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Pothos is the brother of Eros. He personifies the desire in its various forms, passionate,

burning, sexual... but also unsatisfied. The narrator, Juliette, Marianne and the others

carachters will test all the shades of Pothos, until this night during which their fate will tip

over.
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She chose the place and time of the appointment. It’s a quite chic coffee

shop, servers are insufferable and drinks are very expensive. The decor style is meant

to be Napoleon III. There are heavy red velvet curtains, copper floor lamps, but without

the excess and kitsch that make the charm of the style. The place is cozy and we see

young fashion comedians. I'm in her territory. She knows that I do not feel comfortable.

Juliette chose a very centered table. Nothing that happens will escape the clients. As for

servers, I can imagine them already. Even more since the show is up to expectations.

She has the skin tone of the heroines described in the French nineteenth century novels.

I've always thought of her as Lasthenie of Ferjol, from The Story Without a Name by

Barbey d'Auvérilly. This character is regularly making herself bleed to maintain the

whiteness of her skin. This lack of carnation is for her like a blank canvas. Her body is

like a master piece and God knows if I know it. A short black dress, a poppy red lipstick

and a discreet red tone on her cheeks. As for accessories, she has nothing but the pearl

necklace I offered her. Chic and refined. I take that as a special attention. She is

magnificent.

My modest outfit contrasts with the Italian suits and British moccasins. She

did everything to destabilize me. But what worries me is that this dramatization is
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intended only to prevent her from giving up. So I know that her determination is not

absolute. I better listen what she has to say. Let the show begin.

-I leave.

She announces me she is leaving. She will go to London. English actors

are the best. About this, I’ve nothing to say. I can only agree. She wants to go. She

solved the accommodation problem. She’ll do small jobs for a living. Her determination

is strong. She explains in detail what her life will be. I’m not part of it. It is clinical and

cold. She asks me not to do anything to oppose her. I do not see what authority I have

for that. Furthermore, I do not see how her departure necessarily means a breakup?

She wants to get far from me because she is afraid of my violence. It is the one

who forced her to disappear. She plays well, very well. She is the victim and I’m the

executioner. Women are geniuses to invert positions. I explain. I was only defending

myself. Considering everything, my violence is less reprehensible than their moral

violence.

-What the butcher-boy made you do is serious. Exerting on you such a control, he forced

you to put yourself in physical danger.

-Mark did not do anything. It’s me who wanted to go to this club.

Stunned, I place my cup on the table. I must recover quickly because she

gains from my astonishment. No, that is not the case, she did not go voluntarily, she has

been manipulated. The butcher-boy does not tolerate our relationship.

-Stop calling Mark “butcher-boy.
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I keep going, I am a danger to the butcher-boy. I drive you away from him.

He doesn’t have you under his power anymore. He prefers to destroy you rather than

seeing you stay with me.

-Stop, it's unbearable. This is my decision.

She speaks with a deep voice tone that I did not know she had. I have to

listen. She works on Madame de Sade by Mishima. She wants to present this play at the

conservatory’s competition. Internally, I can only agree with this choice, the jury will not

be indifferent to it. I make a superhuman effort to remind all that I know about this play.

Short text, only female roles. Of course, she can only play Renee, Madame de Sade.

She confirms.

She chose to go to this SM club to know in flesh what it is like. She can’t

play a character without appropriating the dark side. She needs to physically go after

things.

I think I found a relevant objection.

-Renée de Sade certainly has always supported her husband, but she left him when he

was released. This is actually the real subject of the play. She never accompanied him

to his debauchery sessions. The rest of the time, Renee has always had a moral rigour.

You went at least twice to this club. Therefore, you are far from Rene’s attitude. The

truth is that you have been pushed by the butcher-boy, who has shrewdly suggested the

idea. His theories are hazy. The body as a work of art. Don’t tell me anything, I know his

speech. We must go beyond pain to get to the catharsis. It is necessary to abuse the

body in order to subdue it and make it give the best. The truth is that he wants to destroy
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you. He is making you pay for our relationship. He is getting his revenge by humiliating

you. He destroys his masterpiece because it displeases him. You have disobeyed. He

punishes you.

This time she is the one receiving the blow. I retake the game.

-I think you have seen them again, right?

-Yes.

Of course she saw them. Mark can’t speak, Thomas Pollock Nageoire is

still recovering, but they are not making legal complaints.

That, I know. Alain has indicated in the reports that they were seen getting

out of the SM club. After all, people also go to this kind of places to receive some hits.

The outcome of a trial is too uncertain and the butcher-boy has everything to lose due to

his reputation. And I do not think he has the courage to do it. Manipulators like him are

actually cowards. I fear nothing on that side.

She accuses me of exaggerating. I retorted.

-Theater, it remains an illusion. It is not life. You can not mix fiction and reality. You put

yourself in danger. You cut out people who love you for an unattainable absolute.

-What about you and your books, are your books reality?

-But I have life, I have suffering, joy and death. Me, I have medicine as reality. Life is

there.
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Silence becomes heavy. A tear slipped from the outer edge of the left eye.

I push my advantage.

-Why give yourself to unknown hands who only see you as an object of pain and not

desire. What does that allows you to express. You think you're free but you are nothing

but a slave. The degradation in the treatments to which you submit makes me fear the

worst.

She is pale. There is a slight trembling in her lips. Neck muscles are tense

creating a shroud under the storm.

He's using you. This is not a theater lesson, it is a sect. You have violated the rule. He

will crush you.

Silence separates us. I feel like customers’ conversations stopped.

-But what kind of life do you propose me? We get married. I become the doctor's wife. I

organize Tupperware meetings with your colleagues’ wives? And then there will be

children, school, birthdays. I’ve sacrificed too much for the theater. I have given too

much. I went too far, far beyond than what you can imagine. I must continue. My life

does not suit you, You want me to be the way you want, not as I am.

The argument hits the bull’s eye. It is I who is unstable. I understand that

the petite-bourgeoise life style serves her only as a momentary relief. But I do not feel

concerned. I am often accused of being so unusual, not to be in the standard. What will

my future life be like, I do not have a plan, but certainly not this chromo.
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Let me go, she repeats like a mantra. I do not know what to say. I'm tired. I

give up.

-I’m not asking you to marry me. I'm not asking you to change. If you want to see Mark,

go ahead.

I searched for her for 15 days. I even called the police. But not been part of

her family, they refused to take my request. I even felt they found me suspicious. I

accepted this appointment without discussing the schedule. I am relieved to find her

physically fine, I was expecting the worst. For the rest, our break-up is now inevitable.

I'm trying to win some time. Give us time.

-Let's speak again tomorrow.

She refuses. She already has her train ticket. She has no accommodation

in this city anymore.

-We can stay friends.

It is Godwin’s speech breakup point. There is nothing else to discuss. No

couple will remain friends after a breakup because there is always one who suffers. And

it is always the other one who will suggest the idea.

I see nothing but her face, her eyes are slightly swollen, full of sadness

and determination. I have no choice. We breakup. This is the end. I accept her decision.

She seems relieved by my reaction. I see no reason to elaborate any more, especially

since I'm in a hurry. I work tonight and the hospital is the other side of town. I'll be late.



9

I propose to settle our material affairs tomorrow. I must have forgotten a

few things in her house. I get up, put my hand on her left shoulder and kiss her head. I

let her pay for my coffee. I allow myself this mean act.

-----------------

I take my car. It is still very hot. I open the windows because I do not have

air conditioning. We, the students, can only offer ourselves wrecks that skilled

mechanics maintain alive. The way through downtown is longer but the ring road should

be saturated. Take the downtown streets. I’d cry if I could. I was bad. I had to win the

argument. It was necessary to defer this meeting. But she left me no choice.

I arrive miraculously in time. I’m about to finish the fourth year of medical

school. I regularly take the night guards as nurse. I earn enough to be financially

independent until something better arrives. I am also preparing for the medical speciality

competition without a clear idea of what I want to do.

Welcome to Saint-Luc Hospital, a masterpiece of the residential

architecture of the nineteenth century. It is a kind of phalanstery where each organ has

its own building. A palpitating body of concrete and stone. Neurology, the most

impressive is at the top. This is undoubtedly a reflection of the influence of Charcot and

his students. I’ll work there tomorrow. But some very ugly buildings were built throughout

time, causing the complex to lose its original unity.

I pass in front of the gynecology wing. It’s right here I met Juliet. My

hospital training was going poorly. I chose a really conceited young intern. The irony of

which I generally abuse against them is not very pleasing. I was punished. I found
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myself relegated to the Department of abortions. Far from taking it as a vexation, I

decided to work hard, fascinated by the human reality that I was discovering. She was

an actress. She shared her time between courses and theaters. I saw her for the first

time at consultations. Patients were arriving one right after the other. The majority had a

serious face. Men often judge abortion with ideological reasoning. I can testify that guilt

is almost always there, significantly present. Most women would show great dignity.

Juliette was overwhelming. She was pale, responding laconically to the interrogation. I

did not want to attend the intervention. I then went to talk to her. I escorted her at home.

I wondered why she accepted. In her distress, was I reassuring? Was I taking advantage

of her inferiority to impose myself? Wasn’t our relationship ontologically vitiated by the

way we met? I'd always be associated to the abortion she had. She was renting a

furnished room on the fifth floor, there were no elevators. Old engraving works, bugged

photos, a cup of tea, books everywhere, nothing but predictable. The only missing thing

would be the cat. I do not know why she wanted to make love immediately. The prospect

of a bloody vulva did not enchant me. She was persuasive. Her attention seemed

excessive. She became calm. I watched her rest: her skin grain, the slight cavity near

the corner of her labia, the shallow depression on each side of the hip, her legs. I

discovered linear inside wrist scars.

------------

I know almost all the hospital wings, I’ve worked in them. Tonight it’s

psychiatry. I did not choose it due to any particular inclination, but it’s generally quieter

than surgery or emergencies. Patients sleep a lot. That suits me. Psychiatry does not

attract me any more than that. We only study it during the fifth year. I know only what
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I've read or seen. Of course there has been pell-mell: Foucault’s A History of Insanity in

the age of reason, Truffaut’s The Wild Child, Antonin Artaud’s high pitched voice,

Depardon’s documentary on the closure of San Clemente, Ronald Laing and David

Cooper ... It's a lot and very little at the same time, and mostly clichés.

The psychiatry pavilion is one of the newest. Concentration asylums were

closed. It was necessary to create welcoming structures. And to sign the reintegration of

psychiatry as an entire medical specialty, we built these pavilions in general hospitals.

When I take guard in here, I park far enough and I walk. I’m always worried a mutiny of

crazy will rise, cutting the staff’s throats. I must be reading too many novels. I then

advance, scrutinizing the building in the search of any sign. Tonight I park in front of the

door, on Professor Morin’s place. I'm tired.

------------

I took my white coat. I am not required to. I wear it by choice even if I leave

it open. Without it, I'm dressed like them. Them, the patients. My education taught me

that psychiatry is some kind of hell, populated by the damned. In here there is nothing

but torned lives, suffering and violence. The pain of the soul is as great as the pain of

body. Nothing but human after all. I enter the building. I go up stairs, to the first floor. I

type in the door’s code and I go to the changing room, I put my white coat on. The

building has been recently renovated. The walls are painted with a soft color. Powerful

blue door frames were installed. The aligned doors have a porthole right at the center,

which allows to observe the entire room. It is a passageway. I am the captain of a cruise

where is no longer possible to have fun. The ship swings, not of drunkenness but of lost
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reason. I see myself as the Dutchman, but not actually very flying, bringing my panel of

grieving souls to turbulent oceans. Useless to invoke Senta tonight to free me from my

torment. I must be damned too.

Few documents lie on the ground. The paint is already peeling off at some

spots. Darkness is introducing itself at some nooks. There's even a broken window. This

pavilion breathes with its occupants. Their convolutions irrigate these walls. This building

weeps madness.

It is often said that insanity is close to genius. Examples abound. My

favorite is Cantor, Georg Cantor. Between depression and mystical crises, he invented

the set theory, therefore the so-called modern mathematics, He attributed to Bacon of

Shakespeare’s works, and was friend to Husserl. Walking along the corridor, I let my

gaze wander through each room’s window. Evening medicines have already been

distributed. Many patients are already asleep. Others walk around. Some are sitting,

staring at something. There are men and women of all backgrounds. I look at a fifty

years old man. He seems to be having a vigorous discussion. I do not know what the

subject is, nor who his interlocutors are. I observe his gestures, his expressions. I try to

detect the stigma of a possible genius. I know the effort is useless, even a little ridiculous,

but I'm fascinated by his vehemence. He saw me. Furious at being surprised he walks to

the door. I see his face distorted by the porthole and his clenched jaw. He shouts. I take

a step back. To observe an individual without his agreement is an activity, at least

strange, even reprehensible. I feel ethologist. This is a way to put some distance

between me and them. To consider them as a simple observation subjects exempts me

from any empathy towards them. It is also and above all a way to preserve myself. I
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keep going my way without stopping. But I like the idea of being the guardian of Picasso,

Einstein, Nobel Prize ...

------------

Juliette calls me. Yes I arrived without accident. She asks at what time I

intend to see her tomorrow. I find it hard to make plans. I propose to call her back. She

is organizing her departure and wants to know the time because she has some

appointments. She insists as if she wanted to draw a definitive line on our relationship.

We agree to meet tomorrow, right before my guard. She only has to put everything

inside a bag. It’ll be faster like that.

After hanging up, I realize I greeted her in Italian. I took Juliet to Rome

immediately after our first encounter. It was early spring and it did not rain. We stayed at

a friend of my aunt’s house. She had a huge apartment a little stale. She was a delightful

old lady with a hoarse voice like the Romans. We arrived at night. The room’s view

allowed us to see a public square with an obelisk at the center. I took Juliet, standing

right in front of the monument. She wasn’t very discreet. The next day our outraged

landlady asked us to leave. This amused us greatly. I did not dare to think what she

would tell to my aunt. However, it seemed unthinkable to get away from such a

monument. I ruined myself by renting a room with similar view, in the hotel right at the

other side of the public square. I held juliette’s arm, we walked triumphantly. Italians

turned to see us.
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From a store to a church, from a coffee shop to a gelato shop, we toured

the city. At the Capitol Museum, she stops in front of the head of Medusa by Bernini. Her

face veiled with infinite sadness.

-I´m like her.

I objected by saying that until now, her eyes haven’t killed anybody but me.

-The Gorgon isn’t just that. She’s the beauty and the terror, life and death. I do not want

to die.

She broke into tears. Tourists deviated troubled. I reassured Juliette as I

could. We got out of the museum. We walked. That is when, while in an antiques shop, I

offered her the pearl necklace. We went to a cafe. She was doing better. I ordered a

cognac for her but she refused. Her fragility manifested for the first time. I did not want to

see it. I had booked two tickets for the opera. We barely had the time to get there. It was

Rossini. We were misplaced. Upon opening, Juliette approached. It quickly became

obvious that we couldn’t stay. We took advantage of the applause to leave the room.

Ermione screamed:

-Tu amante.

-Degno di me non sei.

Juliette whispered to me

-Yes, but of course, you're a lover worthy of me.

We wandered in this Stalinist building, searching for an alcove under the

suspicious eyes of the staff. I thought we could go to the changing room. So I tried to
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explain my plans to the attendant using my rudimentary Italian. Juliette huddled behind

me. I heard her laugh. The woman blushed and shot us a glare. We abandoned the

opera. A taxi took us back to the hotel. We did not leave the room again.

------------

I met with Bruno. He is nursing auxiliary. The rule indicates that we have to

be two for the night, He is an interesting person. Rather big, about thirty years old, he

wears a white coat. But this one does not look like the other services’ coats. It’s rather

some kind of apron. He wears it near to the body. The sleeves have been cutout freeing

the arms. It is a strange uniform, not very regulatory, a little ridiculous. The first day, I let

myself go with the irony of his outfit but his reaction was so intense that I have not done

it again. This is also his only peculiarity. I know nothing about Bruno. He bears no

wedding ring. He has never alluded to any private life. There is nothing special in the

way looks, nor any personal detail. He spends his nights reading all the service books or

books related to it. He know as much about psychiatry as the service practitioners. He

gained great knowledge which sometimes struggles to organize itself. His synthesis can

be as mindblowing as derisory. It’s hard to find such a smooth character. I ask nothing of

him, but he also asks nothing of me. The choice of working during the night is often

voluntary. There’s this taste for loneliness but also for freedom. No boss, no second in

command, things are simple.

The first night, the discussion got lost on the pre-Socratics. I don’t know

why it exasperated on Empedocles. I maintain he did not commit suicide. The sandals

he left on the edge of the crater before jumping mean, in my opinion, that he was
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planning to get them back after coming back out. Nothing in his writings legitimates an

eventual suicide. He was convinced of his divine essence. Bruno does not share my

opinion, but his awkward arguments did not convince. I defeated him without

magnanimity. We’ve discussed every evening. I’ve taken pleasure in highlighting the

weak points in his arguments. Did I humiliated him? Surely. We don’t let anything go.

There is even a growing aggressiveness in his behavior. I’m afraid that this escalation

could condemn me to stop the guards in this service.

-I prepared a pot-au-feu.

To the pot-au-feu. We celebrate the night. Bruno prepares a dish. Good

home cooking that can be easily heated.

We drink red wine. I undertake the responsibility to supply it. I bring St.

Joseph. Bruno drinks little. He moderates about everything. I think he's afraid of alcohol

making him relax. I feel like he would assimilate that as weakness. Nevertheless, he is a

great companion who appreciates wine. Surprisingly, these feasts quickly became quite

formal. We dine in the library. The kitchen is way too dirty to greet us. I do what I can to

give the table a certain solemnity despite the misery of our means. In the eighteenth

century, philosophs lay it in the middle of library. Some trestles and the debate would

resume around the plate. Our discussions are sometimes endless, before fatigue gets

us.

-I'll heat it gently, the broth is splendid.
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With a ladle, he pours the amber liquid. The service kitchen is tiny, it’s also

the only room that has not been painted. The colors are garish. There are grease stains

on the wall.

I go to the library. The word is excessive. This large central room is used to

hold the service meetings. There are only psychiatry journals and many basic books.

-------------

-We have to make the tour.

-Do we take the trolley?

The question bothers Bruno. He doesn’t want to. In all services, we take

the folders trolley to the front of each room while visiting the patients. The patients' lives

are contained within these folders. It’s an instrument of knowledge but also of power. Of

course, for us, the tour resembles a simple courtesy. The patients renewal is slow. Most

of them are asleep. Usually we don’t have to provide any medical attention during the

visit and at the slightest problem, we call the inner guard. We start at the end of the

corridor. All doors are closed. Bruno enters first and I follow. The patient is tied up.

My confusion is obvious. In front of me, the naked body of a man deforms

seized by uncontrollable contractions. A massive convulsion. His muscles draw

themselves under his thin skin. He looks like one of Honoré Fragonard’s flayed figures. It

is a silent anger. He does not mourn. Accompanied only by the noise of stretched straps

and tormented elastics. He has been there for several days but I did not notice.
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“He always does the same thing before going to sleep. He is attached so that he won’t

hurt himself. Once he goes to sleep, it will be over. You had never seen it.”

I'd remember if I had seen it. I do not answer.

Iliad's first word is menis,  anger :

-Sing, O goddess, Achilles’ anger.

With the construction of the sentence in Greek, anger (menis) ranks the

first. It is not by chance that the word appears at the beginning of the first occidental

narrative. This anger targets the gods, the men and also himself. It’s a way for the man

to escape to his condition. Before my eyes, I am brought back to the primitive stage of

humanity. The muscles relax, breathing becomes slow. The man has been calmed down.

I remain silent at his side. But his hands are already twisting signs of a future crisis. I go

out. Bruno mockingly waits for me.

-A little sentimentality?

I give him a black look, he does not insist.

------------

Marianne calls. I hesitate. I answer. Of course she knows everything, even

what I do not know. I dare to suggest an appointment. She will never be a default

binding. She lectures me. I must think of my career. I must grow up. I have everything to

succeed. I prefer to stop this discussion pretexting work to do. I call her back.

------------
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There are two new patients. They came early in the afternoon. We’ll visit

them at the end because I want to read their files first. Bruno has no choice but to accept.

He makes a detour to control the cooking. He meets me in the office where I chose the

man’s file.

-Look for the woman.

I tell him while handing him the other one.

Pierre Delair, banker, strange tenant. Rich, powerful, feared, a character

that does not belong in here. But what is he doing in a public hospital? Why has his

family sent (abandoned?) him in here? I saw him once at the opera with a very young

woman. Suicide attempt, nothing else. The economic downturn has ruined him, and all

his clients as well. He was found in his office at night. He cut his veins. A Roman

emperor’s end. He was rescued just in time. When leaving the ICU (Intensive Care Unit),

he presented behavioral problems. They could be the consequence of  temporary poor

cerebral oxygenation, but they could also be of psychiatry origin. He decided to sell

financial products to anyone approaching him. This could be funny. The psychiatrist is

not optimistic. The general examinations do not show anything in particular. Biology

shows a discrete liver disorder, undoubtedly the result of a mundane alcohol

consumption. I finish reading the various hospitalization reports. The patient is

insomniac. As a first step, we gave up on sleeping pills. Our night will probably not be as

quiet as expected. I wait for Bruno to finish. I then summarize him the case.

-And you?

-It's hot.
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-Jeanne Ralois. Married woman, 35 years old, she began an affair with a certain Paul

Bale. It didn’t go well. The bourgeois comedy went wrong.  It quickly became a very

exclusive relationship, a real passion until the day she tried to castrate him.

-Tried?

-He narrowly escaped but prowess are over for him.

-Abuse of Japanese cinema?

-Don’t joke around. She was able to pass it as an act of madness. The psychiatrist is not

so sure.

What can push a woman to such a definitive action.

Omne animal post coïtum triste est.

The strange bitterness after, this sadness that can be turned into hard

feelings towards the other with a passionate violence exalting the  resentment. Or

increasing dissatisfaction leading to a libidinal stagnation. The action is strong.

We look at each other

-Do we go?

------------

He is seated. He wears a well-cut suit. His gold cufflinks are too big. The

room is tidy, We are greeted with empathy. The voice is slightly too high pitched. He is

unctuous. The skin below his eyelids is showing some rosacea. I find a greeting phrase.
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-Good evening sir, we are the night shift.

I notice an old PC on the table. There is no power cable, it’s off.

-Gentlemen, gentlemen, what a pleasure to have visitors. Please enter, you do not

disturb me. But tell me, young man, do you worry about your future?

I remain silent not knowing what to say. I'm sure he would not pay one

second of attention to me before thinking about his own problems

-Youngman, you need to invest your money for your future.

He is direct. Even being warned, I'm disturbed. I answer quickly. I do not

open any opportunities.

-The privilege of youth also takes a certain prodigality. Do not take offense but it seems

to me more correct to spend the money I earn. As for you, why are you not wearing

pajamas?

-I work. You can’t imagine young man the energy it takes. As we sleep here, New York

is in action. I'm working on all fronts, I anticipate, I lookout for indiscretion, I sniff the

signal, young man, the world does not stop, I do not have the right to sleep when from

Tokyo to Toronto billions are waiting for me. I’ve developed an infallible betting system

with a big New York banker. I am his intimate. We know what happens before anyone

else, WE AN-TI-CI-PA-TE. Young man, you ask me to sleep. You're kidding. I’ll take this

comment as a sign of immaturity. You do not know, I do.

I don’t like the tone, I do not like this condescension, I do not like this fake

commercial conviviality, I do not like it.
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-I do not blame you. I think you are rather nice. I would like you to leave me alone, I’m

working. Nevertheless, I agree to sacrifice my precious time to take control of your

assets.

In an old Woody Allen movie (when he was funny), we show that in a

penitentiary, the ultimate punishment is to be locked up with an insurance agent. And I'm

tired of being the only object of his solicitude. I would really like him to propose the same

things to Bruno.

-Do you know where you are, sir?

This question is far from discouraging him. He is in here to rest. There has

been a little overwork but it can’t not stop him, his job, his life, his passion, that's it,

FINANCE. He says it loud and clear, pronouncing each syllable with an incantatory tone.

Before he resumes his conquering logorrhea, I stop him.

-You are in a psychiatric hospital.

Touched but not sunk. He is a little disturbed.

-Don’t try to confuse me young man. Psychiatry is for crazy people. I must be tired I

should rest. But it's stronger than me. Finance is my life, my blood. One  month ago I

was dining with the IMF managing director, he is a friend. He calls me Pierre with the

accent. We have big investment projects. Even the President has called me. You can’t

know, young nurse, in what world I live. Finance, is power, power is pleasure, it’s like

nothing else. Nothing equals it and when you’ve tasted ... You talk to me about a

psychiatric hospital, me Pierre Delair who speaks directly to the IMF managing director.
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You are ridiculous. The world turns. Understand the honor I’m conferring you by offering

you my help. I’m helping you to quit your miserable existence as a ridiculous little nurse.

Have some ambition, you moron. Understand the opportunity that I offer. Entrust me

your money, I warranty a double-digit rate.

The violence of the proposition surprises himself. He is as if stunned. He

turns on himself. I am confused myself. I just have to monitor patients. In any case I

can’t interfere with a treatment protocol. I have neither the capacity nor the desire. I do

not control the situation and Bruno is not helping me.

-Excuse me, I got carried away, but it’s also your fault, with your nonsense, psychiatric

hospital, me, what a joke.

He laughs. I say nothing. I do not want to lose face either. I do not move.

He breaks the silence. His voice becomes charming again

-So we invest some money in emerging countries. Not any. The ones I know the

President. We need to diversify. Pharmacy is good as recovery stocks but be careful

with biotech because we do not have too much visibility. Note if you like risk. Youth

loves the risk isn’t that right? I have a very promising start-up. Oh my computer is off. I'll

think about it. Come and see me tomorrow morning. I will finalize the propositions.

I do not want to leave. I search for Bruno who indicates the door with the

head. I step back while looking at him.

-Until tomorrow and close the door, I have to make a call.

-PSY-CHIA-TRIC-HOS-PI-TAL.
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I could not stop myself. I told him calmly taking care of pronouncing each

syllable. The words echoed in the room. His face gets deformed.

-I'm in a rest home, I’ve overworked, stop attacking me like that, young man, let me work,

actually no, let me rest. I have the assets of very large families to manage, it's

exhausting but they trust me. They greet me. I am their friend, their confidant. I know

their secrets, I share their doubts. I am an important person you know. No you do not

know what it is like, young man, you do not know ...

He is right there, He sat down on his chair, his arms hanging. I got carried

away. We will have to watch him closely this night. I show Bruno my exasperation. He

makes an appeasement gesture and invites me out.

------------

I'm in the hallway. I go to the kitchen. Both windows are open. It’s June. It's

still hot. The air is thick and the coat bothers me. I look outside and light up a cigarette.

The night starts badly. The pavilion is quite isolated from the rest of the hospital. I can

only hear the murmur of cars coming from the right. This must be the procession of

emergency ambulances. The sky is still illuminated despite the hour. The cigarette fails

to relax me. I go to the office. I flip through an old magazine. There is a story about a

monastery. I took Juliette to an exhibit on Zurbaran. The vision of the monks in ecstasy

troubled her. She did not understand the expression of their happiness, even for the

tortured British. When I pointed out that Marc resembles a cortisoned Saint Bruno, she

became angry and took his defense. We couldn’t judge by appearances. I admitted that

the spiritual depth was certainly not his strength and that he was closer to a Sadian
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monk from the convent of the Recollects than to brother John Rabelaisian. Furious, she

left me alone in the museum. Bruno finally returns.

-Thanks for your help.

-I let you do it because it’s your last guard here. I have every chance of being his next

victim. Do note that I don’t like the idea.

-How is he doing?

-He’ll be fine for the night. It will just be necessary to monitor him regularly. The

psychiatrist did not prescribe anything. Lomard is taking the night’s guard. He’ll be

furious if I wake him up. I do not want to have this stupid guy shouting at me. In addition,

he will be sensitive to Delair’s manners and Delair will surely complain about you. And, If

the problems gets escalated to the administration, you can say goodbye to your guards.

It’s better if we handle this by ourselves. OK?

I don’t really have a choice. Lomard used to imagine himself as surgeon

with a convertible and a beautiful blonde by his side.  But all he got after the internship

exam is psychiatry. Rather than acknowledging the failure and giving up, he accepted,

even if he had no inclination at all for the discipline. He is flabby with his superiors and

terrible to his subordinates. And, on top of that, he is really bad. I nod in assent. Let’s

finish the visit.

-So, Messalina.

------------
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Bruno opens the door and here we are, in front of Jeanne. She is not

exceptional. I have always been shocked, during major news events, by the apparent

mediocrity of their protagonists. Nothing in their physical appearance reflects their

demons. Jeanne is no exception to the rule. We would expect a Garbo, it is Magnani. I

search for passion in this rather banal face, lips apart. They are hemmed too well. They

were injected. She is not ugly either. She just has a curious way of standing. There is a

kind of swaying, a bit ridiculous, that bombs out the chest. Is that what attracted him.

Poor man. I can’t help thinking about the blow he’ll receive once they breakup. I want to

laugh. I should not. I find it hard to suppress a rictus. I cough. She saw me. Bruno

passes in front of me. I find an excuse to leave. In the office, I burst out laughing. I

imagine the surprised lover’s face. I must go back. I can not let Bruno alone with her.

She could take him. Her teeth are her only weapon. I‘ll imagine her triumphant, her

bloody trophy in the mouth, I must stop laughing. I wash my face to regain a presentable

appearance. I go back.

------------

So, she is not unforgetable. It’s always difficult to describe a female face.

What strikes me is not her face but the force her body liberates. There is an animal

energy. She is, muscularly dense.

I can very well imagine the relationship she has with her lover. Sex for sex.

No dialogue. The date in which only growls and sighs are exchanged. Silent separation

after showering until the next meeting. Undoubtedly, an overbid in the means with the
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time. And then the fall. In fact, their only communication outside of copulation will have

been the sacrificial gesture.

She did not give up. She wears a pretty short and slightly transparent tunic.

-An urgent problem?

-A kind of urgency to which I had to quickly submit myself. I'm the nurse who takes care

of the service tonight, with the nurse auxilliary you know.

-I am surprised that in a hospital where we heal crazy people as dangerous as me we

choose young men unable to control themselves. Aren’t you afraid I start convulsing

again. Do you feel up to it, young man.

She is pleased with herself. She is satisfied. She holds her head back

which projects forward the areola of her breasts. She can’t help herself. I'm getting

enough of been treated as a young man.

-15 minutes thirty seconds.

I retake control. I unhorsed her. She is perplexed. Normal. It is the duration

of Ravel's Bolero in Boulez’s version with the New York Philharmonic.

She finally reacts. She thinks she understood. Her face lights up. She appreciates

it as an expert. It is time to end this visit. I do not want to cause another incident.

-If you need us tonight, you only have to ring.

She does not answer but nods. Go to eat.

------------
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Bruno returns with the food pot. He even brought a soup spoon for the

broth. There is salt, pickles and mustard. He serves me first, silently. He sits down. I find

this solemnity a bit ridiculous. We begin. The meat is soft. It comes off in strips. It's

pretty good.

-Do you know what you’re eating?

The preposterous nature of the question has not escaped to me. I feel

trapped. But I think I should let him have the effects.

-Pot-au-feu, at least it furiously looks like it. Did I say something wrong?

A satisfied smile crosses his face. Beotian, he treats me of beotian. I react

as insulted but I do not yet answer.

-To make a pot-au-feu is to work as an alchemist.

Hey, it's on. The subject starts strong.

-Black work (the nigredo), red work or white work?

I asked to show him that I am not so ignorant.

-That is not the problem. You gather the 4 elements, earth of the pot, water of the broth,

fire and air escaping. This is not a pot, it is an athanor. And you add vegetable and meat,

vegetal and animal kingdoms.

Let’s go back to fundamentals. All of this is way too esoteric for me. I

object by saying that this is, after all, only vegetables and meat cooked together in water.
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It’s a dish without preparation, pretty tasteless unless you add spices. It’s the zero

degree of cooking. And in all civilizations of the world there is an equivalent.

-False because it is not so simple. First, when starting to make the pot-au-feu there is a

cornelian choice to make, to favor meat or broth. If the meat is placed in cold water, the

broth will be good but the meat will be mediocre. Throwing the meat into boiling water,

will benefit the meat, but at the expense of the broth’s quality. You can cheat by putting

the course in cold water and the rest of the meat into the boiling process. But do not

underestimate the selection of spices, neither too much nor too little. The balance is

subtle, precisely because this dish can be perfectly tasteless. Contrary to what you think,

this is real food. Also, to make a pot-au-feu, you need a pot. This is not a standard

formula. This is a dish of civilization. This requires mastery of pottery, symbolic object

par excellence. Boiled is on the side of culture and roast in that of nature.

We're on it. The raw and the cooked. The bastard. He knows that I know

little about Lévi-Strauss I try to remember. It is better to make some time.

-You only used 3 vegetables, why always the same?

He finishes his dish and he thinks.

-This is a winter dish. Seasonal vegetables are used. We serve them at feasts for the

winter solstice. Didn’t you ever wonder about the sexual connotation of the assembly of

turnips, leeks and carrots? This dish announces the lengthen of days, the light that will

come and new fertilizations.

No, that idea did not cross my mind.
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-And why not potatoes?

-It‘s an absolute up-milling nonsense, it would irreparably disturb the broth.

I start to feel a certain prevention for this pot-au-feu. It’s good, but I’d rather

have a foie-gras with a Sauternes glass. I don’t dare to eat my carrots and I start to look

strangely at the leeks. I take some meat and wine. Even Bruno drinks. The atmosphere

relaxes a little.

-I think about what you said earlier. In many farms in the area, you can sit around the

fireplace. This is like a matrix. There actually is something to be mastered about this pot

in the fire. It’s a female dish. It’s she who prepares it, who puts it on the fire, adds water

while their husbands are on the hunt or in the fields.

-You hit a good point, but anecdotal. Do you know the culinary triangle?

I'll try to be good.

-It’s the figure of Levy-Strauss. If I remember correctly, the starting point was the

consonant and vowel triangle. Approaching the cooking along the same diagram has led

to build a triangle whose vertex are raw, cooked and rotten. Boiled is, if I remember

correctly, between the raw and the rotten.

-So there is an intimate relation between rotten and boiled. Is this not an absolute

nonsense. Rotten is the decomposition, the return to nature, boiled, is the mediated

cooking process by a cooking pot, cultural object.

-Yes and no, the pot and rotten association is quite common in France’s everyday

language and elsewhere. It’s true that slow cooking water could remove the bitterness of
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meat that is about to go rotten. Aristotle finds that boiling is most efficient on roasting

because it takes away the rawness of the meat.

He seems satisfied with my answer. I’m not.

He finishes his meat dish.

-Would you like some soup?

The broth is the dish you leave for tomorrow. I decline his proposal. I'll hold

there.

There are records in this library, phonographs stranded here because of

the victory of the CD. I had not noticed. I get up to examine them. Classical and some

jazz. A big safe box. I find a dated Bach . A post-romantic version of the Matthaus’

Passion by Karl Richter. We will listen to it, because of the the kitsch side. Erbarme dich,

mein Gott. "Look Lord your son crying bitterly.". Music by circumstance. The vinyl cracks.

I want a cigarette but I can’t smoke in here.

-Do you prepare your dishes according to your rhetoric?

This question amuses him. He is knows he won brilliantly. The total

flawless. The problem in the pot. No, but the pot-au-feu is a magical dish. The

opportunity was too good.

I do not like to lose. I feel like I received a lesson. I hate this situation. I

look for inspiration. Johann Sébastian does not help me anymore. Tonight I can’t argue,

I prefer to give up even if I find it very hard.
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------------

The disc is over. Bruno is reading. I try to gather my thoughts. How did I

get here. Everything is blurry, I must find landmarks. Let’s use chronology. Our relation

lasted only a few months. It’s still the best way not to forget anything. After our meeting, I

naively thought that we would continue to see each other regularly. It did not happen. It

was almost necessary to take her by force to Rome. She did not avoid me. It was like an

embarrassment. She disappeared for a week. I used to go to her apartment and the

concierge would assure me that she had not seen her. I was cranky. I wasn’t going out

anymore. I would only work and read. Marianne was amused by my transformation.

Juliette called me back during the visit. It’s the morning High Mass of moving all the

service staff from room to room. I had managed to make them forget about me, after a

few pranks. Her call interrupted the boss’ homily. That earned me a scathing talk. She

proposed me to join her in her class and to have dinner after. I skipped once again my

internship's preparation conference. I wandered following her instructions. At the end of

a hallway I found the classroom. I snuck quietly and sat at the back without being

noticed. The subject was a work about Claudel’s L’échange. A deeply immoral story. A

rich couple and a poor couple: the poor man is the rich woman’s lover and the rich man

wants to become, one way or another, that of the poor woman. This one, Martha, is a

kind of saint a bit silly. Juliet, obviously, plays Martha. She is facing a young actor

screaming his name at her. Thomas Pollock Nageoire. He obeyed in that matter the

instructions of his director. Who is standing in front of the scene. He walks showing his

impatience. He’s a massive shaved individual. He looks like a butcher boy. An

authoritarian ogre who’d have been a perfect second role in the thirteenth French
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cinema. Martha / Juliet stands up to him. She does not obey him. Her weak complexion

is enhanced by her incandescent regard. He wants her static, she moves. Moreover, she

is not even walking, she dances. I am fascinated by her grace. I remember the

monologue a bit stiff at the end of the play. I imagine her narrating it, giving it flesh and

finally making it audible for me. She gets rid of the trace of saintly sentimentality the role

usually has. Because Juliette does not play Martha, she is Martha. Her fight against the

unacceptable, she is facing it against the hydra with two heats, scene director /Thomas-

Pollock-Nageoire. It is an unequal duel. The ogre comes gradually to his purposes. I

watch her getting progressively swallowed by the ground. Like a spider, he immobilizes

his prey. I do not perceive any distress in the eyes of Juliet. There is even a defiantly air.

I think that is the exact moment I started to love her.

We all went to have dinner after the class together. Juliette introduced me

to Marc, the director, the butcher boy. I was the object of a thorough examination after

which he condescended to offer me his hand. She applied such a pressure on mine, that

it almost became painfully.

-So it’s you who distracts  Juliet  from her duty.

At least, things are clear. I am an enemy. I choose to joke and introduce

myself as an old acquaintance.

The restaurant smelled of frying stuff. The discussion turned to be about

theater. Opinions would differ about the quality of certain actors or directors. I stood

back from their conversation. I was in front of Juliet. Marc sits at the center of the table,

like for a well-regulated holly communion. In fact, formally or not, it is Marc who
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distributes the right to speak. Differences of opinion are quite marginal. These are just

variations on Marc's conception of theater. The end of each sentence is suspended

waiting for the director’s consent. Each one would monotonically speak out their

breviaries and receive the expected sanctification from him. This is not a theater court,

it’s a sect. The boy butcher decides it’s time to test me.

-What do you think theater is?

I must answer as generally as possible.

-Poetry represented by real flesh.

-It’s much more than that. The theater is the catharsis momentum. We must unmask the

most inadmissible feelings the spectators experiment. They are overdetermined by

economic forces. I show them what they are. I want my actors’ behavior to reveal their

way of integrating society and their hypocrisy. My actors, I shape them, I knead them.

Their body, is my clay, my work of art. My classes are rituals. We attend  them as mass.

We have a sacred educational mission.

1956 Berliner Ensemble. So it still exists. I am entitled to all Brechtian

clichés. This guy must be very bad. He is a manipulator. And he has enormous influence

over his students, including Juliette. It’s time to break his effects.

-And all of this is part of the ritual of impregnating his students?

I was satisfied enough with the devastating effect of the sentence. Silence

settled. I looked at Juliet. She was livid. Learn to shut up, I must learn to shut up. I left

the table silently. It was impossible for me to stay. I could not go home. The internship's
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preparation conference was surely over. My classmates were most likely at Select, a

downtown bar, I decided to join them. Indeed, they are all there. Even the entire rugby

team. No, one is missing. Pierre is not there. A real pillar, but he feels obligated to adopt

the posture he considers corresponds to his match position. The result is quite rustic. I

think his attitude is an easy solution and I forgive him nothing. He is one of my favorite

victims.

- Pierre is not there?

-You do not know he's sick, chickenpox.

-A childhood disease, it goes well with his mental age.

-He was hospitalized because of respiratory complications. He could finish in intensive

care.

Learn to shut up...

Jacques attended the scene, he is downright

-We wonder how you managed to live so long.

-I am armed, I have the words.

I do not like beer / burp / urine environments, I do not like team sports. But

rugby players are intelligents and their company is pleasant. I do not play but I have a

real bond with them. The penalty for having offended them is quite special : slipectomy

by high way. We think of a surgery. The truth is much more trivial. The unfortunate is

stuck by several pillars. They grab the underpants by the side ends and exert strong
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pressure on him from the bottom up until it breaks. The happiness of the scrotum. I

never had to endure such an ordeal.

I order a glass of Viognier, the grape that thrives well only to the north of

the Rhone Valley. A woman’s drink, Marianne makes fun of me. She moved closer and

discusses with Jacques. I tell him.

-My friend, have you worked well?

-My dear, we've been expecting you. Seriously, it was really good. This is Louvier, the

nephrologist who made it. He is very good. And you?

-Nothing, something unimportant. Frankly, I regret.

The atmosphere is warm and I calm down. Marianne becomes impatient

and comes to get me. We leave.

------------

The studio is perfectly ordered. After making love you always become

sleepy. I think you often simulate because you want to be in form for the next day’s

competition. Marianne, Beautiful Marianne. You are truly perfect. When you sleep, I

watch over you. I look at your muscular body that you so neatly take care of. You run

much faster than me and it amuses you. You're planning to participate in the triathlon

but after the internship exam. At the moment are only doing various marathons and

races you manage to fit in your schedule as minister. What am I to you? I amuse you

without doubt. You think I'm a contemplative lost in medicine. You appreciate my quips
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and the quality of our encounters. This is undoubtedly the only break you authorize

yourself. But at least no one is fooled. I think that somehow you respect my intelligence.

It’s a lot already because the opinion you have about most of our brethren is frankly

pejorative. You may be able to accept intellectually that there could be other operating

modes than yours. But instinctively is something else. You are formatted for the

competition. Your life is an obstacles race that you overcome brilliantly. You were

always the first, so you will receive the highest notes at the internship exam. You will

choose surgery and you will be the youngest ever appointed head of department. You’ll

have 4 children, and you will work until the delivery. They will necessarily be beautiful

blond and brilliant. Your husband is the only one I can’t see. Will he be your equal, but I

fear competition could condemn your union. You will not support a prince consort

inconsistent. So many husbands or lovers, this will be it. I do not see myself in your story.

At 40 years, you will want to do an 8000 mètres just like this one, to show yourself that

you can. Perhaps you will do several. If you ever escape what will you do? I feel like I’m

in the wrong place. Marianne turns and shows me her buttocks. It’s a kind of ritual. The

curve is perfect, of course. I append a kiss on each one of them hoping for a reaction. I

know it’s useless to expect anything. She sighs but does not move. I get my scattered

clothes and walk silently to the door. I’ve never spent the whole night in Marianne’s

place. Our encounters seem too contractual to me to abandon myself like that. I get

dressed in the corridor hoping not meet anyone. It’s 4:00 in the morning. Another good

day ahead. I must sleep at least 3 hours and it should be fine. I drive fast and

miraculously find a place a few meters from my house. Juliet is waiting for me outside

the door. Our meeting was violent. We fell asleep curled up together. The awakening

was brutal. 9:00 am. I'm going to get killed. I call Jacques. I am sick, I am bedridden, say
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something. It’s not the right day, our presence is mandatory at the symposium. I'm

already under the radar. I must come. I hang up, staring at the ceiling. Juliet wakes up

and stretches. Her hair flooding her face. I gently tell her that I must go to work. That I’m

expected and that's important. She can stay. I go to take lunch with her. The only

answer I get is she pulling me towards her . The symposium, what symposium?

------------

The phone rings. Juliette has changed her mind. She will come visit me in

early afternoon. I explain that I'll be in class. I find this bargain ridiculous. She has only

to leave the package to the housekeeper. I feel she is hesitating. I tell her that I do not

have the time and that I’ll call her tomorrow morning. She's going out tonight, she does

not want to be up early. It must end. We agree to meet at 13 hours in my house. I'm

exasperated. The breakups are not always marked with such upheavals. This is an

unconscious way to maintain a link as long as possible. And it is also an opportunity to

settle accounts by competing on unimportant subjects. All of that has no interest to me. I

call her again. Throw everything away. Tomorrow it’ll be too complicated. I conclude with

a “good chance”. It’s important to know how to cut Gordian knot.

------------

I must regain control. First sport. I have to go running tomorrow morning. I

need it. I'll go get my gym bag from the trunk. I will go directly after leaving the hospital.

I have time to go home after the sport, shower, coffee, I'm in the service at 9:00 am.

-I'll go  look for something in my car.
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Bruno replies with a nod. It's mild now but the darkness is deep. I leave the

pavilion and walk to the parking area. The Automatic unlocking system lights the ceiling.

The bag is there, in the middle of the trunk, in the middle of a big mess. I’ll have to

decide to clean up and to discard it all. I close the trunk. I stay still, leaning against it. I

light my cigarette. I turn off the match and I plunge into the dark. Even the sound of

ambulances became silent. It’s almost total silence. I try not to think about anything. We

will end it this night and move on. A strange feeling of being watched. I raise my head

but do not see anything. Not a sound around. It’s wiser to go back inside. I take the bag

and return to service. Our eyes meet. Of course, it could only be her. From the window,

she looks at me. She doesn’t even make the effort to smile. With her right hand, she

starts to unbutton her tunic. She stops. She doesn’t even need to drawing aside the side

of the dress. I go back in service. I type in the code. I leave my bag in the changing room.

I go back with Bruno, who I find busy doing the dishes. We had a call. A new patient is

arriving tonight. Our tenant, accustomed to the service, arrives from the countryside. He

is a lumberjack known for violent outbursts. Actually, one of his crises is the reason for

his internment.

-Do you know him?

Yes he knows him. Jacques Laco, unpredictable. 150 kg of muscle ready

to crush, but gentle between crises. The party is over. I give the library its initial

appearance. I put the disc back in its place. I organize the books. Meanwhile, Bruno

prepares the room. He goes searching for straps that he places across the bed. We are

in the office. The window is open. It’s waiting time, we do not talk anymore.



40

------------

In the Intensive Care Unit, many patients have bruises around the breast.

Every day, nurses conscientiously  pinch the comatose patients’ areola. They hope for a

reaction that would allow to detect a favorable evolution. The pain is so strong that they

can’t not respond.

Juliette does not give in. Juliette cheats. Actress Juliette.

Why the sex mockery. Even her sleep seems fake. An unknown spot

around the breast. Hematoma. Edges are clear. These are not fingers. Only pliers could

have produced such a lesion. I control my wrists. There is a semicircular mark.

Juliet, O my Juliet what have they done to you?

------------

I prepare coffee. Bruno joins me. I offer him a cup he accepts. But there is

noise in the hallway. Somebody rings the bell. Our tenant arrives. My god, he is a troll.

He is more than two meters high. He’s monstrous. He’s escorted by several firefighters.

His arms are like hams, his half-closed eyes are on the watch. His regard is strange,

vague and insidious. I quickly abandon the idea to present him Messalina. The man is

dangerous. He looks at me. I'm afraid this is a smile. Bruno handles the formalities. I call

the inner guard. He groans but when I explain him the reason, he assures me of his

speedy arrival. He knows our lumberjack. It is some kind of a legend in this service. He

arrives.
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Agitation and noise have not left indifferent our tenants. A ring makes us

aware of the call of two patients. I got it. Bruno remains with the troll. The first call comes

from a young woman who complains about the noise. I reassure her, it will soon cease.

And here I am, in front of Jeanne. She has stomachache. She would even like me to

examine her. I do not feel like doing that right now. Since Lomard is arriving, he will only

have to handle the situation. So I inform her that the intern will come visit her. I dodge.

Back to the primate. He is alone in his room. Where did Bruno go? My troll did not waste

his time. The room is devastated. He filled the toilet bowl with everything he found.

Bruno finally arrives. He speaks to him. Rumbling. I do not know what he actually

achieved, what takes the place in the brain. He grabs Bruno. He lifts him off the ground

with one hand by holding his blouse. It cracks everywhere. He will crush us. The

unpredictable pure strength.

-Sir, leave him.

-Release-him.

He looks at me. He observes me. It is I who spoke, but I do not recognize

this compelling voice of mine. It's strange how I feel like somebody else is speaking. He

puts Bruno down. His apron has suffered. It’s nothing but a ripped rag now. Why did he

react? He could have been sensitive to my white blouse, but I do not think so. It’s only

the voice that stopped him. Well, I’m now thinking of Lévi-Strauss. It’s his commentary

on Machiavelli. The Prince is this double man on the border between humans and

animals. He is capable of capturing the animalistic energy to put it at the service of the
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art of ruling. Could it be my animal side speaking? I do not like The Prince. A text full of

flattery.

-Let’s take the opportunity to tie him up.

We push him towards the bed. He lets us guide him without  resisting. He

lays down and we slip feet and hands in the rings. It’s done.

Bruno is terrorized by the state of his apron. It’s clear that it is beyond

repair. His dismay curiously touches me. I say nothing fearing to hurt him. Learn to shut

up.

------------

I’ve behaved as discreetly as possible. I’ve been waiting for three hours

now. Fortunately, this neighborhood is pretty calm. My car is parked 50 meters from the

building where the theater class is taking place. A priori, there are no other exits.

Anyway, I should know really soon. The door on the porch opens and I see a group of

young people getting out. I recognize among them some actors. A quarter of an hour

later three people come out, Mark, Juliette and the young actor who played Jackson

Pollock Nageoire. They are holding her by the arm as if they had to guide her. I felt as if

my eyes had crossed her gaze. They approached but luckily their vehicle was parked

right in front of me. I start my car right after they start theirs. I follow them. This is

ridiculous. It’s a bad movie. I thought I lost them several times. I have not seen them

park the vehicle. They almost noticed me when they crossed the street in front of me. I

found a place to park quickly. I arrived just in time to see them enter in a sort of private

club. No indication on the door. No name. The place is discreet. No noise filters from the
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inside. The doorman’s width of shoulders does not inspire me into heroism. I carefully

take note of the street name and number.

I retake my car. I go towards the hospital. When I get to the emergency

room I don’t have to look for long to find Alain. I see him shouting in the middle of some

stretchers. He distributes patients among interns, command the stretcher bearers.

Falstaffian character with beard and belly. His strong character is known and he is

feared even by surgeons. The disorder is as always absolute. I do not know why but

during our internship, he adopted us, Marianne and me. Under his rustic appearance, he

is an educated man and a great seducer. I was impressed by the facility with which

young women would fall under his spell. Marianne impressed him. She did not succumb.

Since then, he took me into consideration. Its only flaw is to urinate in the sink of his

office, leaving the door open. But even that is part of the legend about him, which he

loves more than anything. It is exceptionally effective. He welcomes me aggressively.

-If you’ve come to help me you're welcome, if not get the hell out.

Emergencies are a strategic place where police, firefighters, ambulance

and others cross... Alain knows everyone. I explain him what I want from him. I find it

hard to convince him. I propose to help him in the meantime. But I am in a hurry, two

hours at best. I help him during this time. I suspect what’s happening in that building. I

want just to have a confirmation. He attributes me a box and a patient. I begin by

suturing a deep cut.

An hour later, Alain asks me to follow him. It’s serious. Is Marianne aware?

I reassure him, neither Marianne nor I want to attend this type of establishments. So, It’s
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an SM club. He confirms me. But it’s the worst. A perverted runs the place. Women

brought to this club have a tough time. Now he remembers. Somebody took to the club a

few years ago. She resented the session. He complained with the prosecutor but

nobody followed the case. I question him to know if the place is protected. He does not

think it is. No one would risk to protect such an place. These are consenting adults. The

woman did not file a complaint, nor anybody else. It’s a good thing for me. The manager

will not mind what happens on the street. I thank him and leave as fast as I can. I get

close to the club and I make sure their car is still there. I wait. Two hours later, the three

of them come out. They are holding Juliette whose feet are barely touching the ground. I

get out of my car and block their way.

-She goes back with me.

To my understanding, the butcher boy gets angry. I do not have time to be

afraid. He attacks me. I dodge his right fist. I advance towards him and punch his left

maxillary by hitting from below and twisting my fist at impact. I expect the noise. The

cracking reassures me. I have broken his jaw. I finish with a knee kick.

Jackson Pollock Nageoire is a little scared. He raises his guard. Error. I'm

at the right distance. I hit him between the legs. The gesture is perfect. To finish this

excellentely, I must conclude by raising the foot to really crush the testicles on the pubic

bone. After hearing the way he screams, I think it was quite successful. I go back to the

butcher boy who’s moaning on the ground. My foot presses his jaw. I am sure his bones

moved. We will fix both of his maxillary bones with iron wire for two months. He will not

speak and he will have to eat with a straw. With a little luck, he’ll feel nausea. He will not
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have time to cut the wires with a plier and will die suffocated in his vomit. He yells. I

whisper to him.

-If you ever touch her again, I'll blow your knees.

Juliette seems drawn from her lethargy. She insults me, hits me. I carry her on my

shoulder and place her on the back seat of the car. I do not lose time. I phone Alain.

-There’s a facial trauma and a testicular hematoma near the SM club. A little fat and a

young.

He will send firefighters to stop them from going elsewhere.

I can’t go home. My studio is too small. I need a bathtub. Nobody can help

me. The only solution is my father’s house. He is hardly ever there. I wake up the the

building keeper to announce him my arrival. He mutters in a half-sleep state. I installed

Juliette in the back. I got far from the city and I feel safe. I tremble a little. I can’t

dissipate the tension of the fight. And I dread to find myself in this house. It’s located at

the edge of a village about an hour from here.

The guard opens the gate and gives me my keys. How long, how many

years since I last came to this place. I hear the familiar sound of footsteps on the gravel.

I walk around the car. A massive XIXth century house with a tower. Too many memories.

Juliet is asleep. I take her to my parents’ room. I prepare a warm bath. I undress her.

Her body is like a master piece? Bullshit. I see only red welts, swollen and puffed up

purple lines and wax burns. Wrists and legs were tied. She does not speak. I immerse

her into the bathtub with warm water. I look in the medicine cabinet. I find creams, an
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anxiolytic. I take her out of the bathtub. I do not know where to begin. I apply the

unguent everywhere. Her body accepts the anxiolytic and I let her sleep.

The sun rises. For those who work at night, it still is the most beautiful

spectacle. I go downstairs, to the kitchen to make me a coffee. My face scares me. How

long has it been without any sleep? I call Jacques.

-I'm sick. I'm sick. I'm sick.

I hang up before he answers. I turn off my phone.

I’m not sleepy. I look for the cigar box. There is almost nothing left. Go for

a double corona. Curiously, It’s not too dry. I take my cup and my cigar and I head to the

library. A spacious and bright room dedicated to books. The soul of this house. My father

patiently accumulated the book he ordered and classified on the shelves. With a sole

glance he could detect the absence or improper storage of a book. He shouldn’t leave

this expensive books  unattended. But he does not want to touch anything. The books

belong to the house just like the roof. He can no longer live here but he can’t stop loving

the house. I spent hours alone in this matrix. I take a book at within the range of my

arms. The second edition of the Thoughts of Pascal in 1670, the first to be completed.

- L’homme n’eft donc qu’un fujet plein d’erreurs ineffaçables fans la grâce. (the man is

nothing but a subject full of indelible mistakes without grace).

Grace, what a nice word. I smoke my cigar and I distractedly read the main

ideas. There is another Pascal if I remember correctly, is the one of the Puy-de-Dôme

experiment. I find it quickly.
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Treaty of the balance of liquors 1663.

Eventually I fall asleep. Juliet wakes me up. She is rolled in a blanket. The

house is practically not heated. She’s cold. I gather some logs, they start blazing quickly.

The heat dries the room.

-Above all, do not say anything.

She snuggled against me. I feel her body curling up.

-Above all, do not say anything.

I took care of her for two days. Nothing but traces of hematoma persisted.

We have not spoken.

------------

The door closing, footsteps in the corridor, it’s our intern who arrives. He is

odious. We show him where the room is. He goes alone. The Intern comes back quickly.

He prescribed an injection. Despite my inexperience, the nature and dosage of the

injection leaves me a little puzzled. The patient is strapped, so there is no risk for us.

Given the late hour, the injected doses will make him sleep all day tomorrow. So he

won’t be able to benefit from the cares the day team provides but he will be fresh and

ready for the next night. The only advantage, Lomard is asleep. He feels my trouble

-A remark mister the nurse?

He looks at me with a raised Mussolini chin, I hesitate but then I start.

-I do not doubt it could make a mammoth snore.
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He doesn’t like my irony. He is the intern, it’s he who decides. He is a

doctor and he knows what he's doing. Only three years separate us. Normally, I would

not have missed the opportunity. I'm tired. I do not feel like arguing with him. I improvise

a vague excuse while taking care of not degrading myself. He is happy with it. While he

was going away, I inform him that a patient wishes to see a doctor. She has

stomachache. Lomard clearly doesn’t want to stay forever in the service.

-Give her Ultralevure-Yeast.

I am compelled to argue. It could be a more severe problem, she came in

today, we do not know her well. We can’t miss a real pathology. This will not escape to a

doctor. I tell him where the room is. He doesn’t bother to consult the medical file. It’s

long. Much longer than the troll’s. Bruno and I are in the office. We wait.

-You are going to give her a Spasfon injection.

Strange. We only have tablets. Nothing precludes to give her the medicine

in this form. I can't help to make an objection.

-She's a little nauseous. I fear the tablet may not pass. You know it was difficult for her.

Life was hard. Let’s be comprehensive.

He smiles to me. He’s almost kind. I start thinking. I’ll have to call ER

(Emergency Room) to ask them to send me an ambulance with the phial. But what was

it? Paris? It's something like that despite a small extension. It’s quite fun this task aside

the zipper. I hadn’t noticed. Lomard will sleep well. She manipulated him, so be it. But

for what purpose? She clearly wants both of us to be there. I should go with Bruno. But it
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would be cowardice. She provoked me enough speaking about my youth and

inexperience, this is something I should do, alone. I phone ER. I’m informed that it will

take about an hour for the phial to arrive.

------------

It’s 11 o'clock. The doorbell rings. The building keeper was absent for the

day. I was not expecting anyone. I feel anxiety. With people as vain as the butcher-boy,

you can expect anything. I take the Luger hidden in the library and I walk towards the

gate. It was Jacques. He’s in a bad mood. He had a bad time trying to find me. He

looked for me a lot. On a map yesterday and by car today. I had spoken to him about the

house and he was able to find it only with the few pieces of information I provided him. I

do not hide my admiration.

-We need to talk.

He’s not kidding. I invite him in. He was astounded to discover Juliet. She

wears a jogging that used to belong to my mother. She is irresistible. He takes me aside.

-Marianne?

-Marianne knows everything, even the things we don’t tell her, she works them out.

We sat in the library. Juliet joined us.

-Everything is going wrong, you need to save your year. Exams will start in two weeks.

You did nothing. On the other hand, the boss is furious, if you’re absent one more time,

he will not validate your internship. Stop your bullshit.
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-Let's have lunch.

I went to town to do the shopping. I prepared a roast. It’s ready. I go down

to get a bottle. The wine cellar holds some marvels, remnants of a glorious past, a

Charmes-Chambertin. When I got back, Jacques and Juliet were cheerfully talking. At

the end of the meal, I suggested a walk. My father owns all the land, woods and

meadows around. I know the territory by heart because I wandered a lot during my

childhood. We ran, we hid. Lying in the meadows, we joked, laughed and remade the

world. It was hot but the clouds were gathering. The rain would soon arrive. The supple

ground smelled good. I don’t know how it happened. It was so natural. I can’t explain it.

Juliette was between us. We laughed. She kissed Jacques then me. The three of us

returned to the house under the rain. We were soaked and we took off our clothes. And

we made love to Juliet, we did it by turns and at the same time. It was a feast of the

body. Fireworks of enjoyment. We continued to drink up the wine cellar. Jacques was

surprised by the presence of the hematomas. In his innocence, he was unable to

imagine the origin. Juliette was happy. Or she seemed to be. We were playing chess.

She was cheating. She found a Monopoly because she didn’t want anybody to be

excluded from the game, we slept little. We dressed with whatever we found. Juliette

was beautiful in an old robe too big.  Anyway, these clothes were worn very little. For the

first time in my life I felt happy. It’s Jacques who whistled the end of the game. It was

Sunday. We had to take a decision. Jacques returned. He embodied reason. I had to

agree.
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-Internship is not a problem. But I am obliged to return on Monday. It’s not the same

thing with the exams. But it should work out. It’s not the first time we do this at the last

moment.

And our eyes turned to Juliet. Her face was dark.

-You can go, you can stay, I’ll do whatever you want. If you wish, you can stay and I’ll

come and go to the hospital.

A long silence followed my proposal. She decides to stay. Jacques left on

Sunday night. Really early on Monday morning, I was leaving Juliet alone. I warned the

guard. I wanted special surveillance to avoid untimely visits. When I returned in the early

afternoon, the house was empty. A taxi came to pick her up.

Juliet, my Juliet, why did you do that. I looked for you everywhere. I kept a watch outside

your drama classes. The concierge told me you left your apartment carrying heavy

luggage. I wandered around in places frequented by actors. Where are you? I took

refuge in my job. I was a sleepwalker. Exams went well.

---------

The service doorbell interrupts my ruminations. The ambulance driver brings me the

phial. I prepare my plate, needle, syringe and cotton. Bruno does not come. This is

between me and her. I knock on the door. I open. I must be quick and methodical. I

make sure not to look her in the eyes. I ask her to stand up and I place myself on her
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side. She begins to remove her tunic but I dissuade her. I can’t allow seduction. I pinch

the upper outer quadrant, aspiration, air bubble and I can push. I withdraw the needle

and I rub with cotton to make the medicine penetrate. She turns abruptly and I find

myself facing a smooth and naked pussy. I get up. She surrounds my neck. She wants

to kiss me. I still have the syringe in hands. I must go. I sense danger. I feel a sharp pain

in my lower lip. She bit me. I release myself. I’m bleeding badly. She looks at me with a

half-smile. Her chin is full of pink saliva, She turns slowly open tunic, I see a breast.

Bruno is in the room. I did not hear him. He takes the syringe, he pulls me out of the

room. He’s grabbing me in a special way. I feel the pressure of his hands. This is not a

simple help. There is something sexual in his actions. He looks at me. I walk away. I go

to the office, there is a mirror above the sink. I’ll have a scar. I rinse thoroughly. I dry

myself with the sleeve of my coat. I'll have to take antibiotics. And do some serology. I

feel Bruno’s eyes behind me. It was obvious and I did not see anything. There was

seduction in our verbal jousts in those well-prepared dishes. I turn towards him.

-We need to talk.

And he spoke, he’s inexhaustible. Nothing but classic. The discovery of his

homosexuality in adolescence. Refusal, the way others under modest circumstances

would look at him. Furtive loves, sexual misery, emotional misery, misery itself. He has

not completed an analysis he began with a service psychiatrist. It was so painful that he

chose the night shift to avoid crossing him. He believes his failure in medicine is the

confirmation of his abnormality. He hasn’t receive the psychology licence either, he lacks

a few credits. There is also this family drama which he speaks about without specifying



53

the nature. He holds himself as responsible. And then there is this virus people is

speaking about that kills gays.

I am pitiless.

-All of this is self-pity. A failure remains as a failure as long as we have not rebounded.

There is nothing better to advance than failures. This is silly whining. You assume

nothing and you take pleasure of it. You adopt a victim status while you are your own

executioner. And sexuality, that is just appalling. Happiness and charm in the acrid smell

of urea in toilets for men. You don’t have to fear this new virus because you're already

dead. Your life is not a no-life. I do not pity you.

The last sentence hits him with amazement at the neurological level. He

hears what I’m saying but his answers are not appropriate. The eyes are vague. I give

up and leave him. I go to the office and I read. At six o'clock I'll change my outfit and put

running clothes. I join him in the library. He regained control. I offer him coffee. He

accepts. We sit facing each other in the kitchen, in silence.

-I'm sorry, I exaggerated.

-No, you're right. It’s time for me to find solutions.

The day staff arrives. The transmission is done quickly. I let my eyes

wander one last time through the portholes. My banker is still awake. He is sitting on the

chair. He raises his head when I walk by his door. His face is filled with such sadness

that I can’t help to be moved. Messalina on the other hand, is sleeping. Her face

dropped on the pillow has an almost childlike grace.
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------------

To run after a guard is an habit we had taken with Marianne. In June, with

daylight, is happiness. There is an open stadium- at seven o'clock. It is far enough from

the hospital. I don’t have time to lose. It's sunny. I go home empty headed to take a

shower. I don’t think of anything and I finally feel good.

Jacques calls me. Juliet is dead.

I don’t understand what he says. I yell at him criticizing him for not being

clear. He’s as distressed as me. Juliet killed herself. She was found in the rehearsal

room. He killed her is my first thought. Jacques assures me that it’s not possible. She

was hosted by a an actress friend before her departure. She has decided to go out in

the early evening. She had an errand to make before leaving. She was expected to

come home late. Her friend woke up in the night. She was concerned about her

disappearance. A bad feeling assaulted her. It was her who thought of the rehearsal

room since it is the only place where Juliet could still go freely. She found her.

Firefighters and EMS (Electro Medical System) could not do anything.

------------

Die on stage, It’s a little ridiculous. You didn’t have a choice. You had no

other place at your disposal. You knew how to enter the room with the hidden

emergency key. I got to you even. It’s unusual enough for someone who does not

belong to the family. Everything becomes known very quickly in a hospital. I thought I

was hated by the magistral staff. I discovered with amazement that I was paradoxically

benefiting from the esteem of old teachers. For them I was the last heir of an old
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tradition. Those doctors had their humanity, they read the classics and the greeks

philosophers. They were having a bad time with the evolution of medicine. It was the

time for technicians and they felt a certain contempt for uncultured practitioners. It was

an oral authorization. They gave me an appointment at 22 hours. There was no autopsy,

samples confirmed the death by toxics. I had to see you. I had to be sure. In this cold

and poorly lit room, the marble whiteness of your body holds the supernatural. The body

as a masterpiece. It looks like a Canova’s sculpture. The perfect breasts, drawing curves

in the dark. There is voluptuous exuberance in her skin. Your face looks peaceful. You

no longer have to choose, did you find peace. It's like a victory, your victory over death. I

kiss your forehead just like in our separation from the day before. I thanked the officer

for his kindness.

------------

We were hardly many at her funeral. No actors, and of course not the

butcher-boy. The rugby players were all present, including Pierre. Bruno was also there.

He gave me a discreet hello. In the hospital everything is known. The vision of the

modest coffin despaired me. On its right I saw her devastated mother and her sister who

did not look like her. No visible father. I was not looking to meet them nor to inquire

about the reasons for the paternal absence. This grief is too personal for me to share it.

The priest knew her well. His emotion disturbed him several times.

-And the Word became flesh and lived among us

She had left a letter without explanation for her act. Her only wish was to

be cremated and her ashes scattered. Total annihilation, no landmark, no track, nothing
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I can grab to. Marianne was perfect. She held me like a wounded victim in

convalescence. But between us, it's over. We remained good friends. All of that

contradicts everything I was able to say. So It’s possible.

This tragedy made us move. She abandoned surgery for biology. And as

always, she is the best. While in Internship in the U.S., she met a sports giant and she

stayed. He made her 4 beautiful children blond and brilliant. John wrote some reference

books in political sciences. I think she is happy. Marianne never climbed the Everest or

any other 8000. She doesn’t need it. She has received several awards and I regularly

attend the ceremonies. We talk about her as a potential Nobel. We see each other as

often as possible. As for me, I have not finished my internship. I went to Munich and I

besieged the Doyen of the Faculty of Medicine. With the explicit support of my teachers,

I was finally allowed to continue my studies there. It simply demanded to me to improve

my German. I had to return home to promptly settle my past. My resources were limited.

I decided to sell a really rare edition of L’homme de cour by Balthazar Gracian. I used

my father’s bookseller suggesting discretion, without many illusions. Nobody waited for

me in Munich. I mastered badly medical German. It was very difficult. But I never

thought to give up.

I saw my father again. His health had deteriorated deeply. We found each-

other in the house. I watched over him for 3 days. He didn’t evade any question : my

mother’s suicide in particular. He did not exonerate himself of his responsibilities. I didn’t,

however, receive all the answers I expected. Why did he so violently opposed to my

decision to study medicine:
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-And me who thought you were smart.

He could not explain it to me. May be he took it as a caprice, one more

after so many others. He stopped providing me supplies. I held. I threatened him to

claim my part of my mother’s inheritance. He agreed to provide me a monthly income

barely covering my rent. I took that as a victory. His pain was unbearable. He refused

morphine just like Big Daddy in Tennessee William. As far as I suffer, I know I exist. He

knew that because of Gracian. The placing on the market of such a copy could not

escape to him. He did not hold any reproaches. The books were now mine. He died in

the night. I think he was appeased. I buried him in Provence next to my mother. I

immediately sold the house and land.

It took me a lot of obstinacy to find the buyer of the book. He was a

shipowner from Hamburg. To get an appointment was even harder. His offices at the top

of a modern building overlooked the sea. One could hardly make the difference between

the sky and the sea, It was a pure Hanseatic, austere and Lutheran product. I told him

everything. He knew my father's collection by reputation. When he asked me the price I

could offer for the book, he jumped. It was the only time his face revealed his emotion. I

was offering him the maximum amount that I could, my entire inheritance. He asked me

a few days to think about it. I spent the afternoon at Kunsthalle. I came back to Munich

in the evening. I was surprised by the relief I felt when getting off the train. For the first

time in my life, I felt home somewhere. A week later, I received a package by delivery.

The Gracian was inside. He was accompanied by a simple letter on which he had written

in French Merci
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My returns were rare, but I kept the relation with my friends. A year later, a

car with five rugby players drifts and falls into a ravine. None survived. Jacques was on

board. The funeral was unbearable. I decided not to return again. Too many ghosts.

I’ve been living in Munich for almost thirty years. I am married to Charlotte,

philosopher and ethologist. The philosophy is part of the genes of Germany. It allowed

me to take some distance, to scar if I can’t heal. Charlotte accepts my complicity with

Marianne from which she could feel excluded. I have only three beautiful blond and

brilliant children but it's already a lot for here. My daughter, Brunhilde is as insufferable

as I was at her age. I hope not to repeat the same mistakes. It is I who became  surgeon,

ophtalmologist. I teach at the Faculty of Medicine. I have published essays and two

novels that were well received even outside Europe. I have the life I wanted. Munich is

the only place I could have found peace. I have succeeded to some extent. But there is

not a single day I don’t think about Juliet. Somehow, I died that night as well.


