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Holy books, Baudelaire points out, never laugh. I read recently that somebody had come forward with
evidence that the process is not irreversible. The emotional life of the man who sits at the desk is also messy
â€” I am in love with a set of twins, Hilda and Heidi, and in a fit of enthusiasm I have joined the Bolivian
army. But, artists will respond in such a way as to make art impossible for the computer. The effort is always
to make what you write nourishing or useful to readers. I was trying to make fiction that was like certain kinds
of modern painting. The problems I mentioned earlier, as well as others not taken up, enforce complexity. I
would argue that in the competing methodologies of contemporary criticism, many of them quite rich in
implications, a sort of tyranny of great expectations obtains, a rage for final explanations, a refusal to allow a
work that mystery which is essential to it. We had a routine, the family, on Sundays. They take very few risks
and they publish an enormous number of things which look like books, sort of feel like books, but in reality
are buckets of peanut butter with a layer of whipped cream on top. It's most unsystematic. I pinch them out of
my prose. We do not mistake the words the taste of chocolate for the taste of chocolate itself, but neither do
we miss the tease in taste, the shock in chocolate. Bless Babel. He, on the other hand, considers that I am
ridden by strange imperatives, and that the little piece I gave to the world last week, while nice enough in its
own way, would have been vastly better had not my deplorable aesthetics cause me to score it for banjulele,
cross between a banjo and a uke. Sebastian absorbing in his tattered breast the arrows of the zeitgeist, this
changes not very much the traditional view of the artist. Maybe it's easier to be modest when you've achieved
something significant with your writing. Putting Father down was the main family sport. A kind of mulch pile.
Barthelme cared a great deal about "doing his homework" as one interviewer refers to his noticeable
propensity to pore over all sorts of research material. One does not sit down to write and think: Is this poem
going to be a Queen Anne poem, a Biedermeier poem, a Vienna Secession poem, or a Chinese Chippendale
poem? My generation, perhaps foolishly, expected, even demanded, that life be wonderful and magical and
then tried to make it so by writing in a rather complex way. In my time I did not drag my father beyond this
tree. Where once we could put spurious quotes in the paper and attribute them to Ambrose Bierce and be fairly
sure that enough readers would get the joke to make the joke worthwhile, from the point of view of both
reader and writer, no such common ground now exists. I found this to be the case with Susan Sontag's writing
about painting, too. I could very cheerfully be a typographer.


