
“But isn't desire always the same, whether the object is present of absent? Isn't the object 
always absent?--This isn't the same languor: there are two words: Pothos, desire for the 
absent being, and Himéros, the more burning desire for the present being.”
-Roland Barthes, from A Lover's Discourse: Fragments

I toil at a machine in a room full of people who don't look at each other or speak 
to one another. Dialogue is utilitarian. There is a hum of machines breathing, 
fans, disks and cogs spinning, lasers and print-heads. I'm a monkey at a lever. 

I don't even know what I'm trying to say; (I miss you)> I think we're all 
afraid of being emotionally vulnerable, open, honest, attacked with our bellies 
exposed. We construct social personas of effortless confidence, infinite youth, 
and the gloss of magazine pages. This becomes our cumbersome alienation. We 
are dying of thirst with glasses half full of diamonds and wondering “Why?”

(I drive to work so I can make money so I can put gas in my car so I can 
drive to work.) [Where are you?] {Why wasn't I invited?}
I always seem to come to the same conclusion, and every time it feels like an 
epiphanous revelation. People feel like life is something that happens to them, 
which is a great excuse for dodging responsibility. Yes there are accidents, 
unforeseeable events and catastrophes, but largely we are responsible for our 
actions and accountability. So often we are the one pulling the rug out from under 
our own feet, setting up self-defeating tricks and traps, and wonder why we never 
saw it coming. 

We can change. It's a bit like brushing your teeth with your non-dominant hand—
odd and uncomfortable, yet fascinating. It is not an easy thing to do, for you must 
want to do it; it is a struggle, in the sense that you must consciously continue and 
strive forward or else you will revert to routine. 

If condition Then [ statements ] [ Else [ elsestatements ] ]

I'm navigating the stopgap between school and whatever comes afterwards, 



spending more time working than...anything, rearranging roles and priorities, and 
looking for purpose, action, fulfillment, happiness, connection, community. There 
is struggle. There are moments of things bending, breaking and shattering—then 
being fixed, glued back together or taped up; there are embraced failures and 
cocksure solutions, but also vulnerability and desolation. There is learning. And if 
you aren't failing you aren't learning; the trick is to get back up, try try again 
again. 


