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Slothrop cannot provide the goods, she kisses Slothrop’s hand and, before she is
taken away on a stretcher, smiles “very faintly.” At this point, writes Pynchon, Slo-
throp “knew that’s what he’d been waiting for, wow; a Shirley Temple smile, as if
this exactly cancelled all they'd found her down in the middle of.” Pynchon de-
scribes the London of the scene as “a big desolate icebox,” a “stale-smelling” city
with “no surprises inside ever again.” But the child surprises Slothrop both by
beating death and by being able to give him a Shirley Temple smile in the after-
math, In a novel that does not simply represent but reenacts the almost numb-
ing complexity and violence of a world produced by modern war, such mo-
ments become precious and devoid of the saccharine quality they would have on
their own.

With its focus on how governments and corporarions invade and modify the
human body through information and surveillance technology, Gravitys Rainbow
is considered a precursor to cyberpunk fiction, which focuses on marginalized
characters living in dystopic futures where daily life is impacted by rapid techno-
logical change. It is thus fitting that Zak Smith, an artist associated with cyper-
punk aesthetics, has produced what is perhaps the most delightful tribute to the
novel, Pictures of What Happens on Each Page of Thomas Pynchons Novel Gravity’
Rainbow, a collection of 760 drawings that attempt to illustrate, in one way or an-
other, every page of the book. Originally an installation exhibited at New York's
2004 Whitney Bicnnial, then published as a book, it occupies eleven rows and
more than eleven meters of wall space and is in the collection of the Walker Art
Center in Minneapolis.

Bibliography: Roy Yedden, The Iedden Mission to Germany June 1945: Final Report (London,
1945), 1-98. Thomas Pynchon, Grevitys Rainbow (New York, 1973). Zak Smith, Pictures of What
Happens on Each Page of Thomas Pynchon’s Novel Gravitys Rainbow (New York, 2000).

GLENDA CARPIO

1945, August 6, 10:45 a.m.
Nohody apologized. Nobody atoned.

Tue Atom BoMms

“I knew what I was doing,” Harry Truman scowled. “I have no regrets and un-
der the same circumstances I would do it again.” Anyone would have done the
same. His secretary of war, Henry Stimson, explained in 1947 that if you had been
hoisted, trussed, and screwed into place as president of the United States in the
spring of 1945, you too would have ordered the atomic attacks on Hiroshima and
Nagasaki.

The men who rejoiced in the A-bomb in August 1945 —Truman, Churchill,
Stimson, LeMay, Groves, Oppenheimer—never lamented the parts they played.
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And even if they had wanted to, it would have been impossible to thwart the co-
lossal drive to use the bomb in combat. The momentum was irresistible. Nobody
could have prevented the strike on Hiroshima. Nobody wanted to.

‘What everyone wanted to do was end the war. Americans were cranky. Hitler
had committed suicide; the Allied Occupation Forces in Germany were prepar-
ing for war crimes trials; most of the troops were unbelted and resting. General
Maxwell Taylor vainly tried to revive the red-hot lust for vengeance in his men.
“We've licked the best that Hitler had in France and Holland and Germany!” he
bellowed. “Now where do we want to go?” “Home!” they roared.

By Junc 1945, the Japanese empire was extinct. [ts army was shattered. Its navy
and air force had been blown to smithereens. Its industries were gone. The Amer-
ican navy had boxed up the home islands and was now starving the nation by
bomb and blockade. The US. Army Air Force had wiped out its principal citics
and was now picking off every last town. A half million Japanese had perished;
five million more had bolted into the countryside. The warlords knew they were
doomed but wouldn’t knuckle under. It was baffling,

“The Japs are savages, ruthless, merciless and fanatic,” Truman scrawled the
day he ordered the bombing of Hiroshima, “When you have to deal with a beast,
you have to treat him as a beast,” he snapped at a Christian petitioner two weeks
later. It was useless to probe their motives. “Japanese sanity cannot be measured
by American standards of logic,” observed the former American ambassador to
Japan.

Everyone agreed the enemy was brutal and unfathomable; everyone swelled
with malice. “Japan should be bombed so that the country could not begin to re-
cuperate for 50 years!” erupted the head of Navy Civil Affairs. “It was a question
of which race was to survive.” “We should kill them before they kill us!” Since the
Japanese were “savages,” flared Roosevelt’s chief of statf, Admiral William Leahy,
“all previously accepted rules of warfare must be abandoned.” “Kill Japs! Kill Japs!
Kill more Japs!” screamed a billboard Admiral Halsey erected to greet his sailors
stepping onshore. “You will help to kill the yellow bastards if you do your job
well!” “I krow the Japanese people,” hissed the commissioner of war manpower in
April 1945. The only way to deal with them was “extermination. In toto.”

There was a chance the atom bomb might deliver the coup de grace. Surely
the Japanese could “recognize the folly of a fight to the finish,” the secretary
of war concluded in early July But in order to “extract a genuine surrender from
the Emperor and his military advisers, they must be administered a tremendous
shock.” If the A-bomb could knock them silly, they might fall to their knees and
everyone could go home.

“We have used it against those who attacked us without warning at Pearl Har-
bor,” Truman announced on August 9, 1945, “against those who have starved and
beaten and executed American prisoners of war . . . We have used it in order to
shorten the agony of war, in order to save the lives of thousands and thousands of
young Americans.” Forever after, the president would be pressed—hounded—to
justify his decision. “We were destroying factories that were making more muni-
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tions,” he informed the students of Columbia University in 1959. It was a mili-
tary maneuver, it saved lives, there was nothing more to it. “ You write just like the
usual egghead,” he snarled in a draft of a letter to a historian.

The facts are before you but you'd like to garble them. The instruction of July 25th,
1945 was final. It was made by the Commander in Chief after Japan refused to sur-
render. Churchill, Stimson, Patterson, Eisenhower and all the rest agreed tha it
had to be done. It was. It ended the Jap War. That was the objective. Now if you
can think of any other, “if, as, and when” egghead contemplations, bring them
out. You get the same answer—to end the Jap War and save 1/4 of a million of our
youngsters and that many Japs trom death and twice that many on each sidc from
being maimed for life. It is a great thing that you or any other contemplator “after
the fact” didn’t have to make the decision. Our boys would all be dead.

“I certainly regret the necessity of wiping out whole populations because of
the pigheadedness of {their} leaders,” Truman primly declared the day Nagasaki
was bombed, “and I am not going to do it unless it is absolutely necessary.” He
ncedn't have been so squeamish. Nobody else was. Since the Great War, airpower
enthusiasts had insisted that slamming enemy cities with as much concentrated
violence as an air force could muster was ultimately merciful. If unsparing slaugh-
ter could yield a decisive victory, fewer people would die than if war had other-
wise been prolonged by inconclusive combat. Little more than twenty years later,
the US. Army Air Force would adopt mass destruction as its catechism. “With
the proper degree of understanding,” the commanding general of the Army Air
Torce instructed his senior staff in 1943, “the bomber becomes the most humane
of all weapons.” Moreover, bombing cities was strategically defensible. Since the
residents in the enemy’s cities manufactured the enemy’s arms, they were integral
to the enemy’s war-making powers. America’s armed forces could now, permis-
sibly, snuff out enemy civilians. The general’s deputy commander shrugged, “It
made a lot of sense to kill skilled workers by burning whole areas. The man who
builds a weapon is as responsible for its use as the man who carries it into battle.”
In fact, volunteered an Army Air Force spokesman, “the entire population of Japan
is a proper military target. Making all-out war saves American lives . . . For us,
there are no civilians in Japan.”

“Anything which will achieve the desired results should be employed,” ex-
plained the man who supervised the annihilation of Japan’s cities in the last
months of the war. “We knew we were going to kill alot of women and kids when
we burned {"lokvol,” General Curtis LeMay calmly remarked. “T’he enemy’s po-
tential for war had to be erased. Just as simple as that.” In ferocious oaths and
tirades, Americans thundered: ANYTHING GOES! An author in Harpers Maga-
zine begged the armed forces to set every square inch of Japan ablaze. “It seems
brutal to be ralking about burning homes,” he allowed, “but we are engaged in a
life-and-death struggle for national survival, and we are therefore justified in tak-
ing any action that will save the lives of American soldiers and sailors.” Nearly ev-
eryone agreed.

Indeed, it was the “rain and reign of flame,” LeMay reflected with satisfaction,
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“which demoralized Japanese industry, shattered the military heart, and whipped
the populace into a state where they could—and would—accept the idea of sur-
render.” Since the beginning of the war the Army Air Force had looked for oppor-
tunities to prove the merits of airpower. Igniting the emperor’s cities would do
very well; Japanese paper-and-plywood dwellings were notoriously combustible.
Army engineers helpfully bundled dozens of canisters of jellied gasoline into thin
housings. On impact, the cylinders would squirt out their contents in 100-foot-
long plumes, then detonate. On the night of March 910, 1945, LeMay’s bombers
scattered them across the breadth of Tokyo. Inless than an hour, firestorms swal-
lowed up the city. The canals boiled, the pavement melted, pedestrians sizzled
like sprats. By the next morning, 120,000 people had been burned, choked,
crushed, or trampled to death. Even a week later, thousands desperately shoe-
horned themselves into railcars leaving Tokyo. Those who remained could be
seen forlornly poking through brittle twists of rubble for family remains.

The day after the emperor surrendered, a reporter in the New York Times paid
homage to the Tokyo raid: “It marked the first all-out effort to burn down a great
city and destroy its people.” No one could say whether the folks back home would
cry out in horror, whether fire would fortify the enemy’s resolve to hold out to the
bitter end. “But we won both gambles!” he cheered. Enemy cities were blotted
out and Americans seemed not to mind. In fact, they said very little. LeMay would
always be indignant. “Everybody bemoans the fact that we dropped the atomic
bomb and killed a lot of people at Hiroshima and Nagasaki. That I guess is im-
moral,” he fumed. “But nobody says anything about the incendiary attacks on ev-
ery industrial city in Japan. The first attack on Tokyo killed more people than the
atomic bomb did. Apparently that was all right.” Those who did notice welcomed
firebombing with malignant gaiety. It was a “dream come true,” pealed the editors
of Time. At long last, the Army Air Force could “loose avalanches of fire bombs”
on the enemy, and demonstrate once and for all that “Japanese cities will burn like
autumn leaves.”

Nobody in Congress really liked Senator Truman. He was a boor, mirthless and
thin-skinned. He had been a failure as a farmer, the son of a failed farmer, a bank-
rupted clothing salesman, he never finished law school, and he owed his career to
the ballot-stuffing pols of the Kansas City Pendergast machine. In the 1944 elec-
tion he was the worst kind of compromise candidate, a mousy fourth choice for
vice president.

On January 20, 1945, he was sworn into office. Two days later, FDR sailed away
for the Big Three conference in Yalta leaving Truman behind to mope and fidget.
He hadn’t been briefed on anything I1c hadn’t been asked to do anything. It would
all come to him, surely, when the president returned. But when Roosevelt disem-
barked after nearly a month at Yalta, he was alarmingly gray-faced and quavering,
He paid a few calls and was then whisked off to the “Little White ITouse” in Geor-
gia for a rest, whereupon he promptly expired. Truman was stunned, petrified.
After idolizing FDR for years, how would Americans feel about Aim? Would the
armed forces respect him? Would Churchill? Would Stalin? Roosevelt had spent
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tions,” he informed the students of Columbia University in 1959. It was a mili-
tary maneuver, it saved lives, there was nothing more to it. “You write just like the
usual egghead,” he snarled in a draft of a letter to a historian.

The facts are before you but you'd like to garble them. The instruction of July 25th,
1945 was final. Tt was made by the Commander in Chief after Japan refused to sur-
render. Churchill, Stimson, Patterson, Eisenhower and all the rest agreed that it
had to be done. It was. It ended the Jap War. That was the objective. Now if you
can think of any other, “if, as, and when” egghead contemplations, bring them
out. You get the same answer—to end the Jap War and save 1/4 of a million of our
youngsters and that many Japs from death and twice that many on each side from
being maimed for life. It is a great thing that you or any other contemplator “after
the fact” didn’t have to make the decision. Our boys would all be dead.

“I certainly regret the necessity of wiping out whole populations because of
the pigheadedness of {their} leaders,” Truman primly declared the day Nagasaki
was bombed, “and I am not going to do it unless it is absolutely necessary.” Ie
needn’t have been so squeamish. Nobody else was. Since the Great War, airpower
enthusiasts had insisted that slamming enemy cities with as much concentrated
violence as an air force could muster was ultimately merciful. If unsparing slaugh-
ter could yield a decisive victory, fewer people would die than if war had other-
wise been prolonged by inconclusive combat. Little more than twenty years later,
the US. Army Air Force would adopt mass destruction as its catechism. “With
the proper degree of understanding,” the commanding general of the Army Air
Force instructed his senior staffin 1943, “the bomber becomes the most humane
of all weapons.” Moreover, bombing cities was strategically defensible. Since the
residents in the enemy’s cities manufactured the enemy’s arms, they were integral
to the enemy’s war-making powers. America’s armed forces could now, permis-
sibly, snuff out enemy civilians. The general’s deputy commander shrugged, “It
made a lot of sense to kill skilled workers by burning whole areas. The man who
builds a weapon is as responsible for its use as the man who carries it into battle.”
In fact, volunteered an Army Air Force spokesman, “the entire population of Japan
is a proper military target. Making all-out war saves American lives . . . Tor us,
there are no civilians in Japan.”

“Anything which will achieve the desired results should be employed,” ex-
plained the man who supervised the annihilation of Japan’s cities in the last
months of the war. “We knew we were going to kill a lot of women and kids when
we burned {Tokyol,” General Curtis LeMay calmly remarked. “The enemy’s po-
tential for war had to be erased. Just as simple as that.” In ferocious oaths and
tirades, Americans thundered: ANYTHING GOES! An author in Iarpers Maga-
zine begged the armed forces to set every square inch of Japan ablaze. “It seems
brutal to be talking about burning homes,” he allowed, “but we are engaged in a
life-and-death struggle for national survival, and we are therefore justified in tak-
ing any action that will save the lives of American soldiers and sailors.” Nearly ev-
eryone agreed.

Indeed, it was the “rain and reign of flame,” Le May reflected with satisfaction,
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“which demoralized Japanese industry; shattered the military heart, and whipped
the populace into a state where they could—and would—accept the idea of sur-
render.” Since the beginning of the war the Army Air Force had looked for oppor-
tunities to prove the merits of airpower. Igniting the emperor’s cities would do
very well; Japanesc paper-and-plywood dwellings were notoriously combustible.
Army engineers helpfully bundled dozens of canisters of jellied gasoline into thin
housings. On impact, the cylinders would squirt out their contents in 100-foot-
long plumes, zhen detonate. On the night of March 9-10, 1945, LeMay’s bombers
scattered them across the breadth of Tokyo. In less than an hour, firestorms swal-
lowed up the city. The canals boiled, the pavement melted, pedestrians sizzled
like sprats. By the next morning, 120,000 people had been burned, choked,
crushed, or trampled to death. Even a week later, thousands desperately shoe-
horned themselves into railcars leaving Tokyo. Those who remained could be
seen forlornly poking through brittle twists of rubble for family remains.

The day after the emperor surrendered, a reporter in the New York Times paid
homage to the Tokyo raid: “It marked the first all-out effort to burn down a great
city and destroy its people.” No one could say whether the folks back home would
cry out in horror, whether fire would fortify the enemy’s resolve to hold out to the
bitter end. “But we won both gambles!” he cheered. Enemy cities were blotted
out and Americans seemed not to mind. In fact, they said very little. L.eMay would
always be indignant. “Everybody bemoans the fact that we dropped the atomic
bomb and killed a lot of people at Hiroshima and Nagasaki. That I guess is im-
moral,” he fumed. “But nobody says anything about the incendiary attacks on ev-
ery industrial city in Japan. The first attack on Tokyo killed more people than the
atomic bomb did. Apparently that was all right.” Those who did notice welcomed
firebombing with malignant gaiety. It was a “dream come true,” pealed the editors
of Time. At long last, the Army Air Force could “loose avalanches of fire bombs”
on the enemy, and demonstrate once and for all that “Japanese cities will burn like
autumn leaves.”

Nobody in Congress really liked Senator "lruman, He was a boor, mirthless and
thin-skinned. He had been a failure as a farmer, the son of a failed farmer, a bank-
rupted clothing salesman, he never finished law school, and he owed his career to
the ballot-stuffing pols of the Kansas City Pendergast machine. In the 1944 elec-
tion he was the worst kind of compromise candidate, a mousy fourth choice for
vice president.

On January 20, 1945, he was sworn into office. Tiwo days later, FDR sailed away
for the Big Three conference in Yalta leaving Truman behind to mope and fidget.
e hadn't been briefed on anything. He hadn’t been asked to 4o anything. It would
all come to him, surely, when the president returned. But when Roosevelt disem-
barked after nearly a month at Yalta, he was alarmingly gray-faced and quavering.
e paid a few calls and was then whisked off to the “Little White House” in Geor-
gia for a rest, whereupon he promptly expired. Truman was stunned, petrified.
After idolizing FDR for years, how would Americans feel about him? Would the
armed forces respect him? Would Churchill? Would Stalin? Roosevelt had spent

783

2009, The New Literary History of America, Greil Marcus, Werner Sollers, eds.,

Harvard University Press: 780-786.






