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“This book opens its readers to the titanic importance of setting in so much art from painting to poetry to fiction to
isgraphy. In "The Poetics of Space’, Bachelard reveals time after time that setting is more than scene in works
 that it is aften the armature around which the work revolves. He elevates setting to its rightfid place alongside
character and plot, and affers veaders a new angle of vision that re shapes any understanding of great paintings and
novels, and folkiales too. His is a work of genuine topophilia. '

. space thal 1y e graged
topophilia: =1\ westiganons of the felicitons space, [...] e sorts of space
st ey b defended against adverse forces, the space we love. "
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DAVID’'S MOTHER AS SPACE.

“There does nat exist a real intimaey that is repellent. All the spaces |gf'l'ﬂ.l.rf'mm'_|

are de: { by an attraction. Their being is well-heing, "

“My mother had been carried to the graveyard when | was five. | scarcely
remember her at all, yet she figured in my nightmares, blind with worms, her
hair as dry as metal and brittle as a twig, straining to press me against her
body; that body so putrescent, so sickening soft, that it opened, as | clawed

and cried, INtO @ breach so enormous as to swallow me alive, But
when my father or my aunt came rushing into my room to find out what had
frightened me, | did not dare describe this dream, which seemed disloyal to

my mother. | said that | had dreamed about & graveyard.
They concluded that the death of my mother had
had this unsettling effect on my imagination

and perhaps they thought that | was grieving

for her. And | may have been, but if that is

so0, then | am grieving still.

“A house that has been experienced
1% ol an ivert dar

“Space that has been seized upon by the

["‘] | remember then | was imagination cannet remain indifferent space
very young how, in the big subject to the measures and estimates of the survevor, It
|Mng room of the house in San has been fived in, not in its positivity, but with all the

partiality of the imagination. Partcularly, it nearl

Francisco, my mother s . always exercises an at fraction. For it concentrates
phOthl’Bph. which stood all by itself befng within limits that protect, In the realm af
on the mante|piece' seemed to rule the fmages, the play between the exterior and
room. It was as though her photograph proved fnttmacy i dot 0 belaneed one
how her spirit dominated that air and controlled us all.

| remember the shadows gathering in the far

COINers of that room, in which | never felt at home, and
my father washed in the gold light which spilled down on him
from the tall lamp which stood beside his easy chair.” =

UL how can secrel rooms, rooms that have disappeared, become abodes for an unforgetiable past? W There and how
does repose find especially conducive sitwations? How is if that, at times, a provisional refuge or an occasional
shelter is endowed in our intimate day-dreaming with vietues that have mo objective foundation? "
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“f...] in the most interminable of dialectics, the sheltered being gives
the hanse in its reality and in its virtuality, by means of thought and
the hase i really Hived '[...J."
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“*You are an American?' he asked at last. 'Yes.', | said. 'From New York.' 'Ah! | am
that New York is very beautiful. Is it more beautiful than Paris?' 'Oh, no, —|
said— no city is more beautiful than Paris." [...] 'You must like Paris very much.' '|
like New York, too, —I said, uncomfortably aware that my voice had a defensive
ring— but New York is very beautiful in a very different way.' He frowned. 'In what
‘way?' 'No one —| said—
who has never seen it can possibly imagine it.

It's very high and new
and lectric-exciting. | paused. 'lt's hard to describe.

It's very twentieth century.’ 'You find that Paris is not of this century?', he asked
‘with a smile. His smile made me feel a little foolish. 'Well, —| said— Paris is old, is
‘many centuries. You feel, in Paris, all the time gone by. That isn't what you feel in
York.' He was smiling. | stopped. 'What do you feel in New York?' he asked.
Perhaps you feel —| told him— all the time to come. There's such power there,

rything is in such IMOVEIMENT. You can't help wondering —1 can't help
ing— what it will all be like many years from now.' '"Many years from now?

When we are dead and New York is old?' ‘Yes.' | said. ‘YWhen everyone

iS tired, when the world —for Americans— is not so new." ‘I don't see why the
d is so new for Americans.' said Giovanni. 'After all, you are all merely
igrants. And you did not leave Europe so very long ago.'

1 Gaton Bachetad, The Poatics of Space. . 100K,




“'The ocean is very wide

, | said. 'We have led
different lives than you; things have happened to us there which have never
happened here. Surely you can understand that this would make us a different
people?' 'Ah! If it had only made you a different people!' he laughed. 'But it
to have turned you into another species. You are not, are you, on another p
For | suppose that would explain everything." 'l admit —I said with some
I do not like to be laughed at— that we may sometimes give the impression th

——
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“The streets were empty
‘butcher had already opened his shop and one could see him within, already

‘bloody, hacking at the meat. One of the great, green Paris buses [lUmbered

m&&m@%@?%

“At five o'clock in the morning Guillaume locked the door of the bar behind us.

and gl'eY. On a corner near the bar a

dﬂ A; / 14‘#.?1{6‘)' / I
Z mESe it d .sd;'(c.l_', ffm‘)'.rf, a’(cﬂ(’;‘;rt(l?{.f:élﬂi(ﬁ
past, nearly empty, its bright ehelﬂn‘ilag waving fiercely to indicate a turn. A

(garcon de cafe spilled water on the sidewalk before his establishment and swept

itinto the gutter. at the end of the long, curving street which
faced us were the trees of the boulevard and straw chairs piled high before cafes and
mem spire of Saint-Germain-des-Prés —the most magnificent spire, as
Hella and | believed, in Paris. The street beyond the place stretched before us to

and, hidden beside and behind us, rneandered

e rc.rtia':ﬁ?rgf course.

-

1 Umit Price, Three Exsars o s Piciomaue.
2 Timatny D Martin, Astert Smatieson anc the Angts- Amwrican Fturosgue.




. It became, in a w = ' i
” know how to describe that room +Ina way, b
,I.m::l;ml  room | find myself in hereafter will remmdrneofelm A 4
room. | did not really stay there very long —we met before the spring began gy :

left there during the summer— but it still seems to me that | spent a lifetime

Life in that room seemed to be occurring undemfaterl - h. r X
certain that | underwent a sea change there. L

To begin with, the room was not large enough for twe. It looked out on a small

courtyard. Looked out means only that the room had two windows,
which the courtyard malevolently pressed, encroaching day by day, as though

had confused itself with a JUNQIE. We, or rather Giovanni kept the windows
closed most of the time. He had never bought any curtains; neither did we buy
any while | was in the room. To insure privacy, Giovanni had obscured the windo,
panes with a heavy, white cleaning polish. We sometimes heard children playing
outside our window, sometimes strange shapes loomed against it. At such
moments, Giovanni, working in the room, or lying in bed, would stiffen like a
hunting dog and remain perfectly silent until whatever seemed to threaten our

safety had moved away.

He had always had great plans for remodelling this room, and before | arrived

had already begun. One of the walls was a d!ffy, streaked white

where he had torn off the wallozper The wall facing it was destined never to be

uncovered, and on this wall @ 1200 0 Loop skirt and a man in knee breeches A
perpetually walked together, hein o« The wallpaper lay on the floor, in Iy

great sheets and scrolls, in (/L0 1 also lay our dirty laundry, | g "
with Giovanni's tools and the pat 0 e bottles of oil and turpentine. .
Our suitcases teetered on o 0 we dreaded ever havingto | ;

open them and sometimes i UL SUR i necessity, such as clean

socks, for days. No one ever came (o  lacques, and he did not come i 4 i
often, We were far from the center of the city aiid we had no phone. oA

| remembered the first afternoon | woke up there, with Giovanni fast asleep beside
me, heavy as a fallen rock. The sun filtered through the

so faintly that | was worried about the time. i steaitniy | :
lit a cigarette, for | did not want to wake Giovanni. | did not yet know how | would | o e
face his eyes. | looked about me. Giovanni had said something in the taxi about
his room being very dirty. 'I'm sure it is. | had said lightly, and turned away from |
mfs“r;of’;kﬂ;s out o the window. Then we had both been sient. When | woke Up
| remembered that there had been something strained and painful in the
uallty of that silence, which had been broken when Giovanni said, with a ShY.




oetic figure.
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Jowered like those clouds out of which fiends have
'sometimes spoken and which obscured but failed
to soften its malevolence behind the yellow light

which hung like A DESEASED AND UNDEFINABLE SEX

in its center. under this blunted arrow, this smashed flower of fight lay the
terrors which encompassed Giovanni's SOU/. | understood why Giovanni had

wanted me and had brought me to his last retreat. | was to destroy this room and
give to Giovanni a new and better life. This life could only be my own, which, in

“order to transform Giovanni's, must first become a part of Giovanni's room.

In the beginning, because the motives which led me to Giovanni's

‘room were so mixed, had so littie to do with his hopes and desires,
“and were so deeply a part of my own desperation, | invented in

myself a kind of pleasure in playing the housewife after Giovanni

‘had gone to work. | threw out the paper, the bottles, the

fantastic accumulation of trash: e

‘the contents of the innumerable boxes and suitc o
disposed of them. But | am not a housewife —
‘housewives. And the pleasure was never 120/

‘Giovanni smiled his humble, grateful =i

fne there, now | stood,
between him and the dark.”

e

1 dames Baldwin, Giownnd's Boom, g, 4 Pt 2. Chapiss 3




Tanger hman fear; this is cosmic fear; an anthropo-cosmic feir thay ol

" ; ense is 1o
So this shiver we S prjmﬂ.‘l?-‘m"m“ "

great legend of man casi bock inio

A la porte de la maison qui viendra frapper?

Une porte auverle on enire.

Uine porte fermée un antre.

Le monde bat de lautre cité de ma porte.

A e o of e s ik il come knocing

An ogen door: we e
A s o, o
e sl b et e

IR

A
——— . =

1 Ganon Bacowar, T Postics o Space, o 21,
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But in addition o the imtimate value of verticality, o house in a big city lacks cosmicity, For here, where houses

longer set in natural surroundings, the relationship hetween howse and space becomes an artificial one. Every thing

about it is mechanical aid, on every side, intimate living flees. *The streets are like pipes into which men are sucked i
1w

up, " (Max Pieand, La fuite devant P 1y

| “When insomnia, which is the philosopher's ailment, fs increased
4 irritation caused by city noises; or when, late at night, the fum
antamaohiles and trucks rumbling through the Place Maubert caises
curse my city dweller's fate, 1 ean recover my calm hy living the metaphors.
of the occan. We all know that the big city is a clamorous sea, |
been said countless times that, in the heart of night in Paris, one hear
ceaseless murmur of flood and tide. So | make a sincere image out of
hackneved ones, an image that is as much my own as though §myself
invented it, in line with my gentle mania for abways believing thar 1 am the:
subject of what I am thinking. If the hum of cars becomes more painful,
my best to discover in it the voll of thunder. of o thunder that speaks o me
and scolds me. And | feel sorry for myself. So there you are, wnhappy
philasepher, caught up again by the storm, by the storms of life!  dream
abstraci-concrete daydream. My bed is @ small boat lost at sea; tha
whistling is the wind in the sails. On every side the air is filled with the
sound of furious kaxoning. | talk to myself to give myself cheer: there mow |
Your skiff is halding its own, you are safe in your stone boat. Sleep, "'w
Happy to be

of the storm. Sleep in the storm. Sleep in your own courage,
man who is assailed by wind and

And 1 all asleep, hulled by the noise of Pari

______‘———————_________—_—__________._-
1 Mmmmﬂfh;m

2 i, pog

Paris there are no houses and the inhabitants of the bi

our walls —wrote Paul Clavdel— is a sort of geamey
5, objects aned wardrobes within a wardrobe,

e af the streed

nor verticality inside

andd the floor give the tocatio
it ‘The houses
- E o

v live fn superiniposed boyes. ‘One's Parix
©. a conventianal hole, whicl we furnisiiy
A, Chisean noir dans le soleil levant, g
ional hole', but our abode has
il with asphalt, in order ng




UNCANNY SUBLIME:

bpluan [ladrin]
”7 @ .‘m;-iy/ loasant f/f;fe}ﬁi":‘if that distruct one’s attention
g / o/

}47’01 6{; Sreseat.
/

iy

“And the daydrean deepens to (8 COTE | LR TG 1N 0 T e
mah's earliest memory.

PR TR Ll from clay 0 dlay only, ont the thread of @ narrati
stony. Through dreams, the va 2RI 5 in our lives co-pen and N ireasures of former
And afier we are in the mew (1 ORURTERETE Sy g R we have lived in Bk o ues, we traved
land of Motionlesy Childhood RTIEEE v all immemorial tiges gre. |} 1

ide world will never have the 53

“ff the places in which we have experienced dayereaming reconstitute themselves in a new daydream, and it ﬁ'
because our memories of former dwelling-places are relived as davdreams that these dwelling-places of the past
remain in us for all time. " ?

" Gamton Bachwlan, The Poatcs of Space, p. 5.
? . pa

Lot [iketot]
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UNCANNY SUBLIME:
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“After having followed the duy-dreams of inhabiting th
I for us to live them, reguire us to become very small, ’ ‘
corners in which we like to curl up comfortably. 7 _ WLy of the verb 1o inhabi, and

e

(loer's howse)

ore, which
him."

“And | realized that my heart was beating in an awful way
and that Joey was trembling against me and the ’fghf
in the room was very bright and hot. -

1 Gaston Bchtard, The Prenics of Spuce. . xaorvi,

2 o o4

3 demes Balowin, Giavanny's Foar, 5. B, {Pan 1, Chagter 1)

A Tl .8, Pt 1, Chapter 1)




dhout the communicability of the sublime
(o e portics of spae

Hkek

behind their
akind of aesthetics of hidden things. T pave : for-a phenon
emiark will suffice: an empty drawer 1 [

1 mmmm;m.m
2 mamwmm%mmwﬂ.

wThese virtes of shelier ave so simple, so deeply rooted in our unconscious that they mey

he recaprured ere
mention, rather than through minuie description. Here the nuance bespeats the color: gk

.[ For the real houses of memory, the houses m‘whic'b wie return in dreams, the houses that are rich i wnalterable
g;m, do not readily lend themselves to description.
... The first, the oneirically definitive house, must retain ity shadows. For it belongs to the literature i i thot b
o poseiry, and notto the fluent tpe of lierature that, in order o analyze intimacy, needs other people’s stories. Alf |
ought 10 say about my childhoad iome is just barely enowgh to place me, myself, in an oneiric situation, 1 set e o
e threshold of a day-dveant in which 1 shall find repose in the past, Then 1 may hope that my page will pikssir
p ) ity that will ring trie a voice so remote within me, that it will be the voice we all hear when we listen as far back
s memory reaches, on the very limits of memory, beyond memory perhaps, in the field of the immemorial. Alf we
communicate to athers is an orientation towards what is seeret without ever being able o tell the secrer oh bjectivels:
| What is secret never has toial objectiv i we orient oneirism but we do not accomplish it

*room, in describing the little
of the roofs, one could see the

il retains for me alone thar

odar that is beyond description,
mure, the reader, back in his

£ Your would like to rell
vou have unlocked a doar to

1 Gaston Bachatard, The Postics of Snsce, p 13,
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“| walk up and down this house, up and down this house. I think of prison. Long
ago, before | had ever met Giovanni, | met a man ata party at Jacques' house
who was celebrated because he had spent half his life in prison. He had then
written a book about it which displeased the prison authorities and won a literary
prize. But this man's life was over. He was fond of saying that, since to be in prison
was simply not to live, the death penalty was the only merciful verdict any jury
could deliver. | remember thinking that, in effect, he had never left prison. Prison
was all that was real to him; he could speak of nothing else. All his movements,
even to the lighting of a cigarette, were stealthy, wherever his eyes focused one saw

a wall rise up.

His face, the color of his face, brought to mind

darkness and dampness, i feit that if one cut him, his flesh would
be the flesh of mushrooms. And he deseribed to us in avid, nostalgic detail

2 " y
.mf‘{x{/;/m / .w,?.\-r’r.r'/_‘;a,#a'.»f.rz /'a /
v 2 .
l a .fmr'r}m'f.ffrz/ ({w}/ur/ s rm.f%/ .a%/z'n‘z‘t}m.- e .’/fr/m-{,

the barred windows, the barred doors, tne judas, the
guards standing at far ends of corridors, under the light.

Is three tiers high inside the prison and everything is the color of gunmeta! !
Everything is dark and cold, except for those patches of light, where authority
stands. There is on the air perpetually the memory of fists against the metal, a dull,

booming tom-tom possibility, like the possibility of /1120NESS.
‘The guards move and mutter and pace the corridors

-and boom dully up and down the stairs. They are

in black, they carry guns, they are always

afraid, they scarcely dare be kind. Three

tiers down, in the prison's center, in the

Prison’s great, cold heart, there is always



activity: trusted pri

isoners wheeling things about, going in and out of tha omci i
ingratiating themse .

lves with the guards for privileges of cigarettes, g

sex. The night deepens in the prison, there is muttering everywhere, and w
(wows —sometow, that death will be entering the prisop

courtyard early in the morning.

fsy early in themernm

men in black will come ngiBe
key in the lock. They will g
flrs'ncthapriesuni E

him down the Ocn’[dm
- Illln, which will allow

that it is colder. [...] | try
cell. From where he is pe

‘-____—-——————__________—_—_________———.-""

h—mm-mm,m Pan 2, Cragaer 3
 Proson Wedow by Duscan 3.

“He was silent for a long while. Then: 'You do, sometimes, remind me of the kind

ﬁmmlsmmdhputhlmﬂlnpmuhuﬂwhﬂﬂdhmhﬂuaw
'That —I said, sharply— would seem to apply much more to you than to me.'

'What do you mean?’, he asked. 'I'm talking about that room,

that hideous room. Why have you buried yourself there so long?"
'Buried myself? Forgive me, mon cher Américain, but Paris is not like New York; it is
not full of palaces for boys like me. Do you think | should be living in Versailles
Jinstead?’ 'There must, there must —| said— be other rooms.' 'Ca ne manque pas,
les chambres. The world is full of rooms, big rooms, little rooms, round rooms, square
‘ones, rooms high up, rooms low down, all kinds of reoms! What kind of room do you
think Giovanni should be living in? How long do you think it took me to find the
rroom | have? And since when, since when —he stopped and beat with his
forefinger on my chest— have you so hated the room? Since when? Since
yesterday, since always? Dis-moi.' Facing him, | faltered: 'l don't hate it. |, | didn't

mean to hurt your feelings.' His hands dropped to his sides. His eyes grew big.
He laughed. 'Hurt my feelings! Am | now a stranger that you speak to me like that,
with such an American politeness?' 'All | mean, baby, is that | wish we could move.'
"We can move. Tomorrow! Let us go to a hotel. Is that what you want? Le Crilion
peut-étre?' | sighed, speechless, and we started walking again. 'l know —he burst
out, after a moment— | know! You want to leave Paris, you want to leave the room,
ah! You are wicked. Comme tu es méchant!' 'You misunderstand me.', | said. "You
misunderstand me." '

-

1 e Bakdwin, Glavaniv's Ao, b, 120 it 2, (agher 3




12007 GHOMNSYLLAGE
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“| have told you about my village? It is very old and in the south, it is on a hill, At
night, when we walked by the wall, the world seemed to fall down before us, the
whole, far-off, dirty world. I did not ever want to see it. Once we made love under the
wall. Yes, | wanted to stay there forever and eat much spaghetti and drink much
wine and make many babies and grow fat. You would not have liked me if | had
stayed. | can see you, many years from now, coming through our village in the
ugly, fat, American motor car you will surely have by then and looking at me and
looking at all of us and tasting our wine and shitting on us with those empty
smiles Americans wear everywhere and which you wear all the time and driving
off with a great roar of the motors and a great sound of tires and telling all the other
Americans you meet that they must come and see our village because it is so

picturesque. And you will have no idea of the life there, drip,ofng and
bursting and beautiful and terrible, as you have no idea of

my life now. But | think | would have been happier there and | would not have
minded your smiles. | would have hag iy lile. | have lain here many nights,
waiting for you to come hame. and Ihauait how far away is my village and how

hom | hate, where itis CO/d

as there, and where Giovanni has
18re he has found a lover who is
ngWoor touch.”

no one to talk to, and no one TOIEEE.
neither man nor woman, NetHNaHHEe

"I left my village one wild, sweet day. | will never forget that day. it was the day of

my death, | wish it had been the day of my death. | remember the sun was
hot and scratchy on the hack of my neck as | walked the road away from my village and

the road went upward and | walked bent over. | remember everything, the
brown dust at my feet, and the little pebbles
which rushed before me, and the short trees
along the road and all the flat houses and all their
colors under the sun.-

1 dames Saldwin, G

2 b, p. 150, [Pt 2




“The hut can receive none of
the riches “of this world s 1t
possesses the felieity of infense
poverty; indeed, it 15 one af
the glories of pover(y; a5
destitntion ingreases if gIves s
access o absolute refuge” %

sfenced

iftte o
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“The days that followed seemed to fly. It seemed to turn cold overnight. The

tourists in their thousands disappeared, conjured away by timetables. When one

walked through the gardens, leaves fell about one's head and sighed and crashed

peneath one's feet. / 1€ Stone of the Cffy, which had been luminous and
changing, faded slowly, but with no hesitation, into simple grey stone again. It was

apparent that the stone was hard. vaiy, fishermen disappeared from
the river until, one day, the river banks were clear. The bodies of young boys and
girls began to be compromised by heavy underwear, by sweaters and mufflers,

hoods and capes. 0ld men seemed older, old women slower. ] N€ COJlOrS ON

the river faded, the rain began, and the river began to rise. It was
apparent that the sun would soon give up the tremendous struggle it cost her to get to
Paris for a few hours every day." '
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tnd so, flaced with these peviods of solitude, the topoanalyst starts 1o s
ions; Was the rom a large one? Was the garret chittered up? Was the nogj
warm? How was it lighted? How, to0, in these fragments of space, did thie hymgy
heing achieve silence? How did he relish sifence of the Vriony
retreats of solifary €

L en all we know is a sequence af
lity —a being who does nat wani to melf
g o ot in search of things pasi, wants
fime 1o “suspend "ty ight. In its countless alveoli space contains compressed time.

That is what space is far "%
_________———————_______—_—________._._—-
! o Bachaan, o Foaics of Spoce, p. 8. 3
¥ ibd.pa




o pmirapniien
the cavel AT
“We lived in Brooklyn then, as | say; we had also % o it e [ o s e m':::';@
lived in San Francisco, where my mother lies buried, i e "’mmor*“" N “-‘"':,,;_ Jontsee e elear, the house

and we lived for awhile in Seattle, and then in New | :
York —for me New York is Manhattan. Later on, then,

we moved from Brooklyn back to New York and by
the time | came to France my father and his new wife

has graduated to Connecticut.”

f,;fi o b{wfl 44{.1‘&.‘,

St stay, live en

! Baston Bachalard, The Fostics of Saace, . s,
Vibow House with Agpie Teo NS0 by Gabwisle Mime:




¥ inking, no doubt, of our nights in bed, of the peculiar inn
Mkm will never come again, which has made those nj gms.:lll

Jated to past, present, or anything to come, so unrelated,
:nﬁ?as not necessary for me to take any but the most mech am'

responsibility for them.” ?

tomylite

was Drazen now with the sunlight and heavy with people —people | would r
understand. | ached abruptly, intolerably, W/th @ longing to go

home:; not to that hotel, in one of the alleys of Paris, where the concierge
varred the way with my unpaid bill; but home, home across the ocean, to things and
Rgle | knew and understood; to those things, those places, those people which |

B, helplessly, and in whatever bittemess of spirit, /OVE above al

Bp ealized such a sentiment in myself before, and it

e

i gbout a saifor by the American Express Office;

“He seemed, somehow, younger than | had ever been, and blonder and more
‘beautiful, and he wore his masculinity as unequivocally as he wore his skin. He
‘made me think of home —perhaps home is not a place but simply an

irrevocable condition.”:

 Jurenhoblo ]
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“I looked out into the narrow street, this strange, crooked corner where we sat, which

“Yet it was true, | recalled, turning away from the river down the long street home,
I wanted chilaren. /| Wanted to be inside again, witn e light

and Saf ety. with my manhood unquestioned, watching my woman put my
children to bed. | wanted the same bed at night and the same arms and | wanted to
rise in the morning, knowing where | was. | wanted a women to be for me a steady

ground, like the earth itself, where | could always be /' enewed. it had been so
once; it had almost been so once. | could make it so again, | could make it real.

It only demanded a short, hard strength for me to
 become myself again.:

1. dames taciin, Giovann'y Room g 100, Pars 2, Chagter 2)
2 Wk p. 112 Pt 2, Chaptse 3



L if begins well, it begins enclosed, proweied, all warm in the bosom of o hope, »2
¥,
)

¥ hen we drecam of the home we were born, in the utma@lepths of revery, we participate in this originy

s well-tempered matter of the material pavadise, This & the environment in which the protective pei - 1

the home. Fol B moment, | shouid like 1o poin out the
Mimhntrarkmfmmfﬁanf origingf
' ing. Our daydreams carry us bac o it. And the poet well knows that the hom,
of the home's being. hildh ioffs in s .2 home

Maison, pan de i ', 6 lumiére du soir
Sondain vous acquéres @gsque tine face humaine
Vous étesprés de nous, {glbrassants, embrassés. ¥

iy, s o ﬁ sk evvming fiphe
el o sl b faze

MH«M e e o Bl tabors: vy o gy e s eusa’
Tha Foutics of Space, b, 7.

£l Mlhhl-“‘n“

rather go to Italy? Would you rather visit your home?' He
do not think | have a home there anymore. And then: 'No. | would
o to Italy, perhaps, after all, for the same reason you do not
o to the United States.' 'But | am going to the United States.', |
Kly. And he looked at me. 'l mean, |'m certainly going to go back
of these days.' 'One of these days.’, he said. 'Everything bad will
‘one of these days." 'Why is it bad?' He smiled, 'Why? You will go
then you will find that home is not home anymore. Then you will
in trouble. As long as you stay here, you can always think: One d:
.' He played with my thumb and grinned. 'N'est-ce pas?'
logic.', | said. 'You mean | have a home to go to as long as | d

e until you leave it and, then, when
left it, you never can go back.=:

1 daren Babdwin, Giovanni's Pioom, AR, (Part 2, Chager 3)




5 i Addison ¢ four in .'f.fumr;.fun mented in Remarks on 'ul:n’ru P
“Juseph Addison

*The Alps fill th
the three pleastres of
N objects '—thar ix, fros
R Natire he does no
‘greatness ', amd on o

wis af ."rr.u "that
1 of tevvor', The significance of Addison's cone et of the sublime is that
] ainess, uncammonness, and beauty, ‘arise from vivible
ilso matable that in writing on the ‘Sublime in external
L iSes semti-syionymons terms: ‘unbounded’, unlimited . spacions”,

TRETES

[...] Kani —keeping this fire

and security
8 The ‘tragic conse,

of consciausness from the realization "‘Thr
in fifee that o ever e resolved, most
tnavoidable suf 1 that there are oppo: in fifee that can never be re

matably that of 1 of deity’ subsumed to i

-‘ &= M%W




A Down that long corridor; dowr those metay stairs

I have packed my bags and | have cleaned the house. The keys to the house are
on the table before me. | have only 1o change my clothes. \When the hemonhaa
become a tte lighter the bus which willtake me to town, to the station, to the

tra . | )
&N which will take me to Paris, will appear 2t the bend of the highway. s

Canng
irEf Mmove, On the table, also, is a small, blue envelope: fe !

"9 Me of the date of Giovanni's execuion. | POV
in the Window pane, my reflection, which

th !
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e e e e
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| move at last fom e MY MWJ’/J 4 ﬁﬂ' ﬂi/ﬂdﬂﬂﬂf Whieh | must

EW toughitbe vy o i, whi s e scourea perpetaly | Mth
:hhw st /st petieve, that the heavy

%'?.;?..;:ﬁﬁm Isall hat can carry me 00t
sbm% a.ff’ﬂv's ":gohdwmum / cmSj t‘{:ﬁe
% x' An 1 i
" Valing o e g s, THY 27

which
OPS mrw | b Sne e @n eope
TOE 2R S W Eheraing WS STy eSS g Yhem R
the Wind, watehing tne wind carey \h‘;‘mma‘nmq SN, am A tarn and Deain waiking
toward the walting people, ¥ne wind thows some of e back on me.” | |

amen St Gy Foom, o, 119, (P 2. Chagne §

“Now it's now. And now, it's now. See?
-] And now, it'’s now: And now, it's now:
Now is now. And now is now. And now is
now: So that's time. But what abowt
space? Because they're always together,
s ew we're feve. And a while ago, we
were somewhere, but soon we'll be there,
hecause now we're here. And now we're
here. And now we're here. And now we're
herve. And we will be there, And now is
here. And now is here. And now is here,
And now !







