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To Mme. A., a well-known lawyer who confuses her self-image with her professional image and is afraid shell lose her authority if she loses the stiffness in her neck and the aggressive expression on her face.

To Admiral B., who, feeling on the decline at retirement age, learned how to breathe, to hold his head 
(rather than his jaw) high—and grew an inch and a half taller.

To Mlle. C., who had her nose, her chin, her eyelids, and her breasts redone, but sheds genuine tears because no one can redo her life.

To D., who takes his body to be treated as he takes his car to be repaired: "Do whatever needs to be done. I don't want to know about it." But I have nothing to tell him that deep down he doesn't already know.

To Mlle. E., virgin and martyr, who for forty years has been claiming she wants to get rid of her stomach, which bulges like that of a woman eight months pregnant. Always smiling and seemingly cooperative, she refuses to make the changes that would deliver her.

To Mme. F., who hates her body, claims to adore people who don't resemble her, yet seeks only to humiliate them.

To G., who as a teen-ager closed her eyes so successfully to herself that she managed to sleep sixteen hours out of twenty-four. Her shoulders drooping, the back of her neck hollow, her head flung back, she glided through life like a sleepwalker until one day, in a mirror, she met up with an aging woman, eyes wide open in disbelief.

For the Comte de H., who regards his health as "an affair of state," refusing to admit he's sick unless the National Health Insurance Plan covers the illness.



Introduction

Your Body, That House You Don't Live In
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Exactly where you are at this very moment, there is a house that bears your name. You're its sole owner but, a very long time ago, you lost the keys. So you stay outside; you're familiar only with the façade. You don't live in it. That house, the hideaway of your most deeply buried, repressed memories, is your body.

"If walls could hear . . ." In the house of your body, they can. The walls which have heard everything and never forgotten anything are your muscles. In the stiffness and the tension, in the pains and deficiencies of the muscles of your back, your neck, your legs, your arms, your diaphragm, your heart, and also of your face and your sexual organs, your complete history is revealed, from your birth to the present day.

Without even realizing it, from the first months of your life you have reacted to family, social, and moral pressures. "Stand like this, like that. Don't touch things. Don't touch yourself. Be nice. Defend yourself. Hurry up. Don't run . . ." Confused, you bent your will and your body as much as you could. To conform, you deformed yourself. In the place of your real body, naturally harmonious and dynamic, a foreign body has been substituted. You have trouble accepting it. In your innermost self, you reject it.

That's life, you say, you can't do anything about it. I say that you can, and that you alone can do something. It's not too late. It's never too late to free yourself from the programming of your past, to assume your responsibility for your body, to discover possibilities you don't even suspect.

To be is never to cease being born. But how many of us allow ourselves to die a little every day, incorporating ourselves so successfully into the structures of contemporary living that we lose our lives because we lose sight of ourselves?

We leave to doctors, psychiatrists, architects, politicians, employers, our husbands, our lovers, our children the responsibility for our health, our well-being, our security, our pleasures. We entrust our lives, our bodies, to others, sometimes to those who haven't asked for this responsibility and find themselves burdened by it, and frequently to those who are part of the institutions whose primary objective is to reassure us, and in that way to repress us. (And how many people of every age are there whose bodies still belong to their parents? Obedient children, they wait in vain all their lives for permission to live. Psychological minors, they are the uncomprehending spectators of other people's lives, although they often, in their ignorance, become the strictest censors.)

By giving up our autonomy we abdicate our individual sovereignty. We belong to the powers, to the individuals who have claimed us. If we demand our liberty so emphatically, it's because we feel that we are slaves; and the most lucid of us acknowledge that we are slave-accomplices. But how could we be anything else since we aren't even masters of our first house, the house of our body?

And yet it is possible for you to find the keys to your body again, to take possession of it, to live in it at last, and to find your proper vitality, health, and autonomy.

But how? Certainly not by regarding your body as a necessarily defective machine that encumbers you, as a machine made up of isolated parts, each of which (head, back, feet, nerves) must be entrusted to a specialist whose authority and verdict you blindly accept. Certainly not by being content to label yourself once and for all "nervous," "insomniac," "constipated," or "frail." And certainly not by trying to fortify yourself through exercises, which are no more than the forced drilling of the body considered as a piece of meat, as unintelligent, as an animal to be disciplined.

Our body is ourself. We are what we appear to be. The way we appear is the way we are. But we don't want to admit it. We don't dare look at ourselves. We don't even know how to look at ourselves. We confuse the visible with the superficial. We're only interested in what we cannot see. We even go so far as to be contemptuous of the body and of those who are interested in it. Without stopping to understand our form—our body—we rush to interpret our content: our psychological, sociological, historical structures. All our life we juggle words so that they'll reveal the reasons for our behavior. And what if we were to seek, through our sensations, the reasons of our body?

Our body is ourself. It is our only perceptible reality. It is not opposed to our intelligence, to our feelings, to our soul. It includes them and shelters them. By becoming aware of our body we give ourselves access to our entire being—for body and spirit, mental and physical, and even strength and weakness, represent not our duality but our unity.

In this book I'll tell you about the investigations and the natural methods of those who regard the body as an indissoluble whole. I will also recommend some movements which do not belittle or reduce your intelligence but, on the contrary, develop muscular intelligence and require, a priori, the perspicacity of those who practice them.

These movements originate from inside your body; they are not imposed from the outside. There is nothing mystical or mysterious about them. Their goal is not to have you escape from your body, but to avoid having your body continue to escape you, and your life with it.

Until now these movements were defined only by what they are not: exercises, gymnastics. But what word can communicate that an individual's body and his life are the same thing and that he cant live his life fully if, preliminarily, he hasn't been able to awaken the dead zones of his body?

Before writing this book I wasn't particularly concerned with finding an appropriate name for the movements. The results obtained through them were definition enough. If pressed, I would sometimes say that I taught "anti-exercises," or "anti-gymnastics"—always adding that this work could only be understood through the body, through live experience.

But a book is made only of words. So I tried to invent one to sum up the essential character of those movements known only by those who practiced them. A host of Greek and Latin roots were combined in every which way. All the results were partially suitable; none was very satisfactory. And then one day a word that existed already, a very simple word that I used quite often, sounded right. Preliminary. Preliminaries. I decided to call the movements that prepare the body—the entire individual—to be able to live fully "Preliminaries."

Throughout this book and listed at the end, you'll find descriptions of Preliminaries through which you'll come to realize that you can stop wearing yourself out needlessly and stop aging prematurely by using, not ten or a hundred times more energy than necessary as you are now doing, but only the appropriate energy for each gesture.

You can allow yourself to drop your masks, your disguises, your poses, to act no longer "as if" but to be, and to have the courage of your authenticity.

You can find relief from a multitude of ills—insomnia, constipation, digestive problems—as you make muscles that today you're not even sure you have work for you and not against you.

You can awaken your five senses, sharpen your perceptions, have and know how to project an image of yourself that satisfies you and that you can respect.

You can affirm your individuality, rediscover your initiative, your confidence in yourself.

You can increase your intelligence by improving your control of the nerve network between your brain and your muscles.

You can unlearn the bad habits that make you favor and thus overdevelop and deform certain muscles, reconsider the unintelligent automatic movements of your body, and discover its efficiency, its spontaneity.

You can become a polyathlete who can always count on the equilibrium, the strength, and the grace of his body.

You can free yourself from problems of frigidity or impotence and, once you have cleared the obstacles set up over the years by your body, you can have the rare satisfaction not only of living there fully yourself but of sharing your "living space" with someone else.

No matter what your age, you can open the traps that have imprisoned your inner life and your body's behavior and reveal the free, beautiful, well-made individual that you were meant to be.

If I speak to you with so much conviction and enthusiasm, it's because I see these wagers won every day. In this book, 
I'm only going to talk about what has really been experienced by me, by my students, and by others who began to assume their lives when they started to live in their bodies.

I thank my collaborator, who, having neither professional training nor prejudice, but a lot of intuition and a very personal sense of synthesis, helped me to understand that the questions raised by my work were inseparable from those raised by life itself.

Thérèse Bertherat

Paris, April 1975
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The House on the Dead-End Street
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Until that day, I'd lived as a vagabond. There had never been a family home, a place to go back to. 
I'd married another wanderer, a medical student. Together we'd made the usual tour of furnished rooms and hospital quarters for resident medical students, and now we were entitled to a suburban apartment reserved for public officials, but where we couldn't paint a wall without the administration's permission. In the fall, we planned to move to Paris and settle at last.

More than a desire, living in my own house had become a pressing need. And I knew that for me to be happy in my house I would have to find it myself.

So I went to Paris with a list of streets where there might still be some private houses. A friend had given me the name of a woman—he thought that she gave exercise classes or something like that—who lived on a pleasant mews street in the 14th arrondissement where there were some small houses and artists' studios.

All day long I met people who seemed to boast about having found the last available house in Paris. My feet, my calves were very sore; my neck, my jaw were in knots; my morale was faltering. So I did what I'd grown accustomed to doing when I was displeased with the world and with myself. I bought my favorite women's magazine and, settled down in a comfortable bistro, I leafed through photographs of carefree models in fictitious situations.

There were also several pages of exercises designed to give me my choice of larger breasts, smaller breasts, legs like Dietrich's, buttocks like Bardot's. I flipped through those pages very quickly. The very idea of gymnastics wore me out beforehand and automatically reminded me of noisy, foul-smelling high school gyms. With greater interest, I took a look at the makeup recommended for that week.

When I left the bistro, I bought myself the eye shadow about whose benefits I had just read. I applied it right away, as well as a foundation cream that tanned me instantly. Hidden behind my new face, I decided to go and see Suze L.

There was a linden tree; there was even a peach tree! At the end of this dead-end street with its small, overgrown gardens, I saw a house with closed shutters. Could it be that nobody lived there?

Soft, low, the voice seemed to come from far away. I turned around and found myself face to face with a woman who was still beautiful. I would have expected to find coquettishness in the expression on her face, but there was only generosity.

"Sad-looking today, but beautiful when open." 

"Who?"

"Why, the house you're looking at."

"Somebody lives there?"

"Yes."

To hide my disappointment, I couldn't think of anything better than to change the subject.

"Do you know Suze L.?"

The woman smiled slightly.

"Very well. At least, I think so."

"She gives gym classes, doesn't she?" I said, unable to control a slight grimace.

"Yes, it's a kind of gymnastics, but without grimaces." The sound of heels on the cobblestones; she turned around and waved to two young women who were going toward one of the houses.

"A class starts in ten minutes. Do you want to try it?"

All I could think of saying was, "But I don't have the proper clothing."

"I'll lend you some tights," she said and turned away.

So I followed her to a brick house nearly hidden behind trees and bushes.

A large, square room lined with books, paintings, and photographs. On the floor several wicker baskets filled with tennis balls and brightly colored balls. A high stool of pale wood. I found myself with the two young women whom I had just seen, a man whom I took at first for Bourvil,*1 and a plump, smiling woman who was at least seventy. All in footless tights, they were seated on the floor, looking glad to be there.

As for me, in baggy tights, with a splitting headache and my toes tense and sore, I wasn't glad at all. I wanted to rest, not to do gymnastics. Gymnastics. A word to chew on, a word for the mouth but not for the body. Certainly not for mine. I consoled myself with the thought that Suze L. was not very young any more and that half her students were even older than she. So maybe she wouldn't make us go through too many contortions.

She came in, she too in tights and a full, sand-colored blouse. "Everything all right?"

Everyone nodded.

She picked up one of the baskets and distributed the balls. She handed me a green one. "Since you like trees," she said with a smile. Then she sat down on her stool.

"You are going to stand up, feet parallel. Place the ball on the ground. Now 
roll the ball under your right foot. Imagine that there is ink on the ball and 
that you want to ink your whole foot—under the toes, under the sole, around the 
edges. Ink it well. Everywhere. Take your time."

She speaks slowly, softly. Her voice penetrates the silence of the room without breaking it.

"That's it. Now let the ball go and shake the foot that was supporting you. Good. Put your two feet side by side. Very good. Tell me what you feel."

"I feel as though my right foot were sinking into the ground a little bit, as though I were walking on sand," said the elderly lady.

"I feel the toes of my right foot have become wider."

"I have the feeling that my right foot is my real foot and that my left one is made out of wood."

I don't say anything. I'm looking at my feet as though I'd never seen them before. I find the right foot prettier than the left, with its pathetic, squashed-together toes.

"Now lean over without bending your legs and let your arms hang down in front."

I look at my arms. My left hand is four inches from the floor. My right hand touches it!

"You can stand up now."

Everybody stands up.

"Do you know why your right arm goes down lower than your left arm?"

"Because of the ball," says one of the young women.

"Yes. The ball helped you relax the muscles of your foot. And since the body is a whole, all the muscles of your leg and your back have loosened up, too. They no longer act as a brake."

Next she asks us to roll the ball under the left foot. When I bend over, my two hands touch the floor.

"Now you're going to lie flat on your back, your arms close to your body. Where are your body's points of contact with the floor?"

I am balanced on the back of my skull, the tips of my shoulder blades, and my buttocks.

"How many vertebrae are resting on the floor?"

None of my vertebrae are touching the floor. I don't see how they could.

"Bend your knees. You'll be more comfortable."

But what kind of exercise is this that's concerned with my comfort? I thought the more you made the body suffer, the more good you did it.

"Is that better? Is your waist resting on the floor?"

You could have rolled those miniature cars my son plays with through the hollow under my waist.

"Now press the soles of your feet and all your toes firmly on the floor and lift up the lower part of your buttocks a little. Not too much, just enough to be able to pass your fist through. Let yourselves down. Lift up and let yourselves down several times. Gently. Find a rhythm that's suited to you. You're not forgetting to breathe, are you?"

Concentrating on the movement of my pelvis, I had, of course, forgotten.

"All right. Place the lower part of your back on the floor while trying to aim your coccyx toward the ceiling. Is your waist touching the floor now?"

I still have my tunnel. Suze L. rolls toward me a rubber ball, as large and soft as a grapefruit.

"Place the ball at the bottom of your spinal column."

With a furtive gesture, I slide the ball under my behind.

"That's all. Just stay like that and breathe. Put your hands on your ribs so that you can better feel how they move when you breathe. There is no relationship at all, though, between your waist and your jaw. No use clenching it. That's better. Now imagine that you're sinking your finger lightly into your navel. It's going down toward the floor and your stomach's going with it."

Her voice seems far away, hushed. I feel all alone with my navel.

"Take the ball away. Lay your back down. Lay your entire back down on the floor."

I obey. I feel calm, absorbed; a pleasant warmth spreads throughout my body.

"What about your waist?"

Slowly I slide my hand. The tips of my fingers barely enter the hollow.

"It's coming along," says Suze L., as satisfied as I am. "Now I'm going to ask you to do something which you may not have done for a very long time. Keep your back on the floor. Bend your legs. Stretch your arms out in front of you and grab your toes in your hands."

When my eighteen-month-old daughter does this, I think she's adorable. But when I myself do it, I feel absolutely ridiculous.

"It's funny," says the old lady.

"You have your toes securely in your hands? Now you're going to try to unbend your legs. But don't strain yourself."

My legs unbend a little, very little. I roll from one side to the other. I feel stupid and vulnerable.

"It's not working," says Bourvil's stand-in.

"You'll see," says Suze L. "Sit down. Feel behind your right knee. What do you find?"

"A bone on each side," says one of the young women.

"Those aren't bones. Those are the tendons of your muscles and they can be made more supple. You can do it yourselves. Take hold of them and play with them as though you were jazz musicians and they were strings of a bass violin. Take your time."

I play "Blue Moon" at a slow tempo with no conviction whatsoever.

"All right? Now lie down flat on your back again. Grab the toes of your right foot. Try to unbend your leg a little, then bend it back again. Then start again. Do that several times without straining yourself. Wait for your body to grant you permission to go further."

My leg unbends a little more each time. But I'm shaky. I roll from one side to the other.

"You roll like that because you're not breathing."

I expel a hearty gust of air from my mouth and make a lot of noise doing it.

"Not through your mouth! The mouth has many pleasant uses, but inhaling and exhaling are not among them. You must always breathe through the nose."

One more theory on the proper way to breathe, I say to myself. Nevertheless, I breathe through my nose. And my body is immediately stabilized!

"Very good. Unbend, bend again, gently. Are you making progress?"

"I've done it!" shouts one of the young women. She's holding on to her toes and her leg is perfectly straight.

"Good. What about the rest of you?"

I unbend. I bend again. I breathe through my nose. I start to discover a certain pleasure that I can't quite account for. And then, there it is. There's my leg straightening out almost completely.

"Very good," says Suze L. "Do you understand what's happened? By making your tendons more supple, by relaxing the back of your leg, you've loosened up your back too, stretched it out. The body is a complete work; you can't know what it's about through selected extracts. Now we'll work on our left side."

We did that with the same results and then we stood up. I was standing as I'd never stood before: my heels sank into the floor, my entire foot, the sole and all the toes were firmly planted. I felt stable, sure of myself.

Then Suze L. had us do several other movements without using balls. My confident body followed the voice that was guiding it. I knew that it was Suze L.'s voice, but it seemed to be coming from inside myself, expressing my body's needs and helping it to satisfy them.

After a little while, Suze L. distributed some balls, about as big as apples. They were fairly heavy, about a pound.

"Place the ball to your right. Lie down on your back again, your arms the length of your body, your fingers stretched out as well. Touch the ball with your fingertips. Push it a little toward your feet, then bring it back a little bit toward the palm of your hand. Make small, slow movements. Push it. Bring it back. As though your arm were elastic."

Her voice floats above our heads like a cloud.

"Now take the ball in your palm. Press your elbow down and lift the ball up. That's it. Let the ball roll gently in your palm and feel when the ball is in equilibrium and you don't have to tighten your arm or your hand. Make your palm into a bed where the ball can rest. Your fingers are no longer touching the ball? Good. Now close your hand over the ball again and place it next to your body and leave your arm close to your body, too. Good."

She's no longer saying anything. No one is saying anything. In the silence, I have a sense of well-being that I haven't known since that summer when, alone in the sea, I floated on my back in clear, motionless water . . . or perhaps sometimes after making love.

"How do you feel?"

"I feel very good," volunteers the man. "I feel relaxed. My shoulder, my arm, my hand have a pleasant weight. I can feel their volume. I feel that I exist in space, that I have three dimensions. Do you see what I mean?"

"I see. And you?"

Suze L. is standing next to me. I tell her: "I feel that my right eye is larger than my left eye and that the right corner of my mouth is relaxed but on the left side I'm grimacing."

"It's more than a feeling. Your right eye is actually larger and your mouth is precisely as you describe it. Marianne, turn around, please, and look at our friend."

"It's crazy," says the young woman. "Her right eye is wide open. The left looks so small, and dull, too."

"Let's not leave our left side in distress like that," says Suze L. And she has us do the same movements on the left side.

"Stand up now and stretch."

My back stretches out completely. There's no end to a back. Nor to an arm, nor to a leg. I had thought I was exhausted when I arrived and now I feel my energy circulating throughout my body. I realize I'm smiling. I look toward the stool because my smile is for Suze L. But she's no longer there. Around me people are starting to get dressed. The class is over.

Once dressed, I look for Suze L., but I can't find her. I go out into the passageway. My feet no longer twist on the cobblestones. My toes take hold of the ground; my gait is elastic. My shoulders are no longer knotted. My neck feels long and supple. My arms sway. Walking, just plain walking, is a pleasure.

Is it my imagination or are the colors of that tree brighter, the contours of the leaves sharper? And all those earth smells, that sultry wind? Could spring have begun while I was in Suze L.'s house?

And my house: the one that I'd come to look for in Paris and thought I hadn't found? What if I had found it? What if the first house of my life was my body?
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The Fortress
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As before when it had wanted to make love, eat, drink, now it was my body that directed me to satisfy its desire for well-being. So each week I took the highway back to that dead-end street that had become an opening toward myself.

In addition to the people from the first class, I found myself with a businessman who seemed to be wearing a tight collar and tie even when dressed in a tee shirt, a forty-year-old woman, radiantly pregnant for the first time, and a grave and absorbed teen-ager who had said her last word—"no"—at the age of five.

Often agitated and fidgety on arrival, we all calmed down during the hour we spent at Suze L.'s. Her serenity called forth our own. In the mirrorless room, she offered us an image of what we could be and to which we were irresistibly drawn.

After the last class of the season, I waited for the others to go. Obviously, I had wanted to tell her something. Something that had seemed important to me. Something that now totally escaped me.

"I wanted to thank you. That's all."

She smiled at me. We shook hands. And I left.

I was in my car before I remembered what I'd wanted to tell her. I wanted to work. I wanted to try to do work like hers. My husband was very interested by the classes I'd described to him and had advised me to ask Suze L. about the necessary training. He even thought I could work with his patients in his department at the psychiatric hospital. He didn't think of them as "cases," madmen from whom sane people had to protect themselves, but as human beings to be respected for the profound truth they express through their speech and their behavior.

How had I "forgotten" all that?

The long summer vacation. At peace with myself, with my body, I watched my children and my husband playing in the pine forest above Nice and had the feeling that we were the privileged people of the earth, invulnerable.

October 15th. Six o'clock in the morning. Sunday. On the phone a ceremonious voice I don't recognize: "Madame . . . your husband . . . has been wounded . . . a bullet . . . . "

I'm sitting on the edge of the bed still warm from his body. Under the shutters daylight is starting to enter the room. It was still night only a quarter of an hour ago when he was called on emergency duty because a patient was threatening the nurses with a pistol. A quarter of an hour ago it was still yesterday. Yesterday we were making plans with the children for a birthday party: mine.

I'm running through the corridor of a hospital on the outskirts of Paris. I pass a waiting room, an office. I hear only my own steps. I see only my shadow. There is no one here.

Where are they? Where is he? Why did they bring him here? Nowhere. All those hospitals in Paris that are so well equipped, so close by the highway deserted at this hour . . .

At the end of the hall a door opens. A woman in white walks toward me without hurrying.

"I'm Madame Bertherat. Where is he?"

"In the operating room."

I followed her glance toward the staircase: an arrow with the words "operating room" written on it.

"The waiting room is across the hall."

"Hit where?"

"Near the heart."

Sit. In the angle of the first step and the wall. Here it's still night. Here it's yesterday. Nobody is speaking to me. Nobody has spoken yet.

The corridor is deserted again. Then through a small barred window, daylight enters, as though by mistake. But what's done is done. It can't turn back. So it comes forward, but furtively, grazing the wall.

A nurse is coming down the stairs. I press against the wall. Her watch passes in front of my eyes. Eight o'clock. Six o'clock and now eight o'clock. "I'm Madame Bertherat." She continues on her way. Only yesterday at my husband's hospital those words were enough. People smiled at me. Brought me a chair. Today I'm a beggar. I stretch out my hand toward the white uniform that turns around sharply: "Everybody's with him."

A man in a suit suddenly appears in the hall. He jostles me as he runs up the stairs.

"The surgeon," whispers the nurse.

Burning panic shoots through the back of my neck and lodges in my throat. Six o'clock and now eight o'clock. Two hours with a bullet near his heart.

"There was no surgeon here?"

"It's Sunday."

"He hasn't been operated on yet?"

"Of course he has." She's already wasted enough time on me. One last bit of information, out of kindness: "By the intern on duty."

The wall is slimy: it's in a cold sweat.

"You're not going to stay here."

I am going to stay here. Under the arrow. Under the words. I'm in the wall now. Across the hall, daylight keeps moving closer, a dirty green. A hot mug against my fingers. The smell of coffee. In the hall, steps and voices.

"What about that blood type?"

"The lab hasn't called back yet."

I grab a blue lab coat.

"What blood type?"

The woman pulls at her coat. A useless effort. My hand understands now that it alone can tear words out of the silence.

"Your husband's. They took a sample into the city." Into the city. "It's Sunday." It's Sunday. In a hospital. I believed. I had always believed.

Nobody goes by any more. Only time. The day advances along the opposite wall. Someone's running. White shoes brush against me as they climb the stairs. I ask them what's happening. A spontaneous, breathless voice.

"Blood. At last."

"There wasn't any?"

"Wasn't any more. Had to go to Paris for it."

My voice beats against the wall. "Because it's Sunday."

A door opens. Closes.

The day stands up straight. Time stops. Noon. Six o'clock, eight o'clock, the blood hour, and now noon. Behind the wall, a cranking elevator. Its door opens. A stretcher. A sheet. Over a body. It's him. But it's not him. A face I've never seen. Two trails of blood run from his nostrils, congeal on his cheeks. An arm pushes me back. But I hadn't leaned forward.

"Wait. We're going to tidy him up a bit."

A nurse with a flat, jovial, red face. She turns her back to me, leaving behind her the words: "The operation went very well."

Relieved, I stand there motionless, enveloped in the words that explain everything: "The operation went very well." If no doctor, no intern, no nurse, no attendant ever came to talk to me, it's because they were all tired after such a long operation so well performed. And ever since they've been discussing the operation, congratulating one another.
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