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Chapter One 
 

The Proverbs of St. Bernadette 
of Mayer1 

 
1 “Join the convent, Bernadette! 
They’ll take care of your teeth for 
free!” 
2  I’m afraid Gertrude Stein meant 
all too much to me. She meant like 
how you could actually be in the 
world and not be a fucked-up part 
of it. That you could actually change 
the world or be completely 
radicalizing again. 
3 Always listening to everything you 
see, watching the sounds of the day. 
4 All the people in this room will 
surely die some time. 
5  Our days are full of normal parts. 
6 Beware of these bereft dream 
cakes. 
7 Dreams like obsessions are a relief 
not to think about. 
8 The best dreams are free stories 
like a present of food. 
9 She must be a strong woman to 
deal in such a way with the death of 
her only son. 
10 It follows that children take a 
long time to grow. We speed it up 
but everything is slow. Like the 
Straits of Gilbraltar. 
11 Someone says don’t say sleep 
tight and don’t let the bedbugs bite. 

                                                           
1 Mayer, Bernadette. Midwinter Day. 

12 Don’t malign others so my 
mother might say. I never know 
what she might say. She won’t go 
away 
13 Don’t take what I say too 
seriously. Or too lightly. 
14 If only people would read more 
books. 
15 A person who doesn’t have 
friends must explain himself to 
strangers. 
16  No letters, checks or invitations 
change the world. 
17 These trees have seen it all 
before / But they are glad of an 
encore. 
18  A little courtesy won’t kill you. 
19  Parents, come to the hurricane 
to protest the children learning in 
the usual way. 
20  Inside are millions of the objects 
of novelty and fast-food to eat in 
imitation of being rich like kings 
and being brought things, of being 
surfeited and entertained like 
queens vomiting. To be able to 
assimilate more which there isn’t 
room for in the spaceless closeted 
private-property house rendered 
valuable lately by the inability to see 
another house from it, though in a 
state like this it’s nice to be alone. 
21 Sometimes everyone in town 
seems to be a shell-shocked veteran. 
22  Don’t go to sleep if there’s an 
ant in your ear. 
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23 Parked cars are like sleeping lines 
(LIONS?), watch out. 
24  You think something like a book 
will change the world, don’t you? 
25 Don’t ever marry, Bernadette, 
join the convent.  But she meant 
because it’s easier, I think. 
26  Marie’s spilled her milk again, no 
use crying over spilled milk. 
27 A Bolognese doctor they had 
sent me to said there was nothing 
wrong with me a good slap 
wouldn’t cure. 
28 Some say the life we have is 
wrong because we’ve been lucky 
and don’t work in a factory or at a 
CETA job. 
 

 
 

Chapter Two 
 

The Sayings of St. Harryette of 
Mullen2 

 
1 There may be a limit to our 
arrogance, but one day the laws of 
physics will read like a detailed 
instruction manual. 
2 I thought I heard that hum-
anitarians dropped a smart blond 
on the Chinese embassy. 
3  Time is rotting as our bodies wait 
for now I lay me down to earth. 

                                                           
2 Mullen, Harryette. Sleeping with the Dictionary. 

4  I’ll be emotionally disturbed for 
as long as it takes. 
5  You can give a man a rock or you 
can teach him to rock. 
6  Access your higher power. 
7 Take twenty drops tincture of 
worry wort. 
8  My ball and chain is plain from 
head to toe.  And yet, by gosh, my 
scrumptious Twinkie has as much 
sex appeal for me as any lanky 
model or platinum movie idol 
who’s hyped beyond belief. 
9  It’s good to get a rice cooker if 
you cook a lot of rice. 
10  Some of his favorite trees are 
books. 
11  What would it cost to gain the 
soul of an agnostic?  Where the 
Atheist is at, God only knows! 
12 Don’t forget to pack your 
Polartec. 
13  Mention money on the street 
and a hand will be extended. 
14  We call you irresponsible, say 
you’re indigestible, and it’s 
undeniably true it’s tough to 
swallow you. 
15 Dracula’s liquid protein diet 
could use some roughage to help 
with his next smooth move.  A 
bloodsucker’s got to worry about 
irregularity. 
16  Hey, you broke it, you bought it! 
17  Getting stoned after school in a 
rock fight. 
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18 Before taking off, please 
extinguish all smoldering resent-
ments. 
19  A psychic with a crystal ball and 
tarot deck who sees green when 
your palm is read.  At the sign of a 
red palm I don’t walk, I run. 
20  You don’t need X-ray vision to 
see through me. 
21 Statistics show the zombie hat 
helps to maintain social stasis. With 
the right fit you’ll brim with social 
graces. We recommend it for all our 
head cases. 
22  Meet every problem head on, so 
long as you keep a lid on. 
 

St. Harryette with Sister Henning3 
 
23  It was okay to be bookish, but 
you also had to be able to talk the 
talk. 
24 Playing the dozens, signifying, 
capping, sounding; all of these 
forms of verbal dueling were ways 
we learned to use language, wit, and 
humor to defend ourselves against 
verbal aggression. 
25  I have spent much of my life in 
transit from one community to 
another, and, as a result, I often feel 
marginal to them all. 
26 Writing had always been a refuge 
for me as a shy person. It allowed 
me to claim my minimum daily 

                                                           
33 Henning, Barbara. Looking Up Harryette 

Mullen. 

requirements of silence and 
solitude. 
27 To watch television while living 
in Los Angeles is redundant. 
28  Proceed with abandon, finding 
yourself where you are. 
29 Our love affair with the 
computer has not put a dent in our 
need to waste trees. 
30  Use and then lose the constraint 
at different points in the creative 
process. 
31  Our use of language is not only 
rational, but also irrational, 
unconscious, and intuitive. 
32  You never really have a reason 
for not writing.  There’s always a 
constraint.  Always another possible 
project. 
33 We have to critique and resist 
rampant consumerism, if only 
because it’s an unsustainable way of 
life. 
34  As descendants of slaves in the 
land of the free, we’re accustomed 
to paradox and practiced in the art 
of laughing to keep from crying. 
35 Postcards are great for questions, 
quips and slogans, but not for an in-
depth response. 
36 Any exit from the logic of 
language might be an entry in a 
symptomatic dictionary. 
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Chapter Three 
 

The Musings of Brother Fitch4 
 
1 My metabolism will slow if I don’t 
eat until after walking and writing 
about it. 
2 I wish more trees carried 
identification cards. 
3 Architecture changes immediately 
but you wait two blocks before 
white folks start. 
4 We both stayed relaxed and 
emotionally present. There ought to 
be a language for this. 
5  How silly it is to think the same 
thought twice 
6 I’d forgotten how emotional I get 
around crows. 
 

 

Chapter Four 
 

The Holy Utterances of Calvino the 
Elder5 

 
1  But there are fountains – as some 
of us surely thought – that, once 
you drink from them, increase your 
thirst instead of slaking it. 
2  To join us you must lose yourself, 
tear away your attributes, 
dismember yourself, be 
transformed into the 

                                                           
4 Fitch, Andy. Sixty Morning Walks. 

undistinguished, join the swarm of 
Maenads who run screaming in the 
woods. 
3 The souls of cities are more 
substantial and more lasting than 
those of all their inhabitants put 
together. 
4  It is usually the Great of the Earth 
who are buried with the attributes 
of their rule, gold crowns, rings, 
scepters, garments of shining metal. 
5  He who descends into the abyss 
of Death and climbs again the Tree 
of Life arrives in the City of the 
Possible, from which the Whole is 
contemplated and Choices are 
decided. 
6  Leave me like this.  I have come 
full circle and I understand. The 
world must be read backward. All is 
clear. 
7  You must ascend to Heaven, up 
to the pale fields of the Moon, 
where an endless storeroom 
preserves in phials placed in rows, 
the stories that men do not live, the 
thoughts that knock once at the 
threshold of awareness and vanish 
forever, the particles of the possible 
discarded in the game of 
combinations, the solutions that 
could be reached but are never 
reached. 
8  The trouble is, he was driven to 
madness by Eros, the pagan god 

5 Calvino, Italo. The Castle of Crossed Destinies. 
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who, the more he is suppressed, the 
more devastation he causes. 
9  The Moon contains the universal 
rhyme-list of words and things, if it 
is the world full of sense, the 
opposite of senseless Earth. 
10 When the City of Death was 
locked, no one could die anymore. 
11 In the general massacre the cards 
are continuously shuffled, and souls 
fare no better than bodies, which at 
least enjoy the repose of the grave.   
12 An endless war racks the 
universe up to the very stars of the 
firmament and spared not even 
spirits or atoms. 
13 The forest, the castle, the tarots 
have brought me to this point, 
where I have lost my story, 
confused it in the dust of the tales, 
become freed of it. 
14 With certain customers it is a 
good practice never to offer free 
drink. 
15 Use this gift in a way that will 
please me; otherwise, as you have 
known me as a friend, so I will 
return to meet you as an enemy. 
 

 

Chapter Five 
 
The Ponderings of St. Georges of Perec6 

 

                                                           
6 Perec, Georges. An Attempt at Exhausting a 

Place in Paris. 

1  Describe that which is generally 
not taken note of, that which is not 
noticed, that which has no 
importance; what happens when 
nothing happens other than the 
weather, people, cars, and clouds. 
2  Cleaning is good, not making a 
mess better. 
3 Why are two nuns more 
interesting than two other 
passersby? 
4  People stumble. Micro-accidents. 
5 I have the impression that the 
square is almost empty (but there 
are at least twenty human beings in 
my line of sight). 
6 Old schmucks, young schmucks, 
idlers, deliverymen, scowlers, 
windbags. 
7 Why count the busses? Probably 
because they’re recognizable and 
regular: they cut time, they 
punctuate the background noise; 
ultimately they’re foreseeable. The 
rest seems random, improbably, 
anarchic; the busses pass by because 
they have to pass by, but nothing 
requires a car to back up, or a man 
to have a bag marked with a big ‘M’ 
of Monoprix, or a car to be blue or 
apple-green, or a customer to order 
a coffee instead of a beer. 
8 I’m drinking a Vittel water, 
whereas yesterday I was drinking a 
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coffee (how does that transform the 
square? 
9 By looking at only a single detail 
and for a sufficiently long period of 
time (one to two minutes), one can, 
without any difficulty, imagine that 
one is in Etampes or in Bourges, or 
even, moreover, in some part of 
Vienna (Austria) where I’ve never 
been. 
 

The Words of St. Georges of Perec’s 
Translator 

 
10 The attempt to communicate 
everything, to describe every-
thing—to exhaust everything—is 
always a sympathetic effort, 
however doomed to failure it might 
be. 
11  Jules Verne: “Look with all your 
eyes, look.” 
12  Focused empirical attention on 
what we take for granted can have 
disquieting effects. 
13 Our perception of the world is 
formulated through categories, 
genres, and classifications, many of 
them specific to the cultures we 
come from. 
14 Our words and sights will indeed 
all disappear; but at this moment—
already long dead—it seems 
possible to look upon this very 
fading less as an end than as a form 
of conversion. 
15  It is almost in what it doesn’t say 
that this short text, this noble 

exercise in futility, conveys such a 
sense of melancholy. 
16 ‘The infraordinary’: the markings 
and the manifestations of everyday 
that consistently escape our 
attention compose the essence of 
our lives. 
17 It is striking to note how its 
sustained tone of excessive reality 
tends to blur into shades of 
unreality. 
18  An American sitting in the same 
cafes would undoubtedly take note 
of very different details of his or her 
surroundings. 
19  Reading through Perec’s Attempt 
makes one realize the degree to 
which our perception of the world 
is formulated through categories, 
genres, and classifications, many of 
them specific to the cultures we 
come from. 
20 I remember the idea once 
occurring to me as a child that 
perhaps my actions would be 
viewed in the future, preserved in 
light, preserved in an illuminated 
archive projected light-years away 
from Earth: a comforting notion as 
one walks home on an autumn day, 
realizing another year is about to 
slip by—even a pleasing idea when 
shoring up those moments of love 
or heroism that can provide a 
modicum of pleasure and pride; and 
an unsettling concept when 
engaged in one of those many less-
than-noble activities that compose 
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the essence of our less-than-
extraordinary lives. 
21 Perec’s text is open enough to 
allow readers to bring in whatever 
baggage they wish, and to leave with 
anything they wish—from a 
cellophane wrapper on the 
pavement to an unseizable, over-
flowing world. 
 

 

Chapter Six 
 

The Musings of St. Maggie, Patron 
of the Blues7 

 
1  Loneliness can produce bolts of 
hot pain, a pain which, if it stays hot 
enough for long enough, can begin 
to stimulate, or to provoke—take 
your pick—an apprehension of the 
divine. (This ought to arouse our 
suspicions.) 
2  We don’t get to choose what or 
whom we love.  We just don’t get to 
choose. 
3 Isn’t X beautiful? Such demands are 
murderous to beauty. 
4 If a color cannot cure, can it at 
least incite hope? 
5 If a color could deliver hope, does 
it follow that it could also bring 
despair?  I can’t think of any time 
that blue has caused me to despair. 

                                                           
7 Nelson, Maggie. Bluets. 

6 What kind of madness is it 
anyway, to be in love with 
something constitutionally incap-
able of loving you back? 
7  If he hadn’t lied to you, he would 
have been a different person than 
he is. 
8 Clinical psychology forces every-
thing we call love into the 
pathological or the delusional or the 
biologically explicable. 
9  You might as well act as if objects 
have the colors. 
10 In religious accounts, these 
women are announcing via their 
amputations, their fidelity to God. 
11 I have been trying, for some time 
now, to find dignity in my 
loneliness.  I have been finding this 
hard to do. 
12 It is easier, of course, to find 
dignity in one’s solitude. Loneliness 
is solitude with a problem. 
13 We don’t store our oils in the 
bladders of pigs. 
14 If we want to know what 
phosphene is, we don’t mash our 
fists into our eyes. 
15  I had inadvertently brushed up 
against the Buddhist axiom, that 
enlightenment is the ultimate 
disappointment. 
16  Just because one loves blue does 
not mean that one wants to spend 
one’s life in a world made of it. 
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17 To find one trapped in any one 
bead, no matter what its hue, can be 
deadly. 
18 Do not tell lies and do not do 
what you hate, for all things are 
manifest in the sight of heaven. 
19 Like many self-help books, The 
Deepest Blue is full of horrifyingly 
simplistic language and some 
admittedly good advice. The 
implication of the title is that men 
get blue, but when get the deepest blue. 
20  A glass bead may flush the world 
with color, but it alone makes no 
necklace. 
21 It often happens that we count 
our days, as if the act of 
measurement made us some kind of 
promise. But really this is like 
hoisting a harness onto an invisible 
horse. 
22  No matter what happens to our 
bodies in our lifetimes, no matter if 
they become “like pebbles in 
water,” they remain ours; us, theirs. 
23  Every bit of blue is precious. 
24 For while one may repeatedly 
insist that all one wants is to be 
satisfied and happy, the truth is that 
one can often find oneself clinging 
to the samsara with a vengeance.  
25 We cannot read the darkness.  
We cannot read it. It is a form of 
madness, albeit a common one, that 
we try. 
26 Drinking when you are de-
pressed is like throwing kerosene on 
a fire. 

27 Life is usually stronger than 
people’s love for it. 
28 Blue gives way to darkness, and 
then without warning, the darkness 
grows up into a cone of light. 
29 When something ceases to bring 
you pleasure, you cannot talk the 
pleasure back into it. 
30  Writing is, in fact, an astonishing 
equalizer. 
31 One can wish to be surprised, 
but it is hard, if not impossible, to 
will being surprised.  
32 I am not yet sure how to sever 
the love from the lover without 
occasioning some degree of 
carnage. 
33  No man ever steps into the same 
river twice, for it’s not the same 
river, and he’s not the same man. 
34 If you truly become someone on 
whom nothing is lost, then lost will 
not be lost upon you, either. 
35  Look for yourself, and ask not 
what has been real and what has 
been false, but what has been bitter 
and what has been sweet. 
36 You would hard pressed to come 
up with a spiritual lesson that 
demands becoming quadriplegic. 
The tepid “there must be a reason 
for it” notion sometimes floated by 
religious or quasi-religious ac-
quaintances or bystanders, is for 
her, another form of violence.  She 
has no time for it. She is too busy 
asking, in this changed form, what 
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makes a livable life, and how she 
can live it. 
37 That the future is unknowable is, 
for some, God’s means of suturing 
us in, or to, the present moment.  
For others, it is the mark of 
malevolence, a sure sign that our 
entire existence here is best 
understood as a sort of joke or 
mistake. 
38  For me it is neither. It is simply 
the way it is.  Whether this accident 
is a happy or unhappy one is 
probably more a matter of mood 
than anything else. 
 

 

Chapter Seven 

 
The Oracles of St. Conrad8 

 
1 It’s ALL Collaboration. Anyone 
who ever fed you, loved you, 
anyone who ever made you feel 
unworthy, stupid, ugly, anyone who 
made you express doubt or 
assuredness, every one of these 
helped make you. 
2 Those who learn to speak with 
authority to mask their own self-
loathing, those may be the deepest 
influences on us. 
3  A thousand different readers of a 
poem equals a thousand different 
poems. 

                                                           
8 Conrad, C. A. A Beautiful Marsupial Afternoon. 

4  We are not alone in our particular 
stew of molecules and the sooner 
we admit, even admire the influence 
of this world, the freer we will be to 
construct new chords of thought 
without fear. 
5 The time has come for un-
reasonable. 
6 Everybody needs a lover in 
wartime. 
7 Cain and Abel were both to 
blame. 
8  Everything you know and do not 
know can be yanked apart no matter 
who you can afford. 
9 There is no doubt the worst 
possible things are possible. 
10  It’s best to let flowers do the 
talking. 
11 They say never use “permanent” 
in a sentence. 
12  They say crying in private helps 
no one. 
13  If dancing is prohibited, leave at 
once. 
14 Patience is the honest man’s 
revenge. 
15 With devotional care, with 
magnanimous care, we become the 
brand we will buy. 
16 Elvis Presley is being used all 
over our planet for healing. 
17 When you listen to Elvis, you tap 
into that collective use of His 
powers. 
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18 Let yourself relax for a few 
minutes. 
19  Take some deep breaths. 
20  There is only death and the life 
you live or are led by. 
21 We must resist.  We must be 
resistance. 
22  A tidy sidewalk does not equal 
thoughtful, quiet citizenry. 
23  Trees we did not cut, a kind of 
legacy. 
24 Anyone who tells you that you 
are not creative is a coward afraid of 
his own potential, trust me.    
25 Ignore all cowards, they were 
born to be ignored. 
26 Find your strength, find your 
poems. 
27  Never doubt a butterfly. 
28  Thanks to you who make things 
delicious and wonderful. Without 
you despair would appreciate its 
earnings. 
29 Time scales our blankets un-
impressed. 
30 What is more fortunate than the 
will to succeed. 
31 Do not hesitate to write the most 
brutal things that come to mind. 
32 The cost of scorn is often 
unexpected. 
33 Recovering from self-hatred is 
an amazing plan if you can have it. 
34 There is a creative viability in 
everything around us. 
35  Trust the engine in everything. 

36 The spaces we fight for today 
must be the shared spaces, those 
which exemplify radical inclusivity. 
37 There is no such thing as 
nothing. Try for nothing and the 
very cells of your brain hunting for 
nothing are themselves something. 
38 Taking the living thumping pulse 
of someone while carefully studying 
a community of dolls animates the 
moment. 
39 Resisting what is said by others 
has always been my  strategy, so as 
not to build my life around their 
ideas. 
40 We take tress, grind them up, 
take that pulp, press it, make paper 
to write out our thoughts.  Or our 
grocery lists, suicide notes, and 
marriage licenses, all the while with 
unmitigated hubris thinking that 
OUR thoughts are the thoughts to 
carve into the trees body, as though 
they never nad their own feelings 
and ideas. 
41  I want to love this world, despite 
the cesspool it is rapidly becoming 
all around us. 
42 There is too much war in the 
world but never too much poetry. 
43 Real change requires real 
thinking. 
44  The best things in life we’re led 
to are led by the heart. 
45 Routine is what puts a cap on 
imagination. 
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46 It’s vital to jostle loose the 
amazing things each of us has 
hiding inside. 
47 I worry about my wasted 
dreaming, so I want to remember 
and use those valuable dreams. 
48 Don’t kill yourself. Write a poem 
and FIND yourself. 
49  I feel very fortunate to be awake 
in this world.  It’s so easy to sleep in 
here. 
 

 

Chapter Eight 
 

From the Journals of S. Reddy the 
Voyager9 

 
1  To believe in the world, a person 
has to quiet thinking. 
2 Some suffer within flagrant 
circles.  Some take refuge in the 
avenues of the cross. 
3  Death may be a change of style, 
but not of substance. 
4  Within seeds, increase. 
5 Within uncertainty, under-
standing. 
6 If the image displeases, the 
remedy does not lie in shattering the 
mirror. 
7 Wherever possible, alleviate the 
misery of others. 

                                                           
9 Reddy, Srikanth. Voyager. 

8  In the theatres of neutrality, the 
heart freezes. 
9  Experience taught me, that in the 
final analysis, nothing ends. 
10  Death is another home. 
11 Either go back, or move forward 
by other means. 

 

Chapter Nine 
 

The Overflowing Poetics of 
St. Jean-Luc of Nancy10 

 
1 The act of reading any book 
involves prior knowledge of its 
genre and reasons for reading it. 
2 A poem is always, at each 
moment, a last word with no 
conclusion. 
3  There’s probably no easy answer. 
4 Words are physical: words are 
nature and matter, order of place, 
changing of place and force. 
5 Words can exert pressure. They 
go straight ahead of meaning, 
pressing at its sides: they sway 
themselves. 
6  The poem is a swaying of words. 
7 What one calls a “poem” is a 
machine intended to provoke the 
question: why was this written? 
8 The purpose of the poem is to 
freeze the image and frost over its 
meaning. 

10 Lalucq, Virginie, and Jean-Luc Nancy. Fortino 

Sámano. 
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9 Fairytales are not made to hold 
true, but to be swallowed whole, 
like language. 
10 The abysmal resounds and that 
is the only thing that it does: this is 
why a poet never confused anguish 
with nihilism. 
11 The ground if farther than one 
thought because there is a step. 
12 The philosopher is not com-
fortable with original sin: either he 
refutes it or fall dumb because it 
strains reason itself. 
13  To read is the crime: it is to want 
to be like gods playing with the 
cipher of things. 
14 It could be a very provisional 
definition of poetry: non-proverbial 
naked speech. 
15 Words are not made for anything 
else than to be chewed. 
16 Infinitely divisible as well as 
composable into units: into atoms 
deteriorating across the emptiness 
of the vast skies to which we send 
our prayers, these blasphemies and 
euphemisms, these imprecations 
and mumblings, that a very old 
abuse calls “poems.” 
17 Poetry is probably not for 
reading, studying, or explaining, but 
for sampling. 
18 The poem brings the horizon 
close to the mouth of the river, and 
there opens and closes its own 
mouth. 

                                                           
11 Rankine, Claudia. Citizen: An American Lyric. 

 

 
 

Chapter Ten 

 
The Lyrics of Claudia, Citizen of 

Rankine11 
 
1 Each moment is like this—before 
it can be known, categorized as 
similar to another thing and 
dismissed, it has to be experienced, 
it has to be seen. 
2 As light as the rain seems, it still 
rains down on you. 
3 Confrontation is headache-
producing. 
4 The body has memory. The 
physical carriage hauls more than its 
weight. 
5 The daily diminishment is a low 
flame, a constant drip. 
6 The less that is communicated, 
the better.  Be ambiguous. 
7  You have to learn not to absorb 
the world. 
Just getting along shouldn’t be an 
ambition. 
8  Feelings are what create a person, 
something unwilling, something 
wild vandalizing whatever the skull 
holds. 
9 Don’t wear sunglasses in the 
house. 



Proverbia 
 

15 
 

10 You can’t put the past behind 
you. It’s buried in you; it’s turned 
your flesh into its own cupboard. 
11  Memory is a tough place. 
12 There are benefits to being 
without nostalgia. 
13 Though you can retire from an 
injury, you can’t walk away because 
you feel bad. 
14 Words work as release—well-
oiled doors opening and closing 
between intention, gesture. 
15 The past is a life sentence, a 
blunt instrument aimed at 
tomorrow. 
16  You can’t drive yourself sane. 
17 “The purpose of art,” James 
Baldwin wrote, “is to lay bare the 
questions hidden by the answers.” 
18  How difficult is it for one body 
to feel the injustice wheeled at 
another? 
19 Bodies moving through the same 
life differently. 
20  Perhaps the most insidious and 
least understood form of seg-
regation is that of the word. 
21  No one is free. 
22 Look beneath appearances … 
take nothing for granted … hear the 
meaning behind the words. 
23 The state of emergency is also 
always a state of emergence. 
24  The patience is in the living. 
25  Don’t say I if it means so little. 
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26  Do feelings lose their feelings if 
they speak to a lack of feelings? 
 

 
 

Chapter Eleven 
 

The Passions of Sister Mattilda of 
Sycamore12 

1 The words aren’t important, it’s 
the feeling that matters, except the 
words are important and the feeling 
matters. 
2  There are other ways to be strong 
besides holding everything in. 
3 STOP FAMILY VIOLENCE. 
4 Don’t talk don’t smile don’t laugh. 
5 The rules are different when you 
finally get away. 
6 With direct action, it’s always a 
state of emergency and that’s good 
because you’re on alert, ready to 
intervene. 
7 It was okay to need someone. 
8 The first time you really know 
your effect on people is when you 
get to college. 
9 Crazy was good but insane was 
even better. 
10 New Age garbage was almost as 
bad as a trust fund. 
11 There was good drama and bad 
drama. 
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12 When something goes really 
trendy, it can only go wrong. 
13  Loyalty could mean safety but it 
could also mean reenacting high 
school popularity contests. 
14 Sometimes walking could be 
twirling, inside. 
15  People see something about you 
and think it’s what makes you who 
you are. 
16  When someone so important to 
you dies … you become closer to 
the others who are left: you have to. 
17  Critique wasn’t necessarily love. 
18 Don’t think about anything 
except the sky. 
 

 

Chapter Twelve 
 

Photographic Lucidities of Barthes the 
Bard13 

 
1 If photography is to be discussed 
on a serious level, it must be 
describe in relation to death. 
2 It’s true that a photograph is a 
witness, but a witness of something 
that is no more. 
3 What if knowledge itself were 
delicious? 

4 For me the noise of Time is not 
sad: I love bells, clocks, watches. 
5 Life consists of these little touches 
of solitude. 
6  What the Photograph reproduces 
to infinity has occurred only once. 
7 Show your photographs to some-
one—he will immediately show you 
his. 
8 Whatever it grants to vision and 
whatever its manner, a photograph 
is always invisible: it is not it that we 
see. 
10 A specific photograph reaches 
me; it animates me and I animate it. 
The photograph itself is in no way 
animated …, but it animates me; 
this is what creates every adventure. 
11 I see, I feel, hence I notice, I 
observe, and I think. 
12 A photographs punctum is that 
accident which pricks me (but also 
bruises me, is poignant to me). 
13 Photography has been, and still 
is, tormented by the ghost of 
Painting. 
14 Photography is subversive not 
when it frightens, repels, or even 
stigmatizes, but when it is pensive, 
when it thinks. 
15 History is hysterical.
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