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Zero Degrees Celsius

My name is Anna, and I have been dead for thirty years, though my death certificate has yet to be issued.

When the alarm rings in the morning, I feel no irritation. Nor do I feel the urge to pull the blanket up to my chin. My body simply performs a sequence of movements I programmed long ago: left foot to the floor, right foot, spine straightened.

This is not life—it is process optimization. In the mirror, I see a woman who has everything under control. My skin is smooth because neither laughter nor anger ever wrinkles it. My eyes are bright because they never swell from crying. I am a masterpiece of efficiency.

At work, they call me “the numbers surgeon.” I can navigate the company’s worst crises with a pulse that never exceeds sixty beats per minute. People think it’s strength of character. They don’t know it’s simply a disconnection from the central system. For years, I thought it was my superpower—that being unshakable gave me an advantage over people who sweat with fear, blush with shame, or tremble with desire. I looked down on them from above, from the safe height of my inner glacier.

But one day, standing in the subway, I accidentally touched the hand of a stranger.

It was warm. So inhumanly, scaldingly warm that for a split second, I felt nauseous. Not from disgust, but from fear. That was when I understood that I have no temperature. I am a room no one lives in. I am an instrument no one plays.

This book is a record of my escape from that sterile cage. It is the story of how I tried to regain sensation by throwing myself into fire and ice, not yet knowing that pain is only another form of anesthesia. Before I reached silence, I had to pass through a scream.

It started at home, where silence was not peace, but a weapon. It began with metal tanks on the carpet and a father who looked through us as if we were made of glass.
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HE CHILD WHO WAS INTENDED

TO BE A SON

Birth Without Joy

The delivery room was lined with cold, white tiles that reflected the harsh fluorescent light. The air carried the smell of chlorine mixed with the metallic tang of blood—the scent of a slaughterhouse, not a miracle.

For Maria, each contraction was not a step toward new life, but a punishment for a mistake she had not yet learned to name. When, after hours of effort, the first hoarse cry of the newborn finally filled the room, it was not followed by a wave of relief. There was only a heavy, suffocating pause.

The doctor, a man whose hands were trained for routine, lifted the baby. Anna was blue, coated in vernix, helpless in a way that should have triggered an instinctive need to protect. But the doctor’s gaze was purely clinical. “Girl,” he said, and the word fell to the floor like an unnecessary medical instrument.

Maria didn’t ask if the baby was healthy. She didn’t request to have her placed at her breast. She turned her face toward the wall, following a crack in the plaster with her eyes. That crack mattered more to her at that moment than the being who had just left her body.

She felt a hollow in her stomach, caused not by childbirth, but by disappointment. For nine months she had nourished herself on the image of a son—strong, firstborn, the one who would erase the sins of her failed marriage. The girl was just an extra burden, another version of herself that she despised so deeply.

The father stood against the wall. His hands, large and rough, hung lifelessly at his sides. He didn’t approach the bed. He didn’t touch his wife’s hand. He looked at the baby the way one looks at a poorly filled-out form at a government office. There was no hatred in his eyes—there was something worse: indifference.

The silence that fell in that room was the first blanket wrapped around Anna. It was not a wool blanket, but one of ice.

The midwife, performing mechanical movements, washed the baby. The water was lukewarm, almost cold. Anna didn’t feel the warmth of a mother’s womb, only the hard plastic of the scale and the roughness of the hospital sheet. Her body, still pulsing to the rhythm of her mother’s heart, was suddenly cut off from its source of warmth.

This was the zero moment.

The first entry in cellular memory: the world does not wait for you with open arms. The world waits for you with procedure and silence.

Anna did not remember her parents’ faces from that day, but her nervous system recorded that primal rejection as the default state. The absence of love was as tangible as the lack of oxygen.

––––––––
[image: ]


A Name Chosen in Haste

Two days later, on the way home, she still had no name. The car was silent, the air broken only by the hum of the old engine. Her father drove with his eyes fixed on the road, as if every second spent in that car were a punishment. Maria sat in the back seat next to the carrier, but she didn’t look at the baby. She stared out the window at the gray apartment blocks sliding by.

“We need to put something on the paperwork,” her father muttered, not taking his eyes off the road.

“What... what should we call her?” Maria shrugged. Her body was heavy and aching, and the thought of giving the girl a name felt like an absurd effort. A name is a promise, an identity, a wish for the future. For this girl, she had no wishes.

“I don’t know. Whatever. Anna?” she said, choosing the first name that came to mind. Short. Symmetrical. A name that required no interpretation. A name that could be spoken without engaging the muscles of the face.

“Anna,” her father repeated under his breath. “Let it be Anna.”

There was no story in that choice, no saint to protect her. It was a functional name, chosen in haste to close the matter. Anna became "anything"—a palimpsest on which no one intended to write.

That was when her anonymity was born. Anna quickly understood—on an instinctive level, not in words—that the less space she occupied, the less she annoyed her parents. The name Anna became transparent to her. When someone called it, she didn’t feel it was addressed to her, to her soul, or to her body. She felt as if someone were calling a number.

In the house they drove into, the room waited, prepared for someone else. The blue walls, meant to serve as a backdrop for a son, now seemed accusatory. Little Anna lay in the crib beneath the window, her name hanging over her like a price tag on a product nobody wanted to buy.

The first months of her life were spent learning that her name elicited nothing but Maria’s sighs or her father’s irritation. So she began to withdraw from her name, and then from the body that carried it. She became an observer of her own existence—a small point in space with no right to her own story.
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A House Without Warmth

The house on Rosa Street was not a home in any metaphysical sense. It was a structure of concrete and plaster, where people passed each other like strangers at a train station, careful that their luggage didn’t take up too much shared space.

For little Anna, this house was a laboratory of cold. The worst of it was the emotional temperature. Even when the radiators hissed in winter, the rooms held a frost that seeped under the skin and settled in the bones. Anna quickly learned that touch was not the currency of this place.

Maria fed her mechanically, holding the bottle at an angle that minimized the time she actually had to hold the baby. There was no rocking, no humming in her ear, no instinctive stroking of the head that tells an infant: “You are safe.”

In Anna, the hunger for touch became a physical wound. Her skin, deprived of oxytocin-driven stimulation, grew hypersensitive and yet dead at the same time. She felt every scrape of the rough terry cloth diaper, every cold draft from the leaky window, but she never felt the warmth of a second skin. It was then that her brain began sending the first warning signals: the outside world is the enemy. The silence in that house was not peace. It was a dense, sticky substance that filled the mouth and ears—a waiting silence, laced with the fear of what might break it. Every sound—the clatter of a put-down fork, the creak of the floor under her father’s heavy step—sounded like a gunshot.

Anna learned this silence as if it were a foreign language. She understood its shades: the silence of a resigned mother, the silence of an agitated father, the silence of empty Sunday afternoons. Silence was worse than a scream. A scream has an end; it expels energy. Silence was infinite.

It was in this silence that Anna began losing contact with her own voice. Since no one spoke to her, she stopped responding. Her infant cooing was stifled at its source; it met no echo, and so it simply vanished. She became a silent observer
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