WANDERLUST!: The Flâneur’s Modern Imagination (Poetry, Photography & Fiction)
_____________________________________________
Professor: Clark Lunberry, Ph.D.
Email: clark.lunberry@unf.edu
Office: Bldg. 8, Rm. 2645
Phone: (904) 620-2273
________________________________________________
Course Description
Getting lost can be both exhilarating and terrifying. Getting lost can lead to finding things unimagined,
stumbling onto places unknown—getting hurt, getting happy—seeing sides of others (and ourselves) unsuspected,
perhaps undesired. In this course, we will hear from a number of writers and artists for whom seeing in motion, being
in time—on a walk, on a drive—led them to discoveries, to the opening of eyes and minds otherwise squinting,
otherwise sealed shut.
In the 19th century, the figure of the modern walker, the one deliberately losing himself in a city’s maze of
crowded streets and sidewalks, was the flâneur. It was this flâneur, this “passionate observer” of the urban spectacle,
who happily dropped himself into a setting, seeing the kaleidoscopic sights,
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Alongside our many materials, we will undertake excursions of our own devising, entering into the Jacksonvillian sprawl of speed and sensation, wandering into the local wilderness that constitutes our own post-urban world.
Required Texts:
• Rings of Saturn, by W. G. Sebald. Publisher: New Directions; ISBN: 0811214133
• Open City, by Teju Cole. Publisher: Random House: ISBN: 0812980093
• Lunch Poems, by Frank O’Hara. Publisher: City Lights; ISBN: 0872860353
• Baudelaire: Poems. Publisher: Everyman's Library, ISBN-10: 0679429107
• Paris Spleen, and La Fanfarlo, by Charles Baudelaire. Publisher: Hackett Publishing Company, Inc.;
ISBN: 0872209482
• William Carlos Williams: Selected Poems. Publisher: Library of America; ISBN: 1931082715
• Vivian Maier: Street Photographer. Publisher: powerHouse Books; ISBN: 9781576875773
Handouts:
• Selections from Baudelaire’s “The Painter of Modern Life” (1863)
• Edgar Allan Poe’s “The Man of the Crowd” (1840)
• Virginia Woolf’s “Street Haunting: A London Adventure” (1930)
• From Marshall Berman’s All that is Solid Melts into Air, “Baudelaire: Modernism in the Streets” (1982)
• From Walter Benjamin’s "Paris: the capital of the nineteenth century" (1935)
Documentary Films:
• Patience: After Sebald (directed by Grant Gee, 2012; 90 min.)
• Finding Vivian Maier (directed by John Maloof and Charlie Siskel, 2013; 84 min.)

The Flâneur Projects
“The delight of the city-dweller is not so much love at first sight as love at last sight.”
—Walter Benjamin
“Everything / suddenly honks: it is 12:40 of / a Thursday”
—Frank O’Hara, “A Step Away from Them”

The flâneur projects begin immediately after spring break, with Frankie and Samantha starting us off. On the original
class syllabus here is what I wrote about the projects:
Alongside our many brilliant materials, we will undertake excursions of
our own devising, entering into the Jacksonvillian sprawl of speed and
sensation, wandering into the local wilderness that constitutes our own
post-urban world.” These projects, all undertaken individually, will be
discussed and described as the semester moves forward (and as we
see where our materials take us). For now, though, let’s begin by thinking
of sites in our own city where a flâneur’s imaginative engagements might
be explored.
For your presentations, think long and hard about the varieties of flâneur experiences represented in our materials,
from Poe to Baudelaire (poetry, prose-poetry, essay), Woolf to Sebald, William Carlos Williams to Frank O’Hara,
Benjamin to Marshall Berman, Vivian Maier to (now) Teju Cole… Each of them has, in a very real sense, offered us
models for what it is to be a flâneur—showing us a flâneur’s way of being in the world, thinking in the world, moving in
the world…in time, in motion… synesthetically experiencing events sliding by, people and places appearing into their
own disappearance.
Later, returning home, our flâneurs have paused, reflected upon, re-collected something of what Baudelaire
described as the “memory of the present,” a memory of those events now passed.
You have selected a site somewhere in the world (not necessarily in Jacksonville) in which to undertake your
project. Go there; be there; synesthetically absorb yourself into that space; pay attention to everything around you, be
a sponge to your surroundings.
Then, after the fact, return and remember that “present,” finding a way to shape it, to re-member it, as: an
elegant essay; a prose-poem; a poem; a song; a short story; a performance; a video, a painting…you decide. Allow
your flâneur experience to help you determine its eventual formation—what you saw, heard, tasted, smelled, felt—the
“content” of your time leading you to the “form” of its presentation.
Class Presentation: On your assigned day of presentation, you will have 4-5 minutes to present your projects, to read
from them, to perform them, to project them (on the screen), to play sounds, to show sites… It’s up to you; surprise
us; surprise yourself. Show us what was shown to you, share it as vividly and imaginatively as you can—the eros (life
instinct), the thanatos (the death instinct)—of your time, in time, wandering alone in the world.
Reflective/Analytical Essay: Finally, hand in to me (in the class after your assigned presentation) a more formal
component of your project in which you stand back from what you’ve done, offering a reflective analysis (2-3 doublespaced pages) of the project, while making tangible (quoted) links to 2-3 of our flâneur models.
Let me know if you have questions; Spring Break offers a marvelous time to undertake your flâneur projects; enjoy,
and remember that, as Frank O’Hara reminds us, “in a sense we’re all winning / we’re alive” (but watch out for the
damn dune buggies).

