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To my followers



Note on How to Read QR Codes

With an iPhone

1. Connect to WiFi.

2. Open the Camera app.

3. Select camera photo mode. Line up your device with 
the QR code. Your device will read it and display a 
notification on the top of your screen.

4. Click on the notification to open the link associated 
with the QR code.

With an Android Phone

1. Connect to WiFi.

2. Open GoogleLens (the square icon resembling a 
camera, in Google Assistant).

3. Line up your device with the QR code.

4. Wait until a blue dot appears in the center of the QR 
code.

5. Click on the blue dot to open the content for the QR 
code.

If your telephone cannot read QR codes, we suggest 
downloading a QR code reading application from the 
Apple store (iPhone) or from Google Play Store (Android).



This will never end ‘cause I want more
More, give me more

Karin Dreijer, “If I Had a Heart” 

Without my legs or my hair
Without my genes or my blood

With no name and with no type of story
Where do I live?

Tell me, where do I exist?

SOPHIE, “Immaterial” 

Mukbang’s Spotify musical playlist.
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I realized she wasn’t my mother when she told me that I scared 
her. We were at our cottage. I’d just come out of the water. I was 
wrapping myself in a beach towel that she was holding out to 
me — stiffly. That’s when she said it, the words barely audible.

“You scare me.”

I have no idea why. I never found out what made her say 
those words. But as soon as she did, I felt a crack open up 
between us. From that moment on, she began to talk about me 
in a hushed voice. To my aunt, and my father. She rarely looked 
me in the eye anymore. She avoided touching me, putting her 
arms around me.

They say that fear is the enemy of love.

She never loved me. Nor did my father. It’s not that they ever 
hoped I’d die: they didn’t care, they were indifferent to whether 
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or not I lived. My existence was a vague disturbance. It meant 
almost nothing to them.

Does a child exist if she doesn’t mean anything to her 
parents?

But if their gaze never landed on me, there was another that 
was always there: that of the screen.

*

At home, the blue and white 1998 iMac was 
a reassuring presence. It filled the emptiness of 
weeks when my constantly busy parents left me 
alone. A large square box with a curved screen, a 
humming tower that emitted a lovely warmth. At 

once friend, refuge and guardian. Time flowed smoothly in its 
company. I felt that the computer was watching over me, that it 
wanted me to be happy. It seemed obvious: it delighted me like 
nothing else could. 

I was three years old when Google taught me the definition 
of love. “A feeling of deep affection.” I immediately thought of 
the Mac.

*

At daycare, if they wanted to punish us, they took away our 
mouse. Forbade us to play until the next day. Two days some-
times, depending on the seriousness of the deed. They con-
demned us to drawing, making puppets, and other dull activities.

I don’t remember having infringed upon the rules. The 
thought of losing access to the computer horrified me to the 
point where I tried to disappear, be forgotten and overlooked. 
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I would never talk too loud; I’d always pretend to sleep at nap-
time, and eat every last crumb of my snack. I would do anything 
to ensure my continuing contact with the screen; I would be 
irreproachable. I was the one whose name everyone forgot, 
even if I was the best-behaved child, because I was the best- 
behaved. I played that role so that they would leave me alone 

with my CD-ROMS. Adibou, The Zombinis, 
Peter, The Lion King and other universes with 
their familiar music. I knew every last bird 
perched in the trees of each scene, greeted each 
character as if they were my neighbours. Lost in 

my corner of the playroom, I went about clicking until I had 
travelled through every single tableau, every make-believe 
world available in the daycare’s modest collection. There 
weren’t enough, they needed to buy more, a lot more.

*

I would have liked to have a sister, or even a brother. I often 
asked my parents for one, but I guess they had enough to man-
age with me and with their jobs in those downtown office tow-
ers. A project manager and an actuary. Constantly in meetings 
or on the edge of a burnout.

My cousin Jen, a year younger than me, was kind of like 
the sister I never had. My uncle and aunt were always away on 
business trips and she was often at our house for many days 
in a row. My parents endlessly compared me to her. Jen was 
as well-behaved as I was, but she also knew how to entertain 
herself with nothing. She was resourceful, active and creative. 
She fashioned animals out of modelling dough, opened books 
without anyone urging her to do so, took gymnastics ever 
Saturday afternoon and made necklaces. She played video 
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games too, but she did so “in moderation.” She knew when 
to stop.

I pretended to love my cousin. It seemed impossible to me 
that a sane person could resist the urge to keep playing, over 
and over. Her self-control struck me as improbable. Even incon-
ceivable. I decided that she just wanted to give the impression 
that she was better than me, to earn my parents’ admiration. And 
it worked.

*

I already felt back then that life outside a computer screen 
was dull and predictable and that my disappointment would 
only get worse. I’d made my choice. Trade the mediocrity of the 
physical world for the effervescence of virtual reality. That is 
where I would spend my life.

On the screen, situations acquired a sort of 
growing density and meaning; new things were 
constantly happening. It was impossible to get 
tired of this. 

My father brought new games home from his office, at least 
one new discovery a month. I grew and changed along with the 
latest refinements in 3D animation, constantly experiencing 
new worlds through these pixelized panoramas. I was the 
 warrior, the motorcyclist, the rocket pilot, the 
fashion designer and the witch. Despite my mul-
tiple deaths, I always came back and started 
again, invincible and proud, as if nothing had 
ever happened. I had an infinite number of lives. 
I had everything in my favour, and I always won 
in the end.
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A feeling of power and plenitude that I had to keep going at 
all cost.

*

When I played Sims, I created families who 
were thin. I put them in slums and then enriched 
them with codes.

I went into construction mode and trans-
formed the shanty town into a gothic castle. I installed a high-
tech fridge and an industrial gas stove.

I turned on the play mode. I made them eat, constantly. Even 
when their appetite level radiated with satisfaction, I made them 
finish the food on their plates.

Devoured: a bag of chips, ice cream, cereal.

Ordered: pizza, caterer.

I had them sit in front of the television or the 
computer to make sure they maintained their new 
thick padding. I wanted to feel the satisfaction of 
a woman who sees her farm animals grow fatter.

But my Sims wouldn’t get fat.

They remained unchanged. Offensively thin.

I had one goal. That they died fat. That they exploded. I 
wished I could push them to the limit, go all the way to the end 
of my power over them.

Finally, weary, I drowned them 
in swimming pools without lad-
ders or by immolated them in fiery 
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kitchens from which I’d removed the doors. I always had the 
last word.

*

Halloween, 2005. Back from a successful evening of 
trick-or-treating.

I’m an Egyptian queen. My cousin chose to dress as 
Aphrodite. She always has to be better, more beautiful than me.

I’m on a sugar high. I sing over the computer-
ized voice: I’m a gummy bear/Yes, I’m a gummy 
bear/Oh I’m a yummy tummy funny lucky gummy 
bear. 

I ask Jen where she bought the album.

“It’s not a CD, Kim. Helloooo! Wake up!”

As she says this, she clicks on her computer, exiting the 
northern lights screensaver. And behold: YouTube. A plain-look-
ing site, its red and white logo shaped like a “play” button. But: 
in the middle of the page, a baby bear skips and jumps around 
in a little box, from one background to another, like in a video 
game. He’s 3D, gelatinous and green. I am hypnotized.

Jen interrupts this clip and goes to the next, 
and then the next after that. Dozens of clips, from 
the most amateur to the slickest, a real hodge-
podge. Gwen, Fergie, Kelly, Christina. Everyone 
is there. Everyone who counts.

“How much does that cost?”

“Nothing. It’s free.”
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I’m stunned. Jen clicks on “Toxic.” Powerful 
chords start up. Britney wiggles her way down an 
airplane cabin. I’d never seen this videoclip; my 
parents had removed MusiquePlus and Teletoon 
from our cable service, judging them to be bland 
and tasteless. I develop an instant crush on the 
lovely blond man Britney kisses in the plane’s 
bathroom.

“Do they have Shakira?”

Three seconds later, we hear the first notes 
on panpipes from “Whenever, Wherever,” and 
Shakira emerges from the sea like a Latina Venus.

Unlike other years, we never finish sorting our 
candies. Instead, we wolf down YouTube. I go 
home early. Don’t bother taking off my make-up or my tunic. I 
put on my headphones and turn on the family computer, con-
nect to the Internet.

I unwrap one candy after another while watch-
ing J.Lo, Rihanna, Plain White T’s, Snoop Dog, 
Nelly Furtado, Red Hot Chili Peppers, Fergie, Justin 
Timberlake, Pink, Linkin Park, Ciara, OneRepublic, 
Avril Lavigne, Carrie Underwood, Akon. 

The next day, after 233 videoclips, an emptied bag of 
Halloween candy and absolutely no sleep, I have a level of 
energy I’ve never experienced before, a mix of carbohydrates 
flowing through my veins and the buzz from the audiovisual 
orgy. 

My eyes are wide open, ready to devour more. My brain is 
pulsing, filled with adrenaline. I’m overwhelmed. A perpetual 
stream of new stuff, right here, at the click of a mouse.
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As we are eating breakfast, my father tells me that I have 
already gone over the bandwidth limit for the month of November.

*

Sunday morning, to shut my parents up, I join my cousin at the 
recreation centre. I’ve always been terrible at tennis and I’m not 
getting any better. I send my weak serves across the net, with only 
one thing on my mind: in an hour and a half, I will be back home. 
I can go back to spending the afternoon immersed in videoclips.

*

Despite the restrictions that my parents try to enforce, I’m 
always on YouTube. I’ve found the area of the Internet where 
things are the most alive, where life is in full swing, and more 
and more content is available. No matter how many videos I’ve 

watched, there are always more to discover. Like 
a bottomless bag of candy. “Boulevard of Broken 
Dreams,” “Hollaback Girl,” “Don’t Cha,” 
“Everytime We Touch,” “Feel Good Inc.,” 
“GoldDigger,” “How WE DO,” “Hung Up,” “My 

Humps,” “Numb, Rich,” “Unwritten,” “We Be Burnin’”…

Minutes and seconds on the progress bars turn into hours. Song 
lyrics engrave themselves in my brain. I sing them inaudibly, nod 
to the rhythm of each tune, absorb the choreography of each video.

From this moment on, I exist in a continuum. As soon as 
one cycle ends, another automatically begins, seemingly cus-
tom-made, tailored to my desires. YouTube knows me better 
than anyone else. 

*
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The gym reeks of rubber, shoe soles and sweat. From the 
other side of the net Jen sends me a serve, letting out a little 
shriek. She’s flushed, giving it all she’s got.

My racket’s in the air, I’m zooming to the side, trying to halt 
the course of the ball. It flies all the way to the back of the room, 
bouncing across the other tennis courts.

“You hit way too hard!”

“Nope, it’s just that you suck!”

Jen bursts out laughing. Sends me another serve, this one 
even more violent. The ball whistles past my ears.

The final score is 23 to zero. She tries to shake my hand but 
I refuse. 

“You don’t play fair. You don’t give me a chance to return 
your serves. You serve like a maniac.”

“Oh, stop! You’re just a poor loser. That’s exactly what the 
goal is: you don’t want to give the other person the chance to 
respond.”

*

On the web, things return. Even when you think they are 
lost forever, they can always be traced; they never completely 
disappear.

On the web, everything is immortal.

I open a Piczo page to archive my crushes. 
“The temple of hotties.”

I begin with pictures of Matthew 
Felker, Britney’s gorgeous blond 
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boyfriend. He is soon joined by Michael Pitt, Cillian Murphy, 
Heath Ledger, Jared Leto and Travis Fimmel.

As these images are uploading, I publish fan fiction from 
Lord of the Rings on the forum ElijahLove.net. I never read 
anyone else’s stories.

I go to this temple every day, add a photograph and send a 
little prayer in the form of a heart emoji. One day I will run into 
them on the red carpet.

*

My mother is looking at my report card. Her lips are pinched. 
I know which mark is bothering her. 

I got an 80% in Geography.

First time I’m below average.

“No more of that. Otherwise, you can say goodbye to the 
computer.”

“But is it really such a big deal?”

She leans forward and looks me in the eyes, her face super 
serious.

“How do you think successful people make it in life? With 
below-average marks? If you don’t excel, you won’t get any-
where. You’ll end up washing dishes in a restaurant. I’m saying 
this for your good. You’ll thank me later.”

*

My mother on the phone with my geography teacher. My ear 
against her bedroom door.
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“What does Kim like? Um, it’s hard to say. She’s very 
reserved. Secretive, even. Yes, with us as well. She likes...um, 
playing on her computer. And going to the cottage. Yes, she 
likes to swim in the lake.”

A pause.

“She doesn’t really have any. No, no actual passions. Whims, 
more like. Her tastes change from one week to another.”

An even longer pause.

“Yes, it’s true, she’s pretty much a loner. Mmmm-hmmm. Of 
course, I understand. Mmmm-hmmm. I’ll keep an eye on that. 
Thank you very much for your time. Same to you, have a nice 
evening.”

My mother hangs up. A sigh. I say nothing, behave as if I 
haven’t heard a thing.

*

My mother doesn’t get me.

And yet, it seems to me that I’m easy enough to pin down. 
Proof: I keep redoing the personality tests I find online and my 
results never change.

– Hogwarts House: Ravenclaw

– Patronus: Dolphin

– Middle-earth race: Dunedin

– Character on Buffy: Faith

– Actor to marry: Ryan Gosling, and then Elijah Wood 
(I cheated because I was too disappointed)

– BFF actress: Emma Stone (yay!)



MUKBANG

12

– Aura: green

– Personality type: Campaigner (ENFP)

– Main type of intelligence: spatial (existen-
tial in second place)

– Ideal city: Copenhagen

– Ideal job: interior designer

– Disney Princess: Aurora

– Flower: peony

– Divinity: Hecate

– Mythical creature: phoenix

*

The weeks go by imperceptibly, a long uninterrupted spool 
of tape. The world comes to me on command and fills me up. 
I can go without sleep. My brain constantly stimulated. My ear-
drums get saturated with rhythm, and then continue to vibrate in 
silence. As long as my computer is plugged in, I’m on.

*

My cousin calls me again, to ask about tennis. I haven’t 
played for more than three Sundays now. But so what? Why 
would someone want to tear me from the computer screen? 
I’m looking forward to Christmas, when I can go into a total 
immersion.

I hate any sort of intrusion on my most perfect relationship. 
Anything that pulls me away is an enemy. Homework to do, a bus 
to catch, the mother who reminds me to empty the dishwasher, 
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the father who nags me to clean up my room. I have to stay up to 
date with the latest videoclips, the most recent 
Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie interviews, the new 
beauty channels that are coming out.

Jen says I have a problem, that I should be 
invited on My Strange Addiction, I’m so bad. “She spends her 
days in front of a computer and no longer has a social life, 
Ladies and Gentlemen, the internet addict, Kim Delorme, hello 
and welcome to the show!” 

*

As far as my parents are concerned, I am excessive and I’ve 
always been like that. With me, it’s all or nothing. I drink up all 
the juice boxes before anyone else gets a chance to have one, take 
three baths a day, return to a movie theatre to watch the same film 
five times. This intensity of mine, they feel, borders on obsession.

I object, try to defend myself.

“But I get good marks at school!”

“School and your computer — that’s not a life. Your cousin does 
well at school and she participates in sports and painting classes...”

In their eyes, I’m only doing the minimum, and it’s not 
enough. I should move more, show some initiative, develop 
passions and personal projects, and find a way to impress peo-
ple. They cultivate things to be proud of; I should do the same.

And yet, I know I don’t lack ambition.

*

My mother thinks I don’t eat well. Another thing. Salt, fat, 
processed stuff. Chocolate croissants and Eggo waffles for 
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breakfast, Pillsbury Pizza Pops and creamy cheddar Gattuso 
soups at lunchtime. It’s not food. It’s hardly even fuel. What it 
is good for is making you fat. She says that once I gain weight 
it will be difficult to shed.

Impossible. My metabolism is way too fast. 
Look at my hip bones, at my fists. I’m made small. 
According to my cousin, who is fairly pudgy for 
an athlete, I have the frame of an anorexic cat.

And besides, the screen makes me hungry. The shiny colours, 
the melted textures, the deep-fried American 
accents all give me an appetite. I move between 
the fridge and the keyboard, between the crunch-
iness of chips and the rich smoothness of ice 
cream, depending on my mood and my quests.

*

My dad, the head of a computer programming team, deplores 
the fact that I go over the maximum screen time recommended 
by Health Canada every single day. From one minute to the 
next, I could start having convulsions, or vomiting or...lose my 
mind. Do I want to end up in Emergency?

It’s too much. It’s unhealthy, dangerous. It’s bad for my eyes, 
my spine, my heart and my brain. My intestines too, compromised 
by my poor posture, hunched over like a vulture. 
It’s no surprise I’m always constipated. My father 
tells me about the 16-year-old Japanese kid who 
recently died after gaming non-stop for 36 hours.

“You’re not far off, kiddo.”

*
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Today at 3:39 p.m.

Jen

Hey there! You don’t seem too keen on 
playing tennis. Do you want to go shop-
ping instead? I miss you!

I don’t answer her text. A response would open up a conver-
sation, and I don’t feel like talking anymore. Not with her, nor 
with anyone else either.

At school at lunchtime I go sit at the foot of 
the Christmas tree in the courtyard, with my cell. 
Tetris helps me pass the ninety minutes before the 
next bell.

Sometimes at night I get on MSN to chat with JaredLetoReal, 
making myself believe that it’s the real Jared Leto.

*

They want to know what I want for Christmas. It seems to 
me that it should be obvious. A portable computer, unlimited 
bandwidth, a pair of decent headphones. My parents resist. 
They buy me a pink gold Tiffany necklace.

I sell it on Banco and go shopping at the Apple Store, where 
I find the newly released MacBook. As if it was there waiting 
for me.

*

At my uncle’s New Year’s party Jen ignores me. I don’t 
know if it’s because I ghosted her or if it’s just that she 
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finds me lame. As my uncle is making teams for a game of 
Cranium, Jen asks if she can change as soon as she finds her-
self on mine.

“I need to play with people I can trust.”

Too bad. I withdraw from the game and stuff myself at the 
buffet instead. The sugar boost from the pastries improves my 
mood. Temporarily. I go to the basement with the new box of 
Piroulines that I dug out of the pile of hostess gifts, find the 
computer and dive into the best of 2010 videos. 

Ding.

Today at 9: 48 p.m.

Jen

I’m sorry about what I said a minute ago. 
It’s not true that I don’t trust you. It’s 
just that I get the impression that you’ve 
become a fucking ghost, and it really hurts.

Kim

Why don’t you go wipe your ass with your 
tennis racket?

No response. That’s what I wanted.

Before I know it, it’s almost midnight. My parents’ voices 
reach me through the headphones, calling me to come up for the 
countdown. 

On Timbaland, the chorus from “Apologize” 
starts as the clock strikes twelve. The floor shakes 
under the thumping excitement of the human 
herd, which no longer includes me.




