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​Book One: The First Carving

A Transcription of Flesh and Memory

I did not choose the first one. I was chosen by hunger. The knife was clumsy, but the memory endured. This book is the record of that initiation, of the trembling bodies that fed my hand, of the silence that followed each torn breath. You will read it as fiction, but know that it was a transcription. Once I began, I could not stop. Neither will you.

Every page is a body, every word a wound preserved.
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​Chapter One: The Room
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The room does not breathe. It exhales mildew and soaks my clothes in a damp smell that never fades. The plaster walls sag inward, their softness betraying years of rot. In one corner, a black patch of mold puckered outward, its black surface wet as if breathing slowly. I allow it to spread. It keeps the air close, thick, and heavy, the way I want it.

My apartment is small enough that sound cannot escape without me hearing it. A knock on the door would echo like a blow to the skull. The window frames are swollen with years of rain. I keep them latched, not because I fear intrusion, but because I cannot allow memory to escape. Drafts disturb me. Wind steals smell, and smell is half the truth.

I sit at a wooden table near the single lamp that works. The bulb hissed faintly, its filament trembling as if straining to hold the room together. Its glow is yellow, a rotten color that sinks into the grain of the wood. Before me rests a plate. Empty. Beside it lies the knife. The blade is straight, narrow, its edge chewed down by years of careless grinding. The handle is dark, slick from years of my own skin pressing it. A thin crack runs through the wood near the rivet, and sometimes I imagine the crack spreading until the handle splits and the blade falls. It has not yet.

This table, this plate, this knife. They are my scripture. They are how I keep what would otherwise vanish. Flesh must be taken to preserve memory. That is the first rule. I do not recite it aloud, but I hear it within me, repeated with each pulse. Flesh must be taken. Flesh must be preserved. Memory clings to the fibers of muscle more tightly than to words. Blood holds secrets that ink cannot touch.

The hunger gnaws at me even as I write. It is not the hunger you know. Bread does not ease it. Fruit does not calm it. Wine only sharpens the teeth. It is a pressure behind my ribs, a tightening in the throat. It speaks without sound, a silence that presses until the chest caves inward.

Writing delays the law, but the law presses regardless. The pen scratches across the paper, and for a moment, it feels like carving. Yet the paper accepts anything. It does not resist. It does not hold. A body resists. A body pushes back against the knife, then yields, remembers. Paper forgets the moment the ink dries.

You know this already. You turn pages expecting them to hold what you fear, but the page never resists you. A body would.

I set the pen down. I reach for the knife. I do not raise it, not yet. I let it rest flat against my palm, cool, almost damp, as though the metal has sweated in the thick air of the room. My skin prickled around it, the hand tightening as if already remembering how to close. The weight is not much, but it steadies me. It reminds me that I am not inventing, not dreaming. I am preparing.

The room hums with the sound of a pipe in the wall. Water runs somewhere, though not here. I smell iron in the air, faint but distinct, though I cannot tell if it lingers from memory or if it has seeped into the very plaster. The floor shifted beneath me, boards bowing just enough to send a shudder through my legs, as though the room tried to shrug me off. This is how the apartment speaks to me: groans, drips, smells that never fade.

I keep the plate clean, scrubbed until it gleams in the lamp light. The hunger demands the plate remain ready. There is no meal upon it now, but the knife beside it turns the emptiness into promise. If I let the plate stay dirty, I would risk leaving memory uncollected. That cannot happen.

Sometimes I test myself. I imagine letting the hunger pass, waiting to see if it will weaken. It does not. The longer I resist, the stronger it presses, until it feels as if something inside me is clawing at the walls of my chest, begging to be let out. It is not a feeling I can share with another. Even now, I only write it for you, because if you are reading this, then you have already agreed to take some of the weight.

I know what you think. That hunger is a metaphor. That I mean, I am starved of affection, or company, or love. You want to soften it. You want to make it human. Do not. You will be safer if you understand it as it is. Hunger is not the absence. Hunger is law. Hunger is what keeps memory from rotting.

The room keeps me honest. Its mildew chokes vanity. The peeling paint forbids comfort. When I breathe, I taste dust on my tongue, and it reminds me of what happens when bodies are left to time alone. They decay. They scatter. They turn into nothing. But if I open them, if I carve and take, the memory remains. It lives in me. It endures.

A dull cramp twisted under my ribs, rolling upward until it pressed against the back of my throat. The emptiness there is only half of it. The greater pressure is above, in the chest, behind the throat. I imagine the plate filled, the knife filmed with a dark shine, sticky where it refuses to dry. I imagine the damp tear of fibers peeling away from one another, reluctant but yielding. The room grows smaller when I think this way, and the lamp light grows thicker, as if it too is waiting.

I touch the blade to the table. It leaves a faint mark in the grain. A shallow scratch, pale against the darker wood. That scratch will fade, swallowed back into the pattern of the table. A body would not fade. A cut there would remain in me, preserved. That is why I cannot let the knife rest too long.

There are rules. Flesh must be taken to preserve memory. Ink may hold a living subject while they breathe, but only by binding them fully, stripping voice, and leaving them dependent on the page. Silence after death proves transcription, unless the offering chooses to live within the act itself. The reader is never only an observer. Every meal requires a record in blood or ink. If the offering lives, the record shifts, but the law still holds: preservation demands taking, whether through cut or consent. These are not beliefs. They are not philosophies. They are the spine of this book. They are the reason I am here, and the reason you are reading now.
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