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Young Man 

 

Then listen.  My mother died the night that I was born and I never knew my 

father; I doubt my mother did.  But, I wasn’t alone, because lying with me…in 

the placenta…there was someone else…my brother…my twin. 

We were identical twins…he and I …not fraternal…identical; we were 

derived from the same ovum; and in this, in that we were twins not from 

separate ova but from the same one, we had a kinship such as you cannot 

imagine.  We…we felt each other breathe…his heartbeats thundered in my 

temples…mine in his…our stomachs ached and we cried for feeding at the 

same time…are you old enough to understand? 

I hope so.  But we were separated when we were still very young, my brother, 

my twin and I…inasmuch as you can separate one being.   We were torn 

apart…thrown to opposite ends of the continent.  I don’t know what became 

of my brother…to the rest of myself…except that, from time to time I have 

been unable to love.  Once…I was asleep at the time…I awoke, and my eyes 

were burning.  And since that time I have been unable to see anything, 

anything, with pity, with affection…with anything but cool disinterest.  And 

my groin…even there…since one time…one specific agony…since then I 

have not been able to love anyone with my body.  And even my hands…I 

cannot touch another person and feel love.  And there is more…there are more 

losses, but it all comes down to this: I no longer have the capacity to feel 

anything.  I have no emotions.  I have been drained, torn 

asunder…disemboweled.  I have, now, only my person…my body, my face.  I 

use what I have…I let people love me…I accept the syntax around me, for 

while I know I cannot relate… I know I must be related to.  I let people love 

me…I let people touch me…I let them draw pleasure from my groin…from 

my presence…from the fact of me…but that is all it comes to.  As I told you, I 

am incomplete…I can feel nothing.  I can feel nothing.  And so…here I 

am…as you see me.  I am …but this…what you see.  And it will always be 

thus. 
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