
SLAUGHTERHOUSE FIVE BOOK REVIEW

19 March Kurt Vonnegut's story of Billy Pilgrim is 'the oddest and most directly and obliquely heart-searching war book
for years'.

In doing so, his science fiction heritage is clear, but his purposes are very different: he is nearly always talking
about the past, not the future. Take, for instance, Vonnegut's endless repeti I have to admit to being somewhat
baffled by the acclaim Slaughterhouse-5 has received over the years. There is no doubt that the bombings of
Dresden were horrific, and that many, many civilians were killed in a truly terrifying manner. Before it joined
the ranks of the immortals, though, Slaughterhouse-Five had to run the book review gauntlet just like any
other novel. The Tralfamadorians are two feet high, green, and shaped like plumber's friends, with suctions
caps on the ground and little green hands with eyes on their palms at the top of their shafts. Just people sitting
there in their chairs, all dead. They may even add to its success as a work of fiction. Along the way, Vonnegut
tries to come up with a moment or two to justify his reputation as a black satirist. We never see Billy Pilgrim
in any sort of major battle set-piece. But Vonnegut, armed with his schizophrenia, takes an absurd, distorted,
wildly funny framework which is ultimately anaesthetic. It has a fascinating and mostly successful blend of
tragedy and comic relief. This gave rise to the myth that it was of no military or industrial importance. We've
found that while readers like to know what we think of a book they find additional reader reviews a massive
help in deciding if it is the right book for them. Teens and their parents can use Random House's Teacher's
Guide to delve more deeply into the plot. A front line is established between neo-Nazis and the more common
Dresdners who wish to disassociate the city from its troubling past. He gives into the easy determinism of
letting fate take over his life; of letting his mind and body be tossed like a leaf in Vonnegut's winds of past,
present, and future. The time in the prisoner of war camp makes me think of all those darkly humorous
Hollywood film of the fifties and sixties where stereotypes abound of the stiff upper lip Englishman, the
overbearing American, the gullible German and the wintry Russian. Nobody else writes books on these
subjects; they are inaccessible to normal novelistic approaches. So if you have a spare moment, please tell us
your thoughts by writing a reader's review. Just one â€¦ Me. But is also very Vonnegut, which mean you'll
either love it, or push it back in the science-fiction corner. To the latter end, Vonnegut offers the quintessential
everyman, Billy Pilgrim, whose very name evokes the journey each of us makes from one end of our lives to
the other. I am now  And I thought, too, that it would be a masterpiece or at least make me a lot of money,
since the subject was so big. This might be artistically excusable if that point of view were at all complex or
idiosyncratic, but it is, rather, much too obvious and commonplace to need so much baroque substantiation. It
is very tough and very funny; it is sad and delightful; and it works. Now, at last, he's finished the "famous
Dresden book. So he has not even tried to describe the bombing. Slaughterhouse-Five, however, seems to be
nothing else but conclusion. But there is so much more to this book. And for those of us who recognize
ourselves in those accusations, that generosity is a rare gift. Its lessons are so simple that by adulthood most of
us have forgotten or taken them for granted only to be stunned upon being reacquainted with their fundamental
gravity.


