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Develop interest in life as you see it; in people, things, literature, music -- the world is so
rich, simply throbbing with rich treasures, beautiful souls and interesting people. Forget
yourself.
- Miller, Henry

What holds the world together, as I have learned from bitter experience, is sexual
intercourse.
- Miller, Henry

Sex is one of the nine reasons for reincarnation. The other eight are unimportant.
- Miller, Henry

We have two American flags always: one for the rich and one for the poor. When the rich
fly it means that things are under control; when the poor fly it means danger, revolution,
anarchy.
- Miller, Henry

An artist is always alone -- if he is an artist. No, what the artist needs is loneliness.
- Miller, Henry
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Love and sex can go together and sex and unlove can go together and love and unsex
can go together. But personal love and personal sex is bad.
- Warhol, Andy

You have to accept the fact that part of the sizzle of sex comes from the danger of sex.
You can be overpowered.
- Paglia, Camille

Sex is the last refuge of the miserable.
- Crisp, Quentin

Sex without love is an empty experience, but as empty experiences go it's one of the best.
- Unknown, Source

It's hard for me to get used to these changing times. I can remember when the air was
clean and sex was dirty.
- Burns, George

But Jesus, when you don't have any money, the problem is food. When you have money,
it's sex. When you have both, it's health, you worry about getting ruptured or something. If
everything is simply jake then you're frightened of death.
- Donleavy, J. P.
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A mistress should be like a little country retreat near the town, not to dwell in constantly,
but only for a night and away.
- Wycherley, William

A mistress never is nor can be a friend. While you agree, you are lovers; and when it is
over, anything but friends.
- Byron, Lord

What is passion? It is surely the becoming of a person. Are we not, for most of our lives,
marking time? Most of our being is at rest, unlived. In passion, the body and the spirit
seek expression outside of self. Passion is all that is other from self. Sex is only
interesting when it releases passion. The more extreme and the more expressed that
passion is, the more unbearable does life seem without it. It reminds us that if passion
dies or is denied, we are partly dead and that soon, come what may, we will be wholly so.
- Boorman, John

If we resist our passions, it is more through their weakness than from our strength.
- La Rochefoucauld, Francois De

I can resist everything except temptation.
- Wilde, Oscar

Abstainer. A weak man who yields to the temptation of denying himself a pleasure.
- Bierce, Ambrose
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At great periods you have always felt, deep within you, the temptation to commit suicide.
You gave yourself to it, breached your own defenses. You were a child. The idea of
suicide was a protest against life; by dying, you would escape this longing for death.
- Pavese, Cesare

A writer never reads his work. For him, it is the unreadable, a secret, and he cannot
remain face to face with it. A secret, because he is separated from it.
- Blanchot, Maurice

Fear secretes acids; but love and trust are sweet juices.
- Beecher, Henry Ward

<b>I do not love you</b>
<br/><br/>
I do not love you as if you were salt-rose, or topaz,<br/>
or the arrow of carnations the fire shoots off.<br/>
I love you as certain dark things are to be loved,<br/>
in secret, between the shadow and the soul.<br/>
<br/>
I love you as the plant that never blooms<br/>
but carries in itself the light of hidden flowers;<br/>
thanks to your love a certain solid fragrance,<br/>
risen from the earth, lives darkly in my body.<br/>
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<br/>
I love you without knowing how, or when, or from where.<br/>
I love you straightforwardly, without complexities or pride;<br/>
so I love you because I know no other way<br/>
<br/>
that this: where I does not exist, nor you,<br/>
so close that your hand on my chest is my hand,<br/>
so close that your eyes close as I fall asleep.
- Neruda, Pablo

<b>Saddest Poem</b>
<br/><br/>
I can write the saddest poem of all tonight. <br/>
<br/>
Write, for instance: "The night is full of stars,<br/>
and the stars, blue, shiver in the distance." <br/>
<br/>
The night wind whirls in the sky and sings.<br/>
<br/>
I can write the saddest poem of all tonight.<br/>
I loved her, and sometimes she loved me too. <br/>
<br/>
On nights like this, I held her in my arms.
I kissed her so many times under the infinite sky. <br/>
<br/>
She loved me, sometimes I loved her.<br/>
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How could I not have loved her large, still eyes? <br/>
<br/>
I can write the saddest poem of all tonight.<br/>
To think I don't have her. To feel that I've lost her. <br/>
<br/>
To hear the immense night, more immense without her.<br/>
And the poem falls to the soul as dew to grass. <br/>
<br/>
What does it matter that my love couldn't keep her.<br/>
The night is full of stars and she is not with me. <br/>
<br/>
That's all. Far away, someone sings. Far away.<br/>
My soul is lost without her. <br/>
<br/>
As if to bring her near, my eyes search for her.<br/>
My heart searches for her and she is not with me. <br/>
<br/>
The same night that whitens the same trees.<br/>
We, we who were, we are the same no longer. <br/>
<br/>
I no longer love her, true, but how much I loved her.<br/>
My voice searched the wind to touch her ear. <br/>
<br/>
Someone else's. She will be someone else's. As she once<br/>
belonged to my kisses.<br/>
Her voice, her light body. Her infinite eyes. <br/>
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<br/>
I no longer love her, true, but perhaps I love her.<br/>
Love is so short and oblivion so long. <br/>
<br/>
Because on nights like this I held her in my arms,<br/>
my soul is lost without her. <br/>
<br/>
Although this may be the last pain she causes me,<br/>
and this may be the last poem I write for her.
- Neruda, Pablo

<b>Clenched Soul</b><br/>
<br/>
We have lost even this twilight.<br/>
No one saw us this evening hand in hand<br/>
while the blue night dropped on the world.<br/>
<br/>
I have seen from my window<br/>
the fiesta of sunset in the distant mountain tops.<br/>

Sometimes a piece of sun<br/>
burned like a coin in my hand.<br/>
<br/>
I remembered you with my soul clenched<br/>
in that sadness of mine that you know.<br/>
<br/>
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Where were you then?<br/>
Who else was there?<br/>
Saying what?<br/>
Why will the whole of love come on me suddenly<br/>
when I am sad and feel you are far away?<br/>
<br/>
The book fell that always closed at twilight<br/>
and my blue sweater rolled like a hurt dog at my feet.<br/>
<br/>
Always, always you recede through the evenings<br/>
toward the twilight erasing statues.
- Neruda, Pablo

<b>Love Sonnet XI</b><br/>
<br/>
I crave your mouth, your voice, your hair.<br/>
Silent and starving, I prowl through the streets.<br/>
Bread does not nourish me, dawn disrupts me, all day<br/>
I hunt for the liquid measure of your steps.<br/>
<br/>
I hunger for your sleek laugh,<br/>
your hands the color of a savage harvest,<br/>
hunger for the pale stones of your fingernails,<br/>
I want to eat your skin like a whole almond.<br/>
<br/>
I want to eat the sunbeam flaring in your lovely body,<br/>
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the sovereign nose of your arrogant face,<br/>
I want to eat the fleeting shade of your lashes,<br/>
<br/>
and I pace around hungry, sniffing the twilight,<br/>
hunting for you, for your hot heart,<br/>
like a puma in the barrens of Quitratue.
- Neruda, Pablo

If you are of the opinion that the contemplation of suicide is sufficient evidence of a poetic
nature, do not forget that actions speak louder than words.
- Lebowitz, Fran

There is no lonelier man in death, except the suicide, than that man who has lived many
years with a good wife and then outlived her. If two people love each other there can be
no happy end to it.
- Hemingway, Ernest

Civilization is drugs, alcohol, engines of war, prostitution, machines and machine slaves,
low wages, bad food, bad taste, prisons, reformatories, lunatic asylums, divorce,
perversion, brutal sports, suicides, infanticide, cinema, quackery, demagogy, strikes,
lockouts, revolutions, putsches, colonization, electric chairs, guillotines, sabotage, floods,
famine, disease, gangsters, money barons, horse racing, fashion shows, poodle dogs,
chow dogs, Siamese cats, condoms, peccaries, syphilis, gonorrhea, insanity, neuroses,
etc., etc.
- Miller, Henry
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Suicide may also be regarded as an experiment -- a question which man puts to Nature,
trying to force her to answer. The question is this: What change will death produce in a
man's existence and in his insight into the nature of things? It is a clumsy experiment to
make; for it involves the destruction of the very consciousness which puts the question
and awaits the answer.
- Schopenhauer, Arthur

France has lost a battle. But France has not lost the war.
- Gaulle, Charles De

Today I begin to understand what love must be, if it exists. When we are parted, we each
feel the lack of the other half of ourselves. We are incomplete like a book in two volumes
of which the first has been lost. That is what I imagine love to be: incompleteness in
absence.
- Goncourt, Edmond and Jules De

Life is not lost by dying; life is lost minute by minute, day by dragging day, in all the
thousand small uncaring ways.
- Benet, Stephen Vincent

I'm a romantic -- a sentimental person thinks things will last -- a romantic person hopes
against hope that they won t.
- Unknown, Source
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To love means loving the unlovable. To forgive means pardoning the unpardonable. Faith
means believing the unbelievable. Hope means hoping when everything seems hopeless.
- Chesterton, Gilbert K.

You're an expatriate. You've lost touch with the soil. You get precious. Fake European
standards have ruined you. You drink yourself to death. You become obsessed by sex.
You spend all your time talking, not working. You are an expatriate, see? You hang
around caf?s.
- Hemingway, Ernest

All things truly wicked start from an innocence.
- Hemingway, Ernest

Calamities are of two kinds: misfortune to ourselves, and good fortune to others.
- Bierce, Ambrose

Here's to the crazy ones. The misfits. The rebels. The trouble-makers. The round heads in
the square holes. The ones who see things differently. They're not fond of rules. And they
have no respect for the status-quo. You can quote them. Disagree with them. Glorify, or
vilify them. But the only thing you can't do is ignore them. Because they change things.
They push the human race forward. And while some may see them as the crazy ones, we
see genius. Because the people who are crazy enough
to think they can change the world <br/>
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Are the ones who do.
- Apple Computer

A person's worth is contingent upon who he is, not upon what he does, or how much he
has. The worth of a person, or a thing, or an idea, is in being, not in doing, not in having.
- Hilton, Alice Mary
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