or  Danby and 
shadowboxing. ’ You and Capt ain Black, and maybe even Cor por al Whit comb. Wouldn’ t  it  
be wonder f ul if  I  f ound I  didn’ t  have t o be af r aid of  Cor por al Whit comb any mor e?’
’ Ar e you going t o st op me?’  Yossar ian asked Maj or  Danby, and gazed at  him st eadily.
Maj or  Danby skipped away f r om t he chaplain and hesit at ed a moment  longer . ’ No, of  
cour se not !’  he blur t ed out , and suddenly was waving bot h ar ms t owar d t he door  in a 
gest ur e of  exuber ant  ur gency. ’ Of  cour se I  won’ t  st op you. Go, f or  God sakes, and hur r y!
Do you need any money?’
’ I  have some money.’
’ Well, her e’ s some mor e.’  Wit h f er vent , excit ed ent husiasm, Maj or  Danby pr essed a 
t hick wad of  I t alian cur r ency upon Yossar ian and clasped his hand in bot h his own, as 
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much t o st ill his own t r embling f inger s as t o give encour agement  t o Yossar ian. ’ I t  must  
be nice t o be in Sweden now,’  he obser ved year ningly. ’ The gir ls ar e so sweet . And t he 
people ar e so advanced.’
’ Goodbye, Yossar ian,’  t he chaplain called. ’ And good luck. I ’ ll st ay her e and per sever e, 
and we’ ll meet  again when t he f ight ing st ops.’
’ So long, Chaplain. Thanks, Danby.’
’ How do you f eel, Yossar ian?’
’ Fine. No, I ’ m ver y f r ight ened.’
’ That ’ s good,’  said Maj or  Danby. ’ I t  pr oves you’ r e st ill alive. I t  won’ t  be f un.’
Yossar ian st ar t ed out . ’ Yes it  will.’
’ I  mean it , Yossar ian. You’ ll have t o keep on your  t oes ever y minut e of  ever y day. They’ ll 
bend heaven and ear t h t o cat ch you.’
’ I ’ ll keep on my t oes ever y minut e.’
’ You’ ll have t o j ump.’
’ I ’ ll j ump.’
’ J ump!’  Maj or  Danby cr ied.
Yossar ian j umped. Nat ely’ s whor e was hiding j ust  out side t he door . The knif e came down,
missing him by inches, and he t ook of f .

THE END
APPENDI X
J oseph Heller ’ s Pr ef ace t o t he 1994 Edit ion of  Cat ch-22

I n 1961, The New Yor k Times was a newspaper  wit h eight  columns. And on November  11 
of  t hat  year , one day af t er  t he of f icial publicat ion dat e of  Cat ch-22, t he page wit h t he 
book r eview car r ied an unusual adver t isement  t hat  r an f r om t op t o bot t om and was f ive 
columns wide. To t he eye t he ef f ect  was st upendous. The book r eview t hat  day, of  a wor k
by somebody else, was squeezed aside t o t he f old of  t he page, as wer e t he cr osswor d 
puzzle and all else. The ad had t his capt ion: WHAT’ S THE CATCH? And displayed at  t he 
t op in silhouet t e was t he comic car t oon of  a unif or med f igur e in f light , glancing of f  t o 
t he side at  some unspecif ied danger  wit h an expr ession of  panic.
I t  was an announcement  ad f or  Cat ch-22. I nt er woven wit h t he t ext  wer e ment ions of  
pr aise f r om t went y-one individuals and gr oups of  some public st anding, most  connect ed t o
lit er at ur e and t he publishing wor ld, who had r eceived t he novel bef or e publicat ion and 
had alr eady r eviewed it  or  comment ed about  it  f avor ably.
Wit hin days af t er  publicat ion, t her e was a r eview in The Nat ion by Nelson Algr en (a 

Page 382



J oseph Heller  - Cat ch - 22
client  of  my own lit er ar y agent , who had ur ged him t o r ead it ), who wr ot e of  Cat ch-22 
t hat  it  ’ was t he best  novel t o come out  of  anywher e in year s’ . And t her e was a r eview by 
St uds Ter kel in a Chicago daily newspaper  t hat  r ecommended it  about  as highly.
So much at t ent ion t o t he wor k at  publicat ion was in lar ge par t  t he r esult  of  t he 
indust r ious zeal and appr eciat ion of  my lit er ar y agent , Candida Donadio, and my edit or , 
Rober t  Got t lieb, and I  embr ace t he oppor t unit y af f or ded now t o dedicat e t his new 
edit ion t o bot h of  t hem, as colleagues and allies wit h t alent s t hat  wer e of  immeasur able 
value.
The wor k was not  r eviewed in t he Times on publicat ion. However , it  was r eviewed in t he 
Her ald Tr ibune by Maur ice Dolbier , and Mr . Dolbier  said of  it : ’ A wild, moving, shocking, 
hilar ious, r aging, exhilar at ing, giant  r oller -coast er  of  a book.’
That  t he r eviewer  f or  t he Her ald Tr ibune came t o r eview at  all t his war  novel by 
someone unknown was almost  ent ir ely t he pr oduct  of  coincidence. S. J . Per elman, much 
bet t er  known and t he subj ect  of  an int er view by Mr . Dolbier , was publishing his own book 
at  j ust  about  t hat  t ime. His publisher  was Simon & Schust er , mine t oo, and t he edit or  in 
char ge of  his wor k t her e was also t he same, Bob Got t lieb. I n answer  t o a quest ion put  t o 
him by Dolbier  about  his own r eading, Mr . Per elman r eplied t hat  he was ver y much 
engr ossed in a novel pr essed upon him by his edit or , a novel called Cat ch-22. Ret ur ning t o 
his of f ice, Mr . Dolbier  lat er  conf essed t o me, he f ound t he book alr eady in a pile wit h 
ot her s he had decided he would not  have t ime t o st udy as pr ospect s t o wr it e about . Had 
it  not  been f or  Got t lieb, t her e would have been no Per elman, and had it  not  been f or  
Per elman, t her e would have been no r eview by Dolbier .
And had it  not  been f or  Dolbier , t her e might  not  have been t he Times. Two weeks 
af t er war d, and pr obably only because of  Mr . Dolbier , t he book was descr ibed wit h 
appr obat ion in t he daily Times by t he r eviewer  Or ville Pr escot t , who pr edict ed it  would 
not  be f or got t en by t hose who could t ake it  and called it : ’ A dazzling per f or mance t hat  
will out r age near ly as many r eader s as it  delight s.’
The r est , one might  say is hist or y, but  it  is a hist or y easily misconst r ued. The novel won 
no pr izes and was not  on any best seller  list .
And, as Mr . Pr escot t  f or esaw, f or  j ust  about  ever y good r epor t , t her e seemed t o appear  
one t hat  was negat ive. Looking back at  t his novel af t er  t went y-f ive year s, J ohn Aldr idge, 
t o my mind t he most  per cept ive and per sist ent  comment at or  of  Amer ican lit er at ur e over  
t he decades, lauded Rober t  Br ust ein f or  his super bly int elligent  r eview in The New 
Republic, which cont ained ’ essent ial ar gument s t hat  much of  t he lat er  cr it icism has done 
lit t le t o impr ove on’ , and Mr . Aldr idge r ecognised t hat  many in t he ear ly audience of  
Cat ch-22 ’ liked t he book f or  j ust  t he r easons t hat  caused ot her s t o hat e it ’ .
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The dispar agement s wer e f r equent ly venomous. I n t he Sunday Times, in a not ice in back 
so slender  t hat  t he only people seeing it  wer e t hose await ing it , t he r eviewer  (a novelist  
who also by chance was a client  of  my own agent , Candida) decided t hat  t he ’ novel gasps 
f or  want  of  cr af t  and sensibilit y’ , ’ is r epet it ious and monot onous’ , ’ f ails’ , ’ is an emot ional
hodgepodge’ , and was no novel; and in t he est eemed The New Yor ker , t he r eviewer , a 
st af f  wr it er  who nor mally wr it es about  j azz, compar ed t he book unf avor ably wit h a novel 
of  similar  set t ing by Mit chell Goodman and decided t hat  Cat ch-22 ’ doesn’ t  even seem t o 
have been wr it t en; inst ead, it  gives t he impr ession of  having been shout ed ont o paper ’ , 
’ what  r emains is a debr is of  sour  j okes’ , and t hat  in t he end Heller  ’ wallows in his own 
laught er  and f inally dr owns in it ’ . (I  am t empt ed now t o dr own in laught er  as I  j ot  t his 
down.)
I  do not  r ecall t hat  t he novel was included in t he sever al hundr ed books in t he Chr ist mas 
r oundup of  r ecommended r eading of  t he Times t hat  year  or  in t he sever al hundr ed 
ot her s picked out  in t he spr ing f or  summer  r eading.
But  in lat e summer  of  1962, Raymond Walt er s, on t he best seller  page of  t he Sunday 
Times, which t hen car r ied r egular ly t he column ’ I n and Out  of  Books’ , r epor t ed t hat  t he 
under gr ound book New Yor ker s seemed t o be t alking about  most  was Cat ch-22. (The 
novel pr obably was mor e heavily adver t ised t han any ot her  t hat  year , but  it  was st ill 
under gr ound.) Not  t hat  much lat er , Newsweek car r ied a st or y t o t he same ef f ect  in a 
space mor e t han a page wide. And lat e t hat  same summer , I  was invit ed t o my f ir st  
t elevision int er view. The pr ogr am was t he Today show, t hen a var iet y show as much as 
anyt hing else. The int er im host  was J ohn Chancellor . Mr . Chancellor  had r ecent ly 
r et ur ned f r om his newsman’ s post  in t he Kr emlin, and he had agr eed t o accept  t he 
posit ion on condit ion t hat  he int er view only t hose people he himself  chose t o.
Af t er  t he show, in a bar  close by t he st udio in which I  f ound myself  dr inking mar t inis at  
an ear lier  hour  t han ever  in my lif e, he handed me a packet  of  st icker s he’ d had pr int ed 
pr ivat ely. They r ead: YOSSARI AN LI VES. And he conf ided he’ d been past ing t hese 
st icker s secr et ly on t he walls of  t he cor r idor s and in t he execut ive r est  r ooms of  t he 
NBC building.
Then came Sept ember  and t he paper back edit ion and wit h it , f inally, an expansion in 
popular  appeal t hat  seemed t o t ake t he publisher s, Dell, by sur pr ise, despit e elabor at e 
pr omot ion and dist r ibut ion st r at egies. I t  seemed f or  a while t hat  t he people t her e could 
not  f ully br ing t hemselves t o believe t he sales f igur es and t hat  t hey would never  cat ch 
up.
Paper back publisher s pr int  in t he hundr eds of  t housands. For  t his, af t er  an init ial r elease
of  300,000 copies, t hey went  back t o pr ess f ive mor e t imes bet ween Sept ember  and t he 
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end of  t he year , t wice each in Oct ober  and December , and by t he end of  1963, t her e 
wer e eleven pr int ings. I n England, under  t he auspices of  t he ent er pr ising young edit or , 
t her e Tom Maschler , it  was t hat  way f r om t he st ar t . Best seller  list s wer e new and 
r udiment ar y t hen, but  Cat ch-22 was quickly at  t he head of  t hem.
For  me t he hist or y of  Cat ch-22 begins back in 1953, when I  st ar t ed wr it ing it . I n 1953, 1 
was employed as a copywr it er  at  a small adver t ising agency in New Yor k, af t er  t wo year s 
as an inst r uct or  in English composit ion at  Pennsylvania St at e Univer sit y, which was t hen a 
college. Ear ly on, in anxious need of  an appr oving opinion, I  sent  t he opening chapt er  of f  
t o t he lit er ar y agent s I  had managed t o obt ain af t er  publishing a f ew shor t  st or ies in 
magazines, in Esquir e and The At lant ic. The agent s wer e not  impr essed, but  a young 
assist ant  t her e, Ms. Candida Donadio, was, and she secur ed per mission t o submit  t hat  
chapt er  t o a f ew publicat ions t hat  r egular ly published excer pt s f r om ’ novels in pr ogr ess’ .
I n 1955 t he chapt er  appear ed in a paper back quar t er ly, New Wor ld Wr it ing (an ant hology
t hat  also cont ained, under  a pseudonym, an ext r act  f r om anot her  novel in pr ogr ess - J ack
Ker ouac’ s On t he Road). Ther e came compliment ar y let t er s of  int er est  f r om a f ew 
edit or s at  est ablished book publisher s, and I  was encour aged t o cont inue wit h a wor k I  
now saw r ealist ically was going t o t ake me a good many year s longer  t han I  at  f ir st  had 
guessed.
I n 1957, when I  had about  270 pages in t ypescr ipt , I  was employed at  Time magazine, 
wr it ing adver t ising-sales pr esent at ions by day when not  f ur t ively put t ing t hought s down 
on paper  f or  my wor k on t he novel at  home t hat  evening. And Candida Donadio was 
est ablishing her self  as a pr e-eminent  agent  in her  own r ight , wit h a list  of  Amer ican 
aut hor s as client s as impr essive as any. We agr eed it  made sense t o submit  t he par t ial 
manuscr ipt  t o some publisher s, mainly t o obt ain a pr act ical idea of  t he pot ent ial f or  
publicat ion of  t he novel we bot h t hought  so much of . She was dr awn t owar d a new young 
edit or  she knew of  at  Simon & Schust er , one she t hought  might  pr ove mor e r ecept ive t o 
innovat ion t han most . His name was Rober t  Got t lieb, and she was r ight .
While Got t lieb busied himself  wit h t hose pages, I , wit h a f our -week summer  vacat ion 
f r om bount if ul Time magazine, began r ewr it ing t hem. Got t lieb and I  met  f or  lunch, mainly
f or  him t o gauge my t emper ament  and ascer t ain how amenable I  would be as an aut hor  t o 
wor k wit h. Af t er  I  list ened t o him allude wit h t act  t o cer t ain br oad suggest ions he 
t hought  he event ually might  be compelled t o make, I  handed him my new pages wit h t he 
boast f ul r esponse t hat  I  had alr eady t aken car e of  near ly all of  t hem.
He sur pr ised me wit h concer n t hat  I  might  t ake except ion t o wor king wit h someone so 
young - he was t went y-six, I  t hink, and I  was t hir t y-f our . I  was mor e gr eat ly sur pr ised t o
lear n f r om him lat er  t hat  bot h he and his closest  colleague at  Simon & Schust er , Nina 
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Bour ne, wer e int imidat ed at  f ir st  by an air  of  suspicion I  pr oj ect ed t hat  I  did not  know I  
even possessed. I  have not  been suspicious of  him since, and I  doubt  ver y much t hat  
Got t lieb, who went  on t o become t he head of  Alf r ed A. Knopf  and t hen t he edit or  of  The 
New Yor ker  magazine, has ever  again been int imidat ed by anybody.
And what  I  st ill r emember  most  agr eeably about  him is t hat  he did not  ask f or  an out line 
or  once seek f or  even a hint  of  wher e t his one-t hir d of  a novel he’ d seen was going t o go. 
The cont r act  I  r eceived called f or  an advance of  f if t een hundr ed dollar s, half  on signing, 
which I  did not  need, and t he r emainder  on complet ion and accept ance.
Pr obably, I  was his f ir st  novelist , but  not  his f ir st  t o be published; ot her  aut hor s wit h 
complet ed manuscr ipt s came t o him in t he t hr ee mor e year s I  needed t o f inish mine. 
Pr obably, I  was Candida’ s ear liest  client  t oo. Bot h wer e as delight ed as I  was wit h t he 
event ual success of  Cat ch-22, and t he t hr ee of  us have been r eveling in our  r ecollect ions 
of  t he exper ience ever  since.
On Febr uar y 28, 1962, t he j our nalist  Richar d St ar nes published a column of  unr est r ained
pr aise in his newspaper , The New Yor k Wor ld-Telegr am, t hat  opened wit h t hese wor ds: 
’ Yossar ian will, I  t hink, live a ver y long t ime.’
His t r ibut e was unexpect ed, because Mr . St ar nes was a newspaper man in t he har d-boiled 
mode whose cust omar y beat  was local polit ics, and t he Wor ld-Telegr am was widely 
r egar ded as gener ally conser vat ive.
To t his day I  am gr at ef ul t o Mr . St ar nes f or  his unqualif ied and unsolicit ed appr oval and 
bless him f or  t he accur acy of  his pr edict ion. Yossar ian has indeed lived a long t ime. Mr . 
St ar nes has passed on. Many people ment ioned in t hat  f ir st  adver t isement  have died, and 
most  of  t he r est  of  us ar e on t he way.
But  Yossar ian is alive when t he novel ends. Because of  t he mot ion pict ur e, even close 
r eader s of  t he novel have a f inal, last ing image of  him at  sea, paddling t owar d f r eedom in 
a yellow inf lat ed lif eboat . I n t he book he doesn’ t  get  t hat  f ar ; but  he is not  capt ur ed and
he isn’ t  dead. At  t he end of  t he successor  volume I ’ ve j ust  complet ed, Closing Time (t hat
f leeing car t oon f igur e is again on t he book j acket  of  t he Amer ican edit ion, but  wear ing a 
businessman’ s chapeau and moving wit h a cane), he is again st ill alive, mor e t han f or t y 
year s older  but  def init ely st ill t her e. ’ Ever yone has got  t o go,’  his physician f r iend in 
t hat  novel r eminds him wit h emphasis. ’ Ever yone!’  But  should I  ever  wr it e anot her  sequel,
he would st ill be ar ound at  t he end.
Sooner  or  lat er , I  must  concede, Yossar ian, now sevent y, will have t o pass away t oo. But  it
won’ t  be by my hand.

J OSEPH HELLER, 1994
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