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Praise for No One Is Talking About This

‘Lockwood is an incontrovertibly gifted writer. Her sentences are routinely surprising, her voice a startling agglomeration of poetic clarity and hectic comedy’ Guardian

‘At once sublime, profane, intimate, philosophical, witty and, eventually, deeply moving’ New York Times Book Review

‘I can’t remember the last time I laughed so much reading a book . . . Remarkable’ David Sedaris 

‘Lockwood’s language lends strange beauty to her portrait of an all-too recognisable world’ Observer 

‘Often filthy and irreverent, sometimes extremely funny, and ultimately surprisingly poignant’ Daily Telegraph 

‘Takes us on a complex journey that ends with a simple moral: real life matters more’ Financial Times

‘Explores the kind of tumult and grief that almost defies language as well as the frightening uniformity of the online herds’ New York Times 

‘A vertiginous experience, gorgeously rendered but utterly devastating’ Washington Post

‘Entirely unique, if not totally weird . . . An intellectual and emotional rollercoaster’ Daily Mail

‘Lockwood’s energetic prose zips from killer simile to daft gag to wise epigram . . . [A] pioneering book. Lockwood is right; no one is really talking about this, even though it’s a major part of modern life . . . A thrill’ Spectator

‘Patricia Lockwood pulls us down a strange and wonderful rabbit hole’ Times Literary Supplement

‘One of the most incisive observers of the spectacle of digital discourse . . . What begins as an ironical story about irony becomes an intimate and moving portrait of love and grief. In this way, a novel that had been toying with the digital surface of modern life finds the tender heart pumping away beneath it all’ Wall Street Journal

‘Lockwood is sending a bulletin from the future . . . Lock¬wood’s conceit is smart, her prose original, hugely entertain¬ing and witty . . . It is a story, simply, about love, selfless and delighted’ New Yorker

‘Witty and true . . . It’s a pleasure to crawl into Lockwood’s strange brain’ New Statesman

‘Just the kind of book we need . . . The feeling one gets from reading No One Is Talking About This is that Lockwood has paid attention more closely than perhaps any other human on earth to what it’s like to be alive right now’ Vanity Fair

‘So smart and funny . . . I loved it’ David Nicholls

‘Never has the experience of being Extremely Online been more viscerally rendered than in No One Is Talking About This, Lockwood’s astonishing novel . . . [that] locates both the profane and the profound in how we live online. No One Is Talking About This will frighten you, implicate you, and scrape your guts out, in the best way possible’ Esquire

‘Reading Patricia Lockwood feels like looking through a kaleidoscope built by a mischievous sorcerer – the world is suddenly rearranged in fragments that are cosmic, wondrous, humiliating, and profane’ Jia Tolentino, author of Trick Mirror

‘Patricia Lockwood dives deep into the ephemerality and meaninglessness of modern life to emerge with a novel that is breathtakingly humane and memorable. No One Is Talking About This is hilarious, affectionate and deeply felt. There is nothing that Lockwood – and I don’t say this lightly – can’t do’ Nicole Flattery, author of Show Them a Good Time




 

 

PATRICIA LOCKWOOD was born in a trailer in Fort Wayne, Indiana, and raised in all the worst cities of the Midwest. She is the author of two poetry collections, Balloon Pop Outlaw Black and Motherland Fatherland Homelandsexuals, and the memoir Priestdaddy. Lockwood’s writing has appeared in the New York Times, the New Yorker, the New Republic and the London Review of Books, where she is a contributing editor. She lives in Savannah, Georgia.
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There will be!

People!

On the sun!

Soon!

VLADIMIR MAYAKOVSKY,

“I and Napoleon”



Part One



She opened the portal, and the mind met her more than halfway. Inside, it was tropical and snowing, and the first flake of the blizzard of everything landed on her tongue and melted.

Close-ups of nail art, a pebble from outer space, a tarantula’s compound eyes, a storm like canned peaches on the surface of Jupiter, Van Gogh’s The Potato Eaters, a chihuahua perched on a man’s erection, a garage door spray-painted with the words STOP! DON’T EMAIL MY WIFE!

Why did the portal feel so private, when you only entered it when you needed to be everywhere?
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She felt along the solid green marble of the day for the hairline crack that might let her out. This could not be forced. Outside, the air hung swagged and the clouds sat in piles of couch stuffing, and in the south of the sky there was a tender spot, where a rainbow wanted to happen.

Then three sips of coffee, and a window opened.
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I’m convinced the world is getting too full lol, her brother texted her, the one who obliterated himself at the end of every day with a personal comet called Fireball.
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Capitalism! It was important to hate it, even though it was how you got money. Slowly, slowly, she found herself moving toward a position so philosophical even Jesus couldn’t have held it: that she must hate capitalism while at the same time loving film montages set in department stores.
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Politics! The
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