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			Letter from Mrs. Robin

			March 16, 1990

			To the attention of Professor Alain1, urologist at the University Hospital of Poitiers.

			 

			I was referred by the nephrologist, Dr. Brunet from La Rochelle. Delphine was operated in October 1987 for a bilateral reflux (according to Cohen’s method) because she had urinary infections and fever repeatedly. She first had treatments for seven months without result, then the cysto showed a level four reflux, she had more infection. Very good on that side. She had a junctional problem that was operated on in September 1988. (The surgeon, Dr. Favre, is no longer in La Rochelle, for health reasons, he left).

			Since January 1989, she started to have pain in her back again, always on the same side, which she made see on the left, she had treatments without result and the more time passed, the more she had pain.

			When she pees, she has pain in her back upstairs.

			She can hold it in, but it hurts her, it triggers big seizures, she needs to be given Spasfon.

			I am also called from school.

			It was fifteen days on Sunday, she had 39° all night, no sore throat, no ear, no stomach, just her back. On Monday, the attending physician came, he could not touch her back, so she had six injections of Gentalline + Celestene, he sent me back to see the nephrologist Dr Brunet who found her tired, with dark circles on her eyes. He had a scintigraphy done in January 1990, I carried the photocopy that I was given.

			So we were supposed to come and see you on March 28, 1990, but he brought the appointment forward. Because on his last IVU [intravenous urography, editor’s note] he found the left pelvis dilated, on the scan slower on the left.

			So he told me that he knows you very well and that you certainly need to reconnect and he prefers that you do it.

			Dr. Brunet explained to me that it is better to operate now than to wait until her kidney is affected, and we can’t leave her like that.

			 

			Ms. Robin.

			 

			 

			

			
				
					1. All names in the text have been changed.

				

			

		

	
		
			Family portraits

			I would like to remember this story that I have kept in the back of my mind, but which occupies my mind and asks me many questions to which I have great difficulty in finding the answers. I think it would be useful to me. That’s why I decided to reveal it, to remove this thick crust that prevents me from feeling good, confident, fulfilled, happy...

			Mom and I always promised each other that we wouldn’t talk about it anymore, that it was over. Except that after this promise, which I refused to betray, I had many bad moments to go through and I always came back to my mother to be reassured. I was always trying to find out why I felt so bad about myself, why the fear of dying invaded me again, as in childhood. I gradually became aware that this uneasiness probably came from the hospital wanderings I had experienced from a very young age, from the way my mother manipulated me, from all this sadness, these fears, all these emotions that had been so well repressed for years. My mind doesn’t want to remember but my body hasn’t forgotten anything and lets me know.

			The need to understand where such discomfort came from occurred shortly before the birth of my first child, Lila.

			In order to put things in order, to understand and to be able to take ownership of my story, I naturally felt the need to meet the doctors who had followed me as a child. Even if I didn’t remember them, I wanted them to tell me how I was behaving, how mom was behaving, how they realized what was really going on, what they did to stop it... So I asked for copies of all my medical records from the different institutions I went to: CHU (university hospital center) of Nantes (hotel-Dieu and mother-child pavilion), CHU of Bordeaux, CH (hospital center) of La Rochelle, CH of Saintes, clinic of Niort, CHU of Poitiers, Necker hospital; as well as from my treating doctors, doctors Pelletier and Hacquin, from the judge of the children’s court of Rochefort and the court of Marennes. There is only one file that I did not obtain, the one that should have been with our attending physician in Marennes and which seems to have been lost.

			I also wanted to retrace my history from the beginning, that is, before I was even born, from the memories of what my mother told me during my childhood.

			My mother is the last of her siblings. She was not a wanted child. Her own mother used to tell her that she was an “accident”. Despite this, she has fond memories of her childhood. The siblings consisted of three sisters and two brothers. Girls and boys follow each other with perfect regularity and about ten years separate my mother from the eldest. They were all very close, they played and went out together. She sometimes tells me about the games and mischief she could do with them. I like to listen to her. I imagine her on roller skates with her brothers, sisters and girlfriends at the bottom of her building. She grew up in the Paris region, in a low-income housing project in Seine-Saint-Denis. Her mother was a janitor. Her father worked, I believe, in the municipal service of a neighboring town.

			I remember my mother telling me about the love she received from her mother, her kindness, her gentleness, her hugs. She had her heart on her sleeve, she would tell me. I don’t know what my mother’s relationship was as a child with her father, but as an adult, she and he were close.

			The whole family spent their vacations in Charente-Maritime. At first, my grandparents rented a house. Then they built their own in the region, with the aim of spending their retirement there. That’s how my parents met. My father is originally from the town where my grandparents settled.

			When their relationship became serious, my mother decided to quit her job and move in with my father, who didn’t want to live near Paris. My mother’s brothers and sisters stayed in the Paris area. We sometimes went there for the end of the year celebrations. My father would take us for a drive around Paris to see the illuminations. They were nothing like the ones back home, it looked great.

			My father is also the youngest in his family. He has a sister and a brother. Son of a craftsman, he works as a boat mechanic in the family garage. Even if he never cut the link with his family, we are not very close to his family. My mother was not appreciated there, especially by my paternal grandmother. I think she didn’t think she was good enough for her son. My parents had recurring financial worries. While my mother’s parents were present and worked things out, my father’s parents seemed to think that this was due to my mother’s behavior. How my father felt about this estrangement, I don’t know. I do know, however, that something happened that upset him.

			His brother died in the 1990s. I have few memories of my uncle hanging himself on New Year’s Eve. I know it was a hard time for Dad. Since Dad is a volunteer firefighter, his beeper went off and, despite the best efforts of his colleagues to spare him the sight of his brother hanging, he arrived at the scene of the tragedy, at the family garage. He was the one who took care of his brother. He never talked about it, I never saw him cry either. My mother said that my uncle did it because of a heartache.

			My father’s reaction to this tragedy sums him up: a kind and gentle person, but discreet and not very demonstrative of his emotions.

			In my childhood memories, Dad is a cheerful and caring person. His hugs and kisses are very rare, but I never thought that he didn’t love me. He never allowed me to doubt. When we spent time together, he was interested in all my childhood questions. And I asked a lot of questions, throwing “why? My father’s patience is infinite; he tries to give an explanation to all my questions.

			We are three children. I am the youngest and the only girl.

			My mother often said that for the firstborn, she had no preference as to the sex. My father wanted a boy. However, for the second, she absolutely wanted a girl. Her wish seemed to be fulfilled two or three years later during the first ultrasounds, which delighted her.

			But when she was born, she gave birth to a second boy in the nearest local hospital. She would later go on and on about how disappointed she was, even in front of my brother. I never knew how he felt about it, Paul never expressed what he thought.

			So she asked for a third child, in the hope of having a daughter. My father accepted, to please his wife.

			And eighteen months later, like in a fairy tale, the miracle happened: a girl, what a wonder!

			Except that this marvel has started on a high note. Life already gave me my first test: I had to resist with all my strength to live. I was born with two turns of the umbilical cord around my neck, according to my mother. She is afraid to lose me, several doctors are working to free me from this cord that strangles me. And from my mother who is already holding me and suffocating me!

			Mom loved to tell me how much she wanted a girl, how happy she was when I came into the world and how scared she was to lose me as soon as I was born. She would describe to me in great detail the scene of the doctors working around the bluish newborn, the doctors resuscitating the baby who was about to expire; she would tell me about it with such excitement that I wonder if she wasn’t looking forward to this eventuality: losing me, the little girl she wanted so much.

			So much wanted, really? Recently, someone around me told me that the reason we had a third child was because of the financial advantage it offered in terms of family allowances. This revelation upsets me, I don’t know what to think about it. I always had in mind that Mom had wanted a daughter at all costs.

			But is this closeness between the little girl and her mother really authentic? Is it me who, in the hope of keeping the image of a sincere love, voluntarily erased the inappropriate gestures and the hard words? The period of my 4-5 years old certainly contains our best moments. In my earliest memories, Mom and I are inseparable. We spend a lot of time together, I always follow her everywhere. She never complains about it, on the contrary, I think she is delighted.

			“That’s why I wanted a daughter, a daughter is always close to her mother, isn’t that right my little Nénette?

			To be close as my mother was with her own mother. As a child, I spent a lot of time with my grandparents. I would go with my mom. I remember that there were no games at their house. My brothers were bored and preferred to stay at home. I didn’t care because the main thing was elsewhere, I was with my mother.

			She did not work and was very available for us. She would pick us up at the kindergarten, prepare our snacks, stay with us on Wednesdays and during school vacations. Daddy had lunch with us every day, in spite of his work which took a lot of his time. As he was passionate about nature, we had a beautiful garden in which I spent a lot of time, between the swing and the pond full of fish. In the summer, Mom would take us to the beach and play with me in the waves. I have very happy images from that time.

			However, before and after, things are much more ambivalent.

			As I try to put myself in the shoes of this little girl, a memory comes back to me. We were spending a convivial moment at the home of a childhood friend of my father. In the hubbub of adult conversation, I hear my mother say:

			“They’re pissing us off these kids!”

			The little girl in me is very sad to hear that. I am still sad today when I think about it.

			Recently, I was told about a scene that really shook me up. I’m about two and a half years old. We are at a friend’s house and I ask my mom to come and sit on her lap. I want a hug, kisses. My mother refuses, kisses her hand and puts it on my cheek. My insistence ends up annoying her, the caress becomes a “back and forth”. This slap makes me feel a deep disarray today. It seems that my mother said at that time that Paul and I were not normal. Another “back and forth”, terrible and unbearable this one, but which says a lot about our future family relations.

			My older brother has been described to me as a rambunctious child. I believe it. Very early in my childhood, I didn’t get along with him. He makes fun of me, he makes remarks about me because I am always stuck to my mother and I am always crying. It annoys him, he puts me down, and he gradually becomes an “accomplice” of my mother. It’s like he’s playing the role of Dad.

			Things got worse when Mom started working. We got into the habit of staying home alone, my two brothers and me. I can’t remember what the arguments were about, only the fear of being without mom, left to the “crazy” older brother. I would spend hours hiding in my room crying after a heated argument with him, or I would go out into the garden to hide in a shed that Dad had built for the pump of the water well in our house. Often he would end up riding his bike to a friend’s house, and I would come home at that time.

			Paul was also subjected to this tyranny. Their arguments were very violent. My brother was very nervous and would throw anything he could get his hands on anywhere in the house. He would punch the walls, the doors, and leave his mark. Hidden away, I would witness their scenes or hear their screams in the distance.

			Although I love my younger brother, we communicate very little. We were unconsciously supportive but we could stay in the same room without talking to each other, and I had no desire to break the silence. Sometimes I felt sorry for the other. My mother’s son, our eldest, whom I am unable to call “my brother,” unaware of the harm he was doing, would sneer in a mocking tone.

			I learned very quickly how to keep myself busy while waiting for mom to come back. I took care of the laundry, I tidied up, I cleaned the house. I was happy that mom wouldn’t have to do it after her work. It also allowed me to think about something else and to contain the rage that the elder child was putting me in. I wanted to look strong in front of him and, above all, not to cry.

			My hatred for him has grown over the years, to the point where it has become impossible for me to look at him. I systematically turn my head away so as not to see that ugly face. He disgusts me. He realizes it of course, it becomes his new game. When we are at the table, he eats next to me. I always end up getting up from the table and yelling all the insults that come to mind and lock myself in my room. The house is not very big, I hear my mother say to my father:

			“No, but she’s really not well! He didn’t do anything wrong.”

			She speaks a little louder, knowing full well that I can hear her:

			“You’re not well, my poor girl! You need to get treatment!”

			 

			 

		

	
		
			“Are you in pain, girl?”

			“Complains of back pain, has repeated urinary tract infections.”

			I was 14 months old when my mother wrote this in my health book. A health book filled out more by her than by the doctors, which amazes me when I find out.

			On another page of my health book, the one used by the doctor who performed the medical check-up in the kindergarten middle section class, I still recognize his handwriting: “Always complains of having a sore back (he says it’s that she’s growing up).”

			To what extent was my so-called illness a well-thought-out plan by my mother from the very beginning? Did she already know how far she wanted to take us?

			She would have liked me to be dependent on her for the rest of my life, to devote herself to her beloved and seriously ill child in order to gain the admiration of the doctors and those around us. To be the center of attention.

			I don’t remember exactly when it started, but I remember my mother asking me quite often if it burned when I peed, if my back hurt. So that I would know where my kidney was, she would press on it, it would tickle me, it was a very weird feeling. She took my temperature regularly and often took me to our doctor, Dr. Pelletier, who prescribed urine tests. I remember that to do them, my mother asked me to pee in a bowl, a bowl that we used for breakfast.

			“It’s okay, it washes out,” she declared as she handed it to me.

			So I complied, from the height of my 3 years, I went into the toilet and brought back the bowl filled with my urine. She was in charge of putting it in a tube with a big red cap, which we had gone to the laboratory to get. Before giving us the bottle, we were asked if it was for an ECBU (cyto-bacteriological examination of the urine). “Yes”, my mother answered, holding out the doctor’s prescription. We were told that we needed a sterile urine sample. But how could it be sterile after my mother’s manipulation? The results were bound to be wrong, and no one would notice.

			One day, in April 1987, when I was 4 years old, my mother told us that our maternal grandmother had died. She had been in the hospital for several weeks and my mother had been visiting her daily. She was in charge of the funeral arrangements. She had my grandmother’s body brought back to her parents’ house, displayed the coffin on the dining room table, and invited everyone who wanted to come and see her mother.

			I didn’t understand this adult ritual. Why didn’t we spend this time as a family, in a small group? Why shout the event from the rooftops?

			My mother thought I was unhappy because of my grandmother’s absence. She regularly took me to her grave. I felt that she wanted me to be sad, so I was sad to please her. But I would have preferred not to go to the cemetery, I would have preferred to just think about her.

			My mother wanted to cultivate the image of the best daughter a mother could have. And, by the same token, the best mother a daughter could have. Is that why, just two months after my grandmother’s death, she regularly went back to the hospital, but this time with me?

			 

			 

			June 1, 1987

			To the attention of Dr. Pelletier.

			 

			I have just seen in consultation the little Robin Delphine, 4 and a half years old, who presents a urinary incontinence day and night, with preserved micturition without anal sphincter disorders, but, according to her mother, associated with vaginal discharge (blood?).

			The clinical examination of this child, whose physical and psychomotor development is quite normal, does not show anything particular (I even made her urinate in my office and she has a completely normal urination).

			The intravenous urography and cystography that you had done showed nothing unusual. Indeed, there is no vesico-renal reflux or ectopic implantation of her ureters.

			At first I reassured the mother and advised her not to dramatize this kind of problems which can reflect a psychological conflict with the family members. I advised her to give Ditropan, two tablets a day.

			I will see little Delphine again in consultation after a month and a half of treatment and if her troubles persist, I will do a complete examination on the table and under general anaesthesia combining a urethrocystoscopy and a gynaecological examination.

			 

			Doctor Favre, surgeon, La Rochelle Hospital.

			 

			Our doctor finally decided to send me to see one of his colleagues to make sure I had kidney problems. Was this a real concern of the doctor or was it Mom’s tenacity?

			Dr. Pelletier had been my maternal grandmother’s doctor. My mother had known him for a very long time and had a sympathetic relationship with him. A few weeks before my grandmother’s death, perhaps he had wanted to spare my mother’s concerns.

			In any case, he should have been reassured by this advice from a specialist. My mother should have been reassured too and left me alone for the duration of my treatment. But only two weeks later, she brought me back for the tabletop examination that the surgeon had mentioned at the previous consultation. I have no recollection of this examination. But I do remember that all those appointments, which required me to get up early, made me tired, and that the different exams I had to take scared me.

			 

			 

			June 15, 1987

			To the attention of Dr. Pelletier, attending physician.

			 

			I therefore hospitalized for twenty-four hours the child Robin Delphine, 4 and a half years old, who presents daytime enuresis with the suspicion of metrorrhagia.

			We therefore performed a complete examination under general anesthesia:

			1) Dr. Leopold, a gynecologist, found nothing on gynecological examination.

			2) As for me, I did not note anything at the urological examination apart from inflammatory lesions at the level of the urethra and the cervical region at the cystoscopy (attached the operative report).

			It is therefore probably a case of bladder immaturity, and I would advise you to put her on Ditropan, two tablets a day, and an anti-infective treatment in a cyclic manner combining Nibiol for three weeks and then Iconcyl for three weeks.

			I for one would love to see this child again in September.

			 

			Doctor Favre, surgeon, La Rochelle Hospital.

			 

			I have no recollection of whether or not I actually had urinary incontinence day and night, but I don’t think I did. I also don’t remember all the medications I was taking. I was intoxicated by them though!

			Mom is convinced that there is something wrong with me. I let it happen. My mother seems to feel good, serene, when she is concerned about my health. She is full of attention and affection towards me in these moments. She reassures me with little words, calls me affectionately her Nénette, gives me her hand. Sometimes, I read sadness in her eyes; it worries me: if mom is sad, it means that it is serious what I have...

			Finally, after two months, as nothing moved from Dr. Favre’s side and my mother’s concerns persisted, our attending physician advised her to go see another surgeon, at the Bordeaux University Hospital, for an additional opinion.

			“It’s better to have several opinions than one,” I would often hear my mother say, no doubt to justify the multiple consultations she requested from many doctors. I think she was mostly waiting to find the one who would confirm that her daughter was indeed sick and required endless surgery and care.

			She took me to Professor Verneuil, a pediatric surgeon. I remember that we had driven a long way by ambulance to meet him; by ambulance, yes, because my mother did not take the car to my consultations, but systematically called an ambulance driver, always the same one. She claimed that the car was too expensive. But this allowed her to be noticed and to formalize my status as a seriously ill child who required specific attention, which she wanted to reap. I was uncomfortable with this vehicle parked in front of our house. What would the neighbors think?

			Before meeting the doctor, my mother recommends that I tell him where I am suffering and, while talking, she pats me hard on the back to make me feel the pain where my kidney was located.

			“Don’t forget to wince when he checks you, so he can see that you’re in pain.”

			Professor Verneuil was a tall, mustachioed man who spoke mainly to me, asking me directly about my condition. I obeyed Mom’s instructions, certain that she was right: if I didn’t help the doctors, how would they find out what I was suffering from?

			 

			 

			September 11, 1987

			To the attention of Dr. Pelletier, attending physician.

			 

			I am seeing your patient today, little Delphine Robin, whom you referred to us for her complex problem of urinary tract infection and bladder leakage.

			I think that this little girl has an intertwined problem: that of both a persistent urinary tract infection and bladder immaturity [...]. The additional examinations that you had done show that there is no major malformative uropathy and that even if a reflux was masked on the first cystography, it must not be very important.

			I think it’s all to do with his bladder-sphincter dysfunction problems that seem to show up on cystography, especially with a spunky neck and urethra.

			So I think it’s quite advisable to continue the treatment as you had started it, i.e. treatment of the urinary tract infection and treatment of the bladder immaturity with Ditropan.

			I think that Dantrium should be added to try to obtain a better vesico-sphincter synchronization.

			So I gave this girl treatment for a month.

			After this time we will see if there is an improvement or not of his clinical condition.

			As for me, I will see her again in a month for a consultation.

			 

			Professor Verneuil, surgeon, Bordeaux University Hospital.

			 

			From opinion to opinion, from doctor to surgeon, from treatment to treatment, my mother drags her little girl behind her, eager to convince the specialists of my ills. Little by little, she succeeded.

			 

			 

			September 21, 1987

			To the attention of Dr. Pelletier, attending physician.

			 

			I have just seen little Robin Delphine in consultation and she continues to have recurrent urinary tract infections.

			As you know, I asked for a retrograde cystography for control. This examination found a stage III active (?) left vesico-renal reflux.

			Given the recurrent infections despite treatment and the importance of the reflux, surgical treatment is necessary.

			Little Delphine will be hospitalized in surgery starting Thursday, October 1 and I will operate on Friday, October 2.

			In addition, I had a new check-up pelvic ultrasound done, which was completely normal.

			In the meantime, I asked the mom to put her on Nibiol.

			 

			Doctor Favre, surgeon, La Rochelle Hospital.

			 

			When I read this letter today, I wonder: three months earlier, all the clinical examinations were perfect and suddenly, a surgical intervention is necessary! Wouldn’t my mother have been a bit insistent? Would the surgeon have been convinced of a real need for surgery? I know that she invoked the repeated urinary tract infections at every turn, presenting the results of the ECBU, the reliability of which I doubt, given the conditions in which I carried them out. Indeed, my mother must have known that not collecting the urine in sterile tubes distorted the analyses.

			For the second time in less than four months, I am hospitalized.

			In the ambulance that takes us to Bordeaux, I am afraid. My stomach hurts, I wonder what will be done to me, what will happen. My mother seems to be serene, she is talking with the ambulance driver she knows well, since she also went to the hospital with him for my grandmother.

			In this hospital, I feel lost; the staff doesn’t talk to me much, the establishment is old and ugly. They put me on a stretcher to take me to the operating room, they cover me well because I have to go through the courtyard. It was cold. I was left alone in a cubicle where I had to wait. I shivered, I was cold and scared, I wanted my mother to be with me. In the operating room where I was finally taken, I was still as cold as ever. There is a big light just above me that makes me turn my head. I am covered with warm sheets because I am shaking so much. Despite everything, I open my eyes wide, I want to see everything, to observe what they all do. I don’t want to relax, I don’t want to be put to sleep. I won’t see anything. What if I don’t wake up? What if I’m allergic to the anesthetic, that my heart can’t take it? I won’t see my mom or dad or my brothers again, like in the movies Will they be sad? I don’t want to die, I want to get better, I want to go back to school, I think of my kindergarten friends who don’t have any health problems, they have fun, they learn, they play I’m here, in the cold, in the middle of the gowns and the naked lights, on this table

			The staff prepares the infusion, they prick me, they put a mask over my nose, they ask me to count. I can’t fight it, nothing and no one will make the operation be cancelled. I fall asleep, I feel discreet tears running down my cheeks. They will see that I don’t feel well, they will postpone the operation...

			When I wake up, what a relief! I am still alive, everything went well, and maybe I am cured for good now! I stay a few days in Bordeaux, I am alone. My mom calls every day, I’m happy to be able to talk to her and to hear her, I can’t wait for her to come and get me, I miss her.

			When I finally come home, she is very attentive to me. Dad, on the other hand, shows me the same affection as he does my brothers, no more. I start to wonder about my mother’s behavior. Maybe she is too protective? At the same time, that means she cares about me, doesn’t it? Are my brothers jealous of my mother’s attention to me?

			 

			I will see Dr. Favre again for follow-up examinations a month and a half after the operation.

			 

			 

			March 22, 1988

			To the attention of Dr. Pelletier, attending physician.

			 

			I am sending you the result of the radiological control of the little Delphine Robin with delay because I have only just received it, please excuse me.

			Urethrocystography shows satisfactory bladder replenishment, without active or passive vesico-ureteral reflux.

			Intravenous urography is functionally and morphologically normal.

			 

			Doctor Favre, surgeon, La Rochelle Hospital.

			 

			 

		

	
		
			An ambivalent mother

			We are in September 1988. I am starting kindergarten.

			I think I’m just like the other kids: I go to school every day, I play with friends on Saturdays... The only tests my mom asks me to do are the ECBU, which is done at home, and blood tests that we go to the lab for before school or that a nurse comes to do at home. Nothing too restrictive for the little girl that I am, and it’s even a little respite after the many trips to the surgeons and the heavy exams I’ve had.

			What’s getting annoying, and increasingly bizarre for me, is that Mom keeps asking me the same questions regularly:

			“Does it burn when you pee? Does your back hurt?”

			While asking me the question, she presses where she thinks the kidney is. Maybe she is not mistaken, that the kidney is located where she presses her fingers, because indeed I feel a little discomfort under the pressure of her hand. I can’t figure out if it really hurts.

			She takes my temperature often, considers it useful to call Dr. Pelletier, and would like him to come at once. Faced with his immediate unavailability, which annoys her and which she blames on the doctor’s poor organization, she invokes an emergency, and invents a fever that I don’t have.

			“Why are you lying?” I ask her when she hangs up.

			“To get him here faster. Otherwise, it won’t be here until tomorrow or the day after.”

			In my childish mind, I know something is wrong: the temperature is not too high, so I’m fine, right? So why does she tell the doctor that he has to come quickly? Am I sick or not? I can’t figure out how I feel, whether I have something or not. So I give in to my mother’s devotion and attentions. I lie on the couch under a comforter, I am not allowed to go and play in my room, I have to stay still until the doctor comes, even if I don’t feel any pain, even if I want to get up. Mom pampers me, puts on the television for me. I don’t like missing school to wait for the doctor, but I like this time alone with my mom.

			When the doctor enters, I recognize the smell of his cigarette mixed with his perfume, it raises my heart every time. In spite of her concern, my mother doesn’t feel any confusion to give him all the important information about my condition: pain, temperature, vomiting... He checks me, hardly asks me any questions. Anyway, I understood that no matter what he says, it will never suit my mother; after he leaves, she will ask me the same questions.

			She seems to be more and more concerned about my health, it worries me that she is so worried when I feel fine. But I understand, she loves me so much that she wants to make sure I’m doing well. Dad doesn’t seem to be anxious. He eats lunch with us and goes back to work as usual when I’m cooped up at home. Mom and I sit on the couch, she takes some medicine to calm her growing anxieties. We snuggle up together and watch the afternoon soap operas in which children often die. Mom doesn’t seem to be affected by these tragic stories. I am terribly saddened by them. I don’t want my health concerns to be serious or to die.

			The more the days and weeks go by, the more I get fed up. Yet, I love the attention she gives me, that she cares about me. That means she loves me, doesn’t it? But I would like her love without all these tests, without these doctors around us. When I’m lying in bed like a sick person, I would like her to just hold me, without asking me all her questions and without feeling me up.

			I sometimes doubt her affection. Maybe she just likes me to be sick, not the little girl? Why do I often feel lonely and unhappy?

			When someone or something makes her angry, my mother seems to forget about my brothers, my father and me. I feel abandoned. She is in a state of excitement that makes her hateful, she no longer cares about the house. Despite the anger I feel towards her in these moments, I want to help her, perhaps in the hope of attracting her goodwill. I make the beds, dust, vacuum, clear the table. I feel deeply unhappy, I take myself to hate this life, I hide behind the house, where my brothers can’t find me, and I cry. I would like to grow up quickly, to leave this home.

			I pretend that everything is fine though, I am nice to her, I need her love, that she shows me a gesture of affection, that she pays attention to me, like when she thinks I am sick.

			“Are you okay, Mom?

			- Don’t bother, it’s grown up stuff, what do you care?”

			I am furious, I would like to insult her too, I find her ugly when she is in this state. The expression on her face is hard, I don’t recognize her anymore.

			My father escaped this difficult atmosphere by working a lot, spending time at the fire station where he was a volunteer and going out with his colleagues. The eldest, a budding tyrant, takes advantage of this to exercise his authority and push Paul and me to the limit. He knows that our mother will not pay any attention to his actions, or even that she will support him. When I run away to my room to cry, I always hope that she will react, take my defense. But she throws me, like a slap that burns me:

			“Cry, you’ll pee less.”

			Is it like this in other families? Did the other children get a hug or a story before going to sleep? Once we were in bed, the threat of the whip hung over our heads if we talked, played, or got up.

			I suffer from her behaviors, the fear of abandonment inhabits me, perhaps it is also for that that I enter in her game of the sick child, it is the only argument that I have to maintain her near me, to arouse her interest. She doesn’t give any respite to the little girl that I am, in spite of Dr. Favre’s last examination report, which should have made her stop any further investigations and rejoice at my “good health”. And even worse...

			 

			 

			February 22, 1989

			To the attention of Dr. Pelletier, attending physician.

			 

			I see Delphine Robin again in consultation today, whom I had not seen since September 1987. It seems that the treatment of the bladder immaturity was effective since she now has no more diurnal or nocturnal leaks, and the cystography performed shows no signs of bladder immaturity with a bladder of good capacity.
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