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From Reader Review Sixty Storiesfor online ebook

A.J. Howard says

For the past couple of years, | have kept word documents that keep track of the individual short stories or
long essays | read. | say to myself | dothisso | can keep track of what | read and recognize writerswhao've |
encountered before. While thisis true, the main reason | keep these listsis because | am a bit compulsive
when it comes to keeping track of unnecessary things. Serioudly, | have never been able to get myself to keep
up with my check balance book but my music on my external hard drive is organized meticulously.

| relate this because, after finishing Sixty Stories | was arranging them in my short stories list, and realized
that | recalled most of them alot more fondly than | would have anticipated. Reading short storiesisn't
aways my cup of tea. | often get frustrated because just when | get acclimated to the structure of the story,
right when | really sink into the groove, the story ends. I'm more comfortable in a sprawling morass that |
canreally sink into. Also, | can't resist trying to constantly ask what the author is trying to convey. These two
issues | have are both especially prominent in Donald Barthelme's stories, which often experiment with form
and narrative, and never, with afew exceptions, exceed ten pages. So the process of reading Sxty Sories
was often frustrating. Every now and then, maybe when my mood was just right, one of the stories would
just really connect. However, more often it seemed that | enjoyed having read the stories much more than
actually reading them. And then there were a handful of stories| flat out didn't like. Thisfinal category of
stories fell into two camps: a) ones where | recognized what Barthelme was trying to do but felt that he didn't
really connect; or b) storiesthat | felt like | needed to read a 20 page dissertation on to ultimately understand.

Despite these possible missteps, there is definitely more good than bad here. From a historical perspective,
Barthelme has to be one of the more significant American writers of the post-war era. While nobody |'ve
encountered writes exactly like him, hisinfluenceis easy to spot in the work of George Saunders, Robert
Coover, and David Foster Wallace. Barthelme never really manages to be engaging. He struggles with
creating authentically human characters and his prose is rarely appealing. However, his inventiveness and his
willingness to take risks make up for many of these weaknesses. Like | said before, an absolute pleasure to
have read, if not always to read.

Glenn Russell says

Dazzling collection of postmodern blisters and blasters, usually as short as three, four or five pages but some
as long as twelve pages, stories written in dialogue or lists or letters or narrative, covering topics from
highbrow culture to the lowbrow scuzzy, from the everyday to the sensational and historic, an innovative
collection from one of the most perceptive wordsmiths ever to put pen to paper or fingers to typewriter.
Many are the stories | found wickedly astute, including these two:

REPORT



Antiwar: The narrator is sent by an antiwar group from New Y ork to Cleveland to persuade hundreds of
engineers “not to do what they are going to do.” This 1968 Barthelme flash fiction was written at the peak of
the U.S. war in Vietnam. A fiercely anti-U.S., anti-Vietnam War story, but not once is Vietham mentioned.
Similar to Samuel Beckett’ s Waiting for Godot (Donald Barthelme much admired Beckett), time-bound
specific symbols and specific references are absent.

Cartoon Atmosphere: The Cleveland meeting of engineers takes place at amotel, very appropriate since the
whole phenomenon of motels, those small, cheap, tacky roadside hotels with a swimming pool out back,
were aso at their peak in the late 1960s. Hundreds of engineers attend the meeting and as soon as our
narrator walks in, he beholds chaos: not only are the engineers making cal culations and taking
measurements, they are drinking beer, throwing breads and hurling glasses into the fireplace. On top of this,
he also sees most of those hundreds of engineers have their arms, legs or other body partsin plaster casts due
to various kinds of multiple fractures. This bit of absurdity istruly cartoonish, and to top it off, the narrator
tellsusthe engineers are friendly.

Friendly, Friendly: Of course those beer drinking, bread throwing engineers are friendly - friendly on the
surface, that is, since their jolly laughter and al those jovial smiles are effective waysto maintain a
lighthearted, uncritical attitude toward the destructive, tragic power and death-dealing consequences of their
calculations and measurements.

Love and Information: Yes, yes, yes. . . the narrator tells us directly how the engineers are also full of love
and information. As, for instance, when the chief engineer, standing among beer bottles and microphone
cable, invites him to eat some of their chicken dinner and asks what they, the engineers, can do for him, their
“distinguished guest.” A true stroke of irony bordering on sarcasm: to call such an outsider “distinguished
guest,” an outsider who could quite possibly pose athreat to their developing and utilizing invented
technologies to win the war.

The Irony Thickens; The Sarcasm Thickens: When the narrator states his line is software and how he wants
to know what they are doing, the chief engineer begins his reply: “ Ask us anything about our thing, which
seems to be working. We will open our hearts and heads to you, Software Man, because we want to be
understood and loved by the great lay public, and have our marvels appreciated by that public, for which we
daily unsung produce tons of new marvels each more life-enhancing than the last.” Although the engineers
are creating military weapons and chemicalsto be used in war, the chief engineer refersto their creations as
“life-enhancing.” Y et again another Donald Barthelme tale where language is distorted and twisted by the
power people in order to maintain and expand their power.

A Sucker is Born Every Day: The Software Man states his concerns; the head engineer bombards him with a
thick fog of words, including making a personal accusation of Software Man’s hatred and jealousy (ah, when
it doubt, attack the person not the argument!). The fog of words is so thick he gets Software Man to leave
with a smile on his face. Back among his antiwar group, the narrator stresses the friendliness of the engineers
and how everything is al right, how “We have amora sense." and “We are not going to do it.” Oh, my - not
only swallowing the head engineer’ s lies but taking on the identity of the entire room of friendly, beer
drinking warmongers. Talk about gullible!

THE INDIAN UPRISING
One of the most popular Donald Barthelme's stories. Here are a number of themes | see contained in its mere
seven pages.



America, land of genocide

Why are Indians attacking an American city in the 20th century? Why are the narrator’ s people defending the
city? Isthisamenta defending of past history, a defending or justifying the genocide of the Native
Americansin previous centuries? Back in high school history class during the late 1960s, the time this story
was written, there wasn’t too much said about the brutal treatment of Native Americans and the destruction
of their populations and cultures. Ironically, my high school mascot was and till is“The Indians.”

Americathe superficia

“There were earthworks along the Boulevard Mark Clark and the hedges had been laced with sparkling
wire.” Nice contrast, Donald: the Indians and their primitive crafts (earthworks) on one side and the barbed
wire (sparkling wire) on the other. Donald Barthelme doesn’t miss an opportunity to make his story’s details,
telling details — case in point, barbed wire played a pivotal role in transforming the open land west of the
Mississippi River into domesticated ranchland. Meanwhile, the narrator, let’s call him Bob, asks his
girlfriend Silviaif thisisagood life. She tell him “No.” Are the apples, books and long-playing records laid
out on atable (perhaps symbols of American, the land of plenty), Bob'sidea of agood life, eveniif hiscity is
under attack? If so, Bob'sidea of the good life sounds rather superficial.

Americathe hyper-violent

Bab and others torture a Comanche but Bob doesn’t give this cruel act any more emotiona weight than if he
and a couple men were cleaning up agrimy picnic table. | don’t know about you, but such insensitivity and
sadism sends shivers up my spine. In the late 1960s, the time when this story was first published,
photographs of Americans torturing Vietnamese first began appearing fairly regularly in magazines and
newspapers. Additionally, | recall how during the late 1960s , Saturday morning cartoons switched from
funny to hyper-violent, which caused outrage among some to ask: “ Are we becoming a country of extreme
violence and nothing but extreme violence?’

America, land of postmodern leveling

Baob asks Silviaif sheis familiar with the classical composer Gabriel Fauré. This question quickly shiftsto
Bob' s reflections on the details of a smut scene and then to the tables he made for four different women. This
mental jumping from the beautiful to the repugnant, from people to objects, treating everything, irrespective
of content, with the same emotional neutrality sounds like a grotesque form of postmodern leveling.
Personally, thisis one big reason have always refused to watch commercial television: the non-stop
switching from one image to the next, from tragedy on the nightly news to selling candy bars to the latest
insurance deal | find unsettling in the extreme.

America, land of theracist

Bab tellsus: “Red men in waves like people, scattering in a square startled by something tragic or a sudden,
loud noise accumul ated against the barricade we had made of window dummies, silk, thoughtfully planned
job descriptions (including scales for the orderly progress of other colors), wine in demijohns, and robes.”
Red men in waves like people? They are people! Stupid to the core, Bob blithely dehumanizes others by his
racism and barely realizes he is doing so. Donald Barthelme wrote this with alight touch, but | couldn’t
imagine an author damning his own society and culture with more vitriol and scorn. John Gardner wrote how
Barthelme lacked a moral sense. What the hell were you thinking, John!

America, the land of hard drugs

To combat the uprising, Bob notes: “We sent more heroin into the ghetto.” And the emphasisis on “more”
sinceit iswell documented how the U.S. government permitted and even encouraged the influx of hard
drugs into poor black neighborhoods. Ironically, the outrage over the widespread use of hard drugs began
once drug usage and addiction entered the fabric of middle class suburbia. | don't think I'm alonein



detecting adirect link between the use of drugs -- hard drugs, prescription drugs, recreational drugs - and the
emotional numbness people have to the ocean of detritus overwhelming their lives.

America, the land of booze and passion

Bab actively participates in more extreme torture. Doesn’t bother Bob in the least. Bob simply gets more and
more drunk and falls more and more in love. Even when he hears children have been killed in masses, Bob
barely reacts. Have some more booze, Bob, as that will solve all your problems. All this Bob stuff occurring
in aworld where, “The officer commanding the garbage dump reported by radio that the garbage had begun
to move.” Also, “Strings of language extend in every direction to bind the world into a rushing, ribald
whole.” Have another drink, Bob, and convince yourself you are falling more and more in love.

277 say’s

Hadrian says

I've been reading through these for the past couple weeks, picking out good ones like berries.

About athird of these are too rambling or incoherent to understand, but the rest, as agenera rule, are
brilliant. My favorites are the Balloon, Robert Kennedy, the Captured Woman, On Angels, Cortes and
Montezuma, and The Death of Edward Lear.

Tim says

Thefirst thing | ever read from the field of cognitive linguistics, which has stayed with metill the present
moment, was Mark Turner's notion that "one reads Shakespeare in order to have a brain that has read
Shakespeare." The original context was something about Hirsch's crap about cultural literacy and a rebuttal
of the notion that we read Shakespeare simply to attain afew cultural benchmarks (blech), asif cocktail party
conversation were the final arbiter of literary merit and purpose. Anyway, | liked Turner's point, and | really
like what Barthelme is doing to my brain thisweek. | wouldn't say he's altering it so much as bringing forth
latent tendencies...sort of like applying cognitive makeup to enhance what's already there. And truly, is there



a better, more consummate ending to a short story than this: "Then we shook hands, Mrs. Davisand |, and
she set out Ralphward, and |, Maudeward, the glow of hope not yet extinguished, the fear of pall not yet
triumphant, standby generators ensuring the flow of graceto all of God's creatures at the end of the
mechanical age." ?

James says

They sit down together. The pork with red cabbage steams before them. They speak quietly about the
McKinley Administration, which is being revised by revisionist historians. The story ends. It was written for
several reasons. Nine of them are secrets. The tenth is that one should never cease considering human love,
which remains as grisly and golden as ever, no matter what is tattooed upon the warm tympanic page (so
ends the story Rebecca, page 279).

The above passage is the rarest of examples of Barthelme explicitly stating the theme of any of his stories.
Typically, he builds his bewildering stories using an elliptical approach to his prose, often stripping it down
to mere dialogue or a single character engaged in monologue. More often than not | found myself shaking
my head at the end of the story because my grasp of the overall theme was shaky at best. As| continued to
read these stories something interesting began to happen. | got stronger as areader, and so did the stories.
For instance, | found the story of a grown man stuck in the third grade due to a bureaucratic mistake in Me
and Miss Mandible alittle uncomfortable, but by the end of the book the story about human longing
illustrated by awitch giving birth to a sentient seven thousand and thirty five carat emerald after being
impregnated by the man in the moon didn’t faze me at all.

Barthelme is an unmistakable stylist. As such, most readers will react strongly one way or the other to the
absurdist elements of Sixty Stories. Since most of these stories were short to the point of bordering on flash
fiction, | thought | would occasionally pick the book up and read a story during my lunch breaks astime
permitted. | found that this strategy did not work with my reading style, even though the length of the stories
are perfect for getting in and out with no one getting hurt. Barthelme writes for the quick of mind, and I'm a
plodder. Theidea of along hard slog through a big square thing isn’t particularly daunting, but | found that
too often with sixty stories | would be left shaking my head at the end of lunch and not looking to get back
into the book. | found alot more enjoyment when | sat down with the book for long periods of time. By the
time | worked through three or four storiesin arow on anightly basis my head was in the proper space for
enjoying what Barthelme had to offer. My advice to readers would be to read at least three of the stories
(perhaps at random) before deciding that Barthelme isn’t your thing.

Highlights for me:

The Balloon, Robert Kennedy Saved from Drowning, The Indian Uprising, The Policeman’s Ball, Daumier,
Eugenie Grandet, Nothing: A Preliminary Account, A Manual for Sons, Cortes and Montezuma, The King of
Jazz, On the Steps of the Conservatory (in conjunction with the companion piece The Farewell), The Leap,
How | Write My Songs (Ride the Snake to the Lake).

Guttersnipe Das says

Donald Barthelme, Sixty Stories



Penguin, 1982
introduction by David Gates (2003)

When | was 20 | tried to read Nabokov, and couldn’t, and knew it was my problem, not his. When | was 25 |
could read Nabokov. | couldn’t read Barthelme until | was 40. (There are real benefits, it turns out, to not
dying young.) Maybe it helped that | had read Beckett, Lispector, Lydia Davis in the meantime. Probably it
helped even more that | had suffered serious disappointments and intermittently drank too much. | had
finally arrived on the wave-length.

New to Barthelme? Read this onefirst. I’ ve heard afew people say that Forty Storiesis easier. | don’t see the
truth in that. Some stories will grab you instantly, others will seem incomprehensible or opague. (My
favorites; “Me and Miss Mandible”, “City Life”, “A Manua for Sons’, above all: “ At the End of the
Mechanical Age”.) If you get stuck, bounce around. Read the stories out of sequence. Open the book at
random and read sentences like fortunes: “ There are twenty-two kinds of fathers, of which only nineteen are
important.”

Franco Santos says

Espectacular antologia de Donald Barthelme. Historias muy experimentales, fragmentadas, ssimbdlicas,
reales, que resaltan | as verdaderas relaciones humanas. Después de leer Sxty Sories ya no me quedan dudas
de gue Barthelme es uno de mis cuentistas favoritos.

Relatos inolvidables; "A Shower of Gold", "Me and Miss Mandible", "Game", "The Baloon", "Robert
Kennedy Saved from Drowning", "Report", "Views of My Father Weeping", "On Angels', "The Sandman",
"Kierkegaard Unfair to Schlegel”, "Daumier”, "The Party", "A Manual for Sons", "l Bought a Little City",
"Rebecca’, "The School", "The Leap", "How | Write My Songs" y "Heroes".

Ben Winch says

How can | justify my indifference to Donald Barthelme? I’m not sure | can. No doubt these stories are/were
innovative, unique, at timeswildly inventive. They're aso, for the most part, easy to read, not daunting, but
on the other hand not inviting?not to me anyway. For afew weeks | dipped into 60 Stories with moderate
enjoyment, but soon noticed it was my “go to” booksin times of distraction, when something more
demanding would have tested my fractured concentration. Don’t get me wrong, he's charming, clever; some
of hisideas, and his ways of approaching them, are great, for what they are. But what are they? To my mind,
magazine stories, little pop-art bursts of colour to spice up the lifestyle supplement, things you read over
coffee with ashrug and a chuckle and put aside. Nothing wrong with that | suppose, and his influenceis
certainly widespread (in Australiain the 70s this style was “it” among “experimental” authors, which may
account partly for my lack of enthusiasm), but I'd just as soon my heart get a workout as well as my mind.
Same old criticism from me, | guess, so I'll leaveit at that. Absurdist cartoonist par excellence, just nothing
to set me on fire.




s.penkevich says

| spent this past summer with Barthelme's Sixty Stories never far from my side as my most recent
“dashboard book’ . The stories contained in this hilarious and bizarre collection are rarely more than 5-10pgs
in length, making them a perfect companion to turn to whenever you find a few spare moments where you
want to simpl e get-in-and-get-out while still walking away with a headful of ideas to chew on. The stories
are as varied as the horizon viewed through atravelling car, often as pretty as the sunset or as gloomy as
pouring rain. With strong influences of Samuel Beckett (of whom Barthelme was quick to admit in
interviews, saying ‘1'm enormously impressed by Beckett. I'm just overwhelmed by Beckett, as Beckett was, |
speculate, by Joyce.” in an interview with Jerome Klinkowitz), Jean-Paul Sartre, Thomas Pynchon and Franz
Kafka, Barthelme creates powerful scenes of absurdist black-comedy that both challenge the intellect and tug
the heartstrings as his characters play out their sad fates upon the page.

Each story is a breath of fresh air, even from one another. The styles, themes and lexicon of each story vary,
often dramatically, illustrating Barthelme's wide linguistic and narrative aptitudes. It would be hard for a
reader to not find at least afew stories that seem geared to them, making this collection rather accessible to a
large audience. While | greatly enjoyed most of these stories, finding afew filler tales along the way, | feel
that some of the ones | disliked aren’t necessarily ‘bad’, but just not for me, whereas another reader might
particularly enjoy the ones | did not. Much of the enjoyment comes from being able to deduce what
Barthelme istrying to get across; these stories read like an elaborate joke and sometimes a reader won't ‘ get
it'" on thefirst attempt (there were afew that | finished, thought ‘what the hell? and had to carefully go back
through). Some of the language and stylistic choices are bewildering, but often they were just the sort of
unique postmodernist obfuscation or structure that | really love.

The stories are often strange, surrealistic, and absurd, yet done with just the right amount of flair and
subtlety. Barthelme's surrealist narratives seem to be a precursor to more modern types of bizarre fiction,
however, Barthelme is never ‘weird for the sake of weirdness' and the absurdist qualities of Barthelme feel
more dreamlike, where each aberration of normalcy seemsto fit right it and it isn’'t until the dreamer awakes
that they notice anything was amiss. Everything is grounded in the theme and overall message of the story,
and you will find King Kong as a history professor socializing at a party, an adult stuck in middlie school to
do aclerical error, areptilian lesbian confronting the infidelities of her human lover, a city wide balloon and
an extraterrestrial president with possible mind-control all read with surprising normalcy.

The comparisons to other great authors, especially the postmodernists like Pynchon, is difficult to avoid in a
collection with such awide range of styles as this one. There are straightforward, 3rd person tales,
claustrophobic first person rants, 3rd person rants (occasionaly in one, long multi-paged sentence) stories
done entirely through dialogue which calls to mind William Gaddis, and afew stories that are more an
exploration of an idea, such as the essay-like qualities of On Angelsthat recalls Borges. I’ ve wondered how
much of Barthelme that David Foster Wallace read, as the story Robert Kennedy, Saved From Drowning
read asif it was an early version of DFW’s own Lyndon. Barthelme’'s Mr. Sandman, in which a man writes a
letter to his girlfriend’ s therapist in a highly self-conscious manner arguing that it is her faults and flaws that
heisinlove with and of which he does not want tampered with (it is a rather touching story), is another story
where DFW was immediately brought to mind. For anyone with aburning love for Wallace as | have, this
collection has many examples that will satisfy that particular thirst. There are a surprisingly large amount of
touching stories, and an equal amount of comically cynical stories of adultery, failures and frustration with
the social structure. It is his cynical side that really gets me, such as the story mocking the Phantom of the
Opera, having him an old, pathetic man who's theatrics of appearing and disappearing in an flash annoy his
only friend, his constant longings for lost love reduced to mere whines, and the wonderful concluding



sentence of ‘until the hot meat of romance is cooled by the dull gravy of common sense’. Compare that to the
way heis able to move from an intellectual inquiry of signs and symbolsin The Balloon to an extremely
moving and romantic final paragraph. Simply put, this guy works pure magic.

For anyone who loves the postmodernists and would like to be moved or posed with an intellectual puzzlein
small, bite-sized doses, then this collection is just begging to be added to your bookshelf. The philosophic,
emotional and societal investigations are sharp and witty, the humor dark, and the settings surreal. This
collection will reinstate your beliefs in the powers of language and literature and you will be pleasantly
surprised with what he can do in a short amount of space.

4.5/5 (rounded up)

If you would like to wet your whistle with Barthelme' s wit, here are afew storiesto try:
The School (often considered one of his best)

Game (for LOST fans, try not to think of the Hatch)

The Balloon

Also, hereisan insightful article on 60 Stories from The New Y ork Times: Working Like A Stand-Up
Comic

Michael says

| was half way through the book when | realized that these stories serve as akind of Rorschach Test, always
in movement, always mind-boggling, and forever inspiring. Some of the "dialogues’ can seem overly long
and pedantic, but when it comes to Barthelme, can there be such terms? They seem to be much of the point.
Asan earlier review mentioned, these short pieces have the tendency to rip your mind to shreds, without any
hope for recovery throughout. Many storiesin this collection bear the mark of absolute classics, like"The
Great Hug", "Me and Miss Mandible", "Views of My Father Weeping" and "Cortes and Montezuma', among
ahalf dozen or so others. Eccentric, horrifying, funny, and highly intelligent, this collection illustrates what
an organized madman with an overgrown inner child can achieve with atypewriter.

lan " Marvin" Graye says

The Indeter minacy of the Quotidian

"Whereof one cannot speak with clarity,
Thereof might one speak with obliquity."

D. J. Wittgenstein
All isNot Right in Barthelmeland
By thetime I'd read the first couple of these 60 stories, | had started to wonder whether something in

Barthelmeland was askew, whether something was not quite "right”. So the purpose of much of my
subsequent reading was to work out the cause. Here is the hypothesis that emerged:



Human beings communicate primarily by language. Language is designed to illuminate the world, so that we
can seeit, understand it, interact with it, and discuss it with others.

Language consists of words, signs and symbols (including metaphors).

In asemiotic sense, words derive meaning from a social compact about what each word means or signifies:
“Weread signs as promises,” Barthelme writes.

A Single Random Balloon
The arbitrarily chosen word "balloon” is supposed to signify a balloon, whatever the specific type or colour
of balloon. When somebody uses the word, the listener or reader imagines aballoon (whether or not it is

identical to the type or colour of balloon it signifies for the speaker or writer):

“ Asa single balloon must stand for a lifetime of thinking about balloons, so each citizen expressed, in the
attitude he chose, a complex of attitudes.” (48)

“ The balloon, for the twenty-two days of its existence, offered the possibility, in its randomness, of
mislocation of the self, in contradistinction to the grid of precise, rectangular pathways under our feet.” (50)

The difference in signification reflects a degree of tolerance in what society will alow to facilitate clear
communication:

“We have learned not to insist on meanings, and they are rarely even looked for now, except in cases
involving the simplest, safest phenomena. It was agreed that since the meaning of balloon could never be
known absolutely, extended discussion was pointless...” (47)

Mystery and Darkness

Even within thislevel of tolerance, thereis still scope for lack of clarity, obliquity, misunderstanding,
disagreement, mystery and darkness: “ arrangements sometimes dip,...errors are made,...signs are
misread...” There istherefore mystery and darkness in the space or gap or gulf between words, and also
between people (cross-eyed, we talk at cross-purposes):

“1'm communicating with you across a vast gulf of ignorance and darkness.” (1)

“He had, in point of fact, created a gentle, genial misunderstanding.” (362)

Notwithstanding the gulf, people convince themselves that “ [they] have confidence in their ability to take
theright steps and to obtain correct answers.” (27)

A Wonderful Seain Which We Can Swim, Leap or Stumble
Like language, Barthelme writes of behaviour:
“Behaviour in general isawonderful sea, in which we can swim, or leap, or stumble.” (355)

Even though Barthelme writes with the precision of realism, he' s fascinated by this gulf, and what happens
when people detect it. They don't always take the right steps. Does it make people feel uneasy or



uncomfortable? | s it the source of absurdity, of alienation, of dispute, of aggression, of mental illness?
Dread, Estrangement, Finitude
Barthelme describes the consequences for modern society:

“ People today...are hidden away inside themselves, alienated, desperate, living in anguish, despair and bad
faith...Man stands alone in a featureless, anonymous landscape, in fear and trembling and sickness unto
death. God is dead. Nothingness everywhere. Dread. Estrangement. Finitude.” (8)

He attributes part of the problem to living and working under capitalism (and the social/cultural conditions it
engenders):

“ Authentic self-determination by individuals is thwarted. The fal se consciousness created and catered to by
mass culture perpetuates ignorance and powerlessness...Bad faith.” (201)

“Thething is you got to go to school, son, and get socialised.” (249)
Authenticity and Irony, Estrangement and Poetry

Thisis Barthelme' s subject matter, but short fiction isn’t just hisway of diagnosing the problem, it’s his way
of treating it. He wants to find away to achieve “ authentic selfhood” and * authentic self-determination” .

Barthelme' sinterest in authenticity leads him towards the use of irony (which isbased on his reading of
Kierkegaard):

“lrony deprives the object of its reality when the ironist says something about the object that is not what he
means. The object is deprived of its reality by what |'ve said about it. Irony is thus destructive and what
Kierkegaard worries about a lot is that irony has nothing to put in place of what it has destroyed...An irony
directed against the whole of existence [rather than a given object] produces, according to Kierkegaard,
estrangement and poetry....Irony becomes an infinite absol ute negativity. Quote the whole of existence has
become alien to the ironic subject unquote.” (158)

Broken Faith

Bad faith can equally be “ broken faith” . Alienation splits people, and pits one part against another. We end
up avestige of what we once were, even if we weren’t wholly known or appreciated by another (or an other):

“1 looked at her then to seeif | could discover traces of what | had seen in the beginning. There were traces
but only traces. Vestiges. Hints of a formerly intact mystery never to be returned to its original wholeness.”
(184)

These Minimalist stories reflect the concerns of Post-Modernism, only they never fall victim to the

superficial depth of Maximalism, where mere name-dropping of philosophersis supposed to be enough to
impress the reader.

B-SIDES & RARITIES



Bad Zombie
[Inthe Words of Donald Barthelme]

Oh what a pretty lady!
| would be nice to her!
Yes| would! | think so!

Mother/Love
[In the Words of Donald Barthelme]

| went to my
Mother and said,
Mother, | want
Tobeinlove.
And shereplied?
She said, metoo.

What Did You Just Say?

| do hate fucking
Lawyers, but, you know,
Occasionally,

| haveto makea
One-off exception.

| Can't Believe You Were There
[Apologiesto Robyn Hitchcock]

I'm friends with a bimbo,
My arms are akimbo,
My mind isin limbo.

But She'sa Stranger
[In the Words of Donald Barthelme]

Naked woman

In the next room.
On acouch.
Reclining.
Flowersin her hair.
I've seen one.

In a magazine.

That'sJust TheWay | Do It! [The Male Gaze]

If both my eyes were open,

I'd perve at al your naughty bits.
With only one eye closed,

I'd focus on your perfect tits.



SOUNDTRACK:
(view spoiler)

Mala says

This collection of stories came highly recommended from areliable source, but I'm sorry to say, | could only
make it through about 10%. Maybe I'm overly traditional, but Barthelme's gimmicks (improper punctuation,
garish non-sequiturs, smarty-pants diction) didn't impress me much. Too clever by half. That being said, |
know a number of people who would really enjoy hiswork (i.e. | know a number of people who are better at
having fun than me.) The stories are short. Give them atry if you like cotton candy and black coffee and
picking off scabs.

MJ Nicholls says

Barthelme is the short story writer for me. | loved these mad, witty, clever but not clever-clever, surreal and
speculative stories. Barthelme has a style and range utterly unique to him and uses a fragmented, avant-garde
approach to tell his cryptic and weirdly moving stories.

| can't pick afavourite from these. They were dazzling, one and all. Hooray for discovering new writers!

Christopher says

| refuse to review this until you read it or | re-read it. Suffice to say, for now, that this guy knows what's the



story. There are, surprise, 60 stories here. And | thought 3 maybe 4 were misses or fouls. That |eaves 56
maybe 57 homers. Some of them barely left the yard but many of them were way, way gone. Why am |
continuing with this trite analogy? Perhapsiit's because | can't play with the jacks. | am not well.

At the sentence level, Barthelme's ear is phenomenal. At the idealevel, he's both accessibly philosophical
and very funny.

| could see someone claiming that some of his stuff isjust gimmicky and | could see myself telling that
someone to go away.

These (mostly) micro-fictions are quality of the first order. Read this thing. Change your life mayne.

(cf. http://www.ijhssnet.com/journals/Val_...)

Panagiotis says

O T¢VaBav MT?2pBeA L TOTOOET?BNKE OTOV AVAWWOTIK? HOU O1 B0 (¢ V0 TOT2U CUYYPA@K?, ‘VaG
VOPWIOC PE EVIUVTIWOI 0K 7C LKAV 2TNTEC OTNV UKP? @70UA, TIOL OK?U0 UVNOVEZETAL WG ATI? TOLC
MEYOA?TEPOLC AUEPIKAVOUC BEEIOT?XVEC DINYNHATOYP?PoUC. A0 apy?tepa, ?XovTag aTtnv KAtox?
pov Tto BIBA?0, avak?AvPa T 0 MT?pBeA U BP?0KETOL OE Va a@ 7pwpa Tou Guardian Tou dlaf?lw
o€ 0?0€1C €07 KU1 KAIP? OXETIK? UE ONUOVTIKO?C CLYYPAPE?C TOL dINY2UATOC. [eEVIK? NV1wba KAA?,
EEKIVVTAC TO?TOV TOV T2UO0 TIOL 2Tg EEK 200 A A7l 0 T?TAOC OTIOTEAE?TAL ATT? e VTA 1oTOP?EC. H
EL0AYWY?, 2UWC, YPYOPO HE ?BYAAE ATT? TNV TAVN LOU: TA 1ER? TOTZU ?X0LV K?0TOC, OV €Al yid
TOUG PTWYX07C o€ eTndI 2 e1C. [pyopa nve K00 p0 T TO BIPA?0 dev Ba ?tav TEP?MITOC.

Ol CUYKP?0EIC TIOU TIHOV KOl XOPOKTNP?{0oUV TOV MTI?PBEA YV oVTal E TOV MTIKET, Tov T{AC,
TOoV NOUTTKO - OVZUOTA TIOU GTO VOUL HOL JaB?{0UV V0 VTPEC E TPOVI 20KA VA VA TN O?E0LV
VEAP?C POIT?TPIEC OE AUEPIKVIKA KOAAA. O MT?2pBeA L, oLVEX?(OVTOC, XOPAKTNP?LETAL WG
postmodernist, 2AA0TE w¢ metafictionist. MeEVIK? dNUIOVPYE?TAL A VTOVH @AOAOY?0 Y?PW ATE? TO
2APOC KA TIG ETNOI2EE1C TOV MTI?PBEA TIOL AVTIGTZKOVTOI O€ K?0€ KaTnyoplotoaon. H etoaywy?
ToU BIBA?0UL, HE OVUATO KOl ?POLC TIOL OV £2XA EAVAKO?OEL, UE VAV ATIOKOPIIWTIK? IYVTIO
OPIOU? OTPIEV KOl AVWOTWV AZEEWVY, HE ZKAVE va VI 70w NA?010¢. ZTOPOTO?00 KOl EEQ?AALLO TO
BiBA?0UL T?pA TOAA?C POPC - 2MEQPTA TTVW OE T PAYPPOUC TIPOCTIOVTAC VO EVTIOTI?20W T2X10TA
K?Tl TIOL B0 e KOBNOLX?0€El TG EVAL K?2TALOC 0 AYAAC, N U?2XN ?XEl X0 Be? e To BIPA?0. Agv pou
apP?0€l, 2UWE, VO AP TAAOVTE?0UAL T?200, 2TAV 2XW TI?PEL TNV ATT2Q00N Vo dOKI 20w VAV
CLYWYPAE?0. PANWOTE BEWPE?TAL TIPOTI?TOPAC TOV Saunders, TOL OTID?0U Ol TIAC BI ?PIKEC KO AOE?C
10TOP7EC TNG CUANOY?C AEK 2T AEKEUPP?0U PIE E7XAV dIOOKED?OEL.

AC N YEAIUOOTE, TO BIBA?0 ypYOpa OTIOOE?XTNKE 2TL €AV IO AOYOTEXV U CTNPIYLVN OTNV

T pado&oAoy?a. O1 Quv?¢ EVOAA?000VTAL PHETOE? KOBOUIAOUING, @AVTACIOK?G KAl 7ANOTE
ATP?0WMMCE, YPOPEIOKPATIK?G. Ta B2UAT? TOU eV €Al €7KOA0 va KaBopioton. H dou? Twv
1OTOPLY, Ol ETNI?EEIC TOU - OV E2pwW AV XAPAKTNP?LOVTAl ICTOP?EC UE TNV CUUPBATIK? Vvola TOU
?pou. Agv yp?¢el KaBap? puborTAac?a. Eval aav va KOA?( LOTOPIKY YEYOV 2TV, ATIOCTII O 2TV
EYXEIPIO2WV. PANOTE UTIOPE? VA €O U0 TIP?BE0T ATTAPEWY TTVW O€ BUATA SUCEPUAVELTA.
PAAOTE LA KATNYOPIOTIO N ON AVTIKEILV WY, GLVNBELD, PANOTE VA LOV?A0YOC, KOWL? Qop?
00NYy?eC £€700L TIP?AOYEC 700 HE TNV TOUT?TNTA TOU @UVTACTIKO? TIPOA?ITN. Pep eITeE?V oto Will
You Tell me, aTKTwG ELPNUVEC TIPYPOQPOL LE ATOTIPOCUVATZAICOV, GOV X0 20N CLPPAP? LA



Al YNoNC. VIwoa TG 2MPETE VO €2Ud1 TPOOEKTIK?E, va dlAB?0wW Kal va B?Aw To KOUU?TIO TN
O0WaT? oIp?. Agv EnNU?{opal yia TNV UTOUOV? Hov, 2uwC. Ta The Ballon kal The President, pe tnv
QPUV? TIOL TEPIKAE?EL TIC AU BOAZEC IOC TIPANG, UIOC X?p0C, Hou B2u1oe TI2pa TOA? MIAX 0L Ep.

H TeEXVIK? TOL MT2PBEAL O€ PEPIK?C IOTOP?EC ENVAI IO KATAX?PNom adp? ? CUVIEIEUNV WV UETAE?
TOUG A@ENYNMU?TWY, TIOL 2UWCE LE TOV TP?IO TOLE V0LV VA ATOCGTIIOUATIK? X POVOYP 2PN O TWV
TEPICT?0EWV. 2T V1A TP?OEIYUA 1 OKIOyp2@nan Tou Mpo?dpou twv HIMA p?0a are? Kp?q
OTIYU?G, SIAAYOUC, EE1OTOP?0EIC TP?TWY, AVTIOP?0EIC TOL IOV OE CUVEKTIK?C OKNV?E, TOAA G
O?XWC PAIVOUEVIK? KOM?a Bap?tnta. ?n 7AAn 1otop?a Tou, The Indian Uprising, Tou Bewpe?tal arn?
TIC TIO ONUAVTIK?C TOU. O TRWIOYWVICT?C EV L?0W IOC TOAIOPK 20 ¢ OTT? ‘Vav £€X0p? TIOL TO VOU?
TOU TOPATIZUTEL O€ VAL VLK QUA?, ENVAL EPWTEVUNVOC UE I KOTI?AA. TOV TIPOO?OEl EKEAOV KAl
TNV TAELP? TOL TNYAVOVTOC E TOLC AVTITIZAOLC. EVal Toixv?dt, aanBiv? aykpouaon; O
avayw?0tng oev EVat ayoupog Tt dlaB?el. Aev {?pel yiat? 1o dlaB?Cel, T? Va1 auT? TV
TEPILVEL 0 CLYYPAP?0C AT? TOV avayw?0Tr. Ol 1aTOP7eC TOU ?X0ULV VOV HOYWNTIOU?, a?youpa. Na
OPKET?C OEA?DEC V1B VO IOV AOKE?TAI IO ATPOCOI 7pLOTH YONTE?D TIOL 08V ?X W CUVAVT?0El O€
PANO YPOTI?. 200 UG TPOXWP?EL TO PIBA?0 eMVal 00@?C TG 0 MTI?POEAN SEV KVEL ATIOA 7TWG
T?MOTO Y10 VO OVTAUEAPEL TOV avayw 20T ToU. MNEICUATWUOC, 1oTOP?0 LET? TNV LOTOPA,
TOPORVEL TUAYUAOG LE VO LOVO?0, ATIOCUPHAOC OTIC OKI?2¢ TOU. Kal dgv @aVeTal va

eVl a@?peTal 1AA?TEPA VIO TOV TEPAVPO TIOU TOV EEQUAAPLEL.

M7?pooa apKET?C OEAPDEC. X1 2UWC T?20EC VIO VA LOU TAP?E0LY TN GLVE?ONC? Lou. Al 7B00a OPKET?
20T 1O BIPA?0 VA ETITEA?CEL TO OKOTI? TOL: VO KATAA?BW TIOI0OC ENAL 0 TEPZ2PN O MTI?p0eA . Kal
ETM20NC VA TZPW V0O TOA?TIHO U20NUa: LET? AT? T?200 XPVIA, UE TIZUTIOAAA dlaB?0uaTa, OE pid
TIPOOTI?PE10 VA BPw TNV AVOWWOTIK? OV TAUT?TNTA, UTI?PX0UV UIKP?C, OXOPTOYPPNTEC TIEPIOX G
TIOU OEV TIC E7pw. H AOYOTEXV?0 UTIOPE? VA ETITEA?TEL KI PAAOUC OKOTIO?G TT?p0V TN CUUPBATIK?G
OTIPAALCT G TIOU TIPOCQP?PEL U0 LOTOP?0. Kol UT?PXEI K?0UOC TIOL ATOAAUBVEL VAV TEIPAUATIOU?
oTNV ypa@E? TOL VIO EUAVA ENVAL AIVIYUOTIK?C. AUT? 1 ATIPOCTIPAOCTN TEPIOX?, VIO A LEIOYN @O
YW?PIUOC T?M0C¢, OVEl BaB?TEPO VA OE AUT? TIOL AZUE YO?0TO KAl TPOTIU?0EIC.

Dan says

Postmodern humor of a sort that might remind readers of the work of writers like Kurt VVonnegut, Thomas
Pynchon or Robert Coover. Barthelme's fictions are formally experimental, employing unconventional
methods of storytelling and frequently depicting unreal situations. Narrators in afew of them are unreliable;
in others, narration is completely absent, the "stories' consisting entirely of unattributed dialogue.

Along with stories selected from earlier Barthelme collections such as Unspeakabl e Practices, Unnatural
Acts and Sadness, this volume includes several stories uncollected anywhere else. Highlights include a story
about a balloon settling down on New Y ork City, another telling of an ascent up a glass mountain, a"Manual
for Sons" describing different types of fathers, and aretelling of Balzac's Eugénie Grandet.

Carl says

Here's an odd coincidence: Carl, that's me, finishes reading The Beetle Leg by John Hawkes and then
immediately picks up Sixty Stories by Donald Barthelme. The first story contains a character named Carl



who talks about being a fan of The Beetle Leg by John Hawkes.

Sarah Smith says

Sometimes | feel like a huge misfit writing fiction. | have some language-level obsession that doesn't always
tranglate very well into "shit happening,” which, let'sfaceit, is crucial to astory. | think | always put more
elbow grease into sentences and images, and particular cadences that please me. All of which is my
roundabout way of praising Don Barthelme for writing stories that hit the aforementioned balls out of the
park. Take heart, poets attempting to write fiction. The stories in this book will show you some fantastic
possibilities.

By the way: collected works volumes are heartless, but they are economical. Y ou may aswell haveit al in
one place. Take your fucking vitamins.

Sofia says

Borges for depressed people.




