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Editorial Review

Review

“Exquisite. . . . A work so artful that it appears to be without artifice.” —The New York Times Book Review

“Playful, intimate, and deeply insightful. . . . What you can tell from this book is that [Julavits] is someone
you truly want to know—even better than you already do from reading her diary.” —Chicago Tribune

“Scathingly funny. . . . An engaging portrait of a woman’s sense of identity, which continually shape-shifts
with time.” —Los Angeles Times

“[A] fascinating quasi-memoir. . . . The humor and the pathos of the book arise from [the] mismatch between
the urgency of a decision in the moment and the awareness that always runs beneath it: that time will
eventually make most things not matter.” —The Washington Post

“A profound meditation on the passing of time.” —Entertainment Weekly

“Cleverly crafted [and] thoughtfully entertaining. . . . Julavits’s best book yet.” —O, The Oprah Magazine

“Poignant.” —The Boston Globe

“[Julavits] has a native’s eye for the small, sometimes indiscernible quirks that define local behavior. . . .
There is glorious slippage, just enough to see its author in the various stages of her life, adhering to the truth
as she sees it.” —Minneapolis Star Tribune

“[Julavits] takes moments in time and blows them up with thought and introspection and tangential relations.
She condenses them down into polished nuggets. . . . Her mind is so smart and delightful and open.” —The
Rumpus

“I was utterly compelled by the big-hearted engine of rigor and wonder that drives them: her live electric
mind.” —Leslie Jamison, author of The Empathy Exams

“Daring and inquisitive. . . . By probing deeply her interior and exterior environments, Julavits shows us our
potential for expansion in all areas of our lives, even the most mundane.” —Bustle
“Hilarious. . . . The thrill is where Julavits takes us.” —New York Post

“Blur[s] the lines between contemplation and revelation, fact and fiction. . . . Julavits reveals a whole lot, in
often-flawless prose, about motherhood, time, petty jealousies, grand debates, and the irresistible attractions
of The Bachelorette.” —Vulture

“A comforting read.” —Refinery29

“Irresistible and, at times, transcendent. . . . [Julavits is] like a mash-up of Lena Dunham and Kierkegaard.
Which is to say, the book is at once raunchy, outrageous and funny, wistful, contemplative and smart.”
—Portland Press Herald



“A joy to read.  It’s a treasure house of revealing stories, and a thought-provoking illustration of the way that
everyday encounters . . . provoke kaleidoscopic and dramatic memories to unfold within us. . . . This is a
book worth reading and re-reading.” —Rebecca Curtis, author of Twenty Grand and Other Tales of Love &
Money

“Intricate and delicately worked. . . . Julavits transforms her diary into an exceptional work of art.”
—BookPage

“The Folded Clock is evidence of Julavits at her finest—an incisive and penetrating thinker, as exacting as
she is forgiving in her observations about the self and the world.” —Electric Lit

About the Author

Heidi Julavits is also the author of four critically acclaimed novels (The Vanishers, The Uses of
Enchantment, The Effect of Living Backwards, and The Mineral Palace) and coeditor, with Sheila Heti and
Leanne Shapton, of the New York Times bestseller Women in Clothes. Her fiction has appeared in Harper’s
Magazine, McSweeney’s, and The Best American Short Stories, among other places. She’s a founding editor
of The Believer magazine and the recipient of a Guggenheim Fellowship. She lives in Manhattan, where she
teaches at Columbia University. She was born and raised in Portland, Maine.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
June 21
Today I wondered What is the worth of a day? Once, a day was long. It was bright and then it wasn’t, meals
happened, and school happened, and sports practice, maybe, happened, and two days from this day there
would be a test, or an English paper would be due, or there would be a party for which I’d been waiting, it
would seem, for years. Days were ages. Love bloomed and died in a day. Rages flared and were forgotten
and replaced by new rages, also forgotten. Within a day there were discernible hours, and clocks with hands
that ticked out each new minute. I would think, Will this day never end? By nightfall, I’d feel like a war had
been fought. I was wounded; sleep was not enough to heal me. Days would linger in my nerves, aftershocks
registered on the electrical plain. Days made a physical impact. Days could hurt.

Not anymore. The “day” no longer exists. The smallest unit of time I experience is the week. But in recent
years the week, like the penny, has also become a uselessly small currency. The month is, more typically, the
smallest unit of time I experience. But truthfully months are not so noticeable either. Months happen when
things are, with increasing rapidity, due. Tuitions are due, and rent is due, and the health insurance is due. A
month is marked, not by a sense that time has passed, but by a series of automated withdrawals. I look at my
bank account, near zero, and realize, It must be March.

Since I am suddenly ten years older than I was, it seems, one year ago, I decided to keep a diary. Like many
people I kept a diary when I was young. Starting at age eight I wrote in this diary every day, and every day I
began my entry with “Today I.” Today I went to school. Today I went to Andrea’s house. Today I played in
the cemetery. Today I did nothing.

Recently I cited this childhood diary-keeping as the reason I became a writer. I needed to explain to a room-
ful of people, most of them over seventy years old, why. I could have answered the question in a variety of
ways. But I try to anticipate the needs of my audience. I desire to give them an anecdote customized to
resonate with their life situation. This desire guides my answers more strongly than truth. What did these



people want or need to hear? If I were, like them, nearing the end of my life, I imagine I’d be impatient with
equivocation and uncertainty. I imagine I would desire clear stories because soon I’d be in a grave where my
life would be condensed to a name, a date, some commas, a category (“Wife”).

So I told a clean story. A why story. I said that I became a writer because on one March day, when I was ten,
during the interminable gray-scale finale of a typical Maine winter, my father took me to the mall because
we’d long ago run out of ways to kill time before spring. At the mall, he bought a color TV. On certain
practical and emotional levels, his expenditure made sense. Our old TV was black-and-white. We switched
between the two and a half available channels by using a pair of pliers to rotate a metal stub, once connected
to a dial (now lost). The original antenna (also lost) had been replaced by a clothes hanger. The whole
contraption was so pathetic and downtrodden, who could blame a man for trying to bring literal color into the
lives of his wife and children, emotionally slogging their way through another mud season?

Unfortunately, my father did not have permission to buy a color TV. At an earlier point in time, he’d bought
something else without permission, and before that something else, and now he was deeply in permissions
debt. He would never get permission to buy anything ever again. Every acquisition was unauthorized. This
did not prevent him from buying the TV.

My father also bought me, if I promised to write in it, a diary.

I started the diary the next day. I wrote:

Today I woke up and watched TV.

I found and reread these diaries about ten years ago. Before I found and reread them, I was proud of what the
fact of my rigorous diary keeping predicted about me. I’d been fated to be a writer! I had proof of my
doggedness—many volumes of it. I imagined the diaries published at some future date, when my literary
fame might bestow upon them an artistic and biographical value. I believed I was born to posthumous
greatness. I often imagined myself more famous when dead than when alive.

The actual diaries, however, fail to corroborate the myth I’d concocted for myself. They reveal me to possess
the mind, not of a future writer, but of a future paranoid tax auditor. I exhibited no imagination, no trace of a
style, no wit, no personality. Each entry is an accounting of (or an expressed anxiety about) my school
performance.

Today at school I got a 100 on my math test and I finished my science assignment. I am all set for my
literature report but I’m really scared!

Today I gave my report and I got an A.

Today I didn’t finish my worksheet and I am in trouble.

Today I really flubbed up in my math test because we have to get 5 100s in a row and I had 2 100s but then
today I got a 99!

Later, when I turn ten, the tone starts to change. I stop worrying and start fretfully wishing.

I want to have a thin lovely figure, very pretty and smart and Alec and I love each other, never sick, happy
life, my family isn’t killed, I am a great ATHLETE, popular, lots of friends, no pimples, a nicer nose.



Virginia Woolf wrote, “I do not know how far I differ from other people.” I tend to think, based on the above
evidence, that I don’t differ much. Admirable, I guess, is my absence of guile or pretense. I was clearly not
prepping very well for my posthumous fame, as certain people I know prep and have been prepping
practically since birth for theirs. Everything written by these people—even an online exchange with a
computer repair technician—is treated as archival evidence to be scoured by future scholars. If the future
scholars come to care at all about me, I
wish them to know this: with certain variations (substitute my husband for Alec), the desires of my ten-year-
old self have more or less held steady for the past thirty-odd years.

So I told the seventy-year-olds a story that stressed the continuity (the immortality!) of self. What I failed to
mention, however, was my recent worry: As a writer, I have mistaken how to use words. I write too much. I
write like some people talk to fill silence. When I write, I am trying through the movement of my fingers to
reach my head. I’m trying to build a word ladder up to my brain. Eventually these words help me come to an
idea, and then I rewrite and rewrite and rewrite what I’d already written (when I had no idea what I was
writing about) until the path of thinking, in retrospect, feels immediate. What’s on the page appears to have
busted out of my head and traveled down my arms and through my fingers and my keyboard and coalesced
on the screen. But it didn’t happen like that; it never happens like that.
 

March 3
Today my friend asked me, “Am I crazy?” She is convinced that her husband is having an affair. We were in
her apartment drinking beer. She seemed oddly energized by the prospect of this affair, as if we were
gossiping about the maybe-infidelity of a person not married to her.

Her husband, she said, had become friendly with the single woman who used to live in the neighboring
apartment. The woman had since moved to San Francisco; however, she called her husband regularly to
check on her mail. Was there a package for her in their lobby? According
to my friend, her husband always left the room so he could speak to the woman in private.

“I don’t know,” she said. “Am I crazy?”

I considered the evidence. Was this all she had? I asked. If so, I was sorry to disappoint her—she really was
so excited that her husband might be cheating on her—but I did not think her husband was having an affair.
She was, perhaps, being a little crazy. At the worst, it sounded as though her husband had a crush on their
former neighbor, and if he did, she should continue to rejoice. I’d recently heard of a study that concluded:
the marriages that last are the ones in which the two members regularly develop (but do not act upon)
extramarital infatuations. Here was proof of her marriage’s durability. Her husband wanted to sleep with a
woman who was not his wife.

Then she told me more. A few weeks ago, her family had gone on vacation to Lake Tahoe. On the morning
of their departure, her husband claimed he needed to stay in New York to deal with a work emergency. She
flew ahead with their son; he flew to San Francisco a day later and spent a night in the city before meeting
his family at the lake. Less than a week into the vacation, he claimed he needed to return home earlier than
expected (another work emergency). He drove to San Francisco, ostensibly to catch a plane. Ostensibly, he
missed it. Again, he spent the night in the city. He’d told his wife he’d stayed on a friend’s couch, but she
later learned, by finding a receipt in his pocket, that he’d checked into a hotel. When asked why he’d decided
against staying with the friend (she did not ask him why he had lied), he said, “I’m too old to sleep on
couches.”



Now I told her: I didn’t think she was crazy. If my husband behaved that way, I’d know he was having an
affair.
 
But their relationship wasn’t our relationship. A couch, a crush, a hotel. What might appear suspicious in my
husband might not appear suspicious in hers.

I tried to interpret her husband’s behavior using their relationship template.

I still thought he was having an affair.

“I don’t think you’re crazy,” I repeated.

We wondered if she should break into his e-mail account. We were less concerned about the ethics of this
breach than we were about its uselessness in court, so to speak. Reading her husband’s e-mail was the
equivalent of an illegal phone tap. She wouldn’t be able to confront him with evidence procured in this
manner. If she admitted that she’d read his e-mail, the marital wrongdoing could be shifted to her. She’d read
his e-mail! What a trespass, what a violation! No wonder he’d needed to have an affair! Etc.

Let’s say, I said, that she read his e-mail and confirmed he was having an affair. How might she “stumble”
upon further proof she could actually use? We talked about credit card receipts and whether or not a big
charge at a hotel bar might signal that he hadn’t been drinking alone. I wondered if she might accidentally
discover a suspicious text string. A chain of acronyms exchanged with their former neighbor that might
suggest—they were speaking in code to avoid detection.

“But,” she said, returning to the possibility of reading his e-mail, “do I really want to find what I might
find?”

She quoted something I’d apparently said to her last winter—that if my husband read my e-mail, he deserved
to learn whatever he discovered. I didn’t remember saying this. On reflection, however, it seemed exactly the
type of thing I would say. I stood by it.
 
“Maybe you don’t want to know,” I observed of her husband’s possible infidelity. What would knowing get
her? Her husband had slipped up once before they were married and evaded conviction despite compelling
testimony against him—a statement from the woman he’d slept with, for example. He did not confess nor
deny when presented with this testimony. He simply refused to admit the evidence to the court. (He refused
to accept that there was a court.)

My friend returned to the original evidence, such as it existed. “I don’t know,” she said. “Am I just crazy?”
We’d entered a loop. Each time we found ourselves at a potential course of action, we’d shy away from the
exit and the loop would reboot. Am I just crazy?

Our loop reminded me of a recent interaction with a different friend. She’s an artist; I am not. She’d tried as
an artist (as opposed to a psychologist or, I don’t know, a dentist) to demystify for me my obsession with
certain objects. One of these objects is a hot-water tap handle I found in my house in Maine where, when I’m
not teaching in New York, I live. The tap handle is enamel; it is cracked. I carry it with me everywhere. Once
purely functional, it now serves no other purpose than to weigh down my bag. Every day, before I start
writing, I draw this tap handle. The artist diagnosed my attraction to it as l’amour fou. André Breton, she told
me, identified the affliction in his book Mad Love. He and Alberto Giacometti—depressed at the time—were
walking through a Paris flea market in the spring of 1934; Breton feared that Giacometti might fall in love



with a girl and, as a consequence of his sudden happiness or his brighter outlook on life, ruin a statue on
which he was working and to which Breton felt obsessively attached. Breton worried in particular about the
placement of the statue’s arms, which were raised in a way to suggest they were holding or protecting
something.

He was right to worry. Due to precisely the sort of fleeting “feminine intervention” Breton feared,
Giacometti fell in love with a girl and lowered the statue’s arms. (Once this feminine intervention concluded,
Breton reports of the arms, “with some modifications, they were reestablished the next day in their proper
place.”) What bothered Breton was not the loss of modesty implied by the lowered arms. What bothered him
was the “disappearance of the invisible but present object.”

My tap handle—according to my artist friend, and also to Breton—was the invisible but present object,
invisible in that I could not perceive its use or meaning, but I always needed it around. My friend’s
husband’s maybe-infidelity was also the invisible but present object. My friend did not want her
suspicion—which sustained the possibility that her husband both was and was not having an affair—to
disappear by exposing it. She feared the lowering of hands. Still, I said to her as we drank beer, You are not
crazy. You are not crazy. This is what she needs from me, I guess—the opportunity to perpetually wonder
about her husband without the threat of ever knowing what, in a marriage, is or is not there.

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Ira Gonzalez:

With other case, little persons like to read book The Folded Clock: A Diary. You can choose the best book if
you want reading a book. As long as we know about how is important some sort of book The Folded Clock:
A Diary. You can add expertise and of course you can around the world by a book. Absolutely right, because
from book you can learn everything! From your country right up until foreign or abroad you will find
yourself known. About simple thing until wonderful thing you are able to know that. In this era, we can
easily open a book or perhaps searching by internet device. It is called e-book. You can utilize it when you
feel fed up to go to the library. Let's read.

Kathy Vaughn:

Nowadays reading books are more than want or need but also become a life style. This reading routine give
you lot of advantages. The benefits you got of course the knowledge your information inside the book this
improve your knowledge and information. The knowledge you get based on what kind of publication you
read, if you want drive more knowledge just go with education books but if you want feel happy read one
using theme for entertaining like comic or novel. The The Folded Clock: A Diary is kind of reserve which is
giving the reader erratic experience.

Bette Morgan:

The book The Folded Clock: A Diary will bring one to the new experience of reading any book. The author
style to describe the idea is very unique. Should you try to find new book to learn, this book very acceptable
to you. The book The Folded Clock: A Diary is much recommended to you to study. You can also get the e-



book in the official web site, so you can more readily to read the book.

Justin Belz:

Are you kind of hectic person, only have 10 or 15 minute in your morning to upgrading your mind expertise
or thinking skill possibly analytical thinking? Then you have problem with the book when compared with
can satisfy your short time to read it because all of this time you only find book that need more time to be
learn. The Folded Clock: A Diary can be your answer since it can be read by you actually who have those
short free time problems.
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