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ABUSE 
 
As [lawyer Paul] Mones said: “It’s counterintuitive, but sexual abuse emotionally binds the child closer to 
the person who has harmed him, setting him up for a life plagued by suspicion and confusion, because he 
will never be sure who he can really trust. And in my experience, this is by far the worst consequence of 
sexual abuse.” That’s one reason, he said, why those few victims who ever speak out at all tend to do so 
only after the abuser is dead or dying: telling the truth while the other person is still strong enough to 
deny it, or to blame the accuser, is just too terrifying.  
 
-- Amos Kamil, “Prep School Predators: The Horace Mann School’s Secret History of Sexual Abuse,” 
New York Times Magazine, June 10, 2010 
 
 
ACTING 
 
Life is boring. The weather is boring. Actors must not be boring. Life beats down and crushes the soul, 
and art reminds you that you have one. 
 
-- Stella Adler 
 
 

              
 
 



ADVICE 
 
“Never leave in a hurry,” my older brother told me. Whenever he left in a hurry, he explained, he’d 
always forget something: his gloves, his checkbook. 
 The Notion probably came from family vacations when we were children. Each time we left 
town, our father would drive slowly around the block while we all thought about what we might have 
forgotten. As we came back by the house, someone would always run in t grab a swimsuit or let the cat 
out. 
 At our family cabin I was usually the first one in the car when it was time to go home on Sunday 
afternoon. Once, however, when I was ten, I stayed behind to help my mother pack while the others went 
ahead to the car. The record player was on, and I set the needle down on an Andy Williams album to play 
my favorite song, “A Fool Never Learns.” I proceeded to dance around the room. To my surprise Mom 
dropped what she was doing, and we hopped and spun together, just the two of us, laughing and singing, 
all because I hadn’t been in a hurry to get home. 
 That advice has proved useful to me as a photojournalist. I make it a practice to linger awhile 
after an interview and chat about the news of the day. Many times, by staying a few extra minutes, I get 
that golden quote or clock off a candid shot that ends up being the best. 
 
-- Terrell Williams, “Readers Write,” The Sun 
 

 
 
 

  



                                   
AGING 
 
To my deafness I’m accustomed,  
To my dentures I’m resigned,  
I can manage my bifocals,  
But Oh how I miss my mind. 
 
– Alec Douglas Home 
 
As the fiftieth birthday approaches, you get the sense that your life is thinning out, and will continue to 
thin out, until it thins out into nothing. And you sometimes say to yourself: That went a bit quick. That 
went a bit quick. In certain moods, you may want to put it rather more forcefully. As in: OY!! THAT went 
a BIT FUCKING QUICK!!!... Then fifty comes and goes, and fifty-one, and fifty-two. And life thickens 
out again. Because there is now an enormous and unsuspected presence within your being, like an 
undiscovered continent. This is the past. 
 
-- Martin Amis, The Pregnant Widow 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Extreme old age is as lonely as God. It has no one 
to talk to. 
 
-- Violet Trefusis, Don’t Look Round 
 
 
 



  

ALCOHOLISM 
 
It is certainly true that the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders [DSM] 
overpathologizes the human condition and that psychiatrists and other mental-health professionals may 
feel obligated to diagnose a patient with something. There is one diagnosis in the DSM, however, that is 
not given often enough, due to the biases of the clinicians, patients, and insurance and pharmaceutical 
companies. That diagnosis is alcohol abuse. Other diagnoses, such as depression, anxiety disorder, social 
phobia, or bipolar disorder, are often given to patients along with the message that they are abusing 
alcohol to “self-medicate” for their underlying condition. In my opinion the opposite is more often true: 
The real underlying condition is alcoholism, and the symptoms presented by the patients are largely a 
response to alcohol abuse – and, to a lesser extent, drug abuse. 
 I believe that this problem is more deeply entrenched in our society than we like to acknowledge, 
and it often ends up in the lap of mental-health professionals, masquerading as anything other than itself. 
 
-- Stephen Pittelli, MD, letter to the editor in The Sun 
 
AMERICAN DREAM 
 
The new American Dream is to get to be very rich and still be regarded as a victim. 
 
--Charles Simic, The Monster Loves His Labyrinth: Notebooks 
 
ANIMALS 
 
Man is rated the highest animal, at least among all the animals that returned the questionnaire. 
 
-- Robert Brault   



ANXIETY 
 
Only threats are frightening; one soon comes to terms with facts. 
 
– Oswald Spengler 
 
APHRODITE 
 
It is difficult for the Christian mentality to understand how the Goddess of beauty and sexual love 
represents a civilizing power, since the religions originating in Judaism (Christianity and Islam) imposed 
the idea that sexual pleasure is a concession to the animal instinct and is therefore less than human. God, 
soul, and mind are thought to be absent during sexual intimacy, sex being referred to as a “primate need.” 
So deeply entrenched is this attitude that, when we undertake the rehabilitation of sex, it seems natural to 
begin by praising nature and bodily love, rather than by proclaiming sexuality as an expression of 
spirituality and civilization. 
 Aphrodite’s gift of beauty surpasses that which simply pleases the eye; it is more than formal 
perfection of the partner. It is rather the beauty which springs from the deep sexual encounter and which 
has the power of transmuting the physical experience into ecstasy. From sexual love to beauty, from 
beauty to ecstasy – such is the Aphrodisiacal sequence. Pleasure is of great importance because it is the 
key, but pleasure can be considered as a means rather than an end, as a path leading to the spirituality of 
Aphrodite.  
 
-- Ginette Paris, Pagan Meditations 
 
 



ART 
 
The greatest burden that the reader of [Camille Paglia’s] Glittering Images must carry is knowing from 
the start that the history of Western art will reach its apparent apogee with Star Wars, about which Paglia 
writes, “Nothing I saw in the visual arts of the past 30 years was as daring, beautiful and emotionally 
compelling as the spectacular volcano-planet climax of Lucas’s ‘Revenge of the Sith.’ ” Lucas’s 
importance lies in his ability to turn “dazzling new technology into an expressive personal genre.”  

There is something deeply depressing about having to argue over the cultural dominance of an 
immensely successful and beloved filmmaker like George Lucas in the context of art history…. What 
speaks to us in a work of art and makes it resistant to the passage of time is the depth of the humanity it 
expresses. There is entertainment, and then there is something infinitely richer: what we call “the 
sublime,” the true record of our spiritual condition that we get from serious and complex artworks. The 
films of William Kentridge, the serene Land Art of Andy Goldsworthy, the paintings of Anselm Kiefer, 
Einstein on the Beach — all these are sublime. Star Wars is not.  

Earlier in her book Paglia states that art “expresses our soul.” If her claim for Lucas’s importance 
is valid, we might well ask what kind of soul we Americans now have that is expressed not by Oedipus, 
or by Krishna, Lear, Faust, Tristan or Leopold Bloom, but rather by Luke Skywalker and Obi-Wan 
Kenobi. Have we reached a point in time where the very best we have to offer is Star Wars, a creation 
that, for all the enjoyment it may have afforded us in our youth, has all the soul and emotional resonance 
of a video game and ponders the mystery of our existence at the level of a toddler?  

The achievement of Lucas, like that of Disney, is indisputably a defining element of American 
culture. But no amount of apotheosis and breathless encomium will elevate it to be other than exactly 
what it is — entertainment. To see George Lucas as the “greatest living artist” is to repeat an error 
especially common among Americans, which is to measure an artwork’s importance by its reach rather 
than its depth. Paglia, who knows her Emily Dickinson and her Kafka (both artists with zero “fan base” in 
their lifetimes), has journeyed to the wrong continent, and what she has found glittering there is fool’s 
gold.  

 
-- John Adams, New York Times Book Review 
 
Diagnosed as a paranoid schizophrenic, Arthur 
Bispo do Rosário spent more than a half 
century locked inside a psychiatric hospital. 
Moving back and forth between reality and 
delirium, art and divine mission, Bispo do 
Rosário claimed to have been chosen by the 
Almighty to carry out the task of mapping the 
world and giving it back to God in a 
reconstructed form…Unraveling uniforms and 
sheets to obtain the materials for his 
embroideries, purchasing or exchanging 
objects and making use of leftovers of 
materials discarded at the hospital, his pieces 
bring to life a new language, one capable of 
bringing together meanings, dreams and signs. 
Fragmenting communication into his own 
codes, Arthur Bispo do Rosário created a ludic 
universe of embroidery, assemblages, mantles, 
banners and other objects that would later be 
hailed as works of reference for contemporary 
art.  
 
-- Sao Paulo Biennale 
 



                              
BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN 
 
For an adult, the world is constantly trying to clamp down on itself. Routine, responsibility, decay of 
institutions, corruption: this is all the world closing in. Music, when it’s really great, pries that shit back 
open and lets people back in, it lets light in, and air in, and energy in, and sends people home with that 
and sends me back to the hotel with it. People carry that with them sometimes for a very long period of 
time….T-Bone Burnett said that rock and roll is all about “Daaaaddy!” It’s one embarrassing scream of 
“Daaaaddy!” It’s just fathers and sons, and you’re out there proving something to somebody in the most 
intense way possible. It’s, like, “Hey, I was worth a little more attention than I got! You blew that one, 
big guy!”  
 
-- Bruce Springsteen, interviewed by David Remnick in the New Yorker  
 

           
 



CAESAR SALAD 
 
Caesar Cardini, an Italian restaurateur with places in Sacramento and San Diego, moved his operation to 
Tijuana in the early nineteen-twenties. He opened Caesar's, a bistro with a long wooden bar and a black-
and-white checkered floor, on Avenida Revolucion -- once known as the most visited street in the world -
- where American couples went for margaritas, sombreros, and a quickie divorce.  
 
The first successful culinary export from Tijuana was the Caesar salad: hearts of romaine tossed tableside 
with coddled egg, oil, Parmesan, lemon, and crushed garlic, and designed to be eaten with the fingers, like 
asparagus. According to Julia Child, one of her first restaurant memories was of visiting Caesar's with her 
parents around 1925. “My parents, of course, ordered the salad,” she wrote. “Caesar himself rolled the big 
cart up to the table, tossed the romaine in a great wooden bowl.” She went on, “It was a sensation of a 
salad from coast to coast, and there were even rumblings of its success in Europe....Before then, too, 
salads were considered rather exotic, definitely foreign, probably Bolshevist, and, anyway, food only for 
sissies.” In 1953, a French epicurean society declared the Caesar “the greatest recipe to originate from the 
Americas in fifty years." 
 
-- Dana Goodyear, “The Missionary,” The New Yorker  

          
CAPITALISM 
 
Profit without purpose is a recipe for disaster. It’s us, human beings, we the people, who create the society 
we want, not profit. It is increasingly apparent that the absence of purpose – or of a moral language – 
within government, media, or business, could become one of the most dangerous goals for capitalism and 
for freedom….Independence from regulation and the freedom we need to innovate and grow is only 
democratically viable when we accept that we have a responsibility to each other and not just to our 
bottom line. Profit must be our servant, not our master. 
 
-- Elizabeth Murdoch 
 



CHILDBIRTH 
 
Envy the kangaroo. That pouch setup is extraordinary: the baby crawls out of the womb when it is about 
two inches long, gets into the pouch, and proceeds to mature. I’d have a baby if it would develop in my 
handbag.  
 
-- Rita Rudner 
 
Call it “womb awe” or “womb worship,” but it is not simple envy. I don’t remember ever wanting to be a 
woman. But each of the three times I have been present at the birth of one of my children I have been 
overwhelmed by a sense of reverence….It was, quite suddenly, the first day of creation: the Goddess was 
giving birth to a world….Like men since the beginning of time I wondered: What can I ever create that 
will equal the magnificence of this new life? 
 
-- Sam Keen 
 
She’s screaming like crazy….You have this myth you’re sharing the birth experience. Unless you’re 
circumcising yourself with a chain saw, I don’t think so. Unless you’re opening an umbrella up your ass, I 
don’t think so! 
 
-- Robin Williams 
 
We have a secret in our culture, and it’s not that birth is painful. It’s that women are strong. 
 
-- Laura Stavoe Harm 
 
From what I have seen…human birth is a joyful experience when properly rescued from arrogant male 
physicians who seem to want total control over a process they cannot experience. 
 
-- Stephen Jay Gould 

                                                                       
                                                                                                                        David, Angela, and baby Luna 



CLASS WARFARE 
 
In her book A Distant Mirror: The Calamitous Fourteenth Century, Barbara Tuchman writes about a 
peasant revolt in 1358 that began in the village of St. Leu and spread throughout the Oise Valley. At one 
estate, the serfs sacked the manor house, killed the knight, and roasted him on a spit in front of his wife 
and kids. Then, after ten or twelve peasants violated the lady, with the children still watching, they forced 
her to eat the roasted flesh of her dead husband and then killed her. That is class warfare. Arguing over 
the optimum marginal tax rate for the top 1 percent is not. 
 
-- Al Franken 
 
COMPASSION 
 
True compassion does not come from wanting to help out those less fortunate than ourselves but from 
realizing our kinship with all beings. 
 
-- Pema Chodron 
 

 
 
CONSENSUS 
 
Consensus is the folly of control freaks. It is not effective nor expressive. In ACT-UP, if I wanted to do 
something and you did not want to do it, I would find other people who wanted to do it and you would go 
do something else. Doesn’t that make sense? Collaboration only works between people with similar goals 
and desires. 
 
-- Sarah Schulman 



 
 
DARKNESS 
 
…Time to go into the dark 
where the night has eyes  
to recognize its own. 
 
There you can be sure  
you are not beyond love. 
 
The dark will be your womb  
tonight. 
 
The night will give you a horizon  
further than you can see. 
 
You must learn one thing. 
The world was made to be free in. 
 
Give up all the other worlds  
except the one to which you belong. 
 
Sometimes it takes darkness and the sweet  
confinement of your aloneness  
to learn  
 
anything or anyone  
that does not bring you alive  
 
is too small for you. 
 
-- David Whyte



                                   
 
DARSHAN 
 
Thanks to Kerouac, Ginsberg and the Beats, notions of karma and dharma had become common currency, 
but words like moksha, bhakti, and rocana were new to me. Terms like these didn’t lend themselves to 
straightforward translations because they were ideas that did not have an equivalent in our limited western 
consciousness. One concept that did make sense was darshan: the act of divine seeing, of revelation. This 
was what Hindus went to the temple for: to see their god, to have him or her revealed to them. The more 
attention paid to a god, the more it was looked at, the greater its power, the more easily it could be seen. 
You went to see your god and, in doing so, you contributed to its visibility; the aura emanating from it 
derived in part from the power bestowed on it. 
 It was an easy idea to grasp because of its secular equivalent, the worship of celebrity. The more 
celebrities were photographed, the stronger their aura of celebrity became. I’d once seen David Beckham 
step off a coach at La Manga in Spain. Obviously, I’d seen photographs of him before and now the 
cumulative effect of having seen all those photographs was making itself felt. The flash of camera lights 
made him radiant, glossy, divine. I saw him in all his Beckhamness and Beckhamitude…. 
 It is not enough to perform a god-like action. It must be seen – ideally, by the gods. I wasn’t sure 
of the extent to which darshan was a reciprocal idea. Of course the gods needed to be seen, but did they 
also like to watch? Were they spectators too? Did they look at us with all the love and awe with which we 
– or some of us – regarded them? If that was the case, then the earlier comparison with Beckham and 
celebrity was faulty. For the one thing celebrities are not free to do is to look. The sunglasses they are 
obliged to hide behind are the symbolic expression of the blindness to which they are condemned by 
always being looked at. 
  
-- Geoff Dyer, Jeff in Venice, Death in Varanasi 
 
 



               
 

DEPRESSION 
 
Depression is a great mystery. I’ve talked with a number of experts, and they all say that there’s much we 
don’t know about it. People will often say, “I just can’t understand why so-and-so committed suicide,” 
but I think perhaps I do: depression is utterly exhausting, and he or she needed the rest. What I don’t 
understand is why some people survive depression and thrive on the other side of that darkness. That’s 
the real mystery. 
 Paradoxically, to survive depression you have to give yourself over to it. You have to embrace the 
darkness, or enter into the darkness, or let yourself become the darkness, and try not to judge yourself for 
it. You also have to try as much as possible to honor whatever small signs of progress might come as you 
work your way through that darkness, or as it works its way through you. 
 The second and third times I was depressed, I kept a journal. At the start of each day I’d write the 
date, and under it I’d list two or three tiny signs of progress, like “Got up at 10:00 this morning,” instead 
of 10:30. Or “Took a ten-minute bike ride today,” instead of staying in my room all day. That journal, 
which I kept for several months, helped me see that I was making progress – but not by the standards I 
too often use to measure progress now, when I might want to write a bestseller or give a speech that 
brings people to their feet. In depression you have to follow William Stafford’s advice: asked how he 
managed to write a poem every day, he said, “Easy. I lowered my standards.” [Laughs] 
 
-- Parker J. Palmer, interviewed in The Sun 
 

                          



DESIRE 
 
The slim, suntanned legs 
of the woman in front of me in the checkout line 
fill me with yearning 
to provide her with health insurance 
and a sporty little car with personalized plates.  
 
The way her dark hair 
falls straight to her slender waist 
makes me ache 
to pay for a washer/dryer combo 
and yearly ski trips to Aspen, not to mention 
her weekly visits to the spa 
and nail salon. 
 
And the delicate rise of her breasts 
under her thin blouse 
kindles my desire 
to purchase a blue minivan with a car seat, 
and soon another car seat, and eventually 
piano lessons and braces 
for two teenage girls who will hate me. 
 
Finally, her full, pouting lips 
make me long to take out a second mortgage 
in order to put both kids through college 
at first- or second-tier institutions, 
then cover their wedding expenses 
and help out financially with the grandchildren 
as generously as possible before I die 
and leave them everything. 
 
But now the cashier rings her up 
and she walks out of my life forever, 
leaving me alone 
with my beer and toilet paper and frozen pizzas.  
 
-- George Bilgere 
 

  



DIANE ACKERMAN 
 
Poet and author Diane Ackerman was born Diane Fink in Waukegan, Illinois, on October 7, 1948. She 
has a knack for blending science and literary art; she wrote her first book of poetry entirely about 
astronomy. It was called The Planets: A Cosmic Pastoral, and it was published in 1976, while she was 
working on her doctorate at Cornell. Carl Sagan served as a technical advisor for the book, and he was 
also on her dissertation committee. Her most widely read book is 1990's A Natural History of the Senses, 
which inspired a five-part Nova miniseries, Mystery of the Senses, which she hosted. She even has a 
molecule named after her: dianeackerone. 

In 1970, she married novelist and poet Paul West. They shared a playful obsession with words 
that was central to their expressions of love for each other. In 2005, Paul suffered a stroke and, as 
Ackerman wrote, "In the cruelest of ironies for a man whose life revolved around words, with one of the 
largest working English vocabularies on earth, he had suffered immense damage to the key language 
areas of his brain and could no longer process language in any form." His vast vocabulary was reduced to 
a single syllable: mem. 

Even when he recovered the ability to speak, his brain kept substituting wrong words for the right 
ones, but she encouraged him not to fight his brain, but to just go with it, to say what it was giving him to 
say. As a result, the hundred little pet names he used to have for her before the stroke have been replaced 
with non-sequiturs like "my little spice owl," "my little bucket of hair," and "blithe sickness of Araby." 
Ackerman wrote about the stroke and Paul's journey back to language in her most recent memoir, One 
Hundred Words for Love (2011). 

Diane Ackerman wrote, "It began in mystery, and it will end in mystery, but what a savage and 
beautiful country lies in between."  
 
-- The Writer’s Almanac 
 

 
 

      
 



 
 
DRAGONFLIES 
 
The annual flight of the dragonflies goes mostly unnoticed, though it is one of the great migrations of 
flying creatures that occur across North America. The dragonfly is an exceptionally beautiful insect and a 
fierce carnivore. It has four wings that beat independently. This gives it an ability to maneuver in the air 
with superb dexterity. A dragonfly can put on a burst of speed, stop on a dime, hover, fly backward, and 
switch direction in a flash. This is a hunting behavior known as hawking. Dragonflies kill their pretty in 
the air and eat it on the wing. They feed on aerial plankton, which consists of any sort of small living 
thing that happens to be aloft – mosquitoes, midges, moths, flies, ballooning spiders. 
 Several species of dragonflies migrate in North America; one is the common green darner, which 
is about three inches long and has a wingspan of around four inches. It has a green thorax, a long 
abdomen of cerulean blue with a black stripe, clear wings, and bulging eyes the color of a Spanish olive. 
Green darners never attack people, but they have been seen bringing down hummingbirds. They are the 
Bengal tigers of the microworld. 
 A dragonfly spends a large portion of its life underwater as a nymph, eating tiny aquatic animals. 
One day, the nymph climbs up on a twig and splits open, and an adult dragonfly called a teneral emerges. 
At the end of summer, tenerals fly south. They travel on sunny days just after a cold front has come 
through, riding on north winds. They go from Canada as far south as Veracruz, Mexico, covering as much 
as fifty miles a day. They have keen eyesight, and they follow topographical lines on the land – ridges, 
valleys, and especially shorelines. 
 In North America, the main migration path of the green darners follows the Atlantic shoreline 
past New York City, but swarms of them are rarely spotted. In 1916, R. C. Osborn reported a swarm 
above Long Beach, on Long Island. In 1992, another darner swarm was spotted over Fire Island. That was 
it. 
 “We don’t know anything about what the dragonflies do when they get in the vicinity of the city,” 
Michael L. May, a professor of entomology at Rutgers University, said. One day a few weeks ago, just 
after a cold front, he stood on a spit of land at the southern tip of the Verrazano Narrows, looking through 
binoculars. “You’d see them passing by one at a time, every minute or so,” he said. He swilled the 
binoculars toward Coney Island. “In all the years I’ve looked, I’ve only seen one mass dragonfly 
migration, in northern Florida.” 
 
-- Richard Preston in The New Yorker 



ECSTASY 
 
“Summer Story” 
 
When the hummingbird   
sinks its face 
into the trumpet vine, 
into the funnels 
 
of the blossoms 
and the tongue 
leaps out 
and throbs, 
 
I am scorched   
to realize once again 
how many small, available things 
are in this world 
 
that aren’t 
pieces of gold 
or power------- 
that nobody owns 
 
or could but even 
for a hillside of money----- 
that just float 
in the world, 
 
or drift over the fields, 
or into the gardens, 
and into the tents of the vines, 
and now here I am 
 
spending my time, 
as the saying goes, 
watching until the watching turns into feeling, 
so that I feel I am myself 
 
a small bird with a terrible hunger, 
with a thin beak probing and dipping 
and a heart that races so fast 
 
it is only a heart beat ahead of breaking------ 
and I am the hunger and the assuagement, 
and also I am the leaves and the blossoms, 
and, like them, I am full of delight, and shaking. 
 
-- Mary Oliver 
 
 
 
In common parlance, among the many who have not experienced ecstasy, ecstasy is fun, and I am 
frequently asked why I do not reach for mushrooms every night. But ecstasy is not fun. Your very soul is 
seized and shaken until it tingles…The unknowing vulgar abuse the word, and we must recapture its full 
and terrifying sense. 
 
-- Albert Hoffman (the creator of LSD) 
 



EGO 
 
Ego refers to a normal and necessary feature of being human. The existence of the ego is what makes us 
human, for better and worse. If all goes well in our early development, a healthy ego appears around age 
four, and then shape-shifts, time and again, as it matures and sees us through a lifetime of adventures. At 
its inception, the ego is naturally narcissistic, but if it develops wholesomely, guided by both soul and 
nature, it identifies with an increasingly wider slice of life. A mature ego understands the occasional 
necessity of surrendering to – and being defeated by – a force greater than itself… Ego obstructs personal 
development when it gets stuck, lost, or entrenched at any life state – when it resists change, loss, grief, or 
radical transformation. Resisting self-change is how the ego understands its job before initiation. 
 
-- Bill Plotkin, Soulcraft 
 
EMPATHY 
 
My father used to say, “Son, you can’t listen with your mouth open.” He accused me of loving the sound 
of my own voice, but to me it was more that my mind was filled with information I wanted to share. 
 In college I took a counseling course, and the professor stressed empathy. He said we would do 
more good if we listened for feelings rather than gave advice. I thought this was bull and made an 
appointment to tell him so. 
 “Try an experiment,” he said. “Talk to someone with the one goal of listening to their heart. Then 
ask them how they feel.” 
 I decided to try it on my wife. I asked about her problems and just let her talk. It felt strange to 
offer no input and ask no questions. I just reflected back to her what I sensed she was feeling. After what 
was, for me, an exhausting discussion, I asked how she felt. 
 “I felt loved,” she replied. 
 I signed up for another course with that professor. 
 
-- Wade M. Nye, “Readers Write About: Saying Too Much,” The Sun 
 

                  
 
EUPHEMISMS 
 
Euphemisms are not, as many young people think, useless verbiage for that which can and should be said 
bluntly; they are like secret agents on a delicate mission, they must airily pass by a stinking mess with 
barely so much as a nod of the head…Euphemisms are unpleasant truths wearing diplomatic cologne. 
 
-- Quentin Crisp 



FANTASY 
 
A woman has the right to pretend she’s being raped by a pirate if that’s what she wants to pretend. Very 
few people act out their fantasies, except in Northern California. 
 
-- Anne Rice 

 

 
Pussy Riot members Nadezhda Tolokonnikova, Maria Alekhina and Yekaterina Samutsevich sit in a glass cage at a court room in 

Moscow. (photo by Alexander Zemliannichenko for Associated Press) 
 
FEMINISM 
 
[Feminism] has been “abducted,” as [Arlie Russell Hochschild] has put it… by the logic and demands of 
the marketplace — what she provocatively calls “the religion of capitalism.” Feminism has coincided 
with a drastic lengthening of work hours and a steep decline in job security, and in America those 
stressors have not been alleviated by social supports like paid family leave and universal child care, at 
least not in comparison with most other Western nations. As a result, too many bonds of family and 
community are left untied by anxious, overworked couples, too many familial functions have to be 
subcontracted, and too many children perceive themselves as burdens. (One of Hochschild’s finest essays, 
also published elsewhere, is called “Children as Eavesdroppers”; it describes how children listen closely 
to their parents’ haggling over child care, and conclude that they are unwanted.) Feminists once dreamed 
that the work of mothering would be properly valued, maybe even reimbursed, once some portion of it 
had been redistributed to fathers. Instead, a lot of it is being handed off to strangers. 
 
-- Judith Shulevitz, reviewing Hochschild’s The Outsourced Self in the NY Times  
 
 
 
 



FILMMAKING 
 
You have to be born a director…Your job is creating mystery…You torment people with your artistic 
delight, scaring mother and grandmother in the middle of the night. 
 
-- Sergei Parajanov 

 
FIRST LOVE 
 
First love – what a change it makes in a lad! What a magnificent secret it is that he carries about with 
him! The tender passion gushes instinctively out of a man’s heart. He loves as a bird sings or a rose 
blooms, from nature.  
 
-- Stanley Kubrick, Barry Lyndon 
 

 
 

FREAKS 
 
Even freaks need homes, countries, language, communication. The only characteristic freaks share is our 
knowledge that we don’t fit in. Anywhere. It is for you, freaks my loves, I am writing and it is about you. 
Since humans enjoy moralizing, over and over again they attack us. Language presupposes community. 
Therefore without you, nothing I say has any meaning. 
 
-- Kathy Acker, Don Quixote 
 



 
 

FRIENDSHIP 
 
“A Prayer among Friends”  
 
Among other wonders of our lives, we are alive 
with one another, we walk here 
in the light of this unlikely world 
that isn't ours for long. 
May we spend generously 
the time we are given. 
May we enact our responsibilities 
as thoroughly as we enjoy 
our pleasures. May we see with clarity, 
may we seek a vision 
that serves all beings, may we honor 
the mystery surpassing our sight, 
and may we hold in our hands 
the gift of good work 
and bear it forth whole, as we 
were borne forth by a power we praise 
to this one Earth, this homeland of all we love.  
 
-- John Daniel



 
 
 
 

  

  

  

 
 
 
 



 
 
FUNDAMENTALISM 
 
If the right people were medicated, I wouldn't have to be.  
 
– Aunt Betty's Almanac 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
GENTRIFICATION 
 
“The Gentrification of AIDS” (excerpt) 
 
I am talking about the Plague…the years from 1981 to 1996, when there was a mass death experience of 
young people. Where folks my age watched in horror as our friends, their lovers, cultural heroes, 
influences, buddies, the people who witnessed our lives as we witnessed theirs, as these folks sickened 
and died consistently for fifteen years. Have you heard about it? 
 Amazingly, there is almost no conversation in public about these events or their consequences. 
Every gay person walking around who lived in New York or San Francisco in the 1980s and early 1990s 
is a survivor of devastation and carries with them the faces, fading names, and corpses of the otherwise 
forgotten dead. When you meet a queer New Yorker over the age of forty, this should be your first 
thought, just as entire male generations were assumed to have fought in World War II or Korea or 
Vietnam….  

81,542 people have died of AIDS in New York City as of August 16, 2008. These people, our 
friends, are rarely mentioned. Their absence is not computed and the meaning of their loss is not 
considered. 
 2,752 people died in New York City on 9/11. These human beings have been highly individuated. 
The recognition of their loss and suffering is a national ritual, and the consequences of their aborted 
potential are assessed annually in public. They have been commemorated with memorials, organized 
international gestures, plaques on many fire and police stations, and a proposed new construction on the 
site of the World Trade Center, all designed to make their memory permanent. Money has been paid to 
some of their survivors. Their deaths were avenged with a brutal, bloody, and unjustified war against Iraq 
that has now caused at least 94,000 civilian deaths and 4,144 military deaths.  
 The deaths of these 81,542 New Yorkers, who were despised and abandoned, who did not have 
rights or representation, who died because of the neglect of their government and families, has been 
ignored. This gaping hole of silence has been filled by the deaths of 2,752 people murdered by outside 
forces. The disallowed grief of twenty years of AIDS deaths was replaced by ritualized and 
institutionalized mourning of the acceptable dead. In this way, 9/11 is the gentrification of AIDS. The 
replacement of deaths that don’t matter with deaths that do. It is the centerpiece of supremacy ideology, 
the idea that one person’s life is more important than another’s. That one person deserves rights that 
another does not deserve. That one person deserves representation that the other cannot be allowed to 
access. That one person’s death is negligible if he or she was poor a person of color, a homosexual living 
in a state of oppositional sexual disobedience, while another death matters because that person was a 
trader, cop, or office worker presumed to be performing the job of Capital. 
 
-- Sarah Schulman, The Gentrification of the Mind: Witness to a Lost Imagination 
 
 



GOODNESS 
 
Of all the forms of genius, goodness has the longest awkward age. 
 
-- Thornton Wilder 
 
GRATITUDE 
 
i thank You God for most this amazing 
day:for the leaping greenly spirits of trees 
and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything 
which is natural which is infinite which is yes 
 
(i who have died am alive again today, 
and this is the sun's birthday; this is the birth 
day of life and of love and wings: and of the gay 
great happening illimitably earth) 
 
how should tasting touching hearing seeing 
breathing any--lifted from the no 
of all nothing--human merely being 
doubt unimaginable You? 
 
(now the ears of my ears awake and 
now the eyes of my eyes are opened) 
 
-- e.e. cummings 
 
GRIEF 
 
After my mother died, all my sentences began with “After my mother died.” After my mother died, all I 
wanted to do was fuck. 
 
-- Holly Hughes, World Without End 

                                      
 



 
Habitat for Humanity Global Village Team, Feira Nova, Brazil, October 2012 

 
 
HAPPINESS 
 
Happiness is not something that happens. It is not the result of good fortune or random chance. It is not 
something that money can buy or power command. It does not depend on outside events, but, rather, on 
how we interpret them. Happiness, in fact, is a condition that must be prepared for, cultivated, and 
defended privately by each person. People who learn to control inner experience will be able to determine 
the quality of their lives, which is as close as any of us can come to being happy. 

Yet we cannot reach happiness by consciously searching for it. “Ask yourself whether you are 
happy,” said John Stuart Mill, “and you cease to be so.” It is by being fully involved with every detail of 
our lives, whether good or bad, that we find happiness, not by trying to look for it directly. Viktor Frankl, 
the Austrian psychologist, summarized it beautifully in the preface to his book Man’s Search for 
Meaning: “Don’t aim at success – the more you aim at it and make it a target, the more you are going to 
miss it. For success, like happiness, cannot be pursued; it must ensue…as the unintended side effect of 
one’s personal dedication to a cause greater than oneself.” 

So how can we reach this elusive goal that cannot be attained by a direct route? My studies of the 
past quarter century have convinced me that there is a way. It is a circuitous path that begins with 
achieving control over the contents of our consciousness. 

Our perceptions about our lives are the outcome of many forces that shape experience, each 
having an impact on whether we feel good or bad. Most of these forces are outside our control…Yet we 
have all experienced times when, instead of being buffeted by anonymous forces, we do feel in control of  



our actions, masters of our fate….Contrary to what we usually believe, moments like these, the best 
moments in our lives, are not the passive, receptive, relaxing times – although such experiences can also 
be enjoyable, if we have worked hard to attain them. The best moments usually occur when a person’s 
body or mind is stretched to its limits in a voluntary effort to accomplish something difficult and 
worthwhile. Optimal experience is thus something that we make happen… 

Such experiences are not necessarily pleasant at the time they occur. The swimmer’s muscles 
might have ached during his most memorable race, his lungs might have felt like exploding, and he might 
have been dizzy with fatigue – yet these could have been the best moments of his life. Getting control of 
life is never easy, and sometimes it can be definitely painful. But in the long run optimal experiences add 
up to a sense of mastery – or, perhaps better, a sense of participation in determining the content of life – 
that comes as close to what is usually meant by happiness as anything else we can conceivably imagine. 

 
-- Mihaly Csikszentmihalyi 
 
Judging from her songs, Aimee Mann doesn’t seem like the happiest girl in the whole U.S.A….Therefore 
it was something of a surprise to find [her] at the Rubin Museum, in Chelsea…offering her views on how 
to be happy, in a conversation with the playwright Neil LaBute, whose own work isn’t noted for its high 
spirits, either… 
 Mann thought that happiness was only possible if you didn’t pursue it. “You have to be in 
acceptance,” she said. “Events of life are mostly not personal, and you can’t take it personally.” She 
added there was no point in asking why certain things happen. “We don’t get to know why.” 

“Is there a place where you find yourself happier?” LaBute asked. “Zabar’s?” 
Mann said that happiness had to be internal. “Looking to outside sources to make you happy is 

just a disaster,” she said. For instance, “It’s perfectly possible to play a show and have it go well and be 
miserable.” She mentioned something she had heard at a twelve-step meeting. “I’m not going to make 
being cool my higher power anymore.” 

LaBute wondered whether it was asking too little of life “when you set the bar here” – he held his 
hand six inches from the floor. Mann said that she would take being bland over panic. “Having twenty-
hour-hour-a-day panic attacks is no fucking fun.” She said she was willing to give up “this idea of being 
edgy and cool and dark and brooding.” As far as expectations go, “I just wish my guitar would stay in 
tune.” 

She also said, “If I have an impulse to help someone, it’s usually in some kind of obsessive way 
that is rescue-y and is probably not very helpful and probably has more to do with me wanting to feel a 
certain way about myself.” That sounded like an Aimee Mann lyric in the making. 
 
-- John Seabrook in The New Yorker 
 
No effort is required to define or even attain happiness, but enormous concentration is needed to abandon 
everything else.  
 
-- Quentin Crisp 
 
What’s the use of happiness? 
It can’t buy you money. 
 
-- Henny Youngman  

 
 
 



                                                                             
 

HISTORY   
 

History is the most dangerous product that the chemistry of the mind has concocted…It fills people with 
false memories, exaggerates their reactions, exacerbates old grievances, torments them in their repose, 
and encourages either a delirium of grandeur or a delusion of persecution. It makes whole nations bitter, 
arrogant, insufferable, and vainglorious. 
 
-- Paul Valéry 
 
It might be a good idea if the various countries of the world would occasionally swap history books, just 
to see what other people are doing with the same set of facts. 
 
-- Bill Vaughan 
 
HOPE 
 
Hope is not prognostication. It is an orientation of the spirit, an orientation of the heart; it transcends the 
world that is immediately experienced, and is anchored somewhere beyond its horizons. 

Hope, in this deep and powerful sense, is not the same as joy that things are going well, or 
willingness to invest in enterprises that are obviously heading for success, but rather, an ability to work 
for something because it is good, not just because it stands a chance to succeed. The more propitious the 
situation in which we demonstrate hope, the deeper the hope is. 

Hope is definitely not the same thing as optimism. It is not the conviction that something will turn 
out well, but the certainty that something makes sense, regardless of how it turns out. 
 
-- Vaclav Havel, Disturbing the Peace 



ICELANDIC CUISINE 
 
Hákarl means shark in Icelandic, but in Iceland it means so 
much more – almost an edible national medal of honour. 
The shark in reference is the Greenland shark (Somniosus 
microcephalus), the northernmost shark species in the 
world. The fish is toxic to eat because its flesh is laced with 
heavy doses of trimethylamine oxide and urea, a cocktail 
that works like antifreeze in the shark’s body, allowing it to 
swim in Arctic waters as cold as -2 degrees C. To render it 
edible, Icelandic tradition advises burying the shark for at 
least two months to let it decompose. This releases the urea 
and the flesh begins to break down, after which the meat is 
hung up to cure for another four months. The half-year 
process makes the shark safe to eat, though safe does not 
mean good. Eating hákarl tastes like a lump of chewy, 
pungent blue cheese chased with a shot of ammonia…. 
 
Iceland’s national liquor is Brennivin which derives from 
the Icelandic verb “to burn.” Known as svarti dauđi (“black 
death”), the liquor is distilled from potatoes and caraway 
seeds, and is utterly repulsive. 
 
-- Andrew Evans, Iceland 
 
Iceland’s marketing gurus may enjoy painting the nation’s traditional cuisine as replete with pickled 
ram’s testicles, sheep’s heads, putrefied shark, and spiced innards, but there is food originating from this 
little island that is delicious, flavour-packed, and cheap. And I don’t just mean hot dogs. Skyr is the 
quintessential Iceland dairy product. Some describe it as thick yoghurt, others as sour curds. It is high in 
protein and calcium and very low in fat (though some add a lot of sugar. Skyr has been mentioned from as 
early as the 11th century…[and] has found its uses into the 20th century. The last death sentence ever 
handed down by the Icelandic courts was in 1914 to a woman who was convicted of killing her brother by 
feeding him poisoned skyr. 
 
-- Eliza Reid, ibid. 
 

 



INITIATION 
 
Soul initiation refers to that extraordinary moment in life when we cross over from psychological 
adolescence to true adulthood, from our first adulthood to our second. At that moment, our everyday life 
becomes firmly rooted in the purposes of the soul. The embodiment of our soul powers becomes as high a 
priority in living as any other. But it’s not so much that we choose at that moment to make soul 
embodiment a top priority; it’s more as if the soul commands us to that task and we assent. 
 In the Western culture, we need to be careful with the word initiation. Many people associate it 
with elitism, secret societies, flaky or nefarious cults, and oppressive, hierarchical organizations. For 
some people, the word evokes, on the one hand, a sense of their own inadequacy (if they have not 
undergone an initiatory experience and believe they ought to have) and, on the other, suspicions of 
arrogance or ego inflation on the part of those who participate in initiatory rites. Due to its considerable 
charge, it may be best to avoid public declarations of being initiated. Soul initiation is not something to be 
worn like a badge or status symbol; it is to be quietly embodied through a life of soulful service. 
 Soul initiation transforms our lives by the power of the truth at the center of our soul image. 
Embracing the truth results in a radical simplification of our lives. Activities and relationships not 
supportive of our soul purpose begin to fall away. Our former agendas are discarded, half-completed 
projects abandoned. Many old problems are not solved but outgrown. Old ways of presenting and 
defending ourselves become less appealing, and less necessary.  
 At soul initiation, our lives are changed forever, irreversibly. 
 
-- Bill Plotkin, Soulcraft 
 
JOYCE 

It sounds schmaltzy to say, but fiction is much more to do with love than people admit or acknowledge. 
The novelist has to not only love his characters—which you do, without even thinking about it, just as 
you love your children. But also to love the reader, and that’s what I mean by the pleasure principle. The 
difference between a Nabokov, who in almost all his novels, nineteen novels, gives you his best chair and 
his best wine and his best conversation. Compare that to Joyce, who, when you arrive at his house, is 
nowhere to be found, and then you stumble upon him, making some disgusting drink of peat and 
dandelion in the kitchen. He doesn’t really care about you. Henry James ended up that way. They fall out 
of love with the reader. And the writing becomes a little distant.  
 
-- Martin Amis 
 
KAFKA 

If the book we're reading doesn't wake us up with a blow on the head, what are we reading it for? 
We need books to affect us like a disaster, to grieve us deeply, like the death of someone we loved more 
than ourselves, like being banished into forests far from everyone, like a suicide. A book must be the axe 
for the frozen sea inside us. 

-- Franz Kafka 
 
 
LIMERICK 

Her Majesty's subject McBean 
Likes to frequent the naval latrine. 
His splendid technique 
Leaves the sailors quite weak, 
But they all shout, "God save the Queen!" 
 
-- author unknown 



 
LONGING 
 
We feel our lack before we feel our longing. 
 
-- David Whyte 
 
 
 
LOOKING BACK 
 
Q. In retrospect, what would you do differently, if you had it to do all over again? What do you 
know now that you wish you had known then? 
 
A. I wish I had thrown out the bathroom scale at age 16. Weighing yourself every morning is like waking 
up and asking Dick Cheney to validate your sense of inner worth. I wish I had known that I was beautiful 
by my 20s, and that what makes a body so lovely is self-love and care — smoothing delicious lotions 
onto your thighs like a gentle yet ferociously committed mother would. I wish had not felt so shy and 
self-conscious in a swimsuit all those years, because I don’t look quite as much like Brigitte Bardot or 
Sofia Vergara as I hoped. I wish I had plunged into even more oceans and swimming pools than I did, in 
front of God and who-cares-who-else-who. I wish I’d known what I wrote to my grandson, Jax, in “Some 
Assembly Required,” that everyone goes through life thinking that he or she missed school on that one 
day in second grade when the wise Elder came and taught the kids the secret of life, of living to find your 
self and your own purpose and voice, instead of needing to become addicted to people-pleasing or 
domination. But that no one was there that day. Everyone is flailing through this life without an owner’s 
manual, with whatever modicum of grace and good humor we can manage. 
 
-- Anne Lamott 
 
LOVE 

 



 
 
 
M 
 
 
The Berkshire hills the book that opens 
again with each curve where the woods take back 
what they just said ditch lilies ditch lilies 
open orange eager in the Berkshires the mills 
are no longer milling paper milling wool 
they're milling memories of themselves 
as useful they mill this skein of highway clumps 
of lilies woolly thoughts the letter M its hieroglyph 
a set of Mediterranean waves and the Phoenicians 
who drew M first ship-makers wave-walkers 
consider them first looking out then in          the mills 
are milling the Housatonic river it skims 
a thousand rocks is almost close enough to touch all 
landscape here is intimate hemmed in a book 
close to the face not an open book as we say 
more the way a baby sees from its mother's breast 
to her face and that is all an open book is 
one small room its talk a little talk its form 
a reinforcement of five hundred years of private 
thought along with the invention of the separate 
room a sudden set of separate fires the ancient 
Berkshire hills their mills are milling spotted 
dairy cows and wooly sheep alphabet of camels 
oxen fish if my northern tribe had drawn M first 
M would have been a hieroglyph for milk the cows 
goats sheep they learned to drink from or starve 
la mer, la mère the sound of M for mother 
in nearly every language the early sounds a baby  
makes M for delicious 
drowsing off the shape of these worn-down hills the mills 
mill poems walls of stone tonight they mill the stars 
M for ma, the Japanese idea of space 
and silence as a thing not absence on the radio 
today they talk about the death of books 
of spacious thought the book a footnote 
a single clump of lilies one river thread 
I think of books as milk from other animals  
 
-- Katrina Vandenberg 



MARRIAGE                       
 
It’s so easy to point a finger and to ask, How could I, as a loving mother, have let my eighteen-year-old 
daughter, Amal Ahmed al-Sadah, marry Osama bin Laden in 2000? Well, all I can say is she wasn’t 
getting any younger. 

Maybe I wasn’t the best role model, because, after all, as a teen-ager, I went to my prom with Idi 
Amin. Of course, nowadays everyone remembers Idi only as a demented homicidal despot, but back then 
he was just a kid in a powder-blue tux, offering me a lovely corsage, which I thought was the sweetest 
gesture until I realized that it was made from a human hand. But Idi had such a crush on me and we ruled 
triumphantly as Prom King and Queen, after the other, elected couple disappeared; I was also voted Most 
Popular, Nicest, and Most Likely to Own a Slave. 

The women in my family have always been attracted to powerful men. I once asked my 
grandmother if it was true about her and Hitler, and she got all misty-eyed and murmured, “That was a 
very long time ago, before the little mustache. But we had the best time together, taking long walks, doing 
watercolors, and talking late into the night about how someday he would rename Poland in my honor and 
call it My Really Pretty Girlfriend. He was such a puppy dog, but I have to be honest, when it came to 
writing me love poetry he was no Josef Stalin.” 

My sister was in fact preëngaged to Saddam Hussein, and I hate to say this but she did once tell 
him, “I can’t marry you until you give me a diamond, a condo, and a nuclear warhead.” Things almost 
worked out until the United States invaded Iraq, Saddam went on the lam, and my sister threw up her 
hands and began seeing Kim Jong-il. “I’m sorry,” she told Saddam in an e-mail, “but I need some 
stability.” Personally, I always thought that Kim looked like a chubby flight attendant for a budget airline, 
but as my sister explained, “Every morning, he makes the entire Army chant, ‘We love our Supreme 
Leader and his fiancée is so hot!’ ” 

When Amal first started getting serious about Osama, I cautioned her, saying, “But he already has 
two wives,” to which she replied, “You mean two fat wives.” As a teen-ager, Amal had covered her walls 
with posters of Fidel Castro, Manuel Noriega, and Justin Timberlake, because, as Amal put it, “Justin is 
the tyrant of all media.” We would watch “Friends” together, but when I swooned over David 
Schwimmer, Amal scoffed, “Sure, he’s cute, but where are his ruthless bodyguards?” My mother’s 
favorite program was “The Golden Girls,” because it portrayed an ideal fundamentalist household, 
starring, as my mom would sigh, “that handsome Bea Arthur and his many devoted concubines.” 

When Amal began thinking about marrying Osama I begged her to keep her options open and so 
she began dating Muammar Qaddafi. I was wary of Muammar because, with his curly dyed-black hair 
and his glittery wardrobe, he reminded me of a storefront psychic. But Amal insisted that, when it was 
just the two of them, hiding out from rebel forces in a culvert, he could be quite the charmer and that 
sometimes he’d let her shoot coffee cans with his solid-gold revolver. “It was so romantic,” she confided. 
“I felt like Lynne Cheney!” 

But the heart wants what it wants, and Amal eventually returned to Osama. Her bridal shower 
was a dream and Amal received Kevlar lingerie, some racy photos of women driving, and a gag apron 
printed with the phrase “Tell your other wives to cook.” On her wedding night, Amal wondered aloud, 
“Do you think that I’ll ever get to meet him in person?” But a few weeks later she was flown to an 
undisclosed location and at last began her married life. I felt just like Kris Jenner, the mother of all those 
Kardashian girls. I recently contacted Kris and I asked her, “When your daughter Kim made so many 
mistakes and the entire world turned against her, what did you do?” And Kris responded, with so much 
warmth and wisdom, “All the morning shows.”  
 
-- Paul Rudnick 
 



MASK 
 
The mask means to me: freshness of color, sumptuous decoration, wild unexpected gestures, very shrill 
expressions, exquisite turbulence. 
 
– James Ensor  

                
MILKSHAKES 
 
One of the big fast-food chains was trying to beef up the sales of its milkshakes. These were sophisticated 
marketers. They had developed a profile of the quintessential milkshake customer – actually, I fit right in 
the mold. People like me gave them very clear feedback, and they would improve the milkshakes on those 
dimensions, but this had no impact whosoever on sales or profits. 

We decided to try a different approach, which was to ask, “I wonder what job a customer is trying 
to do when he hires a milkshake?” We stood in one of their restaurants for eighteen hours one day and 
took very careful notes on what time each customer bought a milkshake, what was he wearing, was he 
alone or with other people, did he buy other food with it or just the milkshake, did he drink it in the 
restaurant or go off with it? It turned out that nearly half the milkshakes were sold in the very early 
morning. It was the only thing the person bought, and he was always alone. He always got in his car and 
drove off with it. 

We came back the next day and confronted these people as they came out of the restaurant, 
surreptitiously holding their milkshakes. And we asked them, in language they could understand, “What 
job were you trying to do that caused you to hire that milkshake?” It turned out that they all had the same 
job: they had a long, boring drive to work, and they needed something to do while they were driving. One 
hand had to be on the wheel, but, jeez, somebody gave me another hand and there isn’t anything in it. And 
I’m not hungry yet but I know I’ll be hungry by ten o’clock. So what do I hire? If you promise not to tell 
my wife, I hire doughtnuts a lot, but they crumb all over my clothes and they’re gone too fast. I’ve hired 
bagels, but they’re dry and tasteless, so I have to steer the car with my knees while I put the jelly on, and 
if my phone rings I’m in big trouble. But, let me tell you, this milkshake is so viscous that it takes twenty-
five minutes to suck it up that little straw. And you can turn it sideways and it doesn’t fall out! 

Once you understood what job the customers were trying to get done, how to improve the product 
became clear: you make the milkshake even more viscous. You stir tiny chunks of fruit into it, not to be 
healthy, because they didn’t hire it to be healthy, but to make the commute more unpredictable – they’re 
driving along and – upp! – a lump of fruit. And you move the dispensing machine to the front of the 
counter and give people a prepaid swipe card so they can just gas up and go. 
 
-- Clayton Christensen, author of The Innovator’s Dilemma 
 



MORAL NARRATIVE 
 
The Notre Dame sociologist Christian Smith once summarized the moral narrative told by the American 
left like this: “Once upon a time, the vast majority” of people suffered in societies that were “unjust, 
unhealthy, repressive and oppressive.” These societies were “reprehensible because of their deep-rooted 
inequality, exploitation and irrational traditionalism — all of which made life very unfair, unpleasant and 
short. But the noble human aspiration for autonomy, equality and prosperity struggled mightily against 
the forces of misery and oppression and eventually succeeded in establishing modern, liberal, democratic, 
capitalist, welfare societies.” Despite our progress, “there is much work to be done to dismantle the 
powerful vestiges of inequality, exploitation and repression.” This struggle, as Smith put it, “is the one 
mission truly worth dedicating one’s life to achieving.” 

This is a heroic liberation narrative. For the American left, African-Americans, women and other 
victimized groups are the sacred objects at the center of the story. As liberals circle around these groups, 
they bond together and gain a sense of righteous common purpose. 

Contrast that narrative with one that Ronald Reagan developed in the 1970s and ’80s for 
conservatism. The clinical psychologist Drew Westen summarized the Reagan narrative like this: “Once 
upon a time, America was a shining beacon. Then liberals came along and erected an enormous federal 
bureaucracy that handcuffed the invisible hand of the free market. They subverted our traditional 
American values and opposed God and faith at every step of the way.” For example, “instead of requiring 
that people work for a living, they siphoned money from hard-working Americans and gave it to Cadillac-
driving drug addicts and welfare queens.” Instead of the “traditional American values of family, fidelity 
and personal responsibility, they preached promiscuity, premarital sex and the gay lifestyle” and instead 
of “projecting strength to those who would do evil around the world, they cut military budgets, 
disrespected our soldiers in uniform and burned our flag.” In response, “Americans decided to take their 
country back from those who sought to undermine it.” 

This, too, is a heroic narrative, but it’s a heroism of defense. In this narrative it’s God and country 
that are sacred — hence the importance in conservative iconography of the Bible, the flag, the military 
and the founding fathers. But the subtext in this narrative is about moral order. For social conservatives, 
religion and the traditional family are so important in part because they foster self-control, create moral 
order and fend off chaos. (Think of Rick Santorum’s comment that birth control is bad because it’s “a 
license to do things in the sexual realm that is counter to how things are supposed to be.”) Liberals are the 
devil in this narrative because they want to destroy or subvert all sources of moral order. 

Actually, there’s a second subtext in the Reagan narrative in which liberty is the sacred 
object. Circling around liberty would seem, on its face, to be more consistent with liberalism and 
its many liberation movements than with social conservatism. But here’s where narrative 
analysis really helps. Part of Reagan’s political genius was that he told a single story about 
America that rallied libertarians and social conservatives, who are otherwise strange bedfellows. 
He did this by presenting liberal activist government as the single devil that is eternally bent on 
destroying two different sets of sacred values — economic liberty and moral order. Only if all 
nonliberals unite into a coalition of tribes can this devil be defeated. 
 
-- Jonathan Heidt, “Forget the Money, Follow the Sacredness,” New York Times 
 



NONSENSE 

The impious maintain that nonsense is normal in the Library. They speak of the “feverish Library whose 
chance volumes affirm, negate and confuse everything like a delirious divinity.” In truth, the Library 
includes all verbal structures, all orthographical variations, but not a single example of absolute nonsense. 
Solitary, infinite, useless, incorruptible, secret, the Library is unlimited and cyclical. If an eternal traveler 
were to cross it in any direction, after centuries he would see that the same volumes were repeated in the 
same disorder (which, thus repeated, would be an order: the Order). My solitude is gladdened by this 
elegant hope. 

-- Jorge Luis Borges, “The Library of Babel” 

OLD 

However alert we are, however much we think we know what will happen, antiquity remains an 
unknown, unanticipated galaxy. It is alien, and old people are a separate form of life. They have green 
skin, with two heads that sprout antennae. They can be pleasant, they can be annoying – in the 
supermarket, these old ladies won’t get out of my way – but most important they are permanently other. 
When we turn eighty, we understand that we are extra-terrestrial. If we forget for a moment that we are 
old, we are reminded when we try to stand up, or when we encounter someone young, who appears to 
observe green skin, extra heads, and protuberances.  
 
-- Donald Hall 
 

                                         
 
PESSIMISM 
 
There is immense unthinking cruelty discreetly coiled within the assurance that everyone can discover 
happiness through work and love. It isn’t that these two entities are invariably incapable of delivering 
fulfilment, only that they almost never do so. And when an exception is misrepresented as a rule, our 
individual misfortunes, instead of seeming to us quasi-inevitable aspects of life, will weigh down on us 
like particular curses. In denying the natural place reserved for longing and incompleteness in the human 
lot, the modern world denies us the possibility of consolation for our fractious marriages and our 
unexploited ambitions, and condemns us instead to solitary feelings of shame for having stubbornly failed 
to make more of our lives. 
 
-- Alain de Botton 
 



  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                   Gary Cole, Betty Gilpin, Jenny Bacon, Lois Smith, and Julianne Nicholson in Sam Shepard’s Heartless 
 
PLAYWRITING 
 
Can you recall some of the exercises you used in your workshops? 
 
Some I borrowed from Murray Mednick or Maria Irene Fornés at Padua, and Martin Epstein, too. But 
many are my own. I love to work with found text. I often suggest finding some occupational quarterlies or 
magazines—there used to be a great one called Casket and Sunnyside for the mortuary industry. Real-
estate brochures, magazines about guns and ammo, dog breeding, beekeeping, industrial shoe 
manufacturing. The reason is that these works all contain a very specialized vocabulary. There is a poetry 
to the specificity of these rarefied areas of expertise. I suggest finding one and fashioning a scene or one-
act out of it. You are allowed only 10 percent of your own words. The rest has to be from this brochure on 
Chinese Herbal Remedies. It’s amazing how suddenly that sound of “I-am-writing-a-play” goes away. 

The second exercise is linked to space. To go write the scene sitting in a tree. Or buried up to 
your chest in beach sand, or stretched out under the house by the light of a flashlight. Fornés used to love 
different versions of this. It’s really about listening to your body, in a sense. That a certain discomfort will 
push the brain to say something—and usually not directly. Which is the point. 

The third is to write a short one-act, all interiors, in which you must know the weather without 
anyone ever mentioning it (or entering shaking off their umbrella).  

Another exercise—and I use this all the time—is to have a student read a scene. Then once 
everyone in the class makes their comments, I ask the author to draw a red line through every other 
sentence. Then we re-read it. It’s always better, 100 percent of the time. It’s striking just how much better. 
Suddenly the actor has space—he or she can react, can listen. And it’s amazing how coherent the scene 
remains. Why? Well, as you well know, because the actor is there filling it in. That’s what good actors do. 

But I think really, among my favorites, is to insist that the main character be offstage, though it is 
allowed to hear his or her voice. This is all about getting out of your head. Every time I do one of these 
exercises, I try to emphasize that the writer must let go, stop owning it all. Stop owning any of it. Found 
text and specialized occupational vocabularies also sensitize one to the “sound” of words, of grammar. 
Often a fatal problem for young writers is that everyone sounds the same. And that’s exactly like the 
author.      

      
-- John Steppling, interviewed by Jon Robin Baitz in American Theatre 



POLICE 
 
In America, the policeman is a working-class hero. In England, the policeman is a working-class traitor. 
That’s why there’s such violent names for the police in criminal England—they call them not only the 
filth, the filth, but also the puss. They’re the lowest of the low. When policemen go to prison in England, 
they have as bad a time as a pedophile. The police in America are quite, to my senses, fascistic—you 
know, an immediate end to all humor, end of all human contact. It’s a real assertion of authority in a way 
that’s very rare in England. In England, police are, softly, softly, Now sir, come on sir. It’s a humoring 
voice, not an authoritarian one. But when a riot starts, it’s all off—the law suspended. It’s just the sort of 
thing that happens every now and then. Very hard to see any kind of social protest in it. 
 
-- Martin Amis 
 
 
POPE 
 
When you have seen that flaccid old woman waving his ridiculous fingers over the prostrate multitude & 
have duly felt the picturesqueness of the scene -- & then turn away sickened by its absolute obscenity – 
you may climb the steps of the Capitol & contemplate the equestrian statue of Marcus Aurelius. 
 
-- Henry James in a letter to a friend 
 
 
 
PRAYER 
 
The third great prayer, after Help and Thanks, is Wow! 
 
-- Anne Lamott 
 



                                              
PRESENCE 
 
Compared with generations past, theatre artists today are more likely to commute to rehearsal with 
earphones on, listening to the soundtracks of our lives instead of the voices around us. We send quick, 
pithy texts instead of calling even our best friends. Many of us actors keep our cell phones in our dressing 
rooms and text throughout the play, unable to relinquish “connectedness” for a two-hour stretch even 
while we act – the one thing that purportedly makes us feel the most connected.  
 This isn’t to point a finger. Our generation is accustomed to communicating with multiple people 
simultaneously. We experience it as being hyperconnected to a world community, part of the buzz we get 
from being a Generation Without Borders. And it is wildly attractive. To be connected across state lines, 
time zones, and continents is an achievement we should make use of. 
 But there is a flip-side. As connected as we are globally, we are increasingly cut off from our own 
communities. Our iPod drowns out the person sitting next to us on our commute. We don’t know the 
name of our neighbor on the other side of the wall. We text with our friend across the country rather than 
notice the distinctive way the stranger in front of us holds his cane. While some borders have dissolved, 
new, perhaps subtler, borders have emerged all around us. My call to action for the artists of Generation 
Without Borders is to strengthen our communities. 

To be present. To take the buds out of our ears and listen. To witness and relate to the plights of 
strangers we see in the street. To be moved by a play and share our thoughts with our fellow audience 
members before immediately posting a status update. To look out. To offer up. To volunteer in our 
communities and know who our neighbors are. Let’s embrace what’s best about our new connectedness 
and reject what threatens to make us self-absorbed, distracted and myopic. 

 
-- Amanda Quaid 
 
                                             



PSYCHOTHERAPY 
 
My mind drifts to a conversation I had years ago with a clinical supervisor who said, “Ninety percent of 
this work is having the guts to show up and look at what’s happening without changing the subject.” 
 
-- J. Scott Janssen 

                                                
QUEER AS FOLK 
 
By the second half of the twentieth century folk culture in Britain had become a kind of cargo cult, a 
jumble of disassociated local customs, rituals and superstitions: uncanny relics of the distant, unknowable 
Britain of ancient days. Why, for instance, do sword dancers lock weapons in magical shapes such as the 
pentagram or the six-pointed star, led by a man wearing a fox’s head? What is the straw bear plodding 
round the village of Whittlesey in Cambridgeshire every January? Why do a bunch of nutters black up 
their faces and perform a coconut dance in several Lancashire villages? What possesses people to engage 
in the crazed “furry dance,” singing the “Hal-An-Tow” song, on 6 May at Helton in Cornwall? Why do 
beribboned hobby horses canter round the streets of Padstow and Minehead every May Day, with 
attendant “Gullivers” lunging at onlookers with a giant pair of pincers? The persistence of such rites, and 
the apparent presence of codes, occult symbolism and nature magic in the dances, mummers’ plays and 
balladry of yore, have provided a rich compost for some of the outgrowths of folk in the 1960s and 
afterwards. Even to dip a toe into the world of folklore is to unearth an Other Britain, one composed of 
mysterious fragments and survivals – a rickety bridge to the sweet grass of Albion. As Bert Lloyd 
mentioned, “To our toiling ancestors [these customs] meant everything, and in a queer irrational way they 
can still mean much to us.” 
 
-- Rob Young, Electric Eden 

                                             



  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
RAISING CHILDREN 
 
No culture on earth outside of mid-century suburban America has ever deployed one woman per child 
without simultaneously assigning her such major productive activities as weaving, farming, gathering, 
temple maintenance, and tent building. The reason is that full-time, one-on-one child raising is not good 
for women or children. 

-- Barbara Ehrenreich 
 
Q. Television, especially cartoons, can have an enormous effect on little kids. What do you want 
your young viewers to come away with?  

A. When I was about 7 years old, I built a leprechaun trap out of a cardboard box, a biscuit tin and some 
toilet paper tubes. My mom said: “There’s a flaw. Leprechauns have magic. They might escape.” I asked 
her what to do, and she said: “Whiskey. That’s their weakness.” So she got a shot glass of whiskey for me 
and put it in the biscuit tin. The next morning, a hole had been busted through the tin, the whiskey was 
gone and there was green glitter everywhere. That day, my awesome mom gave me something invaluable 
— a 10th of a second of believing. I’m giving other kids, perhaps, something like that moment.  

-- Alex Hirsch, creator of the TV show Gravity Falls 
 
 



RESPECT  
 
“6 Rules for Respect” 
 
1. Respect is a Gift 
Respect can only be given. You cannot take it. You cannot force it. You cannot extract it. If respect is 
earned, others give it freely. It can’t be faked or falsified. If others give respect, it’s because it was 
genuinely earned. 
 
2. Give First, Then Get 
In order to “get” this gift, you’ve got to first give it! Rarely is respect given to a person, if they don’t first 
give it to others. It’s transparent and can’t be faked. If you genuinely “give” respect to others, you’ll be on 
your way to getting some in return. 
 
3. Listen with all your senses 
One surefire way of respecting others is to genuinely listen. Keep your mind totally blank and simply “be 
there,” presently, open to what they are really saying. Pay attention to their words. To their eyes. To their 
body language. Don’t respond immediately. Just listen. Pause. And consider what this other person is 
really communicating.  
 
4. Restate to be clear 
Restate in your own words what the other person said. There’s so much room for misunderstanding in the 
world today because communication happens so quickly. We try to take a lesson from the slowness of tea 
and find that being slower with communication, and less snappy on the “submit button,” that we are 
clearer and more efficient in the long run. Rephrase what the other person said, in your own words, so 
they are confident you really listened and heard them. 
 
5. Connect 
Take in what the other person is saying and consider what they really want. They might be asking for a 
raise, but they might really be asking for more personal freedom. If you can connect to their deeper needs 
and wants, not just what they’re explicitly saying, you’ll have a chance for a more profound connection 
over implicit needs. These are less obvious and yet more powerful. If you can connect to the feelings, and 
really see where the other person is coming from, they will feel heard, and be more open to listening to 
you, connecting, and ultimately to respecting you. 
 
6. Discuss What Matters 
OK – so you’ve listened and connected and still there’s disagreement? That’s ok! You don’t have to 
always come to agreement or harmony in order to have respect. If you’re fair, open, clear and you truly 
listened and connected – the odds are that respect will flourish. You don’t need to be friends with others 
in order to respect them. Liking is for friends and lovers. Respect is for fostering effective teams that are 
aligned and that achieve huge goals. At work, it’s ideal if we all like each other, but, it’s just not always 
possible. 
 
-- Jesse Jacobs, founder, Samovar Tea Lounge 
 
 
 
 
RIGHT 
 
Americans can always be counted on to do the right thing, after they’ve tried everything else. 
 
-- Winston Churchill 
 
 
 



ROETHKE 
 
Theodore Roethke was a big man, 225 pounds. He was fascinated by gangsters, and he even talked like 
one — he had a deep voice, a growl. He was manic-depressive, and he often drank too much. He wore fur 
coats and drove big cars. As a teacher, he was persuasive and emotional. When he wanted his students to 
write a description of a physical action, he told them to describe what he was about to do, then climbed 
out the window onto a narrow ledge and inched his way around the whole classroom, making faces at 
every window. He insisted students memorize poems so that they would have something to call on when 
they were going through a tough period in life. 
 
-- Writer’s Almanac 
 
SACRIFICE 
 
Any action that is not performed as a sacrifice to God is a source of bondage to this material world. 
Therefore carry out your prescribed duties as a sacrifice, remaining unattached to the results. 
 
-- The Bhagavad-Gita 
 

 
 
To proceed toward wholeness and manifest the promise only you can bring to the world, you must 
investigate your shadow. It contains values and perspectives needed to round out your conscious 
personality. It contains personal powers you’ll need when you befriend or wrestle with the inner and outer 
dragons and angels encountered on your soul journey.  
 In the encounter with shadow, your conscious personality will sometimes be overwhelmed or 
shattered. Your ego might experience a death, but it will thereby be enabled to later rise from the ashes 
like a phoenix endowed with new powers…. 
 Before being reclaimed, the negative elements of the shadow appear to the ego as disagreeable 
and frightening. They show up as scary dreamworld characters and as dayworld people onto whom we 
project our own negative qualities, such as greediness, cowardice, rage, weakness, arrogance, or cruelty. 
We project our negative shadow onto nature, too: hairy beasts, dark forests, swamps, tornadoes, bats, 
snakes, and volcanoes. Yet the negative shadow possesses beneficial attributes we need in order to 
mature. Without these qualities, our personalities remain unbalanced, fragmented, or otherwise 
incomplete…. 
 The positive qualities of our shadow – qualities we would consider virtuous, elevated, or 
otherwise exemplary – are also projected onto others. These are the exemplary traits we see in others but 
can hardly imagine for ourselves. 
 Often we discover our shadow holds something sacred: our deepest passion. This may be a 
longing to dance, to create magic, to sing in public, or to love with abandon. Donna Medeiros, a teacher at 
an alternative high school, says that when we are young, we name our passion something else -- so we 
can suppress it. We name it foolish, selfish, odd, crazy, or evil. This misnaming protects us from social 
injury, from being rejected or marginalized by our family or peers. Donna knows this not only from her 
own story but also from her daily classroom experience with teenagers whom she guides through the 
process of self-reclamation. When awareness of their passion begins to return, they don’t recognize it at 
first because it had been mislabeled. 
 
-- Bill Plotkin, Soulcraft 



SONDHEIM 
 
Q: What was it like working with Sondheim then and now? 
 
When I worked on the first version of Marry Me a Little, his position in the world of theater was very 
different; a lot of people criticized his work for its purported coldness, lack of melodic rewards, technical 
virtuosity over natural beauty. All of those people have died and burned in hell, and he is now generally 
held to be the finest practitioner of his art in the last 50 years.  
 
-- Craig Lucas, interviewed on the occasion of reviving his 1980 Sondheim musical  
 
SONG  
 
Every heart sings a song, incomplete, until another heart whispers back. Those who wish to sing always 
find a song. At the touch of a lover, everyone becomes a poet. 
 
― Plato 
 
SOUL AND SPIRIT 
 
The upward and downward journeys support one another. Although distinct – even opposite – they are the 
two halves of a single path toward fulfillment and wholeness. While either journey alone is better than 
neither, the two together constitute a more complete spirituality. 

Although opposite in one sense, soul and spirit are not in any way opposed to one another. They 
are – to borrow a phrase employed by depth psychologist James Hillman – “two polar forces of one and 
the same power.” We might call that one power the transpersonal, the sacred, or the Great Mystery. Spirit 
is the mystery of the One, of the Light, of eternal life. Soul is the mystery of the unique and the infinitely 
diverse, of the underworld and depth, of the dark and of death. 

Soul shows us how we, as individuals, are different (in a community-affirming way) from 
everybody else. Spirit shows us how we are no different from anything else, how we are one with all that 
exists. 

In relation to spirit, everyone has the same lessons to learn; for example, compassion and loving-
kindness toward all beings, as Buddhism teaches. Our relationship to spirit makes possible the experience 
and expression of such universal transpersonal qualities as unconditional love, perennial wisdom, and 
healing power.  

In relation to soul, we each have lessons as qualities as unique as our fingerprints. Hillman 
expresses the distinction between soul and spirit in delightfully and characteristically irreverent terms:  
“Soul likes intimacy; spirit is uplifting. Soul gets hairy; spirit is bald. Spirit sees, even in the dark; soul 
feels its way, step by step, or needs a dog. Spirit shoots arrows; soul takes them in the chest. William 
James and D. H. Lawrence said it best. Spirit likes wholes; soul likes eaches. But they need each other 
like sadists need masochists and vice versa.” 
 
-- Bill Plotkin, Soulcraft 
 
STELLA 

Stella Adler was a grande dame of the theater. I never met anyone remotely like her. With her mid-
Atlantic accent, she was once mistaken by a London shopkeeper for English. “No,” she replied, “just 
affected.” And at a New York cocktail party, she once made a sweeping entrance that brought a hush to 
the room. A little girl turned to her mother and asked in an awed whisper, “Mommy, is that God?” I 
understand how the little girl felt. All Stella’s students would. 

– Peter Bogdanovich 
 
 



 
 
SUPERSIZING 
 
In an era of political polarization, Michael Bloomberg has the rare ability to come up with policies that 
enrage everyone. His latest pet project—banning large sodas, as a way of fighting obesity in New York—
has been ridiculed by both Jon Stewart and John Boehner. And a recent Board of Health hearing on the 
plan saw Democratic and Republican politicians alike lining up to attack the idea, which would prohibit 
restaurants, delis, sports arenas, movie theatres, and food carts from selling any soft drinks larger than 
sixteen ounces. Critics dismiss the ban as yet another expression of Bloomberg’s nanny-state mentality 
and as a “feel-good placebo” that’s doomed to fail. They’re right that the ban is blatantly paternalist. But 
that doesn’t mean it won’t work. 

It’s true that the ban will be easy to circumvent: if you want to drink thirty-two ounces, you can 
just buy two sixteen-ounce servings. But Bloomberg’s proposal makes clever use of what economists call 
“default bias.” If you offer a choice in which one option is seen as a default, most people go for that 
default option. People who are automatically enrolled in a retirement plan, for instance, are more likely to 
stay with their original plan than those who choose plans for themselves. In countries where people have 
to choose to be an organ donor, most people aren’t donors; in countries where people have to actively say 
they don’t want to be an organ donor, most are donors. The soda ban makes sixteen ounces or less the 
default option for soda drinkers; if they want more, they’ll have to make an extra effort. 

An executive at the American Beverage Association has dismissed the plan, saying that “150 
years of research finds that people consume what they want.” Actually, the research shows that what 
people “want” has a lot to do with how choices are framed. In one well-known study, researchers put a 
bowl of M&M’s on the concierge desk of an apartment building, with a scoop attached and a sign below 
that said “Eat Your Fill.” On alternating days, the experimenters changed the size of the scoop—from a 
tablespoon to a quarter-cup scoop, which was four times as big. If people really ate just “what they want,” 
the amount they ate should have remained roughly the same. But scoop size turned out to matter a lot: 
people consumed much more when the scoop was big. This suggests that most of us don’t have a fixed 
idea of how much we want; instead, we look to outside cues—like the size of a package or cup—to 
instruct us. And since the nineteen-seventies the portion sizes offered by food companies and restaurants 
have grown significantly larger. In 1974, the biggest drink McDonald’s offered was twenty-one ounces. 
Today, that’s roughly the size of a “small” drink at Burger King. In effect, the scoops have got bigger, 
and consumption has risen accordingly. 

Of course, if you don’t want the large soda, you needn’t order it. Yet the mere existence of the 
supersize can change your idea of how much you want to drink. In a classic experiment by Itamar 
Simonson and Amos Tversky, people asked to choose between a cheap camera and a pricier one with 
more features were divided more or less equally between the two options. But when a third option—a 
fancy, very expensive camera—was added to the mix most people went for the mid-range camera. The  



very expensive camera made the middle one seem less extravagant. In the same way, the fact that a large 
soda is now forty ounces makes a twenty-ounce soda feel sensible. Bloomberg’s ban is designed to flip 
this effect on its head: if the largest soda you can order is sixteen ounces, a can of Coke may start to seem 
like more than enough. Some food researchers doubt that this will work, since so many of us are used to 
the idea of large servings. But even our experience of feeling satiated is highly malleable. In one 
experiment, people ate meals of dramatically different sizes in the dark, and those who were given much 
less food did not feel hungrier than the others or rate their meals as much smaller. So once people have a 
few sixteen-ounce drinks they may find that sixteen ounces is plenty. 

Many economists would say that, if we want to discourage soda consumption, taxing it—the way 
we do alcohol and tobacco—would be more efficient than a ban. Some European countries do have such 
taxes, but the idea has been a political non-starter in New York. In any case, perhaps the most cunning 
aspect of Bloomberg’s proposed ban is that it would function as a kind of stealth tax on consumption, 
while leaving average-sized sodas untouched. Currently, on a per-ounce basis, large drinks are much 
cheaper than smaller ones—which encourages people to supersize. The soda ban should shift this. Two 
sixteen-ounce servings are bound to be more expensive than one thirty-two-ounce serving, which creates 
another disincentive to drink more. 

If all this sounds as if New York’s soda consumers were about to become the subjects of an 
elaborate social-science experiment designed to reshape their behavior and desires, well, that’s kind of 
true. But then we’ve been the subject of just such an experiment, run by beverage and fast-food 
companies, for the past forty years. If Bloomberg has his way, we may start feeling like we’re white rats 
in a maze, but at least there’s a good chance we’ll be thinner rats. 
 
-- James Surowiecki, The New Yorker, August 13, 2012 

 
TAXES 
 
Taxes are what we pay for civilized society, for modernity, and for prosperity. The wealthy pay more 
because they have benefited more. Taxes, well laid and well spent, insure domestic tranquility, provide 
for the common defense, and promote the general welfare. Taxes protect property and the environment; 
taxes make business possible. Taxes pay for roads and schools and bridges and police and teachers. Taxes 
pay for doctors and nursing homes and medicine. During an emergency, like an earthquake or a hurricane, 
taxes pay for rescue workers, shelters, and services. For people whose lives are devastated by other kinds 
of disaster, like the disaster of poverty, taxes pay, even, for food. 
 What’s surprising, given how much money and passion have been spent to defeat a broad-based, 
progressive income tax over the past century, and how poorly it has been defended, is that it has endured 
– testimony, perhaps, to American’s abiding sense of fairness. Taxes are a pact. That pact needs 
renewing. 
 
-- Jill Lepore 
 



THEATER 
 
I think the American theater reflects America now, as everything that happens is beginning to reflect 
America — one-percent America. The fact is that our values have somehow gotten very skewed, and 
we’ve gone back — if we ever left it — to the notion that success is the highest value in this country. Not 
integrity, not quality, not intelligence, not spirit, not soul. Success, financial success. And this is a 
heartbreaker because this country was unlike any country, with the possible exception of ancient Greece; 
it had the chance to approach an ideal state, and it’s gone. We’ve lost it. Success seems to be the one 
criterion of achievement. 
 
-- Robert Brustein 
 
 
TRAVEL 

           
 



TRAUMA 
 
The trauma doesn’t “sit” in the verbal, understanding part of the brain but in much deeper regions of the 
brain – amygdale, hippocampus, hypothalamus, brain stem – which are only marginally affected by 
thinking and cognition. People process their trauma from the bottom up – body to mind – not top down. 
To do effective therapy we need to do things that change the way people regulate these core functions, 
which probably can’t be done by words and language. 
 
-- Bessel van der Kolk 
 
TRUTH 
 
Candor ends paranoia. 
 
-- Allen Ginsberg 
 
 

UNDERPARENTING 

The helicopter parent is taking ever-heavier fire. American mothers and fathers, at once too involved in 
their children’s development and too lenient in dispensing discipline, stand accused of creating some of 
“the most indulged young people in the history of the world,” as Elizabeth Kolbert put it in The New 
Yorker earlier this month. Resources for Infant Educarers (RIE), a burgeoning hands-off parenting 
movement with California roots and classes at two Manhattan locations, offers a kind of corrective 
therapy. Here, five things I learned not to do in my underparenting course:  

1. Underestimate my daughter’s ability to sit still when she’s got a banana in her sights. RIE classes 
consist largely of uninterrupted, self-directed play for the children and anxious onlooking by their parents. 
Instructors often conclude sessions by serving the children a snack of banana and water, requiring them to 
sit still on the floor (unrestrained!) before getting their share. As my daughter spends most of her meals 
climbing in and out of her high chair, smearing her chicken nuggets all over my clothing, I’m shocked to 
see her wait her turn while two other kids get their food ahead of her.  



2. Tell my daughter to share the plastic hair curler that a little boy is trying to take from her and to 
which she is now clinging maniacally. RIE calls for letting kids resolve their own disputes (barring 
physical violence). “If every time adults jump in and bring in their version of what is right, the children 
learn either to depend on them or defy them,” writes RIE founder Magda Gerber. While I sometimes 
worry my daughter will grow to be a selfish, friendless 5-year-old, it’s a relief to skip explaining the 
concept of sharing to a baffled toddler. At least during the classes—out in the world, I get dirty looks 
from parents for ignoring such a widely held social norm. 

3. Rush to comfort my daughter when an older child pushes a plastic milk crate into her face. RIE 
advises parents to give their kids a moment to recover on their own before swooping in with kisses and 
cuddles. It also discourages parents from saying “You’re okay” or distracting children from their pain—
my preferred technique is to grab a shiny toy and jiggle it in front of her—lest they learn that 
experiencing emotions is a bad thing. 

4. Let my daughter use me as a jungle gym, even though she really, really wants to. The RIE 
approach to discipline is simple: Set reasonable, consistent rules and stick to them even if they’re 
unpopular with those expected to abide by them. “It is not the best thing to try to keep your children 
happy all the time,” writes Gerber. “That is not the way life is.”  

5. Rescue my daughter from a stair-climbing toy when she realizes that crawling down the stairs is 
harder than crawling up them. RIE teaches that giving children the chance to solve their own problems 
makes them feel confident and competent. (Gerber: “The more often we have mastered a minute 
difficulty, the more capable we feel the next time.”) It’s both tedious and scary to watch my daughter 
attempt fifteen different methods of descent from the contraption she is now sitting precariously atop, but 
an RIE associate cuts me off when I reflexively move to intervene. My daughter, for her part, looks 
awfully proud of herself when she finally finds her own way down.  

-- Dwyer Gunn, New York Magazine 
 
VALENTINES 
 

  



VICTIM 
 
“Victim” describes a specific moment in time, not a permanent self-definition. 
 
-- Dusty Miller 

                           
VOTING 
 
Some people in the media act like Washington is some autonomous entity that’s operating with no 
connection to the public. I had a woman stop me the other day, she said, “I’m very angry about Congress. 
What are you guys doing?” I said, “Who’s your Congressman?” “Oh, I don’t know.” “Well, see, I vote 
for me, I’m happy with me. What are you blaming me for the people you vote for?” 
 
-- Barney Frank, interviewed for New York magazine 
 
Voters are basically lazy, basically uninterested in making an effort to understand what we’re talking 
about…Reason requires a higher degree of discipline, of concentration; impression is easier. Reason 
pushes the viewer back, it assaults him, it demands that he agree or disagree; impression can envelop him, 
invite him in, without making an intellectual demand. . . . When we argue with him we demand that he 
make the effort of replying. We seek to engage his intellect, and for most people this is the most difficult 
work of all. The emotions are more easily roused, closer to the surface, more malleable. 
 
-- William Gavin, advisor to Richard Nixon in 1956 
 
 
WHAT COUNTS 
 
It is not the critic who counts, nor the man who points out how the strong man stumbled, or where the 
doer of deeds could have done them better. The credit belongs to the man who is actually in the arena; 
whose face is marred by dust and sweat and blood; who strives valiantly; who errs and comes short again 
and again; who knows the great enthusiasms, the great devotions, and spends himself in a worthy cause; 
Who, at the best, knows in the end the triumph of high achievement; and who, at the worst, at least fails 
while daring greatly. 
 
-- Theodore Roosevelt 



WORK 
 
“The Real Work” 
 
It may be that when we no longer know what to do 
we have come to our real work, 
 
and that when we no longer know which way to go 
we have come to our real journey. 
 
The mind that is not baffled is not employed. 
 
The impeded stream is the one that sings.  
 
-- Wendell Berry 
 
WRITING 
 
I think the single best line of advice I ever heard on being a parent, a writer, a seeker, an anything, is 
something the great E. L. Doctorow said years and years ago, that writing is like driving at night with the 
headlights on: you can only see a little ways in front of you but you can make the whole journey this way. 
This may not be verbatim, but for me it has rung true in every area of my life. 
 
-- Anne Lamott 
 
A writer is someone for whom writing is more difficult than it is for other people. 
 
-- Thomas Mann 
 
I still find that I censor myself for whatever reason – maybe it’s too personal, too risky, something you 
think might get a bad review. I do a lot of talking to myself when I’m writing – usually I have a separate 
document open on my computer which is just my internal monologue about what the play is about, what 
the characters are doing, or just frustrated self-criticism. I find that helps because when I’m forcing 
myself to type every thought I have, no matter how insignificant or banal, then suddenly I’m not deciding 
what to type, I’m just recording thoughts. Again, it’s about getting out of my own way. 
 
-- playwright Samuel D. Hunter, interview by Caridad Svich in American Theatre 
 

                          
 



X 

 

 

 



YEAR IN REVIEW 
 

         Once’s Cristin Miliotti and Steve Kazee                                                                  Gob Squad’s Kitchen 

         James Corden (One Man Two Guv’nors);   Untitled Feminist Show; Colin Donnell and Elizabeth Stanley (Merrily We Roll Along) 

    
 

  
                          Beasts of the Southern Wild                                                                                Moonrise Kingdom 



What was 2012’s defining cultural moment or phenomenon? 
Nothing I saw or read approached the Republican-primary debates. I still can’t get over front-runner 
Michele Bachmann, and then front-runner Rick Perry, and then front-runner Newt Gingrich, and then 
front-runner Little Ricky Santorum … These stumblebums, along with that dwarf among dwarves, Mitt 
Romney, nonetheless haunted my dreams. 
 
-- David Edelstein, New York  
 
TOP THEATER OF 2012  
 
I saw fewer shows this year than I usually do, so this list can’t claim 
to be any kind of comprehensive overview. 
 
1. ONCE – my favorite Broadway show of the season lodged in my 
heart as firmly as recent winners Spring Awakening and Fela!, 
thanks to the beautiful staging by John Tiffany and Steven Hoggett 
and a terrific cast headed by Steve Kazee. 
 
2. UNCLE VANYA – it’s never been my favorite Chekhov play but 
Sam Gold and Annie Baker’s intimate version at Soho Rep (with the 
actors sitting among the audience) knocked me out. Among the 
strong ensemble cast, Maria Dizzia lingers in my memory. 
 
3. ROMAN TRAGEDIES – the theme of audiences invited to share the stage with actors continued with 
Ivo van Hove and Toneelgroep Amsterdam’s intellectually ambitious and theatrically inventive back-to-
back performances of Coriolanus, Julius Caesar, and Antony and Cleopatra at BAM’s Next Wave 
Festival. 
 
4. HEARTLESS – Sam Shepard gave us an astonishingly free and weird new play. I had mixed feelings 
about Daniel Aukin’s direction and leading man Gary Cole but the otherwise female cast was pretty 
incredible (Lois Smith! Jenny Bacon!). 
 
5. VANYA AND SONIA AND MASHA AND SPIKE – another beloved playwright gave himself 
fantastic permission to mash up Chekhov’s plays with contemporary life in Bucks County, providing 
Kristine Nielsen with another bravura comic turn. 
 
6. ONE MAN, TWO GUV’NORS – Nicholas Hytner’s lavish, sure-handed staging of The Servant with 
Two Masters adapted to early ‘60s Britain gave us the delightful lead performance by endearingly 
understated James Corden. 
 
7. TURBULENCE – Keith Hennessy and his San Francisco-based Circo Zero brought to New York Live 
Arts this chaotic and compelling spectacle addressing the economy by exploring failure as a performance. 
 
8. GOB SQUAD’S KITCHEN – another intricately audience-interactive piece at the Public Theater 
riffing off of Andy Warhol’s everybody-can-be-a-star philosophy. 
 
9. LA MAMA CANTATA – Elizabeth Swados’s dense, funny, and moving tribute to the late great Ellen 
Stewart. 
 
10.  UNTITLED FEMINIST SHOW – inveterate genre-buster Young Jean Lee’s piece at the Kitchen 
remains memorable and not just for a stage full of skyclad women. 
 
HONORABLE MENTIONS: Cynthia Nixon in the revival of Wit; Audra McDonald in the otherwise 
unimpressive Porgy and Bess; James Lapine’s staging of Merrily We Roll Along at City Center with 
terrific performances by Colin Donnell, Celia Keenan-Bolger, and Elizabeth Stanley; and Denis O’Hare 
in his own adaptation of An Iliad at New York Theater Workshop. 



 
SOME OTHER CULTURAL HIGHLIGHTS (no special order): 
 
1. Alison Kleyman’s documentary Ai Weiwei: Never Sorry 
2. Wu Tsang’s documentary Wildness at the Whitney Biennial 
3. A good year for documentaries, especially historicizing the AIDS crisis – on the heels of We Were 
Here, there were Jim Hubbard and Sarah Schulman’s United in Anger and David France’s How to Survive 
a Plague, two different and strong portraits of ACT UP 
4. Louis C.K.’s series Louie has hooked me the way TV rarely does 
5. The child actors in Beasts of the Southern Wild and Moonrise Kingdom 
6. Ann Hamilton’s installation The event of a thread at Park Avenue Armory 

  
7. All the amazing runners, swimmers, and gymnasts competing at the London Olympics – Gabby 
Douglas! Michael Phelps! Dani Leyva! Yordan Yovchev! 
8. The re-election of President Obama 
9. Steven Spielberg and Tony Kushner’s Lincoln 
10. Brazil 

                         
PLAYLIST (an iTunes-friendly conglomerate of 2012 favorites): 
 
“Do It with a Rockstar,” Amanda Palmer (Theatre is Evil) 
“Je Suis Rick Springfield,” Jonathan Coulton (Artificial Heart) 
“I Fink U Freeky,” Die Antwoord (Ten$ion) 
“Let’s Have a Kiki,” Scissor Sisters (Magic Hour) 
“F*** Yeah (Seamus Haji Remix),” Scissor Sisters  
“Shady Love (Seamus Haji Remix),” Scissor Sisters 
“Mutual Core,” Bjork (Biophilia) 
“Lotus Flower,” Radiohead (The King of Limbs) 
“Swing Lo Magellan,” Dirty Projectors (Swing Lo Magellan) 
“Elliptical” and “Shirk,” Me’Shell Ndegeocello (The World Has Made Me the Man of my Dreams) 
“Living a Lie,” Aimee Mann with James Mercer (Charmer) 
“Dues” and “Let the Wind Carry Me,” Justin Vivian Bond (Silver Wells) 
“Subete No Hito No Kokoro Ni Hanna O,” Shoukichi Kina with Ry Cooder 
“Falling Slowly,” Steve Kazee and Cristin Milotti (Once OCR) 
“Gold (A Cappella),” Once cast (Once OCR)  
 
 



YOUR DANCE 
 
Harley Swift Deer, a Native American teacher, says that each of us has a survival dance and a sacred 
dance, but the survival dance must come first. Our survival dance, a foundational component of self-
reliance, is what we do for a living – our way of supporting ourselves physically and economically. For 
most people, this means a paid job. For members of a religious community like a monastery, it means 
social or spiritual labors that contribute to the community’s well-being. For others, it means creating a 
home and raising children, finding a patron for one’s art, or living as a hunter or gatherer. Everybody has 
to have a survival dance. Finding or creating one is our first task upon leaving our parents’ or guardians’ 
home. 
 Once you have your survival dance established, you can wander, inwardly and outwardly, 
searching for clues to your sacred dance, the work you were born to do. This work may have no relation 
to your job. Your sacred dance sparks your greatest fulfillment and extends your truest service to others. 
You know you’ve found it when there’s little else you’d rather be doing. Getting paid for it is 
superfluous. You would gladly pay others, if necessary, for the opportunity. 

Hence, the importance of self-reliance, not merely of the economic kind implied by a survival 
dance but also of the social, psychological, and spiritual kinds. To find your sacred dance, after all, you 
will need to take significant risks. You might need to move against the grain of your family and friends. 
By honing psychological self-reliance, you will find it easier to keep focused on your goals in the face of 
resistance or incomprehension, initial failure or setbacks, or economic or organizational obstacles. And 
spiritual self-reliance will maintain your connection with deeper truths and what you’ve learned about 
how the world works. 

 
-- Bill Plotkin, Soulcraft 
 
 
ZADIE SMITH 
 
Many of the men Natalie Blake became involved with after Rodney Banks were as socioeconomially and 
culturally alien to her as Frank was, and far less attractive, but still she didn’t approach Frank, nor did he 
approach her, despite their keen awareness of each other. A poetic way of putting this would be to say, 
“There was an inevitability about the road toward each other which encouraged meandering along the 
way.” 
 
-- Zadie Smith, NW 

                                                                     



   

                                                    
 
2012 THANKS TO 
 
JONATHAN ARNOLD * MARCIO BAPTISTA * ÞórHALLA GUðMUNDSDóTTiR BECK AND 
FINN * SHEILA BELANGER * MICHAEL BENDER * GLENN BERGER * MISHA BERSON * 
COLLIN BROWN * RANDALL CHAMBERLAIN * ROZ CHAST * MICHAEL COHEN * NICK 
COHN * DAVID COLEMAN * LIAM CUNNINGHAM * TOM DENNISON * ERIC DIAMOND * 
MATT DREYFUSS * KAI EHRHARDT * FACEBOOK * HARRY FADDIS * STUART FRANKEL * 
GAMELAN KUSUMA LARAS * HOWARD GROTHE * DAVID HAIMAN * KEITH HENNESSY * 
STEPHEN HOLDEN* ANDY HOLTZMAN * ROB JAMES * JEAN KEENER * TIM KINCAID * 
JONATHAN LERNER * SCOTT LYLE * JOE MARTIN * MICHAEL MELE * BRIAN MOYLAN * 
CRAIG MURRAY * THE NEW YORKER * DAVE NIMMONS * HUNG NGUYEN * DARREN 
POLITO * GEORGE RUSSELL * IRA SACHS * BEN SEAMAN * ALLEN SIEWERT * CARLOS 
SIFFERT * STEPHEN SOBA * ANNE STEBINGER * JOHN SULLIVAN * JOHN DAVID WERNER 
* CAROLYN WHITAKER * ANDY WILLETT * WORDPRESS * DAVID ZINN 
 
 
RIP 
 
FRED ABREU * REMY CHARLIP * NORA EPHRON * CESARIA EVORA * JACK FERTIG * 
MARVIN HAMLISCH * VACLAV HAVEL * WHITNEY HOUSTON * RICHARD ISAY * ETTA 
JAMES * HOWARD KISSEL * FRED NEUMANN * MARK O’DONNELL * PEPITA GIUSEPPINA 
RADICATI DI BROZOLO (AKA THE CONTESSA) * DAVID RAKOFF * DONNA SUMMER * 
GORE VIDAL 
 

     
Jack Fertig                                                                                                Fred Abreu 
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