
Chapter 1:10

 
Psychoanalytic therapy dialogue (verbatim): Session 2.
Attendees: Doktor Korzha (Alienist), Onno Brouwer (Patient H485), 
H. Brecken (Orderly), J. Potsweiller (Orderly), Sister R. Boerhaave 
(Stenographer).
Date of occurrence: Oct. 26th, 1890. Date Transcribed: Dec. 10th, 1890 
(S.RB.).
Kayeross Lunatic Asylum. Time (st): 10:35 am. Time (end): 10:56 am.

Session begin:

Dr. Korzha:
For the record, I am once again accompanied by Sister Boerhaave. Seated across 
from me is (pause) oh, let’s dispense with this formality. If you would, just note 
all of this below the letterhead of the first page. Please include the date and time. 
It’s a lovely afternoon, isn’t it Onno? Lovely. Did you enjoy your lunch? Duck 
eggs, yes? Bit of a treat, wouldn’t you say? Please, Onno, sit. Be comfortable. Sit. 
Sit. (Firmly) SIT! Thank you. Isn’t it better when we’re comfortable We may get 
rain showers this afternoon. If we do not, I may stroll the garden conservatory. 
I enjoy the garden. Do you enjoy greenery?

Onno Brouwer:
I don’t care. My head hurts. Can I go home?

Dr. Korzha:
That could be a sign of dehydration. Are you taking fluids? Plants and animals 
alike need water, don’t you know.

Onno Brouwer:
Oh (moaning). Thirsty. My tongue is fat.

Dr. Korzha:
There you have it: dehydration. A man in good health can survive three days 
without Adam’s ale. Interesting fact, wouldn’t you say? I don’t think people realize 
how oblivion is a mere three days away, given poor circumstances. We take it for 
granted. Three days is not a very long time at all. Sister, is there anything wrong? 
Please go ahead, we’ll wait. Very good. Now, before we begin I want to let you 
know that we will not be resuming the previous line of questioning. Rather, I 
would like to explore your past. Doesn’t that sound like a much more agreeable 
topic, Onno?



Onno Brouwer:
I don’t know. Yes. No. Onno (Oh, no?). But, I imagine a man in good health 
would trust your judgement, Doktor.

Dr. Korzha:
Marvellous. That is encouraging, yes? Keep up that snark and witticism. All 
right. I want to start this session by delving into your formative years. That will 
be pleasant, I expect. Please, Onno, tell me about your youth.

Onno Brouwer:
I want to leave. I am thirsty. Please! Won’t you let me leave? I’ve done nothing 
wrong. My body aches. My bones are chilled. There is too much dark in my 
room. It will be dark soon. I must be where there is light.

Dr. Korzha:
Yes, yes, to all of that. I should state for clarity, I don’t particularly care about 
mother and your feelings or resentments towards her. That sort of analysis is 
best left to the over-contemplating modernists, I think. It’s too much to consider 
and avails too many possibilities for misinterpretation. Aside from this, it’s 
far to reliant on placing blame onto others. Where does that leave personal 
responsibility, Onno? Where is there room in that system for intuition and firm-
handed motivations to take root? Do you follow? Regardless, there will be time 
for all that jibber-jabber later. I sense from you, that you and I are a different 
sort, aren’t we Onno? We’re brass tacks sort of people. We cut right to the heart 
of it, yes? Clean and to the point. Good. Let’s begin. Onno, I want to skip ahead 
to a time when you were an older child. Tell me about your first employment.

Onno Brouwer:
All right. All right. Yes. Yes, but why?

Dr. Korzha:
The past builds to present, of course. Stories of your youth will tell me about the 
darkness that you fear. Please Onno, trust me when I say this is for your benefit. 
Or don’t trust me, if you prefer. That choice is yours, but to what advantage does 
it serve you? There is no harm in exploring the conversation, is there? What 
difference could it make to tell me about your earliest employment?

Onno Brouwer:
But you already know what it was, don’t you Doktor? You know. You’re Lying.

Dr. Korzha:
Excuse me?

Onno Brouwer:
I can smell a swindle. Believe my words. Your inquiry is a test shrouded in a lie. 
I can see through your shadow. Liar. Thin, thin, weak soup, Doktor. 



Dr. Korzha:
Now you really should explain yourself, Onno.

Onno Brouwer:
They don’t put people in places like this without tossing in documents, do they? 
Does the paper beneath your hands say I was a natty lad, or does it simply state: 
Thief? A thief. No good. Oh, no. Not Onno. That was a lifetime ago. I was a 
different person then. The light fell differently on me then. What of it? Did the 
child make the man, is that what you are digging at? I left that life behind. I was 
barely a thief at all, really. I wasn’t very skilled.

Dr. Korzha:
Indeed. I learned that you were arrested numerous times for pilfering and pick 
pocketing. I am sorry for deceiving you, Onno. That was wrong of me. It is a 
tactic I prefer not to use, but you left me little choice after our last interview. I 
needed to ensure you are as dedicated as I am to your recovery. Now with the 
ice broken, I see no reason to continue with charades, do you? Let’s forget about 
the issues of an ill spent youth. What I would like to know about is your time 
with the Carrentz Half-Crown Circus. You apprenticed with the animal trainer, 
yes?

Onno Brouwer:
My life reduced to ink on pulp. That is in my file?

Dr. Korzha:
Yes, it is. However for the sake of transparency, I want you to know that is where 
the file concludes. The remainder of the life of Onno Brouwer is a mystery to 
me. This is why I want you to explain what happened next for the young Master 
Onno. Did you enjoy your time with the circus? I’d imagine a boy would jitter 
at the thought of the excitement and travel of circus life. But you did not just 
dream of it, you actually lived the adventure. You must have amassed a great 
deal of stories. Please Onno, share your experiences with me.

Onno Brouwer:
(Moaning) I cleaned cages and slept where I could. Circus life for a boy 
estranged from his family is what you would expect. The adventure saw me 
ankle deep in strange leavings day after day. Plop, plop. As for any expectations 
of excitement, well, excitement came in the form of narrowly escaping being 
mauled to disfigurement or worse. Bite, bite. It was a thrill to fall asleep each 
night by counting fingers on my hands. Reaching 10 meant I would likely rest 
soundly enough only to grasp the spade once more in the morning. Plop, plop. 
Is this helping, Doktor? Would you like me to describe the smell, or would 
you prefer to roam the rear quarters of this stellar establishment and let your 
imagination fill in the mystery?



Dr. Korzha:
There again is that snark and witticism. Naturally you didn’t stay a stable boy for 
long. Is that a fair assumption? A boy as smart as you surely knew when enough 
was enough. To what position did you advance? Onno? Am I wrong in sensing 
some apprehension from you right now?

Onno Brouwer:
This was all a long time ago. I don’t see what it has to do with (patient suddenly 
stops speaking).

Dr. Korzha:
Is it relevant to the tragedy at the castle? Perhaps, yes. Perhaps, no. Relevance 
is relative. Please proceed and let’s discover what helpful fragment of memory 
may be applied to your current condition. What did you do after cleaning your 
last cage?

Onno Brouwer:
(Sobbing) I tried working with the animals. O’brew’s Thrilling Trained Animal 
Pageant is what the hand painted marquis read.

Dr. Korzha:
O’brew? Oh, Brouwer! I understand. Animals, you say. Thrilling. Did you train 
lions?

Onno Brouwer:
(Laughter) Monkeys. I ran a monkey-show.

Dr. Korzha:
Did you enjoy this experience?

Onno Brouwer:
Chance a guess?

Dr. Korzha:
I’d say, you quit after the first exhibition? 

Onno Brouwer:
Animals are dirty. Monkeys are scoundrels. I hate (incomprehensible). No more 
animals for Onno. From town to town to town to town (incomprehensible). I 
don’t mind telling you, even though life on the road sometimes feels like the 
road rolled over you, it was the only lifestyle for me. Freedom. I did as I pleased. 
Roots are for trees.

Dr. Korzha:
I see. That is interesting. Let’s move on, shall we then? I assume you left the 
monkey business behind you, yes? Tell me, you left the animal trainer and took 
position with whom? Am I correct in assuming you stayed with the travelling 



circus? You found another employer there, yes?

Onno Brouwer:
I conspired with a mystic, or at least that is what his banner proclaimed. Are we 
done with all of this? This isn’t helping me. I need to be free of here!

Dr. Korzha:
An occultist? Fascinating. What role did you serve?

Onno Brouwer:
My head hurts, Doktor. I am thirsty, please! (Moaning) This is silly. I was his 
medium, his puppet. I was the dummy from which his lies unfurled into the air 
like smoke. Twirling, undulating, transforming ribbons of truth slithering into 
their heads.

Dr. Korzha:
I do not follow your meaning, Onno. Whose heads? Can you simplify your 
wording for me?

Onno Brouwer:
I was the all important assistant. The Mystic provided the spectacle. I was the 
conduit from this world to the other-after. That is what his banner proclaimed 
to the world, a half-crown at a time. Two worlds bridged, joined by a filter 
transforming lies into truths. Lay down your bit and join us behind the veil. I 
was just a boy. A boy. A (pause) boy. (Sobbing) Just a boy pretending to be in a 
comatose state, is what I was. But not to the audience. No, sir. To the audience 
I was ethereal. 

Dr. Korzha:
Calm yourself, please. Go on.

Onno Brouwer:
(Sobbing) The Mystic would recite incantations and burn incense, all by 
coloured lights. It was all very theatrical (nonsensical exclamation: zoom-ba). 
All very (whistles). Then when the crowd was piqued in a suggestive state, I 
would be revealed from behind a curtain only to face another fashioned by 
the oohs and ahhs of dullards. Me, the dreamy ghost-child caught between this 
world and the other-after. Whoooooooo ahhhhhhhhh. Tip your ear and I’ll pour.

Dr. Korzha:
I recall a famous example of this involving a travelling hypnotist and a 
somnambulist. That is, I sort of recall the example. What was it? For the life 
of me I cannot recall his name. A somnambulist is a sleep-walker, in case you 
weren’t familiar with the medical terminology. Can you manage the spelling 
of that, Sister Boerhaave? Oh, drat. The name escapes me. It’s neither here nor 
there. I’m sorry for the interruption, please continue. I see that this topic excites 



you wonderfully.

Onno Brouwer:
If I must. Honestly, I don’t understand the point of this. The show name would 
change from time to time, but not very often. A new name when the old banner 
wore through. A pragmatic policy, I suppose. Come see Vitor, The Angel-boy. 

Dr. Korzha:
Vitor?

Onno Brouwer:
Yes. Vitor was the apprentice that I replaced. The Mystic wouldn’t pay to have 
a new banner with my name on it. (Sobbing) Onno disappeared because his 
name wouldn’t be painted. I became, Vitor. Onno waited for me between shows. 
He would return on the road between towns. Have your future told by The 
Oracle of Thansulbulb and his Miraculous Undead-child, Vitor. Your ticket 
gains you access to the spectacle, but for a small donation you can have answers 
from beyond the ether. (Moaning) Questions would be asked and I would offer 
cryptic responses. That was the game. Looking back it was all so stupid. But, at 
the time there was nothing I would have rather done. Whoooooooo ahhhhhhhhh. 
It was a grand scheme. The two of us worked wonders.

Dr. Korzha:
You enjoyed fooling people and getting paid to do so, yes? You and your Master 
fooling everyone must have been extremely satisfying. And, people were taken 
in by all this flimflam?

Onno Brouwer:
They begged for it. Their eye-lights were absent. 

Dr. Korzha:
Did this disturb you at all, knowing that you were bilking people with lies?

Onno Brouwer:
Not in the least because they were not lies. Not really.

Dr. Korzha:
How so?

Onno Brouwer:
They asked for truth. They paid for truth. They showed up with truth shaped 
containers and I filled them. (Laughing) Bucket, bucket, bucket after bucket, 
bucket, bucket brimming with truth to be carried home and guzzled in comfort. 
They wouldn’t lug lies home. They wouldn’t come just to hear lies. Truth. They 
came for truth. They would leave with nothing less than the truth.

Dr. Korzha:



Not exactly, Onno. They desired truth, but they left with fiction. You and the 
Mystic were lying to the audience.

Onno Brouwer:
What is the truth if not something you desire? Lies are misshapen truths. Truths 
are just opinions of lies. Each has a matching misshapen hole in our minds. 
They match like lock and key. They are gears fitting within the clockworks. 
Filled with the correct match and truth is perceived. The lie, if there was one at 
all, ceases to exist.

Dr. Korzha:
A lie is a lie. Opting to believe in the lie changes nothing of its invalidity. Truth is 
truth. Lies are lies, whether one believes it or not. That is a universal fact, Onno.

Onno Brouwer:
No Doktor, that is simply not so. The truth is fluid. It is malleable. What is 
believed is perceived as truth. The lunatics think it to be the other way around 
(begins to laugh).

Dr. Korzha:
If I break this drinking glass here on this desk between us, you cannot deny that 
I have smashed it. That is truth. Undeniable fact no matter what you choose to 
believe.

Onno Brouwer:
(Shouting) I TOO BELIEVE IN UNIVERSAL TRUTHS, Doktor, but that is 
not what I have been referring to. What is universal with the broken glass is 
our mutual agreement of its truth. It is not the state of the glass itself that is 
universal!

Dr. Korzha:
I dislike these amateurish philosophies. They are pointless and exhausting. A 
debate of attrition is what it comes down to. The whole exercise does little but 
to over inflate the surviving participant’s sense of intelligence. They amount to 
little more than mind games for the simple minded. We’ll move on, now.

Onno Brouwer:
You brought the drinking glass into this, Doktor. You informed me of its truth; 
not the other way around. (Sobbing) I am so thirsty, Doktor. Please!

Dr. Korzha:
Let us return. Did you work with the Mystic for long?

Onno Brouwer:
I am thirsty. The talk of the glass has disturbed me so.

Dr. Korzha:



Did you work with the Mystic for long?

Onno Brouwer:
(Moaning) No. No. No, I got older. He found another Vitor. I became Onno 
once again. Where did Vitor go when I became Onno? I have wondered about 
this often. So many Vitor’s, yet only one true Vitor. All lies, yet all one truth. 
Two Vitor’s would spoil the illusion and ruin the show. No money for bread, 
then. The fewer the confederates the better. That’s what keeps the secret of the 
performance. One apprentice, and no more. I grew tired of being second fiddle. 
Watching him trip night after night was painful.

Dr. Korzha:
You mean, the Mystic? So, you out grew the role of the Mystic’s apprentice?

Onno Brouwer:
(Moaning). I out grew him, the Mystic himself. He was a fool. Short-sighted.

Dr. Korzha:
What did you learn from your time with the Mystic?

Onno Brouwer:
I learned that people are weak. They think they are strong, but their minds are 
weak. Snap (makes noise with mouth) and they fall. Lay truth along the ground 
and (makes noise with mouth) they trip. They believe they are one way, but they 
are the other. Light and shadow; shadow and lies. It’s always about lies. People 
lie. You lie. I lie. That’s the truth. Lies are the truth, it’s not the other way around.

Dr. Korzha:
What happened to the Mystic?

Onno Brouwer:
I never saw him again. (Moaning) I need something to drink, please. It’s for my 
head. It hurts so.

Dr. Korzha:
Now that you were unemployed, did you strike out on your own? Perhaps to 
devise your own fraud. A confidence swindle, correct? What is the correct 
terminology? A graft, yes? How old were you at this time?

Onno Brouwer:
This is pointless. Your mouth dribbles. I’m thirsty. Please.

Dr. Korzha:
Did you establish your own fraud? Did you have apprentices of your own? Did 
you create a Vitor for yourself?

Onno Brouwer:
Many. 



Dr. Korzha:
Frauds or Vitors?

Onno Brouwer:
(Moaning).

Dr. Korzha:
Onno. Onno. Onno. Answer my question.

Onno Brouwer:
The sky is getting dark. (Moaning) The clouds sag. The wind carries the night. 
Rain is coming. You may not get to walk among the daisies after all. You might 
get water. Should I feel sorry for you, Doktor? (Moaning).

Dr. Korzha:
Did you have confederates of your own? Or, did you partner up with another 
Master?

Onno Brouwer:
I don’t mind the rain in the daylight. I dislike how the sky gets dark early, though. 
Colours shouldn’t be forced to fade. (Sobbing) the dark comes soon enough. I 
want to go back to my room, now. No. No, not my room. I am thirsty. I need to 
stay in the light. (Shouting) WATER! A LAMP!

Dr. Korzha:
Focus, Onno. It is not dark yet. We are almost done. Then you can have some 
cool water.

Onno Brouwer:
No I won’t. No, I won’t get any (moaning). Lies. But, you will. Water means you 
can’t walk in the garden. I want to go back to my room. Candles. (Sobbing) I 
need another candle! Please Doktor. I don’t want to be in the dark. I can’t be in 
the dark! You’ve lied to me! You’re the fraud. You’re the Vitor!

Dr. Korzha:
Sit down. Sit down right now.

Onno Brouwer:
I won’t be in the dark! I’ll die! I'll be the dark!

Dr. Korzha:
This is enough. Step back and sit down. Orderly!

Onno Brouwer:
(Shouting) TAKE YOUR HANDS OFF ME! DON’T TOUCH ME! 
(Incomprehensible screaming).

Dr. Korzha:



Calm yourself. Do not panic, Sister.

Onno Brouwer:
(Incomprehensible screaming). DON’T TOUCH ME! DON’T TOUCH ME! 
DON’T LET IT TOUCH ME! 

Dr. Korzha:
Grab him. There. You too, Mr. Brecken. Hold him. He isn’t made of china, be 
firm. Wait. Onno, you will be still, do you hear me? Stop flailing, you’ll make 
things worse for yourself. Be still. Wrap this around his eyes. Now. Watch for 
his bite. Onno! Yes. All right. Good. Yes. Good. Good. Thank you, gentlemen. 
Good work. Did he strike you? (Response from Orderly: not really, Doktor. He 
barely touched me). Take him directly to Theatre number one. Ask Dr. Stanley to 
prepare the bathtub and the generator. I’ll be there in a few minutes to hot-wire 
the patient personally.

Onno Brouwer:
I am blind!  I am blind! Please, don’t deny me my sight. I need light. Don’t let me 
become (incomprehensible due to sobbing). 

Dr. Korzha:
You were correct about the water, Onno. You won’t be getting any today; rain 
or otherwise. Sister, I apologize for the outburst and ugliness. We are done for 
today.

Session stop.


