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“Sometimes too much administration kills the administration.”

— My notebook, April 2026
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Day One, or: What Have I Done

01/04/2026

The notebook was red.

That detail mattered more than it should have. But then again, details have always mattered more to me than they do to most people. It was a Vanity Fair notebook — crimson leather, gold embossed lettering, the kind of object that belonged on a desk in a Haussmann apartment, not in the administrative bureau of a residential care facility. And yet. Here I was, opening it to the first clean page, uncapping my pen, and writing two words that I would spend the next six weeks trying to make sense of:


Stage. 01/04/26.


April Fool's Day. I noted the irony and kept writing.

The morning started with coffee. That part, at least, felt civilized. The team gathered at nine — an introduction, they called it, a convivial exchange. People were warm. Someone laughed at something. I smiled, accepted a small cup, and looked around the room trying to identify who everyone was and what, exactly, they all did here. I had been told there would be orientation. There was coffee. I decided these were, for the moment, the same thing.

His name was Christian, but everyone called him Dior. I appreciated that immediately and completely. He was the one who gave me the tour — walking me through the different wings of the establishment with the easy authority of someone who had memorized every corridor, every department name, every resident's preferred seat at lunch. La Brèche. La Roussille. Le Pré Leroy. Le Donjon. Four wings, four names, four little worlds inside one building where people came, mostly, to spend their final years.

I wrote it all down. I wrote everything down. It was the only thing I knew for certain I was supposed to be doing.

At twelve-thirty we ate together — me, Dior, a nurse whose name I immediately forgot but who had brought homemade yoghurt in a pot, a psychologist and her own intern, and a boy I nicknamed Johnny Nike in my notebook because he was young and enthusiastic and wore the kind of trainers that announced both things simultaneously. Lunch was easy and good. People talked. I listened more than I spoke, which is not historically my natural state, but I was new and I was watching and I was trying to understand the geometry of the room before I started rearranging the furniture.

At two o'clock, my supervisor — I'd record her in the notebook only as EIP, the institutional acronym for encadrante en institution professionnelle, because the role had consumed the person so completely that any other name felt inaccurate — sat me down in front of a computer and created my password for a software system called Easily. Then she showed me how to update prescriptions before sending them to the CPAM. Then she walked me through the mail addressing procedure for families: which families were authorized to receive correspondence, which names appeared in the system, which documents required which signatures.

I took notes. I filled pages. And somewhere around four o'clock, watching EIP move between three tasks simultaneously while answering a phone call and signing a document with her free hand, I wrote something in the margin of the red notebook that I would come back to again and again:


J'ai aussi vu la charge de travail monstrueuse que abat EIP.


The monstrous workload. I underlined it — not because I was being dramatic, but because I had just watched one person do the work of three and nobody in that building seemed to find it remarkable. It was simply Tuesday. It was simply how things were done.

I closed the red notebook at the end of the day and held it for a moment.

I had chosen this. A career pivot at a point in my life when most people would call me established, settled, arrived. I had a boutique. I had a podcast. I had opinions about luxury and the creative director exodus at major houses that I delivered weekly to tens of thousands of people across four platforms.

And now I had a password for a software system called Easily and a list of wing names I was trying to memorize.

April Fool's Day. I noted the irony again. This time I didn't keep writing. I went home, applied my perfume — some things are categorically non-negotiable — and went to sleep.
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The Cast

02/04/2026 – 03/04/2026

Every workplace has its ecosystem. You learn it fast or you learn it the hard way, and since I had spent fifteen years reading rooms for a living — fashion showrooms, PR agencies, client dinners where the real negotiation happened between the entrée and the dessert — I learned it fast.

By day three, I had named everyone.

There was Dior. Real name Christian, but I refused to call him that inside my head because Christian is a name for accountants and Dior is a name for a man who walks the corridors of a residential care home like it's his personal runway and reads the morning newspaper aloud to elderly residents with the gravitas of someone who genuinely believes the news still matters. Which, in a place where most people have stopped caring about the outside world, is either delusional or deeply kind. I hadn't yet decided which. I liked him anyway.

There was EIP. I never wrote her real name in the notebook — not for any dramatic reason, simply because in the official language of the internship she was my encadrante en institution professionnelle and the acronym suited her better than any name could. EIP was the woman who held everything together. Not just her job — three jobs, minimum. She answered the phone mid-sentence. She updated prescriptions while explaining to me how to update prescriptions. She knew every resident's file, every family contact, every procedural inconsistency in the system, every shortcut that wasn't technically a shortcut but had simply become protocol through years of necessity. She was, in the truest sense, indispensable. The institution had clearly understood this and responded in the way institutions always respond to indispensable women: by giving her more work and the same salary.

I wrote 'monstrous workload' in the margin on day one and underlined it twice. By day five I was considering a third line.

There was Miranda. The manager. She existed mostly as an absence — referenced in morning briefings, present for certain meetings, gone before the others. The staff spoke about her the way people speak about weather: not with affection or resentment exactly, just with the constant low-level awareness that conditions could change. I watched and said nothing. I was new. I was an intern. My job was to observe.

And then there was La Mère Ténardier.

I want to be clear that I gave her this name privately, in the red notebook, which was not meant for anyone else's eyes. I want to be equally clear that the name arrived fully formed on about day four and never left. She held no official authority over my presence in the building. She was not my supervisor. She had no title that justified the surveillance. And yet she had appointed herself, with the quiet ferocity of someone who has been waiting years for exactly this opportunity, as the person most concerned with whether I was wearing a hair net, whether I was at my desk, whether my clothes met some standard that existed nowhere in writing but very clearly in her mind.


Bitch am just interning so fucking relax.


That was the notebook entry. In English. I was doing that increasingly — switching languages when I needed to say something I couldn't risk anyone reading over my shoulder. My private encryption system. It worked perfectly.

She was fake in the specific way that is worse than simply being unpleasant: she performed warmth at full volume in front of witnesses and then, in the quiet moments, let you know exactly what she thought. She couldn't stand EIP — that was obvious — and she performed devotion to her face with the commitment of a method actor. I had met women like her in fashion. In fashion they at least dressed the part.


She is acting like Che Guevara. She is going to change everything. lol. Superpower!!!


I minded my business. I stayed in my corner. My humor, I had correctly assessed, was too sharp for this environment — a diagnosis that had never been delivered to me before and which I found, if I'm honest, mildly offensive and entirely accurate.
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