
 
 
I will build inside me what I am one day says Clarice Lispector in Near to the Wild Heart. This sentence I 
feel very deeply to be true, but I couldn’t articulate its meaning if you asked me to. Her voice in this novel 
shares the same lack of restraint as a young horse; which is, poetically, the final image she leaves her 
readers with. Not yet broken in, her often rambling paragraphs swell with unbridled spirit.  
 
There’s this feeling of abundance I get when I read Clarice Lispector. It’s almost an emotional fertility, 
and I say almost because the more I grow the less I’m sure of anything. Some time ago, I was sure, and 
specific, and knew exactly what I felt most of the time. Now, it's impossible to know for certain, and I’ve 
begun to like it that way.  
 
Everything, everything she says. There’s so much! The world brims. Lispector writes with the knowledge 
that all is wonderfully complicated.   
 

The earth is made up of so many pieces that it hurts one’s head to think how many. 
 
We’re also made up of many pieces. I enjoy the idea that I’m a collection of thoughts and feelings and 
experiences. I often feel like I need to externalise them to keep them, as if my mind and body will forget 
if I don’t take photos and write things down. But I’ve come to disagree with myself. Maybe I won’t 
remember everything, but it’s all settled in me somewhere. Over and over again I’m softened and shaped 
by experiences I’ll forget. Plus, is it not enough that things happen in the first place? For example, I 
always seem to miss out on supermoons. I’m too often in bed! To quell my resentment, I try to remember 
that I don’t really need to see the moon. For the better part of me, it’s enough just to know that it’s there. 
 
Mum and I drove past my grandparents’ old house the other day. It’s a rental now and has been stripped of 
its character. All of the foliage has been removed to make way for a flat green lawn, and the house and 
fence have been painted over in a bland white. It’s not at all how I remember it and it will never be the 
same. But again, it’s enough that it was. It still exists, just differently—within me. During some menial 
task, the colour of their geraniums will pop into my mind. It was an almost electric mix of pink and red. 
The first time I’d ever seen it was in their garden, among overgrown lavender and yellow nasturtiums, and 
ferns and fat goldfish. This ardent orchestra of imagery plays in my mind still.  
 
And again, it’s everything, everything. The depth of the colours and the width of the trees and the love 
that is palpable years after they’re gone. It’s all overwhelmingly romantic.  
 

 



 

There’s a glen I went to in Scotland where the trees all grow in a certain direction. Their solid trunks have 
slowly yielded to the westerly winds. Rocks are shaped by rivers in a similar way; the continual caress of 
an outer force can shape a solid object. How meaningful it is to be affected by your surroundings; to be 
moved, or smoothed.  
 
I’m no tree or rock (at times I feel this is unfortunate), but it’s important that I too allow the world to leave 
an impression. There’s a viral sound on Tiktok that perhaps encapsulates the kind of dewy-eyed and 
intimate outlook I’m alluding to; it’s a snippet of a girl quietly harmonising with the monotonous hum of 
her kitchen fan. What does it mean? Or perhaps more importantly, what does it represent? I’m reminded 
of the often feminine propensity for understanding. With said ability, an inanimate object becomes 
musically and emotionally expressive. Some would call this an anthropomorphic projection, or a severe 
and debilitating case of empathy, and maybe that’s somewhat true. Still, our relationship with the world 
gets more wonderfully complicated when we can connect with the hum of a kitchen fan.   
 
So, I’ll use that as an excuse when trying to justify why every movie makes me cry. Everything is deeply 
meaningful. Will it stay that way? I fear one day I won’t feel the weight of things like I do now. God 
forbid I come to my senses! Will I still be moved by the thought that rivers plough through earth and rock 
just to find a way back to the sea? They’ll stop at nothing! That’s desire. These immensities! May they 
never turn familiar. 
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