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      When I speak, it’s usually not to others, which is why there’s nothing to hold me hack, and so I can say without terrifying you that I was horn in a country village near the Canadian border with Maine, that my education was religious, and that my teachers were all dried-up nuns, fanatic about the sacrifice they were making of their lives, women I had to call mothers and who’d had to choose fake names, like Sister Jeanne for Julie or Sister Anne for Andree, sister-mothers who taught me that parents were powerless when it came to naming their children, that they were inadequate at defining them in relation to God, and what else would you like to know, that I was altogether normal, rather a gifted student, that in this fervently Catholic country where I grew up they sent schizophrenics to be exorcised by the priests, that life here could be quite beautiful if you didn’t want much, had faith. And what else? My studying twelve years of piano and like everybody else wanting to leave the country for the city, and then after I stopped touching the piano ending up as a barmaid, then a whore, to escape every shred of my past identity, so I could prove to others that you really could pursue your studies, dream about being a writer, hope for a future and throw your life away here and there all at the same time, sacrifice yourself just like the sisters in my elementary school did to serve their congregation.

      Sometimes at night I dream about that elementary school, go back there again and again for my piano exams, and it’s always the same thing, I can’t find my piano and my sheet music is missing a page, I go back there knowing that I haven’t played a note for years and that being there again at my age as if it were no big deal is ridiculous, and something tells me that it would be better to turn back and avoid the humiliation of no longer knowing how to play in front of the Mother Superior, that anyway she couldn’t care less whether I play since it’s no big news that I’ll never be a pianist, that I’ll never do anything but tinkle, and in that little redbrick schoolhouse where every clearing of a throat thundered in the corners, you had to form lines to go from one class to another, with the smallest first and the tallest last, and I had to be the smallest, I don’t know why but that was what we had to do, the smallest took the lead and wasn’t squeezed in between the smaller ones and the taller ones, and when school started and it was time for the sister to set up the marching order for the year, I’d bend my knees under my dress just to be sure, because yes, I was small, but it wasn’t absolutely certain that I was the smallest, I needed to put a little more into it, scrunch down to make sure I got first place, and then I disliked grown-ups, one word from them was enough to make me cry, which explains why I didn’t want to have anything to do with any part of them but their bellies, since bellies can’t speak or ask for anything, especially the sisters ‘perfect round balloons that you had the impulse to bounce with your fist. Though today I’m way past this need to be small, for several years I’ve even worn platform shoes to make me taller, not too tall, just enough to look my clients in the face.

      [image: ]

      Actually, I had too many mothers, too many sanctimonious models reduced to a reinvented name, and maybe they really didn’t believe in their God who was so thirsty for names, at least not to the end, maybe they were just looking for a pretext to separate from their family, free themselves from the act that had brought them into the world, as if God didn’t know that they’d come from a father and mother, as if he couldn’t see that they were trying to hide those inappropriate names their parents had chosen under their Jeannes and their Annes, I had too many of that kind of mothers and not enough of my mother, a mother who didn’t say my name because she needed to sleep too much, and in her sleep she left my father in charge of me.

      [image: ]

      I remember the shape of her body under the sheets and her head poking only halfway out like a cat balled on the pillow, a wreck of a mother who was slowly flattening out, nothing left but hair to show that she was there, to distinguish her from the sheets, and the time of the hair seemed to last three, maybe four years, until for me it became the time of Sleeping Beauty, my mother treating herself to some underground old age, although I wasn’t really a child anymore, and not yet a teenager, although

      I was suspended in that intermediary zone where the hair starts to change color, two or three black hairs suddenly sprouting in the downy gold of the crotch, and I knew that she wasn’t totally asleep, just halfway there, you could see it in her stiffness under the too-blue sheets, which were too straight in her too-sunny room, with its four large windows that surrounded her bed throwing bright rectangular shafts of light on her head, and anyway, how can you sleep with light shining in your face, and what’s the use of having so much sun in a room where you re sleeping? It was easy enough to see she wasn’t sleeping by the way she’d jolt suddenly in bed and moan without warning for some unknown reason hidden with her under the sheets.

      [image: ]

      And then my father: who didn’t sleep and who believed in God, that was all he did, believe in God, pray to God, speak to God, predict the worst for everybody and prepare himself for the Last Judgment, denounce the human race during the six o clock news at supper, Here’s the Third World dying of hunger, he’d always say, and how shameful this easy life is, living high on the hog, my father whom I loved and who loved me in return, who loved enough for two or three, loved me so much that loving myself would have been too much, too ungrateful, in the face of that gushing coming from outside, but luckily there was God and the Third World to protect me from him, channel his forces into a faraway paradise, and one Sunday in church, as both of us sat on the same wooden bench while my mother stayed in bed, as I sat with him on a bench in the first row and watched daylight come through the stained-glass windows and ricochet off the altar in constantly rectangular shafts, I kept the host I was supposed to swallow in my hands, it ended up in my pocket to end up in my room, between the pages of a book I was hiding under the bed, and every evening I’d open the book to be sure it was still there, a fragile white circle that I suspected of not containing anything at all, why would God lower himself to reside in that, what a flattening out, and next Sunday, before leaving for mass, I showed it to my father to let him in on the secret, look what I did, Daddy, take a good look at what I didn’t do, and I swear, he almost hit me, it’s a sacrilege, he told me, and that was the day I understood that I could be with men, men I had to renounce, I understood that this was where I had to stay.

      And I also have a sister, an older sister I’ve never known because she died a year before I was born, her name was Cynthia and she never had a real personality because she died too young, according to my father, who said at eight months you can’t have a real personality, individual characteristics need time, a particular way of smiling and saying Mama, you need at least four or five years to feel the influence of your parents, to take your turn shouting in the school yard, to shout the way they do to have the last word, my sisters been dead forever but still floats above the family table, she grew up there without anybody mentioning it and settled into the silence of our meals, she’s my father’s Third World, my older sister who’s taken over everything I didn’t become, death has let her have everything, any future at all, yes, she could have been this or that, been a doctor or singer, the most beautiful woman in the village, become anything you want since she died so young, free of any possible defining mark one way or another, dead without any tastes or attitudes, and if she’d lived, I wouldn’t have been born, that’s the conclusion I’ve had to reach, her death gave me life, but if some miracle had made both of us survive my parents’ goal of having only one child, I definitely would have resembled her, been like her, since she would have been older, and a year is enough to establish a hierarchy. I never talk about Cynthia because there’s nothing to say, but as a whore I use her name, and not just by chance, since each time a client uses it, it’s her he’s calling back from the dead.

      Then there was my life, which has nothing to do with all that, with my mother, father, or sister, there’s my teenage years and the friends I had, music, pangs of love, trendy haircuts, crying jags about the results and fears of this being too fat, that too small, having a friend who’s prettier, ten years of turmoil leading to the beginning of adulthood, the big city, college. For the first time in my life, I found myself alone in an apartment, with a Siamese cat given to me by my parents to keep me from being lonely, so that we’d make the best of each other, no doubt, they figured we’d share the same bed and develop a routine, an ecosystem of fondling and minor needs, and she was the one stable element in a universe fraught with newness, her drowsy consistency taught me that you can suffer from too many possibilities, from too many trains to change in the subway, her name was Zazou and she had blue cross-eyes that made them look bluer, like mine, and I was always hitting her just because she was in the way, and my father had gone to the trouble of putting a crucifix in every room of the apartment after having made sure to have them all blessed, They absolutely have to be blessed, he’d say, because if they aren’t, they could get emptied of God and become carcasses, too many people wear the cross without believing in it, just for the look, because these days people only think about prettying things up, cars, religion, and the reason he put crucifixes all over my apartment was to keep me under surveillance and to let visitors know he was there, nothing said that I don’t hear, nothing done that I don’t see, by this emaciated body of Christ, but I never understood how you could have a dead person for a god.

      [image: ]

      My father never stopped voicing his horror of the big city, there was too much to denounce, the whores and homosexuals, the rich people and celebrities, the booming economy and the law of the strongest, the disaster of things that aren’t intelligible anymore, a cacophony of languages and architecture, spring’s muck and the ugliness of modern buildings, And how can the facade of a church serve as the entrance to a university, he’d exclaim indignantly as if it had something to do with me, a church stunted as an unblessed crucifix, emptied of God, and how could the halls of the university lead right out to peepshows, where are we going when there’s just a step from education to prostitution? And what he said was true, scientifically verifiable, a church’s facade was the entrance to the building where I had most of my classes, a facade that had been preserved and restored for the patrimony because it looked pretty, and a lot of the windows of the classrooms looked out over bars with nude dancers, the pink neons of the feminine principle, I spent whole classes with a bird’s-eye view of droves of sex workers, and that’s quite a turn of phrase, you can see some recognition in it for the world’s oldest profession, the oldest of its social functions, I like the idea of working sex like you work pastry dough, pleasure as labor that can be wrung out of something, that demands effort and merits a salary, restrictions, standards. And most students found nothing wrong in this cohabitation with whores, that’s the most striking part, you quickly get used to something you can’t escape, when it overflows from the other side of the street onto your class notes, but the nearness of it had an effect on me, it sent me toppling over to the other side of the street, how could a theory hold water in the face of so much pleasure? Yet nobody knew me anyway, and spring went well, it pushes you to act, to put the rope around my neck, it gave me the opportunity to slip out of my hick’s clothing, and I was thrilled about that.

      [image: ]

      Prostituting myself was easy, since I’d always known I belonged to others, to a community that would take the responsibility of finding me a name, regulate my comings and goings, give me a master who’d tell me what to do and how, what to say and not say, I’d always known how to be the smallest, the sexiest, and by then I was already working in a bar as a waitress, whores were already on one side and customers on the other, customers who tipped me a little more than necessary and who expected a little more attention than necessary, ambiguity settled in very gently and naturally, we used each other for several months before I made up my mind to go for what strongly attracted me, and thinking about it today, it seems as if I didn’t have a choice, I’d already been appointed a whore, I was a whore before I was one, all I needed was to leaf through the anglophone daily, the Gazette, and find the escort agencies page, all I needed was to dial a number, the number of Montreal’s most prestigious agency, and according to the ad, the agency hired only the best escorts and accepted only the best clientele, meaning the youngest women and the richest men, the two have always gone together, everybody knows that, and since I was very young, they were eager to hire me, they came to pluck me out of my home and stick me right away in a room where I had five or six clients in a row, beginners are always so popular, they explained, they don’t even need to be pretty, just one day in that room was enough to convince me that I’d done it all my life. I grew old in a single stroke, but I also made a lot of money, I made friends with whomever it was possible, and even frighteningly apt, to have a rapport, since we shared a common hatred, a hatred of the clients, but as soon as we left the circle of prostitution, we became normal social women again, enemies.

      [image: ]

      And I grew older at top speed, I had to do something to stop kneeling like this before one client after another, in that room where I spent all my time, so I went into analysis with a man who didn’t speak, what an idea: wanting to lie down on a couch while I had to spend all day lying in bed with men who were his age, men who could have been my father, and since analysis was leading nowhere, since I couldn’t manage to speak, muzzled as I was by his silence and by fear of an inability to express what I wanted to say, I wanted to end my sessions with him and write what I’d been so strongly kept from saying, to finally say what was hiding behind my need to seduce that wouldn’t loosen its hold on me and had thrown me into the excess of prostitution, the need to be what others wanted me to be, and if my need to please always wins out when I write, it’s because you have to carefully clothe with words what’s lurking behind them and because a few words read by others are enough to become the wrong words. What should have put an end to things ended up taking on more power as I wrote, what should have been unraveled tightened more and more until the knot was all there was, and out of this knot emerged the fundamental, tireless, and alienated subject of my writing, my struggle to survive a sleeping mother and a father waiting for the end of the world.

      [image: ]

      That’s why this book is made up completely of associations, leading to dwellings without any progression, to its shockingly intimate dimension. The words have nothing but the space of my head to run through, and there aren’t many of them, just my father, my mother, and my phantom sister, my many clients whom I’m forced to reduce to a single cock to keep from getting lost in it all. But if this is about the most intimate part of me, there’s also something universal, archaic, and all-pervasive about it, for aren’t all of us booby-trapped by two or three figures, various combinations of two or three tyrannies repeating themselves and cropping up everywhere they have no place being, where they aren’t wanted?

      [image: ]

      I’m often told that my dread of women is worrisome, that its always the same old song, why not offer them a nice smile and congratulate them when they manage to make the crowds hot, I mean, aren’t I a woman, too, a whore, in fact, can’t I give them a break? I admit it, I’m living proof that misogyny isn’t strictly a male affair, and if I say that they’re worms, Smurfettes, whores, it’s really because they scare me, because they don’t want my sex and I don’t have anything else to offer them, because they never show up without threatening to put me in my place, back in the ranks where I don’t want to be. And if I don’t like other women’s writing, it’s because reading it gives me the feeling of hearing myself speak, because it can’t distract me from myself, maybe I’m too close to these women to see something they have that I don’t detest right off the bat, that I can’t associate with myself from the start. And what I do envy is that they can call themselves writers, I’d like to think of them as all alike, think about them the way I think about myself as Smurfettes, whores.

      [image: ]

      But don’t worry about me, I’ll write until I finally grow up, catch up with those whom I don’t dare read.

      
Yes, life’s gone right through me, I didn’t dream these thousands of men in my bed, my mouth, didn’t invent their sperm all over me, in my face, my eyes, I’ve seen it all and still do every day, or almost, tips of men, only their cocks, tip ends of cocks turned on by I don’t know what, since it isn’t me they’re getting hard for, never has been, it’s my whoredom, the fact that I’m there for that, to suck them over and over, gulping down these cocks one after another as if I were going to empty them once and for all, finally get what they have to say out of them, but anyway, I’m nothing when it comes to all this gushing out, it could just as well be somebody else, not even another whore but some doll made of air, a piece of some spun-sugar image, a mouth positioned at a leaking point that opens as they come from the idea that they have what it takes to make you come, as they get it on in the sheets, causing a face, hard nipples, a wet, quivering slit to materialize, as they try to believe that these bits of women were made for them and that they’re the only ones who know how to get them off, the only ones who can make them bend to the desire they have to see them bend to.

      [image: ]

      And it isn’t my life making me act, it’s theirs every time, each time my body starts moving, somebody else has ordained it, shaken it, someone else has made me take on that way of acting, kneeling like a little dog or wide open, on my back, my body reduced to a site of resonance, and the sounds coming from my mouth aren’t mine, I know because they’re a response to an expectation, the wanting of my voice as a turn-on, my slit made audible enough for cocks to founder in, so that they get lost in my dog’s whines deliberately dropped into the hollow of their ear, and sometimes I get into it, I can’t say I don’t, I always do when my voice succeeds in convincing me, when something natural, spontaneous, pierces my cries now and then, a song meeting something like a well-placed slap, a thought at exactly the right moment, the feeling of being there for real, for good, for my fathers, teachers, my versions of knowing why/how to do/live, of being there to get off my prophets as they shoot through my whore’s body and give me back mine.

      [image: ]

      And I wouldn’t know how to say what these men see when they see me, I look for it in the mirror every day but don’t find it, and what they see isn’t me, it can’t be, it can only be somebody else, a vague, transitory form taking on the color of the wall, nor do I know whether I’m beautiful nor to what degree, if I’m still young or already too old, obviously they see me the way a woman is seen, in the strongest sense, breasts, curves, and a way of lowering the eyes, but a woman is never a woman except when compared to another, except among others, so they must be fucking an entire army of women when they fuck me, and I get lost in that display of women, that’s where I find my place as a lost woman.

      [image: ]

      And during this period of giving myself away for pay, I think about what makes me a woman, about that femininity I have a reputation for, actually, that’s all I do, and when it comes to that I can claim to be winning, and this isn’t so much the result of a practice or a technique but a kind of infinite fluidity I have, and it swallows me up whenever it’s not supported by slaps or fondling, yes, I say that femininity is a fluidity that’s never over and done with, and it exhausts itself by dint of not being able to sustain itself, and if I always crumble everywhere, in the most diverse situations, crumble into apprehension, joy, boredom, it’s because even sitting or lying down, I’ll never be fluid enough to come to the end of my fall, I’d have to fall below my chair, below my bed, the ground would have to open so I can hurtle infinitely into the depths of the earth, even farther down, down leaving my arms, legs, head behind, all those parts that, tangled together, knot me into a woman, and at the end all that would be left would be the heart of a princess freed of her swaddling clothes, a tip of a world chasing its own trajectory in the hope of coming out onto a sky that men don’t know about. Yes, I can already imagine such a heart beating about itself, for itself, with nothing to hold on to, a heart that’s useless but full to the brim.

      [image: ]

      And to become a habit, all it takes is a few days, then several months, whoring here and there with Mr. Everybody in a building on rue Dr Penfield where I go every morning, or almost, just two or three clients to understand that this is it, it’s over, life will never be the same, once was enough to trap me in the repetition of a stiff cock against which I’m still butting, in this room, a little mechanical soldier who has no notion of the walls, who keeps marching toward death even when she falls on her side, feet in the air, but what tenacity and conviction as I pursue the chattering in my head, in my griefless tears sliding onto cocks rummaging in my throat, as I wait for orgasm and even after, as I taste the bitterness of the sperm that I didn’t know how not to take in my mouth, I simply have to do my work, and besides, usually nothing hints at the discharge, they play dead, act as if there’s nothing more to come, as if they’ve renounced it for a more lasting pleasure, and during these dead moments is when it always happens, when they’re dead, noiselessly and without any jerking, which I’m thrilled to see since it’s over, that’s the end of everything, the gymnastics, the faking, the tears, the fluidity, and sometimes I have to do it a second time, more likely sodomy, so they caress me with their fingertips or their tongue to get me ready, and all I can do is give in, since neither the prospect of pain nor the disgust could overcome their certainty of how much I like it, and I say no and they say yes, and I say it hurts and they say I’ll do it gently, you’ll see, it feels good, but it’s true, it does feel good, it hurts only a bit, and how much can that near painfulness mean in comparison with their joy, what is it to hurt when you’re me, what is it to want, think, or decide when you’re hanging from every neck and cock, your feet in the air, your body riding that force that makes me live and kills me at the same time, and if I don’t know how to scream or gesture outside of bed, outside of it being asked for, then maybe there are words, these words full of my scream that can strike out at all of them, and more than that, the whole world, even at women, too, because my whoredom is my way of renouncing humankind itself, my father, my mother, and my children if I had any, if I could have any, but I almost forgot that I’m sterile, burned out, that all the sperm in the world couldn’t rouse anything at all in me.

      And for the time being I’m perfection at twenty, with blue eyes, curves, and disingenuous looks, my blond hair, so blond it’s almost white, but that’s not enough to make a life, so how do you walk without foundering under those piercing looks, looks that send me back to what I can’t seem to see in the mirror, those mirrors that hound you in stores and cafes everywhere, offering you more presence, and me no longer existing among them, people milling around me without seeing me, my sex doesn’t stand out clearly enough, I’m a woman who’s not made up enough, no, I need to get dolled up, a second layer added to what I wouldn’t know how to be naturally, and everybody can easily see that I’m a woman, but I have to show it again so that nobody makes a mistake, so that what’s not dressed up won’t ever be seen, the body stripped raw, stripped of what makes it the body of a real woman, a body that tries to turn you on because of the brands it’s wearing, because of the clothes that bare it, because of a lipsticked mouth that opens and closes, the breasts about to spill from their bodice, hair with upswept curls that never stop sweeping upward since the moment they stopped you’d forget about what they were covering, shoulders and a back that offer the promise of what’s on the other side, a corseted chest endlessly postponing its next popping out.

      And my way of looking at women has already been pointed out to me, my male way, that breathlessness, the dwelling on it, and if I’m wild about every detail, it’s got to be because I’m trying to find in them what I lack, something I can’t seem to see and don’t have, I’ve got to find something wrong with them, some minuscule fault that always disappoints me, since others’ faults are often so charming and exciting, almost beautiful, you have to become fond of them in order to humanize them, to strip them of what they have more of, better of, and they, of course, can look at me in the same male way, so I can be looking at a woman who is looking back at me, which stings your eyes when it happens, we have that way of greeting each other, our race of blind witches and jealous stepmothers, mirror, mirror, on the wall, who’s the fairest of them all, well, it isn’t me, it can’t be me, I know because they’re only talking to me about somebody else when they talk to me, my person isn’t enough to cover all the conversations, that’s what all the clients talk to me about, others, they tell me how they do it and what their waist size is, details about their chest and mouth, hair that reaches all the way to the ass and legs that go on forever, and when I’m by myself I look for that waist and legs on me, I look but don’t find anything that’s been approved, noticed, praised, which might mean I’m inadequate, indefinable, so that the mirrors no longer reflect anything but a stand-in without any wants, who’s no longer looking for anything or so little, except proof of being seen, I’m scenery that gets dismantled when you turn your back, and when that happens, I scream with I don’t know what organ, since I don’t manage to scream with a living voice, to cry out spontaneously at the back of an alley in the middle of the night when your life depends on it, because let’s not forget that screaming requires training, too, it’s as feminizing as wiggling your ass on the subway platform, as dabbing the corner of your eye with a handkerchief at the movies when the hero leaves his heroine to conquer the world.
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      And to tell about those one, two, three thousand times when men have had me can only be done with a sense of loss and not with any sense of buildup, what’s more, you’re already familiar with the 120 days of Sodom, you read it without being able to get to the end, but I’m on the 121st day, and all by the book, and it’s still going on, 122, 123, mornings you have to call the agency to reserve a place, call early to get permission to be there that day, on the day’s menu, can I work for you today, may I have permission to prostitute myself at your place, in your rooms, and sorry about yesterday, about not showing up, you see I was having my period, but today it’s gone, well almost, and I’ve thought of everything, the sponges and red shoes, the negligee and massage oil, and after that first morning call, when the boss gives the okay to be there, I have to get to Dr. Penfield pretty fast since it seems the clients are waiting outside already, in line, waiting for the whore of the day to come and soothe them before their business meetings in the office buildings downtown, and they do want to begin the day on the right foot, everybody knows sex reduces stress, at least that’s what the magazines say, as well as the sexperts and doctors, so I’ve got to get there fast, to a room at the very back of a gigantic brown building, standing there in all its medium-priced ugliness, you might call it a mega-hive riddled with little musty cells, then the sheets have to be changed if they weren’t the night before and the wastebaskets emptied if they haven’t been, makeup put on, and then you wait, do anything you want as long as you’re discreet about it, as long as it stays inside the rooms, you have to wait for the telephone to ring announcing the arrival of the first client, wait for him to knock on the door, enter, pay, undress, suck, suck some more, get sucked, with contact limited to a minimum, that’s the way I want it, or should I say that wanting is more or less that: limiting. And then the fucking, me on top and then on the bottom and finally doggie-style, the way I prefer since only the genitals touch, I can make the kind of faces I think I should, also sob a bit and even secretly come, and everything has to be done six, seven, eight times in a row with six, seven, eight different clients, by eight it’s understood that I can leave, for where, you’re thinking, home, well no, since I don’t want to go home, I just want to die as quickly as possible but not here, in this room, what with the police and the investigation and my parents suddenly implicated in it all, the questions, the agony, and everything else, the end of my pursuit of suffering by way of my parents, all my shenanigans discovered including my whoredom, my one very own special gift, pure and simple, well, not so pure, but not even that, since there are a lot of whores of every type, especially my type, a whole species of prematurely aged young women whose chattering thoughts have become deafening, as they weep behind their eyes so that only the perfect image of a whore gets thrown down there, done up in high heels and sardonic smiles, unfurling her legs to challenge the visitor with her inexhaustible fluidity.

      [image: ]

      And you should see the room where I wait for clients, you’ve got to see it to understand something about this life of waiting for a man to knock on the door, you should see the bed, night table, and armchair arranged in a triangle, they’ve been staring at one another since they were placed there, in their lonely role of serving everybody and belonging to no one, getting traces of wear without having a soul, like station benches on which people wait impatiently, checking their watch every fifteen minutes, you should see the only lamp with a yellow light, which makes it seem like it’s night during the day, the white particleboard bed with the clients’ body hairs accumulated around its foot, little clumps that go rolling when the door is opened, crossing the room like gray balls of fluff pushed by currents of air, clumps I never ever pick up, I leave them scudding about because I want them to be seen, as signs of my relations with the clients, I don’t want them to be too at ease, I want them to know that they’re not alone in this room, that there’s a little bit of the others left behind, that they’re only a stray item in a series of men passing through and that one day they’ll find themselves in that undifferentiated pile on the floor, I want them to understand that this isn’t my room and so many people use it that its upkeep isn’t worth the trouble, and anyway, somebody else is coming soon, better do it quickly, get dressed as soon as you’re finished and get out of here so that you don’t run into the next one on his way in, and you should see how fast they get dressed, hear them dash off into the hallway back to the elevator, imagine their way of acting like it’s nothing, nothing at all, as if paying a woman for sex was unthinkable only if you ran into a witness, and of course there’s the pile of magazines that I don’t read, bought by the agency and put there on the night table to amuse the whores, magazines expressly for me, though I don’t know why, scrutinizing half- naked teenagers who look at me with parted lips page after page doesn’t entertain me, it frightens me, better to turn them facedown, or tear off the cover showing the top Smurfette coming at you with arched back, the employee of the month framed by stupid copy that’s always the same, special on sex, everything about sex, as if doing it all the time weren’t enough, you also need to talk about it, then talk about it some more, label it, hand it out, ten foolproof tricks for seducing men, ten dresses to make heads turn, how to lean forward without being obvious to turn on the boss, they should be ripped to bits one by one, swept under the bed with the condom wrappers that were thrown there because the waste- basket was out of reach or full, but that wouldn’t accomplish anything because there are too many of them, there’ll be other magazines stacked in the same place next week, other Smurfettes challenging me to rip them to shreds, there’s nothing you can do against something that starts again every week, so I have to leave them to their fifteen years and their perfectly parted lips, their world of horrifying poses.
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      And it’s always dark in this room because you can’t open the curtains, you have to leave them closed so you won’t attract the attention of the neighbors who at any moment could look out their kitchen window while washing a dish or cutting onions, neighbors who mustn’t know what’s going on here and have probably known all about it for a long time, I can imagine them washing a dish or cutting onions and noticing that the curtains of the apartment opposite have stayed stubbornly closed for over a year, that now and then a woman’s hand sneaks through to open the window without ever opening the curtains, I can imagine them thinking how peculiar people are, it’s a nutty world, the neighbors are paranoid, but maybe they’re clients, too, who knows, clients to whom they’ve boasted about my talents as a whore, promoting my body over the telephone, thirty-six, twenty-four, thirty-six, twenty with blue eyes, yes sir, she’s very pretty and knows how to service, she can do it for you several times in a row, her sucking’s out of this world, for a little cash she takes it from behind, too, just a little extra, check out the Internet, there are photos with her showing her breasts, whatever it takes to get you hard, and while you’re at it, take a look at what they’ve said about her in the discussion forums, go to Canada’s Best, where people from all over North America come together to keep you up to date on her exploits, she’s tops, the star of the agency, everybody adores her since she really gets into it, goes all the way, you’ll ask for her again, and that’s how they do my publicity, in exchange for which I give them half of what I earn, my agency puts ads in anglophone papers, You’ve reached the right number, they answer in English, and this agency accepts in calls, no need to rent a room, they rent it to you, which also means you don’t have to approach a woman in the street since she’ll already be waiting for you, her cute little button of a face trembling with impatience under the sheets, and I’m an escort for those who don’t want to think that I’m a whore, well, not completely, that I have class and education, that I go out with men rather than sleep with them, that I suck them only if I want to, that I can choose, say no, I don’t like that one, he’s too fat or too old, his feet are dirty, all I really want to do is discuss the new government budget cuts, eat caviar, and drink champagne, I’m an escort because I don’t do the street, well, not yet, and I do it for fifty dollars for a half hour and seventy-five for an hour, that’s all, the clients pay me a hundred or a hundred and fifty but I keep only fifty or seventy-five, which times seven or eight clients a day comes to almost five hundred dollars, more than enough to buy myself a new wardrobe every week, and I’m a whore who loves to be called one, likes the clients to talk about their family, are they married, any children, and what would they say if their wife and daughter were whores, what would they think if they were like me, waiting for their clients while tossing condom wrappers under the bed and letting body hairs from the last few days run across the floor, to which they answer that I’m not a whore, I’m an escort, and that in any case I’m the kind of person who certainly ought to have another occupation, go to college, for example, but actually, I do go to college, I’m a whore who studies, and isn’t it great that they have the shelter of a family to go to while they’re whoring with students, and because they’re embarrassed, they change the subject, talk about drugs in school, what a blight, a scandal, ruining the lives of young children with such substances, but I go back inevitably to their wife and children, I’m a whore with some continuity to her thinking, do they still sleep with their wife, are they satisfied with married life, to which they answer that since having children, their wives don’t want it anymore, they’ve lost their desire for it, for cocks and for children, that they’re self-sufficient, and then they move on to me, to the youthfulness of my body, behind which appears the corpse of their wife, they say I shouldn’t do this work too long because I could age, become an old whore, and there’s nothing worse, nothing more miserable than an old bag who keeps trying to be pleasing to men and is nervy enough to expect to be paid for it, that’s what they say to me, that you have to be beautiful to prostitute yourself and even more beautiful to be an escort, to earn your living discussing new films that are playing and drinking champagne, but especially, you have to be young, not more than twenty, since after that age women start to get flabby, Like your wife, and soon your daughter, I want to scream, both of them flabby and wrinkled, just like you, like your cock that droops and gets lost in the gray hair as soon as I let go of it, and that’s the reason why men who are getting old turn away from women who are getting old, so that the women will take on their impotence, give them an excuse for why they can’t get hard anymore.
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      My mother never would have done that, she prostituted herself to only one man, my father, and even my own fucking is for her, too, I fuck so that my father won’t be the only one who is, it’s too upsetting, this man standing like God the Father against sin in the world, mine and his, because he and I are fucking through all the fathers I get hard, their reddened glans converging on my mouth, pointing to the bed, their breath, drool, orgasm, and then they leave, and what is there about my mother except too-thin lips and that downward smile full of self-pity, what is there except that witch’s slit that can’t substitute for a mouth, no, it’s just a line that gives her face a funereal look, and her fingers that have been gnawed into eighth notes, crooked from uselessness, it has to be pointed out that my mother doesn’t bite her nails, since her mouth is too busy being a slit, it’s her fingers that eat one another, making a tick as a nail flails a finger, a tick producing a drop of blood upon which she tics again, red dots she doesn’t think about, my mother whose hands lie on her thighs attacking one another as if they have a life of their own, as if it were no big deal, as if all the rest of her body, sitting in an old-crazy-lady daze, were there just to watch this happen, and that’s what she does all the time without saying a word since she doesn’t speak, just screams or keeps quiet, keeps quiet while the tick-tack of her fingers floods the room, like a grandfather clock you notice when nothing else is happening, on a Sunday afternoon when the kids are playing outside, and the silence drives me mad, we’re two mad women keeping silent so we can better detest each other, But what big ears you have, Grandmother, what big eyes you have, The better to hear you, my child, the better to see you, but don’t believe a word of it because they don’t let her see me any better, no, she doesn’t hear me, either, she has eyes and ears only for herself, for my father who couldn’t care less, my father who isn’t there because he’s waiting over his Bible for the end of the world and invoking the Flood, and waiting for the end of her and her life of hands dueling to the death, the end of that mouth that can’t be kissed, that collection of eyes and wrinkles, blotchy skin, but at any rate my father doesn’t touch her anymore, he so much as told me by saying he wasn’t interested, that he could live without it, sex, but that’s a lie since he chases after whores, you can tell by the way he looks at girls in the street, that salivating look sliding up and down, he doesn’t fuck my mother anymore but he does fuck others, and what else could you do, my mother’s body belies instinct, the viable, it’s reducing and puffing up at the same time, and it’s not arthritis or cancer eating it away, nor even sadness, it’s her constantly expanding ugliness, making her disappear behind her red blotches and mottled skin, her back under which she’s hiding, her yellowing gray hair and inability to cope with old age, her way of acting like a forlorn dog.
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      And I’ve got to stand up straight to keep back the moment when she catches up with me and I’m folded in two by her scoliosis, bent more and more toward the ironing board by her hump, but it mustn’t happen, it can’t, not yet, not if I stand up straight and wear false nails, and my skin, what is there to do with it if not cover it with another, hide what will end up coming to the surface, those little veins and the shininess, and my lips need silicone, since how could I resolve to live without lips, why would I show that slit out of which could come only my disgust for her, yes, that’s what the money’s for, to cut myself away from my mother, give myself a face that belongs to me, to break away from that curse of ugliness that’s so messily passed on, to the horror of young starlets and future Smurfettes, those whores to come who’ll want to parade their blondeness in front of the whole neighborhood and who’ll teach us that you mustn’t grow old, no, not that, that you have to stay saucy and childless to excite the guys between two business meetings, Mom, Dad, who’s the fairest, it isn’t me, it can’t be me, my nose, my breasts, and my ass, what can I do with them except spread them all over the world, offer them to science, deport them to a doctor’s office, what can I do with myself if not keep away from the way my mother has ended up, at the end of my father’s desire, and if I think I’m so ugly, maybe it’s because of all those girls, I really do think so, all those Smurfettes in magazines piled there, challenging me to take a good look, one after another and all the same, those Smurfettes on TV and in the street, fourteen-year-old bimbos breaking the news about a new wrinkle cream, their little noses and luscious lips, their tanned asses and hard nipples sticking out under an open blouse, are they pretty enough, guess so, you say, and it’s not a question, because to the degree that there’s a question there’s also the hope you could be wrong, and I have no hope, nor any plan about having it someday, I’m out of questions since I’ve forgotten how to fool myself, I know all about myself or don’t want to know any more, which comes to the same thing, and anyway, if you swore you had no desire whatsoever for them, I’d spit in your face, and if you admitted that yes, you did, I’d still spit on you, since in my case it has nothing to do with anybody else but with my disgust for being a worm engendered by a worm, disgust for a mother whom I constantly detest, to the level of my most hidden motives, and if I do detest her to that point, it isn’t for her tyranny or any power she abuses, no, it’s for her worm of a life, a life spent wriggling in the same place, tossing and turning on her helplessness, a life of whimpering about being herself and being ignored by my father, a life believing that she’s being persecuted by my father and that he wishes her ill, but my father doesn’t want anything from her, for her, he doesn’t detest her or love her, only pity keeps him from leaving on his sailboat to go around the world, and she knows it but does nothing, and besides, she’s already done whatever she had to do in her life, aside from her occupations and her wormy complaints, her plopping from back to stomach and stomach to back, folding up and straightening at the same time in their marriage bed, dying from being a worm under their nuptial blankets, a Sleeping Beauty who isn’t sleeping and isn’t beautiful, since to sleep soundly, the way mothers at peace sleep, she’d have to know how to live without my father, and I’m telling you that she needs him to sleep or to wake up or even to eat, she needs him even though he doesn’t want any part of it, even though she follows every gesture he makes that isn’t addressed to her, with the eyes of a dog waiting to be walked.

      And here I am whimpering, because I’m the result of a mistake, a sexual impossibility that was created all the same, and how many times more do I have to empty my head, comfort it for what it lacks, and why not have it explode under a blast of gunfire right here, splatter the walls of the room, let the neighbors in on it and get the entire building mixed up in this business of a whore dead because she hated her mother too much, why not destroy forever the work of the surgeon who bobbed my nose and plumped up my lips, it would be better for the next client to hit me once and for all, make me shut up since I won’t stop, and even if I do, it won’t and will keep on all the more behind my eyes, in the circuit of my thoughts made twisted by my mother’s ugliness, no, in the end it isn’t easy to die, it’s easier to chatter, worm, whimper, and besides, my mother has never killed herself, why I don’t know, probably because it takes strength to cut your wrists, to kill yourself you first need to be alive.
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      That’s why I live alone and why there’s no man in my life, why I’m not home waiting for him to come back from work, making supper for him, planning our summer vacation, no, I prefer having as many as possible, accumulating clients, teachers, doctors and psychoanalysts, different specialists to take care of each part, working together to make a healthy whole, one man in my life would be dangerous, there’s too much hate in me for a single head, I need the planet, the whole human race, and besides, what could I offer him, not a thing, a prolonging of my mother, a corpse who leaves her bed to pee, to show off her agony back and forth between the bed and the bathroom, there’d be nothing to offer him and he’d have nothing to offer me, he could only look at me questioningly, look for something to which he could attach himself, something enduring he could spot from a distance, like the duel of hands on my mother’s thighs, her mania for worming expressed at her fingertips, yes, he’d always be poised at the doorstep, always about to leave, he’d leave me by putting off his departure, and one day it would be for good, the day of no return, and on that day the emptiness living inside would enlarge infinitely, a last blow at nothingness that would finally explode, finding a way out and spreading as far as possible to the limits of the world from which I’m always exiled, by choice or almost, since I’ve never been summoned by it or so rarely, except maybe by my clients and for so little, for almost nothing, for some sorry pleasure torn from their tired genitals.

      And if I loved a man to the point of dying from his leaving, wouldn’t it be a wormy love, a love looking for gloomy places that writhed against itself because it could share so little, yes it would, because I don’t know how to love with a real love, one that asks nothing and gives everything up to the point of life and no matter which, the full, courageous life of the righteous hero, a prophet’s love, an old wise man who can’t get hard anymore, no, the only love I know is the goodbye kind, a leave-me love that would inevitably push you away, even if you made a big effort and walked all over yourself, I’d bring you back to the image of what I’ve been offered, and that’s not much, you say, what I’ve been offered, but that’s what it is, a little isn’t nothing, it’s the minimum needed to live, a skeleton covered with flesh and given a few pats on the back to make it burp, two or three strokes of the comb and a new dress for back to school, and to be honest, I can’t remember those old days anymore, the good old days of milk cartons and hopscotch, boy and girl cousins behind the backyard shed with their pants down, getting a laugh out of seeing that they were boys and girls, those days when I was a little girl, just a tiny tip of the storm on the horizon, I barely remember it anymore, but I was already a little doll susceptible to getting her hair ruffled, they were already pointing a finger at what was noticeable, my hands in my mouth, a finger in my nose, the perfectly round blood spot of a wounded knee through white tights, and even then it wasn’t altogether me they were pointing at, it was the nothingness dusting my person, a dust of nothingness that ended up taking every place, including the place where life begins that I should have known how to occupy, and it would have been more worthwhile to stick that spot of red on white tights in the accuser’s face, it would have been more worthwhile to dig into my nose and forget that it was vulgar, to change it into its opposite, the achievement of a child looking for where she came from, touching the forbidden part of what she’s made of, but how could I have done anything else, I had eyes only for what would make me preferable to another, being this and not that, good and not bad, beautiful and not ugly, what could I have known about good and evil, beauty and ugliness, since I was somebody who was always putting her foot in her mouth, always getting caught red-handed, crying because my sweater was too yellow, because little Jesus under the Christmas tree was too fat to be held in Mary’s arms, because the sister who taught me piano had no patience for how slow I played and turned the pages at a breakneck pace as though it would speed up my fingers on the keyboard, and what did I know about it, nothing, and I still know nothing, I know only how to think about what they’ll soon be pointing a finger at, a stomach getting rounder from year to year, white hair hidden under dye, and the marks the surgeon will have left on me, and it will keep going, lips getting narrower, pulling away from the face to flee some unknowable menace from outside, skin reddening under a million bursting capillaries like cracks in the face, yes, that’s exactly what ugliness is, subtraction, a list of things that need to be suppressed, with stains covering the rest, the seeable is what you don’t want to talk about because there’s nothing particularly shocking about it, symmetrical ears, blue eyes, small feet, a pianist’s hands, a well-positioned navel, a waist and hips I move in every direction on the cock of my clients.
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      And what do you think is underneath, under the surface, that could be removed, would you find satisfaction about completely fresh skin, a starry smile, and a chest that inspires a volley of prayers, makes the world crawl under its radiance, would you see a “happy ending” sunset, long pink boas of cotton batting arching through the sky, or would there be nothing at all, even less than the capillaries and lack of symmetry, a crater lower than disappointment, shit failing to turn itself into gold and becoming something completely different, something no one has ever seen, the desolation of a body deserted by itself, cuts of meat that you don’t even dare name, I really don’t know but it couldn’t stop there, oh no, not yet, you’d always find something else to peel away layer by layer, some part of a body to lose, deport, an anorexic hollowing out her belly, her tomb, and don’t start thinking it’s the exception, because it isn’t, millions of women make a career out of their body, an art out of food, mastery of their mouth on pieces of fruit so small they make you cry, and above all, there’s the message they send to others, take a good look at me and know how fat you are, look what’s hanging under your ass, look what’s slipping off of your sides and jiggling to the rhythm of your walk, how disgusting, being that heavy can’t be endured if you’re to go on living, women often have too much of what they have, they’re too much what they are, nailed to their sex and what’s said about it, hopeless at reinventing their history or conceiving of life outside of fashion-magazine polls, continually alienated from what they think they should be, bimbos who have orgasms when they’re supposed to, bimbos with such-and-such a waist measurement and such-and-such a hairdo, who don’t want anything and always want more of it, who’ll masturbate at the drop of a hat and never have enough of it, who think only about turning men on, with no goal in life other than to look at themselves in the mirror and compare themselves to others, looking at their ass and chest to verify that it’s fatter, worse, talking about men and about other bimbos, going from the bed to the hairdresser to the makeup specialist to the gym to the store to the manicurist to the diet to the surgeon to the striptease and back to bed, with the money earned from it, and whoredom as their goal, fascinated by themselves and jealous of others, then blathering about it all, about the hairdresser and the makeup specialist and the gym and their ass and breasts being too small or too low, about the store the manicurist the diet the surgeon the striptease the fucking, yes, that’s everything a woman is, only that, infinitely depressing, a bimbo, a Smurfette, a whore, a being who turns her life into the life of a worm and budges only so that somebody can see her do it, who moves only to be seen, but there’s no end to it, since she has to be the only one of her type to become happy, the sole Smurfette in the village in the midst of her hundred Smurfs, and not a mother or daughter or person, just a flirt whose sole existence is flirting, the delegate of a race that consists of neither mothers nor daughters, who are there only to get them hard and continually assure themselves that they can do it, which makes everybody very happy, since men couldn’t care less about mothers and daughters, they want to be able to fuck all of them, even their mother and daughter, they want to be able to think of them as Smurfettes who laugh at seeing themselves so beautiful and blond in the small mirror they keep at arm’s reach for fear of finding themselves alone, yes, a woman is above all a sex capable of being a turn-on, because a sex is never a turn-on in itself, it takes work, the work of an entire life right up until death, since even old, hideous women remember a time when they weren’t, when they could live their life of worming over their navels to the point of madness, their life of putting on makeup while they wiggled their asses, and the work continues in that memory, to which they then apply makeup as well.
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      And don’t start thinking I’m an exception to the rule, I’m the worst kind of woman, a woman who plays at being a woman, who makes sure nobody will miss the glimpse of little red panties that peek out as she crosses her legs, a woman who has no secrets from anyone, no, whatever passes through my head you can spot right away on my skin, my stream of consciousness immediately shows in my coloring, my thoughts spread shamelessly into the reach of every revision, whore that I am, puppet controlled by a string attached to the end of a cock, and no one should think that my childhood was the foundation of a magnificent castle bristling with turrets from where you could see the advance of the enemy and continually extend the boundaries of a world to conquer, not at all, it was more like a skeleton stopped en route, which could never keep hold of practically anything but its porcelain fragility, its fate of dust, and at any rate, there’s just too much to think, too much empty space to fill in, there’s the figure of the pillar of salt in my father’s Bible, which diminishes bit by bit as the seasons pass, the dead stars whose exploding energy reaches us three million years later, the commotion of the Japanese in Tokyo, a fast-motion vision of the yelling crowd seen from high above, from King Kong’s summit hanging over the city and the slowness of his putting one foot in front of the other seen from the ground, from the perspective of the one who’s running away, there’s my cousin’s schizophrenia and colors speaking to her and the derisiveness of my unhappiness compared to the collision of galaxies, compared to the formation of black holes that pulverize as billions of planets go by, which is why you shouldn’t expect a story from me, a denouement, because there’s too much to think that I never get to say, because when it comes to me, all I can do is revolve around the thought of a whore slumped on her back, offering the possibility of intercourse between two business meetings, opening her legs as far as Japan, to the last point on the globe where day is night and night day, and this whore can be me or not, she could be somebody else, the freeze-frame of anybody or anything that crosses the client’s path, anything from a shoed foot to a fierce look, from the abandon of the drunk to the resistance of the woman whom it disgusts, though it’s true that I have my qualities, tastes, things that I like and hate, and when, for example, I fuck, I prefer it doggie-style, the good little doggie staring at a dirty wall as her back end unites two sex organs, two genitals outside of the body as if they had nothing to do with human will or me, with my head, which stays as far as possible from an encounter that doesn’t concern me, not personally, anyway, they’re not taking me or even my slit, just the idea they’ve fabricated about what a woman is, the idea they’ve fabricated about her attitude toward sex, though it doesn’t really matter, since doggie-style makes it easier not to kiss them, easier to have nothing to do with the spreading of their person onto mine, and they can fondle me with their hands, too, something I like a lot because it’s dryer, it implies less, and also your head can be somewhere else and keep up its chattering, imagining life’s saga as it ought to be, or substituting the client’s panting for your philosophy teacher’s, the one from whom I sit opposite as if he were about to reveal the truth to me, or my psychoanalyst’s, on whose couch I lie as if I were expecting him to join me, in other words, all the men whom I’ll never run into in this business because they don’t go to whores, oh no, they prefer books, words, and concepts to make them come, the stellar space of the will to power and the eternal return, they aren’t thinking about me because I’m too heavy in my flesh, too cumbersome, and when I speak, it’s sometimes quite annoying, with my incoherent, inappropriate comments, the truth about this body that’s so desirable, made of all the right stuff that nevertheless doesn’t coincide, is always changing, one thing today and another tomorrow, a body that reminds me too much of my worm of a mother’s, that I persecute with my rage and repel with all my strength, run away from as if I could really escape it.
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      I often think of my parents, who, for all I know, will read these pages one day, and all they’ll see in them is the discovery of my whoredom, a life of selling myself all over the place to prove to them that I don’t come from them, that I’m a stranger to everything having to do with them, that I do what I want and especially what they wouldn’t want me to do, give myself to men, anyone who comes along and can pay, and besides, what sign can I give them except my queasiness, my radical opposition to a bored, badly aging couple, one fucking others and the other dying from not being fucked, both of them going nuts from being together without being able to do anything enjoyable, doing nothing but disappointing themselves, as if they still expect something from each other, but it’s not true since they’re disappointed without having expected anything, which makes it even worse since they end up blaming each other for so being themselves, the same thing more and more over the years by dint of wanting nothing more from each another than not answering and not expecting, but anyway, they won’t have the strength to read this far, they won’t know what to make of these storyless sentences that nevertheless resemble them, then why would I need their recognition, after all, if this book is a testimony of everything that separates me from them, no, I certainly don’t want them to occupy this territory, don’t want them to trample underfoot what they haven’t been able to corrupt altogether, the part of me that escapes them because they hadn’t predicted there was more than one way of living the sickness of living.
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      It’s better to get back to the essential: the peddling of my mouth to innumerable cocks impatient to get off and to start getting impatient again, and you can’t know, unless you yourself are a whore or a client—which, come to think of it, you may well be—you can’t imagine what it’s like to confront a desire in search of yours when you don’t have any, at least you don’t have any more because you’ve worn it out, your clitoris like a splinter under those insistent caresses, the tyranny of offered pleasure refusing to think that too much is too much, that there’s no point in adding to it, that you can go crazy from seeing the same act repeat itself too many times, the water torture of a drop obstinately hitting the same spot in the middle of your head, you can’t know what all these men are who don’t want to think there’s a limit to what a woman can give and receive, they stay dead to the fact that there’s an end to her, to the fact that she also can have nothing to give or receive, they don’t want to know what I’m dying for them to know, that there’s nothing to want from them or so little besides the money, and they try to forget that desire is more than the size of their cock, more than that, more than sucking and then sucking again, to death, they don’t want to understand that it takes time for desire to be born, meaning more time than is needed to take money out of your wallet, they don’t understand that this business depends on a pact about the truth that you certainly mustn’t tell and must believe, too, somewhere within that illusion about being able to have an appetite for the first corner, even if he’s fat or stupid, but anyway, they notice only when women are fat, they can be whatever they want, below average or flabby, half hard, whereas with women, flab and wrinkles are unforgivable, totally indecent, remember, it’s the body that makes the woman, the whore is proof of it, she carries the torch for all who are too old or too ugly and substitutes her body for those who can no longer satisfy the requirement of men, as they get it up for the ever firmer, ever younger.
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      It’s true that I’m unfair, that there’s more to it, other things, even for men, such as the need to please, to feel handsome, kind, besides, they make a big deal over their cock size, whether it’s thick enough, if it’s as long as it should be, and they’ll do anything to make me come, just for my pleasure, they lick me all over as if all of me were a slit, as if it were normal to do that to a woman you’re seeing for the first time, one who could be your daughter, don’t forget, and so they leave big trails of drool on my thighs that they then treat as if they came from me, You’re wet all the way to the knees now, baby, you sure do like that, don’t you, and I smile sweetly at them, Keep it up, honey, don’t stop, and what are their wives doing between these two business meetings, are they bent over the plumber or postman like in the good old farces about how children are born, or are they sleeping like my mother, dying under the covers from being so rarely seen or touched, the skin on their belly slackening, the hands covered with brown spots and eating each other, are they also letting their daughter get stuffed with her father’s cock, Daddy dear and the uncles who get hard when she sits on their knees to play horsey, a light galloping session before beddy-bye prayers, fluid flesh still maturing that you want to catch on the run.
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      I don’t like the turn this reflection has taken, there’s something I don’t understand, can’t understand, I don’t like it but definitely prefer to cling to it, for lack of having an answer, which comes, of course, long before the question, the truth about bugs and rats that no catastrophe will finish off, sewer life that will survive death, the victory of instinct over goodness, and what goodness is I don’t know, all I know how to do is cry over my mother’s corpse while my father chases after whores more and more, one after another after another, and one day he’ll come upon me, the flesh of his flesh that nauseates me, since its fate is oblivion, and why doesn’t he take this flesh back once and for all, he certainly wants it more than I do, why doesn’t he just throw it at arm’s length against any wall at all, or at cock’s length, why doesn’t he get it over with and take me, put an end to that eternal tension between fathers and daughters, and how could he dare, you’re thinking, well, he’d dare the same way they dare here, in the context of my whoredom, here in this room where my father will end up one day soon, sooner or later he’ll come with the thought that maybe I’ll be behind the door, and I’ll open it while thinking the same thing, and when each of us sees what each of us has imagined, we’re going to be shocked at finding ourselves in the respective roles of whore and client, and we’ll slam the door as we scream scandal, but where are we going in a society where girls are whores and fathers clients, and how long has this been going on, forever, I’m afraid, ever since fathers have had a cock and daughters a fresh body to share with the whole world, father and daughter going back to their lives with the feeling that a tragedy has been played out, but one that’s been predicted for a long time, like the end of a century, she and he face-to-face thinking, I knew it, I knew it.
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      And you should ask yourself, then why all this, why don’t I leave this business I’m denouncing and that’s killing me, I really don’t know, it might be because of a natural tendency I have to take off my clothes and lie down anytime, to deal with being fondled and love it, I mean, I guess I love it, if I knew how to love, I’d definitely love it, but I think it’s the money, too, I haven’t talked about the money yet, which fills up my life with things to buy, repaint, rearrange, I haven’t told you yet that with that money, I can take care of myself the way I want, at every moment, endlessly lather my hair with a new shampoo, do the rounds of the surgeons, keep up the youth that I’m nothing without and the blondeness that makes the way I look at people seem sexy, in the first place there’s money to maintain my youthfulness, and then there’s my fascination with the repetition, client after client, that thing I can’t accept and that I put to the proof every single day, these men who aren’t where they’re supposed to be and who go where they have no right to, I should tell you that I didn’t become a whore with the first client, no, it was long before that, during the figure skating and tap dancing of my childhood, in the fairy tales where you had to be the most beautiful and sleep yourself to distraction, I’m a Smurfette who drowned in the mirror, in the midst of her hundred Smurfs who come around from time to time to remind her who she is, in between two adventures, when they’re tired of inventing their lives and exploring new territory, when they’re sick of sitting at the top of the board of directors of their forest and imagining Gargamel snickering about the ins and outs of their loss, and in these furtive moments they look at the Smurfette, who’s looking at herself just as much, and think, How beautiful she is to find herself so beautiful, what a turn-on it is, her searching in the mirror for the consummate trait of her beauty.
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      Don’t think that all men are the same, that they invariably get hard every single time with the same matching movement, because there are two or three who resist me all the same, I’d like to say they do it on purpose, as if they have to concentrate and worry about weakening any moment, and one of them is my psychoanalyst, I know what that word brings to mind, an old man with a cane looking up and down from his notes with myopic eyes, pushing his glasses back up his nose with an index finger, falling asleep listening to sick people because he’s heard too many complaints about not being the apple of Mommy’s eye, a dark room pregnant with the insanity of people who’ve come here to tell about their despair, moldy books and gargoyles made of stone, in other words, a morbid science for sick people, and you’d be right, since it almost is that, and besides, it makes perfect sense, from the bed to the couch, from the client to the psychoanalyst, it’s almost the same, a man and a woman constantly thinking about what they mustn’t do, who barely look at each other outside of when she arrives and leaves, a business made up of me talking about assembly-line sucking and him as voyeur, seeing it despite himself, two perverts taking care not to touch each other, at the edge of the allowable, hovering between what’s said and what’s not done, and so we look into the only thing that can unite us, my unhappiness, my destiny as a worm, where he comes to join me as if to shield me from it, but actually, there’s nothing he can do about it since I’m so close to death, it would take time, much too much, to find out how the ground under my feet opens, it would take too many words to cushion my fall, I’d have to be myself less, my mother less, my mother would have to kill herself, get it over and done with so that I can detest her out loud and live on that hate, so that I can wake her up from the shadowy depths while slandering her all the more, force a revolt to make her come back from among the dead and then have us kill each other to the point of no longer having any reason to bear a grudge or love each other, to the point of becoming mutilated strangers, our memory gone to the four winds so that we’d never suspect the existence of each other again, which would be outrageous, without precedent, and I’m calling for this new beginning, but nobody can do anything about it, they can only understand what it would require without being able to do anything about it, which is why we always come back to that, how seduction works in the narrative of my unhappiness, my way of panting out my story as if I were in the throes of intercourse, my way of languishing and of letting languish, paying while I look away as if between us it weren’t a question of money, my way of filling the room with unspoken words, which conjures up what I constantly desire while cursing the fact that I mustn’t, at least, you mustn’t when it comes to the requirements of analysis, and if you mustn’t, it’s because you want to, and the more you want to, the less you ought to, just like my father and I, who’ll slam the door on each other that much harder because we know what’s lurking behind it, since in a thousand ways we’ve imagined the meeting or our two inaccessible yet so familiar organs.
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      And should I be the most afraid of that event, well no, I’m not afraid, what I want to happen usually doesn’t, it won’t ever, but too bad that it can’t, can’t wake me up or kill me, so that something will finally start, I’ve about had it with this possibility that keeps being put off to later, and I’m not normal if I want that, all my friends tell me, I mean, if I had any friends they’d all tell me, I’m not normal, but I won’t let anyone take that as well away from me, the abnormality of a desire that could crush me, I won’t let anyone stop me from wanting death, because that’s all I have, in short, all I want, really wanting is wanting only one thing, without any alternatives, without that compromise that is too much like my mother, a worm hovering between sleeping and waiting to take form.
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      Now I should think about when and how everything began, how I could hand myself over to a man for money that first time, I think it started with money but became something else, there was already something else in this need for money, it was definitely an urgent desire to put an end to my virginity, to force men to take me because I was there, me and not somebody else, I didn’t know yet that you could fuck a woman while thinking of somebody else, I didn’t know that the power of imagination could push aside what was in front of you, besides, how could I have known that somebody could keep at the same image like that, always the same one, a wiggling toe or even a few obscene words, getting off on bits and pieces that aren’t part of the living world, a nylon stocking, lipstick marks on a white shirt collar, how could I have known that traces of what was could evoke more than the thing itself, and don’t think it shocks me, not at all, I have my own quirks now, my eccentricities, nowadays I’m perfectly at ease with the incongruity of what surges up in my mind when I’m coming, a woman’s breast spilling from a blouse, straps breaking, a door cracked on an uncle and his niece, from now on I know too much about what happens in my clients’ heads to worry about it when they get hard, and then I don’t know anymore, I think I’ve had enough of knowing, understanding that I was there for nothing, that I wasn’t where I should be, but the trap has closed, I couldn’t say which, the money, maybe, lounging in bed or in a bubble bath, loafing around for months without anything to worry about except buying new shoes, touching myself all day while I wait for the next client, eating at a restaurant and getting sloshed with other whores who aren’t really friends, just work pals, all of us linked by some vague camaraderie, a partnership based on making fun of clients’ cocks, throwing out winks while pantomiming not being able to keep from laughing, as if we were bonding, as if that were what bonding was: a whore snickering right under the nose of a client to another whore.

      And I’ve forgotten what my life was like before, I can’t imagine myself any other way, now I have a name, a place, and a reputation, I’m a very in-demand high-class whore, I can travel to southern countries, too, with whites who fan themselves with bills, clients who pay for everything and make it seem like it’s nothing so that they can show off their superiority as whites, show that everything—women and the misery of others—has a price, and the fact that they’re twice my age doesn’t bother anyone anymore, on the beach people know immediately what it’s about, I can see it in their way of not paying attention to us, and then I often wonder what my mother would think if she saw me like this on the beach with a man her age, nothing, since she doesn’t know how to see contrasts and questionable things like that, and then she never gets as far as the beach, it’s too far, too hot, and you have to fly, cancer and your skin, etc., maybe having to eat food you’re not used to at an hour you’re not used to, though I’m a hundred thousand leagues away from her wormlike life, she doesn’t think about it and I should stop thinking about it, too, but it’s stronger than me, she should be there, not me, it should be she who’s young and beautiful for once so that she could go back to bed with this moment and mull it over for a long time, revise it again and again to the point that her life would be reduced to this single instant of sun on a beach in which her skin would no longer need makeup, or her mouth wouldn’t be just a line but a real mouth that could smile with a real upturned smile, in which her body would no longer be something to bury and would become a bridge between her and others, between her life and my father’s.
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      And being spotted as a whore on the beach doesn’t bother me one whit, the blatancy of my identity associated with trafficking doesn’t embarrass me at all, but maybe it does the clients, I mean, it could bother them if they knew how to feel shame about having had to replace charm with money, but then maybe they enjoy another chance to display their buying power, maybe they like parading around with such a young thing because she costs a lot, or maybe they believe that women can love anybody at all who turns up, like puppies who give their heart to the first corner, worthless little beasts who don’t know anything about ugliness and stupidity, and they’d have a good reason to think that, because it’s almost true, but here I am being unfair again, it’s not as pitiful as I’m claiming, I mean women, whores, and Smurfettes full of inertia and weakness and all that nauseating fluidity, there are strong, proactive women, everybody will tell you that, everybody knows it, well, so much the better for them and for you who know them, basically I’m the one who’s sick, who doesn’t know how to applaud what I don’t know how to be, strong, active, and it isn’t your problem if I see the world from my mother’s bed, from the depths of the miserable sleep of a woman waiting for what will never happen, the kiss of a Prince Charming who has gone through forests of thorns to be with her, whose whole life has been a path to her, but he’ll never come, since he doesn’t exist or didn’t want her, he doesn’t exist, but better that she think he died on the way, somewhere among the voracious plants, better to tell my mother that from now on he’s a prisoner of the reeds, scattered over all this time to the four corners of the realm so that she in turn can die while imagining having been madly desired, believe that her failure to live has nothing to do with her but with the fate of another, the fate of being lost for her, for the Sleeping Beauty who died from sleeping too much.
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      I myself don’t sleep, I can’t, how could I, saddled with her, all I can think of is her and my rage about her sleeping like that, making me live two lives, mine and hers first, making me do everything twice that she hasn’t known how to do, with my sex organs that have been around the world, and my body that could carry a child from every nation, and what’s the good of that, you’re thinking, serial intercourse, as if it were the purpose of life, will my living for her make her happy, will she get any joy out of this going too far when it wasn’t she who did it, when that was what she lived for, for me, so that I could drag myself from bed to bed and replay the moment of leaving a thousand times, so that I could get into bed and then get up immediately, well, almost, with time enough only for a few caresses, getting out of bed before her sleep catches up with me, getting out to the point of it no longer being possible to stay there, since with the years bed will have lost the memory of a love that lasts, it will have taken the shape of my leaving, and that’s when I’ll be able to say I’ve succeeded, I’ll have spent my whole life accomplishing this feat, leaving a thousand men, forgetting their name by the time I’ve gotten out of bed.
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      It’s hard thinking of the clients one by one, since there are too many, they’re too alike, they’re like their postings on the Internet, indiscernible in their succession of ravings that always go back to the same drooling exclamations, She has such a nice ass, but she has fake boobs, and besides, they all have almost the same name, Pierre, Jean, and Jacques for the French-speaking ones, and Jack, John, or Peter for the English-speaking ones, and at any rate, I’ve no desire to think about them this way, I mean one by one, I’ve already lost too much time making them come and what use is it, except to mix them up in my mind a little more and give me that queasy feeling, I’d rather think it’s always a matter of the same man, the same man’s face, coming from nowhere and with no future, appearing there behind the door out of nowhere, I want to think it’s always a matter of the same cock that I tickle the same way every time, and when I go home evenings, I can’t remember much of anything but the money, I tell whoever’s interested, Today I earned so much money, and at home I count the bills one by one, several times in a row, to immerse myself totally in the money that’s come out of the blue, one hundred seventy-five plus three hundred twenty-five dollars, I’ve got to count it up over and over until nothing’s left but a single figure that I then break down into a host of things to buy, a new summer dress with a matching handbag, a new Chanel eye-shadow palette on sale at the Eaton Centre, new nails to glue on and some polish for them, flowers for the terrace and fertilizer for them, you see, I have two days to stop remembering Pierre, Jean, and Jacques, two days to empty my head of Jack, John, and Peter, in which there will be nothing else to think of but money and stuff to buy, as if I were dying for it, as if the dress, makeup, and flowers were going to take the place of everything I have to forget.

      But sometimes it’s beyond my power, I mean, forgetting, reducing the clients to a single man whom I can then reduce to his cock, sometimes they and their quirks take up too much space, seeing how sick they are, you forget they have a penis, you’d like to cry with them since it’s all that it would make sense to do, and this is when I don’t think of the money anymore, you can’t think about money during those moments, you can only think how you’ll never be able to forget the misery of men loving women and the role you play in that misery, their despairing caresses directed at us and the room closing in on us, and I say that even when we shut our eyes tight in order to do nothing but that, close our eyes to everything, even when we spend a whole life escaping far away, nothing can make us forget the devastation of what binds the whore to her client, nothing makes you forget this madness seen from so near that you haven’t acknowledged, at least not right away, except at the moment when you’ve found yourself alone, not knowing how not to think of it again, like that time when the door closed on Michael the Dog, the six-footer who wanted you to crush his eyes with your thumbs, I don’t know anything about him because he never said anything to me, and if you really think about it, he would have needed too much time to tell the story of the associations that have made him want to come from the contempt you’ve him, masturbating while imagining others’ cruelty in kicking him, and we don’t call him the Dog for nothing, how can you forget this man who yaps and whimpers like an animal, who wants to be hit in the face while you shout at him not to shoot his load, I didn’t ask you to look at me, mutt, lower your eyes and lick it, take that, that’ll teach you, and what is this worm of a dog who gets hard from steadier and steadier blows, despite the silliness of getting hard like this from pain and the shame of making me as whore witness the saddest of spectacles, the devotion of a slave to his master, and then how not to detest life after leaving such a scene, how not to look for what’s hiding behind the suits of all these men outside crossing the street on their way to work, swinging their small briefcases at the end of their arms, which adds a serious note to their walk, how not to feel queasy about institutions and office buildings, in fact, about this whole system of dogs pretending to be businessmen, and if I run into him someday in the real world, outside this room, I’ll turn away for fear of not finding anything abnormal about him, for fear of not recognizing the mark of madness in him and becoming a bit crazy myself, yes, don’t you have to be crazy to hit people just because they ask for it, don’t you have to be a worm to whore like this, with dogs, until I forget at what point I no longer know how to say no to anything, until I don’t know that in every other case I’m the dog, the sanctimonious little worm who whimpers on demand and lowers her head when they hand her the money.
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      Then why can’t I keep my head high and challenge the client with my arrogance, count and recount the bills in front of him to make him feel unwelcome, show him that I’ll never lower myself to what I see of myself in his gaze, to that groveling, servile animal who has only enough strength to bend down and close its eyes, I really don’t know why, and if I do lower my head, is it to avoid facing what I’ve been reduced to, I really don’t know that, either, because there’s always another time, I suppose, because standing up to three thousand men day after day can only exhaust me uselessly, because it makes more sense to surrender as fast as possible and bend down to finish this never-ending battle that I don’t even want, and why wouldn’t they, too, feel miserable about paying for it, just for that, getting sucked as if whores lived only to get down on their knees before anybody at all on their journey from the bed to the mirror and from the mirror to the bed, as if getting sucked needed to be thought of only in terms of money, oh well, that’s another thing I don’t know, since it’s impossible to know whatever it is when the questions you’re asking yourself aren’t real questions, when they’re addressed to no one or too many people at once, and maybe they actually are miserable, but it doesn’t matter whether they are or not, the ones who pay will always outrank the ones who get paid with their head lowered, and it’s not up to me, it’s a law of nature, just take a look at wolves confronting each other, wolves and lions who don’t know a thing about judgment differing according to point of view, all they know is what instinct tells them to do, puffing up their chest when they win and holing up when they lose, their tail standing up or disappearing between their legs, only animals know how to stay honest, and that’s it, all the rest is merely clowning around and religion, a consolation prize you give yourself for not dying of the truth.
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      And these three thousand men who disappear behind a door don’t know everything I have to manufacture to exorcise their presence, to keep nothing but their money, they don’t know a thing about my hate because they don’t suspect it, because they have appetites and that’s all that matters, because that’s all there is to understand since life is basically so simple, so hopelessly easy, besides, they have to take off, go back to their duties and chair their meetings, go back to their image as father, and sometimes when I’m alone here and nothing is happening, I lie without moving in bed and listen to life stirring in the building, pans clinking in the neighbor’s kitchen, a toilet flushing somewhere or other, somewhere below to the left, I listen to the traffic and horns on Dr. Penfield Street while realizing it’s not possible that nobody can hear me, the voice of a woman coming can pierce any wall, reach the lobby, my voice must travel to the street and get lost in the city’s cacophony, die between two honks of a horn, and convinced that I can be heard by the life stirring around me, I practice speaking very loudly the way crazy people do, I talk about everything and nothing without interruption so that there are no gaps between the words, so that it sounds like a prayer, and the words have to unfold one after another so there’s no place left for anything that doesn’t come from me, I speak like I write, sitting on the bed, in front of the curtains drawn back from the window, or spinning around, or staring at the walls, the sheets, the chair, the night table, the mattress on the floor, I speak to what’s here while knowing that it accomplishes nothing, that talking endlessly accomplishes nothing, but you have to keep going not to die from the blow of a silence too much borne, have to say everything several times in a row and especially not be afraid to repeat yourself, two or three ideas are enough to fill a single head, to direct an entire life.

      
When I was small, I was wild about the cosmos and Antarctica, about Greenland, whose ocher surface showed in relief on my globe, the one my father gave me while confiding to me that he would have wanted to be a sailor and live offshore to go where the wind carried him, with no family to feed, and I’d sit on the library floor in elementary school between two rows of books and page through magazines, I’d weep over those cold, fibrous, pitiless landscapes, I’d think, Well, it’s all too much, the way beauty has to withdraw far from the presence of men, why does it show itself to us only at the end of a telescope, or in places on the globe where you need to spend your whole life training to live, and I’d see myself there, drifting in the pink of cosmic dust or the turquoise of a fissure where microorganisms made their nest two hundred million years ago, I’d imagine a small planet named after me, which I could travel around in a minute, a gray planet covered with cute lunar craters that I’d grow roses between, I saw myself snuggled in wolves’ skins, crossing the eternal whiteness of polar regions, the immense blocks of ice sometimes loosening in summer, and what was so surprising about these places, why did I linger in them and not somewhere else, it has to be because the colors weren’t compatible with life, because these were sterile places, that was what appealed to me the most, the impossibility of breeding there, of seeing a man and woman making love, creating a family, village, nation, it was power, real power, this overcoming of men’s obstinate tendency for settlement, for living in places, and I want to believe that that is how it will continue to be in the cosmos and the polar regions, I want to believe that the aridity will overcome the rest, and if I detest crowds, swarms of humans, and the racket of voices in the lecture halls, and if I look far away from mass phenomena, maybe it’s because I’ve too often been told that I am just a speck of dust in the immensity of the universe, a heap of molecules whose hope for life can only be laughable, a spark that will have no effect on the Big Bang, and lying there in the grass while counting the stars with the children in the neighborhood, trying to spot the Big Dipper, maybe I told myself that if I had to be a speck of dust, at least I’d be one in the background, far from the other specks crowded together, far from their restlessness and their despair at realizing they were dust, and since the day when I was sent to school, an empty bag on my back, since the time I understood that there were millions of children in the world like me, crying shamelessly over crayons because hundreds of children before them had already worn them into stubs ready to be thrown away, I knew that it was me or them, that I didn’t have to like books and people anymore because there were too many of them and I should get out of this oversupply, reduce it to nothing because it risked taking up all space and making me forget about someone, I don’t know who anymore, you see, I’m always the first one to do such things, leave, forget, and I won’t let anyone nail me to the bed, to the great forever, and I’m not going to speak to you about my mother, I promise, I don’t want to anymore, I’m already far away from her world of sleep and beds, now I have to stalk my father in his comings and goings between work and the house to be sure that he’s part of his species, that he’s the same kind as the others I joke about around a table, making fun of them with a wink not directed at them.
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      My father is a believer, he goes to church and involves God in everything, the wickedness of men concerns him directly, what’s more, he never gets tired of it and is surprised by it every time, he pretends to be surprised but I know he’s on the lookout for it, that he has ears only for the negative news on TV and in the papers, the world’s misfortune is what he talks about, and he bores me because he repeats himself a bit, he’s off his rocker, and anyway, talk about war doesn’t interest me, it’s too huge, too far from my collection of Lejaby lingerie, war doesn’t interest me aside from the mass graves I’ve seen smoking under the African sky in a report on Rwanda, hundreds of thousands of bodies amputated by machetes in the 104-degree heat, which can’t be forgotten, even by me who forgets everything, and in that country, corpses already can’t be thought of as corpses because they decompose so quickly, because the forces of nature in that country recover everything to such a degree, mushrooms sprouting before your very eyes and shit becoming flowers, that’s the law of the jungle, life regaining its place and also the smell, the red of blood on black skin, that savagery of fauvist colors, the massacre of these strange people in a country of cholera and machetes, I can’t understand it, not me who’s only preoccupied with my Smurfette’s figure, being a slender whore who puts on her makeup before breakfast, and besides, such politics aren’t easy subjects to broach when it comes to a father like mine, they’re too complicated and demanding, you’d have to know how to forget about God long enough to look the world in the face, and above all my father wants to believe that all of them, black and white, are men corrupted by power, egoists without compassion, he likes to think that we live under the reign of evil and so on, that life down here will never be a life but an ordeal, a relentless battle against a thousand vices that have to be denounced, yes, intense suffering is necessary or the idea of paradise won’t be as beautiful, and the more you suffer, the surer the proof of others’ stupidity, men and their dirty desires, and the more you suffer from stupidity, the more likely paradise is, and why do we have sex for such a purpose, sex that you pay for with an eternity of burning alive, burning as sure as I’m falling, infinitely, the body regenerated by the very fire that burns it so that it can continue to burn, now that’s real torture for you, skin that remains unsullied because there’s no sign of yesterday’s burning, a plunge into that eternity of the stake with no longer any means of being elsewhere, ceaselessly dying but never reaching the end of it.
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      But I’m not sure that my father really believes in the eternity of torment and the beatitude, and besides, whether he believes or not doesn’t matter at all, since these are the stories he told me before sleep that I remember the most, the Golden Calf and the Red Sea that I’d imagine as red, Sodom and the pillar of salt at its edge, a woman who died because she turned toward a city in flames, it was such a beautiful image of punishment gone too far, a woman instantly changed into an all-white mineral statue, and I often wondered what could have become of her the next day after the city was razed, in light of what had happened, was she carried away and conserved like a work of art or was she left there, her form smoothed out in the wind until it was no more than a pile of useless powder, who knows, the story doesn’t say, the story isn’t interested in that kind of thing, fate after the fate, and if my father isn’t interested in it, either, he did at least put me on guard against disobedience, he taught me about the rashness of women who eat forbidden fruit and told me we don’t know why that woman wasn’t supposed to turn toward the city but she did, that was what had to be understood, that it was a test to see to what point she would hold on to life, to what point her identity as a mother was going to turn her away from God, But Daddy, I asked, will they change me, too, into a pillar of salt, will God also put me to the test, I don’t know, my daughter, but you must always be good and ask forgiveness, forgiveness for those you’ve offended, for having lied, stolen, killed, for that indelible stain inside you, the serpent’s bite, I should point out that my father liked to talk to me about serpents and Mary, the mother of God, standing on a little globe of the world, her right foot on the head of a black serpent, But why does she have bare feet, I asked him again, isn’t the snake going to bite her, she should have leather boots to protect her, and every evening I’d pray with my hands in front of my mouth, God, make me be good, make my father love me and make me be good, protect my family and so on, it’s all so far behind me, and anyway, I’ll never pray again, thinking of it makes me want to laugh, God, make me be good, give me courage, forgive my trespasses, and make my father believe I’m good, I had to repeat that sentence for two years because he’d surprised me naked with a boy who was trying to find what was between my legs with his fingertips, it hurt, so I shut my eyes, and it was at this moment, when I no longer wanted it, that I heard my father’s voice, a voice of the end of the world saying my name, and after that life was no longer the same, after the sight of me grimacing was set up between us, I was ten or slightly younger when it happened, so it was at ten that I committed my first trespass, becoming no longer Daddy’s little girl, and it was Mother’s Day, I remember that it was hot outside, and shame and the May sun became one for me that day, I should have been with her to show how happy I was that she was my mother, I should have been with her and I chose the boy since at that age I already preferred men to ugliness, I was also very pretty at the time, puberty hadn’t struck yet with its ravages, and I wasn’t thinking about getting thinner, I already had a bra that I’d fill with handkerchiefs, two in each cup, because in my hurry to become a woman, I couldn’t conceive of my breasts not being the same size, I didn’t know that the weight that comes with growing could divide itself unequally.
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      When I was little, I was the prettiest and they called me Blue Eyes, here comes Blue Eyes, look at Blue Eyes crying, I was a lovely dream that makes you nostalgic all day until the following night, and all day you think about the dream again while telling yourself that it would be better if it stayed like that, if the changing of the seasons were more like the way you wanted it, that life should be like that instead of something else, instead of me or whatever else falls into my hands, like my clients’ cocks, but of course I know the bond is too easy, as soon as there’s a hand or a mouth there’s also a cock, but it isn’t me who decided it should be like that, it’s the life of men and women, not the life of dreams, especially not the life of my dream, where I’m so beautiful that you can’t stop looking, the way I am it’s absolutely impossible to forget me after you’ve seen me a single time, I haunt the minds of people forever thanks to my unrivaled beauty, shining green eyes under dark, almost black hair, a high forehead and a tiny nose, prominent cheekbones, pink, fleshy lips covering half the face, lips that you immediately want to kiss, that are capable of a lethal smile, a woman for whom every man would leave his wife right then and there, a woman who could choose a man from among all the men on earth and who’d have a destiny, a real destiny that consisted of not being able to be anybody but herself, the most beautiful and the most desired woman in the world, and everyone would say my name several times a day, the men I’d prefer would be the ones who held it against me for enslaving them, for taking away their desire to look elsewhere and to love another woman, and in this dream I’d also have a sister whom I looked like, we’d be inseparable twins, she’d succeed where I’d fail and vice versa, each of us would have our strengths and weaknesses because you have to know how to remain human even in dreams, we’d be adorable and ruthless, we’d never betray each other, and if one of us did, we’d reconcile quickly with tears and regrets, with joy at finding each other united again by a link that no one would know how to sunder, not even a man, because we’d never fight over them, no, we’d both be a mirror for each other in which we recognized ourselves respectively, we’d be one and the other at the same time, the same woman split in two to the point of conquering the world.
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      And sometimes I tell my psychoanalyst about my double, my wonder woman who seems to have been growing forever larger in my mind, I tell him about my magic sister for whom I’ve imagined another sister, so that she doesn’t get bored when duty calls me elsewhere, to the university or this room where I receive the clients, I’ve given her a sister the way you give parakeets a mirror, so she can stand the narrowness of her cage, so she can have a social life in the solitude of my head, and actually, I’ve had a double since life taught me there had to be another where I am, someone indestructible to remind me that I don’t have the genius attributed to me and that my tooth-and-nail devotion to work will never cure the clumsiness of my fingers on the piano keyboard, and sometimes when I’m waiting for a client, or mornings when I get bored, I tell myself a story about a large family of women satisfied by a single man, I tell myself about a mother and her two daughters, a mother who’s the daughter of the man who has given her daughters, I imagine the two daughters carrying the child of this man who’s both their father and their mother’s father, and according to logic, the two daughters would each give birth to two little girls, themselves the future wives of their father, seven women passing down the special trait of being all for one and one for all over three generations, mothers and sisters and daughters at the same time, they’d form an indivisible clan, and their resemblance would be incredible, since no one would be able to tell them apart, throughout the world they’d become the object of a love cult, they’d be venerated by men who’d fight one another to become part of this miracle, to be the next sire, the father of a line of daughter-wives and mother-sisters, and the father they chose wouldn’t be able to differentiate them, no, each would keep close to her heart the secret of the identity she had carried inside her, and I don’t know why I think about that, I’ll have lost half my life wanting to be like that, inserted somewhere in a family where fraternity is a matter of sisters, and what do you think of that, Mr. Psychoanalyst, will I have to stop, will I have to take my place among others rather than taking the place of others, but you see, I’m not responsible for their proliferation anymore, they’ve colonized me to such an extent that their disappearing would empty me in a single blow, reduce my body to its organs, and if I have a daughter someday, I’ll baptize her Morgane, fusing morgue and organ in one person, her name will carry inside her the weight of life and the coldness of death, but don’t worry about it since I never will have a daughter, it takes too long, it’s too physical, it takes too much time to puff up and contract, better to imagine my enlargement in fantasy, imagine women multiplying by the stroke of a wand and a magic formula, silencing them would require cutting off my head, men would have to stop turning around for women in the street and women would have to get rid of their mirror, there’d have to be no longer anything but a single sex, for example, or all women would have to commit suicide in one stroke of disgust, too many improbable things would have to happen, you see, so I keep dreaming, because after all, you have to adapt to reality.
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      Before I was born, my father was already leading the life of a man, he was a lot younger then, barely twenty, keep in mind that it’s easier to get hard when you’re young, easier

      to forget about God long enough to get off, and he was already hinting to my mother that she wasn’t the only woman in his life, that she never could be, since what else can you do, faced with the multitude of women there are to love, faced with their breasts that ask to be watched, bouncing to the rhythm of their walk and stretching out as far as the eye can see, well, all you can do is want to touch them, all you can do is bring them nearer to get a better look at them, which my father doubtlessly does in the underwear factory where he’s been working for several years, where he most probably makes the seamstresses parade in front of him wearing underwear so that he can monitor the quality, now and then adjusting what’s too tight or not tight enough, probably with his fingertips, tightening the straps and tracing the embroidery, pulling the seams to make them give and musing over the result, my father was in charge of underwear quality control, my mother told me that, and he was the sales representative, that was why he traveled outside the country a lot, his little briefcase full of samples, and that’s not all, since he paid for fittings, certain girls were probably better at it than others, the prettiest and youngest, of course, meaning those he had to approach more than others, the ones for whom you like to manufacture underwear with stays and lace, making the fabric transparent to show their nipples.

      Long before I was born, my father had already left my mother, my mother was already letting herself die, and she could have been like the others who devote themselves to this type of work, who parade in front of men to get them excited, do their utmost to undress anywhere at all, letting everybody run their fingers over their chests and other places, in other words, she could have made sure she’d never lack for being looked at, and yes, better that she had, had become a whore, but I came along when she was young and there was still time for her to be beautiful, she got heavy from me hanging from her skirts and making her a mother, and she couldn’t be anybody’s whore anymore now that she was a mother, she deserved respect for having given her life, and I think that she’d had enough of it since I stayed the only child, almost, anyway, dead sisters don’t count when it comes to changing diapers and staying home while die father goes on business trips, stuffing his hands with other women and their chests, with their freedom to whore minus worrying about a child to put to bed, and besides, my father hadn’t touched her since he’d done his duty by giving her a child, since he’d been busy with his employees, making them put on a thousand pairs of satin stuff that ended up on the shelves of department stores, was sold to thousands of mothers trying to excite their husbands, in vain, since satin is infinitely more exciting on young girls who haven’t had any children, every man will tell you that, which is why you shouldn’t have children anymore, ever, and stop offering men your youth to devour, you should stop being happy worrying about the Big Bad Wolf clamoring for his Little Red Riding Hood, you should give them a good lesson and show them that they, too, have become old and ugly, that they should go back where they belong and keep their hands to themselves, but it won’t happen since I’m the only one complaining about it, I’m the one who can’t accept growing old and sagging under the weight of a pregnancy, the one who doesn’t want to disappear behind a child, which is why I won’t ever have any, won’t risk having a daughter constantly reminding me that I’m not twenty anymore, so that I won’t have to see my daughter parading around in her underwear and whoring with Pierre, Jean, and Jacques, with a father who’ll have eyes only for her.
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      And I’d love to tell you about the splendor of landscapes and setting suns, the smell of lilacs and everything else, all those things that make you happy, inoffensive things without sex, like a starry night or the history of a people, the birth of Christ and the conquest of the Antarctic, I could describe the beauty of the world to you if I knew how to see it, tell how faith and courage can prevail against the greatest misfortunes, but I’m too busy dying, I have to go right to basics, to what’s killing me, and I especially should know why, I do know already but I need to be convinced of it, to know beyond any doubt what I have to do, pay for the death of my mother with my life, yes, I killed my mother, I took away her youth and the attention of men, and you’ll say it isn’t my fault since I didn’t choose that way of being born, to that mother and that family, and I say you can be guilty without having chosen or done whatever it is, you can be guilty of having been where you shouldn’t have been, of having seen and heard things that don’t concern you, such as the death of Christ and the genocide of the Jews, that rainy season that’s too late and a plane crashing in the ocean, and I’m guilty of my mother’s ugliness and mine as well, I should stop contaminating the world with it and not transmit it to another who will have to die of it in turn, and what’s killing me came well before me, its seed was somewhere in the gestures my mother didn’t make, the void has a weight that I swear you can inherit, you can carry inside yourself the story of three historyless centuries, ten forgotten generations, because you had nothing to say about it or because the only thing to say about it would be what wasn’t done, and I’ve had it with this story that won’t tell itself nor any other, these stories about glory and harems, about enchanted crowds and athletes in wheelchairs, I don’t want any part of that life full of schedules, getting up and going to bed. between which you let out a stream of repetitive gestures, including business meetings, I don’t want a life that takes place for most people without a hitch, or almost, with a little crisis at adolescence and another in your forties, a divorce and a mortgage, those minuscule upsets that weave together the fabric of the quotidian, which has nothing to do with me, with the pin sticking in my eyes, with the skidding of my thoughts into my mother’s bed.
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      Actually, I don’t know anyone, not even this mother who keeps haunting me, how can you know somebody who sleeps and doesn’t speak, somebody who really isn’t anybody because she isn’t there, because she’s a pillar of salt in memory of a god who’s long ago forgotten about her, at least since the wind took away her beauty, and besides, everybody’s already forgotten about it except perhaps me, I have to think about it for everybody who has stopped, which is why I detest her, for having made me the one who has to think about it, the only one who has to make her live in her mind day after day, even if it’s part of a life of hate and beds, and for all these reasons my mind is dying, too, it’s dying from the weight of my mother, and no matter which weight, whether it be the weight of a corpse that’s very hard to budge and whose stiffness interferes with movement on the stairs, showing how unnatural life is to her at this point, and I should bury her once and for all, cover her with the strongest metals so she can’t come to the surface anymore and hunt me down with her octopus’s grip, with the menace of her bird of ill omen, but better that she got up and for the last time carried her own load, throwing herself from the top of a cliff to smash into the rocks, but to kill herself she’d need courage, she’d need a lot of it to recognize her burden of being there without being there, to stop being a worm at that very instant of freeing the world of it.
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      I do talk a lot, I talk too much but never in front of the psychoanalyst, his being there hinders my thinking, and besides, he’s not interested, he’s too specialized, too focused on what he hears behind what I’m saying, on what I know without knowing it, there’s no use saying whatever it may be when you know in advance that it’s not what should be said, when the psychoanalyst is at any rate focused elsewhere, where there’s nothing, where it’s neither hot nor cold, and right not I’ve had it with lying there on the couch, I can’t stand letting him take refuge in his everyday worries anymore, such as errands to do or the next book to write, and when I want to jolt him out of his comfort more than I want to be silent, I tell him about my dreams so that they can speak in my place, Listen to this, Mr. Psychoanalyst, and see for yourself, I’m a lot more interesting at night, sleep makes me almost pretty, my dreams really put on a show, gales and storms, mortal dangers and secret codes, I dream about elevators in free fall crashing a thousand floors underground, sinking without a thing holding them back, to humid, cockroach-ridden worlds that you can’t escape because the hole has closed progressively during the descent, I dream about thousand-story buildings collapsing onto the heads of fleeing people, swarms of blind ants escaping from passing cars without protecting themselves, 1 dream of the depths of ocean floors and telephones being cut off, Hello, Mom, I can’t hear you anymore, don’t cry, Mom, where are you, I’ve lost your number, forgotten it, but answer me, it’s hard to hear you, and how come my fingers are paralyzed, why can’t I speak, and it goes on a thousand different ways, somebody not answering, the telephone ringing in the void, in the infinite space of electric circuits, they’re not answering because they know it’s me, because it’s a wrong number, because the line is busy and I’m out of money, I’m lost at the end of the world, at the very top of a building, on the point of giving in, or way down at the bottom of a rocky well, Hello, Mom, where are you, how have I been able to get so far away from you, a thousand leagues from your life so that you don’t hear my voice anymore, how could I have left you alone in that bed where you’re dying, but now I have to move to something else, I don’t want to talk anymore about these dreams that I seem to have had forever, ever since I saw my mother crying because my father wasn’t phoning her, after he left on a business trip with his expense account, He’s forgotten about me, she would have been able to say if she’d noticed I was there, he doesn’t think about either of us, he’s with another woman, she maybe would have hinted, but enough of that since I’ll never get to the end of what she didn’t tell me, and last week, or month, I’m not sure, I dreamed I was ten, the daughter of my father, and that I wanted to please him, he was looking at some childish drawings I’d done in school, a white sky and blue clouds, a yellow sun with red rays and a green field, what’s more childish than a drawing where the chimneys stick askew from the roofs of houses, but that wasn’t what my father thought, Look, he said to me, evil is in the sky, the seed of it is waiting to be born and to get red-hot, to burn the paper, and when I looked at the sky in my drawing, it was covered with blue snakes, a tormented sky where eddies carried away the stars in the ebbing of the Milky Way, and soon the sky began to move, swarming with blue snakes that were getting less and less blue and turning black, It’s the black of the serpent’s blood, my father replied as if I’d asked him a question, as if I didn’t know it already, a disgusting sky of millions of black snakes,

      But no, Dad, you’re wrong, it’s only a sky, all white and blue like Mary’s gown, Yes, it is, today it’s a blue sky but evil is hiding there all the same, and he crept into the clouds, Look closer, you can sense it, it’s everywhere, especially in children’s drawings, especially in a child’s head, because later you, too, will be a serpent, you won’t seem like one but you will be, you’ll swarm behind the appearance of a blue sky, But it’s not true, Dad, it can’t be, and in this dream I was sad because there was no longer anything that could be done about it, the evil had been accomplished, it was necessary, and when I wanted to show him the other drawings I was holding to prove they were without malice, they caught fire, the fields were changed into pirates’ boats on board which men were killing one another and throwing one another over the gangway, one of them had hoisted the flag of death, and the sea was red, you could hear shouts echoing in the background announcing that they were all damned, what a tragic dream, Mr. Psychoanalyst, it was at ten that I became bad, that’s what it must be saying, it was the beginning of the end, the decadence leading to my whoredom, and with that I fell silent since everything had been said, what’s obvious isn’t explained, it just is, as you always say when you don’t want any more questions, and yet again came silence and worrying about errands to do, and if I don’t feel like speaking more, if I don’t want to know any more about it, it’s because my dreams are too clear, my coherence pains me like life does, offering too many answers, and then in any case, why would I need a psychoanalyst to add clout to my stories, to bore me with words that I don’t listen to because I’ve said them myself a thousand times already, I really don’t know, I guess because my parents ought not to get out of it so easily, because I have to pay and because someone will have to testify against me, because that’s what psychoanalysts are for, forgiving and asking forgiveness, forgive me, my daughter, forgive me, Mommy, but I don’t know how to forgive, I only know how to grit my teeth all the more on the insistence of cocks in my mouth, the cock of a father doing business with whores, and not just one, probably, since a whore automatically points with her body to another whore, and her body naturally designates that of another, which is how they get rid of the cocks of their clients, of my father, whose cock gets hard for every other woman but his.
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      And believe me, I’d like to see something else besides guilt and ugliness, insanity for example, some disorder that would explain everything, my inability not to die from my mother’s degradation replayed endlessly, and men’s desire not losing its stamina any less, men who’ll soon look elsewhere when I’m there, but you see, I’m chained to my position, to my deathbed point of view, if only I could lose my memory, shout so that I couldn’t hear it anymore, overlay it with a sound that would no longer serve as the object of a discourse, insanity would have to fill my life with a re-created world that has neither man nor woman, a world of litanies and pious gestures, fits of laughter and steeples, it would be nice to lose myself in devotions under a thousand veils with a wooden rosary around my neck, I’d prostrate myself to the point of being nothing more than a back offered to my god, but it’s too late for that now, you can’t lead such a life anymore when everything is coated with nausea, it won’t ever happen, a vocation and insanity, tomorrow it will be the same thing, I’ll pass by the windows of the neighborhood shops, plastered with magazines, and won’t be able not to look at what they throw in our face, the sidelong glances of a hundred adolescents playing at being ripe women, in swimsuits or worse, their naked breasts crowding out everything else, and I won’t be able not to look around me for a glance that makes me the same, that makes me crowd out everything else, hoisting me to that place where everyone will be able to see me, and what for, you’re thinking, to get hard from the sight of me in a swimsuit, breasts pointing under the drenched cloth, to see me so that the others will disappear, so that I’ll be the only one who exists, and from there I’ll finally be able to show my ugliness even if you don’t want to hear about it, I’ll unveil my doll’s stitches that have been tossed under the bed even if this isn’t the time to do it, I’ll kill myself in front of you at the end of a rope, I ‘ll make my death into a poster that will reproduce itself on the walls, I’ll die like they die in the theater, in the din of the hue and cry.
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      And if I die before my suicide, it will be because I’ll have been murdered, I’ll die between the hands of a madman, strangled by a client because of having said one word too many or because of refusing to speak, to say, Yes, it’s true, whores are liars, dirty bitches who dazzle other women, carrying them away en masse, far from their husbands, to some overpopulated world without families, I’ll die from having not said what I passionately believe, my contribution toward what there is of the worst in life, I’ll have spent my life ignorant about everything in the outside world, about the wonderland that actually does exist on the other side of this room, spreading in every direction as far as the eye can see, from the moment you take the trouble to look, I mean really look, powerfully, squinting to prevent a single dose of too much beauty, I’ll have never questioned the impact of stars on the fate of humans, nor the repercussion of dietary habits on the growth of bones, nor clear-cutting on the growth of deserts near cities, I’ll never have seen the savagery of the Arctic, where ice floes break apart in spring with a clap of thunder, where you can see the stretch of a three-billion-year-old tundra, Moss Pink flowering under the warmly muffled gaze of the ecologists, I’ll have neglected marine currents sweeping the bottom of the oceans, making their way without a thought for the evolution of mores, the abolition of the death penalty, and the migration of swallows in spring, and if someone strangles me in a fit of rage because my very special way of keeping silent outlasts the most cocksure of speeches, it will be to get turned on by my sow’s squeals and my scarlet face trying to escape in every direction, my cheeks and forehead tightening to the point of tearing, and honestly, I want this and I think about it all the time, I’d have to be found dead in bed, the crumpled sheets on the floor a sign of someone fleeing without bothering to cover me to make it look like a woman sleeping, it happens a lot, murderers placing a pillow under their victim’s head, raped women with their panties put back on, as if it were normal, an out-of-place sense of decency too late in arriving, I’d like to be unveiled cold and naked to my community, so that no one can deny me any longer, permanently fixed as an identified corpse, and in the time it takes to cover my body, they’d say, Poor girl, adding in a loud voice that the murderer was probably my last client, that maybe it was my lover who got furious when he discovered I was a whore, or it was my father, or it was a jealous sister, who was furious at seeing men prefer me to her, who knows, and the inquest would begin with my parents and their shock of learning how I’d died, their embarrassment at being disgraced in front of so many witnesses, wouldn’t you hope for a closed coffin, such a disfigured face could make people talk, all the condolences, condolences from the whole family, then a prayer and a few brightly colored flowers clashing with the gray of winter, and then nothing, just the aberration my life will have been, the immense space of an existence nobody knows anything about, and the feeling of having been there for something, what did we do, what did we say, backtracking to what could have led to it, a wormlike mother, sinning father, modern-day individualism, the apathy of neighbors on the same floor, the tyranny of needing an answer.
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      I didn’t know that someday I wouldn’t be able to change my view of life and people, I didn’t think it was possible to talk about my death a hundred times without wearing it out, making it unworkable like those magic tricks that you watch when you’re too near them, I didn’t think I’d keep believing in it more and more and would terrify myself by the certainty of it, no, when I first wanted to die, I didn’t know to what point I was telling the truth, to what point death was hiding behind everything I did, and besides, people are always telling me that this is a dangerous profession, that any nut at all could show up and break my bones during a distracted moment, strangle me with one hand and send me flying against the wall, nuts are everywhere and especially in this degenerate business, but to tell the truth, it’s never happened, even if I’m sure it’s going to, as sure as I think my father could be hiding behind the door, it’s never happened but it could today, or tomorrow, what’s better, in fact, than a whore for getting even for having been deceived by life, what’s better than pummeling wrecks with your fists, it’s already so close to being nothing, and anyway, everybody says so, that’s what whores are for, to keep young girls from being raped on the way to school, to preserve the innocence of future wives, but what everybody says to watch out for, you shouldn’t, since it’s idiocy talking, the speech of people who want to validate their jackal appetites, nothing’s going to stop men from marking everything that surrounds them with their dick, and nothing’s going to stop young girls from wanting to be raped wherever they are, especially on the way to school, when they’re pretending they don’t expect it, nothing’s going to stop all that from happening over and over and over again, it’s written in the heavens as sure as the sun rises and stars explode, as sure as the beginning of the oldest profession in the world, and the stranding of clients in this room, stuck at the very end of a building, from which you can see the city grasping the night at the tips of its lights.

      I’ve never been raped on the way to school, even if I was expecting it, even if I wanted it, that has to be why I can’t stand the fact that others are, it’s proof that I’ve never known how to push men to the breaking point, I’ve never known how to get them off the beaten path from work to home, which is proof that even as a teenager I wasn’t enough of one, I wasn’t up to par, I would have had to tease my hair a little more, to let a little bit of white panty show under my schoolgirl’s skirt, I would have had to hang around dark corners and rouge all of me with my rage, with my desire to make them go overboard, and I was already like my mother, giving up my place, watching others take it, not being able to do anything but sleep and get older, disappear with the changes of season, with continental drift and the movements of the stars, the conquest of space and the sale of billions of items to powder with, dress with, and throw away, and all the children being born so that it could keep going, life and its cycles, the eternal return of the same thing, fucking and the cult of beauty, the cult of making youth last into old age, being seventeen to fifty like comic-strip heroines, like Madonna, like every whore who knows how to whore, except at thirty it’s hard to be a whore, since by then breasts are already far from many caresses, they beat a retreat to somewhere nobody wants to go, not to mention your figure starting to stoop and cells decaying, so what can you do except withdraw from the world into an oxygen flotation tank, keep your eyes closed, and stop smiling, wait for a new technique and treatment, for a miracle, wait until you don’t have to wait anymore and come out into the light of day to show off your changeless and Smurfette-ish beauty clothed in white, and then, I don’t know anymore, they live happily ever after and have a lot of children, but as a rule, I don’t go that far, I don’t think about what becomes of beauty once it’s in motion, where it goes and who speaks to it, I don’t know, maybe it lets itself go play with itself, receive visitors and turn daily life into a work of art, the beauty of a mouth glued to a coffee cup and a head bending over a plate, the beauty of fingers caressing a spoon, the beauty of each gesture giving itself a reason for being each time, leading to a life full of that reason for being, which never stops diffusing into a thousand gestures that are perfectly beautiful.
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      When I was small, I was the most beautiful, just as all little girls are, each making her dress billow with the movement of the jump rope, I was perfectly unaware of what awaited me, yes, it gets spoiled at adolescence, I really think it does, and in high school my girlfriends were prettier than me, all of them, they never knew how much I hated to see them prettier than me since I always rebelled in silence, in the comfort of my fantasies, in a corner of my mind where you can be dead and living at the same time, murder those you love a thousand times and commit suicide while imagining the dismay of your family, But why did she choose death, didn’t we do all that we could, haven’t we given her everything and even more, and a thousand times I imagined my friends disfigured, I saw them with third-degree burns, with gray hair falling in patches and breasts that had to be removed because they were ravaged by cancer, rotted stumps of breasts that they then had to hide under crossed arms, my hate reached the furthest extreme of what was trying to bloom around me, I was also the school anorexic since I had to distance myself, Watch me disappear and see how I love life, and I was already parading my refusal to stop being a child, to spread out into curves while my mother dwindled more and more, no longer wanting to leave her bed, and if my girlfriends had been faithful to me, I wouldn’t ever have wished for their ruin, if they’d adored me to the point of dropping everything else, if they’d followed me like the apostles followed Christ, those drifting fishing nets, their hearts brimming with gratitude for having been chosen, maybe I’d have made an effort to be carnal and completed like them, I would have lined up on their side, but my thinness helped them to smile, to tilt their head back to show off their breasts, and if most of them had nothing to do with my concentration-camp beauty, others still would have been subjected to my influence, they would have wanted to lose weight, since aren’t little butts prettier and more feminine, couldn’t they stay off chocolate for longer than two days, and when they began to get thinner, I knew that I was lost, that

      they were going to lose me, I knew I had to leave for the city because they were coming to join me where I wanted to remain alone, let’s not forget that I was hungry all this time, and here I was learning that being hungry was useless, why be hungry when anybody can starve herself to the point of being force-fed at the hospital, to the point of her heart stopping, and that’s when I left them for the city, I wanted to work and became a whore, what idiocy, what a lovely, logical turn of events, from anorexia to whoredom requires only one step, and it certainly had to be my mouth that kept working, I had to take into my mouth everything I could to make up for lost time, surround myself with pounds and cocks, and don’t think that today I’m cured, no, I’m always hungry, every day I size up what I eat, does this go well with that, couldn’t I leave a third of this gruel on my plate, keep living in my teenage body as long as possible by not eating this last third, keep living in my Smurfette smallness, which adores plumping up its lips and breasts with silicone, having what my mother never did, lips and breasts, and a third of a plate multiplied by 365 days makes 120 plates fewer to digest, and that’s not all, since there’s physical exercise, the gym, the training center where they have specialized equipment for firming the stomach, buttocks, and thighs, which contain more than 80 percent of the fatty matter, and I must go three times a week, Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, one day for the stomach, the other for the buttocks, and the last for the thighs, and sometimes when I push myself too hard I throw up in the locker room, I enjoy being sick in front of the others, I don’t know why, because pity is often better than envy, because in front of women I can only shrink, bow down all the way to their feet and ask forgiveness, forgive me, forgive my offenses, forgive me for having been loved, for having killed, lied, eaten, and though I can defy my clients and my psychoanalyst with silence, though I can be daring and insolent with men, I’m a worm when it comes to women, which is why I have no friends, not really, to be honest, which is why it’s better to keep them to the side, surround myself with men and shut myself in, yes, I detest women, I detest them with the means at my disposal, with the strength of that corner of my mind where I murder them, with my body bent low and my mouth asking forgiveness.
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      I often wonder what my psychoanalyst thinks of my case, my whoredom, my ugliness, my mania for being my mother, but anyway, I’m not sure he thinks anything at all, what can you think if not what you usually do, faced with a bodybuilder attached to his weights as if they were the most precious of treasures, or even a junkie slumped in some public toilet, the stalls streaked with blood from a badly and too hurriedly worked vein, what can you say to yourself if not how pitiful you find the baseness of others, life reduced to a single act, endlessly striking the same wall and always crashing into the same place, a life made of constant replays of the same morbid situation that arrives time after time at the same conclusion, men this, women that, clients, Smurfettes, while he tries to push me in a different direction, as if I were in a position to go there, as if I could see what’s hidden behind what doesn’t work in my constant preoccupations, I suppose the way I talk about it is a screen, you have to know how to talk about what you keep silent, the fear of dying alone in a bed while what you’re dying for is running through the streets, then tell me, Mr. Psychoanalyst, what can I say that’s going to change this story, not a damn thing since the links between things in my head are more resilient than the most brilliant cure in the whole history of psychoanalysis, and then there’s the issue of trust, I can’t manage letting go for this man whose face I can’t see, I can’t manage to retain what he says since it has nothing to do with what’s in the textbooks, which are so much clearer than anything that anyone can say, less frenetic, and what’s more, you can read and reread the same words whenever you want, so why doesn’t he take notes, why does he stick with my aimless heaps of complaining as if I were an unleashed dog, and maybe he’s a passive letch like my father, and what does he know about my distrust of him and my disgust for his yellowed toenails that I can see from the couch, if I lie on my side, like scales on a motionless lizard whose thin pink tongue shoots from its mouth without warning and is retracted immediately, a cold lizard with fixed eyes circled in black, what does he think of the intrusion of his toes into the cure, since he lets them show in summer through the straps of his leather sandals, those toes stupidly intervening between him and me, between our two sexes, psychoanalysts shouldn’t be allowed to wear sandals regardless of the season, you should be able to think of them as not having any organs, body hair, or odor, you shouldn’t have to put up with the tyranny of their feet changing the course of your thoughts, nor with those patterns formed by rings of sweat at the armpits, and more than anything, my story should be written in his hand, the case of a whore, it should be published and read by a lot of people, far from these babblings of mine and his cramped office.

      You have to know how to speak to play with what’s being said, and that’s how he plays with what I’m saying, rephrasing my words, so that if I say I want to hang myself, it’s because I want to be carried, so that I don’t have to touch the ground with my feet anymore and give myself up to my burden of being a bitch on a leash, an overly trusting pup who lets her mother lift her by the skin of her neck, well, what a discovery, Mr. Psychoanalyst, I hadn’t thought of it, now that I see the connection, I don’t want to hang myself anymore, and maybe you’d like to carry me a bit, just long enough to take that leash and train me at your feet to the point of putting my mouth on your groin, yep, Mr. Parrot, you certainly have worked out the reason for my constant sense of depersonalization, my father’s like my clients and my clients are like my father, my mother’s like me and I’m like her, and you know, I really am losing myself in all this house of mirrors, so that I don’t know who I am anymore because of being so much like somebody else, and I don’t know any better who you are because of mistaking you for somebody else, so it’s not finding myself alone that scares me, it’s not succeeding at it, there are too many people around me giving birth to others, and I can’t hide anything from you, my dear sir, I’d like to go to bed with you, but I’d also have liked not to tell you, but sure, I know that if I want to, it’s because you’re like my father, basically for me you’re a father, and as for your wife, I couldn’t give a damn, she’s obviously old and ugly like all women her age, like my mother, and besides, I’m sure you’ve lost your desire for her and masturbate looking at magazines with photos of young naked girls putting a finger in their slit, and I also know you’re not at all embarrassed by these confessions since you’ve seen it before, every day sick young women fall in love with their psychoanalyst, it’s a normal part of the course of the cure, sorry, but I don’t like to use the term analysand for suicidal women who prostitute themselves, I’d rather just say they’re sick, it’s more honest and more exciting, too, being sick is having nothing to do with your illness and letting yourself go moaning about being sick, having full permission to worm, yes, I think like my mother does, but I’ve already told you that a thousand times, I am my mother, and if she worms, so do I, and then what use is understanding it if it’s just to see that you’re a worm because you came from the belly of a worm, it would be better to burn me alive to put an end to this seeing of it every session, ah yes, I see that I actually do sleep, eat, think like my mother, suffer like her, too, mustn’t forget that, being like your mother means being completely like her, right up to your blocked thoughts, right up to the way you lift a cup of coffee to your lips, right up to the sensitivity of a pupil dilating in daylight and to banging your head against the wall, right up to feeling guilty for having been where you shouldn’t and having been loved, yes, right up to being ugly and to what you can’t manage to say, right up to no longer being able to stand yourself and going to sleep.
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      So I talk about everything and nothing because the rule is free association, whatever comes into my mind, and what is free association exactly, I don’t know, nobody does, since in this kind of treatment nobody knows anything about anything, that’s the way it’s supposed to be, you have to train for several years to get to stop knowing anything, so it’s all up to me, I’m the one who talks and interprets it, I choose the diagnosis and the remedy, I’m the one who decides whether to be hysterical or obsessional, melancholic or whatever, I’m also too many of these vague things that can’t be appraised, how can you identify a hurt when you’re struggling not to name it, and you’ll say it’s better that way, that you have to learn how to live in uncertainty about what you are, and maybe the final verdict comes at the end of the cure, when they strike a gong, wherein my psychoanalyst will be able to congratulate himself for having kept silent for so long about what he knew from the start, and anyway, what does he know, in fact, what could he know about me that I don’t know already, I really wouldn’t know, and if you go to a psychoanalyst, it must above all be to learn to do without him, that’s the ultimate goal, but I’m the type who can’t let go of a hand held out to me, and if someday I do let go, he’ll only have to pat himself on the back and announce that he’s succeeded in convincing me of one thing, to die as soon as possible because ultimately fathers are nothing more than fathers, they don’t leave their wife for a starlet young enough to be their daughter, he among others will have known how to keep his place right through our last appointment, at my side he’ll have replayed my little girl’s calamity of abandonment by her mommy, sitting at the table of her childish dreams, her head stuck in her plate because there’s nobody to help her, he’ll have proved that a disappointment as great as that can live again and again an infinite number of times, that it isn’t humanity that’s wrong about what men and women are worth but sick minds like mine, servile, bummed-out minds who never received eyes to see the fear that’s killing them, that the one who’s on the wrong side of life is me, not them, since I’m on the side of my mother’s bed, in her damp witch’s cellar.
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      Yet again I have to talk about everything I’m throwing in your face, but lying there on the couch, I don’t speak most of the time, I sleep or pretend to, since I hate speaking in person, with the voice of a rat caught in a trap, the speech of an animal running in the light of day for its dark corner, I hate whining when I’d like to sparkle, but here I am, still at it, wanting to seem beautiful in what I say, wanting to express my rage in one breath, the Big Bad Wolf hunting down Little Red Riding Hood and Little Red Riding Hood needing a wolf to hunt her down, did I get what I had no right to or did I have no right to what I passionately wanted, what is it that I’d have had too much of or too little of, that we don’t know, either, you see, you have to reinvent life to discover something about it, then I guess you have to hit your head very hard with your fists to make yourself believe in it, since I don’t, I don’t believe in what I was or wasn’t, and anyway, it doesn’t matter as long as the result stays the same, the result of not thinking anything else but how filthy men are, the way they spread their sperm whenever they have a minute, emptying out their scum as if it were some achievement, and I challenge you to hold back a few days to see if you don’t start thinking, but it never happens, never, not these days, when they’re putting makeup on little girls and you’re supposed to be eighteen your whole life, when twitching slits glue themselves to the slightest glance even in fairy tales, it would be better for them to keep relieving themselves like dogs do, on fire hydrants, or on any other rubbish over which you can raise a paw, it would be better to watch those American inanities and ask for more of them, marveling each time over the same film, in which only the Smurfette changes, the bimbo who wants to keep her man home, But why aren’t you ever here, your career’s more important than your family, I’m so lonely and I need you, I’m bored with nothing else to do but make myself beautiful for you, don’t go conquer the world or save humanity, stay here and take me in my new negligee and notice how hot I look on the screen, see how the men in the audience are getting hard, can’t you see how that’s all I am, infinitely capable of making them hard, infinitely undressed in my negligee, and while you’re fighting for a just world, I’m running to shops and surgeons because being brave when you’re old doesn’t do anybody any good, and besides, being young demands so much time, a whole life, you’ve got to hydrate your skin and make yourself up, get larger breasts and lips, and then do the breasts again because they aren’t big enough, keep an eye on your measurements and bleach your hair platinum, have the wrinkles on your face burned off as well as the varicose veins on your legs, in fact your whole body burned to get rid of any signs of life, so that you can live out of time and the world, like a real bimbo in a swimsuit in a magazine, like Michael Jackson alone in his white skin, finally dying from never being completely white, completely blond.

      It’s true, I’m furious about not being near the top of the list of the most beautiful women in American cinema and about not knowing how to separate heroes from their heroism, I’m also furious about having to hole up with a psychoanalyst to adjust my ideas to my ugliness, I suffer from being more beautiful in dreams than anywhere else, from seeing what I have to renounce on TV every day, and you’ll tell me that I can’t be that ugly if men pay to go to bed with me, yes, true, I’m a lot uglier to myself than I am to others, and for some I’m even quite beautiful, I definitely want to acknowledge that if it can cheer you up, but that’s not what I’m talking about, it never was, it’s not my place to tell you what it is, I keep repeating it without being able to put my finger on it, which is why I always come back to my mother, because she knows better than me why she was left, she’d know better than me how to define her ugliness, which is also mine, but yet again she has too much to cry about, needs to cover my father’s absence with her canine whines, her agony about being a larva writhing from its inability to open its wings, but actually, she has no wings and never did, she collapsed long before she could ever fly, like a little bird forgotten at the bottom of the nest, lost in her shell and crushed by the vigor of her little brothers, and how has she survived, I don’t know, besides, surviving isn’t enough to say that you’re living, you need to know how to walk by yourself, you need to know how to leave your bed from time to time even if it’s just to go whine somewhere else, to go and die in the woods, for example, far from the eyes of your daughter, to die and let them think you were trying to escape your unhappiness and choose a new country, to give yourself the chance to stop being a worm while leaving your sleeping-princess fortress and coming to get that kiss that could bring you back to life.
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      But I almost forgot that she’s old and ugly now, no one will want to kiss her, not even the blind, because they know how to sense things and especially that, oldness and ugliness, they’d turn their back the way you turn away from vermin, instinct forcing a hand to their mouth, they’d cover their head with their arms since ignoring the horror isn’t enough to protect yourself from it, you also have to get away from her, send her to the circus and the ghettos and the hospitals and the camps, she needs to be contained and can’t be talked about, or only in the past tense, and these men would avoid her while in their heads imagining a woman that matched her smell, they’d see her with the power of their nose and ears, they’d recognize her by her witch’s gait, by the noise gray hair makes when it falls, they’d run for cover while praying to God that she’d only pass by, and as they ran away, she could chase them to the point that they’d forget what existed before, the smell of flowers and birdsong, she could chase them to the point of their getting sight back and going home, never wanting to leave again, and at the end she’d be beached beneath their windows like a whale on sand when it’s sick of being the fattest marine animal, she could hollow out a tomb by pounding her fist while screaming their name, yelling far into the night to make them deaf to any other sound and keeping them from sleeping, so that they’d throw themselves out the window and beg her forgiveness, forgiveness for having avoided her kiss to the point of death, forcing her to choose between her life and theirs, yes, it would be better if she knew how to make them take the blame for her unhappiness and if they were destroyed from not wanting her love, and what I say is that women shouldn’t be left to their ugliness anymore, with the excuse that they should stay in bed and stop showing themselves to the children for fear of striking them mute or making them grow old in a single stroke, that they should stay away from others and their hopes for happiness, we need to give way to them or execute them without waiting any longer, we need to look at them with an inviting smile even if it’s a nervous one, in a hurry to be finished, and also, why should ugliness be something just female, haven’t you noticed that all men are hunchbacks or frogs in fairy tales, all they have is their desire to seduce women who are never frogs or hunchbacks but always the most beautiful, absolutely desirable women who know how to recognize their prince among a thousand even if he is a hunchback or frog, symmetrical women looking at themselves in the mirror, mirror, on the wall, who’s the fairest of them all, thrilled to see their own hair ruffled by the wind and their cartoonish muscled chests, which they use like armor, infirmity isn’t allowed in women, anyone will tell you that, then what can be done with them except sending them to the surgeon, putting makeup on them, and promising them the prettiest and biggest, the smallest and blondest, profiting off their wormy preoccupations with jars of cream and hormones, shoes that are worn only in bed, little glass slippers they wait in line for at the store while thinking of the handbag they’ll have to buy and the wardrobe change they’ll have to make.
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      Maybe my mother wasn’t always like this, obviously she needed time to grow old this way, for this bedridden old age, years to lose her memory of ordinary actions, getting up, washing, eating, and loving, and as a child I think I thought she was beautiful, I don’t know anymore, stretched out in the sun in her red swimsuit, I liked her better than my aunts, who talked about their bust while worrying about the line left on their back by their straps, and I think she was thin, very slight in comparison to her sisters, and all three of them liked sunbathing together to tan their white-woman’s skin, which was already inflamed by broken veins, they were already busy hiding the fact that they weren’t dark and robust, and in these photos from their youth, you can easily see that my mother was pretty, not ugly at all, actually, though you always look good in black and white, the skin becomes clear and smooth, red blotches disappear, as do other things, you also look at least ten years younger, it takes you away from what you are in the light of day, in front of the mirror in the morning, or even under the neon light of supermarkets, you get closer to your dreams in those tones of gray that you sometimes frame on the night table, and this is why my mother can contemplate her youth from her bed, and what could she be thinking when she sees herself so young and beautiful, I’m not sure, maybe age has made her forget that it’s her, maybe she doesn’t want to believe it for fear of discovering that my father didn’t love her even young and beautiful, for fear of having to go over what she lacked to be a woman worthy of love, for example, charm and gaiety, hope and sweetness, in other words everything hidden behind the photo, a smile that outlasts the flash, a confident walk, and especially talk, since my mother doesn’t speak and definitely never did, maybe that’s what she lacks the most, wings to fly and a voice to speak, a way of saying things besides the tick of her fingers pulling out their nails that should be silenced with the stroke of a razor, and that’s why her mouth has been reduced to that silent slit, and if by some miracle she spoke, don’t think it would awaken her, don’t think that the windows would shatter and that she’d sit up straight in bed, no, her speech couldn’t stand being heard, it would hang on the bed because it had nothing to respond to it, only a photo from her youth and not even that, really, since photos don’t answer, they do nothing but grow old like people, they turn yellow like white hair does, and soon her youth in a frame will yellow as well, it will get old to the point of losing the idea that there’s a life for it outside of that room or bed, outside of that growing old along with her and her photo from which there’s no longer any exit.

      [image: ]

      And what do my clients think of all this, my mother and their wife, me and their daughter, the fact that their wife is dying and that they’re fucking their daughter, well, what do you think, nothing at all, I’m afraid, since they have too many meetings to preside over, outside of which they only think about getting hard, and when they admit to me with a sad look that they wouldn’t like their daughter to be in this profession, that they would never, ever like her to be a whore, because it’s nothing to be proud of, they’d add if they didn’t always shut up at that moment, their eyes should be plucked out, their bones crushed like mine could be from time to time, but who do you think I am, I’m the daughter of a father like any other, and what are you doing here in this room squirting sperm in my face if you wouldn’t want your daughter to take her turn at it, whereas when you’re with her, your filthy businessman talk is all about Christmas vacations in Cuba and the latest computer programs, what are you doing here, whereas you dread her sucking the cock after cock of every father from every country, and first of all, who says she’s not a whore herself, since there are so many of them, younger and younger and less and less expensive, who says that she isn’t whoring with your father and brothers, that she isn’t opening her legs to all the suits in every profession, and that she isn’t collecting the same confessions every time from those fathers who wouldn’t like their daughter to be a whore, and what’s caused such a horde of whores to accumulate like this, without public interest knowing about it, how did your daughters manage to open their mouths to the first comer, well, it happened on the way to school, don’t forget that little schoolgirl skirt lifted by the wind to show those little white undies, it happened with that look they were given, and they’ll keep at it right to the end, to the point when old age catches up with them and sends them under the sheets, where they’ll be able to think for a long time about that step in a skirt buoyed by the wind, about their life of hip-wiggling, and watch out, because they’ll get old in a single stroke, or almost, a few clients will be enough to slacken that precious tightness of their slit and to replace that startled look with apathy as they kneel in front of a cock, and don’t go thinking they’re innocent victims, they’ll have sought it out, and that’s all they’ll have done, drool from being looked at just as much as the men who look at them, and soon they won’t blush anymore at seeing couples kissing on park benches, since they’ll have been kissed so much already, they won’t visit their grandmother anymore, since they’ll have gotten lost on the way, they’ll be where they were summoned, undressed somewhere in a room or on the page of a magazine, and then someday you’ll meet again face-to-face and will think, My God, it isn’t true, tell me I’m dreaming, you’ll ask yourself why her and why me and you won’t understand, you won’t understand that it takes two to play this game, one to knock on the door and the other to open it
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      Among my army of clients there’s a second Michael, who used to be Jack and who obviously wanted to cover his tracks by changing his name, as if you could keep someone from remembering you with a name, or as if whores were interested in names, and it could be that he forgot the name he borrowed, maybe he gave in to a whim one day before arriving at my door because he was sick of being contained in one syllable, maybe he wanted proof of the coldness I’d always shown him, and this particular Michael always arrives wearing black, his hat and coat identifying him as Jewish, and I’ve secretly baptized him the Sabbath Blackbird, because of the funereal air he projects and his eagle’s beak of a nose, but especially because of his small burning eyes that never let go of you, Michael, who schleps his Judaism between the legs of whores who aren’t Jewish, they sure aren’t, he’s got to keep himself from letting his community know that it’s possible to get hard outside the laws of Yahweh, that you can look for adventure anywhere, even inside of young guys, and believe me, I’m fascinated by him, my rabbi showing up almost every day with his gray sidelocks tucked behind his ears and his shirt from which hang large, yellowed laces, little twined braids that have I don’t know what significance for his religion, which I know almost nothing about, except for those skullcaps covering their baldness and their kosher cuisine, the prayers they wail at a stone wall and circumcision, he fascinates me because he reminds me of Moses, from my catechism courses and my father’s Bible, Moses with his long white sage’s beard, standing in leather sandals that tread desert sand, with his air of knowing everything, probing the sky and then the sea so that he can make a path through it, standing there in his patriarchal dignity designated by the finger of God, the man of every virtue charged with leading humanity to the Promised Land, to the land where I wait for my clients and my bed where all peoples come together, from Japanese to Indian, here where kneel those multitude of men who appoint me with their cock, since I, too, am of the elect, and even more, I’m that promise on the horizon, at least for the time it takes to accept them into my mouth and send them back to their god, for the time it takes for them to pull themselves together and return to their life of thinking of themselves as unique and chosen, thinking that they’re in the correct path of those possessing the truth, I think of Moses holding out courageously during the night and the storm, outstretched arms holding the tablets of the Law like a newborn offered in sacrifice, yes, Michael is Moses surrounded by a clap of lightning like hell coming from the sky, as if damnation were coming to crack down upon the heads of his people, great white bursts intermittently revealing people from the beginning of time, and idols, the Golden Calf presiding at the head of the celebration, Moses, father of fathers whom they say had to sleep with his servant because his wife was sterile, though the fact of Moses taking his servant isn’t certain, it might have been Abraham or Noah, but it doesn’t really matter, it’s a matter of a man among men with their long white beards and old-sage manners, a man among men greatly preferring whores to their wife, honoring God in whoredom, but this servant really did have a name, it was Hagar, although having a name isn’t enough to be beside him, being cited in the Bible isn’t enough to make you not a whore, and if I’d been this other woman, Sarah, I swear I would have killed them barehanded, both of them, I would have killed them with the rage of the Red Sea and the burning bushes, I would have done it long before they touched each other, long before the genitals of the old Blackbird reached those of the young whore, and then I would have turned toward the heavens and screamed that I was hanged, crucified, that I was dying from betrayal, but what kind of god are you to push men into the arms of their servant and to let servants play at being whores, and if I’d have been that servant instead, I would have killed myself, I would have challenged God to strike me down, change me into a pillar of salt and leave humanity outside of this crime, so that history could be something else, somewhere else, somewhere in the life of fathers and mothers walking hand in hand and making sure that the servant walks behind, somewhere in the life of children knowing who their parents are and what a servant’s for.

      And with the Blackbird it’s the same thing, the same scenario every time, as it with most of my clients, they all have their way of getting it up, imagining the sequence of twitches and sighs that will make them come, first he takes off his overcoat while asking me do I want to fuck, do I want him to lick me and where, he asks me to make him see to what point I can open my legs and how long I can stay like that, with my legs open, and I show him, This is the point to which I can go, is that enough, No, just a bit more and then arch your back, throw your head back, and pull your little panties to the side, and can I maybe flip over on my stomach and wiggle my hips in front of him, with my butt very high, slowly at first and then with more energy, making sure to moan with every heave, and I do everything he asks me as well as I can, I love fucking at a distance, he in the armchair and me on the bed, he and I getting worked up seeing each other getting worked up, I like the fact that he masturbates as he questions me, first through the material of his pants and then inside, his hand fidgeting jerkily, I like his way of wanting me at arm’s reach without touching me, wanting a movement repeated, a cry, watching me the way you watch a film, your eyes lost in the screen, his black eyes crowned by thick white eyebrows and shifting between my breasts and my slit, and it would be perfect if he went no farther than that, if every time he didn’t commit the idiocy of coming over to fuck me, crushing me with his seventy years, But open your legs a little more this way, darling, my little nothing of a goy, as I shut my eyes to his grandfather’s breath seeking my mouth, No mister, you know very well I don’t kiss and that I’ll never kiss you, But if you’ll do it, this time you’ll do it for me because I come here every day, I’m a good customer, But Mr. Blackbird, that’s the reason I don’t want to kiss you, because you come here every day, and if I do today, you’ll have to promise me not to come back tomorrow or ever, and it would be nice if that could make him come, the bargaining of my kiss for his leaving, it would be nice if he were not so hardheaded, so fat and old, and in these interminable goings-on, Moses would reappear on top of his mountain, his white hair lifted by the wind, his arms open to receive the Ten Commandments, the idolatrous people of the Promised Land, yes, while his mouth crushes against my face, I give in to the rage of God and to my father who never suspected that someday I’d be a whore, that his stories would fill my head and that the ghost of Moses would be sprawling on top of me, he never suspected that someday I’d be touching myself while watching a rabbi touch himself, and what would he have done if he’d known, I don’t know at all, maybe he would have closed his eyes to get more used to that idea, to make it easier to accept the sorrowful prophecy of his life on earth, the revelation of Moses going to whores and fucking his darling daughter, his only daughter, and then my father would have lingered on Moses’ image in the little illustrated Bible that he gave me, which showed Moses with arms outstretched holding the stone tablets, the writing from heaven above, forked by lightning, my father would have lingered over his long white beard and his end-of-the-world look, and disappointed that God was mixed up in all this, in this business of his daughter and a rabbi, he would have thrown the book against a wall, his Ten Commandments in his outstretched arms, falling to torment on the floor of my room.

      
Every day is one too many in the world of youth, it takes time to understand, to acknowledge that we’ve aged despite our efforts and that our oldness isn’t really what it seems to be, that we’re neither young nor old at present since we aren’t in life anymore but somewhere else, most likely in front of a mirror dancing and whoring for every Tom, Dick, and Harry, for the pleasure of a crowd that has aged with us and also forgotten to live, and how much longer will I have to dance and whore like this, I don’t know, I guess until the mirrors stop sending anything back to me but my whore’s misery and my dread of a stomach rounding, until I’m shown my place on the side of the spectators, next to those protesting the youth of others, and maybe then I’ll smile at the thought of the wrinkles that smile causes to appear, wrinkles that will have more life to them than all my years of youth, than this farce of a grimacing whore on the point of coming, and I’ll live happily for the time it takes to strip myself of my sex, I’ll experience a few moments of relief, but then I’ll remember my mother, since the most beautiful moments really do need to be marked with the vision of her corpse, and then my smile will become a downward one, and my wrinkles will droop so low that I won’t be able to raise my eyes to heaven anymore, and that’s when there will be nothing left for me but the ground and beds, and like my mother I’ll cover my face with a sheet and cry out for oblivion, I’ll remain silent since I’ll have no other memory than that of a youth I didn’t know how to live.

      [image: ]

      And if I’m so sure what’s waiting for me, I must already be there, I must have reached sleep and silence, I’m already where my mother is, because twenty is already too old when you’re a woman, a whore, it’s the beginning of wrinkles and white hair and especially of the memory of the time you didn’t have them, it’s the beginning of looks that change and don’t linger anymore, and when I talk this way I especially think about the man in my life, the only man who’ll never be a client and who’s also my psychoanalyst, who’s the man I pay so that he can hear me dwelling on what I have to say, and maybe it would be better for him to hit me once and for all, beat me with his fists to stop this death discourse that’s sick of itself and tired of continuing, tired of destroying its diminishing objects again and again, and this man must have his own wife, and what about her, exactly, does she suffer from seeing him bending over young whores’ unhappiness, and does he bend over her from time to time, does he think about her when he’s listening to me, and does he think about me when he makes love to her, these are questions I prefer not be answered, these are the questions of a crazy lady screaming to make sure that there won’t be an answer, and why, I wonder, because answers could prove the error of what I’m saying, and that’s precisely what should happen, you’ll say, putting crazy ladies face-to-face with the enormity of what they’re saying, well, yes, maybe it would be good for such a confrontation to happen if this discourse weren’t all they possessed, so better for them to keep screaming a while before they’re locked up, better for them to destroy what they can before they’re struck completely silent, and where will it lead, this allowing them to let out a stream of visions about the end of the world, nowhere, of course, not anywhere at all, but they’ll be heard, and whoever hears them won’t be able to keep ignoring what their craziness evokes, life’s landscape when nobody is unique and nothing is in its place, when mothers abandon their daughters to their father’s care, when people and things multiply and die because there are too many of them, without anything about the order of the world being changed.
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      Anyway, he can’t see what’s killing me, he can’t even see it as I repeat it to him, which I know so well how to do, endlessly repeating it without variation to the point of my words becoming a drone, a prayer addressed to him to exorcise this something taking so long to happen between us, and what that is I really don’t know, a handshake lasting all night, a kiss with too many mouths to offer, and after all, all he can witness is my way of stretching out near him and hovering between begging and giving up, he can only hold on for those who haven’t held on, who haven’t stuck with me, and he certainly does hold on, but that’s about all he can do, except confirm how sick I am of saying what I say, and really, what do I talk about tirelessly, what is it day after day, well, I talk about him, I guess, the only man I’d like to love who’s also the only one I can’t, and if I can’t, it has to be for the same reasons that make him a man worthy of being loved, a man who’s where he should be, with his wife and children, a man for whom I’m a girl and who’ll never touch me in the way that everybody else wants to, a healthy, balanced man who’ll never be anything but a psychoanalyst being paid to hold on, and he actually does think that someday a man will love me and I him, as if that were proceeding by itself, as if love were a matter of fate, whether I want it or not, a man will have to come across me and lift me onto his horse, putting his arms around me with my feet hanging in the air, both of us galloping toward I don’t know what eternal union, and it will of course be a man like him, healthy and balanced, and why so, Mr. Psychoanalyst, you know very well that I don’t want anything to do with such a man since I want only what I can’t have, you, for example, I want you because I’ll never have you, it’s simple and there’s no way out of it, it’s hopelessly logical, desire knows no other reality but itself, and see how I deserve to die because of my rat’s stubbornness that doesn’t know how to turn back, that blind, beastly determination that will lead to dropping dead because of pushing ahead too much, you can easily see that I’ll die from this compromise that I don’t want to make, and too bad for all the healthy, balanced men who’ll love me, and especially for me, who’ll love the others, we’ll all end up dying of the clash between our different loves.
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      And don’t go thinking that I like only the perverse or the deranged, fathers who aren’t fathers, whom I meet every day, passing into my life by the thousands without my being able to remember their names, which they don’t tell me anyway, just Pierre, Jean, and Jacques, worn-out men’s names of no significance, as infinitely interchangeable as the whores they frequent, I have to say that it’s easier to recognize them by differences in their private parts than it is by their face, and besides, there’s no use having a face in this business, no, what’s having a face when you can’t name it, and actually, it’s always the same, client after client, always the same face that reminds you of somebody, though you can’t say who, a great-uncle or the friend of a girlfriend who left without giving an address, but yes, I do actually know that I have a name, who doesn’t have one in this world where you can pay to have it changed, my name is Cynthia, you know that already, it’s not my real name but it’s mine, it’s my whore’s name, the name of a dead sister I had to replace, a sister I’ve never been able to compensate for, and before that I was called Jamie and I had black hair, but they said that name didn’t suit me, it was too American and vulgar, and it seems I’m the sophisticated French type, then why should Cynthia be any better, I really don’t know, because it can’t help reminding them of somebody else, because in this profession you never stop reminding them of somebody else, because now I’m blond and it doesn’t matter, because after a while I lost that sophisticated French air that would have made me deserve a sophisticated French name like Murielle or Beatrice, or Léonie or Françoise, and then there isn’t any name that can replace the one I’ve lost, my baptism name, which I reject and which you’re not going to know since it was chosen by my mother, she chose me a common name that millions of women have, a name I don’t want to name anymore, ever, so I can exist outside of what’s been thought up by a corpse, so I can finally get out of her worm’s mind, and more than that, there are so many names for whores that you can change them every day, one for every day of the week and one for every client, you can even have two or three of them per client, and even more, one for each gesture, one for their arrival and one for when they leave.
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      And then this world of borrowed names isn’t conceivable outside of its context, it’s hard to think about it when the client and whore have said their goodbyes and gone back to their lives as respectable people, their identity as businessmen, fathers of families and students, and actually, it’s not a subject I want to linger on, I’d rather go back to my psychoanalyst, whom I imagine with a wife and children, girls and boys, and what happy man wouldn’t be with his wife and children, what a lovely portrait of a unified, thriving family, and I don’t think I’m being cynical, I maintain, and repeat, that I’d like to be a man so I could have a wife and children, so I could chase after whores my daughter’s age, I would like not to be a woman so I wouldn’t have to worm before a mirror, so I wouldn’t need to have a bimbo’s nature, which wouldn’t push me toward young boys my son’s age, if I could have one, I’d like to love with a man’s love, love youth and beauty, get hard beyond belief, fundamentally there are so many things I’d like, but my sex doesn’t, can’t, it stays attached to my mother’s skirts and to every wall, to the box spring and yellowed photos, it’s a sex that doesn’t get hard, that waits for the caress of a savior in order to open its eyes, or dies from too much of that, how to be sure, you see, I don’t know how to choose between excess and nothingness, compromises aren’t within my province, and if this sex, which gives itself away for pay, can’t satisfy every man, then it won’t satisfy any, but at the very least, you’re thinking, won’t it be able to satisfy me, no, since you get no satisfaction from a sex that you don’t want and that wants only what it shouldn’t, wanting a king who already has his queen and who most probably doesn’t get it up anymore, either, a king whose only aspirations are seeing grandchildren born and rereading by the fire everything he’s already read, so why should I have to live in hope of an encounter between two sexes who could only upset each other at seeing each other so burned out, now, isn’t that a mystery, because I don’t know how to give up on anything, no matter how regrettable, because everything has to fail, and this certainly must happen even if it has to destroy everything, so better to die immediately, since that’s really the issue, to live the impossible or die, and when the impossible has been recognized for what it is, there’s no longer anything in front of you but a course of missed meetings, life in all its nakedness minus any surprises, without any messiah or Santa Claus, there’s no longer anything left but a succession of old days with houses to repaint and pipes that burst.
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      I’m the only link between my father and the corpse of my mother, me, their cherished daughter who’s committed suicide a thousand times by drowning in the bathtub of an apartment lost in the heart of Montreal, me, turned toward the window whose curtains close on the campus of McGill University, on the anglophone intelligentsia, me, sacrificed countless times on the same bed without a box spring and handed over to whomever for any reason at all, and you should see my parents when they’re together, not looking at each other nor speaking, and touching even less, referring to each other only in the third person, your father won’t be here for dinner, your mother’s out of sorts, your father works every night and your mother sleeps all day, your father doesn’t speak to me anymore and your mother doesn’t answer me, and they could go on like that to the point where I’m no longer there, and when I’m dead they’ll have lost their cherished bimbo who lived to swing between one and the other, carrying a vague word addressed to nobody in particular, and how could they have produced me, what a mystery, maybe they were in love long enough to mate but I doubt it, I almost forgot that you don’t have to be in love to get it up or open your legs, you don’t even have to think about it, and maybe it does occur now and then but I don’t advise it, it’s dangerous to fuck and love at the same time, making love as if it were a practice, a con involving noisy to-and-fro motions on the wedding night and in places indicated on the calendar, heavy with the requirement of a before and an after, eyes shining around a bottle of wine and good-night kisses that smell of sperm.
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      And on that point I’m like a man, if it’s true that men are that way, at the same time predators and indifferent about how they get off, and in any case, they like to say that they’re like that and that women aren’t, especially not women, as if men were the only ones who found it difficult to ask the other’s name and who took off as soon as they were satisfied, but I say it would be better if women could scatter and lighten things up, multiply the act so that they wouldn’t remember any particular one because they didn’t have the time anymore, they’d have too much to do, and if frittering themselves away here and there in uncontrolled intercourse is a good idea, it’s not because I’m being derisive but because I’ve seen so much of it and because it’s necessary to develop some attitude about what you see, because when you’re a woman, and there are billions of us, you’ve got to throw back at them their own medicine, the search for satisfaction by any means that keeps repeating itself, the desire that just keeps standing and is only about grief and disgust, tantrums and tears, since it knows exactly what it’s feeding on, saying, yes, give it to me, without expecting an answer because this isn’t any question, you’ve got to know how to get it on without permission, for fear of having lived without ever getting off, for fear of having been a woman all your life.

      [image: ]

      And now I want to speak about small, ordinary acts, the furnishing of my everyday life, and as usual, there’s not much to tell, aside from my whore’s wardrobe, my photos and mirror, the cream I need to put around my eyes before I put on makeup, I’m at the age when wrinkles start, can’t forget that, the age when your stomach gets fatter and your butt disappears, falling below the thighs, which get covered with varicose veins, so after the cream comes the powder for your complexion, and eye shadow, lipstick to put on after tracing an outline with a pencil, mascara and gel to make your hair shine, a push-up bra to increase breast size, and all the rest that I won’t list, since you know very well what I’m talking about, you’ve had your fill of it and so have I, I’ve had my fill of the repetition of what we see everywhere and don’t want to talk about since we mustn’t talk about what’s made to be seen, we mustn’t soil with reflection work we never stop admiring, surgery stitches hidden under lace and hours spent waiting for bruises to fade, you shouldn’t say anything and just look somewhere else for a new woman to ejaculate on, new youthfulness to make up for it under the neon lights of the beauty parlor that will show off breasts about to be associated with a new product, always with a new weight-loss technique and a product for cleaning the bathroom, and oh yes, I haven’t told you yet about the tub in the bathroom that I fill with bubble bath, then sink into, spending hours there waiting for the clients, hours telling myself the story of who I’d have to be to become exemplary and make empires crumble in one thrust, and no part can be out of the water, those are the orders I’ve given myself, only the head and ears, making it easy to imagine that they don’t belong to the same woman, that there are actually two women under the water, one alive and the other drowned, with her legs sticking in the air, then it’s easy to imagine that my torso and legs are about to be separated by a magic trick, a woman in a box being cut with a saw, at one end a radiant smile and at the other feet wriggling their hello to the audience, hours spent imagining a hitch in the reconnection, a beautiful face contorted in horror at being two people, the panic of legs that have lost their eyes, I often get so much out of my baths that I don’t want to suggest the clients take one with me, their genitals shouldn’t be introduced into such precious moments, into this lost time when I don’t think about them, and there’s also a big standing mirror crowned with round bulbs, there are fifteen of them, which is too, too many, because with that amount you don’t see anything but yourself, and I only want to catch glimpses of myself from the corner of my eye, that’s when I don’t want to see myself, which is why makeup was invented, to give yourself a rest from the truth, and every time I go into the bathroom I have to unscrew the bulbs one by one until just one is left, until there’s a zone of shadow between me and my reflection in the mirror, because if I don’t, I’m terrified, fixated on a face I don’t recognize that demands all my attention, and besides, one bulb is enough in a bathroom, try it once and you’ll see, and each time the boss warns me, telling me you’re not supposed to touch the bulbs, asking me why 1 do it, saying it burns them out, to which I answer that it isn’t me, that it’s a crazy client covered with scars who doesn’t want to see himself.
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      And I also have to tell you about the trash under the kitchenette sink, green bags filled with small white bags filled with sticky tissues and condoms, the rules say it’s your responsibility to empty the basket in the room and in the bathroom when they’re full, in those big green bags, any overflowing could put off the clients, make them feel inadequate when faced with the accumulated ejaculation of the others, and these garbage bags hidden under the sink are so impressive that they merit a special title, I’ve named them the Great Discharge because the week’s sperm of my clients ends up there, sperm so universally bitter, so completely sterile, in this fraternity of a common grave, the culmination of dozens of hours of work, by me and everyone else who works here, and sperm has a special odor that doesn’t weaken with time, I know because sometimes I open the bags to smell the tissues and infuse myself with the love of the last few days’ clients, a love that concerns me in large measure because I’m here almost always, and half the balled-up tissues are the result of what I’ve done, my expertise at sucking, my assembly-line whoring, and here besides is my reason for living, to stockpile the desire of as many as possible, to assure myself that the clients are still getting hard in the odor of the garbage bags after they’ve gone, you have to open the bags the way you put your hand over a stove burner, getting near it to feel the heat, getting near it without touching, you have to open the bags the way you like to scare yourself, bending over a balcony on the twentieth floor of a building with your feet and head in the nothingness, arms spread like a plane, open the bags to give yourself the sensation that you could go there for good with no exit, plunging into and finally dying in the multiplication of my father, and there actually is somebody who collects the bags once a week, they did tell me that, they’ve chosen Sunday to do the housework because that’s a dead day, the day of the Lord and family, when the clients fuck their wives and the agency closes, and on Monday there’s nothing left of the piles of gray hair that run across the floor and skid into every corner with each current of air, which is too bad, it will take several days for them to reappear again, two or three days of clients to rediscover the filth that’s part of this profession, going too easy on them could let them believe that it’s natural for them to be with me, right in line with the evolution of the species, that it’s normal to be here in a bed that isn’t theirs with a daughter who could

      be theirs, they need to be taught, informed about their place in the sequence of the day, a no-account place that stays only because somebody came before and will come after, they need to be annoyed, spoken about in terms of the tissues crammed into the green bags, they need to be reminded who they are and aren’t, banished once and for all under the sink so that they can give up what they keep doing, so that they can stop acting as if they were going to a restaurant, looking over the menu, commenting on every dish, so that they’ll give up putting their eyes on me and on all the others who don’t know anything about me, those normal, socially adapted others who are attuned to their whoredom, to the vibration of their genitals on their father’s, all those others who don’t understand a thing about what I’m saying because they have something better to do and don’t have any time to lose, who need to excite themselves at the thought of being exciting, need to imagine themselves imagined, those others who are so attuned to the others.
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      But besides all of this, besides this apartment about which there’s already nothing left to tell, there’s something else you don’t know, the fact that I was studying literature at the university, and where will these studies that involve turning the pages of a book lead me, I’m sure you’re thinking, well, nowhere, and especially not into the job market, I’m the one who decided that, and if I study, it’s because my goal is aesthetic, I study to make myself pretty, to be a part of those

      students who aren’t yet women and who are supposedly so exciting, they’re docile and quiver when they look at you, yes, it’s really for whoring that I study, since you have to know how to keep consistent in everything, right up to the school desks, you have to know how to stay naive and turn on the professors with your novice young charm, wriggling to offer a glimpse of little white panties, and it’s true that these professors aren’t all interested in their students, only some are, but for the ones who get turned on, I’d do anything, I’d offer myself wriggling on their desk, simpering for them to explain, Tell me, sirs, what you know and believe about life, and I’d let them watch me wiggle and simper until they lost their minds, until they couldn’t stand it any longer and took me without asking my name, because a name would be too much in the heat of such a gesture, it would stand uselessly in the way between them and me and merely get lost among the names of everybody who’d been offered before me, and those men wouldn’t pay for it since for once I’m the one who would want it, and besides, they’d never stop reminding me, You’re the one who wanted it, it’s you, they’d keep saying, as if what I wanted concerned only me, as if it weren’t exactly what they wanted, too, and they’d keep saying it, every single one of them, to the point where there would be nothing left but my desire and theirs combined in those words, which would no longer be anything addressed to me, just a formula to make them feel better about it, something halfway between a threat and a pardon.

       

      But don’t go thinking that this could happen, intercourse between a professor and a student on a desk, somewhere in a classroom of the university, squatting doggie-style or however, because yet again, what I want never happens, especially if I want it passionately, and I didn’t have to experience it to come to this conclusion, being myself is enough to understand it, you need to have this special treadmill way of thinking about the same problem from its beginning to the point where it becomes nothing but a treadmill, taking two steps forward and two back, wanting and dreading, loving and whoring, you need to have this habit of not being where you’re supposed to be and wanting to go only where you’re not expected, and if it really happened, what victory over the moral principles of the university crowd would there be, practically none, at any rate, there’d be gossip about an abuse having been committed, but where are we going in this world where everything is allowed, as my father says during the news hour, and at that moment there would be nothing left of what I’d wanted, nothing of me and my desire, all that would remain in people’s minds would be imagining how awkward doing it on a desk must feel, so that they could use it infinitely to stage scenes with professors and students that interested them, make it pretty, and then, I don’t know, maybe by that point I also would have forgotten what it was about, and besides, I never will have known the meaning of this totally stupid scene involving an explanation between a professor and a student, it probably doesn’t mean much, just my inability to stay outside my whoredom and stop putting it to the service of even my most private wishes, my mania to make sex a part of everything, even my studies, which I claim to my clients are what bring me closest to real life, which really must point to some place of fear out of which you have never lived except in your dreams, but don’t make too much of it, I’ve been telling myself stories for a long time, dirty stuff forever, since the day my hair began to darken, since I stopped wanting to sit on my father’s knee because I was already lost in a cloud of sex, for a long time now I’ve learned how to separate the puerile nature of my fantasies from the mediocrity permitted by life, and I’m preoccupied by such childish behavior even though I know it’s puerile, even though I know that I don’t want it, though it’s all I do want, and it’s all I think about when I’m not thinking of dying, and wanting to die obviously has to do with those scenarios about a father and his daughter fucking disguised by scenarios about a professor and his student fucking, such substitutions don’t fool anybody, and yet they should, it would be better if they could, since duping is vital for anything wanting to free itself from the truth, and yet again it’s been a long time since I first understood the nature of what’s gnawing at me, and it really is worse when that happens, since the disgust attaches itself to the slightest derail and can cover the entire landscape, including the clients, my parents and my psychoanalyst, my courses and professors, my actions in front of the mirror and my Smurfette hopes, and from then on we know only too well what’s not waiting for us, know the emptiness of what’s lacking and the compromise inherent in the things that exist.

      Jean the Hungarian is the only Hungarian who has ever set foot in Montreal, at least that’s what he says, he has a little arm that hangs from his shoulder, an arm without any muscle that he can’t move, it’s a strangely useless, aborted arm, hanging halfway down, an autumn leaf lasting out winter, and he can move it with his other arm only in certain situations, when he gets dressed or lies on his back in bed, sometimes he puts it behind his head while smiling at me, as if it were completely normal, and he does it naturally, it’s become a reflex, the sweep of a comb before you leave home for work, and he was probably born like that but I really don’t know, that has to be the strangest part, we’ve never broached the subject, not during all these years, we’ve never talked about it, I still don’t know the story of that arm hanging uselessly from his shoulder, it’s never been a part of our time together and stays there between us like a stranger, each time I have to avoid it because I’m afraid to touch it, and doing so has become natural, a reflex, each time my hand always resolutely caresses the other arm with the same cautious up-and-down movement, I never venture to the other side of his body, where the little arm is, I don’t touch, it but that’s all I think about and what it must feel like, is it cold, I’d like to ask him why he insists on keeping it, couldn’t he do without it, have it amputated, because it’s of no use to him, except to hang there and make people uncomfortable, stand out, I’d like to tell him that it’s more distinguished to have an amputated arm than an atrophied one with a dead hand hanging at the end, and if he didn’t have it, he could make it travel, give it a history and a reputation, I lost it in the war, that arm used to be muscular and quick, it killed quite a few of the enemy, I lost it in hand-to-hand combat and I almost died from loss of blood, I picked it up and marched for two days, but when I got to the village, the doctor couldn’t do anything because it was too late and the nerves were damaged, yes, he could tell me the tale of his missing arm, but no, he talks to me about literature, he doesn’t want to believe that I’m a student, it astonishes him that in our day, in this country, you can whore and study at the same time, and if all that came between us was the dead arm that can’t be acknowledged, I wouldn’t make a big deal out of it, but there’s something else, Jean has a big red scar running down his body from the neck to the navel, and two other scars going from the top of his thighs to the ankles, large surgical streaks roaring across the black hairs, they opened him up like a frog, I think every time, they carved him from top to bottom with crude, rusty instruments like in those countries where they cut off the clitoris, covering the wound with mud while the burning heat excites breeding flies, and what did they find inside that chest and legs, did they operate on his heart, extract nerves, marrow, I really don’t know since we’ve never talked about that, either, how can you carry marks like that and not say anything about them, act as if it were nothing, fuck a whore who’s never seen anything like it when you’re so altered, and I’ve always wondered how a cock could spring from such a patchwork, how can you get hard and come, laugh, eat, have opinions and a job, how does he manage not to see himself in the bathroom mirror with the round bulbs at the top, that has to be why love exists, yes, in that sense love is stronger than anything, the love of a mother for her child, powerful, transcendent, love for the flesh of her flesh whatever it may be, all rosy or without lungs, but that isn’t true, since that’s not the kind of love mothers have, they can also not love their children, even if they are normal, even if they come into the world without anything atrophied or scarred, and maybe it’s easier to love them when they’re infirm, who knows, and then Jean, who insists on talking to me about literature, Don’t tell me, don’t tell me, he repeats when I say that writing is a death principle, that the word doesn’t need the presence of the object to be expressed, that the object it’s referring to could just as well be elsewhere, buried three centuries ago, Don’t tell me, don’t tell me, about magic, and Jean-Paul Sartre, and the nausea you experience when faced with what’s alive, faced with what grows without any thought of its place in the history of ideas, without realizing that science has failed to replace God, that religion insinuates itself into the most factual fields, chemistry, genetics, about our twin derision on the rumpled sheets, sound bytes sent pell-mell between us without our ever speaking about that hanging arm, without our ever mentioning those scars that roar.
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      And in the band of men around me there are also doctors, health professionals, who take care of my vagina that is so generous with itself, which gives itself to science and gynecological instruments with the same looseness as it does everywhere else, in bed with the clients, whining on a couch, or even wriggling on the professors’ knees, I lie naked on my back and look at the ceiling with my legs open, my feet in the white iron supports, almost naked and waiting for somebody to finally take care of me, take care of this case of a crazy, infected girl, and next comes the jelly, the gloves, and the coldness of the examination, the scraper and the words of the doctor that will bring into view that place I can only imagine through what’s shown in medical magazines, and they tell me that everything seems in order, the neck of the uterus shows no abnormalities, except that it’s a bit red, and then they ask me how many clients I see a day, six or seven, it depends on the day and my mood, on my precious endurance of what’s contrary to instinct, and they tell me I’ll have the results in a week, they’ll call me if the tests are positive, and I should come back in three months, and maybe you think this makes me feel better, the fact that my whore’s slit is normal and only slightly overworked, indicated by the redness, but no, since at the end of every appointment I ask them to repeat what they just told me, Be honest with me, Doctor, how could I be normal when I’m trying my best to declare that I’m dying, and how can my vagina be normal when it’s lost in a swapping network to the point at which it has become unrecognizable, and on that we pass from the sickness of life of my vagina to the sickness of life of my mind, which certainly will need to be cured with a few pills before it begins, like my vagina, to function like an autistic and flap like an automaton, I need pills to pep me up during the day and to make me sleep at night, and I need a lot of them, because you end up upsetting your biochemical balance by sticking to a discourse like mine, by predicting everything that won’t happen, everything that can’t, there’s death at the tips of my synapses that I don’t know how to keep quiet anymore, and I say that this isn’t my brain, it’s my mother’s, because it’s taken on her worm’s caliber as it gets older, it’s grown downward without my knowing it and attached itself to a ground of fear of doing better than her, you see, you must never do better than your mother, especially if she’s dying of pettiness, it could end with her seeing herself surpassed by a child whose faithful company she has needed while the father is running after whores, so I’d have to take care of her before me, if not, I strongly doubt it would work, I’d have to think of her only a single time for my head to become hers, I think I already said, 1 have my mother on my back and in my arms, hung around my neck and rolled into a ball at my feet, I have her in every way and everywhere at the same time, that’s why I’d have to cut off my head, tear off my skin, I’d have to destroy everything that she’s marked with her dog’s bite when I was still in the cradle, they’d have to tear me apart so all that was left were bones, and when there’s no surface left for her to dump her burden, I’ll become somebody who’s not her, of course I’ll be dead, but I’ll have accomplished something, becoming nobody’s daughter, and it will at last be time to take my mother’s doll away from her, yes, mothers are like caged birds, they need a presence to make them start singing, that’s why they spend a lot of time looking at themselves in the mirror, counting the brown spots all over their hands, they chatter on about their unhappiness as if they had an audience, as if that audience could cry with them about their being demoted from village whore, they look at themselves so that they’re seen and can assure themselves that there always will be eyes ready to rest on their stories about wrinkles that they never stop wanting to hide, they look at themselves for the company of someone like them and tell themselves how cruel life is for making them have to be seen even when there’s nobody to look, they tell themselves that their caged life is the only one possible, since over time they’ve lost the strength to escape it and from now on life exists only in the microcosm of cockroaches growing somewhere in the sweating walls.
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      And when I was sick of the symmetry of looking at my mother looking back at me while each cursed the other about our resemblance, I must have given my father a sign, in fact I think that’s what I did, since I had to fail a first time before swearing to detest life so completely, and things definitely would have been different for me without this farce of my father calling me by my mother’s name when he got worked up, he’d forget in anger that I wasn’t her, he’d call me by her name, and that’s not all, he also called my mother by my name whenever he got worked up, you see, my father was the nervous type, he had a kind of dyslexia that substituted one of us for the other when the time came to use foul words, he really could have made an effort and kept his temper long enough to tell us apart, he could have, because in life you need to know how to respect the order of arrival in the same family if you don’t want to lose your way when you get out of school, if you don’t want to mistake the Big Bad Wolf for your grandmother and stop giving people credit, because they founder in our inability to identify them, but yes, my mother does have a first name and it isn’t mine, it’s Adele, an attractive, unusual name, but for my father there’s no value in things being pretty or rare, since he always confuses them even if they’re hanging from his neck for half a century, in his house and bed, that’s obviously why he’s waiting for the Last Judgment, the end of time that will come and flatten everything that can be named.
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      But he has to know that my mother is dying and that I’m a whore, he knows it but maybe loves it, he must be thinking of me when he fools around with his whores, just as I think of him when the clients fool around with me, you remember, the door opening and the surprise that isn’t one, peekaboo, Dad, it’s me, your wife-daughter here for you as a whore with a name that’s not hers, it’s your dead daughter’s name, the one to whom I owe being born, since it was her little corpse that pushed you toward the bed, and actually, it doesn’t even matter whether he knows or not, since what counts is pleasure finding a way, it’s always that, you have to get hard and come at any price, or get them hard and make them come, you have to pay or get paid, empty out your sperm or get some of it in the face, let’s not forget that if men pay whores, it isn’t to do with them what they do with their wives, and thinking that they’re the only ones having pleasure isn’t true, I know because I have some, too, thank God, what they do to me does have to be pleasant sometimes, I have to draw some pleasure from it at the beginning of the day from the first client to the third, because starting with the fourth, it gets difficult, it’s the repetition that makes this profession disgusting, the repetition of the same actions that eventually aren’t satisfying, hardly at all, except that they satisfy the other person’s tension, the nature of which you end up questioning, the painful, mechanical actions of ruffled-hair bimbos dreaming of tans and swimsuits while they run their mouth over a cock, and every time you tell yourself that it would be a good idea to stay an extra hour, to get more money for new shoes, to play the whore an hour more right up to the end, until you’re fainting and worse, right up to not being able to walk anymore from being on your knees all the time and dying quartered from opening your legs too much.
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      As for antidepressants, I’m not against them, while I wait for my mother to die, of course I want to take anything that’s offered, blue pills in the day and white ones at night, of course I want to laugh artificially for no reason under the influence of dopamine, laugh while waiting to find the strength to kill myself, and besides, I don’t know why it’s not yet an accomplished fact, why I’m still there telling myself that I’ll do it sooner or later, because I have to convince myself of it as I earn money, adding one more hour to all those too many in the mad hope of seeing a savior appear in those too many repeated fondlings, you see, I’d have to submit the world to my own disorder to know something about it, I’d have to observe it on a large scale to draw an equation from it, a little magic formula that would establish some color on the bricks of office buildings and make the flowers open, the psychoanalyst would have to leave his chair and come to me where I am when I’m not in his office, desert his family and rip me away from the clients, bring down his thunder on my parents and make me a case study, the history of my survival in the face of my mother’s corpse and the tragedy of my sex pushing itself in the wolfs face, in other words, he would have to do anything but echo back my complaint, parroting my remarks as if everything needed to be said twice, one time for me and another for him, one time to tell my tragedy and another to uselessly emphasize it, one time to respect the procedure and another to justify collecting the money, and I know the complaint of a depressive only too well, and it needs, unfortunately, endless refinement, it seems to be a screen that hides nothing at all, since for years there’s been nothing in my life but this screen, the skin of an onion revealing other skins, my mind has run along the same stations far too long, the stations of a whore’s cross to bear, though she has nothing more to atone for, or so little, except the misery of her ridiculous, humdrum trajectory.
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      And it’s improbable to think my psychoanalyst would stop being one, that he’d be mine and mine alone, both of us living the quiet day-to-day life of a loving couple, and the fact that I’m incurable isn’t any more his business, he’s being paid to hold on, let’s not forget that, hold on to his role as a psychoanalyst who believes in his methods, since what would be left of the cure if he let go in the face of my silence and the monotony of my words, I really don’t know, then there’d be two of us who’d given up and we’d end up coming together in defeat like defeated people know so well how to do, we’d hold hands and elbows while deploring the fact that we couldn’t be healthy and love at the same time, we’d drink to life with the mad laugh of people who’ve had a narrow escape, we’d drink to the failure of his technique and the victory of the unconscious, though I don’t believe in that reservoir of impulses that finally gives in to expert pressure and unveils the morbidity of its mechanisms, which is why it’s vain to want to spot the links between two words or dreams or anything else described at length in those books it would also be vain to read, I lack everything needed for a cure, the organ and the illness, the remedy and wanting to get better, and my being sick would be good news, I mean, sick from an illness that has a name and that you can diagnose without ambiguity, ladies and gentlemen, I suffer from blank, which does exist because it has a name, but right now I suffer from not being able to name my hurt, and just you wait, I’ll die of it, die of these words that say nothing because what they’re indicating is too vast to call out to me, and much too small for me to distinguish from my mother.
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      And if I’m still hesitant about killing myself, I suppose it’s also because I’m afraid of what’s waiting for me, my head is full of my father’s stories about Hell and its torments, the seven circles of the seven capital sins narrowing upon hundreds of thousands of bodies in free fall toward an inferno of hundreds of thousands of bodies crushed there for centuries, millions of horned, malicious beasts and the devil sitting on his throne in the middle of communal pits overpopulated by the fat and rageful, the lecherous and envious, but that isn’t true, you’re telling me, these are inventions of the clergy meant to terrorize people and give some form to their anxieties, it really is true that it wouldn’t be wise to let them wander about aimlessly, it wouldn’t be healthy to let them live their lives fast and loose, and how am I supposed to believe you, since you’re nothing to me, you haven’t built your life around your own murder and even less around your mother’s, and what if all that weren’t true for you but only for me, and if God had created Hell for the sole reason of making me suffer more, who knows what my punishment would be, who knows what leprous gropings I’d have to endure, and then if I were reincarnated, how horrible for my suicidal genes to be carried over into a life at which I was supposed to succeed after failing at this, and why should 1 have to live several times, I’m asking you, obviously to get even more disgusted and to test my tolerance for the worst of what exists in every period and every country, and then at last merit some unknown place of perfection that nauseates me in advance, since it’s just like hell, lasting an unbearably long time.
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      Actually, I have two or three buddies I go out with from time to time, they aren’t really friends, just buddies, and I think I’ve already said that we go out to techno parties, since you don’t have to know one another well to have a good time there, the music’s too loud for any mean remarks to be heard, there are too many people, so you don’t notice any of the hyenas looking at you, I have two or three buddies with whom I try to reconcile what’s happening in my head with what happens here in this apartment overlooking the heart of English-speaking Montreal, and also, these are young whores like me, I should mention that I don’t talk to other women anymore, the real ones, women in the world, too many things separate us now, a way of moving and speaking, the body no longer being exactly what it should, it takes up a bit too much space, but with my buddies, we kid around about our jobs as whores and about our weirdest clients, Michael the Dog and Michael the Jew, not counting all the ones I’ll never know because they don’t like small girls, because they prefer brunettes to blondes and can’t stand white skin, and all my buddies have been whores since I have, they were already or started to, being a whore is infectious, you have as much money as you want, can spend it ad nauseam, have no other commitment but bending over cocks and spreading your legs, and you can’t know how or how many, you wouldn’t suspect that there are students ready for anything to be able to pursue their studies, to balance their budgets at the end of the month, and when we’re together we’ll say anything to dramatize our situation, and that’s all we talk about, about the way we justify being a whore to others, and concerning the clients, there isn’t a thing we keep private, their obsessions and the kind of tips they sometimes leave, the way they drool or tickle the inside of your thighs with their tongue, their belief in how great and strong they are, that they have everything needed to please a woman, their insisting on wanting to give pleasure as much as receive it, and we muse about whether you have to be a pervert to pay whom you fuck, or whether, on the contrary, perverts are a minority in this milieu, but according to our expertise as whores chattering around a table with a glass of red wine in our hands, we’ve decreed that real perverts know how to seduce their prey, that they can impose their ideas on others’ desires, that they have charisma and a way of talking, so they don’t need to pay women to get off, and why would they neglect their own daughter in favor of whores, why wouldn’t they just seduce their niece and their secretary, aren’t perverts always perverse, at work and at home, and while we discuss these academic questions, we put on makeup, do our hair, trade clothes made to be too small for who’ll want to wear them, that make your butt look fatter and lower, we get ready for the Black and Blue or the White Party, meaning for the next rave at the Olympic Stadium, which is like a cocoon of cement around the partiers, and what a thrill to pretty up for such a gathering, twenty-five thousand people struck dumb by the sound and light, unknown hands grabbing your waist as they go by, wet kisses on the neck and groins pressing against you, wanting only you, and we go there in a group, covered with feathers and glitter, we go there to lose ourselves in the crowd, to wander among people dancing with a weird smile, their eyes dilated by drugs, the world is so beautiful when you’re on Ecstasy, people are transfigured by joy, their faces tensed by amphetamines and love overflowing, their eyes bulging with a sense of fraternity, I love you so much, you’re so beautiful, so handsome, thousands of people under the influence of the endless rhythm, and you have to see the crowd from far away, from the top of the grandstand, to have a view of all of it, see the crowd under the projection of multicolored lights, pulsating like an enormous lung, forming a single body, a warm, muscular organ, a compact, droning mass broken down into a million bouncing points, and this incredible loudness that would be unthinkable in any other context, the music seems to come from inside, from the belly, like an orgasm building, and everybody hugs and massages one another at random, they call it tribal, orgiastic, the beginning of time reactivated, the human community as it used to be way back, a humanity of ritual and possessions, excess and the supernatural, humanity before law, just instinct and goddesses, the cult of the moon before its mystery was pierced, the vault of heaven whose benevolence you merely ask not to crush you, to fall from on high with its fire on the heads of the Gauls, and the sun that might not return at dawn, the magic of a world threatening to swallow us up at any moment.

      You can easily tell that I’m not alone, that I’m very surrounded, and anyway, you don’t escape the crowd in this profession, it follows us everywhere and even into a room where from time to time, I have to have sex with another girl if the clients request it, evoking for them a host of women so that they can get hard from the idea of all of us being bitches, only waiting for them to turn their back so that we can get it on together, and the rules say that each of us has to choose a partner for duo shows, and I’ve chosen Danielle because at twenty-eight she’s the oldest one at the agency, she won’t overshadow me, and when we’re together I put a little more into it than usual, I cry out louder, since having a woman next to you makes comparisons inevitable, this one’s prettier, that one’s less active, you really have to work at it, since there’s nothing like another woman to remind you that you’re not at the top, nothing like another woman’s skin to bring out the imperfections of yours, and even when the two of us are with the clients, the head of one between the other’s legs, there’s always room for just one, just one can win, since the clients inevitably have a preference, they’re interested only in one or the other, that’s why I’ve chosen Danielle as a partner, because she rarely wins, she’s my foil, the one who’s too fat and too old, Danielle, she brings out my svelteness and youth and makes me the winner, and better than that, she doesn’t worry about it, no, she isn’t like me, she doesn’t need to be a Smurfette, the queen of lesbian duos, in fact, that’s what she tells me when we’re by ourselves, she isn’t worried about it, but with her you never know, she’s been faking it for so long, for ten years already, which is three times longer than me.
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      But it really doesn’t matter to me, since we’re always discussing one thing or another, which pleases me, we tell each other terrible stories about what happened in New York, about all the money you could ever want, the champagne and limousines, movie stars and cocaine, we tell each other about rich people’s lives, men down there looking to spend the night or weekend with a domestic animal, men who are sick from having everything they want, and we tell each other about the problems, the police, jail, the danger of being kidnapped and cut into pieces and thrown into the sewer by madmen obsessed with a mission to wash the world of its sins, of its femininity, we tell each other about how thrilling it is at first, and then how you have to adapt to the boredom, how hard it is to change your life, live without money, this bad habit you can’t get rid of because it’s part of all the day’s activities, the least bat of your eyelash, putting on makeup, doing your hair, wiggling to turn them on, and finally about death, the feeling of having seen it all, heard it all, of having gone where you’re not supposed to, gone so far that you have to keep going, the impression of having worn out all the formulas, and then the heavy feeling of repeated acts that get the same reactions, the same contented- dog squeals, drooling Pavlovian dogs with automatic cocks roused by the bell, the automaton behavior of the competent, adapted man, satisfied about getting off, and then your disgust for the desire of others because you have none left, because there’s no more bell.

      We tell each other what all whores end up saying when they’re allowed to talk for too long, and she’d have to be here with me speaking at the same time and saying the same things, face-to-face, our two stories running parallel, moving backward through all the stories to point zero of the initiation, the first client and even more, right to our parents’ bed from whence we came, we’d have to promise to be faithful to each other, promise to be one for the other, like Siamese twins, prisoners of their resemblance, forced to love each other, doing well so that the other will do well, because as soon as one isn’t, nothing is doing well anymore for the other, both of us more and more unhappy from causing the other unhappiness, immediately overcome by moist eyes, sighs, trembling hands, the least pang, an exponential effect between us, to the point of death, two sisters in free fall loving each other despite everything because they don’t have a choice, I’d like her to be here with me to guard the door before the next clients, who’ll also take their time, until the arrival of my father, whom she’d shield me against, Dad, this is the one I fuck with in front of the clients, the one you might have already fucked, take a look at us before you leave the room and invoke the name of God to send his condemnation upon my head and your cock, see how I’m better, your only daughter, and then you can rush to your knees before your god and ask him to pardon me, tell him that 1 11 kill myself for him, that I’ll force this test upon him from which he’ll come out even greater, from which he will show his strength and gain his heaven, there’s so much she and I would have to do, create a new language spoken by us alone, made of words that adjust to what has to be said, secret words that would make us invulnerable, end our connection to our parents, the clients, to everything that could disturb our ecosystem, and we’d have to refuse any man who wouldn’t love us the same, who wouldn’t give us an equal share of attention and caresses, equal care like you should give breasts, one and then the other, even if one is smaller than the other, more tempting, but Danielle isn’t here and won’t ever be, in fact, she’ll never be the way she would have to be, she’s married and even has children, she loves her Sunday afternoons, she told me that.

      Sometimes I have time to read a few pages of a novel, time to imagine who I could be if I weren’t me, if I weren’t there waiting all the time, I think about the next paper to write for my literature course, about Antonin Artaud, who hated seeing pregnant women and was dying from imagining the children who would be born among the already too many, I think about President Schreber, his cosmogony of nerves and his embrace with God, Schreber, that old bastard, who wanted to repopulate the universe with a new race of men, I think about these men who were insane and how different their insanity is from mine, about my preoccupation with breasts to push up and hair to put up, about these men who didn’t have the time to watch women passing by since they had better things to do, and believe me, I wouldn’t at all mind being delirious like them, devoting myself to messages coming from the other side of the universe, revelations about yourself decoded in the stars, I wouldn’t at all mind if the slightest rustling of the leaves were addressed to me, showing me my place and my destiny, insanity going everywhere with me and life taking on meaning, truth, being somebody they point at and can’t forget, it would take a lot to make me into a woman and distinguish me from others, first I’d have to stop being confused with other people, so that never again would somebody come up to me and say that I looked like someone, an old girlfriend or a pop singer, thanks a lot, I’m flattered, happy about being trapped this way between men and their objects, and if that is where I keep myself, on this bed where I’m forgotten, it’s obviously because I can’t do otherwise, because you can’t choose to be crazy, to yell to make yourself heard every time the wind subsides, to recruit the universe to revolve around your head, and when a client does arrive, he asks my name to be sure that I’m really the one he’s heard about, and when he leaves, he asks me again because he’s already forgotten, for next time, he says, since maybe he’d like to see me again, me and not somebody else, see me, since I’m the best, a lot better than Beverly, I’m smaller but more sensual, he muses about what use it is to be big when you’re conceited, when you don’t want to take part in his bigness, and what’s my schedule, do I work days or nights, am I here Tuesdays and Thursdays, to which I answer that my name is Cynthia and that I work only days, that it’s too depressing to work nights, you see, when day ends you have to turn the lights on inside, and I hate the effect of artificial light on the whiteness of my skin, and after five p.m. this profession becomes truly morbid, it’s all about prostitution, the streets and getting kicked, and I have to stay in this room until midnight when I could be home sleeping like everybody else, yes, I prefer being here days, since that lets you pretend you have a real life, a nine-to-five existence, lets you pretend you just came out of the subway, from your job and then beddie-bye, it’s healthier and the clients you meet then are, too, almost, anyway, the day men are the nine-to-fivers who don’t take drugs and can’t linger since they have to get back to work, have a meeting to run, and they especially don’t want any problems, they want to stay clean, in fact, some of them touch me only with their fingertips, and most don’t take off their socks, for which I’m grateful since I don’t like to see my clients’ feet, their dirty yellow nails, their snake scales, and their socks leave some guck between their toes, black guck that ends up on the white sheets, little clumps of it that you have to sweep off with your hand onto the floor, where they mix with the clumps of gray hair.
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      And certain clients refuse to come here, they say it’s too dangerous, they prefer that I come to them, meet them in a hotel room that they rent themselves, hidden from neighbors who could recognize them, and other, more sensitive clients also want us to get to know each other before we move on to the act, it’s rare but it happens, you have to go and meet them in a bar or restaurant, spend the evening with them, which is what I do with this Lebanese whom I see once a month, the first Saturday of every month, he’s called Malek, and he’s almost totally in love with me, you can tell by the way he uses his real name and always shows up, the way he’s always clingy but resigned, sad but excited, and I could love him in return if he weren’t so fat, such a pig, if he didn’t weigh three hundred pounds, besides, he’s already told me about his problems, he admitted his exact weight to me but I don’t remember it anymore, weight is like age or names, too much of it and it makes no difference anymore, and there’s a weight limit beyond which there’s only one position for love, where you have to stay on your back and wait to come, and Malek can hardly budge his hips or move his head, and on every first Saturday of the month we go to the Japanese restaurant on Avenue du Parc, to Kotori, where you have to take off your shoes, as if eating had something to do with your feet, and we eat all we can, sushi, fried octopus, beef, and rice, not counting all the vegetables, noodles, and sauce, I love it, going out to a restaurant and eating like a madwoman, I should mention that at my place I don’t cook, I eat nothing, practically, so I take advantage of this at least once a month, and we drink sake or red wine that he chooses, never the same one since you have to know how to vary your pleasures, discover new flavors each time, and then we go to Ouzeri, the Greek restaurant in Plateau Mont-Royal, and that’s where I always eat grilled quail with artichoke hearts as the appetizer, and always red wine that flushes my skin, there’s more to choose from in this place and the atmosphere is more relaxed, people get together for birthdays and weddings, and after we go to the hotel, since he doesn’t like my room, it’s obviously too small for him and the bed is too low, and above all he doesn’t want to risk going to jail, he says, the police could come at any minute, knock on the door and ruin his life, Just like my father could, I want to scream, so that he’ll have to think about his daughter, so that her image will be placed between us, and he repeats that he doesn’t want any problems since he has a family and a high social position, he’s a bank manager, But you shouldn’t be worried about it, I say each time, the police won’t come to bother us because the agency’s protected by the Italian Mafia, don’t you watch television, read the papers, there are laws on laws, meta-laws for the scum of society, money launderers and whores, but I don’t insist, since 1 don’t know a thing about the agency’s connection to a criminal organization, the pimps aren’t likely to inform the personnel about that, and then I do like hotel rooms, they’re like tiny private universes, a cocoon of rugs that match the bed sheets, van Gogh and Monet reproductions, glasses wrapped in white paper and porn films, packets of bubble bath that produce suds up to your chin in the whirlpool bath, and the first time I saw Malek waiting for me at Kotori, a glass of sake in his hand, I thought, Now, that man’s obese, he can’t fuck anymore without paying, he’s been reduced to lying on his back and waiting to come, and I also thought of his wife, who may be obese as well, the two of them incapable of merging, and while I was thinking of it, he smiled at me and said how glad he was to see me, that he thought I was very beautiful, very thin, yes, he was very happy because he’d really disliked the girl he had before me, she wasn’t pretty or feminine enough, she was dark and runty and didn’t wear any makeup, she was wearing flats and her name was Monita, and Malek wanted to know whether I knew her, since she apparently came from my agency, they’d said on the phone that she was Spanish and of a certain size and height, but when she got there she wasn’t at all like that, Those liars, they try to pass off anything at all on you, he said, I had to pay her but I didn’t do anything, I told her I had to go home and sent her back, told her my daughter was sick and feverish and pouring sweat, and for an hour, while we ate with a vengeance, he talked about Monita, who hadn’t fit the bill of what she’d have to be to please him, and during that hour I wanted to scream, What right, how dare you speak about a woman in that way when you’re so ugly and fat, and as if he’d guessed my thoughts, he told me yes, maybe he was fat, but wasn’t he the one who was paying, he was the client, he had a right to have expectations, tastes, like anybody else, and basically, it wasn’t any different than going to a movie you’ve heard only good things about, and with that I knew I’d never again like being thought pretty, no, even if they chose me over another, I can’t keep from giving up my place, and although I feel competitive with other women, I don’t rejoice anymore about what they may lack, that’s why it has to be that it’s not what I have or what I lack that’s killing me, no, it’s the feeling of death that comes before all that, speaking through what there is or in place of what’s lacking, my father’s Flood plowing its path through everything.
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      And there are some clients who are neither old, fat, nor infirm, there’s Mathieu, who comes to see me every week and who’s not any older than twenty-three, he’s totally attractive with his athlete’s body and brush cut without any white hairs, and the first time he came to me, standing straight and tall in the door frame, his youthfulness shocked me, I don’t know why, I felt disarmed by how little he had that could harm me, but what was he coming here for, didn’t he have all the women he wanted on the outside, why did he need to be here, to pay for it, for my halfhearted caresses, and I thought, What a picture my body will make next to his, which is so adequate in itself, just as firm, won’t I look old just from the fact that we’re from the same generation, that we’re made to sleep together, won’t I look old because this is so appropriate, because we’re so cute, and that’s exactly what happened, I got older as soon as we touched each other, yes, my youthfulness needs others’ age to shine, I need their wrinkles and white hair, their extra thirty years, I need their limpness so that I can be somebody who causes hard-ons, so that I can be powerful, and besides, women are always older than men even if they’re the same age, and when Mathieu takes me I don’t feel anything at all, except for feeling uncomfortable about his energy and his muscles, though he doesn’t seem to care about my energy and muscles, the similarity between us doesn’t seem to bother him, no, he gets hard the way the young do, for no reason, he thinks it’s natural to have that kind of hard-on, a part of the youth we share, he gets hard and I don’t understand what his gentials so adapted to mine are for, his might as well be a stick of wood, a prosthesis, a massage wand, it’s like he’s pretending, like he has to force himself, to concentrate on something else, a scene from a porn film, and trying to get a reaction from me, he says he wishes we were lovers, two wolf cubs going back and forth from bed and the restaurant and the movies, like everybody else, the right way, and he takes my hand to show me that he means it, that he can help me get out of this, that he’ll have me stay with him and lend me money until I finish school and find work, and looking at those eyes similar to mine, that mouth similar to mine, I tell myself that 1 don’t want it, that I’d die of boredom even if we were good together, I wouldn’t believe in it even if people in the street turned around to see us while thinking how we were exactly what we should be, a young couple, and I’d have to tell him to keep his money for later, to come back when he was old enough to be here with me, I’d have to tell him not to get hung up on me, that being close to him scares me, and afterward he massages my back for a long time at my request, Massage my back, darling, because your strength has worn me out, used up all of mine, let me turn my back to you and close my eyes, get rid of your presence, and to show my gratitude and encourage him, I moan a little in a sexy way, I wiggle my hips and moan since I need to shift into my back what hasn’t happened somewhere else, direct his attention to a flat place of my body, and besides, men and women of the same generation are made for that, made to massage each other’s back in a fraternal way, in the peacefulness of what can’t happen.
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      But it doesn’t matter who they are, since there will always be this gap between us that hits you in the face and that they don’t see, something that’s wrong and misunderstood, that comes out in their theories about the evolution of the species, about young female apes showing their slit to their male protector, whimpering all over the place to get fed, yes, nature’s made that way, you only need to look at the monkeys to understand it, to come to the conclusion that females love the strongest and richest, that they have to be young to make themselves loved, the clients tell me their theory about what we’re there to do, they turn me into their female ape while I look away, at any detail at all in the room, a crack in the ceiling or a clump of hair scudding across the floor, and I whisper to myself about what’s wrong, that something that keeps insisting and linking me to them, the disaster of finding yourself here again, one on top of the other, one seeking the mouth of the other and the other seeking nothing but to flee, one wanting the other to come so that he can come and the other wanting the first one to come so it will be over, the impossibility of what they’re doing, of what I do all the time, trying to get to the end of my mother by exhausting all my strength, sleeping with whomever, the fat ones, the old ones, the ugly ones, sleeping with my father while waiting for him to knock on the door, so that he’ll finally know what he’s done with me, what I’ve done with him, time really should be taken to tell them, to put them in their place, to make them give up even if they’re still hard, and go back to their office and family so that they’ll flagellate themselves if they have to, like priests do, but it won’t stop, no, here comes the next client, he might even be downstairs already, at the entrance, waiting for the elevator with a mild hard-on, wondering if I’ll be like they said on the phone, if I’ll be blond, young, beautiful.

      
The fact that my father kills himself claiming that a life worse than his is possible, that there’s a life worse than the one here on earth, worse than the heavy load of everyday life, a phrase he repeats with a look in his eyes that implies something sexual about load—load as in shooting your load, load as in something wanting to leave your intestines, load as in crouching under life and facing what it requires—the fact that my father believes in his hell of brimstone and fire doesn’t mean that it makes him appreciate life any more, no, he hates life for all it has to offer that goes beyond the Ten Commandments and doesn’t herald prophecies, he hates it right up to the act of chewing and the hardening of nipples under cool water, right up to the little marvels of birth filmed on videotape and pyramids built as mazes for those who visit them, up to the flow of traffic going both ways on cloverleaf highways and antelope carcasses left unfinished on the plain by hyenas, and in any case, these days nothing is worth anything, since all of it has been touched by man, he says that all the time as well, touched by his dirty, pretentious, ungrateful atheist’s hands, which have separated God from

      the discovery of the world and seek his origin among the stars or through the lens of a microscope, he hates life the way he hates my mother, with the courage of the pilgrim cherishing his burden and dragging his clubfoot from country to country, round-shouldered and bent, declaring that there is no hope but in pettiness.
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      But my father needs his burden as a reason to detest life even more, for a chance to be more deserving of paradise and enter it as a hero, a martyr, who has seen no good except in what there is of the worst, except in renouncing living with the living and dancing without thought of that heavy load that any vision of naked legs makes appear, and he says again and again that you mustn’t ever abandon yourself to pleasure, you’ve got to keep a cool head, keep it where evil is hiding so that you don’t lose sight, you have to see it coming from afar to unmask it when you come across it, and this is doubtless why he has to spy upon his daughter who grew up too quickly and why he has to page through porn magazines looking for her naked with a cock in her mouth, to unmask her and cry, Scandal, I knew it, I knew it, but where are we going in this world where fathers find what they’re looking for and daughters want them to look, but where are we going when you lose the energy to follow the trail of what shouldn’t be, and this is why he tracks down his daughter, so that he can at last have the right to treat her like a whore. It obviously would have been better for him to rape me while there was still time, when I still sat willingly on his knees, me and my Smurfette’s blond braids that hadn’t yet been unwound, me and my white knee socks and checked skirt, my little shined shoes and all the rest, my peals of laughter and cuddles, yes, it would have been better if he’d raped me at this moment of tenderness between father and daughter so that he would have killed me with a single blow and swept away what was left of my mother, so that he would have gotten right to the end of things and finished with what’s been hanging around forever, those hints about what could happen and the threat of it finally occurring, an end to it once and for all, an end to life and the boredom of its development, an end to his chasing sluts and to the stench of my mother’s corpse.

      [image: ]

      And my father never did rape me while I was on his knee, my small butt moving against his cock in search of a fulcrum, he didn’t rape me but he did worse, he put me on his shoulders to teach me his point of view about the world, a view that takes pleasure in tracking down happy people and crushing flowers for the sole reason that they grow in a greenhouse and not according to divine will in a place dictated by nature, the point of view of a man who punishes himself for being alive, he passed on to me his dread of happiness and lulled me for hours into believing that I mustn’t grow up or age, that I ought to stay small forever so that he could carry me in his pocket everywhere his duty called him, on business

      trips and into hotel rooms, to annual conferences and dinners by the edge of the water, he told me all about the tragedy of aging, losing the child’s smallness that can fit on top of shoulders, since after that you can love others only from a distance and not on their knees, and actually, he’s the one who made me a Smurfette, who raised me to be minuscule and blue among big white mushrooms, in immense forests inhabited by fairies and witches, he’s the one who chose my fate as a disabled person seated before her jars of cream and her diets, who put me in a wheelchair, but yes, I do know that I can walk, but only to hang myself around men’s necks and go from one bed to the next, to climb on them as if I were still small, as if! wanted them to see me from closer up and didn’t want my feet to touch the ground anymore, my shined shoes beating air as I let myself be lulled by their stories that I don’t believe anymore, since I’ve heard them too often, but it doesn’t matter whether I believe them or not, since what counts today is staying small, giggly, and shy as long as possible, staying there until my breathing is perfectly synchronized to the rhythm of their stories, sitting with my arms around their neck and my eyes closed, sitting with my head on their chest while waiting for them to take me with them, far from what I’ve become, big and old, drab and heavy, good for bed.

      Yes, it would be better if they took me with them and told me I’m so small that they could hide me in their suitcase and make me go everywhere it’s possible to set foot, Bangladesh or Greenland, Mars or lost cities, but it won’t ever happen, it can’t because I’m crazy about the wrong kind

      of man, the ones who aren’t my psychoanalyst, I’m crazy about their ability to make me fly through the air in their outstretched arms and lug me along in their baggage to meetings and business dinners, all those occasions where they can parade me in front of their colleagues as if I were a show dog, the whore of the year, and what’s more, they’re already doing it without it satisfying me, they already do it too much and I’m even disgusted by it, I don’t know why, because now I don’t know how to do anything but put whatever I’m offered to the test, I know only how to challenge things to the point that they break so I’ll have a reason for having believed the worst, for having believed the whole thing was just a misunderstanding, that it wasn’t for me but for somebody else, a little redhead with a freckled face and no orange-peel texture near the bottom of her butt, in other words, so that I can convince myself that there’s nothing more for me, or no more than a psychoanalyst asleep behind his glasses, whom I’d love to see stooping to pick up the money that I threw on the rug, with the contempt of somebody who has to pay for something he didn’t receive, as the clients sometimes do with me when I haven’t been able to fake an orgasm or laugh at the right times when they tell me how they became millionaires, how they’ve slept with the greatest actresses, and the lessons of life they’ve drawn from it.
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      That has to be why I became anorexic when I was a teenager, or a small part of why, my father’s stories, my father

      whom I couldn’t put back in his place and whom I was expecting to offer me one, it has to be because of his stories in which he imagined me in his suitcase and warned me about the risks of growing up, about losing the love of the old because they hate to recognize in their children their own misery, and by the time I was twelve I was already a stranger to myself, to this maturing flesh they must have mixed up with somebody else at the nursery, like the story about a baby ending up in the family of another, the surprise of black skin or red hair when you weren’t expecting it because it was improbable, and by the time I was twelve I was lost in my fairy tales and dreams about identical twins who live for each other, dressing the same way and winking at each other under the nose of other people to make it well known that they’re excluding everyone who isn’t part of their circle, and actually, I became anorexic the day girls my age were finished with braids and shined shoes, with the days of hopscotch and bedtime prayers, and I still am, though the evil has shifted, it has passed from one mirror to another, from one necessity to another, from getting my body thin to covering it with lingerie, and this body, which isn’t a child’s anymore, though not really a woman’s, is still not mine, it never will be, since someone has kept it with him, it’s rolled into a ball on my father’s knees, it’s still a tiny thing wriggling at the bottom of his pocket or in a wheelchair that is rolled according to his business plans, what’s more, it always has been elsewhere, that’s why I give it to whoever wants it and even to those who don’t, I drag it just about everywhere, onto stationary bikes at the gym and under ultraviolet lights at the tanning

      salons, I’ve done everything with it I can in the hope of finding it again one day, in a swimsuit magazine, reproduced a hundred thousand times in every store of every country in the world, and then I’m sick of looking for the reason for my back-and-forths between vomiting and the clients, anorexia and whoredom, I’m sick of seeing the logic of how they coincide, in other words, understanding how I always do the same stupid thing, and anyway, you’ll never see what I see nor know how impossible it is to escape from a network formed by a single point, a unique stupid thing that has nothing to do with me since it’s made of something that didn’t happen, and I won’t ever be able to go any farther than I am now, so it would be better to shuffle along awhile longer, waiting to no longer know how to budge, to no longer have the strength to get down on my knees at every opportunity before a man or a toilet bowl, it doesn’t matter which, waiting for the moment when I’m smaller, just a little, for the moment when I can close my eyes to what’s going into my mouth or what’s coming out of it.
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      And that is how my life was filled with continual details about my body, and nothing would escape me, not even the small red mark in the middle of my back that I wouldn’t have known how to touch with the end of a finger, not even the blond hair lost in the dark fleece of my crotch, and this is how I began calculating all my food to the point that life came down to an apple I couldn’t manage to eat properly, at least

      not according to the list of constraints that I kept making longer and imposed on myself, all the while knowing it would never come to an end, that nothing can come to the end of a universe motivated solely by rules, and my days became a ceaseless meal where everything had to be followed to the letter for fear of eating too quickly and then not being able to stop myself, for fear of associating food with pleasure of some kind, with the way my father wolfed it down, which I’ve never dared look at when we’re at the table since the noises coming from his mouth are too much like the panting of somebody coming, and I would question every mouthful to take my mind completely off what I’d have to be doing, giggling with friends while rapping about boys and swimsuits or even smoking a first joint behind the high school, I kept count of everything, especially the numbers, which were supposed to be odd, all of them, I would monitor the shape and size left by my mouth in the apple, it had to be round and precise, without any irregularities or brown stains under the peel, and then I had to chew each mouthful silently an odd number of times, I had to be absolutely certain each mouthful was perfect, that chewing and swallowing were impeccable, not to mention the taste and what I was thinking about at the moment, I would have to think of nothing horrible or disgusting while eating, I couldn’t bring up the thought of chemical toilets on the playing field or the dead cat under a layer of ice I was skating on when I was little, and I especially wasn’t allowed to feel any pieces stuck between my teeth or notice that an unpleasant odor was mixing with the apple, I had to eat one or three or five of them,

      never two or four, I had to bite thirteen or fifteen or seventeen times, and you won’t believe this, but I had to calculate the time I took to finish all these operations, I’d calculate the minutes, which also had to be an odd number, thirty- three or thirty-five, and this could last for hours, a whole week, centuries of battling a fruit that I mustn’t see get brown while I held it in my hands, no, the apple had to stay crunchy and white from beginning to end, and since it was impossible to control everything about that apple, which escaped me every time my attention wavered, since I always had doubts about the exact number of mouthfuls I took or the quality of the chewing or swallowing or the thoughts or the odors drifting around at that moment, I’d have to start again to be sure, and this absolutely had to be three or thirteen or thirty-three times, after having vomited, of course, just as rigorously, in a completely white, odorless toilet bowl while counting the number of jets, which also had to be odd, and in this system that would drive the strongest person crazy, why did the numbers all have to be odd, I wouldn’t know how to explain it, actually, maybe because I’ve stayed an only child, well, almost, because I was one, or three with my parents, and my parents have never been two for me since they never embraced, they didn’t talk to each other, or talked to each other without looking at each other, they talked to each other only about what time meals were and not even that, since my mother had nothing to say about what my father decided, so there were only three words to pronounce, at six o’clock or at seven o’clock, and saying three words isn’t called speaking, then how could I have guessed that there had to

      be two to make a child, how could I have known that their being here with me must have had something to do with them long before I came along.

      This has to be why I can’t stand to see couples kissing, I turn my head away every time, saying, No, it won’t last, it can’t, and if I cry about it sometimes it’s because there’s no place in my head for conceiving of a pair, I can’t imagine a man and woman kissing on a park bench or at the station, the two of them hanging on to each other as if there were nothing important in life but these cliched people who are in love, truly loving is forgetting about the rest, it’s not giving a damn about those around you even though they haven’t asked for anything, it’s laughing at the woman over there crying about being alone, who’s dying because she has to cross to the other side of the street all the time, no, couples don’t exist, they can’t, because there will always be a whore to come put her kiss within theirs and install herself somewhere in the minds of men, to get them hard, there’s always a lipstick trace on a shirt collar carelessly thrown into a laundry basket, couples don’t exist and I’m the one who’s decided that, I don’t want any of that logic of me-for-you and you-for- me, I don’t want a thing to do with it and I’ll cross to the other side of the street as many times as I have to, I’ll turn away my eyes to deny everything that happens in the backseat of cars, and believe me, I’ll have broken the rearview mirror with my fists well before having been faced with such a sight.

      But still, I learned very early that couples like to share the same room and sleep in the same bed, that they do things together and walk hand in hand on Sunday afternoon when

      the weather’s nice and the children are sleeping, that they go to the movies in the evening, the head of one on the shoulder of the other, that they have to keep some part of their bodies joined with everything they do for fear of being taken for brother and sister, or even worse, father and daughter, and so they parade the fact of being a couple at restaurants, where they play with each other’s feet under the table, and in bed, where they make noisy love, directing their cries at neighbors to let them know for sure how good it feels to come when you’re being heard, so the neighbors can imagine it, be led to it, their ears glued to the wall and their hand busy in trousers whose belt has barely been loosened, and my parents also slept in the same bed, which seemed outrageous to me since it took up all the space in their room, and though they did sleep together, they got into the habit of leaving as much space as possible between them, one sleeping on the right and the other on the left, my mother on the left and my father on the right, there was this boundary between them that wasn’t supposed to be crossed, as big as a third person, indicating that someone had to be there, someone who would have had to appear suddenly at any moment and demand her due, reclaim her place between my parents, it was a place that seemed sacred and that they could occupy only once they were deep in sleep, once consciousness of the other’s presence had disappeared, and maybe they came together in the middle of the night, somewhere in the miasma of their dreams, a knee touching the other’s leg, maybe they came into contact that way without knowing it, but I doubt it, they would have protected the privacy of their sleep to the

      point of not being able to sleep any longer, and they obviously would have had to keep one eye open or jerk awake when they felt the other, a heart beating at top speed when you’re in danger from having seen death up close, though you knew it was on the other side of the bed, ready to advance at the slightest letting go, and then they would have had to remain on alert until dawn, sitting up in bed without making any noise in order to spy the enemy from afar and flee at the slightest movement, but what’s this arm rummaging under my pillow, and what does this head that keeps moving want, and with the years maybe they no longer would have had to keep watch while they slept because their shifting became controlled by necessity, by the precious economy of their vital energy, which pushed each of them to his or her side of the bed until each was sleeping almost in the void, a face turned toward the outside and an arm hanging off the bed.

      So there was this place between them, opening its arms for me to fill it with my person, and if I took it, maybe it was so I could be sure that there was no bond between them that didn’t pass by way of me, because I had to be for them what they couldn’t be for each other, Then there is a place for me, I must have thought in my child’s mind, which believed it could influence the rain and good weather, There’s a place for me or for a night visitor, for my sister’s phantom, and so I slept in my parents’ bed for years, I put myself there as soon as I could walk, until I was maybe ten, I took that one place too many in their bed because I absolutely had to put everything that separated them on myself, and when I

      heard them going to bed from my small bed with its pink polka dots, always around ten o’clock, I’d enter their room without a sound and put my very little body between them, my face turned toward my father or my mother, most often toward my father since my mother couldn’t stand seeing me close to her and would chase me away with a signal that wasn’t a word but a noise, she’d whistle at me the way you whistle at a cat to prevent it from climbing on a table or playing with the plants, clenching your teeth and getting ready to swat it if it doesn’t obey, and clearly she didn’t want me to sleep with them but my father didn’t agree, She doesn’t bother anybody and hardly moves, he’d say, She’ll become the wall I need to protect myself from you, he’d also think without saying, and if my mother hadn’t already been a worm, she could have insisted and pushed me off the bed with her feet while spitting in my face, the way females do when they’re fighting over a male, with one thrust of her claws she could have rendered useless this young thing that had betrayed her and that so interested my father because he could handle her so easily, holding her at arm’s length by the feet and spinning her around without watching out for furniture that could smash her skull, he must have liked doing that because it excited him, he got hard from the terrified shrieks of the one who would have to learn to distrust the strength of others who could one day throw her against the wall or strangle her with their thumbs, yes, my mother certainly could have done things to get me out of her home in the name of the couple that had to be preserved because it wasn’t one, she could have but she didn’t, she didn’t do it

      but she should have, she should have put me out of harm and given me the chance to be normal, to live the life of a woman with a man, just one, not a thousand, a man who wasn’t my father and who wouldn’t grab my hair to vary the rhythm with which I sucked him, she could have given herself a chance to have a life and to make love in a bed that wouldn’t already be occupied by somebody else, and who knows, maybe I wouldn’t have become a whore, though I’ll never know for sure, but at any rate, my father wouldn’t have touched her even if I hadn’t been there, even if all the women in the world died in a single stroke, leaving my mother the sole queen of male desire, I know it since the place was available long before I took it, that’s the real tragedy, what’s killing me was waiting for me long before I was born, and you see, it’s too late to talk about what took place or didn’t between my parents because I was there or wasn’t, it’s too late to travel all the way back through the thoughts that bind me to those clients who want to fuck me in the ass because they can’t do it with their wife, the ones who want to do everything with me that they can’t do with her, and besides, I don’t want to take back from the beginning everything to which my mother had no claim, these desires for sodomy that my father never had for her.
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      And then whom was I supposed to ask to forgive me, I don’t know that, either, maybe my mother but I’m not sure, how could I have been forgiven for hollowing out her womb,

      which has never gone away since, and for having stolen the attentions of a man, how could I have been forgiven for getting in return everything she lost, a fresh body without blemishes and a man to stare at it, to feel the weight of it and make it fly in bed while playing airplane, his little angel with her back arched as he swayed her around on the soles of his feet and imitated the noise of a motor, forward and back and right and left, vroom vroom while firmly holding my hands in his, hands so little that he called them my little mitts, since at that age they weren’t yet real hands, besides, nothing was real in this body that would one day fade under red blotches and the bites of clients in a hurry to get finished, nothing needed to be rejected since I didn’t yet have the odor or the obscene lines of the mature woman, I didn’t know sweat, hormones, and periods, in short, the overflow from everywhere that gives the face a worn-out look and makes the figure vague and exhausted, no, I didn’t know anything, and how could I be forgiven for not being on my mother’s side, on her side of the bed and her misery of a dead mother except by taking some blows for it, I would have had to hide myself under the bed without making any noise while leaving my parents above free to ignore it, I would have had not to be a child from the start and tied myself to a woman drained of what they point to at the top of their lungs on oil-stained calendars smudged by mechanics’ fingers, I would have had to swear my loyalty to her, swear on the head of all the women who’ve been betrayed by their daughter that I would kiss goodbye the chance of one day having the shaved crotch of a puncture-proof doll, having rock-hard breasts and a mouth

      forever open to all the fathers on earth, including my own father, who to this day still scrutinizes me, casually looks for the imprint of my nipples through my clothing, and who’d probably like me to give him a daughter he could make fly above him while holding her mitts, a father who d obviously like to give me a daughter so that I could drive her away and let him continue this merry-go-round for ten generations to the point of us killing each other by not acknowledging each other, and anyway, there’s no use getting on my knees before my mother or anybody else since there’s nothing to forgive, that’s the saddest part, I’ve wanted all of it, and so have my father and my mother, there’s nothing to forgive since this is the stuff of life, the rest is only cowardice and jealousy, so it would be better to tell yourself stories about the life of couples the way it is in the movies, one’s head on the other’s shoulder, it would be better to fill your head with scenarios of triumph and honor and close your eyes to life passing by, the life of neighbors fucking who come from being heard, and their children who enter the room on tiptoe.
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      And when I did sleep in my little Smurfette’s bed from time to time, surrounded by dolls that opened and closed their eyes depending on whether they were sitting or lying, my Dreadful Dolls, as I called them, Mimi- or Mika-the- Dreadful, who kept me awake because I thought they were going to bite me as soon as my back was turned and my eyes

      closed, dread of the eyes of glass and the braids falling right to the ankles, the pink dress with the white apron and the white socks in tiny black shoes, when, for some reason I don’t know, my father didn’t want me to sleep with them, surrounded by them, with me in the middle, I would sleep in the hallway very near their room, and from there I could hear my mother, I’d hear her voice, which would drive me insane since I didn’t have the habit of hearing it under any other circumstances, because that voice that I never heard otherwise wasn’t addressed to me, it certainly wasn’t, but yes, they were fucking, I know it now and I would have had to have known it at that moment I went insane, I would have had to have understood it and leave the house forever with a sack containing an apple and a pear, leave with my braids falling down my back and my flowered bathrobe dragging on the ground, I would have had to burn down the house, put an end to what I never stopped imagining, I mean understanding that I wasn’t there for anything, that it had nothing to do with me, and I truly believe that I knew it, I knew that what they were doing didn’t have anything to do with me, that they were forgetting me to the point of moaning with pleasure, and do you know that even now, I sometimes wake in the night at the sound of a voice, I hear a woman’s voice laughing at the fact that I’m not there and that it has nothing to do with me, I hear her when she’s coming, too, and it drives me insane, and if I start to lose my mind, it’s because I can’t do anything about it, or so little, except get out of bed and turn all the lights on, and the TV, and pace up and down my apartment as if I were about to find somebody

      there, a woman hidden in the cupboard to drive me insane, letting out night shrieks like an owl, I’m sick from still lying in the hallway, my ear glued to my parents’ door.
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      And why are the voices I hear always women’s, obviously because men don’t need to show off like that, only women want to wake the neighbors with their cries, excite them with their power of making what’s being done to them heard, listen to me, I know how to come, listen to how I’m the only one you can hear, how I’m the only one here who knows how to get them hard, and if I’m not the only one, I’m still the loudest, the most capable of getting them hard, just strain your ears and listen and you’ll be convinced of it, just give in gently to my adventure, all you have to do is think of yourself as a wolf and 111 become Little Red Riding Hood, the little blonde in the big red cape, all nude underneath, her lips red and her braids flying in every direction under the thrusts, her eyes rolling back and her mouth gaping, her back arched and her butt really high, doggie-style, little ripped white panties over a slit, calling for help, Help me, somebody hear me and find me, somebody know that I’m here getting pounded from the back while my grandmother is waiting for me with her little butter pots, gather around me like hyenas around a feast left by the lions, so that you can see that what’s not supposed to be done happens every day in the woods, and it happens while the children are busy with their toys, pre-

      tending to skip about, unconcerned with what’s hidden behind the bushes, spying from behind the other side of a tree, yes, take a good look because there’s nothing else to do, or so little except want to be a wolf who takes his turn stalking little girls blushing and thinking that it isn’t decent to show their drawers, that they have to be careful with the too-short skirt that they forgot to change, all you can do is get turned on while telling yourself that it’s good like this, that such is life, it’s clear that you don’t get out of it, you can’t, there’s nothing you can do about what happens every day behind your house, behind a door, and at the neighbor’s, these are the things that happen to what you say, and they make the world go round, old things having to do with the oldest profession in the world that I don’t know how to name since they’re repeated everywhere you look, in the grammar lessons you learn by heart to make the teachers like you and the apples rubbed on your shirtsleeve that you put on their desk, behind curtains that you didn’t close in the hope of being seen through a telescope and in the yellow rings that tell the tale of bedsheets, they happen whatever you do and whatever you say about it, and anyway, there’s nothing you can do about it and I already said that, you can only enjoy it or cry about it, all you can do is do it yourself while saying that children are our every joy, that they’re the apple of our eye, and that you have to know how to teach them about life for fear of seeing another do it.

      [image: ]

      That’s why women cry out in porn films, that’s why the clients ask me to do it, to moan as their tongue travels over my slit, and they don’t even have to ask me since it happens by itself, you have to cry out or nothing keeps going, the to-and-fro stops because you aren’t coming, but what’s the matter with you, why aren’t you crying out, why aren’t you coming, I wouldn’t know, and besides, what do you know about how I come, not a thing, you don’t know that I can come in silence or cry out when I’m not coming, you don’t know that it’s to women that women lie, and then it isn’t important what they know or don’t, what they believe or don’t, what counts is women’s whoredom, getting wet from being the only one who can be heard, the one who knows how to make her voice blow you away, what’s important is their way of kissing another woman to show who’s more beautiful, every time, their knack for keeping others at a distance and drawing the men to them, for cracking open the door of their room so you can’t enter but can only look, leaving the drapes parted slightly so you can see them stripping while they’re the only ones allowed to be there, But Mama, why can’t I see Papa completely naked, and how come he can see you that way, I never got an answer to those questions, they may have answered that I didn’t have the right because they were my papa and mama, that it was okay for papas and mamas to see each other naked if they wanted, but not the children because they were too little, because their eyes were too big, they must have told me something like that, but it wasn’t enough or I didn’t want it, I mean didn’t want that answer, which is why I stick to loud speeches that

      always revolve around the same problem, ceaselessly describing the tragedy of a man and woman naked in bed, and what’s more, the answers are useless when the questions you ask yourself are no good, which I’ve also said already, I would have had to ask them why I was there in their bed watching them see each other naked, why did I have to be there to hear them on the other side of the door whispering to each other how they were alone together, alone in the world to tell each other their whisperings that showed me they wanted to be heard without being understood, which is why I wake up at night to the sound of a voice, so that I won’t lose a word of what’s said when I’m not there, so that I’ll finally overhear what keeps them in life when they think I’m not there.

      [image: ]

      And the fact that they whispered to each other about being happy to be alone didn’t mean that they really loved each other, I believe they never did whisper to each other whatever it was, they didn’t murmur anything at all to each other in the bathroom adjoining their bedroom, the bathroom with pink tiles especially for them, it was forbidden to me, I heard them one night from their bed while I was crying under the covers, actually, my mother must have asked my father to pass her the soap, and my father must have answered that there wasn’t any more, that she would have had to buy some, that besides, that’s all she had to do, and they must have discussed their ineptitude at doing things in a low voice, they must have traded the ways they’d failed each

      other in hushed shouts instead of soaping each other one after the other or one for the other, the back first and then the breasts, the insides of the thighs and then the genitals, they must have done everything it was possible to do except talk about love, that I don’t believe, nor do I want it, and even if they loosened up because they were naked in a bathroom soaping themselves, even if they tickled nipples with the tip of their tongue, they couldn’t have done it except by closing their eyes and imagining somebody else, only by each imagining parallel worlds where they were no longer man and wife, they must have shut their eyes into another place and another story, another name and another body, they must have stayed alone in a corner to masturbate over jars of cream while pretending to wash themselves, no, they wouldn’t have been able to do it except by moving away from what couldn’t be established between them, the understanding of those who know how to laugh at the faults of another, who are touched by half-hard cocks and drooping breasts, and I really had to hear voices where there weren’t any, I had to believe they were face-to-face, whereas they were turning their back to each other while hurrying to wash up, I had to since I had to understand why I was crying from being alone in their bed telling myself stories about poor little girls and orphans, why I had my head between my knees and was rocking myself back and forth and right to left, drumming the mattress with my feet the way crazy women do when they’re sick of having time to kill, when there are too many days to come for thinking that they no longer know how to live, and since then I’ve never stopped trembling in front of those who love each other, in front of their farce of loving each other on a park bench, and I’ll always have my knees, fists, and feet to protect me from others’ unhappiness, there’s too much space between them for me not to be there, too much silence for me to be able to sleep, too much back for me to end up believing that that’s life, a long monologue of feet drumming on what wasn’t done.

      [image: ]

      And it’s with my head between my knees that I’ve loved all the men in my life, that’s how I love my psychoanalyst, who doesn’t see my body fidgeting on the couch when I’m queasy from repeating my mother who worms and my father who comes, when I want to sit up and show him that I’m not just a voice and that a single thrust of my claws can say as much as ten years of chattering about what’s hidden behind the words, that the marks they leave are no better than the rage of a child crying for its mother’s breast, and besides, who knows whether he’s sleeping with his head between his hands and dreaming of me naked in a bathroom, who knows whether he’s not masturbating silently to add a bit of life to my narratives, it’s something I’ll never know, something I don’t have the right to hear, and if I did know, what would happen, what would occur if I surprised him with his hand wedged down his pants and took his cock in my mouth, how much time to live would there be left for us if I moved my mouth from bottom to top and right to left, how much time before he came, before the end of the world and lightning striking, well, I don’t know that, either, and maybe it would be better if it did happen, after all, maybe I’m dying from nothing happening between us and the fact that we’ll have to replay the scene of my parents in the bathroom, finally put actions where there were only my tears, maybe it would be better to face each other and talk about love, confront each other in bathwater and stroke what falls under our hands, it would be better if we could be client and whore for the space of a moment, for the length of a session be the one who pays and the woman who gives herself, the roles would have to change within the time it takes for him to close his books and become a man in my arms, but it will never happen, one last time, it can’t happen since those things never occur when you’re me, when you’re calling out to life from death’s side.
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