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I have long since resigned myself to the knowledge that Roland Barthes got hit by a laundry truck, and thanks to his school I cannot help but wonder if his En Grand Morte was a jouissance of flesh and steel.  Perhaps he was relieved; was it the end of his waiting for Unilever’s revenge?  Or perhaps, after years of failure, he finally managed to hang himself with the little length of rope he borrowed from Roman Jakobson.  

It’s like burning your hand touching Christ’s robe while being un-able to ignore the plausibility of skid-marks on the seat of The King of King’s loincloth.  


I have a cat, should have named her Foucault.  Western Metaphysics places man at the top of a hierarchy, all while conveniently forgetting the fact that Liberal Humanists invented toilet paper out of a profound necessity.  Even before the noblest embraces, we usually wipe with the same hand we greet each other with.  Sometimes, my cat chooses to drag her ass across the hallway carpet.  “Meow,” roughly translates to, “I refuse to conform to your concept of a docile body, motherfucker.”


Still, I appreciate the ability to “out” Aristotle as a cheap rhetorical magician, palming enthymemes on a cardboard box in the alley behind Plato’s Pharmacy.  And while a New Historian can tell you that St. Peter probably fished in the nude, Structuralism is like viewing your executioners’ baby photos as they tighten the nooses around your neck.   

