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Dedi cati on

To all the readers who have written to me over the years, demandi ng
this book. Wthout You, it would never have been witten. If Hell
exi sts, perhaps all of you should be worri ed.

Tabl e of Contents
For the Introduction

The Dark, Peculiar, Mysterious and Utimately |nconprehensible

Hi story O the Volunme in Question.

Before the d ass of Sherry.

After the d ass of Sherry.

The Hi deous Fate of Langford Crispin.

The Hi deous Fate of Langford Crispin, Resuned.

The Hi deous Fate of Langford Crispin, For Real This Tinme.

The Curse of Too Much Know edge and a Trail of Frightful Destruction.
Bruno Kronk, Masseur Extraordi naire and Monkey Mechanic.

Everything Additional That | Know About The Cursed Book.

N~ WNE

And Now t he Text of the Cursed Book...

The Book of Counted Sorrows

Bei ng the M nd-Bendi ng,

Heart - St oppi ng, Bowel - Freezi ng,

Spl een-Tickling Hi story of the Mst
Danger ous Book of Poetry Ever
Witten, Including the Text of That
Cursed Book Itself, Wth the Prayer
that God WIIl Protect You froma
Spont aneous Head Expl osi on

(and Even Wrse Potential Fates)

If You Dare Read It.

By

Dean Koont z

The Dark, Peculiar,
Mysterious, And U timtely
I nconpr ehensi bl e History O
The Vol urme In Question.

1
Before the d ass of Sherry.

In 1981, | began citing lines of verse from The Book of Counted Sorrows as epigraphs at the
begi nnings - and occasionally at the part divisions - of sone of ny novels. Little nore than a
decade later, mail fromreaders, specifically inquiring about this exotic volune of poetry, had
risen to 3,000 letters a year

Dealing with these earnest but exhaustingly repetitious inquiries became so annoying to
one of ny assistants - Basil Keenly - that he gave up his lifelong dream of serving as a
novel i st's right-hand man, signed up for a series of university courses toward a new career in
body waxi ng, subsequently worked as a custom zed-cake sal esman (your face or favorite body part
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realistically rendered in exquisitely subtle shades of icing), briefly returned to personal -
assistant work as the right hand to Porky Pig, but was dispirited by the endl ess jokes about
stuttering and hamthat came with the job, attenpted to hold up a 7-Eleven with a |unp of cake
cunni ngly decorated to resenble a handgun, and eventually took a | eave fromthe secular world by
joining a tiny and sonewhat curious religious comunity that worships squirrels. Tragically, while
working with other cultists in urgent preparation for a hard winter, he was crushed when the
communi ty hoard suddenly shifted, burying himunder nillions of acorns, walnuts, and dried

| egunes.

I mss him
We all miss himhere at the Koontz nanor.
Well, not Ms. Scuttlesby, whose standards of excellence are so hi gh and whose conmit nent

to her work is so conplete and unrelenting that she feels nothing but contenpt, and rightly so,
for the rest of us engaged in this enterprise. She said good riddance to Basil when he left our
enpl oyment, as she says good riddance to all, as she says good riddance to nme and ny wife each
time that we depart on a brief holiday, and when she received the news of Basil's death, she shed
not a tear, but said only, "This is precisely the end | expected he woul d neet.

In the receiving room on the north wall, which we call the Wall of Honorable Servi ce,
dear Basil's photograph is handsonely framed and hung anong the equal ly handsonely franed
phot ographs of other forner nmenbers of our staff who have performed their duties with exceptiona
ability and conducted thenselves with noral probity, with great courage, and with no fear

what soever of the words "G rl Scout Cookie sale,"” in even the nost difficult times. Sone of these
much m ssed enpl oyees have noved on to enjoy stellar careers assisting far nore lumnous literary
figures than |: Anbng the nost notable of their new enpl oyers have been Nobel - nom nated noveli st

W Il liam Shatner, self-help guru Caesar Zedd, and the anonynous copywiter of the Calvin Klein
advertisenents; indeed, our very special Emily VMick, who was with us seven years, accepted a
position with the late V.C. Andrews, who has produced nore novels foll owing her denise than she
did during her lifetinme. Other bel oved enpl oyees have left our service due to fork-lift accidents,
al i en abductions, non-cancerous but weird chin tunors the size of punpkins, incurable addictions
to Spam and, of course, due to that greatest of all inpedinments to the naintenance of a full and
happy staff - death.

| am deeply pained to recall how sone of our nost cherished and enornously nissed
enpl oyees perished, but | have committed myself to revealing the inside story, the unvarni shed
truth, and the full poop about Counted Sorrows; consequently, it seems to nme that | absolutely
must relate to you how these adored and grievously m ssed staffers died, although at the nonent |
see no connection what soever between the circunstances of their deaths and this book. Perhaps we
wi Il achieve enlightennent together. One died in a cataclysmc rickshaw collision, two in separate
i nci dents of spontaneous hunman conbustion, one while spiritedly arguing the fine points of
creative napkin-folding with Martha Stewart, one in a gorilla suit that had been manufactured from
toxic fabric, and three in the panic and turnoil that arose at a Dali Lana | ook-alike contest. One
died by flam ng arrow, one by the excess fizz in an irresponsibly over-carbonated sparkling
beverage, one by catapult, two by parakeet. Two bought the farmwhen they fell off the high wire
at a circus while tap dancing to "M . Bojangles," and anot her bought the farmafter literally
buying a farm only to discover too late that the cows that came with that particular property
were ill-mannered and vindictive. And Basil, of course, pinned beneath a deadly weight of assorted
nuts.

This recitation of msfortune has left nme unable to go on. | nust pause to brood on the
fragility of life, on our powerlessness in the face of great cosnic forces, and on the neani ng of
these untinely deaths, not one of which occurred precisely on the hour, on the half hour, or even
on the quarter hour, but always at odd ni nutes.

Fortunately, a glass of fine sherry has appeared at ny side as if by nagic, offering ne
the consolation of its nutty flavor and al coholic content. Although |acking any corroborating
evidence, | amnorally certain that the sherry placed on the table beside ny arnthair was put
there by Ms. Scuttlesby, whose sense of what is required at any given nonent is so uncanny as to
suggest di vi ne omni sci ence, although serving sherry is not, as far as | amnmare, any nore a part
of her job description than crocodile westling, at which she is also nore than nerely proficient.

Now | shall raise a sherry to toast the dear departed, brood deeply as we novelists are
frequently wont to do, and continue with the story of Counted Sorrows once | have come to terms
with all these |l osses and with the nmadness of existence.

Cheers.
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2
After the G ass of Sherry.

Where was |7?

Oh, yes, we are at Basil Keenly's handsonely framed photograph on the Wall of Honorable
Service in the receiving roomof the Koontz manor. Under this long row of forner enployees' photos
stands an equally long and richly carved rosewood altar table: Chinese, fromthe Tang Dynasty.
Neither the table's country of origin nor its period have any significance, as relates to the
phot ographs. W just think it |ooks pretty here

Fromtime to tinme, on the table, under the various photographs, menbers of our fanmly,
many friends, and our surviving enpl oyees -once, even a burglar - place itens in nmenory of those
who have passed on to other enploynent or who have sinply passed on. Flowers are popul ar nenori al
| eavi ngs. Ri bbons, candl es, inexpensive jewelry, sticks of chewing gum and on-the-anniversary-of -
your -death greeting cards. Under Basil Keenly's photo, one often sees acorns, walnuts, and dried
| egunmes, quiet and touching reninders that he died in the practice of his faith. A few tines, road-
kill squirrels have been left for him- and once a rabbit, offered by the sane type of well-

i ntentioned but ignorant person who m ght mnistake a Hi gh Episcopalian for a Catholic; discreetly,
but with characteristic efficiency, Ms. Scuttlesby removed the rabbit mnutes after it was
deposi ted, whereas our practice is to |leave the squirrels on display for twenty-four hours.

Li brarians in particular, when visiting the Koontz manor as invited guests or as nenbers
of a tour group, or in kam kaze assaults in the black of night, inevitably gravitate toward
Basil's photo on the Wall of Honorable Service. Basil, you surely renmenber - unless you have
guzzled two sherries while | enjoyed a single serving - was at one tinme responsible for answering
reader inquiries about The Book of Counted Sorrows. (You knew we'd cone back to that eventually.)
Anmong those 3,000 letters a year, a few hundred were fromlibrarians, who had often spent ten or
twenty hours - or, in the case of several dangerously obsessive types, even a hundred or two
hundred hours - searching for this rare book w thout success, at the request of their patrons. In
his inimtable and graci ous way, Basil explained to each that (1) Counted Sorrows is the rarest
book on the planet, with only one known copy extant, (2) this copy is in our possession, (3) we
decline to lend it or to photocopy it, and (4) in any event, it is inadvisable for anyone to read
the entire contents of the book, because everyone who absorbs every word of the text is driven mad
by the terrible burden of the know edge thus acquired - or he expl odes.

Legend warns of this dire curse, and our distressing personal experience confirns it. One
of our esteened and adored enpl oyees, Thel ma Kicknul e, as rock-ribbed and tough-mn nded an
i ndividual as you will find this side of the Marine Corps, read Counted Sorrows fromfirst word to
|l ast, certain it would not affect her, and within nine mnutes of closing the volune, she becane
convi nced that she was a chicken. No amount of therapy, drugs, or slaps upside the head could
di ssuade her fromthis new perception of herself. Thelma now lives in a coop in lowa, where she is
shunned as the "Featherless Hen" by other residents and nercilessly threatened by the farmer who
resents that she consumes so nuch grain w thout producing a single egg.

Anyway, with fond nmenories of the charming correspondence they so nmuch enjoyed wth Basil
Keenly, every librarian is drawn to his photo. Perhaps noved by his handsone face and by the
t hought that he was called fromthis world at such a young age, Basil's librarian friends
evidently kiss his portrait, for after a group of them has passed the Wall of Honorable Service,
the glass over his inage and the franme around it are literally glistening with saliva.

The hi gh point of every tour of the Koontz manor, especially for librarians, is a walk
across the Bridge of Nails, through the Curtain Devouring Fire, along the Tunnel of Deadly Spring-
Loaded Spears, to the Great Vault of Uninmagi nabl e Tornent, where The Bask of Counted Sorrows is
kept on display in a case ten-inch-thick, bomb-proof glass. Flanking the display are
supernaturally alert and |ightning-quick Ninja assassins. Flanking the Ninjas are seven-foot-tall
massi vel y nmuscl ed guards so punped full of steroids that their livers are bigger than basketballs.
Fl anki ng the guards are genetically engi neered, two-hundred-pound pit bulls trained to kill any
visitor who natches at |east seven of ten indicators on the FBI's standard psychol ogical profile
of a typical rare-book thief. Having been drilled in those ten indicators by the finest dog
trainers in the world, the pit bulls cannot be easily deceived - although a dried dribble of gravy
on a visitor's neck tie or sweater is also likely to instigate horrendous violence. Finally,
flanking the pit bulls are attorneys who insist that each visitor sign and have w tnessed, on the
spot, a statenment to the effect that he or she swears that he or she has no intention of
committing an act of larceny while in the Great Vault of Uninmagi nable Tornent and will not attenpt
to damage, deface, dog-ear any page of, or |ick The Book of Counted Sorrows.

Li brari ans, a dangerous and fearless |ot, have not always been deterred by the N njas, the
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steroi d-punped guards, the pit bulls, and the bonb-proof glass. Because of their respect for the
witten word, however, every |last one of them at |east thus far, has been deterred fromreckl ess
action by the docurment of forswearance presented by the attorney. As an extra precaution, to
encour age the expression of their basic genteel nature, we serve scones and Robertson's | enbn

mar mal ade i nredi ately upon entering the Vault, as well as tea |laced with Prozac.

What the librarians see beyond the thick, inpurity-free glass is a slimleather-bound book
with a sewn-in ribbon page nmarker. The sane thing is seen, of course, by visitors who are not
l'ibrarians, which includes but is not limted to teachers, bankers, stevedores, peg-|egged
pirates, pirates w thout handi caps, butchers, bakers, candlestick makers, software designers,
politicians, obstetricians, nmathematicians, electricians, professional underwear nodels, nuclear
physicists, artists, car-wash guys, the odd people who design and nanufacture those tacky nusica
toil et paper dispensers, clergynen, grocers, carpenters, wormfarnmers, hat designers, hat makers,
hat bl ockers, hat dealers, hat critics, post-market hat customnizers, clowns, nines, peanut
vendors, private detectives, successful thugs involved in every aspect of crimnal enterprise,
dentists, dessert chefs, specialty plunbers, mnk ranchers, mnk gutters, mnk sinners, mnk-
rights activists (that was a bad day on the tour), florists, filmnakers, show girls, phlegm
anal ysts, painters of elaborate scenes on collectible thinbles, hair sal esnen, and any nunber of
weal t hy snots who haven't done anything all their lives except live off the noney earned by their
parents.

The bi nding of the book is enhanced with a geonmetric Art Deco design crafted with inlays
of leather in blue, black, green, and a fourth color for which no one has managed to find a nane.
Al t hough the vol unme bears a copyright date O 1928, the slightly creany off-white paper has
suffered no yellowing in all this tinme, and it has an exceptionally soft snmooth finish equal to
the flaw ess skin of a king's concubine, supposing that kings in these classless tines stil
possessed the discretion and good sense to keep concubines instead of chasing off after girl pop
singers of dubious talent and topless |ap dancers, as does every conmmon gink in the kingdom In
spite of its age, the book is as pristine as any tone just off a printing press, with no snudges
or spots, no creases or soiling - with the sole exception of the dried nmaroon snear of blood on
page 22, which recent DNA tests have proven to be extraterrestrial in origin.

The nane of the publisher is Inevitable Doom Press, of which no record exists in any
country on the face of the earth, although there was an Inevitable Doom Soup Conpany operating out
of Cleveland in the 1950s and ' 60s. |nevitable Doom Soup was a thriving business with ninety-six
varieties of soup, consommg, and chili con carne. In 1968, several cans of their Crunchy Bean
Chili with Goat Meat, contam nated by botulism |eft nineteen custoners indisputably dead and
resulted in the bankruptcy of the firmfollow ng successful |egal actions brought by famlies of
the victins. More than a fewin the nedia and in the hotly conpetitive soup industry noted a
certain irony in the conpany's nane, in light of the Crunchy Bean tragedy. Fate is funny.

Personally, | would feel unconfortable eating any product produced by an enterprise calling itself
the I nevitable Doom Soup Conpany, though | will admt to being a finicky eater. Not that | am
entirely lacking in culinary adventurousness; | would, for instance, have no problemeating any

product what soever produced by an entity calling itself the Possible Doom Soup Conpany.

Where was |?

Oh, yes: | was telling you what little is known about the mnysterious publisher of The Book
of Counted Sorrows. Inevitable Doom Press never produced another book (or any soups, for that
matter), never paid taxes, never sued or was itself sued in a court of |aw. The publisher's
col ophon, which appears at the bottomof the title page and at the top of the copyright page, is
an inmage of a startled hedgehog.

The book is copyright 1928 by one "Leonardo Di Caprio," but this certainly cannot be the
accl ai ned star of Janes Caneron's Titanic, because that Leonardo Di Caprio had not been born in
1928, but al so because the actor does not nmake a practice of bracketing his name with quotation
mar ks as does the "Leonardo Di Caprio" who holds the copyright on Counted Sorrows. Since this
mysterious volune first came into my possession, in 1980, | have hired a series of private
detectives in a thus far vain attenpt to learn just one telling fact about "Leonardo D Caprio,"
and in pursuit of this enigmatic figure | have spent a sum of nobney that, were | to cite it here,
woul d nake you vomit. Considering ny abject failure to sweep up even a single crunb of know edge
about "Leonardo Di Caprio," the book might as well have been copyright by " ".

| have been able, however, to ascertain the name of the first person ever to own The Book
of Counted Sorrows. His name will be known to those of you who are film buffs and/or know edgeabl e
about the history of perform ng capuchin nonkeys.

Before continuing, | would like to pause to brush nmy teeth. Wile conposing this
i ntroduction, | have been eating string cheese, and now ny teeth feel furry. | dearly love string
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cheese, but this fuzzy plaque is the regrettabl e and unavoi dabl e consequence of indulging in the
stuff. Annoying, yes, but better than botulism
Until | return, you may wi sh to stretch your |egs or have a beverage.

3
The Hi deous Fate of Langford Crispin.

I wish someone woul d produce a pleasant-tasting toothpaste with sonething other than a mint-based
flavor. The insistent, not to say relentless, not to say psychotic use of one mnt or another in
all available products in this category has nade toothpaste a cliché in a tube. |I'mconvinced a
huge market exists for cinnanmon- or |enon-flavored toothpaste, not to mention chocolate, and | for
one woul d buy an entire case of veal -Parnesan toothpaste if | discovered it in the market. The
same criticismcould be | evel ed at nmout hwashes and Christmas candy canes. A good |obster-flavored
mout hwash or a sal non candy cane would go a |l ong way toward i nmproving the quality of nodem
Anmerican life and nmake our world seem|ess nmedieval. | forgot to floss.

Excuse ne

4
The Hi deous Fate of Langford Crispin, Resuned.

I didn't intend to take quite so long for a flossing break, but once the task was conpleted, | had
to carry the used floss to the forner carriage naster's cottage adjacent to the old carriage
garages at the back of the estate, which is a considerable distance fromthe main house,
especially as one cannot walk it in a straight line due to the 2,743 works of topiary that grace

t he back | awn.

Most topiary depicts animals: dogs, cats, dolphins in md | eap, horses, deer, hulking
grizzly bears savagely gutting each other in ferocious territorial disputes, bunnies, wldebeests,
copul ati ng penguins, and the |ike. Here at the Koontz nanor, we encourage creativity anong the
gardeni ng staff, as among all our exceptional and adored enpl oyees. As a result, we boast the
world's only collection of topiary that takes for its subject flora i nstead of fauna. Here, an
i Mmensely tall length of boxwood hedge is carved into a series of pine trees. And here, the dense
foliage of a line of dwarf yew trees has been trimed to resenble a boxwood hedge. Ch, and | ook
here: A great nmass of ol eander has been neticul ously shaped into what appears to be a npss-hung
magnol i a. And over there: A potentially massive California |live oak was stunted and deforned with
chemicals, brutally trimmed, pinched at the roots, and ruthlessly conpressed until it now appears
to be a four-foot-tall, gnarled, eccentrically shaped bonsai evergreen. And how about that giant
tulip formed froma thoroughly terrorized phoeni x pal n?

This essay is not about topiary, however. Neither is it about flossing, although now that
you' ve insisted upon knowi ng why | took such a long floss break, I must finish the account of ny
journey through topiary to the old carriage master's house at the far end of the estate.

By the way, please understand that | do not nean to inply that the carriage nmaster hinself
is old. He is, indeed, a strapping young fellow who, if only he produced | eaves, could easily be
trimmed and trained to resenble a sturdy oak. He is remarkably handsone, as well, and would surely
be a filmstar of the magnitude of Tom Cruise were it not for the perpetually bl oodshot third eye
that sits slightly off-center in his too prom nent forehead.

For the longest time, Skippy - the carriage naster - had so little to do here on the
Koontz estate that he turned in quiet desperation to a correspondence course in boredom
managenment, offered by Harvard University. W have no horse-drawn carriages, you see. Furthernore,
we keep our autonobiles, SUVs, trucks, notorcycles, tanks, nissile transports, ice cream wagons,
and bul | dozers in nore nodern garages closer to the main house.

Ski ppy's duties becane nmarkedly nore conplex and fulfilling upon the establishnment of the
floss-collection project. In excess of two hundred dedi cated individuals are enpl oyed and housed
on the estate, as well as a variety of |ess dedicated but much appreciated and nmuch cuddli er
ani mal s of many kinds. Qur Ms. Scuttlesby requires that every |last one of them- including ne and
my inconparable wife - floss after breakfast, lunch, and dinner, as you m ght expect, but also
after every snack and even after consum ng sonething as apparently inconsequential to denta
health as a diet cola or a glass of water. Wen | say "every |ast one of them" | mean toinclude
the animals. Ms. Scuttlesby is a denon about oral hygi ene regardl ess of species. On a difficult
day in the Great Vault of Uni nagi nable Tornment, when the genetically engi neered two-hundred-pound
pit bulls are called upon too frequently to protect The Book of Counted Sorrows from woul d- be
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t hi eves and deranged poetry haters, these dogs al one can use hundreds of feet of unwaxed and waxed
floss to remove stubborn shreds of visitors' flesh frombetween their teeth. By the explicit and
vi gorously enforced order of Ms. Scuttlesby, all used floss must be conveyed to the carriage

mast er i mmredi ately upon conpletion of the flossing procedure, which is nbost vividly, not to say
pai nst aki ngly, described - with diagrans, charts, graphs, and satellite photos -on pages 376
through 394 of the official estate manual. (An acconpanyi ng vi deotape denonstration of the

requi red procedure, with conpul sory flossing techniques, stirringly narrated by Janes Earl Jones,
can be obtained fromthe estate librarian.)

Upon recei pt of each length of used floss, Skippy neasures it with a |aser mcroneter
phot ographs it against a black velvet cloth, fills out an official floss receipt (pink copy to the
user of the floss, yellow copy to Ms. Scuttlesby, white copy directly to the nucl ear-proof
archives deep under the carriage nmaster's cottage), and only then ties the latest contribution to
the correct ball of accumul ated fl oss.

The ol d carriage garages, next to the carriage master's cottage, no |onger house
carriages, but contain hundreds of balls of floss, of varying sizes, each clearly labeled with the
nane of the person or aninmal who has contributed to it. In recognition of the fact that the
extraordi nary frequency of flossing required on the estate will lead to enornous fl oss balls, the
wal | s and roof of the old carriage garages were raised fromone story to four, providing forty-
foot-high interior clearance. The corroded gas | anps were replaced with top-of-the-line, cold-
cathode lighting that makes it easy to read the |l abels on the balls and to find | oose ends of
floss.

Ski ppy - or sometinmes his assistant, Wrner - securely adds the latest contribution to the
proper ball, under the watchful eye of the contributor. Thereafter, the necessary |egal papers are
signed and notarized, and one is free to go about one's business until after the next neal, snack
or diet cola.

Ski ppy and Werner conduct thenselves at all tines with the very deepest respect - nay,
with reverence - for the rules in the official estate manual. Were either man to tie a floss
contribution to the wong ball, and were this mstake to be recognized by Ms. Scuttlesby when she
revi ewed the 24-hour-a-day videotape record of the floss collection, the of fender would be offered
his choice of punishnments: (1) His right thunb would be cut off with a dull cheese slicer; or (2)
his nostrils would be stuffed with peanut butter and his nose offered as a canape to a ravenous
weasel ; or (3) he would be hung by his testicles fromthe carriage garage rafters and flailed with
live rattl esnakes.

Such puni shnents nay seem extrene, but at Ms. Scuttlesby's insistence, these - and other
nmore frightful potential chastisements - are incorporated into the enploynent agreenents of al
wor kers who serve in sensitive posts on the estate. Having been admitted to the California Bar
Associ ation by a sheer act of stubborn will, she has defended these contractual terns - in the
case of another enployee, Casper Nork - all the way to the United States Suprene Court, where the
justices delivered a precedent-setting unani nous decision in her favor, thus requiring Nork to
surrender his left ear to be used as Ms. Scuttlesby's key fob

In triunph, addressing the |opsided Nork, Ms. Scuttlesby said, "Never underestimte the
determ nation of a British head housekeeper. You useless idiot, have you never read Rebecca?"

After delivering ny used floss to Skippy, | pocketed ny pink copy of the receipt, nmade ny
way across the back | awn, through the stunning topiary, to the main house. Thirsty, | considered
stopping in the kitchen to acquire a diet cola from Sedl ey Notti ngham the Commander of Beverages,
but my thirst was cured by the thought of returning so soon to the carriage nmaster's cottage with
anot her length of floss.

Thus | returned here to nmy study to offer you my sincere apol ogi es for such a prol onged
absence.

5
The Hi deous Fate of Langford Crispin, for Real This Tine.

The first recorded owner of The Book of Counted Sorrows was Langford Crispin, the imortal film
star. Born Nate Furt, the only child of Sepsis and Donna Furt of Cheese Falls, Wsconsin, he went
on the vaudeville circuit at sixteen, tap dancing while singing and sinmultaneously juggling
flam ng snakes, in bl ackface.

Certai n unnamed associ ates of the | egendary performer Al Jolson -who did not hinself
juggl e snakes, flam ng or otherw se, but who did frequently appear in blackface, which is surely
no |l ess bizarre to our nodemsensibilities - waylaid poor Nate in an alley behind a theater in
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Cl evel and. These showbiz rowdies terrified himw th nmuch aggressive finger waggi ng, rude use of
the word foam (the verb form not the noun), and with dire threats to tell his saintly nother

back in Cheese Falls, that while on the road he had becone a sissy boy who wore wonen's cl ot hes
and conducted an inmoral romantic relationship with the woolly half of Laura Lunney's fanobus act -
Laura Lunney and Her Singing Llama. This was, of course, a filthy lie, but Nate never again
performed in blackface. Partly to nake hinself less visible to Jolson's ruthless associates and

al so as a consequence of a belated realization that Nate Furt was not an ideal nane for a woul d-be
vaudeville star, he legally changed his nane to Bob Furt, later to Burt Furt, later still to

Mel bourne Furt, then to Foghorn Leghorn, subsequently to Yosemite Sam then (only briefly and in
desperation over his floundering career) to Al Jolson, and finally to Langford Cri spin.

Al though a miserable failure in vaudeville, Langford Crispin was a huge and i medi ate hit
in films, which was a new and exciting art formthat had not yet been taken over by the dreaded
Stupid Mafia - a criminal conspiracy of the intellectually challenged - which had fully seized
control of the novie business by the |ate 1960s. Langford was nomi nated for an Acadeny Award in
1930, for Al Quiet on the Western Front. If you have seen this classic novie, Langford's
astoni shing portrayal of Lew Ayres' brother, Jinky, will stay with you forever. Jinky, a carefree
circus clown, trades in his polka-dot junpsuit for a uniformand his giant floppy shoes for conbat
boots, to go off to Europe and fight for his country and for the dignity of humanity. In the
brutal trench warfare against the Germans, on bl asted | andscapes snmoky w th nustard gas, Jinky
learns to his surprise that war really is hell -and that a unicycle is nore difficult to pilot
t hrough bomb craters than around Barnum Bailey's center ring. Neverthel ess, through the
unremtting horror, he holds fast to his sense of hunor, and even as he is dying, he nanages to
squeeze the hand-punp bulb that operates the squirting flower in the lapel of his torn battle
jacket, thoroughly wetting the startled face of the nedic who is trying without success to staunch
hi s wounds.

Langford was again nom nated for best actor for his role in in Cmarron, 1931, the epic
adaptati on of Edna Ferber's novel, in which he starred with Richard Dix and the lovely Irene
Dunne. In this tale of a pioneer famly determined to build an enpire in early Cklahoma, Langford
pl ayed Richard Dix's gentle brother, Soupy, who wants only to spread Christian fellowship and a
proper appreciation of flower arrangenment to the crude communities of the printive prairie. Hs
sweet ness and innocence are ultimately met with nockery, gunfire, and a bl azing wagon | oaded with
dynanite.

Langford was first seen readi ng The Book of Counted Sorrows between takes on the set of
Cimarron, during filmng in 1930. By the tinme he was making Dr. Jekyll and M. Hyde with the
brilliant Fredric March, in 1931, he kept the book always within reach and carried it with him
wher ever he went, when not actually before a canera. If his hands were full of parcels, he carried
the book on his head, balanced with the confidence of a nan who had begun his vaudevill e career
juggling flamng snakes. If his hands were full of parcels, and if something was al ready bal anced
on his head - such as a basket of bread or a big water jug, or a dwarf (his vaudeville friend,
Ti ny Johnson, shorter than a yardstick, enjoyed the view fromthis high perch) - then Langford
carried the precious book in his teeth. If his hands were filled with parcels and if a water jug
or a cheerful dwarf was bal anced on his head, and if also he was involved in a conversation, then
he carried the book between his knees, which required himto wal k funny and drew stares from
strangers, but he was not a nan who ever cared what others thought of him

In Dr. Jekyll and M. Hyde, you will renenber Langford as Fredric March's half brother
Jerry Jekyll, who was on the |lam pursued by the London constabul ary for roughing up a group of
children carolers when they insisted on singing "God Rest Ye Merry Gentlenen" instead of "Rockin'
Around the Christmas Tree", which he had requested in return for a donation of a shiny half pence.
By the end of the film Jerry learns all the wong | essons fromthe disgrace and death of his
arrogant brother. Vowi ng to achieve a scientific breakthrough even nore dazzling than that of the
late Dr. Jekyll, Jerry flees to Europe, changing his nane to Victor Frankenstein, with the intent
to prove that sundry parts of various dead people can, through the mracle of electrical shock, be
assenbl ed into a presentabl e new person capabl e of providing cheap but neverthel ess high-quality
donestic | abor.

In 1932, Langford Crispin's performance as Jerry Jekyll brought himthe Acadeny Award for
the best supporting actor. He was the first winner ever to thank "all the little people," and when
he spoke this phrase, which countless winners would use after him he doffed his enornous top hat
to reveal an actual little person, Tiny Johnson, sitting on his head. In our time, this stunt
m ght seempolitically incorrect or at |least insensitive, and perhaps tasteless to sone. |In those
| ong-ago days, however, the entertainment community wasn't as refined as it has becone in this
nost genteel age of Charlie Sheen, Howard Stern, Eminem and Freddy the Farting Chinmp. Wth
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per haps the exception of Mary Pickford and Francis the Tal king Mule, entertainers in those days
were largely an unseem y, unrefined, unpolished, uncouth, undul ant, unplunbed, unzi pped, undone,
uncaged, unearthed, unbonneted rabble. Wen Langford renoved his top hat to reveal Tiny Johnson
perched on his pate, the crowd at the Acadeny Awards show roared with |aughter, how ed and stanped
their feet, and hooted and spat copi ously.

Only sixteen years later, accepting his Best Actor Oscar for Hanlet, when Laurence Qivier
thought it would be great good fun to repeat Langford's stunt, he doffed his top hat, reveal ed the
same Tiny Johnson - and was met by the stunned silence of a di sapprovi ng audi ence so painfully
refined and classy that every |last one of themwas wearing clean underwear. Qivier stood in utter
nortification, his smle as frozen as a bananasicle. Wen Tiny Johnson |it a sparkler and began to
wave it and an Anerican flag, in what nust have seened, in the planning, to be a stroke of show
busi ness geni us, the offended audi ence griped in shock, drawing in so nuch air at the same tine
that ushers, standing in the aisles, came dangerously close to inploding in the brief ensuing
vacuum That the Queen of Engl and, even many years later, could overl ook this shaneful spectacle
and bestow a knighthood on AQivier is incontestable proof of the resiliency and the conpassi on of
the British nonarchy - or proof, perhaps, of the sadly short nenory capacity that has resulted
fromthe inbreeding of all European royalty over the centuries.

| am happy to tell you that Langford Crispin - a kind and nost considerate nan who hel ped
many or phans and deserved no one's scorn - was not huniliated by Aivier's awards-show
performance, because Crispin had by then been dead many years. | can al so assure you that dear
Langford was not subjected to the disconfort of having to spin in his grave, because after his
enul sified body was scraped off the ceiling of the library in his lovely Beverly H|ls nansion
his remains were not in suitable condition to be shaped into a suit for viewing at his funeral
and the several jars of his nortal substance were at once cremated. It is possible, | suppose,
that in response to AQivier's capering at the Acadeny Awards show, Langford's ashes whirled in the
urn where they were stored, but that is a far nore pleasant image than a decayi ng carcass tunbling
around and around anmong wornms and filth and rotten grave cloth inside a termte-riddled coffin

VWere was |?

Oh, yes. Langford triunphantly accepted the Acadeny Award for his role in Dr. Jekyll and
M. Hyde, and thereafter his career fell as hard and fast as the bludgeoned body of a troubl esone
nei ghbor dropped into an abandoned well after mdnight. Not, | hasten to add, that | would know
anyt hi ng about the di sappearance of ny nei ghbor or anyone el se's, or about the |ocation of any
abandoned wel |, or about the relative speed and force of inpact of a falling body that has been
thoroughly bl udgeoned. | am speaki ng, of course, entirely netaphorically, with the free and suppl e
i magi nati on of a noveli st.

Al 't hough, in 1933, Charles Laughton won the Acadeny Award for Best Actor in The Private
Life of Henry the VIII, Langford was not nerely criticized for his work in the same picture but
loudly reviled by people who should have known better. Hi s decision to play Lord Havi ngstoke as a
m nci ng, one-armed, twelve-toed tyrant in a funny hat and elfin shoes was, in retrospect, not a
proper interpretation of the role. But nothing in his performance warranted food being thrown at
hi m by nenbers of the filmcomunity when he went to dine at the Pol o Lounge, nor the attenpts of
paring valets to run himdown with his own vehicle.

In 1934, when It Happened One Night swept all the najor awards -Best Picture, Best Actor
Best Actress, Best Director, Best Screenplay -Langford Crispin was not present to share in the
gl ory, because though he was not yet smeared in a disgusting enulsification across the ceiling of
his library, his role in the filmhad been left on the cutting-roomfloor. Not by accident, you
understand, but by the intent of the producer and director. Langford had played Clark Gable's
deranged brother, Nornan Bates, who at one point hacks to death C audette Col bert and eats her
liver with sone fava beans and a good Chianti. Although this was a brilliant performance and far
ahead of its tine, the studio ultimately decided that the entire character of Nornan Bates was out
of place in a light comedy nmeant to lift the spirits of a Depression-era audi ence, and Langford
was elimnated in the final cut.

Only ten days after the picture received its five Acadeny Awards, Langford's remains were
di scovered by his housekeeper, Ms. Scuttleshy, when she entered the library to serve hima gl ass
of port wine and a wedge of wickedly sharp cheese.

(A parenthetical aside: This was not, of course, the same Ms. Scuttlesby who serves with
such honor and obsession as our head housekeeper on the Koontz estate. Langford's Ms. Scuttl esby
was 46 when she discovered the actor's renmains that evening in 1934, which would nmake her 113
years old as | wite this. Qur Ms. Scuttlesby, however, is only 46 years old as | wite this, and
will probably still be only 46 when | finish witing this, if |I ever do. |'ve been assured by our
Ms. Scuttlesby (whose assurances are delivered with such adanancy that they cannot be ignored or
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taken lightly) that she is no relation to Langford's Ms. Scuttlesby, in spite of the curious fact
that each of these women |acks a first name. Qur Ms. Scuttlesby was born in Nome, Al aska, the
daughter of an ice farmer, and educated in donestic service at Oxford University, whereas nothing
what soever is known about the birthplace or the education of Langford Crispin's Ms. Scuttleshy,
which is proof positive that they cannot be the sane woman, even if our beloved Ms. Scuttl eshy

| ooked 113, which she nobst certainly does not.)

Where was | ?

More inportant: Wiere was Langford Crispin?

Yes, | remenber now. spread in a ghastly enulsification across the ceiling of his library.
May the same never happen to you. Nor to ne. | do have a list of people |I wouldn't nmind seeing
enul sified and pasted to ceilings in their various residences, though I'mtoo discreet to provide
that list here.

So, Ms. Scuttlesby - not ours, the other - entered the library with the port w ne and
cheese on a silver tray, and a clothespin on her nose. She didn't ordinarily go around with a
clothespin on her nose, you understand. She wasn't an eccentric. On this fateful night, she had a
cl ot hespi n on her nose because she was serving, as you may recall, a wi ckedly sharp cheese with
the port wine. Fromthis exotic and peculiarly green cheese, a favorite of Langford's, issued an
aroma so powerful and penetrating that it knocked snall dogs unconscious, turned particularly
sensitive young children into |ifelong catatonics, and caused autonobil e headl anps to expl ode at a
di stance of half a block. Nevertheless, in spite of the cheese stench, Ms. Scuttl esby - not ours,
the other - night have snelled the hideous remains of dear Langford Crispin, pasted and putrefying
on the ceiling, had she not been breathing, of necessity, through her nmouth. In his official
report, the first police officer on the scene noted that the stink of Langford' s remains was,

i ndeed, nore terrible than that produced by any cheese in the world, and when he tried to
conmmandeer Ms. Scuttlesby's clothespin for his own use, a fight ensued that left the husky young
constable with one broken | eg, six broken fingers, two broken arnms, a broken jaw, five dislodged
teeth, a nose that |ooked Iike a crushed cactus blossom and no hair; while Ms. Scuttlesby - not
ours, the other - sustained a bruise on her right thunb.

But |'mgetting ahead of mny story.

Let's back up to where the police haven't arrived yet.

Renmenber the scene: Ms. Scuttlesby - not ours, the other - enters the library with a
silver tray on which are port wi ne and cheese, her nose pinched by a clothespin, unaware of the
horror overhead, perhaps thinking sad and deeply personal thoughts of the young man who never
returned to her fromthe bl oody battlefields of Wrld War |, if such a young nan ever existed. She
put down the tray on the exquisite French marquetry table beside Langford Crispin's favorite
arnchair - and saw The Book of Counted Sorrows tunbled on the floor between the chair and the toad-
| eat her footstool. Being a tidy person by nature and a housekeeper by profession, she picked up
the book and put it on the table beside the tray.

In recent days, ever since the opening of It Happened One Ni ght, sans Langford's brilliant
portrayal of Norman Bates, the actor had been obsessed with Counted Sorrows. He had read the
volume into the wee hours of the night, and then into the even nore wee hours, and then finally
into the nost wee hours of all, so wee that they could not be neasured by any but the nost
sensitive weenoneter. Mrre than once he had told Ms. Scuttlesby - his, not ours - that this
vol une contai ned such stunning insights into the nature of life and the condition of humanity that
he was afraid his mnd could not contain the dazzling know edge he'd received fromthese pages.
"Ch, Ms. Scuttlesby," he had said earlier that very day, "sonetinmes | fear that the pressure of
this dazzling know edge will cause ny head to explode and paste ny brains to the ceiling, |eaving
you with a frightful ness to clean up."

At this nmenory of her enployer's expressed fear, the faithful housekeeper - and, according
to the historical record, highly skilled bird mmc - |ooked up at the ceiling. She did not
actually expect to find the handsone nahogany coffers splattered with gray matter, for she assuned
that the actor had been speaking nmetaphorically, with that free and supple inagination that actors
do not naturally possess but which he m ght have acquired by hanging around with a bunch of
screenwiters, who do possess it, though not to the degree that you'll find it in novelists.

I nst ead, she discovered that he must have meant to be taken literally. Not merely his head had
expl oded, but seemingly his entire physical entity, which now festooned the library ceiling in
gl uti nous swags that were decidedly not an inprovenent to the decor

Wthin half an hour, nore than twenty police vehicles crowded the circular driveway in
front of the mansion, and the cobbl estones were littered with shards of glass fromthe autonobile
headl anps that had shattered under the assault of cheese stench. In the great house, uniforned and
pl ai ncl ot hes personnel, noses w sely pinned, puzzled over the nmeager evidence and vi gorously

file:/l/IG|/rah/Dean%20R.%20Koontz/Dean%20R....-%20The%20B0ook%200f%20Counted%20Sorrows.txt (10 of 37) [2/9/2004 10:17:56 PM]



file:///G|/rah/Dean%20R.%20K oontz/Dean%20R.%20K oontz%620-%20T he%620B 00k %6200f%20Counted%20Sorrows.txt

debat ed whether the victimshould be scraped off the ceiling or sucked off with an industri al
vacuum cl eaner, or sinply painted over.

According to the official report of the Chief Medical Examiner of the City of Los Angel es,
whose business card had to be unusually long to accommopdate his full title, the cause of death was
"forces unknown and unknowabl e, of perhaps a supernatural nature, but at the very |east danmed
peculiar. Even a nedical scientist trained in forensic investigation is left with a pal pable sense
of dread and a desire to nove back hone with Momrmy." The sane report described the remains as
"monunental ly icky," and "too repellently grotesque to be depicted in a notion picture for at
| east another sixty years or until Quentin Tarantino is allowed to direct, whichever cones first."

The followi ng norning, in the Los Angeles Tines' front-page story, no nention was nade of
Langford Crispin's Acadeny Award for his perfornmance as Jerry Jekyll, but he was described as "the
actor who, in The Private Life of Henry the VIIIl, chose to play Lord Havingstoke as a mincing, one-
armed, twelve-toed tyrant in a funny hat and elfin shoes, in total disregard of the wi shes of the
films director and in spite of much advice to the contrary provided by a consulting board of 312
prom nent and deadly serious historians." Los Angeles is a hard, cruel town.

The Book of Counted Sorrows was sold with the other volunes in Langford's extensive book
col l ection. The purchaser was a rare-book deal er naned Ed Thormas, from Orange County, who at that
tinme operated out of a former burl esque house that had been stripped of its seating and its
strippers, and that boasted one of the odder snells of any book shop of its era. This Ed Thomas is
not to be confused with the Ed Thomas to whom- with his wife, Pat - | dedicated nmy nove
M dni ght. The Ed Thomas who purchased Langford Crispin's library fromthe actor's estate was 58
years old in 1934, which would make him 125 as | wite this. Even if ny dear friend Ed Thonas
| ooked 125, which he pretty nuch does not, he could not possibly be the sane man who acquired The
Book of Counted Sorrows with the rest of Langford's collection, because in 1942, that Ed Thomas
was run down by a 30, 000- pound Acne steanroller driven - according to witnesses - by a coyote.

For a while, The Book of Counted Sorrows fell into hands unknown before surfacing, in
1938, in the possession of a doomed poet by the nane of Addi son Heffal ope.

Now excuse nme while | pause to eat a cracker, drink a | enon beer, floss nmy teeth, present
the floss to Skippy at the carriage naster's cottage, obtain ny receipt, witness the tying, sign
the appropriate legal forms, visit the bathroom conplete an entry in the official lavatory | og,
wash ny hands with three soaps, finishing with Aunt Jenima's Maxi mum Power Lye Cake, present ny
hands to Ms. Scuttlesby for inspection, and return here to the study, wonderfully refreshed.

You night wish to nap

6
The Curse of Too Miuch Knowl edge and a Trail of OFrightful Destruction

| feel wonderfully refreshed. Sedley Nottingham the estate's Com nander of Beverages, provided a
| enon beer and a wealth of anusing stories about his days as Defender of the Ardent Spirits at the
Queen of England's secret getaway castle in Msery Lake, Arkansas, where he was nore than once
forced to mai mand even kill commoners who tried to steal a bottle or two of Her Mjesty's nost
precious vintages of fine Cabernet, sone of Wich date to the tine of Mses, and her nost
exquisite Merlots, sone of which date to the tinme of Oy the caveman and the age of the nastodons.
Sedley is a marvel ous storyteller with an appearance that greatly enhances his every tale: a nane
of white hair, huge muttonchop sideburns, tw nkling blue eyes as bl oodshot as those of a survivor
of any Megadeath concert, a nose the size of a form dable yell ow squash and the col or of an
overripe tomato, pendulously fat lips, a tattooed tongue, a robust and barrel -chested body, and
hands | arge enough and strong enough to strangle an ox. Indeed, to keep fit for his work, he had
just finished strangling an ox quite near the back door to the kitchen as | arrived for ny | enon
beer, and we sat on the cooling hulk of the enornmous horned beast while we chatted - or at |east
until Ms. Scuttlesby arrived to drag it away.

Justin Parsinmonious, our munbling but esteenmed Conptroller of Cookies and Crackers here on
the Koontz estate, provided ne with the single saltine that | requested, served on a plate of
pol i shed jackal bone, and then sat with Sedl ey and ne upon the unfortunate ox until Ms.

Scuttl esby dragged it away, whereafter we all noved to the bench-style veranda sw ng, upon which
we sat unconfortably close to one another, pondering the nmeaning of existence, until Ms.
Scuttlesby arrived to drag Justin away for God knows what purpose.

At the carriage naster's cottage, while Skippy nmeasured ny floss with a | aser nicroneter
and phot ographed it against a black velvet cloth, he wondered aloud if there mght be a M.
Scuttlesby and, if so, what the lucky man might be like. The possibility of a M. Scuttl esby had
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never occurred to ne, and | was so thoroughly boggled that | needed to sit down. Unfortunately,

Ski ppy occupied the only chair in the neasuring room and no dead ox was handy. | could tell that
Ski ppy hi nsel f was boggl ed by his question, for the third eye spun |ike a pinwheel at the pinnacle
of his handsone face.

On ny return trip here to the study, exercising the free and supple inmagi nation of a
novel ist, in an uncharacteristically lewd nmood, | found nyself puzzling over what positions the
Scuttl esbys, husband and wife, might assume in their marital bed, and in what nutually satisfying
actions they m ght engage - assunming, of course, that M. Scuttlesby actually existed and that
there was not, in his place, nmerely a disgusting electrical-powered eros machi ne fashi oned from
pig iron, |atex, Spandex, cow hide, skin of eel, and cadaver cartilage, with giant meshing gear
wheel s and rattling pistons and whirling thingies and lights flashing in the urgent and insistent
rhythms of aninmal |ust.

For reasons entirely nysterious to ne, | suddenly found nyself in a state of absolute
terror, running this way and that, weaving through the topiary as though | were a pathetic panic-
stricken piece of potential road-kill on a freeway streaming with hurtling senmis. | collided with

two topiary gardeners, frightened the nustache off one of our decorative-rock technicians, and
caused our worm auditor to drop his sonic nightcraw er-detection device and | ose count in his
vitally inportant worm census, before at last dropping to the grass in exhaustion in the scrub-
pi ne grove that we have whittled out of a once-mmjestic grouping of giant redwoods.

"' m okay now, feeling wonderfully refreshed, and happy to be back here in the study,
grateful that you have waited for ne, and thankful that fate has not seen fit to visit upon you
any of the horrors that have befallen sone visitors in the past when they have been left alone in
this room

Where was |?

Per haps the nore profound question is: Were am| going?

| do believe that |ife has purpose and neaning, that there is a fabulous (and tasteful)
design to our days in this troubled world, and that every one of us has been put here with an
i nportant mssion that he or she nust discover and fulfill. Should we fail to fulfill these
m ssions, we mght be forgiven and generously granted a studio apartnent in Heaven, with chintz
curtains and cable TV, or provided with another life in which to try again - or our souls might be
ripped out of us like pits being torn from peaches, to be cast down into an abyss of eterna
darkness crawling with filmstudi o executives and other things that feed on the dammed.

Sone of us may have hunbl e nissions, and others may have grand nissions. Perhaps you are
meant singl e-handedly to rescue 104 hel pl ess young children froma burning orphanage, while | am
here to wite a few pretty netaphors using roses as an image. You mght be required to negotiate
worl d peace, while | am expected only to help two or three elderly wonen across busy intersections
at certain inportant points in ny life. W don't know what's expected of us. It's very mysterious.
What if | help the wong elderly wonen across the street, and the one | fail to help is exactly
the one | was neant to help, but she gets hit by a bus? Yet a fair God surely can't expect me to
hel p even enfeebl ed el derly woman across the street; |I'd get nothing el se done.

When | was a naive but well-neaning boy, | believed that | knew ny destiny. | had no doubt
that | was neant to work in a meat-packing plant, bringing Vienna sausages and white chunk- neat
chicken to a hungry world. You cannot ever know the depth of ny despair when | discovered that |
| acked sufficient physical strength to operate the nassive | evers of the sausage-arrangi ng
machi ne, which inserts the little sausages in concentric circles in each can, and that | was not
possessed of sufficient judgnment to be trusted to route the chunks of chicken, according to size,

into cans variously marked "regular," "choice," "suprene," and "cat food."
| becane a witer, and a fairly successful one, but sone nights when |I lie sleepless, |
hear the neatpacking plant calling to ne, calling, calling.... On these occasions, a yearning of

i ndescribable intensity fills nme, rather Iike a gas bloat but poignant. Perhaps | have fail ed God
by not making a life in neatpacking. But on the other hand, perhaps neat packing is ny false
destiny, and perhaps the plant that calls to nme in such sweet nelancholy tones in the night is
owned by Satan, who neans to nislead ne fromny one true mssion into a frustrating and usel ess
career in processed pork

This is precisely the type of skull-busting quandary that has driven the great
phi |l osophers to fill libraries with their nusings on the nature of creation and the plight of
humanity. Therefore, | doubt that | will be able to resolve these weighty issues in a conversation
with you, regardl ess of how long we sit here or how nany | enon beers we consume. How rmuch better
if each of us had been born with detailed instructions tattooed on his or her buttocks. W would
need a mirror to read them of course, and an ability to deci pher reversed i mages, but these would
be sinple problens conpared to those we now face.
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Wi ch obviously brings ne to Addi son Heffal ope, the dooned poet, who cane into possession
of The Book of Counted Sorrows in 1938.

Heffal ope - Heff to his friends, Alope to his enemes - knew that he was dooned fromthe
day he was born. His first word, spoken even before Dada or Mama, was sinply death, in a nost
sonber tone for a nere toddler. Hs second word was despair, his third was hopel ess; and his
fourth was brontosaurus, because even suicidally depressed tykes | ove dinosaurs. He didn't get
around to saying Dada or Mama until he was nineteen, by which tinme he was already carrying a gol d-
enbossed business card identifying hinself as "Addi son Heffal ope, Poet (Dooned)."

In 1936, at the age of 21, Heff narried a fenale westler naned Bea Scuttles, whom he had
met in a conga line at a funeral for his friend, Toynbee Doob, whose business card had read
"Toynbee Doob, Songwiter (Dooned)." The dooned tend to find one another in this cold lonely
world, and to take a warm fuzzy solace in their shared burden of utter hopel essness. By the age of
22, Toynbee had written six smash hit songs, whereupon he had been pecked to death by a flock of
rabi d young actresses who had cone to Hol Il ywood seeking fame, with stars in their eyes, wth hope
in their hearts, but without all the necessary vaccinations.

Bea Scuttles, by all reports, did not consider herself to be dooned, but she was drawn to
Hef f anyway. Together they produced a child named Hisser, of indeterm nate sex, whomthey tried so
very desperately to | ove, but who was, in fact, a hideous nutant with six |legs, four arms, sucker
pads on its hands and feet, a nouth half as big as its m sshapen head, blazing red eyes, and an
adorabl e mass of springy blond curls that once made Shirley Tenple weep bitterly with envy. Hisser
spent nmost of the day hiding fromthe sun, nost of the night crawling across ceilings, and woul d
eat little nore than raw carrots and |live cats. Hisser would drink anything, but only through a
straw, and it had the annoying habit of loudly blow ng bubbles in whatever beverage it was
consuni ng.

Eventual |y the American Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Aninmals becane suspicious
after Heff and Bea adopted 3,624 cats fromvarious aninmal shelters in the greater Los Angel es
area. \When the ASPCA representative paid a surprise visit and interrupted Hi sser at dinner - a
live-cat sandwi ch and a side of carrot slaw - the jig was up. By order of the court, the child was
made a ward of the state and was conveyed to the conpassi onate but high-security facility known as
the Malibu Honme for Mnstrous and Dangerous Miutant Chil dren

To us, in this nore enlightened age, it seens all but inpossible to believe that nutant
children, regardl ess of how nonstrous or how dangerous, would ever forcibly be separated from
their parents and kept in a |ocked facility. W now understand that the right thing to do is
enbrace even the nbst nonstrous and dangerous nutants - nay, not nerely enbrace them but cel ebrate
them- in recognition of our awareness that there is a little of the nutant in every one of us,
even if we don't eat live cats, the brains of unwary schoolteachers, or masses of steam ng cow
guts. In that intolerant and ignorant era, however, all dangerous nmutant children were
sequestered, men were expected to be courteous to wonmen, wonen were expected not to discuss
gynecol ogi cal problenms over dinner in a fine restaurant, and all non-mutant children uniformy
respected their elders and never used the word ass in any context whatsoever. W have cone a | ong
way, and we have every reason to be proud.

The court-ordered seizure of Hisser was the blow that destroyed the Heffal ope marriage.
After the divorce, Bea at first resuned her career as a fenale westler, but soon she di sappeared
from human ken. Heff struggled to earn a few dollars here and there, witing doggerel for tawdry
magazi nes about naked fenale scientists and for other tawdry magazi nes about busty bl onde
phi | osophers. (Pornography was illegal in those days, very nmuch underground, and sal aci ous
material had to be disguised as publications with redeem ng social purpose. Fortunately for
por nogr aphers, nost of the upstanding citizens were so innocent and naive that the thinnest tissue
of serious intention could convince themthat a collection of photos of bare-naked wonen fondling
themsel ves was entirely pure if a nicroscope or Bunsen burner, or volune of Plato's witings, were
i ncluded in each shot.)

Si ckened by the venereal verse that he conposed for these sleazy rags, and inspired by
sonet hing that he had read in The Book of Counted Sorrows (which was at that time in his
possession), Heff fled to a shabby roomin a shabby seaside notel in a shabby beach town on the
magni ficent Pacific coast and in one week wote Ode to My Mutant Child in 754 rhynming quatrains.
The filmrights sold inmediately to Orson Wlles for $612,004, a colossal fortune in those days,
and not exactly chunmp change in our own tine.

Thi s astoni shing good fortune had a profound effect on Heff. He confided to friends that
for the first time in his life, he did not feel dooned, and to those enem es who knew hi m as
Al ope, he confided the sane thing. A cloud had lifted fromhim A dark stormhad at |ast passed
t hrough and noved on. A slough of despond had drained. Hi s sinuses were clearer, too, and he
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credited the wi sdom of The Book of Counted Sorrows for all these inprovenents in his life. He
purchased a fine house in the flats of Beverly Hlls, made plans to marry a pretty and good-
hearted forner high-school sweetheart named Tess, purchased a cute little kitten with no intention
of feeding it to a nutant, acquired a brighter and nore cheerful wardrobe than the bl ack robes
that had been his usual attire, and in Septenber, 1939, he began work on Ode to My Westler Wfe:
Good Ri ddance and Goodbye, which sold to films for $806,045 on the basis of the first eight
rhyming lines and a two-word synopsi s.

In early Cctober, 1939, his head exploded. This was as great a disappointment to his
friends as it was good news to his enenies, but the nost profound effect was on the tender nenbers
of the children's choir in front of whomit occurred. Because Heff always had as great an interest
in nmusic as in doom and because his newfound optim smnotivated himto give sonething back to his
communi ty, he had becone the unpaid and highly enthusiastic director of the choir at Qur Ladv of
the Tim d Waifs O phanage. The orphans were indeed waifs, and timd; consequently, the horrid
spectacle of Heff's exploding head traumati zed them so thoroughly that nost never sang again, and
one of themwas unable to pee for a week, though all the others peed a split second subsequent to
poor Heff's violent self-decapitation. And peed copiously, | might add.

In Heff's defense, if he'd known that his head was going to expl ode, he woul d doubtl essly
have arranged to be el sewhere: nmaybe hone al one or on the beach, perhaps in a rose garden or at a
di me-a-dance hall in the arms of a lovely and coquetti sh stranger. He woul d never have
intentionally detonated in front of children. After all, no one can reasonably be expected to
antici pate such a thing as a head expl osion, and the Los Angel es Tines, as usual, was judgnenta
and sensationalistic when it headlined the story | RRESPONSI BLE POET TRAUVATI ZES ORPHAN WAI FS W TH
EXPLCSI VE DENOGG NI ZATION, recalling their equally shabby treatnent of Langford Crispin.

Upon his death, Heff's considerable fortune - enhanced by w se investnents in Hunan
Stupi dity Bonds, the value of which soar with the rise of stupi ditv in the species, but fall with
any indication of increasing human wi sdom - was inherited by his only child, H sser Heffalope,
ward of the state. At the age of eighteen, having survived into nore enlightened tines, Hisser was
rel eased into society. It became a wildly successful crimnal defense attorney, specializing in
clients who were wealthy serial killers; H sser won not-guilty-by-reason-of-entertaining-I|egal-
defense verdicts for the nost savage, unrenorseful, bloody-m nded, and ill-dressed nurderers of
its time, wnning kudos, plaudits, accol ades, and prize Cadi 1l acs fromthe wards conmittee of the
hoity-toity Anerican Bar Association. Hisser also pioneered the profitable practice of suing the
grieving fanmlies of a killer's Victins for damages, sucking themdrier than an enpty coconut
husk. A secondary career as a cat rancher was far |ess successful, because Hi sser routinely ate
the profits.

Fortunately for the fate of mankind, The Book of Counted Sorrows did not fall into
H sser's several hands upon Addi son Heffal ope's choir-traumati zi ng death, but was reacquired by Ed
Thomas, the Orange County rare-book dealer. By this tine, Thomas was no | onger operating out of a
converted burl esque theater. He had noved his business into a forner whorehouse that for decades
had specialized in providing mdget prostitutes for sailors of equally dimnutive stature.

(A parenthetical aside: The term"mdget prostitute,” nuch in use in the 1930s, is not one
we woul d use these days. Now we woul d say "height-chall enged hooker." or perhaps "pocket Venus, if
we were of a poetic bent, or possibly even "very small, not to say unusually snall, not to say
remar kably small, lady of the night.")

Thi s whor ehouse, by now a shop called Book O gy, in a conmercial district overl ooking
Newport Harbor, was a wonderfully atnospheric structure of many roons, all filled with treasures
upon treasures of magnificent books, and conducive to |eisurely browsing, especially because the
omi present odor, though as odd as that in the burlesque house, was frequently nore appealing.
Thomas, al ways present and assisted by his charmng wife Pitty, was nore of a host and friend to
his customers than he was a retailer. By all accounts, he was an affable man and happy in his
wor k, though he might have been dour if he had known that three years hence, in 1942, he woul d be
run down by that 30, 000-pound Acne steanroller and squashed flatter than a page of onionskin
paper. Custoners spent hours in this charmng forner bordello for mdget prostitutes and hei ght-
chal | enged sailors, roaming roomto room and not one ever conplained that the five-foot-high
ceilings required themto browse on their hands and knees. If fromtime to tine a small but highly
aroused and extremely agitated sailor burst into the shop, looking for action and exhibiting
little or no appreciation for literature... Well, this was no nore awkward for Ed and Pitty than
when they had been obliged to deal with the elderly strippers who had shown up at the fornmer
burl esque house, down on their luck and offering to take off their clothes for two dollars.

In 1941, Ed Thomas sold The Book of Counted Sorrows to Clete Reet, a breathtakingly
stylish and hugely successful big-band | eader who was as fanous in his tine as Benny Goodnan and
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denn MIler and Tormy Dorsey, but who is now, sadly, as forgotten as Cream'o-Chaff, once the
nmost popul ar breakfast cereal in Arerica. On stage and off, Reet dressed the sane, in top hat and
tuxedo and white silk scarf, as if he had stepped off the cover of Vanity Fair. An Art Deco icon
he went everywhere with two el egant borzoi hounds on | eashes, snoking a slimcigarette in a six-

i nch carved-ivory holder, with a nonocle over his left eye - and with an incredibly witty

wi secrack always on his lips, as was expected fromevery icon in that glittering era. In our own
time, of course, icons are expected only to be surly, grunt out half-articul ate sentences, scratch
their crotches, and whi ne about their inadequaci es and addictions on boring talk shows hosted by
butt- ki ssing cel ebritynongers.

During the first year that he owned Counted Sorrows, overwhel med by the denmands of being
an icon, with little tine to read, Clete Reet sanpled only a few of the verses in the book. In
1942, however, he becane obsessed with the volune. He read it nmore than a hundred times, cover to
cover, backwards, forwards, upside down, with nonocle and wi thout, abed and afoot, tipsy and
sober, to his dogs with a keen eye for their reactions, at a distance of twenty feet with the
assi stance of high-quality binoculars - and finally at a distance of only sixteen feet but stil
with binoculars, this tine bending forward fromthe waist, |ooking backward between his |egs.

Two nonths after Ed Thonas net his end in a delicate dance of death with 30,000 pounds of
rolling doom on the fateful night of Decenber 10, 1942, while having dinner at the Brown Der by,
Clete Reet - dining with the suave Wl liam Powel|l and the delightful Myrna Loy, with dancer
extraordinaire Fred Astaire and the inconparable G nger Rogers - suddenly sat bolt upright in his
chair and swal |l owed his tongue, whereafter he swallowed his teeth, his lips, his chin, his nose,
the remai nder of his face and skull, his neck conplete with wing collar and bl ack tuxedo tie, his
shoul ders, both arns, then his torso, his hips, his legs, and his feet, shoes and all, unti
not hi ng remai ned of himbut a toothless red pulsing orifice. This toothless red pulsing orifice
hungrily sucked in three poppy-seed dinner rolls, a chanpagne flute filled with Dom Perignon
G nger Rogers' exquisite pearl necklace, one of WlliamPowell's cufflinks, and a hapl ess busboy
before at last inploding on itself and vanishing with a rude noise that woul d have enbarrassed the
stylish and inpeccably well-mannered M. Reet if he had still been alive to hear it.

Clete Reet's last will and testanent bequeathed his estate to his sister, one "Mss
Scuttl esby,” of Ennui Plains, Kansas. This third female Scuttlesby with no first name night seem
significant, but | amassured by our Ms. Scuttlesby (whose assurances have the fearsone
conviction and the blistering heat of a |ong burst of hard radiation froma nal functioning nucl ear-
power plant) that Reet's sister was no relation of hers. | also do not believe that Reet's sister
was related to Langford Crispin's clothespin-on-the-nose housekeeper, the other Ms. Scuttl eshy,
because the nine private detectives that | sent to the once bustling town of Ennui Plains, in
search of |eads, discovered nothing along those |lines before they all perished, one by one, in a
series of tornadoes. No, the appearance in this story of the three Scuttl esby wonmen wit hout
Christian nanes is just one of those anazing coincidences that litter our lives, but which |, as a
novel i st, could never use in a work of fiction, lest | be criticized for perpetrating a plot full
of inprobabilities.

By the way, | say "once bustling," as regards Ennui Pl ains, because the town no |onger
exists. Shortly after Clete Reet's will was probated and after the full sum of the inheritance was
settled upon his bel oved sister, sonmething catastrophic happened to this picturesque prairie
ham et. | say "sonething catastrophic," because | have insufficient information to be nore
specific. On the nmorning that Mss Scuttlesby was to | eave on vacation, Ennui Plains ceased to
exist. No smallest splinter or stone of the community was ever found, no roof shingle or bent
rusty nail, not one shattered teacup or one dented soup pot, not one severed finger or nmangled
foot belonging to a resident, not one pile of steam ng guts or even one freestandi ng ki dney. Ennui
Pl ai ns had sinply vani shed. Sone scientists speculate that the town spun away into a tinme vortex,
whi l e others suspect that it came into contact with an anti-matter Ennui Plains and was swi vel ed
into an alternate universe; theol ogi ans, however, believe that God used Ennui Plains as a cosmc
Kl eenex, filling it with a great wad of divine snot and tossing it away into deep space. Any of
t hese expl anations mght be correct, although the truth is nost |likely stranger still.

In any event, | have not been able to trace Mss Scuttlesby, the big-band heiress, from
that fateful nmonent. Perhaps she di sappeared along with Ennui Plains. If she left on vacation just
prior to the catastrophe, |I've no way to discover her whereabouts, for any of her neighbors or
friends who may have had knowl edge of her travel plans have thensel ves vani shed into a void.

VWere was |?

Who am | ?

From whence cone |?

Wther do | go?
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VWerefore art ny thunbs?

Is there balmin Gl ead?

VWere is G| ead?

What is bal n®?

How nuch does it cost?

Has it been approved for sale by the FDA?

Is it available in a cheaper generic fornf

VWi ch cane first, the chicken or the egg?

Who shot Liberty Val ance?

Who's afraid of Virginia Wolf?

Who' s who?

What ' s what ?

How s that?

Why did the chicken cross the road?

O did the egg cross it first?

Where did the egg go when it got to the other side?
Do you want fries with that?

Do you think this nmole | ooks funny?

I mean, not funny-ha-ha, but funny as in funny-creepy?
Wy do fools fall in |ove?

Why ask why?

Why not ask why?

Who are you to tell ne what to ask and not ask?
Where do you get off ?

For that matter, where do you get on?

Does that feel good?

VWhat about this?

Hmmm?

And this?

Do you want to find a notel ?

In a real dark night of the soul, is it always three o'clock in the norning?

O sonetimes is it nore |like 2:45?

VWhat tinme is it?

VWhat is tine, anyway?

Is time a dinension or a force, or entirely an illusion?

Does ny Wistwatch serve any inportant purpose other than to reinforce a delusion that
time matters?

What tinme are we | eaving?

Wther do | go?

From whence conme 17?

Who am | ?

Where was |?

Oh, yes, Cete Reet swallowed hinmself in the Brown Derby, the heiress sister disappeared
with Ennui Pl ains, and The Book of Counted Sorrows was not reacquired by Ed Thomas because he had
by then been crushed under a steanroller driven by a coyote. But by diverse neans far too diverse
to divine, the magi cal and dangerous vol unme passed through the hands of a series of bibliophiles,
al ways bringing with it the curse of too nuch know edge, and leaving a trail of frightful
destruction from 1942 until the present day.

| need a nassage.

7
Bruno Kronk, Masseur Extraordi naire and Monkey Mechani c.
Bruno Kronk's nother was the best friend of ny second cousin tw ce renoved. Pl ease understand: The
cousin was twi ce renoved, not Bruno's nother, and as far as that goes, the cousin was brought back
twice, as well, after being renmoved, although by a magjority vote of the fanmly, she was renoved
yet a third tine and never brought back again

Bruno's nother, Brunetta, was an attractive but hul ki ng woman, who drew whistles from
| unberjacks, though they were as likely to be whistles of respect as whistles of romantic
intention. She could bench-press a 400-pound Sumo wrestler, whether he wanted to be bench-pressed
or not, and as a consequence, she was not welcone in Japan. As far as |unberjacks went, she could
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bench-press them as well, two at a tine, even while eating a breakfast of buckwheat cakes in
garlic syrup, and she could fell a mghty redwood with her breath.

Brunetta left honme at the age of seventeen with twelve dollars and a suitcase full of
shoes, determined to see the world, every renpte nook and crevice of it, but she returned at
ei ghteen, barefoot and six nonths pregnant. Trailing behind her was Babe the Blue Ox, bigger than
a house and bl uer than one of the sleazy sex-and-science nagazi nes for which Addi son Heffal ope,
the doomed poet, wote erotic doggerel. Brunetta's nother, Brunhilde, was certain that the father
of the unborn child must be the owner of Babe: Paul Bunyan, the |egendary giant |unberjack and
American fol k hero, who was al so an i nfanbus wormani zer. (Do you want to see ny Douglas fir, baby?
How about a little log-rolling contest, sweetie? Believe nme, this is a side of Bunyan that you
don't want to explore.) Brunetta's father, Brunplotz, whose friends affectionately called him
Pl ot zi e, woul d have traced Bunyan down and either killed him or done sonething uni magi nablv nore
brutal; however, Brunetta managed to persuade himthat she had not been inpregnated by the giant
| unberjack but by Big Foot. Because Big Foot is nysterious in the extrene, as elusive as a ghost,
and nost likely nythical, Plotzie reluctantly conceded that a quest for revenge would be futile.
Thus he resigned hinmself to living with the shane of his precious daughter's dishonor. Tree nonths
thereafter, the famly was |left w thout vengeance but with little Bruno and a lifetinme supply of
bl ue sausages.

Thirty-two years later, Bruno cane to work on the Koontz estate as our Masseur
Extraordi nai re and Monkey Mechanic. H s nmassages are so aggressive that they are not nerely
rel axing but nearly fatal. If you have ever received a rigorous traditional Japanese nassage,
which is arguably the nost forceful nmassage in the world, then you m ght be able to understand the
power of Bruno's treatments if you can inmagine a Japanese nmassage perforned by a tribe of
met hanphet am ne-crazed gorillas wi el ding baseball bats and |ug wenches while driven into a frenzy
by sanba nusic played at full volume on 40, 000-anp speakers. Bliss. As deeply relaxing as a
massage by Bruno can be, the restful effect is further enhanced on those occasi ons when a short-
term coma and hospitalization foll ow.

You have no doubt noticed that |1've left you alone here in nmy handsonely padded and tufted
study for a nere twenty-one mnutes and ni ne seconds, which is not nearly | ong enough for a
conpl ete massage, and bei ng observant, you will have further noted that | have returned not in a
coma, nor even disoriented, but only in a wheelchair and with a dreany expression on ny face. This
i s because nmy massage was interrupted by Ms. Scuttlesby, who rushed to the massage theater to
alert Bruno that a repair enmergency had arisen regarding the robotic nmonkeys.

Al t hough | nyself possess no other talent or skill besides a certain hunble gift for
witing fiction, we are fortunate that this world harbors sone exceptional human bei ngs who can do
two - or even nore than two - things with equal ability. Al bert Einstein was not only the greatest
physici st who ever lived, but also the highest-scoring professional basketball player of his tinme.
General Douglas MacArthur, brilliant conmander of our Pacific forces in Wrld War 11, also had a
profitabl e and accl ai ned career as a stand-up comic in the Catskills and later in Las Vegas, under
the nanme Shecky MacArthur, and in addition, he wote best-selling romance novel s under a nane that
I am sworn never to reveal, under penalty of instant spleen renoval by descendants of the general
Li kewi se, our highly esteened Bruno Kronk not only gives the nbst strenuous and nobst exquisitely
debilitating massages on the North American continent, but he also is to robotic-nonkey repair
what Jackie Chan is to nartial-arts novies.

Few estates in this country feature robotic-nonkey displays, and | amburstingly proud to
say that none - not even those vast sunptuous domai ns owned by Donald Trunp, the Sultan of Brunei
Bill Gates, and M ck Jagger - none can boast as el aborate a collection of robotic nonkeys as that
whi ch capers, tunbles, scanpers, frolics, chatters, dances, and occasionally sinmulates copul ation
on our south lawn, albeit | will adnit that Mck's collection, while smaller than ours, does
contain nmore nonkeys engaged in grossly obscene acts. Though if | were him | wouldn't brag about
this dubious distinction. Qurs is largely a Grated bunch of charm ng nmechanical primates. On a
warm spring afternoon, we enornously enjoy spreading a blanket on the south | awn and wat ching the
nonkeys pretend to pick lice out of one another's thick nylon fur, while we eat cucunber-and-cream
cheese sandwi ches and wash them down with fifths of bourbon

W1l you please adjust nmy | ap bl anket? After even an inconpl ete nassage from Bruno, |'m
not at once able to control nmy arns, and in attenpting to adjust nmy lap robe, | m ght
spasnodi cal |y knock over that priceless Tiffany |anp or gouge off my nose.

Thank you. That's just right.

What ?

Wher e?

Ch, be not afraid. No, really, there's no danger. That was nothing nore than a robotic
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nmonkey flinging itself at the w ndow.
See, there's another one.

Yes, | know they can be daunting, with their gnashing steel teeth, gnashing and gnashi ng,
but they are nerely nal functioni ng machi nes, not possessed of mal evolent intent.
Well, you see, the windows will not shatter because -

Now that was a furious little Curious Ceorge! Wat an inpact!

- because they are fabricated frominch-thick bulletproof glass.

Real Iy, please sit down.

No, really.

Good lord! Inpressive noise, wasn't it?

No, no, that wasn't a bigger nonkey. They're all approxinmately the sane size. That was
just a pair of them throw ng thenselves at the wi ndow while pretending to copul ate.

| would offer you a little Scotch to quiet your nerves, but when you had finished it, you
woul d be required to floss and convey the used length to the visitor's wi ndow at the carriage
master's cottage. Until Bruno has ascertai ned the precise cause of the nmalfunction of the robotic
nmonkeys and has effected repairs, it would be unwise for any of us to venture outside.

Where was |?

8
Everything Additional that | Know about The Cursed Book.

I have told you heretofore and foursquarely that to track the ownership of The Book of Counted
Sorrows is to follow a trail of frightful destruction.

| was not exaggerating.

| never exaggerate. The exaggeration nodule of ny cerebellumwas surgically renmoved when
was six years old, as part of a religious ritual performed on every child in the cult to which mny
parents had commtted thenselves and fromwhich | didn't escape until | was fourteen. Though
sonetimes yearn for ny lost ability to exaggerate, | amnost grateful that it was not the policy
of the cult to neuter every six-year-old child.

But allow nme to return - which | nust, as surely as the swallows return to Capistrano and
occasionally fry thensel ves by perching on insulation-stripped power lines - to the subject of
Counted Sorrows, and to the truly frightful destruction and the violent death and the madness and
the severe dental crises that found those who cane into possession of that tone.

After Clete Reet swallowed hinself in 1942, Sorrows eventually passed into the hands of
Rupert ding, of the peach-fortune famly. In 1944, in a state of trenul ous excitenent, he told
friends that he had di scovered the neaning of life in The Book of Counted Sorrows and felt as
t hough he m ght explode with the power of this know edge. He did not explode - as you were no
doubt expecting he would - but two days thereafter, he threw hinself into the peach-handling
equi prent, whereupon he was peel ed, sliced, processed, and canned in heavy syrup along with two
m | 1lion pounds of Georgia's finest.

In 1946, Henry Dubonnet, an apprentice spittle-valve cleaner for the Los Angel es
Phi | harmoni ¢, cane into possession of the book. One week later, during a performance of 101
vari ations on Ravel's Bolero, as Henry was standing by with his spittle-collection jar, his vacuum
si phon, his spittle-sanple canera, his |og book, and the necessary legal fornms requiring the
signature of each donating mnusician, this dear man, this well-liked nonentity, suddenly began to
spin. Faster and faster he spun, so fast that his spittle-collection jar and the other itens vital
to his trade were flung away from himat such high velocity that they decapitated and ot herwi se
i nconveni enced seven nenbers of the audi ence. Yet faster Henry spun, faster, faster, churning ever
faster, until he was a blur, and then sonmething | ess clichéd than a blur (though the word el udes
mea, faster. When at | ast he stopped spinning, he was no longer a man at all, but a colum of
butter in the shape of a man. The Enforcer of Oficial Ochestra Systems, one Lucifinda
Scuttl esby, happened to be standi ng near Henry Dubonnet when this transformati on occurred, and she
is quoted in the Los Angeles Tinmes as saying, "It was nost distressing. Qur apprentice spittle-
val ve cl eaner, whatever his name might have been, was such a huggable little chubby nonentity. |
know everyone involved with the Philharnmonic will pause this evening for perhaps a quarter mnute
of silence to honor his nenory. But in spite of whatever grief we might feel sticking Iike phlegm
in our throats, | believe that all of us would agree that the butter into which this hunble little
nobody spun hinsel f | ooked as creamy and delicious as the finest spread you have ever seen served
in any five-star restaurant in the world. Had there been muffins and scones handy, we would have
sl athered them at once. Wth great affection, we would have devoured what's-his-name in a New York
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nmnute, which is the nost touching tribute | can imagine being given to a man with so little to
offer the world prior to this event."

(A parenthetical aside: Some of you, having read this far, are by now sophisticated enough
to understand that what often appears to be a significant event is not in fact significant at all
and here | refer, of course, to the appearance of a fourth Scuttlesby in this saga. In this
instance, | didn't even have to ask our Ms. Scuttlesby if she were related to the Enforcer of
Oficial Ochestra Systens who served the Los Angel es Philharnmonic in 1946, because, for one
thing, that Scuttlesby had a first name - Lucifinda; and for another thing, nowhere in the Los
Angel es Tinmes account is either the title Mss or Ms. coupled with her nane. These vari ati ons
fromthe pattern of the previous Scuttlesbys nake it clear that this is but an anomaly, with no
connection, and certainly not worth investigating at the expense of nine nore detectives dead in
ni ne nore tornadoes. Al though | never put the question to our Ms. Scuttlesby, she cane forth
unsolicited to assure me that indeed she had never heard of Lucifinda Scuttlesby. For ne, that put
the matter to rest, because the assurances of our esteemed Ms. Scuttlesby have the sane quality
of irrefutable finality as death by dynamite, and they are delivered with a sincerity that equals
inintensity the ghastly pressure of those great oceanic depths that can crush the steel hull of a
submarine as though it were tissue paper.)

(Yes, this is another parenthetical aside. | sincerely apol ogize for the proliferation of
t hese annoying interruptions of the main narrative. | amacutely aware of the stress you
experi ence when you are required to read the parenthesis at the top and bottom of the aside, first
the left-oriented convex "(," and then the right-oriented convex ")," which place considerably
nmore demands on the mnd than any letter of the al phabet or other form of punctuation. To

conpensate for this, | have attenpted to use fewer italics than is usually ny style, and | have
edited out a slew of sem colons that | would have liked to include. We are in this together, you
and |, and since you were kind enough to adjust ny lap blanket, | feel obligated to nake your

experience of this narrative as pleasant as possible.)

(You may be grinding your teeth at yet another parenthetical aside - or perhaps that is
only the sound of the robotic nonkeys gnawi ng at the bulletproof windows. In any event, if you
will bear with me, | amsure that you will find this particular aside of sone interest, especially
if you are a classical-nusic buff. Were you aware that the Los Angel es Phil harnonic, of which
we' ve so recently been speaking, is the only synphony orchestra in the world that has a six-chair
theremn section to provide eerie here-comes-the-nonster nonents where applicable in the
conposi tions of Beethoven and Bach? No, | didn't think you were aware of that. Furthernore, no
ot her orchestra can boast a two-chair gun section in which a pair of fine nusicians are arnmed with
everything fromsinple revolvers to fully automati c conbat weapons to produce punctuations of
sound that help the audience nore fully inmagi ne the bl oody shootouts that are such inportant
themes in everything by Tchai kovsky and George Gershwin.)

You'll notice this paragraph is not preceded by a parenthesis, nor does one of those
damabl e things cone at the end, for now we have returned to the primary narrative, where | wll
tell you about Buddy Vishnu, investment adviser to the crimnally insane. Buddy cane into the
possessi on of Counted Sorrows in 1947, while on a trip to Colorado to purchase a 120, 000-acre
cattle ranch for the real-estate portfolio of the Ceveland Strangler. Not three nonths thereafter
- in fact, it was only one nonth - at the opening of a new Manhattan art gallery owned by the
M | waukee Maul er, as Buddy Vi shnu was engaged in a discussion about the nerits of investing in
antique codpi eces, his head expl oded.

In June of 1948, Phylo P. Phillium a world-renowned architect of vomtoriunms, was given
the fateful book by his niece, as a present on the occasion of the third anniversary of his
successful buttocks-reduction surgery. On the ninth of August, Phylo entirely swall owed hinself
whi | e having dinner at the beautiful Bel Air Hotel, an event covered extensively in a |ovely
article in that Decenber's issue of Bon Appetit.

In March of 1950, Sam lam the massively wealthy inventor of green eggs, who sold such
vol une every St. Patrick's Day that he could afford not to work the rest of the year, clained to
have gotten Counted Sorrows froma | eprechaun, which is an obvious and despicable |lie. The truth
of his dem se, however, is well known: He was found inexplicably enmulsified and sneared across the
ceiling of the nodel-train roomin his mansion.

You see, | amsure, that a tiresonme pattern has devel oped. As dreadful as these deaths may
be, and in spite of the fact that they provide the gruesone trail of frightful destruction that I
prom sed you, they would have a numbi ng, not to say paral yzing, not to say cona-i nducing effect on
you if | were to recount the rest of themin the detail that | have heretofore provided.
Consequently, | wll convey you through the next half century of tragedy and nayhemin a nore
expedi tious style.
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The foll owi ng people cane into possession of Counted Sorrows without the slightest
suspi cion that the consequence of ownership was considerably nore serious than, say, the m nimm
purchase obligation i nposed on nenbers by the Literary Guild, an organization that can be plenty
tough when conpel ling you to purchase the agreed-upon nunber of books, but that has never forced a
recal citrant menber to swall ow hinsel f.

1952. Vinnie "The Velociraptor" Taliferio, notorious Mafia pet nanny, was dandling Don
Vita Corleone's cherished toy poodle on his knee, at the Don's birthday party, when his head
expl oded. Ot her guests, thinking that this was nmeant to be a hit on the CGodfather hinself, drew
their weapons and killed eight innocent waiters. Well, seven were innocent, actually; the eighth
was only noonlighting as a waiter and really wanted to be a fil mstudi o executive.

1954. Dr. Farn Lannaman, highly skilled surgeon and pi oneer of nose-hair transplants,
dropped his surgical tools and spun hinself into butter in the niddle of refurbishing the nearly
bat d nostrils of the great actor, James Cagney.

1955. The same year that he perished, Nestor Nada, of Tarzana, California, invented the
shrub-and-tree bl ower, which preceded the gasoline-powered | eaf bl ower by about two decades. The
shrub-and-tree bl ower featured an early version of the jet engine, powered by nuclear fusion, and
was neant to be a final solution to the annoyance of |andscape droppings, tearing out all greenery
by the roots and blowing it into the next county. Nestor was found enulsified and sneared on the
ceiling of a public restroomin a casino in Las Vegas, Nevada, and it pains ne to say that his
death was cel ebrated by the usual environmentalist extrem sts who think trees are good.

1956. Jinmy Crackcorn, an itinerant gerbil groonmer, spun hinself into butter, then past
butter, finally coming to a halt when he was a soft cheese

1957. Jack Beninble. University professor and well-regarded Spam scul ptor. Head expl oded

1959. Jack Bequick. Butternmaker. Turned to butter. Some irony in this one.

1962. Lars Ferndahl. Advance scout for a large extraterrestrial invasion force of
intelligent giant insects from Androneda, disguised as human. Head expl oded, body continued to
nmove for nine mnutes.

1965. Dr. Lee Sham Practiced proctol ogy by acupuncture, with
many Hol | ywood stars on his patient |ist. Head expl oded.

1966. Bob Roberts. Fob fabricator. Head expl oded.

1968. Peter Piper. Pickle packer. Ceiling snear.

1969. Peter Peter Punpkineater. Punpkin eater. Smeared on the dome of his punpkin-shel
l'iving room

1971. BlIly-Bob Beauregard Bodeen. Professional Southern eccentric. Swallowed hinsel f, but
started with his left hand instead of his tongue, pausing twi ce to request another double side
order of grits.

1973. Unidentified hobo. Panhandl er. Spun hinself into Ri pple marmal ade.

1976. J. Chandl er Wtherspoon. Singularly vicious book critic. Bludgeoned, strangled,
stabbed, shot forty-seven times, hacked, and i molated. This is the only Counted Sorrows case of
its kind, and none of the scholars in this field knows quite what to nake of it.

1977. Moses Posey. Saintly mnister. He anticipated his fate and made suitable
arrangenents for the distribution of his remains: He spun hinself into butter and on Thanksgi vi ng,
at his church-operated soup kitchen, was served atop 900 nounds of mashed potatoes with 900 turkey
di nners for the indigent.

1979. J. Chandler Wtherspoon. Singularly vicious book critic. H's grave was found
excavated, his casket open. His already battered, burned, and thoroughly punctured renains had
been scattered on the cenetery grass, saturated with sulfuric acid, mxed with thousands of cloves
of garlic, and covered with cow dung. Counted Sorrows scholars agree that this is the only known
case in which the book's virulent curse continued to act upon one of its pathetic owners even
after he was dead.

Finally, in 1980, my Aunt Hortense purchased The Book of Counted Sorrows, intending to
present it to nme as an Arbor Day gift. Mst people know nothing of the history of this volune, but
as a novelist, it is part of ny job to be well infornmed about an enornous nunber of subjects, many
of them exotic, some of them arcane, and nore than a few of themridiculous. | was aware of the
tone's deadly effect on the nmany fine and admi rabl e people who'd had the bad luck to come into
possession of it. [I'msure you understand that | do not nean to include J. Chandl er Wt herspoon
as one of the "fine and adm rabl e people,” for as everyone who ever knew himw Il tell you, he was
a thorough prick.) I was also aware that although the book had been owned, at tinmes, by wonen, and
that although many of those wonmen had read it cover to cover, and al though nany of themclainmed to
have achi eved a singular enlightenment fromtheir reading, and although el even of them had been
seen to rise off this earth and ascend in a shaft of golden light into heavens filled with singing
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cherubs, not any of these fine wonmen had expl oded or been violently emulsified, nor had any of
them spun herself into butter or soft cheese, or swallowed herself. Consequently, | requested that
Aunt Hortense retain ownership of Counted Sorrows and nerely lend it to ne for an unspecified

| ength of tine.

| was al so aware that everyone who read every poemin the book nmet an expl osive, buttery,
or strange end, and that everyone who read all but one poem managed to escape viol ent death but
nevert hel ess went insane. You will recall our esteenmed and adored forner enployee, Thel ma
Ki ckrmul e, who now lives in a chicken coop in lowa and is known by her coopmates as the
"Featherless Hen." Wth this in mnd, and with good reason to believe that I would not have the
social skills to be easily accepted in chicken society, | pronmised nyself that | would read the
entire collection of verse except for two poens, thus escaping both head explosion and insanity -
t hough, sadly, this meant that | would fail to achieve the glorious enlightenment that had cone to
those who read the work conplete. But, hey, | take solace fromthat old, w se saying: dorious
enlightenment and two dollars will buy you a latte at Starbucks.

(One nore parenthetical aside, infuriating as it nmay be: Mich thought has been given, by
me and by other scholars, as to why wonen are able to read the entire book, achieve enlightennent,
and suffer no negative consequences. [Excepting, of course, our Mss Kicknmule, who, let's face it,
did have an unusually high testosterone |level for a woman. She used to westle grizzly bears for
rel axati on and never cried when she saw The English Patient.] Is it because wonmen have a greater
capacity for truth and enlightennent than do nere men? Many scholars believe this is the answer -
al t hough these are primarily female scholars. Is it because nen, while possessing a capacity for
truth and enlightenment the equal of that possessed by woren, sinply have a devastating allergic
reaction to the chemcals used in the ink or paper in this particular volune, which produces such
di stressing synptons as head expl osions, emulsification, netanorphosis into butter, and self-
swal | owi ng? Ot her scholars are convinced that this is the explanation - and although these are
primarily mal es and may be biased, | have al ways read the book while wearing both | atex gl oves and
quilted oven nmittens.)

In any event, the verses that follow are the conplete text of The Book of Counted Sorrows,
except that we have withheld two poens in an attenpt to spare nale readers fromthe |ikelihood of
madness and nessy violent death. No need for any of you nmen to thank me for that. It is the |east
| can do.

Finally, a word about the verses thenselves. Actually, here are nore than a word; here are
forty-three words about the verses thenselves. But | felt it would sound peculiar to say "here are
forty-three words about the verses thenselves,” though now, through the nmechanismof this
clarification, I've gone ahead and said it anyway, so | might just as well have said it in the
first place. Well, live and learn. So here are those forty-three words: Sone of these poens are
not hi ng but doggerel; sonme are doggerel with a touch of wisdom others are of a nore anbitious
nature, and the level of success varies frompiece to piece; and a few are perhaps enotionally and
intellectually engagi ng.

You know, however, what nmy opinion is worth: My opinion and two dollars will buy you a
latte at Starbucks.

The t hought of that latte was so appetizing, so fully realized with nmy free and suppl e
i magi nation, that even though | did not, in fact, consune the beverage, | amnow required to floss
and proceed to the carriage master's cottage.

Be not afraid for me. The robotic nonkeys have been repaired.

And Now t he Text of the Cursed Book..

THE BOOK OF COUNTED SCORROWAG

An | nevitabl e Doom Press Publication

Al rights vigorously reserved and viciously defended.

© 1928 by " "
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No part of this book may be reproduced in any formor by any neans

wi thout permission in witing, in blood, fromthe publisher. Any
violation of this copyright will result in the violator being tracked
down by packs of spectacularly well-trained and utterly savage pigs
that will find you as easily as they would |l ocate truffles if that
happened to be what they were trained to find.

These pigs will bite you on the ankles, kneecaps, and genitals until
you have been subdued, whereupon you will be conveyed to the proper
authorities to be executed, convicted, and put on trial, in that order.

PUBLI SHER S DI SCLAI VER:

I nevi tabl e Doom Press hereby warns all readers of the possibility of
insanity or violent death resulting fromthe readi ng of these verses.
You may al so suffer headaches, halitosis, hoof-and-nouth di sease,

di zzi ness, failure to achieve dizziness when dizziness is desired,

bl eeding fromhair follicles, the unexplained cancellation of
subscriptions that are dear to you, hives, rashes, boils, inflaned
ear | obes, the sudden growth of a second head, bad weather, col ossa
flatul ence, the conpulsion to insist that your name is |gor when you
know perfectly well this isn't true, the unwanted romantic attention
of cats, blisters, and the growth of eye hair.
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Politics

Ten Years O d, Reading in Bed

Fall en Yet Not Lacking in Virtue

February, 1969

W Are All So Mbdern Here

Al'l Those Snappy Epigrans on the Thene of N ght
Ant hem

A Thought Wil e Readi ng Rex Stout

Cry Doom

Dragon Tears

Col d Questions

Mary Shell ey, No One Listens

A Job May Not Be Enough

The Root of Al Mystery

Hai ku

Wiere God Goes on Vacation

St oppi ng by Wods on a Snowy Evening with Expl odi ng Heads: A
Tribute in Verse to Robert Frost

About The Aut hor
About This Book (fromthe scanners)

Dedi cati on

To the dooned. To the forgotten. To the misunderstood. To the mi sbegotten.
To the dooned and forgotten m sbegotten who have been frequently

m sunder st ood. To the nelancholy, the lonely, the lost, the weary, the
hopel essly angui shed, the bitterly distraught, the termnally cranky, the
feroci ously depressed, and the seethingly disinterested.

Also to Uncle Mirt and Aunt Cl ara: Thanks for the homenade nuffins.

One Door Away From Heaven

One door away from Heaven,

We |ive each day and hour.
One door away from Heaven,

But it |lies beyond our power
To open the door to Heaven,
And enter when we choose.

One door away from Heaven,

And the key is ours to |ose.
One door away from Heaven,
But, oh, the entry dues.

One door away from Heaven,
And yet we sing the blues.
One door away from Heaven,

W live each day and night.
One door away from Heaven

I's such a perilous height,

A long fall fromthe doorstep,
If we can't tell wong fromright.

Nei t her Do They Fade Away

Elvis is dead but spotted in Bil oxi,

In Nashville, Corpus Christi. He's got noxie
To be dead vet npvie-going at the Roxie,
Still sticking to this world as if epoxied.
d@inpsed in a pink Caddy there in Biloxi,
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Qur ageless King, still smlin' and still foxy.
They say Walt Disney was frozen to live again

To once nmore wal k his magic | and of m ce and nen.
Al Einstein's brain is runored floating in a jar.

Until he's got a new body, he won'
This is America, where failure is

t go far.
decri ed.

This is America, and death nust be deni ed.

In The Fields O Life

In the fields of life, a harvest
Sonet i mes cones far out of season
When we thought the earth was old
And coul d see no earthly reason
To rise for work at break of dawn,
And put our nuscles to the test.
Wth winter here and autumn gone,

It just seens best to rest, to rest.

But under winter fields so cold,
Wait the dormant seeds of seasons

Unborn, and so the heart does hol d
Hope that heals all bitter |esions.

In the fields of |life, a harvest.

The Wi ght

W have a weight to carry
And a di stance we must go.
W have a weight to carry,
A destination we can't know.
W have a weight to carry
And can put it down nowhere
W are the weight we carry
Fromthere to here to there.

The Train Leaves The Station

Al of us are travelers |ost,
Qur tickets arranged at a cost
Unknown but beyond our means.
This odd itinerary of scenes

- Enigmatic, strange, unreal -
Leaves us unsure how to feel
No postrmortemjourney is rife
Wth nmore mystery than life.

A Delicious Wal k

The tired dog lies licking its feet.

Absor bed, quiet, and so discrete.

You woul d be wrong i n assuning
It is engaged in nere groon ng

You can tell by the canine smles,
It's tasting the nemry of mles.

Habit Makes Desti ny
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On the road that | have taken,
One day, wal king, | awaken,
Amazed to see where | have cone,
Where |1'm going, where |I'mfrom

This is not the path | thought.
This is not the place | sought.
This is not the dream | bought,
Just a fever of fate |'ve caught.

I"11 change highways in a while,
At the crossroads, one nore nile.
My path is lit by ny own fire.
I'"'mgoing only where | desire.

On the road that | have taken,
One day, wal king, | awaken.
One day, wal king, | awaken,
On the road that | have taken.

Pedal To The Met al

Hope is the destination that a seek.
Love is the road that |eads to hope.
Courage is the notor that drives us.
We travel out of darkness into faith.

Even on this map of infinite complexity,
Only one highway is worth follow ng,

One route worth the tinme behind the wheel,
One arrival rewarding to the traveler.

No rest stop can offer rest assured
To equal the peace at highway's end,
When you' ve driven hard and wel |,

Wth purpose, in search of neaning.

Remenberi ng When W& Didn't Expect To Live Forever

We once ate great hal f-raw steaks
And washed them down with martinis.
Eggs and bacon for breakfast,

Sweet or sour creamover Mnis.

We drove fast and free of belts.
We snmoked if we wanted to.

We finished the day with a brandy
And occasionally even two.

Now we know the folly of those ways,
The dangers of those innocent days.
Sal ad now, and a glass of iced tea.
We shudder at the nention of Brie.
Seat bel ts, airbags, sugarless gum
Count every calorie, know the sum
Cl ogged arteries are not forgiving.
C ogged or not - this isn't living.

A Roundness
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Life is a gift that nust be given back
And joy should arise fromits possession.
It's too dammed short, and that's a fact.
Hard to accept, this earthly procession
To final darkness is a journey done,
Circle compl eted, work of art subline,

A sweet nelodic rhyme, a battle won.

Renenber ed Dreans

Your face, as no other face,
Popul at es renmenbered dreans.
Your arns, as no other place:
Landscape to renmenbered dreans.
Your heart, as no other heart.
Your eyes, as no other eyes,

In you each dream nust start.
Wth you the real world dies
And ny life thereafter lies
Only in renmenbered dreans.

Acadeni ¢ And Novelist As Abbott And Costello

You deconstruct. |I'Ill reconstruct.

You analyze. 1'll catal yze

New brews fromold elixirs.

You mix it up. I'I'l fix it up

You break it down. I'Il play the clown
At one of your faculty m xers.

You chall enge style. I'll smle awhile.
You find the theme. |'lIl soon redeem

My work from any classroomtrickster

The Chair

Tremul ous skeins of destiny
Flutter so ethereally

Around me - but then | feel
Its enbrace is that of steel

Short Story

A gasp of breath,
A sudden deat h:
The tal e begun

A rustl ed page
Passes an age:
The tale is done.

The Modern Age

Living in the nodern age,
Death for virtue is the wage
So it seens in darker hours.
Evil wi ns, kindness cowers.

Rul ed by viol ence and vice.
We all stand upon thin ice.
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Are we brave or are we m ce,
Here upon such thin, thin ice?

Dare we |inger, dare we sate?
Dare we | augh or cel ebrate?

Knowi ng we nmay strain the ice?
Preserve the ice at any price?

Wee W sdom

When t enpest-tossed,
Enbrace chaos.

This A d Honkytonk O Fools

Rush headl ong and hard at life
O just sit at home and wait.

Al things right and all the wong
W1l come straight to you: It's fate.

Hear the nusic, dance if you can.
Dress in rags or wear your jewels.
Drink your choice, nurse your fear
In this old honkytonk of fools.

Cold Fire

Vibrations in a wre.
Ice crystals

In a beating heart.
Cold fire.

Annd s frigidity:
Frozen steel,

Dark rage, norbidity.
Cold fire.

Def ense agai nst
A cruel life,
Death and strife:
Cold fire.

Whom You M ght Trust

Nowhere can a secret keep

Al ways secret, dark and deep,
Hal f so well as in the past,
Buried deep to last, to |ast.

Keep it in your own dark heart.
QG herwi se the runors start.

After many years have buried
Secrets over which you worried,
No confidant can then betray
Al'l the words you didn't say.

Only you can then exhune
Secrets safe within the tonb
O menory, of nmenory,
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Wthin the tonb of nmenory.

1992

Wnter that year was strange and gray.
The danp wi nd snelled of Apocal ypse,
And norni ng skies had a peculiar way
O slipping cat-quick into mdnight.

Men On White Horses

Those who woul d bani sh the sin of greed
Enbrace the sin of envy as their creed.
Those who seek to bani sh envy as well
Only draw el aborate new maps of Hell

Those with passion to change the world

Look on thenselves as saints, as pearls,
And by the | aunchi ng of nobl e endeavor,

Fl ee dreaded i ntrospection forever.

Crossi ng Nevada

Las Vegas far behind

The hi ghway fl at

And straight

The Moj ave dark

VWhere this small town

At 2 a.m

Hol ds hot eternity at bay
Wth service-station lights
And a humm ng Coke machi ne
Though neither can lay to rest
The uneasy suspi ci on

That a power failure

Wul d rel ease not only

The danmed- up ni ght

But al so the ancient sea
Wt hdrawn eons ago

And waiting to return

In a nassive tide

When the cola | ogo

Bl i nks of f.

Mel odr ama

A rain of shadow, a squall!

Daylight retreats. N ght swallows all
If good is bright, if evil be gl oom

H gh evil walls the world entonbs.

Now conmes the end, the drear, Darkfall.

Busy Humanity

Pestil ence, disease, and war
Haunt this sorry place.

And nothing | asts forever
That's a truth we have to face.
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We spend vast energy and tine
Plotting death for one anther.
No one, nowhere, is ever safe.
Not father, child - or nother

Ki ss

Ni ght can be sweet as a kiss,
Though not a night like this.

She's traveled on from ne
Across that uncharted sea.

| stand on this dark shore
And of the stars inplore.

G ve ne that sane cold kiss.
I"1l join her then in bliss.

The Pittsburgh Post-Gazette

Where eerie figures caper
To sone midni ght music
That only they can hear.

W nter Nbon

Under the winter noon's pale light,
Across the cold and starry night,
From snowy nountai ns soaring high

To ocean shores echoes the cry.

From barren sands to verdant fields,
Fromcity streets to |lonely weal ds,
Cries the tortured human heart,
Seeki ng sol ace, wi sdom a chart

By which to understand its plight
Under the winter nmoon's pale light.
Dawn is unable to fade the night.
Must we live ever in the blight

Under the winter noon's cold light,
Lost in loneliness, hate, and fright,
Last night, tonight, tonorrow night,
Under the winter nmoon's bleak |ight?

The Mask

Evil is no facel ess stranger

Living in a distant nei ghborhood.
Evil has a whol esone, honetown face
Wth nmerry eves and an open snile
Evil wal ks anpong us, wearing a mask
That | ooks like all our faces.

Real ity

In the real world
As in dreans,
Nothing is quite
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What it seens.

In the dream worl d
O the real

We can't know what
We can't feel

The Answer Conmas After The Funera

The sky is deep, the sky is dark

The light of stars is so dam stark
VWhen | look up, I fill with fear

If all we have is what |ies here,

This lonely world, this troubled place,
Then col d dead stars and enpty space..
Well, | see no reason to persevere,

No reason to laugh or shed a tear

No reason to sleep or ever to wake,

No pronises to keep, and none to make.
And so at night | still raise ny eyes
To study the clear but nysterious skies
That arch above us, as cold as stone.
Are you there, God? Are we al one?

Dr unmrer

Dar kness devours every shining day.

Dar kness demands and al ways has its way.
Dar kness |istens, watches, waits.

Dar kness cl ai ns the day and cel ebrates.
Sonetimes in silence darkness cones.
Sonetinmes with a gl eeful bangi ng of druns.

Pot boi | er

There's no escape
From Deat h' s enbrace,
Though you lead it on
A nerry chase

The dogs of Death
Enj oy the chase.

Just see the snile
On each hound's face.

The chase can't |ast
The dogs nust feed.

It WII conme to pass
Wth terrifying speed.

The hounds, the hounds

Cone baying at his heels.

The hounds, the hounds!

The breath of Death he feels.

Savi ng G aces

Cour age, |ove, friendship,
Conpassi on, and enpat hy
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Lift us above the sinple beasts
And define humanity.

Politics

At the point where hope and reason part,
Li es that spot where madness gets a start.
Hope to nake the world kinder and free -
But flowers of hope root in reality.

No peaceful bed exists for lamb or lion

Unl ess on some world out beyond Orion

Do not instruct the ows to spare the mice.
OmM s acting as ows nust is not a vice.

Storms do not respond to heartfelt pleas.
Al'l the words of nen can't cal mthe seas.
Nature - al ways beneficent and cruel -
Wwon't change for a wise nman or a fool

Humanity shares Nature's inperfections,
Clearly visible to casual inspections.

Resi sting betternent is the human trait.
The ideal of utopia is our tragic fate.

Ten Years A d, Reading In Bed

From a bl anket, the boy built a pal ace

Wth a flashlight for a chandelier

Down a rabbit hole, he followed Alice,

Where the cursing and shouting weren't clear
He Iived stories of courage and malice,
Wil e the old man chased bourbon with beer
Ri ding with horsenen north out of Dall as:
Thunder ous hoof beats woul d not | et him hear
The plotless rage and the whi skey diction
And the chaos al ways conquered in fiction

Fallen Yet Not Lacking In Virtue

Every eye sees its own special vision.
Every ear hears a nost different song.

In each man's troubl ed heart, an incision
Woul d reveal a unique, shameful wong.
Stranger fiends hide here in human gui se
Than reside in the valleys of Hell

Yet goodness, kindness, and |ove arise

In the heart of the poor beast as well.

February, 7969

She di ed wonderi ng

If she were | oved

She died with her hands
Ungl oved

By the hands of a sister
O her son

Nei t her one
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Nei t her one

We were on the hi ghway
In the night

Speedi ng to Pittsburgh
Stars not right

We arrived in the crisis
She couldn't wait

W reached her bedside
Too late

My father entered

Whi skey on his breath
More than ny | ost nother
He snelled of death

As usel ess as usua

Sel f-invol ved

Into tearless grief

Hi s face dissol ved

Had | not stopped

To eat a slice of toast

I m ght have gai ned

Two minutes at the nost
Had | not changed ny socks
And t hen ny shoes

Bef ore respondi ng

To that urgent news

Had | driven

Even nore reckl essly

Mot her m ght yet have been alive
For ne

Still only aching flesh
And weary bone

But spared the burden of dying al one

W Are Al So Modern Here

Peaches, surfers, California girls.
Wnd scented with fabul ous dreans.
Bougai nvi l | ea, groves of oranges.
Stars are born, everything gl eans.
A weat her change. Shadows fall.
New scent upon the wi nd: decay.
Cocai ne, Uzis, drive-by shootings.
Death is a banker. Everyone pays.

Al'l Those Snappy Epigrans On The Thene O N ght

The whi sper of the dusk
I's night shedding its husk

Nunber | ess pat hs of night
Wnd away fromtw light.

To know the darkness is to love the light,
To wel cone dawn and fear the com ng night.

Ni ght has patterns that can be read
Less by the living than by the dead.

Somet hi ng noves within the night
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That is not good and is not right.

When |'min the night,
| feel the night in ne.

The ni ght speaks with a human voi ce.
To commune with it remins our choice.

Br ot her ni ght, sister noon.
Toget her sing a tunel ess tune.

Ant hem

To see what we have never seen
To be what we have never been
To shed the chrysalis and fly,
Depart the earth, kiss the sky,
To be reborn, be soneone new.
Is this a dreamor is it true?

Can our future be cleanly shorn
Froma life to which we're born?
Is each of us a creature free -
O trapped at birth by destiny?
Pity those who believe the latter
Wt hout freedom nothing matters.

A Thought Wil e Readi ng Rex Stout

Holy nen tell us life is a nystery.
They enbrace that concept happily.
But sone nysteries bite and bark
And cone to get you in the dark

Cry Doom

Is that the end of the world a-com ng?
Is that the devil they hear hunm ng?
Are those doonsday bells a-ringing?
Is that the devil they hear singing?

O are their dark fears exaggerated?
Are these doomcriers addl epat ed?

Those who fear the coming of all Hells
Are those who should be feared thensel ves.

Dragon Tears

Far away in China,

The peopl e soneti mes say,
Life is often bitter

And all too sel dom gay.
Bitter as dragon tears,
G eat cascades of sorrow
Fl ood down all the years,
Drowni ng our tonorrows.

Far away in China,
The peopl e al so say,
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Life is sonmetines joyous

If all too often gray.

Al though life is seasoned
Wth bitter dragon tears,

Seasoni ng i s but one spice
Wthin our brew of years.
Bad tines are nerely rice;
Tears are one nore flavor
That gives us sustenance,
Sonet hi ng we can savor.

Col d Questions

I's there sonme neaning to this life?
What purpose lies behind the strife?
Wience do we cone, where are we bound?
These col d questions echo and resound
Trough each day, each |onely night.

We long to find the splendid Iight
That will cast a revelatory beam

Upon the meani ng of the human dream

Mary Shell ey, No One Listens

Humani ty yearns

Desperately

To equal God's creativity

In sone creations

How we shi ne

Musi ¢ dance storytelling

W ne

Then thunderstorns of madness
Rai n upon us

A fl oodi ng sadness

Sweeps us into angui sh

Gief

Into despair

Wthout relief

We're drawn to high castles
Where ol d hunchbacked vassal s
dare wall -eyed

As |ightning

Fl ares

Wt hout brightening
Laboratories in high towers
Keen scientists

Wth sharp powers

Create newlife

In dark hours

In the belfries of high towers

A Job May Not Be Enough

Li fe wi thout neaning
Cannot he borne.

W find a m ssion

To which we're sworn
O answer the cal
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O Death's bl eak horn.
W thout a gl eaning

O purpose in life,
We have no vi sion,

W live in strife

O let blood fall

On a suicide knife.

The Root OF All Mystery

Death is no fearsone nystery.

He is well known to thee and ne.
He hath no secrets he can keep

To troubl e any good man's sl eep.
Turn not thy face from Death away.
Care not he takes thy breath away.
Fear himnot, he's not thy naster,
Rushing at thee faster, faster.
Not thy master but servant to

The Maker of thee, what Who
Created Death, created thee,

And is the only Mystery.

Hai ku

Wi skers of the cat,
webbed toes on nmy swi mm ng dog:
God is in details.

Si nuous shadow,
she noved |ike hot tears,
clear and bitter.

Tear-damp flush of face,
white cotton so sweetly curved,
bare knees together.

Moonl i ght on wat er,
eyes brimm ng ponds of spring rain:
dark fish in the mnd.

Rare al bi no bats:
Cal | i graphy on the sky,
seal ed by the full noon.

Hi gh | oopi ng white wings,
faint buzz of fleeing insects:
the killing is quiet.

The soft shush of surf,
conspiratorial fog
cover his return.

Dew on the gray steps.
Snail on the second wet tread,
crushed hard underfoot.

Hangi ng in the fog,

cascades of dead-still pal mfronds
like cold dark fireworks.
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Green eys grow ng gray.
Rosy skin borrows col or
fromthe razor bl ade

Bl ack hair, black attire.
Bl ue eyes shine like Tiffany.
Her light, too, a |lanp.

W apped up all in black
Qdd color to wap a toy -
one not yet broken

Grl's face shiny danp.
Al'l the sorrow of the world
- yet such bright beauty.

From bl ack sky, black w nd.
Bl ack, the wi ndows of the house.
Does wind live within?

Busy bl ue-eyed girl.
Busy maki ng Hobbit games.
Death waits in Mordor.

Col d stars, moon of ice,
and the sil houette of w ngs:
ni ght bird seeki ng prey.

Moongl ow on the sand.
Bl ack shoes wear pale glow ng scuffs.
Shoul d | bl ane the noon?

Star, moon, and gunshots:
two deaths here where |ife began
the sea and the surf.

Mar shal s and gunmnen.
Shootouts in the western sun
Vul tures al ways eat.

Wher e God Goes on Vacation

(Dear Reader: This is the first of two poens deleted with the hope
of preventing you fromgoing insane fromtoo nuch know edge and

to guard against the possibility of your head exploding. | nyself
have not read this poem either, though | would very nuch like to
know where God goes on vacation, because | woul d assune the
accommodati ons are nagnificent.)

St oppi ng by Whods on a Snowy Evening with Expl odi ng Heads:
A Tribute in Verse to Robert Frost

(Dear Reader: This is the second of two poens deleted with the hope of
preventing you fromgrinding up as sags of disgusting enulsified tissue on
the ceiling of your library, or [if you haven't got a library] on the
ceiling of your nodel train room or [if you haven't got a nodel train room
on the ceiling of your neighbor's nodel train room or [if you haven't got a
nei ghbor] on the ceiling of the roomwhere your Aunt Bertha keeps her
collections of stuffed alligators and bronzed jackboots.)
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About the Author

When he was a senior in college, Dean Koontz won an Atlantic Mnthly fiction
conmpetition and has been witing ever since. H s books are published in
32 | anguages; worl dwi de sales are over 215 nmillion copies.

Seven of his novels have risen to nunber one on The New York Tines
hardcover best-seller list (Lightning, Mdnight, Cold Fire, H deaway,
Dragon Tears, Intensity, and Sole Survivor), and eleven of his books have
risen to nunber one in paperback.

The New York Tinmes has called his witing "psychol ogically conplex, masterly

and satisfying." The New Ol eans Ti nmes-Pi cayune said Koontz is, "at tines
lyrical wthout ever being naive or romantic. [He creates] a grotesque world,
much i ke that of Flannery O Conner or Wl ker Percy ... scary, worthwhile
reading.” O Cold Fire, a worldw de #1 bestseller, the United Press Internationa
said, "an extraordinary piece of fiction. It will be a classic."”

Dean Koontz was born and raised in Pennsylvania. He graduated from Shi ppensburg
State Col |l ege (now Shi ppensburg University), and his first job after graduation
was in the Appal achi an Poverty Program where he was expected to counsel and
tutor underprivileged children on a one-to-one basis. H's first day at work,

he di scovered that the previous occupant of his position had been beaten up

by the very kids he'd been trying to help and had | anded in the hospital for
several weeks. The following year was filled with chall enge but al so tension
and Koontz was nore highly notivated than ever to build a career as a witer.

He wote nights and weekends, which he continued to do after |eaving the
poverty program and going to work as an English teacher in a suburban schoo
district outside of Harrisburg. After he had been a year and a half in that

position, his wife, Gerda, nade himan offer he couldn't refuse: I'll support
you for five years," she said, "and if you can't nake it as a witer in that
time, you'll never make it." By the end of those five years, Gerda had quit

her job to run the business end of her husband's witing career
Dean and Gerda live in Newport Beach, California.
About This Book (fromthe scanners)

This book is about the best poetry you could ever hope to read.
It was our pleasure to convert this book, and we hope that you
enjoy it as nuch as we have.

We ask that if you've enjoyed the book, you'll buy it. The author
has spent many years in conpiling this work, and it is certainly
worth the few dollars to pay for it.

This book was converted fromits encrypted digital format by
Call er X and Luc.

No profit should be made by this copy. Share, and enjoy.

~ CallerX & Luc ~

file:/l/G|/rah/Dean%20R.%20Koontz/Dean%20R....-%20The%20B0ook%200f%20Counted%20Sorrows.txt (37 of 37) [2/9/2004 10:17:56 PM]



	Local Disk
	file:///G|/rah/Dean%20R.%20Koontz/Dean%20R.%20Koontz%20-%20The%20Book%20Of%20Counted%20Sorrows.txt


