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the carbounced a lamp started to blink, aride passengepered their eyes. For a moment, - [ Supprimé
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perhaps they rememteerwhy they were here and who they were, before gbamk to their
dreams.The rumbling trairsentthem dozing off Or maybe, the smell and the heéagether
had a soothing effecSitting with unknown people was reassuriGging to the office was a
pleasure And all concernsandworries were nothing, in the slow movement of the engine.
That was the daily existence of the employees Ineas invited to join and into which | was
desperately trying to blend.

My previousoccupationhad little if any relation to my new condition asckerk.
However, | found many common points between thenbolin cases, my parents weneud
of their son, who was going to defenid country, and later bring money to his family despit
his likely traumas. In both jobisere waghe pressure and the power of authority, and épe g
between officers and subordinates. dl lkiéscovered the smell of others in the trencheschvh
were as dark and loud as thenbling metro was. Holding a gun tiédeenas boring as using
a pen. Friends were as rare on the battlegrouidtag office. In my first days as Mr Dlunt's
employee, | carefullyook notice of all these differences, aradthoughit was a reliefnot to
fear death anymore, my days were not as differetiiegghad beerbefore, when | wagosted
at the frontier. But after a month, | realised sdrrg was missing.

After twenty-one days and almost as many paper filesafternoon, | did something
| had never done since my returdobkedup andglanced outsidel noticel the sky and the
buildings, which were respectively blue and greyd & went back to my papers. But a
moment later, th absurdity struck me. Through the window, dheeenthe sky and some

buildings, but nothing more. At school, before war, there wasjusiigrey and blue through _ - { supprimé :

only

the window of the classroom. There was much mone ¢henmonplacdigures and colours. | ~- [ Supprimé :

was going to glance again outside, but | heard mpleyer's steps in the corridor, and |
conscientiously went back to my papers. At 7, | heft urfinishedwork and brought home an
uncomfortable feeling about how muitte outsideworld had been altered.

My family house hadbeen much unchangefdr five years. The most significant
difference was my brother's departure, which hadade some additional spack was

had needed much more space. In his absence, | had theuldifask of represerihg our ,,/{Supprimé:
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family in the neighbourhood. According to Mr number 6 my $@meriwas worthy. Mr and

Mrs number 9 made few and evasive commdnit they watched me with the greatest pity.
Mrs number 14 had hardly heard about war. And my parents were still trying to make
their minds up about it. Most of my friendsad gone after my departure. Few were back in
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spentwandering in the streete matter how muchliked peing with my family - { supprimé :

family reunion

In my childhood, | had enjoyed walking in the fefrer in the city, among the trees:\ { supprimé :
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on thetarmac | had never felt lonely thougThe very first time haddecided to gaway ~-. Supprimé

never to comdack was after being unfairpunisted by our mother, who alwaysak sides tends to be an event; | suspect
mean just “being with my family
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with my brother.That very same dayn the afternoon, | opened the door amalked out. |
kept walking for two hours soon leaving thecity to enter theneighbouringforest. |
remembered | had wanted litend into the scenery. Howevefor a shortwhile, at sunsetl
hadfelt some presence in the silence of Nature. Thalwias rustling differentlyand the
dead leaves were now fallimgeaningfully The branches were like giant claws above me, or
maybe they were hands inviting mestet offon a newpath Although animals were discreet,

I remembered | had heard their secret words. But astadhgse shadows,hlad neverfelt
afraid. | had the sensation, whibhsnever left me since that day, that everything aramed
was deeply linked with my feelings. | haégnsedan exclusive relationship with the world



outside, and | was now able to model it as | wistiEvery childfinds one day thathey can't
always get whathey want and that people are not forced to othegm But that evening, |
discovered that mgnind wassuperior tomatter. It was not only a product of my imagination:
at mydemand the bushes in front of me moved apart, and the tired up to show me the
way. Even shdes were respectfully kneeling down as | went outhef forest. | joined the

city, and the street-lamps emitted lights thieinded intothe moon. Mymind made concrete - { Supprimé : confusel themselves}

malleable. White and black blocksnkunder thearmacand emergd repeatedly, like giant -

that mixed into? That

piano keys. The roads were dangerous dark riversjeredby sidewalks, which were Supprimé : ? That blurred with

with
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welcomingislands. Andhe cars themselves were cominglife, the wild beasts of the jungle
| had created. When | came back home, five houes lfftad left | paid little attention to my
mother’s panic and my father’'s anger: whiattifound on that journey was my special ability

: about

my talent: | was soon able to distinguish a bost ém a pool of water, a blade hidden inside a [ Supprimé :

bug shell, and to make the sky open itselfdeeal unknown colours. All these inventions
were born out of the mindf a great and meticulous composer who had pursisecbation
even in his adulthood. | had always been said t@ lieamer. But who could eveave

at

imagined, what wagaking shapén the back of my mild | supprime:
It was to reconnect with that joy that the firstyd| was backl decided to wanden - { supprimé :
my dream worldagain. After my conscription | had had no time tersgon my little purpose. - { supprimé :

for

My mind had always been busy, occupied with painrastiessness, and it needed to recover: -

—
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But during the new walks | undertook, | found napenor pleasure. The world outside was
still full of sounds and details. Tiwawvas stilltheforest after the city, and there were trees and
street-lampgo guidemy steps. But the inanimateorld did not respondas it should have
done. It did not gig anytraceof life. It did not send angall. | would roamthe woods, the
streets, untitlusk,feelingbut the coldness of the wind.
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to be unsatisfying and | decided to use my tforeother purposes. | started to spend my free { supprimé :

afternoons at the city’s main library, for the orlpoks my family had kept were not
engrossingenough. Through my childhood, if 1 had been absent-mindedoupil and a
temperamental son, reading was one of the very faivitées thathad totally capture my
attention. Soon my parents had become worried abeutyoung boy’ssolitary activity and
they had acted accordingly. Each time | found the door lo¢ckeabks, of any kind, slowly

: Firstly

my mind was the source of the purest imagination.dBukly, as | wageft alone with them = { supprimé :

more often, | managed tdleviatemy boredom. Mroughreading, | discovered the complete \{s‘,pprimé.
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significance of my power. | was now able to domesg&dhe world of abstractions. All | had
to do was only to think, imagine stories, charagteountriesthat escaped frorhooksand

appeaed in the real world. | was truljurning booksinto reality They offered me people to
speak with, territories to explore, and all of themre new parts of my growing kingdom.

t with

black ink. And as | was able to close an unattvadtiook and to put it away in my bookcase,
| learned how to make reality gradually disappedrirmk the new physical lawsdreated

However, | hae to confess that | & never been serisie to the authors’ hidden messages,
or to the true meanings of their works. | considdyedks only as sources and patterns for my

: abide.

Words themselves were assigned new definitionsev language was emerging to tell the \{sl,pprimé:
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never-heard tales. And, with books in my hands amlancethroughthe windowtogether
with my marvellous imagination, | regatel the universes a whole.



Libraries, throughtheir bleak atmosphereyere therefore the placesheremy mind

child in the long afternoons | had spent between gheles, for they were certainly now - [ Supprimé : Firstly,

empty of all their substance. | started with th& feomisingvolumesl had not yetlevoured
| flipped through the pages, like a starved beadelved intothe stories, the words and the
authors’ visions. | walked with the characters tlglo their adventures, and | sought the
senses i could hardly feel in his terrestrial life. | whsoking for all that had made me a
peculiarchild. But, afterafew hours sitting at a table with my spoils, | oféjt | was bored. |
found qualitiesn these books, but they were nothing more tiensame oldtories, written
in elaborate but trivial styles.was frightenedbut | quietly stood up and slowly took my

only the substantial fictions proposed by the rtarga but all the creatiorieey had given rise
to. The heroes | had imagined were still travellihgough the pages and the lands | had
generated. The world | had shaped was tétdle, exactly as itad beerbefore lhadleft it.
Browsing throughthosebooks| renewedwith my former fantasy and the young boy inside
the library. | tried to blend into them. | was notihg to reconnect with my childhood: my
intentions were far from what common people couldeeignce by finding their old toyis

the attic It was not a question of remembering, but a quesifeacquiring again what | was
now denied | wanted to return to myself.

I contemplated my past masterpieces for hours, edidike an exile back in his
homelandHowever much | yearned for thetrwas unable toeconnect with thenBecausd
had experienced it as a child, ldwnthere existe@ secret link between creations and their
author: they are remains of our very own impressibas we decide to eternalize. And in
these papers,dnly found a vague familiarity. As | was exploring them, mgrks were like
the cousins | had left for years. | was trying ¢witalize our old relation with them, but there
was like a wall of glass betweams | was not their creator anymore, but a spectator
submerged in an amazing, yet foreign culture. | wasatde to play with them. These old
storiesdenied access tmy mind, or maybe, my imagination had nothing to samy former

about the world outside, andrled to retrievethe ancient reflexes of the young boy wihsed
to transfigue books into reality. Despite the resilience of mgyous works, imeantto use
them to draw again, on the blank sheet of noptiht the adventures, heroes and worlds that |
needed now. They gave me no response, but | wiasostising on thereality | wanted to
create. | conceived new stories with a superhumforteBut all the fictions | managed to
imagine were wasted, tasteless, and unoriginal. Mene only simulac of my previous
readings, instead of being the transcendences lafialfeelings. With the approaching
darknesd was forced to facé: during my whole childhood, | had been theardianof a
precious power, which was to model destinies amb#h as they should have been. It had
been neither leisure nor duty. It had been my eatardo so. | had found no glory, but the
smartest pleasure | could ewetperiencedFor an unexplained reason, | was now missing it,
and my existence was as empty as it had been atothtgef. Sitting at a table full of coloured
books, | was hardly different from the ordinarydees who areontentwith pathetic fictions.
These pieces of papers seemed to have nothing vdtdane anymore, and Had toleave
them to avoid a second defeat. Likéoasakenchild, | was in the most vulnerable position,
and a feeling of shame came owvet | slowly glanced around. Nobody was there, though
consciously replaced the books on the shelves afidhe library, five minutes beforéne
announced closing time.

Outside, in the street, the crowd wasrching ona few meters away from me. They
were so humerous. | could feel they were approaclaing | was just before them. They were
here for me. The marvellous worlchhd been building for years had abandoned me. | had



found nothing but a closed door on my spirituak.lifTheir steps were coming closer.
Someone had decided my childhood should end, andnguivings. Days spent in the
recreated nature were over. There wasmaterleft for meto hidein. | could now hear their
conversations. After being the most gifted child, aegtiny was to join thpack and to blend
into daily life without taking a look back. Such aristence would be painless. lomdrt
take too much time before my emancipation. | had nécehbcould feeltheir breaths on the
nape of my neck. | turned around and faced thenmgilarms outspread to claim:

“l surrender! Take me with you! Let your torrentigame out!”

My sentence was suspended. In front of me, | fousttling but a young and familiar face,
staring at me with suspicious, yet amused eyes.

“You should be more discreet, when you're back hosaé] my brother with severity and
delight. Unfortunately, bookgsaveyou away, and the library is closing, so you hagehere
to go. Wouldit be too much of a troubte give some news?”

We walked together. But behind us, | knew they veatiteroaring and waiting.

Several time my brother and | lthbeen said to have complicdteelations,and
indeedwe hadhardly talked to each other for years. Most of the time weuld meet at
family reunions, with other distant cousins, and exchangesvere short and polite. | felt
totally satisfied with that situation, despite @arents’ shame. For some unexplained reasons,
my brother sometimes wanted to do extra-activitiéh wine, and ljoined him in playing
collective sports or on trips in sparsely populatedions. Though | rather liked these
moments, | had been too busyselast days to reconnect with him. Andtsadhe. Itold him
about my past fewears andywhen | admitted | was now a little bit bordte warmly invited
me to his nevstudia

Since our childhood, he had always been the handy Some of his drawingsere
still covering the walls of our parents’ house, dra had been quite success$imce his
glorious first years. He was the artistthe family. As he showed me, he was now the owner
of a small and quiettorehousde was using assiudia Therehis inspiration was allowed to
strike. He felt really excited about his new life agalve meabundant details aboiit
“...As I've perhaps already told you, | havebeenpainting for a few months. | received an
important commission from the city, and I'm now working a new monument. | have
already donefew drafts.”

Various geometrical forms sculpted in small blocksvafrble occupied thstorehouseln a

recognize | have always been a little bit sceptataiut my brother'sareer We both share a -

corner, other blocks were waiting to barved and behind themgood the hugest opd - { Supprimé : , the hugest one w

standing.
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passion for altering matter, but if his works at first sight more sustainable, their impact | Supprimé: s

unquestionably limited. Heao only torment marble, colours and canvas, wheréateihd to { supprimé : 2

restructue the universe. Furthermore, his subjects and eiistbhoicesare questionable \\\‘[Supprimé:s

Each time | have been asked to give my opinion ab@utecent makings, generally am

’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’’ reproachd mewith.

moderate and evasiviar which he has firmly reproached mdowever, | cannot deny his_ { Supprimé : which he firmly
organizational skills: his lifés entirely focused on his works thanto the small funds he bha
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patiently raisedA clerk would hardly bear the comparison.

“You know, | understand why you've been so silditen if I've been discharged from the
army, | can conceive how painful those years were.”

| nodded. He was conventional but sincere, asidationswere And contrary tovhat he

thought | hadnever been resentful bfm, Being diagnosed with breathingoroblemwas not - { supprimé : his retreat

a better situation. efrained fromask how he was able to work so hard, withconditionas - { supprimé : 222

| did not want tgorobe intohis artistic secrets.
“l don’t expect you to tell me how it was. You'veesehorrible things. You're probably
despairing of menAnd of the future.”



| had only vague convictions about these noti@esep within | felt sorry to findthatthe idea
of war itselfwas notso terrible.

“Now you're back to the civilian life you must feallittle bit lost. The city has dramatically
evolved sinceou left You feel that nothing is the same, don’t you?”

| said the world had not changed so much. | was glaae back. My new life was mainly a
matter of routine. | wished him the very best lickis projects.

This was whemmy brother showed great insight.

“You need some rest, and no one seems to notigendt.your work at the office won't give
you any companionshiguch confined placeThat’'s not life. Youhad better try something
more meaningful.”

| hadnever thought my brother could approach my seoréte slightestl quietly listenedo
him.

“Working on the monument takes me a lot of timeah enanage to do it all myself, but it's
really exhausting. | need someone with experienaotgsome paperwork, help me organize

studio, watching some artistic works and saying aaryboss he is wrongiouldn’'t beso

awful, would it?” :

| was about to become the secretary of a futuredafarhousartist, my beloved brother. With
vanity, | remarked | needed a salary to live, arghid that | did not want toeducehis
insecure income sources.

“I will pay you generously. | will even be able elp our parents too. But for that | have to
finish the commissioned worik time.”

“Office routine is quite comfortable, you know.”

“It won't bring you any fresh air. And I'm not tdhg of a job, but of leisure. | would even
give you tipsabout painting or sculpting, if you want it. Yoaue to quit that past, and do
something entertaining, right now.”

In our childhood, | remembered my brother as quitersideratdoy, always inquiring about
my long wanderings. He probably had developed kiissthanks to the absence of a
playmate in his early years. He had accepted my migskef his burgeoning masterpieces

refused to let me play with his toys. We concludeel tontract, and then we spentew
minutes talking and joking about the desolate wiéywere now going to embellish.
resounding resignation. In the streets, the crowad gone, and looking for another isolated
preyelsewherel confessed my pride was not intact. | was adaéneimploye, and dependent
on my brother's success. My distress was clearly peitde otherwise he would not have
proposed the job to me with such enthusiasm anditgnbeas a wounded little bird a good-
hearted man hliasaved. But being in permanent contact with sonistiarcreations, even if
they lacked inspirationwas certainly good to cure my sickness. Mostling my brother’s
tools excited me: if | was not able to distort iyahs a whole anymore, | should staftesh
by learningthe basics With a piece of paper and his elaborate instrusjenwould soon
nourish my fantasy in quite a rudimentavay, before | could let it flourish again. To know
how to draw was now the only way of regaining my poveven if | always refused thedsy
way out It was my new resolutioms | came back home, through the moonlit blodksad
the brand new feeling thal was about to findhn answer to my distreslalfway acrossa
desertedstreef | looked up to the windows of a neighbouring 8uig. And for the first time,
| saw it.

Maybe | should mistrust my senses for theyre useless at that moment, and words
are notrelevant eitherButthey are all what | have lefOn thewindowpanesa fleeing, dark
shade swiftly overshadowed the reflentof the moon. Foa moment| believed it was the

- [ Supprimé : can ]
- { Supprimé : is not ]
- [ Supprimé : is ]
_- [ Supprimé : overcaring ]
o [ Supprimé : ? ]

- [ Supprimé : being announce J




product of my mind, that mybilities were back, and 8icker of hope flared. | wanted to
joyfully run to my vivid creation, buitfelt hamstrungl put one footin front of the otherbut

| was not moving anymore, as if | was the palm of a gigantic cold hand, which was
graduallyclosing upon mel was about to open my mouth to scream, to fgellhelp but |

when it felt strongey | came up to understand that something waspinginside me,up
alongmy backbonen its wayto my mind. | could feel it was searching for sonmaghas if
small claws werestuck intomy neck. It was like the kisses of a mouth sinkisgeeth inside
me. With my hands, | tried to tear it off, whatevemitght be, but my nails found nothing but
my ownirritated flesh.Briefly, | had the idea of cutting myself with no regasdte pain, but
as | was touching the nape of my neckedlized nothing was crawling under my skin.
Althoughthe sensation was becoming fiercer and fiercevag purely virtual and wasonly
my fingersthat had laceratedmy tissues. | believed | was the victim ssfimehallucination,
that myunbridledimagination was nowut of controland wanted to misleadanl tried to be
rational and think it was but a vain illusion. Theéhe sensation started slowly to weaken. |
calmed down, and looked at my feet. They were nurhbourse. | was relieved. | raised one
of them. But it did notespond My legs wildly wobbled and | fell on my knees.hurt The

various adventures, in which human reason found fnailyand poor its concepts were. | had - { supprimé : »

even thought about much more impressive and outstgreffiects than a paralysis of th\e\\{supprimé:ty

lower part of the body. But none of them had evachedsuch &high, dreaéll and exquisite
degree of reality. It was back. Something again sligtsering inside mgbut | did not feethe
groping anymore. The sensation was now smoothly circulaingiarm bloodike fluid. It
promptly reached my head. Its presence w@as more discreet, less invasive. That kind of
intrusion was less unusual, however. It had to wwakder if it wanted to really trouble me
again. And slowly, the void invaded me. | was g$8kling my arms, my legs, and my whole
body. But my head waganglinglike a dead branch in winter. My brain was slubgighile
my mind desperately tried to remerge. Images, remeroésarcolours and sounds, all were
unfolding in a loud and kaleidoscopic magma, befoeeZing and vanishing out. My very
self was consurdin a dull fire. In my semi-consciousness, | mamdgeform the idea that it
was not the void that was flooding inside myselfit tmy own soul that was hastily
obliterated, in that warm and merciless sensationwds draining mejndiscriminately
absorbing the joys and the sorrows, thes ad theuntrue Nothing would remain of my
mental life. | was about to be an empty creaturd,lamuld notflee. Desperately, | looked up
to find somehelp,somecure. | tried to focus on the street, on the raad on the buildings
around me, to catchomepictureto impregnate myself with. But none of them resisteal t
massive evaporatiomn a last effort, | glanced at the windows on whilclreflection of the
moon had disappeared. There veashadow something tdhold my eyes. Ihad paidlittle
attention to it before, but now, | could noticédn@éd a precise and definite formsttainedmy
eyes b better seeand, as | was about to catch it, | suddenlyitost

| desperately tried to recapture the vision throdlgh window It was notthere
anymore. llooked up to the dark sky, and théowered my eyedo the ground.lt was
nowhere to be foundQuite a familiar and friendly feeling softly overwireed me The
picture | had caughtfrom the streetdid not vanishanymore. | couldsee clearly what
surrounded m&vithout mixing coloursand shapes. My mind was still full of memories and
could now vividly remembemy past inventions. | was sitting in the middleloé toad with a
skinned knee. | quietly stood up, raised a footl eame back to my house where | covered
my leg with a bandage and found some rest.
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I woke up in the middle of the day and started tiiedown) my resignatiorietter. |
called my brotherabout our furthearrangements ande chatted orabout our warm reunion
last night. Thesun was cast its wan ligbh the window. | reached my bathroom, and absently
glanced at the mirrorSuddenlymy fist punched into my reflected shoulder. | heaty
grabbed my real shoulder, before turning roundatch sight ofthe intruder It was gone
again. | had never believed in nightmares and badnds. lwould imagire horrors, demons
and abominationshat haunted the dull reality invented monstrosityor the need of my

innocent delusions, but theheer darknessne has to face one da$o | believed as |
remembered every moment of the night befdfg.pain and my fear had had the filthy taste
of reality. | was said to béhe imaginative kindNo one would evefantasizesuch a loss.
Lonely people are always trying to make their livasre interesting, aggling. Cursed
existences have nothing to offer but revulsiomistrustedmy senses, and | believed sight to
be the most pernicious of them. But | could not dévat in the mirror It had followed me. It
had only been an indistinguishable and colourldspe, as it presented itself last night.
Though it was smaller, for it was able to settlenoyn shoulder, | felt its power to harm was
entire. It hal come back t@omplete its workto takecontrol of me Butit had not expected
me to bewaiting for it. When it hadeleased its hold hadsensedt had not goneand | had
stayedon my guardl had feltthatit hadreturredin the morning, and, coldly,Had laid a trap
for it. My intuition was right: for an unexplained reasomy follower was oddly afraid of
being seen. However, my second assumption was disclaimredkibg my mirror did not
make it disappear, and | nearly caught oné<fimbs by turning round. It was not one of
those creatures that only live and appear in gkaesenirrors, creatures that | had joyfully
imagined in my childhood. But It was able to backstad. Its existence took place in this
world. It had certainly understood | knew sometekecrets. It was now anywhere, preparing
its new offense, looking for a new way to lay hofdne. lhadonly met Itthe previousight,
but | could feel how determined It was. | might hatemblel and hit my glass because of a
wrong move. My bleeding knee and fist could eafily natural causes. Baten inthe days

| hadspent in the trenches | had negeena wound like the dark and translucid soarthe
nape of my neck. | carefully examined it with mydantips in my broken mirror. Only my

had lefta void withinme after our first encounter. If It was able to Kithis was a kind of
warning intimidation, or a symbaobf doom. It was late, and | had to go to the officéole
the end of the dayl. dressed my injuries and went olithad a black shirton, and before
leaving the house, | turned up the collar of my gck

Outside, | only met few and isolated passers-by. The crowd was eevibydang me.
It probably felt that a more dangerous predator éaimhe and it knew it should not gat
between. The wind was less cold when it blew on agg fand | was sure that trees and lamps
slightly moved aparas | passed by did not show any sign of paniut | could not remove
my eyesfrom the windows along the way. In the undergroundatestat the image of an

anonymous passengesflectedon the car window, before he cautiously left me g@l@ut it - { supprimé : 222

did not show up. At myformer workplace, where my letter was politely read ang m
explanations carelessly listengx | took advantage of a short break in the resigngirocess

to examineagainwhat | knew of It It was physical, and had, at least, some consogsssor
instinct. | could hardly remember its form: not ohlyd it always vanished, but there was also

somethinglike a screepbetween my knowledge and thesmory| kept of itsapparition It - { supprimé : pariion

was a nameless creature that had chosefonies prey. Last night, Ihadtried to drain my - [ Supprimé : ?

remembrances and fantasies, my sorrows and joys, woracious impulse. Ihad to
acknowledge that very fadt was aftermy mind.



| was invited todispose of my few belongingand | found myself alone behind my
desk. Its intentions were unclear. If | was profiany powerful imagination, my boundless
ability to marvel, what made my mental life so uniguees notthere anymore. | was a simple
human with his owrfantasies but| was the one It had choseRerhaps | was the only one
who was able to discern It, or who could believé@srexistence. Something in me had lured It
and It now refused to leave. | had been a giftaticthen a dull man. | was now a beast
trying to survive. My employebademe goodbye and wiskl meall the best without noticing
that | was contemplating the buildings and the slside, in the room where my fall had
begun.l was said to be a man of few woy@ndindeedl was never interested in sharing my
secretsMy gift had been my only concern. The new role idgstjave me would be as well.
Onmy way homewindowpanes only sent back my own reflection

Sitting in the metro station with iagmentof my bathroom mirror inside my hand, |
knewthere was no pointaiting for a new apparition. It would now only dead upon me in

a moment of weakness, when my defagoéghi fall. | had no ideavhy It had not comén { Supprimé : would

my sleepWas it because | had been unablegimember my dreams since the warawasit - - { supprimé : 2

because it was afraid of the real nightmares? | ldawar for my depressigrbut warhad \{sl.pprimé:ignored

inspiredfear to survive. Onlythe voidcould defeathe void And what if | decided to relive - - { supprimé : spleermelancholy

that time? | movel away on an isolated bench and closed my eyesdiild not recreate the \\{Supprimé -
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world as a whole, | was still able to conceive seasation of reality. | tried to remember the
dust and the mudHad knownin the trenches. | concentrated to make a darlg&uainy field
appear and to recapture the smell and the noisentjabose and ears had endured. My
memoriesook overand the station receded into the backgrouimduld feelthe wind of the
desert on my face, and not the wind provoked byuthderground trains. | opened my eyes
and found myself surrounded by my former regimentad Imot built many relationships
duringthoseyears and | was not surprised that everybody afowas ignoring me. But | was
not back to meet the greenmy uniforms again. What | haldornethere, in a holeeight feet
under the ground, had been an infamy that was detcorone But the other soldiers’ cries of
pain or the repeated explosions over us had become asahass the daily viscous food.
Having nobody to talk tdad not been a majaroncernand |had withstood thewaiting
between two eartmnwalls without suffering from fear or boredomhdd beerthe best recruit
for that passive job. Buhere, for the very first time, | had felt my powersmeain. | had
never tried to make the reality of war obey my imagon. | had never had the idea of
denying it, of deconstructing its explosions, deaths aespdirs. | had been paralysed, not by
a simple fear, but by a feeling of complete emptinédy.imagination is obsolete here” had
been the only idearesent tomy mind inthoseyears. It had been as if | had penetrated a

unspeakable terror. And it was to reconnect widi tarror that | wanted to reliveoseyears.

If it was still following me, | wouldthenbe able to face it. | wouldlungeit into the abyss
that war hadeft inside me. But for the moment, despite the screamhshenblasts around me,
| found nothing comparable with that sensation. Tfechines were violently roaring above
my head, guns were firing, but nothing wasging up | sat down and waited. Maybe the
void | had experienced had been too extreme to peodacedin memory, although |
surpassed myself to recreate the atmosphere oflessllife. | paid attention to the slightest
detail: not only the moist heat and the burning §nieit also the texture of every object. |
respected the withered skin of the humans as wéleadark metal of the equipment. | picked
up a helmet from the ground: it was glittering lilkae steel. My power was gone, but my
imagination was intact. The glitter dimmed. Somethirgg gettinghold of mein my back. |
started. | improvised my defence with haste. | tdok fragment of my mirror and saw what
was behind me. It was coming again. It certainly tedrio take advantage of my condition,
as | was deeply sunk into deep remembrance. Howk\eid, not vanish. | felt nothing on the



nape of my neck. It was just a formless and dark lilmzting above my shoulder. For a
moment | believed | was mistak But slowly emerging from the haze, here was theesa
limb | had nearly caught that morning. It was my taisi indeed. But It seemed less
aggressive than before. Despite my distress, Itiaagrying anything against me. | did not
feel its presence though. The haze was gradually digsipaand other limbs were appearing
in the same manner. | ignored why It had choser&och me in so weakenadorm | took
another look into the mirror where the hédmel nearly vanished. | understood. | crashed the
fragment between my fingers and went back to the angttation. The voices of the army
ceased. There was no dust anymore. The only nasetle roar of the trains. Ondythin
streakof blood remained in my hand. | quickly found a sedra carwindow and went back
home. It was only in my bed that | felt my heaetting again

The following day | wrote down everything | knewaath my enemy. Previously, | had
stated that It was after my mind; that It refusedb# seen. Buthe previous dayl had
discovered what one would rather ignore. When | $gh it in théragmented mirrqgrl had
reckonedit wanted to attack me while | was exploring my wamories. But It could not do
sa. It was part of thatery memory. | had met It for the first time at war, biald not notice
its existence. When | had summoned the whaode atmosphere in the metro station, | had
unconsciously reproduced its former appearance. Tlais ow It had been when It had
hunted me for the first time. It had been born dutime war, and It had chosen me at that
time. Maybe It was itself a puf@gment of my imagination, which had decidedltee on its { Supprimé : live by its own J

)

power? Live

and creatures. | knew their properties. The dadehdad seen was now making sense. It was ( Supprimé : 2
not its weakead form. Here It was as It had beeat the beginning of its existence. The
emerging limbs had revealed something was coming tiee darkness of thatze In order

to survive inthis disesnchareéd world, It had needed tedd off somethinglt had used me to
sustenancéself. It had felt my special abilityo recreate realitand had followed me since
then It had drainedne Graduallylt had takerawaymy sense ofvondermentWar had not
been responsible for my loss whagination My real opponent was far less concrete and
much more powerful. It was like a disease, a vihad t had acquired in a dangerous country
plaguedby death and sorrow. Batlome | had not been cured andadlet It grow. Today It
was more powerful than ever. Its faculties wereiliksr It could not only absorb my mind,
but also immobilize me, trace and find me. And It krdvad seen It. | could naetyif It had
self-consciousness, or if It was a creature drilgnits instinct for self-preservation. These
were only details. In other times, | wouldvestuded the characteristics of that creation with
interest and joy. But now | needed to survive. ddtconsumed all my inspiration. | was
unable to turn my few inventions into reality anymdr&ras an average boy again. And It had
never ceased to gain force. | saw its limbs, whierenangular like arms and uncanny like
tentacles, but they were only a glimpse of its wregipearance. It might be gigantic now and
could easilyannihilate me. But It had never revealed itselfluygsterday. Despite its power,
It had never ceased to hide. | was only a simple humeing, but Iforbademefrom seeindt - { supprimé : tosee )
entirely. It had eaten my mirgllently. It had quickly vanished when | was about to catch
was certainly not used to frontal assault, othesvtisvould have easily slain me. Last night It
hadtried to completeits work and had displayed its powers. Buhatd failed. It had been
hasty and unprepared. Something had forced It to chatzgplans. Its existence deeply
depended on its faculty to devour. Perhaps, ord#hyeof its attack, It had realized | could
counter it. | had ceased to be the hunted oneodldhunderstand its strikeeantdeep panic.

It was not over. | could defeat It. But | had todihow. One of my actions had caused It great
pain and anger and | had not been conscious lofatiewed everything | had done. That day
| had spent most of my time in the library, despdyaseeking my lost imagination. The
books could be the answer: | might have randomdyl ieow to destroy creatures of its kind




without being aware oft. | had read thousands of stories, and | cowdelmisseda plot
where the main character had to face something dint$. But | had stayed alorie the
library, like an easy target, and It had waitdter nightfall to launch its attack. It was not
linked with the contents of the books. Maybe, a&s ¢hretakers of our memory and fantasy,
books were building a vast barrier protecting my$elfn its persecution. But if they were,
they would be a simple shield between It amel What had alarmed It could only be purely
offensive. Something was threatening its existeand,for a moment, during that day, it had
been in my hands.

The phone rang. My brother was calling me. He wasl glhad resigned, and asked
me if | minded coming right away to fillout some paperwortor him. He urgently had to
make some orderhie following morning and was facing difficulties. He seemedittée lbit
embarrassed. | warmly accepted hisygestionl was eager to start my new job. My brother
showed signs of surprise, but he liked my enthusiasd said hevould bewaiting for me. |
hungup the phonel. still failed to find an answer to my questidBut destiny had just given
me ahint.

As | reachedmy brother’s place, | tried to understand how held¢dave frightened
off my visitor. He was an artist of common imagination.Hdel always showlittle interest
in the disturbing dreams shared by common men. Neediessay his creations were

inoffensive. But he wajoldingthe secret of my release without knowing it. It iate, and - { supprimé : keeping

only his studio windowsawere illuminated. He welcomed me with a smile, saidiragnow
sorry he was tput methrough all thisand then gave me the papers. | read them and sgw th
were quite easy to fill. | told him they would tagkemetime to be done, but | intended to stay
here the whole night if necessatye appreciated my zeaHe wanted himself to finish a
sketch tlt night and proposed to work beside me. We both eaindat the same desk,
opposite each other. He was frantically drawing arabing out, with a pile of white papers
next to him. | was writing on his documents as sjoad possible, looking upndaround. My
brother had no idea of what | had really endurdd: @answer could not be directly linked with
him. It was to be found irthe studio itself. In this place, there was something that was
noxious for It.Here was the answefhe naked wallsent no messag#/e were surrounded
by some of my brother’s works, sculptures and pagstibut none washuch worth.l knew It
waslurking there, waiting for me to surrender.

“You seem uninspired.” My brother was watching menéher thoughpaperworkcould be
SO unexciting.”

| shrugged. | told him it was not the most fascingtactivity, but it had to be done anyway.
My brother continued.

“Speaking of activity, are you still interested learning some tips about painting or
drawing?”

| was, indeed. But | had other priorities. | maaéew jokes about younger brothers who
always want to oshinetheir elders. He did not look disappointed. Wehbstayed silent.
About half-an-hour passed. There was still nothemgund that would help me. Then my

brotherlooked at the tablein an irritated manngiHe appeared to bmissing something. He - { supprimé : iritatingly

surveyed the roorand sighed. | asked him what matter was ~ { Supprime : 2

“I can’t find some of my pencils. | must have lefeth at home.”

| hazarded they might not be so necessary.

“I absolutely need them. The one I'm using is nohtahough to complete the last details.
Look for yourself.”

He gave it to me and stood up.

“It won’t take me long. | will be back shortly

Then he looked at his paper and smiled.

“And don't try to finish it beford’m back, will you?”
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| And before | could protest, heas gonel had alwaygvelcomegdsolitude. Despite his good - - { supprimé : greeted

will, my brother could hardly help meefeatmy intruder. But | had secretly believed his - { supprimé : 2

| presencealonecould repel It, for a few minutes ktast Now that | was alonel needed t0___ { supprimé : only

defend myself Darknessslowly invaded the rooml contemplated his drawing: it only
consisted irma couple of circles and squares and was far frandfinished.However,the
figures looked quite thin. On a blank paper | tchegfew lines with his pencil. It seemed
suitable to draw elaborate pictures. Evavould be able to make something out of it. | starte
to draw two parallel lines, and then | graduallyvad them. It looked like a kind of road or of
arm. Or a kind of limb. | shivered. | could not tagsociate my drawing and the image | had
kept from it. | wanted to see where my hand was tepdie. | drew other lines and gave them
the same form. | was quite proud of the result, glhouwas a bad illustrator. Then | tried to
finish it by representing the whole creature. Hogrethe pencil was becoming less effective.
Its marks onthe papemwereless and lessisible. | was soon unable to draw anymore. Perhaps
my brotherhad beerright togo and fetctother tools.Suddenly | was thrilledOn the sheet,
my drawings were fadingway Lines were disappearing like wicks consumed b ffter a
few seconds, my sheet was completely blank. | had bsed to all kinglof phenomeaand |

should hardly have been surprised by anythingational But at that very moment, | was - [ Supprimé : could

strangelyfilled by an unknown excitement. | tried to draw the saigarésagain They - { supprimé : filed

disappeeed in the same manner. Any other mortal would have gottkdeep terror. But it { Supprimé : in

had been a long time since Idhexperienced such delight. Everything was now nknse.
| realized how to counter It. It had always beedirg, backstabbing me, rather than
confronting me | had been unable to understand why, and | ewhthe idea to protect

| myselffrom its appearance. But that was what | needethstgia. Jt, had alwaysreventedne - supprimé : He

from seeing its image because It knew how dangerousast It was a creature born from - { supprimé : 22

my most repressed nightmares. It had survived byuéwp my fantasy andeutralizingmy
power to reconstruct reality. But It was facingraag danger: if someday, | would manage to
catch its image and to reproduce it, | woglde form toa figure coming out from the abyss
of the human mind. Something that was pure imaginationld become real. It would be the
return of my power. What It had takélwm me would be restored. Its apparition in our world
would announce its death. That was why the fewtsllahad made had disappeared. It had
felt It was about to be represented and its picttiegl toevade melt was not afraid of my
brother or of the workshop itself. But that eveniitghad understood, that if, bygularly

Supprimé : itself with its

visiting my brother, | would start to draw, or pgihwould be able to captugethrough its _ --

Supprimé : fast

picture. The pencil and the paper were too fraghel versatile. | needed a more rigid,

Supprimé : carbon mine

| hardened material than tgeaphite leadl took a look around. The blocks of marble weik st - -
there. Only a few of them were not carved yet. Thveegee some of my brother’s tools here

[
[
( supprimé : 2
[
[

o Supprimé : largest?

Until facing the ten-foot slab, | had no idehere to startBut as soon as | came close
to the marble | grabbed a chisel and hit it withyfurstabbedhe base of the block. The dust

| fell all overmy feet. lhad not suspectdtiat my arm couldearsuch an effort. My gestures. - { supprimé : was covering

were precise and merciless. | was acting withrecedented accuradywas driven, not only- - { supprimé : 2

by hope or despair, but also by a deeper and unkmmwer. My instinct had nothing to do \j{s‘,pprimé ¢ did not suspec

with it. A small shape was promptly released frora #tone: it had the form of a gigantic \{Supprimé:?

human leg. My visitor had never really hagpreciselower body, so | chose to give it the
most basic aspect. | knelt down to refine my worlelt an awful pain, right in my abdomen.

| Infront of me, the leg had jugtted off the ground angtlickegme. lwas throwrbackwards. | - - supprimé : et

got up, watching my new task. It was its last effantieed. It had understood what | was | Supprimé : knocked

Supprimé : ?

o
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trying to do. It knew its image would involve itsadk. But it was harder to dissipate marble
than lines of pencil. That is why It had decidedaiow itself to be trapped in that sculpture.

It was waiting for me to give It legs and arms, ay aveapons tglay me afterwards. The - { Supprimé : slain

attack of the leg seemed to be a message. But | eta®aled. It was a sign of despair. Its
hours were numbered. If | manageditosh the sculpture | would annihilate Tthis was our

my direction. | qwckly released a second leg, \hhmstantly eme alive anchimedat me. |
dodged it. | looked up and watched what il limne: there were two legs emerging from the
marble, swinging in the air. It was as if a pald gigantic man was imprisoned in the marble,
struggling to release himself. But It was not. #sadesperately trying to return to its origin, to
leave matterfor the void. Itrefused to be created. Buthad to make the upper part of the
body. There was no other alternative. | dashedh¢oblock ancthiselledit again. The legs
wildly pushed me away, but | promptly got up amdumed to my workTen times | was
thrown to the ground, ten timesdrvedwith avengenceWhen 1 felt | had a broken rib, the
torso was nearly finished: | was facing a large pratuberant belly, shaking as if it wanted to

flee away on its legs. But it was still seajeglits back to the rest of the marble. The hardest { supprimé : with

part was just beginning. It was now time to givariins. | could not sculpt them if the legs - [Suppr.me 2

were still chargingat me. | needed a safer place. | forgot about my pad, | ran at the
mutilated figure. Its feet missed megrippedthe right knee, clambered over it and climbed. |
was now hanging on top @f chest. It furiously quaked to make me fall but ldhen. With
the chisel, | traced the form of a limb and excavétd did not know if it was in man’s might
to work as hard and as hastily as | was doing. dBuvtiving all these injuries was far from
what a body couldommonlyendure. With fear, | completed the arm. It stareechbve and
came to life. But it was far more dangerous thand &egpected it. With its hand it instantly

grabbed myhip andsmashedt. It was not pushing me away anymore, but tryimgii me - { Supprimé : slay

once and for gliDespite thgpain | was still able tgling on to the sculpted marble. | started - { supprimé : at las

to carve the other side. Whénrealised | was still able teculpt it released its embrace am:t {s‘,pprimé ‘0

caught my leg instead. | let out a scream When | itefitad broken it. But its inaccurate - . {Supprimé:ache

ffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffffff { Supprimé : hold

******************************************************************* { Supprimé : ?

\[ Supprimé : understooc

both trying to pull me, tgearmy limbs away. It was taking my body before | couldeglt . | Supprimé : strike

one. | felt in my mouth the taste of blood and sweated together. My skin was belng {S“Pl‘-‘"me it

scraped against the marble. It was squealing aarthe were dragging me. But as long as, I Supprimé : achieve

more and morel had just managed to make the outline of its faben one of its hands Supprimé : hanged up

{

was alive, | had to bear it. With one hand, | begarsculpt its head, as its argightened [Supprimé:assumed
[
(

suddenly released my leg and started to hit aroundtmes a question of seconds. | traced Supprimé : tom

its mouth WhICh opened to shout a ghastly cry of ptavmas driven straight to hell. Its nose, {
tightening

Supprimé : were more and mor

my back. | dropped the chlsel It moved its othemchapward, and they both grabbed my\‘[Supprimé:violently

g U JU U U U U L

neck and started to strangle me. | gripped its é@sehead. A small grin appeared on its
mouth. It had felt that my neck was stiffening. Maybwas able to taste delight. My breath
slowly diminished. | was overwhelmed by the coldnek#s hands. Everything was slowly

freezing around me. Darkness was expanding over otd.Had already faced it before. | had

already experienced my most terrible fear. My inérudad spent its lifetimgying to hide - { supprimé: >

and to avoid being seen. Blitvas unawar¢hat | saw the haze. It could not know that, when
the haze had vanished, | did not just see its emgngnbs. Behind them, there were two
dimmed lights, flickering like dead stars. | raisedy mand. It was still counting my
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heartbeats. | lifted two fingers. Perhaps It unerd what was happening. | pushed my
fingers ino the middle of its face, as hard as | could, crughiny nails and the marble. |

could feel | was digging two holes. A howl, neitlrerman nor animal, came out of the depth

sluggishly slipping down to the ground. Before &cked it and closed my eyes, | glanced at
It. For a moment, | believed It was also watching me.
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Very few stories have been told about my brother, amdtnof them are rather
exaggerated and false. | believe it is now my dubty to restore some truths, butdonply to
bear testimony

| My brother is said to be a reserved person anduldidardly deny it. Some peogayit was - | Supprimé :

a mistake to send him to war, but he had always Ipeefessional and dedicated to his task,
whatever it was.
He had never been a cause of concern foexsept when heould disappear into the forest.
That is why our parents let hifind a jobas soon as he returned from the frontier. Perhaps
he couldhave founda morethrilling job, but he never complained abdatinga clerk.

A few days before the events, | met him and felirmanny lack of hope in him. First |
believed, as other people did, that it was the ltesuhis days spent at the frontier. That is

why | offeredhim to workfor mg so that Imight look after himand help him outl was - { supprimé :

that creating thingsvould help him outgrow his difficulties, Whatevleey were. _— { supprimé :

| felt concerned about him and | wanted to keep lbyrmy side. Pretending that | tried to take
advantage of aimpletonis disrespectful for both of us.

I had never believed he could hurt himself. Andt theght, when | found him
unconscious, surrounded by the debris of the marblmstantly thought someone had
attacked him. Doctors revealed he suffefrom multiple fractures Which confirmed my

pretend ]
may ]
creation ]
é : aggression ]

|ntent|onally made the block fall and break on hirn.my knowledgea motionless block can
hardly inflict such injuries.
He never confirmed any of these theories. Whenehevered consciousness, there was a
great terror in his eyes. He spoke with panic ofisible enemies trying to devour him, then
calmed down and said something about victory anac@eHe never wanted to say what
happened that night. A small scar on the nape ®hleckwasinterpreted as a mark of self-
injury. All these details were sufficietit send him to the asylyiwhich he has not left ever
since, like many former soldiers.
| often visit him. | find him appeased. | find nffidulty having conversations with him, but
we never discuss what happened that night. Heliki#$ wandering in the large park of the
hospital, and the nurses like him. He is good-teegh@nd causes nproblem However, he
no longer shows any interest in learning how tovdmar paint, orlearning anything else. |
feel quite disappointed, despite his good health.
In his room, | only found a paper on which he hadtan what seems to be theugh draft of
a story. It was apparently talking about how toedgfan omnipotent foe. Someone else would
have believed he was confusing reality and fict®uat | thinkit was far more complex than
that.

| think that knowing what happened that night Bsamingless. My brother'disorder

is far more profound, andmused over i tor a long time. Today, I hypothe5|ze that he afrq)r ) {Supprimé:

about

havemeditated

dreadfulmelancholya disease W|thouat_n1real cure. {SUPP"me : 2 Thought over it? i

I have tried many times tdoring him back to real life But | consider now hrs {Suppnme:was )

indifference for creation, with a brush or anythielge, as irrevocable and definitive. ' | Supprimé : has realized...is; }
But despite my evident defeat, | don't regeétat | did and | am proud to say today, ' L'edized..was

| that | havedoneeverything | could tdring him back toward life ( Supprimé : in )

X{{\ [Supprlme had made ]

{Supprlme enliven J

{Supprlme: him ]
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