=I never intended to make this film.

I was to work on another project,

But...

...I was diagnosed with cancer.

Abbas Kiarostami suggested that I make

the sequel to his Ten and; 10+4 came to life.

I dedicate this film to my cherished friend,

artist Farideh Lashai,

Who went through cancer treatment twice.

And twice did she overcome.

-Can you signal me if you are ready?

-Yes.

-We are ready.

-Are you ready?

-Yes.

-Camera, sound, action.

No need to cut if boom is in the frame.

Ok, go.

-But you won’t look

at him or compare.

What could I do with your father?

-She’s starting again!

-How dare you?

-Not so loud.

-Not so loud yourself.

-You started it:

“I have a friend…”

-You didn’t let me speak.

-You start again.

You start again. You see, mom.

You see, Amin, if we lived to 100,

We’d still argue.

Unless you listen to me

and start thinking.

You must have

Your own experience…

To understand life

You’re like your father.

He shut me away, destroyed me.

He wanted me only for himself.

-Not so loud,

Or I won’t listen to you.

-I hope they have it so we don’t
have to go to Aban pharmacy.

-Oh well!

-You look much better
with your hair so short.

-Yes everyone tells me I look

like you. Your carbon copy.
Do we really look alike?
-I don’t know, may be.

You do look a lot like me.

-I don’t think so.

I’ve taken some after
you but not completely.

-You resemble your dad in some way and

me in another. But your face looks like me.

-Of course since we both
went bald we look more alike.
Right?
Will your hair grow back?

-Yes, doctor said a hundred percent.
This time I’ll let it grow really long.

-Yes I don’t like baldness.
Women’s hair should be long.
-Don’t you like a bald woman?

-No…women’s hair should be long.

-Some find a bald woman

quite sexy though.
Did you know in the past women
almost shaved their head?
-I don’t like it.

I don’t mean it should be too long like village

women whose hair reaches their buttocks.
Not that long.  But women’s
hair should be longer than men’s.
-How do you like your wife to look?

-She has to be pretty.

Not to look like you at all.
Because you look like me.

-But she’ll be pretty if she looks like me.

-No doubt but diversity is good in women.
Yes, fair skinned, cute, pretty.
-Chubby?

-No!

-Tall?

-Yes.
Besides, she has to be intelligent and
open-minded; not narrow minded.
Next comes her body, looks, etc.

-Hi, how much?

-200 tomans.

-Thanks.

-Thanks.
-Should I put it in your purse? Want one?

-No. Do you want an apple?
I put one in my purse for you.

-Do you want a gum?
-Not now.

-I hope we can find the medication
Who wants to go to Aban pharmacy?
-I think Shariati pharmacy should have it.

-Give it to me.

Take your apple out and eat it.

-I want to put gas in the car now.
Just leave it there.

-But having a bachelor’s degree was not

an issue for the parliament before…
-If you remember, literacy

was the first condition

then a diploma and later a

collage degree was required.
The parliament plays a critical role

and its members should

at least have a BA or an MA.

.

Naturally, members of

the parliament agree that

 the need for knowledge
is necessary.
As part of the organizational law reforms,
 parliament members opposed the idea of
 the government proposing
 mayors to city councils.
We had a lengthy discussion today.
 The national security commission had
 proposed that people elect their mayors.
 The parliament rejected.
The proposals on the appointment
 of mayors by governors
 didn’t gain any votes either.
 And the proposal by
 the Ministry of Interior in Tehran
  The mayor and city council wanted
 to give their vote of confidence
  was also rejected.
-Thanks.

-It is full. It spilled over.

Stay tuned for the next news segment.
-Can I tell you something?

-Say it.

-See how I finally made you
move to grandma’s house?
-Yes, it was your choice.
You always liked to live with grandma.
That was your choice and
you lived it but life is not always like that.

-It wasn’t your choice. It was mine.

-Right, I never wanted to move
back to my parent’s house
.

-The only thing I never imagined
was you getting sick.
It never crossed my mind.
-It’s an experience for you
but to me it is more than that.

-I try not to think about it too much.
-I don’t know.
I don’t feel that God is punishing me.

Roya, don’t worry about it. Listen for a
 minute. Don’t bother yourself too much.
You are hurting yourself
more than anything.
First of all, I don’t know.

I don’t care at all what auntie,
uncle,
 people or the doctor say.

It’s not even important what
doctor Goldhirsch says.
One is science oriented, the other isn’t.

I don’t know
every one makes a judgment.
Everyone says something.

But the important thing is that as long 
as man exists so do illnesses.
Once, people sought death in life but
sometimes they must search life in death.
I really find this a valuable experience.
I don’t feel I am a sinner
or being punished by God.
I don’t think God punishes humans.
Did auntie thought it is
 God’s punishment.
A two year old child hasn’t experienced
sex or relationships or sense of guilt.
Why would a nine month or a two

year old baby get cancer?
In fact, this is not painful.
These are illusions.
Illusions in people’s minds.
It is not at all painful.
It is not sad.
They may not directly tell me.

I kinda felt it by their behaviors,
attitudes and actions…
…but this is also a part of life.

So don’t upset yourself.
-For three whole months
I got up with you in the morning
and saw how you lived.
I saw how you loved life. That’s

why  these talks are painful to me.
These people are totally out of it.
Some idiots have surrounded you.
Even your best friend looks
at you with pity and dread.
It’s not necessary.
“She was under so much pressure.”
“She had so many partners.”
“She pursued her art so much, etc.”
What does that mean? These comments
are more painful than the cancer itself.
I swear I never wanted to cry
in front of you like this.
I have withheld myself for three months
but I reached the point of giving up.
Today, I really felt like I can’t
and I badly wanted to weep.
-Do you have tissue?

-No I don’t.
I’ll wipe it with my scarf.
I didn’t bring my glasses to wear either.

-I don’t know.I just realized 
during my treatment that
 I have to enjoy life and exchange love.
Nothing more. And it’s not

important what people say.

-Mania, whenever I come from

Canada I get a lot of love from you
but this time I got the most.
I’ve come a long way to give you love
but I got so much love from
you during your illness.
-Don’t believe my illness too much.

If you believe in something it will happen.

It’s not about belief.

Perhaps, I am upset because I am leaving.

-But that will upset me even more.

-Sorry I didn’t want to cry in front of
you in the past three months.
I didn’t but I got fed up.

-Of course, crying is not bad at all.
I am not saying crying is bad.
In fact, it is very good.

But I don’t know. Crying is good, so cry.
If you feel relieved by crying, do so.
A bride’s car!
How beautifully it is decorated!
-How do the flowers stay on?
-It looks so beautiful.
There’s another one.
-Did you see that?
I’ve never seen such beautiful bridal car.

-This flower shop does a good job.

-What is it called?

-I don’t know but it is next to a bank
they are pretty good.

-The flowers on my bridal car
looked like athletes’ flower rings.
-Never mind.
Let’s go to a store and get
some water and tissues.

-You have to drink water.
Have you had any juice today?

-Yes, I need to get tissues too.
Then we’ll go to the carwash and
then I don’t know. Let’s go.

-Did you get tissues?
I don’t feel well at all.
I feel nauseated.

-Got any cleansing milk in your purse?

-No... is my mascara running?

-Here, wipe it
Have you got a mirror?

-Oh look at me!
-Don’t you have any cleansers?

-No, I had so much make
up on but it is all gone.

-Put some water on it.
-Don’t you have any lotion in your purse?
-No.

-Let me see it you.

-Can you wipe it for me?

-Wait. It looks ok now.
-Is it good?

-Let me put some blush on you
Where is your brush?
Do you have lipstick?

-Yes it is right here.

-Let me get it.
 It is good to have
some blush on your face.
-Is it good now?
Do I look terrible?
-No let me see you.
Wait. Let me squeeze
this blackhead.
Give me your tissue.

It looks good now.

-What’s that look?
-What’s wrong sir?

-What’s that look,
are you a man or a woman?

-I don’t know what do you think?

-Doesn’t matter what I think,
are you a man or a woman?

-I think I am a woman.

-What’s that look then?

-I am sick so I came out like this.

-May God heal you Ma’am.
At least cover your neck.
Hi Katayoon dear.
Let me stop so I can talk.
I can’t do it right here.
Hold on.
Yes I am driving.
What can I do?
I love driving.
Whenever I have 

sever pain I go driving.
Ok let me stop somewhere.
Want me to call you back?
Are you at home?
Yes, I’ll call you.
Let me stop somewhere.

What? Ok I’ll call you. Bye.
Yes Kathy.
It’s so strange.
I’m surprised.
Who said you looked ugly

in Kiarostami’s Ten?

Who told you that?
In fact, you looked very pretty in Ten

with your shaved head the moment
you removed your scarf.
If you play now your hair is long;
black and curly,
all the way to your waist.

I am the bald one now.
I really wanted you to play in the film
It’s very natural.
That time you were bald.
You had shaved your head.
It was interesting.
This time your hair is long
and black and you’ll sit next to me.
Well, that’s the point.
Nothing else.
This time I am bald.
The difference is, that time you

decided yourself and did it

but this time it wasn’t my decision.

It was interesting, in Ten.
Who would guess that one of the actresses
in Ten chose to shave her head,
Now the lead actress without a choice
or personal decision has gone bald.
Well yes. The film only needed you.
We could not have replaced

you with anyone.
You definitely don’t want to play.
What can I say?
I love you. Kisses.
Ok. Take care. Bye.

-They didn’t have it I think grandpa
 has to go to Aban pharmacy.

-Ok we have to tell
him to go there.

-But they said this
pharmacy has them.

-This is where I
had my accident.
A big shaft fell on the car.
-When?
-Few months ago.

-Few months ago.
 I don’t remember.

You had not moved
to grandma’s house yet.

-You lived with
our father then.

Ghoucha, I think
I know where it is.

-Sir, do you know where
Ghoucha street is in Ray city?

-Ray city.

-Ray city.
-Go to Ray city and
we’ll ask there.

-Mom!

-Yes.

-Do you mind if I ask
you a question?

-Give me some room to rest.

It is a long way to go.
No I won’t mind.

-Do you promise?

-I promise I won’t
get upset. Ask.

-You promised.

-I promise. I promise.
I promise. Ask.

-Does masturbation
cause eye pain?

-What?
-Does masturbation cause eye pain?

-Grandma says
 it can get you blind.
Don’t watch these films Amin.
What is this sex group?
It is not good.
As Maedeh put it, these days everyone
 has a TV like a small whorehouse.
TV is like a whorehouse.
In the past when
people fell in love
they created a love affairs.
The boy would grab the girl’s hand

and live with that hand.
Then when he kissed her
he would hear the sound of wind,
trees, mountains, landscapes etc.
-I don’t watch movies.

-My earring fell off. Wait.
It is gold. Let me look.
But what happens today?
Today it is not like that.
Today, they watch these crap movies
and romantic relationships are dead.
It has become awful.
They don’t think of love.
Neither do they care about sentiments.
Everything is sexual.
Don’t watch these films, dear.
It is damaging. Grandma is right
 about saying the eyes go blind.

-Perhaps!
-Maedeh, the first time
I went for chemotherapy,
Roya was with me.
I threw up all night.

Roya sat next to me
with her cell phone.

She was rapidly reading me

a joke every time I threw up.
Then she kept telling me that I

was strong; that I had to be strong.
She ran out of jokes but kept calling her
friends and asking them to send new jokes.

It was very hard. I had a very

hard time at the beginning.

But gradually, I got used to it. I sat

by the toilet and there was me, Roya,
her jokes and the toilet.
It had become routine. 
It was very hard.

I had accepted it the next times.

-It is so hot today, isn’t it?

-Yes.
-Sir, please take a route with less traffic.

-Every where is the same ma’am.

-I threw up all night once too.

I felt so sick.
I had consumed alcohol.

I overdid it.
It is so hot.

-Then I told myself not
to ever touch alcohol
but I forgot.

I started drinking again

but believe me I never ever

went overboard again.

-Well this is different. But
alcohol overdose is bad too.

-You are right.

-Sir, does this window roll down?
I want to throw out my chewing gum.

Thank you.

Would you close it?
because it is very hot outside.
Maedeh, do something for my

friend Bahareh. She is a nice girl.

-Who’s Bahareh?

She is a friend. Cute too.

She has a great voice.

I swear. She is very good.

She likes to become a top singer.

A professional.

She wants to get voice lessons.

-Forget it Mania.

 What do you mean become professional?
-Well she likes it.

-Do you think she’ll be happy

becoming a professional singer?

Let her live a normal life.
Let her live. What do you want with her?
What? She wants to go to the end, right?

Lucky those who have small
wishes and simple life.
They live much more peacefully.

-Well. You are right.

Roya always tells me not to do this,
that cheap women do that.

But don’t take it too hard.

Sir, turn around further
and stop at this street.

I have to call Bahareh.

-Does she have to come today?

-Yes, take it easy. Let her come.

Poor girl has really tried to see you

but she couldn’t. Please receive her well.

Hi Bahareh, how are you dear?

We are almost by the stairs. Bye.

Maedeh please receive her well.

-Is this the street ma’am?

-Yes a little further.

That’s it.

-Is it here?

-Move over please.

-Hello.

-Hello.

-How are you?

-How are you dear?
-I am so happy to meet you. 
I told Mania that I found your number.

But every time I called it was either

the answering machine or no answer.

Anyways, Mania said you were going to

the cemetery to visit your mother’s grave.

I said I’d love to go.
I’d not only go to the cemetery

but all the way to hell too to see you.

Oh it is so hot.

-It is really hot today.

-I wake up every morning, singing.

I am constantly singing,
in the kitchen, in the shower,

in the bathroom.

You know I am only alive by singing.

But I don’t want to sing for myself only.
I want to sing for every one.

You know for all people.

-Sing Bahareh.

-Would you like me to sing, Maedeh?
-Yes go ahead.

-What should I sing?

-Sing of Khayam.
I really like that.

Drink wine that eternal life is this.
The fruit of your youth is this.
The season of flower and
wine and friends is jolly
Be happy this moment that life is this
-You have a good voice.

Why do you want to take lessons?
I don’t give voice lessons anyone.

-I like to learn the notes.
I want to sing professionally.

My wish is to sing on stage for a hundred,
 two hundred or a thousand people.
-This is only a wish. For women,

singing in this country is a dead art;
A secret art.

Go sing for your own self.

-But I like to sing that way.

-“I like, I like”. What does “I like” mean?

Do you know what “I like” means?

People no longer feel happy
with having a family.

People are only after fame
and not to be alone.

There are so many amusements, TV,

computer, magazines, newspapers, satellite.

Nothing satisfies people anymore.

You want to sing for

a thousand people?

Singing for a thousand people means

loosing your security. You will be alone.

Take this from me I am more

experienced. Go live your life.
Becoming professional and living

an odd life takes a lot of toll. A lot.

You’ll regret it some day.
You know that.

You will become

confused and lonely.

You’ll wish not to be lonely

but it will be too late.

This wish also will not come true. Let

go of it. What’s wrong with you guys?

Live your life simply,

calmly and comfortably.

Don’t look at us. We are

at the end of the line.
Look, they are registering for Karbala,

on foot, in July in this heat.

-Was it on the billboard?

-There it is.

-Really?

-Did you see that?

-Yes I did but didn’t read it.
Do you want a banana?

Want a banana dear?

-What a tasteless banana!
-Really?
-I missed you.

-Be careful not to catch a cold.

Behnaz, the first time they took

me to the shower in the hospital,

none of the nurses were willing to wash me.

The nurse took me to the shower

and opened the water.

Then she quickly took the bandage off.

The whole bathroom was steamy.

The shower door.

When I saw myself in the mirror
I did not recognize myself.

I was shocked.
I cried like a wolf.
I said is this me?
Is this my body?
Then the nurse asked if I’d want…
That if I’d liked to loose
my son instead or…
…which one did I like to loose;
my son or my breast.
I said nothing.
I didn’t cry either
I went in the shower
and washed myself.

Since then I’ve tried…

 …to like it.
I kept caressing it.
Feeling it.
Yes…very much.
-He never looked at it either.
-I can’t touch it at all.

-He never looked at it either.
He never looked at it either.
He said he was afraid of scars.
Well, I…

…sometimes touch it when
I wake up in the morning.
Well, it is missing.

My dad goes to the shrine every Friday,

to Saleh Shrine in Tajrish.
Then he buys two loaves
of bread and comes home.
I thought he would only go once
but he is going every week.
Every week, every week.
He doesn’t say anything either.
I only ask him where he goes
and he says ‘to the shrine’.
But he is certainly happy
that I am still alive.
Well I feel good. It is not
important what happens later.
-How did Amin take this whole thing?
What did he do?

-Amin…
He only kept studying.
He got ‘A’ grades, ‘A’ grades.
He studied day and night.
He got an ‘A’ average.
We don’t talk much.
We are not that close
with one another.
It may be better this way.
It was a good way to escape.
Sometimes he calls me bald Hassan.
You know he doesn’t
all me mom any more.
He tells me ‘hi baldy’.

-That boy got a dreadful revenge
from himself and others.

-Yes.

-But I never thought of suicide like that.
I did have anger towards
my father but not this much.
I always loved life.
I loved to be in love and

put on lipstick every day
and go out.

-But Behnaz it is not good to be
in love 24 hours a day either.
It is like suicide.

-What do you mean? That we chose to die?
That we volunteered to die?
I don’t know about you but
I never thought of illness.
I thought I was living consciously
but it seems that there is no consciousness.

Consciousness doesn’t exist.
It is in fact a funny thing.

-It is so beautiful down there isn’t it?
Such a nice day, isn’t it?
Not too sunny not too overcast.
Isn’t it Behnaz?

-Mania, you are taking everything as a joke.
You’re joking with life; joking with death.
People just drop dead at once. Over.

-What can we do? Think of
our pain 24 hours a day?
Think of our illness all the time?
Every morning I put lipstick
on and leave the house.
I ask God to bless those
who created make-up.
I go to parties every night.
I ask God to bless those who throw parties,
or anyone who composed music.
I go to dance class too.
What can I do Behnaz?
I’ll go to the shrine too
if I am asked to.
Anything that keeps me

away from this illness…
I will do.

so that I don’t think of this pain.

-Mania, you play everything.

You play life, pain, death.

What if someone like
me can not play life?
What if death plays me?
What if I am being played?
I can’t.

-It is so beautiful down there.
Quit this talking Behnaz.
Never mind.
We are here to get fresh air.
Oxygen. Let go of it.

-Mania, can I ask you something?
Can I stop seeing you?

Can I stop seeing you?
Until I get well.
You are unreal. You…
When I see you I feel that I have
to put so much energy for life.
-Why Behnaz?

-I don’t have that kind of energy.
I can not be like you.
I can not play life,
death and everything.
I can not leash life like you do.
I can’t be that way.
I want to be what I am. What I am.
What I am is enough for me.
It is enough to be who I am.
I am happy with what I am.
So I am weak, weak, weak, weak.

-You are so fussy you didn’t let
the woman tell me where to go.

They told me to wait downstairs.

They are so stupid at information desk.

-No they don’t speak English.

I showed her three times
she told me to go…
It’s funny. An experience after all.

-What?

-What we go through.

-Mina dear I am so fed up.

-But you haven’t got an injection yet

He said this is the last one.

-I am fed up with this life.

-Stop running so much then. Relax a little.
You will calm down.
Life will teach us something
when it wants to.

-Calmness? What does it mean not to run?
How can one stop running in life?

-Yes you determine how much.
You are thirty years old but you’ve
lived more than me who am fifty.
I just got a divorce.
You divorced a few times.
You built, ran, had relationships,
traveled. Now calm down.
See how slow they are.
I was getting nauseated.
She took so long to look at something.
But she is so relaxed and happy.
She reviews a few files all day,
talks to her friend, to co-worker...
-She is pretty, look.
-It’s over dear. This is the
last time, sooner or later.
Cry well. I love you dear.
Cry honey.
You have the right to cry.
Even Mania Akbari can cry.
What can I give you?

Have you got tissue?

-I don’t have tissue.

-I love you.
Here dear, I love that bald head of yours.

-Oh Sage, give an answer to our girl here.

-Let me make a wish.
I did.

-Oh it is so beautiful.

-What came up?

-Some few days should the gardener

be granted the roses company
Must he have the nightingale’s patience
with the cruelty of hejira prick.

Against the tyranny of the thorn of separation,
the patience of the nightingale

 is necessary for him.
-Sing me a song.

-Sing.

The pupils of your eyes are wet,

I fear talking about them.

Lest they find their way to my heart,

And make me fall deep in love.

The spring of life has come to the garden,

May the spring of hope descend upon me.

The pleasant spring has come,
.

-I can’t hear your voice.

-Do you want me to close the door?

-Close the door.
Do come with it my soothing love.
Sit mina.

sprinkle yourself like sandalwood

upon my burning heart,
Sooth its fire with you heavenly fragrance.
-Come closer. Give me your hand.
The spring of life has come to the garden,
May the spring of hope descend upon me.

Like the early spring breeze,

May it pass over my nest,

For flowers to rain down

on my desolate adobe.

Pity that my fortune…

…doesn’t wake up.

Bravo!

-Mina, I want to go into a house that I like.
To decorate a house with flowers in it.
A kind man. A kind man.
A man who understands love.
A man who understands beauty.
Beauty revives me.
Ugliness kills me.

A man who…
I want to have
two cups of tea in the morning,
a piece of barbari bread and cheese
the sound of boiling water in the kettle,
smell of rice,

smell of food,
a good movie,

a beautiful house.
Oh I don’t want to sleep but this
medication forces me to fall asleep.
A beautiful house, a beauty,
the two of us, peaceful, trouble free.
Lucky those women who cook at home…
and wait for their husbands to
walk in through the door.

The lock of the beloved’s hair,
Is a snare.

Whoever isn’t in this trap

Won’t know about love.
-Did you talk about cancer too?

-What?

-Did you talk about cancer too?

-Yes.
I am afraid I’ll throw up.

-No you are ok now.

-You used to read a song for me.

Goddess of China, my beloved
My angel of beauty, my beloved,

I cannot withstand your absence,

And I can no longer be patient.

Should you let you hair fall down.

Multitudes will fall in disarray.
Woe to my seared, distraught heart.

The pupils of your eyes are wet.

-Repeat after me.
-Why do you sat “eyes” like that?

-How do you say it?

The pupils of your eyes are wet.

I fear talking about them.

Lest they find their way to my heart,

And make me fall deep in love.

-That’s enough

-You know what my problem is?
I take everything too seriously
-Yes you do.
-I don’t wish this for anyone.
You can’t sleep or stand up

or walk
or sit.
-Mania dear, your hair will
grow in a few months.
You’ll become the same Mania Akbari.
You are so active.
These few months will be over.
If you get your old look back

and your hair grows, your parents will
say that’s how you looked before.
Did you have a husband or

a boyfriend before this?

-I have to power play all the time

to tell every one I am well.
I do it with my mom, my dad,
my son, Mehrdad, everyone.

Mania dear, do it to me too.
The hell with your power play
if it is not for me but for others.
You made me heart ache.
-But a part of me knew

that this was a wrath,

a punishment, a revenge

-What you do to people?

How do you treat them?
-What did you expect? How did you
see them when they visited you?

You were prone to all that.

You mean because it

was in my body once…

-That it will relapse.

-Will it relapse?!

If you want it to. If you call for it.

That’s why I’m here.
To give you a warning.

That you can call it again.

But don’t think you can always

play the same game with it.

-Each time you tear a piece of

your body and throw it out.

whole telling people

this is the way I am.

-What does it mean

“that’s the way I am?”

-This is your way of taking your

rights from the people around you.

From your society, your child,

your family and your husband

-I agree with this.

-You threaten them. You tell them

“I’ll bring back if you trouble me.”

-This is cruel.

-Cruel but true.

-And in it I see…

-Cruel to whom to yourself?
-To myself to everybody

to life, cruelty with…

-That is an attempt to

dominate other people,

it’s a desire to power,

to control everything.

-Yes it’s a show off of power.

-When I got cancer I had

a really good reaction to it.

Everybody said how can you have

cancer and be so happy, comfortable

with your head up. As if I

have not contact with death.

My friend said I talked about

cancer as if I had a cold.

That brings power thirst.

-  So I have to be careful…

- Don’t use it.

This is a weapon but

don’t use it anymore.

There is no reason

you’ll win the next time

 No reason at all.

It is a gamble.

Know what it’s like?

 Like Russian roulette.

They put a bullet in

the gun and hand it to you.

You rotate and shoot.

You may win or you may loose.
 It has seven holes.

It’s the Russian roulette.

You tell yourself you have

a chance of one out of seven.

You may not have it.

You know for our sake we

play with ourselves too.

I am not an actor but I was

practically playing in life.
With myself, my body, my life.

Do you know why?

I didn’t desire my life.
When a second cancer came,

I was surprised at my reaction.

When the doctor opened the door

his reaction was strange too.

He said I was wrong to

think I had kidney problems.

That I had cancer.

The patient’s face next
to me seemed twisted.

Doctor said I had cancer and they got the

twinge. How come my face was not twisted?

How come I had no reaction when told I

was dying? It sounded a simple sentence…

-Why, why, why didn’t you react?

-That prompts me to say why…
-Because I knew.

-You knew you had cancer?

-Because I had wanted it in my

subconscious. I had called for it.

I had wanted my

survival with death.

So I wasn’t taken aback.
I was not the first time either. 
If cancer can relapse

after ten years,

which the doctor believes otherwise…
They tell me extreme

emotional distress.

But I know it’s not just distress.

It is an invitation.

I think everyone instead of regarding

this disease as a physical illness

look at it as mental disorder.

One who lets a part of her body cut but

gains her freedom, gains love and help

but not willing to admit.

She is not willing

to stand up to it.

One who uses a part

of her body as tool

for her progress,

her life and her freedom

is sick.

Some kind of a sick person.

I think we needed help.

People like us had to get help.

I say these because

I think it will be heard somewhere. And

others will not play with themselves.

I played the Russian roulette with

myself. I don’t know about you.

Your character is similar to me.

I’ve known you for a short time

but I totally understand you.

My world is not that real.

The world in which I could play with

myself and the people around me so much.

Sometimes I think I can

change everything.

I’ve been given a certain

strength that I think is fake

but I am using it and can’t

give up the joy of this game.

