
Breakfast of Champions by Kurt Vonnegut © Vonnegut. PREFACE The expression "Breakfast of Champions" is a registered trademark of General Mills, Inc., for use on a breakfast cereal product. The use of the identical expression as the title for this book is not intended to indicate an association with or sp
onsorship by General Mills, nor is it intended to disparage their fine products. *** The person to whom this book is dedicated, Phoebe Hurty, is no longer among the living, as they say. She was an Indianapolis widow when I met her late in the Great Depression. I was sixteen or so. She was about forty. She w
as rich, but she had gone to work every weekday of her adult life, so she went on doing that. She wrote a sane and funny advice-to-the-lovelorn column for the Indianapolis Times, a good paper which is now defunct. Defunct. She wrote ads for the William H. Block Company, a department store which still flo
urishes in a building my father designed. She wrote this ad for an end-of-the-summer sale on straw hats: "For prices like this, you can run them through your horse and put them on your roses." *** Phoebe Hurty hired me to write copy for ads about teenage clothes. I had to wear the clothes I praised. That w
as part of the job. And I became friends with her two sons, who were my age. I was over at their house all the time. She would talk bawdily to me and her sons, and to our girlfriends when we brought them around. She was funny. She was liberating. She taught us to be impolite in conversation not only abou
t sexual matters, but about American history and famous heroes, about the distribution of wealth, about school, about everything. I now make my living by being impolite. I am clumsy at it. I keep trying to imitate the impoliteness which was so graceful in Phoebe Hurty. I think now that grace was easier for h
er than it is for me because of the mood of the Great Depression. She believed what so many Americans believed then: that the nation would be happy and just and rational when prosperity came. I never hear that word anymore: Prosperity. It used to be a synonym for Paradise. And Phoebe Hurty was able t
o believe that the impoliteness she recommended would give shape to an American paradise. Now her sort of impoliteness is fashionable. But nobody believes anymore in a new American paradise. I sure miss Phoebe Hurty. *** As for the suspicion I express in this book, that human beings are robots, are 
machines: It should be noted that people, mostly men, suffering from the last stages of syphilis, from locomotor ataxia, were common spectacles in downtown Indianapolis and in circus crowds when I was a boy. Those people were infested with carnivorous little corkscrews which could be seen only with a
 microscope. The victims' vertebrae were welded together after the corkscrews got through with the meat between. The syphilitics seemed tremendously dignified-erect, eyes straight ahead. I saw one stand on a curb at the corner of Meridian and Washington streets one time, underneath an overhanging clo
ck which my father designed. The intersection was known locally as "The Crossroads of America." This syphilitic man was thinking hard there, at the Crossroads of America, about how to get his legs to step off the curb and carry him across Washington Street. He shuddered gently, as though he had a sma
ll motor which was idling inside. Here was his problem: his brains, where the instructions to his legs originated, were being eaten alive by corkscrews. The wires which had to carry the instructions weren't insulated anymore, or were eaten clear through. Switches along the way were welded open or shut. Th
is man looked like an old, old man, although he might have been only thirty years old. He thought and thought. And then he kicked two times like a chorus girl. He certainly looked like a machine to me when I was a boy. *** I tend to think of human beings as huge, rubbery test tubes, too, with chemical reacti
ons seething inside. When I was a boy, I saw a lot of people with goiters. So did Dwayne Hoover, the Pontiac dealer who is the hero of this book. Those unhappy Earthlings had such swollen thyroid glands that they seemed to have zucchini squash growing from their throats. All they had to do in order to ha
ve ordinary lives, it turned out, was to consume less than one-millionth of an ounce of iodine every day. My own mother wrecked her brains with chemicals, which were supposed to make her sleep. When I get depressed, I take a little pill, and I cheer up again. And so on. So it is a big temptation to me, when
 I create a character for a novel, to say that he is what he is because of faulty wiring, or because of microscopic amounts of chemicals which he ate or failed to eat on that particular day. *** What do I myself think of this particular book? I feel lousy about it, but I always feel lousy about my books. My friend K
nox Burger said one time that a certain cumbersome novel "...read as though it had been written by Philboyd Studge." That's who I think I am when I write what I am seemingly programmed to write. *** This book is my fiftieth-birthday present to myself. I feel as though I am crossing the spine of a roof-havin
g ascended one slope. I am programmed at fifty to perform childishly-to insult "The Star-Spangled Banner," to scrawl pictures of a Nazi flag and an asshole and a lot of other things with a felt-tipped pen. To give an idea of the maturity of my illustrations for this book, here is my picture of an asshole: I think I
 am trying to clear my head of all the junk in there-the assholes, the flags, the underpants. Yes-there is a picture in this book of underpants. I'm throwing out characters from my other books, too. I'm not going to put on any more puppet shows. I think I am trying to make my head as empty as it was when I w
as born onto this damaged planet fifty years ago. I suspect that this is something most white Americans, and nonwhite Americans who imitate white Americans, should do. The things other people have put into my head, at any rate, do not fit together nicely, are often useless and ugly, are out of proportion 
with one another, are out of proportion with life as it really is outside my head. I have no culture, no humane harmony in my brains. I can't live without a culture anymore. *** So this book is a sidewalk strewn with junk, trash which I throw over my shoulders as I travel in time back to November eleventh, nine
teen hundred and twenty-two. I will come to a time in my backwards trip when November eleventh, accidentally my birthday, was a sacred day called Armistice Day. When I was a boy, and when Dwayne Hoover was a boy, all the people of all the nations which had fought in the First World War were silent du
ring the eleventh minute of the eleventh hour of Armistice Day, which was the eleventh day of the eleventh month. It was during that minute in nineteen hundred and eighteen, that millions upon millions of human beings stopped butchering one another. I have talked to old men who were on battlefields duri
ng that minute. They have told me in one way or another that the sudden silence was the Voice of God. So we still have among us some men who can remember when God spoke clearly to mankind. *** Armistice Day has become Veterans' Day. Armistice Day was sacred. Veterans' Day is not. So I will throw 
Veterans' Day over my shoulder. Armistice Day I will keep. I don't want to throw away any sacred things. What else is sacred? Oh, Romeo and Juliet, for instance. And all music is. -PHILBOYD STUDGE 1 This is a tale of a meeting of two lonesome, skinny, fairly old white men on a planet which was dying fas
t. One of them was a science-fiction writer named Kilgore Trout. He was a nobody at the time, and he supposed his life was over. He was mistaken. As a consequence of the meeting, he became one of the most beloved and respected human beings in history. The man he met was an automobile dealer, a Po
ntiac dealer named Dwayne Hoover. Dwayne Hoover was on the brink of going insane. *** Listen: Trout and Hoover were citizens of the United States of America, a country which was called America for short. This was their national anthem, which was pure balderdash, like so much they were expected to ta
ke seriously: O, say can you see by the dawn's early light What so proudly we hailed at the twilight's last gleaming, Whose broad stripes and bright stars, thru the perilous fight O'er the ramparts we watched w ere so gallantly streaming? And the rockets' red glare, the bombs bursting in air, Gave proof throu
gh the night that our flag was still there. O, say does that star-spangled banner yet wave O'er the land of the free and the home of the brave? There were one quadrillion nations in the Universe, but the nation Dwayne Hoover and Kilgore Trout belonged to was the only one with a national anthem which was 
gibberish sprinkled with question marks. Here is what their flag looked like: It was the law of their nation, a law no other nation on the planet had about its flag, which said this: "The flag shall not be dipped t o any person or thing." Flag-dipping was a form of friendly and respectful salute, which consisted 
of bringing the flag on a stick closer to the ground, then raising it up again. *** The motto of Dwayne Hoover's and Kilgore Trout's nation was this, which meant in a language nobody spoke anymore, Out of  Many, One: "E pluribus unum." The undippable flag was a beauty, and the anthem and the vacant 
motto might not have mattered much, if it weren't for this: a lot of citizens were so ignored and cheated and insulted that they thought they might be in the wrong country, or even on the wrong planet, that  some terrible mistake had been made. It might have comforted them some if their anthem and their 
motto had mentioned fairness or brotherhood or hope or happiness, had somehow welcomed them to the society and its real estate. If they studied their paper money for clues as to what their country wa s all about, they found, among a lot of other baroque trash, a picture of a truncated pyramid with a ra
diant eye on top of it, like this: Not even the President of the United States knew what that was all about. It was as though the country were saying to its citizens, "In nonsense is strength." *** A lot of the nonsense was the innocent result of playfulness on the part of the founding fathers of the nation of D
wayne Hoover and Kilgore Trout. The founders were aristocrats, and they wished to show off their useless education, which consisted of the study of hocus-pocus from ancient times. They were bum p oets as well. But some of the nonsense was evil, since it concealed great crimes. For example, teacher
s of children in the United States of America wrote this date on blackboards again and again, and asked the children to memorize it with pride and joy: The teachers told the children that this was when  their continent was discovered by human beings. Actually, millions of human beings were already livin
g full and imaginative lives on the continent in 1492. That was simply the year in which sea pirates began to cheat and rob and kill them. Here was another piece of evil nonsense which children were t aught: that the sea pirates eventually created a government which became a beacon of freedom to huma
n beings everywhere else. There were pictures and statues of this supposed imaginary beacon for children to see. It was sort of an ice-cream cone on fire. It looked like this: Actually, the sea pirates who had the most to do with the creation of the new government owned human slaves. They used human
 beings for machinery, and, even after slavery was eliminated, because it was so embarrassing, they and their descendants continued to think of ordinary human beings as machines. *** The sea pira tes were white. The people who were already on the continent when the pirates arrived were copper-color
ed. When slavery was introduced onto the continent, the slaves were black. Color was everything. *** Here is how the pirates were able to take whatever they wanted from anybody else: they had the  best boats in the world, and they were meaner than anybody else, and they had gunpowder, which was a 
mixture of potassium nitrate, charcoal, and sulphur. They touched this seemingly listless powder with fire, and it turned violently into gas. This gas blew projectiles out of metal tubes at terrific velo cities. The projectiles cut through meat and bone very easily; so the pirates could wreck the wiring or the be
llows or the plumbing of a stubborn human being, even when he was far, far away. The chief weapon of the sea pirates, however, was their capacity to astonish. Nobody else could believe, until it was much too late, how heartless and greedy they were. *** When Dwayne Hoover and Kilgore Trout met eac
h other, their country was by far the richest and most powerful country on the planet. It had most of the food and minerals and machinery, and it disciplined other countries by threatening to shoo t big rockets at them or to drop things on them from airplanes. Most other countries didn't have doodley-squa
t. Many of them weren't even inhabitable anymore. They had too many people and not enough space. They had sold everything that was any good, and there wasn't anything to eat anymore, and still the people went on fucking all the time. Fucking was how babies were made. *** A lot of the people on the 
wrecked planet were Communists. They had a theory that what was left of the planet should be shared more or less equally among all the people, who hadn't asked to come to a wrecked planet in the first place. Meanwhile, more babies were arriving all the time-kicking and screaming, yelling for milk. In s
ome places people would actually try to eat mud or such on gravel while babies were being born just a few feet away. And so on. *** Dwayne Hoover's and Kilgore Trout's country, where there was still plenty of everything, was opposed to Communism. It didn't think that Earthlings who had a lot should s
hare it with others unless they really wanted to, and most of them didn't want to. So they didn't have to. *** Everybody in America was supposed to grab whatever he could and hold on to it. So me Americans were very good at grabbing and holding, were fabulously well-to-do. Others couldn't get their han
ds on doodley-squat. Dwayne Hoover was fabulously well-to-do when he met Kilgore Trout. A man whispered those exact words to a friend one morning as Dwayne walked by: "Fabulously w ell-to-do." And here's how much of the planet Kilgore Trout owned in those days: doodley-squat. And Kilgore Tro
ut and Dwayne Hoover met in Midland City, which was Dwayne's home town, during an Arts Festival there in autumn of 1972. As has already been said: Dwayne was a Pontiac dealer who wa s going insane. Dwayne's incipient insanity was mainly a matter of chemicals, of course. Dwayne Hoover's body w
as manufacturing certain chemicals which unbalanced his mind. But Dwayne, like all novice lunatics, needed some bad ideas, too, so that his craziness could have shape and direction. Bad chemicals and bad ideas were the Yin and Yang of madness. Yin 
and Yang were Chinese symbols of harmony. They looked l ike this: The bad ideas were delivered to Dwayne by Kilgor
e Trout. Trout considered himself not only harmless but inv isible. The world had paid so little attention to him that he s
upposed he was dead. He hoped he was dead. But he learne d from his enco unter with Dway ne that he was alive enough to give a fellow human being id
eas which would turn him into a monster. Here was the core o f the bad ideas which Trout gave to Dwayne: Everybody on Earth was a robot, with one exception-Dwayne Hoover.  Of all the creatures in the Universe, only Dwayn e was thinking and feeling and worrying and planning and so
 on. Nobody else knew what pain was. Nobody else had any ch oices to make. Everybody else was a fully automatic machine, whose purpose was to stimulate Dwayne. Dwayne w as a new type of creature being tested by the Cre ator of the Universe. Only Dwayne Hoover had free will. *** Tro
ut did not expect to be believed. He put the bad ideas into a scie nce-fiction novel, and that was where Dwayne found them. The book wasn't addressed to Dwayne alone. Trout ha d never heard of Dwayne when he wrote it. It was addressed to anybody who happened to open it up. It said to si
mply anybody, in effect, "Hey-guess what: You're the only creatu re with free will. How does that make you feel?" And so on. It was a tour de force. It was a jeu d'esprit. But it was mind poison to Dwayne. *** It shook up Trou t to realize that even he could bring evil into the world-in the for
m of bad ideas. And, after Dwayne was carted off to a lunatic asylu m in a canvas camisole, Trout became a fanatic on the importance of ideas as causes and cures f or diseases. But nobody would listen to  him. He was a dirty old man in the wilderness, crying out among t
he trees and underbrush, "Ideas or the lack of them can cause dise ase!" *** Kilgore Trout became a pioneer in the field of mental health. He advanced his theor ies disguised as science-fiction. He died in 1981, almost twenty years after he made Dwayne Hoover 
so sick. He was by then recognized as a great artist and scientist. Th e American Academy of Arts and Sciences caused a monument to be erected over his a shes. Carved in its face was a quotation from his last novel, his two-hundred-and-ninth novel, whi
ch was unfinished when he died. The monument looked like this: 2 Dw ayne was a widower. He lived alone at night in a dream house in Fairchild Heights, w hich was the most desira ble residential area in the city. Every house there cost at least one hun
dred thousand dollars to build. Every house was on at least four acres o f land. Dwayne's only companion at night was a Labrador retriever named Sparky . Sparky could not w ag his tail-because of an automobile accident many years ago, so he ha
d no way of telling other dogs how friendly he was. He had to fight all the  time. His ears were in tatters. He was lumpy with scars. *** Dwayne had a bla ck servant named  Lottie Davis. She cleaned his house every day. Then she cooked his sup
per for him and served it. Then she went home. She was descended from s laves. Lottie Davis and Dwayne didn't talk much, even though they liked ea ch other a lot. Dwayne reserved most of his conversation for the dog. He would get down
 on the floor and roll around with Sparky, and he would say things like, "You  and me, Spark," and "How's my old buddy?" and so on. And that routin e went on unr evised, eve n after Dwayne started to go crazy, so Lottie had nothing unusual to notice. 
*** Kilgore Trout owned a parakeet named Bill. Like Dwayne Hoover, Trout wa s all alone at night, except for his pet. Trout, too, talked to his pet. But w hile Dwayne babble d to his L abrador retriever about love, Trout sneered and muttered to his parakeet abo
ut the end of the world. "Any time now," he would say. "And high time, too." It was Trout's theory that the atmosphere would become unbreathable soon. Trout suppose d th at when  the atmosphere became poisonous, Bill would keel over a few minutes before
 Trout did. He would kid Bill about that. "How's the old respiration, Bill?" he'd sa y, or, "Seems like you've got a touch of the old emphysema, Bill," or, "We never discuss ed wh at kin d of a funeral you want, Bill. You never even told me what your religion is." And 
so on. He told Bill that humanity deserved to die horribly, since it had behaved so  cruelly and wastefully on a planet so sweet. "We're all Heliogabalus, Bill," he would s ay. This was  the name of a Roman emperor who had a sculptor make a hollow, life-size iron b
ull with a door on it. The door could be locked from the outside. The bull's mouth w as open. That was the only other opening to the outside. H eliogabalus would h ave a hum an being put into the bull through the door, and the door would be locked. Any sound
s the human being made in there would come out of the mouth of the bull. Heliogaba lus would have guests in for a nice party, with plenty of f ood and wine an d beautiful w om en and pretty boys-and Heliogabalus would have a servant light kindling. The kindli
ng was under dry firewood-which was under the bull. *** Trout did another thing whic h some people might have considered eccentric: he c alled m irrors leaks. It am used him to pretend that mirrors were holes between two universes. If he saw a child 
near a mirror, he might wag his finger at a child warningly, and say with great solemnit y, "Don't get too near that leak. You wouldn't want to win d up in the other  un iverse, would you?" Sometimes somebody would say in his presence, "Excuse me, I h
ave to take a leak." This was a way of saying that the speaker intended to drain liquid wa stes from his body through a valve in his lower ab do men. And Trout wou ld reply waggishly, "Where I come from, that means you're about to steal a mirror." And
 so on. By the time of Trout's death, of course, everybody called mirrors leaks. That was h ow respectable even his jokes had become. *** In  19 72, Trout lived  in a basement apartment in Cohoes, New York. He made his living as an installer of aluminu
m combination storm windows and screens. He had nothing to do with the sales end of the  business-because he had no charm. Charm was a sc hem e f or making str ang ers like and trust a person immediately, no matter what the charmer had in mind. *** Dwayn
e Hoover had oodles of charm. *** I can have oodles of charm when I want to. *** A lot of peo ple have oodles of charm. *** Trout's employer and co-worke rs had no idea t hat he was a writer. No reputable publisher had ever heard of him, for that matter, even though h
e had written one hundred and seventeen novels and two thousand short stories by the time h e met Dwayne. He made c arbon copies of nothing he wrote . He mailed of f m anuscripts without enclosing stamped, self-addressed envelopes for their safe return. Someti
mes he didn't even include a return address. He got names and addresses of publishers from m agazines devoted to  the writing business, wh ich he read avidly in th e p eriodical rooms of public libraries. He thus got in touch with a firm called World Classics Libra
ry, which published hard-core pornography in Los Angeles, California. They used his stories, wh ich usually didn 't even have women  in them, to give bulk to  bo oks and magazines of salacious pictures. They never told him where or when he might expect to
 find himself in print. Here is what they paid him: doodley-squat. *** They didn't even send him co mplimentary copies of the b ooks and magazines in  wh ich he appeared, so he had to search them out in pornography stores. And the titles he gave to hi
s stories were often changed. "Pan Galactic Straw-boss," for instance, became "Mouth Crazy." Mos t distractin g to Trout , however, were the ill ustr ations his publishers selected, which had nothing to do with his tales. He wrote a novel, for instanc
e, about an Earthling named Delmore Skag, a bachelor in a neighborhood where everybody else had  enormo us fa milies. And Skag was  a s cientist, and he found a way to reproduce himself in chicken soup. He would shave living cells from 
the palm of his right hand, mix them with the soup, and expose the soup to cosmic rays. The cells tur ned int o babies which  loo ked exactly like Delmore Skag. Pretty soon, Delmore was having several babies a day, and inviting his
 neighbors to share his pride and happiness. He had mass baptisms of as many as a hundred babies at  a tim e. H e became famous as a family man. And so on. *** Skag hoped to force his country into making laws ag
ainst excessively large families, but the legislatures and the courts declined to meet the problem head-o n. Th ey p assed stern laws instead against the possession by unmarried persons of chicken soup. And so on. The
 illustrations for this book were murky photographs of several white women giving blow jobs to the same blac k m an, who, for some reason, wore a Mexican sombrero. At the time he met Dwayne Hoover, Trout's most wid
ely-distributed book was Plague on Wheels. The publisher didn't change the title, but he obliterated most o f it and  all of Trout's name with a lurid banner which made this promise: A wide-open beaver was a photograph of 
a woman not wearing underpants, and with her legs far apart, so that the mouth of her vagina could be seen.  Th e ex pression was first used by news photographers, who often got to see up women's skirts at accidents and sp
orting events and from underneath fire escapes and so on. They needed a code word to yell to other newsmen  an d fri endly policemen and firemen and so on, to let them know what could be seen, in case they wanted to see it. T
he word was this: "Beaver!" A beaver was actually a large rodent. It loved water, so it built dams. It looked like t his:  Th e sort of beaver which excited news photographers so much looked like this: This was where babies came fro
m. *** When Dwayne was a boy, when Kilgore Trout was a boy, when I was a boy, and even when we became mid dle- age d men and older, it was the duty of the police and the courts to keep representations of such ordinary apertures f
rom being examined and discussed by persons not engaged in the practice of medicine. It was somehow decided that  wid e-open beavers, which were ten thousand times as common as real beavers, should be the most massively defen
ded secret under law. So there was a madness about wide-open beavers. There was also a madness about a soft, w eak met al, an element, which had somehow been declared the most desirable of all elements, which was gold. *** And the 
madness about wide-open beavers was extended to underpants when Dwayne and Trout and I were boys. Girls conc eale d th eir underpants at all costs, and boys tried to see their underpants at all costs. Female underpants looked like this: O
ne of the first things Dwayne learned in school as a little boy, in fact, was a poem he was supposed to scream in case he s aw a girl's underpants by accident in the playground. Other students taught it to him. This was it: I see England, I see Fra
nce; I see a little girl's Underpants! When Kilgore Trout accepted the Nobel Prize for Medicine in 1979, he declared: "So me p eop le say there is no such thing as progress. The fact that human beings are now the only animals left on Earth, I confess, 
seems a confusing sort of victory. Those of you familiar with the nature of my earlier published works will understand wh y I m ourn ed especially when the last beaver died. "There were two monsters sharing this planet with us when I was a boy, howeve
r, and I celebrate their extinction today. They were determined to kill us, or at least to make our lives meaningless. They ca me cl ose t o success. They were cruel adversaries, which my little friends the beavers were not. Lions? No. Tigers? No. Lions and tig
ers snoozed most of the time. The monsters I will name never snoozed. They inhabited our heads. They were the arbitrary lu sts fo r gold , and, God help us, for a glimpse of a little girl's underpants. "I thank those lusts for being so ridiculous, for they taught us t
hat it was possible for a human being to believe anything, and to behave passionately in keeping with that belief-any belief. " So no w we c an build an unselfish society by devoting to unselfishness the frenzy we once devoted to gold and to underpants." He pause
d, and then he recited with wry mournfulness the beginning of a poem he had learned to scream in Bermuda, when he was a li ttle bo y. The p oem was all the more poignant, since it mentioned two nations which no longer existed as such. "I see England," he said, "I se
e France-" *** Actually, women's underpants had been drastically devalued by the time of the historic meeting between Dwayne Hoover and Trout . The price of gold was still on the rise. Photographs of women's underpants weren't worth the paper they were printed on, and e
ven high quality color motion pictures of wide-open beavers were going begging in the marketplace. There had been a time when  a copy of Trout's most popula r book to date, Plague on Wheels, had brought as much as twelve dollars, because of the illustrations. It was now being offered fo
r a dollar, and people who paid even that much did so not because of the pictures. They paid for the words. *** The words in the bo ok, incidentally, were abo ut life on a dying planet named Lingo- Three, whose inhabitants resembled American automobiles. They had wheels. They were po
wered by internal combustion engines. They ate fossil fuels. They weren't manufactured, though. They reproduced. They laid eggs c ontaining baby aut omobiles, and the babies matured in pools of oil drained from adult crankcases. Lingo-Three was visited by space travelers, who lea
rned that the creatures were becoming extinct for this reason: they had destroyed their planet's resources, including its atmosphere. The space travelers weren't able to offer much in the way of material assistance. The automobile creatures hoped to borrow some oxy
gen, and to have the visitors carry at least one of their eggs to another planet, where it might hatch, where an automobile civilization c ould begin again. But the smallest egg they had was a forty-eight pounder, and the space travelers themselves were only an inch high, 
and their space ship wasn't even as big as an Earthling shoebox. They were from Zeltoldimar. The spokesman for the Zeltoldimarians w as Kago. Kago said that all he could do was to tell others in the Universe about how wonderful the automobile creatures had been. Here 
is what he said to all those rusting junkers who were out of gas: "You will be gone, but not forgotten." The illustration for the story at this  point showed two Chinese girls, seemingly identical twins, seated on a couch with their legs wide open. *** So Kago and his brave little 
Zeltoldimarian crew, which was all homosexual, roamed the Universe, keeping the memory of the automobile creatures alive. They came at  last to the planet Earth. In all innocence, Kago told the Earthlings about the automobiles. Kago did not know that human beings could be
 as easily felled by a single idea as by cholera or the bubonic plague. There was no immunity to cuckoo ideas on Earth. *** And here, accord ing to Trout, was the reason human beings could not reject ideas because they were bad: "Ideas on Earth were badges of friendship or en
mity. Their content did not matter. Friends agreed with friends, in order to express friendliness. Enemies disagreed with enemies, in order to  express enmity. "The ideas Earthlings held didn't matter for hundreds of thousands of years, since they couldn't do much about them any
way. Ideas might as well be badges as anything. "They even had a saying about the futility of ideas: 'If wishes were horses, beggars would rid e.' "And then Earthlings discovered tools. Suddenly agreeing with friends could be a form of suicide or worse. But agreements went on, not
 for the sake of common sense or decency or self-preservation, but for friendliness. "Earthlings went on being friendly, when they should hav e been th inking instead. And even when they built computers to do some thinking for them, they designed them not so much for wisdom as for frien
dliness. So they were doomed. Homicidal beggars could ride." 3 Within a century of little Kago's arrival on Earth, according to Trout's novel, e very form  of life on that once peaceful and moist and nourishing blue-green ball was dying or dead. Everywhere were the shells of the great beetles w
hich men had made and worshipped. They were automobiles. They had killed everything. Little Kago himself died long before the planet did. H e was atte mpting to lecture on the evils of the automobile in a bar in Detroit. But he was so tiny that nobody paid any attention to him. He lay down to re
st for a moment, and a drunk automobile worker mistook him for a kitchen match. He killed Kago by trying to strike him repeatedly on the unde rside of th e bar. *** Trout received only one fan letter before 1972. It was from an eccentric millionaire, who hired a private detective agency to discover 
who and where he was. Trout was so invisible that the search cost eighteen thousand dollars. The fan letter reached him in his basement in Co hoes. It wa s hand-written, and Trout concluded that the writer might be fourteen years old or so. The letter said that Plague on Wheels was the greatest 
novel in the English language, and that Trout should be President of the United States. Trout read the letter out loud to his parakeet. "Things ar e looking up, Bill," he said. "Always knew they would. Get a load of this." And then he read the letter. There was no indication in the letter that the writer
, whose name was Eliot Rosewater, was a grownup, was fabulously well-to-do. *** Kilgore Trout, incidentally, could never be President of the Un ited States  without a Constitutional amendment. He hadn't been born inside the country. His birthplace was Bermuda. His father, Leo Trout, while remain
ing an American citizen, worked there for many years for the Royal Ornithological Society-guarding the only nesting place in the world for Berm uda Erns. These great green sea eagles eventually became extinct, despite anything anyone could do. *** As a child, Trout had seen those Erns die, one 
by one. His father had assigned him the melancholy task of measuring wingspreads of the corpses. These were the largest creatures ever to fly under their  own power on the planet. And the last corpse had the greatest wingspread of all, which was nineteen feet, two and three-quarters inches. Afte
r all the Erns were dead, it was discovered what had killed them. It was a fungus, which attacked their eyes and brains. Men had brought the fun gus to thei r rookery in the innocent form of athlete's foot. Here is what the flag of Kilgore Trout's native island looked like: So Kilgore Trout had a depres
sing childhood, despite all of the sunshine and fresh air. The pessimism that overwhelmed him in later life, which destroyed his three marriages , which dro ve his only son, Leo, from home at the age of fourteen, very likely had its roots in the bittersweet mulch of rotting Erns. *** The fan letter came 
much too late. It wasn't good news. It was perceived as an invasion of privacy by Kilgore Trout. The letter from Rosewater promised that he wou ld make Tr out famous. This is what Trout had to say about that, with only his parakeet listening: "Keep the hell out of my body bag." A body bag was a lar
ge plastic envelope for a freshly killed American soldier. It was a new invention. *** I do not know who invented the body bag. I do know who inv ented Kilgo re Trout. I did. I made him snaggle-toothed. I gave him hair, but I turned it white. I wouldn't let him comb it or go to a barber. I made him grow it 
long and tangled. I gave him the same legs the Creator of the Universe gave to my father when my father was a pitiful old man. They were pale w hite broom sticks. They were hairless. They were embossed fantastically with varicose veins. And, two months after Trout received his first fan letter, I had
 him find in his mailbox an invitation to be a speaker at an arts festival in the American Middle West. *** The letter was from the Festival's chairm an, Fred T. Barry. He was respectful, almost reverent about Kilgore Trout. He beseeched him to be one of several distinguished out- of-town participants in
 the Festival, which would last for five days. It would celebrate the opening of the Mildred Barry Memorial Center for the Arts in Midland City. Th e letter did not say so, but Mildred Barry was the late mother of the Chairman, the wealthiest man in Midland City. Fred T. Barry had paid for the new Cente
r of the Arts, which was a translucent sphere on stilts. It had no windows. When illuminated inside at night, it resembled a rising harvest moon. Fred T. Bar ry, incidentally, was exactly the same age as Trout. They had the same birthday. But they certainly didn't look anything alike. Fred T. Barry did
n't even look like a white man anymore, even though he was of pure English stock. As he grew older and older and happier and happier, and all his hair fell  out everywhere, he came to look like an ecstatic old Chinaman. He looked so much like a Chinaman that he had taken to dressing like a China
man. Real Chinamen often mistook him for a real Chinaman. *** Fred T. Barry confessed in his letter that he had not read the works of Kilgore Tr out, but tha t he would joyfully do so before the Festival began. "You come highly recommended by Eliot Rosewater," he said, "who assures me that you ar
e perhaps the greatest living American novelist. There can be no higher praise than that." Clipped to the letter was a check for one thousand do llars. Fred T. Barry explained that this was for travel expenses and an honorarium. It was a lot of money. Trout was suddenly fabulously well-to-do. *** Her
e is how Trout happened to be invited: Fred T. Barry wanted to have a fabulously valuable oil painting as a focal point for the Midland City Festi val of the A rts. As rich as he was, he couldn't afford to buy one, so he looked for one to borrow. The first person he went to was Eliot Rosewater, who own
ed an El Greco worth three million dollars or more. Rosewater said the Festival could have the picture on one condition: that it hire as a speaker  the greate st living writer in the English language, who was Kilgore Trout. Trout laughed at the flattering invitation, but he felt fear after that. Once again, a
 stranger was tampering with the privacy of his body bag. He put this question to his parakeet haggardly, and he rolled his eyes: "Why all this s udden inte rest in Kilgore Trout?" He read the letter again. "They not only want Kilgore Trout," he said, "they want him in a tuxedo, Bill. Some mistake has 
been made." He shrugged. "Maybe they invited me because they know I have a tuxedo," he said. He really did own a tuxedo. It was in a steamer  trunk whi ch he had lugged from place to place for more than forty years. It contained toys from childhood, the bones of a Bermuda Ern, and many other 
curiosities-including the tuxedo he had worn to a senior dance just prior to his graduation from Thomas Jefferson High School in Dayton, Ohio,  in 1924. T rout was born in Bermuda, and attended grammar school there. But then his family moved to Dayton. His high school was named after a slave 
owner who was also one of the world's greatest theoreticians on the subject of human liberty. *** Trout got his tuxedo out of the trunk and he pu t it on. It w as a lot like a tuxedo I'd seen my father put on when he was an old, old man. It had a greenish patina of mold. Some of the growths it supported
 resembled patches of fine rabbit fur. "This will do nicely for the evenings," said Trout. "But tell me, Bill-what does one wear in Midland City in O ctober befo re the sun goes down?" He hauled up his pants legs so that his grotesquely ornamental shins were exposed. "Bermuda shorts and bobby soc
ks, eh, Bill? After all-I am from Bermuda." He dabbed at his tuxedo with a damp rag, and the fungi came away easily. "Hate to do this, Bill," he s aid of the f ungi he was murdering. "Fungi have as much right to life as I do. They know what they want, Bill. Damned if I do anymore." Then he thought ab
out what Bill himself might want. It was easy to guess. "Bill," he said, "I like you so much, and I am such a big shot in the Universe, that I will ma ke your thr ee biggest wishes come true." He opened the door of the cage, something Bill couldn't have done in a thousand years. Bill flew over to a windo
wsill. He put his little shoulder against the glass. There was just one layer of glass between Bill and the great out-of-doors. Although Trout was in the stor m window business, he had no storm windows on his own abode. "Your second wish is about to come true," said Trout, and he again did some
thing which Bill could never have done. He opened the window. But the opening of the window was such an alarming business to the parakeet t hat he flew  back to his cage and hopped inside. Trout closed the door of the cage and latched it. "That's the most intelligent use of three wishes I ever he
ard of," he told the bird. "You made sure you'd still have something worth wishing for-to get out of the cage." *** Trout made the connection bet ween his lo ne fan letter and the invitation, but he couldn't believe that Eliot Rosewater was a grownup. Rosewater's handwriting looked like this: "Bill," sai
d Trout tentatively, "some teen-ager named Rosewater got me this job. His parents must be friends of the Chairman of the Arts Festival, and the y don't kno w anything about books out that way. So when he said I was good, they believed him." Trout shook his head. "I'm not going, Bill. I don't want o
ut of my cage. I'm too smart for that. Even if I did want out, though, I wouldn't go to Midland City to make a laughing stock of myself-and my onl y fan." *** He left it at that. But he reread the invitation from time to time, got to know it by heart. And then one of the subtler messages on the paper got t
hrough to him. It was in the letterhead, which displayed two masks intended to represent comedy and tragedy: One mask looked like this: The o ther one lo oked like this: "They don't want anything but smilers out there," Trout said to his parakeet. "Unhappy failures need not apply." But his mind w
ouldn't leave it alone at that. He got an idea which he found very tangy: "But maybe an unhappy failure is exactly what they need to see." He bec ame energ etic after that. "Bill, Bill-" he said, "listen, I'm leaving the cage, but I'm coming back. I'm going out there to show them what nobody has ever se
en at an arts festival before: a representative of all the thousands of artists who devoted their entire lives to a search for truth and beauty-and di dn't find d oodley-squat!" *** Trout accepted the invitation after all. Two days before the Festival was to begin, he delivered Bill into the care of his landla
dy upstairs, and he hitchhiked to New York City -with five hundred dollars pinned to the inside of his underpants. The rest of the money he had put in a ba nk. He went to New York first-because he hoped to find some of his books in pornography stores there. He had no copies at home. He despise
d them, but now he wanted to read out loud from them in Midland City-as a demonstration of a tragedy which was ludicrous as well. He planned  to tell the  people out there what he hoped to have in the way of a tombstone. This was it: 4 Dwayne was meanwhile getting crazier all the time. He saw e
leven moons in the sky over the new Mildred Barry Memorial Center for the Arts one night. The next morning, he saw a huge duck directing traff ic at the in tersection of Arsenal Avenue and Old County Road. He didn't tell anybody what he saw. He maintained secrecy. And the bad chemicals in his 
head were fed up with secrecy. They were no longer content with making him feel and see queer things. They wanted him to do queer things, al so, and m ake a lot of noise. They wanted Dwayne Hoover to be proud of his disease. *** People said later that they were furious with themselves for not 
noticing the danger signals in Dwayne's behavior, for ignoring his obvious cries for help. After Dwayne ran amok, the local paper ran a deeply s ympatheti c editorial about it, begging people to watch each other for danger signals. Here was its title: A CRY FOR HELP But Dwayne wasn't all that wei
rd before he met Kilgore Trout. His behavior in public kept him well within the limits of acceptable acts and beliefs and conversations in Midland  City. The  person closest to him, Francine Pefko, his white secretary and mistress, said that Dwayne seemed to be getting happier and happier all the ti
me during the month before Dwayne went public as a maniac. "I kept thinking," she told a newspaper reporter from her hospital bed, "'He is fina lly getting  over his wife's suicide.'" *** Francine worked at Dwayne's principal place of business, which was Dwayne Hoover's Exit Eleven Pontiac Villag
e, just off the Interstate, next door to the new Holiday Inn. Here is what made Francine think he was becoming happier: Dwayne began to sing so ngs which  had been popular in his youth, such as "The Old Lamp Lighter," and "Tippy-Tippy-Tin," and "Hold Tight," and "Blue Moon," and so on. Dwayn
e had never sung before. Now he did it loudly as he sat at his desk, when he took a customer for a ride in a demonstrator, when he watched a m echanic s ervice a car. One day he sang loudly as he crossed the lobby of the new Holiday Inn, smiling and gesturing at people as though he had been h
ired to sing for their pleasure. But nobody thought that was necessarily a hint of derangement, either-especially since Dwayne owned a piece of the Inn. A  black bus boy and a black waiter discussed this singing. "Listen at him sing," said the bus boy. "If I owned what he owns, I'd sing, too," the w
aiter replied. *** The only person who said out loud that Dwayne was going crazy was Dwayne's white sales manager at the Pontiac agency, who  was Harr y LeSabre. A full week before Dwayne went off his rocker, Harry said to Francine Pefko, "Something has come over Dwayne. He used to be so 
charming. I don't find him so charming anymore." Harry knew Dwayne better than did any other man. He had been with Dwayne for twenty years . He came  to work for him when the agency was right on the edge of the Nigger part of town. A Nigger was a human being who was black. "I know him t
he way a combat soldier knows his buddy," said Harry. "We used to put our lives on the line every day, when the agency was down on Jefferson  Street. W e got held up on the average of fourteen times a year. And I tell you that the Dwayne of today is a Dwayne I never saw before." *** It was true a
bout the holdups. That was how Dwayne bought a Pontiac agency so cheaply. White people were the only people with money enough to buy ne w automo biles, except for a few black criminals, who always wanted Cadillacs. And white people were scared to go anywhere on Jefferson Street anymo
re. *** Here is where Dwayne got the money to buy the agency: He borrowed it from the Midland County National Bank. For collateral, he put up s tock he o wned in a company which was then called The Midland City Ordnance Company. It later became Barrytron, Limited. When Dwayne first got the
 stock, in the depths of the Great Depression, the company was called The Robo-Magic Corporation of America. The name of the company kept changing  through the years because the nature of its business changed so much. But its management hung on to the company's original motto-for old 
time's sake. The motto was this: GOODBYE, BLUE MONDAY. *** Listen: Harry LeSabre said to Francine, "When a man has been in combat with a nothe r man, he gets so he can sense the slightest change in his buddy's personality, and Dwayne has changed. You ask Vernon Garr." Vernon Garr 
was a white mechanic who was the only other employee who had been with Dwayne before Dwayne moved the agency out to the Interstate. As  it happened, Vernon was having trouble at home. His wife, Mary, was a schizophrenic, so Vernon hadn't noticed whether Dwayne had change
d or not. Vernon's wife believed that Vernon was trying to turn her brains into plutonium. *** Harry LeSabre was entitled to talk about combat. He had been in actual combat in a war. Dwayne hadn't been in combat. He was a civilian employee of the United States Army Air Corps durin
g the Second World War, though. One time he got to paint a message on a five-hundred-pound bomb which was going to be dropped on Ha mburg, Germany. This was it: "Harry," said Francine, "everybody is entitled to a few bad days. Dwayne has fewer than anybody I know, so 
when he does have one like today, some people are hurt and surprised. They shouldn't be. He's human like anybody else." "But why shoul d he single out me?" Harry wanted to know. He was right: Dwayne had singled him out for astonishing insults and abuse that day. Everyb
ody else still found Dwayne nothing but charming. Later on, of course, Dwayne would assault all sorts of people, even three strangers fro m Erie, Pennsyl vania, who had never been to Midland City before. But Harry was an isolated victim now. *** "Why me?" said Harry. This was a common q
uestion in Midland City. People were always asking that as they were loaded into ambulances after accidents of various kinds, or arrest ed for disorderly conduct, or burglarized, or socked in the nose and so on: "Why me?" "Probably because he felt that you were man eno
ugh and friend enough to put up with him on one of his few bad days," said Francine. "How would you like it if he insulted your clothes?" said Harry. This is what Dwayne had done to him: insulted his clothes. "I would remember that he was the best empl
oyer in town," said Francine. This was true. Dwayne paid high wages. He had profit-sharing and Christmas bonuses at t he  end of every year. He was the first automobile dealer in his part of the State to offer his employees Blue Cross-Blue S
hield, which was health insurance. He had a retirement plan which was superior to every retirement plan in the  city  with the exception of the one at Barrytron. His office door was always open to any employee who had troubles to d
iscuss, whether they had to do with the automobile business or not. For instance, on the day he insulte d Harry's clothing, he also spent two hours with Vernon Garr, discussing the hallucinations Vernon's wife was ha
ving. "She sees things that aren't there," said Vernon. "She needs rest, Vern," said Dwayne. "Ma ybe I'm  going crazy, too," said Vernon. "Christ, I go home and I talk for hours to my fucking dog." "That
 makes two of us," said Dwayne. *** Here is the scene between Harry and Dwayne which ups et H arry so much: Harry went into Dwayne's office right after Vernon left. He expected no troub
le, because he had never had any serious trouble with Dwayne. "How's my old combat bud dy today? " he said to Dwayne. "As good as can be expected," said Dwayne. "Anything special both
ering you?" "No," said Harry. "Vern's wife thinks Vern is trying to turn her brains into pluton ium," said Dwayne. "What's plu tonium?" said Harry, and so on. They rambled along, and Harry made up a problem for hims
elf just to keep the conversation lively. He said he was sad sometimes that he had no children. "But I'm glad in a way, too," he went on. "I mean, why should I contribute to overpopulation?" 
Dwayne didn't say anything. "Maybe we should have adopted one," said Harry, "but it's too late now. And  the old lady and me-we have a good time just horsing around with ourselves. What do we need a kid f
or?" It was after the mention of adoption that Dwayne blew up. He himself had been adopted-by a couple who had moved t o Midland City from West Virginia in order to make big money as factory workers in the First World War. Dwayne's real mother was a s
pinster school teacher who wrote sentimental poetry and claimed to be descended from Richard the Lion-Hearted, who was a king. His real father was an itinerant typesetter, who seduced his mother by setting her poems in type. He didn't sneak them into a newspaper or anything. It was enough for her that 
they were set in type. She was a defective child-bearing machine. She destroyed herself automatically while giving birth to Dwayne. The printer disappeared. He was a disappearing machine. *** It may be that the subject of adoption caused an unfortunate chemical reaction in Dwayne's head. At any rate, Dw
ayne suddenly snarled this at Harry: "Harry, why don't you get a bunch of cotton waste from Vern Garr, soak it in Blue Sunoco, and burn up your fucking wardrobe? You make me feel like I'm at Watson Brothers. " Watson Brothers was the name of the funeral parlor for white people who were at least moder
ately well-to-do. Blue Sunoco was a brand of gasoline. Harry was startled, and then pain set in. Dwayne had never said anything about his clothes in all the years he'd known him. The clothes were conservative and neat, in Harry's opinion. His shirts were white. His ties were black or navy blue. His suits wer
e gray or dark blue. His shoes and socks were black. "Listen, Harry," said Dwayne, and his expression was mean, "Hawaiian Week is coming up, and I'm absolutely serious: burn your clothes and get new ones, or apply for work at Watson Brothers. Have yourself embalmed while you're at it." *** Harry could
n't do anything but let his mouth hang open. The Hawaiian Week Dwayne had mentioned was a sales promotion scheme which involved making the agency look as much like the Hawaiian Islands as possible. People who bought new or used cars, or had repairs done in excess of five hundred dollars during 
the week would be entered automatically in a lottery. Three lucky people would each win a free, all-expenses-paid trip to Las Vegas and San Francisco and then Hawaii for a party of two. "I don't mind that you have the name of a Buick, Harry, when you're supposed to be selling Pontiacs-" Dwayne went on. 
He was referring to the fact that the Buick division of General Motors put out a model called the LeSabre. "You can't help that." Dwayne now patted the top of his desk softly. This was somehow more menacing than if he had pounded the desk with his fist. "But there are a hell of a lot of things you can chang
e, Harry. There's a long weekend coming up. I expect to see some big changes in you when I come to work on Tuesday morning." The weekend was extra-long because the coming Monday was a national holiday, Veterans' Day. It was in honor of people who had served their country in uniform. *** "When we
 started selling Pontiacs, Harry," said Dwayne, "the car was sensible transportation for school teachers and grandmothers and maiden aunts." This was true. "Perhaps you haven't noticed, Harry, but the Pontiac has now become a glamorous, youthful adventure for people who want a kick out of life! And yo
u dress and act like this was a mortuary! Look at yourself in a mirror, Harry, and ask yourself, 'Who could ever associate a man like this with a Pontiac?'" Harry LeSabre was too choked up to point out to Dwayne that, no matter what he looked like, he was generally acknowledged to be one of the most effect
ive sales managers for Pontiac not only in the State, but in the entire Middle West. Pontiac was the best-selling automobile in the Midland City area, despite the fact that it was not a low-price car. It was a medium-price car. *** Dwayne Hoover told poor Harry LeSabre that the Hawaiian Festival, only a long we
ekend away, was Harry's golden opportunity to loosen up, to have some fun, to encourage other people to have some fun, too. "Harry," said Dwayne. "I have some news for you: modern science has given us a whole lot of wonderful new colors, with strange, exciting names like red!, orange!, green!, and pin
k!, Harry. We're not stuck any more with just black, gray and white! Isn't that good news, Harry? And the State Legislature has just announced that it is no longer a crime to smile during working hours, Harry, and I have the personal promise of the Governor that never again will anybody be sent to the Sexua
l Offenders' Wing of the Adult Correctional Institution for telling a joke!" *** Harry LeSabre might have weathered all this with only minor damage, if only Harry hadn't been a secret transvestite. On weekends he liked to dress up in women's clothing, and not drab clothing, either. Harry and his wife would pull
 down the window blinds, and Harry would turn into a bird of paradise. Nobody but Harry's wife knew his secret. When Dwayne razzed him about the clothes he wore to work, and then mentioned the Sexual Offenders' Wing of the Adult Correctional Institution at Shepherdstown, Harry had to suspect that his
 secret was out. And it wasn't merely a comical secret, either. Harry could be arrested for what he did on weekends. He could be fined up to three thousand dollars and sentenced to as much as five years at hard labor in the Sexual Offenders' Wing of the Adult Correctional Institution at Shepherdstown. *** S
o poor Harry spent a wretched Veterans' Day weekend after that. But Dwayne spent a worse one. Here is what the last night of that weekend was like for Dwayne: his bad chemicals rolled him out of bed. They made him dress as though there were some sort of emergency with which he had to deal. © Vonne
gut. This was in the wee hours. Veterans' Day had ended at the stroke of twelve. Dwayne's bad chemicals made him take a loaded thirty-eight caliber revolver from under his pillow and stick it in his mouth. This was a tool whose only purpose was to make holes in human beings. It looked like this: In Dwayn
e's part of the planet, anybody who wanted one could get one down at his local hardware store. Policemen all had them. So did the criminals. So did the people caught in between. Criminals would point guns at people and say, "Give me all your money," and the people usually would. And policemen would 
point their guns at criminals and say, "Stop" or whatever the situation called for, and the criminals usually would. Sometimes they wouldn't. Sometimes a wife would get so mad at her husband that she would put a hole in him with a gun. Sometimes a husband would get so mad at his wife that he would put 
a hole in her. And so on. In the same week Dwayne Hoover ran amok, a fourteen-year-old Midland City boy put holes in his mother and father because he didn't want to show them the bad report card he had brought home. His lawyer planned to enter a plea of temporary insanity, which meant that at the time
 of the shooting the boy was unable to distinguish the difference between right and wrong. *** Sometimes people would put holes in famous people so they could be at least fairly famous, too. Sometimes people would get on airplanes which were supposed to fly to someplace, and they would offer to put ho
les in the pilot and copilot unless they flew the airplane to someplace else. *** Dwayne held the muzzle of his gun in his mouth for a while. He tasted oil. The gun was loaded and cocked. There were neat little metal packages containing charcoal, potassium nitrate and sulphur only inches from his brains. He 
had only to trip a lever, and the powder would turn to gas. The gas would blow a chunk of lead down a tube and through Dwayne's brains. But Dwayne elected to shoot up one of his tiled bathrooms instead. He put chunks of lead through his toilet and a washbasin and a bathtub enclosure. There was a pictu
re of a flamingo sandblasted on the glass of the bathtub enclosure. It looked like this: Dwayne shot the flamingo. He snarled at his recollection of it afterwards. Here is what he snarled: "Dumb fucking bird." *** Nobody heard the shots. All the houses in the neighborhood were too well insulated for sound ev
er to get in or out. A sound wanting in or out of Dwayne's dreamhouse, for instance, had to go through an inch and a half of plasterboard, a polystyrene vapor barrier, a sheet of aluminum foil, a three-inch airspace, another sheet of aluminum foil, a three-inch blanket of glass wool, another sheet of aluminu
m foil, one inch of insulating board made of pressed sawdust, tarpaper, one inch of wood sheathing, more tarpaper, and then aluminum siding which was hollow. The space in the siding was filled with a miracle insulating material developed for use on rockets to the Moon. *** Dwayne turned on the floodligh
ts around his house, and he played basketball on the blacktop apron outside his five-car garage. Dwayne's dog Sparky hid in the basement when Dwayne shot up the bathroom. But he came out now. Sparky watched Dwayne play basketball. "You and me, Sparky," said Dwayne. And so on. He sure loved tha
t dog. Nobody saw him playing basketball. He was screened from his neighbors by trees and shrubs and a high cedar fence. *** He put the basketball away, and he climbed into a black Plymouth Fury he had taken in trade the day before. The Plymouth was a Chrysler product, and Dwayne himself sold Gene
ral Motors products. He had decided to drive the Plymouth for a day or two in order to keep abreast of the competition. As he backed out of his driveway, he thought it important to explain to his neighbors why he was in a Plymouth Fury, so he yelled out the window: "Keeping abreast of the competition!" H
e blew his horn. *** Dwayne zoomed down Old County Road and onto the Interstate, which he had all to himself. He swerved into Exit Ten at a high rate of speed, slammed into a guardrail, spun around and around. He came out onto Union Avenue going backwards, jumped a curb, and came to a stop in a va
cant lot. Dwayne owned the lot. Nobody saw or heard anything. Nobody lived in the area. A policeman was supposed to cruise by about once every hour or so, but he was cooping in an alley behind a Western Electric warehouse about two miles away. Cooping was police slang for sleeping on the job. *** D
wayne stayed in his vacant lot for a while. He played the radio. All the Midland City stations were asleep for the night, but Dwayne picked up a country music station in West Virginia, which offered him ten different kinds of flowering shrubs and five fruit trees for six dollars, C.O.D. "Sounds good to me," said
 Dwayne. He meant it. Almost all the messages which were sent and received in his country, even the telepathic ones, had to do with buying or selling some damn thing. They were like lullabies to Dwayne. 5 While Dwayne Hoover listened to West Virginia, Kilgore Trout tried to fall asleep in a movie theater i
n New York City. It was much cheaper than a night in a hotel. Trout had never done it before, but he knew sleeping in movie houses was the sort of thing really dirty old men did. He wished to arrive in Midland City as the dirtiest of all old men. He was supposed to take part in a symposium out there entitled "


