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E X H I B I T    X  

_______________________________ 
 

—No doubt, Sirs ^and Madams,—there is a whole Exhibit wanting herei —and others 
elsewhere—and a chasm of ten pages made in the book by it—but the book-binder is 
neither a fool, or a knave, or a puppy (though one may be found nipping, even gnawing, 
at N)—nor is the book a jot more imperfect (at least upon that score)— —but, on the 
contrary, the book is more perfect and complete by wanting said Exhibit, than having it, 
as I shall demonstrate to your Deformities in this manner. 
 
—I question first by-the-bye, whether the same experiment might not be made as 
successfully upon sundry other Exhibits— —but there is no end, an’ please your 
Deformities, in trying experiments upon Exhibits— —have we had enough of it? — —
when will be an end of that matter?  
 
—But before I begin my demonstration, let me only tell you, that the Exhibit which I 
have torn out here, and which otherwise you would all have been reading just now, 
instead of this— —was the description of Gloria’s life, not only parceled from pieces 
that I knew of her and of my grandfather, plus records culled from where I could (in his 
scholarship & in marginalia of her & his books, left behind in his personal library & her 
public one), amid ephemera— —no, not those tethered tidbits, but an Exhibit that got 
everything down pat (simply and surely) chronologically (for one thing) beginning to 
middle to end, with He and She and They and We (including You and Me) being born & 
living & dying, since that is the Truth, isn’t it? — —have we had enough of it? — —
rather than this account that tumbles & teases, made into a map without a key, a story 
journeying between lines. 
 
—But the painting & printing of this journey, upon reviewing it, appears to be so much 
above the stile and manner of any thing else I have been able to paint & print in this 
book, that it could not have remained in it, without depreciating every other scene; and 
destroying at the same time that necessary equipoise and balance, (whether of good or 
bad) betwixt Exhibit and Exhibit, another kind of Truth, from whence the just proportions 
and harmony of the whole work results. For my own part, I am but just set up in the 
business, so know little about it—but, in my opinion, to write a book is for all the world 
like humming a song—be but in tune with yourself, madam ^and sir, ‘tis no matter how 
high or how low you take it. 
 
—This is the reason, may it please your Deformities, that some of the lowest and flattest 
compositions pass off very well—(as Gloria told me)—deformed, deforming, deformity, 
difformite, &c.—and after she pronounced the litany—deformed, deforming, deformity, 



difformite, &c. —she humm’d—and a tolerable tune I thought it was; and to this hour, 
may it please your Deformities, I have never found out how low, how flat, how spiritless 
and jejune it was, but that all of a sudden, up started an air in the middle of it, so fine, so 
rich, so heavenly,—it carried my soul up with it into the other world; now had I (as 
Montaigne complained in a parallel accident)—had I found the declivity easy, or the 
accent accessible, it was so perpendicular a precipice— —so wholly cut off from the rest 
of the work, that by the first note I humm’d I found myself flying into the other world, 
and from thence discovered the vale from whence I came, so low, and dismal, that I shall 
never have the heart to descend into it again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                
NOTES  
 
i “Exhibit X” deforms Laurence Sterne’s The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy, Gentleman, 
volume IV, chapter XXV. When that novel was first published in the eighteenth century, it was 
technically impossible to reproduce marbled pages, which made each volume of the novel unique. 
Regarding the tell-tale trademark (to cite the end of volume III, chapter XXXVI): “Read, read, 
read, read, my unlearned reader! read … I tell you before-hand, you had better throw down the 
book at once; for without much reading, by which your reverence knows I mean much 
knowledge, you will no more be able to penetrate the moral of the next marbled page (motley 
emblem of my work!) than the world with all its sagacity has been able to unravel the many 
opinions, transactions, and truths which still lie mystically hid under the dark veil of the black 
one.” Referring to the nineteenth century, Ellen Gruber Garvey and Susan Tucker have described 
the practice of scrapbooking and its offshoots with relation to technologies including newspapers, 
advertising cards, illustrated and grangerized texts, as well as their evolution from Roman tablets, 
Medieval emblem books, Renaissance albums (that accompanied curiosity cabinets), 
commonplace books, up to the still-practiced photo album. Sometimes obliterating the meaning 
of the original, arrangements of texts in scrapbook form afforded a way for practitioners to 
construct aspects of their identities, not necessarily wedded to chronology. Given the difficulty of 
sustaining narrative from scraps, such projects often revolved around people, events, and 
themes—“a material manifestation of memory”—that reflected both the maker and her cultural 
moment, as well as anticipated modernist techniques like bricolage. This practice was not 
relegated to women; one notable example includes Mark Twain (a.k.a., Samuel L. Clemens) who 
patented the self-pasting scrapbook. See Susan Tucker, Katherine Ott, and Patricia Buckler, The 
Scrapbook in American Life (Philadelphia: Temple UP, 2006) and Scott E. Casper, Joanne D. 
Chaison, and Jeffrey D. Groves, eds., Perspectives on American Book History: Artifacts and 
Commentary, eds. (Amherst: U of Massachusetts P, 2002).  
 
Please send this “Exhibit” back to the Undertaker in metamorphosed form: 
difformite@gmail.com. For further instructions, see http://difformite.wordpress.com. 
 


