Chapter 7
Resilient Bodies, Residual Effects:
Closing Remarks and Perspectives
for Further Research

The Recollection of a Poem
To say nothing, do nothing, mark time, to bend, to straighten up, to blame oneself, to
stand, to go toward the window, to change one’s mind in the process, to return to one’s
chair, to stand again, to go to the bathroom, to close the door, to then open the door, to go
to the kitchen, to not eat nor drink, to return to the table, to be bored, to take a few steps on
the rug, to come close to the chimney, to look at it, to find it dull, to turn left until the
main door, to come back to the room, to hesitate, to go on, just a bit, a trifle, to stop, to
pull the right side of the curtain, then the other side, to stare at the wall. […]
To rise early, to hurry down to the driveway, to look for the paper, take it out from its
yellow bag, to read on the front-page WAR, to notice that WAR takes half a page, to feel
a shiver down the spine, to tell that that’s it, to know that they dared, that they jumped the
line, to read that Baghdad is being bombed, to envision a rain of fire, to hear the noise, to
be heart-broken, to stare at the trees, to go up slowly while reading, to come back to the
front-page, read WAR again, to look at the word as if it were a spider, to feel paralyzed,
to look for help within oneself, to know helplessness, to pick up the phone, to give up, to
get dressed, to look through the windows, to suffer from the day’s beauty, to hate to death
the authors of such crimes, to realize that it’s useless to think, to pick up the purse, to go
down the stairs, to see people smashed to a pulp, to say yes indeed the day is beautiful,
not to know anything, to go on walking, to take notice of people’s indifference towards
each other. […] (Etel Adnan, 2014b: 275)

