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ACTIVISM 
 

We use the terms “demonstration” and “protest” interchangeably, at our own peril, like we 
interchangeably use the terms “mobilizing” and “organizing.” A protest is organizing people for a 
prolonged campaign that forces racist power to change a policy A demonstration is mobilizing people 
momentarily to publicize a problem…The most effective protests create an environment whereby 
changing the racist policy becomes in power’s self-interest, like desegregating businesses because the sit-
ins are driving away customers, like increasing wages to restart production, like giving teachers raises to 
resume schooling, like passing a law to attract a well-organized force of donors or voters. But it is difficult 
to create that environment, since racist power makes laws that illegalize most protest threats. Organizing 
and protesting are much harder and more impactful than mobilizing and demonstrating. Seizing power 
is much harder than protesting power and demonstrating its excesses. 
 

--Ibram X. Kendi, How to Be an Antiracist  
 

                    
 
You understood the dangers of American policing, the criminalization of Black, native, 
and brown people, 50 years ago. Your activism and your scholarship has always been 
inclusive of class and race and gender and sexuality. It seems we’re at a critical mass 
where a majority of people are finally able to hear and to understand the concepts that 
you’ve been talking about for decades. Is that satisfying or exhausting after all this time? 
I don’t think about it as an experience that I’m having as an individual. I think about it as a collective 
experience, because I would not have made those arguments or engaged in those kinds of activisms if 
there were not other people doing it. One of the things that some of us said over and over again is that 
we’re doing this work. Don’t expect to receive public credit for it. It’s not to be acknowledged that we do 
this work. We do this work because we want to change the world. If we don’t do the work continuously 
and passionately, even as it appears as if no one is listening, if we don’t help to create the conditions of 
possibility for change, then a moment like this will arrive and we can do nothing about it. As Bobby 
Seale said, we will not be able to “seize the time.” This is a perfect example of our being able to seize this 
moment and turn it into something that’s radical and transformative. 
 



One of the things that you’ve talked about that I hold on to is about diversity and 
inclusion. In many industries, especially the entertainment industry where I work, those 
are buzzwords. But I see them in the way that you taught me during our conversation for 
13th. These are reform tactics, not change tactics. The diversity and inclusion office of 
the studio, of the university, of whatever organization, is not the quick fix. 
Absolutely. Virtually every institution seized upon that term, “diversity.” And I always ask, “Well, where 
is justice here?” Are you simply going to ask those who have been marginalized or subjugated to come 
inside of the institution and participate in the same process that led precisely to their marginalization? 
Diversity and inclusion without substantive change, without radical change, accomplishes nothing. 
       “Justice” is the key word. How do we begin to transform the institutions themselves? How do we 
change this society? We don’t want to be participants in the exploitation of capitalism. We don’t want to 
be participants in the marginalization of immigrants. And so there has to be a way to think about the 
connection among all of these issues and how we can begin to imagine a very different kind of society. 
That is what “defund the police” means. That is what “abolish the police” means…. 
       We haven’t been talking a lot about that period of Occupy. I think that when we look at how social 
movements develop, Occupy gave us new vocabularies. We began to talk about the 1 percent and the 99 
percent. And I think that has something to do with the protests today. We should be very explicit about 
the fact that global capitalism is in large part responsible for mass incarceration and the prison industrial 
complex, as it is responsible for the migrations that are happening around the world. Immigrants are 
forced to leave their homelands because the system of global capitalism has made it impossible to live 
human lives. That is why they come to the U.S., that is why they come to Europe, seeking better lives. 

--Angela Davis, interviewed by Ava DuVernay in Vanity Fair 

AFROFUTURISM 
 
Right now, it’s Lil Uzi Vert being happy with orange 
locs, Erykah Badu doulaing, Octavia Butler’s voice, 
Stacey Abrams being president and punching Trump 
out the Oval seat, black people getting passports and 
hanging out in Africa, black queer lovers holding 
hands while the pastor smiles, George Clinton’s 
sunglasses in 1974, Prince’s eyeliner in Under the Cherry 
Moon, black bodies walking away alive after a police 
stop, Tierra Whack and Ari Lennox joking on 
Twitter, black kings in nail polish, Lupita’s 
performance in Us. It looks like an orgasm and the big 
bang happening while skydiving as Grace Jones 
smiles. 
 
--Janelle Monáe 
 
 
                                                   
 
 

    Jacolby Satterwhite’s Room for Doubt 
  



 

 



 
 

On July 9, following the example of Washington DC Mayor Muriel Bowser, NYC Mayor Bill DeBlasio had BLACK LIVES 
MATTER painted on Fifth Avenue directly in front of Trump Tower. It immediately became a sight for celebratory photo 
ops. A week later it had already been defaced (above right); by mid-October it had been defaced and repainted many times 

(below left). 
 

 



 
ALCOHOL 
 
The sway of alcohol over mankind is unquestionably due to its power to stimulate the mystical faculties 
of human nature, usually crushed to earth by the cold facts and dry criticisms of the sober hour. Sobriety 
diminishes, discriminates and says no; drunkenness expands, unites and says yes. It is in fact the great 
exciter of the Yes function in man. It brings its votary from the chill periphery of things to the radiant 
core. It makes him for the moment one with truth. Not through mere perversity do men run after it. To 
the poor and the unlettered it stands in the place of symphony concerts and of literature. It is part of the 
deeper mystery and tragedy of life that whiffs and gleams of something that we immediately recognize as 
excellent should be vouchsafed to so many of us only in the fleeting earlier stages of what in its totality is 
so degrading a poison. The drunken consciousness is one bit of the mystic consciousness, and our total 
opinion of it must find its place in our opinion of that larger whole. 
 
--William James, Varieties of Religious Experience  
 

 



AMERICA 
 
Let America be America again. 
Let it be the dream it used to be. 
Let it be the pioneer on the plain 
Seeking a home where he himself is free. 
 

(America never was America to me.) 
 

Let America be the dream the dreamers dreamed— 
Let it be that great strong land of love 
Where never kings connive nor tyrants scheme 
That any man be crushed by one above. 
 

(It never was America to me.) 
 

O, let my land be a land where Liberty 
Is crowned with no false patriotic wreath, 
But opportunity is real, and life is free, 
Equality is in the air we breathe. 
 

(There's never been equality for me, 
Nor freedom in this "homeland of the free.") 
 

Say, who are you that mumbles in the dark? 
And who are you that draws your veil across the stars? 
 

I am the poor white, fooled and pushed apart, 
I am the Negro bearing slavery's scars. 
I am the red man driven from the land, 
I am the immigrant clutching the hope I seek— 
And finding only the same old stupid plan 
Of dog eat dog, of mighty crush the weak. 
 

I am the young man, full of strength and hope, 
Tangled in that ancient endless chain 
Of profit, power, gain, of grab the land! 
Of grab the gold! Of grab the ways of satisfying need! 
Of work the men! Of take the pay! 
Of owning everything for one's own greed! 
I am the farmer, bondsman to the soil. 
I am the worker sold to the machine. 
I am the Negro, servant to you all. 
I am the people, humble, hungry, mean— 
Hungry yet today despite the dream. 
Beaten yet today—O, Pioneers! 
I am the man who never got ahead, 
The poorest worker bartered through the years. 
 

Yet I'm the one who dreamt our basic dream 
In the Old World while still a serf of kings, 
Who dreamt a dream so strong, so brave, so true, 
That even yet its mighty daring sings 
In every brick and stone, in every furrow turned 
That's made America the land it has become. 



O, I'm the man who sailed those early seas 
In search of what I meant to be my home— 
For I'm the one who left dark Ireland's shore, 
And Poland's plain, and England's grassy lea, 
And torn from Black Africa's strand I came 
To build a "homeland of the free." 
 

The free? 
 

Who said the free? Not me? 
Surely not me? The millions on relief today? 
The millions shot down when we strike? 
The millions who have nothing for our pay? 
For all the dreams we've dreamed 
And all the songs we've sung 
And all the hopes we've held 
And all the flags we've hung, 
The millions who have nothing for our pay— 
Except the dream that's almost dead today. 
 

O, let America be America again— 
The land that never has been yet— 
And yet must be—the land where every man is free. 
The land that's mine—the poor man's, Indian's, Negro's, ME— 
Who made America, 
Whose sweat and blood, whose faith and pain, 
Whose hand at the foundry, whose plow in the rain, 
Must bring back our mighty dream again. 
 

Sure, call me any ugly name you choose— 
The steel of freedom does not stain. 
From those who live like leeches on the people's lives, 
We must take back our land again, 
America! 
 

O, yes, 
I say it plain, 
America never was America to me, 
And yet I swear this oath— 
America will be! 
 

Out of the rack and ruin of our gangster death, 
The rape and rot of graft, and stealth, and lies, 
We, the people, must redeem 
The land, the mines, the plants, the rivers. 
The mountains and the endless plain— 
All, all the stretch of these great green states— 
And make America again! 
 
--Langston Hughes 
 
  



AROUSAL 

Jack Morin’s “erotic equation” is relatively 
straightforward: attraction + obstacles = 
excitement…Because each individual’s history is 
unique, different obstacles heighten arousal for 
each of us – at least up to a point. [In his book The 
Erotic Mind] Morin argues that there are “four 
cornerstones of eroticism,” or existential sources of 
obstacles: longing and anticipation, violating 
prohibitions, searching for power, and overcoming 
ambivalence. While a peak erotic experience does 
not require that these cornerstones be present, 
many such encounters will include at least one, 
and sometimes more, because they are “extremely 
effective arousal intensifiers.” 
 
--Kathleen Frank, Plays Well in Groups  

 
 
BATHTUB 
 

When artists and writers came to Mabel Dodge Luhan’s, it always marked a radical shift in their life and 
work. This was the West, an imagined engine created to make seekers disappear and reappear as 
something else, the locus of that transformation being Mabel Dodge Luhan’s adobe house near Taos 
Pueblo where her husband Tony Luhan was from. Beth and I had scored the clawfoot tub on Craigslist 
on Valentine’s Day. The steel likely cradled the asses of Carl Jung, Willa Cather, Aldous Huxley, 
Georgia O’Keefe, D. H. Lawrence, Emma Goldman, Margaret Sanger and Martha Graham, not to 
mention the asses who bathed when it was owned by Dennis Hopper during his most drug-fueled years: 
Leonard Cohen, Joni Mitchell and Bob Dylan, plus the three Playboy Bunnies seen bathing with him in 
the biopic about Hopper’s life.  
 It’s hard to imagine the asses of the dead. 
 

--Bett Williams, The Wild Kindness 
 
 
BEVERLY HILLS 
 
I joined Howard [Ashman] in Los Angeles at the beginning of rehearsal [for the Los Angeles production 
of Little Shop of Horrors]. As the opening neared, the Shubert Organization’s top brass—Jerry Schoenfeld, 
Bernie [Jacobs], and Phil Smith—arrived. They were relaxed and happy. Jerry, dressed casually in a 
cardigan sweater, took me for a long drive through Beverly Hills. “Behind those windows, Albert, are 
some of the wealthiest people in the country,” he said. 
 “And what are they doing behind those windows?” I asked. 
 “Clipping coupons.” 
 
--Albert Poland, Stages: A Theater Memoir   



BOREDOM 

A long rehearsal is like a long marriage or 
relationship, or a long therapy, right? You 
reach places where you literally get bored, 
and you think that there’s nothing else that 
can happen. “I should get out of therapy,” or, 
“I should get out of this marriage.” Boredom, 
to me, is generally a sign that there’s a big 
shark swimming under the water, and if 
you’re patient, the shark will rise to the 
surface. So if you can have the courage to see 
your way through the boredom until the new 
thing appears, you’ll have amazing surprises. 
 
--Andre Gregory, interviewed in American 
Theatre magazine by Rob Weinert-Kendt 
 

 

BRAIN 

It looks as though the most satisfactory working hypothesis about the human mind must follow, to some 
extent, the Bergsonian model, in which the brain with its associated normal self, acts as a utilitarian 
device for limiting, and making selections from, the enormous possible world of consciousness, and for 
canalizing experience into biologically profitable channels. Disease, mescaline, emotional shock, 
aesthetic experience and mystical enlightenment have the power, each in its different way and in varying 
degrees, to inhibit the functions of the normal self and its ordinary brain activity, thus permitting the 
“other world” to rise into consciousness. The basic problem of education is, How to make the best of 
both worlds – the world of biological utility and common sense, and the world of unlimited experience 
underlying it. I suspect that the complete solution of the problem can come only to those who have 
learned to establish themselves in the third and ultimate world of “the spirit,” the world which subtends 
and interpenetrates both of the other worlds. But short of this ultimate solution, there may be partial 
solutions, by means of which the growing child may be taught to preserve his “intimations of 
immortality” into adult life. Under the current dispensation the vast majority of individuals lose, in the 
course of education, all the openness to inspiration, all the capacity to be aware of other things that those 
enumerated in the Sears-Roebuck catalogue which constitutes the conventionally “real” world. That this 
is not the necessary and inevitable price extorted for biological survival and civilized efficiency is 
demonstrated by the existence of the few men and women who retain their contact with the other world, 
even while going about their business in this. Is it too much to hope that a system of education may some 
day be devised, which shall give results, in terms of human development, commensurate with the time, 
money, energy, and devotion expended? In such a system of education it may be that mescaline or some 
other chemical substance may play a part by making it possible for young people to “taste and see” what 
they have learned about at second hand, or directly but at a lower level of intensity, in the writings of the 
religious, or the works of poets, painters, and musicians. 

--Aldous Huxley, in correspondence with Humphry Osmond 
 



CAPITALISM 

Conservative defenders…define capitalism at the freedom to exploit people into economic ruin; the 
freedom to assassinate unions; the freedom to prey on unprotected consumers, workers, and 
environments; the freedom to value quarterly profits over climate change; the freedom to undermine 
small businesses and cushion corporations; the freedom from competition; the freedom not to pay taxes; 
the freedom to heave the tax burden onto the middle and lower classes; the freedom to commodify 
everything and everyone; the freedom to keep poor people poor and middle-income people struggling to 
stay middle income, and make rich people richer. The history of capitalism – of world warring, classing, 
slave trading, enslaving, colonizing, depressing wages, and dispossessing land and labor and resources 
and rights – bears out the conversative definition of capitalism.  
 

--Ibram X. Kendi 
 
COURAGE 

I am not Black, but I keenly remember the discomfort and inexplicable shame I often felt while 
attending my freshman-year public high school, Robert E. Lee, in Tyler, Texas. Lee was a Confederate 
general, a slave owner and a commander in the Confederate Army during the American Civil War. 
(The middle school I attended in Tyler, Hubbard, was also named for a former Confederate officer, who 
later became the state’s governor.) A large portrait of Lee hung in the school gym, and whenever I saw 
it, I felt as if my right to this country, to Americanness, was being challenged. Why, more than a century 
later, was someone who had fought for something this country now purported to be against still being 
honored? 

I was too cowardly to ever consider articulating my anger, but this past June, a track star at the 
school, a young Black woman named Trude Lamb, announced that she refused to participate in athletic 
events as long as she had to wear a jersey printed with Lee’s name; last month, the town’s school board 
voted to change the name of both that high school as well as another secondary school, John Tyler, 
named for the United States’ 10th president — also a slave owner and a member of the Confederate 
Congress. (The name of the town itself, which also memorializes Tyler, thus far remains unchanged.) 

Lamb is just one reminder of how everyday courage can change the things we have grown to, if 
not accept, then tolerate. She is also a reminder of what we should not be asking our citizens to tolerate 
in the first place: that cognitive dissonance we live with daily, in which some of us are given the privilege 
of knowing that this country will treat us fairly and honor our past, and others are not.  

 

--Hanya Yanagihara, T Magazine 
 
Courage is the strength to do what is right in the face of fear. 
 
--anonymous 
 
 
CREATIVITY 

There’s a whole industry trying to sell you creativity, but the truth is, artmaking is a habit, a lot like 
exercise. You’re more likely to burn out on it if you overcommit. Better to do a little every day.  

--Jillian Tamaki 
 



                                       



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

CRITTER CARDIOLOGY 
 
Consider the hummingbird for a long moment. A hummingbird’s heart beats ten times a second. A 
hummingbird’s heart is the size of a pencil eraser. A hummingbird’s heart is a lot of the 
hummingbird. Joyas voladoras, flying jewels, the first white explorers in the Americas called them, and the 
white men had never seen such creatures, for hummingbirds came into the world only in the Americas, 
nowhere else in the universe, more than three hundred species of them whirring and zooming and 
nectaring in hummer time zones nine times removed from ours, their hearts hammering faster than we 
could clearly hear if we pressed our elephantine ears to their infinitesimal chests. 
 Each one visits a thousand flowers a day. They can dive at sixty miles an hour. They can fly 
backwards. They can fly more than five hundred miles without pausing to rest. But when they rest they 
come close to death: on frigid nights, or when they are starving, they retreat into torpor, their metabolic 
rate slowing to a fifteenth of their normal sleep rate, their hearts sludging nearly to a halt, barely beating, 
and if they are not soon warmed, if they do not soon find that which is sweet, their hearts grow cold, and 
they cease to be. Consider for a moment those hummingbirds who did not open their eyes again today, 
this very day, in the Americas: bearded helmet-crests and booted racket-tails, violet-tailed sylphs and 
violet-capped woodnymphs, crimson topazes and purple-crowned fairies, red-tailed comets and amethyst 
woodstars, rainbow-bearded thornbills and glittering-bellied emeralds, velvet-purple coronets and 
golden-bellied star-frontlets, fiery-tailed awlbills and Andean hillstars, spatuletails and pufflegs, each the 
most amazing thing you have never seen, each thunderous wild heart the size of an infant’s fingernail, 
each mad heart silent, a brilliant music stilled. 
 Hummingbirds, like all flying birds but more so, have incredible enormous immense ferocious 
metabolisms. To drive those metabolisms they have race-car hearts that eat oxygen at an eye-popping 
rate. Their hearts are built of thinner, leaner fibers than ours. Their arteries are stiffer and more taut. 
They have more mitochondria in their heart muscles—anything to gulp more oxygen. Their hearts are 
stripped to the skin for the war against gravity and inertia, the mad search for food, the insane idea of 
flight. The price of their ambition is a life closer to death; they suffer more heart attacks and aneurysms 
and ruptures than any other living creature. It’s expensive to fly. You burn out. You fry the machine. 
You melt the engine. Every creature on earth has approximately two billion heartbeats to spend in a 
lifetime. You can spend them slowly, like a tortoise and live to be two hundred years old, or you can 
spend them fast, like a hummingbird, and live to be two years old. 
 The biggest heart in the world is inside the blue whale. It weighs more than seven tons. It’s as big 
as a room. It is a room, with four chambers. A child could walk around it, head high, bending only to 
step through the valves. The valves are as big as the swinging doors in a saloon. This house of a heart 
drives a creature a hundred feet long. When this creature is born it is twenty feet long and weighs four 



tons. It is waaaaay bigger than your car. It drinks a hundred gallons of milk from its mama every day 
and gains two hundred pounds a day, and when it is seven or eight years old it endures an unimaginable 
puberty and then it essentially disappears from human ken, for next to nothing is known of the the 
mating habits, travel patterns, diet, social life, language, social structure, diseases, spirituality, wars, 
stories, despairs and arts of the blue whale. There are perhaps ten thousand blue whales in the world, 
living in every ocean on earth, and of the largest animal who ever lived we know nearly nothing. But we 
know this: the animals with the largest hearts in the world generally travel in pairs, and their penetrating 
moaning cries, their piercing yearning tongue, can be heard underwater for miles and miles. 
 Mammals and birds have hearts with four chambers. Reptiles and turtles have hearts with three 
chambers. Fish have hearts with two chambers. Insects and mollusks have hearts with one chamber. 
Worms have hearts with one chamber, although they may have as many as eleven single-chambered 
hearts. Unicellular bacteria have no hearts at all; but even they have fluid eternally in motion, washing 
from one side of the cell to the other, swirling and whirling. No living being is without interior liquid 
motion. We all churn inside. 
 So much held in a heart in a lifetime. So much held in a heart in a day, an hour, a moment. We 
are utterly open with no one in the end—not mother and father, not wife or husband, not lover, not 
child, not friend. We open windows to each but we live alone in the house of the heart. Perhaps we must. 
Perhaps we could not bear to be so naked, for fear of a constantly harrowed heart. When young we think 
there will come one person who will savor and sustain us always; when we are older we know this is the 
dream of a child, that all hearts finally are bruised and scarred, scored and torn, repaired by time and 
will, patched by force of character, yet fragile and rickety forevermore, no matter how ferocious the 
defense and how many bricks you bring to the wall. You can brick up your heart as stout and tight and 
hard and cold and impregnable as you possibly can and down it comes in an instant, felled by a woman’s 
second glance, a child’s apple breath, the shatter of glass in the road, the words I have something to tell you, a 
cat with a broken spine dragging itself into the forest to die, the brush of your mother’s papery ancient 
hand in the thicket of your hair, the memory of your father’s voice early in the morning echoing from 
the kitchen where he is making pancakes for his children. 
 

--Brian Doyle, “Joyas Voladoras” 

  
  



DATING 
 

After a month of FaceTiming, [a woman] went to a man’s house for their first in-person date in his 
backyard. He grilled filet mignon; she brought Ketel One vodka and mixed French 75s. They stayed six 
feet apart as he showed her around, but as the cocktails kicked in, “like on any normal date, we got more 
cuddly and tactile,” she said. They kissed. 
 At the end of the evening, he took her hands, looked deep into her eyes and said, “If you could 
just lose 10 or 15 pounds, you would be a knockout and I would consider leaving my girlfriend for you.”  
 
--Courtney Rubin, “Speak Candidly With Your Dates,” New York Times  
 
DEATH 

I feel moved to share the story of the death of Francis, who was on the forefront of mindfulness in the us. 
She had meditated on her death for years - death awareness practice. For the last years of her life, she 
lived alone, blind from a tumor, in the woods of Vermont and wildly independent. When Francis died, 
she asked that her friends and family open the windows to the winter and sit with her body for 24 hours. 
They then wrapped her body into a family tapestry that had been on the wall for 50 years, using gold 
thread to close it around her. While a young man found on the fly bulldozed a hole in the frozen earth, 
her children, grandchildren and loved ones carefully carried her body to her grave. They slipped and 
picked their way down the icy hill, laughing at her wishes - they were certainly being mindful! The board 
she was carried on had been prepared by a friend, with leather handles attached for ease. The children 
threw in the origami swans they had made, they all threw flowers, they sang and they close the earth 
over her. 

For some reason, this private burial on her own land - knowing these details - gave me incredible 
comfort. May we plan so well. 
 
--Alcina Horstman 
 
 
 
 
Death is not an error. It’s not a failure. It’s taking off a 
tight shoe. 
 
--Ram Dass 
 
 
 

 
 
 
DISTANCE 
 

Once the realization is accepted that even between the closest human beings infinite distances continue, 
a wonderful living side by side can grow, if they succeed in loving the distance between them which 
makes it possible for each to see the other whole against the sky.  
 
--Rainer Maria Rilke 
  



DOLLY PARTON 
 
In 1990, the high school dropout rate for Dolly Parton's hometown of Sevierville Tennessee was at 34% 
(Research shows that most kids make up their minds in fifth/sixth grade not to graduate). That year, all 
fifth and sixth graders from Sevierville were invited by Parton to attend an assembly at Dollywood. 
They were asked to pick a buddy, and if both students completed high school, Dolly Parton would 
personally hand them each a $500 check on their graduation day. As a result, the dropout rate for those 
classes fell to 6%, and has generally retained that average to this day.  

Shortly after the success of The Buddy Program, Parton learned in dealing with teachers from the 
school district that problems in education often begin during first grade when kids are at different 
developmental levels. That year The Dollywood Foundation paid the salaries for additional teachers 
assistants in every first grade class for the next 2 years, under the agreement that if the program worked, 
the school system would effectively adopt and fund the program after the trial period.  

During the same period, Parton founded the Imagination Library in 1995: The idea being that 
children from her rural hometown and low-income families often start school at a disadvantage and as a 
result, will be unfairly compared to their peers for the rest of their lives, effectively encouraging them 
not to pursue higher education. The objective of the Imagination library was that every child in Sevier 
County would receive one book, every month, mailed and addressed to the child, from the day they were 
born until the day they started kindergarten, 100% free of charge. What began as a hometown initiative 
now serves children in all 50 states, Australia, Canada, and the United Kingdom, mailing thousands of 
free books to children around the world monthly.  

On March 1, 2018 Parton donated her 100 millionth book at the Library of Congress: a copy of 
"Coat of Many Colors" dedicated to her father, who never learned to read or write.  

 
--Erick Moore 
                                                                           
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
ELECTION YEAR 
 
As somebody who has observed elections and paid close attention to democratic 
processes in other countries, do you have concerns about what the pandemic might 
mean for our election in November if we’re still far from any sort of “normal?” We’re 
going to have the election. It’s the law to have the election. We need to understand, without the 
president taking it personally, that something went wrong in the last election. We need to understand 
that the states have a lot of control in this. We need to decide that America’s going to prove our 
democracy by making sure that we’re going to have a free and fair election where people are encouraged 
to vote and supported in their desire to vote. But I’m not sure we fully have grasped some of the issues — 
and how quickly things can change. 
 
--Madeline Albright, interviewed in the New York Times Magazine 



We must never forget that the spellbinders, the rabble-rousers, the potential Hitlers are always with us. 
We must never forget that it is very easy for such men to turn an innocent orgy into an instrument of 
destruction, into a savage, mindless force directed toward the overthrow of liberty. To prevent them 
from exploiting crowd intoxication for their own sinister purposes we must be perpetually on our guard. 
Whether a world inhabited by potential Hitlers on the one hand and potential herd-poison addicts on 
the other can ever be made completely safe for rationality and decency seems doubtful, but at least we 
can try to make it a little safer than it is at present. For example, we can give our children lessons in the 
elements of general semantics. We can tell them about the frightful dangers of intellectual sin. We can 
make their flesh creep by reciting to them the disastrous consequences to societies and to individuals of 
the rabble-rouser’s oversimplification, overgeneralization, and overabstraction. We can remind them to 
live in present time and to think concretely and realistically, in terms of observable fact. We can unveil 
the absurd and discreditable secrets of propaganda and illustrate our lectures with examples drawn from 
the history of politics, religion, and the advertising industry. Would such a training be effective? Perhaps 
– or perhaps not. Herd poison is a very powerful intoxicant. Once they get into a crowd, even upright 
and sensible men are apt to lose their reason and accept all the suggestions, however nonsensical or 
however immoral, that may be given them. All we can hope to accomplish is to make it more difficult for 
the rabble-rouser to do his nefarious work. 
 

--Aldous Huxley, “History of Tension,” 1956 
 

  



 
 

 



 

 

  



FREEDOM 
 
This is what you shall do; Love the earth and sun and the animals, despise riches, give alms to every one 
that asks, stand up for the stupid and crazy, devote your income and labor to others, hate tyrants, argue 
not concerning God, have patience and indulgence toward the people, take off your hat to nothing 
known or unknown or to any man or number of men, go freely with powerful uneducated persons and 
with the young and with the mothers of families, read these leaves in the open air every season of every 
year of your life, re-examine all you have been told at school or church or in any book, dismiss whatever 
insults your own soul, and your very flesh shall be a great poem and have the richest fluency not only in 
its words but in the silent lines of its lips and face and between the lashes of your eyes and in every 
motion and joint of your body. 
 
–Walt Whitman 
 
A long time ago, when you were a wee thing, you learned something, some way to cope, something that, 
if you did it, would help you survive. It wasn’t the healthiest thing, it wasn’t gonna get you free, but it 
was gonna keep you alive. You learned it, at five or six, and it worked, it did help you survive. You 
carried it with you all your life, used it whenever you needed it. It got you out — out of your 
assbackwards town, away from an abuser, out of range of your mother’s un-love. Or whatever. It worked 
for you. You’re still here now partly because of this thing that you learned. The thing is, though, at some 
point you stopped needing it. At some point, you got far enough away, surrounded yourself with people 
who love you. You survived. And because you survived, you now had a shot at more than just staying 
alive. You had a shot now at getting free. But that thing that you learned when you were five was not 
then and is not now designed to help you be free. It is designed only to help you survive. And, in fact, it 
keeps you from being free. You need to figure out what this thing is and work your ass off to un-learn it. 
Because the things we learn to do to survive at all costs are not the things that will help us get FREE. 
Getting free is a whole different journey altogether. 
 
--Mia McKenzie, Black Girl Dangerous blog 
 

                                                                  



 

GOD 
 
The Fellowship sat down to chicken chow mein and coleslaw at two long tables, and everyone 
murmured, “God is great and God is good, and we thank Him for the food. By His hand, we must be 
fed. Give us, Lord, our daily bread.” And then Clint Bunsen stood up as they started to dig in and said, 
“I have to say that the idea that there is a daddy in the sky who is arranging our lives and doing favors in 
exchange for our admiration is an old hoax, and everybody knows it deep down in your hearts and 
doesn’t dare say it. If he is a god of goodness and he doesn’t use his power to wipe out evil, then he isn’t 
omnipotent and there’s no reason to worship him. God is a wrong turn we took back in antiquity, and it 
is responsible for more hatred and warfare and cruelty than anything else, and yet our grandfathers 
handed it to our fathers and they gave it to us, and I say, No, thank you. Wake up, live your life, be glad 
for what you have, and don’t let delusions of godliness blind you to the beauty of nature.” And he sat 
down and dug into his chicken chow mein. And Roger asked Clarence if Clint was okay, and he said, 
“He was an hour ago.” 

Conversation was muted after that and stuck mainly to the weather, the long-term forecasts. It 
was Lent, after all, and Lutheran men sign a Lenten pledge to observe 10 hours of silence a week, which 
for some of them would be a normal day. Anyway, they didn’t talk about atheism. 

When Clarence caught up with him later, Clint, unlike Darlene, did not deny having said what 
he said. He said he’d heard a TED Talk by a woman who said that deism is destructive to our ability to 
empathize, that it dehumanizes us, and he’d been listening to her podcast, so some of her thoughts were 
running through his head and something moved him to speak them aloud, so he did, and he didn’t feel 
embarrassed, quite the contrary. His granddaughters had been encouraged to express themselves freely, 
and now they are all over the map ideologically, anarcho-humanist, animal activist, post-behavioral 
feminism, witchcraft, and he feels okay about stepping out of the Comfy Grampa role and staking out 
some ground for himself. 

Clarence pointed out the obvious—that their Ford dealership, Bunsen Motors, is traditionally 
patronized by Lutherans, rather than the Catholic Krebsbach Chev, and so it might be prudent to keep 
any atheist thoughts to himself lest Ford owners feel a divine calling to buy Chevs instead. Perhaps an 
apology to the Men’s Fellowship would be in order. Clint declined to apologize. “I feel like I’ve been 
apologizing all my life and that’s enough.” 
 
--Garrison Keillor, The Lake Wobegon Virus  
  



GRIEF 

Austrian philosopher Ludwig Wittgenstein wrote, “What we cannot speak about, we pass over in 
silence.” We have forgotten the primary language of grief. As a consequence, the terrain of sorrow has 
become unfamiliar and estranged, leaving us confused, frightened, and lost when grief comes near. The 
haunting silence that Wittgenstein speaks of lingers as a fog over our lives, placing large areas of 
experience outside of our reach. When our grief cannot be spoken, it falls into the shadow and re-arises 
in us as symptoms. So many of us are depressed, anxious, and lonely. We struggle with addictions and 
find ourselves moving at a breathless pace, trying to keep up with the machinery of culture…An 
apprenticeship with sorrow offers us the chance to build our capacity to stay present when the intense 
feelings of grief arise. Through meaningful rituals, a community of friends, some time in benevolent 
solitude, and effective practices that help us stretch into our bigger selves, we are offered the opportunity 
to develop a living relationship with loss… What is often diagnosed as depression is actually low-grade 
chronic grief locked into the psyche, complete with the ancillary ingredients of shame and despair.  
 
--Francis Weller, The Wild Edge of Sorrow  
 

HATE 
 
One of the reasons people cling to their hates so stubbornly is because they sense, once hate is gone, they 
will be forced to deal with pain. 
 
–James Baldwin 
 
 
HUG 
 

The older I get, the more I like hugging. When I 
was little, the people hugging me were much larger. 
In their grasp I was a rag doll. In adolescence, my 
body was too tense to relax for a hug. Later, after 
the loss of virginity—which was anything but a 
loss—the extreme proximity of the other person, 
the smell of hair, the warmth of the skin, the sound 
of breathing in the dark—these were mysterious 
and delectable. This hug had two primary 
components: the anticipation of sex and the 
pleasure of intimacy, which itself is a combination 
of trust and affection. It was this latter combination 
that came to characterize the hugging I have 
experienced only in recent years, a hugging that 
knows no distinctions of gender or age. When this 
kind of hug is mutual, for a moment the world is 
perfect the way it is, and the tears we shed for it are 
perfect too. I guess it is an embrace. 
 
--Ron Padgett  



 

INITIATION 

Marion [Woodman] saw in her struggle with cancer all the stages of initiation tha she had taught for so 
many years. She describes these stages in Bone: 

• The invitation into the unknown 
• The placing of trust in the situation and in one who initiates 
• The loss of “the known” and the entry into “the unknown” 
• The loss of personal identity 
• The fear of the initiation 
• Facing the fear 
• Active surrender 
• The epiphany 
• The restoration of personal identity 
• The return to the “known world,” with more understanding and lived knowledge 
• The long integration of the experience into ordinary life 

Initiations are opportunities for us to grow larger. They are death channels. And they are birth channels. 
They allow us the opportunity to integrate more of our self – more possibility, more reality, more 
sensation, more feeling. They require everything we’ve got. They destroy us to re-create us…Marion 
teaches that we cannot undergo initiation until we learn to live in paradox…One must hold both sides of 
a paradox at the same time…without choosing one or the other. Exiling neither. Privileging neither. In 
this way we can gradually learn to tolerate living in the tension of opposites. Marion states the technique with 
stunning clarity: 
 “Holding an inner or outer conflict quietly instead of attempting to resolve it quickly is a difficult 
idea to entertain. It is even more challenging to experience. However, as Carl Jung believed, if we held 
the tension between the two opposing forces, there would emerge a third way, which would unite and 
transcend the two. Indeed, he believed that this transcendent force was crucial to individuation. 
Whatever the third way is, it usually comes as a surprise, because it has not penetrated our defenses until 
now. A hasty move to resolve tension can abort growth of the new. If we can hold conflict in psychic 
utero long enough we can give birth to something new in ourselves.” 
 

--Stephen Cope, The Great Work of Your Life  
  



 

INTEGRATION 

Psychonauts constantly emphasize the urgency of integrating the psychedelic experience. To not to so can 
be very dangerous, they warn. Up until this point, I thought they were talking about other, perhaps less 
mentally stable people. I had been eating mushrooms for over six years and I didn’t think I had a 
problem with integration. What did that word even mean, anyway?  
 “Integrating is the process of just being alive, right?” Beth said. “You think, you talk to people, 
you make connections, what else is there to do? Who doesn’t do those things?” 
 What if: We obsess over integration because we can’t deal with the fact we are taking Schedule 1 
illegal drugs? Framing our drug use in the context of crisis and healing centers psychedelics as a 
medicine, rather than the crime that it also is. 
 What if: Psychedelic integration is an excuse to wallow in our trip-traps, rather than put them 
away for a while, in order to get down the business of living. 
 What if: Psychedelic integration circles are the only way we know how to make friends with other 
people who do psychedelics. 
 What if: Spending money on therapy and other healing modalities under the guise of psychedelic 
integration is how we make our realizations feel legitimate in a capitalist society? 
 
--Bett Williams, The Wild Kindness  
 

 



 

JUNK 

"My great-great-uncle Prince Albert became a better man after he married Victoria; he combatted 
slavery worldwide, built model homes for the poor, extended university education to include science, I 
think -- and wore genital jewelry!" 
    "He what?" 
    "You've never heard of a Prince Albert? Men in those days wore very tight pants and he didn't want to 
show his large member so he had a metal ring put into his foreskin so he could tie his penis back and 
attach it to his belt loop. But it turned out the queen, when they were naked at Balmoral, loved the ring, 
which knocked against her clitoris. They had nine children and she wanted more! No wonder when he 
died she went into mourning for forty years -- what woman wouldn't?" 
    "You just made all that up, naughty girl!" 
    "No, I swear it's true. it's a bona fide piece of family lore." 
    I rather liked thinking about a man's organ, now small and slippery as a fish, then big and red and 
rigid, imposing, claiming innate prerogatives, both hard and plush like a brash trumpet lifted out of its 
velvet case, something constantly changing size, now primitive and vascular, now filling out, rising up, 
hard as bone, smelly and corkscrewing and hairy, an amateurish pipe bomb, something through which 
we express the soul and pump out hot love but that is bestial, a beast that never must be entirely trusted 
nor released from his chains. The Frankenstein's monster of the body, the King Kong of the soul. 
 
--Edmund White, A Saint from Texas  
 
 
 
KADDISH 
 
When I die give what’s left of me away 
to children and old men that wait to die. 
And if you need to cry, 
cry for your brother walking the street beside you. 
And when you need me, put your arms around anyone  
and give them what you need to give me.     
 
I want to leave you something, 
something better than words or sounds. 
Look for me in the people I’ve known or loved, 
and if you cannot give me away, 
at least let me live in your eyes and not in your mind. 
 
You can love me best by letting hands touch hands, 
and by letting go of children that need to be free. 
Love doesn’t die, people do. 
So, when all that’s left of me is love, 
give me away. 
 
--Merrit Malloy, “Epitaph”                                                      Valeria De Franciscis in Mid-August Lunch  



LEONARD COHEN 
 

If I’m empty then I can receive, if I can receive it means it comes from somewhere outside of me, if it 
comes from outside of me I’m not alone. I cannot bear this loneliness. 
--Beautiful Losers 
* 
Beautiful Losers is a love story, a psalm, a Black Mass, a monument, a satire, a prayer, a shriek, a road 
map through the wilderness, a joke, a tasteless affront, an hallucination, a bore, an irrelevant display of 
diseased virtuosity. In short, it is a disagreeable religious epic of incomparable beauty. 
* 
When I wake up in the morning, my first concern is to discover if I am in a state of grace, which I define 
as the balance with which you ride the chaos around you. 
* 
He changed all of our lives with the complexity of his sadness, the breadth of his love…He gets inside 
your brain, your heart, your lungs. You remember him, you feel him, you breathe him. He is our 
connection to the meaning of ecstasy, our access to another world we suspected existed but which he 
puts into song. 
 

--Adrienne Clarkson (former Canadian governor general) 
 
LIFE 
 
The world is a den of thieves and night is falling. The poison affects us all. No one escapes. Therefore, let 
us be kind, generous, affectionate, and good. It is necessary and not at all shameful to take pleasure in 
the little world.  
 

--Ingmar Bergman, Fanny and Alexander  
 

  



LOVE 
 
Love all the people you can. The sufferings from love are not to be compared to the sorrows of 
loneliness. 
 
--Susan Hale 
 
“The Loneliest Job in the World” 
 
As soon as you begin to ask the question, Who loves me?, 
you are completely screwed, because 
the next question is How Much?, 
 
and then it is hundreds of hours later, 
and you are still hunched over 
your flowcharts and abacus, 
 
trying to decide if you have gotten enough. 
This is the loneliest job in the world: 
to be an accountant of the heart. 
 
It is late at night. You are by yourself, 
and all around you, you can hear 
the sounds of people moving 
 

in and out of love, 
pushing the turnstiles, putting 
their coins in the slots, 
 
paying the price which is asked, 
which constantly changes. 
No one knows why. 
 
--Tony Hoagland 
 
 
  



LYING 

The men I have loved have always lied to avoid confrontation or take responsibility for inappropriate 
behavior. In Dorothy Dinnerstein's groundbreaking book The Mermaid and the Minotaur: Sexual Arrangements 
and Human Malaise, she shares the insight that when a little boy learns that his powerful mother, who 
controls his life, really has no power within a patriarchy, it confuses him and causes rage. Lying becomes 
one of the strategic ways he can "act out" and render his mother powerless. Lying enables him to 
manipulate the mother even as he exposes her lack of power. This makes him feel more powerful.  
 Males learn to lie as a way of obtaining power, and females not only do the same but they also lie 
to pretend powerlessness. In her work Harriet Lerner talks about the way in which patriarchy upholds 
deception, encouraging women to present a false self to men and vice versa. In Dory Hollander's 101 Lies 
Men Tell Women, she confirms that while both women and men lie, her data and the findings of other 
researchers indicate that "men tend to lie more and with more devastating consequences." For many 
young males the earliest experience of power over others comes from the thrill of lying to more powerful 
adults and getting away with it. Lots of men shared with me that it was difficult for them to tell the truth 
if they saw that it would hurt a loved one. Significantly, the lying many boys learn to do to avoid hurting 
Mom or whomever becomes so habitual that it becomes hard for them to distinguish a lie from the truth. 
This behavior carries over into adulthood. 
 Often, men who would never think of lying in the workplace lie constantly in intimate 
relationships. This seems to be especially the case for heterosexual men who see women as gullible. 
Many men confess that they lie because they can get away with it; their lies are forgiven. To understand 
why male lying is more accepted in our lives we have to understand the way in which power and 
privilege are accorded men simply because they are males within a patriarchal culture. The very concept 
of "being a man" and a " real man " has always implied that when necessary men can take action that 
breaks the rules, that is above the law. Patriarchy tells us daily through movies, television, and magazines 
that men of power can do whatever they want, that it's this freedom that makes them men. The message 
given males is that to be honest is to be "soft." The ability to be dishonest and indifferent to the 
consequences makes a male hard, separates the men from the boys.  
 
--bell hooks, All About Love  
 
MDMA 

MDMA inhibits copulation in male rats; it is sometimes called “the cuddle drug” because it produces 
similar effect in humans. In one study, however, rats given MDMA were then exposed to loud “techno” 
music, which stimulates the noradrenergic system and hypothalamic-pituitary-adrenal (HPA) axis more 
than slower music does. Researchers suggested that music activates regions of the brain implicated in 
reward and emotion, potentially producing intense pleasure responses; these chemical reactions could 
offset the dampening of desire associated with MDMA. Ravers preferring the beats of Swedish House 
Mafia to the lyrical music of Taylor Swift will not be surprised that rats listening to “techno” while on 
MDMA were more likely to ejaculate than rats who had been given the drug without the dance music, 
nor will anyone who has attended a dance event and then been swept along to an “after-party” (or 
“after-after-party”). In fact, as MDMA is often combined with stimulants to intensity its effects, and 
stimulants tend to last longer than the “roll” of MDMA, one finds the likelihood of sexual activity to rise 
as dawn approaches (or noon, depending on the dose) – as long as the music plays on.  
 
--Kathleen Frank, Plays Well in Groups   



MEDICINE 

I am no wino but I am no saint either. A medicine man should not be a saint. He should experience and 
feel all the ups and downs, the despair and joy, the magic and the reality, the courage and the fear. He 
should be able to sink as low as a bug, or soar as high as an eagle. Unless he can experience both, he is 
no good as a medicine man. 

You cannot be so stuck up, so inhuman that you want to be pure, your soul wrapped up in a 
plastic bag, all the time. You have to be God and the devil, both of them. 

Being a good medicine man means being right in the midst of the turmoil, not shielding yourself 
from it. It means experiencing life in all its phases. It means not being afraid of cutting up and playing 
the fool now and then. That is sacred too. 
 
- John Fire Lame Deer 
 
MEMORY 

they ask me to remember  
but they want me to remember  
their memories  
and I keep on remembering  
mine. 

--Lucille Clifton 

MINORITY 
 
I do not self-identify as a minority. I did an interview where I was asked about representing minorities. I 
asked the interviewer to look at me. What you should be seeing over my shoulders is the African 
diaspora. And that is no minority; humanity walked out of Africa. Now I know why we use the term 
minority, but that’s a political construct. And that is used to oppress me. And I refuse to be oppressed. 
Regardless of what is intended by my would-be oppressor, I refuse to be oppressed. I am a free, liberated 
man by birth. So when you see me, see Africa. When you see Africa you’re looking at the world. 
 
--Andre De Shields, interviewed by Jose Solis for American Theatre 
 

 
Les Amazones d’Afrique: left to right, Mariam Koné, Nneka, Mouneissa Tandina, Rokia Koné,  

Mariam Doumbia, Pamela Badjogo, Kandia Kouyaté and Mamani Keïta. Photograph: Tiago Augusto 



MODESTY 
 
In the early 1980s, I began to patronize a gym at the University of Toronto. The locker room proved 
interesting. The young men seemed proud of their bodies, and normally walked totally naked to and 
from the showers, a towel slung casually over the shoulder. It was clearly a badge of healthy masculinity 
to feel comfortable in one’s birthday suit. 
         If I remember correctly, it was in the late 1990s when first I noticed a significant change in locker-
room behavior. To put it succinctly: young, presumably heterosexual men stopped showering together, 
and have never gone back. Today, if they do shower, they make sure to walk from their locker to the 
showers with a towel wrapped securely around their middle. Then they make use of the private shower 
stalls—a fairly recent amenity, apparently installed for reasons of modesty. At my gym, there is still a 
communal shower option, but I see guys patiently waiting for an unoccupied private stall, even though 
there are plenty of communal showerheads available. But more typical nowadays are locker rooms with 
separate shower stalls with curtains or doors as the only option, with no communal showers at all. 
         At the gym, most men under 45 no longer take off their undershorts when they change into gym 
clothes, and vice versa, no matter how sweaty their underwear has become. Not showering means that 
they often leave the gym covered in sweat—in a climate where the mercury hits 95 degrees in summer 
and descends to minus five in winter. To deal with the attendant odor from working out, they douse 
themselves in deodorant, if necessary from head to foot. This seems a high price to pay to avoid 
displaying their private parts in front of their fellow males. 
         To be sure, a few men still use the showers, which of course requires stripping. And swimmers must 
strip in order to get into their trunks. But to prepare for either destination, they enact what has been 
described the “towel dance,” wrapping a towel around the waist, removing their underpants beneath the 
towel, and putting on their bathing suit or workout trunks before dropping the towel. (The process is 
reversed when the swim or workout is over.) This is not an easy maneuver to execute, and I’m amused to 
watch these guys struggle not to fall over just to keep the towel in place. Those bold enough to dispense 
with the towel turn their backs to face into their locker as they furtively whip off their towel and pull on 
their trunks… 
 The trend toward extreme modesty—the shift away from male nudity in public places in 
general—has been widely observed. And it represents a fairly radical departure from norms that have 
governed male nudity in most Western societies for many hundreds or thousands of years. 
 
--Steven Spencer, “The Great Cover-Up,” Gay and Lesbian Review  
 

 
Jamie McCartney, The Spice of Life   



 
MONEY 
 
People say that money is not the key to happiness, but I always figured if you have enough money, you 
can have a key made. 
 
--Joan Rivers 
 
What’s the key to getting rich people to give money to your cause?  
Explain to them that it’s way more satisfying to see money making change for the better than it is to see 
numbers adding up in a bank. Why would anyone want to die with money? Let’s spend it all for good, 
creative things before we die. I’ve seen more damage done by inheritance than by no inheritance. I 
mean, it’s nice to be left money for a college education, but after that I’m not sure inheritance is helpful 
because of all that comes with it. People worry, “Oh, my friends only like me for my money.” Or, “I 
have to consciously try to live an ordinary life.” Money brings a whole set of problems that isolate us.  
 
--Gloria Steinem, interviewed in the New York Times Magazine  
 
NIGHT TRAIN 
 
Oh it’s very pleasant when you have found your little den 
With your name written up on the door. 
And the berth is very neat with a newly folded sheet 
And there’s not a speck of dust on the floor. 
There is every sort of light—you can make it dark or bright; 
There’s a handle that you turn to make a breeze. 
There’s a funny little basin you’re supposed to wash your face in 
And a crank to shut the window if you sneeze. 
 

--T. S. Eliot, “Skimbleshanks, the Railway Cat” 
 
 
 
NON-BINARY 

I tweeted the #IAmNonbinary hashtag 
in support of Nonbinary Day and to 
bring more awareness to the community. 
I retweeted the Steven Universe meme “Are 
you a boy or a girl? I’m an experience” 
because it resonated with me, especially 
as someone who has pushed boundaries 
of gender since the beginning of my 
career. I feel my feminine energy, my 
masculine energy, and energy I can’t 
even explain. 
 
--Janelle Monáe 
 
  



OBJECTIVITY 
 
From whose subjectivity does the ideal of objectivity come? 
 
--Lorraine Code 
 
 

 
OCEANIC 

Nothing speaks love and fixes things 
like going oceanic…Occupy was a brief 
moment in time when we could 
collectively set aside what divided us in 
favor of a utopian spirit that permeated 
our spaces. Then Occupy was defeated. 
The new reality was impossible student 
loans; call-out culture; Abilify and 
Adderall; trigger warnings; PTSD; 
GoFundMes; safe spaces; paying rent 
in San Francisco, Los Angeles, and 
New York; Tinder; and MFA or Die. It 
was years past the time when we found 
each other on personal blogs. Now 
anything we wrote on the internet just 
fed the monster that was Google and 
we couldn’t pretend otherwise. We said 
we would quit Facebook, but none of 
us ever did. No one was equipped to go 
oceanic anymore, not in real time, not 
in actual rooms. 
 
--Bett Williams, The Wild Kindness 
 

 

ONSTAGE 
 
You can get lost in love. And certainly you can get lost in the need and love for a certain something — 
call it success — in this business. But if all things are equal, you are allowed to be more of yourself on 
stage than off it. You allow that. Those emotions you wouldn’t, or couldn’t, get in touch with in ordinary 
life are possible on the stage. Your life doesn’t stop for two hours and 20 minutes while you’re playing a 
character, you know. A lot of people think it does. But you’re still alive. You’re very, very much alive as 
yourself. 
 
--Brent Carver (R.I.P.) 
 



PALM SPRINGS 
 

 

    



PANDEMIC 

 
 

Panic-buying has been in evidence all over town, if unevenly executed. Many chain supermarkets and 
food stores are stripped bare of groceries, in a way that calls to mind the days just after 9/11. Back then, 
people gathered “Armageddon baskets,” filled with expensive things—steak and Perrier. Now they 
assemble survival kits. Toilet paper and canned beans are treasured. (There is no chance, the grocers 
assure the city, of running out of either.) Still, there’s a pattern to the emptying of the supermarkets. 
Every potato, every carrot, every onion in a West Side Citarella is gone, as is every package of pasta and 
every jar of tomatoes in an uptown Whole Foods. Yet many of the less tony supermarkets, the nearby 
Key Foods and Gristedes, have remained well stocked and serene throughout the rush. 
 “You realize what this means?” a college student who grew up in New York said, about the 
depredations of upscale shoppers. “It means they believe that it’s every man for himself. They don’t 
really believe in community or that people will or can share. Their instinct, despite living in one of the 
more affluent spots in the world, is that they’re on their own.” The plague, as Camus insisted, exposes 
existing fractures in societies, in class structure and individual character; under stress, we see who we 
really are. The secession of the very rich, the isolation of the well-off, the degradation of social capital by 
inequality: these truths become sharply self-evident now. 
 
--Adam Gopnik in The New Yorker  
 
  



 
 
 

 
  



PETER SCHJELDAHL 
 
Writers can be only so conscientious about truth before becoming paralyzed. 

I remember thinking in the sixties that becoming emotionally paralyzed could be cool if one were 
in an interesting enough position. Coolness was the holy grail then. I was hopeless at it. Sincerity is my 
accursed default. 

I had a rage of ambition and an acrid dissatisfaction that, along with a love of the world, were 
bound to come out somehow. The self-centered motives have waned. It’s harder to pitch into writing 
with less to prove or avenge. To start a critical essay, I must prod myself until the old mesmerized flow 
resumes. When I finish something and it seems good, I’m dazed. It must have been fun to write. I wish 
I’d been there. 
* 
Arrogance—as a placeholder for confidence, of which I had none—enabled me to brave the world when 
I was young. 

The same goes for snobbery, a necessary stage for the insecure until we acquire taste that admits 
and reflects the variety of experience. To limber your sensibility, stalk the aesthetic everywhere: cracks in 
a sidewalk, people’s ways of walking. The aesthetic isn’t bounded by art, which merely concentrates it for 
efficient consumption. If you can’t put a mental frame around, and relish, the accidental aspect of a 
street or a person, or really of anything, you will respond to art only sluggishly. 
I like to say that contemporary art consists of all art works, five thousand years or five minutes old, that 
physically exist in the present. We look at them with contemporary eyes, the only kinds of eyes that there 
ever are. 

I retain, but suspend, my personal taste to deal with the panoply of the art I see. I have a trick for 
doing justice to an uncongenial work: “What would I like about this if I liked it?” I may come around; I 
may not. Failing that, I wonder, What must the people who like this be like? Anthropology. 

I assess art by quality and significance. The latter is most decisive for my choice of subjects, 
because I’m a journalist. There’s art I adore that I won’t write about, because I can’t imagine it 
mattering enough to general readers. It pertains to my private experience as a person, without which my 
activity as a critic would wither but which falls outside my critical mandate. 
* 
I dodged the Vietnam draft by staying awake for three days and nights on speed, taking any other drugs 
that came to hand, rolling in dirt, presenting myself at the induction center on Whitehall Street, and 
trying to coöperate. The draft officials discarded me like a used condom. I felt guilty. I brooded that 
some guy would have to go in my place. I had faked psychosis so well that my sanity teetered for months 
afterward. 

Baudelaire wrote of having been “brushed by the wind of the wing of madness.” I have felt that 
breeze at times, though not in a great many years now. I still have the occasional thought that what is 
commonly deemed sanity is absurd; but I let that slide. 
* 
My uptown feats didn’t impress people whom I looked up to in the downtown art scene, where anti-
bourgeois hardheadedness and minimalist disdain for the “literary” reigned. They were contemptuous of 
the Times. I was Peter the poet, a relative nobody. Advice to aspiring youth: in New York, the years that 
you spend as a nobody are painful but golden, because no one bothers to lie to you. The moment you’re 
a somebody, you have heard your last truth. Everyone will try to spin you—as they should, with careers 
to think of. For about a dozen years, I hung out, drank, and slept with artists who didn’t take me 
seriously. I observed, heard, overheard, and absorbed a great deal. 
 

--“77 Sunset Me,” in The New Yorker 
  



                                                                 
PLEASURE 
 
It can be easy to believe pain has a monopoly on profundity, that we access truth or salvation through 
suffering, from the story of Christ’s crucifixion to the mundane ravages of our own daily lives. But 
perhaps the Western obsession with Turkish baths, in all its fantasizing and fetishizing, has been in part 
an attempt to claim pleasure as something more than indulgence, more like a mode of survival. Pain 
claims so much of us; why not give pleasure its due when we can? 

Visiting the hammams of Istanbul was like taking a rigorous course in pleasure itself, a syllabus 
committed to exploring the granular texture of bodily enjoyment, and to proving that pleasure holds its 
own pathways to meaning, that it might matter most at precisely those moments when it seems most out 
of place. Life finds unexpected ways to make this argument. In line at the grocery store a few weeks after 
I returned from Istanbul, just a few days before lockdown, with my own cart full of diapers and 
Pedialyte, I admired the cart of the elderly woman standing in front of me. It held nothing but cookies 
and beer. Her cart seemed to be telling me, You’ll need those diapers, but that’s not all you’ll need. She 
had so many years of living under her belt. I bet she knew a fair amount about pleasure, and also about 
endurance — how each permits the other, and how impossible they are to separate. 

Pleasure demands presence. It invites you to inhabit your body more fully; no part of you is held 
at remove. For centuries, the Turkish bath has embodied the seductive prospect of seeing other people’s 
bodies not simply physically exposed but also psychically exposed, caught inside the particular 
vulnerability of enjoyment. There can be a radical honesty to pleasure, a profound nakedness in 
surrendering fully to unguarded, un-self-conscious states of enjoyment. It’s harder to hide or dissimulate 
when you’re enjoying yourself. 
 
--Leslie Jamison in the New York Times Magazine 
 

POWER 
 
Right, as the world goes, is only in question between equals in power, while the strong do what they can 
and the weak suffer what they must. 
 
--Thucydides  



PSYCHEDELICS 

Psychedelics are a sparkly rainbow that lead to the gateway of the Shadow. 
 
--Ann Shulgin 
 
You know what we all need more than psychedelic mushrooms? Clean water for everyone is what we 
need, and a good sense of humor, collective hard work, and an ability to chill and appreciate the 
moment, even when things are hard. Substances, no matter how powerful, can’t compare to basic 
awareness and an ethical worldview. It’s not the substance but how we employ the substance in service 
to an ethic that gets results. 
* 
Shrooms are not a movie projector. Shrooms are windshield wipers. On a brain chemistry level, they do 
nothing more than strip away the brain’s defense mechanisms necessary for our day-to-day survival.  
* 
There’s nothing I can compare to the span of time between when a mushroom is ingested and when it 
starts to take effect. This is when we are the most vulnerable. It always feels like this part of the trip 
might be hugely important, like our attitude could make or break the entire night, but trying too hard 
can cause incredible anxiety. To fill this space with any sort of grandiose intent is just asking for the 
mushrooms to bitch-slap you.  
 Just sit back and wait. 
 This. 
 All your tender hearts who have ever sat like this, sacred and excited, waiting for the entity to arrive. This is real 
courage.  
* 
Who exactly are these uptight people they say we need to educate? Not these men. Working-class 
people, who are often living at ground zero of the opiate epidemic, who are familiar with the drug 
culture of the military and the commerce of dealing, tend to be very smart about drugs. They can’t 
afford not to be. The population that is uptight about psychedelics, from my own experience – if I may 
be so vulgar as to use this label – are the liberal elite. They are acquaintances who give that Are you okay? 
Look when I fill them in on what I’ve been up to. They are Michael Pollan, who preaches that we are 
not ready to decriminalize psychedelic mushrooms because more studies need to be done and thus are 
potentially dangerous and should be used only in a clinical setting with a train professional. They are 
Rick Doblin from MAPS (Multi-Disciplinary Association for Psychedelic Studies), who knows better but 
keeps silent and allows this doctrine to persist because this is the lie upon which his lifelong project of 
corporate medicalization depends. 
 Psychedelic plants and fungi have had their proving ground for thousands of years and the 
evidence of their effectiveness as a medicine already exists, noted in anthropological texts and artifacts, 
and more importantly, in living traditions all over the world. We know this already.  
 How many capitalist projects actively depend on human beings forgetting what they already 
know and possess in order for it to be sold back to them for a price? 
 What my heart says is this: The mushrooms don’t like it done that way. 
* 
There’s nothing that a mushroom can’t fix, said Kai Wingo. It’s been scientifically proven that psilocybin 
mushrooms can help cure depression, addiction, and OCD, and while I’m positive the mushrooms have 
done all these things for me, that’s not why I’ve taken them. I eat them to prepare my soul for this world. 
 Psychedelic experience offers us nothing less than decentralized access to knowledge. Forces of 
subjugation and control have always existed alongside their use. I get it with the law, but I didn’t expect 
the level to which I would encounter it within the psychedelic movement itself. The discourse around 



medicalization versus decriminalization is heated and emotional because this isn’t just a battle of 
ideologies. They’re illegal, people are incarcerated, and the whole way we proceed with our lives 
alongside these consciousness-expanding substances is informed and polluted by this fact, and it’s been 
that way so long, going far back into history, to the point we don’t know what it would be like if it was 
different. We have no point of reference for freedom. 
 
--Bett Williams, The Wild Kindness  
 
Lying next to a pile of rocks, San Pedro said, “It’s never not a good idea to turn one’s anus to the sun.” I 
was reminded of the way the flowers of San Pedro grow vertically upward, blooming in an almost vulgar 
display. Some interesting and cathartic yoga poses followed. Who knew?   
 
--Bett Williams 
 
The profound consciousness-altering psychic effects of peyotl, teonanacatl, and ololiuqui …made the Indians 
of the Latin American countries so respectful and awestruck of these drugs, causing these people to place 
a taboo on them. Only a ritually clean person, one prepared by a period of prayer and fasting, had the 
right and qualification to ingest these drugs and then only in such a purified body as their divine nature 
could develop, whereas the impure felt themselves going insane or mortally stricken.  
 
--Albert Hoffman 
 
Clinical psychiatry is most interested in how intoxication may be harmful. Is addiction present? 
Substance misuse? Is the patient “acting out” with substance use? If no harm is found, clinical interest 
wanes. 
 
--Jeff Guss 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



QUEENS 

A block from The Chateau [in the Jackson Heights neighborhood in Queens], I wanted to point out 
Community United Methodist Church. There’s a street sign at the corner commemorating the invention 
of Scrabble, which was played in the church in 1938. It was the invention of a Jackson Heights resident 
(an unemployed architect) named Alfred Butts. Legions of Scrabble devotees now make pilgrimages to 
the church, which you will notice also advertises services in Punjabi, Urdu, Bahasa, Korean, Chinese 
and Spanish. I love that God is worshiped in so many languages in the house where Scrabble was 
invented. Brooklyn may be known as the Borough of Churches. But Jackson Heights is where, for 
example, the Jewish Center, on 77th Street, also hosts Pentecostal services, Hindu services and the 
annual Iftar celebration of Bangladeshi and other Muslims.  
 
--Suketu Mehta (interviewed by Michael Kimmelman in the New York Times) 
 
QUEER 

My kid had a tough time. It took him a while to realize that he was queer, took him a while to realize he 
was trans. So there was a lot of drawing at the dining-room table. Perhaps he didn’t have the vocabulary 
to talk about what was going on or how he felt, but the drawings could express it in some way. Then we 
could talk around what we were all drawing. Sharing this creative thing was a form of 
communication…I think what I learned from Trix was more the ability to ask questions and less the 
need to feel like I had the answers.  
Did learning that help you with his transitioning? Yeah. One of the great things about queer 
kids in this culture is that they have to have done the work. They have to do the questioning and say: 
‘‘Who am I? What am I? Where am I in society? What risks am I willing to take or not take to be 
authentic?’’ There are cis and straight people who do that as well, but it’s not an obligation. 
 

--Mo Willems, interviewed in the New York Times  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

RACISM 
 

If you want to know if racism is a problem in your country, you might not want to ask white people. 
 
--Tim Wise 
 
RESISTANCE 
 

But – let’s never discount it – within every official, statistical, designated nation, there breathes another 
nation: of unappointed, unappeased, unacknowledged clusters of people who daily, with fierce 
imagination and tenacity, confront cruelties, exclusions, and indignities, signaling through those barriers 
– which are often literal cages – in poetry, music, street theater, murals, videos, Web sites – and through 
many forms of direct activism. 
 
--Adrienne Rich, Poetry and Commitment  
 
RITUAL 
 
In ritual space, something inside of us shimmers, quickens, and aligns itself with a larger, more vital 
element. We are released from the limiting constraints of our collective agreements, such as not showing 
our emotions in public, not bothering anyone with our troubles, and remaining stoic and self-contained 
with our pain. This release allows us to enter into a fuller expression of who we are. This is both freeing 
and frightening. We become vivid in ritual space, exposed and transparent. This is exactly what we need 
and what we fear.  
 
--Francis Weller, The Wild Edge of Sorrow  
  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SAY NO 

When they say Don’t I know you? 
say no. 

When they invite you to the party 
remember what parties are like 
before answering. 
Someone is telling you in a loud voice 
they once wrote a poem. 
Greasy sausage balls on a paper plate. 
Then reply. 

If they say We should get together 
say why? 

It’s not that you don’t love them anymore.  
You’re trying to remember something 
too important to forget.  
Trees. The monastery bell at twilight. 
Tell them you have a new project. 
It will never be finished. 

When someone recognizes you in a grocery store 
nod briefly and become a cabbage. 
When someone you haven’t seen in ten years 
appears at the door, 
don’t start singing him all your new songs. 
You will never catch up. 

Walk around feeling like a leaf. 
Know you could tumble any second. 
Then decide what to do with your time. 

--Naomi Shihab Nye, “The Art of Disappearing”  



SHAME 

Psychoanalyst Joseph Lichtenberg defines shame even more broadly, as an emotion that blunts initiative 
and curbs excitement. He views shame as the primary dividing factor between sensual and sexual 
experience. Sensuality is soothing, pleasurable, unconflicted, and related to our attachments to others. 
Sexuality, on the other hand, arises when a child’s pleasure seeking is inhibited by caregivers; these 
activities then become tense and conflict laden, representing a struggle between bodily pleasure seeking 
and shame. Constraints and prohibitions introduced by caregivers are reinforced in various forms by 
authorities and institutions over the life course. Sexuality thus has an edge that sensuality does not, he 
writes, “and that edge is itself a stimulus” to excitement, involving elements of power and transgression. 
Shame, for Lichtenberg, is instrumental in creating the prohibition and boundaries that we later find 
arousing; it is also a key element shaping the experience of boundary crossings as disturbing, subversive, 
or rebellious. Because shame is a threat to the self, the precise ways that shame interacts with sexuality 
depend on how the self is conceptualized in relation to others in any given belief system. Still, shame 
animates all expressions of human sexuality to varying degrees. 

--Kathleen Frank, Plays Well in Groups  

 
SILENCE 

My father used to say, 
“Superior people never make long visits, 
have to be shown Longfellow’s grave 
or the glass flowers at Harvard. 
Self-reliant like the cat— 
that takes its prey to privacy, 
the mouse’s limp tail hanging like a shoelace from its mouth— 
they sometimes enjoy solitude, 
and can be robbed of speech 
by speech which has delighted them. 
The deepest feeling always shows itself in silence; 
not in silence, but restraint.” 
Nor was he insincere in saying, “Make my house your inn.” 
Inns are not residences. 

--Marianne Moore 

 

SOCIAL MEDIA  

When I go on Instagram, it’s like socializing every second with everyone who’s designed to make me feel 
the worst about myself: my exes’ new girlfriends, people who have the career I want, Kylie Jenner. I take 
breaks from Instagram, and of course, it helps so much. But I have this fear that, if I don’t check my 
phone constantly, I would be publicly humiliated somehow and I wouldn’t know it. 

--Cazzie David 
 
  



STOICISM 

Epictetus [said] that we should only concern ourselves with things that we can control. All else should be 
of no interest.  Putting aside for the moment instances of social injustice that may greatly bother us even 
though we are not involved in them, this division into what is and what is not under our control is known 
as the “Stoic fork.” For me, I prefer to place an imaginary line down the centre of my vision, and when 
an issue is causing trouble, I check to see on which side of the line it falls. 
 What does Epictetus suggest belongs on either side of the line? He tells us on this first page: Under 
our control are our thoughts and actions. Not under our control is everything else, including fame, power, the 
behaviour and thoughts of other people, our property and our reputation. 

Under Our Control  
Our thoughts 
Our actions 

Not Under Our Control  
What people think 
What people think of us 
How people behave 
How well people do their jobs 
How rude people are 
Other people’s habits 
Other people’s success 
How well other people listen to us 
How much our partner behaves as we wish him/her to 
What our partner fears or finds stressful 
Everything else 
 

--Derren Brown, Happy   

  



SWIFTS 

Swifts are magical in the manner of all things that exist just a little beyond understanding. Once they 
were called the “Devil’s bird,” perhaps because those screaming flocks of black crosses around churches 
seemed pulled from darkness, not light. But to me, they are creatures of the upper air, and of their 
nature unintelligible, which makes them more akin to angels. Unlike all other birds I knew as a child, 
they never descended to the ground. 

When I was young, I was frustrated that there was no way for me to know them better. They 
were so fast that it was impossible to focus on their facial expressions or watch them preen through 
binoculars. They were only ever flickering silhouettes at 30, 40, 50 miles an hour, a shoal of birds, a 
pouring sheaf of identical black grains against bright clouds. There was no way to tell one bird from 
another, nor to watch them do anything other than move from place to place, although sometimes, if the 
swifts were flying low over rooftops, I’d see one open its mouth, and that was truly uncanny, because the 
gape was huge, turning the bird into something uncomfortably like a miniature basking shark. Even so, 
watching them with the naked eye was rewarding in how it revealed the dynamism of what before was 
merely blankness. Swifts weigh about 1½ ounces, and their surfing and tacking against the pressures of 
oncoming air make visible the movings of the atmosphere. 

They still seem to me the closest things to aliens on Earth. I’ve seen them up close now, held a 
live grounded adult in my hands before letting it fall back into the sky. You know those deep-sea fish 
dragged by nets from fathoms of blackness, how obvious it is that they aren’t supposed to exist where we 
are? The adult swift was like that in reverse. Its frame was tough and spare, and its feathers were 
bleached by the sun. Its eyes seemed unable to focus on me, as if it were an entity from an alternate 
universe whose senses couldn’t quite map onto our phenomenal world. Time ran differently for this 
creature. If you record swifts’ high-pitched, insistent screaming and slow it down to human speed, you 
can hear what their voices sound like as they speak to one another: a wild, bubbling, rising and falling 
call, something like the song of common loons…. 

“The best thing for being sad,” said T.H. White’s Merlyn, “is to learn something.” As my friend 
Christina says, all of us have to live our lives most of the time inside the protective structures that we 
have built; none of us can bear too much reality. And with the coronavirus pandemic’s terrifying grip on 
the globe, as so many of us cling desperately to the remnants of what we assumed would always be 
normality — sometimes in ways that put us, our loved ones and others in danger — my usual defenses 
against difficulty have begun to feel uncomfortably provisional and precarious. 
Swifts have, of late, become my fable of community, teaching us about how to make right decisions in 
the face of oncoming bad weather. They aren’t always cresting the atmospheric boundary layer at 
dizzying heights; most of the time they are living below it in thick and complicated air. That’s where they 
feed and mate and bathe and drink and are. But to find out about the important things that will affect 
their lives, they must go higher to survey the wider scene, and there communicate with others about the 
larger forces impinging on their realm. 

Not all of us need to make that climb, just as many swifts eschew their vesper flights because they 
are occupied with eggs and young — but surely some of us are required, by dint of flourishing life and 
the well-being of us all, to look clearly at the things that are so easily obscured by the everyday. To take 
time to see the things we need to set our courses toward or against; the things we need to think about to 
know what we should do next.  

--Helen Macdonald 
 

 

 



TAXONOMY 
 

[Michel] Foucault starts The Order of Things by quoting a passage from the Argentine writer Jorge Luis 
Borges. This passage quotes “a certain Chinese encyclopedia” in which it is written that “animals are 
divided into: (a) belonging to the Emperor, (b) embalmed, (c) tame, (d) suckling pigs, ( e) sirens, (f) 
fabulous, (g) stray dogs, (h) included in the present classification, (i) frenzied, (j) innumerable, (k) drawn 
with a very fine camelhair brush, (l) et cetera, (m) having just broken the water pitcher, (n) that from a 
long way off look like flies.” 
 

--Lydia Alix Fillingham, Foucault for Beginners 

                                
THERAPY 

Aside from the relief Freud offered to the afflicted, he can also remind the rest of us that we are all 
troubled souls in one way or another that the seemingly robust and successful types that we envy may, 
more than anyone, be assailed by feelings of self-doubt and failure. To allow for natural unhappiness in 
our lives and not berate ourselves for feeling it is to stand against the tyranny of the positive-thinking 
ethos that surrounds us daily. The gift of therapy is not just to cure the deranged but to point all of us to 
where we have lost authorship of our stories, bring those reasons to consciousness and thus show us the 
gentle path to healing. 
 

--Derren Brown, Happy 
 

 Duane Michals 



TOUCH 
 
On June 28, 1969, police raided the Stonewall Inn, a gay bar in New York City’s Greenwich Village. 
While harassment of the LGBTQ community was at the time routine, on this evening the patrons fought 
back. Their anger and frustration erupted into the streets, sparking days of protest that ignited the gay 
liberation movement and the modern struggle for LGBTQ civil rights. Bringing together an 
intergenerational group of eight contemporary artists, this exhibition commemorates Stonewall’s 50th 
anniversary by exploring queer kinship, care and community through the immediacy and intimacy of 
touch.  

Touch is powerful, affirming, and unruly. It lays bare desire and unmakes the boundaries 
between us. The ease and freedom with which many queer people today express affection is one of many 
social transformations provoked by LGBTQ activists of the 1970s. 
 Through drawing, collage, and photography, the artists in Touching History take up touch as a 
strategy and a metaphor to visualize queer kinship and community. Some of these artists activate 
archival materials to reimagine historical legacies or hold space for those who are no longer here. Others 
work with collaborators to nurture unanticipated intimacy, reciprocity, and trust. Together, these artists 
honor the struggles and tenacity of the queer community. 
 
--David Evans Frantz, associate curator at the Palm Springs Art Museum, whose exhibition Touching 
History closed just as the country went into pandemic lockdown, foreclosing community touch for the 
foreseeable future 

 

 
The exhibition featured Jess T. Dugan & Vanessa Fabbre’s portraits of trans elders (including Sky and Mike, above left) and 

erotic self-portraits by disabled photographer Robert Andy Coombs (above right) 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

UMBRELLA 

On a scrap of paper in the archive is written 
I have forgotten my umbrella. Turns out 
in a pandemic everyone, not just the philosopher, 
is without. We scramble in the drought of information 
held back by inside traders. Drop by drop. Face 
covering? No, yes. Social distancing? Six feet 
under for underlying conditions. Black. 
Just us and the blues kneeling on a neck 
with the full weight of a man in blue. 
Eight minutes and forty-six seconds. 
In extremis, I can’t breathe gives way 
to asphyxiation, to giving up this world, 
and then mama, called to, a call 
to protest, fire, glass, say their names, say 
their names, white silence equals violence, 
the violence of again, a militarized police 
force teargassing, bullets ricochet, and civil 
unrest taking it, burning it down. Whatever 
contracts keep us social compel us now 
to disorder the disorder. Peace. We’re out 
to repair the future. There’s an umbrella 
by the door, not for yesterday but for the weather 
that’s here. I say weather but I mean 
a form of governing that deals out death 
and names it living. I say weather but I mean 
a November that won’t be held off. This time 
nothing, no one forgotten. We are here for the storm 
that’s storming because what’s taken matters. 
 

--Claudia Rankine, “Weather”  



VALENTINE 

Love is cheaper now: fifty cent stuffed animals, 
deflated balloons that declare I love you 
 

but not that much. Chocolates melting 
in their thin plastic hearts. Holidays are 
 

arbitrary pressure, aisles of red light. 
I am sad the day after anything 
 

but expired love is worse than  
old Halloween or faded Easter. The bins 
 

of passed over kittens and hollow 
chocolate flowers like stubs from a movie 
 

I saw with a boy who forgot my name. 
The one who told jokes that weren’t funny, 
 

the one who was handsome but dumb. All that 
old love on sale: less valuable but never free. 
 

--Faith Shearin, “The Day After Valentine’s” 
  



 

VIRUS 

You’re never a revolutionary forever. In the ‘60s I wanted to burn the Bank of America down, and 
today, well my money is deposited there. Do I hear virtual boos? Oh, come on. You’ll change, too! Who 
knows? You embraced vinyl, maybe the next hipster kids will revive talking on the telephone again and 
make you look uncool for refusing to do so. The cutting edge dulls with time no matter how hard you try 
to keep up. 

But while you’re still young? Maybe it’s time to become a virus yourself. A good kind of virus, 
one fueled by the years of hard work you put in at the incubator known as the School of Visual Arts. An 
asymptomatic intellectual flu that stealthily infects the closed minded, strikes those who judge others first 
but never themselves. You’ll invade the cells of intolerance on both sides of the political fence, damage 
systems of discrimination of any kind. Yes, you will make others sick. Sick of sexual harassment, yet not 
sick of sexual acts themselves. Tired of transphobia but awake to the freedom of gender confusion. You’ll 
make both liberals’ and conservatives’ throats so dry they’ll never be able to spew hate again. 

But remember, you’re sick too. You’re a carrier. You must vomit out your own last traces of 
racism left over from your ancestors. Sneeze out the toxic nationalism you’ve been force fed from 
politicians and cough up whatever elitism you’ve been lucky enough to inherit. You must lose your taste 
for moral superiority and accept the fact that you can’t smell your own smug virtuosity. 

Give yourself a fever! Raise your own temperature to high. No 98.6 for you. No testing needed. 
You’re not the ‘new normal.’ You’re the vaccine. Artists burning up with an urgency for a 
counterculture that, once injected, refuses to be influenced by mine or any other generation’s. Do it now! 
When nobody’s looking. When nobody knows what is going to happen next. You and only you will be 
held responsible if we go back to the same-old, same-old. 

Travel beyond the valley of the humor-impaired and over the top of sexual anarchy to a coup 
d’etat of crackpot capitalism. Yes, capitalism. We live in a capitalist country, don’t we? But it’s now only 
for the rich and the poor. Who ever thought fighting to bring back the middle class would be an 
extremist act, but it is. Start the plague against noblesse oblige so the doomsday of traditional solutions 
that didn’t work can begin. Artists, you are the cure, too! The only people that can inspire the world to 
notice and then alter its destructive behavior. An asshole-ism apocalypse is just around the corner, but 
you have to light the first spark. The Covid-19 commandos! 

That’s you! Congratulations! And now it’s time for action. Thank you. 
 
--John Waters, commencement speech at New York’s School of Visual Arts 
 
 
VITAMIN D 

Did you know that dogs and cats, perhaps because their fur blocks their skin’s ability to absorb sunlight 
and produce Vitamin D, secrete an oil that converts to Vitamin D when exposed to sunlight? It then has 
to be ingested orally, which is one reason that pets are always licking themselves. 
 
--Brooke Jarvis, reviewing Morty Lyman’s The Remarkable Life of the Skin  
 

  



WALL STREET 

In 2019 alone, U.S. companies in the S&P 500 bought back $728.7 billion of their own stocks, which is 
equivalent to 3 percent of the country’s G.D.P. Not only that: According to Goldman Sachs, buybacks 
constituted the single-largest source of demand in the stock market, which was also the case in two of the 
previous three years. This was a period in which the stock market gained around 65 percent. To the 
extent that buybacks helped fuel the run-up, it suggests that the market was really just a hall of mirrors. 
The defense of buybacks — and the practice has plenty of defenders, including Warren Buffett — is that 
if a firm can’t find productive uses for all the profit it has earned, it is obliged to give the surplus to its 
investors, who can then put the money into the economy in other ways. Jeremy Siegel told me that 
buybacks are ‘‘totally misunderstood. They get a bad rap.’’ He said that companies ‘‘invest their profits 
when it is profitable to invest’’ and return the money they can’t spend to shareholders, either through 
dividends or buybacks — and because buybacks offer a tax advantage over dividends, they have become 
the preferred means of distributing excess profits. 

Whatever the reason, some estimates indicate that between buybacks and dividends, the largest 
U.S. companies returned roughly 90 percent of their earnings to shareholders in the last decade. That’s 
money that could have been used to give employees a raise, or to increase spending on research and 
development, or to cushion a future downturn, but instead it went to investors. And when you consider 
how generally modest economic growth has been in recent years (despite President Trump’s boasts to 
the contrary) and the country’s anemic productivity growth, the buyback binge seems even harder to 
justify. 

Nick Hanauer, a Seattle venture capitalist who was one of the original investors in Amazon, has 
become a fierce critic of buybacks. When we spoke recently, he recalled serving on several corporate 
boards and being asked to approve stock buybacks. At the time, he thought they were ‘‘isolated acts of 
desperation and stupidity,’’ as he put it. He was stunned when he discovered how prevalent the practice 
was. In Hanauer’s view, buybacks are just a form of looting and represent ‘‘one of the biggest grifts in 
contemporary economic life.’’ He said the reason companies had so little need to reinvest their profits 
was that four decades of what he called ‘‘wage suppression’’ has been a check on consumer demand. 
‘‘The less you pay people, the less they buy, the less average demand there is in the economy and the less 
reason you have to invest in increased productive capacity,’’ he said. 
 

--Michael Steinberger, “The Mirage of Wall Street,” New York Times 
 

 
The Human Beings continue to manifest at Gays Against Guns demonstrations. At the Women’s March  

in January we represented transwomen murdered by gun violence (that’s me second from right).  



WHITE SUPREMACY 

  

 

WHITMAN 

Walt Whitman passionately adopted the garb of Soldier’s Missionary. He began to develop a routine – 
the essential infrastructure of any profession. He started, as he said, by “fortifying myself with previous 
rest, the bath, clean clothes, a good meal, and as cheerful an appearance as possible.” Before he sallied 
forth, he prepared a grab bag of treats, including candy, fruit, writing supplies, tobacco, socks, cookies, 
underwear. He would then set forth to the hospital wards and sessions of “visiting” that might last 
anywhere from two hours to four or five hours. He embraced his work with everything he had. 
“Behold,” he had written earlier in Leaves of Grass (as if foreshadowing his work in the hospitals), “I do not 
give lectures or a little charity. When I give I give myself.” 

--Stephen Cope, The Great Work of Your Life  
 

WINNING AND LOSING 

Winners focus. Losers spray. 

--Sydney Harris 
 

  



WORKING PEOPLE 
 
I don’t know whose side you’re on, 
But I am here for the people 
Who work in grocery stores that glow in the morning 
And close down for deep cleaning at night 
Right up the street and in cities I mispronounce, 
In towns too tiny for my big black 
Car to quit, and in every wide corner 
Of Kansas where going to school means 
At least one field trip 
To a slaughterhouse. I want so little: another leather bound 
Book, a gimlet with a lavender gin, bread 
So good when I taste it I can tell you 
How it’s made. I’d like us to rethink 
What it is to be a nation. I’m in a mood about America 
Today. I have PTSD 
About the Lord. God save the people who work 
In grocery stores. They know a bit of glamour 
Is a lot of glamour. They know how much 
It costs for the eldest of us to eat. Save 
My loves and not my sentences. Before I see them, 
I draw a mole near my left dimple, 
Add flair to the smile they can’t see 
Behind my mask. I grin or lie or maybe 
I wear the mouth of a beast. I eat wild animals 
While some of us grow up knowing 
What gnocchi is. The people who work at the grocery don’t care. 
They say, Thank you. They say, Sorry, 
We don’t sell motor oil anymore with a grief so thick 
You could touch it. Go on. Touch it. 
It is early. It is late. They have washed their hands. 
They have washed their hands for you. 
And they take the bus home. 
 
--Jericho Brown, “Say Thank You Say I’m Sorry” 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

WRITING 

One of the few things I know about writing is this: Spend it all, shoot it, play it, lose it, all right away, 
every time. Do not hoard what seems good for a later place in the book, or for another book; give it, give 
it all, give it now. The impulse to save something good for a better place later is the signal to spend it 
now. Something more will arise for later, something better. These things fill from behind, from beneath, 
like well water. The impulse to keep to yourself what you have learned is not only shameful, it is 
destructive. Anything you do not give freely and abundantly becomes lost to you. 

--Annie Dillard 

Which subjects do you wish more authors would write about? 
I wish writers would consider more deeply how whiteness is constructed in their work. The unmarked 
ways in which our white supremacist orientations get replicated in books and go unquestioned in theory 
remain one of the most insidious ways racist ideas continue to shape our consciousness. 

--Claudia Rankine, interviewed in the New York Times 
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THE YEAR IN SELFIES 
 

 

 

 



 

 

 
 

Top row: Bob Saunders, Samson Pessah, Andy and me, Sari Pessah; Andy and me with Ben Seaman and Tom Varney.  
Middle row: Andy and me with Robert Szczepanski; Andy and me with Jallen Rix. Bottom row: Mark Hollenstein, me, and 
Jallen; Michael Sylvan Robinson and me at the Juneteenth/Dyke March demonstration in Brooklyn (photographed by Ian 
Reid for Vogue)  



    
THE YEAR IN REVIEW 

This page usually revolves around my Top 10 theatergoing experiences. This year I didn’t even get to 
see 10 shows before theater – and Life As We Know It – shut down March 12. Before that I saw nine 
shows, two of which would have made it to my Ten Best in a full year for sure: Ivo van Hove’s 
extraordinary re-visioning of West Side Story (with dazzling new choreography by Anna Teresa de 
Keersmaker) on Broadway (below left) and Aleshea Harris’s What to Send Up When It Goes Down at 
the Public Theater’s Under the Radar Festival. Harris’s extraordinarily powerful healing ritual (below 
right) for black people was meant to have a run at Playwrights Horizons in early summertime, when it 
would have been even more powerful to witness, but of course it was eclipsed by the pandemic, 
election-year politics, and the Reckoning that followed from the murder of George Floyd by a 
Minneapolis policeman, which triggered an outpouring of Black Lives Matter street actions – living 
theater at its most urgent, potent, and communal.  
 

 
 
Other remarkable theater events: Derren Brown’s Secret; Shayok Misha Chowdury and Kameron Neal’s 
MUKHAGNI, also at Under the Radar; Michael Friedman’s posthumously produced musical Unknown 

Soldier; and de Keersmaker’s In the Midst of Life at the Skirball Center. Theater artists found ways to 
channel their work online – I loved Paul Rudnick’s Coastal Elites; Jessica Blank and Erik Jensen’s The 

Line; and Wilma Theater of Philadelphia’s staging of Will Arbery’s Heroes of the Fourth Turning.  
 Otherwise, it was TV shows that got me through the year (Pamela Adlon’s Better Things, 

Michaela Cole’s I May Destroy You, The Midnight Gospel, Abstract: The Art of Design), music 
(Spotify! Mixcloud, especially Cosmic Odyssey! Laurie Anderson’s Party in the Bardo!), and lots of 
quirky old and new movies (My Octopus Teacher, Honeyland, Keyboard Fantasies, Mid-August Lunch, 

Coded Bias, Crip Camp, etc.).  



YOGA VS. TANTRA 

Yogis tend to be very ordered, disciplined, and moralistic, directing themselves very specifically to an 
ideal goal and simply lopping off any tendency that does not conform to this ideal. Tantrics tend to be 
very quirky, individualistic, and often anarchistic, as they break through their own inauthenticity and 
raise hell with the order of established society…Three primary tenets of this kind of tantra. The first: not 
cumming. Tantrics believe in recycling their physical energy. They consider ejaculation to be a loss of 
the vital energy that is to be used to realize the divine. Tantra could be called the fine art of delayed 
gratification. The second principle of sexual tantra is empty mind and focused awareness. You may have 
noticed that when you are having sex, your mind is always chattering away in some inner commentary. 
This accounting comes with the turf, but in tantric sexual practice, you do not pay any attention to it. 
Instead, you focus on the sensation and dance of energies that are happening in the internal and shared 
sensation…The third principle is breath. This is the ancient base of both tantra and yoga. There are two 
things: being aware of how your breathing happens and then beginning to use breath in very conscious 
and sophisticated way to control your state of mine.  
 As a general rule of thumb, either/or is very yogic, both/and is very tantric. 

--Victor Bliss, The ManTantra Letters 
 

 

YOU 

Find out who you are, and then do it on purpose. 

--Dolly Parton 
  



ZOOM 
 
Beyond the feverish pace of online work, employees are experiencing some problems specific to video — 
what has popularly come to be called “Zoom fatigue.” In late March I spoke via Zoom to Jessica Lindl, a 
vice president at Unity, a company that makes software for creating and operating interactive 3-D 
environments. Before the pandemic, Unity’s 3,700-person staff conducted about 10,000 Zoom calls a 
month. They were now doing five times as many. She was impressed by how productive Unity’s 
employees had been — they launched a new, 25,000-student online training class in the middle of the 
pandemic. 

But doing back-to-back Zoom calls was, they found, unexpectedly draining. “I just got off a call 
with my C.E.O., and he’s like, ‘Oh, my God, I’m Zoomed out,’” Lindl told me, sitting at a desk on the 
top floor of her house. She, too, would find that after a day of nonstop Zoom meetings, she was spent. “I 
come to Friday night, when all my friends wanted to do virtual happy hours, and I’m: ‘I can’t do it! I am 
exhausted.’ ” 

Many people I spoke to described the same phenomenon, triggered by any form of video 
interaction. Scientists of human perception say this is rooted in how today’s video violates our normal 
use of eye-gaze, including how long we look at each other, and how often we do. When we’re hanging 
out together, we’re constantly exchanging glances — but only brief ones. Long stares, research shows, 
seem quite threatening. In one study by Isabelle Mareschal, who runs a visual-perception lab at Queen 
Mary University of London, and her colleagues, experimental subjects were asked to look at a video of a 
face that turned to stare directly at them. People found the gaze enjoyable, but only for about three 
seconds. After that, it became unsettling. 

In this context, videoconferencing is characterized by remarkably poor design, because we’re 
expected to face the camera and stare. We could look away, but as most users intuit, that seems rude. 
After all, if we turn away from our laptops, a video-chat partner can’t tell what we’re looking at; maybe 
we’re ignoring them. So we stare and stare. The polite thing also winds up being the creepy thing. 
“It really does come to the fact you feel that your attention has to be completely directed to the person 
on the screen,” Mareschal says…. 

The more you ponder 
videoconferencing design, the sketchier it 
seems. For example, most apps by default 
show you an image of yourself. “So you’re 
trying to try to get out of the habit of staring 
at yourself,” says Andrew S. Franklin, a 
psychologist at Norfolk State University. 
Your eyes keep darting to that image of 
your own face, breaking whatever attention 
you were paying to your conversational 
partner’s signals. “What you would 
normally say in face-to-face interaction 
smoothly comes out jumbled,” Franklin 
says. Worse, when you’re in a “Brady 
Bunch” meeting with a dozen people 
arrayed in a grid, they’re all staring straight 
at you. No halfway normal meeting of 
humans behaves like that. 

 
--Clive Thompson, “Home Sweet Office,” 
New York Times  
  



2020 THANKS TO 
 
LAURIE ANDERSON * PAUL BROWDE * MICHAEL COHEN * VINCE CORSARO * LIAM 
CUNNINGHAM * STEPHEN DILLON * MATT DREYFUSS * MARC-ANTOINE DUPONT * 
DARNELLA FRAZIER * ADAM HANAN * GAVIN HANSEN * KEITH HENNESSY * MARK 
HOLLENSTEIN * ANDY HOLTZMAN * IYENGAR INSTITUTE OF NEW YORK * ROBERT 
JOHANSEN * BRETT LYON * RIC MATTHEWS * JAYME MCDANIEL * JAY MICHAELSON * 
THE NEW YORKER * DAVE NIMMONS * ADAM NICHOLSON * MIKHAIL NTALANIKAS * 
NICK PADILLA * JIMMY PELT * SANDY RADOFF * HEATHER COX RICHARDSON * 
JALLEN RIX * SCRUFF * BEN SEAMAN * COLIN SOWA * ROBERT SZCZEPANSKI * 
TUMBLR * CLAIRE ULLMANN * GREGORY WELLS * MICHAEL WHITSON * ANDY 
WILLETT * DAVID ZINN 
 
RIP 
 
HAROLD BUDD * CHRISTO * BETTY DODSON * GEORGE FLOYD * BERNARD 
GERSTEN * RUTH BADER GINSBURG * LARRY KRAMER * JOHN LEWIS * TERRENCE 
MCNALLY * JAVIER REGUEIRO (below left) * MATTHEW SIMMONS (aka Peggy L’Eggs, below 
right) * BREONNA TAYLOR * JOSH WALLWORK * HAL WILLNER 
 

  



 
 

 
 


