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How Deep is Your Love  
 
Day 0 
 
But it’s so good to finally do this. 
 
[…] 
 
So the reason I wanted to meet is that, have you heard of Art Monte Carlo?  
 
[…]  
 
Well it’s an art fair, in Monaco. Obviously. It’s run by the same people who do the art fair in 
Geneva.  
 
[…] 
 
Yes, yeah, it’s generally hideous. But they try and make it less commercial by having this show on a 
yacht. 
 
[…] 
 
I know, the irony. But. Well they ask an independent curator. So it’s not driven by a commercial 
gallery. It’s called contemporary art on boats. 
 
[…] 
 
Ha! Yes well. And this year they asked me, and I was hoping you might be interested in being 
involved. I was thinking about the Astrida Neimanis ‘Hydrofeminism’ text we were talking about, 
you know. I don’t know whether to call it this, maybe. But then also that Rosi Braidotti book… But 
anyway. So something about the politics of water, bodies, pollution and interconnectedness. What 
do you think? 
 
Astrida Neimanis: Blood, bile, intracellular fluid; a small ocean swallowed, a wild wetland in 
our gut; rivulets forsaken making their way from our insides to out, from watery womb to 
watery world: 
we are bodies of water. 
 
We were asked to come to Monaco, for a group exhibition on a yacht. We were invited, eight 
artists,  one curator, invited to come and be adjacent to a chrome and marble and velvet and teak 
and plastic wealth, floating atop the bay of Monaco. We could be adjacent, but we had a place in 
this hierarchy; the chrome, the marble, the velvet, the teak: these were not for us to touch, the 
contamination of our presence would indelibly and permanently tarnish these surfaces. We wrapped 
ourselves in plastic: we weren’t allowed to sit down on the chairs or sofa, only the floor was 
permitted; we went ashore to piss, forbidden to stain the immaculate ceramic with our bodily 
effusions; we placed padding between our bodies and the boat: we must not contaminate. We had to 
wrap ourselves in plastic.  
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Nothing is hermetically sealed, everything ends up oozing into each other, in the end, it’s just a 
matter of time. But the myth of this city, the myth of this extreme wealth, is that bodies are separate, 
distinct, dry and impenetrable entities. Bodies aren’t plastic: we are bodies of water.  
 
Forced to try and hold myself in, feeling myself as a constant liquid stain—it was at this time that 
the water reached out to me, called to me from the bay, asking me to give up and seep gently 
outwards from myself. Asking me to give in and drift down into it. I was asked to come to Monaco, 
not realising that I would meet my soulmate, not realising that my soulmate was the water of the 
bay of Monaco. 
 
Day 1 
 
We always took off our shoes: we had to take off our shoes. So I took off my shoes, placed them in 
a little basket on the stone pier, and I went aboard, for the first time. Do not use the toilets. The 
yacht is for sale, nothing can be used, the toilets cannot be used.  
 
Astrida Neimanis: But as bodies of water, we leak and seethe, our borders always vulnerable 
to rupture and renegotiation. 
 
After a brief tour, I had to go ashore. The bathrooms we were allowed to use were in the glass 
building of the yacht club: an allotted space for bodily eruption. A small room, walnut panelling on 
the walls, incense sticks on the side, small flannel towels to dry your hands, flattering lighting. I 
pulled down my tights, my underwear, and for a moment I squatted, hovering over the seat, then I 
relaxed and gave in to the luxury of sitting down what was doubtless a pristine toilet, requiring 
constant scrubbing and rescrubbing by invisible labour. The seat was clear glass, my damp thighs 
were adjacent to wealth. I thought of my piss commingling with the piss of the yacht club members. 
Hello, someone knocked on the door, and I stood up abruptly. A dribble of urine landed on the seat, 
and I thought of this next person to use the toilet, someone coming ashore for a minute to drink their 
large glasses of Chardonnay and eat their tiny versions of foods. Then I looked again at the drop of 
piss, yellow like wine, and I left it there: a gift.  
 
Before I had left, the atmosphere on the yacht had been tense. We were being followed, told where 
to sit, told where to put things, told to put things between us and the boat. I didn’t want to go back 
straight away, so I sat on a large concrete block outside the sliding glass doors of the yacht club. 
There were few benches along the bay, few opportunities for loitering, if loiterers are permitted to 
enter the city. And slowly, slowly, the water started to speak to me, its waves bubbled up in a 
sudden frenzy, then died down. 
 
To be honest, I didn’t know what language water spoke, or if it spoke at all. I didn’t want to attempt 
to return its sound to something so trivial as a human voice. But I did wonder, as I sat on a concrete 
block next to the yacht club, listening to the gentle slosh of the waves licking the sides of the boats; 
I did wonder if it was trying to communicate. I had definitely heard that if you speed up the call of a 
humpback whale it sounds just like a nightingale. Different temporalities, different time scales: the 
bird and the whale would actually be able to talk to each other, if relativity collapsed. But when 
voices slowed to a fraction of their speed, they become abstract, drawling, horrific drones, long, 
drawn out, slow screams. It’s impossible to adjust your ear, to be able to take in the shape of one 
word stretched over the duration of a minute. If the bird could just slow, slow, slow down its 
comprehension, perhaps it would understand exactly what the whale was saying. But it can’t. A 
failed romance, doomed incompatibility.  
 
Astrida Neimanis: Intimacy is not mastery. We are always becoming water, but water is also 
always beyond us […] 
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Then again, Antoine de Saint-Exupéry did say that Love does not consist in gazing at each other, 
but in looking outward together in the same direction. If the bird and the whale are speaking in the 
same direction, perhaps this is enough for some form of understanding—or even just some form of 
connection—to pass between them. Perhaps birds and whales can meet erotically, perhaps the 
whale rolls over and the delicate bird uses its beak along the leviathan’s genitals, gently pecking the 
tender parts with nibbling affection. Perhaps, if the waves of Monaco bay were sped up, perhaps 
they would sound like a conversation. Likely about the group of teenage boys who were taking 
turns to kick empty beer cans as far out as possible, laughing as each one hit the surface and sunk 
beneath the waves. And I agreed, as I sat there: yes they are gross, and stupid, and I hope they’ll 
learn, but yes I worry like you that they just won’t. Sometimes, I said to the water, you know, 
sometimes boys don’t grow up so much as slowly inflate, then at some point it stops, and they begin 
to slowly deflate, and wither, and sag. I waited for a reply. I waited, knowing that we may have 
been speaking to each other on different time scales, but we were still speaking to each other. 
 
Astrida Neimanis: In the case of our bodies of water, we may perceive the ‘time ’of this water 
as immediate, synchronised with our own molar lifespan. We might anticipate that the water 
that constitutes our body will cease to exist in time with our flesh and its capacity to imagine a 
past and a future. 
 
The waves lapped back at me, and I felt something, an attempt at connection, an auditory caress. I 
squirmed in my seat slightly, crossed my legs, clenched the muscles of my buttocks, feeling an 
increase in blood flow. Talk dirty to me, tell me filth, something, anything that will leave a mark on 
this impossibly sanitary place. 
 
Day 2  
 
Please be careful of the sofa, it is worth £20000. Please do not sit on the sofa, or move the 
cushions. Please don’t sit on the chairs at the table, they are custom designed for the yacht. The 
marble details on these sections—just don’t touch them ok, they scratch and they can’t be 
scratched.  
 
Installing the work had begun. We were moving things around, carefully, taking more care of the 
fragile surfaces of this hulking boat than of the fragile surfaces of our work, our bodies. I sat down. 
As I looked out across the water, my skin felt too tight. I felt a strong urge towards—something, but 
I couldn’t quite figure out the urge that I felt, beyond the need to be submerged, and feel myself 
overpowered.  
 
Rosi Braidotti: What we humans yearn for is to disappear by merging into this generative 
flow of becoming, the precondition for which is the loss, disappearance and the disruption of 
the atomised, individual self. 
 
Confused, I sat down. For clarity, I sat on a square of plastic tarpaulin atop the pale wooden deck of 
the yacht, next to the empty jacuzzi. I imagined sitting in chlorinated, heated, bubbling water, 
drinking alcohol mixed with quinine-laced and carbonated water, staring out at salinated water, my 
body a sac of plasma-water. What is water? I thought, asking both myself and the bay. What is the 
idea of pure water? Cleanliness, purity, contamination. Where is the water in my body? When I first 
learned, as a child, that my body was composed of approximately 65% water, I couldn’t figure out 
where all this fluid was, and I pictured myself as a bag filled, perhaps, to the sternum with liquid. 
Clearly I was wrong, but the water is there, as colloids, as solutions, as inter- and extra-cellular 
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fluid, as plasma and blood and mucus, and held in microscopic bags of cell membranes. The water 
is there, but I’m not a bottle of Evian.  
 
Astrida Neimanis: As watery, we experience ourselves less as isolated entities, and more as 
oceanic eddies: I am a singular, dynamic whorl dissolving in a complex, fluid circulation. The 
space between ourselves and our others is at once as distant as the primeval sea, yet also 
closer than our own skin […] 
 
The jacuzzi next to me was empty, hollow, gleaming white plastic studded with the lesions of water 
jets. We were not permitted to touch it, the grease of our fingerprints would interfere with the 
immaculate gleam and demonstrate that this floating home existed within time, and not outside of it. 
So I sat on the pale wooden deck. 
 
I shifted on the plastic slightly. Watch it, someone said, a voice from nowhere, from everywhere. 
The plastic underneath you has slipped. My bare leg, for a second, had made contact with the boat. 
Instinctively I stood up, retracted myself from the unsanctioned contact, ashamed and terrified of 
my own stickiness, the risk that my own sweat might seep into the grain of the deck. Sorry, I said to 
someone, to everyone. I am so, so sorry.  
 
Day 3  
 
J rang me in the morning. We had finished installing the day before, but now I had to go back, she 
said. A piece of work we had put on the £20 000 sofa was damaging the velvet: someone had cast it 
off and it was, I was told, lying prone on the floor, possibly damaged. We have to find somewhere 
else to install it, would it be ok if you could come by before 12?  
 
Everything felt exhausting, the need to compel myself forward and take steps towards the yacht was 
exhausting. As I walked down towards the ocean, the steep incline of gravity pulling my feet 
forward, I kept thinking about giving in. I kept thinking about reaching the water, and jumping, 
immersing myself in the bay, about surrounding myself in its licking coolness. The urge I was 
feeling was starting to become more concrete, a fixation with losing the edges of myself, and never 
being myself again. The stillness of dissolving, the absolute calm of an ending.  
 
Rosi Braidotti: The ideal would be to take only memories and to leave behind only footsteps. 
What we most truly desire is to surrender the self, preferably in the agony of ecstasy, thus 
choosing our own way of disappearing, our way of dying to and as ourself. 
 
I walked through the yacht club. The receptionist looked up at me, automatic smile quickly sliding 
into a confused frown. I’m doing the show, I said, the show on the boat, and they nodded, let me 
continue, confused and a little disgusted. I reached the boat, and stood on the concrete pier, 
watching yacht after yacht lined up in a patchwork. Taking off my shoes, going across the narrow 
jetty onto the boat filled me with dread. I could jump in, now, I thought, I could just plunge straight 
in. But I held back. I was afraid of the desires within myself: to be honest, I couldn’t say tell if they 
were tending towards eroticism or dying, or both. Distantly, I kept thinking about how much I 
wanted to disintegrate, which felt like both the antithesis and the peak of an orgasm. I didn't know if 
I wanted to end myself entirely, or just my Self as an aggregated and organised, centralised being: 
the thought of existing, disaggregated, in the cells of other aquatic beings seemed like a beautifully 
cloud-like way to continue. I could drift, carried elsewhere and everywhere, and my death would 
not be a death but a continuation of life.  
 
Rosi Braidotti: Life does go on, relentlessly non-human in the vital force that marks it. 
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I knew I had to sort the situation out, you know, with the work, checking it hadn’t been damaged, 
finding somewhere else where it wouldn’t be offensive, all the while checking that my body wasn’t 
doing anything offensive by its mere presence. 
I looked around again, and turned away from the yacht. A line of stone steps on the pier led down 
into the water, waves licking its edges. So I walked down, and sat, just above the water line, dipping 
only my hand in. I was expecting a viscous suck, a pull inwards, an indentation in the meniscus on 
the surface: I was expecting my hand to register on the water, but it lapped and danced around my 
hand as though I was barely there.  
 
A series of questions posed to the bay of Monaco when sitting on some stone steps and dipping my 
hand in: 
We could never have the erotic charge of skin to skin contact. I can’t figure out if you have a skin. 
So where do you end, where do you begin?  
Why is this constantly changing?  
The first time I saw you, how much of that substance that I saw now remains in your bay, and how 
much has changed?  
How much has evaporated from the surface, been replaced by new crashing waves, new molecules 
from the disintegrated cells of a baby seal’s blubber, watery waste evacuated from the toilets of 
yachts, spittle of a deer from across the other side of the world, 200 years ago, the mucosal slime 
lubricating the movements of a monopod across land? 
Who are you?  
I wonder if I can know you. And if I become a part of you, does this lead to knowledge, or 
acceptance of my part in a wider whole I can never fully see? 
 
I heard the distant echo of someone from my past, looking at me with intent, cupping my face in 
both their hands, and saying to me, emphatically, I see you. I think they had been imitating 
something they had seen from a film. I’d suppressed a laugh, I had tried to look serious and 
appreciative, but I had wanted to laugh, at the ridiculous statement, the cliché of it all, the blaring 
literal obviousness of it—they were looking at me, so of course they saw me—and also the 
implication that by seeing me, they somehow understood me. I see you, they had said, placing 
emphasis on the see part of the sentence. How naff. I could see the bay, and all I could understand 
was that I could not understand it. My hand ran through the water. I touched it, it touched me back, 
not as two separate entities, bound by skin, but two bodies of water, meeting and commingling. 
 
Astrida Neimanis: A watery body sloshes and leaks, excretes and perspires. Its depths gurgle, 
erupt. A body of water also extends, transcorporeally, into other assemblages: watershed, 
cistern, sea; and other bodies that were human, vegetable, animal, and hydrogeological. 
 
Hey! Hey! You can’t be down there!  
 
I stood up, shook my hand, drips of your salinity dispersing into the wind. Sorry, I am so, so sorry. I 
walked back up the steps. Doesn’t matter, I thought. I need to piss anyway.  
 
Day 4 
 
I had thought, when we were invited to Monaco, that we would be staying on the yacht. We were 
not staying on the yacht. Immaculate, untouched and unsullied beds bobbed upon the water—or, in 
fact, courtesy of a giroscope stabiliser, hovered statically above the water. We slept in an Air BnB. 
The tiled floor of the flat was a web of cracks, accumulating grime which, I could imagine, was 
only further pushed into the crevices with each swipe of the mop. This floor was an aggregate of 
dirty time. The refrigerator hummed a low-level complaint, the gentle aches and pains of its 
senescence. The windows had a sheen of dust. 
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Now that we’d finished installing, everyone else had gone out to walk around the town, a town in 
which we were not welcome, a town of teflon buildings and shops we could not afford to set foot in. 
I knew I couldn’t leave the flat, so I told them I felt ill, which was not a lie, but it wasn’t the truth 
either. 
 
I opened the window in the bedroom, from which I could see the bay, only just, in a gap between 
two pink high-rise apartment blocks. Barely visible, but still the water was everywhere. I could hear 
it behind the whining appliances, I could taste it in the salinated air. I looked out of the window, and 
in the small sliver of ocean that I could see, countless yachts were bobbing up and down, idly. I 
envied the yachts for being touched by the waves, caressed by liquid fingers. And I couldn’t leave 
this apartment, trapped by my own desire and the fear that I would act upon it. I knew that if I left I 
would run, run down the road and through the yacht club, chased by the horrified shouts of the 
receptionists, Hallo, hallo there is no running, jump straight into the water, that I would sink, 
cushioned by the clouds of waves buffering me in every direction, liquid pillowy softness gently 
filling my orifices, that I would give in, and never rise again.  
 
The sofa of the apartment was covered with a worn throw, pressed and moulded by the intimate 
regions of countless strangers. I thought of the long purple velvet sofa on the yacht worth £20 000, 
please do not sit on it, and looked again at the orange tasseled fabric. It was unclear if it had always 
been orange, or if it had faded to this shade of rust over its life. The throw was probably older than 
me, and anyone on the yacht would have been horrified that objects were kept for so long, that 
things were allowed to sag and age and wear and ooze, that things could show the mark of time 
passing. The melting smile of the receptionist hovered in my mind, disapproval and disgust. Still, I 
rolled on this sofa for an hour, thinking of the bay, idly resting my fingers on the crotch of my 
underwear, too distraught to bring myself to climax, or even entertain the idea of trying. Frustrated, 
dry, anguished, wanting the sea, afraid of the sea.  
 
Rosi Braidotti: Death is the inhuman conceptual excess: the unrepresentable, the unthinkable, 
and the unproductive black hole that we all fear. Yet, death is also a creative synthesis of 
flows, energies and perpetual becoming. 
 
I achieved nothing all day. Nothing happened, but time still passed, and I felt a hot and dusty 
exhaustion. I needed to wash the crusty aggregate of unrelieved desire off my skin. So I went in the 
shower and let the water run over me, imagining that it was the ocean. I imagined its soft caress, 
thinking that, being liquid would make its touch so much kinder than any human lover. Less 
pointed, less directional, it could touch all of me simultaneously, the total surface of my skin 
stimulated. Liquid and soft and teasing and caressing all over my legs, my thighs, my toes, my 
buttocks, the pucker of my anus and that infinitely sweet triangular pleasure of the urethral opening, 
the backs of my knees. But the shower was not the sea. I scrubbed my skin with a loofah and got 
out to piss, yellow jet of water hitting the ceramic bowl with the same force of pressure as the thin 
streams of the shower head.  
 
Astrida Neimanis: As a human body, I am somewhat organised, with seemingly discrete 
borders and boundaries. My skin gives the illusion of a hermetic seal that keeps my intricate 
plumbing mostly from view, this body appears to me as whole, separate, and organised. But 
my body of water also breaches the skin sac – regularly, imperceptibly, and also in periodic 
and demonstrative gushes. 
 
As I sat on the plastic toilet seat, I remembered that I wanted to tell the bay about someone I was in 
love with, once. She didn’t love me back, or at least not in the way that I loved her. That doesn’t 



Rebecca Jagoe   

 - 7 - 

matter. I’m not going to go into details about that: the significance of this relationship is because of 
a specific conversation that we once had.  
 
Apparently everyone pisses in the shower  
 
No, surely not  
 
Yes, apparently it’s super common. Actually A, you know my ex, she once took the piss of me for 
being so I don’t know squeamish about it. We were having a shower together and she started 
pissing and laughing about it and how grossed out I was 
 
Really? But, the shower?  
 
I know, I never would  
 
No, I just, to be honest it never even occurs to me. If I need the loo when I’m in the shower I don’t 
just go. Same as you know I wouldn’t just go if I needed the loo on the bus. I would wait. It just 
doesn’t occur to me  
 
Exactly  
 
Like, the thing is it’s not like a prudish thing  
 
No exactly  
 
Which is exactly the point, why I brought up this conversation. It is not the horror of my own body 
which means that I won’t piss while I am washing. It’s not disgust at its functioning. It’s just the 
partitioning of these activities seems so ingrained that honestly, it would never occur to me to do it 
in the first place: I’m not holding myself back, I’m not preventing myself from a natural urge to piss 
whilst washing. I don’t know if I even could do it. The shower is for washing, the toilet is for 
pissing.  
 
Astrida Neimanis: Our wet matters are in a constant process of intake, transformation and 
exchange – drinking, peeing, sweating, sponging, weeping. Discrete individualism is a rather 
dry, if convenient, myth. 
 
But it’s ridiculous, really. I know that. I had just got out of the shower in order to piss. I had just got 
out of a ceramic-tiled cubicle of jets of water washing the dirt of my exterior self down the drain, in 
order to sit on a ceramic bowl and wash the dirt of my interior self down the drain. And I knew the 
sea would find this act ridiculous. I knew that it would tell me these distinctions are arbitrary. It 
would tell me: we are all fluid, the mucus around your soft parts will mix with the hot steaming 
shower water and trickle down your leg, flow into the drain, minute flakes of particulate urine 
mixed with discharges that have dried on the coarse hairs of your groin will be dissolved by its heat, 
there will be urine no doubt everywhere, all over the bath, the shower curtain which will slap coldly 
onto your leg, the cheap bottle of herbal essences laced with petroleum—this too will be covered in 
urine, little bits, tiny bits of it, and attempting to partition different fluids into different vessels and 
waste pipes is ridiculous. Willing myself to be contained, wrapping myself in plastic.  
 
I thought about swimming in the bay, I thought about pissing in the bay. A yellow blossom across 
the polyester gusset of my swimming costume, a plume of urea breaching the woven plastic fabric. I 
thought about my waters mixing with the surrounding waters, and at what point the yellow would 
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begin to disperse and become inseparable from the sea. I thought about what it would mean to 
dissolve.  
 
Rosi Braidotti: Being mortal, we are all ‘have beens’; the spectacle of our death is written 
obliquely into the script of our temporality, not as a barrier, but as a condition of possibility. 
 
Day 5 
 
Rosi Braidotti: Our innermost desire is for a self-fashioned, a self-styled death. We thus 
pursue what we are ultimately trying to avoid and become virtual existential suicides, not 
from nihilism, but because it is our nature to die and our deepest desire to self-fashion our 
own death. 
 
After a day spent indoors, I was afraid to leave, to go back and be confronted with the 
overwhelming power of my desire in the form of the ocean. Everyone else had gone ahead to the 
opening, and I had delayed, saying I was still not ready, saying I would follow them there. The truth 
was, I didn’t know if I would ever be ready.  
 
The architectural barrier between myself and the sea seemed the only thing holding me in at this 
point. Really, my skin was nothing more than a gesture towards containment. I knew that as soon as 
I was close to the water, I would be unable to prevent myself from jumping in and never leaving, 
becoming inseparably part of the sea. To clarify: I had no desire to drown. I had no inwardly turned 
anger, motivating the will to fill my lungs with water: I didn’t want to destroy myself, I didn’t want 
to end. I wanted to continue, dispersed, a part of the water, dissolved of ego, everywhere.  
 
I wanted to be the mist hitting the face of a hiker in the Brecon Beacons. I wanted to travel down 
the urethral channel of a goat, and up the xylem of a woody-stemmed pelargonium. I wanted to be 
the sheen of mucus on the skin of a slug, the jelly-like sac of staphylococcus bacterial cytoplasm; I 
wanted to find myself held in the pitted edges of the endoplasmic reticulum of a nerve cell 
somewhere along the calf of an Instagram influencer; I wanted to be part of the Nile; I wanted to be 
an egg, boiled in a pot of bubbling me; I wanted to be the snow crunched underfoot on Mount Kita; 
I wanted to be chemical-laced, effervescent bubbles in the bottle of Mountain Dew—or well, maybe 
not that one, actually. I could be all these things if I could only not be me: the urge to dissolve was 
consuming me.  
 
Astrida Neimanis: An adequate understanding of embodiment, then, is not given by simply 
asking what ‘a body’ is. Instead, we need to be more curious about a politics of location: 
Where is my body? When is it? Why is it – that is, thanks to what, and whom? What are the 
membranes that separate it or differentiate it from others? Where and how do those 
membranes break down? Where and when does that body cease to be? 
 
But I left the dry and dusty flat. I followed them there, tightly wound, every muscle taught with the 
tension of keeping myself together. I went back to the yacht for the night of the opening. And I 
stood on the pier again, looking across at a grotesque, an aggregate of conspicuous waste. In order 
to go aboard, there was a small wooden bridge attached to the yacht, running from boat to pier, but 
there was always a gap of two feet or so. Now, on this opening night, people were being helped to 
bridge this gap, and a person in uniform smiled at me, welcoming me to move forward. Don’t 
worry, they said, reaching out an arm to help me across the gap between the ground and the yacht’s 
gangplank. The giroscope is on, the boat won’t move.  
 
Extreme wealth yearns to be proximate to water yet at the same time wishes for it not to have any of 
the properties of water. To be on a boat that will not behave like a boat. To float on the water that is 
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as beautiful as water but does not have the extraneous, undesirable qualities of water, its instability, 
its unpredictability. Things must know their place, things must serve their function. Artists must 
respect the boundaries between themselves and their luxurious environs, artworks must not 
contaminate, or spill out. We are, I thought, the we of the ocean and the artists, we are like court 
jesters, there to entertain but not there to be included, there to know our place and serve a function. 
We are luxury commodities. We are objects in a chain of capitalist desire. We have no agency. We 
serve a purpose and we must not exceed our purpose. We must not rock, or wave, or overspill, or 
erupt, or exude, or contaminate. The giroscope is on, the boat will not move.  
 
After removing my shoes, I reached out for their arm, across the gangplank. The gap between the 
walkway to the boat and the shore was not unsubstantial. My right leg reached the wood, but with 
my left still on the stone pier, I looked across at the small crowd of people on the boat, making 
small talk, holding large glasses of wine and tiny versions of foods, and instantly I knew. I 
withdrew my right foot, stepped my left foot out to above the water and let myself fall in. As I 
started to sink, I could hear the shouts above me, so I swam off through the billowing clotted 
greenish murk. My clothing was holding me back, I peeled it off, and swam into oblivion. I knew 
what will happen.  
 
Anna Borges: But for me, and I suspect for countless others like me, the threat of suicide isn't 
like being carried over a waterfall — it is like living in the ocean. Not as sea creatures do, 
native and equipped with feathery gills to dissolve oxygen for my bloodstream, but alone, with 
an expanse of water at all sides. Some days are unremarkable, floating under clear skies and 
smooth waters; other days are tumultuous storms you don’t know you’ll survive, but you’re 
always, always in the ocean. 
And when you live in the ocean, treading to stay afloat, you eventually get the feeling that one 
day, inevitably, there will be nowhere for you to go but down. 
 
I will lose myself entirely, dissolve into you and for us to become one. My skin will become moist, 
fingers pruning. The hardened crust of dead skin on my heels will become a squashy, soft white 
glaze across the pigmented skin underneath. Fingernails become soft and pliant, hair fans in every 
direction, wafting fronds like seaweed. Absorbed salts and carried sand particles that have become 
part of you, begin to erode and break down my dermal layers: first the epidermis, epithelial layers 
gently sloughing off in moist flakes. The basal lamina, finer than the finest silk, lifts off in one, 
drifting away from my body like a diaphanous ectoplasm, visible for only a second before it 
disintegrates in the buffer of your waves. The dermis takes longer to wear down, tougher connective 
tissue resisting the erosion of the sea. Perhaps small fish come along and start to take bites, attracted 
to the exposed blood vessels that are now marbling your clarity with wisps of orange-red. Blood 
continues to stream out, as small chunks of flesh are nipped off by these fish, with more particles 
and hunks of me flaking into the sea in the wake of their teeth. They chew me up, take me away 
from you, but no matter: they will digest me, excrete some parts and absorb other parts into their 
being, and eventually they will die, and they too will dissolve: one way or another I will eventually 
be part of you. My fat, yellow and thick, a jelly-like sheen that is now my upper surface, does not 
dissolve into you. It takes the rough sand particles to physically break it off, not in wobbling 
chunks, but instead as a clotted, cloudy emulsion that rises to the surface and sits as a froth atop 
your waves. And finally, as my hypodermis falls away, my insides are exposed to you. Connective 
tissues break down quickly and I softly implode, like a plume of clotted red ink, riddled with 
lumpen aggregates of flesh and organs, I disperse, I become part of you, de-centred, everywhere. 
 
Rosi Braidotti: The wish to die can consequently be seen as the counterpart and as another 
expression of the desire to live intensely.  


