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Praise for Kurt Vonnegut’s

A Man Without a Country

A New York Times, Los Angeles Times,

San Francisco Chronicle, USA Today, BookSense,

Denver Post, Publishers Weekly and Ingram Bestseller

“[A] fine new biography…If you don’t smile for at least a week at the friendly notion of the corner mailbox as a ‘giant blue bullfrog,’ you ought to have your license revoked.”

—Harper’s Magazine

“A Man Without a Country is pure late Twain, darkly funny, never less than enraged at corruption and greed, and overflowing with compassion for the powerless. We’ve never needed [Vonnegut] more.”

—RUSSELL BANKS

“That verve for life amid stunningly depressing news, and that backhanded, refreshingly brutal, but infinitely whimsical way of viewing the world around him, continues to stand out in every odd word Vonnegut puts to paper.”

—The Onion

“Vonnegut, author of more than two dozen books of fiction and nonfiction, is either the world’s most optimistic pessimist or its most pessimistic optimist, and…A Man Without a Country is filled with his usual contradictory mix of joy and sorrow, hope and despair, humor and gravity.”

—The San Diego Union-Tribune

“This book is nothing if not a big shot in the arm of concentrated hope.”

—The Sycamore Review

“Sign us up. The playful, smart,…and prophetic man of letters, Kurt Vonnegut, displays his wry humor, cultural criticism, political satire, and savage commentaries on the insanity of our times in this ribald collection of pieces.”

—Spirituality & Health

“No other American humorist see-saws from gravity to gobbledygook this effectively, in part because for Vonnegut the two are always connected. Life for him is deadly serious, but the best way to deal with fear is to laugh in its face.”

—The Jerusalem Post

“Vonnegut is back! Hop to it. Order the books.”

—BuzzFlash.com

“[A] little gem…A man has a right to be crotchety when he’s reached the age of 82, but if Vonnegut is crotchety, we need more of it.”

—The Virginia Quarterly Review

“Sentence for sentence, Kurt Vonnegut’s rail against the dark night of the world’s soul is as precise and concise a book as you will read this year….You will find much to savour.”

—Winnipeg Free Press
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1

As a kid I was the youngest member of my family, and the youngest child in any family is always a jokemaker, because a joke is the only way he can enter into an adult conversation. My sister was five years older than I was, my brother was nine years older than I was, and my parents were both talkers. So at the dinner table when I was very young, I was boring to all those other people. They did not want to hear about the dumb childish news of my days. They wanted to talk about really important stuff that happened in high school or maybe in college or at work. So the only way I could get into a conversation was to say something funny. I think I must have done it accidentally at first, just accidentally made a pun that stopped the conversation, something of that sort. And then I found out that a joke was a way to break into an adult conversation.

I grew up at a time when comedy in this country was superb—it was the Great Depression. There were large numbers of absolutely top comedians on radio. And without intending to, I really studied them. I would listen to comedy at least an hour a night all through my youth, and I got very interested in what jokes were and how they worked.

When I’m being funny, I try not to offend. I don’t think much of what I’ve done has been in really ghastly taste. I don’t think I have embarrassed many people, or distressed them. The only shocks I use are an occasional obscene word. Some things aren’t funny. I can’t imagine a humorous book or skit about Auschwitz, for instance. And it’s not possible for me to make a joke about the death of John F. Kennedy or Martin Luther King. Otherwise I can’t think of any subject that I would steer away from, that I could do nothing with. Total catastrophes are terribly amusing, as Voltaire demonstrated. You know, the Lisbon earthquake is funny.

I saw the destruction of Dresden. I saw the city before and then came out of an air-raid shelter and saw it afterward, and certainly one response was laughter. God knows, that’s the soul seeking some relief.

Any subject is subject to laughter, and I suppose there was laughter of a very ghastly kind by victims in Auschwitz.

Humor is an almost physiological response to fear. Freud said that humor is a response to frustration—one of several. A dog, he said, when he can’t get out a gate, will scratch and start digging and making meaningless gestures, perhaps growling or whatever, to deal with frustration or surprise or fear.

And a great deal of laughter is induced by fear. I was working on a funny television series years ago. We were trying to put a show together that, as a basic principle, mentioned death in every episode and that this ingredient would make any laughter deeper without the audience’s realizing how we were inducing belly laughs.

There is a superficial sort of laughter. Bob Hope, for example, was not really a humorist. He was a comedian with very thin stuff, never mentioning anything troubling. I used to laugh my head off at Laurel and Hardy. There is terrible tragedy there somehow. These men are too sweet to survive in this world and are in terrible danger all the time. They could be so easily killed.
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Even the simplest jokes are based on tiny twinges of fear, such as the question, “What is the white stuff in bird poop?” The auditor, as though called upon to recite in school, is momentarily afraid of saying something stupid. When the auditor hears the answer, which is, “That’s bird poop, too,” he or she dispels the automatic fear with laughter. He or she has not been tested after all.

“Why do firemen wear red suspenders?” And “Why did they bury George Washington on the side of a hill?” And on and on.

True enough, there are such things as laughless jokes, what Freud called gallows humor. There are real-life situations so hopeless that no relief is imaginable.

While we were being bombed in Dresden, sitting in a cellar with our arms over our heads in case the ceiling fell, one soldier said as though he were a duchess in a mansion on a cold and rainy night, “I wonder what the poor people are doing tonight.” Nobody laughed, but we were still all glad he said it. At least we were still alive! He proved it.



[image: ]
[image: ]






By the same author

Player Piano

The Sirens of Titan

Canary in a Cathouse

Mother Night

Cat’s Cradle

God Bless You, Mr. Rosewater

Welcome to the Monkey House

Slaughterhouse-Five

Happy Birthday, Wanda June

Between Time and Timbuktu

Breakfast of Champions

Wampeters, Foma & Granfallons

Slapstick

Jailbird

Palm Sunday

Deadeye Dick

Galapagos

Bluebeard

Hocus Pocus

Fates Worse than Death

Timequake

Bagombo Snuff Box

Like Shaking Hands With God (with Lee Stringer)

God Bless You, Dr. Kevorkian



OEBPS/images/Vonn_9780525510130_epub3_tp_r1.jpg
A Man Without
a Country

KURT VONNEGUT

Edited by DANIEL SIMON

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA





OEBPS/images/Vonn_9780525510130_epub3_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Vonn_9780525510130_epub3_004_r1.jpg
Of A LION HUNTER

1N THE JUNGLE DARE,

AND A SLEEPING DPRUNKARD
UP N CENTRaL PARK,

AND A CHINESE DENTIST
AUp A BRITISH QUEEN
ALL FIT TOGETHER.

IN THE SAME MACHINE.

NICE, NICE,

Sel VERY DIFFERENT
PEoPLE IN The SAME

PEVICE !
— BoroNoN

gt





OEBPS/images/Vonn_9780525510130_epub3_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Vonn_9780525510130_epub3_006_r1.jpg
T WANTED ALL

THNES To Se£Em To
MAKE Some Sense
SO WE CoyLY AlLL BE
HAPPY YES, /WSTERD
OF TEASE, AND I
MAPE UP LIES So
THEY Al FIT Nicg,
AND I MADe THIS
SA) WORLD A
PARADISE,

|
Nl






OEBPS/images/Vonn_9780525510130_epub3_001_r1.jpg
THere 1s no ReaSon
qoop
CN'T TRIVMPH
OVER EVIL,

IF ONLY ANgELS
WiLL
GET OR¢ANIZED
ALONG THe
LINES
OF THE MAFIA.






OEBPS/images/Vonn_9780525510130_epub3_002_r1.jpg





Vonn_9780525510130_epub3_nav_r1.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Contents


		Illustrations


		1. As a kid I was the youngest


		2. Do you know what a twerp is?


		3. Here is a lesson in creative writing


		4. I’m going to tell you some news


		5. Okay, now let’s have some fun


		6. I have been called a Luddite


		7. I turned eighty-two on November 11


		8. Do you know what a humanist is?


		9. Do unto others


		10. A sappy woman from Ypsilanti


		11. Now then, I have some good news


		12. I used to be the owner and manager of an automobile dealership


		Requiem


		Author’s Note


		Other Titles


		About the Author








		i


		ii


		iii


		iv


		v


		vi


		vii


		viii


		ix


		x


		xi


		xii


		xiii


		xiv


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147








		Cover


		Cover


		Title


		Contents


		Start








OEBPS/images/Vonn_9780525510130_epub3_cvi_r1.jpg
N E SWaaYe @i ROCKESETHTEM ESS BB XSS T SEEIDNEA SR

Kur

e

“[This] may be as close
as Vonnegut ever
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