
After Death; Or, an exercise in dyingi 
 

 
When I was 9, they pointed at me, told me I’d make them die. They 
thought if they touched my skin, they would become it.  It terrified them: my 
freakish skin, its different colors and textures, its quality and shape.  My 
two arms inhabit different bodies.  The Left is increasingly different from 
the Right.  The Left has spots showing where the Right attempts to break 
through the thickened and hardened new skin.  The Left’s hair is wispy, 
sparse.  It is weak.  Its veins pop out noticeably.  The skin of my hand is 
becoming invisible.  I was two separate bodies put together.  I still am.  I 
was the monster that lurked under their 9-year-old beds at night.  I am still 
the one that kills.  But, I am always the one that dies. 

 
 
 
I kill, therefore I can’t do theory.  Death takes its prominent place in my brain.  It doesn’t 
leave room for such things as theory. Terrifying, not being able to do theory when I am 
supposed to.  Terrifying, being afraid.  I’m afraid of death, but I can’t escape it.  It’s there 
everyday.  In every moment I die.  In every moment I kill myself.  Je me donne la mort. 
 
Many deaths 
 
I have multiple deaths, many.  There is not just one singular, total, undialectical death 
that kills me.  They are dialectical, discursive even – flowing from one to the next 
constantly, consistently perhaps.  Each is different from the next.  One is a broken sheet 
of glass.  One is a brunch with my father.  Another is a dirty dish.  I can speak for any of 
these deaths at any time: following the death, upon or on occasion of the death.  It 
doesn’t matter when because they are happening all the time, my body is constantly 
destroying itself.   
 
Cogito Ergo Sum 
 
I’m afraid that this is all psychosomatic.  That I am normal.  Another one of the normals, I 
don’t depart negatively.  That this is all a joke, a charade, une blague.  That, above all, 
I’m a narcissist.   
 
Photography  
 
They take pictures of me, my insides.  The photographs create my body and mortify it.  
They solidify my deaths.  I am wounded by these photographs.  I am cut open by the 
punctum, the this-will-be and this-has-been.  On the screen I see that I am going to die.  
The x-rays, CT scans, MRIs, live video feeds – they are all ways of capturing my dying 
body.  They capture my breath, my still-beating heart – my soul, my love.  
 
I know what my heart looks like.  It is empty, space for plastic flexible tubes.  All that’s 
there is pressure.  Systolic.  Diastolic.  Maybe it’s half-empty.  Bubbles.  I saw another 
object enter my heart on the screen.  I thought for a moment that it would fall in love:  my 
empty heart with a plastic tube.  My heart filled with sweet, salty bubbles.  They fluttered 



on the screen, making my heart appear fuller than it really is.  They entered the chamber 
dancing.   
 
I know what my breath looks like too.  It can be measured.  DLCO 45%.  The inhales 
exchange the exhales.  They flow deep into the chest where the spirit resides.  The 
breath feeds the spirit, but it too is a number.  It doesn’t float up to heaven.  It is too 
heavy, weighted by the attached percentages.   
 
Othering 
 
I was told to mourn my former self, who I was doesn’t exist anymore.  So I mourn.  I do 
the forbidden – I taste my own tears.  They don’t taste like mine.  They taste like 
another’s: my former self, perhaps.  In my tasting, I seek to reannex myself into my 
body.  I drink up another’s body, my body.     
 
But, I realize that my former self is no longer and that it is completely other, infinitely 
other.  My two separate bodies can never be sutured.  My self contains infinite alterity.   
 
Naming 
 
I have a name.  I have many names.  One for each dialectical death.  I’m not supposed 
to hear or bear these names since the names of the dead don’t belong to them anymore.  
But I can, mine do.  My death is promised, given, or received in my multiple names.   
 
Do the names carry us to the grave or do we carry our names there?  Am I really dead?  
What does it mean that I can speak the impossible utterance:  “I am dead”?   
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