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			Introduction


			I have from the outset tried to change the reader’s experience or perspective on what is being read; a bold undertaking, but something which has some logic to it. Most books follow the format of description, description, description about the time, the place and the person. Every aspect of the mood, environment and atmosphere is spoon-fed to the reader; the greater the spoon-feeding, the greater our applause. I started The Malady of Love (Malady henceforth) with the intention of having no references to time, place or person, amongst other things: a dialogue-only story between two characters.


			In arenas such as the therapeutic relationship, clients talk about the issues availing their ‘story’ or ‘narrative’ to the therapist. Whilst the physical aspects (i.e. the people, the places and the times) differ, there are similarities between clients in their emotional narratives: two people may experience different ‘physical’ elements of bereavement but the same anger, guilt, rage, etc. remain common. We can all understand the experience of these emotions without reference to any other description.


			Furthermore, in leaving Malady as pure dialogue, I hope to offer the reader a relationship to ‘what’ is being said, both in terms of the psychological and emotional, and not the context (i.e. the physical environment) it is said in. For books that describe Africa remain in Africa by their ambience. Books that use names fix these names to a particular country — a French man reading a Russian name will know that the language of the name is one step removed from him. Indeed, this same alienation can be applied to the description of characters. I would thus like the reader to fill in their own elements and focus on the ‘what’ that is being said.


			True portability can never be attained as the language that is used today will be outdated tomorrow. As such, I have attempted to create some sort of artifice in the dialogue, to allow the reader to follow some pattern or rhythm. By doing this, the reader is removed from comparing their own pattern of thought, as this falsehood or artifice is shared by all. 


			It is clear from reading Malady that repetition is the major stylistic device used. Refer yourself to clients in therapy. Often, whilst trying to express themselves, clients are thinking and being emotive at the same time. When cognition and emotion affect one another, the client may need repeated attempts to clarify what is going on for him inside. Their first attempt may not be as entirely accurate as they wish it to be and neither may their second, but the second may describe the first slightly differently and be more aligned to what they want. 


			‘It is as if I cannot be with someone… As if I am not allowed to be with someone.’ 


			Indeed, any declaration of emotion with uncertainty might be expressed with multiple attempts, each trying to convey a more accurate meaning to the listener: 


			‘You hurt me. You hurt me in a way I did not think possible. You hurt me over something which seemed so small.’ 


			I carry on this repetition extensively throughout the story, although I would like to assert that the emphasis here is on the ‘confessional’ element and not on the two characters having had or being in therapy. 


			Because I have elected to use this self-declarative emotional style for both characters and have left the tone of their voices the same, I have placed the female voice in italics, to help differentiate the two. Ideally the single point of differentiation I wanted was to be in the ‘what’ that was being said between the characters: one person’s story being different from another’s. However, this might have become too difficult to follow as a character in a later chapter may reference a sentence that was said in an earlier one. Without a change in the tone of their voice, an enormous burden is placed on the reader. 


			The only sense of time are references to what has been said previously (for it to be referenced at point B it must have been said prior to it, at point A), hopefully creating a forward chronology of events. I have occasionally referred to time as well (‘it has been three years since’).


			I hope the reader will look at Malady as a different kind of venture from a writer in development. 


			Sierra Ernesto Xavier, 2009.


				

	

		

			Maladie 


				

	

		

			I


			Our Meeting 


			You hurt me. You hurt me in a way that I did not think possible. You hurt me over something which seemed so small; over something which seemed so simple. But it is the impact of this small simple thing that I remember. Even though we only met once and we did not really know one another, it felt as if you had rejected me. And by rejecting me you hurt me. I remember that. I remember the way I felt hurt.


			I think you are mistaken. Mistaken in believing that something I did hurt you; mistaken that it was I who caused the hurt that you feel. You say you remember it. You say you remember the hurt. Do you remember that small simple thing that you did? It was you who hurt me. It was I who felt rejected. I did not reject you. I thought we got on well together. After all, when we met that day, we shared many conversations, many smiles, many thoughts — 


			Yes, we did. We shared many things. We shared conversations. We shared our smiles, our thoughts, our feelings — and emotions. Yes, we shared our feelings. That is why it was important to me. That is why I do not understand why you hurt me. 


			It was important to me, also. It was important to me to have known your thoughts, to have known your feelings, to have seen your smiles. It was important to me and that is why it was painful, painful to know that the small simple thing that you did had hurt me. 


			I still remember your words. I still remember your smiles.


			I remember. I remember I liked you. I remember that. 


			But there are some things I do not understand. There are some things that are not clear to me. Why did you hurt me? Why did you not respond? 


			Respond? Respond? I corresponded shortly after we met… We talked about this, we talked about that, we exchanged pleasantries, but we never discussed ‘us’. We never discussed our meeting. 


			Yes, that’s right, you did. You did contact me. We did talk. We talked about this and we talked about that. But why do you call it ‘our meeting’? Is that what it was to you, is that what it meant to you — ‘Our Meeting’ — a meeting? 


			No… Sometimes it is easier to say ‘Our Meeting’. It is easier for me to say that than what it actually was. It is easier to say ‘Our Meeting’ than ‘a date’. It is easier because of the hurt I feel. Because… Because I invested my time, my self, my thoughts, my feelings. Yes, my feelings. To say it was a date, which came to nothing, is like saying that my words… my thoughts and feelings… my actions, my – myself came to nothing.


			But why did you not tell me this when you contacted me? 


			I could not tell you. I could not say anything. I was waiting. Waiting for you. Waiting for you to mention ‘us’. Waiting for you to mention our… ‘meeting’. 


			You were waiting? For me?… I thought you did not want to discuss it. I thought that you did not want to discuss ‘us’. I thought that was why you did not want to raise the matter. I listened… and I waited. I waited for you to say something. I waited for some kind of signal, some kind of sign – something to let me know.


			No. You did not mention it. You did not mention it and you did not ask a question relating to it. As a woman, if that had meant anything to you, then you would have asked. 


			As a woman, I was leaving it up to you.


			I thought that you might not have liked something I had said. That you had not liked something I had done, that you did not like me. That somehow I had offended you. 


			No. 


			That there was something wrong with me. 


			No, no.


			That there was something about my very being that you did not like. 


			No, no… Yes, I can see… ‘Our Meeting’. 


			No, there is nothing wrong with you. I wanted you to say something. I wanted to hear that you liked me. I wanted to hear that you wanted to be with me. 


			I do… I do. I wanted to say something. I wanted to tell you. I wanted to tell you all those things. But sometimes when I want to say something — I cannot. Sometimes, when I want to say something, I need to feel safe before I can say it.


			You need to feel safe? Do I make you feel unsafe?


			No… It is not you that makes me feel unsafe. It is a fear that I have — a fear that I have always had. 


			Fear? 


			Ever since I was a child… Ever since I can remember, I do not know how it started but it has been there… Always. 


			Before… It would happen all the time. It would happen for everything. It would happen for whatever reason… at any time… It would just happen. 


			It is there… I do not know why it comes… It comes only at times… but it is there reminding me… reminding me that what I want to do or what I want to say cannot be done or said.


			It prevents me… prevents me from doing something… prevents me from saying something… stopping me… halting me in my life… halting me living a life. 


			Now… it still happens… It happens less… But it still happens many times. 


			Here… in a situation like this, it happens… It happens when… when I… I want to be with someone… When I like someone… When I want to be with… to be with a woman. So many times it has occurred. So many times have I been left with this fear. It consumes me. 


			It is just there… preventing me from doing things… preventing me from being with someone… Preventing me from being with women. 


			Yet, I know many women. They are my friends. When they are my friends, it is all okay. When, with some women, I want them to be something more… more than just a friend — that is when it happens — that moment in which I think about them differently… the moment I think about being with somebody… that moment I wish to fill my loneliness. 


			It is as if I cannot be with someone… as if I am not allowed to be with someone… as if I am not allowed to be happy. 


			So many times have I felt something for someone, so many times have I done nothing, so many times have I lost opportunities.


			I know what I want and I can feel it in my heart. I can feel the emotions in my heart. I can feel them rising. They excite me. They fill me. They fill my void.


			In that moment, I know I have the ability to say it. In that moment, I have the desire to say it. But when my desire and my ability meet, it is then that it happens. It is then that my voice remains paralysed. It is then that I remain paralysed.


			I can feel my breath carrying the words. I can feel my desire wanting to speak. Yet it all remains in a shapeless form: my voice box freezes... My body becomes frozen.


			I can feel my breath escaping me. I can feel my breath carrying the wordless words... I can feel it carry the voiceless voice. Everything in my mind wants to say something; everything in my body is unable to say it. In that moment, in that instant, I cast my eyes and head down to one side, knowing I have lost the opportunity... as I have lost the silent breath that escapes me.


			It is as if what I want I cannot have. It is as if I cannot have the truth I desire, as if I fear the truth. That truth is to be feared. That ‘being with someone’ is to be feared. That what I want is to be feared.


			I have wanted to ask, I have wanted to. I have seen the words come from within me. I have felt them escaping from within, whilst I remain paralysed. I see those words floating in this space around us. Those words, these words, the words — they are lonely. They are lost...


			I, too, at times, do not like calling it a ‘date’. I, too, am afraid... Afraid for other reasons... afraid of loneliness... afraid of being alone.


			I have met many people before, been on many dates — dates which I feel I had to go on. I do it because I am lonely, because I do not want to be lonely. Perhaps I want to avoid the loneliness of my existence, to occupy myself, to take my mind off things, so that I can feel alive.


			Sometimes my sister reminds me of my loneliness. She reminds me of what it may be like not to be with someone.


			She is no longer with me. I have lost her. She has passed away. But she keeps reaching out to me, reminding me of my loneliness. Perhaps that is what I am looking for: someone to comfort me, someone to hold me, someone to take away my sister from my mind. There were not enough times for her to need me. Not enough times for her to want me. I do not remember her arms ever being around me.


			I know, really, that the loneliness cannot be down to her. It is up to me; it is my sense of loneliness. It is my need to feel alive, my need to be touched, perhaps my need to be held. I would like to be held, but held as a woman. I want to feel like a woman.


			When I wake up... When I open my eyes and I do not see anyone lying next to me, I do things to avoid that moment, to avoid that emptiness. To avoid that moment in which I wake up and realise that nobody is there.


			It is difficult at times to know there is no one to hold you, that there is no one to touch you, to not to have the feeling of a warm body near you. It is difficult at times to know that your desires cannot be satisfied.


			I am not sure, but maybe I try to look for someone because I do not want to know that there are no arms to hold me... that there are no hands to touch me... that there is no warmth around me... no warmth in my bed.


			I also do not want to feel that my desires are not important... that I am not important... that they are insignificant... that I am insignificant. I do not want to feel that I can only exist without these layers of feelings, these sensitivities, these intimacies.


			But deep down, I am afraid that at the very core of my existence I am lonely: that I only exist without these sentiments; that I exist without others. To know that someone has not chosen me, to know someone may not think enough of me, that someone may not value me... that I am not valued.


			Perhaps my need to be with others is because I want to be valued, to know, to some degree, that someone wants me. To know someone wants me in that instant when I wake up and look beside me.


			I seek others because I... I... I need to know that I am attractive to someone. I need to know somebody likes me, that they like me for that instant — that instant when I wake up and open my eyes and do not see anyone next to me.


			Sometimes I also need to feel like a woman, to know that I am a woman. That my femininity can express itself, that it can be acknowledged, that I can be acknowledged as being feminine, as being a woman.


			Perhaps I date because my self-esteem needs to know that I am of value to someone... that I need to exist with and for others... that without others I do not exist, that without others I am alone.


			It is strange... In some way, we seem to be tied together by words: with you, it is your difficulty in saying them; with me, it is my need to say them. You cannot say words because of a fear; I can say words because of my need to avoid loneliness.


			Yes, yes, I can see how these words may tie us together. Perhaps these words that we share can build a bridge between my fear and your loneliness. I would like that. I would like that very much. It would be nice to overcome this fear I have with you. Perhaps you would let me help you overcome the loneliness that you feel and let you know that there is someone else besides your sister who can be there for you.


			I like you. I would like to get to know you. I would like us to be together, to get to know one another. Would you like that? Would you like to get to know me?


			Do you remember the hurt that I felt? Do you remember that I felt rejected? I think I felt that way because of what happened when we met: we shared many conversations, many smiles and many thoughts. It is those feelings that tell me that I like you, that I liked you from the beginning.


			I would like to go out with you, to get to know you. But it may take time, time to trust one another, time to form that bridge with our words. I would like us to try. I would like to see if we can be together.


				

	

		

			II


			Distance in My Eyes


			I remember. I remember when we first started to go out with one another. I recollect that you said that you have always wanted to ‘be with someone’, that you have always wanted to ‘be’ with a woman. I think you said that in the moment you feel something for someone, the moment you feel something for a woman, that you somehow freeze, that somehow you maintain loneliness because of a fear you have. You have been bold enough to see me a few times, you have been bold enough to ‘meet’ with me, but to me that is what they remain — meetings. It is as if you are here and yet not here. It is as if you are not fully ‘present’ with me: sometimes you can be, sometimes you are not; it gets so confusing.


			I have tried to get close to you. I thought we had gone past that stage in our relationship, the stage of introduction. Even though we have only met a few times, I had hoped that we had gone past that point where we are acting in front of one another, the point when we are trying to sell ourselves — that part in a relationship when we want to show ourselves in a positive light, when we try to be on our best behaviour.


			I had hoped, with what we had discussed in our time together, that you would have realised that we can move our relationship forward. I thought you might also have been aware by now that I am not to be feared. That you might have seen there is nothing to fear. In many ways, I am like you — emotional in my needs. Maybe it is this that has changed your mind.


			Maybe... maybe... you want the words to remain lost in the space around us. I would like to know if this space is filled with those silent words. I would like to know if I have not given you a sense that those silent words can be safe around me. Perhaps it is this space between us that you do not want to enter. Perhaps I do not provide enough security to make you want to be fully ‘present’ with me.


			No, no. I have not changed my mind and, yes, we have only met a few times, but I do want to be with you. I do want to close this space that is between us. I have been trying to do this. I have been trying to make the words that I say louder. I have been trying to make the deeds that I do much clearer. It is not you who are preventing me from being fully ‘present’ with you. It is me. It is something here inside me that I battle with.


			There are things that are difficult for me. There are things that you do not know about. I would like to tell you about them. I need to tell you about them. I hope you can understand what I am about to say. I hope that you can believe what I am about to say. That even though you may think I am indifferent at times, even though you may feel that the space between us is larger at some times than at others, I want you to know that here, in my heart, it is slowly closing. You may perceive me as not being in your presence, but in my heart I am there.


			You are right; there is a reticence in me. There is a need for me to feel secure, a need for me to fully trust someone. There is also a desire in me to belong. But somehow I am not showing what I want to be like when I am with you. I hope you have some patience. I hope you can see that I am trying. I hope that I do not lose you.


			Perhaps what I am about to say will make you give me some time. I hope that you believe me. I hope that you understand. It is about me. It is about my life. It is personal; something I have not shared with others.


			Whenever it was, whenever it arrived, it just turned up. I could not see it. I could not understand it. I was not even aware of it. It just seems to have happened.


			I remember that time, that time when I was young, when I was a child. It was then, it was around that time. We had moved. We kept moving from one place to another: everything seemed so strange, everything seemed so unfamiliar. There were people... new people... many of them... They were strangers... they were people, people I did not know... so many faces... changing so quickly... no time to get to know any one... Whom could I trust? No one.
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