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Évariste and Héloïse

A wish list for a story

by Marco Abate

A few months ago I was asked to propose a story about Évariste Galois, the French mathematician, for the French comic books market. I decided from the very beginning that I didn’t want it to be a biographical sketch; I wanted to use the (admittedly interesting) historical character to do something else, something closer to my own personal obsessions. So I started playing around with a few tales I’d heard, a few people I’d met, a few books I’d read… And Héloïse was born, asking for her story to be told. And Auguste Dupin, the original Poe detective, was living more or less at the same time as Galois, a coincidence too good to let pass. And I was also sort of thinking (well, fiddling around might be a better expression for what I was actually doing) about possible relationships between magic and mathematics, and their different but sometimes uncannily similar ways of exploring unknown worlds…

Anyway, given my writing habits, the final product will probably be completely different from what is contained in these few pages; any suggestions for directions I might pursue (or ought not to pursue) will be appreciated, carefully considered, and then thrown away together with the rest of the story when the editor discovers that I’m writing something completely different from what he had in mind when he asked me in the first place. Oh well…

Enough chatter. Let us start by talking a bit about Galois, and the reasons I’m interested in him. 

GALOIS, ÉVARISTE (1811-1832) French mathematician famous for his contributions to higher algebra, gave his name to the Galois theory of groups. He was born Oct. 25, 1811, at Bourg-la-Reine, where his father was mayor, and entered the Lycée Louis-le-Grand in Paris in 1823. Despite his genius for mathematics he was evidently a difficult student. He failed twice in the entrance examinations to École Polytechnique; he was accepted at the École Normale in 1830 but expelled the same year for a newspaper letter about the actions of the director during the July Revolution. In 1831 he was arrested for a threatening speech against King Louis Philippe, but acquitted; then shortly afterward he was sentenced to six months in jail for illegally wearing a uniform and carrying weapons. He died on May 31, 1832, when only 20 years old, from wounds received in a duel, possibly with an agent provocateur of the police. 

Galois published only a few small papers; three larger works on the theory of equations were refused by the French Academy. Knowledge of his mathematical achievements stems mainly from a letter to his friend Auguste Chevalier written on the eve of his fatal duel and from posthumous manuscripts.

(Encyclopædia Britannica, vol. 9, p. 989, 1962 edition)
(More on this fateful letter later.) Even if he probably won’t admit it, Galois is a teenager through and through. A genial teenager, no doubt, but he has all the stubbornness and passion typical of teenagers, only more so. If he gets into something he goes all the way, completely. No stopping halfway, no shades of gray for him. He has no doubts about himself, about being right in whatever he is doing, mathematics or politics or whatever else strikes his fancy (ok, not much else strikes his fancy, but you know what I mean). He is very passionate, very vocal about his opinions and beliefs, and he lives in a period where being passionate and vocal is both dangerous and exciting. He has the feeling that he is finally solving a problem that eluded the best mathematicians for centuries, and at the same time he believes that his political actions can make a difference to the world—the dream of any teenager. And here lies the first conflict: the world is not paying any (well, hardly any) attention to him. His papers are not recognized: they are lost, or, even if published, fail to get him the attention he craves. He firmly believes in the necessity (and the coming) of a new French Revolution in the name of the Republic; but his efforts produce no results, he is only one of the many young people in one of the many more-or-less-secret societies sprouting up from nowhere in those years. And he doesn’t even manage to get recognized as an important member of any of these societies. All his genius, his passion, his efforts—for nothing. Doing mathematics is not a relief for him, it is a necessity. It is both a goal on its own and a means to be recognized by the world. The conflict lies in the distance between the energy he spends and the little he achieves.

There is another aspect of his character that I find interesting: he apparently has no sex life. And this is not standard; for a young man of his age and condition going with prostitutes was absolutely normal. Apparently, he transmutes all his sexual energy (which he certainly has a lot of) into mathematics and politics. In particular, he has a Dionysian approach to mathematics; he feels his work as a physical, sensual struggle against logical difficulties that are very concrete to him. He is no Apollonian thinker tinkering with abstract nonsense; the mathematical world he inhabits is as concrete, as corporeal, as alive as the so-called real world. There is a parallel with his political choices, too. The Saint-Simonian secret society (advocating the government by scientists in the name of reason for the welfare of the people) that he initially associates with is too moderate for him; after a short period he moves to more extremist republican secret societies. He is more interested in doing something for the republic right now, without reflecting too much on what happens next. Even though I do not want to stretch too much the analogies between his mathematical attitudes and his political attitudes, one thing is clear: he has a fully passional, emotional, sensual approach to all important aspects of his life—but sex. 

Auguste Dupin, on the other hand, is the embodiment of the Apollonian thinker: no emotion, only pure logic, pure analysis. Which does not mean he does not enjoy using his abilities; on the contrary, he enjoys them exactly because he is not emotionally affected by them (or, better, he affects not being affected). 

As the strong man exults in his physical ability, delighting in such exercises as call his muscles into action, so glories the analyst in that moral activity which disentangles. He derives pleasure from even the most trivial occupations bringing his talents into play. He is fond of enigmas, of conundrunums, of hieroglyphics; exhibiting in his solutions of each a degree of acumen which appears to the ordinary apprehension preternatural. (…) At such times I could not help remarking and admiring (although from his rich ideality I had been prepared to expect it) a peculiar analytic ability in Dupin. He seemed, too, to take an eager delight in its exercise—if not exactly in its display—and did not hesitate to confess the pleasure thus derived. (…) “But it is by these deviations from the plane of the ordinary, that reason feels its way, if at all, in its search for the true. In investigations such as we are now pursuing, it should not be so much asked ‘what has occurred,’ as ‘what has occurred that has never occurred before.’ (…) I said ‘legitimate deductions;’ but my meaning is not fully expressed. I designed to imply that the deductions are the sole proper ones, and that the suspicion arises inevitably from them as the single result. (…) Now, brought to this conclusion in so unequivocal a manner as we are, it is not our part, as reasoners, to reject it on account of apparent impossibilities. It is only left for us to prove that these apparent ‘impossibilities’ are, in reality, not such.”

(Edgar Allan Poe, The Murders in the Rue Morgue, 1841) 

(More than a shade of Sherlock Holmes here.)  The world has to be stripped down to its basic elements, and reconstructed starting from there. He is rationality’s voice (not to be confused with the voice of reason). He is unaffected by emotion; Galois is pure emotion. Galois is clearly unbalanced; Dupin never falters. Galois has a fully sensual approach to an ethereal subject such as mathematics; Dupin has a purely logic approach to an earthly subject such as murders. A few years older than Galois, Dupin meets him for the first time at a Saint-Simonian meeting (Dupin would have been a Saint-Simonian in his youth, no doubt). Dupin appreciates the vitality of Galois’ intelligence, Galois needs the moderation of Dupin’s ways; they become friends (Fig. 1).
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Fig. 1. Galois and Dupin. Copyright 2005 Paolo Bisi
And then, there are the dreams. Or visions. Most mathematicians, when working, live in a world of their own; Galois (or, at least, my fictional Galois) goes a step further. He actually sees his mathematical world; he enters it. In the dreams/visions he has when working (and not only then) he is able to interact physically with this ideal universe, this universe of ideas. It is (or, at least, he perceives it as) a physical universe, with mass and substance and winds and storms. It has lands and landscapes, boulders and crevasses, infinite stretches of ugly trees ending just beyond the horizon and isolated phosphorescent flowers imploring wanderers to care for them forever. It is shaped by his research, in ways he cannot predict. It directs his own discoveries, in ways he couldn’t have imagined. 

What I have in mind is a sort of crossing between the platonic world of ideas we mathematicians might be exploring, and the “ideaspace” some philosophers (and some magicians) wonder about, a dimension inhabited by all the concepts humans (and aliens) could imagine, where all stories are true. It exists outside our limited notions of time and space, as fully given as Einstein relativistic four-dimensional space is. A portion of it is devoted to mathematical ideas, and the strength of the sensual approach of Galois to mathematics can take him there.

An important point here is that, even if he has visions, Galois is not crazy. He behaves in all respects as a sane person, a passionate, instinctive, unrestrained basically sane person. He just happens to see something that others don’t, exactly as others don’t see (or understand) his mathematics. He will endure a lot of stress during the story, and at the end the boundaries between what is real and what is not will be a lot more blurred than at the beginning, but this is in the nature of the story and has nothing to do with his sanity. Galois and Héloïse are not, and won’t become, crazy, visions notwithstanding.

In the story I do not want to dwell too much on the philosophical aspects behind this idea of “ideaspace”, even though I’m sure Dupin will have something to say about it. I need it and it suits me for four different reasons. First, it gives me a way of visualizing in a metaphorical way both the mathematics Galois is doing and the way he is doing it.  I imagine a sort of Fomenko landscape, impossible and horrifying and yet deeply beautiful (Fig. 2). It looks hellish to us because we are not equipped to interpret it, as Euclidean beings immersed in a highly non-Euclidean space. It causes sensory overloads; and yet, we glimpse its inner beauty, its hidden symmetries. It might be a sort of 3-dimensional projection of a much higher-dimensional algebraic manifold (like the way aperiodic tilings are obtained as projections of a more regular 5-dimensional grid), a manifold whose symmetries are given by the Galois group of some equation.
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Fig. 2. Galois in the ideaspace. Copyright 2005 Paolo Bisi
Second, the horrifying aspects of Galois’ dreams fit very well with the dreadful backdrop of Paris during the cholera epidemic of 1832 (almost 20,000 deaths in less than five months). They can be deeply related, both visually and metaphorically. In the last part of the story, Galois will go from visions to reality and back almost seamlessly. From the incomprehensible horrors of bodies left dead in the gutters of everyday Paris (Fig. 3) to the horrors of outlandish landscapes, incomprehensible and yet carrying the promise of being tamed—one day. I don’t yet know precisely how we’ll get there, but I do know that while lying in the grass waiting to die after the fatal duel, Galois will be in his visions, where he at last… well, I’ll tell you later what at last.
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Fig. 3. The cholera epidemic. Copyright 2005 Paolo Bisi.
Third, the surface detective story will also deal with the ideaspace. (I need a surface story to keep casual readers interested. The reason I’d like to tell this story is because of the characters involved; the reason most readers will—I hope—buy it is because of its surface.) One of the elements leading to the fatal duel will be a sub-sect of Saint-Simonians meddling with magic and architecture, trying to get a hold on the ideaspace. In a completely scientific way, of course. It is not as wacky as it sounds; much wackier ideas have been “scientifically” pursued in the eighteenth century (and they still are even in this century, for that matter).
Fourth, it will give me a way to let Galois and Héloïse interact. Because Galois is not alone in his visions. There is a woman. He doesn’t know who she is (she will eventually know who he is, but more about this later). She shouldn’t be there. She is distracting. She is enticing. She cannot be explained away. She is affecting his visions, making them… better? She is frightened, at least at the beginning. But then, slowly, they start to interact, to communicate. And the ideaspace changes with them. It is like a dance, a courting of ideas and souls, modifying their mindscape. He wants her to be there, he longs for her. He will take crucial decisions in crucial moments because of her; and she will learn a great deal from him. And in the end… well, I’ll tell you later what will happen in the end.

I’ll come back to Héloïse soon. But first I have to give a very rough synopsis of Galois’ half of the story. The starting point is the (historical) suicide of Nicholas, Galois’ father, in his Paris apartment. Apparently, Galois’ father killed himself because of a libel insulting his friends and relatives. The libel appeared under his name, while in reality it was written by a Jesuit who, for political reasons, wanted him to resign as mayor (I’m making a long story short). Galois, who loved his father dearly, is very much affected by his death; he cannot understand how could he kill himself. And indeed Dupin’s position is that he didn’t; there is no logical reason for it, the libel is too weak an excuse. The only logical possibility is that he was killed, and they (Dupin and Galois) have the responsibility to discover why, and by whom.

So the idea is to structure Galois’ half of the story as an investigation, which also somehow parallels his mathematical investigations. Galois and Dupin will discover that the building where Galois’ father lived in Paris was built according to particular mystical proportions and symmetries (which neatly fit with Galois’ discoveries about the symmetry group of an equation, and thus with the visual shape of the ideaspace he is traveling in) by a sub-sect of Saint-Simonians, who wanted to use the building as a starting point for the investigation of the ideaspace. To get into the ideaspace, they need to be in a very particular frame of mind; and to reach it, they are ready to use any possible means, starting from the shape of the building up to morbid rituals involving recently deceased Parisian citizens. Of course, they are doing all of this for the eventual benefit of humanity—and because they want to know what is there. (An important and difficult point here is that I don’t want them to be “bad guys”; they’re doing what they’re doing because they think it is the right thing to do. There are often very good reasons for doing opposite, and incompatible, things, and every choice is wrong—or right, depending on which side of the mirror you currently stand.)

Dupin’s and Galois’ conjecture is that Galois’ father was killed because he got in the way of the Saint-Simonians’ goals. So Galois wants to try and actually get in their way too, and this will lead to his imprisonment and eventually to the duel. 

We follow Galois’ investigations, prompted and guided by Dupin. The visions intensify, as well as Galois’ political involvement. All his actions become more intense, more passionate—and his frustration grows too. In a meeting of ardent republicans, he proposes his by now (in)famous toast “To the king!”, glass in one hand, dagger in the other. The next day he is arrested for defaming the king, his name suggested to the authorities by the Saint-Simonian sub-sect, who didn’t appreciate his meddling.  

In prison. A living nightmare. The horrifying beauty of his visions his only solace. She is there, too, in his visions. Dupin keeps investigating. Cholera rages throughout Paris. Unexpectedly, this helps Galois: he is released because of city health reasons. He comes out devastated. He keeps going because of his mathematics—and because of her. But she lives in his visions only. He confronts the Saint-Simonian sect, and their reaction leads to the duel. His visions merge with the hellish Parisian alleys ravaged by cholera. 

The night before the duel, he writes a few letters. 

All night long he had spent the fleeting hours feverishly dashing off his scientific last will and testament, writing against time to glean a few of the great things in his teeming mind before the death which he saw could overtake him. Time after time he broke off to scribble in the margin “I have not time; I have not time,” and passed on to the next frantically scrawled outline. What he wrote in those last desperate hours before the dawn will keep generations of mathematicians busy for hundreds of years. He had found, once and for all, the true solution of a riddle which had tormented mathematicians for centuries: under what conditions can an equation be solved?

(E.T. Bell, Men of Mathematics, 1937)

This famous description is historically inaccurate. Galois actually wrote just a résumé of his previous work, with some new remarks and further explanations (and indications of missing details that he had “not the time” to fill in), but the main mathematical core of his researches was contained in the memoirs he had already submitted to the French academy (where they were either rejected or lost). He also wrote a couple of short letters to friends, briefly explaining the reasons for the duel. (Which, in reality, had nothing to do with politics or the Saint-Simonians, but was apparently due to some quarrel over a girl: his first approach to sex led him to death. How poignant.) 

But here we are not interested (that much) in the historical Galois. We can however use this feverish sleepless night to bring him to the final merging of his own two realities. In an abandoned field at the outskirts of Paris, alone; and in moving waves of unfathomable symmetries, with her. Dupin arrives too late to save him, to tell him how he found out beyond any shadow of doubt that Nicholas Galois killed himself, possibly because the peculiar structure of the building he lived in had a magnifying effect on his depression. It was no direct fault of the Saint-Simonian sub-sect. The suffering, the prison, the duel: it has all been for nothing. (Or has it?)

Galois’ story will be intertwined with Héloïse’s story, in such a way that main events in one story will be reflected (distorted, magnified, symmetrized—if such a word actually exists) in the other. Héloïse (Fig. 4) is about thirty years old, a high-school mathematics teacher in modern day Paris. 
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Fig. 4. Héloïse. Copyright 2005 Paolo Bisi
Yes, I know Héloïse well, nobody better than me, I think. We’ve been best friends since first grade… A funny little mouse she was—and then look at the beauty she became! But she always kept her mousy ways, somehow… mostly just doing what was expected of her. Even though stubborn to the bone sometimes she was, mind you, when she really wanted something there was no keeping her back. Look at the way she got François. All us girls drooling after him, and who got the prize? Mousy Lise! Unassuming, unpretending Mousy Lise… but she had more than good looks on her side. And I’m not only talking about her brains, even though she had a lot of it, and François had always admired that. She was, you know, a bit wild in bed. Just an eensy-teensy bit wild, François wouldn’t have liked real wild, just enough to get him hooked. And hooked he was! He’s always been faithful to her since then, and he could have had all the girls he wanted. Five years older than us, good looks, very good prospects before and that incredible job of his after…    

Maybe it was that freak streak in her. Everybody’s best girl, respectful, studious, polite, never a worry for her parents or teachers… and then bang! She went and did something completely outrageous, like that, out of the blue. And she was awfully proud of that, whatever that was, ready to defend it against the whole world. You know that when she was sixteen she got a piercing on her left nipple? Incredible. And her mathematics! She wanted to be a mathematician, for heavens’ sake! A mathematician! Can you believe that? Not even François could dissuade her—well, eventually he did, but you know what I mean, their daughter wasn’t exactly what you’d call expected… She had to cope with that, and she did, you have to grant her that. François was wonderful; they got married right away, and then he bought that wonderful apartment… he is a big shot now, you know, in that financial firm, what’s-its-name… a lot of work, but he is good, I can tell you. Why Héloïse wanted to go teaching is over my head. With her house, and her husband, I’d just stay home the whole day… and night… It must have been that freak streak in her. But she is a very good mother, I grant her that, and they tell me she is a good teacher too.    

No, I don’t see her that much anymore. With her work, and her daughter, and her house, and her husband, she has no time for her old friends, or at least so she says… Happy? Is she happy? What kind of question is that? Of course, she is! I would like to have her house, and her husband! Look at the place I am forced to live now; this is not what I expected when I met Henri… Héloïse got François first, and Henri was his best friend then… She got the better deal, she did, don’t get me started about Henri, you’d better not… She’d better be happy! Don’t you think so?

(Excerpts of an interview with Denise Marchand, Ici Paris, 2004) 
Héloïse lives, together with her husband and her six-year-old daughter, in the same apartment Galois’ father lived in. She wanted to become a professional mathematician, and she was quite good at it, but during grad school she got pregnant, and you know how these things go. She found herself at home caring for the baby while her soon-to-be husband worked his way up in a financial firm. As soon as she could, she got a temporary position as a high-school teacher, but it is not what she had hoped to become. Her life is shades of gray. She is a good teacher, she is a good mother, she tries to be a good wife—and this leaves no time for her own needs and desires. Which is something her husband doesn’t understand, doesn’t even imagine could be a problem. In his own terms, he thinks he is a good husband; he just doesn’t get it.

Héloïse (possibly because of the building they live in) has a recurrent dream; not often, but often enough. She dreams of another, incoherent, formless, horrible yet beautiful place. With possibly somebody else there. A shadow. An incoherent formless alluring shadow.

This is her life: her daughter, her work, her house, her husband, sometimes the dreams. And then an old friend, Antoine, shows up. 

CHEVALIER, ANTOINE (1973) Born in Toulouse on May 4, 1973, of Louis Chevalier, journalist, and Marie Lagrange, secretary in a law firm. A brilliant student, he was accepted at the École Normale in 1991. There, he received his doctorat in Mathematics in 1998, under the direction of Prof. François Berteloot. His ground-breaking work on the application of novel algebraic techniques to the study of holomorphic dynamical systems won him a Post-Doctoral fellowship at the University of California, Berkeley, for the years 1999-2000, and then a 4-year position as assistant professor at the Institute for Advanced Study, Princeton. In 2005 he accepted a permanent associate professorship at the Institut Henri Poincaré in Paris; he is now one of the youngest professors at the Institut. Besides doing mathematics, he likes walking the streets of Paris at night, and folding unreal origami shapes.

(American Mathematical Monthly, vol. 127, 2005, p. 327)    

Antoine and Héloïse were grad students together, then she got pregnant, his post-doc took him to the States, and they lost contact. After a few years abroad, he landed the position in Paris, and now here he is.   They meet, they start talking, and it is like the most natural thing, as though time hadn’t passed. He inquires about her mathematics (which had something to do with Galois theory); she was doing quite a good work at the time, and since then nobody else has gone in the same direction which now looks even more promising than before, why doesn’t she give it another try? She must complete her work; she can do it!

She hesitates, but eventually she decides to try. And as soon as she reenters mathematics, she realizes how much she missed it. To be in a world she feels as her own, where success can be achieved, if ever, by her own efforts only, where she doesn’t depend on anybody and nobody depends on her… But doing mathematics requires time, time that must be taken off the rest of her life. Her husband doesn’t understand, he feels rejected, he feels jealous—their sex life suffers. 

At the same time, the dreams become stronger, more structured. She is afraid, and attracted. She is no fool; she soon understands the connection between coming back to mathematics and the dreams. The formless presence she sensed before becomes more and more concrete, and finally she recognizes him, Galois. They do not talk, in the dreams; they communicate by manipulating the landscape in ways they later translate into mathematics (and ideas, and emotions). She knows his story (all mathematicians do), and she knows he is going to die soon. Or is he already dead? After all, it is only a dream, isn’t it? It just doesn’t feel like a dream anymore. 

One way to look at rationality in dreams is to classify different levels of lucidity. At the highest level, the dreamer would not only be aware of dreaming, but also possess complete understanding of the implications of this knowledge, and would behave in accordance with that understanding on all levels from thought to action. The lowest, minimal level of lucidity would be realization of dreaming, but without understanding how dreaming is different from waking, and without acting on the lucidity at all, mistaking events, characters and consequences with those from waking life. Yet, degrees of rationality vary from moment to moment in dreams, so that one wishing to use a scale of levels of lucidity would have to rate each decision, action, or response of the dreamer independently. Averaging the lucidity levels in a dream might be a way of establishing a lucidity "score" for the dream. All of this is for future research to decide.

(Lynne Levitan, A Fool's Guide to Lucid Dreaming, NIGHTLIGHT 6(2), Summer, 1994)
Héloïse accepts the dreams, as she has accepted all that has happened to her in her life: her daughter, her husband’s decisions, Antoine’s suggestion of going back to mathematics… It’s one of the reasons I think Galois and Héloïse complement one another so well. Galois is all action, he tries as much as he can to steer his life in the direction he wants. Héloïse, instead, is led by her life; she tries to make the best of what happens, but she almost never tries to make things go in the direction she’d like them to go. On the other hand, Galois is unable to organize his life and his efforts in a productive way, while Héloïse knows all about organizing things (as almost any woman who works and is also a mother and a wife does). 

She cannot talk with her husband about the mathematics, or about the dreams either. They become more and more estranged, even though on the surface apparently nothing has changed. And then it happens. The husband is away, Antoine is there, they start talking, drinking, they become intimate, they end up in bed.

She finds in him something that up to that moment she almost didn’t know was missing. Her mathematics, her lover… she now has a life of her own, it doesn’t matter what is going to happen, it doesn’t matter how difficult it is, this is what she needs now. Even though managing her life has become a nightmare. Keeping all the elements of her life together and separated at the same time is almost impossible, but she doesn’t know how (and doesn’t want) to leave anything behind. 
Then, possibly because of the properties of the building, her husband discovers something—and a crisis is precipitated. He doesn’t want to lose her (or to give her more space either—she’s always had, I’ve always given her, enough space, haven’t I? I didn’t do anything to deserve this!). He just wants things as they were. He throws away her mathematics. He doesn’t know what he did wrong—he honestly tries to understand, but he cannot. Again, he is not a bad person, he is trying to do his best; but sometimes the best leads in the wrong direction. And I don’t want to be preachy; I hope to portray them as realistically as I can, with their strengths and their weaknesses, and not as role models to follow or despise.

In a particularly harsh row, he hits her—for the first and only time. She falls down, loses consciousness, and finds herself in the dream. Galois is there; he is dying, hit by a bullet in the chest, the morning of the duel. She approaches him; they touch. They embrace, they make love. Giving, at last, to somebody who understands. Content, in a moment they both want to be in. She gives him recognition at last, in the fully corporeal instinctive and fulfilling way that only a woman can give to a man; and he gives her the strength to steer herself at last (and no, I’m not going to say “as only a man can give to a woman”, because first it is not true, and second, one should not stretch one’s rhetorical arguments too far; but Galois is the right person to give her that strength in that precise moment). At the end of his life, Galois finally obtains what he has most desired, and he gives her what she has most needed. Maybe it is a vision, or just a dream, or maybe it is actually real, in an outlandish Fomenko-Little Nemo way, it doesn’t matter; his life ended as he wanted it to, and her life started again, as she hadn’t let herself imagine it could. 

She awakens in a hospital: head concussion, nothing serious. When she leaves the hospital, she leaves her husband too, taking her daughter with her. She doesn’t move in with Antoine, at least not yet. She wants to be in charge of her life, now; she’s dreamed of it long enough. And she leaves something else in the hospital; she consciously decides to. She doesn’t need it anymore. Her piercing. It was on her left nipple. Over her heart. In the shape of a small, but perfectly recognizable, bullet. 

The End
September 20, 2005
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