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On grieving; or the hamster of an estrange couple dies in a terrible accident
for Hamela
Matthew Weiss

I would like to write an essay on grieving. We grieve like we breathe, like we eat, like we pace back and forth while searching, like we touch, display. It is a lived program. It is done without thought; instead, it is what inspires thoughts. Come here, I've done something terrible. Running, short of breath, one's beating heart like a pulsating health indicator. I feel like I'm going to vomit—what shares this phenomenology? Sexual disgust; regrets. A blue coat on the ground by the door, by the hinge. I broke her in half, her limp body between the door and the frame. One lifts the coat, and she's lying in a pool of blood, her neck mangled. What does a person do? Sit on the bed, knees close, rocking, face in hands (a part of the program), rubbing one's face. I said to myself, I'm just going to clean my room, I'm just going to clean my room, I'm going to take a shower, I said to myself; what's that scratching, I don't care. Lying face down, hiding the head. She was the only thing good in this room; she was the only thing that wasn't bad. I'm so bad, I'm so bad to you; I'm sorry. Don't think, don't think, don't think; don't look at it. Can you pick her up? I don't care; I'm not sad. Can you just do something with her? We found a red, decorated metal canister. I went over and looked at where she was lying; I moved the door, to dislodge her. It creaked. Don't move the door, don't move the door, don't move the door. Like a trigger, like a pinball falling into a track of rods. I placed the griever's head against my chest. I went back to the space between the door and the frame. I picked her up by the scruff of her neck; she hung, warm. I placed her in the canister, and she slid into it, her eyes looking up. I closed it, and set it carefully on the floor. I wiped up the blood, and wrapped the towel in the blue coat. I threw them out. I cleaned out her cage, and threw out what was in it. The griever called me over; she called me.


I have to take a shower, she said. I held her down the hall, and we went to the bathroom. She vomited. I undressed her slowly as she stood there inanimate, one garment at a time, throwing them around my neck. She turned on the water and stood there, her eyes hooded, her face slackened, soaked, minimal. She scrubbed herself, and I watched. I watched her, like a human, like a thin wild mammal. What beautiful creature is this? What animal grieves; what animal washes away its grief with water; what animal, seeing magic in everything, washes off a defilement? She was the more attractive for her grief. At that moment, without the hindrances of doubt or uncertainty, she was good, she was nothing other than her good self. Like a human, I saw her body as if lit by certain spotlights, which draw the eye. Certain parts of her seemed to jump out, to glow, parts that mattered to me, but I watched them move without selfish desire, with only... All of our relationships are founded on shared motives, maybe pure motives. She leaned against the wall, her head on my chest. I saw us in a mirror, her body hanging, her foot against the wall, her head inclined against me. I held her straight, and she curved against me. I saw us in a painting. I saw us in a hieroglyph. I saw our bodies configured in a schema. Without thinking or speaking, we aligned ourselves to the structure. When an animal begins to clean herself, rubbing her head rapidly, she cannot stop until the action is complete, the pattern exhausted. This is called "grieving." 


I left her while she used the bathroom. I sat on the bed. We had let her run around the room, unattended. Sometimes she'd be out of her cage for days at a time. She would hide in the closet. There was also spot behind the trash-can, and in a corner of the bed-frame. Sometimes she would disappear, only to clamber up shoe, leg and knee. She had no sense of altitude, and was terribly near-sighted. But not like near-sighted humans who pass over the blurry outside world. She was moving forward at all times, climbing up bed posts, wall hangings, chairs with fabric, window screens, trying always to get to the highest point, falling from skyscrapers and going on, unfazed. She never killed herself. So what evil sorcery inheres in a door hinge? What does that oldest and most simple technology introduce into the world that so disturbs it? We build things that depend on us and our activation, attention; nature makes decisions all on her own. I sat on the bed. My eyes landed on the canister, half-forgotten, and I heard in my brain a sound effect, some strings, as if in a horror movie, at the moment one remembers: there's a body in this room. In years past, maybe people would have heard thunder instead of strings. After all, that happens in movies too. Maybe people have heard all different things in different times and places at that moment when the body reappears. You could make catalogue of those different sounds and write the history of the moment. Since one would like to be able to recognize the grief of others.


Is there still blood on the floor? I hear her voice inside me: did you clean all the blood off it? We should clean it with soap and water, I think. Don't mention it. Don't tell her about it. When do we have a thought like that, fearfully deciding to withhold? There are so many stories about someone so fragile that the very act of bring something up would destroy them. We wait until the right moment, when it won't matter. But are we so certain how strong the griever is? Are we so sure that we aren't hiding our own faults, our own inattentions? What would we think if we had never heard a story about a fragile person like that? Perhaps what is going on here is: one recognizes in real life an allusion. A distant word has gone up in flame, and now from afar, one can finally pick out the hill on which the fire is burning. The same goes for: trying to relive last moments. Without thinking, one attempts the impossible, to see from her eyes, as she sniffs the door, the flash of light as the hallway becomes visible, the curious poking of the head, the ghost of a pressure, and then—to be walking down the hallway, thinking about what seems in retrospect, inconsequential things, and taking out the key, and hearing, and opening, and opening more, and looking down, and seeing her split. The palace of the mind crumbles, and one is rooted to the spot. And then, placing the coat over her, to hide it, not out of respect, not out of habit, but because one hides what's impossible not to see.


She returned from the bathroom, and joined together in a larger program, we started to discuss: where should we bury her? We should take her to the spot she would have liked the most. Although we should have brought her to the highest point on the hill, instead we marched to where I used to live, a low spot, her first home, our steps locked, unspeaking, in a procession. The place was unwatched, available. We cleared away the pine needles, and with a wild stick, ripped away the roots, and buried her at the center point of three trees. We placed a cross atop it. One requires a certain act for the program to complete.


Then: returning, the spell was broken. We walked at different speeds, talked about hurtful things. I couldn't be angry, though. In fact, I was at peace. Grieving is real. In one's darkest, loneliest moments, one wants to be castrated. All great work and thought appears like a plot, a way to fill the time when when is alone, so that when one goes out (of one's aloneness), one can better seduce another creature. One wants to deaden oneself to this crassness, this device, this technology, this machine; one wants never to squirm in one's empty bed again, desiring; one wants to think of other things. What cannot be reduced to that hateful word, desire? Grieving. The whole cynical face of the building turns transparent; the pipes are exposed. What is inside? A great multitude of different things, and somewhere, from the basement perhaps, in the best of us, shines from between the cracks in the floor the light of the good. One knows without knowing: there is no one thing out there that, wrapping itself around every word and deed, can bring everything separate down together as one, to rot in a heap.


There is more than one good thing in the world; but all are good. And when we cry, alone, for the good, we grieve for them, all the separate things. And then we are good. (So I am in terror that when the griever reads this, she won't grieve any more.)

