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This Study Guide consists of approximately 30 pages of chapter summaries, quotes, character analysis, themes, and more - everything you need to sharpen your knowledge of A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again. This Study Guide consists of approximately 30 pages of chapter summaries, quotes, character analysis, themes, and more -
everything you need to sharpen your knowledge of A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again. This section contains 640 words (approx. 2 pages at 400 words per page) "It is billiards with balls that won't hold still. It is chess on the run. It is to artillery and airstrikes what football is to infantry and attrition." Chap. 1, Derivative Sport in Tornado Alley,
p. 7 "These scholars are like people who despise—I mean big-time, long-term despise—their spouses or jobs, but won't split up or quit. Critical complaint seems long ago to have degenerated into plain old whining. The important question about U.S. television is no longer whether there are some truly nasty problems involved in Americans' relation to
television but rather what might possibly be done about them. On this question pop critics and scholars are resoundingly mute." Chap. 2, E Unibus Pluram: Television and U.S. Fiction, p. 29 "But it is not I the spy who have crept inside television's boundaries. It is vice versa. Television, even the mundane little businesses of its... (read more) This
section contains 640 words (approx. 2 pages at 400 words per page) Copyrights A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again: Essays and Arguments from BookRags. (c)2025 BookRags, Inc. All rights reserved. This Study Guide consists of approximately 30 pages of chapter summaries, quotes, character analysis, themes, and more - everything you
need to sharpen your knowledge of A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again. This Study Guide consists of approximately 30 pages of chapter summaries, quotes, character analysis, themes, and more - everything you need to sharpen your knowledge of A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again. This section contains 1,461 words (approx. 4 pages
at 400 words per page) Although these essays are not primarily about Wallace, he is an important character in almost all of them. Wallace grows up in the small town of Philo, Illinois, and spends most of his time as an adolescent playing tennis. Wallace is very good at tennis in his early adolescence because he exploits his natural understanding of
geometry to return volleys until his opponents make an error or breakdown on the court. However, as Wallace's opponents develop faster physically than him, he discovers that this style of play is no longer successful. Wallace's roots in Illinois help to earn him a job covering the Illinois State Fair in 1993. Returning to Illinois, Wallace discovers that he
is no longer a Midwesterner and has fully become an Easterner after his collegiate and post-graduate studies in the East. The article Wallace writes on the Illinois State Fair leads to the... (read more) This section contains 1,461 words (approx. 4 pages at 400 words per page) Copyrights A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again: Essays and
Arguments from BookRags. (c)2025 BookRags, Inc. All rights reserved. David Foster Wallace’s essay “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” draws on an disillusionment to the American Dream. The essay is truly captivated by Wallace’s sarcastic humor,the themes of death and despair, and the reflection of individual comparison. All in which
ties into the idea of the disappointment of the American Dream. The essay illustrates Wallace’s seven night luxury Caribbean cruise. Although the idea of a cruise is meant to represent a style of relaxation, Wallace uncovers that the cruise only filled him with despair. The nadir is a representation of the american space, where most of the nadirs
passengers are very dissatisfied with the continental american life. This is evident as Wallace identifies the pampering received from the workers on the cruise ship is a form of care taking like a mother to her child. The purpose is for the audience to view the cruise as a way for adults to revert back to their childhood. Developing a like for this level of
luxury, Wallace submits himself ...show more content... A noted reminder of the true sadness hidden within middle american culture, to only escape is a shame reflected back to him and his inability to escape where he relates to “especially at night, when all the ship 's structured fun...I felt despair... despair, but it 's a serious word.” Wallace draws
awareness to the word “Despire” as Paul Giles states that it draws “knowingness and insecurity” into Wallaces essay. The awareness of despire is a common suffereing for Middle American culture, it draws on irony, falseness and consumer consuption, these are all ideas that Wallace relates to and can not escape from. Like every other Middle
American, Wallces confesses to that fact that “ I cannot escape my own essential and newly unpleasant David Foster Wallace, one of the most influential writers of our time, is known for his unique and thought-provoking literary style. In his collection of essays, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” Wallace delves into the depths of human
experience, offering a profound analysis of contemporary society and the complexities of modern life. This article aims to decode the intricate layers of Wallace’s work, exploring the themes, symbolism, and narrative techniques that make this collection a captivating and insightful read. By examining the profound insights and wit embedded within
these essays, we can gain a deeper understanding of Wallace’s genius and the lasting impact of his literary contributions. David Foster Wallace, a renowned American writer, is best known for his complex and thought-provoking works that delve into the depths of human experience. Born on February 21, 1962, in Ithaca, New York, Wallace displayed a
remarkable talent for writing from a young age. His unique style, characterized by its intricate prose and exploration of existential themes, has earned him a dedicated following and critical acclaim. Wallace’s most notable work, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” is a collection of essays that showcases his exceptional ability to dissect and
analyze various aspects of contemporary culture. Published in 1997, the book offers a captivating blend of humor, introspection, and social commentary. Through his keen observations and sharp wit, Wallace invites readers to question the absurdities and contradictions of modern life. In “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” Wallace takes
readers on a journey through a wide range of topics, from his experiences aboard a luxury cruise ship to his reflections on the state of American tennis. Each essay is a masterclass in literary analysis, as Wallace skillfully dissects the nuances of his subjects, revealing deeper truths about human nature and society. One of the standout essays in the
collection is “E Unibus Pluram: Television and U.S. Fiction,” in which Wallace explores the influence of television on contemporary American culture. Through a blend of personal anecdotes, cultural critique, and literary analysis, he examines the ways in which television shapes our desires, perceptions, and even our language. Wallace’s ability to
seamlessly weave together personal experiences and broader social commentary is a testament to his skill as a writer and thinker. Throughout his life, David Foster Wallace grappled with his own inner demons, including depression and addiction. Tragically, he took his own life on September 12, 2008, leaving behind a legacy of literary brilliance and
a profound impact on the world of contemporary literature. His works continue to resonate with readers, challenging them to question the complexities of the human condition and offering a glimpse into the depths of the human psyche. In conclusion, David Foster Wallace’s life and works are a testament to his unparalleled talent as a writer and his
relentless pursuit of truth and understanding. Through his intricate prose and incisive analysis, he invites readers to explore the depths of human experience and confront the complexities of modern society. While his untimely death was a great loss to the literary world, his legacy lives on through his works, inspiring readers to engage with the world
around them and to seek a deeper understanding of themselves. In David Foster Wallace’s collection of essays, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” readers are taken on a thought-provoking journey through the author’s experiences and observations. This particular essay, titled “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” offers a unique
perspective on the concept of leisure and the modern-day pursuit of happiness. Wallace’s writing style, characterized by his signature blend of wit, intellect, and self-reflection, invites readers to delve into the depths of his mind as he dissects the paradoxical nature of pleasure and entertainment. Through his keen observations and introspective
analysis, Wallace challenges societal norms and prompts readers to question their own relationship with leisure activities. As readers embark on this literary adventure, they are sure to be captivated by Wallace’s ability to navigate the complexities of human experience and provide a fresh perspective on the seemingly mundane aspects of life. In
David Foster Wallace’s essay, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” the theme of consumerism takes center stage. Throughout the essay, Wallace explores the excessive consumption and commodification of experiences in modern society. He delves into the paradoxical nature of seeking pleasure and relaxation through commercialized
vacations, ultimately questioning the true value and authenticity of these experiences. Wallace’s keen observations and witty commentary shed light on the pervasive influence of consumerism in our lives. He highlights the absurdity of the cruise ship industry, where every aspect of the vacation is meticulously designed to cater to the passengers’
desires. From the endless buffets to the carefully orchestrated entertainment, Wallace exposes the artificiality and emptiness that lie beneath the surface of these seemingly luxurious experiences. Moreover, Wallace examines the psychological effects of consumerism on individuals. He reflects on his own struggle with the constant desire for more, the
insatiable need to consume and accumulate. Through his personal anecdotes and introspective musings, he invites readers to question their own relationship with consumerism and the impact it has on their lives. By exploring the theme of consumerism, Wallace challenges the reader to critically examine the values and priorities that drive our society.
He prompts us to consider whether the pursuit of material possessions and instant gratification truly leads to fulfillment and happiness. Through his incisive analysis, Wallace invites us to peel back the layers of consumerism and uncover the deeper meaning and purpose that lie beneath. David Foster Wallace, known for his intricate and thought-
provoking writing style, showcases his literary prowess in his collection of essays titled “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again.” Wallace’s writing style is characterized by its complexity, intellectual depth, and unique blend of humor and introspection. One of the most striking aspects of Wallace’s writing style is his ability to seamlessly weave
together various narrative threads. His essays often contain multiple layers of storytelling, with digressions and tangents that add depth and complexity to the overall narrative. This technique not only keeps the reader engaged but also reflects Wallace’s keen observation of the human experience. By incorporating these narrative layers, Wallace
invites readers to explore the intricacies of his subjects, whether it be a luxury cruise or the state fair. Furthermore, Wallace’s writing style is marked by his extensive use of footnotes. These footnotes serve as a vehicle for additional information, commentary, and even personal anecdotes. While footnotes are typically seen as a distraction or
interruption in traditional writing, Wallace masterfully incorporates them into his essays, enhancing the reader’s understanding and providing a deeper insight into his thoughts and observations. This unique approach to footnotes showcases Wallace’s ability to challenge conventional writing norms and experiment with form. In addition to his
narrative techniques, Wallace’s writing style is characterized by his distinctive voice. He effortlessly combines humor and wit with profound introspection, creating a balance that is both entertaining and thought-provoking. Wallace’s ability to seamlessly transition from lighthearted observations to profound philosophical musings is a testament to his
mastery of language and his deep understanding of the human condition. Overall, Wallace’s writing style in “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” is a testament to his literary genius. Through his intricate narrative techniques, his skillful use of footnotes, and his unique voice, Wallace captivates readers and invites them to delve into the
depths of his essays. His writing style not only entertains but also challenges readers to question their own perceptions and assumptions, making “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” a truly remarkable literary work. In his essay “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” David Foster Wallace masterfully employs humor and satire to
engage readers and shed light on the absurdities of modern life. Through his witty and often self-deprecating tone, Wallace invites readers to join him on a journey of introspection and reflection. One of the ways Wallace uses humor is by poking fun at himself and his own experiences. He recounts his misadventures on a luxury cruise ship,
highlighting the incongruity between the opulence of the surroundings and the banality of the activities offered. By exaggerating his own discomfort and awkwardness, Wallace creates a sense of camaraderie with readers, allowing them to laugh at the absurdity of the situation. Satire also plays a crucial role in Wallace’s essay, as he uses it to critique
the consumerist culture and the commodification of leisure. Through his sharp observations and clever wordplay, he exposes the hollowness of the cruise ship experience, where every aspect of life is meticulously designed and controlled for the pleasure of the passengers. By highlighting the artificiality and superficiality of this environment, Wallace
encourages readers to question the value and meaning of such indulgences. Furthermore, Wallace’s use of humor and satire serves a deeper purpose in his essay. It acts as a coping mechanism, allowing him to navigate the overwhelming and often disorienting aspects of modern life. By finding humor in the mundane and the absurd, he offers readers
a way to confront the complexities of the world with a sense of levity and perspective. In conclusion, the use of humor and satire in David Foster Wallace’s essay “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” serves multiple purposes. It engages readers, critiques consumerist culture, and provides a means of coping with the complexities of modern
life. Through his skillful writing, Wallace invites readers to laugh, reflect, and ultimately question the values and norms that shape our society. In his collection of essays, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” David Foster Wallace delves into the complex themes of identity and authenticity. Throughout the book, Wallace explores the ways in
which individuals navigate their sense of self in a world that is increasingly saturated with artificiality and pretense. One of the central questions Wallace poses is how we can maintain a genuine sense of self in a society that constantly bombards us with images and expectations. He examines the ways in which we construct our identities, often relying
on external factors such as social media, consumerism, and societal norms. Wallace argues that these external influences can lead to a loss of authenticity, as individuals strive to fit into predetermined molds rather than embracing their true selves. Through his witty and introspective writing style, Wallace invites readers to question their own notions
of identity and authenticity. He challenges us to consider whether our actions and choices are driven by genuine desires or by a desire to conform to societal expectations. By doing so, he encourages us to reflect on the ways in which we may be compromising our true selves in order to fit into the mold of what is considered “normal” or “acceptable.”
Wallace’s exploration of identity and authenticity is not limited to the individual level. He also examines how these themes manifest in larger societal structures. He critiques the entertainment industry, for example, for its tendency to manufacture experiences and emotions, ultimately diluting the authenticity of human connection. Through his
analysis, Wallace prompts us to question the authenticity of the experiences we consume and the ways in which they shape our understanding of ourselves and the world around us. Overall, Wallace’s exploration of identity and authenticity in “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” offers a thought-provoking examination of the challenges we
face in maintaining a genuine sense of self in a world that often values conformity over individuality. His insights serve as a reminder to critically evaluate the influences that shape our identities and to strive for authenticity in our thoughts, actions, and relationships. In David Foster Wallace’s essay, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,”
technology and media play a significant role in shaping the narrative and exploring the themes of modern society. Wallace delves into the impact of technology on our lives, particularly in the context of entertainment and leisure activities. Through his witty and insightful observations, he highlights the ways in which technology and media have
transformed our experiences and interactions. Wallace’s essay takes place on a luxury cruise ship, where he examines the paradoxical nature of modern entertainment. He explores how technology has made it possible for us to indulge in various forms of entertainment, yet it has also created a sense of detachment and artificiality. The pervasive
presence of media, such as television screens and loudspeakers, on the ship further emphasizes the overwhelming influence of technology in our lives. One of the key themes that emerges from Wallace’s analysis is the loss of genuine human connection in the age of technology. He observes how people on the cruise ship are constantly engrossed in
their personal devices, isolating themselves from the immediate environment and the people around them. This detachment from reality, fueled by technology and media, leads to a sense of alienation and a lack of authentic experiences. Furthermore, Wallace explores the commodification of leisure and entertainment through technology. He
highlights how the cruise ship experience is meticulously designed to provide a sense of pleasure and escape, but ultimately feels contrived and artificial. The constant bombardment of media and the relentless pursuit of entertainment create a sense of emptiness and dissatisfaction, revealing the hollowness of our modern consumer-driven society.
Through his astute observations and sharp wit, Wallace offers a thought-provoking critique of the role of technology and media in shaping our experiences. He challenges us to question the ways in which we engage with technology and media, urging us to seek genuine connections and meaningful experiences in an increasingly digital world. In “A
Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” Wallace reminds us of the importance of maintaining a balance between technology and human connection, and the need to reclaim our agency in the face of overwhelming media influence. In his collection of essays, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” David Foster Wallace offers a unique and
thought-provoking commentary on entertainment and leisure. Known for his intricate and introspective writing style, Wallace delves deep into the complexities of our modern-day obsession with amusement, questioning its true purpose and impact on our lives. Wallace’s exploration of entertainment goes beyond the surface level, as he dissects the
underlying mechanisms that drive our desire for amusement. He challenges the notion that entertainment is merely a means of escape, arguing that it often serves as a distraction from the realities of our existence. Through his astute observations and witty anecdotes, Wallace invites readers to critically examine their own relationship with
entertainment and consider the implications it has on their overall well-being. One of the standout essays in the collection, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” takes readers on a journey through a luxury cruise experience. Wallace’s keen eye for detail and his ability to capture the absurdity of the situation make for a captivating read. As
he navigates the seemingly endless array of activities and amenities offered on the cruise ship, Wallace raises important questions about the nature of leisure and its impact on our sense of self. Throughout his commentary, Wallace challenges the notion that entertainment should always be pleasurable. He argues that true engagement with art and
culture requires effort and intellectual rigor, rather than passive consumption. By encouraging readers to actively participate in their own entertainment experiences, Wallace invites them to break free from the cycle of mindless consumption and seek out more meaningful forms of leisure. In “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” Wallace’s
analysis of entertainment and leisure offers a refreshing perspective that goes beyond the surface level. His thought-provoking insights and sharp wit make for an engaging read, prompting readers to question their own relationship with amusement and consider the deeper implications it has on their lives. Through his literary analysis, Wallace
challenges us to decode the depths of our own entertainment choices and strive for a more meaningful and fulfilling leisure experience. In David Foster Wallace’s essay collection, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” the author delves deep into the human condition, offering a thought-provoking reflection on our society and its inherent
complexities. Through his witty and insightful observations, Wallace explores the ways in which we navigate the modern world, grappling with the pressures of consumerism, entertainment, and the pursuit of happiness. One of the central themes that emerges from Wallace’s analysis is the paradoxical nature of our desires. He highlights how we are
constantly seeking pleasure and distraction, yet often find ourselves feeling empty and unfulfilled. In his essay on the luxury cruise industry, Wallace exposes the artificiality of the experience, revealing how the pursuit of leisure can ultimately lead to a sense of alienation and disconnection. By examining our insatiable appetite for entertainment, he
forces us to confront the ways in which we use distractions to escape from the realities of our lives. Furthermore, Wallace’s exploration of the human condition extends beyond the individual to encompass the collective. He delves into the dynamics of social interaction, exposing the underlying power dynamics and insecurities that shape our
relationships. Through his keen observations, he reveals the masks we wear and the games we play in order to fit into societal norms. Wallace’s analysis prompts us to question the authenticity of our interactions and consider the ways in which we navigate the complexities of human connection. Ultimately, Wallace’s reflection on the human condition
serves as a poignant reminder of the challenges we face in a world driven by consumerism and the constant pursuit of pleasure. His essays offer a unique perspective on the ways in which we grapple with our desires, our relationships, and our place in society. By peeling back the layers of our existence, Wallace invites us to confront the
contradictions and complexities that define the human experience, leaving us with a deeper understanding of ourselves and the world around us. In his collection of essays, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” David Foster Wallace offers a keen and incisive analysis of society and culture. Through his observations, Wallace delves into the
complexities of human behavior, exposing the absurdities and contradictions that pervade our everyday lives. One of Wallace’s most striking observations is his exploration of the commodification of leisure and entertainment. In his essay titled “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” Wallace recounts his experience aboard a luxury cruise ship.
He dissects the meticulously crafted illusion of pleasure and relaxation, revealing the underlying mechanisms that transform leisure into a marketable product. Wallace’s sharp wit and keen eye for detail expose the ways in which our desire for escapism is manipulated and exploited by the entertainment industry. Furthermore, Wallace’s analysis
extends beyond the realm of leisure, delving into the broader cultural landscape. In his essay “E Unibus Pluram: Television and U.S. Fiction,” he examines the influence of television on contemporary American society. He argues that television has become a dominant force in shaping our values, desires, and even our language. Wallace’s critique of the
media’s impact on our collective consciousness is both thought-provoking and unsettling, forcing readers to question the extent to which we are passive consumers of culture. Throughout his essays, Wallace’s observations on society and culture are characterized by a deep empathy and a genuine concern for the human condition. He exposes the ways
in which our desires and aspirations are manipulated by external forces, urging us to critically examine the world around us. Wallace’s unique blend of humor, intellect, and compassion make his observations on society and culture a captivating and enlightening read. The essay, as a literary form, has had a profound impact on contemporary literature.
With its ability to blend personal reflection, critical analysis, and social commentary, the essay has become a powerful tool for writers to explore complex ideas and engage readers in thought-provoking discussions. One notable example of this is David Foster Wallace’s essay collection, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” which showcases
the essay’s influence on contemporary literature. Wallace’s essays in “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” demonstrate the essay’s capacity to delve into the depths of human experience and challenge conventional narratives. Through his unique blend of humor, self-reflection, and meticulous observation, Wallace invites readers to question
their own assumptions and confront uncomfortable truths. His essays tackle a wide range of topics, from the absurdity of luxury cruises to the nature of television and the complexities of the American experience. By employing the essay form, Wallace is able to navigate between personal anecdotes and broader cultural analysis, creating a multi-
layered narrative that resonates with readers on multiple levels. His essays not only entertain but also provoke critical thinking, encouraging readers to examine their own lives and the world around them more closely. Moreover, Wallace’s use of footnotes and digressions within his essays exemplifies the essay’s ability to experiment with form and
challenge traditional storytelling techniques. These stylistic choices allow for a more immersive reading experience, as readers are invited to explore tangential ideas and engage with the text in a non-linear manner. This innovative approach to structure and narrative has influenced many contemporary writers, who have embraced the essay as a
means to push the boundaries of literary expression. In conclusion, the essay’s impact on contemporary literature is undeniable. Through its unique blend of personal reflection, critical analysis, and experimentation with form, the essay has become a powerful vehicle for writers to explore complex ideas and engage readers in meaningful
conversations. David Foster Wallace’s “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” is a testament to the essay’s enduring influence, showcasing its ability to decode the depths of human experience and challenge conventional narratives. In “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” David Foster Wallace showcases his exceptional ability to craft
a well-structured and organized essay. The essay follows a clear and logical progression, allowing readers to easily navigate through his thoughts and ideas. Wallace begins the essay with a captivating introduction that immediately grabs the reader’s attention. He sets the stage by describing his experience on a luxury cruise ship, creating a sense of
intrigue and curiosity. This introduction serves as a hook, drawing readers into the essay and making them eager to explore further. As the essay unfolds, Wallace employs a chronological structure, recounting his experiences on the cruise in a linear fashion. This structure allows readers to follow along with his narrative, as he takes them through
various activities and encounters on the ship. By presenting events in a sequential order, Wallace ensures that readers can easily understand the progression of his thoughts and observations. Furthermore, Wallace’s essay is divided into distinct sections, each focusing on a different aspect of his cruise experience. This division not only helps to break
up the essay into manageable chunks but also allows Wallace to delve deeper into specific themes and ideas. Each section is carefully crafted to explore a particular aspect of the cruise, such as the ship’s entertainment or the passengers’ behavior. This organizational approach ensures that readers can fully grasp the complexity of Wallace’s analysis.
Additionally, Wallace’s use of transitions between sections and paragraphs further enhances the essay’s structure. He seamlessly moves from one topic to another, using transitional phrases and sentences to guide readers through his train of thought. These transitions create a smooth flow within the essay, preventing any abrupt shifts or confusion.
Overall, Wallace’s essay exhibits a well-structured and organized approach to literary analysis. Through his use of a captivating introduction, a chronological structure, distinct sections, and seamless transitions, he effectively guides readers through his exploration of the cruise experience. This careful organization allows readers to fully engage with
Wallace’s ideas and insights, making “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” a compelling and thought-provoking read. In his collection of essays, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” David Foster Wallace employs a unique and intricate method of citation: footnotes and endnotes. These literary devices serve a dual purpose, adding
depth and complexity to his writing while also reflecting the author’s own intellectual curiosity. Wallace’s use of footnotes and endnotes is not merely a stylistic choice; it is a deliberate strategy to engage readers in a more interactive reading experience. By incorporating additional information, explanations, and digressions in the form of footnotes,
Wallace invites readers to explore tangential ideas without disrupting the flow of the main text. This technique allows him to delve into various topics, ranging from the history of cruise ships to the intricacies of tennis, all while maintaining a cohesive narrative. Moreover, Wallace’s footnotes and endnotes serve as a reflection of his own voracious
appetite for knowledge. They reveal his extensive research and deep understanding of the subjects he discusses, demonstrating his commitment to providing readers with a comprehensive and well-informed analysis. These citations not only add credibility to his arguments but also showcase his intellectual prowess, making his essays a rich tapestry
of information and ideas. However, Wallace’s use of footnotes and endnotes can also be seen as a reflection of his own self-consciousness as a writer. By relegating certain information to the margins, he acknowledges the limitations of traditional narrative structures and the impossibility of capturing every detail within the main text. This self-
awareness adds a layer of authenticity to his writing, as it acknowledges the inherent subjectivity and incompleteness of any written account. In conclusion, Wallace’s use of footnotes and endnotes in “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” is a deliberate and effective technique that enhances the depth and complexity of his essays. By
incorporating additional information and digressions, he invites readers to engage in a more interactive reading experience while showcasing his own intellectual curiosity and self-awareness as a writer. These citations not only add credibility to his arguments but also contribute to the overall richness and authenticity of his work. In “A Supposedly
Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” David Foster Wallace intertwines his personal experiences with his literary analysis, creating a unique connection between the essay and his own life. Throughout the essay, Wallace reflects on his time aboard a luxury cruise ship, sharing his observations and insights while also delving into his own thoughts and
emotions. One of the ways Wallace connects his personal experiences to the essay is through his use of vivid descriptions and sensory details. He not only describes the physical aspects of the cruise ship but also delves into his own feelings of discomfort and alienation. By sharing his personal reactions, Wallace allows readers to empathize with his
experiences and gain a deeper understanding of the essay’s themes. Furthermore, Wallace’s personal experiences serve as a lens through which he analyzes the larger cultural and societal implications of the cruise industry. He explores the commodification of leisure and the ways in which the pursuit of pleasure can become monotonous and
unfulfilling. By drawing on his own encounters with the cruise ship’s manufactured entertainment and forced joviality, Wallace offers a critical examination of the modern consumerist culture. Additionally, Wallace’s personal experiences provide a sense of authenticity and credibility to his analysis. As a writer known for his introspection and self-
awareness, his inclusion of personal anecdotes and reflections adds depth and nuance to his arguments. By sharing his own struggles and vulnerabilities, Wallace invites readers to engage with the essay on a more personal level, fostering a deeper connection between the text and its audience. Overall, the connection between Wallace’s personal
experiences and his literary analysis in “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” adds a layer of authenticity and depth to the essay. Through his vivid descriptions, critical examination, and personal reflections, Wallace creates a compelling narrative that resonates with readers and invites them to reflect on their own experiences of leisure and
consumerism. Upon its publication in 1997, David Foster Wallace’s essay collection, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I’ll Never Do Again,” garnered immediate attention and critical acclaim. The collection, which includes the titular essay along with several others, showcased Wallace’s unique blend of wit, intellect, and introspection, solidifying his reputation
as one of the most influential writers of his generation. Critics praised Wallace’s ability to seamlessly blend personal anecdotes with astute observations about contemporary culture. In “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” Wallace takes readers on a journey through a luxury cruise, dissecting the absurdities and contradictions of the
experience. His sharp wit and keen eye for detail captivated readers, who found themselves simultaneously entertained and enlightened by his observations. The essay’s reception was overwhelmingly positive, with many critics hailing it as a masterpiece of modern nonfiction. Wallace’s ability to delve into the depths of human experience and extract
profound insights resonated with readers from all walks of life. His exploration of themes such as consumerism, entertainment, and the human condition struck a chord, prompting readers to reflect on their own lives and the society in which they lived. However, not all responses to the essay were uniformly positive. Some critics argued that Wallace’s
writing style was overly verbose and self-indulgent, detracting from the overall impact of his ideas. They contended that his use of footnotes and digressions, while clever, sometimes hindered the flow of the narrative and made the essay feel disjointed. Despite these criticisms, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” remains a seminal work in
the realm of literary nonfiction. Its impact on the genre cannot be overstated, as it paved the way for a new wave of introspective and intellectually stimulating writing. Wallace’s ability to blend humor, intellect, and vulnerability in his essays continues to inspire and influence writers today. In conclusion, the reception and critical response to David
Foster Wallace’s essay collection, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” was overwhelmingly positive. While some critics had reservations about his writing style, the majority recognized the brilliance of his insights and the lasting impact of his work. This collection solidified Wallace’s place as a literary luminary and continues to be
celebrated for its thought-provoking exploration of contemporary culture. In his collection of essays, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” David Foster Wallace explores various themes and subjects with his signature wit and intellectual depth. This collection, published in 1997, not only solidified Wallace’s reputation as a brilliant writer but
also had a profound influence on his later works. One of the most notable aspects of “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” is Wallace’s ability to seamlessly blend personal experiences with broader cultural observations. This unique approach to storytelling became a hallmark of his writing style and can be seen in his subsequent works.
Whether he is dissecting the absurdity of cruise ship culture or delving into the intricacies of tennis, Wallace’s essays in this collection showcase his keen eye for detail and his ability to uncover the hidden complexities of seemingly mundane subjects. Furthermore, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” also showcases Wallace’s exploration of
existential themes and his examination of the human condition. Through his introspective and often self-deprecating narratives, he invites readers to question their own lives and the society they inhabit. This introspective approach to writing became a recurring theme in Wallace’s later works, such as his magnum opus “Infinite Jest,” where he delves
even deeper into the complexities of human existence. Additionally, the collection’s title essay, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” serves as a prime example of Wallace’s ability to blend humor and profound insights. This essay, which chronicles his experience on a luxury cruise, not only provides a scathing critique of consumerism and the
pursuit of pleasure but also offers a poignant reflection on the nature of happiness and the emptiness that can accompany it. This exploration of the human desire for fulfillment and the pitfalls of seeking it in superficial experiences became a recurring theme in Wallace’s later works, as he continued to grapple with questions of meaning and purpose.
In conclusion, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” had a significant impact on David Foster Wallace’s later works. Through his unique blend of personal narrative, cultural critique, and existential exploration, Wallace established himself as a literary force to be reckoned with. This collection not only solidified his reputation as a brilliant
writer but also laid the groundwork for the themes and writing style that would come to define his later works. In David Foster Wallace’s essay collection, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” the author delves into a myriad of existential themes, offering readers a thought-provoking exploration of the human condition. Through his witty and
introspective writing style, Wallace invites us to question our own existence and the meaning we assign to our lives. One of the central existential themes that Wallace examines is the search for authenticity in a world dominated by artificiality. In his essay titled “Shipping Out,” he recounts his experience aboard a luxury cruise ship, where he is
confronted with the stark contrast between the manufactured happiness of the passengers and the underlying emptiness that pervades their lives. Through his observations, Wallace raises profound questions about the nature of happiness and the extent to which we are willing to sacrifice our true selves in pursuit of societal expectations.
Furthermore, Wallace explores the concept of freedom and its inherent paradoxes. In his essay “E Unibus Pluram: Television and U.S. Fiction,” he delves into the influence of television on our lives and the ways in which it shapes our perceptions of reality. He argues that while television promises an escape from the banality of everyday life, it
ultimately traps us in a cycle of passive consumption, robbing us of our agency and individuality. This examination of freedom and its limitations forces readers to confront the existential dilemma of whether true freedom is attainable in a world that constantly bombards us with distractions and illusions. Additionally, Wallace delves into the theme of
isolation and the struggle to connect with others in a fragmented society. In his essay “Getting Away from Already Being Pretty Much Away from It All,” he recounts his experience at the Illinois State Fair, where he witnesses a sense of communal belonging amidst the chaos and noise. However, he also highlights the underlying loneliness that
persists, even in the midst of a crowd. Through his poignant observations, Wallace prompts us to reflect on our own experiences of isolation and the desperate yearning for genuine human connection. In “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” David Foster Wallace skillfully navigates the complex terrain of existential themes, offering readers a
profound and introspective exploration of the human experience. Through his keen observations and thought-provoking insights, Wallace challenges us to question the authenticity of our lives, the limitations of freedom, and the nature of human connection. This collection of essays serves as a powerful reminder of the importance of self-reflection and
the pursuit of meaning in an increasingly superficial and disconnected world. In his collection of essays, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” David Foster Wallace delves into the pursuit of happiness and its complexities. Wallace’s commentary on this subject offers a thought-provoking exploration of the human desire for fulfillment and the
challenges that arise in its pursuit. Throughout the essay, Wallace reflects on his experience aboard a luxury cruise ship, where he witnesses the relentless pursuit of pleasure by the passengers. He observes how individuals, in their quest for happiness, often become trapped in a cycle of consumption and instant gratification. Wallace’s keen
observations shed light on the paradoxical nature of the pursuit of happiness - the more one seeks it, the more elusive it becomes. Wallace’s analysis goes beyond mere observation, as he delves into the underlying psychological and societal factors that contribute to this pursuit. He questions the influence of consumer culture and the media, which
constantly bombard individuals with images of an idealized and unattainable happiness. This scrutiny prompts readers to reflect on their own desires and motivations, encouraging them to question whether their pursuit of happiness is genuine or merely a product of societal conditioning. Moreover, Wallace’s commentary on the pursuit of happiness
extends beyond the individual level, touching upon broader themes of human connection and isolation. He explores how the relentless pursuit of personal happiness can lead to a sense of detachment from others, as individuals become consumed by their own desires and lose sight of the importance of genuine human connection. In “A Supposedly Fun
Thing I'll Never Do Again,” Wallace’s analysis of the pursuit of happiness offers readers a profound and thought-provoking examination of this universal human endeavor. Through his astute observations and introspective reflections, he challenges readers to question their own pursuit of happiness and consider the deeper complexities that lie beneath
the surface. In David Foster Wallace’s essay collection, “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” one of the central themes explored is the intricate relationship between art and life. Wallace delves deep into this connection, examining how art both reflects and shapes our experiences, and how it can serve as a means of escape or a mirror to our
own existence. Throughout the essay, Wallace reflects on his own encounters with various forms of art, ranging from literature to film to music. He contemplates how these artistic expressions not only provide entertainment but also offer a profound insight into the human condition. Wallace argues that art has the power to capture the essence of life,
to distill its complexities and contradictions into a tangible form that resonates with the audience. Moreover, Wallace explores the idea that art can serve as a refuge from the overwhelming realities of everyday life. He suggests that engaging with art allows individuals to momentarily detach themselves from their own existence and immerse
themselves in a different world. This escape, Wallace argues, can provide solace and a much-needed respite from the pressures and anxieties of modern life. However, Wallace also acknowledges the inherent limitations of art in truly capturing the full spectrum of human experience. He recognizes that art is a constructed representation, a carefully
crafted interpretation of reality. While it may offer glimpses into the depths of human emotion, it can never fully replicate the complexity and messiness of real life. In “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” Wallace’s examination of the relationship between art and life is thought-provoking and nuanced. He invites readers to question the role
of art in their own lives, to consider how it shapes their perceptions and understanding of the world. Through his exploration, Wallace encourages us to appreciate the power of art as a means of connection, reflection, and escape, while also recognizing its inherent limitations in capturing the full richness of human existence. In his collection of essays,
“A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” David Foster Wallace showcases his unparalleled mastery of language and vocabulary. Through his unique writing style, Wallace captivates readers and immerses them in his world of wit, intellect, and introspection. One of the most striking aspects of Wallace’s use of language is his ability to seamlessly
blend highbrow vocabulary with colloquial expressions. This juxtaposition creates a dynamic and engaging reading experience, as readers are constantly challenged to navigate between the familiar and the unfamiliar. Wallace’s extensive vocabulary not only showcases his erudition but also serves a purpose in conveying complex ideas and emotions.
Moreover, Wallace’s use of language is characterized by its precision and meticulousness. Every word seems to be carefully chosen and placed, resulting in sentences that are both dense and rich in meaning. This attention to detail allows Wallace to convey his thoughts with utmost clarity, ensuring that readers fully grasp the depth and complexity of
his ideas. Furthermore, Wallace’s language is often infused with a playful and self-aware tone. He frequently employs irony, sarcasm, and humor to engage readers and create a sense of intimacy. This linguistic playfulness not only adds a layer of entertainment to his writing but also serves as a tool for social commentary and critique. Overall,
Wallace’s use of language and vocabulary in “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” is a testament to his literary genius. Through his precise and meticulous writing style, he invites readers into his world, challenging them to explore the depths of his thoughts and emotions. Wallace’s ability to seamlessly blend highbrow and colloquial
language, coupled with his playful and self-aware tone, creates a truly unique reading experience that is both intellectually stimulating and emotionally resonant. The January 1996 issue of Harper’s Magazine featured an article some pundits describe as potentially the single best essay ever written in the English language. Titled Shipping Out, the
piece recounts author David Foster Wallace’s experience aboard a luxury ship during a one-week long Caribbean cruise. The essay remains one of my all-time favorites. Collected within A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again: Essays and Arguments, you can enjoy the article, renamed as it is within this collection to serve as the title piece. It turns
out you can also read the essay within Back Bay Books’ The David Foster Wallace Reader. If I'd been paying closer attention, I would have known that, but I discovered the DFW Reader thanks to my monitoring the Wallace-1 e-mail list, which I've, for years, enjoyed perusing in my inbox. If you're a fan of literature or DFW, you should subscribe. The
list regularly boasts thoughtful, insightful conversation. I've learned of many new wonderful books, thanks to the list, which also introduced me to Knausgaard’s My Struggle series. Maybe a month ago, another Wallace-l member (Phil Dangler) shared a personal story of having rediscovered the cruise essay while reading the DFW Reader collection
(purchased from Berkeley’s Pegasus Books) in a Bay-area bar. I really enjoyed his description of the experience. You can read it here. Incidentally, several other gems populate A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again: Essays and Arguments, including Getting Away from Already Being Pretty Much Away from It All, also published in Harper’s,
albeit in 1994, and Derivative Sport in Tornado Alley, which again, appeared in Harper’s, but in 1991. I recommend reading them all. i am a human This Study Guide consists of approximately 30 pages of chapter summaries, quotes, character analysis, themes, and more - everything you need to sharpen your knowledge of A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll
Never Do Again. This Study Guide consists of approximately 30 pages of chapter summaries, quotes, character analysis, themes, and more - everything you need to sharpen your knowledge of A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again. Philo is the small town where Wallace grew up and played competitive tennis.Television This is the subject of
Wallace's second essay. While Wallace believes television is not inherently bad, people watch too much television and thereby limit their interactions with other people.Happy Hollow Happy Hollow is the area of the Illinois State Fair where the carnival rides are housed.Expo Building This is the building at the Illinois State Fair where there are
multiple booths mostly selling items also advertised on television.Los Angeles Wallace visits Los Angeles to write his article on David Lynch and discovers it lives up to the the stereotypes he had heard about it.Griffith Park This is a park in Los Angeles where Wallace is allowed to watch David Lynch shoot a scene for "Lost Highway."Stade Jarry Tennis
Complex This is the Montreal venue that hosts the... (read more) Copyrights A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again: Essays and Arguments from BookRags. (c)2025 BookRags, Inc. All rights reserved. A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again Essays and Arguments by David Foster Wallace Jump to ratings and reviewsA collection of insightful
and uproariously funny non-fiction by the bestselling author of INFINITE JEST—one of the most acclaimed and adventurous writers of our time. A SUPPOSEDLY FUN THING... brings together Wallace's musings on a wide range of topics, from his early days as a nationally ranked tennis player to his trip on a commercial cruiseliner. In each of these
essays, Wallace's observations are as keen as they are funny. Filled with hilarious details and invigorating analyses, these essays brilliantly expose the fault line in American culture—and once again reveal David Foster Wallace's extraordinary talent and gargantuan intellect.GenresNonfictionEssaysHumorShort StoriesMemoirPhilosophyAmerican 4213
people are currently reading64242 people want to readDavid Foster Wallace was an acclaimed American writer known for his fiction, nonfiction, and critical essays that explored the complexities of consciousness, irony, and the human condition. Widely regarded as one of the most innovative literary voices of his generation, Wallace is perhaps best
known for his 1996 novel Infinite Jest, which was listed by Time magazine as one of the 100 best English-language novels published between 1923 and 2005. His unfinished final novel, The Pale King, was published posthumously in 2011 and was a finalist for the Pulitzer Prize.Born in Ithaca, New York, Wallace was raised in Illinois, where he excelled
as both a student and a junior tennis player—a sport he later wrote about with sharp insight and humor. He earned degrees in English and philosophy from Amherst College, then completed an MFA in creative writing at the University of Arizona. His early academic work in logic and philosophy informed much of his writing, particularly in his blending
of analytical depth with emotional complexity.Wallace’s first novel, The Broom of the System (1987), established his reputation as a fresh literary talent. Over the next two decades, he published widely in prestigious journals and magazines, producing short stories, essays, and book reviews that earned him critical acclaim. His work was characterized
by linguistic virtuosity, inventive structure, and a deep concern for moral and existential questions. In addition to fiction, he tackled topics ranging from tennis and state fairs to cruise ships, politics, and the ethics of food consumption.Beyond his literary achievements, Wallace had a significant academic career, teaching literature and writing at
Emerson College, Illinois State University, and Pomona College. He was known for his intense engagement with students and commitment to teaching.Wallace struggled with depression and addiction for much of his adult life, and he was hospitalized multiple times. He died by suicide in 2008 at the age of 46. In the years since his death, his influence
has continued to grow, inspiring scholars, conferences, and a dedicated readership. However, his legacy is complicated by posthumous revelations of abusive behavior, particularly during his relationship with writer Mary Karr, which has led to ongoing debate within literary and academic communities.His distinctive voice—by turns cerebral, comic,
and compassionate—remains a defining force in contemporary literature. Wallace once described fiction as a way of making readers feel "less alone inside," and it is that emotional resonance, alongside his formal daring, that continues to define his place in American letters.Displaying 1 - 30 of 4,354 reviewsDecember 22, 20201 used to think I was
pretty smart. I did the "gifted" program in elementary school, took advanced classes in high school, went to college, graduated with honors. Watched critically acclaimed films, read critically acclaimed novels, even took in the occasional play. Smart stuff. But mere months after graduation, I was plagued with worry and self-doubt. If I was really so
smart, why wasn't I going places? Why did I feel so lost, so aimless, so adrift in adulthood? Why was I just "getting by" and no longer exceeding expectations?Fact is, once you leave the safe harbor of formal schooling, there simply are no more expectations. There are no more instructors to impress, no more audiences to wow. The carefully
constructed world of education turns out to be a lie, a proxy, a hall of mirrors. It's a sickening sensation that can very well drive you crazy, when you realize that you have to go it alone out there, by the seat of your pants, with no road map and no grading scale and no external carrots or sticks to motivate you or keep you on task.*This guy. This
fucking Wallace guy. This guy who shows up and makes it all look easy, who writes circles—make that rectilinear perimetrics—around the competition. Sharp, precise, entertaining and thought-provoking. Crisp, clean, expansive.l want to write like that. I want to BE like that.*Wallace and I have a lot in common. Both raised in Illinois, both spent time
in Arizona. Both burdened with anxiety and substance abuse issues. Both overactive in the mind, always wondering and forever worrying what everything is about.*Wallace and I have nothing in common. He made big waves, I made not a splash. He became the voice of a generation, I am but an echo of other people's opinions. He used his fame to hit
on women. He stalked, he threatened, he objectified. I'm happily monogamous (at least, I am now - my ex-wife surely would say otherwise, and she'd be right).He killed himself, I'm a suicide survivor.I don't want to live like that. I don't want to BE like that.He wrote books, but I brought flesh and blood children into this world. He inspired thousands
superficially, I have two little ones to raise and provide for and love more deeply than anything. So I can't begrudge him his success, since we really weren't playing at the same game after all - and where our experiences DO overlap, by some accounts I'm the one who's come out ahead.*Wallace is a mirror and a cautionary tale. A tremendous talent, to
be sure, but also a grave warning that talent isn't everything. An extraordinary success, but a reminder that the greatest success is found in mastering the ordinary. What Wallace does is to examine a small subject in minute, nitpicking detail (tennis, grammar, luxury cruise trips) and expand it to contain the whole universe of human experience. He is
good at this, better than anyone else I'm aware of, and this skill is on display here with shocking clarity.5 stars. Nearly perfect essay-writing from a grossly imperfect man.February 18, 2023HO VISTO COSE CHE VOI UMANI...Nel 1997 la rivista Harper’s commissiona a David Foster Wallace un reportage di viaggio su una lussuosissima nave da
crociera, per la classica vacanza da ricchi americani: 7 notti ai Caraibi con la Nadir della Celebrity Crociere. Sette giorni di ozio, lusso, cibo, vizi e viziati di ogni genere. Cosa chiedere di meglio?La trama e tutta qui: in queste pagine si racconta per I’appunto la settimana che DFW ha passato in crociera su quella nave, in quei posti, con quella
gente.Solo che grazie alla sua intelligenza e sensibilita, quella nave, quei posti, e quella gente diventano tutte le navi da crociera, tutto il mondo e tutta 'umanita che trascorre il tempo in quelle attivita.Pagine di analisi acute, taglienti, divertenti, anche disturbanti, sicuramente imbarazzanti. Inoltre, ogni aspetto tecnico, sociologico e psicologico di un
viaggio in crociera, e di quello che scatena nella mente umana.Una nave da crociera della Celebrity: questa & la Zenith, DFW & stato sulla Nadir.Una cosa divertente che fard sempre pil spesso? Leggere DFW, sicuramente. Questo libro & un reportage che diventa saggio antropologico e sociologico e demografico... E spassoso e spumeggiante, intenso
e devastante. C'é una maniacalita, un'ossessione ossessiva, un'ansia e una nevrosi in DFW che nutre la sua scrittura rendendola speciale. Imperdibile la didascalia. DFW direbbe: Coppie benestanti abbronzate e bloccate in una paresi di piacere.Quello che per me la rende ancora piu speciale & che DFW, pur apparentemente agendo come un
vivisezionista con le cavie, pur non lesinando colpi di rasoio (ma non di accetta), pur non risparmiando niente e nessuno, si sente parte di quello che analizza, e descrive, e a suo modo massacra - non si pone mai sopra - anche dalla distanza dell’entomologo, si sente parte dell’oggetto di analisi.Il commento alla brochure e da introdurre come
argomento di studio nei master in scienza della comunicazione e affini: avrei voluto averla (la brochure) davanti e leggerla come testo a fronte usando la chiosa di DFW come traduzione e spiegazione.Caraibil.e note sono un valore aggiunto, tanto pili per me che ho un debole per le note in genere (deformazione contratta ai tempi dell’universita): non si
tratta di note, ma di testo nel testo, di commento al commento - nello stile usato da Altan nei suoi vecchi capolavori (Franz, Colombo, Casanova: tra striscia e striscia c'era una riga dove inseriva la sua voce pil esilarante e tagliente).E bello incontrare un autore che ha la musica dei grandi, che non conoscevo (primo tentativo in epoca sbagliata, ahimé:
mi arenai su 'Lyndon') e che continuero a frequentare.Devo pero confessare che in due cose dissento radicalmente da DFW: 1) il caviale e ottimo, certo non accompagnato al t&;2) il breve momento di passaggio, misurato in due secondi da DFW, tra quando si sente di dover starnutire e lo starnuto vero e proprio € niente solo se non si sta guidando un
mezzo a due ruote nel traffico urbano - in questo caso diventa un minuscolo lasso di tempo in cui si teme che tutto possa accadere, e tutto sommato, effettivamente, tutto puo accadere, nel senso di tutto il peggio.Ho visto un sacco di gente seminuda che avrei preferito non vedere seminuda. Mi sono sentito depresso come non mi sentivo dalla puberta
e ho riempito quasi tre taccuini per capire se era un Problema Mio o un Problema Loro.August 25, 2024IL TENNIS E COME GIOCARE A SCACCHI CORRENDOUn'esperienza religiosaCosa significa tenere una racchetta da tennis in mano, cosa si puo fare ma anche creare colpendo una palla con la racchetta da tennis, lo sforzo la fatica la genialita e
I’arte di questo sport. Chi lo ha spiegato e raccontato meglio di David Foster Wallace? Qui, ma ancora meglio in quell’altro suo breve saggio su Roger Federer come esperienza religiosa.Lo stesso Wallace praticava questo sport in modo notevole, a livello agonistico. Due, o quattro combattenti, la racchetta come strumento, ciascuno meta del campo,
una rete a separare gli avversari (ché di avversari si tratta) senza mai venire a contatto. Metafora della competizione sociale e professionale, della lotta della vita.E neppure troppo sotto, I’analogia tra tennis e scrittura letteraria: entrambi giochi solitari, fondati sul talento e sull’estro, attivita basate su piccoli colpi, agilita improvvise e eventi minuscoli
che cambiano il corso di un’intera partita, o di un romanzo. Per David Foster Wallace (e Federer) il tocco (lo stile) e tutto.Sui sei ‘pezzi’ qui raccolti, due sono sul tennis. Uno (magnifico) & dedicato a David Lynch, il suo cinema e la morale americana.Altro brano magnifico € quello sull’influenza della televisione sugli scrittori americani.Con il reportage
sulla fiera in Illinois, reportage olfattivo scritto col naso (mucche, cavalli, galline, granoturco...) siamo dalle parti di quello mitico Considera 1’aragosta: € I’America rurale, quella repubblicana.E poi una disquisizione sulla “morte dell’autore.”Il tutto immerso nella sua solita salsa a base di intelligenza e ironia, sorrisi assicurati, umanita ed empatia, e la
sensazione che il proprio personale acume si espanda a ogni pagina (purtroppo € solo una sensazione).americana giornalismo saggisticaOctober 31, 20130h David. I miss you with a plangency that belies the fact that I never met you, never would have. You were and are and will always be such a serious force in my life. I've read this two or three
times, and a few weeks after DFW died I picked it up again, almost on a whim. I'd been having trouble finding something to sink my teeth into—I rejected Anna Kavan, William Vollmann, and Fellipe Alfau in short order—and I kind of pulled this book without thinking about the timing, refusing to consider myself one of the jumpers-on, someone needing
desperately to reread an author right after his sudden, shocking death. I mean, I've read all his books before, right? So I should be able to revisit them whenever I want, without feeling like a scenester wannabe.I didn't remember much about this one, except a weird snippet about playing tennis in a tornado. So try to picture my shock, in the early
pages of the very first essay, when I came upon this: On board the Nadir — especially at night, when all the ship's structured fun and reassurances and gaiety-noise ceased — I felt despair. The word's overused and banalified now, despair, but it's a serious word, and I'm using it seriously. For me it denotes a simple admixture — a weird yearning for
death combined with a crushing sense of my own smallness and futility that presents as a fear of death. It's maybe close to what people call dread or angst. But it's not these things, quite. It's more like wanting to die in order to escape the unbearable feeling of becoming aware that I'm small and weak and selfish and going without any doubt at all to
die. It's wanting to jump overboard.Cut to me, hair blowing crazy in the wind outside my apartment, with a cigarette in my hand and tears streaming down my face.So, you know, I don't know what to say. It really was very hard for me to get through this reading without feeling like a stupid bandwagon-jumper. It really was very hard not to notice all
the despair slyly threaded throughout these essays, intermixed with the jokes, the seriousness, the brilliance. But even while doing all that noticing, I kept second-guessing and scolding myself for overemphasizing something that only now seems true, in retrospect. I mean, if he'd come out of the closet recently instead, everyone would be piecing
together "clues" from his oeuvre about his homosexual tendencies, you know? I'm having trouble explaining this, but I guess I have a serious problem with how the soul-baring-ness of the autobiographical writer leads to this tacit agreement that readers can poke their noses "between the lines" to figure out more than the writer is telling. But then
WTF, these things are actually there! Right? I just kept looping myself around and around, not feeling comfortable with anything I thought about anything. So whatever. This book is ungodly fantastic, the fact that he is gone is so goddamn devastating, the whole thing is beautiful-awful but mostly just fucking awful. If anyone is still reading or cares,
here are some thoughts on the individual essays.The title essay and "Getting Away from Already Being Pretty Much Away from It All" are spectacular. Hilarious too, which is something we sometimes forget about DFW, given how super serious & intellectual he is. In "Greatly Exaggerated" he is so fucking smart that I couldn't even read the essay,
because I am not, and never will be, his intellectual equal. "E Unibus Pluram," on the other hand, was incredibly smart but also (for the most part) accessible to us mere mortals, and was incredibly interesting, if sadly a bit dated. "David Lynch Keeps His Head" was a nice middle ground: incredibly obsessive-nerd-y, but it made me desperately want to

the most on my first read of this book, this time I think the images of the bovine herds of fat sweaty Mid-Easterners stuffing their faces with funnel cake and hot dogs at the State Fair will remain in my head for a long while. God I am so depressed.January 23, 2013he picked up a book. he read the book. it was him all over. the best version of himself!
and the worst. what is postmodernism, really? is it a way to understand the world, to define the world, to separate yourself from the world... when you are actually a part of that world? a part of the so-called problem? you want to put a layer between you and the world. you are so much apart from it, right? an unwilling participant in all of those
repulsive patriarchal and terminally corny signs and signifiers, things that disgust you, it's not fair, just because you happen to have the misfortune to be born straight & white & male and, as they say, privileged. you need the distance, the alienation, the angst of being someone, something, anything, apart... because you know you are different. right?
you just know it. you enjoy things and yet you don't enjoy them, you enjoy not enjoying them, your layer of hipster irony protects you and maybe fulfills you. and you will never admit that. you self deprecate, in your own egotistical way. you are the boss of you; no one can take that away. everything is so corny and full of bullshit, surely they must see
that. and yet there must be truth there, if you look for it. you tell yourself that. you write a book, a great book about life and love and living and loving, etc. you write a book, or imagine yourself writing a book. it is not this book. this book is all about the unimportant things, the annoying things, the fake shit and all the bullshit. does it satisfy you? not
really. so you read a book. you feel better. let the irony take over, it comforts you. you are not angry, not angry at all. you laugh at all that fake shit, all the bullshit. angry is a hot emotion. you don't feel those, at least not anymore. you go to a movie set. Lost Highway. you try to keep an open mind but it is all fake, it is all bullshit. there are too many
assholes in the world! and yet the director at the center of it all is not fake, he is not bullshit, he's not an asshole. does he understand something about life that you do not? what does he understand, what does he know? you want to know. he is just being himself, and you don't understand that. or maybe you do. it all makes you deeply
uncomfortable.you go to a fair; you go on a cruise. both are depressing. but funny! the kind of funny that you can only sheepishly admit. perhaps you are a part of the problem; it is people who look just like you who created this world that you despise. you try to enjoy the fair. you try to enjoy the cruise. you take enjoyment from your lack of enjoyment.
you write a book, a collection of short works, at times even a "personal narrative". that's the phrase, right? you personally inject yourself into the narrative, into this ridiculous world. you feel better! but not really. fuck this life. fuck this earth. there is only one way to live in this life and that is through the glass of irony, a postmodern form of
protection, the strongest barrier, it will protect you, just breathe, you know you can do it, it's not so bad, .my name is mark. i'm not white, not really, only half-white, does that count as white? i don't feel white, however that feels. i am bisexual, no really. i veer gay if that it makes it easier to swallow. oh and i wasn't born in this country, this U.S. of



fucking A. and hey, what's money? i've never had it; i'll never get it. and who the fuck is David Foster Wallace? i dunno. he's some dude that everyone jacks off to, apparently. i have a friend named Benji - a golden lad (at least in my mind; i look at him through the lense of my very first impression, forever ingrained). he is nothing like DFW. once he
talked about how he doesn't see race or class or sexuality, because he's never had to. he was raised by good progressives; he was raised to love life. nice life! he talked about how he wished everyone could be like him, not white or straight or a guy or from money or whatever, but able to look at things like they were and not let all the bullshit get them
down, and so just live. not assign guilt or blame, just to understand, or try to, and then move on. not judge. you know, it should be easy, life should be easy, why isn't it? i listened to him say these things and i thought i wish. i wish i could be that way. you are so naive, Benji. i fucking hate you. i fucking love you. DFW is the opposite of Benji. and yet,
and yet... is the difference merely a question of awareness? of critical distance? i can't imagine being a person like Benji, being that blithe. now Benji could enjoy a county fair, an awful cruise, he could enjoy it without irony i think. certainly without that underlying feeling of sadness and, yep, i won't pretend, without the condescending irritation at the
futility of all these fucking gestures, the fake shit and the bullshit, the power imbalances, the need to make form equal meaning. i love Benji but i'm not sure i understand him. so why do i understand David Foster Wallace? he is nothing like me. he is like Benji. straight white male; money: not a problem. what do i have in common with David Foster
Wallace? nothing. the idea is ludicrous. and yet, and yet... why do i read him and feel like i am reading my own thoughts, right there on the page? my own thoughts, staring back at me.he-said-she-said super-private-journal unicornMarch 26, 2011This, my first experience reading David Foster Wallace, disabused me of a few prejudices that in
retrospect seem shamefully naive, one of which being that objects of the American Media Hype Machine are necessarily mediocre. I believed that there had to be something vapid or cheap or sensationalist about things or persons that become loci of the intellectual-creative “next-voice-of-our-generation” ballyhoo. It’s tough not to be cynical. The
whole zeitgeist of our times is cynicism, aloofness, a disdain of sensitivity bordering on neurosis (and I mean a healthy, cultured sensitivity, one nurtured in restraint and consideration and taste, not an emo-ish “horticulturally cultivated five o’clock shadow thick glasses staring pensively over a latte and word document always always in public in sight
of the pretty girls” sensitivity). Fight Clubs, Heartbreaking Works of Staggering Geniuses, American Psychos,... if these are the voices of our times let me be an anachronism. In my narrow-mindedness, I lumped DFW in with these other bright young things, figuring he was another spoiled product of moneyed, media-saturated, hipper-than-thou
America, wielding an a priori standoffishness as crutch and sword. It’s what I'd come to expect of popular entertainment as a whole. I don’t mean Harry Potter/Girl with the X tattoo lit. (stuff that is immensely popular but actually has redeeming factors and is based in a solid tradition of plot, earnest character development, involved drama, etc.), but
stuff that was supposed to represent the intellectual undercurrents of what it is to be a living mind in America in the early twenty-first century; you know, edgy stuff. McSweeney’s has some funny t-shirts, but in the end all the irony can be fucking despairing. Contrived coolness, ultraviolence representing god knows what, involuted sexual obsessions
as supposed comment on middle-class repression and ennui or some nonsense, solipsistic unearned first-person memoiric explorations of “what-am-I-in-this-crazy-work-a-day-world”- it keeps on piling up to a vomitous apogee, and I find myself saying “fuck it” and reading Proust or Walser or Pessoa or Flaubert just so I can fucking breath, just to feel
someone expressing something honest and with an unmanufactured posture.Enter DFW. I can’t comment on Infinite Jest (a book for another day, when I again have surplus hours to give to a tome, hopefully soon), but A Supposedly Fun Thing... cuts through all of my above complaints like a glowingly-hot knife through butter. It has come to be the
ubiquitous descriptor of Wallace, that he was “a decent guy”, and from what I can glean from this collection of essays the shoe fits (and is there really a higher compliment?)... but in addition to his essential decency (involving empathy, kindness, a bullshit detector always set on 11, the keenest eye for a telling detail I've encountered in books of my
times), it is the way he subsumes the alienating, cheapening aspects of our culture into his vast intellect, deconstructs them into their vital parts, analyzes their components, and restructures them into a completely non-ironic, funny-as-hell, and enlightening statement about what it is to be a human being. And my god, the humor in this book! Never
before have I bitten my lip to bleeding so many times attempting to restrain outright bursts of mad laughter reading this in public. And it’s consistent. And underneath the laughter is that certain lattice within modern humor at its best form (and I'm thinking of like Louis CK here, or Mitch Hedberg, or Bill Hicks) where the laughter is ringing above a
potential abyss, and that humor and the transformation of creeping despair into something luminous are the only ways of redeeming contemporary things and ideas from utter degradation and fitting them back into the lineage of a culture of thorough humanist examination. Calling DFW “the last humanist” is tempting, but then I'd be falling into the
same traps of cynicism these essays made me believe it is possible to free ourselves from.Good readers go into books looking for an honest, unique interpretation of some facet of genuine experience; over the years I have found myself searching farther back into other cultures and other eras very distant from mine for that kind of fulfilling, rounded
perspective. What A Supposedly Fun Thing... has shown me is that while it is still an essential component of a dedicated humanist to understand the history of thought and expression, especially in the face of the dulling, warping aspects of rudderless progress and an increasingly fragmented reality, that there are outposts of sincerity, of good-nature,
representatives of the “decent guys” of the creative temperament, hard at work, chewing on the problems that haunt us, me, you, this very day, dealing with the stuff of our every days in terms that elevate them above the every day (DFW, in this book alone, elevated tennis, state fairs, David Lynch, television, a week-long cruise, the athlete, to the
realm of eternal motif). They’'re just working a lot harder, being driven down tougher paths, having to fortify their honesty and sensitivity and steel themselves in the face of fragmentation to a greater degree. DFW disabused me of the notion that I have to look outside of my own times for some hero of the candid, the honest, the unique, and I think he
would have considered that some sort of success.On a more depressing note, I understand now that the media hype that at first so turned me off to the David Foster Wallace machine was in a great part due to his suicide. Suicide makes everything more momentous, gives a retrospective ur-meaning to all the aspects of a life, imposes an immediate
posterity on a creative human being’s works. I can’t fathom what it would have been like in 2008 had I known his work, but I can sense the immense loss to our times that his passing has meant. I mean, imagine looking forward to more Harper’s experiential essays, a complete Pale King, more laughter, more insights. Overly sensitive souls run the risk
of being so sensitive that all they feel is pain, and the weird and baroque regimen of drugs Wallace was on somehow did not dull this sensitivity, this awareness (and in some perverse way made him even more representative of our times). As I said before, really insightful humor runs right along an abyss of terror, things that uplift keep a dialogue with
things that destroy us, they inform and expand awareness in the other. Somewhere early in the titular essay of this book, Wallace goes on one of his famous footnote-digressions, which also happens to be quite representative of his sense of humor and mode of observation, about the despairing phenomenon of “The Professional Smile”. I'll quote it at
length:”...the Professional Smile, a national pandemic in the service industry... You know this smile- the strenuous contraction of circumoral fascia w/incomplete zygomatic involvement- the smile that doesn’t quite reach the smiler’s eyes and that signifies nothing more than a calculated attempt to advance the smiler’s own interests by pretending to
like the smilee. Why do employers and supervisors force professional service people to broadcast the Professional Smile? Am I the only consumer in whom high doses of such a smile produce despair? Am I the only person who’s sure that the growing number of cases in which totally average-looking people suddenly open up with automatic weapons in
shopping malls and insurance offices and medical complexes and McDonald’ses is somehow causally related to the fact that these venues are well-known dissemination-loci of the Professional Smile?Who do they think they are fooling by the Professional Smile?And yet the Professional Smile’s absence now also causes despair. Anybody who’s ever
bought a pack of gum in Manhattan cigar store or asked for something to be stamped FRAGILE at a Chicago post office or tried to obtain a glass of water from a South Boston waitress knows well the soul-crushing effect of a service worker’s scowl, i.e., the humiliation and resentment of being denied the Professional Smile. And the Professional Smile
has by now skewed even my resentment at the dreaded Professional Scowl: I walk away from the Manhattan tobacconist resenting not the counterman’s character or absence of goodwill but his lack of professionalism in denying me the Smile. What a fucking mess.”I’'m confident David Foster Wallace was never giving us the Professional Smile.June
10, 2010This summer I got this book from the library. I started on the cruise ship story and soon realized I would want my very own copy to dogear, underline, and do other dirty booknerd things to.David Foster Wallace, you are (were) genius! I think I may be in love with you! I love your footnotes- footnotes that range from a simple "duh!" or "!" to 2
page long footnotes that have footnotes themselves. Not a lot of authors could get away with that, but you, my love, can. Could. Did. Whatever.As I stated, the first part of this book I read was "A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never do again". What a delectable read! Your gift for detail - so rich, crisp, clear, hilarious, delicious, repulsive, INCREDIBLE! I'm
so smitten with you it's unbelievable. I'd leave my husband for you! (1)I never in my days wanted to go to a state fair, but I willingly went with you in this book and was amazed. Without your guidance through the fairgrounds, I would have never gone. And without stepping foot there, I could smell the livestock, the sweaty masses of people, the greasy
food. Your detail rocks my world. Your amazing observations... you make me tingle! And I enjoyed the hell out of my trip to the fair. Thank you.I could kiss you, DFW! (2) Instead, I'll read everything of yours I can get my hands on! Then, I'll push it on any of my friends and family until they are sick of me raving about you! And, once I have read
everything you wrote I'll read them again! and again! (3)Yet, in all these stories there's this underlying stench of depression and loneliness that truly breaks my heart. Maybe, having been visited by the black cloud of depression myself, I "feel" you more. (4)I'm so very sorry you left the world.I'm so very glad you left us with something amazing.(1) only
if my husband left me first (1a)(1a) and if you weren't dead.(2) but I can't because you are dead, you sonofabitch!(3) because your punk ass had to commit suicide and there will be no more DFW stuff out there, you jerk! (3a)(3a) I find this depressing as hell, thank you very much! (3b)(3b) Not because you care, David Foster Wallace, because you are
dead. (3c)(3c) Now I'm mad at you! (3d)(3d) But I still love you.(4) Oh, and feel you I would... if you were still breathing!favorites funny short-shorts-n-essaysNovember 18, 2020DNF. Definitivamente los ensayos y las autobiografias no son para mi.En el fondo tenia el presentimiento de que esto iba a pasar. No puedo juzgar este libro porque he leido
muy poco y tampoco puedo hacerlo porque el error ha sido mio, al forzarme a leer algo que sabia que no me gustaria. Mis experiencias con este género nunca han sido buenas, y generalmente no logro llegar a la mitad del contenido en estos textos; textos, que me disgustan porque me aburren y me dan la sensacién de que estoy perdiendo el tiempo;
pero también, porque pienso que los ensayos son usados para que el autor intente a la fuerza, convencer al lector de sus ideas. Si, obviamente habran ensayos donde no, pero da la casualidad que en los cinco que intenté leer anteriormente ese fue uno de los factores comunes: En cada uno de ellos se reiteraba la misma idea muchas veces, esto, para
que nuestro subconsciente la aceptara forzosamente. No me gusta que usen sus propias vidas o sus ideas, para sugerir lo que debemos hacer con nuestras vidas. Cada uno debe encontrar su propio camino, no perseguir el decretado por los demdas.En cuanto a lo poco que lei reconozco que el primer capitulo si me intereso, pero fue debido a que se
contaba sobre el tenis y sobre la historia de un joven que en su ninez fue muy bueno en este deporte, al aprovechar su inteligencia para usar los factores externos a su favor: El viento, los defectos de la cancha, etc. Sin embargo, al crecer esos trucos dejaron de servirle porque los demas tenian mayores capacidades fisicas y empezaron a vencerlo
facilmente. Este fragmento, mas que gustarme, me recordé mi vida porque eso mismo me ocurrié con la velocidad. En mi infancia fui el nifio méas bajito pero més rapido de todos, pero cuando pasaron los afios yo no creci tanto como los demas y entonces todos se volvieron mas rapidos que yo, pero debido a la potencia que les ofrecia su cuerpo
desarrollado. Pero a pesar de ese buen inicio abandoné la historia porque no soporté el siguiente fragmento que me parecié eterno, donde se hablaba sobre la television y la cultura popular americana. Si fuera de Estados Unidos y entendiera todas sus referencias quizas lo toleraria, pero que me cuente sin explicarme sobre series, personajes y
capitulos que jamas he visto en mi vida me parecié muy fastidioso: Sin mentir, me dormi sentado en la mitad del capitulo. Cuando desperté, lei paginas al azar, saltdndome el orden, y noté que de ahi en adelante todo el libro era igual, asi que no encontré motivos para continuar este libro. Lo importante fue que lo intenté.autobiography essays
unfinishedDecember 8, 2012A Definitely Awesome Thing that I'll Most Certainly Read AgainFull disclosure: I felt the smallest twinge of disappointment as I read these essays; (not because of the quality therein—there’s hardly any disappointment to be had there—but because it dawned on me that Infinite Jest, a book that I had spent the better part of
February and March, slaving over and worshipping, was not in fact some work of genius that grew out of the side of DFW’s head and broke off one night in a fit of divinely inspired creativity, but actually that IJ] was a long, arduous work that came about as a result of years of writing and rewriting as DFW honed his craft, those winding, serpentine
sentences that wrap around massive stores of information and unravel beautiful narratives covering every conceivable minutiae of a given situation, the footnotes that drag you underneath the surface of a sentence and reveal the inner-workings of a cruise ship’s maintenance crew or the social status of each individual at his dinner table and upon
resurfacing from the footnote, you carry the weight of all the new information upon the sentence that you once left and when you reread the sentence, this new knowledge that you have enlivens the significance of a glance or another character’s tick; the footnote delves into that subconscious baggage that we carry around everyday that inform our
judgements and preconceptions about every person and thing we encounter throughout life thus when I realized that these styles were worked towards upon reading A Supposedly Fun Thing that I'll Never Do Again, Infinite Jest became somewhat less special in being the only book that I've read to have all of DFW’s stylistic tics). Thankfully, the
disappointment wore off quickly. I came to appreciate the style that DFW worked so hard to hone. These essays are a display of the development of the I style. The footnotes become more and more involved as the essays progress. First there are only a few innocuous notes, simply to elucidate a small point, until the final titular essay in which the
footnotes are used without restraint in full DFW-short-story-length-footnotes that intrude mid-sentence. These essays may be the best way to come to know DFW (or at least the persona he projected). I think it sheds some light on why he has become so beloved among new generations of readers. It’s easy to come across like a pompous ass in your
writing, especially if you're a freaky genius like Dave Wallace was and you use rambling, run-on sentences and use info-dumping footnotes. It would be easy for any one of these essays to come across as the inflated pontifications of an over-educated intellectual, but there’s something about DFW that is lovable and endearing. Although it too often
consumed him, it helped that he was so self-deprecating. It gave his genius the checks and balances that a lot of other genius authors lack. Thus it lessened the extent to which he cared about his (otherwise) rampant ego. He is* hyper-self-aware and it comes across in long descriptions of every imaginable bit of sensory detail. In his David Lynch essay,
he essentially transcribes the entire rough cut of Lost Highway into a section of the essay. Apparently he found it insufficient to merely give a plot summary and instead divined the entire script, shot list and set decoration from what must have been several viewings of the rough cut. Occasionally his writing is tedious. There were times when I got
antsy. I wanted him to get to the point and cut through all that detail and rambling. He even prefaces one of his paras by saying that “this probably will be cut by the editor but. . . (insert a few pages of details)”. But any time that it became too much to handle, or when I got too bored with his work, there would be some turn of phrase, or a particular
observation that would make me fall head over heels in love again. This collection is essentially “everything that Dave is into and thinks about on a day to day basis”. And for so many authors, this would be excruciating to read, boring as all hell, but listening to DFW ramble on about his interests is revelatory. How did so much intelligence and
sensitivity end up in one person? He was in a class of his own. (As I stop fellating him? and attempt at some type of objectivity)Derivative Sport in Tornado AlleyVery interesting piece. Thus begins DFW’s style of experimental non-fiction. This piece is more image and metaphor centered than would be your typical “tell the facts” style of non-fiction.
There are a glut of insights into tennis, especially DFW’s own style of play which consisted of his adaptation to his environment (marked by heavy winds of the mid-west) and used it to his advantage (perhaps developing some personal motif about his chameleon-like literary experimentations of his early work). Thus when he began playing tennis
indoors on nice courts, he had no inclement weather with which to use to his advantage. Ends with a cartoon-like description of being caught in a tornado while playing and smashed against the chain link fence. It is mostly devoid of the IJ trademark stylistic ticks and is almost strange to read an entire Wallace essay without footnotes.E Unibus
Pluram: Television and U.S. FictionThis is an introduction on DFW’s thoughts about television and the strange way in which it is consciously aware of itself while dolling out the usual advertisement and banal sit-coms. This may or may not be dated given the rise of the internet (about which I wished so much that DFW could have written) and given
that I hardly watch any tv (besides Bronco games on sunday) it didn’t have as much of an impact than would otherwise. I've also more or less known about all the ideas within the essay via all the interviews I've seen of DFW. It’s good to have all his thoughts about television in one place.Getting Away from Already Being Pretty Much Away from It
AllThis is where DFW gained serious notoriety as a non-fictionist (and I'd almost say as a writer period, given that the majority of people who’ve read DFW have read his non-fiction as opposed to tackling the mammoth Jest; tis a shame). This is Dave at his most funny. Esquire has commissioned him to write a piece on an Illinois State Fair in bumfuck
nowhere. The rural, right-wing, conservatives (which heavily populate the American mid-west) function as a comedic shooting-gallery for DFW’s socially awkward journalistic persona, describing each rural Illinois denizen with simultaneous wit and discomfort that it’s hard to hold the book still while howling in laughter. Greatly ExaggeratedHere, Mr.
Wallace flexes his erudition and reviews a piece of lit theory that criticizes the post-modern death-of-the-author theorists like Derrida, Barthes, et al. At this point it becomes clear that this collection of essays is more of a grab-bag of his musings and interests and opposed to anything with clear structure or links. But this is all wonderful, because it
seems as though he was one of those people who had several, disconnected interests and but studied each one of them exhaustively. He brings all his knowledge of literature theory to bear upon questions of authorship and structuralism. A great insight into some of his attitudes towards these topics.David Lynch Keeps His HeadAnother item on the
list of things that make David-san tick, the work of David Lynch. This essay is one part exposé of a trip to the set of Lost Highway, one part cataloging of all things “lynchian” and one part defense of the body of Lynch’s work against ignoramuses, critics and otherwise. This essay has everything that one could love about DFW in one continuous piece of
writing: awkward social interactions; acute observations of human beings in their natural habitat; self-deprecating humor of the gut-busting and tear-inducing variety; brilliant musings on aesthetics and the state of pop-culture; and a passionate discussion of medium of film, its capacity to influence the audience’s mind like no other medium. If you
only want to read one essay, read this one. Tennis Player Michael Joyce’s Profession Artistry as a Paradigm of Certain Stuff about Choice, Freedom, Discipline, Joy, Grotesquerie, and Human CompletenessTo be honest this essay was the least interesting. In his interview with Charlie Rose, he talks about this essay in particular. He says that the project
began with his interest in the up and coming Michael Joyce and his career, but of course, the essay ended up being about himself. And although, of course, you end up writing about yourself in every writing venture, in this instance, it detracted from the piece instead of adding to it. In other essays, especially the titular one, DFW’s persona makes it
hilarious and relatable but here, it drags the essay in two directions, one side pulling toward Michael Joyce, and the other pulling towards DFW'’s digressions and personal asides. There’s a healthy balance to be had—in fact all of writing seems to be a balancing act. I sometimes wonder how DFW pulls it off, given how long-winded he can be. But here,
it is apparent that it doesn’t always work in ever instance. What can you do? It makes me like him even more because it shows he’s human. Not a robot but a ghost.A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do AgainMy opinions of this piece are scattered about this entire review, because it is, in many ways a culmination of all the pieces that come before it. It
is the culmination of DFW'’s style, as we know it from IJ, as well as a culmination of his thoughts and ideas as a writer. But it’s still worth noting a few things. First, I've heard of accusations that DFW made up the people (not just changed their names) that are in this piece. I first wonder how one would ever know that—actual interviews with the
people themselves?—but even more important, who cares? If your main concern is the literal content of this book, or the literal content of any book for that matter, and your main concern is the truth values of the author’s statements, then I'm sorry to say you've sorely missed the point of this book and the point of reading (literature reading at least).
The interactions with other people in this piece do not even take up most of it. It is DFW’s own internal state and his musings on all that is going on around him. What’s important is the way in which DFW uses this socially-awkward, hyper-sensitive persona to write a devastating critique of american consumerism. He (the persona and author) has/d
this uncanny ability to deconstruct any situation. His self-awareness is not just focused inward, but outward too. There’s hardly anything that flies over D’s radar, hardly anything that he isn’t consciously aware of and analyzing. What average person would notice and reflect upon the time intervals upon which the maids clean his room? DFW did. He
also (in a section that earns multiple “lol”s in the absolute literal sense of the phrase) tests the maids’ cleaning habits by leaving his room at random times during the day and noticing the exact amount of time it takes for him to be gone until they clean. He notices the fact that it takes exactly 30 minutes (no more and no less) for the maids’ to begin
straightening his room. This leads him to reflect upon the absurd, possible ways that the boat could ever know how long any of its tenants are gone, and more so, the kind of hegemonic rulership the maids must be under to maintain such constant vigilance to clean. He compares and contrasts their working conditions to his own pampering and
toddler-like state that he’s been thrown into on this cruise. He notices the strong disconnect between the servers and those that are served. This illustrates the stark divide between the two classes of people, how one become like pampered, spoiled children and the other are stiff, unemotional alienated workers. See what we’re dealing with here? Any
other person would shrug off such observations, effectively cutting off his or her ability to reflect at all on the frightening implications of such capitalistic excess. This ought to be a wake up call for any person with such introspective, hyper-sensitive tendencies. For a great deal of such sensitive, analytical people are racked with insecurities due to the
propensity for constant self-judgement and analysis. We should know and appreciate the fact that those people are an essential part of a society if it is to be aware of itself and change itself for the better. There must be people like DFW, lest it continue to walk blindly, unaware.'unsure whether to use the present tense “is” to refer to the narrative
persona of DFW, the de facto tense usage of any literary paper to immortalize the author via that mysterious, vaguely defined persona of the text or whether to use the past tense “was” to refer to DFW the person, who tragically passed away and thus referred to in the past tense. I suppose the present tense will do, not only to stay true to lit paper
norms but also to dupe myself (on some unconscious level) that he is actually still alive and his death is some illuminati conspiracy because actually he’s currently being held captive in some underground government facility, commissioned to write confidential reports of the government’s most clandestine operations, the first of which was a disaster,
as the report was some 100 pages over the maximum limit, and included a particularly long digression on the correct MLA method of citation of confidential military reports, as presented in sub-clause 23a of an already over-long footnote.?barely capable of keeping my gushing love for him under wraps here. I have come to be known as the "DFW" guy
at the local bookstore. And in fact, upon my visit to pick up this book, it provided the fodder for small talk with the attractive girl at the register. We shot the shit about DFW, literature and writing and the conversation ended with me taking her number, as well the book, home with me. And but so in typical DFW socially awkward fashion, we have only
managed since then to effectively "out awkward" one another upon every encounter, half-starting conversations, repeating questions, and running into one another just after having said goodbye; it's good to know that I can live my life in all ways Wallace, including failed propositions for dates, cringe-inducing attempts at conversation, and protracted
sessions of post-hoc self-deprecation.tears-of-beautiful-laughterSeptember 9, 2021ENGLISH (A supposedly fun thing I'll never do again) / ITALIANO«Right now it's Saturday 18 March, and I'm sitting in the extremely full coffee shop of the Fort Lauderdale Airport, killing the four hours between when I had to be off the cruise ship and when my flight to
Chicago leaves by trying to summon up a kind of hypnotic sensuous collage of all the stuff I've seen and heard and done as a result of the journalistic assignment just ended»In the absence of a little courage to start the gigantic Infinite Jest, I hit up the lighter and more reassuring humorous essay "A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again".
Commissioned to the author by Harper's magazine, this work is a coverage of the "7 nights Caribbean cruise", for a term of a clean week. A luxury cruise only for rich people. The David Foster Wallace's portrait of the typical American on holiday is hilarious, and the the one of the infrastructure and of the cabin crew is excessive and surreal.The
obsession of the entertainment at all costs. The compulsion of the nourishment at all times.Vote: 7.5«E allora oggi & sabato 18 marzo e sono seduto nel bar strapieno di gente dell’aeroporto di Fort Lauderdale, e dal momento in cui sono sceso dalla nave da crociera al momento in cui saliro sull’aereo per Chicago devono passare quattro ore che sto
cercando di ammazzare facendo il punto su quella specie di puzzle ipnotico-sensoriale di tutte le cose che ho visto, sentito e fatto per il reportage che mi hanno commissionato»In mancanza di un po di coraggio per iniziare il mastodontico "Infinite Jest", mi butto sul piu leggero e rassicurante saggio umoristico "Una cosa divertente che non faro mai
piu". Opera commissionata all'autore dalla rivista Harper's, si tratta di un reportage della crociera "7 notti ai Caraibi", per la durata di una settimana tonda tonda. Crociera extra-lusso per soli ricchi. Il ritratto che David Foster Wallace dipinge dell'americano medio in vacanza & esilarante, mentre quello dell'infrastruttura e del personale di bordo &
eccessivo e surreale.L'ossessione del divertimento a tutti i costi. La compulsione del nutrimento a tutte le ore.Voto: 7.5May 4, 2025Cosa c'e di piu affascinante di una bella vacanza su una grande nave da crociera dove tutto l'equipaggio € li per servirti, accudirti e il cui unico scopo e farti divertire?Wallace lo spiega a modo suo.Incaricato di scrivere un
reportage in prima persona per una testata giornalistica, David sale a bordo della nave da crociera e racconta la sua particolare esperienza trasformando il soggiorno da sogno in un incubo ad occhi aperti.I passeggeri sono visti come cavie ammaestrate a godere di ogni attimo del loro viaggio, come se ne andasse della loro vita. Ogni giorno, ogni ora,
ogni minuto a sforzarsi di raggiungere il Nirvana del divertimento e della soddisfazione a tutti i costi.Una prosa che esagera volutamente le situazioni in ottica talmente negativa da risultare comica.Naturalmente bisogna lasciarsi trasportare dall'ironia sottintesa che circonda 1'opera per apprezzarlo appieno. Io ho riso parecchio.Una lettura che se
presa nel verso giusto diverte e intrattiene. Sicuramente un buon punto di inizio per conoscere lo stile di questo scrittore che ci ha lasciato troppo presto.August 8, 2011Goodness gracious. As much as I revere Wallace’s fiction—his attempt to rescue American culture from the despairing morass of self-aware ironical knowingness—his nonfiction is in
another league. The sheer cinematic exuberance, the “floating eye” quality of these pieces is breathtaking and wonderful, bringing the reader as deep into each experience as is textually possible, and as close to Wallace as we can be on the page.His fiction has a ‘surgical’ quality, much like J.G. Ballard or Will Self (whose own essay style mirrors
Wallace’s, though proves less compelling than his fiction), more bound up in high-wire intellectual games which only connect when the reader is complicit in the clevernesses at the heart of these stories, or serve to undo the story by adding meta-layers more about fiction writing itself. (And so metafictional by proxy. An example would be the story
‘Incarnations of Burned Children,” which on a deeper reading is a story about narrative position/POV, not the heartrending events depicted within. So despite his work going for direct emotional shocks, it is largely trapped in the cranium).So in this essay collection, by making the focus tangentially on Wallace himself as filtered through the Illinois
State Fair, a revolting cruise ship, or a tortured TV consumer, the work has a deeply personal and directly emotional feel, and although not as ambitious as his attempt to depict the grand throbbing alive-ness of life as in Infinite Jest, the work shines and sings with a more reader-friendly humour, brio and natural warmth, as well as the stylish feats of
intelligence and logical probity that is his trademark. Phew.An essential text for any serious reader of contemporary essays.merkins non-fiction worshippedFebruary 23, 2022There are two essays on tennis. And I suspect his perspective on tennis is unique in the history of the world. It's when he's examining the micro mechanics of tennis that you
realise just what a rare and perilous place his delicately tuned mind was. And just how interwoven are madness and genius. He goes on a cruise and makes it seem like a dress rehearsal for a nursing home. A tightly formulated series of happy clapping rituals. Your desires not only anticipated and micromanaged but formulated for you. Rebellion
would be required daily to genuinely have a good time. Not necessarily a bad starting state of mind when you awake of a morning. One thing's certain, a cruise would provide great material for a comic novel. For one thing it contains elements of a dystopian world. I'm surprised no one has ever written this novel. JG Ballard? An agricultural fair
provides a good deal of comedy. But his comedy is generally kind, rarely cruel. And boy is he brilliant at making you laugh! There's an essay on television in which he argues it's futile to feel superior to television because television only pretends to be stupid. One of its directives to help its audience feel superior which is a feeling people like. I wasn't
familiar with any of the programmes he mentions so a lot of this essay went over my head.(I'm still mostly locked out of my account and can't make or reply to comments. Apologies.)October 2, 2020Primo approccio alla lettura di David Foster Wallace (1) Mi sono trovato con una perla dell'ironia postmoderna.Wallace & un maniaco ossessivo compulsivo
delle note a pié di pagina. E possibile trovare anche note a pié di pagina dentro a note a pié di pagina, fino a occupare piu del novanta percento della pagina. La cosa divertente & che, per la maggior parte, sono una risorsa quasi fondamentale: & possibile ignorarle senza perdere alcuna informazione utile per capire la storia, semmai ci fosse una
"storia", ma consiglio non sottovalutarle perché molte contengono piccole idee parecchio interessanti (2) , a volte si limitano a spiegare alcuni dati in modo piu esaustivo e ogni tanto introducono alcuni aneddoti non direttamente correlati alla storia.l'autore analizza quella che dovrebbe essere un'esperienza piacevole: sette giorni in una crociera di
lusso, con un servizio che si prende cura di ogni minimo dettaglio. Deliranti vari passaggi del racconto, dalla sua descrizione del sistema di raccolta degli asciugamani sulle sedie a sdraio sul ponte alla sua strategia di spionaggio fallita per scoprire in azione la donna incaricata di pulire la sua cabina. Tutte situazioni che usa per studiare la natura
umana, il suo desiderio di chiedere sempre di pili senza alcun limite e la sua semi-agorafobia e caproscopofobia (3) .Leggere questo libro e una delizia, guidata da una prosa veloce e agile, travestita da testo facile e piena di metafore originali con cui Wallace ottiene immagini molto vivide e descrittive ("rapidita anfetaminica" per descrivere la velocita
di un cameriere, "stato uterino di nullafacenza" come conseguenza dei vizi ricevuti o accostare la diversita etnica dell'equipaggio a una pubblicita della Benetton...)Per farla breve, & un saggio molto divertente che include alcune riflessioni che vale la pena considerare. E, naturalmente, provoca nel lettore un rifiuto immediato di viaggiare in crociera.---
(1) Mi aspetta il suo "Infinite Jest" ma volevo partire da un testo piu corto e decisamente piu leggero. (2) E soprattutto divertenti (questa nota € veramente inutile, non ci riesco, come fa Wallace?) (3) terrore patologico di essere considerato un caprone (3a) (3a) Questa nota inserita qui, la potete trovare anche come una vera nota del libro.February 20,
2023I'd like to add a new category to GR called ‘read enough’ - for those books that leave you staggering to your feet wiping the blood from your mouth conceding defeat. You know the gap between to-read and read. Amazingly enough I actually finished this book but only because the final 100 pages were footnotes followed by footnotes to his
footnotes. Are you kidding me?This is a collection of essays covering everything from playing tennis in the tornado belt to television and its relationship to U.S. fiction to the 1993 Illinois State Fair - the other essays were beyond my comprehension and may as well been written in Farsi. I haven’t been this restless since I had to repeat Algebra II in
summer school.Holy mother of Abraham Lincoln but Wallace is a long-winded pretentious sack of sh*t - he knows a lot and he’s determined to impart every last atom of it and after that he’s going to explain it all again in a slightly different way every bit as pedantic and boring with even more obscure references. DFW you win - I can’t keep up with
you. Two of the essays - the one about the state fair and the other about cruise ship travel are much more accessible - these are the pieces that other reviewers have described as hilarious but with pathos. FYI, DFW, most of us feel tiny and a trifle insignificant when we stand in a desert or meadow gazing up into the starry night - really are these
feelings more poignant when poised at the deck rail of a high end cruise ship? Is loneliness even harder to bear when on an all-expenses paid trip? His humor? Not irony but an elitist’s musings on lesser fortunates - say, Midwestern fairgoers - funny but cringe worthy in its mean-spiritedness. By the reviews on GR DFW is an absolute God. Convince
me! Until then he’s a depressive with a wry wit and superiority complex who looked down to show his inferiority to his nameless rabble of victims. colossal-disappointments non-fiction pop-culture October 23, 2016 I have felt as bleak as I've felt since puberty, and have filled almost three Mead notebooks trying to figure out whether it was Them or
Just Me. By far my favorite review of this book—and one of my favorite reviews on this site—is Geoff’s energetic paean. So I find it somewhat ironic that, setting out to write my own review, I am forced to begin with the opposite moral: do not trust the American-hype machine. This is not because everything popular is bad, nor because of any Orwellian
or Adornoesque suspicions of mass manipulation. This is, rather, for the very simple reason that inflated expectations can make even genuinely joyful experiences a touch disappointing and, thus, embittering. DFW is a sublime illustration of this. Few authors on this site, if any, can compare with the gratuitous amount of praise heaped upon them by
book-worms and casual readers alike. I mean, for Pete’s sake, in one review there’s even a photoshopped image of DFW’s face edited onto Jesus’ body (an impressively literal example of idolatry). And because I had the enthusiastic voices of so many fellow readers in my head as I opened the first page, I couldn’t get myself to stop thinking the same
thought: “So this is what everybody’s raving about?!” And the other unfortunate consequence of this superfluity of praise, besides giving the experience itself a tinge of discontent, is that now I feel a bit defensive about my opinion, as if not joining this chorus makes me a sinner. Perhaps I am? But listen; let me be clear from the get-go: I enjoyed this
book quite a bit. It’s just I have some emotional baggage to deal with. Bear with me. This book is a collection of essays Wallace wrote during the early half of the nineties. In terms of both subject-matter and quality, it’'s a mixed bag. Some are forgettable or worse; and some are fantastic and hilarious. These essays, however, all share distinctive traits
and, in my opinion, serious flaws. Let me get the most obvious flaw out of the way first. Every essay is too long. I'm surprised any editor let Wallace get away with such meandering, such overabundance, and such aimlessness as one finds here. He pursues tangents, includes needless details, and generally opines about everything which passes before
his eyes. I know it would feel like bloody murder to cut lines from such a talented writer. But every good writer knows, at least in the back of her head, that writing is ultimately for the reader, not the writer. The entire profession of editing exists because of the all-too-human tendency to forget this. This general too-much-ness (to use a Wallacism)
often gives his writing a lack of focus and power, turning what should be an act of communication into an info-dump. Another flaw, which I admit is a bit petty of me to rag on, is his unnecessary orthographic trickery. Here’s an example: “The net, 3.5 feet high at the posts, divides the court widthwise in half; the service lines divide each half again into
backcourt and fore-.” The language in this sentence strikes me as deliberately annoying and ugly. For one, the word “widthwise” is awful; and by saying “backcourt and fore-,” he forces the reader to perform a mental operation to get the sentence’s meaning—and an unsatisfying mental operation, too. And besides, this sentence is explaining what a
bleeding tennis court looks like, the sort of thing you can safely omit. There’s stuff like this throughout, phrases and abbreviations which struck me as serving no purpose except to be intentionally irritating. A much deeper flaw is with some of the ideas he puts forward. The whole point of his essay about Michael Joyce, the tennis player, is that
practicing to be a professional athlete requires so much time it ends up warping you—which is pretty obvious, if you ask me. And I cannot find a better way to sum up his book review about the “Death of the Author” except to say that it was intellectual masturbation to very dull porn. But this lackluster theorizing was most apparent in his essay about
television, in which he argues that irony is becoming pervasive, suffocating, and dangerous. Not only has this concern been rendered obsolete because of technological advancement—an option which he explicitly rules out—but besides that, I can’t help but find Wallace’s battle-cry to “risk the yawn, the rolled eyes, the cool smile, the nudged ribs,” a
bit feeble, as if breaking out of your twenty-something cage of irony is a heroic struggle. All this is DFW at his worst—pretentious, show-offy, faux-profound; in other words, that annoying guy in a turtleneck who lived down the hall in your college dorm. (That was me in my dorm, in case you're wondering.) But DFW at his best is another creature
entirely. He’s friendly, interesting, funny, and insightful. He’s charming—the sort of guy I'd love to have a beer with. In fact, DFW can be downright addictive; by the time I got near the end of this book, I couldn’t put it down. I was stifling laughter on the metro, and interrupting my girlfriend repeatedly to make her read a funny passage. She liked
these, too, and didn’t even mind when I did it again two minutes later. DFW is at his best in two essays in this collection: his trip to the State Fair and his trip on a luxury cruise-line. They’re similar works, both involving the socially awkward, delectably nervous, highly oversensitive, somewhat misanthropic, thoroughly overeducated DFW entering an
environment which caters to none of these qualities. In these situations, DFW is pushed to find humor in his situation; and this search leads him to insights, both about his environment and himself. His is the kind of humor that functions both as comedy and as philosophy, providing perspective, analysis, and interpretation, leading you to acceptance of
yourself and your place in the world. What also sets these works apart is a keen anthropological eye. Details crowd these pages, lined up into lists, tucked into corners, jammed into footnotes. And although many of these details are unnecessary, and some are simply distracting, most are delectable and delicious. “The very best way to describe Scott
Peterson’s demeanor is that it looks like he’s constantly posing for a photograph nobody is taking.” DFW combines a journalist’s curiosity with a neurotic’s oversensitivity and a novelist’s voyeurism. The result is a man exquisitely attuned to his environment. To sum up, I've decided I like the guy, and I think he’s a fantastic writer. My only regret is
that I met DFW with expectations inflated to the size of the Hindenburg, which caused me constantly to measure him against the literally godlike person he was described to be. And the real shame is that, baring some youthful inability to figure out which details of his life are worth writing down, he strikes me as a humble, decent, and honest person
—not the kind of person who’d want to be known as a Goodreads God. It’s a shame he’s gone.November 2, 2021En este ensayo DFW analiza el concepto de diversion y recompensa, asociado al turismo de masas, tomando el caso de un crucero por el Caribe. A medio camino entre el periodismo y el ensayo, nos relata su experiencia como pasajero, que
ya viene resumida en el titulo - pedazo de spoiler :)Analiza - es mas, radiografia - cada detalle, cada objeto, cada actividad, la actitud del personal de a bordo y de los pasajeros, sus propios sentimientos, en resumen: todo. Y siempre desde una perspectiva poco convencional y llena de humor, una mirada sardénica que pone de relieve todos los absurdos
del ocio masivo y, por elevacion, de la estructura social. En realidad, tengo la impresién de que desde su punto de vista, cualquier evento puede quedar reducido a cenizas, lo cual nos proporciona una lucidez que puede llegar a ser excesiva. DFW es demoledor, pero te hace reir tanto y escribe tan bien que leerlo es una paraddjica delicia. Aunque te
esté caricaturizando a ti, a tu modo de vida y a todo lo que te rodea.El barco estaba tan blanco y limpio como si lo hubieran hervido.El tema fundamental no es sélo el crucero en concreto, sino el concepto mismo de ocio en nuestra sociedad, como un bien de consumo crucial que debemos adquirir a toda costa, para 'compensarnos' de nuestros
esfuerzos, porque es algo que 'merecemos'. El turista se convierte asi en una especie de nifio malcriado y desconsiderado, que siempre exige mas y al que se embrutece con un exceso de lujo y 'cuidados'. El resultado segin DFW es:Contemplar desde una gran altura a tus compatriotas caminando como patos con sandalias caras por puertos azotados
por la pobreza no es uno de los momentos mas divertidos de un Crucero de Lujo 7NC. Hay algo ineludiblemente bovino en un turista americano avanzando como parte de un grupo. Hay cierta placidez codiciosa en ellos. En nosotros, mejor dicho. En puerto nos convertimos automéaticamente en Peregrinator americanus, Die Lumpenamikaner. La Gente
Fea.Este turismo de masas es también un agravio a los paises mas pobres y DFW relata anécdotas sobre los trabajadores que sirven a los turistas en el barco en condiciones de quasi esclavitud.Quien esté interesado en la obra de DFW pero le dé respeto empezar con obras mas extensas, este breve ensayo es una buena puerta de entrada a su filosofia
y a su escritura. Es lo que me sucedia a mi - gracias Hy por la recomendacién, ha sido una muy buena lectura!December 8, 2014Ho avuto timore di cimentarmi con uno scritto di DFW da quando ho letto da qualche parte che leggere sue opere € come salire sulle montagne russe, ed io ho paura di salire sulle montagne russe.Un vicino anobiano tempo
fa mi convinse a cominciare da questo saggio e cosi ho fatto. Non me ne sono pentita. Non sono ancora le montagne russe, solo un certo rollio da mare mosso.Si tratta di un lucido e spietato reportage su una settimana di vacanza in una nave da crociera extra lusso nei meravigliosi mari dei Caraibi, con episodi (il te in abito formale al Fleet Bar &
indimenticabile) e personaggi esilaranti come Trudy ed Esther, anziane compagne di tavolo dello scrittore, vere esperte della vita in crociera per averne fatte gia sei, alle quali nessun particolare sfugge della tavola e del cibo servito; la genialita di DFW appare nella lucida analisi antropologica dei passeggeri, accompagnata da riflessioni sul turismo di
massa, sullo sfruttamento economico di chi lavora e gravita nel mondo delle crociere, sulle pubblicita depistanti che troviamo nelle brochure delle agenzie di viaggio, ingegnosamente predisposte per illudere il pubblico, il tutto vissuto sempre in prima persona dallo scrittore, con una sensibilita straordinaria attentissima ad ogni dettaglio quasi fino al
maniacale. Grazie a DFW ho scoperto che 'ossido di zinco protegge dalle scottature; peccato che non sappia se sia solido, liquido o aeriforme. September 17, 20140ne of my more obsessive habits on Goodreads involves comparing books with others. If you're one of my friends, chances are I've clicked the little button on your homepage an average of
three times, sometimes more if you have a particularly large library (looking at you, Hadrian/Kris/& co.) Throughout my nearly two weeks of reading this book, the prim and peppy 'currently-reading' would show up next to a record number of gleaming five stars, up near the tippy top if listed in order of rating. In short, I am amongst good company.It's
been nearly three years since I added Infinite Jest into rank and file, almost one since I pulled the beast out of the depths of one of the massive university libraries. I read it at school, I carted it back home for the holidays, and finished in the kind of stricken rhapsody of composition that I've been chasing ever since. Said ever since included coming to
terms with IJ's reputation, replete with tales of pretentious woe, ballads of fiendish glee, and the moribund crossroads between the two embodied in the form of hipster lists. It's likely that I held off for so long on coming back to DFW for fear of finding out that I really hadn't adored all that much, and it was the internalization of all that hype both
laudatory and inverse that had prompted that overwhelming favoritism.I needn't have worried.Of course, this isn't IJ, and trust me when I say that that particular megalodon is not safe from a future reread. However, it is DFW, and this collection of nonfiction has plenty of dots connecting over to the more fictional bents: math, tennis, debilitating
awareness of self, and that keen eye of tangential cross sections of life and literature that raises the age I currently live in to something not quite art, but interesting enough to hold its own against the sea of classics and other eclectica that usually fills my escapist needs. In other words, DFW liked a lot of the things I do, and wrote about them in such
a way that makes me likes liking them, which doesn't happen so often when your main interests include engineering-level calculations, sociocultural treatises, and hardcore critical theory of fictioning. The best part of DFW is he can carry across all that in a manner both big-worded and esoteric, taking the subject seriously in the complex systems
rather than the ivory tower sense of the word. For example, he convinced me to try out David Lynch without ever straining my interest levels or coming off as an asshole, an achievement greatly added by his obvious enjoyment of the guy's movies. DFW may have had some extremely heavy interests, but all that academic jargoning and/or molasses
with a noticeable veneer of 'you're sure you're good enough, punk'? Nada, zero, zilch. Poof. Did I mention he's hilarious, in ways ranging from erudite to funny as fuck filth? Let me say it again.And that retention of his. I am a firm believer in his '500,000 bits of discrete information' statement, as well as his ability to contextualize anything, anywhere,
at any speed seen fit. The sections in the titular essay succeeding an overindulgence in caffeine are especially demonstrative, but only by a hair. It's this hypersensitive intake valve combined with a strong desire to share that's resulting in my not giving DFW crap for throwing out the 'politically correct' word and being so white and male and American
in general. Not everyone has my viciously obsessive interest in social justice, so I will simply state that he's aware when it counts and move on.Besides, that Unibus Pluram: Television and U.S. Fiction essay? Genius, in the 'my life makes so much more sense right now' gist of the word. Accuse me of favoritism, but that little piece of work made up for
every niggling twinge and then some. Finally, there remains the fact that I discovered DFW and his writing after September 12, 2008. What writings there are now are all the writings that remain for my future readings. Thus, I have decided to ration my DFW intake for one work per year, a cycle that began with IJ and will last not nearly long enough.
Here's to you, David Foster Wallace. I'll never meet you, but I will remember.5-star authorness life-after-life November 21, 2008Judging from the traffic tie-ups you see, I'm not the only one who slows down to gape at a car crash. The temptation would be even greater somewhere like Beverly Hills with a Ferrari involved. I suppose reading this book
would fall under a similar rubric: gawking at a star betided by tragedy.By nearly all accounts, mine and the MacArthur’s included, DFW was a genius. This is all the more obvious given the essay format—-a good way to highlight his gift.* He saw big pictures, as his social commentary and cultural critiques made clear. He could also drill down to subtle
human quirks which, though remote, are still recognizable (after he pointed them out). I'm sure his genius extended beyond my comprehension of it, too, especially with his more philosophical musings.** Though one of his goals was to lead readers to “aha” moments of insight, he never talked down to anyone to get there.The subjects were varied,
covering topics like tennis (as a regionally ranked junior player he knew the sport well), television, the Illinois State Fair, literary theory, and cruise ship excursions. You get the feeling he could write about anything, though, and it would all be brilliant. He could vary his tone, too, alternating between professorial, sardonic, insightful, and funny. I
guess in popular parlance you’d call him a hipster, but he seemed a little less edgy and a little more caring than others of that ilk. Now that I think about it, I shouldn’t even try to categorize such a multifaceted and unique individual.One passage in the book struck me as particularly good. From what I've seen, it was one of his recurring themes. It has
to do with irony and irreverence as a rhetorical mode. Turns out, fun as it may be for a time, he views it all as ultimately unfulfilling. With an ironist’s repertoire of criticism and destruction, there’s rarely anything constructive to “replace the hypocrisies it debunks.” Consistent with that, in an interview I just read he spoke disparagingly of all the arch,
pomo attitude there is these days. So why did he do it? To be honest I really didn’t read this looking for clues. It’s hard not to think of his fate, though, when he talked so honestly about despair, and fighting the urge to throw himself off the ship that he otherwise wrote so playfully about in the title piece. I suppose depression and bad chemistry were
the clinical reasons, but it’s natural to wonder what within his outlook he might have revealed to tip his hand. Did he simply think too much and in increasingly inward ways? Was he too keenly aware of how different he was? Even his friends may not know. What I do know is that they miss him. That includes friends he never met; those he connected
with through his works. *We might also conclude that the essay format is a way to see the curse of his genius, too, with hints of alienation in a world of average intelligence and a hyper-awareness of flaws including his own.**When an essay jumps right in saying that “In the 1960s the poststructuralist metacritics came along and turned literary
aesthetics on its head by rejecting assumptions their teachers had held as self-evident and making the whole business of interpreting texts way more complicated by fusing theories of creative discourse with hardcore positions in metaphysics,” you know you’re in for a challenge. ******You get really used to footnotes in a DFW essay. Maybe it’s just the
way a really smart person’s mind works—-they can go on for hours with the asides their active noggins flit to, discursively disrupting the linear flow but in interesting ways. You get a lot of long sentences with him, too (I say hoping it's without irony as I flatter him with imitation in yet another nested aside).August 5, 2007David Foster Wallace is one
awesomely smart guy. This is both his greatest strength and his potential Achilles heel as a writer. Personally, I will read anything this man writes, because I think he is a true genius with a rare sense of compassion, and a hilarious sense of humor. Even when his writing falls victim to its own cleverness, I still find it worthwhile - perhaps because one
senses that the writer is a true mensch (not something I feel when being dazzled by the cleverness of a Dave Eggers, for instance).Oh hell, I want to be seated next to DFW on a long transpacific flight subject to major delays, OK? I have an enormous intellectual crush on this man. And when I cavil, it is done out of love, pure and simple.But when
discussing this book of his, caviling would simply be out of place. It contains two of the funniest essays I have ever read in my life (the descriptions of his experiences on a cruise liner and at the state fair, respectively). I think you should buy your own copy, because I certainly am not going to loan you mine.Added on edit: so, I've noticed that
goodreads seems to order books listed by review according to the wordcount of the reviews in question, from longest to shortest. A result of this has been that my negative review of DFW's ill-starred "Everything and More" shows up ahead of my 5-star review of this collection. This pains me enormously, as I really admire this writer's prodigious talent
immensely - even his occasional misfires beat the pants off many a less talented author's best efforts. So I am shamelessly adding this paragraph in a transparent effort to game the system - the desired result being that my positive review of this quirky, talented author show up before the negative review. I am guessing that the preceding paragraph
will have been sufficient to accomplish my devious ends, so will curtail my empty babbling here. Let's see if I'm right in this conjecture.top-20 you-ll-snort-milk-thru-your-noseNovember 26, 2012A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again is a brilliant collection of "essays and arguments". This collection was published in 1997 exactly one year after
Infinite Jest and is comprised of articles previously published from 1990 to 1996 in several different publications. His topics are tennis, television, a state fair, literary theory, David Lynch, and a luxury cruise. It doesn't matter if you are especially interested in these things or not, because you will be!1l. Derivative Sport in Tornado Alley (1990) ...
[Harper's, "Tennis, Trigonometry, Tornadoes", 1992.]Wallace writes that he was "a pretty untalented tennis player" and "could hit a tennis ball no harder or truer than most girls in my age bracket." But, "I was at my very best in bad conditions." And then he goes on to describe those bad conditions in detail. 2. E Unibus Pluram: Television and U.S.
Fiction (1990) [The Review of Contemporary Fiction, 1993.]"...if Realism called it like it saw it, Metafiction simply called it as it saw itself seeing itself see it. This high-cultural postmodern genre, in other words, was deeply informed by the emergence of television and the metastasis of self-conscious watching. And (I claim) American fiction remains
deeply informed by television..."3. Getting Away From Already Pretty Much Being Away From It All (1993) [Harper's, "Ticket to the Fair", 1994.]0bservations at the Illinois state fair."I suspect that part of the self-conscious-community thing here has to do with space. Rural Midwesterners live surrounded by unpopulated land, marooned in a space
whose emptiness starts to become both physical and spiritual. It is not just people you get lonely for. You're alienated from the very space around you, in a way, because out here the land's less an environment than a commodity. The land's basically a factory. You live in the same factory you work in. You spend an enormous amount of time with the
land, but you're still alienated from it in some way. It's probably hard to feel any sort of Romantic spiritual connection to nature when you have to make your living from it."4. Greatly Exaggerated (1992) [Harvard Book Review, 1992]. A review of Morte d' Author: An Autopsy by H. L. Hix, which, surprise, looks at the "death of the author" argument.
"For those of us civilians who know in our gut that writing is an act of communication between one human being and another, the whole question seems sort of arcane. As William (anti-death) Gass observes in Habitations of the Word, critics can try to erase or over-define the author into anonymity for all sorts of technical, political, and philosophical
reasons, and 'this "anonymity" may mean many things, but one thing which it cannot mean is that no one did it.' "5. David Lynch keeps his head (1995) ... [Premiere, 1996.]0n the set of Lost Highway; a profile of Lynch."An academic definition of Lynchian might be that the term "refers to a particular kind of irony where the very macabre and the very
mundane combine in such a way as to reveal the former's perpetual containment within the latter." And "For me, Lynch's movies' deconstruction of this weird "irony of the banal" has affected the way I see and organize the world. I've noted since 1986 that a good 65% of the people in metropolitan bus terminals between the hours of midnight and 6:00
A.M. tend to qualify as Lynchian figures—flamboyantly unattractive, enfeebled, grotesque, freighted with a woe out of all proportion to evident circumstances.""6. Tennis Player Michael Joyce's Professional Artistry as a Paradigm of Certain Stuff about Choice, Freedom, Limitation, Joy, Grotesquerie, and Human Completeness (1995) ... [Esquire, "The
String Theory", 1996.1Yay! more tennis."I submit that tennis is the most beautiful sport there is, and also the most demanding. It requires body control, hand-eye coordination, quickness, flat-out speed, endurance, and that strange mix of caution and abandon we call courage. It also requires smarts. Just one single shot in one exchange in one point of
a high-level match is a nightmare of mechanical variables. Given a net that's three feet high (at the center) and two players in (unrealistically) a fixed position, the efficacy of one single shot is determined by its angle, depth, pace, and spin. And each of these determinants is itself determined by still other variables—for example, a shot's depth is
determined by the height at which the ball passes over the net combined with some integrated function of pace and spin, with the ball's height over the net itself determined by the player's body position, grip on the racquet, degree of backswing, angle of racquet face, and the 3-D coordinates through which the racquet face moves during that interval
in which the ball is actually on the strings. The tree of variables and determinants branches out, on and on, and then on even farther when the opponent's own positions and predilections and the ballistic features of the ball he's sent you to hit are factored in. No CPU yet existent could compute the expansion of variables for even a single exchange—
smoke would come out of the mainframe. The sort of thinking involved is the sort that can be done only by a living and highly conscious entity, and then only unconsciously, i.e. by combining talent with repetition to such an extent that the variables are combined and controlled without conscious thought. In other words, serious tennis is a kind of
art".7. A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again [Harper's , "Shipping Out", 1996.]Wallace goes on a cruise and discovers that "there is something about a mass-market luxury cruise that's unbearably sad." One of his acquaintances on board is a spoiled teen named Mona, who has the "tiny delicate pale unhappy face of a kind of corrupt doll". Could
this be her? essays are fun, sad, tender, snarky, intellectual, strange, ordinary. Flawed and perfect. Always entertaining, and always human. January 26, 2018 Like most unbearably sad things, it seems incredibly elusive and complex in its causes and simple in its effect: on board the Nadir—especially at night, when all the ship’s structured fun and
reassurances and gaiety-noise ceased—I felt despair. The word’s overused and banalified now, despair, but it’s a serious word, and I'm using it seriously. For me it denotes a simple admixture—a weird yearning for death combined with a crushing sense of my own smallness and futility that presents as a fear of death. It’s maybe close to what people
call dread or angst. But it’s not these things, quite. It’s more like wanting to die in order to escape the unbearable feeling of becoming aware that I'm small and weak and selfish and going without any doubt at all to die. It’s wanting to jump overboard. I have many quotes to share. Beautifully written, thought-provoking quotes. Clearly (such a cliche,
but it's true), it's not the writer's fault, it's me. I really loved a couple of essays (amazing insights, beautiful language) but I simply couldn't connect with the rest of them. Again, I felt like a complete outsider, something that has happened to me before with other foreign writers. I may be gaining a couple of fervent enemies with this, but I really don't
see the point in saying that I loved the whole book when I actually didn't. So, those almost four stars were given according to what I felt while reading those particular essays (standing ovation to "E Unibus Pluram: Television and U.S. Fiction"). They were THAT good.March 2, 14* Also on my blog.funny-and-ish non-fictionSeptember 9, 2018By the end
of this book, I had the same feeling that David Foster Wallace had about cruise ships in the title essay “A Supposedly Fun Thing, I'll Never Do Again.” On the surface, AMAZING, but by the end, just wanted to get out. Wallace writes dazzling, brilliant sentences, paragraphs, pages. Yet I had the same problem with all of these essays. I started each one
being hugely impressed, but as I continued, felt clobbered, smothered, exhausted by the over-the-top excess of his verbiage. And then I was compelled to skim until I was struck by another dazzling paragraph. I don’t know how to rate this book since my experience ranged from 1 star to 5 stars. This was not a mediocre collection but I'm giving it 3
stars.February 23, 2009For some strange reason back in junior high school we were allowed a brief recess after lunch. The problem here is that there was very little to do during this recess. Here are the three activity choices that I remember:1. Mill around on the concrete like inmates always do in "the yard" on those prison television shows.2. Play a
game that one of my fellow scholars evidentally invented that involved a mob of guys bouncing a tennis ball off of a wall and trying to nail each other in the testicles with said ball (Uh...yeah...that one always puzzled me too0).3. Play tennis on the courts adjacent to school.I chose option number three, mainly because several of my buddies fancied
themselves as tennis pros in training. Being a gawky, uncoordinated twelve year old and taking up tennis was probably not the best layed plan in hindsight. I also seemed to have anger management issues that only showed up on the court. The only explanation there is that I must have internalized those film clips of John McEnroe throwing one of his
famous tantrums and somehow reasoned in my candy-addled kid brain that this was how tennis was supposed to be played.The final straw came on the day when I got so mad that I hurled my $2.98 racket at the sky in a high arch. The racket went over my opponents and the fence and bounced twice off of the top of it's head in the grass before coming
to rest. I still remember the satisfying "wiff wiff wiff" sound that the racket made when I launched it, but GOOD GAWD I can't believe that I did not kill someone. Somewhere between the release and the bounce I suddenly realized that I hated tennis. In fact I loathed the sport with a passion, and that was the end of that.So what the hell does that story
have to do with this book? "A Supposedly Fun Thing..." contains two articles on the subject of tennis, as this sport was evidentally one of Mr. Wallace's youthful passions. I was less than enthused about this fact upon beginning this book, going so far as to think that those articles might even be a deal breaker. Ultimately, I was completely mesmerized
by both of these pieces. This was my first reading of DFW, and this book proved to me that he was a writer of awesome talent and intelligence who could probably tackle the most boring subject matter and find an angle to make the piece insanely interesting. He doesn't so much write about a subject but instead performs an autopsy on it in a very
thorough and precise manner while somehow refraining from an overly belabored writing style.There is also a certain naked honesty contained in these essays. In "David Lynch Keeps His Head", Wallace does not hesitate to lambaste the filmmaker over what could be considered past artistic miscues, yet this piece still made me want to run out and
watch a few David Lynch movies for the umpteenth time. DFW does not exclude himself from his own critical eye either. The title piece revolves around a magazine financed luxury cruise trip taken by Wallace where he shares several social faux pas that he commits onboard the ship. These include such things as brushing off the pre-cruise
instructions to bring a tux for formal meals and the resulting disdainful looks that he receives from the geriatric guests when he shows up wearing a tuxedo t-shirt along with an unplanned spit-take when he realizes that he has just put caviar in his mouth. Probably my two favorite essays in this book are "E Unibus Plurum: Television and US Fiction"
and "Getting Away from Already Being Pretty Much Away From It All." "E Unibus..." is probably the best cultural critique of television that I have ever read up to this point. "Getting Away..." explores the phenomenon that is the rural state fair. As someone who has "enjoyed" more than my share of these rural fairs growing up, I can say without a doubt
that he completely nailed the whole bizarre spectacle. Now there's some subject matter for your next film, Mr. Lynch.I'm usually very curmudgeonly in awarding a book that magical fifth star, as my personal perameters dictate that the book must fundamentally change my life or alter my understanding of the world in order to score that elusive star.
This book may not have achieved that, but it did explode my previous notions of what could be accomplished in the realm of the non-fiction essay. It is also entertaining as hell. There is yet another reason for the five star rating that is of equally questionable validity...A long time ago in a writing class far, far away I remember an assigned reading
involving two marginal authors discussing the writing game. The more seasoned author shared the insight that writers should always just write what they know, as the reader is merely reading in order to get to know the author better anyway and ultimately every human just yearns for that connection and nothing more. I remember this so vividly
because I thought that idea was essentially complete bullshit. "I'm into it for the ideas...man." Now this book has to come along and cause me some serious cognitive dissonance. It's all there: the over-analyzed social awkwardness, the off-kilter jokes, and the observations of common human ritual that can only be achieved by an outsider. I could totally
go out for drinks with this guy every night. Of course he would intellectualize me under the table, but I would pick up the tab to cut down on the disparity. Unfortunately, however, that ship has sailed. April 21, 20212021 Update:*small soapbox rant*I've moved my rating from 4 to 5, as I'm starting to feel like I shouldn't 'downrate' writing I find
excellent, innovative and necessary, just because I think it has a limited audience. I'm starting to trust my own opinion more because I'm starting to distrust the popular public opinion, and so my reviews from 2021 onwards are going to cater more to whoever likes what I read, rather than to what I think the general public will actually read.Following



the death of Harold Bloom, I am now beginning to question the sociopolitical factors affecting how we appreciate fiction and regard classic fiction. We are living in an age where educators are shunning classics and literary fiction as a genre for political/cultural reasons (#disrupttexts), leading to younger adults doing the same. We now have an all-
time low of adults reading at all, and a declining number of people reading anything other than YA/Fantasy/NA. Postmodern writers like DFW might not be accessible, but it absolutely does not mean they are not relevant and important to the time we are living in.*ok rant over*Small thing I forgot to mention, is that reading this shortly before a
marketing survey about brand advertisement for an academic journal made the interviewers HIGHLY interested in what I was saying. It was funny, I paraphrased E Unibus Pluram and they started focusing more on my comments than other interviewees, despite the fact I'd never used the service.——2017 Reflection:Rating Breakdown & Summary1.
Derivative Sport in Tornado Alley =5/5 #3. About DFW's tennis years.2. E Unibus Pluram =5/5* #1. *Highly recommended*About the psychological effects of TV and advertisement. 3. Getting Away from... =3/5 #7. About a (boring) town fair.4. Greatly Exaggerated =4/5 #6. About an academic perspective of the role of the author.5. David Lynch
Keeps His Head = 4/5 #4. About visiting the set of Lost Highway.6. Tennis Player Michael Joyce's... = 4/5 #5. About interviewing a cool tennis guy.7. A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again =5/5 #2. About being on a cruise ship.Easier to read style to read than in Infinite Jest as these were journalistic pieces meant for magazines. The title is a bit
silly, as DFW doesn't really ever make any arguments but he does write very well about what might at first seem to be non-noteworthy observations. 5/5 quality all-round, perhaps even better than his fiction quality. I've given this 4/5 as I would not recommend this to just any reader. DFW's personality is so deeply embedded in all the writing and I can
see how this may be unenjoyable for some readers (especially in essay 3). DFW is so good at writing that you the parts you will dislike here are just the parts of him that you dislike. I found myself not enjoying the fair essay because he was scared or allergic to almost everything.E Unibus Pluram is probably the best essay I have ever read to date, and I
would highly recommend picking up the collection just to read this essay to become consciously aware of the role of TV and advertising. There are quotes from it on the separate listing for it on GoodReads that will give you a good idea on why I am so heavily recommending it.July 2, 2016I've read one DFW book - The Broom of the System - and I didn't
much care for it. (Though I recently read that the author himself didn't like that one, so - vindication!) Imagine my amazement at how much I enjoyed this collection of essays. There's some clever and insightful commentary here. Wallace even managed to make a subject I have zero interest in - tennis - fascinating. (Well, truthfully, by the second article
on the sport, my fascination was dwindling.)Amid the forced joviality of a cruise ship vacation, Wallace notices There is something bovine about an American tourist in motion as part of a group. A certain greedy placidity to them. Us, rather. and that Men after a certain age simply should not wear shorts, I've decided; their legs are hairless in a way
that's creepy; the skin seems denuded and practically crying out for hair, particularly in the calves. It's just about the only body-area where you actually want more hair on older men. Is this fibular hairlessness a result of years of chafing in pants and socks?My favorite essay detailed a visit to the Illinois State Fair where Wallace was less than
impressed by the carny folk. Here he brings on the snark big time:The operator's 24 and from Bee Branch Arkansas, and has an earring and a huge tattoo of a motorcycle w/ naked lady on his triceps. He's been at this gig five years, touring with this one here same company here.And:All the carny-game barkers have headset microphones; some are
saying "Testing" and reciting their pitches' lines in tentative warm-up ways. A lot of the pitches seem frankly sexual: "You got to get it up to get it in"; "Take it out and lay 'er down, only a dollar"; "Make it stand up. Two dollars five chances. Make it stand up." In the booths, rows of stuffed animals hang by their feet like game put out to cure. One
barker's testing his mike by saying "Testes." It smells like machine grease and hair tonic down here, and there's already a spoiled garbagey smell. Hmm . . . some things are best experienced through the pages of a book. So very glad he's done these "fun" things so I won't ever have to do them. Though, I could actually go for a funnel cake right now.I
may have to give this man's fiction another go.Displaying 1 - 30 of 4,354 reviewsGet help and learn more about the design. This Study Guide consists of approximately 30 pages of chapter summaries, quotes, character analysis, themes, and more - everything you need to sharpen your knowledge of A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again. This
Study Guide consists of approximately 30 pages of chapter summaries, quotes, character analysis, themes, and more - everything you need to sharpen your knowledge of A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again. This section contains 676 words (approx. 2 pages at 400 words per page) David Foster Wallace is a native of Illinois, but Wallace left the
Midwest to attend college at Amherst in Massachusetts. Wallace later receives a Master in Fine Arts in creative writing from the University of Arizona and studies briefly at Harvard. These travels leave Wallace feeling more like an Easterner than a Midwesterner, a theme which he explores when he returns to Illinois to cover the Illinois State Fair for
Harper's Magazine. Wallace is by his own admission an agoraphobe and dislikes interaction with most people. In order to gather material for stories, Wallace must go through extensive psychological preparation and take multiple breaks from crowds. This social handicap frequently make Wallace's interactions with people in his articles awkward and
even painful. Although Wallace dislikes people in general in the abstract, there are some groups of people and individuals that Wallace singles out for specific criticism. For instance... (read more) This section contains 676 words (approx. 2 pages at 400 words per page) Copyrights A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again: Essays and Arguments
from BookRags. (c)2025 BookRags, Inc. All rights reserved. A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again is a 1997 essay collection by David Foster Wallace. The seven essays explore 1990s US social issues through subjects such as television, tennis, and (in the most famous essay) a Caribbean cruise. The essays have been referenced many times in
popular culture, particularly the title essay, which recounts Wallace’s experiences on a cruise.This guide references the 1998 Abacus edition of the collection.Summaryln the first essay, “Derivative Sport in Tornado Alley,” Wallace reflects on playing competitive junior tennis as a youth in Urbana, Illinois, when he discovered a talent for geometrically
visualizing tennis court conditions and used it to his advantage. This tactic allowed him to execute a defensive style of play involving little more than returning volleys until his opponent made a mistake, became exhausted, or became frustrated. Wallace’s approach served him well until puberty, at which point he developed much slower physically than
other boys his age. Before long, his defensive mathematical approach failed as bigger, stronger opponents simply overpowered him.The next essay is titled “E Unibus Pluram: Television and U.S. Fiction.” The first phrase in this title is a play on the Latin phrase “E Pluribus Unum” (“out of many, one”), a US motto printed on the country’s currency.
Foster’s version inverts the meaning, translating to “from one, many” (or “from some, more”). This essay offers one of the earliest expressions of Wallace’s “New Sincerity” ethos, an approach toward art and literature that the author is often credited with introducing. According to Wallace, the New Sincerity mentality dictates that artists abandon the
irony and cynicism that became dominant during the Postmodernism era of the 1960s and that the author sees reflected in modern television: “The next literary ‘rebels’ in this country might well emerge as some weird bunch of anti-rebels, born oglers who dare somehow to back away from ironic watching, who have the childish gall actually to
endorse and instantiate single-entendre principles” (81).In “Getting Away From Already Being Pretty Much Away From It All,” Wallace details his experiences at the 1993 Illinois State Fair. He notes that the fair provided a microcosm of Illinois and Midwestern culture in general. People from rural and urban areas alike came to enjoy the activities,
most of which centered on food. Wallace recalls sensing clear distinctions between agriculture professionals, event competitors, and the laypeople who simply wanted to go on carnival rides and indulge in unhealthy food.In “Greatly Exaggerated,” Wallace reviews Morte d’Author: An Autopsy, a work of prose by US poet and literary critic H. L. Hix. In
Wallace’s telling, Hix wished to preserve the idea of the author from Post-structuralist critics who sought to destroy it. Post-structuralism is a school of thought that deemphasizes the role of writers, rejecting the structures on which they rely, under the premise that readers can never truly know a writer’s intended meaning. Thus, post-structuralism
shifts the emphasis onto readers, who inevitably process and perceive a text’s meaning in different ways.“David Lynch Keeps His Head” describes how Wallace travels to the set of director David Lynch’s movie Lost Highway, on assignment for Premiere magazine, to interview Lynch. However, despite his press credentials, Wallace is afforded almost
no contact with the director. In lieu of an interview, Wallace reflects on the impenetrably baffling plot of Lost Highway before recalling the mysterious and profound power of Lynch’s earlier films, particularly Blue Velvet. Citing a scene in which the protagonist watches from behind a closet door as one character sexually assaults another, Wallace
argues that Lynch gets under audiences’ skin by implicating them in the deviant, sadistic behavior on screen.In “Tennis Player Michael Joyce’s Professional Artistry as a Paradigm of Certain Stuff About Choice, Freedom, Discipline, Joy, Grotesquerie, and Human Completeness,” Wallace recounts attending the Canadian Open to watch US professional
tennis player Michael Joyce compete. Reflecting on his commitment to the sport, Wallace wonders whether Joyce chose tennis or tennis chose him.“A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again,” describes Wallace’s experience on a seven-day luxury Caribbean cruise. As his fellow passengers engage in what they presumably consider fun and relaxing
activities, Wallace is driven to introspection and despair. He likens the extreme pampering that passengers receive from the cruise’s hospitality staff to a mother caring for her infant’s every need. Wallace views this as evidence that, by going on a cruise, passengers express a desire to revert to a state of infancy. As the days pass, Wallace comes to
take the luxury and pampering for granted, demanding more of it in hopes of fulfilling an adolescent impulse to want it all, despite knowing that the impulse can never be satisfied. “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” is an essay collection written by David Foster Wallace, first published in 1997. The title essay is a detailed account of
Wallace’s experiences on a luxury cruise ship, exploring the paradoxical nature of leisure and entertainment in modern society. A Supposedly Fun Thing I ‘1l Never Do Again Summary-In the essay, Wallace takes the reader on a satirical and introspective journey through his time on the cruise ship, revealing the various aspects of the experience that
he finds both captivating and absurd. He describes the extravagant amenities, the constant bombardment of entertainment options, and the meticulously planned activities that leave little room for genuine relaxation or personal reflection. Wallace delves into the psychological and social dynamics that arise in this highly artificial environment. He
examines the passengers’ incessant pursuit of pleasure and their desperate attempts to escape their everyday lives, only to find themselves trapped in a cycle of superficiality and manufactured fun. Also Read:- A Supposedly Fun Thing I ‘ll Never Do Again Summary-Throughout the essay, Wallace offers profound observations about the human
condition, exploring themes such as consumerism, the search for authenticity, and the struggle to find meaning and connection in a hyperstimulated world. He questions the impact of modern entertainment and its ability to commodify and dilute genuine experiences. “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” is a witty and thought-provoking
critique of contemporary culture’s obsession with entertainment and the underlying existential emptiness that often accompanies it. Wallace’s distinctive writing style combines humor, intellectual depth, and keen social commentary, making the collection a captivating and memorable read. About David Foster Wallace David Foster Wallace (1962-
2008) was an American writer known for his distinctive and highly acclaimed literary works. He was born on February 21, 1962, in Ithaca, New York. Wallace displayed exceptional intellect and writing skills from an early age. He graduated summa cum laude from Amherst College in 1985, where he wrote his thesis on philosophy and mathematics. A
Supposedly Fun Thing I ‘1l Never Do Again Summary-Wallace’s writing style was characterized by its complexity, verbosity, and deep exploration of human experiences and emotions. He was often associated with the postmodernist movement, although his work defied easy categorization. His writing tackled a wide range of subjects, including
addiction, mental health, philosophy, literature, popular culture, and the complexities of modern society. Wallace gained widespread recognition with the publication of his novel “Infinite Jest” in 1996. The novel is known for its sprawling narrative, intricate structure, and dark humor. It is often regarded as one of the most influential and significant
works of American literature in recent decades. A Supposedly Fun Thing I ‘1l Never Do Again Summary-Apart from his novels, Wallace also wrote numerous essays, short stories, and non-fiction pieces. His essay collections, including “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” and “Consider the Lobster,” showcased his talent for blending
intellectual rigor, cultural critique, and personal introspection. A Supposedly Fun Thing I ‘1l Never Do Again Summary-Unfortunately, David Foster Wallace struggled with depression throughout his life. Tragically, he took his own life on September 12, 2008, at the age of 46. His untimely death deeply saddened the literary world and left a void in
contemporary literature. Despite his personal struggles, Wallace’s literary legacy continues to resonate with readers, and his works continue to be celebrated for their profound insights and literary prowess. A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again” is a collection of essays that delves into the contradictions and complexities of modern leisure and
entertainment. David Foster Wallace takes readers on a satirical and introspective journey through his experiences on a luxury cruise ship, offering profound insights into the human condition and the search for meaning and authenticity in a hyperstimulated world. A Supposedly Fun Thing I ‘1l Never Do Again Summary-Through his witty and
insightful observations, Wallace critiques the superficiality and commodification of pleasure, highlighting the paradoxical nature of seeking relaxation and escape in highly controlled and artificial environments. He raises important questions about the impact of consumer culture, the pursuit of constant entertainment, and the loss of genuine human
connection. A Supposedly Fun Thing I ‘1l Never Do Again Summary-The collection invites readers to reflect on their own relationship with leisure and entertainment, urging them to consider the potential pitfalls of pursuing manufactured fun and the importance of seeking meaningful experiences and connections instead. “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll
Never Do Again” remains a significant and thought-provoking work, reminding us to question the societal norms surrounding leisure and to navigate the complexities of modern life with critical awareness and a desire for genuine human connection. FAQ. Q. Who is the author of “A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again”? Ans. The author is David
Foster Wallace. Q. When was the book published? Ans. The book was first published in 1997. Q. What themes are explored in the book? Ans. The book touches upon various themes, including consumerism, the pursuit of pleasure, the search for authenticity, and the impact of modern entertainment on the human experience. Q. What is the writing
style of the book? Ans. David Foster Wallace’s writing style in this collection is characterized by a combination of humor, intellectual depth, and keen social commentary. His prose is often witty and insightful. Related Book by David Foster Wallace A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again First edition hardcoverAuthorDavid Foster

WallaceCover artistElizabeth Van ItallieLanguageEnglishGenreNon-fictionPublisherLittle, Brown and Co.Publication datel February 1997Publication placeUnited StatesMedia typePrint (hardback, paperback)Pages353 ppISBN0-316-91989-60CLC35318437 A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again: Essays and Arguments is a 1997 collection of
nonfiction writing by David Foster Wallace. In the title essay, originally published in Harper's as "Shipping Out", Wallace describes the excesses of his one-week trip in the Caribbean aboard the cruise ship MV Zenith, which he rechristens the Nadir. He is uncomfortable with the professional hospitality industry and the "fun" he should be having;
Wallace also explains how the indulgences of the cruise cause introspection, leading to overwhelming internal despair. Wallace uses footnotes extensively for various asides. Another essay in the same volume takes up the vulgarities and excesses of the Illinois State Fair. This collection also includes Wallace's influential essay "E Unibus Pluram" on
television's impact on contemporary literature and the use of irony in American culture. In 2019, the collection was ranked in Slate as one of the 50 greatest nonfiction works of the past 25 years.[1] Essays collected in the book: "Derivative Sport in Tornado Alley" (Harper's, December 1991, under the title "Tennis, Trigonometry, Tornadoes"): An
autobiographical essay about Wallace's youth in the Midwest, his involvement in competitive tennis, and his interest in mathematics. "E Unibus Pluram: Television and U.S. Fiction" (The Review of Contemporary Fiction, 1993) "Getting Away from Already Being Pretty Much Away from It All" (Harper's, 1994, under the title "Ticket to the Fair"):
Wallace's experiences and opinions on the 1993 Illinois State Fair, ranging from a report on competitive baton twirling to speculation on how the Illinois State Fair is representative of Midwestern culture and its subsets. "Greatly Exaggerated" (Harvard Book Review, 1992): A review of Morte d'Author: An Autopsy by H. L. Hix, including Wallace's
personal opinions on the role of the author in literary critical theory. "David Lynch Keeps His Head" (Premiere, 1996): Wallace's experiences and opinions from visiting the set for Lost Highway and his thoughts about Lynch's oeuvre. "Tennis Player Michael Joyce's Professional Artistry as a Paradigm of Certain Stuff about Choice, Freedom, Discipline,
Joy, Grotesquerie, and Human Completeness" (Esquire, 1996, under the title "The String Theory"): Wallace's reporting of the qualifying rounds for 1995 Canadian Open and the Open itself, with the author's thoughts on the nature of tennis and professional athletics. "A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again" (Harper's, 1996, under the title
"Shipping Out"): Wallace's experiences and opinions on a seven-night luxury Caribbean cruise. In his 2011 book That Is All, John Hodgman titles a chapter about taking a cruise "A Totally Fun Thing I Would Do Again as Soon as Possible". The title of the 2012 Simpsons episode "A Totally Fun Thing That Bart Will Never Do Again" also references the
title essay. Tina Fey's 2011 memoir Bossypants includes a chapter on her own cruise experience, titled "My Honeymoon: Or, A Supposedly Fun Thing That I'll Never Do Again Either," in which she jokingly suggests that those who've heard of Wallace's book should consider themselves members of the "cultural elite." In Charlie Kaufman's 2020 film I'm
Thinking of Ending Things, the character Jake mentions the book, refers to "E Unibus Pluram," then recites a portion of the essay from the section "Image-Fiction" verbatim.[2] ©~ Miller, Dan Kois, Laura (2019-11-18). "The 50 Best Nonfiction Books of the Past 25 Years". Slate Magazine. Retrieved 2020-12-03.{{cite web}}: CS1 maint: multiple names:
authors list (link) ~ Wallace, David Foster (June 1993). "E unibus pluram: television and U.S. fiction". The Review of Contemporary Fiction - via The Free Library. Wallace, D. F. (1997). A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again. Little, Brown. ISBN 0-316-92528-4 Wallace, D. F. (1996). "Shipping Out", Harper's Magazine, January 1996 (292:1748)
"Shipping Out: On the (nearly lethal) comforts of a luxury cruise", Harpers Magazine. Also known as "A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again". "Ticket to the Fair", Harper's Magazine. Also known as "Getting Away from Already Being Pretty Much Away from It All". "The String Theory", Esquire. Also known as "Tennis Player Michael Joyce's
Professional Artistry as a Paradigm of Certain Stuff about Choice, Freedom, Discipline, Joy, Grotesquerie, and Human Completeness". "David Lynch Keeps His Head" Premiere, 1996 "Derivative Sport in Tornado Alley", Harper's Magazine. Originally under the title "Tennis, Trigonometry, Tornadoes" Retrieved from " This Study Guide consists of
approximately 30 pages of chapter summaries, quotes, character analysis, themes, and more - everything you need to sharpen your knowledge of A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again. This Study Guide consists of approximately 30 pages of chapter summaries, quotes, character analysis, themes, and more - everything you need to sharpen your
knowledge of A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again. Take our free A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again quiz below, with 25 multiple choice questions that help you test your knowledge. Determine which chapters, themes and styles you already know and what you need to study for your upcoming essay, midterm, or final exam. Take the
free quiz now! Directions: Click on the correct answer. Questions 1-5 of 25: Copyrights A Supposedly Fun Thing I'll Never Do Again: Essays and Arguments from BookRags. (c)2025 BookRags, Inc. All rights reserved. This book is a collection of essays by David Foster Wallace written between 1992 and 1996. These essays cover a wide range of topics
from tennis to film and literature and even a luxury cruise in the lengthy titular essay. The first essay details Wallace's career as a junior tennis player. Wallace explains that he was a very good tennis player when he was young because he could take advantage of the geometry of the court and the strange irregularities of playing in Illinois. Wallace
plays well by simply returning his opponent's volleys until the opponent makes a mistake or has an emotional breakdown on the court. Wallace finds this method of play successful until his opponents develop much faster than him physically and are able to simply overpower him. The second essay is a criticism of contemporary television and
postmodern fiction. Wallace believes that television is not inherently bad, but people watch it too much, and it is too self-referential. Wallace relates television self-referential quality to the meta-fiction on the 1960s. Wallace argues that television relies heavily on an irony that forces viewers to watch continuously so they can always be in on the joke
instead of the butt of it. It is nearly impossible to attack this irony because it can simply insult the attacker. Wallace thinks that the only way to unseat this irony is for artists to be willing to risk authentic feelings. In the third essay, Wallace is commissioned to attend the Illinois State Fair and write about the experience. Wallace argues that people in
rural areas like Illinois take vacations to be with other people while people in cities vacation to get away from people. Thus the fair is about the state as a kind of large community. However, Wallace discovers that the fair itself is divided into different sorts of communities such as the as the agriculture professionals and people who come for the
carnival rides. Wallace further argues that ultimately the fair is all about food at some level or another, which is fitting for Illinois as its economy is based around agriculture. In the fourth essay, Wallace discusses the literary criticism of H. L. Hix, who tries to save the notion of the author from poststructuralist critics. The fifth essay previews David
Lynch's new film "Lost Highway" and contextualizes it with Lynch's other work. Wallace summarizes "Lost Highway's" convoluted plot and describes the few scenes he saw being filmed. Wallace explains that what makes a work "Lynchian" is the constant presence of the macabre in the mundane. Wallace argues that Lynch's films are so emotionally
effective because they implicate the audience in the evil that they witness on screen. The sixth essay is a biographical piece on professional tennis player Michael Joyce. Wallace goes to watch Joyce at the Canadian Open and is overwhelmed by how much better all the professionals are than he had imagined. Joyce himself plays a "power-baseline"
style of tennis in the tradition of Andre Agassi. Wallace argues that like many other professional athletes, Joyce has forsaken all other paths in life to play a game that he loves. In many ways that choice was made long ago and it may have never been Joyce's choice at all. The last essay details Wallace's experience on a seven day luxury Caribbean
cruise. Although the cruise is meant to be a form of relaxation, Wallace discovers that it fills him with despair. Wallace analogizes the pampering given to cruise passengers to the care given by a mother to her infant, so in many ways a cruise is a way for adults to revert to the status of children. Wallace also quickly grows accustomed to the level of
luxury of the ship and finds that he only desires more because there is no way to satisfy the childish impulse to want everything. Wallace concludes that people go on cruises but do not feel that they deserve such treatment and so in some way resent the people who give it to them.
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