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Americans do not genuinely support the troops. This is the
impression Ben Fountain’s 2012 war novel Billy Lynn’s Long
Halftime Walk left me with. Though American society supports
their military in theory, they don’t care beyond their own
comfort zones. And by comfort zones I mean luxurious “La-Z-
Boy’s” close to the remote for changing the channel as soon as
it gets uncomfortable.  I am aware that this is a broad and
exaggerated statement to make, but Fountain’s novel made me
question  America’s  supposedly  infinite  support  for  its
veterans  and  challenged  my  assumptions  about  American
patriotism.

When the novel opens, it is Thanksgiving Day at Dallas Cowboy
Stadium. The 19-year old Billy Lynn and his fellow Bravo squad
members have just finished two weeks of special leave from
Iraq for an act of heroism caught on film by a FOX News camera
crew.  They  have  been  paraded  throughout  the  country  to
reinforce America’s faith in the war, and they will now spend
their final day, and the entire novel, at a uniquely American
holiday celebrating a uniquely American sport. When the day is
over, the eight “Bravo Squad” Soldiers will return to Iraq.
Unless—again  in  uniquely  American  fashion—they  can  land  a
movie deal first. Right away, Fountain’s plot reveals how, for
America’s entertainment elite, the true battle has nothing to
do with Iraq. FOX News producers, Cowboy Stadium CEOs, and
Hollywood directors do not really want to celebrate these
soldiers for who they are or what they did. They would rather
celebrate capitalism by fighting each other over who can make
most money off these soldiers’ traumatic experiences.

Through  a  close  third-person  narrative,  Fountain  gives
unfiltered access to an impressive amount of tangled emotions
and interactions happening over the course of one single day.
Streams of consciousness collide with word-clouds emphasizing
words  in  uncommon  ways  (e.g.,  “nina  leven”,  “currj,”  and
“terrRist”). This creates confusion and distracts from things
happening outside of Billy’s head, but, at the same time,



Billy’s intimate and honest inner monologues tied me to the
novel. It felt voyeuristic, allowing insight into thoughts far
from my reality. Imagining the “overcaffeinated tag teams of
grateful citizens trampoline right down the middle of his
hangover,” I got the feeling I knew his moods and opinions
better than the overcaffeinated “grateful” citizens. Yes, I
even  almost  felt  his  headache  worsen  as  the  manager  kept
forgetting to get a real twenty-first century “hero”—Advil.

Fountain’s decision to name the squad “Bravo” points to the
endless thanks given to veterans, handed out as effortlessly
as clapping your hands and yelling “Bravo” at overworked stage
stars.  Like  actors,  these  soldiers  wear  costumes  to  fit
expectations and re-appear for encores despite being tired
after  the  big  show.  This  thread  of  superficial  gratitude
stretches throughout the entire novel, pointing out not only
the  civilian  crowd’s  thirst  for  sensation  but  also  their
longing for justification. “It was worth it?” they ask Billy.
“Don’t you think? We had to do it, don’t you think?” Billy,
having seen the reality, wishes that “just once somebody would
call him baby-killer.” While doubting the legitimacy of his
duties to patrol, shoot and kill, he experiences how society
glorifies a soldiers’ violent agency. Being celebrated for
“the worst day of his life,” Billy questions whether the U.S.
Army’s actions abroad are fully understood and if his fellow
citizens even desire to do so. This impression gets reaffirmed
when the squad is expected to march onstage unprepared during
the Halftime Show. “The explosions start,” Billy says, “and
they all flinch, boom boom boom, lum rounds are shooting off
from somewhere backstage, smokers that explode with the arid
crackle of cluster bombs scattering over a wheat field.” These
cheering fans fail to notice that fireworks might not be as
entertaining to veterans as they are to civilians. Nobody
bothers to wake Bravo Squad up from this PTSD nightmare.

In addition to the stream of consciousness and word clouds,
Fountain provides flashbacks to round out Billy’s character.



We find out that Billy might not have even joined the military
voluntarily.  The  reader  re-experiences  his  many  moral
challenges and choices, and Fountain manages to convey the
unfamiliar  situation  of  a  teenager  who  survived  frontline
battles  while  still  being  unsure  if  he  had  adequate
alternatives besides enlisting.  Furthermore, Fountain digs up
emotions  merely  hidden  underneath  layers  of  stereotypical
masculinity. Lacking role models in his father and community,
Billy looks up to his fallen supervisor, the NCO “Shroom,” who
shared not only advice, but also his final moments with Billy.

Fountain satirizes themes of masculinity and femininity in
other moments too. He provocatively reduces manhood to muscles
and  materialism  while  minimizing  womanhood  to  sexual
temptations.  Billy  and  the  other  soldiers  objectify  every
female in the novel, infusing the war-hero-trope with the
thirsty  testosterones  of  a  sexually  deprived  teenager.
Additionally,  Fountain  critiques  America’s  second  biggest
source of pride (next to its military): football. When Billy
sees the football players’ excessive protective equipment, he
reasons: “They are among the best-cared for creatures in the
history of the planet.” So why not “send them just as they are
at this moment, well rested, suited up, psyched for brutal
combat?” “Send the entire NFL!” he shouts—“Mere bombs and
bullets bounce off their bones of steel. Submit, lest our
awesome NFL show you straight to the flaming gates of hell.”
Obviously, Billy, a soldier who has fought for life and death
rather than for a championship, does not want autographs.

The author creates a tornado of national pride, suppressed
emotions, consumerism, and trauma, and leaves the reader both
speechless  and  yet  also  asking,  “how  should  we  treat
veterans?” This, in addition to the jumps from reality to
flashback and Billy’s constant hangover, makes Billy Lynn’s
Long Halftime Walk a stressful read. Fountain provides long
build-ups to multiple dramatic turning points, including the
movie deal, the return to war, the need for intimacy and the



official “Halftime Show” climax. As a reader, I constantly
hoped  for  success  while  suspecting  failure.  Eventually,  I
began to question society as a whole. I asked myself, if this
is  true,  if  society  does  use  solidarity  to  hide  self-
absorption,  what’s the point of this book? Why put ourselves
through this? But Ben Fountain assists the reader at the right
moment.  He  leads  us  through  Billy’s  twisted  experiences,
making sure we stay with the novel, understand its message,
and take heart from the experience. Toward the end, Fountain
has  Billy  observe  that  “his  reality  is  their  reality’s
bitch.”  Those words kicked in like the Advil Billy never got.
They made me rethink the fake, oversaturated, and questionable
life America and maybe even I call reality, what Fountain
describes in another work as the “Fantasy Industrial Complex.”

This book is a stressful one. But this is exactly what makes
Billy Lynn a page turner. We bond with Billy faster. His
thoughts and feelings stick with us after turning the last
page.  A  worthwhile  read,  Billy  Lynn’s  Long  Halftime  Walk
changes our perspective of the world, which is what, in my
opinion, a war novel should do.

Turn On, Tune Out, Drop In:
Review  Essay  of  Ben
Fountain’s  Beautiful  Country
Burn Again
D.H. Lawrence once claimed that the “essential American soul
is hard, isolate, stoic, and a killer.” This sounds nice,
something  to  be  proud  of  in  a  masochistic  sort  of  way;
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unfortunately (or fortunately), it’s not true. Americans might
be hard, isolate, stoic killers at times, but what people
aren’t?  Here  is  the  D.H.  Lawrence  quote  on  America  that
matters: “The most unfree souls go west, and shout of freedom.
Men are freest when they are most unconscious of freedom. The
shout is the rattling of chains, always.” This is a long
Lawrence way of saying something rather simple: Americans are
ridiculous.

Ben Fountain, the author of the 2006 short story collection
Brief Encounters with Che Guevara, the 2012 novel Billy Lynn’s
Long Halftime Walk, and the 2018 essay collection Beautiful
Country Burn Again, has always been particularly good on this
fundamental aspect of the American character. Here is the U.S.
aid worker protagonist from Fountain’s short story “Lion’s
Mouth.” 

“So here was the joke: she’d come to Salone determined to lead
an authentic life and had instead discovered all the clichés
in herself. She wanted to be stupid. She wanted to be rich.
She  wanted  to  be  lazy,  kept,  indulged—this  is  where  her
fantasies took her lately, mental explosions of the guiltless
life.”

Here,  in  “Asian  Tiger,”  a  former  pro-golfer  Texan  half-
wittingly  enables  a  conspiracy  between  billionaire  venture
capitalists and Malaysia’s military junta: 

“Maybe you felt the urge to scream and rage around, maybe you
felt like that would be the moral thing to do, but you sucked
it up and stayed cool. Because out here the critical thing was
to  play  it  straight.  To  go  along  with  the  joke.  To
concentrate, he realized with something like revulsion, on
golf.”

And  here  are  two  U.S.  Army  grunts  in  Billy  Lynn’s  Long
Halftime  Walk,  Fountain’s  novel  about  an  infantry  squad
invited to the Super Bowl Halftime Show at Cowboy Stadium



while on leave from Iraq:

“At staged rallies, for instance, or appearances at malls, or
whenever TV or radio is present, you are apt at some point to
be lovingly mobbed by everyday Americans eager to show their
gratitude, then other times it’s like you’re invisible, people
see right through you, nothing registers. Billy and Mango
stand there eating scalding hot pizza and their fame is not
their own. Mainly it’s just another thing to laugh about, the
floating  hologram  of  context  and  cue  that  leads  everyone
around by their nose, Bravo included, but Bravo can laugh and
feel somewhat superior because they know are being used.”

Fountain’s  characters  consistently  confront  this  American
“joke”—that wild disproportion between “the floating hologram
of context and cue” and the fact that they are, theoretically,
choice-making dignified and sovereign individual human beings.
This  disproportion  has  little  to  do  with  the  individuals
themselves, who are, almost without exception, nice guys and
girls, but with the fact that they were born in a country with
more  wealth  than  God.  Add  in  the  comically  lopsided
distribution of that wealth, a military budget larger than the
next 7 countries combined, and a 24/7 entertainment industry
that makes money off every hour of our waking lives, and it is
difficult to be proportional. And to act without proportion—as
Lawrence well understood—is to act ridiculous. 

***

Of course, just as one can’t “indulge the mental explosions of
a  guiltless  life”  unless  one  periodically  aspires  to
authenticity,  one  can’t  truly  be  ridiculous  unless  one
occasionally takes oneself Very Seriously. Hence Democracy.
Hence  Elections.  Hence  the  hope  that  despite  the  various
horrors  of  our  past—the  slavery,  the  segregation,  illegal
wars, and ill-gotten wealth—there might be hope of renewal,
straight talk, progress, and redemption. And hence the genius
of the Guardian in commissioning Fountain to report on the



2016 U.S. elections. Who better than Fountain to document our
6-billion dollar circus of platitudes, sanctimony, cynicism,
and apocalypticism? Who else could trace whatever it is in the
American  character  that  made  Donald  Trump  not  only  a
possibility—horrifying in itself—but president of an entire
country with living people in it? 

Unsurprisingly  the  author  of  Billy  Lynn  rises  to  the
ridiculous  occasion.  The  introduction  to  Beautiful  Country
Burn Again—the Robinson Jeffers-inspired title of Fountain’s
collected  Guardian  reportage—even  has  a  relatively
straightforward historian “thesis” to explain both the last
election and much of American history: 

Our founding fathers, Fountain argues, promised us “meaningful
autonomy,” but we got “profit proportionate to freedom” and
“plunder correlative to subjugation” instead. In other words,
the more money an American takes in this country, the more



freedom an American has. Which seems pleasant enough, except
for the opposite also holds true, in that the more wealth an
American has taken from them, the less freedom they have.
Thus, despite “all the sound and fury of the most bizarre
election  in  the  country’s  history,”  this  unhappy  equation
persists and belies all the talk of “meaningful autonomy,” and
until this equation changes, argues Fountain, “it’s still a
chump’s game.”

But Americans today, some might protest, are educated, media-
savvy, aware. We have internet. Color TV. Ironic cat memes.
How can we be chumps? Fountain’s fictional characters often
struggle in similar ways, agonizing over how they, who went
into life so clear-sighted and full of good will, became like
everyone else, actively aiding whatever it was they didn’t
want to be. How could they, they ask, who so despise chumps,
become chumps? Yet the reason for their failure is blindingly
obvious, and all the more painful for being so obvious. 

Money.

Here is Fountain in “Iowa 2016: Riding the Roadkill Express”
on Hillary Clinton receiving $675,000 in speaking fees from
Goldman Sachs for three hours worth of speaking: 

“The human mind wasn’t built to comprehend moneys of this
magnitude; we need time to behold and ponder, time for the
vastness to seep into our brains like a cognitive vapor, and
there remains an awesome abstraction to it all….And so the
realm of political money is beyond the understanding of most
of  us.  This  many  millions  here,  shit-tons  more  millions
there…we numb out.”

As money wears down the moral sense of characters in much of
Fountain’s  fiction,  so  too  Hillary  Clinton.  So  too  the
Democratic Party. So too the American Middle Class. So too the
American Working Class. So to you. So to me. Couple this
impossible  wealth  with  a  trillion  dollar  entertainment



industry—which  Fountain  christens  the  “Fantasy  Industrial
Complex”—and you and me not only numb out to morality but
cease to believe in the possibility of reality. 

“The  old  distinctions  start  to  break  down,  the  boundary
between reality and fantasy,” Fountain says in “Two American
Dreams,”  an  essay  on  the  1980s,  Trump’s  New  York,  and
advertisement.  “It  becomes  increasingly  difficult  to  know
what’s real anymore, especially there, inside those screens
where so much of our daily existence takes place.”

Because how can you be moral or good if you don’t see a
difference between the real and the unreal? How do the words
we  use  to  weigh  democratic  participation  and  civic
responsibility  compete  with  a  fantastical  simulacrum  that
consists of color blotches and furry-Star-Wars-Guardians-of-
the-Galaxy-crossover fan-fic Reddit threads? Trump, in this
American Dream, becomes our Shakespeare, the playwright of a
peculiarly  American  art  form,  one  that  does  not  so  much
privilege fantasy over reality but turns fantasy into reality,
and all of us sprint drunkenly into the arms of infinite
disproportion for fear of the stubbornly proportional chump
game—“profit proportionate to freedom; plunder correlative to
subjugation”—staring us in the face. 

“Easy  to  despise  the  political  phony,”  says  Fountain  of
Trump’s success in “The Phony in American Politics,” “at least
in retrospect. The harder work is plumbing the truth of an
electorate that allows the phony to succeed. He didn’t create
the situation of fear; he merely exploited it. What is it
about the American character that allows the long con of our
politics to go on and on, electing crooks, racists, bullies,
hate-mongering  preachers,  corporate  bagmen,  and  bald-faced
liars? Not always, but often. The history is damning. We must,
on some level, want what they’re offering.”

And that right there is the really hard question.  What if we,
we of the oh-so-innocent and proletariat-like 99%, want what



they are offering? What if we vote for the hate-mongers and
corporate bagmen and bald-faced liars because we ourselves are
hate-mongers and corporate bagmen and bald-faced liars? And,
if so, do we gain a sort-of freedom by voting in the hate-
mongers and corporate bagmen and bald-faced liars that reflect
our  hateful,  corporate,  and  prevaricatory  values?  Did  we,
despite  all  our  handwringing  over  illegal  invasions,
foreclosures, and student debt, find meaningful autonomy in
Wal-Mart  hypermarkets,  Dallas  Cowboy  halftime  shows,  and
Netflix binges? 

***

No. If you are wondering. The answer is a no. Fountain trots
out an impressive array of historical evidence to prove the
extent which Roosevelt’s New Deal and post-WW II prosperity
have been sabotaged, how the middle and working classes have
been  robbed,  humiliated,  and  manipulated  by  Reaganomic
Republicans and Third Way Democrats, and how what happened in
2016,  insane  as  it  was,  makes  logical  sense,  given  the
historical record. In this view Clinton and Trump are less
enemies, and more two sides of the same $100 dollar Monopoly
bill, one selling the soul, dollar for dollar, piece by piece,
the other telling us to just be you because there’s no such
thing as a soul anyway.

Yet  —joke  of  jokes—we  buy  what  they  sell.  This  is  our
“floating hologram of context and cue.” These are our “mental
explosions of the guiltless life.” They leave us feeling like
all insane pornographic fantasies do. Empty. Like chumps. Seen
but not seen. Half existing. Manipulated (but ironically so!).
Eating hot pizza in a giant football stadium.

So it’s our fault. We are the chumps. We sold our neighbors
and ourselves time and time again. We bought into the fantasy
of the corporate bagmen and crooks, of the fantasy industrial
complex, of the military industrial complex, of the neurotic
self-doubting complex. We said there was no other way. We



watch  cowboy  movies.  Game  of  Thrones.  Toy  Story  4.  Trump
hugging the flag. Hard. Isolate. Killers.

But this is part of the fantasy, isn’t it? The lack of choice.
A Trumpian vision of callow sentimentality, ironic bombast,
and  murderous  power  politics  thrives  on  the  idea  of
necessity—“sometimes  you  get  what  you  need,”  the  Rolling
Stones  sing  at  all  his  rallies—and  the  delusion  succeeds
because  it  allows  us  to  imagine  there  is  nothing  but
necessity. This is the force of his fantasy. It has all the
appeal of reality. We need (or want?) to believe it is real so
we don’t have to be real. 

It makes sense. Being real means making difficult choices. And
Fountain’s  uncanny  understanding  of  the  American  character
extends not from his belief that we have no choices, and that
we are doomed to make the wrong choice, but that choices
matter, and that we have made the right choice before (during
The Civil War and New Deal), and, therefore, that we can make
the right choice again. He believes the conscience is a thing.
A real thing. God forbid. And that this thing should not be
given up for profit. The artfulness of his fiction attests to
this. So too the eloquence of these collected essays. His
prose bristles with confidence, in the belief that there was
once an America that believed in the possibility of dignity
for all men and women, an America where sovereignty might not
depend on one’s bank account, and that there can be one once
again.

In the collection’s final essay, “A Familiar Spirit,” Fountain
recounts the long depressing history of racial violence in the
U.S. He shows how the codification of “whiteness” promoted and
excused the murder and plunder of our fellow Americans. He
shows how it’s back with a vengeance in 2016, and how this
shouldn’t surprise us, as it never really went away. It is a
tragic note to end on, and would seem to confirm Trump’s
“American Carnage” horror show and Lawrence’s “hard, isolate,
killer”  bit,  to  prove  that  behind  all  the  sanctimony,



sentimentality, and sententiousness is nothing other than a
moral void of blind hopeless hate and greedy violence. 

But Fountain does not actually end there:

“Fantasy offers certainty, affirmation, instant gratification,
a way to evade—for a while, at least—the reality right in
front of our face. It’s so much easier that way, but perhaps
we’re fast approaching the point where the fantasy can no
longer be sustained. The evidence won’t shut up; it insists
and persists…Consciousness—historical consciousness, political
consciousness—has  been  raised  to  critical  mass,  and  to
suppress it, to try to stuff it back in the box along with all
its necessary disruptions and agitations, will destroy the
best part of America. The promise of it, the ongoing project.”

The  evidence  insists  and  persists.  And  the  fact  that  it
insists,  that  people  like  Fountain  are  still  writing,
thinking, and voting based on this evidence proves that the
idea of meaningful choice-making autonomy, while not exactly
thriving, is not exactly dead either. The joke is there, yes.
But the joke is not everything. It is a testament to the
genius of Fountain and the power of this collection that he is
able to point out the disgusting and disturbing schizophrenia
so fundamental to the American character without giving up on
whatever is good and true about the American experiment.  

“I Like the Real Stuff”—WBT
Interviews Ben Fountain
Ben Fountain, the award-winning author of Brief Encounters
with Che Guevera, Billy Lynn’s Long Halftime Walk, and, most
recently, Beautiful Country Burn Again, was kind enough to
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invite two WBT editors, Matthew Hefti and Mike Carson, into
his Dallas home for lunch and an interview this past month.
The interview took place at a dining room table piled high
with  well-organized  stacks  of  reading  material  (including
Ulysses S Grant’s annotated memoirs and at least a year’s
worth of New York Review of Books back issues) and surrounded
by  a  colorful  selection  of  Haitian  and  Mexican  folk  art.
Fountain got things going by asking us if we were sure we were
recording. A reporter from another publication recently failed
to  record  his  interview  with  Fountain  on  two  separate
occasions. That person should know better, Fountain explained
(using a choice expletive), as redoing an interview is the
“most painful thing.” Fountain’s speech mirrors the concerns
of his writing. He is always searching for the right word, and
adds on to what he has already said with words like “just” and
“like”  and  “and,”  not  because  he  can’t  find  a  useful  or
appropriate word or simile, but because he wants to find one
that is truly tethered to experience, to details, to the real,
and he is aware of just how much of our language has been
emptied out, “un-moored,” as he says in the interview. His
refusal  to  abide  linguistic  insincerity  and  passionate
commitment to (and faith in) authentic human experience is a
source of inspiration for these interviewers and the whole WBT
team. You can read a review of his most recent book here and
buy it here.
 
—WBT
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WBT: Walker Percy. No one talks about him much anymore yet
you, in an early interview, put him down as an important



influence. How did Walker Percy influence your writing?
 
BF: I discovered him in college. I graduated college in 1980,
and that year he was the hot guy in American fiction. He had
this slow build to his career. And each step, you know, he got
stronger. By the late ‘70s, he was at his peak in terms of
reputation. And he’d also gone to Chapel Hill. And he was a
southerner.  He  had  figured  out  a  way  to  take  Southern
literature  beyond  Faulkner.  It  seemed  like  the  generation
after Faulkner everybody was kind of working in the same vein,
the same idiom, and Walker Percy figured out a way to make it
new, to keep it genuine and authentic, but also take it to the
contemporary world, and find a different medium, a different
language for it.
 
You know, I’m sure he’s very out of favor right now, because
of the way he wrote about women especially. And I’m sure
certain views of race haven’t aged well, at all. But I think
there’s a lot that’s worthwhile in his writing, I mean a
tremendous amount, and so I still think of him quite a bit.
And I can’t read him when I’m writing my own stuff, because
his voice is too powerful, his vibe. But I do appreciate the
way he used humor. I think there’s this notion in American
letters, this attitude, that if it’s not depressing the hell
out of me, then it must not be profound or important. I think
the really great writers use all 88 keys on the keyboard, like
everything from humor, to pathos, to utmost tragedy. [Gabriel]
Garcia Marquez does it, and I think Walker Percy was really,
really good at humor. So I paid attention to that when I
started reading him and still do.
 
WBT: We’ve come across people who find humor in your writing
and  describe  it  as  satirical.  Do  you  consider  yourself  a
satirist?
 
BF: I think satire is different than humor. My notion of
satire is exaggeration. You take reality, and you push it at
least one step further. The classic example of that is “A
Modest Proposal” by Jonathan Swift, where he says, “we’ll let
the rich eat Irish babies.” God forbid we ever actually get to
the point where someone seriously proposes that. To me, that



is satire. I think I’m a straight-up realist. Billy Lynn’s
Long Halftime Walk is not satire. Because everything that
happens in that book, either had happened, was happening, or
has happened since. So it’s just straight-up realism, and if
there is humor in it, the humor, hopefully, just comes out of
who the people are and the nature of the situation. I think
people  cracking  jokes  is  just  a  basic  part  of  human
experience. I mean even in the concentration camps—people were
making jokes. I’m not saying they were doing it a lot, but
it’s just a basic component of human nature. In Billy Lynn,
every time you get a group of guys together, within 4-5 hours,
they have this inside joke that’s going on and it’s constant.
There’s a lot of laughter.  So, satire and humor, I would say
satire can be humorous, but they aren’t necessarily the same
thing.
 
WBT: Much of your writing focuses on history. Do you do a lot
of historical research when writing fiction and, when you have
free time, do you read history or fiction?
 
Both. There’s always the thing you need to read specifically,
either for background or direct knowledge. I had the idea for
Billy Lynn in 2004, and I didn’t start writing until 2009. I
was working on other things, but I had the notion for it, and
I started making notes. You know, it’s a sign when the notes
keep coming that maybe you got something here. So my default
reading for the next five years was about these wars. Because
if there wasn’t anything pressing, whether in I needed it for
work, or just something I really wanted to read for my own
pleasure, I was always reading about these wars, about Iraq
and Afghanistan, just because I thought if I’m going to make a
run  at  this  Billy  Lynn  story,  I  want  to  have  this  deep
background. And that’s where my head and my heart lead me
anyway. It felt very important to me to try to understand
these wars and all the levels of experience that go into them.
 
WBT: Did you read war writing and fiction from previous wars
in preparation for Billy Lynn? Or did you just focus on the
wars in Iraq and Afghanistan?
 
I mostly focused on this recent war, and nonfiction accounts,



like long-form journalism. There’s been a lot of really good
long-form, like magazine journalism, written about these wars
by very talented writers at Rolling Stone, Harpers, and in
daily  newspaper  accounts.  My  stack  of  periodicals  and
newspaper clippings probably got about this [points to the
space next to his chair], three feet high. They’re all in a
file somewhere, but I’m just trying to immerse myself.
 
WBT: When you’re writing fiction, when you’re actually in the
middle of a novel or a short story, do you read fiction by
other writers? Do you ever worry about their work influencing
yours?
 
I mean certain people—their voice is too strong. I can’t read
Saul  Bellow  while  I’m  writing.  And  I  shouldn’t  read  Joan
Didion while I’m in middle of heavy duty, writing my own work,
because they’ll bleed into my stuff. But the more I’ve done
this work, and just the more I have seemed to dial into my own
signal, the less of a concern that is; it’s like I’m a little
more immune to this bleed over of styles. I always try to keep
some poetry going, because I think it’s good for prose writers
to stay in touch with that wonderful compression of language,
and I do usually have a fiction book going on the bedside
table.
 
WBT: Is there a poet you return to most often?
 
Yeah. Those I read are all almost contemporary poets. I could
not pick out one in particular. But there’s a lot of really
fine poetry being written right now, as we’re kind of in a
golden age. Obviously, no one is making money at it, but there
are a lot of fine poets doing great work, and lots of little
publishers  bringing  out  their  books  and  these  beautiful
additions. Poetry is thriving in this country right now.
 
WBT: Do you ever write poetry?
 
No. It’s too hard. It’s like look at the poets—they’re the
Formula One of writing whereas prose writers are like NASCAR.
We kind of trundle around the track in these hunks of junk and
Formula One is all purity and elegance. No, I’m going to stick



with the stock car.
 
WBT: You’ve written acclaimed short stories, acclaimed essays,
and  an  acclaimed  novel.  Which  genre  do  you  feel  most
comfortable  in?
 
I think I’m a fiction writer. At least I want to be a fiction
writer. When the opportunity came along for the essays in
Beautiful Country, when the Guardian said, do you want to
write about the 2016 election for us? I thought, yeah, I
really want to do that. I had been dissatisfied with that kind
of writing I’ve done in the past; it was like I hadn’t figured
it  out  yet.  So  I  thought,  I  really  want  to  study  these
elections, figure out what’s going on, and I also want to get
better at this kind of work. But starting out I didn’t know if
I could do it properly—go out on the road and on campaigns.
And then a book came out of that, and I’m happy with the
result. I’m at peace with it. Let’s put it that way. It’s
like, I did the best I could, and didn’t take any shortcuts,
and I didn’t take any cheap shots. Whatever shots were in
there, they [the politicians] deserved it. I now know if the
need arises, I can write like that, and there’s a chance I can
do a good job. But I’m working on a novel now set in Haiti,
and I’m really happy working on it. I’m getting these chances
to write about the election coming up in 2020, and I’m trying
to say no, because I’m happy working on a novel.
 
WBT: Speaking of other genres, your short story “Fantasy of
Eleven Fingers” has always struck me as somewhat anomalous in
your short story collection Brief Encounters with Che Guevara.
What is the genesis of that story?
 
My kids. I made them take piano when they were growing up. I
would always sit there at recitals where I could see the kids’
hands. And I was just, you know, sitting there for a recital
once and these are normally bright kids—I mean no prodigies
here—these are just kids who applied themselves, and you’re
looking at their hands. And I was thinking, My God, this was
really amazing, you know, what these kids are doing with their
fingers. And it just came to me: What would it be like if you
threw an extra finger in there? The idea sailed in there



randomly.  I  walked  around  with  it  for  a  few  days  after
thinking  about  that  extra  finger  and  it  started  to
coalesce—for whatever reason—around fin-de-siècle Vienna and
Jewishness.



 
WBT: Music is an important element in that story. I also
noticed many song references in many of the Beautiful Country
Burn Again essays. What is the relationship between music and
writing for you? Do you listen to music when you write?
 
No. I never have music on when I’m writing at home. As for the
music references—it’s just that there’s a lot of music around
these campaign events I went to. It seemed like part of the
fabric  of  the  story.  Like,  you  know,  describing  Trump’s
playlist at that rally in Iowa, and just how eclectic it was
and the crowd’s like half-conscious reaction to it; or, at the
Bernie rally, at the end, they’re playing “Star Man” from
Bowie—Here’s a star man waiting in the sky—and just as the
event cleared out, down on the arena floor, there are a bunch
of  kids  doing  a  whirling  dervish,  that  deadhead  thing.  I
thought that I needed to record that. That has a place in
there somewhere, these little whirlpools of ecstasy going on,
eddying in the wake of this Bernie event, and, honestly, it
just seemed a natural part of the story to weave in those
songs.
 
WBT: In Billy Lynn you have strange text breaks where the
words begin to float away. In Beautiful Country Burn Again you
have mini-chapters called “Book of Days” that also break up
the text. What are you trying to accomplish with these breaks?
 
In Billy Lynn I call them “word clouds.” They are kind of
floating all over the page. By the time I started writing it I
felt that there were certain words that had become detached
from reality in the culture. They were used but they no longer
signified what they originally did. They had become something
else. In a way they had become not signifiers of realities but
ways to obscure reality. You know, I thought if I heard George
W. Bush say “supreme sacrifice” one more time I’m just going
to fucking knock my head against the wall. It was bullshit.
You could tell that often they weren’t even thinking about
what they were saying; it was so automatic, like “they have
made the extreme sacrifice.” There were a lot of words like
that—“9/11,” “terrorism,” “war on terror.” It’s like you hear
those words and your brain shuts off. And, I was trying to



think, how do you get that on the page, just like they’re no
longer tethered to lived experience. I thought I would have
them kind of float around, and kind of like in this fog. So
that was me acting out of desperation, trying to figure out a
way to get as close to the experiences as I could, or at least
the  experience  I  was  having  of  language  unmoored.  I  just
thought, well, there will be times when Billy’s hearing those
words and they are no longer lines that you know, they’re no
longer in orderly progression, they’re just kind of floating.
 
The Book of Days [in Beautiful Country Burn Again] was also a
solution to a problem. So much happened in 2016. It really was
an intense year, an extreme year, and a violent year, and a
surreal year. And so how do you set up that context for these
discrete events that I’m writing about without overloading the
beginning of the chapter? It’s like so much happens in the
month before the NRA convention in Louisville. How am I going
to shotgun that in and give people a proper sense of the
context? So I took a clue from Harper’s Magazine, in their
weekly blast, where they would shotgun all this stuff that
happened in a given month. I thought, all right. Let’s try
that. I felt like that’s probably the most efficient way to do
it. 
 
WBT: That makes sense. It was very hard to for me to read
those sections. It felt like like an assault at times.
 
BF: I wanted it to be an assault. Because it was. And we
forget quickly. It was a wild year. Leading up the Republican
Convention there had been 6-bloody weeks. And not just in the
U.S. There was the truck attack in Nice, France that killed 80
people and the shootings in Dallas at the Black Lives Matter
rally the week before the convention. Then, just when we get
to the convention, on that Sunday, there’s somebody shooting
cops in Baton Rouge. So you’re arriving in Cleveland, and
you’re thinking, what’s next? Whatever is going to happen is
going to happen here. Well, you know, amazingly it didn’t.
Nothing happened. Except Trump getting nominated. It was a
wild year. I think we forget that quickly. It’s just the
nature of life these days. Something new is always coming at
us.



 
WBT:  You  write  a  lot  about  the  shortage  of  America’s
collective memory. What is your first individual memory?
 
BF: The very first?
 
WBT: Yes.
 
BF: [Long pause] All right. My dad was getting his PhD at
Carolina. He was a TA, so he was making starvation wages, and
he had 3 kids, and a wife to support, and so money was really
tight. My first memory was graduate student housing, there on
the campus at Chapel Hill, and I’m sure it was falling down.
Anyway, my first memory I think is being in a crib, like with
bars, with that white enamel paint. I have a memory of those
bars and white enamel paint, some of it chipped, and being
sick. Down the hall there’s the sound of cartoons playing and
also the smell of pork chops. My mom was frying pork chops.
It’s just a powerful sensory memory and maybe it crystallizes
around being sick.
 
WBT:  WBT  is  run  by  veterans  and  the  family  members  of
veterans,  so  we  enjoyed  the  chapter  on  chickenhawks  and
Ambrose Bierce in Beautiful Country Burn Again, and we, of
course,  loved  Billy  Lynn’s  Halftime  Walk.  Where  did  your
interest in the military come from?
 
BF: Well, I come from a very non-military family. Like we go
when we are drafted. But I grew up in North Carolina, eastern
North  Carolina.  And  there  were  a  lot  of  soldiers  around
growing up, like our neighbor in Kinston was a sergeant major
in the Army. He had been at the Battle of the Bulge and was a
career, noncommissioned officer. Soldiers and veterans were
all over the place. And I was a normally, savage, bloodthirsty
little boy. I was really into wars and reading about wars.
Some kids like to play with trucks and erector sets. I liked
to play with soldiers and guns. I was always very conscious of
that part of history and always reading about it and am always
conscious of it being around me. I thought at one point when I
started  writing  Billy  Lynn  that  I’ve  known  veterans  of
American wars going back to World War One. I may have even



crossed paths with a veteran of the Spanish American War. I
was born in ’58, so it’s entirely possible, growing up in the
South  also,  where  everybody’s  ancestors  fought.  My  great-
grandfather enlisted in the Confederate Army when he was 18 or
19 in 1861. Our generations are long in my family. For most
people my age, it’s their great great grandfather or great
great  great  grandfather,  but  for  me,  it’s  my  great
grandfather. So that history, at least to me, and a lot of
other people in that place and time, the Civil War felt very
present. And also North Carolina was so rural back then that
if you stood a certain way, it could be 1863 again. There was
nothing modern within sight. There might be an old harrow or
piece of farm equipment sitting out, unchanged from 1860. The
landscape of it was very present.
 
We discuss military obsessions in Southern writers like Barry
Hannah,  William  Faulkner,  and  Walker  Percy,  and  how  this
doomed military past often permeates the consciousness of the
southern male.
 
BF: They were doing a documentary on Tim O’Brien this last
year, and I got to talk to him for a few hours. He and I got
talking about the Civil War and he asked me if my ancestors
fought for the Confederacy. And I said, “yeah, they did.” And
he said, “are you proud of them?” I said, “yeah, I am.” And he
pressed me on it. He said, “Why are you proud of them?” Well,
it’s conflicted. They did their duty as they saw it. They
risked themselves. But he was really pressing me on it. He was
not being just polite. And I was like, okay, let’s get real.
Let’s get down and dirty. Let’s talk about this assumption
I’ve been walking around with my whole life. They went off and
did their duty. They fought and risked their lives. Yet it was
for the absolutely, absolutely the wrong side.
 
My great grandfather, he was in a private school, a small
private school. He and all his classmates enlisted with their
schoolmaster. The schoolmaster became their sergeant. He must
have been a pretty charismatic man. In 1863 the schoolmaster
got killed. In a letter my great grandfather says of the
schoolmaster, “he died hard.” The schoolmaster was wounded and
it took him a week to die. He was the mentor of all those



kids. They must have been shattered, to watch him suffer, like
that, their hero. My grandfather comes home and marries that
man’s little sister. There’s some powerful bonding in that
group. They just saw it like this, like okay, boys, the war’s
on, let’s go join up. And you wonder what they are thinking.
It’s like—I’m not staying behind.
 
Long interval where the WBT editors discuss our own choices at
18 and 19 to participate in the wars in Afghanistan and Iraq
and whether or not we would have made the right choice in
other historical circumstances and what the right choice is
(or was).
 

 
WBT: Over lunch, we talked to you and your wife Sharon about
the move from North Carolina to Dallas 37 years ago, and the 5
years you worked as a real estate and bankruptcy lawyer before
turning  to  writing  full  time.  At  one  point  you  said,
“I’ve made my peace with Texas.” What did you mean by this?
 



When I came to Dallas, I interviewed for a job here. I was
coming here because Sharie was a year ahead of me in law
school. So I was visiting her here and I was thinking, Oh,
this is pretty much like North Carolina. I was lucky in North
Carolina to grow up around a lot of really fine adults. That
was my sense of it, then. And looking back on North Carolina,
you know, as a person of some experience, I think it’s still,
by and large, true. Like these were people, a lot of them had
real integrity and principles, and they paid the price for it
at various times, but they were real role models. You know,
I’m sure a big part of that perception is me being young, and
just not understanding the complexities of things, but I also
think there’s some truth to it.
 
So I came here, and one of the signals was people kept asking
me who’s the richest man in North Carolina. I said that it
never occurred to me. Nobody talks that way. Whereas in Texas,
there’s  these  lists,  you  know,  who’s  the  richest  mofo  in
Texas, and every year you get these lists. In North Carolina,
whoever the richest person was, he or she damn sure didn’t
want to be on any list. Plus no one really had any money. In
every town, the richest three men were the Coca-Cola bottler,
the guy who owned the tobacco warehouse, and maybe the lawyer
or  doctor,  but  everybody  else  was  middle  class  at  best.
Whereas,  you  know,  you  come  to  Texas  and  money—just
materialism and conspicuous consumption—is part of the air you
breathe.
 
WBT: Do you think that’s uniquely Dallas? Or Texas?
 
BF: I think it’s Texas. I think it’s very Texas and it’s very,
very Dallas. In Dallas and Houston you get the purest strain
of that kind of Texanism. When I went to my firm in Dallas, I
was thinking it was going to be people like the lawyers I’d
grown  up  around,  like  those  I  worked  with  as  a  summer
associate and as a page in the legislature for four months.
These lawyers back in North Carolina, they—at least in my
experience—taught me this is how you should be in the world.
You stand for certain things, and you work for certain things,
and money is not the main thing.  In North Carolina I’m living
a certain kind of life and being part of the community—that’s



the  main  thing.  Then  again,  that’s  an  adolescent’s  and  a
youth’s perspective, and yet it still feels pretty genuine to
me. So I came here, and in the legal profession, money was in
your  face.  It  really  was  different.  I’m  not  finding  any
Atticus Finches around here.
 
I mean I was around a lot of good people in Dallas, but not as
many and not to the degree that I assumed I would be. I was
also around a lot of people I did not respect. So that, and
just how powerful capitalist culture is here, almost to the
exclusion of virtually any other awareness that there might be
different ways. It’s like what else is there besides the free
market?  Who  wouldn’t  want  to  have  this  no-holds-barred
survival-of-the-fittest society?
 
But I made peace with it. There are certain things to be said
for this kind of life. It’s a very dynamic, energetic place,
and lots of amazing things happen. Texas Instruments changed
the history of the world. And that’s just one example of the
innovation  and  dynamism  and  initiative  both  corporate  and
individual. It’s important to recognize the good, but there
remains a lot that unsettles me or strikes me as inauthentic.
 
WBT: What time of day do you write? Is it a set time? Or do
you let the inspiration strike you?
 
BF: I’ve always treated my writing like a job. I get up in the
morning with everybody else, see the kids off to school, start
writing until lunch, eat lunch, lie down for 20 minutes to
clear my head, then get up and write some more until it was
time to pick up the kids from schools. The kids are grown now,
but it’s still basically the same schedule. Get up, give it
most of the hours of the working day, and the best hours. And
that decision—am I going to write today?—is already answered.
Yes, you’re going to write today. It would drive me crazy to
get up in the mornings and ask: Am I going to write today?
Should I write now? Should I wait until later? I can’t do it.
It’s too much indecision.
 
WBT: Would you consider yourself a southern writer? Or are
categories like these unhelpful?



 
I think it’s a legitimate category. It’s a legitimate way to
start thinking about certain things—different traditions in
American  letters  and  placeness  and  particularities  and
peculiarities of history and geography. It’s a starting point.
But I didn’t want to be one of those Southern writers.  I
don’t have anything against this type of writer. Jill McCorkle
and a number of other people in North Carolina and around
North Carolina, they are Southern writers. They are working
Southern history and Southern culture. But I wanted to do
something different.  I wanted to go in a different direction.
You know, I’ve felt guilty because I didn’t read as much
Faulkner  as  I  was  supposed  to.  Being  a  Southerner  and  a
writer, you’re told you should read every single word that
Faulkner wrote. It’s just that certain writers grab you and
hold and others you see the good in them but there’s not that
visceral  connection.  When  I  discovered  the  Latin  American
writers, and started reading them systematically, I discovered
they had really gone to school on Faulkner. I thought, okay,
I’m getting my Faulkner. It’s being filtered through Latin
America. That helped me get over my Faulkner guilt.
 
WBT: Which Latin American writers?
 
Gabriel  Garcia  Marquez  is  the  master.  [Julio]  Cortázar,
[Mario]  Vargas  Llosa,  [Jorge  Luis]  Borges,  [Clarice]
Lispector. There are huge gaps in my familiarity with Latin
American  literature,  but  the  things  I  do  know  feel  very
relevant. It’s like Garcia Marquez especially. That’s writing.
I can’t try to imitate him but the scope and the spirit of it—
 
WBT: The magic and the humor and the wonder?
 
BF: Yeah, but also how it is incredibly grounded in human
experience. Salman Rushdie is a writer that people hold up as
a 2nd generation magical realist. But his work doesn’t ring
true to me because it feels untethered. His magical realism
isn’t  as  grounded  in  the  real  as  Marquez.  Marquez’s
understanding of the world, and how it works, and how people
behave, it just seems very profound to me and it is not as
strong in Rushdie. That’s true of some other writers who have



gone the magical-realist route. Garcia Marquez is not magical.
 
WBT: You described your work as realist earlier. Is this what
you meant?
 
BF: Human experience is so complex. Take Beloved [by Toni
Morrison], which I think is a great American novel. There’s a
lot of talk about the metaphorical aspect, the symbolism and
the magical realism. I’m not so sure. She’s profoundly real.
It just takes a little shift in the shadows. Like place the
light over here instead of over here, and it’s as real as
anything in life. Whatever trauma and angst and pain is bound
up in that is fucking real. I don’t like symbols very much. I
like the real stuff.
 
WBT: Then, strangely, labels like magical realism actually
work to limit the possibilities of reality?
 
BF: If you aren’t careful, yes. It’s shorthand. Marquez is
magical realism, but that’s a start. It shouldn’t limit the
discussion. Human experience is so complex and deep and varied
and leveled and layered. Are ghosts real?  What exactly do we
mean when we say ghosts? If we are talking about the past, in
the present, and the past in us, and in our psyches, and in
our families, ghosts may be a way of talking about that,
embodying  that.  There’s  a  mystery  there  that  maybe  we
shouldn’t sweat so much. We should let be, and acknowledge,
and try to portray it as authentically as we can.
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