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‘The best thing for being sad,’ replied Merlin, beginning to puff and blow, ‘is to learn something. 
That is the only thing that never fails. You may grow old and trembling in your anatomies, you may 
lie awake at night listening to the disorder of your veins, you may miss your only love, you may see 

the world about you devastated by evil […], or know your honor trampled in the sewers of baser 
minds. There is only one thing for it then, to learn. Learn why the world wags and what wags it. 
That is the only thing which the MIND can never exhaust, never alienate, never be tortured by, 

never fear or distrust, and never dream of regretting.’ 
-- T. H. White, from The Once and Future King (Collins, 1958) 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

How to survive an Agatha Christie novel, no. 123: 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

We are a way for the universe to know itself. 
Carl Sagan 

 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

I don't know where I'm going, but I'm on my way. 
Carl Sandburg 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

give a man a fire and he'll be warm for a day. 
teach a man to fire and youll get your liver pecked out by an eagle 

every day for the rest of eternity 
 

Source: thyrell 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
...and this is the difference between a friend and a life partner 

 
 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
...wonder whether it can also apply to the loo, where difficult conversations 

used to happen in my family of origin 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
...but everybody is an asshole anyway, so let's get back to evening out the odds first 

and discussing merits later 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
Like SH leaving the wedding party in HLV 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Theology 101: 
“you can’t give a Principality a territory and then act surprised when they become territorial” 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

notjustamumj 
Enthusiastic 

Day 19 of Inksolation 2 
He could still remember a time when it was all he could do to make himself get up in the morning, 
and pretend to function as a human being. Even now, there were days before he opened his eyes, 

still at the edge of sleep, when he just wanted to not move, just hover there 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



“Don’t ask what the world needs. Ask what makes you come alive, and go do it. Because 
what the world needs is people who have come alive.” 

-- Howard Thurman 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

when EM Forster said, “I was yours once, ‘till death if you’d cared to keep me.” 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
corpo - anima - spirito 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Do not let the people in charge convince you to be grateful to have food in your stomach 
and a roof over your head. 

-- claridekv 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

They stood together gazing, without a word spoken. With their senses brimming, as they do when 
you stand looking out over country which you must leave and in all likelihood will not see again. 

Filled with a strange, tugging happiness but also with melancholy. 
 

– Pär Lagerkvist, from “The Masquerade of Souls,” The Marriage Feast: Stories (Hill and Wang, 
1954) 

 
(the way I feel all the time) 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

If you genuinely enjoy being alone, do you ever wonder if it is an inherent part of your character or 
if it stems from feeling inescapably lonely in the first place until you taught yourself to enjoy the 

peace and happiness one can find in solitude? what if the reason you now prefer & choose solitude 
at every turn is because you were a very lonely child, or teenager, not by your own choice, and 

that’s how you learnt to thrive and grow, so you no longer know if you can do that around people? 
There might also be an element of personal pride, an unconscious “you can’t fire me I quit” point 
when your brain decided to switch your feelings about solitude from distress to relief. I often find 

myself defending my love of being alone, to people who worry that I can’t possibly be happy to live 
in an isolated house in the woods; I insist that I do! I really do specifically enjoy the isolated factor 

and chose to live here because of it, but then I wonder how to differentiate an ingrained love of 
solitude from an acquired ability to thrive off unchosen loneliness, to learn from it and be nourished 

by it; to what extent it might be a form of contentment built on a bedrock of resignation. 
-- hedgehog-moss 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

we make gardens instead of journeys 
-- Muso Soseki 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

The freedom to simply be yourself in a sea of people who aren’t like you 
is a freedom we all deserve. 
--drag queen on NYC metro 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

“If you want your dreams to come true, don't oversleep.” 



 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

An ancient scroll in a long-forgotten language is discovered beneath the Vatican. Judging by the 
pictures, it is a document on the keeping and care of kittens. 

A giant tentacle rises from the sea South of Tokyo, enthusiastically waves hello, and disappears 
back forever into the ocean from whence it came. 

 
-- listing-to-port 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

When Van Gogh was a young man in his early twenties, he was in London studying to be a 
clergyman. He had no thought of being an artist at all. he sat in his cheap little room writing a letter 

to his younger brother in Holland, whom he loved very much. He looked out his window at a 
watery twilight, a thin lamppost, a star, and he said in his letter something like this: “it is so 

beautiful I must show you how it looks.” And then on his cheap ruled note paper, he made the most 
beautiful, tender, little drawing of it. 

--Brenda Ueland, from “If You Want to Write" 
 
 
 

 
-- Esiste ancora la Germania? 

-- Governo Federale Tedesco: Sì. 
-- Grazie. 

 



 
 

 
-- Shirley Chisholm 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

  
 

  
 



 
 

  



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
... that's my father. 
Hell of a hard job. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Relationships take near constant effort to keep thriving and it is a fucking exhausting task. 
(...) 

I have children and I know that the connections I forge with them now will set the stage for 
how they connect and relate to others in adulthood, and that terrifies me because it’s not a 

skill I was ever taught yet it’s one of the most important skills I’ll ever teach and I don’t 
know how. 

-- archae-heart 



 
 
 

 
 
 

 
Note: Also applies to parents. 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

And what are we but our fathers’ sons and daughters? We are the Victorian legacy. Our 
materialism, our lack of spirituality, our grossness, our mockery of art, our utilitarian attitude to 

education, even the dull grey suits wrapped around the dull grey lives of our eminent City men, are 
Victorian hand-me-downs. Many of our ideas of history and society go back no further than 
Victorian England. We live in a money culture because they did. Control by plutocracy is a 

nineteenth-century phenomenon that has been sold to us as a blueprint for reality. But what is real 
about the values of a money culture? Money culture recognises no currency but its own. Whatever 
is not money, whatever is not making money, is useless to it. The entire efforts of our government 
as directed through our society are efforts towards making more and more money. This favours the 
survival of the dullest. This favours those who prefer to live in a notional reality where goods are 

worth more than time and where things are more important than ideas. 
-- Art Objects: Essays on Ecstasy and Effrontery, JEANETTE WINTERSON 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Quando gli inglesi non sanno il latino: 
Templa quam delicta 

invece che 
Templa quam dilecta 

 
(fa il paio con il motto sui piatti cinesi di Knole: 

Untie invece che Unite) 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

Yes, of course, everything comes down only to humans... 
Why did we allow the Permian extinction to take place? 

Or fisher eagles to feed their young live fish? 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 

GOOD ADVICE: 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
...io avevo letto "abandoned by God". 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

The Bible 
continuity problems 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 



 

 

 
 

 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
...including you 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 

"Jesus ministered by angels" by James Tissot 
(no, they are not vampires) 

 
 
 

 
But we did! about the time of Abel and Cain in fact. 

 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
-- Estefania Loret de Mola 

 
 
 

 
 



 
 

And the enchantment lingers in the old honey-heart of earth. 
-- George William Russell, A.E. (1867-1935) 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

When through the old oak forest I am gone, 
Let me not wander in a barren dream 

-- John Keats 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
...e per questo ogni avvocato è un coglione 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

lightheartedsuggestion 
What’s going to make you happy right now? Is it some cake? Is it a nap? Is it calling your mom? Is 

it going on a drive and blasting music? Is it taking a bath? Is it reading a book? 
Check in with yourself because you deserve that happiness, whatever it is. 

Avatar 
thecatwhowalksbyherself 

I use this with my hospice patients a lot. Because "is there anything I can do to help?" rarely gets a 
response. But, "I'll be here till 6:30 and would like to do one thing to make your room more 

comfortable before I head out" frequently does get an answer. Often something they deem "too 
small to bug anyone with" like closing the blinds so there's no reflection on the tv, or repositioning 
their socks because the heels have wandered into the front and are uncomfortable, or they want ice 

cream before dinner today, or getting an extra blanket. 
I also use this on myself. What's one thing I could do to make my environment more comfortable 
right now? Does it cure my mental illness? Hell no! Does it make me feel more in control of my 

feelings and the world around me? You betcha! 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

Rabindranath Tagore (1861-1941) 
poem 85 from “The Gardener”, 1914 

 
 
 
 

 
Every Witchy Way 



 
 
 

thinking about when i was small, how my mom told me that pipe cleaners were just a tool until people 
started idly shaping things with them and it grew so popular that they were marketed as crafting materials. 

and that story about how the original frisbees were disposable pie plates that students flattened to throw. and 
how when i was a child i had a wooden mancala set with shiny, colorful stones, but on invention it was 

played with rocks and grooves dug into the dirt. and middle school, paper football and tic-tac-toe and mash 
and mad libs, games that just need pen and paper. and before that, games of pretend with pirates and princes 
and masked marauders. how at slumber parties after lights out, we used to whisper storytelling games, i say 

one sentence and you say the next. and shadow puppets. and the way all the kids in the neighborhood used to 
divide into teams and throw fallen pine cones at one another. and the floor is lava game, and the quiet game, 

and the games i play with my coworkers that are just words and retention. and "put a finger down" on the 
high school bus. and little girls clapping together, and how the first jump-rope was undoubtedly just a length 
of rope who knows how long ago, and how natural it is to play, how we seek play at every age and with any 

resources we have and with whatever time we can squeeze it into in a day. i'm not an anthropologist or a 
psychologist but i think after food and shelter and water and air what comes next is games and stories and 

laughter. i think that there is nothing -- not sex or fighting or forming unlikely bonds with animals -- there is 
nothing more human than to play. 

 
Source: fourgetregret 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

Random-Interesting-Facts 
If you feel the need to stab someone, stab oranges. 

They're the same consistency as human flesh. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

...best thing you can do with an abandonment 
is trying to prevent such pain in others 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 

 
 

The Berkshire Eagle, Pittsfield, Massachusetts, October 7, 1963 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

...des gens qui réclamaient toutes les libertés pour étrangler les opinions des autres 
-- JK Huysmans 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

  
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 


