Chapter Dislike
 
"I don't like you at all."
 
This was what a little boy told me at the age of five (he was eight) upon overhearing my parents joke and his parents not joke that perhaps we should be betrothed. I recall staring at him in response and then utterly ignoring him. I shall repeat his affirmation to you, my reader:
 
I don't like you at all. 
 
Perhaps because I know exactly why you are reading this. You might be someone who sees in my story a beautiful metaphor for your own existence. This annoys and disturbs me. That you believe your life is even remotely similar offends my senses. You might want to appear deep to whatever thing or person you're hoping to maneuver into shackled marriage or uncommitted bed. You might think this book is very sad and therefore good and therefore should be read by you. 
 
 You might be some silly person who will read my book because everyone else reads it. And I know everyone will read this book because I'm both famous and rich. I'm also reclusive and am quite aware that my resistance to interviews has only piqued your most base interest all the more. You read this book because it contains things that you all want to know about me and are not available elsewhere. 
 
My triumph is that this book will be given to spoiled and destructive little brats in an attempts to teach them some lesson about life. This book will be foisted upon idle and uninterested students by optimistic instructors.
 
Though I must say I do feel a smaller measure of dislike to those who are forced to read this book. After all, you can't help it. Just know that I don't want you to read this either, I hope that comforts you. But not too much.
 
So why a book? Because while I have no friends I find  the act of writing very friendly. I write this because I like to and because I know it will inspire some very stupid individuals to imitate me by isolating themselves. And in their attempted isolation they think they will become the sort of romantic and tragic figure their boring little lives could never produce. 
 
And finally, I write because I've had a lifetime of analysis on me and wish to respond on my own terms. So many articles and so much speculation has been given over the years, but none by me. One doctor, a robotic one no less, suggested that perhaps my condition would not have manifested if I had not been such an absolutely wretched child, that this was the product of an antisocial person, carried out to its amazing end:  a person who would cause death to everyone she met. 
 
I remember reading that and thinking, "Who on earth is more wretched than a robot?" The most wretched thing to me is being dominated by random and inapplicable rules and traditions and robots are perpetually just so.
 
However, I assure you that my predicament is not my doing. I might wish ill will towards many people at the moment but as a child I wished nothing to anyone at all and I think this is still my major mode of thinking. I was mostly concerned with reading what I liked and taking long baths with several toys and perhaps playing with Beau when I thought of it. I was a rather thoughtless child in that I didn’t consider my predicament at all, I was mostly concerned with having my way and being left in peace to do what I liked. What my parents did for my very distant future was their business. This preoccupation with my future husband was their obsession and tended to keep them out of my way. As such, it was a relationship that served very well for the parties concerned, as best could be expected when there was no love between me and my parents.

My illness has several names, nearly every doctor who has treated me has wanted to make his stain on the book of history not only by curing me but also by naming my disease after themselves or their spouse or their dog or their favorite snack food. Several have named it for me, which I prefer, of course. After all, I'm the person that has to be annoyed by it. Therefore, I will refer to is as Artemisia to anything. I have noticed that they have, without exception, always used my first name, I think this is nothing more than because "Del Vecchio" sounds less appropriate. After all, my given name ends with a "-ia" as if it is already an infection of some kind.  But they also give this same name to other aspects of my condition. If you inhale the particles that I exhale then that too is Artemisia. The particles them selves are referred to as bits of Artemisia. 
 
So, there is Artemisia the person, and Artemisia the condition, and finally, the affect upon other people is Artemisia as well. If I happen to breathe Artemisia on you, you will have Artemisia, and you will also have met me, Artemisia, who "suffers" from Artemisia. I should note that only the most fanciful of my doctors refer to it this way, delighting in the various metaphors. I cannot tell you how annoying it is to be thought of as a metaphor, which I will discuss in depth later.
 
But I don't think "disease" is the proper word for it. Perhaps "syndrome" is more apt. Disease signifies that I have some extreme discomfort with my situation. But on the contrary, I seem to be the only person absolutely immune.


