
Dennis. Janet. Marianne.: A Parable 

 

She never truly means any harm, lustrous though she is. 

We all have desires as strong - to be desired. 

Marianne is no different, that way. 

Respectful. 

Both ways. 

The contradictions. 

Everyone likes to desire desirable things. 

Somewhere someone said what those were.  We agreed. 

We don’t know why. 

Marianne doesn’t agree. 

She has desires – that she understands – but not always what her desires are for. 

In that, she differs. 

Is unlike us.  We who are so aware of our desires and what they want and can fit them so neatly 

together; safe and appropriately.  Lucky us. 

Dennis is not like us. 

Sometimes Dennis mistakes his desires for peace or sex or some affirming attachment with the 

desires to limit pain or be happy.  Sometimes he mistakes them for drink. 

Not Marianne.   

In that way she is like us. 

We know that when we want a drink it is the desire for drink, plain and simple and organized just 

so.  Obviously distinct from our desires for joy or escape or relief. 

It feels good to be desired.  Longed for, ached after, pursued. 

Dennis doesn’t know that.  He thinks it feels good to possess, to satisfy desire.  To be full. 

Marianne understood.  But, unlike us, she did not realize that it only really feels good to be 

desired by the “right” or “proper” person, like they told us – one’s spouse, for instance, or a 

lover, a client, or friend. 

In this she was confused, because Dennis was none of these. 



It’s a fortunate thing that we are not like them.  Confused and cross-referencing.  We are superior 

by not falling for metaphor. 

Like Janet. 

Janet confuses desires for comfort and security, acknowledgment and affirmation, with a desire 

for some giant Spirit.  Some unreservedly large entity that functions as a generous father, instead 

of a man who would hurt her. 

Thank our insight that we aren’t like that! 

She’ll devote herself to behaviors and dreams, rituals and attitudes and all sorts of causes to 

satisfy these misguided desires.  As if nothing could desire her, and could want her to be. 

This makes us sad.  We who comprehend our needs and desires, and each others uses.   

Watch out for them, friends: the Dennises, Janets and sweet Mariannes – they rove the world 

wild – mistaking this thing for that, the one for the other, jamming square pegs in round holes. 

Thank goodness that we’re so well-made and well-trained! 
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