
I must admit it, I tend to idolize the comfortable life. I gaze longingly  

at lavish homes in magazines and expensive cars in commercials. I 

window shop online for the latest fashions I imagine would bring me 

great joy to own and wear. On occasion, these gods win my devotion 

and regular tithe. In full disclosure, it is probably more than “on 

occasion” and more of an habitual practice of actively pursuing the 

totems of comfort. I dream of the beautifully modern home with 

a flood of warm sunlight pouring in on me as I sit peacefully on my 

expensive Mies van der Rohe Barcelona chair. I just sit there—no 

worries, no cares. It’s glorious. I suppose my dreams drive me to 

believe it to be, that is, until those days when I am at home sitting 

alone on my reasonably priced couch with nothing to do—utterly 

bored. Comfort is boring. 

Unfortunately, when it comes to comfort, I am quite like a pet dog. 

“Dogs wag their tails at familiar faces even if they’ve never done them 

any kindness and bark at strangers even if they’ve never done them 

any harm (Lewis 34).” I, and the dog, am dependent on familiarity. It is 

true that I no more long for boredom than I long for discomfort, but 

my fear of the latter destines me to the former. If I succumb to the 

monotony of familiarity because the consequences of risk leave me 

vulnerable to failure, I trade the potentially rapturous for mere comfort. 

A complete reconditioning of how I think is necessary in order  

for me to not doom myself to my own comfortable demise. 

It has been written that “urban life fosters boredom, because it 

precludes taking the time necessary to develop value distinctions 

that meaningful commitments rely on and make life satisfying (Leslie 

38).” In this regard, I must understand comfort and satisfaction to  

not be one and the same. It is uncomfortable to suffer through the 

physical discipline of going on my morning run, but the satisfaction  

of completion and the health benefits of doing so outweigh the 

momentary discomfort of waking early and begrudgingly hitting the 

pavement. In many cases such as this, discomfort leads to satisfac-

tion. I am first to endure then to enjoy.

Satisfaction then becomes the alternative to boredom. This is quite  

a hopeful notion. Satisfaction is a goal to aspire to that puts a positive 

bent on denying comfort instead of just the negative fear of being 

bored, or worse yet, being boring. More than I want to not be boring, 

 I want to bring value and satisfaction through what I do. The Edgar F. 
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Comfort is Boring



Shannon Professor of English at the University of Virginia Dr. Patricia 

Meyer Spacks so eloquently stated that “what bores us never fully 

engages our attention (12).” This truth often screams at me when I 

comfortably choose to do the same kind of work, with the same 

process, the same aesthetic, again and again, because it is easier to 

do what I’ve always done than to question the method—even if that 

means the message of my work is not engaging. 

In the moments when I choose comfort—when I choose to be boring,  

I forfeit the potential to engage with others. This I must learn to fear 

above my temporary discomfort. It is in remembrance of this that I 

must keep in mind my goal of true satisfaction —to contribute works of 

value. There’s no truth or value in my extravagant daydreams of a 

perfectly peaceful life of leisure. After all, comfort is boring.

Lauren Meranda  |  AD 418  |  02.06.12



Lewis, C.S. The Four Loves. New York: Harvest Books. 1960. 

Leslie, Isis I. Boredom: On the Historical Development of Modern  

       Boredom. Amsterdam: Rodopi B.V. 2009.

Spacks, Patricia Meyer. Boredom: The Literary History of a State 

       of Mind. Chicago: University of Chicago Press. 1995.

Lauren Meranda  |  AD 418  |  02.06.12

Works Cited


