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There was a monster in my bed

We French kissed on a subway train
He tore my clothes right off
He ate my heart and then he ate my brain

There inevitably comes a time in one’s life, at least once, when passion, a carnal call to action, takes 
over. Becomes rampant. An überwill to be sublimated, subsumed, debased, consumed. To be torn 
apart, guts oozing their sickly liquids, to the point where the dissolution of boundaries, of bodies, is 
considered complete. Taking an Eraserhead to something only for something else to take its place. 
After all, opposites attract. 

In the 1980s, the French psychoanalyst Didier Anzieu coined the term le Moi-peau, or the Skin-Ego, 
which posits this thinnest of membranes with a psychic function, a barrier between internal 
subjectivity and everything else that lies outside that spectrum. For him, barriers and limits are 
necessary to quell immoderate types of behaviour, to allow the narcissistic, immature and borderline 
personalities that seem to proliferate in this late 20th century and onwards, to negotiate the treacherous 
terrain of the real vs fantasy. But what happens if there’s a leak, if this ‘skin’ is rubbed too thin and 
bursts, like a spent condom?

It’s like when la pianiste, desire pulsing, cunt throbbing after being slashed with care, must keep her 
passion at bay, but still she can’t help but gorge herself on used Kleenex, sticky and rigid with cum, 
the freshness of their shelf date notwithstanding. I think I stopped taking piano lessons soon after.

Keep on moving. The infamous scene of Isabelle Adjani aka Anna aka Helen losing her shit in an 
underground passage might just be it. Hissy fit 101. A physical, mental, spiritual full-throated, full 
throttle breakdown to crown them all. White vomit waterfalling from mouth, blood gushing from ears 
and between her legs, pooling together with the gunk of broken eggs, spilled milk and piss. Milk and 
eggs, those forever symbols of new life and sustenance, swirl and become indiscernible from filth. 
Whatever is going there, a miscarriage of faith as it’s been called, the supposed innocence of those 
material ingredients is tarnished. Plus, the slimy, seductive, tentacled sex monster at the dark, 
paranoid heart of the story is a centrifugal force to be reckoned with, one in need of a second skin, 
having beforehand sucked out and spat out the remains of its prior dweller. Sleeping with monsters 
seems to have that effect, desire breeds disgust, ruin and rot, but at least it keeps the drabness of 
banality (or maybe I mean reality?) at bay. A lust for blood, for a pulse. Getting lost and suffering in 
the process might just be the only way to stay alive.  



Sometimes after we fuck he gets delirious & says childlike phrases that almost rhyme & approach 
poetic sense; his head seems to pivot on its axis &, twitching, he loses consciousness.

This space feels sweaty, and it’s not just because of the central heating or the condensation of heaving 
bodies, pressing up close to each other. A wrought-iron princess daybed (Julien Ceccaldi, Sweaty 
Bedsheet) could be cutesy were it not for the fevered wet dream nightmares leaking out of it. It stands 
as a gateway to a topsy-turvy world where real love is so unattainable that death becomes the ultimate 
sex bomb. Part of the accoutrement belonging to Solito, a childish, sex-obsessed 30-year-old virgin 
and one of the stars of Ceccaldi’s manga, this accessoire is an all-too-prominent reminder of the 
fleeting nature of so-called happiness, of the perverse and morbid core of unrequited love and its 
sidekick – shame.

Cruelty abounds, scratching away at the surface. This is literally the case with the grainy image of a 
young naked man (Sam Lipp, Cruelty), reclining, legs splayed, most likely fondling himself, rapid 
hand gestures not so dissimilar to the marks left on the linen canvas after it has been scoured with 
steel wool. Abrasions in themselves are not life-threatening; to me, this is as close as it gets to having 
your mouth washed out with soap, dirty words, dirty thoughts wrenched out of a pristine body. 
Epidermal layers flake, but that’s what makes the image stick, sinking deeper into the material ground. 
Across the wall, another body lies flattened (Billy Coulthurst, Untitled), this time bracketed by the 
glitchy squiggles so ubiquitous of an U-bahn seat, a cushion for your world-weary ass. Brace yourself. 
It may be advisable to take up the foetal position. In any case though, ground, figure and foreground 
are levelled, collapsed. 

If this is the case, and (skin) barriers are no more, then the faint graphite marks on two pieces of non-
descript archival paper (Bernadette Van-Huy) may indeed harbour stars, parrots, gorillas, seashells 
and the like. A flurry of a-signifying marks floating freely, no anchor in sight. Yet I wonder if the 
outline of a revolver (Stars, Magnetic Poles) can cause pain, instil flesh wounds, the +++ and --- 
producing real crimson liquid with a metallic aftertaste. It’s all a bit slapstick, really, but also tinged 
with a shadow of sadness. Could the ageing sag of a linen canvas really claim to be Happier than 
Ever (Sofia Defino Leiby)? A few rudimentary oil marks that streak the blemished canvas, pointing to 
nothing but themselves. 

Tradition would have it that the monster is always the anti-hero, so what we are privy to here is a 
distinct, communal lack of heroism. It’s a vicious cannibalistic circle, but one that feels so good.

And love can be monstrous, too, lovers can devour each other … 

- Anya Harrison

*All quotes in italics pillaged with gratitude from Lady Gaga, Ariana Reines and Charlie Fox. 


