
All Rights Reserved © Mount Saint Vincent University, 2019 This document is protected by copyright law. Use of the services of Érudit
(including reproduction) is subject to its terms and conditions, which can be
viewed online.
https://apropos.erudit.org/en/users/policy-on-use/

This article is disseminated and preserved by Érudit.
Érudit is a non-profit inter-university consortium of the Université de Montréal,
Université Laval, and the Université du Québec à Montréal. Its mission is to
promote and disseminate research.
https://www.erudit.org/en/

Document generated on 04/25/2024 3:44 a.m.

Atlantis
Critical Studies in Gender, Culture & Social Justice
Études critiques sur le genre, la culture, et la justice

Trauma as “the bedrock of hysteria”
Ellie Lamothe

Volume 40, Number 1, Fall 2019

URI: https://id.erudit.org/iderudit/1066424ar
DOI: https://doi.org/10.7202/1066424ar

See table of contents

Publisher(s)
Mount Saint Vincent University

ISSN
1715-0698 (digital)

Explore this journal

Cite this document
Lamothe, E. (2019). Trauma as “the bedrock of hysteria”. Atlantis, 40(1), 68–68.
https://doi.org/10.7202/1066424ar

https://apropos.erudit.org/en/users/policy-on-use/
https://www.erudit.org/en/
https://www.erudit.org/en/
https://www.erudit.org/en/journals/atlantis/
https://id.erudit.org/iderudit/1066424ar
https://doi.org/10.7202/1066424ar
https://www.erudit.org/en/journals/atlantis/2019-v40-n1-atlantis05042/
https://www.erudit.org/en/journals/atlantis/


Atlantis Journal Issue 40.1 /2019 68

LiteraryWork

Trauma as “the bedrock ofhysteria”

i am teaching my body you are not a threat

not every man is a minefield

i must be wary of

balancing on a ledge with my delirium

the way the moon dips its toes into the pale blue

i am unsure who taught me

to medicalize the violence

with its starving, sticky tendrils

around my tendons

i know when trauma blooms inside me and my blood boils

you do not degrade me

for not being saccharine

i am done being the sacramental bread

for the dull teeth ofmen

who are half eulogy

who cannot keep themselves full

i am working on integrating the fractured parts ofme

howl

caught in my throat

mouth full of cherry laughter

my body as a vessel for shame

and solace

and thrills

i am more than coral skin

and accidents

i am a vastness
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