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I thought of Leslie again, how she used to call 
me ‘Bud’ and stretch the ‘u’ sound as if pulling a 
long, strong line, and I almost always got hooked. 
I knew it meant trouble, but her hair and her long 
neck drove me crazy. She used to wear glasses but 
they were of no use to her. She would repeat my 
name, once, twice, three times, and I would imme-
diately be caught in her invisible net; and, while she 
would talk to me about my doodles with all the af-
fection in the world, I, with all the affection in the 
world, would look at her sky-blue eyes in the San 
Francisco August. I couldn’t understand what she 
would say, as she spoke softly at first, then shrieked 
and repeated ‘Bud’, but this time it was a different 
sound, almost begging me. She would count the 
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pages every day, sometimes in the evening, some-
times in the morning, and I had to pay attention, 
but who cared, I was in the sky, in the bluest blue. It 
was August. We were in San Francisco. My glasses 
didn’t stop me from looking her in the eye. I would 
stare at her, and hear her screaming, ‘The pages to 
the right of the typewriter are few, they’re always 
the same.’ It wasn’t good at all. Then she would say 
‘Bud’ for a third time, and this time my name was 
somewhere between how she pronounced it the 
first time and how she pronounced it the second 
time. I would go back to looking at her, smile, and 
take her face in my hands to feel her smooth, soft 
skin. She knew what I wanted to do, and would try 
to back away, but I had long and hairy arms. I just 
needed to extend them a little more. A fourth ‘Bud’ 
would come, this time there was a certain sweet 
commiseration in that sound, but I knew it was 
coming anyway, I was ready. I would give myself 
another look into the blue of her eyes - the glasses 
made her even more beautiful. - I liked her, but she 
would say she was like a sister to me, better not 
to have any then. But when her face was firmly in 
my hands, I would pull her very gently towards me 
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and kiss the tip of her nose. She wouldn’t say any-
thing anymore, and would remain in total silence. 
Afterwards, I would go my way, she would go hers, 
the house was big, the papers that had been moved 
were back in their place.

A novel doesn’t make a writer, and I had only 
written one and it hadn’t even been published, or 
rather it had been published, but no one knew 
about it, I had sold just a few copies. The publish-
er was an old friend of my father’s, a local, so for 
everyone I was just someone trying to write, some-
one who wasn’t capable of it and who spent all day 
wasting time. I didn’t know what I was looking for 
in life, I ate cheaply, I liked women, I liked drinking 
and, fuck, I smoked, I smoked a lot. These papers, I 
mean the ones on the left, written and placed up-
side down, were put away by Leslie in order, and 
that amused me. From her point of view, I had my 
head in the clouds, always in the clouds. Everything 
seemed to confirm the ideas of those who thought 
of me as a no-good. My sheets game needed an 
accomplice to work! I would go in and out of the 
room, as soon as I saw that the written sheets had 
disappeared, I would move the white ones from 
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right to left, and that was it. My reputation was go-
ing downhill all the time, but I didn’t care, I enjoyed 
it. The typewriter was full of dust, not covered, as 
it should have been. To complete the work, Les-
lie would cover it and I would uncover it, so that 
she would imagine that I had written something, 
and she was also happy because after a day or two I 
would trade the written sheets with the unwritten 
ones. In short, I had nothing to do and I considered 
this the best of all possible activities.

Of course it was possible for me not to do an-
ything, I was an expert and if it was morning and 
there was no one in the house to bother me, it was 
even better. I didn’t have to share my space with the 
others, and the house was all for me. I felt good, I 
did not think about my first book but above all I 
did not think about the second, about what I had 
only started and left like that. After all, I was not a 
writer. I had committed the first crime by writing 
my first novel but it was so hard to find it that the 
body of the crime had disappeared. No HABEAS 
CORPUS, no crime. So I was a free man, I was 
free again, or perhaps my crime had been a perfect 
crime: the evidence proving my guilt had disap-
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peared. Leslie was right to push me to write and I 
was wrong.

Ideas would come to me throughout the day; 
every day, I would think about them, I would rea-
son about them, I would feel that they were good, 
that they worked, but then I would get distracted. 
My mind would start dancing to another tune, the 
characters would change, the plot would change. I 
would feel that what I had thought before could 
not work anymore and I would start all over again, 
new ideas, new characters and this time everything 
would go smoothly. I would begin to feel the pleas-
ure of thinking about a story that was being created 
in my head. Slowly I would walk towards the fa-
mous room, feeling that it was still all in my head, 
this time it had not gone away. I would walk as 
slowly as possible, carrying whatever I had, at that 
moment, in my hand. I did not want anything to 
happen in the meantime. I would get to the door 
of my room. I would go in and leave everything 
as it was. I wouldn’t even turn on the lamp to see 
better. Everything was inside my head and it had 
to stay there. I would sit down, slowly, take a nice 
white sheet of paper on my right and put it in the 



10

typewriter as slowly as possible. All my ideas were 
there, the story was there, I hadn’t lost anything, 
only then would I sit down properly on the chair, 
line up the paper and then, as if by magic, gently 
begin to type. The words would come, they were in 
my head, I just had to transfer them onto the paper, 
what was the problem? No problem, I had done it 
before, why couldn’t I do it now, when I was ready 
to write, ready to shoot, ready to commit the crime, 
leaving the body of the crime behind?

My ideas, my thoughts, were there. I still kept 
everything intact; I felt good as I pressed the keys. 
Those black ants got in line on the white sheet; each 
ant found its place. A column of ants had been ar-
ranged and I was still standing, I was still in charge; 
no one was hanging around me. I started typing 
the second column of ants; it was an important 
column because it arrived immediately after the 
first one, and slowly I felt that the ants were begin-
ning to come out more slowly, but they didn’t stop. 
I was not discouraged, I went on, until I finished 
the second column. Then, with the third column, 
everything became bloody slow. The words were 
in my head, the ideas as well, but the ants came 
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out without legs. I no longer knew if the ants, the 
ideas, the words, were the right ones. Everything 
became dark, I stopped thinking, my fingers hang-
ing in mid-air. I went back to sitting with my tor-
so stretched out against the backrest. There was 
nothing left to say. Every thought had already 
been thought, I was thinking but no thought was 
ready to come out. I was thinking about everything 
else except what I needed. The thoughts I needed 
to move forward had disappeared, everything was 
still, blocked. What had been inside my head only 
a few minutes earlier, was no longer there. All my 
ideas just run away from me, as quick as they had 
appeared.

I remained silent, and looked around in aston-
ishment, searching for my thoughts, which were 
only mine and had gone forever. Not a single stupid 
thought. I didn’t feel anything; my mind was empty. 
I would have accepted even some silly, meaningless 
thought…not even that. I lost myself in an instant 
and I couldn’t find myself, I couldn’t find myself an-
ymore.
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At first, all this used to terrify me, then, little by 
little, I accepted it as a part of me, like the other 
obsessions I had, such as throwing restaurant bills 
on the floor without anyone noticing. It gave me a 
strange pleasure, and I kept doing it. There was no 
reason for that; the waste basket was there, looking 
at me, I would crumple the piece of paper without 
too much care, bring my arm close to my body, look 
around and slowly let my fingers open. That little 
ball would roll down my leg, then fall on the floor. 
It wasn’t me, I didn’t know who did it, that paper 
was looking at me, and I looked at it, but then I 
would move, just a few more steps and it would all 
be over.

The pleasure, my pleasure was in those moments 
when the little ball of paper was in my hands and I 
had to decide whether to drop it or not. Everything 
would happen in a few seconds, it was enough for 
me to be extremely satisfied. Sometimes I would 
throw larger pieces of paper on the ground, without 
being seen, and the excitement was even stronger. 
The fear of being seen made me be careful, I looked 
around, but I had never been surprised, no one had 
ever told me anything. The more I did it with impu-
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nity, the more often I continued to do it. That was 
my little pleasure, to make the streets - which were 
already dirty and full of waste paper - even dirtier, 
adding my waste paper to the other rubbish. What 
difference did it make? Somebody would take it 
away, somebody would tidy up for me; that’s why 
I loved littered streets, rather than the clean and 
tidy ones.

In that case the excitement was stronger, so much 
stronger. The others around were living their lives, 
I was living mine, things were going well, and this 
game of mine never ended, I could always do it, and 
the streets would always become clean again, ready 
to be littered by me; all the streets and squares of 
the world, for an endless game. 

Something strange happened that day, when I 
was writing the second or the third line. I froze as 
usual, my head went blank, but instead of getting 
up and leaving, I waited a little. From the depths 
of my nothingness, I felt something, something ad-
vancing, coming up, almost like a kind of vomit. 
I waited, leaned back in my chair a little, put my 
hands back on the keyboard and, to my surprise, 
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the right ants began to come out: It was a day like 
any other, it wasn’t special, just an ordinary day that 
I was ready to live like all the other days I had lived. 
There was nothing to make me say, ‘I’m going to do 
something special, I’m going to remember this day.’ Just 
a simple day, I couldn’t even remember what day of the 
week it was. The others had gone out, I was left alone 
in the house, I had nothing to do, the others had all gone 
away and left me alone. Great, I would have more time 
for myself.

[…]

There are imperceptible signs that accompany us 
and that we sometimes overlook. They are present, 
but subtle, almost invisible, we look for them only 
when those we easily perceive are not enough. They 
can be seen everywhere, a small movement of a lip, 
a particularly blank look, a slight shift of our body, 
to the right, to the left, forward or backward. They 
are our own imperceptible signs, sometimes incom-
prehensible even to ourselves, but they are the little 
traces that we leave, like breadcrumbs, to mark our 
path. Micro-movements without a defined direc-
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tion, but nevertheless right. Our hands participate, 
traces to be read, understood, interpreted, incom-
prehensible movements in different directions. 
Signs that must be followed, reached, and captured. 
If left there, on their own, they do not mean much, 
like a single sunbeam on a dreary day. We know 
they are ours, we know where they come from, we 
know the parabolic curve that supports them, but 
we know no more. They can move, go elsewhere 
and return. The lip actually moved, the body really 
swayed, backwards and forwards, the eyes looked 
just that way, stopping the gaze in that moment, 
that little cough, that smile stuck in mid-air, that 
intense thought crossing the mind. Our invisible 
footsteps surround us, they besiege us, they change 
our emotional centre of gravity, but they are also 
the crumbs we need to continue the journey, to 
link the before and the after. When small things 
become big, small signs become big signs, when we 
regain full possession of our primary consciousness, 
everything returns to its place, the imperceptible 
becomes clear again, our eyes go back to looking 
and hesitating, where it seems necessary.



16

And then this time suspension is interrupted. We 
cannot remain suspended for long in an unknown 
realm of the soul; we can only go there for a short 
time, but we must be sure that we always have our 
return ticket with us. The imperceptible signs last as 
long as the life of a magnificent butterfly, then they 
fade away, and we resume seeing only the world we 
know well. We walk, at a slow pace, through all the 
rooms of our mind, one entering the other, that is 
the only way to go. The first room leads us into the 
second, which opens into the third, the third into 
the fourth, and so on, together forming the cor-
ridor of our soul that we can never avoid walking 
through.

The meatloaf was good, perfectly cooked, and 
most importantly, very hearty. Leslie knew her stuff 
in the kitchen; the mashed potatoes had the right 
texture and looked like a light yellow mountain 
with darker nuances. The gravy was a masterpiece; 
you could taste the meat it was made from. All sit-
ting around the table, the six young guys looked 
like a traditional American family, just like many 
others. It could have been any day of the week, they 
could have been any age, after dinner they would 
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continue to do their homework. The food was good, 
it was what everyone liked and no one, while eating, 
felt like talking. They lived together, they knew each 
other’s secrets, in their own way they were a kind of 
family, they were almost the same age and, if nec-
essary, they tried to help each other, but they slept 
in separate rooms, had separate problems, separate 
lives, different stories to tell. Would Bud finally be-
come a writer?







It is neither a novel nor an essay nor just another book. It 
does not have a single incipit or a single narrative voice. The 
themes are multiple, they add up and subtract from each other, 
creating a polyphony that can sometimes be disturbing. Habe-

as Corpus and Inverse Code are more like theatrical texts, with 
the addition of graphics and images that give the sense - or the 
nonsense - of a unique and original work of its kind. The read-
er can open the book from one side or the other having fun 
exploring correspondences and assonances. A book that is a 
graphic work, conceived and realised with the aim of integrat-
ing words and images and making full use of the blank page, 
while indulging creative taste and instinct.
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