
How it all began

" When did it all start, you ask, this job of ours, how did it come about, where, when? Well, I'd say
it really got started around about a thing called the Civil War. Even though our rule-book claims it
was founded earlier.  The fact is  we didn't  get along well  until  photography came into its own.
Then―motion pictures in the early twentieth century. Radio. Television. Things began to have
 mass. 
Now let's  take up the minorities in our civilization,  shall  we? Bigger  the population,  the more
minorities. Don't step on the toes of the dog-lovers, the cat-lovers, doctors, lawyers, merchants,
chiefs,  Mormons,  Baptists,  Unitarians,  second-generation  Chinese,  Swedes,  Italians,  Germans,
Texans, Brooklynites, Irishmen, people from Oregon or Mexico. The bigger your market, Montag,
the less you handle controversy, remember that! All the minor minor minorities with their navels to
be kept clean. Authors, full of evil thoughts, lock up your typewriters. They did. It didn't come from
the  Government  down.  There  was no  dictum,  no  declaration,  no  censorship,  to  start  with,  no!
Technology, mass exploitation, and minority pressure carried the trick, thank God. Today, thanks to
them, you can stay happy all the time. 
You must understand that our civilization is so vast that we can't have our minorities upset and
stirred. Ask yourself, What do we want in this country, above all? People want to be happy, isn't that
right? Haven't you heard it all your life? I want to be happy, people say. Well, aren't they? Don't we
keep  them moving,  don't  we  give  them fun?  That's  all  we live  for,  isn't  it?  For  pleasure,  for
titillation? And you must admit our culture provides plenty of these." 
"Yes." 
 "Coloured people don't like Little Black Sambo. Burn it. White people don't feel good about Uncle
Tom's Cabin. Burn it. Someone's written a book on tobacco and cancer of the lungs? The cigarette
people are weeping? Burn the book. Serenity,  Montag. Peace, Montag. Take your fight outside.
Better yet, into the incinerator. Funerals are unhappy and pagan? Eliminate them, too. Five minutes
after a person is dead he's on his way to the Big Flue, the Incinerators serviced by helicopters all
over the country. Ten minutes after death a man's a speck of black dust. Let's not quibble over
individuals with memoriams. Forget them. Burn them all, burn everything. Fire is bright and fire is
clean." 

Ray Bradbury Fahrenheit 451 October 19, 1953
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