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     FLATLINER

 Day one (diary entry, 13/11 - Friday)

 
 A new patient came in.  Apparently,  yesterday evening 
(around 9PM) he was found by a friend in his apartment, 
sitting on the ground in his bedroom, manically writing on 
pieces of paper. Thousands of them. He did not say a word 
since then. Two days before, he left work as usual, and seemed 
perfectly OK. And whatever we tried today, he did not speak 
to us either. All communication was lost, except for his 
writings, that is to say.

 He showed no sign of aggression whatsoever, but still there 
was plenty of reason for him to enter our facility.  He hadn't 
eaten or washed since (late) Tuesday, did not show up for work 
the next day and the day after that, and had not bothered to 
go to the bathroom when it was obviously needed. He was 
just sitting in his own faeces and urine, dehydrated, away 
from the world, for about seventy straight hours, writing. 

 We treated the severe dehydration intravenously with a 
physiological saline solution after having the patient "put to 
sleep," so that he could rest for at least a couple of hours, and 
so that the nurses could clean him up. When finally vast 
asleep, his father visited the hospital, and I had the time to 
talk to him about his son's mental history, but there wasn't 
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much to say, except for the fact that his mother disappeared 
when he was about three years old.  Apparently for no reason. 
Nobody ever heard from her again. And that was that.
 The father carried three shoeboxes filled with part of the 
scribblings of his son, and gave them to me, hoping that they 
could be of any help.  He is a man of few words.
 When he left my office, I couldn't resist opening the boxes to 
have a look inside, just wanting to see what was on the son's 
mind while sinking into deep psychosis. But every single 
piece of paper contained one and the same word, repeatedly 
written in an impatiently fashion, but each and every time in 
virtually the same style, as if it was copy/pasted:

"Gonzalez."

 Day two (diary entry, 14/11 - 3PM)

 
 The patient is awake. He woke up on early Saturday, and 
apparently found a pen in the room. (Note: he was not 
restrained, as he showed no signs of suicidal behavior, nor 
aggressive tendencies.) When the first morning shift nurse 
entered the room, he had already managed to fill one entire 
wall in his room with his obsessive writing (same word).  
 He does not seem to notice us, and simply does not react to 
anything. Keeps on soiling himself. (He had no objection 
when the nurses gently forced him to wear a diaper - again, 
he simply does not react.)
 I ordered to bring him as much scratch paper he needs till 
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we sort this thing out, and find the "right" treatment. 

 Day two (diary entry, 14/11 - night)

 Oh yeah - I forgot to mention there is at least one difference 
compared to Friday: although he keeps on writing "the word" 
in an identical fashion as if he is a Xerox machine, he appears 
to be writing it quite a bit smaller than in the shoebox notes.
 

 Day three (diary entry, 15/11)

 Before leaving the hospital, his father gave me a letter (or 
rather, an envelope), all yellow and old,  saying that it was the 
last ever trace of his wife. He never opened it but he didn't 
remember why. Something to do with fear.  Vague.
 Due to other obligations (a colloquium lecture, reception, two 
department meetings, etc.), I have had no time to get further 
into the matter, nor did I have the time to study the patient 
today.
 And anyway, I have the impression that the envelope is 
empty.

Day four (diary entry, 16/11)

 I was in the patient's room for about an hour, trying to talk to 
him and observe him. In that brief period of time, he 
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managed to fill 42 A4-pages. The evolution I had noticed in 
his writing has  definitely manifested itself a lot further, and 
below is a copy of what it looked like when I was there:

"Gonzalez."

 (He makes no fuss out of the fact that one borrows a number 
of notes - in fact, as soon as a page is "finished," he does not 
care what happens to it.) 
 I mentioned  his father and mother, started talking about 
work, and also asked questions about his ex-wife "of a couple 
of years ago." As nothing happened, I posed a number of 
"random" questions, but I ended up talking to myself, as if I 
was alone in the room (and in some way, I cannot ignore the 
feeling that I was, more than with any other patient I can 
remember).
 When I left the room around 5.40PM, he suddenly looked at 
me and I must say that for a couple of seconds I was a bit 
shaken. In these gentle grey-blue eyes with slightly dilated 
pupils of this balding and modestly overweight young man, I 
could see … nothing. 
 Only a form a darkness that I did not want to see.

Day four (diary entry, 16/11 - night)

 I keep seeing his eyes and the words. Something definitely is 
fishy about this case. I might be a little drunk - I worked long 
hours today and just had a bottle of wine (Irene is sound 
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asleep for some time now). But it does not feel right. And I 
know I should know better - having all my experience and all 
- but that's how I see it at the moment. I brought some of his 
scrap paper with me, and will try to have a look at it before 
going asleep myself. 

 Anyway: goodnight, sleep tight.

Day five (diary entry, 17/11)

 Had to stay at home today, due to sudden sickness. (Haven't 

been sick in years.) Awoke with a very high fever (103○) after 
four hours of very bad and restless sleep. Never felt like this. I 
had tried to copy a number of pages of his notes last night as 
precise as possible, in the vain hope to notice something 
while experiencing the real deal. 
 It is 8PM, but I feel I have to go to bed again (fever coming 
back). 
 Hopefully better tomorrow.

Gonzalez
                Gonzalez

Gonzalez

Day six (diary entry, 18/11)

 The patient is the same as the other days. Keeps on writing. 
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His consciousness appears to have left him. The only 
expression of life seems to be borrowed to his notes. The 
nurses are getting scared of him, although he is the most easy 
and gentle patient of the ward. It is the eyes, I guess. (Or 
maybe it is the word ?) I keep thinking there is something 
behind the endless (and perhaps only seemingly pointless) 
repetition which I fail to see.  Gonzalez

 There is again a change though, but I am still not sure 
whether it means anything. The word has become nearly 
unreadable now, as if it is converging to yet another phase. 
 A copy which I made with enough patience:

"Gonzalez. Gonzalez. Gonzalez."

Day six (diary entry, 18/11 - night Gonzalez)

 I brought about 70 pages of the patient's notes. Tried to copy 
them in the last few hours, and I think I am getting 
somewhere. Need more wine. There is something below all 
this which might be exceptional, even enlightening, but I have 
to think it through.  Gonzalez

Gonzalez  Gonzalez   Gonzalez

                         Gonzalez

Gonzalez

Koen Thas
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Day seven (diary entry, 19/11 - 3PM)

 Yet smaller writing. The man is not stoppable. Admiration. It 
is so obvious he is telling a story, an important story, and I feel 
frustratingly stupid not to understand it. Nurses act 
ridiculously. Irene talked nonsense in the morning, but I 
don't remember why or what exactly - guess I am too tired. (I 
think she said "I never acted like this." And "was I fucking 
someone else ?" (What does she mean with "someone else" ? 
As if am fucking her.)) Gonzalez    Forgot to take a shower. 

 Loads of stuff to do, but between 1PM and 2PM, his writings 
looked something like this: 

"Gonzalez. Gonzalez. Gonzalez.Gonzalez. Gonzalez. Gonzalez. Gonzalez. Gonzalez. Gonzalez"

 So beautiful.

Day eight (diary entry, 20/11)

 Patient is dead. Word evolved. In the last 93 pages of notes, 
he had achieved an almost perfect version. I made long hours 
to copy all the pages, and this is how it looks: 

 ---------------------------                  -          
 ------------                                                   ---------------      
------------                                                   ---------------                                                                                                                           
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 Cannot pin down a cause of death. Perfection. Gonzalez

Post-mortem already happened with OK from father, but 
preliminary diagnosis yields nothing. Not even a heart-attack. 

 GonzalezGonzalezGonzalez

 Day nine (diary entry, 21/11 GonzalezGonzalez)

 Sick again. Bad fever (106○). Medicated myself - don't know 
where Irene is. Too exhausted to write anything down. 
GonzalezGonzalezGonzalezGonzalezGonzalezGonzalezGonzalezGonzal
ez

 I will try to rest for a couple of hours. Then work on the notes 
- especially the last 93 pages. Expect to have to write them out 
several times more. But that's OK. Something is in there. I 
know it is, above anything.

 And I am so close.

Colorado

13/11/20**    21/11/20**


