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If You Suffer in School
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Dwayne: I wish I could just sleep until I was eighteen and skip all

- this crap-high school and everything-just skip it.

Frank: Do you know who Marcel Proust is?
Dwayne: He's the guy you teach.

Frank: Yeah. French writer. Total loser. Never had a real job.

~Unrequited love affairs. Gay. Spent 20 years writing a book almost no

one reads. But he's also probably the greatest writer since Shakespeare.
Anyway, he uh... he gets down to the end of his life, and he looks back
and decides that all those years he suffered, Those were the best years
of his life, because they made him who he was. All those years he was
happy? You know, total waste. Didn't learn a thing. So, if you sleep until
you're 18... Ah, think of the suffering you're gonna miss.
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Because of You,

Our Lives Have Some Special Meanings
20K ®

I'm sonny, Jesse. I'm sonny f took all the attention when youwene the one who needed it the moat. Dad. o knour

o took your firat Love from you. N only hope that one cla.g, you get her back. Mom, you gave up eveng{:hlng for me. Your

work, your manniage, your entire life just to [ight my battles for me every slngle d.a.g. dI'm sonny you couldn't win.

and to my baby sts, who was always a0 very Little. I'm sonny o Let them hurt you. f'm sonny of didn't take canre of

you Pt was supposed to be the othex way anound.
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My ststen died that night. § wish ) could say that sthe made some miracle necoveny but she didn’t. Che just

stopped breathing. dnd of wish o could tell you that thene was some good that came out of it that through Kate's

death we could alll go on living. Or even that hen ife had some special meaning like {:hey named a pank aftenr her, on

a street on that the Supreme Count changed a laur because of hen. But none of that happened. She's just gone a little

plece of blue sky now. And we all have £o move on.
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Nothing I Ever Did Will Replace That

LOR H
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Daughter: It's for me. 1970. I was two. "Happy
Birthday." "I wish I could have kissed you good
night." They're all for me. Five. "I wish I could have
taken you to your first day of school." Six. "I wish I
could have been there to teach you to play the piano."
1981, 13. "I wish I could have told you not to chase
some boy." "I wish I could have held you when you
had a broken heart." "I wish I could have been your
father. Nothing I ever did will replace that." I guess
he went to India. "For what it's worth, it's never too

late..."

Father: ... or, in my case, too early, to be whoever
you want to be. There's no time limit. Start whenever
you want. You can change or stay the same. There
are no rules to this thing. We can make the best or the
worst of it. And I hope you make the best of it. I hope
you see things that startle you. I hope you feel things
you never felt before. I hope you meet people with a
different point of view. I hope you live a life you're
proud of. And if you find that you're not, I hope you
have the strength...

Daughter: To start all over again.
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If I Didn't Love You,

I Would Not Know I Was Such a Lonely Man

If the evening when the moon rises, the moon
shine my doorstep, I hope to meet La Luna me a
wish, I'd like a pair of human hands. I would like
to put my hands of my lover tightly over at Wye

Medium, even if only once. If I have never had a

warm feeling of taste, maybe I will not cold; if I did
not feel too sweet love, I maybe would not have to
pain. If I did not encounter the kind-pei girl, if I have
never left my room, I would not know I was such a

lonely man.
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Miller's Love Letter: i
Your Chameleon's Soul Gave Me a Thousand Loves

Anais,

I picture you playing the records over and over—
Hugo's records. "Parlez moi d amour." The double life,
double taste, double joy and misery. How you must
be furrowed and ploughed by it. I know all that, but I
can't do anything to prevent it. I wish indeed it were
me who had to endure it.

I know now your eyes are wide open. Certain
things you will never believe anymore, certain
gestures you will never repeat, certain sorrows,
misgivings, you will never again experience. A kind

of white criminal fervor in your tenderness and

ARENIFAS -

cruelty. Neither remorse nor vengeance, neither
sorrow nor guilt. A living it out, with nothing to
save you from the abysm but a high hope, a faith,
a joy that you tasted, that you can repeat when you
will.

I say this is a wild dream—but it is this dream I
want to realize.

Life and literature combined, love the dynamo,
you with your chameleon's soul giving me a thousand
loves, being anchored always in no matter what storm,
home wherever we are.

HVM

(R Z M AN T e T

FOj==24 -

BRESIR—BERILIER —MRNBH. XNE
H4EE, REN@AL, NENREFSRIF. M—ERE
FTERE. A2 858, ATTEMEX—IBRE:.
BAREERBICEBZX—1).

BREMAERRAT. RLSIRAEBIEE, B
FRMIAEESESE, EEER. RIURAEBEM. &R
NERBFREPE—PERN. FIRROVE: BERRIER

BHARRE, BARERBARAR. REMARER
BIRARM P ERIESR, B3 EPRHE. EHER.
EfiMARiI s —ORIMB RS RGN —IRE
25k

BT, IR—TEFHD. EXTREBREI
W, BONEFTHNEBRE £, ZRIE—ORSEN. 1
FBIMAETNRME T H—TPE, RAREXNBRRP
RTENE, WARKEEREENR.




—

SR, HER R —
Brushing Past

% © Gloria

Well...when I think of my husband, what I miss
most about him is the way he used to lie down next to
me at night. Sometimes his arm would stretch along
my chest, and I could not move, I... I even held my

breath. But I felt safe, complete. And... I miss the

way he was whistling walking down
the street. And every time 1 do .
something I think of what he -

would say, when it's cold

today, wear a scarf.

But lately I've been forgetting little things. It's sort
of fading and I'm starting to forget him. And it's like...
like losing him again. So sometimes I make myself
remember every detail of his face. The exact color
of his eyes, his lips, his teeth, the texture of his skin,
his hair. That was all gone by the time he went. And
sometimes... not always, bus sometimes, I can actually
see him. It's as if a cloud moves away and
there he is. And I could almost
touch him. But then... the
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again.

For a while, I did this every morning, when the
sun was not too bright outside. But the sun somehow
makes him vanish. And he appears and he disappears,
like a sunrise and a sunset. Anything, so ephemeral.
It's just like our life. We appear and we disappear. And
we are so important to some, but we are just... passing
through.
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If You Leave Me, Please Don't Comfort Me

LOREHE
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Something I wanna tell you. After I got shot, you
wanna know the very first thing that entered my mind
before I blacked out? Coins.

I'm 8 years old again on a tour of the U.S. Mint,
I'm listening to a guide explained how coins are made.
How they're rimmed and beveled ( {8 g & B ) -
How they are stamped and cleaned. And how each
and every batch of coins are personally examined.
Just in case any have slipped though with the slightest
imperfection. That's what popped into my head. I
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am a coin in the United States Army. I was minted in
the year 1980. I've been punched from sheet metal.
I've been stamped and cleaned. My ridges have been
rimmed and beveled. But now I have two small holes
in me. I'm no longer in perfect condition.

So there's something else I wanna tell you. Right
before everything went back. You wanna know the
very last thing that entered my mind? Is you. If you
leave me, please don't comfort me because each

sewing has to meet stinging.
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Because I Love How You Look at the World

20LBHT

Roberto,

Will you always come home with me and tell me
about your day? Tell me about the guy in work who
talked too much... The stain you got on your shirt at
lunch. Tell me about a funny thought you had and
wake me up but you've already forgotten. Tell me how
crazy everyone is... and laugh about it. And if you get
home late and I'm already asleep... Just whisper in my
ear one little thought you had today... because... I love
how you look at the world... I am so happy I get to be

next to you and see the world through your eyes.
Love,

Mary

Dear Catherine,

I've been sitting here thinking about all the things I
wanted to apologize to you for. All the pain we caused
each other, everything I put on you—everything I
needed you to be or needed you to say. I'm sorry
for that. I will always love you because we grew up
together. And you helped make me who I am. I just
wanted you to know there will be a piece of you in me
always, and I'm grateful for that. Whatever someone
you become, and wherever you are in the world, I'm
éending you love. You're my friend till the end.

! Love,
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I Always Love You, Time Is Nothing

Loth W

Dearest Clare,

As 1 write this, I am sitting at my desk in the
back bedroom looking out at your studio across the
backyard full of blue evening snow, everything is slick
and crusty with ice, and it is very still. It's one of those
winter evenings when the coldness of every single
thing seems to slow down time, like the narrow center
of an hourglass which time itself flows through, but
slowly, slowly. I have the feeling, very familiar to me
when I am out of time but almost never otherwise, of
being buoyed up by time, floating effortlessly on its
surface like a fat lady swimmer.

Last summer, I was sitting in Kendrick's waiting
room when I suddenly found myself in a dark hallway
in a house I don't know. I was sort of tangled up in a
bunch of galoshes (R E #E) , and it smelled like
rain. At the end of the hall I could see a rim of light

around a door, and so I went very slowly and very

quietly to the door and looked in. The room was white,
and intensely lit with morning sun. At the window,
with her back to me, sat a woman, wearing a coral-
colored cardigan (3FE42) sweater, with long white
hair all down her back. She had a cup of tea beside her,
on a table. I must have made some little noise, or she
sensed me behind her... she turned and saw me, and
I saw her, and it was you, Clare, this was you as an
old woman, in the future. It was sweet, Clare, it was
sweet beyond telling, to come as though from death to
hold you, and to see the years all present in your face.
I won't tell you any more, so you can imagine it, so
you can have it unrehearsed when the time comes, as
it will, as it does come. We will see each other again,
Clare. Until then, live, fully, present in the world,
which is so beautiful.

It's dark, now, and I am very tired. I love you,

always. Time is nothing.
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