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RAVES FOR TOM WOLFE’S SMASH #1 BESTSELLER
THE BONFIRE OF THE VANITIES

““VINTAGE WOLEFE. . . . The plot is an astonishingly intricate
machine that manages to mesh at every turn.”
—The New York Times

“PERFECT TIMING: The Bonfire of the Vanities chronicles the
collapse of a Wall Street bond trader, and examines a world in
which fortunes are made and lost at the blink of a computer
screen. . . . Wolfe’s subject couldn’t be more topical: New
Yorker’s relentless pursuit and flaunting of wealth, and the fury
it evokes in the have-nots.”’

—USA Today
“‘BONFIRE MOVES WITH A SWIFT COMIC LOGIC. . . . An
imaginative and intricate plot . . . welds Wolfe’s descriptions of

dinner parties, restaurant games, Wall Street trading and courthouse
chaos into more than a tour de force.”’
—Time

‘A SUPERB HUMAN COMEDY and the first novel ever to get
contemporary New York, in all its arrogance and shame and
heterogeneity and insularity, exactly right.”’

—Washington Post Book World

“IT’S A MONSTROUS PLEASURE TO WATCH THIS WORLD
BURN. . . . Wolfe’s conflagration sweeps away New York in a

great tragicomic circus. . . . Wolfe’s the uncanny master of the
inside angle on style, our best meteorologist of hip.”’

—New Haven Register
““A PAGE-TURNER. . . . Too entertaining to put down. . . .
Brilliant high comedy. . . . In telling one major story—the story

of white greed, late-20th-century New York style, just before the
bubble burst—The Bonfire of the Vanities may well be definitive
journalism.”’

—The New Republic

STEP INTO THE WORLD OF SHERMAN McCOY . ..
One of Wall Street’s top bond salesmen, he lives in a sumptuous
fourteen-room duplex apartment on Park Avenue—‘‘the Best
Section of the capital of the Western World in the late twentieth
century.’”’ Then one day a bizarre incident in the Bronx thrusts
him into the center of every racial, economic, sexual, social and
political tension in New York City. . . .

: ‘ MORE . . .
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“REVERBERATES WITH SUBJECTS IN TODAY’S NEWS.
However, it also touches passionately on perennial themes that
will give it staying power. . . . Bonfire is news that will stay
news because a century hence readers will find preserved in it
the strong flavor of some unfortunately important slices of life in
our time.”’

—George F. Will, syndicated columnist

““ONE OF THE MOST IMPRESSIVE NOVELS OF THE
DECADE.”’
—Library Journal

“NASTY, SATIRICAL, PROBING AND DEAD-ON ACCUR-
ATE. . . . Wolfe falls so naturally into this colorful, supercharged
account of New York high life and low life that it’s hard to
believe he hasn’t been writing fiction all his life. . . . It also
reads at a veritable gallop—those pages flash by you as you
watch, with fascinated horror, the meticulously charted fall of
Sherman McCoy.”’
—The Seattle Times

MEET THE WOMEN IN SHERMAN McCOY’S WORLD. . .

MARIA RUSKIN
a dazzling bombshell constructed from perfect cheekbones and
high couture . . . She and Sherman are married, of course,
but not to each other
JUDY McCOY

his wife, the tight-lipped interior decorator . . .
She knows what Sherman’s up to, and so far, she’s looked
the other way

CAMPBELL McCOY
his innocent, six-year-old angel of a daughter . . .
She attends ‘‘the Best School with the Best Girls from the
Best Families’’

THE SOCIAL X RAYS
the established women of Park Avenue society, starved to
near perfection and aflutter in designer flounces, ruffles and puffs

THE LEMON TARTS
their youthful, blonde competition: second, third and fourth
wives or live-in girlfriends of the older male movers and shakers. . . .
MORE . . .
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*‘SPLENDIDLY WRITTEN AND ACUTELY OBSERVED. . . .
No one has portrayed New York Society this accurately and
devastatingly since Edith Wharton.”’

—National Review

‘A SWIRLING, SATISFYING, EDUCATIONAL, NOISY,
MORAL WHIRLPOOL OF A BOOK . .. Plot and principals
sumptuous enough to make Jackie Collins’ Hollywood seem like
‘‘Hee Haw’’ by comparison.”’

—Dallas Morning News

‘“WOLFE LEAVES NO HEAD UNBASHED. . . . His eye and
ear for detailed observation are incomparable; and observation is
to the satirist what bullets are to a gun.”’

—Boston Sunday Globe

*“AS DELICIOUS as Radical Chic and as gorgeously written as
The Right Stuff.”’
—The Wall Street Journal

‘““WOLFE’S MOST SUCCESSFUL BOOK TO DATE.”
—Library Journal

AND THE MEN. ..

REVEREND BACON
the flamboyant black preacher with a silver tongue, awesome
political muscle and access to easy cash: he knows what
he wants and he knows how to get it.

EUGENE LOPWITZ
Sherman’s boss: CEO of the Wall Street banking firm of
Pierce & Pierce, he has a working fireplace in his power office
on the fiftieth floor.

PETER FALLOW
a British reporter for the sleazemongering City Light: neither
his scruples nor his drinking habits interfere with his powerful
lust for headlines.

LAWRENCE KRAMER
a second-rate assistant D.A. in the Bronx: he lives with his
wife and child in a cramped Upper West Side apartment and
yeamns for escape—and glory. . . .

THEY ALL MEET IN THE BONFIRE OF THE VANITIES—
AND SPARKS FLY!
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Doffing his hat,
the author dedicates this book to
COUNSELOR EDDIE HAYES
who walked among the flames,

pointing at the lurid lights.
And he wishes to express
his deep appreciation to

BURT ROBERTS
who first showed the way
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Prologue

Mutt on Fire

‘“‘And then say what? Say, ‘Forget you’re hungry, forget you got
shot inna back by some racist cop—Chuck was here? Chuck
come up to Harlem—’ ”’

“No, I'll tell you what—"’

* *Chuck come up to Harlem and— "’

“T’ll tell you what—

‘‘Say, ‘Chuck come up to Harlem and gonna take care a
business for the black community’?”’

That does it.

Heh-hegggggg28888888888hhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!

It’s one of those ungodly contralto cackles somewhere out
there in the audience. It’s a sound from down so deep, from
under so many lavish layers, he knows exactly what she must
look like. Two hundred pounds, if she’s an ounce! Built like an
oil burner! The cackle sets off the men. They erupt with those
belly sounds he hates so much.

They go, ‘‘Hehhehheh . . . unnnnhhhh-hunhhh ... Thats
right . . . Tell 'im, bro . . . Yo .

Chuck' The insolent—he’s nght there, right there in the
front—he just called him a Charlie! Chuck is short for Charlie,
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4 TOM WOLFE

and Charlie is the old code name for a down-home white bigot.
The insolence of it! The impudence! The heat and glare are
terrific. It makes the Mayor squint. It’s the TV lights. He's
inside a blinding haze. He can barely make out the heckler’s
face. He sees a tall silhouette and the fantastic bony angles the
man'’s elbows make when he throws his hands up in the air. And
an earring. The man has a big gold earring in one ear.

The Mayor leans into the microphone and says, ‘‘No, I'll zell
you what. Okay? I'll give you the actual figures. Okay?’’

““We don’t want your figures, man!”’

Man, he says! The insolence! ‘“You brought it up, my friend.
So you’re gonna get the actual figures. Okay?”’

“‘Don’t you shine us up with no more your figures!”’

Another eruption in the crowd, louder this time: ‘‘Unnnnh-
unnnnh-unnnh . . . Tell'im, bro . .. Y’on the case . .. Yo,
Gober!’’

“In this administration—and it’s a matter of public record—
the percentage of the total annual budget for New York City—"’

‘“‘Aw, maaaan,”’ yells the heckler, ‘‘don’t you stand there and
shine us up with no more your figures and your bureaucratic
rhetoric!”’

They love it. The insolence! The insolence sets off another
eruption. He peers through the scalding glare of the television
lights. He keeps squinting. He’s aware of a great mass of
silhouettes out in front of him. The crowd swells up. The ceiling
presses down. It’s covered in beige tiles. The tiles have curly
incisions all over them. They’re crumbling around the edges.
Asbestos! He knows it when he sees it! The faces—they’re
waiting for the beano, for the rock fight. Bloody noses!—that’s
the idea. The next instant means everything. He can handle it!
He can handle hecklers! Only five-seven, but he’s even better at
it than Koch used to be! He’s the mayor of the greatest city on

earth—New York! Him!

““All right! You’ve had your fun, and now you’re gonna shut
up for a minute!”’

That startles the heckler. He freezes. That’s all the Mayor
needs. He knows how to do it.

““Youuuu asked meeeee a question, didn’t you, and you got a
bigggg laugh from your claque. And so now youuuuu’re gonna
keep quiiiiet and lissssten to the answer. Okay?’’
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‘‘Say, claque?’’ The man has had his wind knocked out, but
he’s still standing up.

“‘Okay? Now here are the statistics for yourrr community,
right here, Harlem.’

*‘Say, claque?”’ The bastard has hold of this word claque like
a bone. ‘‘Ain’ nobody can eat statistics, man!”’

“Tell’im, bro . . . Yo . . . Yo, Gober!”’

“‘Let me finish. Do youuuuu think—"’

“‘Don’t percentage no annual budget with us, man! We want
jobs!”’

The crowd erupts again. It’s worse than before. Much of it he
can’t make out—interjections from deep in the bread basket. But
there’s this Yo business. There’s some loudmouth way in back
with a voice that cuts through everything.

“Yo, Gober! Yo, Gober! Yo, Gober!”’

But he isn’t saying Gober. He’s saying Goldberg.

“Yo, Goldberg! Yo, Goldberg! Yo, Goldberg!”’

It stuns him. In this place, in Harlem! Goldberg is the Harlem
cognomen for Jew. It’s insolent!—outrageous!—that anyone throws
this vileness in the face of the Mayor of New York City!

Boos, hisses, grunts, belly laughs, shouts. They want to see
some loose teeth. It’s out of control.

‘Do you—"’

It’'s no use. He can’t make himself heard even with the
microphone. The hate in their faces! Pure poison! It’s mesmerizing.

‘Yo, Goldberg! Yo, Goldberg! Yo, Hymie!”’

Hymie! That business! There’s one of them yelling Goldberg
and another one yelling Hymie. Then it dawns on him. Reverend
Bacon! They’re Bacon’s people. He’s sure of it. The civic-
minded people who come-to public meetings in Harlem—the
people Sheldon was supposed to make sure filled up this hall—
they wouldn’t be out there yelling these outrageous things. Ba-
con did this! Sheldon fucked up! Bacon got his people in here!

A wave of the purest self-pity rolls over the Mayor. Out of the
comer of his eye he can see the television crews squirming
around in the haze of light. Their cameras are coming out of
their heads like horns. They’re swiveling around this way and
that. They’re eating it up! They’re here for the brawl! They.
wouldn’t lift a finger. They’re cowards! Parasites! The lice of
public life!



