Journal Quotes

(epigraphs from the journals of Kimble Greenwood)

(no quotes for journals #1-5)

Phase III

1969/1970

#6

The riddle of life, the riddle of death,

the enchantment of genius, 

the enchantment of unadorned beauty.



—Boris Pasternak,  Doctor Zhivago

A Sense of Values

1970

#7a

The best books are those that tell you what you know already.




—George Orwell, 1984

No man can reveal to you aught but that which already lies half asleep in the dawning of your knowledge.    —Kahlil Gibran,  The Prophet

I love to laugh, and when the sun is out

I have something I can laugh about

I feel good, in a special way

I’m in love and it’s a sunny day.



—Paul McCartney, “Good Day Sunshine”

The night is longing, longing, longing beyond endurance



—Henry Miller, Sexus

And you shall bless darkness as you would bless light.



—Kahlil Gibran,  The Prophet

Now it is with men as with this tree. The more it wants to rise into the heights and the light, the more determinedly do its roots strive earthwards, downwards, into the darkness, into the depths—into evil.



—Nietzsche,  Thus Spoke Zarathustra

The Malignant Summer

1970

7b

[No quotes]

The Empirical Ego Among Dreams of Fear

1970/71

#7c

[No quotes]

Denial

1971

#8

You placed us at Shamoking and Wyoming. You have sold that land. I sit like a bird on a bough. I look around and know not where I may take my rest. Let me come down and make that land my own, that I may have a home forever.




—Teedyuscung, Chief of the Delawares, 1756

Post Obitum/Pre Natal

1971

#9

Let them be like the snail which dissolves into slime,

Like the untimely birth that never sees the sun.



—Psalms 58: 9

There is a way which seems right to a man,

But is end is the way to death.

Even in laughter the heart is sad,

And the end of joy is grief.

                      —Proverbs 14: 12,13

The Cat in the Tree in the Middle of the City

1971

#10

“I have a longing for life and I go on living in spite of logic.”



—Ivan Karamazov in Dostoyevsky’s The Brothers Karamazov

Fire Escape

1971/72

#11

“Help me, help me, oh wizard. For I lie busted in the Yellow Brick Road….”



—Herb Gardner, “Who is Harry Kellerman…”

Full Eclipse

1972

#12

I am a connoisseur of midnight eyes.  

—Theodore Roethke

As Astra  per Aspera  (Through difficulties to the stars)

From the moment we are born we wage a struggle against undefinable things…. To live, to be alive, is to partake of the mystery.   —Henry Miller,  Books in My Life

Who rests on the seventh day except God?   —ibid

In the lives of some human beings it would seem, indeed, that the only mysterious phenomenon observable is that of perpetual eclipse. In the case of those afflicted with genius, whatever form it may take, we are almost frightened to observe that there is nothing but a continuous waxing and waning of the moon.




—Henry Miller, Sexus
Cancer in the Womb

1972/73

#13

If there is turning, if there are points, if there is a turning point in anybody’s life, if turnings are constant and points endless, what may I presume to have been the turning point in my life?

It was my birth.

From then on I had it made.


—William Saroyan,  Here Comes, There Goes, You Know Who

My Little Blue Journal

1973/74

#14a

[No quotes]

Variations on a Theme

1973

#14b

Send me out into another life

lord because this one is growing faint.

I do not think it goes all the way.


—W. S. Merwin

Experiment voraciously. Yet never cross the brink, if possible, into insanity or loss of identity. Forget the world and its normalcy and its Aesop’s fables and its mores and customs and rules and, above all, judgments on good and evil, nice and bad…

Experience all you can.

Learn as much as you can.



Death or irreparable bodily harm or pain to yourself or others excluded.


—a philosophy of life so stated and so put into effect by Kim Greenwood on


    November 30, 1971

The Bardo

1974

#15

The pure admire the pure

And live alone


—Theodore Roethke

If the Bardo dweller is destined to be born in the miserable realms, he will have a vision of profound darkness, or of a black, rainy night…. If he is to be born in a happy realm, he sees a white light, brilliant as the moon.

…Those who make it do not realize that to hold the light, even for a short while, is extremely difficult; and that to remain unconfused by the bewildering and fearful visions of the Bardo while utilizing them as a means to further one’s devotion, is even harder.

…Even if we can recognize the light and the dreams, we can not hold them firm, nor can we master and transform dreams as we please.


— Teachings of Tibetan Yoga—translated and annotated by Garma C. C. Chang

In many ways the Bardo-State is like the dream state—very unstable and uncertain.


—ibid

To fight a real sorrow, a real loss, a real insult, a real disillusion, a real treachery was infinitely less difficult than to spend a night without sleep struggling with ghosts. The imagination is far better at inventing tortures than life because the imagination is a demon within us and it knows where to strike, where it hurts. …There were no hands with which to strike or defend oneself in that inner chamber of ghostly tortures.


—Anais Nin, Winter of Artifice
Mirth

1974

#16

And I gave my heart to know wisdom, and to know madness and folly; I perceived that this also is vexation of spirit.

For in much wisdom is much grief, and he that increases knowledge, increases sorrow.




—Ecclesiastes 1; 17,18

Man’s mind is no longer focused on pronouncing the truth or falseness of a given fact or a given idea. Rather, it is bent on following the direction of an idea.




—Wallace Fowlie

L’amour de l’art fait perdre l’amour vrai

   (The love of art means loss of real love)   

                 —Richepin, from the letters of Vincent Van Gogh

To forestall madness, the gods give details.



—Joseph Epstein

For no evidence have I wrung from dreams—

Yet what triumph is there in private credence?



—Gregory Corso 

Treasons and Other Inconsistencies

1974/75

#17

Even the hero Pomeranz for all his melancholy profundity amounts to hardly more than a twilight shade of himself, a nebulous trick-star genius, insufficiently rendered.


—Alan Friedman on Amoz Oz’ Touch the Water, Touch the Wind

An artist’s only concern is to shoot for some kind of perfection, and on his own terms, not anyone else’s   —J. D. Salinger,  Franny and Zooey

…We are a lonely people, a morbid crazed herd thrashing about in zealous frenzy, trying to forget that we are not what we think we are, not really united, not really devoted to one another, not really listening, not really anything, just digits shuffled about by some unseen hand in a calculation which doesn’t concern us.



—Henry Miller,  Sexus

Let me also wear

Such deliberate disguises

…Lips that would kiss

form prayers to broken stone.    —T. S. Eliot, “ The Hollow Men”

“I craved the ultimate scientific luxury of being simultaneously involved and detached.”


—Marx Marvelous in Tom Robbins’ Another Roadside Attraction

Augenblicken von Lichter und Dunkelheit

1975

#18

This race and this country and this life produced me, he said. I shall express myself as I am.        —James Joyce,  The Portrait of an Artist as a Young Man

So here I am, in the middle way, having had twenty years—

Twenty years largely wasted, the years of l’entre deux guerres—
Trying to learn ti use words, and every attempt

Is a wholly new start, and a different kind of failure

Because one has only learnt to get the better of words

For a thing one no longer has to say, or the way in which

One is no longer disposed to say it. And so each venture

Is a new beginning, a raid on the inarticulate

With shabby equipment always deteriorating

In the general mess of imprecision of feeling,

Undisciplined squads of emotion. And what there is to conquer

By strength and submission, has already been discovered

Once or twice, or several times, by men whom one cannot hope

To emulate—but there is no competition—

There is only the fight to recover what has been lost

And found and lost again and again: and now, under conditions

That seem unpropitious. But perhaps neither gain nor loss.

For us there is only the trying. The rest is not our business.




—T. S. Eliot, East Coker

“Hunting power is a peculiar event. It first has to be an idea, then it has to be set up, step by step, and then, bingo! It happens.”



—Don Juan in Castandeda’s Journey to Ixtlan

“That’s the flaw with words,” he said in an assuring tone. “They always force us to feel enlightened, but when we turn around to face the world, they always fail us and we end up facing the world as we always have, without enlightenment. For this reason, a sorcerer seeks to act rather than to talk and to this effect he gets a new description of the world—a new description where talking is not that important, and where new acts have new reflections.”    —Don Juan, Tales of Power

If one is to succeed in anything, the success must come gently, with a great deal of effort but with no stress of obsession.   —ibid

I have slowly become immersed in a feeling that originally began as vague and was worded, “Until you can walk on the ceiling, do not kill the fly.”



—Dan Clint in letter to Kim Greenwood, March 15, 1975

The only wisdom we can hope to acquire

Is the wisdom of humility: humility is endless.



—Eliot, East Coker

The caterpillar and Alice looked at each other for some time in silence: at last the caterpillar took the hookah out of its mouth, and addressed her in a languid, sleepy voice.

“Who are you?” said the caterpillar.

This was not an encouraging opening for a conversation. Alice replied, rather shyly, “I—I hardly know, sir, just at present—at least I know who I was when I got up this morning, but I think I must have changed several times since then.”

“What do you mean by that?” said the caterpillar, sternly. “Explain yourself!”

“I can’t explain myself, I’m afraid, sir, said Alice, “because I’m not myself, you see.”

“I don’t see,” said the caterpillar.

“I’m afraid I can’t put it more clearly,” Alice replied very politely, “for I can’t understand it myself, to begin with; and being so many different sizes in a day is very confusing.”

“It isn’t,” said the caterpillar.

“Well, perhaps you haven’t found it so yet,” said Alice; ‘but when you have to turn into a chrysalis—you will some day, you know— and then after that into a butterfly, I should think you’ll feel it a little queer, won’t you?”

“Not a bit,” said the caterpillar.

“Well, perhaps your feelings may be different,” said Alice: “All I know is, it would feel very queer to me.”

“You!” said the Caterpillar contemptuously. “Who are you?”

 

—Lewis Carroll, Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland

[There is no #19]

Summer

1975

#20

Walk honest over foreign earth.   —Maxim Gorky
The curious eat themselves.   —Theodore Roethke

I had the time and shovel.

I began to dig.   —John Ciardi

Becket…began the task that has occupied him ever since: willfully writing himself into a corner where there is only room enough for the mind to contemplate itself. He is the king of the solipsists.   —Paul Gray in Time, 3/24/75

Every day he had to begin all over again, and every day he had to waste himself anew in struggle and surrender.    —Bruno Walter on Gustav Mahler

I reached my North and it had meaning.

Here at the actual pole of my existence,

Where all that I have done is meaningless

Where I die or live by accident alone

Where, living or dying, I am still alone;

Here where north, the night, the berg of death

Crowd me out of the ignorant darkness,

I see at last that all the knowledge

I wrung from the darkness—that the darkness flung me—

Is worthless as ignorance: nothing comes from nothing,

That darkness from the darkness. Pain comes from the darkness.

And we call it wisdom. It is pain.     —Randall Jarrell, from “90( North”

May my silences become more accurate.   —Roethke

Postures on the Eastern Front

1975

#21

What will the spider do,

Suspend its operations…?



—T. S. Eliot

A man sees, as he dies,

Death’s possibilities.



—Theodore Roethke,  “The Dying Man”

I would meet you upon this honestly.

I that was near your heart was removed therefrom

To lose beauty in terror, terror in inquisition.

I have lost my passion: why should I need to keep it

Since what is kept must be adulterated?

I have lost my sight, smell, hearing, taste and touch:

How should I use them for your closer contact?



—Eliot,  “Gerontian”

A creature who has spent his life creating one particular representation of his selfdom will die rather than become the antithesis to that representation.



—Frank Herbert,   Dune Messiah

I on the carpet

Pose and muse.

Love is a friction

I must use.


—Kim Greenwood

Dear, if unsocial privacies obsess me,

If to my exaltations I be true,

If memories and images possess me,

Yes, if I love you, what is that to you?

My folly is no passion for collusion.

I cherish my illusions as illusion.



—J. V. Cunnigham




How easy it was to mistake clear reasoning for correct reasoning!



—Herbert, Dune Messiah

And seeing that there is no meaning, we invent a meaning, we project a meaning.



—Krishnamurti

Dry Fucks

1975/76

#22

Metaphysical poets aren’t supposed to talk this way.



—John Malcolm Brinnin

Meanings gave way to cognitions, structure gave way to process.



—Brinnin

He knew that thought clings round dead limbs

Tightening its lusts and luxuries.



—T. S. Eliot,  “Whispers of Immortality”

You live in a certain world for a little while, you dramatize your adventures in it, and this world continues an existence of its own and you can never become completely detached from it because it returns to claim you, as the past returns even after your love of it, your illusion of it, no longer exists.   —Anais Nin, Diary, Vol. V

The music, you suddenly realize, has stopped. You can not remember when it happened. All you can hear now is what sounds like comic efforts to articulate the silence. No one will play a tune any more. Nor will anyone tell a proper story. We must be satisfied with episodes, anecdotes, jokes, games. For we have learned that there is no beginning and no end; if everything is middle, how can one identify the action?




—Roger Shattuck

He suffered the most intense pang of the most terrible of all human deprivations; which is not of possession, but of knowledge. What she said; what she felt; what she thought. It pierced deeper than all questionings about art.

…I survived.




—John Fowles, “The Ebony Tower”

The Holdout

1976

#23

One has the difficulty of having to use the same words for different things.




—T. S. Eliot

All out knowledge brings us nearer to our ignorance

All our ignorance brings us nearer to death,

Bu nearness to death, no nearer to God.

Where is the life we have lost in living?

Where is the wisdom we have lost in knowledge?

Where is the knowledge we have lost in information?




—Eliot

Movement in nonsense is admitted only to be annulled.




—Elizabeth Sewell

Upon the corner of the moon

There hangs a vap’rous drop profound;

I’ll catch it ere it come to ground.




—Shakespeare

I like a view, but I like to sit with my back turned to it.




—Gertrude Stein,  The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas

The Dog in the Night-time

1976

#24

After the controversy and upheaval of a revolution, science settles down once again to its normal course. It has its work laid out for it. Its work is mopping up.

The desired solution generally is known in advance. The payoff lies in the way it is reached—the design of the apparatus, the manipulation of variables, the particular steps that are taken.     —George Leonard,  The Transformation

I waited for the word that was not given

Pent up into a region of pure force,

Made subject to the pressure of the stars;

I saw the angels lifted like pale straws;

I could not stand before those winnowing eyes

And fell, until I found the world again.




—Geoffrey Hill

One of Illich’s main points [in Medical Nemesis] is that pain asks a question. Discomfort makes an urgent demand on us to find its cause and resolution. …The idea is that if you get rid of pain before you have answered its questions, you get rid of the self along with it. Wholeness comes only when you have passed through pain.




—Lewis Hyde

There are, it may be, so many kinds of voices in the world, and none of them is without signification.  —I Corinthians, 14:10

We’re all in this together—by ourselves.     —Lilly Tomlin

Draw your  chair up and hand me my violin, for the only problem we have still to solve is how to while away these bleak autumnal evenings.     —Sherlock Holmes

To feel so static, without will; inviolable shade; and yet so potent and so poised.




—John Fowles

And which of you by taking thought can add to his stature one cubit?

If ye then be not able to do that thing which is least, why take ye thought for the rest?




—Jesus Christ,  Luke 12: 25,26

Simple Maze

1977

#25

Lightning and thunder require time, the light of the stars requires time, deeds require time even after they are done, before they can be seen and heard.



—Nietzsche

As in some of his earlier novels, the characters are loners, people sliding off the margin, grappling for a bit of space. Hanley turns repeatedly, in book after book, to the them of exhaustion, the exhaustion that comes from the sheer fact of having managed to hang on for a certain number of decades. Consciousness turns in upon itself, becoming obsessive and clogged. Yet Hanley’s characters, with an underdog stoicism, cling to their days, still wanting to taste a bit of life’s stuff or pursue some end they know is beyond their reach. The career of human will is Hanley’s great theme, the will to keep blundering through circumstance and time.    —Irving Howe

…the mystery of life isn’t a problem to solve but a reality to experience.




      —Frank Herbert

The facts all contribute only to setting the problem, not to its solution.




     —-Ludwig Wittgenstein

Everything that is thought and expressed in words is one sided, only half truth; it lacks totality, completeness, unity.   —Hermann Hesse

In difficult times, we came to understand, everything is either personal or a fable.





  —Stephen Dunn

We see that Stevens is therefore highly aware of the possibility that any poetic enterprise threatens, like Crispin’s strategies with reality, to be merely an elaborate failure.



—Stocking, (in Southern Review, March 1945)

Berlin

1977

#26

Was mich nicht umbringt

macht mich starker.    —Nietzsche

Go out of the house to see the moon, and ‘tis mere tinsel; it will not please as when its light shines upon your necessary journey.    —Emerson

Tell us a story, fawfaw. Tell us a lonely story. Tell us a long and lonely story about the stickyhanded giants who had no hands, because we want to cry. Tell us a story of the overfriendly lions. Tell us the story of the sad and barkless dog. Tell us, fawfaw, tell us because we want to cry. Tell us of the long bridge and the short wagon and the tall tollkeeper and the tall tollkeeper’s high horse and the tiny brown tail of the tall tollkeeper’s high horse that couldn’t swish away blue flies…because we want to cry. We want to cry.   —William H. Gass

…but our incorrect beliefs are the price we pay for our correct ones. …The only safeguard here is in fact not to direct our minds narrowly upon a single track of truth—for who can be sure exactly where that is?—but to seek the greatest possible flexible of imagination.   —Graham Dustin Martin

I am infinitely strange to myself.    —John Fowles

To choose and manage a vision required you to balance on a single, thin thread—playing God on a high tightwire with cosmic solitude on both sides.    —Frank Herbert

I talk in general terms

Because the particular has no language. One thinks to escape

By violence, but one is still alone

In an overcrowded desert, jostled by ghosts.  —-T.S.  Eliot

The number of rational hypotheses that can explain any given phenomenon is infinite.



—Pirsig

And indeed, what does the price matter, if the trick be well done?



—Conrad

…No, it is impossible; it is impossible to convey the life sensation of any given epoch of one’s existence—that which makes its truth, its meaning—its subtle and penetrating essence. It is impossible. We live as we dream—alone….—Conrad,  Heart of Darkness

Let’s imagine such a being. And begin. Begin.   —W. H. Gass

Cambridge

1977

#27

His soul was overflowing but with mingled feelings. No single sensation stood out distinctly, on the contrary, one drove another in a slow, continual rotation.



—Dostoyevsky

A man has to fend and fettle for the best, and then trust in something beyond himself. You can’t insure against the future, except by really believing in the best bit of you, and the power beyond it.    —D. H. Lawrence

The human mind, as is the case with the mind of any animal, is a resonator. It responds to resonances in the environment.    —Frank Herbert

To choose and manage a vision required you to balance on a single, thin thread—playing God on a high tightwire with cosmic solitude on both sides.



—Frank Herbert

But while this sleep, this dream is on ye, move your foot or hand an inch; slip your hold at all; and your identity comes back in horror.   —Melville,  Moby Dick





Gentile or Jew

O you who turn the wheel and look to windward,

Consider Phlebus, who was once handsome and tall as you.    —Eliot

Perhaps it is the case with many fabrications, but I am struck by how easily they might not have been at all; how really unreasonable their entire existence is…. The same for us all, you say? Accidents of genes and acidity, wove and woovle, opportunity and inclination…yes. But we are sustained by our own efforts. Wasted acres testify to our needs. Then what of these excruciating passivities?  —William H. Gass

Amerika

1977

#28

[No quotes]

Elevated Gestures

1977/78

#29

Self-consciousness can never cure itself; the reflections of the facing mirrors are virtually endless.    —Charles Molesworth

When one grows too old to believe in one’s uniqueness, one falls in love with one’s complexity.   —John Fowles

Always the external world threatens to overwhelm the single consciousness.



—Coale

All I can do is rage, rage against proclivities, rage against decisions, rage against fallibilities and weakness and piss-poor excuses and failings of my mediocre mind, my distorted views, my suicidal over-consciousness; rage against my systems, my excuses, my history, my friends, my family, my enemies, my city, my desires, my plans, my aspirations. And I eat the tell-tale signs of suicidal disgust; disgust at everything, everyone, every velleity short of velocity.   —Greenwood, 27 October, 1975

I hear the noise of my own voice:

The painters vision is not a lens,

it trembles to caress the light….

All’s misalliance.

Yet why not say what happened?

Pray for the grace of accuracy

Vermeer gave to the sun’s illumination

stealing like the tide across the map

to his girl solid with yearning.

We are poor passing facts….    —-Robert Lowell

The Island

1978/79

#30

[He’s] privately probing the public rooms

peeking through keyholes in numbered doors

where the players lick their wounds

and take their temporary lovers

and their pills and powders

to help get them through this passion play….



—Joni Mitchell,  “Coyote”

Every day has twenty-four hours…Twenty-four hours. Out of the twenty four hours at least twenty-three and a half are—my God, I don’t know why—dull, dead, boring, empty, and murderous. Minutes on the clock, not time of living. It doesn’t make any difference who you are or what you do, twenty-three and a half hours of the twenty-four are spent waiting.  —William Saroyan,  The Time of Your Life

Place in matter and in flesh the least of the values, for these are the things that hold death and must pass away. Discover in all things that which shines and is beyond corruption. Encourage virtue in whatever heart it may have been driven into secrecy and sorrow by the shame and terror of the world. Ignore the obvious, for it is unworthy of the clear eye and the kindly heart.   —ibid

I in my balloon

light where the wind

permits a landing,

in my own province.   —Denise Levertov,  “An Ignorant Person”

To be philosophical, to be dogmatic, to be doctrinaire—this is easy. To tackle a problem intellectually is very easy. But to tackle a problem existentially—not just to think about it, but to live it through, to go through it, to allow yourself to be transformed through it—is difficult. That is, to know love one will have to be in love. That is dangerous because you will not remain the same. The experience is going to change you.




—Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh

It is an old idea that the more pointedly and logically we formulate a thesis, the more irresistibly it cries out for its antithesis.  —Hesse,  Das Glasperlenspiel

We live in an old chaos of the sun

Or an old dependency of day and night

Or island solitude, unsponsored, free,

Of that wide water, inescapable.    —Wallace Stevens,  “Sunday Morning”

There’s more of me where I come from.  —Firesign Theater

Karen’s Self

1979

#31

I like a view but I like to sit with my back turned to it.



—Gertrude Stein in The Autobiography of Alive B. Toklas

For things to happen there must be a suitable climate. And if the climate is lacking, you create one. That is, if you have genius.



—Henry Miller, Nexus

…Sufism consists in guarding the soul from what is other than God; and there is nothing other than God.  —Abu Sa’id

What I wish to suggest…is that these phrases may be accounted for as being conceptual symbols for emotional preferences.  —T. S. Eliot

I am not a systematic thinker, if indeed I am a thinker at all. I depend upon intuitions and perceptions, and although I may have some skill in the barren game of controversy, [I] have little capacity for sustained, exact and closely knit argument and reasoning.



—T. S. Eliot

Eliot’s various qualifications should not be discounted, although his modesty here, as always, is a complicated matter.   —Elmer Borklund

We live lives based upon selected fictions.   —Durrell, Balthazar

Our view of reality is conditioned by our position in space and time—not by our personalities as like to think. Thus every interpretation of reality is based upon a unique position. Two paces east or west and the whole picture is changed.  —ibid

The Juggler’s View, Vol. I

1981

#32

You can pretend for a long time, but one day it all falls away and you are alone.



—Jean Rhys

It was a language he spoke, because he must, yet did not know

It was a page he had found in the handbook of heartbreak.



—Wallace Stevens

What is there here but weather, what spirit

Have I except it comes from the sun?



—Wallace Stevens

We may not arrive at our port within a calculable period, but we would preserve the true course.   
—Henry David Thoreau

Oh! my friends, but this is man-killing! Yet this is life.



—Herman Melville

But the stars that marked our starting fall away.

We must go deeper into greater pain,

For it is not permitted that we stay.



—Dante

And if you ask how I regret that parting:

It is like the flowers falling at spring’s end


Confused, whirled, in a tangle.

What is the use of talking, and there is no end of talking,

There is no end of things in the heart.



—Li Po  (through Ezra Pound)

Who said it—perhaps no one: every person’s drama is a melodrama. I both performed in this melodrama and observed it as a spectator.



—I.B. Singer

We return to our lives, as we must, but our seriousness is laced with irony.



—Thomas Nagel

The Juggler’s View,  Vol. II

1981, 1982

#33

Give me a man that knows

And I’ll discourse with him;

Else am I mute

And all my memory oblivion

                —Aeschylus in Agamemnon

Why one writes is a question I can answer easily, having so often asked it of myself. I believe one writes because one has to create a world in which one can live. The artist is the only one who knows that the world is a subjective creation, that there is a choice to be made, a selection of elements. It is a materialization, an incarnation of his inner world. Then he hopes to attract others into it. —Anais Nin

I wouldn’t write at all

If I could sleep all winter. —Tom Schwartz

This poem is concerned with language on a very plain level.

Look at it talking to you. You look out a window

Or pretend to fidget. You have it but you don’t have it.

You miss it, it misses you. You miss each other.

The poem is sad because it wants to be yours, and cannot.

What’s a plain level? —John Ashbery

All I could do was dangle from a fine thread of my own spinning over each day’s abysses. And only after awhile did I notice that this was not a supplement, not an accidental property adhering to the intrinsic, but the intrinsic itself.

                       —Gunter Kunert

Chameleon in the River Green

1982

#34

Try to remember this: what you project

Is what you will perceive; what you perceive

With any passion, be it love or terror,

May take on whims and powers of its own.

Therefore a numb and grudging circumspection

Will serve you best—unless you overdo it,

Watching your step too narrowly, refusing

To specify a world, shrinking your purview

To a tight vision of your inching shoes,

Which may, as soon as you come to think, be crossing

An unseen gorge upon a rotten trestle.




—Richard Wilbur,  “Walking to Sleep”

Life has more imagination than we do.




—Truffaut

There is this: the solitude and ‘emptiness’ redeemed for Conrad, by learning that someone has heard and understood him. If there is one thing more profoundly and consistently Conradian than the harrowing note of isolation, it is his joy in those moments when one person achieves, incredibly, some true awareness of  another.




—John Romano on Joseph Conrad

Once in awhile from out of nowhere

When you don’t expect it, and you’re unprepared,

Somebody will come and lift you higher

And your burdens will be shared.




—Paul Simon

It’s as if these men have to torture themselves in order to be serious, to not slide along.




—Susan Sontag

…he could see that it was dangerous to have a mind of a dreamer and live too much alone. The mind became choked with its own juices, and unless these were absorbed by physical activity they created phantasies which led to madness.




—Elizabeth Sprigge on Strindberg

I play. But this is what I think.




—Wallace Stevens

…which corner do I turn

  to enter paradise?




—Stevens

The Clown at the Edge of the World

1982

#35

The clown’s the thing! The clown! If one must be a philosopher, let him be Aristophanes.




—Jack London

The more we suffer, intelligently, the deeper our life. Buddha said that life is suffering, and taught us how to avoid both. This was wrong. Deep suffering is deep life….Nirvana is often taken as a condition of supreme joy. But it is also that of supreme sadness. The point anyway is not the joy or the sadness, but the supremeness.




—R.H. Blythe

When someone says ‘Who are you?’ I answer, ‘I love the question’. That’s just what I say.




—Antero Alli, the fool

I’m sick of women. I want God.




—Roethke

One gets exhausted trying to circumnavigate these huge fields of experience. We are never free, we writers. I could explain it much more clearly if it was dawn. I long to be musical in body and mind. I want style, consort. Not the little mental squirts as if through the ticker-tape of the mind.




—Lawrence Durrell in Justine

He was by divine choice only a poet and often unhappy, but with him one had the feeling that he was catching every minute as it flew and was turning it upside down to expose its happy side. He was really using himself up, his inner self, in living.




—ibid

…as clowns sometimes please philosophers.




—Fowles

An artist does not live a personal life as we do, he hides it, forcing us to go to his books if we wish to touch the true source of his feelings. Underneath all his preoccupations with sex, society, religion, etc. (all the staple abstractions which allow the forebrain to chatter) there is, quite simply, a man tortured beyond endurance by the lack of tenderness in the world.


—Durrell, Justine

He dropped a coin into the slot. Where GAME OVER had been a second before, BEGIN GAME now began to flash at him. He pressed the button, and the first ball popped up into the shaft, but for a moment Patrick Domostroy could not make up his mind whether to play it or not.




—Jerzy Kosinski, Pinball

Operations

1982

#36

The difference between us and any machine we create is that a machine is an answer, and we are a question.




—Roger Rosenblatt

In the absence of such love I have known truly vacant skies.




—Andre Breton






Yet that will be

A world impossible for poets, who

Complain and prophesy, in their complaints,

And are never of the world in which they live.

Disclose the rude and ruddy at their jobs

And if you weep for peacocks that are gone

Or dance the death of doves, most sallowly,

Who knows?




—Wallace Stevens, in “Mr. Burnshaw and the Statue”

…Streets that follow like a tedious argument of insidious intent

to lead you to an overwhelming question.

Oh do not ask what is it.




—T.S. Eliot

The answer to the grand experiment is in the heart; the search must be conducted inwardly….Our fight is to get out of the cave. If we were to make the least move in that direction we would inspire the whole world.




—Henry Miller

He did not quail. A man so used to plumb

The multifarious heavens felt no awe

Before these visible, voluble delugings,

Which yet found means to set his simmering mind

Spinning and hissing with oracular

Notations of the wild, the ruinous waste….




—Wallace Stevens

This was the real world, not the world of the moon and the sea.




—William Saroyan

…And how you suffered for your sanity

and how you tried to set them free.

But they could not listen.




—Don MacLean

Gestation

1982

#37

Were it possible for us to see further than our knowledge reaches…perhaps we would endure our sadnesses with greater confidence than our joys. For they are the moments when something new has entered into us, something unknown; our feelings grow mute in shy perplexity, everything in us withdraws, stillness comes, and the new, which no one knows, stands in the midst of it and is silent.

…We could easily be made to believe that nothing has happened, and yet we have changed, as a house changes into which a guest has entered.

                                                                                  —Rainer Maria Rilke

She was just a wish

She was just a wish

And a memory is all

That is left for you now.

                —Stevie Nicks

The freshness of transformation is

The freshness of a world. It is our own,

It is ourselves, the freshness of ourselves,

And the necessity and that presentation

Are rubbings of a glass in which we peer.

Of these beginnings, gay and green, propose

The suitable amours. Time will write them down.

                   —Wallace Stevens

Sometimes I think time is everything.

Sometimes I think sex is everything. 

                              —Kim Greenwood, age 21

Gestation, vol.II

1982

#38

I write out of a desire for revenge against reality, to destroy the stuttering powerless child I once was, to gain the love and attention that silenced child never had, to allay the dissatisfaction I still have within myself, to be something other than what I am. I write…out of a desire for revenge against all the men who have oppressed and humiliated me.     —Francine du Plessix Gray

It is a violence from within that protects us from a violence without. It is the imagination pressing back against the pressure of reality. —Wallace Stevens

…I hear the old sound of a writer forestalling criticism. 

     

—Donald Hall in an interview with John Fowles

…It’s hard to hold the hand of anyone

reaching for the sky just to surrender. —Leonard Cohen

How easy it is, I mean, for a man to be mistaken all his life—about everything, but most of all about himself. How inevitable it is for him to be a fool straight through all of his years. How vulnerable he is every mile of the way. How ridiculous, how laughable, how pathetic. And yet at the same time how extraordinary, how special, how unique, how rare, how truly great, and in the truest sense of the word, how heroic. —William Saroyan

Lessons in Dancing to Sadness

1982

#39

They weren’t dancing alone; they were dancing before the Gods; they were becoming the Gods.  —Barbara Myerhoff

He could not live men’s ways, but became a dancer before God.  —T.S. Eliot

Faith is readiness for the surprise. —Ivan Illich

I write because I don’t know what I think until I read what I say. —Flannery O’Connor

What does being a poet mean? It means having one’s own personal life, one’s reality, in quite different categories from those of one’s poetic work; it means being related to the ideal in imagination only, so that one’s own personal life is more or less a satire on poetry and on oneself.   —Kierkegaard, Journals

One is on the side of something that changes your relation to life, that brings you close to death in such a way that you can never completely back. — Susan Sontag

Writing well is the best revenge. —Susan Sontag

He was starved. His drama is a drama of starvation. Vincent longed for almost everything a man can long for, and it so happened that the objects of his desires did not appear to him to be altogether unattainable. In the light in which he regarded them, his desires were as legitimate and reasonable as his right to earn a daily wage. The first article of his faith was: I believe.  —Julius Meier Graefe

The Existential Arena

1982/1983

#40

In the existential arena, character is what is interesting.

                                                                          —Greenwood

Most writers only admit to failings—promiscuous sexual activity, for example—that most people do not regard as failings.  

                                                 —Louis Simpson

Love is like a faucet,

It turns off and on

Oh love is like a faucet,

It turns off and on

Sometimes when you think it’s on baby

It’s turned off and gone.  

                                   —Billie Holliday

The thing to do is try for that sweet skin

One gets by staying deep within a thing.

The image that I have it that of fruit.

                                  —Jean Garrigue

Memory is not what the heart desires.  —Tolkien

Discursive thought is not fiction’s most efficient tool; the interaction of characters is everything.    —John Gardner

[The artist] has chosen, irrevocably, art over life. Art possesses him, establishing his norms, which are not the world’s norms.  —John Gardner

This is a totally artificial life. But so what? You have to create your own space which has a lot of silence in it and a lot of books.  —Susan Sontag

…Non love makes us blind.  —Maslow

Love Over Gold

1983

#41

The creator wanted to look away from himself; so he created the world. —Nietzsche

…This is the mistake which I seem to make eternally, that I imagine the sufferings of others as greater than they really are. Ever since childhood, the proposition “my greatest dangers lie in pity” has been confirmed again and again….  —Nietzsche

Blessed are the sleepy ones: for they shall soon drop off.  —Nietzsche

And he remembers, with the pipes and flutes,

Drunk with joy, bewildered by the chance

That brought a friend and friendship,

How in vain he strove to speak,

And in long sentences, his pain.

Exiled are we, were exiles born.

The far away language of desert, language of ocean, language of sky

As of the unfathomable worlds that lie

Between the apple and the eye,

These are the only words we know to say.

Each morning we devour the unknown

Each day we find and take and spill or spend or lose

A sunflower splendor of which none knows the source.

This cornucopia of air, this very heaven of a simple day,

We do not know, can never know, the alphabet

To find us entrance there.

     




—Conrad Aiken in his poem,  Letter to Li Po

In every part we play, we play ourselves,

Even the secret doubt to which we come

Beneath the changing shapes of self and thing.

Yes even this at last, if we should call and dare to name it,

We would find the only voice that answers is our own.

We are once more defrauded by the mind.

Defrauded? No. It is the alchemy by which we grow,

It is the self becoming word,

The word becoming world.

And with each part we play

We add to cosmic sung and cosmic sun.

Who knows but one day we shall find,

Hidden in the prism at the rainbow’s foot,

The square root of eccentric absolute

And the concentric absolute to come?







—ibid

Private Investigations

1983

#42

The only taboo should be against not loving.  —Anais Nin

I have come to believe that one’s choices in life consist only of which wall one chooses to bang one’s head against at any given time. —Michelle G.

I am grown by sympathy a little eager and sentimental, but leave me alone and I should relish every hour and what it brought me, the potluck of the day, as heartily as the oldest gossip in the bar-room. I am thankful for small mercies.  —Emerson

If I am not for myself, who should be for me?

If I am only for myself, what am I?  —The Talmud

“You are right, Steppenwolf, right a thousand times over, and yet you must perish. You are much too exacting and hungry for this simple, easy-going and easily contented world of today, You have a dimension too many. Whoever wants to live and enjoy his life today must not be like you and me. Whoever wants music instead of noise, joy instead of pleasure, soul instead of gold, creative work instead of business, passion instead of foolery, finds no home in this trivial world of ours.”  

                                       —Hermine in Hermann Hesse’s  Steppenwolf

Caution to the Wind

1983

#43

Albert Camus wrote that the only serious question is whether to kill yourself or not.

Tom Robbins wrote that the only serious question is whether time has a beginning or an end.

Camus clearly got up on the wrong side of the bed, and Robbins must have forgotten to set the alarm.

There is only one serious question. And that is: who knows how to make love stay?
Answer me that and I will tell you whether or not to kill yourself.

Answer me that and I will ease your mind about the beginning and the end of time.

Answer me that and I will reveal to you the purpose of the moon.




—Tom Robbins in Still Life with Woodpecker

I said, do you speaka my langwidge?

…He said, “I come from a land down under

Where women glow and men plunder

Can’t you hear, can’t you hear the thunder?

You’d better run, you’d better take cover.”




—Men at Work

I’ve paid the price of solitude, but at least I’m out of debt.




—Dylan

The crisis consists precisely in the fact

that the old is dying and the new cannot

be born; in the interregnum a great

variety of morbid symptoms appears.




—Antonio Gramsci

Whole sight; or all the rest is desolation.




—John Fowles in Daniel Martin

Omnia vincit amor

Poet on the Road

1983

#44

…Green barbarism turning paradigm.

                      —Wallace Stevens

The writer—to continue—pro hominem—is the world’s interpreter. The writer is certainly interested in the art of fiction, but perhaps less so than the critic is. The critic is interested in the novel; the novelist is interested in his neighbors. Perhaps even more than in his own techniques, then, the writer is interested in knowing the world in order to make real and honest sense of it. He worries the world and probes it; he collects the world and collates it. No part of it is outside his field. All the great world is his field. That is, the novel’s actual field is only a small wedge of it. But the wedge may include anything: philology, genocide, childbirth, naval architecture, microphysics, love, the dressing of game. The writer is interested in everything (which is why he is such good company)—in hockey and horseshoe crabs and baton twirling. His interest, I think, is genuine. It is not only that he plans to use these bits of world in his work; it is actually and wonderfully that he plans to learn them all, for starters, and then to understand them.

For his interpretations of the world to be valuable and accurate as possible, they must include as much breadth and variety as possible. The aim of the interpretive, referential writer is to render as much of the world as he possibly can. To this end the writer studies the world closely, and takes notes. The writer, then, approaches the world exactly as a critic approaches a text.   —Annie Dillard, Living By Fiction

Mental Blocks

1983

#45

I do not intend to spare myself, not to avoid emotions or difficulties. I don’t care much whether I live a longer or shorter time….The world concerns me only in so far as I feel a certain debt toward it, because I have walked on this earth for thirty years, and out of gratitude I want to leave some souvenir.  —Vincent Van Gogh

What counts is the personal decision. And today that is determined by the question: acceptance or rejection of angst. Ought angst to be taken as an absolute, or ought it to be overcome? Should it be considered one reaction among others, or should it become the determinant of the condition humaine? These are not primarily, of course, literary questions; they relate to a man’s behavior and experience of life. The crucial question is whether a man escapes from the life of his time into a realm of abstraction—it is then that angst is engendered in human consciousness—or confronts modern life determined to fight its evils and support what is good in it. The first decision leads then to another: is man the helpless victim of transcendental and inexplicable forces, or is he a member of a human community in which he can play a part, however small, towards its modification and reform?   —Georg Lukacs

Even if I were certain of heaven, I would pray God to let me go by the longest possible route.  —Nikos Kazantzakis

We are talking about our dismal but blessed ignorance plagued by our awful and awesome need not to be ignorant, or not quite so ferociously, that’s all….







—William Saroyan

Little Tom Tucker

He sang for his supper.

What did he sing for?

Why, white bread and butter.

How can I cut it without a knife?

How can I marry without a wife?

                    —Mother Goose

Edward’s Pajamas

1983

#46

No, no, no, no! Come, let’s away to prison.

We two alone we’ll sing like birds i’ th’ cage.

…So we’ll live,

And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh

At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues

Talk of court news; and we’ll talk with them too—

…And take upon ‘s the mystery of things

As if we were God’s spies; and we’ll wear out,

In a walled prison, packs and sects of great ones

That ebb and flow by th’ moon.

                     —Shakespeare, King Lear

…and in every age there come forth things that are new and have no foretelling, for they do not proceed from the past. And so it was that as this vision of the World was played before them, the Ainur saw that it contained things which they had not thought.

                    —Tolkien, The Silmarillion
“Who is it that can tell me who I am?”  Lear

It’s very difficult for a woman poet to be sufficiently detached, whereas a man tends to become an aesthete, to become too detached, to say things not because he believes them but because they sound effective.

                                      —W. H. Auden

We returned to our places, these Kingdoms,

But no longer at ease here, in the old dispensation

With an alien people clutching their gods.

                                      —T. S. Eliot

“…a foggy mountain fortress is our God…”

                                       —a musician’s joke

Winter Light

1983-1984

#47

Philosophy arises out of the spiritual need to clarify what we may responsibly believe and feel and how we must act if we are to be profoundly, rather than superficially, human. All philosophy begins in autobiography. If it is anything more than a crossword puzzle designed to stun our awareness of the bittersweet transience of life, philosophy is a search for the universal in the particular and the eternal in the fleeting.—Sam Keen

And he whose intense thinking makes him a prometheus; a vulture feeds upon that heart forever; that vulture the very creature he creates.  —Hermann Melville

So have I seen Passion and Vanity stamping the living magnanimous earth, but the earth did not alter her tides and seasons for that.—Melville

So you see, all life is a holy hole. Bet hard on that.—Victor Hernandez Cruz

[The artist begins] with an intuitive grasp of an unknown entity already possessed but not yet intelligible, an entity that will not take a definite shape except by the action of a constantly vigilant technique.—Stravinsky

…Ah, now I know the whole of living’s pain!

This then it is to be a human being—

ever to miss the thing one never prized

and feel remorse for what one never did,

and yearn to go, yet long to stay.

And so the human heart is split in two,

Emotions by wild horses torn—

Conflict, discord and uncertainty.

                                —Strindburg in A Dream Play

Signification

1984

#48

…If the inanimate things which produce sound, whether flute or lyre, have no distinction in their tones, how will what is played on flute or lyre be recognized? And again, if the trumpet gives out an unrecognizable call, who will make ready for battle? So too with you, if you do not with your speaking offer orderly discourse, how will what is said by you be understood? You will be talking to the air.

…So let him who speaks with tongues pray that he may be able to translate it. If I pray speaking with tongues, my spirit prays but my mind adds nothing. What then? I will pray with my spirit, but I will pray also with my mind. I will sing praises with my spirit, but I will sing praises also with my mind.  

                                   —1 Corinthians, 14: 7-9, 13-15 (Richard Lattimore translation)

Brethren, do not be children in your thinking;

Be babes in evil, but in thinking be mature.  —1Corinthians, 14:20  (Oxford)

In the breakdown of repression, the artists do their part by first dreaming the forbidden thoughts, assuming the forbidden stances, and struggling to make sense. They cannot do otherwise, for they bring the social conflicts in their souls to public expression.







—Paul Goodman

Crispin was washed away by magnitude.

The whole of life that still remained in him

Dwindled to one sound strumming in his ear,

Ubiquitous concussion, slap and sigh,

Polyphony beyond his baton’s thrust.

                                           —Wallace Stevens

Song About the Moon

1984

#49

“When nothing is for sure we remain alert, perennially on our toes,” he said. “It is more exciting not to know which bush the rabbit is hiding behind than to behave as though you know everything.”  —Don Juan, Journey to Ixtlan

“That is the little secret I am going to give you today,” he said in a low voice. “Nobody knows my personal history. Nobody knows who I am or what I do. Not even I….

“How can I know who I am when I am all this?” he said, sweeping the surroundings with a gesture of his head.

“But that’s absurd,” I protested. “Why shouldn’t people know me? What’s wrong with that?”

“What’s wrong is that once they know you, you are an affair taken for granted and from that moment on you won’t be able to break the tie of their thoughts. I personally like the ultimate freedom of being unknown. No one knows me with steadfast certainty, the way people know you, for instance.”

“But that would be lying.”

“I’m not concerned with lies or truths,” he said severely. “Lies are lies only if you have a personal history.”

I argued that I did not like to deliberately mystify people or mislead them. His reply was that I mislead everybody anyway.” —Don Juan and Castaneda

I can think, I can wait, I can fast—Siddhartha, as created by Hermann Hesse

There are no events but thoughts and the heart’s hard turning, the heart’s slow learning where to love and whom. The rest is merely gossip, and tales for other times.

                                                            —Annie Dillard, Holy the Firm

Costumed as in War

1984

#50

Intellectual man had become an explaining creature. Fathers to children, wives to husbands, lecturers to listeners, experts to laymen, colleagues to colleagues, doctors to patients, man to his own soul, explained. The root of this, the causes of the other, the source of events, the history, the structure, the reasons why. For the most part, in one ear and out the other. The soul wanted what it wanted. It had its own natural knowledge. It sat unhappily on superstructures of explanation, poor bird, not knowing which way to fly.

…A Dutch drudgery…pumping and pumping to keep a few acres of dry ground. The invading sea being a metaphor for the multiplication of facts and sensations. The earth being an earth of ideas. —Saul Bellow

It was necessary to believe in oneself. Very, very difficult. One was a series of spasms, flashes. Without consistency, protean, infantile—but one would have to do. The loneliness was hard. —Robert Stone

Oh, how do I bear to go on living! And how could I bear to die now!  —Nietzsche

Was he cold hearted…? No, he was grieving. But what could he do? He went on thinking, and seeing. —Bellow

The more deliberate the writer is in his art, the more he risks by existing.

                                              —Joyce Carol Oates

My work is writing, but my real work is being. That’s not kidding around, that’s the truth.

                                              —William Saroyan

Bear and Dare

1984

#51

Sometimes I think that the growth of a poet to some extent depends on his or becoming less and less embarrassed about more and more. That is why profound care, attention and patience are crucial to poetry and to the (serious) imagination. Real advances in poetic expression occur for the individual after years of solitary work and hard thought, not after a few semesters of “creative’ play.—Marvin Bell

He still clung to his inmost grain of conviction—that freedom, especially the freedom to know oneself, was the driving-force of human evolution; whatever else the sacrifice, it must not be of complexity of feeling, and its expression, since that was where, in social terms, the fundamental magic (or chink in the door) of mutation inside the nucleic-acid helix took place.   —John Fowles,  Daniel Martin

I detect in myself a desire to do good in direct proportion to my increasing inability to do anything but think about doing good.—ibid

It seems to me that in every culture, I come across a chapter headed ‘Wisdom’. And then I know exactly what is going to follow: ‘Vanity of vanities, all is vanity.’

                        —Wittgenstein, in conversation with M. O’C Drury

No one hates the obvious more. No one knows better than he that all these things have been felt and thought before. One can only improvise on material used over and over again and improvise for oneself alone. —A. Kreymborg on Wallace Stevens

Alone With His Thoughts

1984

#52

The study of ideas is an evolutionary study, and the reader should feel behind it the context of events, the physical environment within which ideas have evolved. He should see the influence of events on ideas, and of ideas on events.

                                               —J. Bronowski & Bruce Mazlish

My own choice has been to write from the side of modernism that sees itself as challenging limits and changing ways of speaking/thinking/doing that have too long robbed us of the freedom to be human to the full extent of our powers and yearnings.

                                              —Jerome Rothenburg

Perhaps it would be easier for people to care for the truth if they understood that truth only exists when they tell it. Let me explain. The truth is always something that is told, not something that is known. If there were no speaking or writing, there would be no truth about anything. There would only be what is. Thus, to me, my life and preoccupations are not the truth. They are, simply, my life, my preoccupations. But now I am engaged in writing. And in daring to transpose my life into this narrative, I shoulder the dreadful responsibility of telling the truth. I find the narrative which I undertake a difficult task, not because it is hard for me to tell the truth about myself in the sense of reporting honestly “what happened”, “what took place”, but because it is hard for me to speak the truth in the more pretentious sense, truth in the sense of insisting, rousing, convincing, changing another.

Sometimes I cannot help pursuing various ideas I have of the character and preoccupations of my readers. This weakness I hope to conquer. It is true that the lessons of my life are lessons only for me, suited to me, to be followed only by me. But the truth of my life is only for someone else. I warn the reader that I shall try henceforth not to imagine who that someone else is and whether he or she is reading what I have written. This I cannot, and rightly should not, know.

For, to speak the truth is one thing; to write it another. When we speak, we address someone else. When we speak what is best—which is always the truth—still it is to a person, with the thought of a person. But if there is any chance of writing something that is true, it will only be because we have banished the thought of another person.

When we write the truth, we should address ourselves. When in writing we are didactic and admonitory, we must consider that we instruct and admonish ourselves, for our own failings alone. The reader is a happy accident. One must allow the reader his liberty, his liberty to contradict what is written, his liberty to be distracted by alternatives. Therefore it would be improper for me to try to convince the reader of all that is in this book. It is enough that you imagine me now, as I am, with the companionship of my recollections, in comparative peace, desiring the solace of no one. It is enough that you imagine me now, elderly scribe to my younger self, and accept that I am changed, and that it was different before.   —Susan Sontag, The Benefactor

The one thing necessary, in life as in art, is to tell the truth.

                              —Leo Tolstoy,  War and Peace

More Alone With His Thoughts

1984

#53

We cannot turn back. We cannot choose the dreams of unknowing. We shall, I expect, open the last door in the castle even it leads, perhaps because it leads, on to realities which are beyond the reach of human comprehension and control. We shall do so with that desolate clairvoyance, so marvelously rendered in Bartok’s music, because opening doors is the tragic merit of our identity.

                                      —-George Steiner, In Bluebeard’s Castle

A residue of raging unhappiness clung stubbornly to even the most comprehensive poetic ordering of the world.

…The uneasiness that he continued to feel about the phases of his intellectual crisis kept him from accepting any single formulation as authoritative.

                                      —Richard Ellman on Wallace Stevens

Of all activities, sex is the least amenable to general judgments. It is always relative, always situational. It is as silly to proscribe it as it is to prescribe it. All that can be done is to educate about it. —John Fowles in The Aristos
The first step is to display the facts. But the facts, unless the imagination perceives them, are not facts, Perhaps I shouldn’t say “perceives”—I should say “passionately takes hold”. As an artist does. —Saul Bellow

Hegel seems to me to be always wanting to say that things which look different are really the same. Whereas my interest is in showing that things which look the same are really different. I was thinking of using as a motto for my book a quotation from King Lear:

‘I’ll teach you differences’. [Then laughing] The remark, ‘You’d be surprised’ wouldn’t be a bad motto either.—Wittgenstein (in conversation with Drury)

Even the most courageous among us only rarely has the courage for that which he really knows.—Nietzsche

The price paid for individuality of voice—the quality, after all, for which we remember poets—is absolute social singularity. Each poet is a species to himself, a mutant in the human herd, speaking an idiolect he shares with no one. 

                                                        —Helen Vendler (on Robert Frost)

But thought is one thing, the deed is another, and the image of the deed still another: the wheel of causality does not roll between them.

                                          —Nietzsche in Zarathustra

Fierce Vision

#54

1984

For every matter has its time and way, although man’s trouble lies heavy upon him. For he does not know what is to be, for who can tell him how it will be?

                                —Qoheleth, the Preacher, 8:6

                                Between the hammer strokes

                                                 Our hearts survive

             Like the tongue

                                That between the teeth

                                             And in spite of everything

              Goes on praising.

                                               —Rainer Maria Rilke

The point is to understand everything, to realize everything, every impossibility, every stone wall; not to reconcile yourself to a single one of the impossibilities and stone walls if the thought of reconciliation sickens you; to arrive by way of strictest logical syllogisms at the most repulsive conclusions on the eternal theme of how you are somehow to blame for the stone wall itself, even though once again it is abundantly clear that you are not to blame at all, and in consequence of all this to sink voluptuously into inertia, silently and impotently gnashing your teeth and reflecting that there isn’t even anybody for you to be angry with, that an object for your anger can’t even be found, and perhaps never will be, that this is all fake, a conjuring trick, a piece of sharp practice, and there is nothing there but a morass; nobody knows what, nobody knows who, but in spite of all the mysteries and illusions, you ache with it all, and the more mysterious it is, the more you ache.—-Dostoyevsky, Notes From the Underground

Slow is the experience of all deep wells; long must they wait before they know what

fell into their depth. —Nietzsche, Zarathustra
I asked her why she had come down from the heights of heaven to my lonely place of banishment. ‘Is it to suffer false accusation along with me?’ I asked.

‘Why, my child,’ she replied, ‘Should I desert you? Why should I not share your labor and the burden you have been saddled with because of the hatred of my name? Should I be frightened by being accused? Or cower in fear as if it were something unprecedented? This is hardly the first time wisdom has been threatened with danger by the forces of evil.

‘…It is hardly surprising if we are driven by the blasts of storms when our chief aim on this sea of life is to displease wicked men.

‘…Safe from their furious activity on our ramparts above, we can smile at their efforts to collect all the most useless booty: our citadel cannot fall to the assaults of folly.’

                                        —Boethius, The Consolations of Philosophy

Risky Business
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His journals are his authentic work, and seem to me poorly represented by all available selections. Perhaps the journals simply ought not to be condensed, because Emerson’s reader needs to be immersed in their flow and ebb, their own recording of the experience of the influx of insight followed by the perpetual falling back into skepticism. They move continually between a possible ecstasy and a probable shrewdness, while seeming always aware that neither demonic intensity nor worldly irony by itself can constitute wisdom.

                                    —Harold Bloom on Emerson

…that which you get from another is never instruction, but always provocation.

                                    —Bloom

“You can kill me, but you can not judge me.”

                    —Kurtz in Coppola’s “Apocalypse Now”

Nature proportions her defense to the assault.

                    —Emerson

The imagination becomes politically and personally necessary, for each of us must create that “version of world” needed to unimagine the vision of hell that otherwise will engulf us.    —Patricia Hampl (on Anne Waldman)

This is the third instance of my human prudence: that I do not permit the sight of the evil to be spoiled for me by your timidity. I am delighted to see the wonders hatched by a hot sun: tigers and palms and rattlesnakes. —Nietzsche in Zarathustra

Individuality, for Instance, Love, Obsession. Or for that Matter Art
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I cannot and will not cut my conscience to fit this year’s fashions.



—Lillian Hellman in a 1952 letter refusing to name names to the House

                                                       UnAmerican Activities Committee

The problem is to render this craziness interesting.   —Francois Truffaut

There is no denying that invention builds with cliché, with the regnant clichés of its own time. It’s always a cliché that looks natural—and to look natural is the aim of order of invention which we’re discussing. Once you think of calling a cliché a cliché, what you have said is that it has gotten uninteresting because it is over familiar. Clichés mark the style of a period after a period has passed….But in our own time we can not identify what will someday seem to be our times’ clichés; to us now they are the vital elements of an active awareness.  —Hugh Kenner, lecture

Let my posthumous biographer not trouble himself. I require no apologia; all my effort was born of curiosity, untouched by any feeling of guilt. I wanted to understand—only to understand, nothing more.   —Stanislaw Lem,  His Master’s Voice

If you say that you are not interested in the inner workings of the apparatus which I unnecessarily bring out into the light, note that I, in the purity of the nourishment I have vouchsafed you, see the indelible signs of all my secrets.  —Lem

Were they happy? What is happiness to the Gods? 

                               —Stephen Vincent Benet, “By the Waters of Babylon”

Moon Rock
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You know what I like most about hu-mans? You are at your best when things are worst.”








—Jeff Bridges, “Starman”, a movie

Hello again

Yes indeed my friend

I can tell

Goin’ get together again

I could be right

I could be wrong

I feel nice when I sing this song

And I don’t mind

Whatever happens is fine

…And I know you

I understand what you do

Yes, indeed

I put the hat on my head

Come outa your mess

Bring yourself in

I feel nice when I start to sing

And I can see

Ev’ryone else is like me




—David Byrne

I assess the value of people, of races, according to how necessarily they are unable to separate the god from the satyr.  —Nietzsche

…the shape of thing to come is determined by things we do not know today, and by what is unforeseeable.  —Stanislaw Lem

One has two duties—to be worried and not to be worried.  —E.M. Forster

Your problem currently seems to be an inability to edit.  —Dan Clint

I still find my way of philosophizing new, and it keeps me striking me so afresh; that is why I need to repeat myself so often. It will have become second nature to a new generation, to whom the repetitions will be boring. I find them necessary.






—Wittgenstein, 1929

Old Adam

1985

#58

The Holy Ghost and I held secret meetings: “You’ll write,” he said to me. I wrung my hands: “What is it about me, Lord, that has made you choose me?” —“Nothing in particular.” —“Then, why me?” —“For no reason.”—“Do I at least have an aptitude for writing?” —“Not at all. Do you think that the great works are born of flowing pens?”—“Lord, since I’m such a non-entity, how could I write a book?” —“By buckling down to it.” —“Does it mean anyone can write?” —“Anyone. But you’re the one I’ve chosen.”

                         —Jean Paul Sartre in The Words

[Kierkegaard] had never known what it meant to be young, and his genius, he thought, lay in an exceptional compound of opposites, of reflection and imagination and a diseased absence of spontaneity, so that the very qualities which gave him his superiority over others, were at the same time the source of his misery, cutting him off from ordinary life at which he could only assist as an observer, or a spy, he wrote later, in the service of an idea. It was as though his infinitely reflective mind disintegrated experience as it came to him, putting spontaneous reaction beyond his reach. And yet at the same time a vivid imagination enabled him to feel and grasp all that was denied him.

                           —Alexander Dru

One can not describe reality; only give metaphors that indicate it. All human modes of description (photographic, mathematic and the rest, as well as literary) are metaphorical. Even the most precise scientific description of an object or movement is a tissue of metaphors. —John Fowles

Nothing conclusive has yet taken place in the world, the ultimate word of the world and about the world has not been spoken, the world is open and free, everything is still in the future and will always be in the future. —-Mikhail Bakhtin

There is never anything conclusive. Just an endless series of tests. —Lorrie Moore

“I owe, I owe. So off to work I go”—a bumpersticker admired by Dan

“He’s great….She’s great….Great.”—what Dan learned from Groucho Marx a year or two before his death, to be uttered when asked to assess your fellow craftsmen

The most beautiful things are those that madness prompts and reason writes. Essential to remain between the two, close to madness when you dream and close to reason when you write. —Andre Gide

Problematics
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…Narcissistic Libido [is] the libido of the self-preservative instincts.

                                               —Freud

…his circumspection never forsook him. One would say he has read the inscription on the gates of Busyrane, —“Be bold”; and on the second gate, —“Be bold, be bold, and evermore be bold”; and then again had paused well at the third gate, —“Be not too bold.”

                                        —Emerson, on Plato

Getting hold of the difficulty deep down is what is hard. Because if it is grasped near the surface it simply remains the difficulty it was. It has to be pulled out by the roots; and that involves our beginning to think about these things in a new way. The change is as decisive as, for example, that from the alchemical to the chemical way of thinking. The new way of thinking is what is so hard to establish.

Once the new way of thinking has been established, the old problems vanish; indeed they become hard to recapture. For they go with our way of expressing ourselves and, if we clothe ourselves in a new form of expression, the old problems are discarded along with the old garment.  —Wittgenstein

I do not trouble my spirit to vindicate itself or be understood,

I see that the elementary laws never apologize….

…Through me forbidden voices,

Voices of sexes and lusts, voices veil’d and I remove the veil,

Voices indecent by me clarified and transfigur’d

                             —Walt Whitman, Song of  Myself

…for vice can never know itself and virtue, but virtue knows both itself and vice.

                            —Emerson

He who wields the imagination, shall perish in the imagination.

                           —Stanislaw Lem

Ultimate Crimes
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If from among the many truths you select one and follow it blindly, it will turn into a falsehood and you into a fanatic. —-Ryszard Kapscinski

One always remains a child of his age, even in what one deems one’s very own.

                                                  —Freud (to Fliess)

In its metaphysical sentiments and the magnitude of its conceptions, art in our time aspires to grandeur comparable to that of the great art of other ages. Yet whatever it succeeds in accomplishing, it must achieve under all-but-insurmountable handicaps. The struggle to make an absolute statement in an individually conceived vocabulary accounts for the profound tensions inherent in the best modern work— …Modern art, as artists themselves have been the first to emphasize, is tentative and ephemeral—it lives in the expectation of being displaced. —-Harold Rosenberg

…Science is, among other things, a running argument in which resolution or consensus is cause not for satisfaction but for restlessness to move on. —Horace Judson

In the right key one can say anything; in the wrong key, nothing: the only delicate part of the job is the establishment of the key. —George Bernard Shaw, in his letters

‘If you are trying to stop her wheel from turning, you are of all men the most obtuse. For if it once begins to stop, it will no longer be the wheel of chance.


With domineering hand she moves the turning wheel,


Like currents in a treacherous bay swept to and fro:


…Such is the game she plays, and so she tests her strength;


Of mighty power she makes parade when one short hour


Sees happiness from utter desolation grow.’ —Boethius

A man’s work is nothing but this slow trek to rediscover, through the detours of art, those two or three great and simple images in whose presence his heart first opened.

                                                               —Camus

Return to Oz
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What is, what can be, the range of the sufficiently serious heart?  —Iris Murdoch

Only stories and magic really endure. —Iris Murdoch

For [Frank] Kermode criticism is not a discipline but a “conversation”….The main purpose of the conversation is to keep the canon alive: “It’s primary force is to provide the medium in which its object survives.” It has nothing to do with discovering truth. In fact, as it proceeds, the conversation demolishes or tosses aside all the truths it has inherited from previous conversations. it must therefore be considered a game. The speakers know they are manufacturing myths—maybe fairy tales—and that their own arguments will be as transient as all past arguments. —O. B. Hardison, NYTBR

Concentration.

Power of the fixed idea.

Absolute frankness, the means of originality.

                                               —Baudelaire, in his journals

Nothing is easier to see than consciousness once we recognize that it is embodied in the forms and structures we create. This point seems so obvious that it is embarrassing to present it.     —-Starhawk, Dreaming the Dark

Hope and faith and absolute devotion kept me plodding onward, aging, living alone with my emotions. —Iris Murdoch, The Black Prince

Memory is the mother of all wisdom.  —Aeschylus

Clean Up Time
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It is hard, when expecting…destruction, to pace ourselves.

                                                                   —Starhawk, Dreaming the Dark

If I’d have known I was gonna live this long, I’d have taken better care of myself.

                        —Eubie Blake, on his 100th birthday

…he used a mathematical analogy to differentiate plants as chemistry-binders (first dimension of life), animals as space-binders (second dimension of life), and [humans] as

time-binders …. By time-binding he meant “the capacity to summarize, digest and appropriate the labors and experiences of the past…the capacity in virtue of which [humans are] at once inheritor[s] of bygone ages and the trustee[s] of posterity.

       —J. Samuel Bois on Korzybski’s Manhood of Humanity (1921)

In the midst of a relentlessly juvenile society, an adult equipped with memory and irony feels like Tamina on the isle of children.

                                               —Milan Kundera, The Book of Laughter and Forgetting

This is the use of memory:

For liberation—not less of love but expanding

Of love beyond desire, and so liberation

From the future as well as the past.

                       —T. S. Eliot,  “Little Gidding”

…starting at Gilgamesh and reading forward, I find no evidence that consciousness has ever been a comfortable experience.  —Marilynne Robinson

Desire
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Nothing is worse for a man who knows himself than frustrated desire.

                 —Odin  (retold by Kevin Crossley-Holland)

The great thing is to last and get your work done.

                 —Hemingway, Death in the Afternoon
To me, irony is failed heroism turned antic. It’s tragedy in a pratfall. In a sense, it’s the anxiety that surrounds a profound idea. As a friend of mine put it, irony is the last vestige of love—love touched and frightened by its own pretensions.  —Anatole Broyard




Sight

is a museum of things seen. Sight,

In war, observes each man profoundly.

                                 —Wallace Stevens, “Examination of the Hero in a Time of War”


These are the works and pastimes

Of the highest self: he studies the paper

On the wall, the lemons on the table.

This is his day. With nothing lost, he

Arrives at the man-man as he wanted.

This is his night and meditation.

                                        —Stevens

Very often the issues involved become ‘common sense’; but what is the use, in practice, of this ‘common sense’, if it is seldom, if ever, applied, and in fact cannot be applied because of the older lack of workable psychophysiological formulations?

                                         —Alfred Korzybski, Science and Sanity

Mathematizing represents a very simple and easy human activity, because it deals with fictitious entities with all particulars included, and we proceed by remembering. …In general, physical abstractions, including daily-life abstractions are such that particulars are left out—we proceed by a progress of forgetting. In other words, no description or definition will ever include all particulars. —-Korzybski

Yes
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…a far greater mystery…obsessed his spirit and compelled all his seeking, and that was the mystery of consciousness, and its relationship with the great unconscious….The unconscious and the conscious exist in a profound state of interdependence of each other, and the well-being of one is impossible without the well-being of the other. If ever the connection between these two great states of being is diminished or impaired, man becomes sick and deprived of meaning; if the flow between one and the other is interrupted for long, the human spirit and life on earth are re-plunged in chaos and old night.    —-Laurens Van der Post (on Jung), Jung and the Tarot

We are but older children, dear

Who fret to find our bedtime near

                              —-Lewis Carroll, Through the Looking Glass

I am worn out with desire.

                              —-Marguerite Duras, The Lover

Even our so-called rational convictions, like all of our assumptions and viewpoints, rest upon productions of the unconscious psyche. They arise as spontaneous fantasies and are secondarily explained, rationalized and interpreted by the conscious mind. Often enough they are misinterpreted and then lose their ability to help.

…The images produced by the psyche may be highly personal, but the drama on our inner stage often enacts the general human drama as well. Artists and sages have always understood this. Our personal problems—birth, death, relationship, conflict and the search for meaning—are human problems. 

                                              —Edward C. Whitmont, Return of the Goddess

The magical, mythological and feminine ways of dealing with existence, left behind thousands of years ago, must now be claimed by consciousness. But compared to the past, the new consciousness will have to be endowed with greater clarity, freedom. self-awareness, and a new and different capacity to love.

                                              —Whitmont, ibid

Delicate Balance
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The hardest descents are those to the primitive uroboric depths where we suffer what feels like total dismemberment. But there are many others imaged as descents into tunnels, the belly or the womb, into mountains and through mirrors. Some of the easier ones we may need to have undergone, to loosen rigidities and raise energy, before we can risk the shattering descents to the depths of our primal wounds to work on the psychic-somatic level of the basic hurt.

…All descents provide entry into the different levels of consciousness and can enhance life creatively. All of them imply suffering. All of them can serve as initiations. Meditation and dreaming and active imagination are modes of descent. So too are depressions, anxiety attacks, and experiences with hallucinogenic drugs.

        —Sylvia Brinton Perera, Descent to the Goddess, a Way of Initiation for Women

But there have always been taboos against going into the underworld proud, active and emotionally vibrant. —Perera

…I own to the consuming curiosity of a Pandora…capable of dismissing all other considerations. —Colin Wilson, The God of the Labyrinth

I have always been of the opinion that this world is at bottom magical, and that if we are not magicians, the fault lies in ourselves. —Wilson

Philosophy, as I have hitherto understood and lived it, is a voluntary living in ice and high mountains—a seeking after everything strange and questionable in existence, all that has hitherto been excommunicated by morality. —Friedrich Nietzsche, Ecce Homo
We are what we pretend to be, so we must be careful about what we pretend to be.

                                               —Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.

If in life we are surrounded by death, so too in the health of our intellect we are surrounded by madness.—Ludwig Wittgenstein, Culture and Value

The hunger, the loneliness that precedes initiation. 

                                                                   —Henry Miller

My romanticism has been my agony—which is the agony of my age, which seeks to transcend itself….—Nietzsche,  My Sister and I

It takes all the time and all the energy we have to conquer the idiocy in us. And that’s what matters. The rest is of no importance. —Don Juan, The Second Ring of Power

The bat that flits at close of eve

Has left the brain that won’t believe.

                           —William Blake

The Box

1986

Prometheus, the creator of mankind, whom some include among the seven Titans, was

the son either of the Titan Eurymedon, or of Iapetus by the nymphs Clymene; and his 

brothers were Epimentheus, Atlas and Menoetius.

Prometheus, being wiser than Atlas, foresaw the issue of the rebellion against Cronus,

and therefore preferred to fight on Zeus’s side, persuading Epimetheus to do the same. He 

was, indeed, the wisest of his race, and Athene, at whose birth from Zeus’s head he had

assisted, taught him architecture, astronomy, mathematics, naivigation, medicine, 

metallurgy,  and other useful arts, which he passed on to mankind.

[When Zeus declared] “Let [humans] eat their flesh raw!”, Prometheus at once went 

to Athene, with a plea for a backstairs admittance to Olympus, and this she granted. On 

his arrival, he lighted a torch at the fiery chariot of the sun and presently broke from it a 

fragment of glowing charcoal, which he thrust into the pithy hollow of a giant fennel

-stalk. Then, extinguishing his hollow torch, he stole away undiscovered, and gave fire to 

mankind.

Zeus swore revenge. He ordered Hephaestus to make a clay woman, and the four winds 

to breathe life into her, and all the goddesses of Olympus to adorn her. This woman, 

Pandora, the most beautiful ever created, Zeus sent as a gift to Epimetheus, under 

Hermes’ escort. But Epimetheus, having been warned by his brother to accept no gift

from Zeus, respectfully excused himself. Now angrier ever than before, Zeus had

Prometheus chained to a pillar in the Caucasian mountains, where a greedy vulture tore

at his liver all day, year in, year out; and there was no end to the pain, because every 

night (during which Prometheus was exposed to cruel frost and cold) his liver grew

whole again.

…Epimetheus, alarmed by his brother’s fate, hastened to marry Pandora, whom Zeus

made as foolish, mischievous and idle as she was beautiful—the first in a long line of

of such women. Presently she opened a box, which Prometheus had warned Epimetheus

to keep closed, and in which he had been at pains to imprison all the spites that might

plague mankind: such as Old Age, Labor, Sickness, Insanity, Vice, and Passion. Out

these flew in a cloud, stung Epimetheus and Pandora in every part of their bodies, and 

then attacked the race of mortals. Delusive Hope, however, whom Prometheus had also

shut in the box, discouraged them by her lies from a general suicide.

                         —Robert Graves, The Greek Myths, I (#39, pp.143-145)

The process of initiation in the esoteric and mystical traditions in the West involves

exploring different modes of consciousness and rediscovering the experience of unity

with nature and the cosmos that is inevitably lost through goal-oriented development.

This necessity—for those destined to it—forces us to go deep to reclaim modes of 

consciousness which are different from the intellectual, “secondary process” levels the

West has so well defined. It forces us to the affect-laden, magic dimension and archaic

deaths that are embodied, ecstatic, and transformative; these depths are preverbal, often

pre-image, capable of taking us over and shaking us to the core.

In those depths we are given a sense of the one cosmic power; there we are moved, and 

taught through the intensity of our affects that there is a living balance process. On those

levels the conscious ego is overwhelmed by passion and numinous images. And, though 

shaken, even destroyed as  we knew ourselves, we are recoalesced in a new pattern and

spewed back into ordinary life. That journey is the goal of the initiation mysteries and of

work on the astral plane in magic, even as it is the goal of therapeutic regression (for both

men and women). —Sylvia Brinton Perera, Descent to the Goddess

…if you were to ask me what, in my experience, is the most terrible evil I know, I would

say the phenomenon of possession. The worst thing one can meet, or which I have met in

my life, is people who have been assimilated by these archetypes of evil power.

                             —M.L. Von Franz,  Shadow and Evil in Fairy Tales

Eroticism, it may be said, is assenting to life up to the point of death.

…It is my intention to suggest that for us, discontinuous beings that we are, death means

continuity of being.

…I intend to speak of these three types of eroticism in turn, to wit, physical, emotional 

and religious. My aim is to show that with all of them the concern is to substitute for the

individual isolated discontinuity a feeling of profound continuity.

                                   —Georges Bataille, Death and Sensuality

The whole business of eroticism is to strike to the inmost core of the living being, so that

the heart stands still.

…The whole business of eroticism is to destroy the self-contained character of the 

participators as they are in their normal lives. —-Bataille

Obscenity is our name for the uneasiness which upsets the physical state associated with

self-possession…. —Bataille

What we desire is to bring into a world founded on discontinuity all the continuity such a 

world can sustain. De Sade’s aberration exceeds that limit. Some few people find it 

tempting and occasionally some even go the whole way. But for the general run of 

normal men such irrevocable acts only indicate the extremes of practices in the first 

stages in which everyone must to some extent indulge. The stirrings within us have their

own fearful excesses; the excesses show which way these stirrings would take us. They

are simply a sign to remind us constantly that death, the rupture of the discontinuous

individualities to which we cleave in terror, stands there before us more real than life

itself. —-Bataille

Unless the taboo is observed with fear it lacks the counterpoise of desire which gives it its 

deepest significance. —Bataille

The inner experience of eroticism demands from the subject a sensitiveness to the 

anguish at the heart of the taboo no less great than the desire which leads him to infringe

it. This is religious sensibility, and it always links desire closely with terror, intense

pleasure and anguish. —Bataille

…but if we did not bring the light to the very point where darkness falls, how should we

know ourselves as we are…? —Bataille

Habentibus Symbolum facilis est transitus—Mylius, Philosophia Reformata

  (“For those who have the symbol, the passage is easy”—Jung calls it a “verbum magistri” of alchemy)

You’ve seen me, prince of stinks,

Naked and entire.

Exalted? Yes,—

By the lifting of the tail of a neighbor’s cat,

Or that old harpy secreting toads in her portmanteau.

                                                           —Theodore Roethke, “Sensibility! O La!”

All persuasions, no brutality.

                     —the editorial motto for Lilly Pond’s journal of erotica, Yellow Silk       

Old Friends
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The birch, though very noble,

   Armed himself but late:

A sign not of cowardice

    But of high estate.

                         —from The Book of Taliesin, trans. by Robert Graves

You don’t come to see me, Socrates, as often as you ought: if I were still able to go and 

see you I would not ask you to come to me. But at my age I can hardly get to the city, and

therefore you should come oftener to the Piraeus. For let me tell you, that the more the 

pleasures of the body fade away, the greater to me is the pleasure and charm  of

conversation. Do not then deny my request, but make our house your resort and keep 

company with these young men; we are old friends, and you will be quite at home with 

us.

I replied: There is nothing which for my part I like better, Cephalus, than conversing with

aged men; for I regard them as travelers who have gone a journey which I too may have 

to go, and of whom I ought to inquire, whether the way is smooth and easy, or rugged 

and difficult.

                      —from the opening pages of Plato’s Republic, Socrates as narrator,

                             circa 360 BC (translated by B. Jowett)

We move in circles 

and those circles move 

         —Theodore Roethke

They are burning the woods, the brushlands, the

    grassy fields razed; their

       profitable suburbs spread.

Pan’s  land. the pagan countryside, they’d

             lay waste.     —Robert Duncan, “The Fire Passages

In

time Unity will perfect the spaces. It

is within

Unity that each one

will attain himself; within

knowledge he will purify himself

from multiplicity into Unity, consuming

matter within himself

like fire, and

darkness by light, death by

life.

If indeed these things have happened to each one of us,

then we must

see to it above all that

the house will be holy

and silent for the Unity.    

                             —from The Gospel of Truth 25: 8-19, the Nag Hammadi library

the sea alone

with its multiplicity

holds any hope.

                            —William Carlos Williams

Headlines

1986

#67       

If I were to be asked what we are, I should answer: we are the door to everything that

can be, we are the expectation that no material response can satisfy, no trick with words

deceive. We seek the heights. Each one of us can ignore this search if he has a mind to, 

but mankind as a whole aspires to these heights; they are the only definition of his nature, 

his only justification and significance.

                                                —Bataille

To become aware of the possibility of the search is to be on to something. Not to be 

onto something is to be in despair. —Walker Percy, The Moviegoer   

The girl answered, “If I may, I would like to ask you some questions.”

“Ask then,” said Baba Yaga, “but remember, not all questions are good. To know too 

much makes one old.” —M.L. Von Franz retelling the Baba Yaga story

The whole business of eroticism is to destroy the self-contained character  of the

participants as they are in their normal lives. —Bataille

I discovered and ventured divers answers; I distinguished between ages, peoples, degrees 

of rank among individuals; I departmentalized my problem; out of my answers there

grew new questions, inquiries, conjectures, probabilities—until at length I had a 

countrol of my own, a soil of my own, an entire discrete, thriving, flourishing world, like

 a secret garden the existence of which no one suspected. 

                                                     —Nietzsche, The Genealogy of Morals

I have long been struck by one thing. The true philosopher must devote his life to 

philosophy. —Bataille

Gates of Adamant
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So the question of soul-making is “What does this event, this thing, this moment move in my soul? What does it mean to my death?  —James Hillman

Sexuality is of the greatest importance as the expression of the chthonic spirit. That spirit is the ‘other face of God’, the dark side of the God-image.—C.G. Jung

In the dark they dig through houses;

by day they shut themselves up;

they do not know the light.

For deep darkness is morning to all of them;

for they are friends with terrors of deep darkness.

                                 —the book of Job, 24:16,17

Traveler, there is no road,

the road is made when we walk on it.

                                   —Miguel de Assis

In the horror-ridden apprehension of the sacred, the mind has already sketched the motion by which it becomes equal to what it is. —Georges Bataille

Let us tell stories with no false enemies in them.

...We are warriors who would rather be healers. —Starhawk

See no evil. Hear no evil. Speak no evil. —traditional wisdom

I was a fettered, ethical being, in spite of my a-moral intellect. —Anais Nin

Turmoil is fundamental to my entire study; it is the very essence of my book. But the time has come to drive towards a clarity of consciousness. I say the time has come...But there are moments when time almost seems to be lacking, or at any rate pressing.

These studies are the result of my attempts to extract the essence of literature. Literature is either the essential or nothing. I believe that the Evil—an acute form of Evil—which it expresses, has a sovereign value for us. But this concept does not exclude morality: on the contrary, it demands a ‘hypermorality’.

Literature is communication. Communication requires loyalty. A rigorous morality results from complicity in the knowledge of Evil, which is the basis of intense communication.

Literature is not innocent. it is guilty and should admit itself so. Action alone has its rights, its prerogatives. I wanted to prove that literature is a return to childhood. But has the childhood that governs it a truth of its own?

                                                        —Georges Bataille, preface to Literature and Evil

A Spy on the Boat of Love
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Sed Quaeritur: is this same wig

Of things, this nincompated pedagogue,

Preceptor to the sea? Crispin at sea

Crated, in his day,  a touch of doubt.

…The imagination, here, could not evade,

In poems of plums, the strict austerity

Of one vast, subjugating, final tone.

       



—Wallace Stevens,  The Comedian as the Letter C

Let me also wear such deliberate disguises;

Lips that would kiss from prayers to broken stones.





—Eliot

If you would possess humanity, let go of the universe!  —Frank Herbert

What counted was mythology of self,

Blotched out beyond unblotching.   —Stevens

But Crispin was too destitute to find

In any commonplace the sought-for aid.   —Stevens

Children at the Gate
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…I am not a critic; I am a psychoanalyst. It is for me to try to understand, and where one understands one cannot judge….—C.G. Jung, 1912

The utter failure [of Christ] came at the crucifixion in the tragic words, “my God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?” If you want to understand the full tragedy of those words you must realize what they meant: Christ saw that his whole life, devoted to the truth according to his best conviction, had been a terrible illusion. He had lived it to the full absolutely sincerely, he had made his honest experiment, but it was nevertheless a compensation. On the cross his mission deserted him. But because he had lived so fully and devotedly he won through to the Resurrection body.

We must all do what Christ did. We must make our experiment. We must make mistakes. We must live out our own vision of life. And there will be error. If you avoid error you do not live; in a sense even it may be said that every life is a mistake, for no one has found the truth.  —C. G. Jung, 1936

O teach me how to work and keep me kind. —Stanley Kunitz, 1987

For every matter has its time and way, although man’s trouble lies heavy upon him.

For he does not know what is to be, for who can tell him how it will be?

                                              —Ecclesiastes 8:6, circa 3rd century B.C.

L’amour de l’art fait perdre l’amour vrai—Richepin, circa 1840’s

…the intolerable wrestle with words and meanings. —T.S. Eliot, 1940

True integrity is…the recognition that it is simply impossible to take sides, except in play or illusion.   —Allan Watts, 1963

Confounds the actual and the fanciful,

Content with playing-cards and kings and queens,

What the fairies do and what the servants say. 

The heavy burden of the growing soul

Perplexes and offends more, day by day;

Week by week, offends and perplexes more

With the imperatives of “is” and “seems”

And may and may not, desire and control.

The pain of living and the drug of dreams.

                         —Eliot, “Animula”, circa 1928

You are being made by the desire in your own bedrock, which is , of course, nothing else than your complexes, your problems, your unalterable bedrock pathologies. That’s where the heat is and that’s also where the increase of love is going on.—James Hillman, 1983

Try to tell the truth. You would like to tell the truth, I am sure. Nobody likes to lie if he is not forced to. But just tell the truth for twenty-four hours and see what happens! In the end you can’t stand yourself anymore. —Jung, 1938

He lives on. He becomes greater, old, deaf, partially blind, and finally speechless. Some say mad as well, but others say no, it is the intolerable pain. At the last he refuses to see anyone because his incapacities enrage him. 

                                                   —Gail Godwin, “Why Does a Great Man Love?”

The greatest of our blessings come to us through mania….Madness coming from [the deity] is superior to sanity of human origin. 

           —Socrates (quoted by Barbara Walker’s encyclopedia, under the heading “mana”)

Far other dreams my erring soul employ,

Far other raptures of unholy joy.

                                     —Alexander Pope

Icarus Sommer
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Wavering among shades, shaman and spiritual director, light-bringer and dealer in darkness, worldly counselor and keeper of a mystery, I am a mercurial prostitute earning my money from dreams and passions. I am protean, with all the shiftiness and trickery of the bastard son, of dubious paternity, easily prey to identification with another uncertain son, Lucifer himself. —James Hillman, “On Psychological Creativity”

The growth of a poet...depends on his or her becoming less and less embarrassed about more an more. That is why profound care, attention and patience are crucial to poetry and to the (serious) imagination. Real advances in poetic expression occur for the individual after years of solitary work and hard thought, not after a few semesters of “creative” play.

                                                                     —Marvin Bell

My fantasies and symptoms put me in my place. No longer is it a matter of where they belong—to which God—but where I belong, at which altar I may leave myself, within which myth my suffering will turn into...devotion. 

                                                                       —Hillman, “On Psychological Language”

I have seen the business that God has given to the sons of men to be busy with. He has made everything beautiful in its time; also he has put eternity into man’s mind, yet so that he cannot find out what God has done from beginning to the end.

Moreover I saw under the sun that in the place of justice, even there was wickedness, and in the place of righteousness, even there was wickedness. I said in my heart, God will judges the righteous and the wicked, for he has appointed a time for every matter, and for every work.            Ecclesiastes 3: 10,11; 16,17

To take back this “inferiority” has been the reason why we have gone to those bodily regions held in contempt and disdain yet so compelling to philosophers: we have been in search of essential psychological qualities needed for bisexual consciousness.

                                                                       —Hillman, “On Psychological Femininity”

You could not discover the limits of the psyche, even if you traveled every road to do so; such is the depth of its meaning.  —Heraclitus

It’s very hard to be clear, for me; maybe that’s why often I go to extremes. I keep feeling each thing has to be turned on its head so that it can’t fall back to where it was before. And each idea has to be moved as far as it can go so that the others can move, too. If you let one clichéd thought get in, it affects all others.

...I think that desire to go as far as you possibly can go is what writing is for. ...Letting it go doesn’t mean that you try to hold it back. Both together. Crazy and clear both.

                                                                                                         —Hillman, Inter Views

Dasein, or, A Pagan of the Arts
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That life is worth living is the most necessary of assumptions, and were it not assumed, the most impossible of conclusions. —George Santayana

A consciousness that requires no psychotherapy in the old sense would have its bedrock in bisexuality, where those realities of the psyche called “feminine” and “body” are integrated into consciousness. ...New meanings will appear, meanings not possible without the perspectives for soul-making encouraged by Dionysus, Lord of Souls.

...It is so difficult to imagine, to conceive, to experience consciousness apart from its old identifications, its structural bedrock of misogyny, that we can hardly even intuit what this bisexual God might hold in store for the regeneration of psychic life. 

                                                               —James Hillman, “On Psychological Femininity”

Love of life in all its forms is the basic ethic of Witchcraft. 

                                                                —Starhawk, The Spiral Dance

When we no longer cling to the light,

blackness loses its darkness. —Patricia Berry, “What’s the Matter with Mother?”

Whatever is unnamed, undepicted in images, whatever is omitted from biography, censored in collections of letters, whatever is misnamed as something else, made difficult-to-come-by, whatever is buried in the memory by the collapse of meaning under an inadequate or lying language—this will become, not merely unspoken, but unspeakable.

    —Adrienne Rich, quoted in The Book of Goddesses and Heroines—Patricia Monaghan

While Neo-Paganism and modern Wicca are very anarchistic religions, and it is probably wrong to say all pagans believe this or that, there are some basic beliefs that most people in this book share:

      The world is holy. Nature is holy. The body is holy. Sexuality is holy. The mind is holy. The imagination is holy. You are holy. A spiritual path that is not stagnant ultimately leads one to understanding of one’s own divine nature. Thou art Goddess. Thou art God. Divinity is imminent in all Nature. It is as much within you as without.

In our culture which has for so long denigrated the feminine as negative, evil, or, at best, small and unimportant, women (and men too) will never understand their own creative strength and divine nature until they embrace the creative feminine, the source of inspiration, the Goddess within.

While one can, at times, be cut off from experiencing the deep and everlasting connection between oneself and the universe, there is no such thing as sin (unless it is simply defined as that estrangement) and guilt is never very useful.

The energy you put in the world comes back—[at least threefold.]

                               —Margot Adler, Drawing Down the Moon, revised edition

The Mazeway
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…where can there be any ‘resistance’ to nihilism, where any standpoint for critique, where any hope, if not in those places where authentic individuals stand out, those places near the abyss, I mean, where the individuals who are deeply thoughtful and deeply feeling attempt to respond, to respond, to question, and to share with one another whatever can be shared? Where can a fresh response to technological nihilism, and a creative appropriation of its hidden gift of possibilities, come into being, if not, ultimately, in those individuals who are most deeply in touch with their pain, who understand the nature of their suffering, and feel a need to diminish the misery of their epoch?  —David Michael Levin, The Body’s Reflection of Being

God amuses himself at the leaps and springs and contortions of those millions of men to get hold of the truth without suffering. —-Kierkegaard, Journals

…a sincere quest for Being…is an all-encompassing commitment. Anything less is hypocrisy, and is doomed to failure. The gods take off their clothes among friends, never before spectators, irreverent gawkers, or those who abandon the quest for Good in favor of “truth” which they can control. “Truth”, in this sense, is no truth at all. Being is the only truth, and Being shines from within being as Gnosis, heresy, strangeness. But is also awareness, responsiveness, compassion. And it is worth the journey.

                                                                                               —Becky Fitzsimmons

One cannot gaze on the Mysteries and walk away (for long); they will seize you. –

                                                                                                                —Fitzsimmons

Blessed be those mortals who, after having contemplated these mysteries, proceed to Hades: for only they will be able to dwell there; for the others, all will be torment.

                                                                                                        —Sophocles, Fragment

…the sourness of the student eats through the established positive statements, corroding their face value, yielding an acerbic learning that is against what is given, a countereducation. Psychologizing sees through what is taught; it is learning beyond any teaching.  —James Hillman, Re-Visioning Psychology
In his state of illumination he was the living archetype of the paradox of the holy sinner….   —Gershom Scholem on Sabbatai Zevi

…our need is immeasurable, is at times so utterly overwhelming that it cannot speak; and the reversal of destiny which would meet our need—that, too, is a strain on our powers of thought and utterance. —Levin

In short, the system of the sacred can be derived from the chaos of the obscene.

               —Murray S. Davis, Smut: Erotic Reality/Obscene Ideology

Concentration
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The psyche seems more interested in the movement of its ideas than in the resolution of problems.  —Hillman, Re-Visioning Psychology

In another age, another era, he would have been, I am certain, a stern mystic, a builder of systems; in our era made sober by an overabundance of discoveries, which tore apart like shrapnel every systematic coherence, an era which both accelerated progress as never before and was sick to death of progress, he was only a commentator and an analyst.




—Stanislaw Lem, His Master’s Voice

My life had become weariness…it was bitter with the salt of all human beings; yet it had laid up riches, riches to be proud of. It had been for all its wretchedness a princely life. Let the little way to death be as it might, the kernel of this life of mine was noble. It had purpose and character and turned not on trifles, but on the stars.




—Hesse, Steppenwolf

For I have lived long enough, by now, to have learned, when the devil grins at me, to grin back. And what now if this—to grin back when the devil grins at you—be in reality the highest, the only true fun in all the world? And what if everything else, which people have named fun, be only a presentiment, a foreshadowing, of it? It is an art worth learning, then.                 —Isak Dinesen,  “The Deluge at Nordenay”

…normality is a neurosis. Normality is the Great Neurosis of civilization.




—Tom Robbins, Even Cowgirls Get the Blues

Psychologizing sees through what is taught; it is a learning beyond any teaching,




—James Hillman,  Re-Visioning Psychology

When a person’s or a nation’s belief falls apart there is a general psychic disorder. The ideas that held the complexes no longer function as adequate containers.




—Hillman, ibid

When one cannot any longer be a poet, one becomes a witch.




—Roland N. Stromberg,  After Everything

Raising Consciousness
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He was forever in search of something: escape from boredom and failure, passage to grace and meaning.   —William Saroyan,  “The Home of the Human Race”

Thought is never innocent, for it is pitiless, it is aggressive, it helps us burst our bonds. Were we to suppress what is evil and even demonic in thought, we should have to renounce the very concept of deliverance.




—E. M. Cioran,  The Trouble With Being Born

Too much of the world has come to wrong place, and how shall I get it out of there again?


—Elias Canetti,  The Human Province

To try curing someone of a ‘vice’, of what is the deepest thing he has, is to attack his very being, and indeed this is how he himself understands it, since he will never forgive you for wanting him to destroy himself in your way and not in his.




—Cioran,  Drawn and Quartered

Children of the future age,

Reading this indignant page,

Know that in a former time,

Love, sweet love, was thought a crime.




—William Blake

I have just been all omnipotence and savage. That’s how one must do it if one wants to get something done.   —Freud, in letter to Ferenczi, 1912

Each reconstruction of the world is started on higher and higher peaks, in an increasingly rarefied atmosphere. In philosophy, but also in literature.


—Wojciech Karpinski, in introduction to the Diary of Witold Gombrowicz

Huysmans, like Baudelaire, was a writer driven by the limitless and dementing power of boredom.  —Robert Irwin, introduction to La Bas

“One might ask me,” he wrote near the conclusion [of Beyond the Pleasure Principle] “whether and how far I myself am persuaded by the hypotheses here brought forward. My answer would be that I am neither persuaded myself nor seek to recruit others to have faith in them. More correctly: I do not know how far I believe in them.” He portrayed himself a little slyly as having followed a train a thought as far as it would go, “merely from scientific curiosity, or, if you will, as an advocatus diaboli, who has not on that account sold himself to the devil.”



—Freud, shaped by Peter Gay in his Freud-A Life for Our Time
As Existence
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As she went she saw in a twilight grove within a deep valley a temple built of cunning workmanship, and since she wished to leave no path to fairer hope untried, however doubtful it might be, but rather to implore the aid of every deity, she approached the sacred portals.   ~Lucius Apuleius

Psyche and Eros is an epistemology of the heart.



~Charles Hampden-Turner, Maps of the Mind

And if life be, as it surely is, a problem to me, I am no less a problem to life.



~Oscar Wilde,  De Profundis
I am far more of an individualist than I ever was. Nothing seems to me of the smallest value except what one gets out of oneself. My nature is seeking a fresh mode of self-realization. That is all I am concerned with.



~Oscar Wilde, in prison, ibid

When a negative emotion has the upper hand we must obey the taboo. When a positive emotion is in ascendance we violate it.   ~Georges Bataille,  Death and Sensuality

Tormented man refuses life, yet lives it out as he miraculously transcends his own refusal.  ~Bataille, ibid

Just say Know


~a bumpersticker reportedly on Timothy Leary’s car

My intention is to take on the places where everybody is caught in a conspiracy of consciousness. To enter places that exacerbate suffering. To go in and allow myself to drown in it, to overcome not by pushing it away, but by going in.



~Ram Dass in “Whole Earth Review”

Spring’s Green Fool

1989

#77

Be still my beating heart

Or I’ll be taken for a fool



—Sting, “Be Still My Beating Heart”

I am a man in the clutch of goddesses. You too would wink and leer, break wind, speak poetry. I have been blinded, deafened by holiness.



—John Gardner,  The Wreckage of Agathon

—the virgin and the whore, which

most endures? the world

of the imagination most endures:

…a secret world,

a sphere, a snake with its tail in

its mouth


rolls backward into the past



—W. C. Williams,  Paterson

Dressed up in many colors night heads for the brothel. Flaunts scratched cheeks, unsatisfied pursuit, a fugitive March and April in the offing.



—Aridjis,  Persephone

Persephone in profile has an odd way of looking sideways, virginal and combative.



—Aridjis

What wholesome sun has ripened is wholesome food to eat, 

And that alone; yet I, being driven half insane

Because of some green wing, gathered old mummy wheat

In the mad abstract dark and ground it grain by grain

And after baked it slowly in an oven;



—Yeats, “On a Picture of a Black Centaur by Edmund Dulac”

festene lente   (hasten slowly)

Nightwalkers, Magians, priests of Bacchus and priestesses of the vat, and the initiated are evil.

—Heraclitus

i will cultivate within

me scrupulously the Inimitable which

is loneliness, those unique dreams

never shall soil their raiment

with phenomena: such

being a conduct worthy of

more ponderous

wishes or

hopes less

tall than mine


—e. e. cummings, from xix, W

                                                    rvi-va,  1931

One really doesn’t want to be a fool.

It just happens.



—Saroyan, Days of Life and Death and Escape to the Moon    

Supplications 
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I am extremely sexual in my desires. I carry it everywhere and at all times. I think that from that arises the drive which empowers us all. Given that drive a man does with it what his mind directs him to do. In the manner in which he directs that power lies his secret. We always try to hide the secret of our lives from the general stare.

    


—William Carlos Williams,  Autobiography

As far as the education of children is concerned I think they should be taught not the little virtues but the great ones. Not thrift but generosity and an indifference to money; not caution but courage and a contempt for danger; not shrewdness but frankness and a love of truth; not tact but love for one’s neighbor and self-denial; not a desire for success but a desire to be and to know.   —Natalia Ginzburg, “The Little Virtues”, 1960

I shall be condemned;

Why then do I labor in vain?     —Job 9;29     

Given my ambivalence and the felt imperative

I have to contribute, [I conclude] that what

I contribute will be the thoughtfulness

behind my ambivalence.   —Victor Munoz, 1989

Only when things are private do they feel deep, holy.

Or evil.   —Olivia Dresher, 1988

Native Music
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Our highest insights must—and should—sound like follies and sometimes like crimes when they are heard without permission by those who are not predisposed and predestined for them.   —Nietzsche,  Beyond Good and Evil

We think that hardness, forcefulness, slavery, danger in the alley and in the heart, life in hiding, stoicism, the art of experiment and devilry of every kind, that everything evil, terrible, tyrannical in man, everything in him that is kin to beasts of prey and serpents, serves the enhancement of the species “man” as much as its opposite does.




—Nietzsche,  ibid

The human soul and its limits, the range of inner human experiences reached so far, the heights, depths, and distances of these experiences, the whole history of the soul so far
And its as yet unexhausted possibilities—that is the predestined hunting ground for a born psychologist and a lover of the “great hunt”.  —Nietzsche,  ibid

The philistine habit of using the concept “sick” to minimize and disparage draws a veil across a reality which we are by no means in a position to interpret…because we are entangled in restricted categories of appreciation and in a framework of ideas which still binds us, while we feel it loosening in favor of one which is more extensive, more free, more mobile.  —Karl Jaspers,  Strindberg & Van Gogh
Men created civilization in the image of a perpetual erection: a pregnant phallus.



—Phyllis Chesler,  About Men

I am afraid that other people do not realize that the one aim of those philosophy in the proper manner is to practice for dying and death.  —Socrates,  Phaedo

Understanding always has its mood.   —Heidegger,  Being and Time

Having seen a small part of life,

swift to die, men rise and fly away like smoke,

persuaded only of what each has met with

as they are driven in every direction.

Who then claims to find the whole?   —Empedocles

Big Door, Little Key
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Any sort of consciousness is a disease….For the direct, the inevitable, and the legitimate result of consciousness is to make all action impossible….




—Dostoyevsky, Notes From the Underground

Still there were a few people in every village who sang the song of their creation. But the wicked people laughed at them until they could sing it only in their hearts.




—from a Hopi creation story  (Waters, 1963)

To give to philosophy transgression as its foundation…is to substitute for language a contemplative silence. This is contemplation at the height of being. Language has not disappeared: would the summit have been accessible if language had not revealed the way to it?  —Georges Bataille (quoted in Violent Silence)

The exercise of irony offers the greatest possible expression of freedom, the widest field for creative endeavor, because irony joins jest and earnestness, and artistic feeling for life…. Since irony strives to rise above all conditions, in the end it must strive to rise above its own art. Thus it reaches its highest level in calculated irrationalism, “transcendental buffoonery”, which places the artist at a point outside the world.


—Robert Anchor on the philosophy of Friedrich Von Schlegel (1772-1829)

In the writings of a hermit one always also hears something of the echo of the desolate regions, something of the whispered tones and the furtive look of solitude; in his strongest words, even in his cry, there still vibrates a new and dangerous kind of silence.



—Nietzsche, Beyond Good and Evil

Every philosophy also conceals a philosophy; every opinion is also a hideout, every word is also a mask.   —Nietzsche,  ibid

She lives in her body, not in his imagination.



—Andrea Dworkin,  Intercourse

Even then I only remember hints—

And I proceed by intuition.   —D.H. Lawrence,  Fantasia of the Unconscious
Polymath
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The unbearable self we are comes into play endlessly. “Communication” brings it into play endlessly—Bataille, Le Coupable, circa 1942

…but to say more modestly how…from my point of view…my way of thinking diverges from others’, especially from the way of thinking of philosophers. Mostly it diverges on account of my ineptitude.—ibid, circa 1961

Almost all our discoveries are due to our violences, to the exacerbation of our instability.

…We have chosen to be subjects, and every subject is a break with the quietude of unity. …We measure an individual’s value by the sum of his disagreements with things, by his incapacity to be indifferent, by his refusal as a subject to tend toward the object. Whence the obsolescence of the idea of Good; whence the vogue of the Devil.

…the end of the Devil, the end of history. 

                                        —Cioran, “Thinking Against Oneself”, circa 1956

We progress only to the detriment of our purity, that summa of our setbacks. Sustained, traversed by an impulse toward corruption, our actions preclude us from paradise, fortify our failure, our fidelity to the world: no movement forward which does not excite and consolidate in us an old perversion of existence.

                                        —Cioran, “Rages and Resignations”, circa 1956

Hey, but what about a girl who wants to master the unmentionable? I mean, really learn it. Like it was something worth knowing, as important as being, let’s say, a school nutritionist. Who’s going to teach you?

                                          —Kim Chernin, Sex and Other Sacred Games, 1989

The monologue of his silence.

The self-confidence of his silence.

                                           —Olivia, 1989

To be nice is to play dead.

                                           —Olivia, 1989

Dog Days
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We milk the cow of the world, and as we do

We whisper in her ear, “You are not true.”

                                            —Richard Wilbur

They deny the truth and follow their own fancies. 

But in the end all issues shall be settled.

…Do they say: ‘We are a victorious army’?

Their army shall be routed and put to flight.

                                              —Qur’an, Sura 54

The Sixteenth Minute
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So architects do square and hew

Green trees that in the forest grew.

            —Andrew Marvell, “Dialogue Between Soul and Body”

The Romanian philosopher E.M. Cioran remarks “There was once a madman in us; the sage has driven him out”, commenting on the fatal effect of wisdom—the withdrawal from illusion—upon imaginative thought, on poetic creation which requires the embrace of the apparent. Released from the grip of illusion, the poet slips back into desolation and sterility (or poetic vision gives way to satirical reductions) until engano once more assumes its proper animating role in the psyche. —Kathleen Hunt Dolan, Small Cosmologies: Baroque Pastoral Landscape in Marvell and Gongora, 1982

It may well be that we talk about sex more than anything else; we set our minds to the task; we convince ourselves that we have never said enough on the subject, that, through inertia or submissiveness, we conceal from ourselves the blinding evidence, and that what is essential always eludes us, so that we must always start out once again in search of it.

                 —Michel Foucault, The History of Sexuality, 1976

Only a man who really knows is modest, for he knows how insufficient his knowledge is.

          —Sigmund Freud, “The Question of Lay Analysis”, 1926

…his zest for life is so powerful, so voracious, that it forces him to kill himself over and over. He dies many times in order to live innumerable lives.

                —Henry Miller, “Creative Death”

Telling and Listening
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An artist is originally a man who turns away from reality because he cannot come to terms with the renunciation of instinctual satisfaction which it as first demands, and who allows his erotic and ambitious wishes to play in the life of phantasy. He finds the way back to reality, however, from this world of phantasy by making use of his special gifts to mould his phantasies into truths of a new kind, which are valued by men as precious reflections of reality. Thus in a certain fashion he actually becomes the hero, the king, the creator, or the favorite he desired to be, without following the long roundabout path of making real alterations in the external world.  —Sigmund Freud, “Formulations on the Two Principles of Mental Functioning”, (1911)

…it is not the other half of himself that the individual seeks in the other person; it is the truth to which his soul is related.  —Foucault on Aristophanes (Plato’s Symposium)

…the concupiscent soul and the deciphering of its arcana.  

                                                                        —Foucault, The Use of Pleasure
Some think me middling, others silly, others foolish—every one thinks he sees my weak side against my will; when in truth it is with my will—I am content to be thought all this because I have in my own breast so great a resource.  —John Keats, in his letters

There is an element of pastiche in these pieces of bravura.







   —Foucault,  The Care of the Self

‘I am Kim. I am Kim. And what is Kim?’ His soul repeated it again and again.









—Kipling

Barbies of the Soul
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The logos of the soul, psychology, implies the act of traveling the soul’s labyrinth in which we can never go deep enough.

The underworld experience turns us each into patients, as well as giving us a new feeling of patience. “In your patience is your soul,” was a religious alchemical maxim, saying that soul is found in the reception of its suffering, in the attendance upon it, the waiting it through.

…Waiting for what? One answer could be: death.

                                                       —James Hillman, The Dream and the Underworld

To write in the only vein that mattered was to run the risk, at almost every word, of self-mutilation, of being harried by the counterattacks of a world unwilling to be negated or probed by re-creation. It was to relinquish, with terrible lucidity, the blessed chaos of ordinary existence, of love, in plain fact, of life itself.

                                                     —George Steiner on Franz Kafka

I have this thing about words

similar to the Catholic Church’s

attitude toward semen. I’d rather

cause suffering than to write. To justify this

I’ll hint at holiness, mutter something

about silence, look severe, feel

superior.     —Victor Munoz, to Jamie, May 1988

If the ego-figure is passive, the analyst will search for a strengthening shadow…


                                                                                                               —Hillman, ibid  

Do not let me die

still

needing to be stranger.

                       —Audre Lorde, “October”

“Finally you end up yourself, and then what?”

                                          —Sigrid Asmus, in conversation

The transformation through which he attains wisdom is never done, it is necessary to make it without ceasing, it demands constant tension.

                                                         —Simone de Beauvoir,  The Second Sex

Basic lives
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The soul selects her own society

Then shuts the door

On her divine majority

Obtrude no more.

               ~~Emily Dickinson, “Exclusion”

…who merely by listening

unsays all their words.

               ~~Julia Vinograd, “Motherdeath”

I live in that solitude which is painful in youth, but delicious in the years of maturity.






~~Albert Einstein, Portraits and Self-Portraits

She takes my hand and leans forward. ‘You know what the story of our time is? The fight, the struggle,’ she thumps her chest, ‘between the state of the heart, and the heart of the state.’ I say, ‘That is an old story,’ and she says, ‘I am an old woman.’







~~Deborah Levy, Beautiful Mutants

I would have liked to have stayed to talk, but I didn’t know what to say. No one would have understood anyway. What’s the point of having a conversation about time?







~~Tahar Ben Jelloun, The Sacred Night

Let’s not let time get bored while we’re here. Let’s make sure we give it some satisfaction, a little fantasy, for example, a little color. ~~Jelloun,  ibid

I used to be someone talking aloud in his loneliness. It is no longer possible for me to continue, since I know that I am being listened to.






~~Julien Green, in his journals

Surely every man walketh in a vain show;

Surely they are disquieted in vain:

…Verily every man at his best state is altogether vanity.





~~Psalms 39; 5, 6  King James Version

Achieved Deficiency
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Consciousness has made cowards of us all. 

                                                 —Camille Paglia, Sexual Personae

Say the most personal thing, say it, nothing else matters, don’t be ashamed, the generalities can be found in the newspaper.  

                                                —Elias Canetti, The Secret Heart of the Clock

The man he asked to show him the way pointed in four different directions.

                                                —Canetti,  ibid

Common Summer
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Within what we permit,

Within the actual, the warm, the near,

So great a unity, that it is bliss,

Ties us to those we love.




—Wallace Stevens,  Esthetique Du Mal
The tragedy, however, may have begun,

Again, in the imagination’s new beginning,

In the yes of the realist spoken because he must

Say yes, spoken because under every no

Lay a passion for yes that had never been broken.




—Stevens, ibid

There is one single luxury…and it is that of human relations. —Camus

The better you understand freedom, the less you possess it.




—John Fowles, The Magus

Controlled Folly
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Sorcerers use the four moods of stalking as guides: ruthlessness, cunning, patience, and sweetness. These four bases are inextricably bound together. Sorcerers cultivate them by intending  them. —Carlos Castaneda, The Power of Silence

For it was the spirit that usually determined which way the sorcerer was to go, and it was the duty of the sorcerer to follow. —ibid

Don Juan said that the nagual Elias assured him that the spirit only listened when the speaker speaks in gestures. And gestures do not mean signs or body movements, but acts of true abandon, acts of largesse, of humor. As a gesture for the spirit, sorcerers bring out the best of themselves and silently offer it to the abstract. —ibid

Art is aristocratic to the marrow….It is the refutation of equality and the adoration of the superior. It is a matter of talent, even genius, or superiority, prominence, uniqueness; it is also the harsh creation of a hierarchy of values, cruelty in relation to that which is common, the selection and perfection of that which is rare, indispensable; it is, finally, a nurturing of personality, originality, individuality.






—Witold Gombrowicz,  Diary, vol.2

[Of most writers]: They lack the metaphysical anxiety born of a concentrated silence….Each of them ends close by—where his neighbor begins—they are limited by each other, by their own company.  —ibid

I like my pussy.

My pussy is the temple of learning.   —Madonna, Sex

To know how to question means to know how to wait, even a whole lifetime. But an age which regards as real only what goes fast and can be clutched with both hands looks on questioning as “remote from reality” and as something that does not pay, whose benefits cannot be numbered. But the essential is not number; the essential is the right time, the right moment, and the right perseverance.  

                                       —Martin Heidegger, via Painted Dresser—Shelby Hearon

Others

1993

#90

Once we reject lyricism, to blacken a page becomes an ordeal: what’s the use of writing in order to say exactly what we had to say?





—Cioran, The Trouble With Being Born

Adults need obscene literature, as much as children need fairy tales, as a relief from the oppressive force of convention.




—Havelock Ellis, More Essays of Love and Virtue

…we have also learned that the sighs and groans of people serve an excellent purpose, makes them feel a little less captured, as it were.




—The Devil, in William Saroyan’s Warsaw Visitor

Individuation does not shut one out from the world, but gathers the world to oneself.




—Jung, Structure and Dynamics of the Psyche

We frequently suspect our lover of “monstrous” things; do we no often play “monster” to one another in relationship—almost as if it is somehow essential to relationship? Is not all the phenomenology of love and relationship regarding suspicion, jealousy, unfulfilled and demanding need, clutch, and so on, just this—the essential stimulus for sending Psyche on her way, out of unconscious love, into her mission…of conscious love?




—Russell Lockhart, Words As Eggs

The objects I behold correspond to my mood.




—Thoreau, Walden Pond

The self must make its way past frauds and extortionists who lure the psyche into committing spiritual capital to unsound investments.




—Camille Paglia on Blake, Sexual Personae

When we open our eyes we suffer.



—Henry Miller, Letters to Anais Nin

Secrecies
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His own intelligence needed solitude and distance from others. He could not accept a complicity he hadn’t sought.  

                           —Calasso on Odysseus in The Marriage of Cadmus and Harmony

…there is nothing as sad as a sacrifice made to the wrong god. So much of our lives is made up of them.  —ibid

Survival is a choice between two kinds of betrayal. Or, surviving is a slow way of committing suicide.  —Breyten Breytenbach,  Return to Paradise

People say that life is the thing, but I prefer reading. —Lloyd Logan Pearsall Smith

The writer is always devoid of shame. Only a person who has no shame is qualified to take hold of sentences and bring them out and throw them down. Only the most shameless writer is authentic. But that too is delusion, like everything else.





—Thomas Bernhard, Gathering Evidence

For him, authenticity was one continuous duel of grimaces.





—Wojciech Karpinski on Gombrowicz

There never is any solution to a problem except time.  —Henry Miller, Hamlet Letters

…she exposes her frailties, not to elicit pity but because they are there.






—Sue Halpern on May Sarton’s journals

Quantity Time
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I believe that in a certain way, having children is the only activity that connects you to mankind and makes a serious assault on the ego. —Leonard Cohen

If he exalts himself, I humble him.

If he humbles himself, I exalt him.

And I go on contradicting him

Until he understands

That he is a monster that passes all understanding.

 


—Pascal, Pensees

After his marriage everything—politics, literature, society—did not seem to him as interesting as they had before; but now every trifle concerning his wife and child became a most important matter.   —Chekhov, in his Notebook
What is repressed…is the force of the prosaic, the counter-authenticity, if you will, of the texture and rhythm of our daily routines and decisions, the myriad of minute and careful adjustments that we are ready to offer in the interest of a habitable social world.





—Michael Andre Bernstein, Bitter Carnival
…you must remove the rubble, you must remove the remembrance of human evil from your memory and the premonition of its eventual resurgence from your imagination—otherwise, the burden of living will be unbearable.




—Stanislaw Baranczak, on a poem by Wislawa Szymborska

And even if external forces crush me like a wax figurine, I will remain myself as long as I agonize over it, protest against it. Our authentic form is contained in protest against deformation.  —Witold Gombrowicz, Diary vol.2
This dampened moodiness, this confining of the horizon to my own hills, this blankness of the future—could I not, if differently schooled, wholly accept them as placidity? The frog from which positions of the brain have been abstracted, leaps at each prodding, and when caressed, croaks.   —Kenneth Burke,  Towards a Better Life

No one can keep his griefs in their prime; they use themselves up. The same is true of homesickness, of any nostalgia. Regrets lose their luster, wear themselves out by their own momentum….  —E.M. Cioran, “Advantages of Exile”

You try to write; immediately there looms up before you the image of your reader… And you lay down your pen.  —E.M. Cioran, “Some Blind Alleys: A Letter”

Harlequin’s Coat
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There are three things we all want, which are: to love and be loved; to be happy; and to survive. There’s nobody in the world who doesn’t want that. Even people who are saying, “I want to commit suicide”—it’s a kind of reverse expression of happiness—and wanting happiness, wanting love, wanting to survive in that way.








—Yoko Ono, 1983

I do not think like you people. You people put importance on your lives.








—Charles Manson, 1970

I articulate life by living it….



—Frank Herbert,  The Godmakers

To admit all points of view, the most disparate beliefs, the most contradictory opinions, presupposes a general state of lassitude and sterility….





—E.M. Cioran

Clearly his personal god or chi was not made for great things. A man could not rise beyond the destiny of his chi. The saying of the elders was not true—that if a man said yea his chi also affirmed. Here was a man whose chi said nay despite his own affirmation.    —Chinua Achebe, Things Fall Apart

Expressing one’s ignorance and limitations cannot be justified as either scientific or therapeutic.   —Charles Neumann,  The Post-Modern Aura

He has reached a classic midlife fulcrum, the point where ambition yields to self-preservation. He is more disciplined now, but less compelling. He has traded passions for tactics; he succeeds, but retreats.  —Joe Klein,  Newsweek

…they came to know the incorrigible sorrow of all prisoners and exiles, which is to live in company with a memory that serves no purpose.






—Albert Camus,  The Plague
Histrionic Hermeneutics
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…the chaotic oversupply of current events. —Baudrillard, 1992

                                                                      Think,

Neither fear nor courage saves us. Unnatural vices

Are fathered by our heroism. Virtues

Are forced upon us by our impudent crimes.

These tears are shaken from the wrath-bearing tree.





—T.S. Eliot,  Gerontion

He is braced-up and stilted; all freedom and flowing genius, all sallies of wit and frolic nature are quite out of the question; it is well if he can keep from lying, injustice, and suicide. There is no time for gaiety and grace. His strength and spirits are wasted in rejection. …When shall I die and be relieved of the responsibility of seeing an Universe which I do not use?  —Emerson,  “The Transcendentalist”

If a man dies

   it is because death

      has first

possessed his imagination.

          

—William Carlos Williams,  Asphodel, that Greeny Flower

As you see, I’m chock-full of indignation about the barbarism and relentless vacuity of this culture. How tedious always to be indignant.





—Susan Sontag, Paris Review interview

“The truth shall make you free,”

in much the same way death will.



—Bianco Luno, Notebook viii, 1992

When they ask you how you’re doin’,

Of course you say you can’t complain.



—Leonard Cohen, “Waiting for the Miracle”

I don’t mind if you think I’m an asshole, but I want you to think I’m an asshole for the right reasons.  —Whoopi Goldberg, Playboy interview

Philosophers are sorcerers manqué.



—Carlos Casteneda, reported by Florinda Donner, Being-in Dreaming

Spall
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… that is what the game is all about: to conceal everything that might be real, while making everything appear convincingly and charmingly real as possible.







—Peter Nadas,  Book of Memories

I am always insincere, as knowing that there are other moods.






—Emerson

He listens. When he hears something, he begins to listen again. Then he waits. He watches and waits. And when he begins to see something, he watches and waits again.





—Paul Auster, The Book of Memory

I like to listen. I like to look and watch. Maybe I have an Attention Surplus Disorder. The easiest thing in the world for me is to pay attention.





—Susan Sontag, Interview, 1995

There was something in him that had never wanted to remain anywhere, had groped its way along the walls of the world, thinking: There are still millions of other walls; it was this slowly cooling, absurd… “I” that refused to give up its fire, its tiny glowing core.




—Robert Musil, The Man Without Qualities

Four billion people on this earth

But my imagination is still the same.

…My choices are rejections, since there is no other way,

but what I reject is more numerous,

denser, more demanding than before.

…I can’t tell you how much I pass over in silence.




—Wislawa Szymborska, “A Large Number”

The world and the Gods are dead or alive according to the condition of our souls.




—James Hillman, Re-Visioning Psychology

…Shall my life be as an empty wind? What am I, if I turn aside from the things I want to do? I am nothing, only someone waiting for death!   —Gilgamesh

Proverbs
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It is not that I wish to have none of the world, it is that I am better at the pleasure enjoyed alone.  —-Ryokan (1758-1831)

I’ve never written easily: most of the time I detest the process. So try and understand that I’ve never enjoyed the luxury of being able to choose between the kinds of books I wanted to write, or poems, or women I wanted to love, or lives to lead.





—Leonard Cohen, 1963  (1934—     )

I have not given up by any means so don’t let me depress you. These are insights to be gained from the tedious chaos. I could do without such an education but since I have no choice I might as well learn. Laughter is a fist in the face of… [God].





—Leonard Cohen  [last word mine]

No reason to count sheep;

I count the number of times the hammer hits the nail.





—Olivia  (1945—     )

That is the way the leaves fall round an autumn tree; it is unaware of it, rain runs down it, it is subjected to sun or frost and life slowly retreats. It does not die. It waits.





—Hermann Hesse, Demian  (1877—1962)

A proper man—so goes the old saying—can build a house, can plant a field and father sons and write a book.  —Nicolas Delbanco,  “Harpers”, January 1999

Maneuvers
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To found a family. I think it would have been easier for me to found an empire.






—E. M. Cioran,  Drawn and Quartered

One disgust, then another—to the point of losing the use of speech and even of the mind. The greatest exploit of my life is to be still alive.  —ibid

Everything I have ventured, everything I have held forth on all my life is indissociable from what I have experienced. I have invented nothing, I have merely been the secretary of my sensations.  —ibid

“The unvarying circle of a soldier’s duties” and the “sweet habit of existence” will see to it that things go on as before. Blind necessity, mute submission. Quite deep down I can trace the feeling of a deep narcissistic hurt that is not to be healed. —a fictional Freud in
D. M. Thomas’ White Hotel

Only optimists commit suicide, the optimists who can no longer be…optimists. The others, having no reason to live, why should they have any reason to die?



—E.M. Cioran, via Olivia

We cling to the days because the desire to die is too logical, hence ineffective.



—Cioran, A Short History of Decay

I exist, I feel, and I think according to the moment—and in spite of myself. Time constitutes me; in vain I oppose myself—and I am.
My undesired present unfolds, unfolds me; unable to command it, I comment upon it; slave of my thoughts, I play with them, fatality’s buffoon….
—ibid
The Iceberg
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Did we know what price these dreams would exact? Did we anticipate the ways in which, vivid and continuous, they would unsuit us for the business of daily life?

                                                                                                       —Edmund White

I’m a halfway house on a one way street…. Rickie Lee Jones

I knew then how the loathsome, the incongruous and the hateful were holy, and how the joining of odd body parts and contradictory thoughts formed a riddle, and how the riddle was a dream, and how the dream could speak in the dark as light, and why we, as bitter pilgrims, needed these intrigues. —Carl Watson

Foucault…had long placed death—and the preparation for suicide—at the heart of his concerns: summoning what he once called “that courage of clandestine knowledge that endures malediction”, he was endlessly serious about his implicit lifelong conviction that “to comprehend life is given only to a cruel, reductive and already infernal knowledge that only wishes it dead.”—James Miller

Sometimes he seems to have considered himself an exemplary seeker of “clandestine knowledge”, a hero of truly Nietzschean stature, precariously balanced on a high wire, heralding “the dim light of dawn”, fearlessly pointing the way to “a future thought”. But perhaps, as Foucault himself at other times implies, he was simply a figure of quixotic folly—a philosophical Felix the Cat, forced to learn the laws of gravity the hard way.

                                                                                —ibid

this absurd fraction in its lowest terms

with everything cancelled

but shadows —e. e. cummings

El Colibri
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Beware when the great God lets loose a thinker on this planet. Then all things are at risk.

                                                                                                              —Emerson

Mad God, mad thought

Take me for a walk

Stalk me. Made God

Wake me with your words.

                                —Fanny Howe

Possessed by images which are alternatingly lascivious and mournful, the victim of acedia falls into a stupor that is interrupted by spasms of rage and raptures of enthusiasm. Sufferers of melancholy are both irascible and imaginative. For these reasons, it is a mistake to confuse acedia, a disease of the spirit, and of those who are spiritual, with simple laziness. Acedia paralyzes its victim and yet does not permit him a moment of rest. It is both stupor and anguish, a pride that petrifies us and an anxiety that forces us into ceaseless motion, an immobility broken by bursts of creative activity. The victim of acedia cannot touch the reality that is in front of him, but he can converse with ghosts and make stones speak. 

                           —Octavio Paz, in Hieroglyphs of Desire, a Critical Study of Villaurrutia

you spend your whole life falling. falling in love. falling out of love. or just falling. out of control. or dangerously in control. but what happens when you land. when you finally hit rock bottom and you are jolted awake. do you die? or are you reborn? reborn into yet another freefall. and it’s a vicious falling circle. or maybe when you land you tunnel into the earth and you just fragment and fossilize, and years from now, they will dig you up and place you in a museum and say, “look. how enigmatic. how igneous.

                                                                                                       —Susanna Schmid

Great Owl
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The rule proves nothing, the exception proves everything….In the exception the power of  real life breaks through the crust of a mechanism that has become torpid by repetition.

Sovereign is he who decides on the exception.   —Carl Schmitt, Political Theology, 1922

I am a law only for my kind, I am no law for all.—Nietzsche, Zarathustra , 1885

But this is not said for long ears. Not every word belongs in the mouth, These are delicate distant matters: they should not be reached for by sheep’s’ hooves. —Nietzsche, ibid

By peering into their own mystery the Romantics believed they could touch upon the mystery of the world. The world would sing if one found the magic formula within oneself. One could not descend deeply enough. Such descents were the true upsurges. The trapdoor led to the centre of a magnetic field of force. At that point reeling reason learned how to dance. At the point where the ineffable begins within us, we are most intimate with the world.   —Rudiger Safranski on the early 19th century German Romanticism, Schopenhauer & the Wild Years of Philosophy

I have no social talent, no wealth of nature, nothing but a sullen will & a steady appetite for insights in any and all directions, to balance my manifold imbecilities.

                                                                   —Emerson, in his journals, 1872

Interpretations
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“Expect nothing,” Eido Roshi had warned me on the day I left. And I had meant to go lightly into the light and silence of the Himalaya, without ambition of attainment. Now I am spent. The path I followed breathlessly has faded among stones; in spiritual ambition I have neglected my children and done myself harm, and there is no way back. Nor has anything changed; I am still beset by the same old lusts and ego and emotions, the endless nagging details and irritations—that aching gap between what I know and what I am. I have lost the flow of things and gone awry, sticking out from the unwinding spiral of my life like a bent spring. …I will perform the motions of parenthood, my work, friendships…but all hopes, acts, and travels have been blighted. I look forward to nothing.                          —Peter Mathiessen, The Snow Leopard, (emphasis mine)

The man is seduced not because his will to resist is overcome but because being seduced is a pleasure in itself. He falls in order to fall, for the pleasure of falling.

                

—J.M. Coetzee, “What is Realism”

Here, at least, in the isolation of this secret

temple, we tell ourselves that no one entered

with us. Here, for an instant, we could breathe;

here, at last, it was our soul that reigned,

and free was its choice in that which was

the center of liberty itself!  —Maurice Maeterlinck,  “The Star”

…the real danger is not to die, but to be caught and kept alive.

  


—Nicholas Mosley,  Hopeful Monsters

And when they say

That you’re not good enough

Well the answer is

You’re not

But who are they

Or what is it

That eats at what you’ve got

With the hunger of ambition

For the change inside the purse

They are handcuffs on the soul, my friends

Handcuffs on the soul

And worse




—Paul Simon,  “Quiet”

Diary of a Pacific Terrorist
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In the presence of extraordinary actuality, consciousness takes the place of imagination.

                                                                —Wallace Stevens, Adagia
Who doubts that America is strong? But that’s not all America has to be.

                                                                  —Susan Sontag, “New Yorker”

Defenseless under the night

Our world in stupor lies;

Yet, dotted everywhere,

Ironic points of light

Flash out wherever the just

Exchange their messages:

May I, composed like them,

Of Eros and of dust,

Beleaguered by the same

Negation and despair,

Show an affirming flame.

                           —W.H. Auden, September 1, 1939

In a democracy, dissent is an act of faith. Like medicine, the test of its value is not in its taste but its effect, not how it makes people feel in the moment but how it makes people feel in the long run. Criticism, in short, is more than a right; it is an act of patriotism, a higher form of patriotism, I believe, than the familiar rituals of national adulation.

                             —Senator J. William Fulbright

Too Philosophical for Decent Company
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…all things come about in conflict and in accordance with necessity.



—Heraclitus

In the presence of extraordinary actuality, consciousness takes the place of imagination.



—Wallace Stevens

Get him up and be gone as one shaped awry; he disturbs the order here.



—Thomas Hardy,  In Tenebris

Always wanting to step into the place where the river begins. That place where snow melts.   —Olivia

When Spanish thinker Miguel de Unamuno heard Goethe’s apocryphal last words—“Light, light, more light!”—he famously retorted, “No, warmth, warmth, more warmth! For we die of the cold, not of darkness. It is not night that kills, but the frost.”



—Mark Lilla/ Wilson Quarterly, Summer 2001
It should be a crime to divulge one’s secret happiness. It does no one good to know of it.



—Luno

If it could think, the heart would stop.



—Pessoa

Love, like art, is a continual and mysteriously renewable defiance of limitation.



—Michael Ventura

Cum Grano Salis
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The soul gives birth to images that from the rational standpoint of consciousness are assumed to be worthless. And so they are, in the sense that they cannot immediately be turned to account in the objective world. The first possibility of making use of them is artistic, if one is in any way gifted in that direction; the second is philosophical speculation; a third is quasi-religious, leading to heresy and the founding of sects; and a fourth way of employing the dynamis of these images is to squander it in every form of licentiousness.   ~C.G. Jung, Psychological Types

A constant striving for clarity and differentiation means a proportionate loss of vital intensity.   ~ibid

Faith is readiness for the surprise.    ~unknown

Love, like art, is a continual and mysteriously renewable defiance of limitation.





~Michael Ventura

The open palm of desire

Wants everything, wants everything, wants everything.   ~Paul Simon

The lesson of…Greek tragedy and, ultimately, of all religions, is that there is an instinctive tendency towards divine intoxication which the rational world of calculation cannot bear. This tendency is the opposite of Good. Good is based on common interest which entails consideration of the future. Divine intoxication, to which the instincts of childhood are so closely related, is entirely in the present.  




~Georges Bataille,  Literature and Evil
Consider desire

Climbing to hang in the fulcrum of the day.   ~Sido Maroon

There are secrets that must be kept for the sake of individuality; 

there are sacrednesses.   ~James Hillman,  The Feeling Function

Cum Grano Dulce
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The senses exult; the mind despairs; the imagination spans the gulf.   ~Helen Vendler

The truth once seen, man is aware everywhere of the ghostly absurdity of existence…: nausea invades him. Then, in this supreme jeopardy of the will, art, that sorceress expert in healing, approaches him; only she can turn his fits of nausea into imaginations with which it is possible to live. These are on the one hand the spirit of the sublime, which subjugates terror by means of art; on the other hand the comic spirit, which releases us, through art, from the tedium of absurdity.  ~Nietzsche,  The Birth of Tragedy

…for how should man force nature to yield up her secrets but by successfully resisting her, that is to say, by unnatural acts?   ~ibid

…we turn self-defense into a category of irony.




~Garret Keizer, “How the Devil Falls In Love”

…even as a child I had never been satisfied with the menu of the day; I had always looked for the impossible.   ~Ernst Junger,  The Glass Bees

Everywhere hubris is dominant and great danger threatens.   ~ibid

For every self-revelation, there has to be a self-concealment.




~Susan Sontag,  interview, 1975

Even in the throes of what I deem a salutary exaggeration, I’m burdensomely aware that there’s always more to say.   ~Sontag,  interview, 1981

The need to be solitary—along with bitterness over one’s loneliness—is characteristic of the melancholic.  ~Sontag, “Under the Sign of Saturn”

In the landscape of pain, only three strictly unrelated responses of real interest are possible; violent action, the probe of “ideas”, and the transcendence of sudden, arbitrary, romantic love. But each of these possibilities is understood to be revocable, or artificial. They are not acts of personal fulfillment; not so much solutions as dissolutions of a problem.    ~Sontag, “Goddard”, 1968

The Cock of the Hat
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…those who have become philosophers and have tasted how sweet and blessed a possession philosophy is, when they have fully realized also the madness of the majority, that practically never does anyone act sanely in public affairs, that there is no ally with whom one might go to the help of justice and live—then, like a man who has fallen among wild beasts, being unwilling to join in wrongdoing and not being strong enough to oppose the general savagery alone, for he would perish, useless both to himself and to others, before he could benefit either his country or his friends, of no use to himself or anyone else; taking all this into account he keeps quiet and minds his own business. Like a man who takes refuge under a small wall from a storm of dust or hail driven by the wind, and seeing other men filled with lawlessness, the philosopher is satisfied if he can somehow live his present life free from injustice and impious deeds, and depart from it with a beautiful hope, blameless and content.

                                                                    ~~Plato, The Republic, book VI

He, with such a secret, becomes the strangest man in the world; he has to understand all people so that they will not understand him.

                                                            ~Elias Canetti,  The Human Province

So thoroughly and sincerely we are compelled to live, reverencing our life and denying the possibility of change. This is the only way, we say; but there are as many ways as there can be drawn radii from one center. All change is a miracle to contemplate; but it is a miracle which is taking place every instant.







  ~~Thoreau, Walden

How can he remember well his ignorance—which his growth requires—who has so often to use his knowledge? ~~ibid

Maturity is…no longer seeking outside ourselves, but letting our inner life speak with its own rhythm….Maturity is an isolation that is sufficient unto itself.

        




~~Cesare Pavese, The Business of Living

Every man has the philosophy of his own aptitudes.






~~ibid

We have messages, but do not carry the god’s messages, only our own agenda, only information, nothing of the gods. Nothing of art….






~~James Hillman, lecture, 1997

The facts of a life help inasmuch as noise masks silence.






~~Stephen Mitchelmore

In the best of all possible worlds we’d be preserving the wild places themselves—the apple’s home in the Kazakh wilderness, for instance. The next best world, though, is the one that preserves the quality of wilderness itself, if only because it is upon wildness—of all things!—that domestication depends.






~~Michael Pollan, The Botany of Desire

Tears of a Mime
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…a [writer] committed to any one line, even if it is a conventionally moral line, lacks the balance of opposing forces that true morality demands. 

                                                        ~Michael Herbert on D. H. Lawrence

Man is a column of blood, with a voice in it.





~D. H. Lawrence,  The Plumed Serpent

Only the man of a great star, a great divinity, can bring the opposites together again, in a new vision. And this was…his great effort: to bring the great opposites into contact and into unison again. And this is the god-power in man. By this power you shall know the god in man. By none other.   ~ibid

Progress might have been alright once, but it has gone on too long.  ~Ogden Nash

…we do not understand the strangeness that approaches, and the words we have to name it will be hopelessly inadequate, and so we flee from the house of time, backward, until we are nothing other than the story there is to tell of all we have lost.





~Jen Christian Grondahl,  Silence in October

He felt his heart grimace.   ~Philip Pullman,  His Dark Materials

…and he lies by, or occupies his hands with some plaything, until his hour comes again.





~Emerson,  “The Transcendentalist”

Skepticism is in order. Yet there ought also to be a certain largesse and vulnerability of the imagination.   ~George Steiner,  In Bluebeard’s Castle

…in spite of my concern with being truthful, I can’t say anything more about this. I write the way a child cries: a child slowly relinquishes the reason he has for being in tears.



       ~ Bataille,  The Impossible
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…his work, devoted to the anguished search for an expression at the limits of the impossible, often takes on the appearance of a relentless negation, when at the same time he never stopped saying Yes to the world, without limit or reservation.




—Jean Piel, on Bataille

What the are our experiences? Much more that which we put into them than that which they already contain! Or must we go so far as to say: in themselves they contain nothing? To experience is to invent?   —Nietzsche,  Daybreak

It is not instruction but provocation that I can receive from another soul.




—Emerson

Any of my generalizations are subject to…infinite qualifications; let’s assume that I know this, and that I use [them] in order to be suggestive rather than definitive.




—Pauline Kael

We do not indeed disappoint others as ourselves. We not only think more highly than others of our own abilities, but allow ourselves to form hope, which we never communicate, and please our thoughts with…elevations to which we are never expected to rise; and when our days and years have passed away…and we find at last that we have suffered our purposes to sleep till the time of action is past, we are reproached only by our own reflections; neither our friends nor our enemies wonder that we…live without notice and die without memorial; they knew not what task we had proposed, and therefore cannot discern whether it is finished.   —Samuel Johnson

Who ever knows the truth of a marriage except the two people in it?




—Stephanie Zacharek, 2003

…a person who has reclaimed fundamental self-respect cares nothing about the laws and standards of civilization.      —Glenn Parton, 1997

