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PREFACE
The heart of this book about life, literature, and art is precisely the human heart: the pump that keeps our body alive and the feelings that course through us and link us to others. Literature and art live in these two ways, as a bloodstream that connects us to the world, as a mirror for our emotions; and as a magic script that allows us both to sound our own depths and also to enter the echoing storehouse of feeling that goes by the name of Sophocles, Shakespeare, Dickens, Munch, Proust, and all the great writers and artists whose work exists to nourish us. I see the great books as a feast for the heart.
For too long we have been encouraged to see culture as an affair of intellect, and reading as a solitary exercise. But the truth is different: literature and art are pathways of feeling, and our encounter with them is social, inscribing us in a larger community, a community composed of buried selves and loved ones, as well as the fellowship of writers over time. Literature and art provide intercourse of a unique sort. Through art we discover that we are not alone. These discoveries can be as revelatory as those dreams in which the world turns fluid, so that the living and the dead, the far and the near, come together in a dance that recasts our life. That picture of connectedness, of a universe that is umbilical and strange—a picture that no camera can take—takes the measure of our true lives.
And so this book is framed by two dreams. The first one, prophetic, occurred in October 1960 when I was a student in France, and its annunciatory fable of a monster on the loose—representing our somatic fate—will be dealt with in Chapter Two, “Living in the Body.” The second dream, about the reach of feeling, about the bloodstream of feeling that carries us into others and others into us, took place in the summer of 2001, also in France, when I was putting the final touches on this book. More than any daytime argument I might marshal, it captures, with frightening purity—frightening to me—the meaning and purpose of this study, and I therefore offer it as a prefatory note, first as the dream itself unfurled, and then as I unpack and understand it.
July 25, 2001. Brittany, France. My wife and I have been here a week. My daughter, her husband, and their two children—seven-year-old Anna and two-year-old Gustav—arrived today. We allow Anna a special treat: to sleep in the trundle bed in our bedroom. All are asleep and I dream. I am in Memphis, where I grew up, and my mother and father are speaking, in low but urgent tones, in the bedroom next to me. Their voices grow louder, more insistent, moving from what seems a lament to what I can only call a wail. My father, who is depressed and dying, expresses his misery over and over to my mother, but she too utters her pain and anguish. In waves, in a singsong, systolic and diastolic, like a dirge, these sounds of my parents’ hurt traverse the wall and invade our room. And, sure enough, Anna, now awake, says to me, “They’re making noise.” “Yes,” I reply. “Yes.”
I awake. All is quiet. Anna sleeps in her trundle bed, and my wife sleeps next to me. A minute later, I hear, from the third bedroom, Gustav wake up and cry, and I hear my daughter go into his room to comfort him. He goes back to sleep. But I am awed by the cogency and reach of this dream. My father has been dead for twenty years, and my mother now lies, stroke-ridden, in a nursing home in Memphis. Yet, time avails not, and their plaint enters me, through this dream, with sweet and brutal force. A scream goes through the house, one person’s pain becomes another’s, across time and space; there are no borders separating us. Life is a shadow play, and we are mummers all, visited and doubled by the ghosts of the past, invested with their pain, living a continuous drama that does not know closure. Brittany is Memphis, my children and grandchildren are my parents, the dead still live, the voices are not stilled.
And I think: this is my book. Above all, this is my life. This dream expresses to perfection the true coordinates of my life, coordinates not to be found on any calendar or gravestone, coordinates that disappear in the harsh light of day, when, like most of us, I cease to be haunted. Yet dreams are evanescent, while art endures; the novel, the poem, the painting, even the film, are splendidly material, accommodating us whenever we visit, casting forth their net—and indeed their network— each time we experience them. They are a force field of coursing energy, containing the still living pulse of both the artist and his or her time, made accessible by the simple miracle of reading. The encounter with literature adds to who we are. And I realize this is why I have spent my life teaching literature and art—because they are reflecting pools, soliciting our entry and immersion so as to gift us with a new sense of self, a new awareness of our actual dimensions.
Henry James used the expression figure in the carpet to signal the secret pattern that unifies works of art. But the figure in the carpet that most matters to each of us is that of our life, the yearned-for picture that would render our true arrangements in time and space, in body and mind, in heart and soul. For surely the surface story of our quotidian lives—the story we find in a newspaper or a résumé, the story an outsider could tell—misses utterly these rich and secret extensions: our past, our loves and losses, fears and dreams. A new geography, indeed a new cosmography would be needed to represent our actual plenitude and reach. It is that new cosmography that I mean to chart in this book.
While dreams provide this magic map, so, too, does art—literature, painting, film. Art reveals and expresses our real but hidden story: that which lies under the surface, in the realm of feeling, unavailable to the naked eye; that which still resonates, though long past, through memories or fantasies or the thoughts that course through our minds. The literature discussed in this book quite simply reconceives our place in the world, and thereby redraws our own contours, showing us to be porous and connected. Literature and art move us into our fuller selves. The mirror they proffer enables more than seeing; it makes it possible for us to understand, even to hear our feelings. The scream that goes through the house is the heartbeat that makes audible, at last, who we are, how resonant we are, how connected we are. The subtitle of this book is “What Literature Teaches Us About Life.” The word to remember is Life: mine, as the dream in Brittany suggests, yours too, as you enter the looking glass that art provides, and so come into and repossess your estate.

INTRODUCTION
WHAT THE HEART IS
That I may learn in my own life . . . what the heart is and what it feels.
—JAMES JOYCE, Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man
“How many of you are hurting now?” I once asked my students at the beginning of a literature course I was teaching. There was nervous silence, then a few students tentatively raised their hands. But gradually more and more of these young people acknowledged that they were in some kind of pain, whether physical or emotional. They seemed puzzled that I should be asking. What did their feelings have to do with literature? Was this merely personal solicitude on my part? For they thought there could scarcely be any connection between the books we were to read together and the pain they were dealing with. As for me, I sensed that I had stumbled on to something I had been moving toward for a long time, something large and important about the connection between art and life. The book you have in your hands grew out of that discovery.
My students were displaying a deep-seated, widely assumed conviction that pain is private and that literature can do little to assuage it. It’s assumed we are isolated in our experience of pain, not because of decorum, but because we think it is locked inside of us, that it exists as a kind of bedrock personal reality that no one else can really know or feel or share. Literature, on the other hand, is assumed to be an affair of large themes and universal truths, of thoughtful utterances and fine words, with little direct connection to our private feelings or sensations or pain. But the truth is, I believe, that art and literature provide us with a reservoir of shareable human feelings and experiences, a storehouse of emotions and insights about body and mind, a storehouse we can visit and take from via the elemental magic of reading, of encountering works of art.
Here, then, are my twin beliefs: feeling is the basic but invisible fact of life; feeling is the basic but unacknowledged fact of literature and art. Literature—and painting and music and sculpture and film—offers us access to, and a way to share in, the entire range of human feeling over the ages. This is a gift like no other.
From Sophocles’ ancient fable of Oedipus and his double transgressions of incest and parricide to Kathryn Harrison’s contemporary novel of child abuse and breakdown, Exposure, literature explodes with news about the world of feeling. We move throughout history from Sophocles to Harrison, passing through such exemplary figures as Hamlet, the prophetically dysfunctional prince, or depictions of death and dying in the poetry of Walt Whitman and Emily Dickinson and in the prose of Tolstoy, Proust, and Joyce; from the renditions of trauma and injury in Kafka to full-scale accounts of warfare and abuse in Pat Barker and Toni Morrison, from the evocation of disease as both private secret and urban disaster in Defoe and Dickens to recent work such as Tony Kushner’s play about AIDS, Angels in America. Not all is cosmic and extreme; art also conveys the mystery and pathos of the mundane and the quotidian: puberty and old age, desire and anxiety, marriage and divorce, love and loss. This is our world, seen through lenses not our own, reconfigured and constituted at different moments of history, yet always telling us about human feeling, about what is deepest and most enduring in our lives. Such is the public—and I would say, private, individual—role of art. In the story “Sonny’s Blues,” James Baldwin’s character Creole sums up what I mean:
Creole began to tell us what the blues were all about. They were not about anything very new. He and his boys up there were keeping it new, at the risk of ruin, destruction, madness and death, in order to find new ways to make us listen. For while the tale of how we suffer, and how we are delighted, and how we may triumph is never new, it always must be heard. There isn’t any other tale to tell, it’s the only light we’ve got in all this darkness. (31)
“The only light we’ve got in all this darkness,” Baldwin says. The darkness he means goes beyond the miseries that life could mete out to you; it signifies the universal opaqueness in which we live: the opaqueness of others to us, of our own bodies and minds, the fuzziness of our real lives (despite the brave clarity of résumés, blueprints, and statistics). Art is light. This dazzling light illuminates us, enlarges our field of operation, enables us to have a bigger, richer, nobler take on things—things such as self and reality.
But my argument is not only that literature and art provide more light. Art also gives us access to more wisdom, more harnessing of our resources, a deeper grasp of how extensive those resources are, how much more dimensional our lives are or could be. I am focusing here on feeling, pain, and illness as ways to get at life. The biologists tell us that pain is nature’s way of signaling trouble; I suggest that art reconceives this signal system by making feeling and pain vehicular as well as communicative, furnishing us entry into dramas, perspectives, and existences not our own. Such a journey is educative, in the etymological sense of the word: leading us out.
The education in question here is not about facts and data; art’s purposes have little to do with information. No, the voyage is visceral and experiential, it entails vicarious immersion in others’ lives, endowing us with new eyes and ears, perhaps changing our hearts. Such transactions are, of course, exciting, but their true rationale has a more ethical and existential cast to it: to bring us closer to the world’s heartbeat, to bring to—and into—us something of the world’s great theater, even to function like a lightning rod, so that the great energies and forces that have coursed through history might, via art, strike us, jolt us with their vibrancy and intensity.
Feeling moves, and feeling moves us. A scream goes through the house, and by this I mean that human feeling travels the world, passes from person to person, and especially stamps our connection to art. The books we read and the paintings we see are vital energy sources, rippling through us, however staid or contained we or they may appear. Art galvanizes. By this I do not mean a Gothic scenario of horror or hauntings. Nor does this scream that goes through the house have much to do with the dread facts of war and violence that crowd our newspapers and TV screens, reminding us over and over of old, sometimes ancient feuds and blood conflicts that pit one group against another in never-ending cycles of hate. Art honors what is best in feeling: pith and keenness of sensation, radiance of thought, enchantment of the heart. Art restores us to full circulation.
“How many of you are hurting?” I asked my students. I could have asked, “How many of you are delighted?” and they would have been equally surprised. Feeling—personal pain and personal pleasure—may well be the central currency of our lives, but we do not expect to find such items in a college curriculum. The curriculum, the materials of an education: theirs, mine, yours. Why is feeling absent from the list? My answer is: knowledge, as it is packaged in universities, as it seems packaged in books, is thought to be an affair of reason, consisting of concepts to be mastered and facts to be learned. From kindergarten to university, there seems to be a disconnect between education and the whole person—body, mind, feeling.
Yet, we are somatic creatures, living in bodies, having emotions, bathed by sensations, at times bubbling and simmering, at times dawdling and eddying, hot and cold, nervous and calm, fearful and yearning, hungry and satiated. We are pulsions. Life is feeling. Our lives are affective from the get-go: from infancy to death, from getting out of bed in the morning to getting back in it at night (not to mention the time spent in it, in between). We all know this, yet the knowledge we acquire in school, and are taught is in books, seems not to take into account these home truths.
Sometimes I think that the brave picture we have of humans as rational beings is utterly misleading, a kind of photograph of our surface composure, and thus unreflective of—and unattuned to—the seismic emotional and psychic reality underneath, our true reality, one of nerves and visceral traffic that is hard to measure. Art reflects this realm; art takes this measure. Novels and poems and plays are not just “stories.” They are, to borrow Dostoevsky’s title, notes from underground, or, to put it another way, reports from the front: our underground, our front. Literature illuminates who “we” are: the repertory of selves we harbor within, the countless feelings we experience but never express or perhaps even acknowledge, the innumerable other lives we could but do not live, all those “inside” lives that are not on show, not included in our résumés. The arts put onto the page or the stage or the canvas or the screen a special portraiture that does justice to our depths.
Without literature, we would be bereft and impoverished creatures, denizens of a flat and dimensionless world, a world with no more depth than a photograph, that has no more scope than a résumé or a medical report. Art and literature go in. Ask yourself: who could write your biography? The external data are available—birth, schooling, marriage, work—but what exact relation does this fact sheet have to your life? How much does it tell? We do not know the inner lives of others. And all too often we scant our own interior world. How strange it is, in a culture defined by information technology and globalization, that we are so often locked out of ourselves. We have electronic access to the globe, we can go on the most exotic trips, yet we are often exiled to our own surface. The encounter with art offers, then, a rare form of self-encounter; it enables a voyage into our own depths.
In his effort to make Gertrude see the true nature of her soul, Hamlet casts his words as “a glass / Where you may see the inmost part of you” (III.iv.18–19). In marshaling together works of art and literature that illuminate our heart of darkness—yes, I believe we are often in the dark when it comes to our hearts—I hope this book will do the work of Hamlet’s glass: enable us to see within, to reach the inmost part of being human, as expressed by great writers, painters, and filmmakers over time.
Because the special mirror that civilization has devised for this labor is art. Over the centuries writers and artists have at once mined their own personal experiences and also been weather vanes to their historical moments, so that the work they have left us is astonishingly resonant and murmurous, speaking in tongues both private and public, mapping out realms that we can not only visit, but make our own. Moreover, art does not know death, even though artists die, whereas each of us, even the most long-lived, is allotted, like actors strutting and fretting their hour upon the stage, precious little time and space. This, too, is why art matters: created and compiled over the ages, as much doubtless through suffering as through joy, art is a form of personal inheritance, waiting for our encounter and our use, a legacy for which no deaths are required.
This book is meant to help you access that legacy, to bring you more fully into the storehouse of human experience and possibility that artists have bequeathed to us. Such a trip is easier than you might expect, for a number of reasons. First of all, you may be more ready now than you were when you first read some of the works of literature I write about. Many of us initially encountered great works of art and literature at the wrong time and under the wrong circumstances: when we were altogether too young, too inexperienced, too distracted, too inundated, and we were perhaps badly taught, to boot. It’s not surprising that many thoughtful people still feel either locked out of the classics, or that those much touted works have an exaggerated prestige. Having taught these books to students and laypeople for three decades now, I can say, with some assurance, that you can make your way into these writers and artists—that these writers and artists will make their way into you—for this simple reason: art connects.
The cardinal belief of this book, undergirding a view of both life and art that is umbilical to the core, is that the experience of art yields a view of human reality as something networked, crisscrossed with ties and bonds, quite at odds with the individuated world we take to be real: our private body and mind as the fixed enclosure where we think we live as individuals. My view of art is quite at odds also with the electronic network that stamps our age, because the Internet culture, however capacious it may be, is also largely soulless and solipsistic—informational rather than experiential—when contrasted with our engagement with art. Through literature, other lives enter our own as richly and mysteriously as air enters our lungs. Through art we access realms of experience that are life-enhancing, sometimes life altering. This encounter is properly Odyssean, because the journeys at hand lead us back to our own Ithaca. We are at once altered and homeward bound, where we are better able (like Odysseus himself) to meet life’s challenges, richer for the trip.
Ralph Waldo Emerson coined the term “Oversoul” in order to reconceive the individual’s connection to nature and to others: Oversoul as a kind of current in which we are all bathed, a spiritual medium that nourishes and links creatures with the creation. Not surprisingly, his view of literature and art follows the same model, and it also stamps the thinking of this book: great artists unfold a vision and map a territory that is as much ours as theirs, that we make our own by dint of discovering and experiencing it. It would be closer to Emerson’s logic to say that the artist explores  our space, making us heir to what he has charted. Whereas the conventional view is that the artist expresses his or her private landscape, Emerson turns this notion upside down, claiming that the great vistas in art—those of Homer, Shakespeare, and, I would add, those who come after Emerson, such as Munch, Proust, Faulkner, Morrison—make beautiful sense to us because they are “happening” inside us. How else could we understand them? Soul, on this account, is everywhere, albeit shrouded in darkness for many of us, and the mission of the artist is no less than to illuminate it, make it more available. We all know that material goods are unevenly distributed on this earth of ours, but in some quite wonderful sense, spiritual goods, the gift of art and literature, are a profoundly democratic resource, not only accessible to each of us, but actually residing within each of us.
One of Emerson’s central motifs is that of a waterway, a kind of flow which we navigate in our engagement with art, and at times this image is richly corporeal, becoming no less than a bloodstream. In this vision, the capacious world of art can be seen as a living organism, so that the act of reading or seeing a painting or play or film can be understood as an arterial event, a cardiac proposition, while remaining a nurturance that is as much spiritual as it is material. To see art in these terms is to get clear of several clichés that might clutter our minds. First, the arts are not esoteric or frills, not at a remove from reality, but quite the opposite: they are immediate, experiential, and life-expanding. Secondly, this view envisions art as not a private affair, supposedly cued to the artist’s personal world or even confined to your own personal sphere, but rather as an opening out, bidding to transport you (time-bound, land-locked you) to new times, new places, and ultimately new selves.
I come now to the rationale for my focus on feeling, pain, and illness. Precisely because art is visceral and experiential, precisely because it alters our vision and expands our stock, it can be a resource of inestimable value to those who hurt. Once again I go back to my students, who had not suspected that literature might speak to their individual condition, might reshape their ideas about pain, about disease, about doctors, about death and dying. On the contrary, the testimony of the arts teaches us things about living in a body, about the nature of feeling, about our condition as imaginative, somatic creatures, that we can find nowhere else.
I imagine that in most homes there are two shelves: one, the medicine shelf (in a room close to where you sleep, a room where you cleanse yourself and minister to your body), and the other, the bookshelf. On the medicine shelf you put those pills that you need to ingest when you’re in trouble, when you feel emotional, mental, or physical pain, or all three. Many of us have recourse to this shelf several times a day, even when “well,” because it contains the ingredients necessary for us to stay functional.
On a different shelf, the bookshelf (in a different room, a place where you usually go fully dressed), you seek out, when time permits or when you cannot sleep, materials for edification or relaxation. Some people, including those in my profession, may go to the bookshelf as often as they go to the medicine shelf, but most people don’t. One of the purposes of this book is to show that the bookshelf is as basic a resource for body and mind, especially the body and the mind in pain, as the medicine shelf.
By this I do not mean that books will distract you, and of course I do not mean that books will reduce your fever or regulate your blood pressure or cholesterol. But I am saying that books—the so-called great books as well as contemporary fiction, and indeed all the arts: painting, film, music, and so on—have more to say to you about your mind and body, well or ill, than you will ever find if you look strictly in the sciences, in medicine, or in the pills on the medicine shelf.
The institution of modern medicine, derived from an ever-growing understanding of disease, approaches disorders of body and mind as biological or physiological events. Western organ-based medicine constitutes a sort of zoned map, and your particular ailment must be aligned within this cartography. Put most reductively, we take our parts to specialists. The sights of medicine are focused on your somatic makeup, not on your hurt. Whether it is your yearly checkup or a life-threatening event in the hospital, at issue is invariably your disease (the bio-science problem you present), not your illness (the existential dilemma you experience). This helps us to understand the glaring paradox of modern Western medical culture: never has there been such a sophisticated scientific grasp of disease, and never has the individual patient, the person who hurts, felt more out of the loop. And that is not all: not only is the individual story elided here, but so too are the larger social and ethical dimensions of illness beyond the scrutiny of science proper.
Might there be another story to tell here, a varied and capacious story that both honors the private sphere of individual feeling and also reflects on the larger ramifications of the body’s experience and medicine’s aims? And might this fuller story do justice to the reach and primacy of feeling, enabling us to see that the great issues of pain—sickness, fear, death—are also the great issues of life? The dread hallmark of illness is the reduction and diminishment that it brings to our lives, the apprenticeship with pain and worry that close in on us, make us closed to others, and to ourselves. However, could we not see it the other way: illness as threshold, pain as opening, feeling as conduit to something larger, not smaller, something that draws us out of ourselves into a deeper relationship with others, art, and life.
I call this book A Scream Goes Through the House to signal the staggering reach of feeling and pain, to denote its role as pathway and journey. Art writes large and luminous the penitential experience of illness, and in so doing, it opens the prison. The great wealth of artistic testimony about emotion and disease, about breakdown, about doctors and death, translates directly into our wealth, and such riches are all the more precious given the impoverishment of body and mind that illness (and even aging) can bring on. When our own straits seem to have narrowed and we feel bereft, the glimpse of new territories (for thinking, feeling, and living) in literature can be priceless. But make no mistake about it, these discoveries are no less valuable even when we are well, inasmuch as such exposure to humanity jars and stirs us, makes us readier to reach out. Ultimately, the scream that goes through the house communalizes us, puts us in touch with the sentience of others, quickens (through its tidings) our own sense of life and possibility. There is a startling economy at work here, a two-way street, inasmuch as the books we read flow inward into us, add to our stock, enrich our perceptions, stir our inmost feelings; yet art and literature also, quite wonderfully, draw us out, hook us up (imaginatively, emotionally, neurally) into other circuits, other lives, other times.
In gathering together art’s testimony about bodies, feelings, pain, and life, I have wanted to cast my net wide, to show just how far-reaching and eye-opening these vistas are. After all, even if pain itself can be dreadfully numbing, the story of somatic life is astonishingly broad and various, and I choose to be adventurous and exploratory, to move inward into the psychic and experiential landscapes that scientific notation ignores, but also to move outward into the social and even ideological issues that are woven into the story of pain and illness. Each of my chapters is meant to generate new horizons, to move you from the agreed-on notions we all share to the more surprising and challenging depictions art provides. My ultimate aim is enrichment rather than provocation as such, but some of the artistic performances on show here may disturb. It is my hope that, by book’s end, your ideas about bodies, illness, art, and life will not be quite the same as they were.
Chapter One spells out the central truth that informs my vision: a scream goes through the house. The house is your own body when animated by feeling or racked by pain. We enter life screaming, and I contend that our entire journey through life is parsed by (unheard, unsounded) screams. The house is the larger world of living beings to whom feeling relates us. Finally, the house betokens the very institutions of literature and art, those capacious structures and dwellings we enter when we read a book or gaze at a painting, and there, too—there especially—we encounter the ongoing, unfurling scream, the music of human sentience that is life’s blood and art’s blood. The ramifications of this view are key: pain courses outward, into the world, into art (rather than remaining imprisoned in us, as is generally assumed); art constitutes an imaginative and affective bridge that allows us to exit our cramped quarters and enter the flow, to accede to other worlds and other times, always following the royal road of feeling as our means of entry and understanding. At its most transcendent, art simply remakes the world, reshuffles that tired deck, stuns us with a larger apprehension of human affairs and our place within them, for we see how tentacular and linked the world really is, how arterial art’s pathways truly are.
To make good on these claims, I focus on single exemplary works of art in each genre (poetry, fiction, theater, painting, and film) that explore with immense power the vision of feeling-as-connective-tissue I have articulated. Each of these artists—William Blake, James Baldwin, Eugene O’Neill, Edvard Munch, and Ingmar Bergman—makes us see and hear the scream that goes through the house, by presenting a world that is linked and meshed, a world in which pain and feeling bind us rather than divide us, an ecosystem that flaunts the primacy of emotion itself as human bridge. Such art makes at last visible nothing less than a new map for displaying our true arrangements. But the complacent cover of conventional wisdom and everyday logic—received ideas about boundaries that are supposed to separate me from you, now from then, here from there—is blown sky-high in these bold, revelatory works.
Chapter Two is about living in a body. We customarily define where we live in geographical terms: New York or Paris, New England or the West Coast, perhaps Europe or the Far East. We might even be metaphorical: “I am living in the dark . . . in misery . . . in pain.” Prior to these spatial or figurative arrangements, however, is the stark fact that we are, first and foremost, from birth to death, inhabitants of bodies. Bodies that we did not choose, bodies with a will of their own. Here is a lifelong form of bondage and housing that we incessantly negotiate, as witnessed by the extraordinary body culture of contemporary life, as witnessed also (and more profoundly) by crucial somatic events that structure every existence: puberty, desire, anxiety, and, of course, illness and death. Less visible, perhaps, is the sheer alterity and authority of the body we live in, a creature with its own laws, language, and agenda. Literature and art can be especially provocative here, inasmuch as they are capable of radically defamiliarizing our givens, casting off our blinders, and thus illuminating the peculiar yet generic tug-of-war between I and It (identity and body) that no one escapes.
As far back as Oedipus’ solution to the Riddle of the Sphinx— “Man,” Oedipus replied, in answer to the question, What is on four legs in the morning, two legs at midday, and three legs in the evening?—writers and thinkers have pondered the transition from animal to human. Literary testimony—from Shakespeare’s Othello to Charlotte Brontë’s Jane Eyre, and into the twentieth century with Kafka’s beetle-protagonist in “The Metamorphosis” and William Burroughs’s bestiary in Naked Lunch—reminds us that the “animal” is with us forever, that the project of becoming exclusively mental or spiritual beings—free of flesh—is a fantasy. And perhaps a harmful fantasy, inasmuch as basic drives such as desire, appetite, even emotion, have an inescapable somatic dimension, so that any fuller view of our condition must come to terms with the animal.
But the animal-body is no less the site of our richest human experiences—tenderness, pleasure, passion—and this chapter closes with Toni Morrison’s masterpiece,  Beloved. Here we actually see what a “writing of flesh” might look like, and how the story of slavery—the very system whereby your body is owned by another—might be translated into a somatic language of great beauty as well as horror.
Chapter Three makes its way more directly into the medical arena by focusing on the central issue of diagnosis. As a layperson I know relatively little about the incredibly complex systems that make my body the living thing it is. Doctors are trained precisely in this area. My peculiar knowledge and expertise are on the other side of the equation: the lifelong experience of being in the dark, of guessing about (worrying about) what is actually going on inside. Laypeople consult doctors because they—the physicians with their education, trained eyes, and assortment of imaging and scanning devices, blood tests, and the like—can read the body.
Here would be the great promise of science, and here is one of the skills at once clinical and personal that we tend to prize, in school, at work, and in life: the diagnostic gaze performing its semiotic labor by translating symptom into disease, random detail into cogent pattern. Analytic prowess is the hallmark of the good doctor.
Might it be more than that? Are there issues of power, too, even exploitation, that accompany, willy-nilly, the diagnostic act? To be sure, we value the power of the doctor when it comes to reading our symptoms right. But how do we feel about people who can “see through” us, who are preternaturally keen in figuring out the motivation, even the secrets of others? The testimony of art and literature is sharp, sometimes ferocious, in this area—as if artists sensed that diagnosis and scrutiny can all too easily turn invasive, can violate both the seer and the seen. In writers as distinct as Choderlos de Laclos, the author of  Les Liaisons Dangereuses, or the Americans Nathaniel Hawthorne and Henry James, or the German playwright Georg Büchner or the supreme analyst in fiction, Marcel Proust, we discover how voracious and manic the diagnostic impulse can be, and also how victimizing, even lethal, its operation can be, in that most central arena of both life and art: human relations.
Chapter Four, “Plague and Human Connection,” puts onto the world stage all the issues dealt with—the primacy of feeling, the authority of bodies, the hazards of diagnosis. A scream goes through the house: private illness makes its fateful itinerary to collective disaster and plague, writing large the mystery of human connection/infection and the crucial social mechanisms enlisted to save the community. Once again, Sophocles’ Oedipus (among other works) comes to the fore, this time as the master plot for how a community copes with catastrophe. The apparent backdrop of the Greek play, plague—people dying like flies in Thebes, the Oracle’s tracing of the scourge to a concealed murder—provokes a central question that recurs throughout history: who is responsible for this epidemic? The great Sophoclean theme of illicit connection, at once political and sexual—a man kills his father the king, sleeps with his mother the queen—is also to be understood bacterially. Of course, Sophocles was no epidemiologist, but his account of mass deaths intrigues us because it turns on the key issue of secrets, both erotic and communal, and thus tells us (in the way literature tells us things) that the story of plague is a shockingly broad, social story, a revelatory story that thrusts the culture’s connections, both licit and illicit, into full view.
The Sophoclean story of a city or culture threatened with plague— with apocalypse—is replayed throughout history. In narratives by Daniel Defoe and Charles Dickens we see London under siege, and these stories echo strangely still today, evoking for us what it might well have looked like, had we been citizens of Thebes, of Sodom or Gomorrah, of Dresden or Hiroshima or Grozny, or what it could look like in the wake of bioterrorism, with its threats of anthrax and smallpox and other toxins.
The very word “plague” has—or used to have—a yesteryear ring to it, an archaic condition located either in the past or in underdeveloped societies where medicine has not made the advances we take for granted in the West. But we are increasingly aware that mass disease and lethal infection cannot be ruled out of modern life. For just this reason my chapter closes with several stunning works of the twentieth century: Albert Camus’s allegorical novel, The Plague; Ingmar Bergman’s groundbreaking film of 1956, The Seventh Seal; and Tony Kushner’s epochal play about AIDS, Angels in America. All these works face up to apocalypse, but they use the specter of mass death to posit human connection—the mysterious bonds of love—as civilization’s most precious legacy.
“Saying Death” is the title of Chapter Five, and it should be recognized for the impossible proposition that it is. Bergman may well outfit Death with black cape and clown face, but for most of us this most generic of all outcomes has no profile and no voice. Death is silent, but literature is constantly drawn to the finale that gives point and shape to so much of our performance. Death punctuates life. All our notions of growth, development, and maturation are hardwired with death’s certainty. Life and love are precious because death is real. Still: how to say it?
One death all of us can say is the death of others. I investigate the testimony of literature on the subject of mourning, because mourning constitutes the great paradox of our life: our encounter with finality, the disappearance of those we love, the impossible absence of those who were ever present in our lives. I say “paradox” because the dead do not disappear: we see them in photographs and letters; we hear and speak to them in our minds and dreams; we incorporate them in our behavior and genetic makeup. No writer can rival Marcel Proust on this topic, and it will be seen that his extreme focus on the processes of loss and survival is both Herculean and Promethean, gifting us with something as precious as fire: a fresh grasp of our own most intimate doings.
If the deaths of others are survivable and sayable, our own, strictly speaking, is not. But we can spend years worrying about its schedule, and we can sometimes chart its approach, not unlike an air-traffic control tower that tracks incoming planes. Tolstoy’s famous novella about dying, The Death of Ivan Ilych, is among our premier literary accounts of how botched and dreadful these matters are likely to be. Poets and dramatists have also sought to say death, and this chapter will close with a look at the remarkable nineteenth-century American duo of Walt Whitman and Emily Dickinson—one titanic, the other sibylline—as well as discussing the only effort I know to actually stage dying: Ionesco’s tragicomic Exit the King. Contrary to all expectations, these meditations on death are not in the least morbid: instead, they possess a mix of pluck, humor, and radiance that exemplify the gift of art, enabling us to take a readier and richer stance when it comes to final things.
Finally, in the concluding chapter, death-in-life is my target: I am thinking of depression as a form of dying that can set in tragically early, well before our bodies give out, causing a wreckage that may be worse than death, producing that “mass of men who lead lives of quiet desperation,” as Thoreau memorably put it. I consider depression to be arguably the greatest scourge now facing modern Western society, a form of plague without lesions or other telltale signs, a plague no amount of safe sex can protect you from.
Hence, I close with a brief discussion of Hamlet as Shakespeare’s brilliant mapping of a new species, a species increasingly with us today. Hamlet is the ever-fascinating study of a life crisis, of a discovery that one’s mission is impossible, and—much worse, much more prophetic— that one’s self is unownable. Shakespeare has given us a portrait of dysfunctionality, and this melancholy prince casts a long shadow over the centuries to come. In Hamlet’s predicament we will recognize each of the problems and crises illuminated in my book: the mutinous body that takes over (this is what Hamlet cannot forgive his mother), the merry-go -round self that defies diagnosis (this is the riddle that Hamlet presents to his peers), the plaguelike sickness that rots in the state of Denmark (this is Hamlet’s discovery), the sovereign undoing of meaning and purpose that is death’s awful legacy to the living (this is the secret of the grave diggers). Little surprise that this young man suffers from what the Elizabethans would have called  melancholy.
This legacy of the afflicted prince carries through the centuries, and I close my conclusion with a glance at one of his most fascinating literary descendants, William Faulkner’s Quentin Compson (from The Sound and the Fury) as my version of what Hamlet might look like in the twentieth century, speaking American prose. We close with two young men, one a Renaissance prince, the other sent by his family to Harvard, each fatally incapacitated, each encountering the randomness of self and the musical chairs of life, each head and heart rendered indelibly by the institution of writing, writing that goes so deeply into the maelstrom to deliver its tumult, its sound and fury, that our picture of mind and consciousness is irrevocably altered. Literature discovers for us who we are.
Depression, yes. Depressing, no. The sheer genius of these two portrayals is life-affirming, awakening. The boldness of vision, the pith of language, the keenness of feeling, and the beauty of art lift us rather than lower us, cut through our frozen sea (as Kafka put it), and restore to us a sense of life’s actual plenitude, of our own echoing reaches. Hamlet claimed that “readiness is all,” and I want, many centuries later, to claim that art makes us readier, provides rehearsals (workouts, if you will), expands the scene, enables us to envision, to see, to experience vicariously  the range of human feelings and fates recorded over time. I mean this book to be something of a guided tour for that special voyage, a way into feeling via art, a way of reading literature as emotional highway, a way of attending to the scream that goes through the house.
My chapters chart the itinerary of that scream. Bodies are its privileged site, and we are stunned by literature’s representation of bodies as the strange place where we live. Diagnosis seeks to see, hear, and map this unfurling scream, and literature spells out how much mystery and violence accompany all attempts to go inside the mind or body. Infection and plague denote the social and even political reaches of illness, but only in literature and art do we glimpse the larger riddle at hand: the riddle of human connection. Death would seem to close the trajectory, to constitute the scream’s final phase, its end stop, but here too we are surprised, for literature refuses to abide by such closure or silence, but instead opens up the territory, shows us how resonant and sinuous dying is, how much illumination death itself yields. We close with depression because it—even more than chronic pain which can be its fellow traveler—may be thought of as a halfway house where the scream goes on forever, a scream now seen as inseparable from consciousness itself, as if the bloodstream that irrigates body and mind became audible at last, bringing our entire psychic system to cacophonous voice and impending collapse.
Yes, Hamlet enables us to eavesdrop on our own most intimate and profound doings, and thus he stands for all the mediating figures who appear in this parade: for Oedipus, Ivan Ilych, Gregor Samsa, Proust’s Marcel, and so many more. They are all guides of a sort, assisting us in our move toward self-exploration; they help us to a keener sense of our own inner landscapes. Art equips. I’ll feel my book is a success if you come away from it with a sense that art constitutes a personal as well as a cultural gift that is far more practical, useful, than had been suspected. Rousseau once described reading as a way of “peopling his solitude.” In addition to the familiar resources on which we depend—health, love, money, intelligence, character, family, friends—I believe it is essential for us to see art as instrumental to life, as a resource we can use.
These works of art and literature make up that “other” world I have mentioned, that house traversed by a scream of human feeling, that capacious and fascinating mirror in which you see yourself and others anew, trying out some of the roles and vicarious lives that art makes available to us. Just as Alice went into the looking glass, you must take the plunge. These novels and poems constitute a huge resource that is one of the fundamental gifts of culture. When we consider how narrow our individual straits seem in many times of life, including in times of sickness and pain, when we seek help for our ills, when we think about how much we pay—in lost time as well as money, in lost life—for relief, then the wares discussed in this book must indeed be one of civilization’s great and unacknowledged bargains.
I have tried to write this book in the language of everyday speaking. I have avoided scholarly footnotes or excursions into high theory. My topic may seem heavy and large, but I want my book to be vibrant and fun, the way I find literature and art to be. The greatest pleasure of my career in teaching is something that miraculously occurs over and over: the sheer excitement I see generated in students by the encounter with art. I think of this excitement as a kind of creatural nourishment, on the order of a transcendent meal, even of a blood transfusion, so that reading literature and looking at painting become a life-giving exercise. One thing is sure: I find and make my own voice through attending the voices of writers I love, just as I discover and fashion my ideas through visits to this same quarry. Art is sustenance. Art is transformation. Such transactions are properly inspiriting, not unlike the project of the cannibals of old: to ingest the body of warriors they revered was to take into themselves the spirit of those warriors. I don’t think this is a bad way to characterize the nurturance that great literature and art make available to us. It brings us back to bodies; it brings us back to those two shelves, one with books and one with pills, each destined to enter and alter us. May these books do as much for you.

CHAPTER ONE
A SCREAM GOES THROUGH THE HOUSE
In every cry of every Man,
In every Infant’s cry of fear, 
In every voice, in every ban,
The mind-forged manacles I hear.
 
—WILLIAM BLAKE, “London”
I was walking along a road with two friends—the sun was going down— I felt something like a breath of melancholy. The sky was suddenly bloodred—I stopped, and leant against the fence, dead tired—I saw the flaming clouds like blood and a sword—the bluish-black fjord and town—My friends walked on—I stood there, trembling with anxiety— and I felt as though Nature were convulsed by a great unending scream.
—EDVARD MUNCH
ARE WE ALONE?
This book is about the urgency, centrality, and reach of human feeling. I regard feeling as the driving force of our individual lives, and I see it as the very stuff of which art is made. These are radical beliefs, inasmuch as we are taught to think of ourselves as predominantly creatures of reason, as opposed to feeling. And we are also taught to think of art— literature, painting, film—as a largely intellectual enterprise. My argument goes entirely the other way.
Art is our supreme record of human feeling over the ages, and it enables us, quite wonderfully, to access our own emotional depths. These convictions may seem radical, because they challenge many prevalent views about both self and art. Let us examine some of these assumptions, in order to clarify what my book attacks.
Let us begin with the notion of individuation, of a person’s being confined to the body and mind he or she is born with. This is one of our most common assumptions. When we are in pain, we feel we are alone. Of course, social interaction—family, work, friendship, community, love—can militate against this self-absorbed view of life, but in moments of great pain, whether physical or emotional, our islanded state can seem ever more true. We tend to close in, rather than open out, when there is pain, hurt. Yes, there are people who attend the scream and hurt of others. And we are, each of us, equipped with empathy and sympathy. But goodwill and compassion are only what they are, and they are rarely enough to cross the existential and creatural divide that separates me from you. We feel alone in our pain. We alone know our pain.
This book takes the premise that the opposite is true: human feeling connects us. Works of literature and art can be the bridge. A scream goes through the house. Pain, hurt, feeling, can be shared.
We all know what a scream is: the primordial human expression of feeling, usually the feeling of pain or anguish. Screams constitute the most primitive form of language, utterance at a level common to all living creatures, language that is unamenable to grammar, syntax, or control. Infants scream, children scream. Adults, we know, scream rather less, because they have learned to convert such raw sentience into distancing language, but it does not seem far-fetched to say that adults may be screaming inwardly a great deal, even though we do not hear them.
We can hurt from fear as well as from lesions, and such hurt can range from garden-variety stress to massive, incapacitating anxiety about our work, our relationships, and our engagement with the deaths that must come: those of loved ones and our own. Some may find my description of normal, everyday life exaggerated and melodramatic. You look outside and you do not see shrieking citizens. You meet people and you smile. Pleasure is not unreal. But hurt is more real than we often acknowledge; it has a frequency that no one has ever measured but that every sentient being knows.
This book recognizes the existential dilemma of aloneness and incommunicable pain, but then goes on to show that literature and art constitute a precious human resource for just this reason: they offer us a stunning map of human feeling, a map that displays a world of linkage and connection, in which solitude is overcome, and pain finds utterance.
Illness is one of the quintessential human experiences of such matters, illness understood, at least initially, as the body in pain. Put this way, illness and pain appear as the fate of flesh, the inevitable itinerary of life-in-bodies, beginning with the crying of the newborn, continuing with all the bouts of sickness that punctuate life (even the healthiest life), and extending to the final chapter of death and dying. Illness is also the mind in pain, and this distress seems, if anything, even more locked up within us, more incommunicable, more at odds with the data recorded on our résumés, more unrevealed and unshared and unshareable than physical hurt is. These seem to be stubborn facts of life, with us from cradle to grave.
I have written this book to challenge those facts of life.
THROUGH THE HOUSE: ART AS COMMUNITY
The belief at the heart of this book is that art—literature, painting, and film, as argued, but surely music and other forms of aesthetic experience as well—offers us a shocking new picture of human arrangements, a picture that is insistently collective, relational, and extended. In art we can find and tap into a reservoir of feeling, and this encounter not only breaks open our solitude but also makes audible and visible to us the emotional lines of force that bathe individual life, separate us, yet connect us to one another. Art and literature are the ears we do not have, to hear the sounds of sentience, the emotions of others, and even our own; they are the eyes we do not always have, that can look beneath the surface to see revealed the currents of feeling that lie beneath our words, our actions, and our separate states, and also to delineate the larger community in which emotions inscribe us.
That is why I have called this book A Scream Goes Through the  House. The scream originates inside as a sign of pain, but it does not stay inside, stop there: it moves out of us, it goes through the house. Our scream, our seemingly private, seemingly incommunicable expression of anguish or pain has a trajectory, even a career, out in the world and over time, and its “journey” constitutes a story, a capacious human narrative that has largely gone unseen and unheard. That story creates an inhabitable universe, a world of feeling, a world whose citizens we all are, when we hurt, yet it is also a world we can explore, when we hurt. It is my claim that human pain, human feeling more generally, is a pathway; it remakes reality, redraws the boundaries, reconceives the self: where self starts and stops. Unlike the Internet with its informational highway, I have in mind an altogether different network, a kind of emotional highway, a place we can visit via imagination, so that all our assumptions about self-enclosure and incommunicable feeling are utterly exploded: feeling is an umbilical cord that links us to others, is ultimately a mode of travel and transformation.
Where, you may well ask, is this other world I am describing? The answer, of course, is art. Art not only gifts us a picture of this broader sentient universe, a universe that extends across the usually accepted boundaries of time and space, but it offers us a ticket to travel there as well; art and literature enable us to see ourselves anew, to discern our own fit within these larger realms. The experience of art bestows on us something akin to new citizenship papers. Seen collectively, literature and art, including the works discussed in the pages of this book, constitute no less than a mirror and echo chamber, a universe in which our personal stories might be seen and aligned with or against those others on show. Art transports us, we know that; it ushers us into a larger relational scheme largely because feeling is a prime motor in the artistic energy system, a driving force with directionality, scope, and coherence.
Feeling makes art; art makes feeling. These matters are deeply personal, because the feelings in question are not only the artist’s, but also the reader’s, the spectator’s, yours. This reciprocal “making” of art and experience through feeling is, in its own right, territorializing, geographical, constitutive of an actual space for living—with others, through others, as others—well beyond the cramped quarters we have thought to be “self” and “home.” It may sound metaphoric, but the encounter with art is a colonizing experience. We explore the imaginative and emotional terrain of the work, and the work stamps us with its depiction of human life and feeling—and so it makes sense to view this form of mind travel as genuine outreach, a true extension of self. I state this despite the more common view that art is not only subjective but a doubly private matter, an affair of “appreciation” that mainly goes nowhere but “in.”
It is worth pondering these matters, however, because art offers us a prodigious resource here—here in the realm of feeling, whether it be pain or pleasure—and it is a resource utterly unimagined and untapped by the scientific paradigm that governs Western thinking along these lines. Art that matters is rarely sermonizing or didactic (it does not tell us “what to do”), but the project of this book is to show that it is deeply instructive nonetheless, gifting us with tools of immeasurable value and vistas of what it means to be human. I am arguing the utility of art, not in the sense that a visit to the museum or library could be invigorating or could replace a visit to the doctor, but in the broader and more jarring sense that art rewrites our location on the map, reconceives what we take to be our actual contours, where you or I begin and end.
In making visible the revolutionary potency and range of feeling— feeling as collective rather than self-contained—art makes available to us a new model of affective pathways, a new understanding of “connective tissue.” My viewpoint has nothing to do with some mushy sense of mutual “caring” or “concern” for others; on the contrary, I am claiming that art overwhelms us with its news of feelings and relationships, that it brothers and sisters us, binds us in some almost visceral way beyond our choosing. The mere encounter with an image, the absorption of a story, are events grafted onto your flesh, entered into your body and blood and heart as well as your brain.
The territory the artist colonizes, the vineyard he toils in, is you. It is precisely inside of us that art releases its meaning and its riches. Emerson calls the poet representative in this sense: he “apprises us not of his wealth, but of the commonwealth” (448), inasmuch as the poetic vision we apprehend becomes ours, perhaps always was ours, needed only the poet to complete the transaction, the gift.
In saying that art enters our bloodstream—not like an infection, but like a transfusion—I again have Emerson in mind, especially his view of the Oversoul which he defines utterly along cardiac lines: “And this, because the heart in thee is the heart of all; not a valve, not a wall, not an intersection is there anywhere in nature, but one blood rolls uninterruptedly an endless circulation through all men, as the water of the globe is all one sea, and, truly seen, its tide is one” (399). In echoing John Donne’s famous line, “no man is an island,” Emerson radically challenges our intuitive and empirical conviction of being contained within individual borders, bound within our skin, creatures who can be opened up only at great risk.
To see the human circulatory system as a version of the water of the globe is to posit flow and connectedness as the central facts of life. Self and other, self and world, partake of each other. Is it possible that the life-giving blood that animates us only seems to be housed in our organism? Might it also come from afar, just as the air we breathe does, just as the words we read and the sights we see do?
Not only is art our commonwealth, the larger estate that is ours, but in art we sometimes discover this same shocking sense of a world that is entirely networked, tentacular, linked: a waterway and bloodstream that all creatures share, are nourished by. A scream goes through the house: the utterance of human feeling floods out into the world through literature and art. But it is no less true the other way around: the voices of the world enter into us, move from house to occupant, from wind to word.
The house through which the scream goes is to be understood as the terrains of both time and space. Space signifies the larger stage—family, society, universe—on which we are located. Time would be the two-way flow from past to present and back. Time brings Sophocles and Shakespeare to us, and us to them. This flow conveys the still living power of the dead, the heritage of feeling that enters you via their texts, the living emotive current that constitutes the bloodline, the central traffic of all art.
Time would also be the historical flow of your own life, a flow that art is equipped to register, but which normal perception cannot. Just as dreams bring your entire life into composite form, so too does art yield something precious, on the order of a four-dimensional portrait, rendering the shape of your life in a way that neither the eye nor casual thinking can perceive.
At the end of Proust’s very long novel, the narrator, now an old man, hears the tinkling of a bell that reminds him of the same portentous sounds of long ago when the neighbor Swann used to close his evening visits (portentous because now he would have Maman all to himself), and he then wonders, with terror, if this is not the same bell indeed, if the ringing has ever stopped, if somewhere deep within us some things go on forever. Is it possible that key moments in our lives—moments of pleasure or pain, moments that mark us—echo and resonate endlessly, ordinarily just below the threshold of consciousness, but suddenly perceivable in times of heightened experience? Do we ever stop screaming?
We all know the cliché of wearing one’s heart on one’s sleeve, and we think it a cliché because our emotional life is thought to be invisible. But what if it were not? What if literature and art were a new code that expressed the hidden story of feeling that truly tells who we are, who we have been? What if others could perceive this? When Sophocles’ Jocasta finally sees, with inescapable certainty, that Oedipus is her son as well as her husband, she emits a scream: “Aieeeeee— / man of agony— / that is the only name I have for you, / that, no other—ever, ever, ever!” (223). Given that the entire play is devoted to the riddle of Oedipus’ identity, the many different and transgressive roles he has played, Jocasta confers on this man perhaps his truest name: “Aieeeeee— / man of agony.” Her scream also illuminates the horror of her life—whose fatal pattern is only now visible—constituting a tragic existence every bit as awful as Oedipus’.
Art helps us to see and to hear the “Aieeeeee” that may punctuate our lives, to feel the truth that the past—especially its injuries or transgressions—is rarely past. For many these may not be welcome tidings. After all, one wants to believe that the past is past, that pain can be truly over, the wound can heal, the damage be transcended. And it is true that people get well, survive trauma, live in the present, and have a shot at a future. But it is also true that the past and its screams break through, are real, that a life-in-time amounts to a prodigious amount of processing older materials, and that few of us are “clear” of the earlier events that have marked us.
True, too, is the sheer scale of a life that recovers its dimensionality and sweep, and I have long felt that Sophocles wanted, in some strange fashion, to tell the story of a man who came slowly into possession of his life and who had the courage to chart his real narrative line, even to the tune of embracing the horrors (of parricide and incest) that were his; and that Sophocles then presented this recuperation of a life as at once something noble and also the secret medicine for a dying community: Oedipus’ life story becomes therapy for Thebes.
Our lives are so filled with days and years, with details and routines, that few of us possess that magic thread, that figure in the carpet, which would give a distilled picture of who we really are, of what our life really means. Art does just this. However you turn it, art challenges the thin, “over with” testimony of daily experience. Art is true to the stubborn, enduring, shaping power of feeling, the longitudinal reach of feelings. In the realm of feelings we cannot easily close up shop or leave it in the office; we bring it home with us, we relive it, we work through it, and it works through us. Art is echoing, committed to depths, hence shows the surface to be a shimmering thing that speaks in many tongues; literature is invested in orchestrating all the critical data of a life—and even of a culture—into a picture of depth, relationships across time, connections across space.
Art has common cause with dreams, those nightly experiences of the reaches and odd patterns of our lives, those episodes where
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