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			A te che mi hai insegnato che,

			oltre la morte, c’è ancora vita.
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			Introduction

			There are many reasons people die -- so many things that kill. Blades, bullets, disease, hunger -- and then less obvious things like tiredness, cold, heat, envy, anger, silence, apathy, disinterest... It is a list too long to finish, and people seem to think they know them all - the thousand faces of death. People also think they can protect themselves by wearing coats in winter, eating berries and arugula and giving up tobacco. But people think this way because they think death happens only once and is final, like the typical cloaked being who shows up at your bedside when it is your time. But there is no such thing as “your time,” and there is no cloaked being that accompanies you through the different realms of life, death and the in-betweens. Death is not a unique experience, and it is a lie that we do not know what happens when we go. I, for one, know it well. I also know that a death by blade or disease is far kinder on the body than a death that leaves no trace or cadaver.

			But what is a death without a body, if not life itself?

			It is a death that rips your muscles fiber by fiber, and demands that you keep walking. It is a death that punctures your lungs and forces you to scream. It is your hands becoming independent of your mind, your eyes leaking their substance and your movements untethering from your will. It is a woman who teaches you to have faith in the things you know are fake but are happy to believe in. It is a woman who convinces you of a beauty you know you do not possess. It is she who looks into your eyes with the innocence of children who do not yet know how to recognize the ugly things in life unfolding around them. It is the severity in her eyes that gawk at your jagged edges and the tenderness of her breath that softens you despite your resistance. It is that tenderness of hers that clings to you like a baby on its mother’s breast, that clings to you like chocolate on the roof of your mouth and threatens never to unstick. It is her tenderness that is contagious like an awful, horrible disease that covers your skin with love wounds. It is the safety of her hands on your belly and the warmth of her chest against yours. These, too, are things that kill - people forget that. This death I speak of, the death of the living, is also realizing that that same woman stopped looking for your eyes and looking yourself in the mirror wondering why. It is convincing yourself that she found what she was looking for and that she didn’t want any part in it. It is losing your role as the muse of the greatest artist who ever lived and hating yourself for everything you are not, and for ever thinking that you were. The death that demands life is far more violent than the death that is told in fairy tales and novels. More violent even than the war stories that never make it out the battlefield. Real death is the one that leaves you alive, like a deer in the middle of the road, praying that someone has enough salt in their blood to pass over you one more time and end your suffering. It is realizing that there are no cars coming and that there are two options: either to drag yourself to the side of the road and lick your wounds or to drag yourself into the precipice on the other side. It is to convince yourself that you do not deserve the kindness that awaits at the bottom and reluctantly choosing to live yet another death. Death is just like that. It is slow, painful, repetitive and fundamental to a life well lived - and people forget that.
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