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To my Socrates 

 



 

 

“…this hate of the human, and even more of the animal, 

and more still of the material, this horror of the senses, of 

reason itself, this fear of happiness and beauty, this desire 

to get away from an illusion, change, growth, death, 

wishing and even desiring – all this means – let us have 

the courage to grasp it - a will for Nothingness, a will 

opposed to life, a repudiation of the most fundamental 

conditions of life, but it is and remains a will!” 
 

FRIEDRICH WILHELM NIETZSCHE 
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 I wake up. 

 The first thing that hits me is a contrast, a terrible contrast between the air around 

me and my heart, fragile and trembling, like a bird panicking as it feels death approach. 

 This bird is my only reference point. I have no idea where I am, this is not my 

room, this is not my house, this is not a house. This is a bed, warm, in a room with large 

windows through which the sun reflects off white curtains, blinding. Inside of me, slight 

euphoria. Outside, suffocating, sick air. My mother is sitting beside me, she is looking at 

me with sadness, a disgusting sadness. I don’t understand right away what has happened. 

I smile at her, she is beautiful, the sunshine makes her glow. 

 I feel a painful pressure. I look: an IV, there, in my right arm. More pain, 

discomfort: in my left arm, a wound, scabby, disgusting, it must be from a few days ago. 

I did it, I know I did, it’s not the first time. I have lots on my arms, my legs, some pink, 

others beige, each a moment of rage or pain, moments that will remain forever etched on 

this body, this inevitable body. 

 This body. Not my body, because it is not mine. It is thin and fragile, while inside is 

feverish, bursting, excessive. This body, this wall, hides me, cuts me off from others like 

I cut myself off from myself, they must not be able to see me, not even glimpse the 

grotesque monster with the red deformed face, the monster behind the curtain. 

 I come back down to earth, the lightness has passed in just a few seconds. I look at 

my mother again. 

 “Hi.” 

 “Hello.” 

 Her voice is flat and it would grate if I could feel anything. 
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 “What happened?” 

 “What do you think?” 

 “I tried to kill myself.” 

 “Yes.” 

 There is nothing else to say, we are here, frozen, the photo is taken, it’s the 

introduction, the unfolding, the climax, the resolution, the end. Especially the end, I look 

at my mother and feel nothing. I feel nothing as I look at her skin, her eyes, her hands, 

her breasts, her trembling voice. Her voice that cracked when she said “Yes,” a voice that 

wasn’t hers, that came from her belly and her flesh, from inside her, which is now 

destroyed, which would rather die than see me like this: skinny, crazy, lifeless. 

 I feel nothing, and it’s good like this, better to know than to feel. Knowing is 

beautiful and cold and clean. Feeling is dirty, overwhelming, neither ice nor water, 

nauseating, disgusting. Monstrous, wet. 

 Wet, I have known that, languidly letting anonymous boys take my body in their 

hands, in their lips tasting of alcohol. Emerging from a black hole, I felt their weight on 

my bones and did nothing, too drunk from the emptiness to realize what had happened. I 

went home wearing my mask of normality, shut myself in the shower for hours but 

couldn’t get rid of the filth embedded in my skin, until I was forced to take a razor blade 

and cut and cut and cut. I hated the wetness, it was everywhere, in every breath, in every 

swallow, in my belly, my skin, it oozed out of every pore of my body, lay deposited on 

my hair, now shaved, scratching my head tells me. 

 “Dr. G. came to see you. You were unconscious. She is going to come back 

sometime next week.” 
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 “How long have I been here?” 

 “Five days. You were in Intensive Care for four days and then they transferred you 

here this morning.” 

 “…” 

 “You could have died. You were having convulsions.” 

 “…” 

 She has tears in her eyes. I try to understand what is going on in her head but I 

can’t; they are only words, cold, suspended. She can’t take it. “I have to go. I have to take 

care of your sister.” 

 She goes, leaving me with a fat nurse who tells me that I am under constant 

surveillance. She looks at me with pity, I hate her, I have to get out of here, I don’t know 

what she sees, what my mother saw when she was talking to me, I have to know what I 

look like. 

 I need a mirror. I want to see myself, to look into my eyes and not recognize 

myself, to reassure myself that the cardboard shell protecting me is credible, that the 

illusion of the body is still working. 

 I slowly get up, my muscles hurt, and I know from my experience with hunger that 

the pain is due to a potassium deficiency or to my body eating away my bones to feed 

itself. In my case, it’s probably both of these simultaneously. But I manage to stand up. 

Everything starts to spin around me, my vision blurs, black dots flood in, a swarm of 

black dots that dance like dust. 

 Rolling my IV along beside me, I slowly make my way to the bathroom, enter, lock 

the door behind me, I don’t want them to bother me. I get ready to see myself. The mirror 
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presents me an image that is almost completely empty. I see the closed door above my 

head, the reflection of the walls behind me and, like a spot in the middle of this white 

painting, my partial body, truncated at the shoulders.  

 I start there, at the shoulders: the collarbones that tear at my skin trying to escape, 

extending from the base of my neck to above my vulture’s shoulders. I feel like smiling 

but I stop myself. I lift my arms and observe the small bony bumps of my elbows, the 

tendons of my wrist, the purplish spider webs on my hands, my bluish nails. I stand on 

the toilet so I can see my stomach. I lift up my blue hospital gown to see the protruding 

bones of my hips, the veins above my mound, the impeccably defined ribs that want to 

pierce through, detach, leave. I have not yet looked at my face, this is the least important. 

 I descend from my porcelain pedestal and stand straight, feet together, to make sure 

my legs don’t touch each other. The space is still too small, there is too much flesh, I 

want to remove all of it, tear it out, all of it. 

 I look at my face. My skin is yellowish, making my pupils an even shinier black, 

chasms surrounded by violet fatigue. My cheeks are darker than I thought, but still too 

round, I must be ugly when I smile. My head is shaved. I look in control. This couldn’t 

have been so this morning when Dr. G. came by to see me, no, don’t think about her, 

later; keep some thoughts to busy yourself with later. 

 Fairly satisfied with the results of this bodily scrutiny, I decide to go and lie down 

again, I’m exhausted. I flush the toilet and exit the bathroom, Fat Nurse is waiting for me. 

 I collapse onto the bed, I slowly sink into a black hole, drawn down in from below. 

I feel my heart agitating, sending a bitter poison, a pain that is eating at my legs, I’m 
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drowning inside of myself, my eyes are pulled down toward the floor, my breathing is 

rapid, I’m suffocating, I’m going to die, I don’t care, it was time.  

 

╦ 

 

The smell of the meal that they placed on my knees wakes me. My heart is racing, I’m 

hungry, I haven’t eaten for a week, I’m not sure I remember how. 

 I want to be able to make the decision whether to eat or not, to control what goes 

into me, but my body has already pounced on the food, I don’t care, in, out, nothing 

stays, I can always vomit after I’ve finished. I gobble up the little cubes of carrots, the 

amorphous meat, the liquid purée, I take a few sips of milk between each mouthful so 

that it will all come back out more easily later. 

 While eating I think about my failed suicide. I do not remember the precise 

moment, the moment when I took the first handful of pills and swallowed them. But I feel 

that everything about me, my body, is inverted. I can’t stand having food in me for more 

than three minutes. A mouthful of milk can always come back out but pills, I couldn’t 

make myself vomit them, I can still feel them, each pill like cement in my stomach. I 

couldn’t vomit them out, I didn’t need to vomit them out. By filling myself up with them, 

I would vomit myself, my existence. Then I woke up. I’m going to vomit what I’m eating 

now, I want to die, I must die, I was not supposed to wake up, I should have died. My 

waking up was not part of the plan. My waking up postpones my death, the sole purpose 

of the past months was to approach and tame death, to feel myself slipping away between 
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my fingers. And I had succeeded, I was cold and dead and everything was fine. I was not 

supposed to wake up, this can’t be. 

 Once the tray is empty, I go into the bathroom, lock the door, bend forward and 

grip the toilet, almost stumbling in as I bend forward to empty myself, to become cold 

again, finally. 

 I taste the food in the opposite order in which I ate it. I don’t even have to stick a 

toothbrush down my throat and wiggle it. Everything comes back up easily, there’s blood 

but that’s normal. My body is used to it now, it has become natural. Eat, bend over, 

vomit, stand up. But I don’t want to stand up anymore, I want it to stop there; eat, bend 

over, vomit, die. Finally. 

 When I have finished, I flush the toilet, get up too quickly and my vision goes. 

Facing the mirror, I watch my face gradually emerge from black dots. It is not even 

flushed. Everything is in order, everything is normal, I am empty, I am clean, I am cold, 

everything is under control, I have to stay like this, stay empty, I just have to wait, seize 

the first opportunity to start again.  

 Exhausted, I use up all my remaining strength to drag my trembling legs into the 

corridor, to see the doctors and patients, to be sure that I am not in a dream. But there is 

no one. I hear the usual sounds of heart monitors, layering over each other, a symphony 

of mechanical beats. 

 I see a scale. I feel nauseous, I step onto it and watch the numbers go up and up and 

then stop at a number, the number of a healthy child or a sick adult. I am almost satisfied: 

look ladies and gentlemen, gather round, see the great spectacle of cachexia and 

destruction, see how I excel at the art of hunger, excel at the ending, clap, rise and shower 
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me with “bravos” launched with abandon. But the euphoria only lasts a few seconds, I 

already imagine a number that is lower, better, perfect, zero. 

 Because it’s not the number of beauty, of aesthetics, that I want, it’s the number of 

death. It is still far away, I will need at least a month, time for my body to die and 

decompose completely, I will need a month to achieve this and I don’t want to wait, I am 

tired, I want to die now, today, in a few hours. I want to go to sleep and for my heart to 

follow, for it to sleep with me, for its beats to grow scarce and space out until they 

disappear all together, leaving only space and silence. 

 

╦ 

 

I dream a lot. Always the same dreams, with movements too coloured and vivid, 

interrupted regularly by the spasms of my anxious body, wake up! wake up! Tossing 

black waves that the brains slaps me with: wake up! don’t sleep! don’t die! not right 

away! no! no! stay with us! 

 It’s daytime when I open my eyes, I have made it through the night. A new light, 

things are less fragmented, I start to remember. A memory, I think from my time in 

Intensive Care. Night time, lots of agitated people, I hear myself speak but I don’t know 

what I’m saying, it just flows out, I don’t control it, its muddled, then I yank out the line, 

it hurts, it’s bleeding but I don’t care, I don’t want any medication, I don’t want to help 

my body, let me intoxicate it, die, all cold, all alone. 

 This is all I have, this memory, this conviction that even in a state of drowsiness, of 

confusion, even in a state where my unconscious was controlling my actions, in the 
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deepest part of me, I wanted to die. I was defending my death like others defend their life, 

instinctively, aggressively, violently, leave me alone! I am fine like this, it will soon be 

over. 

 Everything is easier when you tell yourself that it will soon be over. I had planned 

this act, and it was from that moment when I set the date, Wednesday September 20
th

, 

that everything fell away, nothing mattered, everything would soon be over. It’s 

comforting, a relief knowing that you are going to die on September 20
th

 or even before, 

rupture of the oesophagus, heart attack, whatever, a violent and dirty death that could 

happen each time I leaned over to vomit and vomit and vomit. And so what if it never 

happened, there was always that date, September 20th. A cold, clean date waiting silently 

for me, a perfect date on which to die, you feel the fresh wind and the trees stirring, 

dancing, and then you die and they continue to dance, everything continues, it’s linear, 

it’s over but it continues.  

 But now it must be September 28
th

 or 29
th

 and the trees are dancing and I am here 

to see them. This is not in my plan, my life already stopped, this is only a reprieve, a rest, 

while waiting for the time when I can start again, make sure that I succeed. My body will 

die at the beginning of October but my spirit will already have been extinguished for ten 

days, I just have to make sure my body follows, it will soon be over.  

 

╦ 

 

Dr. G. enters the room. Usually she makes me nervous but I no longer feel anything, 

everything is distant, unreal. She is beautiful, with moist grey eyes, worry suits her 

marvellously. I look at her: she looks tired, worn out, her pale complexion, bony hands 
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with long, trembling fingers. She sits down beside my bed, her smile sad, weak, almost 

guilty. 

 “Hello.” 

 “Hi.” 

 “How are you?” 

 “Good, and you?” 

 She stops talking, there are so many things to say.  

 “I came by to see how you’re doing.” 

 “I don’t remember anything.” 

 “No?” 

 “…” 

 “Well, you came to my office last Wednesday. We had an appointment. You were 

not doing very well, you were crying but you seemed very calm. You told me that you 

were going to kill yourself, and that it was not my fault.” 

 “I was probably trying to be polite.” 

 “Which you always are. It would have been a most considerate death.” 

 “…” 

 “Of course I couldn’t let you leave like that. I kept you in my office, then they 

hospitalised you against your will. They found you a few hours later having convulsions 

in your room.” 

 I don’t answer, I will not be able to talk without bursting, overflowing, I can’t let 

this happen, better to keep quiet, silence is better. 

 “Do you remember when we talked about a transfer to a hospital…for longer-term 
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treatment?” 

 “No.” 

 “There’s no other option.” 

 “…” 

 “Listen, while you’re recovering, I’ll take care of the paperwork. I’ve already 

talked to Dr. B., he’s very good, he’ll take over your treatment.” 

 “I don’t want treatment.” 

 “I can’t let you go home in this state. You understand?” 

 “I don’t want to go home.” 

 “What do you want?” 

 “…” 

 “Tell me.” 

 I stare at the floor. A damp fog passes through my head, a chill, from the centre of 

my skull to the surface of my skin. My throat tightens. Get a hold of yourself! I can’t 

bring myself to look at her, I can’t bring myself to talk. I let out a murmur, like a prayer: 

“To die. Just die. That’s all.” There is silence, I keep staring at the floor.  

 “You must be tired, I’ll leave. They’ll bring you to my floor after your 

convalescence, before being transferred.” 

 “…” 

 She leaves. 

 I had so many things to say to her. Sorry, sorry for not realizing that you were there 

and for letting you slip through my fingers, sorry for warning you that I was going to kill 

myself, sorry for being too much, sorry for not being enough, sorry for making you 
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worry, sorry for knowing you, sorry for choosing you, sorry for having decided it would 

be you, only you that could save me, sorry for idolizing you one day and passionately 

hating you the next, sorry for crying, sorry for shouting, sorry for asking and then giving 

up, sorry for telling you the truth, sorry for lying to you, sorry for making you angry, 

sorry for making you laugh, sorry for wanting to leave, sorry for forcing you to stay, 

sorry, sorry, sorry. 

 I feel like crying, I’m starting to feel again, I hate that! it’s too late now, I’m going 

to have to leave, go away, it’s over, I didn’t want to see myself again, I’m not going to 

see her again. It’s too late, I will talk to her again but it’s already over, I’m the lost cause 

that I always wanted to be, I’m Crazy and now it’s over, it’s others who decide, it’s 

others who have the control.  

 I don’t want to sleep anymore, I want someone to come and take me in their arms, 

caress my hair, tuck me in, warm me, everything will be fine, shh… shh… everything 

will be fine. But there is no one. I have no hair to caress, everything is cold, I am alone in 

my cold room, paralysed on the bed, the cold gnawing at the inside of my bones.  

 

╦ 

 

The sun is setting, I don’t even notice, I’m not allowed to think or speak, if not it will 

burst, overflow, it mustn’t overflow. I make myself little rules to follow, to fit the mould, 

the mask, don’t show yourself, don’t cry, stay cynical, nothing is happening, it will soon 

be over. The Artist enters. 

 “What are you doing here?” 

 “I wanted to see you.” 
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 I don’t know what to say to her and even though I want to be cold, I know that she 

would have missed me had I succeeded, I know that she would have called me to talk, 

and that she would have called my parents, that my mother would have gotten the news 

from her and that a part of her would have been destroyed forever. She is the only person 

who held on, who stuck around, the only person I can stand around me, my constant. 

 “Why? Why did you do it? Why didn’t you say anything?” 

 “…” 

 “I knew you weren’t doing well but…” 

 There it is: the “but,” the moment when she realizes that it was inevitable, that it is 

inevitable, that it’s going to start all over again. 

 “Your painting, it’s going well?” 

 “What! You think I’m thinking about that, about colours? Christ! Thank God they 

found you! I called your place, they said you were in Intensive Care, that your mother 

was going to see you…” 

 She’s adorable: her French accent with a hint of Russian. She learned French by 

watching soaps, her pronunciation is almost too perfect when she’s upset. I don’t know 

what to say. I have forgotten how to make conversation. I don’t remember the last time I 

saw her. I remember a night, on a street, I was walking too fast but not going anywhere, 

high on speed, she couldn’t look at me, I had just stolen some clothes from a kid’s store 

but they were still too big for me. I was almost happy, proud of the bones on my hips 

holding up my skirt, I talked non-stop, hands trembling uncontrollably, holding a 

cigarette, I talked, the words stumbling out too quickly. Me, Fig. 1: crazy and blind. Her, 

Fig. 2: normal and powerless. The panic in her eyes when I coughed from deep in my 
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chest and red came up and stained my lips. 

 Suddenly, with a possessive violence, she clasps me in her arms as if I were a small 

child. I don’t know what to do, I feel like I’m being electrocuted, it’s too much, let go of 

me, stop! She feels too much, it overflows onto me, sticky, sweet, it’s too much, go 

away! A nurse interrupts us. 

 “Sorry, girls, visits are for family members only.” 

 “Okay. Okay, I’m leaving.” 

 She takes her bag and just before she reaches the door, I call to her. She comes 

back, I slide out from under the sheets. 

 “Look at my legs.” 

 She has always seen my state as connected to that of my body, so I show her my 

legs to reassure her. Because in my eyes, there is still some, even lots, of leg left. Left to 

destroy. But she doesn’t answer. Because for her they are not legs, they are scarred 

bones, fossils. She doesn’t see. Her eyes fill up. Her voice catches and the words are 

barely audible. 

 “You have to do something. Please.” 

 She leaves quickly, without saying good-bye. 

 Good. At least now I know that I make her afraid. “You have to do something”: I 

love that, have to, meaning I have a need and that I am not answering it, that I am in 

control, that I am bringing myself closer to death, good, everything is good. 

 

╦ 

 

I wake up and my mother is there. We don’t talk, I can’t, it’s impossible to summon up 
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let alone hear my voice again, this voice from my belly, this voice that tastes like skin, I 

just can’t do it, so I keep quiet. 

 “You want to try to walk?” 

 No. No, Mom, I don’t want to, there are other patients, people who are really sick, 

people who want to live. 

 “Come on, do it, or you won’t have any muscle left.” 

 I pull myself up, my knees almost make me scream in pain, while she goes to tell 

the nurse that I’m ready to walk to the common room full of patients, judges, moralizers. 

My IV still beside me, I walk like a clumsy shadow, I see everything out of focus, 

blurred, ghosts sitting down who talk to each other but then stop when they see me. No, 

no, don’t stop what you’re doing, don’t look at me, I don’t exist, not really. 

 I recognize a face: Cancer. I realize why she is here, she looks like a thread, an 

elongated phantom. Pale, bony, her beautiful brown hair is less thick, shinier, it falls like 

dead leaves when she runs her hand through it. I met her about a year ago, a little after it 

started, I was walking in the cancer pavilion, it was my second hospitalisation, “hospit” 

as they say, her sixth. We started to talk, just like that, swapping diagnoses: for her it was 

the bladder, she asked me where my tumour was, I answered “everywhere,” that I was a 

psychiatric patient. One fights to live; the other, so arrogant, wants to die. But she 

respects my state, probably without understanding it. 

 She is holding a brown teddy bear. She looks like an out-of-proportion child, one 

who all height and no width. She gives me the teddy bear, tears in her eyes, trying to 

smile. 

 “A gift.” 
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 She has the softest voice in the whole world. 

 “Thanks. How are you?” 

 “I’m starting chemotherapy again, I need to. You?” 

 “…” 

 “Yes, I figured.” 

 In a space where our combined weights make a normal weight, suddenly everything 

is very heavy. 

 “Oh, my God…I was so afraid! I found out you were here from the other 

patients…a bald skeleton having convulsions, everyone had heard, they were talking 

about you. I couldn’t see you, there were too many people. They said you were going to 

have to stay here.” 

 “They were probably right.” 

 “Don’t say that! It’s a miracle you’re here, they’re going to take care of you, you’re 

going to get better, you’ll see.” 

 She is sad, I think. She looks at me, I want to cry, it’s not fair, it’s her they should 

be saving, it’s her who should live, shut up! idiot! get a hold of yourself, you’re dead, 

you’re stone cold. No, not even, you are nothing, you are not even here. Feel nothing, 

don’t let yourself, keep quiet! shut your goddamn mouth! you’re dead, you’re stone cold, 

stay like that, don’t cry, shut up! you stupid idiot! I hate all of them, I want them to give 

up, they don’t understand that there’s nothing they can do anymore. Don’t bother, I’m 

ready to go, don’t you understand that I’m going to start all over again? That I’m just 

waiting? Let go of me, act like I’m dead, because I already am, end of story. I want to 

talk about something else, I don’t want to talk about myself anymore. 
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 “You, how are you doing?” 

 “Don’t try to change the subject. I’m worried about you. You seem so…sick. 

Everyone is worried.” 

 “Don’t exaggerate.” 

 Her voice becomes hard. 

 “You don’t know. You should have seen your mother before you woke up. She was 

crying and crying, she was screaming at you, she was hysterical! They had to ask her to 

leave the room because she was panicking so much. Everyone was hysterical. There were 

at least six nurses trying to resuscitate you. They pulled the curtain around your bed. And 

the doctor came to see you. I saw her when she came out of your room, she looked 

horrible, she was in the corridor with your mother, with everyone and nobody knew what 

to do.” 

 She looks away. I don’t know why but she can’t look me in the eyes, as if she is too 

upset. Shut up! you gross cow, nobody cares. You’re ugly, you’re nothing. I lose my 

balance, dropping the teddy bear, I hold onto the table for support. 

 “Are you okay?” 

 “…” 

 “You want me to call somebody?” 

 “…” 

Inside I fall, crashing in mute silence. I vaguely see people bustling around me, 

everything goes black. 

 

╦ 
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I sense that I am in a bed, I don’t know how much time has passed. I half open my eyes, 

the light hurts, I close them again, I sink inward, I try to stay just at the surface of my 

consciousness. I hear a women’s voice, it is soft, so soft. “Can you hear me?” I make an 

effort, receive the question, understand it, think of an answer, push the words out to my 

mouth. 

 “Yes.” 

 “Good. Stay with me.” 

 I feel a hand around my wrist, it takes my pulse, the contact hurts. 

 “Don’t be afraid. You fainted. I am Dr. T., the doctor on call.” 

 “…” 

 “Are you eating?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Vomiting?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “How often?” 

 “Six…no…eleven…” 

 “Per week?” 

 I open my eyes. 

 “Per day.” 

 “You have to stop doing that. Your body needs strength to recover from the…” 

 “I’m fine, like this, thank you.” 

 A silence, she looks at me, uneasy. 

  “We’re going to put you in Psychiatry, it will be better for you there.” 
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╦ 

 

A small white room, like in the movies. I have already been here, I knew all the nurses, 

all the doctors, and some patients, the regulars. The door to my room is opposite the 

nurses’ station: movement, telephones ringing, conversations, patient records, computers. 

Even the revolting smell of antiseptic can’t hide the smell of disease, of craziness. The air 

is thick, bitter, breathing it makes me feel like I’m getting fatter, like I’m inflating, like 

I’m going to explode, every breath makes me heavier. One window, only one: I see trees, 

birds, the street, life, separated from me by a grid of iron bars. Radiators, an electrical 

outlet covered in plastic, everything is covered in plastic, I certainly can’t be allowed to 

injure myself, no that would be terrible. There is a bed in the middle of the room, 

attached to the floor. It is very cold. 

 I have no clothes besides the ones I am wearing: ripped jeans that my body floats 

in, the fabric hanging from my hip bones and crumpling against the floor without ever 

touching my thighs. A black sweater that is too lightweight, the air passes through it and 

penetrates my lungs, black socks. They removed my shoelaces to remove self-

strangulation from my options. Cancer’s teddy bear is on the bed, I buried a pencil inside 

it so I could write in the little black book that I have been keeping for a year, the story of 

my life, my journey, my trajectory, my day-to-day death. I feel that this pencil is 

important, it lets me count rather than think with words (number of visitors, number of 

dust particles on the floor, number of calories they propose and I don’t ingest, number of 

heart beats), my confessional that is now a calculator. 

 In addition to the door that opens onto the nurses’ station, there is another one, 
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usually locked: the weighing room. The wall separating me from the weighing room 

stops me from being a number. If someone accidentally leaves the door open, I check my 

number compulsively. That’s always the problem: walls and doors.  

 I first came here a year ago, but at that time I had a room with a garbage can into 

which I could vomit in peace after meals. But this time: no garbage can, no freedom, 

constant surveillance, even in the bathroom. This doesn’t really bother me that much, my 

intestines are empty, and even if they weren’t, they wouldn’t work, I imagine them all 

rusty. When it’s too much, when it overwhelms me, I use my nails to injure myself, 

“scarring,” they call it. The most recent one is long, it encircles almost my whole wrist, 

my shackle, my cry, look! look! 

 It hurts, It hurts all over, in the fragile bones of this enormous skeleton, in the bit of 

muscle I have left, in the throat, the head, a vein on my hand swollen by the IV they 

removed this morning, in the stomach, my bladder infected by the urine catheter in 

Intensive Care that stayed in me too long. I take this as a sign that my body is rebelling 

against the help they are offering it, that even it does not want it. 

 

╦ 

 

They all know me but this time they hardly talk to me, they’re afraid of me. I really am 

crazy now, sick, really sick, they are waiting for me to leave, I’m too much, too 

impulsive, too serious, too dangerous, too exasperating with my contemptuous silences. 

They rarely look at me, almost never, they read me like a patient file: the female patient 

is still in her room, still alive, refuses to sit down. They see the case, they see me when 

going over my file in their mind, they describe me, they weigh me, they talk about me, 
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every day they lock me into a new word like in a new isolation room: “lost cause,” 

“suicidal,” “dangerous,” “neurotic.” Words like electric shocks to resuscitate me, but in 

vain. I remain empty, a diagnosis, symptoms that walk and talk.  

 I want them to see me evaporate, to confirm that I am no longer here, but without 

doing anything, just by observing, like you watch a plane take off and gradually 

disappear. I want them to look at me up until the last moment, until I am a tiny point 

growing distant in the sky, I want to exist while leaving, for someone, anyone. 

 And this need shows me that I do indeed have needs, that I am an ogre, a monster, 

so I stifle this desire, if a person does not know they exist, they do not exist. Go ahead, 

look away, I don’t care, it doesn’t affect me. 

  It’s too complicated, it doesn’t work, it doesn’t work anymore, I hate myself, I’m 

going to burst, overflow, I want it to stop, right now, I walk toward a radiator, I grip it to 

stifle the noise, I bang my head, short quick blows, hard, harder, with more force, I want 

my skull to burst open, I want to overflow with my blood and not my voice. 

 The pain empties my skull, stay calm, it will soon be over, the situation is under 

control, you are nothing, the craziness has swallowed you, you no longer have that 

ingredient that makes a cadaver different from a human being, you don’t look a cadaver 

in the eye, there is nothing to see. A body, you know what it is: arms and legs, skin, flesh. 

When you look at a person, you see their eyes, what lies beneath their skin, but in me 

there is nothing. 

 I am nothing but burdensome, broken, deserted emptiness, I left a long time ago, I 

float and my body is pulled downward, I disappear and go far away and I don’t care. 

Others see the centre, the tear, the fissure, the nothingness, that’s why they look away, 
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that’s why Cancer could not look at me, everything shattered, scattered, there are too 

many pieces, too much emptiness between the pieces, they look away, they don’t know 

where to look, where to look for me, so they don’t look anymore, maybe there’s nothing 

left to look for. It hurts, it hurts and I’m cold, every part of me is cold: my hands, my 

tears, my bones, my heart pumps the cold, it stabs me when I breathe, it ravages my 

lungs, it devours me, I’m tired, so tired, I want to die, leave me alone, let me die. 

 

╦ 

 

I no longer sleep. I don’t let myself, it would be a waste, a missed opportunity to exhaust 

my body, to make it disappear. I pace back and forth in my room, I trace a U then an X, 

around the bed, fifteen paces diagonally, eleven vertically, five horizontally, and then I 

start again, faster, use it up, use it up, again, keep going, keep tracing, you have to shrink, 

lose, cut, remove all of it, don’t sleep, you can’t let yourself, you can sleep later, you can 

sleep when your heart gives out. The night nurse watches the television with no volume, I 

see her when I pass in front of the slit of the half open door. The news: politicians, car 

crashes, it’s so far away from me, a couple crushed by a taxi, the driver killed himself a 

few days later, and life goes on, maybe I would have been in the news too, people who 

didn’t even know me would have seen my face as they ate breakfast, the husband would 

have said “poor kid, she had so much going for her,” the wife would have sighed, “so 

young too,” a child who can’t read, just looking at the photo, “she’s pretty,” talking in the 

present, as if denying the idea of death, as if I were still there. There would be a silence, 

three or four seconds, a silence during which the trees would continue to dance, the cars 
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to move, and then the silence would have passed and the family would have forgotten this 

story and I would have been replaced by another line the next morning, it continues, it 

turns around and around, like the wind, like me in my room, diagonal, vertical, 

horizontal, and then all over again.  

 Sometimes the nurse comes by to see me, you’re still not sleeping? No, okay, 

there’s nothing else to say, or maybe there is everything to say, so he says nothing, it’s 

always like that, everything or nothing, too much or nothing, no middle, the middle is too 

complicated, limits that we have to set, negotiate, think about, the middle is colour, it 

forces us to dwell on it, it’s too complicated, it takes too much time, black and white is all 

I need, I don’t have time for all the rest, walk, faster, faster, even if it hurts, because it 

hurts, that’s a good sign, it’s your spirit rising up and your body descending and their 

bonds slowly tearing, that’s good, walk, goddamn it! faster, walk like you are going 

somewhere.  

 

╦ 

 

I watch them move busily around the nurses’ station and I realize that they are all 

characters in a play, that nothing is natural. Here everyone is playing a part, everything is 

cold, clinical, they follow standards and talk like they don’t want me to understand, but 

they understand each other, they are all on the same level. Being lonely is not being alone 

on an island, it is speaking a foreign language in a crowd. That’s how characters work, 

it’s easier, you don’t affect a character, you don’t become attached to it either. I feel 

nothing, everything I do is insignificant, inconsequential, I can push their buttons as 
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much as I want, that’s what I’ve always done. When they give up, exhausted, I mutter 

inside that I meant nothing to them, that I am the force of emptiness, the pain of dull 

lifelessness, I am a parenthesis, the most grandiose of all parentheses.  

 Everything is calculated, there are no people and no me either, we are all roles, 

words, concepts. I am the representation of the sick person and they are the 

representations of nurses, doctors, psychiatrists, teachers, friends, parents. 

 They have no names. I call them Doctor, not out of respect or to be polite, but to 

sterilize, to never let them close to me, that would be too much. I try to colour them in 

without ever going outside the lines. Dr. G., just Dr. G., no last name, no first name, it’s 

simpler that way, I don’t need to know that she is someone, a person with skin and 

emotions, that sometimes she is overwhelmed, that she sleeps deeply and dreams, that she 

wakes up groggy in the morning, that she dresses, that she looks at herself in the mirror. 

No, that would be too much to swallow. She is Dr. G., that’s it, stop there. Language 

contains, numbers reassure, words confine; life is too big, we confine it in four letters and 

count it in hours. If words didn’t exist, it would all become too much. 

 A nurse enters the room. 

 “They told me you were exercising during the night?” 

 “No. I was walking. That’s all.” 

 “To use up energy?” 

 “No. To explore my surroundings.” 

 “Sarcastic, I see. Will you fast or break-fast this morning?” 

 “An etymologist, I see. Just a cigarette.” 

 “Sit down, I’ll take your vital signs.” 
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 The band around my arm tightens until it hurts, as if to help me imagine that I could 

take up even less space, but then it loosens in little steps, comfortably, a bitter reminder 

that I take up too much space. Meaningless numbers appear. 

 “So?” 

 “It’s at the limit.” 

 “Do I have to see anybody today?” 

 “Maybe Dr. G., if she has time.” 

 If she has time. I wanted her to come but now I don’t want her to. “If she has time” 

means she’s busy, that she has other things to do, and that if fifteen or twenty minutes 

become available, she will jump on them, that I will greedily stuff my face with her time 

and then lick the sauce off the plate. “If she has time” means she thinks that I need these 

minutes, that I have needs. I don’t want her to come; no, I want her to come so I can 

refuse to see her, to show her, I want her to have the time so that I can not take it. 

 I walk to the balcony with the nurse and an expressionless patient, probably stuffed 

with sedatives. We pass in front of the rooms of other patients, rooms with no 

surveillance or garbage cans, I see some patients still sleeping, the others are in the 

common room behind us, they see my back and I don’t see them, it’s terrible, walk faster. 

Once outside, the cold, like a sharp lashing, takes over my body. After a few seconds I 

can no longer feel my fingers. I can barely move, I like that, I like feeling numb, 

paralysed by the cold. I like to go inside and feel my hands not warm up, I touch people 

pretending I didn’t mean to, so they feel that I am colder than them, that I am here but not 

completely. 

 The other patients talk to me but I rarely answer, damn politeness, damn 
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conventions, I have to break from them, or maybe not, I can be dead and polite, the 

elegant cadaver, the exquisite cadaver.  

 Shit! I don’t know what I want to be, it’s confusing, there’s an image in my head 

but it’s not fixed, it’s changing all the time, always becoming smaller, I don’t want to be. 

 When I close my eyes and I try to imagine people, to see them in my head, to see 

their bodies, I can’t, they swell up, then become skinny, I don’t know what is normal 

anymore, a body, a face, everything is fragmented, I can imagine a foot, shoulder blades, 

elbows, compartments that do not stick together.  

 I look at myself in the mirror, at my eyes, this is not me, this is not a face, I go out 

of my head and I wait for this to pass. Then I close my eyes, I can’t remember me, I can’t 

make out this face, not even a bit, my eyes die and my eyebrows thicken, my hair puffs 

out into heavy curls, I swell, puff up, I become red and yellow, I become a monster, I 

become the Monster. 

 I talked to Dr. G. about the Monster once. She was sad, emotional, I think, or very 

worried. And, in talking about it, it had become clearer. I had forced myself to talk about 

it because you have to know your enemy, which in this case is myself. The Monster was 

not always a monster. It became that at the beginning of my craziness, when I defined all 

that was natural in me as monstrous; laughing, emotion, the irrational, the human part of 

me. I don’t want to be human. And I wanted to kill myself not out of a fear of others but 

out of disgust for myself, because being didn’t feel right, and the more I stomped on 

myself, the more monstrous I became, as if in extinguishing the fire it consumed me. The 

Monster is physical, I feel it and I see its immense form, its round shoulders, its tiny 

hands and feet, too tiny, disproportionate, ridiculous looking, its placid gaze and its 
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stupid smile of contentment. The Monster is in every molecule of fat in my body, in 

every living cell, I want to remove it, smother it, kill it as violently as possible. The 

Monster doesn’t talk, I hold it in, I prevent it from bursting out, but it is always there, its 

mute presence weighs on me. The only desire that has become acceptable is no longer 

having any desire. When I feel like I’m regressing, when I feel like eating or talking or 

hugging my mother, it is the Monster who wants these things. They must not see it, 

seeing it will give them hope that I can get better. So I must build walls around me, cold 

walls, walls of ice, so thick that they cannot see through them, because maybe if others 

do not see the Monster, it will cease to exist and they will let me die. It is not a child’s 

monster, hidden under the bed or in the closet. It is in my head, my heart, my belly. 

 Someone enters my room, I don’t realize it at first. I look up: I realize that I know 

him and that, in theory, I hate him. It’s my first doctor, who I baptized Dr. Potato Head, 

which suits him well. I knew him at the very beginning, he made me talk for 5 minutes 

and I left his office with the diagnosis “mild depression.” I saw him a bit later, I told him 

that I was losing my mind, he didn’t believe me, “that’s normal at your age.” I stopped 

seeing him, they sent me to see Dr. G. She was the first one who really saw me, who saw 

the unknown, unnamed illness that I had had since the beginning, that is still eating at me, 

that lead to this, Dr. Potato Head never seeing me as close to death as I am today. He 

looks at me with pity, good! pity is a distancing. 

 He starts to speak to me but I hear very little, I look at his eyes in front of me, I 

savour this moment, I have waited for it, I have earned it. I knew it! I’ve won! I was 

right, I have proven his stupidity, I don’t even need to say it, my body and my look 

scream that I was right, that it is now too late. He continues talking, very softly, as if that 
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could change anything. Not once does he admit his failure. He smiles at me with a kind 

sadness. I hate him! I want to hear that I am a lost cause, completely fucked up, I want 

him to tell me this. 

 That’s it! Suddenly I understand. The gentleness, the words he chooses not to say; 

he is polite, uneasy, like he is talking to a senile old lady, you don’t tell a crazy person 

that they’re crazy, they wouldn’t understand, you have to be nice, gentle and polite. So I 

ask him a question, just so he sees that I am lucid.  

 “You think I’m crazy?” 

 “I think there is great suffering inside of you.” 

 Goddamn pop psychology, psychobabble! I hate him! I hate him! I hate him! I 

block all love, but I let the hate flow, I let myself do that, contempt is cold. That’s good, 

freeze your heart, freeze it until it bursts, until it cuts, until it amputates the hands 

encircling it.  

 “They’ll arrange it with you, when you will be transferred to the other hospital.” 

 “It isn’t even decided yet, the transfer.” 

 “I have talked to Dr. G. She said she has put in the order and the paperwork is 

done.” 

 “This is bullshit.” 

 “You can talk to her about it, she will come by to see you tomorrow.” 

 He leaves. 

╦ 


