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“One day or another,


Each of us is led to plunge


into the abyss of despair,


It’s a true feat to find the


key to resurface”.
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Tribute to mothers


Who depart too soon,


To Delphine, my love...










Preface


It takes courage to evoke, with honestly and humbly, an intensely painful life journey. Thierry Trivès relate his experiences as a caregiver alongside her beloved who was a victim of cancer for years. His testimony deserves full attention as it is multifaceted: a love ode to his beloved; an expression of the moral and existential distress experienced by the entourage of a seriously ill person; a hymn to hope, to a positive thinking erected as a philosophy of life.


Beyond the psychotherapeutic aspect inherent in narrating a slice of life, Thierry Trivès skillfully employs a poetic expression that captivates the reader. His natural artistic essence shines through in his words and sentences, enriching the narrative with emotional evocations.


The place of loved ones in the journey of a serious illness is crucial. They have the terrible task of accompanying the sick person and sharing their suffering, hopes, and disappointments. There is one disease but several "sick people": the patient himself and his loved ones, who are also indirectly affected by the illness. Those we call caregivers see their entire existence change in spite of themselves. Emotionally, professionally, relationally, and existentially, everything is turned upside down. The benchmarks are collapsing. Anxiety is constant. Support is scarce, if not absent. Through the quality of his writing, the author makes us understand and feel this reality.


In a course of a progressive illness, despair is always somewhere, sometimes present, sometimes threatening. A significant portion of Thierry Trivès' account refers to the need for hope and spirituality. Having a positive thought is a common thread in this testimony. This need for spirituality is inherent to humanity. Illness, fear of death, the inevitable question about the meaning of life rekindle human faith in the power of the spirit. Thierry Trivès and his wife turned to Brazil in search of a place for meditation and to believe in a miracle. Others might turn to religion or other groups. Some might view this quest as a futile or naive reaction. Any judgment is inappropriate from those who haven't experienced these sufferings. Naturally, the risk is that patients in a weak situation will be victims of sectarian or greedy groups. Thierry Trivès does not advocate for any particular sect or spiritual group. He expresses, through him and his wife's experiences, a natural need for hope and belief in the strength of the spirit.


Through this cry of love and pain, Thierry Trivès also raises the difficult question of truth owed to the patient. To disclose the prognosis truthfully, when it's vital, is to inform someone that he will die. One is torn be-tween the desire to shield the loved one from this fate and the obligation to inform them, allowing them to organize their end of life as they wish, to express their distress, or to prepare spiritually. There's no ideal approach. Each situation is unique. Thierry Trivès aptly illustrates just how painful this dilemma can be for a caregiver.


An expression of love, suffering, revolt, and blended hope, this story offers the reader a wealth of emotions and reflections that lead them to reflect on their own existence and the meaning of their life.


Doctor Jean-François CIAIS


Head of the Supportive Care and Palliative Care


Princess Grace Hospital Center, Monaco










Preamble


The year 2017 made my heart bleed and altered my perception of the world around me, reshuffling my priorities and the very meaning of my existence. It marked the end of eleven years of battling against illness. Throughout that time, I had become despite me « the nurse » of my blue-eyed angel, my sweet Delphine, my morphine. How remain unmoved in the face of the suffering of our loved ones and accept letting them run aground against time? How to navigate with heart on troubled and agitated waters, under a darkened and tormented sky aboard a drunken boat, without compass, without rudder, without sail or engine? How to visualize the positive, breathe fresh air, and glimpse a way out when the only winding path leads you straight against a wall? Where can the keys to courage and hope be found when doors shut one after another? Where is the map of the labyrinth, the treasure map of life? How to win a war blindly without weapons or soldiers? How can one move forward without a plan against the increasingly stubborn and destructive tempestuous wind? How to sign the truce be made without a white flag, without the shadow of a respite, a breath, a smile? How to ignore the dark and unsightly epidermal bumps of the progress of an angiosarcoma that the mirror betrays every morning?


How can we ignore the too short counted backwards, predicted by powerless health professionals, her downcast gaze tired of so many attempts and disappointed by so many failures, her anxieties dodged many times, her verbiage borrowed from the convicts in hospitals, her increasingly difficult breathing, her insomnia due to the anxiety of knowing that she is lost, and yet.... continue to live by her side without betraying the slightest sensation of panic, the slightest weakness, or the slightest tear?


How can one imagine living without receiving any more text messages from her phone number? How can her "Facebook" page be ignored, abruptly interrupted at a crucial date, no longer graced with splendid sunsets, photos of her beloved daughter, or my artworks that she loved to share in the hope of stirring enthusiasm? How can you stay cold when social media suggests your missing loved one as a new friend or when you see her outdated profile picture appear in search results, remained without a wrinkle for eternity and continue to receive annual notifications to remember to wish her a happy birthday?


And finally, how can one live without her listening ear, her advice, and her love? How will I fall asleep alone in a cold, large bed, without her warmth close to me, in the "spoon" position she cherished so much, to feel protected and loved? Who will say "Piou" to me before closing my eyes to join Morpheus' arms? How can these moments, these places, made magical because it was just the two of us, be overlooked?


I ceased this torturous cerebral questioning to attempt to breathe between two fears and reassure myself while still hoping for a cure. Rule number one: "Never anticipate a tragedy, or else you experience it twice when it occurs."


Like a guide, I assumed this mission whatever happened; it was inconceivable to flee at the time when she needed it most. I should not be weak. This role was certainly ungrateful, but oh so important, both for her morale and my own.


My mission? Spiritual guide, confidant, chauffeur, nurse, scout... plunging into an icy water at night and blindly extending my hand to pull her out of each shipwreck... to become a dispenser of love to help her face the difficult path that leads to death and towards which she moved backwards. I had to be the one who reassured her, supported her in all her care endeavors, consultations, medical interviews; the one who soothed her, comforted her, massaged her, carried her. Yet I never aspired to be a nurse, nor did I ever think I would become one. But over the years of our life together, this role was thrust upon me. My brain refused to see death as an obvious outcome, because the obvious was life. I managed to bounce back and wholeheartedly take on my mission because selfishly abandoning a distressed person was out of the question. I even thought I had been chosen and should thank the Almighty for entrusting me with this task filled with humanity and respect. I considered it a privilege, a life challenge to confront and overcome. Not easy when it endures for eleven years. Her recurrent and acute suffering quickly made me realize that I should no longer complain about my minor injuries and daily annoyances. For those around, the nurse, often their partner, is a war machine, insensitive, invisible, perhaps non-existent, armed to bear the cries and pain of the other. No one asks him how he is. No matter, he is not the sick one. And like the condemned, he lacks space and time, perspective and moorings, color, and yet he rises resilient in his ivory tower. His castle turns into a raft, drifting without stops, wandering without ecstasy, becoming crazy, a target, in balance like a tightrope walker. He only has the right to remain silence, to remain defenseless and without daydreaming, to wander in powerlessness, to consider the worst and cry in secret when the night falls, to realize that soon his heart will bleed, that soon he will be alone, without the right to unburden himself.


Then... far from all expectation, the Universe allowed us to dive in extremis into a spiritual world for a non-toxic placebo effect pause, before witnessing that inevitable and dramatic play that death so skilfully stages, playing to a sold-out audience...


Once upon a time, there was a beautiful love story...










Chapter 1


Free fall










Crocodile candies


Saturday, October 28, 2017 – 11:19 AM. Cannes


It was the start of a week-end like any other, or almost. Outside, the sun was shining, inviting one to lounge on the terrace, the weather too mild to stay indoors, a time to enjoy the beach and the last warm rays of the season. I manually raised the roller shutters and admired the new soothing panorama that my Delphine and I had recently acquired in Cannes; a residence acquired not without difficulty because the mortgage insurers refused to cover the loan, her cancer being considered as an aggravated risk. In February, I had to seriously negotiate face to face with my bank's advisor, to the point of collapsing in her office.


- “I'm sorry, she said, the credit has been denied”.


- “Oh no! But you had already approved it at our first meeting! What am I going to tell her?”


- “In a month, the situation has changed...” she replied, “her health has deteriorated, and her medical record no longer favors obtaining a loan... I'm sorry”.


- “Oh no! You know, with 'recovering, living in Cannes had become a goal for her. After four breast cancers since 2006, she now has a cutaneous sarcoma. Don't you think she deserves to finally pass an exam successfully? She's going to have to go through painful stages to get better, she needs something positive to hold onto, to make her eyes shine and her heart vibrate. We can help her achieve her dream; it might be her last one, and you can contribute to it, you have the power! Help me get this loan because if it's denied, she's going to experience a new failure and realize that she's condemned. It's not humane to do this to her. She deserves better. She's such an amazing mother! I saw her so happy to project herself into the future, to invest in a new life project, to imagine being able to invite her friends there, to offer a big room to her daughter, and above all, to be closer to her institute to reduce the fatigue of commuting, but...”


She listened attentively to my monologue. I continued even more passionately.


- “But... but 'for heaven's sake'! Your bank advertises 'supporting its clients throughout their lives, doesn't it? And now... What are you doing? Are you abandoning her when she needs it the most? You can't do that! By pity, think about it...”


Running out of arguments, I broke into heavy, communicative tears that I displayed without hesitation. I stood up, defeated, and on the verge of opening the office door. The advisor, sensitive and helpless, visibly touched by the situation despite her "iron mask," replied while wiping her red eyes with a tissue:


- “Mr. Trivès, I... I'll try... I'll try...”


- “If you only knew what I would do for her!” I said.


- “Give me twenty-four hours, and I'll call you back.”


- “Oh my God, if only...”


That's how we took possession of our new home, on the heights of Cannes. What beautiful light for the month of October! God was already in the living room at eleven in the morning! I turned on the television to listen to music on a web channel. I brewed myself a coffee before grabbing my cell phone and settling into the comfortable white and anthracite corner sofa, too comfortable to stay there alone.


- “Hello, my love, I can’t wait for you to come back.”


The text was sent; she shouldn't take long to reply.


A few minutes later, I received a call from an unknown number, which I didn't answer. Listening to the message, I was stunned, my eyes blurred with tears, my heart tightened, and my blood froze. I listened to it a second time to make sure I had understood everything correctly. The monotonous, female voice of the voicemail sounded.


- Message received today at 11:45 am:


« Doctor G. from Monaco Hospital here. Hello, Mr. Trivès. I'm calling about Delphine, of course... who is not doing well at all. This morning upon waking up... she experienced a visual disturbance, so she probably has a loss of vision. I would say: an extension of her disease to the posterior brain level. So the situation is accelerating, unfortunately... We've put her on sedatives to calm her down a little because... on top of everything, of course... So, she might sleep, maybe permanently, in any case... well, she's sleeping... just... but things are getting worse. So ... if you come or call, the team will give you more information. That's it. Sorry for this news, but unfortunately, it was expected. Goodbye. »


My sweetheart's health had deteriorated overnight to the point of losing her vision. Delphine was living her final moments. What a shock! I was left dumbfounded and paralyzed. The singsong voice of the doctor with Southern charm, her sentences interrupted by silences as if searching for the right word without causing offense, her hesitant explanations delivered with caution, should have allowed me to better digest the tragedy of the situation. But no. With horror, I learned of the extinguishing of her two beautiful blue eyes. Yet, the sun was still shining outside; clouds stood out in an azure sky forming a beautiful floating heart. A sign from the angels? I glanced at the soon-to-be-awakening city.


- “Where are you, my love?” I said to myself.


The words "she might sleep, maybe permanently" seemed premature and difficult to accept. The irreversibility of the situation already made me feel guilty for not spending another night with her; I realized that her journey was coming to an end, that she was out of breath, that emptiness was rapidly approaching. But the doctor added: "she's just sleeping". Then, a glimmer of hope and serenity still seemed possible. Sleeping isn't a serious matter. I just wanted to ignore the rest of the sentence and only hear the positive part. She had already been through so much; why wouldn't she wake up from her sleep? "Dreaming" keeps the body in its state, the mind in good shape, I thought. The countdown had begun.


I informed my daughter Charlotte about the call received, and she, at fourteen years old, silently acknowledged the information. She seemed to understand the full extent of the tragedy that we had until then refused to admit, becoming an unavoidable reality. She asked me in her small voice:


- “Is it over?”


I replied:


- “I'm afraid so, baby.”


She went back to her room to get ready like a grown-up, her steps disturbed, her eyes heavy. In silent haste, our movements were mechanical and swift; I went straight to essentials, changing from pyjamas into jeans. Charlotte put on her tracksuit and sneakers. In our rush, we forgot to brush our teeth and prepare some clothes just in case. In fact, we didn't know what we needed to prepare and how long we would have to stay by her bedside. We checked especially to take the small acidulous crocodile candies she had requested the night before going to bed. It was like a pregnancy craving, but instead of strawberries, she wanted candies. Hospitals don't offer sweets because consumed sugar contributes to the volatility of certain cells that propagate new cancerous growths. It became clear that Delphine was craving these sweet indulgences due to an increasingly restrictive diet. Perhaps she had realized the worsening of her condition, so a little more or a little less, she might as well enjoy herself, she probably thought. To think that the previous evening, before leaving her hospital room, she looked into my eyes as if already trying to communicate without complaint, her fragile body and downcast gaze, that the end seemed near and certain. If only I had been able to decipher his silences and hear his sorrows on his lips!


I avoided her gaze, ashamed of hiding from her what she already knew. I managed a smile and said:


- “My baby love, you're so beautiful! I won't forget your crocodile candies, I promise. I'll see you tomorrow, have a good night's sleep.”


- “Give Charlotte a big kiss, tell her I love her. And be careful on your way back.”


- “I love you; I said to her.”


- “I love you too, baby,” she said to me without showing the slightest smile, her voice trembling with fatigue.


I pulled up the sheet over her and covered a hint of shiver, not enthusiastically, revealing only her head and her dark thoughts. She offered of herself on the surface only the purity of her eyes, without anxiety, zen, and the vague impression of being at the best of her form, letting flow in her veins the fright of a vain healing.


I would have preferred to know her distraught and suffering rather than too positive, dejected and feeble rather than too triumphant, to share teary-eyed lover's glances with her, to row together against the current, to defy her cruel fate as a duo. Should I reveal my innermost thoughts to her? Disclose the secret she feared? How could I empathize without devastating her, without clumsiness, without increasing her despair? This deaf language in the name of love today weighs me down, leaving me speechless. We refused to follow our dark thoughts, our fears, and to sink into them together. We made it a habit to stay positive "preventively" and in all circumstances, to forget the condemnation.










Five months earlier


June. Cancer center, Marseille


We followed the path of the "autoroute du soleil" (highway of the sun) in the direction of Cannes-Marseille, heading towards the largest comprehensive cancer treatment center in the region. The appointment was scheduled to verify whether the initial chemotherapy protocol implemented since February had effectively slowed down the progression of "the beast."


It wasn't a straightforward journey; upon reflection, it was more of a "Stations of the Cross," a solemn procession, a giant slalom with chip jumps, the mind burdened with irrational thoughts, without result, without adequate words, in search of a divine grace that seemed richly deserved. The tension was palpable and weighed heavily during the two hundred kilometers (about 124 miles) of long silences. She sat beside me, carefully placing a cushion behind her back. The lack of comfort in the interior of this van, usually used for transporting my artworks to galleries, exacerbated her painful backaches. She reproached me for targeting every bump on the road and for having a vehicle without shock absorbers. God, her blue eyes were beautiful! Even though I heard her complaining more and more, I was still captivated by the iris of her eye, a deep and precious sapphire, both anesthetic and intoxicating. Looking at her, I pressed "pause," frozen on the image, swimming in happiness, in the depths of her heart. She knew how to remain positive, only letting a little fear show through. I played a playlist of soothing classical piano music to soften the situation and accompany us with grace.


- “It's such nice weather! Feels good. Smells like summer.” I said, breaking the monotony.


Delphine didn't react. I continued my monologue:


- “I'll have to start clearing out the studio. It's everywhere, I can't even find space to store the materials... because in Casto (French DIY store)...”


Normally, she would've replied:


- “… there is everything you need!" But this time, there was no response, no sound, no light.


She had retreated deep into her thoughts, projecting herself two hours ahead into the doctor's office, hoping to hear good news. I continued:


- “We should also think, if you're okay with it, about making a mold of your bust, since we've been talking about it for so long!”


The idea sparked a reaction from her. She opened her lips slightly and replied wisely, her gaze fixed straight ahead on the road:


- “Why? ... Do you feel like I'm going to die?”


Her response wounded my heart and disrupted my role-playing. Confused, dismayed by my clumsiness, I continued "catch up with branches":


- “But, no! You're being silly! It's an honor to sculpt the one I love; you're my muse, so I use and abuse it! And... Don’t forget, you're so medically monitored that you'll end up burying me!”


She looked at me from the corner of her eye, a tense smile, perplexed, marked by disillusionment. Meanwhile, I tried to "divert the conversation," to "kill time" during the two-hour drive, to enjoy the opportunity to keep talking to her, even though nothing foreshadowed the worst. The highway signs followed, the midday sun warmed us, the kilometers passed, the music on the USB key made twice the turn.


As usual, we were on time. Marseille, the city where I was born, was approaching, along with the verdict. We parked our vehicle in front of the large glass building of the consultation center. It was as if the spot had been reserved for us! Our little hearts were beating hard, we took each other hand in hand like two newly-weds as we made our way to the reception lobby. But there were no thrown rice or shouts of joy. A young man in a white coat welcomed us, and directed us to the upper floor after scanning the barcode of her file at a base station. With this modernization of the clinical data processing system, the skyscraper construction of such a glass architecture, and the presence of attentive staff as soon as we crossed the threshold of this care haven dedicated to battling the "crab," the patient felt almost reassured, confident, and finally expected an appropriate response to his pathology. However, an apprehension, an intuition, and a bad feeling made me understand that things wouldn't be so easy to manage once we left this interview.


We waited our turn standing in a narrow corridor designated for appointments. Six people in their sixties, with bald heads, eyebrow-less gazes, skin creamed with bright highlights, dark circles, redness and pimples camouflaged with foundation, were already waiting, chatting with ease and familiarity. The atmosphere was rather lighthearted, despite the serious and grave subject. Their wrinkled and marked faces didn't care about appearance. Out of modesty or distress, they laughed too loudly to experience perfect happiness.


- “When I woke up in the recovery room, the first thing I did was check if I still had my breast under the bandages. The lump was so thick that I felt like I hadn't been operated on, that the mastectomy hadn't been done, that they had found a last-minute solution to spare me amputation," a woman said.


- “Yes, I felt the same way too," another continued, "but I couldn't move; they removed the lymph nodes, and I couldn't move my arm or turn around; I had to wait to get used to the idea, the psychological upheaval of no longer having a breast.”


- “It didn't really affect me. I didn't have a breast before!" a third woman chimed in, laughing in front of her gaping audience.


They juggled skilfully with the technical jargon of the medical profession; the juicy anecdotes of their illnesses and the detailed postoperative consequences of each one found no resonance in us, too delicate a moment to bear any ills other than our own. Anxious since our arrival, we preferred to isolate ourselves and wait farther away, at the entrance of the doctor's office. Minutes passed slowly. The door finally opened.


- “Please, come in... Have a seat, the doctor said.”


Delphine handed him the results of several tests, including a color 3D image of a positron emission tomography (PET-Scan), which he held up to his eyes as if to decipher the reading more clearly. On the image, I could distinguish a spine shadowed by a multitude of black spots, resembling a "dalmatian skin" pattern throughout its length. Without any visible reaction or medical interpretation of the image, he continued the conversation as if nothing had happened, filling out a handwritten A5-sized form that had been started in February during the first appointment. The absence of lines on the small sheet, clearly too small for my beloved's extensive medical history, became noticeable; the doctor's writing undulated in the same time with his thoughts, he highlighted his words, alter dates for medication doses, erased and scribbled in his notes with each new answer to his interrogations. His sheet resembled more a blackboard of a math-crazed savant, scribbled in all directions and illegible, like a Jackson Pollock artwork. In the age of computers, I struggled to see so little technicality in note-taking, but his status as a professor within such an institution and his soothing tone reassured us; we were convinced we were still in good hands.


Delphine knew her lesson by heart. She would have deserved an A+ in human sciences; she answered without hesitation all the doctor's questions, without revising. She was unbeatable. She had disclosed the substance of her medical record several times to a host of practitioners and performed for the umpteenth time by excelling on the subject. We had the sense that everything depended on her knowledge, the product of her learning, experience, and reflection, that the outcome of this meeting would be decisive for regaining hope... or not. We watched him write with a fountain pen, head bowed over his tiny paper, and thought about how concentrated he appeared. It seemed that all it took was to think in order to concoct the right magic potion. We were as hanging from a thread, our feet in the void, facing the thinker immersed in formulas; we awaited his verdict with as much anxiety as impatience, our spirits low. The old wall clock in the office froze its hands, for an icy wait out of time.


After a long moment of silence and deliberation, the doctor ultimately suggested a new chemotherapy regimen. The announcement was bewildering and devoid of encouragement. We had to start over. Then, he revealed what we didn't know:


- “Well... with the four chemotherapy treatments already prescribed for the previous cancers contracted and treated, there aren't many alternatives on the market.”


The weakness in his voice spoke volumes; the doctor was as helpless as his patient. The path to recovery and hope narrowed day by day; even a survival blanket wouldn't have been enough to warm her heart, frozen with distress. I knew how to read the lost look in her eyes: the unease of a mother, the disillusionment of a woman, the failure of an entire life. On that day, I was propelled into the air at over two hundred kilometers per hour (about 124 miles/h), suspended in the clouds, helpless, in a vertiginous free fall without wings and without her. The researchers hadn't searched hard enough; I would probably learn one day that "this damn thing" would be treated like an old flu because medicine was still making great strides. The adverb "no longer really" seized us with horror. The doctor added:


- “The first treatment having had no effect, we have to move on to the second.”


” Move on to the second protocol " in the absence of success with the first one meant admitting to "absorbing poison for nothing" and not being able to offer any concrete solution to the problem at hand. Would the next one be powerful enough to destroy the hungry "crab"? The doctors were moving blindly in the face of angiosarcoma, of which they had treated very few cases until then. Delphine became an unwilling guinea pig. A glimmer of hope still flickered within us, to the point of innocently believing that medicine could soothe our wounds with encouraging words like "efficacy," "relief," or "healing." We expected to hear comforting words, but the vocabulary used had to take the situation into account. In the absence of that, faced with our questioning looks and serious expressions, the doctor triggered vague nods of compassionate understanding. His speech wasn't reassuring or alarming, but he wanted to let us know of his determination to continue the fight by offering the best possible care, the result of the latest medical advances. Undoubtedly, his job was to treat and cure patients. But here was the thing: the beast was fierce and nothing would stop it, destroying everything in its path like a silently approaching tsunami. So why bother to discuss with the irreparable? I thought. Devoid of options, the queen, pierced at the heart, would never accept to continue the game alone and to be left out on the next turn. Were we able to accept a short-term vital prognosis? The doctor seemed to forbid himself from speaking to us frankly. He beat around the bush like a die twirling on a table, never showing the "6." What was the point of telling the truth to the child, who hands you his entire medical file as if to beg, to hope a miracle?


Over time, I wondered: without the benefit of an effective new protocol, why not have advised us to seek psychological support to deal with the toxic sufferings and learn to digest the information, much like learning to breathe before giving birth or diving into the sea? Clearly, that wasn't part of the plan. Regardless of the type of treatment proposed, given the advancement of her illness, we were unaware that her condition would lead my sweetheart to her death; it was a matter of time. So why prescribe her new heavy medicine with multiple undesirable side effects just to delay her departure by a few hours, a few days, in inhumane end-of-life conditions?


Worried about understanding the undertones of an already complicated jargon, I bombarded the man of science with questions to learn how to best and fastest combat the enemy. The doctor seemed confused in his answers. I saw him make me big eyes, speak in banalities without really addressing the true subject of the day, before ending the consultation. It was only when we were leaving, after Delphine had exited the office, that he grabbed my arm and whispered to me to call him first thing Monday morning.


- “I need to talk to you,” he whispered. My eyes stared at him, shining, trembling, and desperate.


- “All right, doctor, I'll call you.”


Our minivan took the way back, under a sun and a silence of lead. Delphine felt lost, even though the medical field hadn't given up. She understood quite well that science was struggling, but she didn't say anything to avoid making the situation even darker. She opened the window and pulled out her head, hair in the wind, to regain her spirits and try to get over the news, to feel free and light, to keep breathing. She watched the road and its white lines whiz by, her eyes and heart in the void, as if for one last time. We remained perplexed, disappointed to return from this new competition without a trophy, without a diploma from this new exam. The doctor's secret terrified me even before hearing it. I was about to face the longest weekend of my entire life. I looked at the alarm clock in the morning, my watch during the day, the clock in the evening, but the hands hardly moved; time taunted me. The Mediterranean landscape transformed into a vast lunar postcard before my eyes, dull and lifeless. I was teleported into the cosmos, weightless, for a weekend. I didn't reveal anything to Delphine; I wanted to respect the relative trust on which the doctor seemed to now rely.


When the moment came, stomach turned, I learned over the phone that she had been condemned since February to live only nine more months. My heart abruptly withdrew, the beats slowed down to the point of bradycardia. The electrocardiogram froze horizontally in a continuous line. I found myself at the fires under the strategic bombardments of Pearl Harbor. Where could I hide? Behind what shelter? An oppressive silence followed during which I regained control of my body, just enough to process the information and realize that there were now only four months of life left for my beloved. The news was shocking, sudden, barely believable.


- “Doctor, should we tell her?” I asked.


- “Absolutely not!” He replied with certainty. “You have to give her hope until the end, after all, you never know; sometimes miracles happen.”


I hung up and collapsed, alone, both hands on my forehead and tears in my eyes. I was suddenly burdened with a heavy secret and a macabre complicity with the medical field, finally revealing me the truth. Why wasn't she allowed to know what awaited her? I suddenly felt helpless, my brain in a vise, my feet in a block of concrete, feverish, trembling, and afraid of losing my beloved. Our plans collapsed like a house of cards; I saw all my hopes melt away like snow. My positive mind vanished, and my view of the world darkened suddenly, as did the vision of my own life. The doctor's scoop, although not very surprising, was brutal, terrifying, and chilling. It was no longer a probability but a certainty, a matter of months, three or four at most. I was crushed to officially learn that Delphine was destined to die; it seemed incoherent to me. Medicine admitted defeat and threw in the towel, like firefighters without equipment facing a fire. The fire could no longer be contained without a miracle. There was nothing left to do but wait and cherish our remaining moments with our family like never before. From then on, no treatment would be beneficial for her to overcome the illness. Countless reflections invaded me: Should I really reveal nothing to her? How to break the news to her parents, to her daughter? How to feign joy, remain serene, and continue our plans; how to endure waiting for her last breath? How could I live without her and still retain the taste to live? It was no longer a mission but a punishment. I anticipated the void she would leave in my life, and a shockwave struck me in the heart. Gripped by deep pain, I panicked, no longer finding meaning in my existence, losing my reason. My tears and anger went unanswered. I felt excluded from the living and felt I had to end my life. I might as well disappear before having to endure the unendurable. I then raised my eyes through the window of my studio and saw a sky colored with an intense, pure, and luminous azure so intense that I had the strange sensation of living down here in hell and perceiving "the after" as paradise, as a call to deliverance. What if living on earth was a punishment? I was seized by a deep terror, shivering and trembling all over my body, to the point of losing my composure and self-confidence.


In the evening, after varnishing a piece, wearing a protective mask on my face, sitting on the floor in the dimness of my studio, still in shock, stunned and anesthetized, I heard the screams of the demon inside me; so, I screamed until I couldn't hear myself anymore, emptying myself of all my energy in a cacophony of sounds orchestrated by bells of darkness, flutes, and a tumult of strangers; perfect cerebral chaos for a dance with the devil. I fell asleep very early, on the ground, with the faces of my love and my children in my mind, my brain saturated with medications and suicidal intentions.


Now, we had to reckon without traditional medicine, to continue the game without an antivirus program, to venture into the desert and overcome obstacles like a treasure hunt without clues, a game of "sad reality" without instructions, without a map, without a compass, without the ability to gain bonuses or extra lives, until the game was over.


*


* *
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