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THE CAR KNOWS.

I don’t know how, but it knows. Somewhere
deep in the navigational DNA of my Lexus GS,
my car knows barbecue.

I love barbecue. It’s not a passive love, not
the effete affection I feel for a perfect creamy
mound of horseradish mashed potatoes. No.
My love of barbecue is another love entirely—a
passionate, violent, plan-an-entire-vacation-
around-it love. I eat barbecue the way other
men play golf: sloppily and obsessively. For me,
there’s simply nothing else in the world of good
eating that comes close to the pungent taste of
a saucy bone larded with smoky meat.

From the brontosaurus-size salt-and-pepper
beef ribs of Austin, Texas, to the tender baby
backs of Ogden, Utah, from South Side Chicago
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smokehouses to Carolina dry-rub shacks, I've
eaten barbecue in nearly 40 states. And while
I celebrate variety, for me there’s simply no
place on earth where the best elements of
regional barbecue blend more beautifully than
in Missouri. Don't get me wrong. I appreciate
the classic simplicity of east Texas—delicate slices
of mesquite-infused meat slapped straight onto
a sheet of butcher paper—and I'm willing to
converse with those who swear by Memphis. I've
had some fine meat there, too. Buit iy money, my
heart, and my rather ample stomach will always
go for the Show Me State’s melting-pot style.
Blessed with nearby stockyards and towering
stands of hickory and oak, Missouri was made
for barbecue. It’s why, when renowned chef
Adam Perry Lang decided to bring high-end
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barbecue to Manhattan’s West Side, one of his
menu’s centerpieces was St. Louis—style sticky
ribs. It’s also why I’'m here.

For the next four days, from behind the
wheel of a flint-colored rocket outfitted with a
barbecue-locating navigation console, I'll jockey
a nimble 290-horsepower, 4.3-liter V8 along the
mighty Missouri River from St. Louis to Kansas
City. I'll stop as often as possible to consume as
much smoked meat as my stomach will allow.
I'm off, in other words, on the barbecue road
trip of a lifetime.

MONDAY!

The navigation console winks on—an elec-
tronic lapdog, eager to help me fetch. Punching
a few spots on the touchscreen, I explain, in
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