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And Bardo played. In the way he knew least badly: 
poetry. There are far more pages than usual from that 
time, scribbled by hand, which he read to Ophelia 
when she asked him to, often late at night. I carry that 
notebook with me everywhere now.

This evening I’ve bought some cheese and a nice 
bottle of French wine to thank my host. Ophelia still 
hasn’t appeared. Maybe she’s waiting for us to bump 
into each other in the street, by chance?

I don’t feel very well, despite my efforts. There’s a 
kind of anxiety overwhelming me. Liis asks me to read 
her a couple of lines of my brother’s writing. Whenever 
I stop, she asks me to continue. Time stands still.

It would be amazing, Ophelia, to analyze the 
circle of our choices, in the course of our life 
story.

Thousands of yeses, thousands of noes, and 
the universal stagnation of shadows behind 
the elemental doors. 

The mechanics of time, with teeth worn 
down the repetition of everything, the renewal 
of doubts to the tune of public transport, am-
bivalence on the corners of the tables.

Sooner or later, the people who don’t know 
how to love you choose to ignore you—or so 
they believe, but it’s in thinking of you that 
they ignore you.

I believed, like you, that it would be bet-
ter if everything were forgotten, everything 
 falsified.

I yearned to forget what I wished for; I 
desired it like ecstasy.
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To only go forward.
For a single day to have two hundred and 

forty hours, stretched out like feelings; for 
everything incomprehensible to become clear 
through this slowed development, and for 
ugliness to be sublimated by the clearness of 
eyes without expectations.

Your eyes calmed me.
Our bodies claimed each other.
We were two separate people, and yet you 

rose up like a familiar world, too familiar, 
perhaps.

It was a race against time, counter- clockwise. 
Time consists of organic movements, but we 
couldn’t allow one life to pass us by while we 
waited for another, that love might not be just 
a foundation on which to build the future, but 
the very structure of the past.

My days passed sometimes in the darkness 
of caverns, where I had to double over in order 
to hold on in the narrowness of the bygone, 
to beat my head, tear my skin, follow a faint 
gleam in the distance, and, at first light, not to 
cry out from thirst I thought I’d forgotten.

I remember a concert, one of our first dates.
A Schumann quintet taunted the thresh-

old of the void, in a secret room in the cellar 
of a building.

I listened, and battered myself against 
walls of impatience: why was the trance not 
total?

Why didn’t the music break us down, take 
us immediately, implacably back?
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Why did my resistance, my control, pre-
vent me from turning liquid and evaporating 
and being lost from sight?

Were we all meant to be satisfied with 
the insubstantial, mouths hanging open, like 
near-sighted mastiffs?

Is the effect of sublime things always retro-
active, unleashing a slow burn like a sunrise?

I watched your fingers imitate the move-
ments of the pianist’s. Were you so touching 
because I already loved you, or because you 
had surprised me with the possibility of your 
death?

After the concert, we roamed the night 
on our bicycles, searching for our antennae, 
for a socket to plug our bodies into, and the 
city lights circled us like a frenzied pack of 
wolves.

I looked up, and the stars were simple—I 
felt almost there, almost present. But I knew 
I was still someone other than me watching, 
that I was only someone who hoped to be 
moved, lastingly moved to tears, who hoped 
to dovetail with the world, simply by naming 
things.

But it was in vain. Maybe, I told myself, 
it was a question of language—there is no 
mother tongue for us, no language that is 
ours, inner, personal. Singular.

I had a glimpse of a truth, Ophelia: the 
earth was home only to our doubles, and every 
human being was represented there by a twin 
shadow. 
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The angels, who can no longer tolerate 
either oxygen or corruption, live elsewhere.

Here, only lies—by omission or remis-
sion—were breathable.

Each time we met, it was our common 
language that I wanted to hear, the gaze of a 
kindred spirit I wanted to meet, and I let my-
self be endlessly fooled by similarities: close 
accents, echoes of words.

When I thought of you, you were my 
letting-go of purple balloons, the lifeblood of 
stones, and the present in its totality.

You became my truth. Every note of your 
soul intoxicated me with its simple evocation. 
You were the one who would banish illusion.

Your eyes were honest, where so many 
people’s weren’t. When I thought back to con-
versations with them, I remembered the note 
of perdition in their eyes.

Sometimes, Ophelia, I would see a piece of 
rusted metal and it looked resistant to me, like 
an old soul that had managed, somehow, to 
stay alive. 

And then, one day I was that old soul, and 
I felt my skin stretch like a child’s, until my 
features became smooth, like a mirror.

Sometimes I would stand at the center of an 
intersection, waiting for the arrows of truth, 
before realizing that the place was changing 
every second—that the arrows were passing 
me by without hitting me. The dimensions 
changed with every shift of the time-beat. Life 
was an octopus with rhythmic tentacles, ad-
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vancing slowly, producing images with each 
breath.

We are metamorphic, you and I. We only 
appear in human form to caress one another’s 
cheek, or when you whisper in my ear that the 
hard helmets of the days could be decorated 
with flowers, and that the soldiers of destiny 
don’t always come to kill.

Our destiny is truly glorious, Ophelia, 
and it will triumph in strange ways.

It’s up to me, now, to live like an axis, 
where before I was only a rattle. I used to have 
pockets overstuffed with marbles; they spilled 
out and fell, and that abundance seemed fatal 
to me—it was a game. No one knows what a 
heart can do.

Yesterday I picked up a box of matches and 
shook it.

I listened, and I was surprised. It was as if 
straw foetuses were fighting in the box, though 
no single match could escape from the rhythm 
I was imposing on them, because of the box. 
Maybe each of them dreamed of bursting into 
flame.

To wait, or not to wait.
Come, shadows of the past, and buy me an 

ice cream—which I will allow to melt while I 
remember the summers I spent almost alone, 
always fighting, far from you, among the 
matches.

To burn, or not to burn.
I’ve reached my tipping point, a develop-

ment beyond substance, the first name of a 
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suicidal girl who must either save me or finish 
me off, so that I can be reborn.

We are the children of the irrepressible.
You, passing through gilded serpents, a 

dreamlike statue, emanation of a mad desire, 
and my nation.

I saw too much sadness in the silence of 
others. Never run away from love, because 
that would be the nihilism of a tree: not pro-
ducing leaves in the spring because they will 
die in the autumn. Time changes shapes and 
colors.

Some have woven a fabric from these that 
must be endlessly resewn.

Others have traded them for sleep, and so 
their nights are restless, believing, and then 
not believing anymore.

With you, I will no longer be sitting in one 
place, wondering what to do—a separation, a 
reversal of the situation, an estrangement, the 
invention of the present.

Because we have opened up space and time.
And out of our ruins, we have built a 

bridge over this river that flows through all 
the vital seas.


