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And she said mabey they got no rite to make me smart because if

god wantid me to be smart he would have made me born that way.

And what about Adem and Eev and the sin with the tree of nowlege

and eating the appel and the fall. And mabey Prof Nemur and Dr

Strauss was tampiring with things they got no rite to tampir with.

This experiment was calculated to raise your intelligence, not to

make you popular. We had no control over what happened to your

personality, and you’ve developed from a likeable, retarded young

man into an arrogant, self-centered, antisocial bastard.” “The

problem, dear professor, is that you wanted someone who could be

made intelligent but still be kept in a cage and displayed when

necessary to reap the honors you seek. The hitch is that I’m a

person.”

“But I’ve learned that intelligence alone doesn’t mean a damned

thing. Here in your university, intelligence, education, knowledge,

have all become great idols. But I know now there’s one thing

you’ve all overlooked: intelligence and education that hasn’t been

tempered by human affection isn’t worth a damn.”
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If your smart you can have lots of frends to talk to and you never get



lonley by yourself all the time.

And she said mabey they got no rite to make me smart because if

god wantid me to be smart he would have made me born that way.

And what about Adem and Eev and the sin with the tree of nowlege

and eating the appel and the fall. And mabey Prof Nemur and Dr

Strauss was tampiring with things they got no rite to tampir with.

I never new before that I was dumber than a mouse.

April 4—Miss Kinnian says Im learning fast. She read some of my

progress reports and she looked at me kind of funny. She says Im a

fine person and Ill show them all. I asked her why. She said never

mind but I shouldnt feel bad if I find out that everybody isnt nice like

I think. She said for a person who God gave so little to you did more

than a lot of people with brains they never even used. I said that all

my friends are smart people and their good. They like me and they

never did anything that wasnt nice. Then she got something in her

eye and she had to run out to the ladys room.

“The more intelligent you become the more problems you’ll have,

Charlie. Your intellectual growth is going to outstrip your emotional

growth. And I think you’ll find that as you progress, there will be

many things you’ll want to talk to me about. I just want you to

remember that this is the place for you to come when you need

help.”

Would he ever learn to read what was in the balloons? If they gave



him enough time—if they didn’t rush him or push him too fast—he

would get it. But nobody has time.

Now I understand one of the important reasons for going to college

and getting an education is to learn that the things you’ve believed

in all your life aren’t true, and that nothing is what it appears to be.

picked up our trays, she spoke animatedly. “Ordinary people,” she

said, “can see only a little bit. They can’t change much or go any

higher than they are, but you’re a genius. You’ll keep going up and

up, and see more and more. And each step will reveal worlds you

never even knew existed.”

I can’t decide for you, Charlie. The answer can’t be found in books

—or be solved by bringing it to other people. Not unless you want to

remain a child all your life. You’ve got to find the answer inside you

—feel the right thing to do. Charlie, you’ve got to learn to trust

yourself.”

How different they seem to be now. And how foolish I was ever to

have thought that professors were intellectual giants. They’re

people—and afraid the rest of the world will find out. And Alice is a

person too—a woman, not a goddess—and I’m taking her to the

concert tomorrow night.

It had been all right as long they could laugh at me and appear

clever at my expense, but now they were feeling inferior to the

moron. I began to see that by my astonishing growth I had made



them shrink and emphasized their inadequacies. I had betrayed

them, and they hated me for it.

There was something in you before. I don’t know . . . a warmth, an

openness, a kindness that made everyone like you and like to have

you around. Now, with all your intelligence and knowledge, there are

differences that—”

Then, at one point in his summary, he said it: “We who have worked

on this project at Beekman University have the satisfaction of

knowing we have taken one of nature’s mistakes and by our new

techniques created a superior human being. When Charlie came to

us he was outside of society, alone in a great city without friends or

relatives to care about him, without the mental equipment to live a

normal life. No past, no contact with the present, no hope for the

future. It might be said that Charlie Gordon did not really exist

before this experiment. . . . ” I don’t know why I resented it so

intensely to have them think of me as something newly minted in

their private treasury, but it was—I am certain—echoes of that idea

that had been sounding in the chambers of my mind from the time

we had arrived in Chicago. I wanted to get up and show everyone

what a fool he was, to shout at him: I’m a human being, a person—

with parents and memories and a history—and I was before you

ever wheeled me into that operating room!

First, I’ve got to see my parents. As soon as I can. I may not have

all the time I thought I had. . . .



I see now that when Norma flowered in our garden I became a

weed, allowed to exist only where I would not be seen, in corners

and dark places.

So damned attractive. So full of life and excitement. Her voice, her

eyes—everything about her was an invitation. And she lived out the

window and just a fire escape away.

Somehow, getting drunk had momentarily broken down the

conscious barriers that kept the old Charlie Gordon hidden deep in

my mind. As I suspected all along, he was not really gone.

But the deeper I get tangled up in this mass of dreams and

memories the more I realize that emotional problems can’t be

solved as intellectual problems are.

Whatever happens to me, I will have lived a thousand normal lives

by what I might add to others not yet born. That’s enough.

This experiment was calculated to raise your intelligence, not to

make you popular. We had no control over what happened to your

personality, and you’ve developed from a likeable, retarded young

man into an arrogant, self-centered, antisocial bastard.” “The

problem, dear professor, is that you wanted someone who could be

made intelligent but still be kept in a cage and displayed when

necessary to reap the honors you seek. The hitch is that I’m a

person.”

“But I’ve learned that intelligence alone doesn’t mean a damned



thing. Here in your university, intelligence, education, knowledge,

have all become great idols. But I know now there’s one thing

you’ve all overlooked: intelligence and education that hasn’t been

tempered by human affection isn’t worth a damn.”

Intelligence without the ability to give and receive affection leads to

mental and moral breakdown, to neurosis, and possibly even

psychosis. And I say that the mind absorbed in and involved in itself

as a self-centered end, to the exclusion of human relationships, can

only lead to violence and pain.

The nightmare of all those years had been pain enough. I wanted to

see her smiling and know I had been the one to make her happy.

For the first time in my life, I had brought a smile to her lips.

P.S. please if you get a chanse put some flowrs on Algernons grave

in the bak yard.
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I wish it were possible to answer your specific questions about

about Flowers for Algernon personally, but the large amount of mail

I receive makes this physically impossible. It is partly for this reason

that I've now written Algernon, Charlie and I: A Writer's Journey,

which is the story behind the story and a partial autobiography. I'll

try to briefly answer some of the most frequently asked questions

here. The idea for Flowers for Algernon came to me many years

before I wrote the story or the novel. "What would happen if it were

possible to increase human intelligence artificially?" The idea for the

character came about four years later when I met and spoke to a

retarded young man and thought how wonderful it would be if such

a technique were available to help the mentally disadvantaged. But

Charlie Gordon is not real, nor is he based on a real person: he is

imagined or invented, probably a composite of many people I know

-- including a little bit of me. After a great many false starts, I

discovered the technique of the Progress Reports. With these three

elements: the idea, the character, and the narrative strategy, I was

well on my way.

The short story was published in 1959 in The Magazine of Fantasy

and Science Fiction, was reprinted many times in many languages

and won the Hugo Award. In 1961, the U.S. Steel Hour telecast a

dramatic version called "The Two Worlds of Charlie Gordon,"

Flowers for Algernon



starring Cliff Robertson. From 1962 to 1965 I worked on the novel

length version, which was published in 1966, won the Nebula

Award, and is now still available in both hardcover and the Bantam

paperback editions (Harcourt, Brace, 1966; Bantam, 1968). It has

been widely translated and is studied in schools and colleges

around the world.

Cliff Robertson won an "Oscar" for his performance in the 1968

movie version, "CHARLY." The novel was also adapted as a stage

play, and after productions in France, Poland and in Japan, it was

adapted with Japanese background for a Japanese production, and

televised last year by NHK. Developed as a dramatic musical in

1979, "Charlie and Algernon" was performed at the Queen's theater

in London's West End, starring Michael Crawford, and at the

Terrace and Eisenhower theaters in Washington, D.C. and the

Helen Hayes theater on Broadway.
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