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paradox-- argument deriving contradictory conclusions
by valid deduction from acceptable premises. Angular 
number lines, with rounded edges. True infinity.  Premises
are overrated.  There are all sorts of acceptable premises.
In certain company, unacceptable ones as well.  Brothels,
for example.  Grow houses, maybe.  The Bowery, perhaps.
(With The Bowery, it depends).  Prison, for some; school, for 
some.  Hospitals, banks, motels, Shea Stadium, for some.  
Round and round we go, and where we stop--Trouble is, 
within certain spheres, especially with my folks, everything is 
all so relative.    

easy-- not difficult to endure or undergo.  He struck 
a plea, so he’s only serving ten; his cousin got a 
quarter-to-forever and the shooter, a hard forty.  “I 
can do the dime on my head.” It’s still a really long 
time, though!  “Ain’t that bad.  Worked my connect-
ions, chose wisely.”  Wisely?  “It’s all in your 
perspective.  Right seeing, right thinking.”  I 
suppose.  Ten is one-quarter of 40, and nearly a 
third of 25.  Computational consolation. 

jazz-- Father told me there were two kinds: white people’s, 
and “the real thing.”  He’d retrieve an LP from the boxed 
anthology in the den, slap it onto the turntable:  “All right now, 
Bessie!  Say it, sister!”  “Go to town, Louis.”  “Lionel--let it all 
out, my brother.”  Benny Goodman or Glen Miller--well, not 
on such a casual basis.  No direct address, for them. “That’s a 
white cut; can’t dance to that.  Forever trying to figure out the
 beat.”  Hot and cool jazz, compare and contrast.  And comple-
ment?  Maybe, but I kept that to myself.  Apple pie å la mode, 
sensuous delight, two distinct temperatures on my tongue at once, 
piping hot pie, icy vanilla cream.  
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Dasein is simply an animal that has learned to become bored.
 -- Giorgio Agamben1

If something is boring after two minutes, try it for four. If still boring, 
then eight. Then sixteen. Then thirty-two. Eventually one discovers 
.... 
                                                                         -- John Cage2

My father passed away in the fall of 2006. He wanted to die at home surrounded by his 
family, and as I brought him home from the hospital, he said one sentence to me that set off 
a series of condensed thoughts. It was a chilling statement, and he never elaborated on what 
he meant precisely. On one level, it was disturbing that he was aware of what lay ahead. I ran 
the statement around in my head.

 “He names the works sent to him by his friends or acquaintances receivable because he 
does not know quite what to make of these texts, but he gladly receives them. He explains 
that this type of “unreaderly text catches hold, the red-hot text, a product continuously 
outside of any likelihood and whose function visibly assumed by its scriptor would be to 
contest the mercantile constraint of what is written.”3

Roland Barthes did not intend this definition to apply to jouissance d’ennui or the pleasures 
of the unreaderly text.4 Nevertheless, he goes on to describe the receivable in terms of 
unproductive languish as abreaction. He explains that “this text, guided, armed by a notion of 
the unpublishable, would require the following response: I can neither read nor write what you 
produce, but I receive it, like a fire, a drug, an enigmatic disorganization.”5 Although a literary 
critic may dismiss the receivable work as “unreadable,” Barthes’s term (and his description of 
how he developed the term) alludes to a more intensely intimate relationship with the texts 
received. Barthes also explicitly notes that these texts have an inherently militant attitude 
toward mercantile constraints of publication and that the sender expresses this attitude 
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