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Prologue

Like all those who suffer from chronic restlessness, a kind
of pest inside the soul, preventing one from being happy or from
simply enjoying tranquil mediocrity, I one day thought about
exorcising myself. To transcend my self through ‘“art”. The
chance not only to enjoy ephemeral glory immortally, but to drive
away the bats inhabiting my brain, perhaps even to free myself
from them forever. So I became a writer. To write a novel whose
development would begin immediately. But leafing through a
book by Jack Kerouac, a kind of angel and devil of the fifties, I
found a statement which, true or false, bothered me:

“Fabricated stories and novels about what would happen IF
are for children and cretins afraid of seeing themselves in a book,
just in the same way they dread seeing themselves in the mirror
when sick or hurt or hung over or crazy.”

So I dropped my initial idea for a novel, whose perfect,
though somewhat boring, first chapter had already been written —
a chapter which, by the way, I partially used in these Confessions
of mine, under the title of ‘“‘Resurrection’’. Because, after all, that
writing had been from the period of time when I had first decided
to expose myself publically.























