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INVISIBLE




YOU LIVE in a city like New York.

You read the papers.

You look at television.

But you never think it will happen to you.

It happened to me one evening.

Going back to my house near Washington Square I was attacked by, I suppose, people looking for money to buy drugs.

When they saw there was no money in the house, it became quite nasty.

It was no longer for money; it was for, I would say, fun.

There were two of them. A very big one and a smaller, less strong one.

I attacked the big one with a poker; there was a fireplace so I attacked him with a poker.

I could feel he was dangerous.He had a knife.

I didn’t pay attention to the little one.

The little one had a weapon in his pocket.



Paint remover.

It’s not an acid, it’s a base.

If you wash a base with water it doesn’t go away.

It continues to dig.

While I was fighting with the big one, the little one threw that paint remover in my face.

I understood that something quite serious had happened.

I thought they would kill me so I started to scream. I was screaming so loudly that they got scared and they left.

I immediately went to the shower.

But I could see my sight going away, away, away.

I called a friend because I didn’t know the telephone number of the police.

I said, Please ask the police to come, I have been attacked.

But I could hardly even see the numbers to dial.

It was already getting difficult.

The police came maybe thirty minutes later.

I was brought to the emergency room of the nearby hospital.



They tried to wash it out, but as it was a base there was nothing to be done.

I could see that I was losing more and more of my sight.

I asked the doctor: Tell me the truth, is it serious?

He said, It’s very serious.

I understood that probably I’d lost my sight.



THE MORNING came and already I knew that I was on the way to an irrevocable fate.

By the morning I was totally blind.

So it took me a night; it was very fast, very drastic.

And then you find yourself lying in a bed with that new situation at hand.

With that new person.

You are somebody who used to be totally free and could look and see.

I was a painter and I was making films.

My life was based on seeing.



IT WAS not total darkness, I could see a light.

Even if my eyelids were closed, I could still see through my eyelids.

I could see a golden light.

I was not in total darkness for another reason, which at first was incredibly disturbing.

My brain, wanting to see images but not receiving any perceptions through the eyes, would create very strong images on its own.

Vivid images.

It got to the point where I would be talking to you and suddenly I would see something like a vision, totally produced by the brain, absolutely real to me.

Very strong images, very disturbing.

For example, I would see the head of a man in marble. Just a head and two white globes, his eyes, globes in white marble. And suddenly I would see black lightning on them, as if those two white globes would crumble in cracks of black light.



I see the cracks of my own retina. My brain can see those cracks and creates an image with it.



OTHER TIMES I would see very strong, erotic images. Sometimes talking with somebody it was rather disturbing, because suddenly those very strong, erotic images would appear.

Very beautiful, but disturbing.

And I wondered: Why erotic?

I think when a human being is in touch with death— and I have been in touch with death because I really thought I would be killed, and of course I spent three months lying in bed, which is not life—the body has a very strong animal reaction. A very strong sexual drive, if the person doesn’t fall into a nervous breakdown.

If he still or she still has appetite for life, sexual desire drives away the sense of danger and the fear of death.

It’s not that you run after the nurses exactly, but you try to have an erotic communication with them. Not all the nurses, but if there is someone you connect with, yes, you will establish something or you will take advantage of that, and you may end up having a rather polygamous life. You become very sexually active just to fight death, if you have a strong instinct for life.

It is very strange because women are sensitive to it and they feel it.

I suppose you sense eroticism.

After that, of course you take confidence in life itself. You establish a new life and you don’t need the erotic connection so much.

But that reaction, I would say, is perfectly normal. And I would wish it for anybody who experiences blindness or any other rupture, physical or moral, in his life, to go into that survival instinct. I am sure conventional morality, churches or whatever, will not advocate it, but I think it’s a good thing to do.

Looking back at those times of my life, I believe I have been saved, mentally saved from nervous breakdown and despair, by women.

Because they know how to handle life, they know how to give birth. After my blindness, I was in the situation of someone who had to give birth to himself.



I am between death and birth. Dead to my past life and not yet reborn to this new one. This whole period is merely an extraordinary labor through which I am giving birth to myself.



MEN STOOD awkwardly with their feet inward, a bit embarrassed, not knowing how to handle the situation. It was difficult to have relations with my male friends. It was much easier with women. They were less embarrassed.



I am finished, finished.

In the hospital, I grope for the bell. Nine minutes go by, then a dragging footstep.

—Yes!

—I’m in pain; give me a shot.

—We can’t give you that regularly. You’d become addicted.

Or sometimes they give it to me without any discussion. Then everything relaxes, I feel good, I am warm, my limbs stretch out, the tension leaves my neck. I will have all the courage I need. I smile; I wish someone were here so we could enjoy a good talk. The drug flows smoothly in my veins, with tenderness, and I abandon myself without remorse, without fear. Take a rest from this nightmare from which you cannot escape. Music in my headphones takes charge of my body and carries it into a world of sensations without landscape.

If they refuse to give me a shot, I say nothing, out of pride and because I’m curious to see just how deep I’m going to sink. I listen to the noises of the abyss; I expect at any time the intrusion of cold, blind monsters. I sink. The pressure rises. My lungs no longer swell. Blackness is total, liquid, and palpable. It enters through my nose, my ears, my mouth. Night is going to collapse. What is the point of this battle for hope?
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