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Acceptance

 

His father came back from Europe, at last.
He laid down
beside me. The cradle was at the bedside. The baby, inside, had
finally fallen asleep. He took my hand in the dark. Soon
afterwards, I heard him cry. Very softly at first, then louder and
louder. After a while, in a hiccup, he said to
me:

- You were right; it is not the same, being abroad
or being in the same room. I see what you meant,
now.

The following morning he told me:

- You should not stay here; why wouldn't you go to
the office for a while? It’ll take your mind off. I shall stay here
and take care of him.

 

The weather was so nice on that
day.

A bright sun. A May sun. Beginnings of spring. The
heat was strong already; the whole nature was shivering all
around.

 

Thus, all of myself refused the
evidences.

I had to force me to put one foot in front of the
other.

I was at the edge of nausea.

 

After an endless time, I finally reached the
building.

Nine hundred feet of an eternity.

I climbed up the steps.

Tortured victim getting to the
guillotine.

I sat in front of my computer. Turned it on. I
watched the small green light coming into life and invading the
screen. And then, I don't know why, that made me think about
death.

It made me think of my baby who was going to die
shortly. That child I had wanted to bear so intensely and had
desired so much and who, suffering of a terrible disease, would
have such a short stay into my arms.

 

I started to scream.

 

Facing emptiness.

Facing my powerlessness in front of
death.

Like a she-wolf lost in the vastness of the
tundra.

As a woman who dies by giving
birth.

Like a mother whose child is torn away from
her.

 

During an eternity.

 

Until I ran out of breath. Until nothing more
vibrated around me, until the air of the room itself seemed
stiff.

 

I screamed my life, I screamed my death, I screamed
my fears, my bowels and my guts. I screamed the human tragedy, the
unbearable fate.

 

And then I tore off all the wires from all the
machines, because I did not know anymore, in my sheer madness, how
to switch them off properly.

 

And I left.

 

I walked back home, my own stations of the Cross.
This time I had no problem to put one foot in front of the
other.

 

I even had to prevent myself from running, but since
I did not know why I should run I didn’t.

 

I arrived at the gate that was leading to our home.
It was a path bordered of immense fir trees. A very beautiful path.
One could say majestic, or even symbolic.

 

At the end of this path, and before the house, there
was a slope, and on this slope, were two oaks of America. One
seldom saw trees of such dignity.

 

I did not have any more dignity. I was nothing any
more but one wreck, a dripping wet mop.

 

I had spent the last fifteen day (since the doctors
had "delivered" their diagnosis) rejecting the burden they wanted
me to carry and, so that I could at last die into my bottle of rum,
I was just waiting for something, or someone, to turn off the
engine. Hearth failure on command…

 

Instead, as I moved forward on this fir trees
bordered path, the sun, through the branches, brightened me gently
up.

 

It stroke my head, my hair, the top of my cleavage;
it warmed me up, as a friend who takes you in his arms to comfort
you.

 

Then I started to melt. My heart, which had become
of stone, opened. A tiny ray of love got into me. As I kept on
going. Up there, on the slope, a hammock had been installed between
the two oaks. On the hammock, my newborn was sleeping. Naked in the
sun.

In my head I thought:

 

My God, if you exist

It happens

That shall be

Everything you created is so
beautiful

Nothing wrong can happen to me

You will know how to accompany me

If my child must die

Perhaps there is a reason

I don't know it

I don't understand it

My God, if you exist

Help me to bear all that

Help me to accompany my child till the
end.

 

Then I leaned over my baby

Over my innocent

And I finally accepted

To become his mother.

 

 

The child

 

She waited.

 

She’d been waiting for over eight months. She knew
she was pregnant in November. Almost simultaneously she understood
that she had got the wrong father. Did you say
"irresponsible"?

 

A friend (her husband's best friend) had told
her:

- Don't leave him just now. You'd regret it. Try
again, just once more.

 

Therefore, she tried once more. Without much hope
anyway, but at the end, splitting with an embryo in the belly, no
matter what they say, even if she was supposedly a free woman,
supposedly autonomous, it is not that easy. And with the winter
coming, the first snow and all that, it is always better for
nesting to be in a cozy cocoon.

 

Christmas came. The infant Christ, all of those
things about family, one ends up giving into it. Joining the crowd.
She let herself go.

 

Then spring arose, finally. They found a new house.
For the two of them, three to be. But also for her husband's best
friend who just lost his apartment, and for her brother,
unemployed, who just left the hospital. Everyone finally was
brought together up. Moving keeps you busy. The house filled up.
She did not have much time any more to think about her
future.

 

She dared at last to quit her stupid job (her
husband's best friend had told her, one day she was bluesy: "you
won't lose your baby for them won't you? Wat are you waiting
for?").

 

She went into gestation.

 

They worked in the garden, in expectation of the
spring days. They started to arrange the baby's room. It was really
nice, all this pink. She was certain that it would be a girl. She
wanted it. She asked for it. She KNEW it.

 

They prepared the birth announcements. Not with her
husband indeed, no, just she and their (her husband's) best friend.
They laughed so much. She truly believed that she was going to
miscarry. Those announcements were so smart. So original.
Afterwards, you'd just have to add the date, the time and the
weight of the baby.

 

Her husband went from bad to
worse.

 

Obviously he did not bear her pregnancy quite well.
But finally, in the middle of all these occupations, well, no need
of mention.

 

She did not suffer too much from it, in
fact.

 

And then the friend (his friend) dealt very well
with it. During all these months, when the other one was getting
lost. Drown into his alcohol vapors. He took her out, took her to
the beach, and offered her small presents (lots). Each time she had
a wish, he fulfilled it. And yet, he was not quite
rich.

 

He had to stop working (that's why he had more time
for her), after years of good and faithful services, his back ran
out of business. Swept in full youth. Disabled at 35, but still
upright, still alive and kicking.

 

A bit later, her brother got the custody of his own
children back for a week-end out of two. What a beautiful ground
for her to practice. She could do it from time to time during the
weekend. Useful, really.

 

Summer came in and warm weather with it. It felt so
good. She hung around all day in the garden in her bathing suit.
Her large belly free in the open air. Towards the end, you would
have said a beached whale. But she was in full shape. A chance, she
always beard her pregnancies quite well.

 

That one was to be a success.

She wanted it for so long. After a myopathic child,
a first divorce followed by a remarriage, she knew that she had it
right this time ; it had to work out.

 

Finally, one morning, two drops in her
panties. ‘That's it, I'm loosing waters!!!’

 

Her husband was not there. He worked. The friend
(his friend) dealt with it. Besides, a strong friendship developed
between them.

 

With all that time.

 

Then it was him who delicately installed her in his
car and took her along to the hospital.

 

Once there, it was him again who took her hand (it
was the first time) to make her go through the large revolving
door. And they took the lift to maternity. The receptionist was
mistaken. They laughed. No, he was not the
father.

- ‘Well, sorry dear, in this case, you cannot
stay.’

 

He left. Tears in his eyes. Something
broke.

 

She did not really know why she was so sad (or maybe
she knew too well but she did not dare to acknowledge it) and, in
front of the great adventure waiting for her, to tell the truth,
she did not have much time for introspection.

 

- ‘Come on, I will examine you.’

 

It was a false alarm, this matter of water loss. But
well, since the maternity was not crowded for once, they still kept
her. ‘We'll see tomorrow’, they said, ‘maybe we'll induce
it.’

 

All night long she heard the lady from the bed next
to hers moaning.

 

She slept very little.

 

Eventually, in the early morning, the other woman
was ready to give birth,.

 

But nothing for her yet.

 

At last, around nine am, she felt the first true
pains.

 

She howls. She is alone. And so
lonely.

 

Suddenly, everyone starts to call her on the phone.
Her mother, and the child’s future godmother. Everyone, except for
the father that they cannot manage to reach. She keeps on howling,
even on the telephone (that will teach them not to call at the
wrong time!), and, as the pace of her howls get closer, they get
her down to the delivering room. Her husband arrives, at last. It
is noon. He could finally leave the store. He does not really
hurry, in fact. He would have preferred to eat before coming, for
sure…

 

Things become serious. The doctors arrive. The
anesthetist, with his equipment. The midwife, quietly unpacking her
things. It will be proceeded to the epidural, but we still have
time…

 

Suddenly:

- ‘The baby wants to get out, I need to
puuuuuuuuuuuuusssssshhhhhhhh !’

 

Everyone panics in the room. All of a sudden, they
run in random directions. The anesthetist finds himself stuck
against the wall, entangled in his pipes. The nurses seem to dance
a strange ballet. She feels like she’s playing in a black and white
movie in accelerated version… If it wasn't hurting so much, she
sure would burst into laughter!

 

She's been there for only half of an hour and the
big moment comes already.

Now the head can be seen.

The head comes out.

A last good push and there she is. The little chick
is entirely out. The doc puts her on her mother's belly. They meet.
What an emotion!

 

After that, during the running up of the episiotomy,
the father goes and washes the newborn. It's what they do now. You
see, it eases the bringing together, all that.

 

Once the running up is over, she feels that she
deserves a small cigarette. And even something to drink along with
it. Thus, she gets up and goes down to the
cafeteria.

 

After the child has been bathed, dried and
comfortably lined in her cradle, her husband joins
her.

 

The entire family is there. Her brother, her
husband's best friend… even some family members she did not expect.
Her husband's best friend's mother, and one of his aunts as
well.

 

Why not? Doesn't a child belong to everyone who
loves him? Her mother-in-law came too. With plenty of flowers.
Normal, she owns a flowers shop. The baby’s godmother is there,
with a chain bracelet with the baby's name already engraved on it.
There is a slight hesitation's moment. Is the grandmother or the
godmother supposed to offer the first chain
bracelet?

 

People drink and smoke, and, at the end, she feels
the need to rest.

 

She kisses everyone goodbye, ‘it was great to see
you, thanks for coming, and till next time ok?’ And up she goes in
the room that she was assigned. Her legs shake a little, all right,
but well, it's quite normal after a childbirth isn’t
it?

 

Against the wall of the room are sitting about ten
"strangers". All these gentlemen are busy chatting, after having
borrowed all the chairs of the floor. In the second bed, sits a
young lady, obviously from Northern Africa or so. She certainly
gave birth to a son, because if not, there would not be so many men
here. But one cannot see the baby. She thrones on her bed like a
queen in exile.

 

Go for it! It won't last anyway…

 

As soon as you’ll be leaving, you’ll be ready for
the next baby. Another male preferably, they do need them in your
country. A lot of them.

 

Strange for her to walk in front of all these men as
she reaches for her bed. And then, it is somewhat humiliating, with
her hospital gown open in the back (one sees it all!) to go to the
restroom and all that… She finally gets to lie
down.

 

They bring her daughter in, in a cute little pink
cradle.

 

She is alone. Lonely. Lost.

 

It's been a long time since the father of the child
left. He had to eat before going back to work.

 

She does not even think of eating. Moreover, it's
too late now. Hospitals do not take care of delivery times for
their meals schedules…

 

Her bed stands beside the window. But it's too low
to enable her to see outside.

 

All at once she has to climb to it with her
hands.

A force of an incredible violence submerges
her.

Its instinctive. Animal.

It comes from the deepest of the
ages.

She does not understand what is going
on.

She is scared.

She does not event dare to yell "mom!" since, from
now on; "she" is the "mom".

She closes her eyes, she is
clutched.

Time passes, she does not breathe
anymore.

One second, thirty seconds, one
minute.

Unbearable.

She is going to give up.

And then, at the very moment she is to submit
herself to this strange force, the urgency leaves
her.

 

She is free.

 

Fortunately.

She was very, very close,

to throw her baby…

…through the window.

 

Phew…

Not really much time later… her new lover and
husband-to-be (in the past her husband's best friend) explained to
her :"did you know that in the jungle, when a lioness loses her
companion and meets another one, she must first kill the babies
issued of her first brood before starting with her new life
again?".

 

Punishment

 

The highway is very dangerous in this
spot.

Moreover, it is well known around
here.

I don't know why this moron believed he could
overdrive us, just like that, with his travel coach full of
tourists.

Us, the biggest truck ever.

With the trailer, in addition to
it.

It would not have been that dramatic if he hadn't
cut right in front of us.

The swine!

All truck radios overheated that
night.

Good. For once that the entire team was on the
road.

All of it loaded to death.

And not exactly in a very good
mood.

We got organized quite fast.

Henri placed himself just in front of the
motor-coach. Marco behind it, and Bernie, my man, on the side. It’s
dangerous but so what; we were the offended weren't
we?

Thus, we were in place.

Just like at the parade.

It was like one coach in vice between three huge
trucks.

Quite a load!

We drove like this for a while. Just to get used to
it. The night had nearly fallen. As the only girl, I made huge
smiles to the coach driver from our cabin. He thought he had a hit
with me, the bastard!

Suddenly the boys switched off their
headlights.

Blackout.

No moon.

You should have seen the panic in
there!

We had the first place to see them,
see.

The tourists who were not sleeping woke the other
ones up.

They started to scream and move all over the
place.

You could see their mouths wide open … they looked
like flies, captives in a glass.

They started to turn on their little reading lights,
those idiots.

As if their driver needed that. They did not even
realize that they dazzled him.

Imagine that.

A travel coach launched full speed on a nice smooth
highway, surrounded by three very heavy trucks.

You'd see it from here.

There just missed a tiny bit of
rain.

Too bad.

The driver on his seat looked very
frail.

We could feel him get the wind up.

His sweat drove down his back.

Just in between his shoulder blades… right down
between his butt cheeks.

My, must have he been soaked!

After three minutes of this hell of a
treat…

Three minutes that must have been the longest of his
life, this s… of a b…, we stopped the game.

We unlocked the vice and gave the lights
back.

Then, we all agreed to meet at "Fatty Gertrud" to
share a bilberries tart.

Delicious, the tart.

 

 

 

Adultery

 

I disguised myself as a whore.

Yes, but a very cute whore.

I spent the whole morning on it.

Coat after coat, facing the
mirror.

 

Then I drove to his office.

At lunch time.

Twenty miles in my tiny shabby car on the small
roads of southern France.

Pines, Cypresses, Olives-trees, all of
that.

I showed up at the gate.

I asked the security guard, who recognized me then,
to have him called.

He came.

He inspected me all over and we
laughed.

Well, I did burst into laughing. It was a wonderful
day, splashed with sun.

I put on and off my fuzz wig and, since he thought I
had too much blush on me, I adjusted the color of my
cheeks.

Then we left each other for a few hours
still.

We'd meet at the "Nice-French-Riviera Airport" later
on.

I took the documents he entrusted me with and I
drove back home to wait.

My bag was ready since the day
before!

We were going to Stockholm.

For a whole week!

By the end of the afternoon, I headed to the
airport.

Thirty five miles, this time.

It didn't matter, I loved to drive and frankly,
French Riviera, in autumn, say what you want, is the most beautiful
place ever. It blazes all over.

I know few people who don't like
it.

At the airport, since I was really early, I went to
the bar.

I said to myself: "let’s see if this make-up will
abuse other people than his wife, should she come and watch
him".

I sat down and ordered a whiskey.

A little bit early, but what, isn't today a very
special day?

After a while, there came this Englishman, who sat
down beside me.

Quite a clean businessman, shirt well ironed… maybe
he was going to the same meeting in Stockholm?

We chatted. Small talk. Just wanted to know if I
could still speak English.

In my face, right then, only my eyes were true. And
if this guy was just a little bit clever, he should see the
flagrant contradiction between my very juvenile 21 years old look
and the ugly coat of paint I was wearing. Strangely he didn’t
notice anything. This was the living proof that sees only the one
who wants to. If this man did not have something totally different
in mind while coming near me, he would certainly have been much
more perspicacious.

I was having so much fun!

He offered me another glass.

Then another one.

At the third one, I saw HIM, my lover, walking
in.

I threw a banknote on the bar (for the first glass)
and I started to collect my stuff. I walked behind Him on the
tarmac, to the plane. There were three people between us. Right in
the middle of my back, I could feel the burning of his legitimate
spouse’s stare. She was posted right there, on the large terrace
above. A true laser. But I played my role perfectly well. I went up
to the footbridge and presented my boarding pass to the cute
stewardess. I returned the smile she’d so nicely lent me. Right at
this time we sure were equally factitious.

 

I walked to the seat he’d kept at his side for me
and let myself drop on it as elegantly as possible.
Finally!

 

We were on our way to Sweden and five days of
marvelous happiness.

Let us not exaggerate anything, HE was on a business
trip. It meant that I wouldn't see him all day. Nevertheless, it
twas five days just for the two of us. Five breakfasts, five
suppers, four WHOLE nights in each other’s arms…

 

I took out of my handbag my huge pot of make-up
remover. It was more than time to go back to normal. I tear out my
russet-red wig (what do they have more than the brown ones, these
bitchy girls?) then, with a handle of handkerchiefs which I had
taken care of bringing with me, I started to remove, one after the
other, the layers of "booby-trap" pasted on my
face.

 

Layers of our lies.

 

Suddenly, raising the eyes, I had the surprise to
cross, the space of a split second, just between the two armchairs
located in front of us…

…the confused glance of my
former English seducer!

 

January 31, 1990



Yesterday evening, January 31, 1990, a doctor told us, to my
husband and I, that I was an alcoholic.



I‘ve known that for twenty years.

From now on it is confirmed.



I do not know yet how I came back. With him, my husband, I
suppose.



Once more, I was not “there”.



I have this strange faculty to "exit" real life so easily
sometimes…



Anyway, I got rescued. Of what? Do not ask me. I do not even
believe that it’s a matter of pride…



Well, we reached home and I went to bed. I must have thought: "it's
enough for the day", or something like that. I don't remember those
details very well.



However, it is out of the question to have the drink that I need,
just to drown the impossible pursuit of happiness. There’s no way
to drinking, to relieve pain or even forget the terrible
truth.

 

This morning, still under the shock, my husband went to the office.
I called to say that I would not come to work on that day. I
thought: “nor any other day, in fact", but I did not speak that.
She was nice, my colleague, at the other end of the wire. She told
me: “take care of yourself, take as much time as you
need”.



Sure.



And now I am facing my fate.



And now, what do I do?



They tried well to say yesterday evening that "it" is treatable.
That "it" is a disease. Not a vice. That “it” has nothing to do
with the will.



It is because they don’t know, because they never knew, all those
times where I had tried to stop. And
failed.



Anyway, I've already decided. I'm going to sleep. For a very long
time.



I went up to my private office.



I’ve been preparing my blow for several weeks now. Each time I
would see my psychiatrist I’d make him fill in an ordinance.

 

Boxes of 100 please…

This idiot, she did not even realize that
she’d give me all the drugs that I wanted.



Docile, she obeyed. Doctors in general, are not really complicated.
You give them the indications. You tell them what you have
(important not to forget it) and what you need to get
healed.

As simple as that.



Try it, it works each and every time. In the beginning, like
everyone, I believed in the sacrosanct supremacy of the medical
profession. Their white blouse and their stethoswidgets…



I begged on my knees, bathing in my shame, nothing was too
humiliating, I became a rug, a dripping-mop, anything, in the hope
of being helped, as long as one gives me the miracle
solution



Not just a handkerchief…



And then, after having heard so many times that there was no
mystery… "You see, dear Maaaa’am, you shall find your own strength,
inside of you" and blah,blah,blah, (you can talk as much as you
like, I’m not listening anymore).

 

Whenever I left a new doctor's, without the smallest
glimmer of hope, because, once again, NOTHING has been solved… I
swooped on the next restaurant (give me a whiskey, please, a
double).

 

Going through all this, though, I ended up
acquiring a certain sense of philosophy.

 

Therefore, said I, this idiot gave me, 4 weeks
in a row, 4 packages, for a total of around 100 pills, which
approximately equals 400 pills (minus the ones I already
swallowed). As you can see, I calculate well, I am not yet too
rotten… I thus said, we have appointment at the center of the
“diseases of the dependence” on January 31 at 6
pm.



That evening there, you can be sure that one will, at last,
officially say that I am an alcoholic.



And after that, exit.



Point of no return.



The end.

 

 

 

Nostalgia

 

What will you do this morning?

 

This morning I shall read through again old love
letters.

 

I put a CD-ROM on.

 

I pressed on the repeat key on, to be sure not to be
disturbed by the inopportune chattering of these Sirs from the
radio.

 

I made myself a new cup of warm
coffee.

Needed me three times to manage.

 

And, finally, after having read the newspaper, done
my refrigerator's inventory then the menu list for the week, I
drank my coffee (cold) and sat down.

 

I found my old ink pen.

 

I had to shake it well because it'd been so long
since I last used it, that it got dry.

 

Now, I'm analyzing my feelings.

 

What does one feel at fifty by reading letters that
are thirty years old? Do I commit adultery? By the way, when does
an adultery begin ? My actual husband says that an adultery
gets started in one's mind…

 

Finally, what do I risk ?

 

I'm thinking that there is something unhealthy in
stirring up all this, and that if I didn’t have the excuse of the
book I am writing, it could lead into confusion.

 

I am burying my youth, but should I let myself go a
little bit more, I sure would be quite nostalgic about this time.
The bad parts arise at the same time though…

 

… And they where plethora!

 

I do regret my mistakes of course and, age helping,
I do manage to forgive myself better.

 

Nostalgia or culpability? The secret consists in
avoiding the traps. I also appreciate the fact that my essential
values did not really change over the time.

 

Lack of evolution?

Of maturity?

No, actually, I did change,
indeed.

 

"It's the men who made me the way I am; men who made
me happy" says so nicely Jacques Prévert, the
poet.

 

And I? Did I make all those men who crossed my life
happy?

Furtive lover, tender lover, desperate lover,
revenge lover?

I do not keep any track of them. Neither in my
spirit, nor in my body.

 

A long time ago, whereas I changed life once
again…

During six month, their image came back to haunt
me.

Each one at its time.

One after the other.

I would walk in the streets and suddenly think "oh,
I remember him"…

I would wash dishes and think "oh, and this one
too"…

And so on.

There are so many dishes in a woman's
life!

 

And then, one morning, a merry Sunday morning, I
started to cry.

It was impossible to stop me.

And, as the tears ran all over my face, I felt that
they washed me.

And as my memory erased,

one by one,

all theses faces,

all theses souvenirs,

and theses regrets too.

Then, through my tears, I
realized,

"Maria-Magdalena".

And I knew that I was forgiven.

 

 

You, my son

 

You are so beautiful my son, so
beautiful.

 

I'm stealing glances at you each time you’re not
watching. Detailing you piece after piece.

 

I start with your hands.

Well, you don't bite your nails anymore, their oval
is perfect.

Temporarily.

 

Are you going, like me at your age, to suddenly
realize that they grew old, your hands, and cry your anguish over
the passing time?

 

Then my gaze goes up along your
arm.

Tiny curls of blond hairs on your tanned
skin.

Gilded roll, crusty, that one would love to gulp
down.

Stop! This territory’s not mine any
more.

Happy be the chosen one who will benefit from
it!

 

The elbow lastly with its dimple.

Your arm, unceasingly moving:

"Keep quiet will you!"

 

Half-child and yet half-man,
sometimes.

Becoming.

A potential.

Your shoulders.

Straight, worthy.

Small ancient prince.

A true thoroughbred.

Beautiful stallion.

Full of ardor and pride.

 

Shoulders down, you are defeated, oh, my embryo of
man.

Aggressive shoulders, you're going ahead with all
the strength of your "male-being"

Passionately sapience, I feel you.

So strong, so fragile.

 

And I, your mother,

I have this power,

With one gaze,

With one word,

To destroy you,

To castrate you.

As million of mothers did, before
me,

to million of sons.

 

And I, your mother, panic at the simple idea of
destroying a single shade of suspicion of your virility, being and
coming.

 

Then I learn by heart each one of the small hair
that curl on your neck. For the day I will have to survive with
this sole memory.

 

I inhale, each time I can steal it - but do you even
notice? The scent of the mane overlooking your
forehead.

Which I find so intelligent.

 

Your eyes sparkle already, that darken when you are
bothered. And become arrogant when your pride becomes your only
protection. Your last armor.

 

Your nose is straight and well made, in spite of the
scar that encloses it. Remembrance of an accident in your early
childhood.

 

Your eyelashes make jealous all the girlfriends that
you already bring home.

 

Your cheeks, my son, your cheeks, still free from
any barb (but for how long?), since your first moment of life, your
very first minutes, I gulp down their softness, without ever saying
it. Anyways, who would believe me? This kind of softness only
exists in books.

 

And I make a stop at the main
dish.

Your smile.

 

A whole book would not be enough to describe
it.

 

Delirium Tremens

 

Paris, 5th district.

Between the Quai des Grands Augustins, and
Saint Germain Boulevard.

 

Her mother is French, her father Turkish, she is a
mix of both countries, that's pretty.

 

She tells me about her small district school, how
she waited behind the grids, shivered in the early morning… Her
knees were scratched, and she wasn't thirteen
then.

 

A musician walked by her, his sax in his hand, he
was leaving the opposite building’s cellar. Smells of cigarettes,
alcohol relents.

 

Tonight, she'll go there. She'll on the ground,
between the piano and the drums, her head against the reassuring
belly of the bass.

 

She'll feel like a planet in the middle of a
galaxy.

Will fly around billion of notes, as billions of
meteors.

Sweet Georgia Brown

The Sheik of Araby

Take the A-Train

On a slow-boat to China

Caravan.

 

When she'll have enough to collect the notes fallen
on the ground, she'll get to the heights, she'll sit beside the
pianist, on his stool.

With some chance, he will let her draw on his
cigarette.

 

She will look at his hand fly, like light birds, so
fragile, over the black and white keys.

 

It will "day-dream" her away, so far away. To the
land of the cotton in flowers, the land of the paddle
boats.

 

Mississippi river.

 

Later, when she'll grow up, she'll have a dance
school. On her own. Jazz only. Be-bop, foxtrot, all of
that.

 

She will have fun with her pupils. She will organize
seminars, in her week-end residence, a real old castle somewhere
near Biarritz.

 

But first, at sixteen, she'll marry a "small" jazz
musician. They will have two children. Two boys, who will earn
their living quite well by playing the trumpet at the edge of the
streets or in the subway.

 

Once in a while, her husband will beat her
up.

A little.

They’ ll say that it is the
stress.

Then she'll take a lover, or two, as a matter of
existence.

 

Quite some time later, she will start
drinking.

A lot.

Only Whiskey.

They will have plenty of money.

Then less.

But always enough to keep on
drinking.

 

She was my friend.

She accommodated me.

For a while.

At the hospital, on the bed-board,

It was written: "DTs".

 

24 hours in the life of a
woman

 

The road that goes from Gainesville to
Charlottesville, in Virginia is a very long one. It’s a two-hours
drive from our home. I put my six months old baby in the seat
beside me. To the right side, so that I can see him. It didn’t
really matter in fact because he slept all the time. It certainly
was due to the slow rocking of the Mustang.

 

We are April 18th , 1984.

Nineteen eighty four. Reminds me of something, but
of what?

 

I finally will know about my baby’s disease. Its not
quite a panic yet but still, I wish they find what he has fast now.
That they can give me the right medicine to cure him. It is not
normal that he can't hold his head alone by now. That his muscles
seems so apathetic. That worries me when I compare him to other
children of the same age. Thus, that's why my paediatrician took
this appointment with those specialists. He seems even more anxious
than I am, but he still lets me go to Europe, with our son, to
introduce him to our family. We went to Switzerland and then to the
south of France. He waited for our return to send me to the
academic hospital of Charlottesville.

 

My husband is in France right now, where he teaches
to some young (and less young) engineers the mysteries of the
electromagnetic compatibility. He will be away for three more
weeks. It’s very long and I miss him so! Especially today. I got
used to his frequent travels for his job of course, and thus, I
carry on my shoulders the whole responsibility of our household.
Loneliness is something that I know too well. I would even say that
I grew up with it. I drank it at my mother's breast. Today, I don't
even know that some life exists where it is less present. A life
where men know how to protect their wives…

 

At lunch time, I stop the car in front of the Pizza
Hut. As in all these American restaurants where alcohol is sold,
the windows are covered. It would not be a good thing if honest
folk from the outside was influenced by the bad example of drinking
people! It sure is an excellent principle of course, but having
been raised in a country where it is normal to drink everywhere on
all occasion, I find it very strange. Vaguely tinted of hypocrisy,
when I refuse indulgence.

 

Meanwhile, if from the outside, those restaurant do
look like small bunkers; from the inside those places are always so
nicely decorated that it’s easily forgotten that the outside view
is forbidden. Anyway, what’s the matter, when plunged into a
drink?

 

They gave me everything I needed to heat my baby's
lunch. My son started to chirp happily while I tried to get him to
eat. There was food everywhere. Helping me with the other hand, I
nibbled into a pizza piece. We were very happy there,
together.

 

On that day, I had too many problems, but when we
were alone at home, Julien and I, the bathroom being close, I did
enjoy, sometimes, with an accomplice smile, telling him: "NO, do
not make ppppppppprrrrrrrrrrrr…."

Within a second, I could see my son folding his
small mouth, preferably full of mashed carrots and potatoes and,
within a move of his own, splashing from left to right on all that
surrounded him. We played like that until, still laughing, I took
him along to the bathroom to clean it all. Anyway, today we remain
serious and, after the meal, we pack up everything and keep on our
trip.

 

At 1:40 pm I find a place in the huge parking lot of
the general hospital. It is clearly marked down. That goes quickly.
My appointment is at 2:00 pm. I get my baby, all his stuff and
mine. Last night when I was explaining to my neighbor friend the
schedule of my day, she told me: "you should take a small bottle of
whiskey with you; one never knows, that could be
useful".

 

Which I did.

 

They bring me into a very small exam room. I install
my son on the bench and I wait.

 

The doctor arrives. After the usual greetings, I
strip my son a little according to his
indications.

 

He auscultates him. Then he leaves the room saying
to me that he'll be right back.

 

A few minutes later, he reappears.

With a colleague.

An old man.

A man who knows how to "tell".

 

Me: so? 

He: it's not good.

Me: what’s the matter?

He: it is a terrible disease.

Me: what disease?

He: Werdning-Hoffmann.

Me: are you sure?

He: the symptoms are too obvious to leave any chance
to doubt.

Me: what will happen?

He: Death.

Me: when?

He: within a maximum two years, maybe
less.

Me: …

He: be brave.

 

Then the other doctor takes over. He explains to me,
through the thick fog which has just invaded my brain, that they
will still have to make a biopsy to confirm the diagnosis. And that
the must hospitalize my child for that. Also, some eminent
professors will want to see him (since it is some rare disease it
deserves a visit doesn't it?) and thus, I must wait here until
somebody will come and fetch me.

 

Will I hold out? Would I like a coffee?
Something?

 

In front of my lack of reaction, they end up leaving
the room. As soon as I put him his clothes back on, my baby goes
back to sleep. As if it was not about him any more. It wouldn't
take much for me to get upset that he does not participate a bit
more… However, I settle down on a chair, in the opposite corner and
I lit up a cigarette. I can blow the smoke into a tiny ventilator
which opens close to the ground. Then I take my small bottle of
whiskey and I drink it entirely.

 

Starts then a long, endless
waiting.

 

What is left to say?

 

I do not realize yet what is happening. I just know
that it is serious. I am going through all sorts of reflexions.
There has just been an earthquake in Mexico City. Thousands of
deaths. One more, one less, what difference does that
make?

 

I am saying to myself: "well then, I too have a
story now, a skeleton in my closet. Never again will I be able to
tell all about my life, just like that, without worry. From now on,
from that very moment on, I will have to choose my words, to jump
over the delicates passages, to avoid to shock the sensibilities
and least but not last, to avoid attracting the vultures, attracted
by the smell of catastrophes.

 

My thoughts turn endlessly. The little room fills up
with smoke. My baby sleeps. I cannot cry. I wait.

 

Before my shut eyes, the film of the last few months
goes over and over again. The battle that I had to fight, to get
the right to bearing this child that my husband did not want. It
was so easy for him to be so egoistic when he already had two
beautiful girls! But from the day we knew we were going to live
together I had told him that I would be a mother one day. I never
betrayed him. I knew it. I did not cheat on that one. Then
why?

And now. Am I cursed? Is this the price to pay for
having destroyed a marriage, a family? The family he left for me?
Just because he got me in his skin?

 

The nurse comes, finally. She leads me through
kilometers of corridors to the pediatric part of the hospital. She
shows me a bed. I ask her whether I can sleep there tonight. I
don't want to leave my child alone. She shows me an armchair in
another room. I will just have to move it in when I want to sleep.
It unfolds easily. After that I try to warm up, with my
bottle-warmer, plugged into the unique electrical outlet, to heat a
small feeding-bottle. Then I feed my baby. It takes time. Now I
know why…

 

Eventually I have a look around
me.

 

This room is a nightmare.

 

There are ten beds in a terribly restricted space.
In Europe, there would be only two beds in there, and even then.
Everywhere there are infants or very small children. The oldest
must well be three years old. One of the newborns obviously suffers
from elephantiasis, another one is completely deformed, another one
has pipes everywhere.

 

Nobody is looking after them. Supervising them.
Singing a song to them. My own baby is not hungry anymore. He falls
asleep.

 

I go to the reception desk and dial the number of my
best friend. Lorie answers immediately. I tell her, very fast,
quite rudely to get there as soon as she can with some very strong
liquid. Then I hang up and wait.

She quickly drives from Richmond. Within one hour
she is there. I show her my son. Her godson, since she is her
godmother. Briefly I inform her. I am cold, surgical. Still not
affected.

 

When she cries, I do "accompany" her, but I almost
force myself. I don't want to know anything. Then we leave. All
night long we wander through the city. From one bar to another, one
restaurant after the other. I buy her supper in the best place in
town. And all night long, as I will do for the following six months
or so, I try again and again to justify what is happening now to my
life. I drink so much that I don't even know how I got back to the
hospital.

 

I wake up at 10 am on the next morning on the
armchair beside my son who always sleeps apparently. I have a
terrible hangover. A bit later, from where I sit, I can see an
eminent professor, surrounded by his class of students, examining
my baby. They do not even have a look at me. Obviously I am of no
interest to them. Not sick enough I guess…

 

Lorie is already back to the newspaper that exploits
her in Richmond; the bottle of Balantines sits on the ground,
partially hidden by the small blanket I found somewhere last night.
I take a mouthful of it to get awake, which has for immediate
result to make me throw up what is left in my poor stomach. After
that, I feel better.

 

I feed my baby and, once he is asleep, I go down to
the cafeteria with the hope of grasping a cup of coffee. Just
before it, I see on one door the sign: "library". I enter, I spot a
computer in a corner, I type: "Werdning Hoffman disease" and I read
the results. It is not my country. It is not my language, it is
purely medical jargon but each word strikes me as if it was totally
current term, transparent.

 

I take notice of this new gift of
perspicacity.

Very amusing indeed.

Then, after having made all the copies I would need
to explain "the case" to everyone later, I move towards the
cafeteria.

 

I am halfway between the door and the counter when
the truth catches up with me.

 

Julien will die!

 

I fall on the floor, on my buttocks, under the shock
of the obviousness. My throat lets out a kind of raucous and
discordant sound.

Julien will die!

My baby.

My child.

I start to cry.

I am alone.

So lonely.

 

People almost have to jump over me to reach the
counter.

Minding their own business.

Paying their own coffee.

Nobody stops in front of this very shameless person,
who shares her sorrow with anybody. Each one of them carries his
own, incomparable, load or sorrow, and cannot, just CANNOT, allow
himself to stop, if only for one second. It is a matter of
survival. All the others here, are discrete.

 

In America, in 1984, a doctor throws you in the face
the death of your child, just like that, coldly, but death remains
as taboo as anywhere else. There is a dichotomy between the pain
that is felt, and the face shown to the outside. And for me, young
decadent European woman, I am quite unable to understand it all
that. Especially now!

 

What I do not know either, and that will take years
for me to understand, is that I am a foreigner here. Oh, not one of
those foreigners who brings with her the supremacy of the entire
old continent, no, just a simple immigrant, like any other one
coming from the south and who is so despised here. Like all those
people starving and hoping to find food and security in
America.

 

As for me, who came, in my immeasurable naive
conviction, with the insurance of bringing some intellectual food
to those "uncultivated savages" it is difficult, even impossible to
perceive or understand this incredible feeling of superiority of
the inhabitants of my host country…

 

Down by my shame, an eternity later, grasping a
crumb of courage, I rise up and, in a ridiculous attempt to escape
from reality, I grab a plate and fill it up.

 

I pile up. A roll, a life, a cup, a life, a bowl of
cereals, a life, some jam, a life.

 

LIFE. LIFE. LIVING. ALIVE. TO
LIVE!

 

What does that mean : "to live?"

I am not hungry. I am unable to swallow anything.
Leaving my full plate on the table, I go back to my baby. I feed
him. He goes back to sleep.

 

They call me on the phone. It is my husband. The
father of my child. I tell him: "All is well, nothings wrong, they
still have to make analyses, I'll call you back".

 

Then I find a phone booth and I settle there. The
remains of my Whiskey bottle on one side, an ashtray in the other
one. I lit up one cigarette after the other. Nobody notices. It is
normally forbidden inside a hospital. How come they let me do this
in total impunity? Does everybody know about my ordeal? Or perhaps
it is because I look so obviously like a stranger that nobody dares
saying anything?

 

In fact, I am just a tiny ant in a huge factory, and
each one of them here is so busy with its own sorrows that it does
not have the courage to carry some more on its
shoulders.

 

I call the operator to try to get a long distance
call. Theoretically, they only give you the communication when
someone can certify that the call will be paid. I don’t know if it
will work since there is nobody home to certify anything, since the
one supposed to certify is me and I am there all right… And I would
like to talk to my mother. All over there in Switzerland.
Please….

 

Curiously enough, the operator does not make any
objection. It’s a good thing, I'm starting to have a furred
tongue.

 

The phone rings in Lausanne, Switzerland. My
step-father answers.

 

Me: ‘please get Mom on the phone for me will
you!’

He: ‘why?’

Me: ‘do as I say, it is an emergency ; what I
have to tell, I won't be able to tell it twice.’

He: ‘Here she is. I give her to you. Are you sure I
can't help you?’

Me: ‘Yeeeees’

She: ‘What is it my daughter?’

Me: (crying) ‘Julien will die. His muscles are going
to weaken and his diaphragm too, he won't be able to use his lungs
to breathe and his heart will stop beating, he will choke to death…
oh, Mom!’

She: (her voice breaks, powerless, five thousand
miles away) ‘it's atrocious!’

Me: ‘I am so sorry to tell it this way, but I cannot
carry this alone anymore… I'll call you back.’

Click.

 

A doctor came to see me. He gave me an appointment
for a biopsy on the following Monday, at 2 pm, one level
below.

 

I could not put up with the idea of staying two more
days in this hospital. In this "pain factory", before they would
finally take care of my child. I signed a discharge and I left. I
would come backon the next Monday. Never mind the four hours
drive…

 

I got my baby back. I packed up everything in the
car and we started the long drive home. After a while I had to get
out of the car to throw up.

 

I looked at my watch.

Twenty four hours had passed.

 

 

 

 

Dancing with the
devil

 

I looked at Death straight in the
eyes.

And she laughed at me.

 

April.

West Virginia.

I put the cradle of my son in my car and I
drove.

On each road. On every dead-end.

 

In-between, I drank.

Until I fall.

 

During those two weeks, I did not sober up for a
second.

When I could not drive anymore, when I could not
stand up anymore, I would confide the Moses basket (this is so
funny "confides Moses" - once more; but not in the Nile this
time!), well, confide said I, to a good soul; a
r-e-s-p-o-n-s-i-b-l-e one, who promised to take care of him… until
I come to get him back.

 

Later.

Never.

 

When I was just a little bit moist (inside), just
what it needed, not too much, I wandered from one friend to another
and spent hours crying over their shoulders grasping drinks here
and there to comfort me. I went to tell my misfortunes, again and
again, trying to find plenty of good reasons for what was happening
to me…

I tried to kill myself; once, twice, at the third
time you should stop… it becomes silly!

 

Then some friends came to my rescue. They called our
doctor. Our paediatrician. Who convoked me. I started to exist. I
became interesting.

 

I went to see him. The
so-cute-doctor-with-a-beautiful-wife-and-two-magnificent-children.

I explained him everything.

How unhappy I was.

Isolated.

Frustrated.

How my husband did not love me
anymore.

How I felt so lonely.

 

He spoke about the coming death of my
baby.

And I answered with my shattered
marriage.

 

Mismatch.

 

Our spirit did not meet.

He wanted me to be a Saint.

To do what I was supposed to do.

To cry in silence.

But nevertheless.

I was only a woman.

I denied the obvious.

I had given life.

And it was death,

That invited herself.

When I came back home.

At last.

I looked at my face in the mirror.

 

And I saw myself.

No. Not like that.

As I REALLY was.

 

It was a mystical experience.

Unforgettable.

It was a bit as if, through the mirror, I saw myself
with God's eyes. Without complacency. But without judgement
either.

 

I saw a poor woman.

Bathing into her tragedy.

And what I just lived through.

The sad reality of my sad
situation.

Jumped to my eyes.

I understood it in its total
horror.

 

The lag.

 

But it was way too late to turn
back.

I was forced to accept.

I was a woman.

Not a Saint…

 

 

Under the sun

 

We buried you this morning

No,

This afternoon

I see myself in the stairways of the
cellar

Several excursions

The bottle of scotch

White horse

Black or white?

What a strange idea

Half empty?

Half full?

And I, in the sun

In my beautiful green dress

Following this hearse

My hand in the one of your father

To the cemetery

So nice

So well situated

And I, in the sun

Dazzled

Revealed

Thinking of our exodus

Since your death

Early in the morning

A tear flowed

Along your cheek

The lady doctor was also crying

Too late

And, in the corridors

The stretcher

The sheet over your small body

As if you were asleep

To avoid the mortuary

To avoid the cold

Of death

Derisory

And the long road

With your coffin

At the back

Of our so beautiful car

For whom?

For what?

Now

The long road

And the sun already

Radiant

Alive!

And then

Just at the end

Just before arrival

This accident

Theses two cars broken

Rear door open

On a Teddy bear

White.

Fallen down

And later on, this farm

Theses asking faces

Theses worried faces

Have you seen?

What happened?

Did you see the accident?

These were our children.

Who were coming back home

No

We did not see

Our infant is in here

And we are going over there

To bury him

Under the sun

 

The storm

 

Thomas is two years old.

 

There is a big storm right now above his
house.

The sky is crying and is making
noises.

It is unleashed.

Thomas is afraid.

Very, very afraid.

 

It's normal. At two, they do not know absolutely
everything yet.

 

Even if they do know quite a lot.

 

How to get to see images on the television for
example. By dragging the hardcover of the videotape through the
slot in which, in fact, are put the videos…

 

They also know that when the bread dough is kneaded
over, they need to let it rest and that, when it rises, it will
mean that it is not tired anymore…

 

They know as well, that, in order to sell them
quicker, farmers clip the price of the cows on their ears, using
naughty bits of yellow plastic…

 

Finally, they know that later, when they will grow
up they will be an "advenviator"…

 

 

But they do not know yet that when the storm puts
out its electrical garlands, and when the thunder behind gets
jealous, red of anger, God knows why… This is not against the two
years old boy that they are furious…

 

And that, if the latter remains very wisely in his
bed without moving an ear, nothing will happen to
him.

 

Absolutely nothing.

 

So, since Thomas does not know it, and that, indeed,
his dad is not here…

 

He is scared.

And since he is scared, he steps out of his
bed.

 

Begins then the long, very long, expedition through
all these dark and terrible territories.

Dark, and suddenly foreign because of the
darkness.

To try to find…

… security.

 

Long is the way leading to wisdom.

 

But not as long as the one leading to the
bathroom.

And there, in the closet of beauty items, Thomas
finally finds his Graal.

 

This is not Nard, neither of the Myrrh, least of all
the incense.

 

 

Just a small bottle of his mother's
perfume.

 

He sprays it "all over" himself.

 

And, in the morning, when his mother, opening the
bathroom door, then the one of the wooden shutters, will say "oh,
it stinks here, what happened"?

 

The tiny child will reply: "I was scared, that's
why".

 

And dad explained to his mother, half proud (he is
so intelligent my son!) , half flattered (see how important I am to
his eyes!) But yet completely unaware until then, that his son got
reassured as he could …

…With her smell!

 

Green Card

 

Geneva, Switzerland, February.

 

I am “late”.

It has to be, this time, I step into a
pharmacy.

Ask for a test.

The pharmacist explains to me, will plenty of
details, how to use it.

As if I wasn’t able to read the
instructions.

 

At my side stands a little girl.

Maybe ten years old, not more.

Staring at me up and down, she
notices:

« My, you must be REALLY sick! ».

 

I laugh. Already happy, already
certain.

A child. My baby. Our infant!

I feel full. I feel young. I feel alive. Oh, so
alive. And so full of courage. A child. A precious little thing. To
love. To protect. I will. I'll be able to do everything for you. I
am there. I love you.

 

A bathroom

The test is positive. POSITIVE.

Sheer happiness.

Already I’m walking on eggs.

I scarcely dare climbing up into the plane that
brings us back home. Well, our temporary home. In
America.

 

Unfortunately, at Kennedy Airport in New York, the
reception is more than glacial. For two hours they have us wait in
a small cell. Since my husband got his green card, my tourist visa
is not sufficient any more.

 

We both know that we won't stay in this country
forever, but "they" think that I try to immigrate illegally.
Finally, after those two hours; after I left my passport as a
hostage, and, with the promise that I will return within two days
with my lawyer, they let us go.

 

We run for miles in the corridors of the airport.
Getting out of breath. I am scared for my embryo of a baby. We run
to try to catch, still tonight, the plane for Washington, DC. We
are the very last to engulf in the cabin of the small shuttle
cuckoo.

 

Phew. Tonight we'll be home. In our own bed.
Tomorrow, we will seek for a lawyer.

 

A lady lawyer.

 

My husband goes to New York, at the judge’s, with
his boss and our lawyer. He will plead my case. And get my passport
back. He told his boss that if I cannot stay in this country, he
would have to leave it too. They could at least deal and cope with
each other after all, these American.

 

My husband comes back from New York. Without my
passport which will be sent directly to a judge in Washington. He
is happy because they managed to transfer the case. It's better for
me, they say.

 

My lawyer is very hopeful: "grow fat" she says.
"grow fat as fast as you can!. As soon as a woman is six months
pregnant, no airline would take the risk of boarding her
anymore…"

 

I laugh and get ready to obey. What else can I
do?

 

March, April.

We hear that my passport has vanished, somewhere
between New York and Washington.

 

May. June.

The weather is fine. So beautiful. There is music
everywhere. Some friends, European musicians, come to visit us.
They will stay for a few days. The entire group. A full orchestra
to cram with the house. All these people. I settle two bearded men
in my bed. On my lace pillow… What a laughter!

 

I dance a little. Very very
carefully!

 

But, mostly I work in the kitchen. The huge T-bones
steaks. The sweet corn in cobs. The baked potatoes with sour cream.
It’s a party! In the morning, I offer "braids", specialty of my
country and some homemade bread that came out marvelously, despite
the traps : the over powerful yeast, and the over rich flour
over vitalized.

 

We have not been able to eat American bread for very
long. It’d leaves such a terrible plaster taste in your mouth! And
we don't have the courage either to drive 40 miles to get some
fresh bread from a baker’s in Washington… (in the early eighties it
comes from Paris on board of the Concord and costs almost as much
as a real diamonds!). Thus, my own bread, after a couple of months
of practice and failures became quite respectable. I bake twelve
loaves at a time into my giant oven before settling them in my
"small" freezer.

 

This morning though, everything seems so delicious.
I am only four months pregnant. I am radiant. Everything goes so
well. Homemade bread. Homemade jellies. Everybody is happy. Life is
wonderful!

 

After the band’s gone back to France, we leave for a
holidays. We have a lady friend with us. From Paris. At first, we
want to go up to New York and have her visit the Big Apple. We want
to show her the Empire State Building, the Fifth Avenue, Central
Park, the museums; everything. After what we will go down to
Philadelphia, where my husband has a one-day meeting for business,
and then, we will head to Florida. We plan to stop for each night
in a new motel, but we might want to stay somewhat longer on an
island somewhere, Ocracoke for example. We are eager to visit the
Everglades. There, we will see a single crocodile, thin, shabby,
totally lost in the vastness of the marshlands and we will bother
him in his sleep with our noisy dirty flatboat. On the other hand
we will see plenty of bags factories… As for me, I still have in
mind the movie "Key Largo" with Humphrey Bogart and Lauren Bacall
and I'd like to see where the movie has been
shot.

 

July, August.

I have nothing to be afraid of anymore. Six months
have gone, and they cannot send me abroad
anymore.

For the moment.

September, October.

The weather is so magnificent. Once more, I climb up
the slope with my bowl full of dough. It is so hot that my bread
rises, in the sun, twice as fast as usual. It is the most beautiful
Indian summer of my life.

 

Mid-October

The Baby should be out soon. I cannot gain anymore
weight! Nevertheless, I will have to wait for two more
weeks.

 

October 29th

It hurts a bit. Since 6:00 am. During the whole day,
it hurts just enough to prevent me from getting any sleep, and I am
very tired when midnight comes. Since it hurts quite much, we
decide to head to the hospital. In the parking lot we meet a young
man whose joy explodes. ‘I have a baby girl! I am a father!’ He
shows us the way to the maternity section. We meet his wife in the
long corridors. She sure does not laugh as much!

 

4 am in my room, I express myself!

So much and so long that they finally call the
anesthetist.

He will make a epidural
anesthesia.

He does.

Two hours of peace.

I am falling asleep.

The nurse comes. She sees blood where there
shouldn’t be and takes the sheets off me…

 

The nice effect of anesthesia fades. I begin to
suffer seriously. My husband is there. He holds my hand. Tight. For
someone who refused to see the birth of his first two children
(from his former marriage) he really makes a incredible
effort.

 

He had told me that it killed the love of men to see
their wives in the birth pangs. But, I said, never mind, I need you
to be there, my mother is too far anyway and thus, our love will be
strong enough to overcome this! I did not really convince him, but
he still stood there, stoic, until the 4 am epidural. After that he
went to sleep in one of the waiting rooms.

 

Finally, at 9 o'clock sharp, after many efforts, our
child gets out. We have to use the forceps, but there he is,
complete, alive!

 

We make a small test to see whether he is French or
not. We yelp: "Mac Donald’s"! He shows a funny face, some sort of a
grin, as if he would like to say "yuk!".

We are SO joyful.

And so proud, so proud!

He is so beautiful, our son.

 

Two days later, I am home.

I couldn’t to sleep in this
hospital.

Now I regret. It really hurts. I almost can't
sit…

My husband goes and buys me a buoy. That
helps!

 

One week later my lawyer calls me.

Your Green Card is ready.

You may go and get it.

In Paris.

 

In Paris!!!!!

How will I do that?

With a one week old baby?

On breastfeeding!

Impossible to do otherwise.

I MUST go.

 

At first, I try to take my child with
me.

I drive to Washington, to the Swiss
Embassy.

In Georgetown, I am so nervous that I loose my way
to the Embassy. I was there only once, in fact. No, twice. The
first time was on a first of August; we were invited to celebrate
our Swiss national day. We had fried sausages and traditional Swiss
music! Terrible! We didn’t stay for long. The second time, we’d
come to have our wedding assented. The man in charge was so drunk
that he wrote the wrong date on our family
booklet…

 

Thus, this time I am in a real hurry. Exasperated, I
get a cab and ask the driver to show me the way. Once there safely,
I pay the cab and get into the Embassy. I want to have my son
registered on my passport. There’s no way! My son is American. He
must have his own passport. And here I am, with my newborn, seeking
for a photo machine.

Imagine the picture…

To be done three times because of the lack of
conformity. I get angry!

 

At last, they give me the
passport.

It’s getting fast now.

We are in America!

 

My lawyer calls again. She dissuades me to take the
baby with me. She thinks that "they" might not let me board the
plane with my American baby if I do not have my green card
already.

What a dilemma !

 

Either I get the green card but I cannot take my
baby with me or if, on the contrary, they refuse the card to me,
they will not let me come back to my baby. This is so confusing… I
finally decide not to take my baby with me. I am confident. I will
be coming back.

 

Fortunately Lorie is there. She really is a good
friend. She is only eighteen, but so mature. She is finishing high
school, and later she will be a reporter. Her father works in a
bank.

 

Thus, I give her an express course on maternity. We
will have to put the baby on feeding-bottle alas, but nevermind. I
do not want to take the risk of being stucked with him in Paris,
away from my husband, his father. Lorie is beautiful. She learns
very fast. I may leave safely. She will tell me later how much she
was scared.

 

My husband has already left, for a 4 weeks trip in
Europe. Teaching seminars. We might be at the same time in Paris.
It is foreseen so, but I am not really sure.

 

The travel is so long.

First, I have to go to Bern.

To get some complementary
documents.

At the Embassy, there are people
outside.

They cry. They roll on the ground.

I understand that they will not be able to get to
their families in America. That they will be separated. For
ever.

 

I am scared.

 

My Green Car is not there, of
course.

It's in Paris.

As planned.

Anyways. Within 24 hours, everything will be
settled.

 

Paris. Finally. Madeleine Street. The district of
fashion. I know it well. I used to be a couture spot once upon a
time… “At Germaine and Jeanne”. Sweet souvenir.

 

Well, for now, I leave my Swiss knife, my
nail-scissors and everything that might seem suspicious in a small
hiding-place that I find under the gates of the Embassy. Some
friends told me to do so. Even a comb might seem
suspicious…

 

Here I am. My file is ready. Entirely. Completely. I
take a ticket, and wait for my turn. One hour, two hours, three
hours. It is 11 am.

 

I know now, that somewhere in the great Paris, my
husband it teaching to a bunch of engineers the joys of
electromagnetism. My turn comes. An employee stares at me. She
looks at my documents. It takes some time. My heart beats at two
humdred miles per hour… It’s going to explode. Finally, she says:
"this paper here, your husband must come and sign it in
person".

 

I am amazed. Astonished. Uppercuted. I stutter: " he
works, you know, he is on the other side of Paris, I can't bother
him for just one signature… are you sure I can't sign it myself? I
don't even know how to reach him!".

 

She looks at me coldly and strikes: "If this paper
is not signed before 4 pm, you will never see your baby
again".

 

Literally.

 

I get out. Dazed. Livid. Under the
shock.

A guard talks to me. French?
American?

May I help you, Madam ?

 

NO!

 

The earth is collapsing all around me, but you can’t
help me.

My life is falling apart, but you can’t help
me.

Desperation is invading me but you will not help
me.

 

NEVER.

 

I can’t see anything. I don't know anything. I have
to find my husband. But where? But how?

A pub. Three whiskey. Double them.

Place of the Concorde. A
telephone.

I make a phone call in America.

His secretary tells me where he is in
Paris!

He often works for the army.

Confidential defense.

Quite simple.

I finally get him on the phone.

He says: "I'm coming". I wait. Fourth
whiskey.

Both of us are standing in front of the
Embassy.

I sober up instantly.

The same employee looks down at
us.

Despising us obviously.

Waiting for one word, one sign, one provocation to
deny us the sesame.

Which we do actually not need.

Which we have NEVER asked for.

 

Certain as we were, to come back to France
soon.

 

Finally, with an elaborated slowness, cruel (did she
practice in front of her mirror?) she signs the document. The one
granting me the, O so precious green card.

 

It took all of our self control not to
explode…

But we made it!

In two days I'll be with you.

My baby.

My love.

 

Cooking
instructions

 

You're off on a business trip.

For six weeks.

We've had a nice farewell, at your
bosses.

Then I drove you down to Dulles Airport and I let
you there.

With a last kiss.

 

On my way home, since I had drank a little too much,
I struck a STOP sign.

It stopped me…

 

And there I am. In the States. Six weeks without
you. Without a cent. Without a car. Without a working
allowance.

 

I need to make some money quite fast if I want to
pay for the garage. You gave me enough to pay the rent, the
electricity bill, the butcher but nothing to repair the
car.

 

And how am I going to do in this country, becoming
quite hostile suddenly, with just a tourist visa and no working
permit ?

 

3125 miles away from Dad and Mom?

 

I think very very hard with my little gray cells.
Even if, now and then, I do drown my ideas somewhat… Well, I think
then and I look around me.

 

It is not always that simple to open one's eyes on
the world.

But it arrives, as right now, that it becomes a
question of survival. Yes, yes, a question of survival. When the
shit hits the fan, you put yourself aside… Its instinctive. At last
in our modern civilizations!

 

Thus, opening my eyes, I realize that in this
country, still unknown to me, without a working allowance I only
have two solutions left. Either I seek for a job in a restaurant;
either I become my own boss. As a cook or cleaning
lady.

 

Therefore, I choose to become "French
Caterer".

To start with.

I come from France and in France, if you like good
food, you obviously know how to cook it!

Besides, I did sign for a three month cooking
seminar in the past. It was somewhere near Paris in a magnificent
“Château”. Before I succumbed under too many sexist attacks and
chucked everything up to join you here.

 

They called it an "occupation training course". This
is completely true; desperate by my failure, one day that I was
wandering in the attic of the castle, I found a lonely phone and
thus, I "occupied" myself with calling you, in the States, two
hours per day! Of course, I've never known who paid that
bill…

 

Well, seriously, it’s quite clear that even if I did
not learn a lot during my training course, what I cook will always
taste a thousand times better than what you can find around here,
isn't?

 

Action!

 

I hung up advertisements everywhere I could. There
was this cute sketch on them showing a chef with a big white hat
and it said:
"home-caterer-verrrrryyyyy-gooooood-and-cheap-real-French-cooking".

 

Lets wait and see.

 

Two days later I had a customer.

My first customer.

She lived up the hill.

She gave me an appointment on the
phone.

To start with, she wanted an intimate dinner for
four people.

I suggested a stuffed boneless
chicken.

But what she wanted was a very simple
dish.

Asparagus with a "hollandaise sauce" you
know?

I explained her very professionally, that this was a
first course and that I could do it before my
chicken.

 

I finally found a recipe in my 15th cook
book.

For a desert I'd make a Norwegian omelette's "high
on cholesterol style!"…

 

All of this being very French of course, just
somewhat mixed with American dietetics.

 

I missed masterfully my hollandaise
sauce.

Fortunately I boiled it over at the last
second.

The asparagus were overcooked.

My stuffed boneless chicken looked like a stillborn
child.

My Norwegian omelet looked like too whitish
soles.

The caramel was burnt.

Even though, I needed eight hours to accomplish all
this!

 

We are in America, in the
eighties.

I've earned my first 30 dollars.

But since I dramatically need that
money,

I won't put them into a frame.

 

A few days later, against all odds, I am asked to
come back up to the hill.

On the crime scene…

In this house which looks so much like a
bunker.

A horrible rectangle of red
bricks.

Sad and cold.

 

Apparently without having any grudge, the old lady
asks me, this time, to prepare a snack for a "post burial"
ceremony. But she does not want to "overpay" me for that. Will ten
dollars be enough? Oh, of course, I will be welcome to take with me
everything in the house and refrigerators I could use. I can go
through every kitchen cupboards. Thus, under the watchful eye
of her ruthless and obsequious servant, which follows me
everywhere, I open the refrigerator.

 

It has nothing to do with our so pretty
European fridges. We are speaking quite seriously there. Multiply
the content by four. I dive into it. You can find anything in
there, but mostly bizarre things looking rotten. Microscopic
animals wandering over it… I really don't understand how a human
being can let himself go to this point. Does she want to poison her
guests or what? Well, I take what I can, what seems to be still
edible, usable.

 

There is some butter, Philadelphia cream
cheese, eggs (without any date on it) and a sort of sausage of
something that looks very much like a pate, except that on this
very half, nothing is written on it to help me understand what to
do with it.

 

I also take some flour, hoping that there will still
be some left, among winged insects… I wonder how and what they
cooked in this kitchen lately! But I better not dig too deep into
that point! Then I go home with all my stuff.

 

With the flour, eggs, butter and water, I make a
choux paste (salt is on me!). With the Philadelphia cream cheese
(taking the green away) I prepare a stuffing for my little choux.
By adding some ketchup, the stuffing becomes pink. By adding some
mustard it becomes yellow and I get a pretty blended green with
some parsley sprigs…

 

All of this is very nice, very
appetizing.

 

With the sausage that looks like some pate, and that
I just leave like it is, I elaborate plenty of exquisite canapés.
Just adorable. Especially with all those pickles that are so
beautifully carved over them.

 

It’s a lot of work.

An entire day!

And I bring it all, just in time, at my
client’s.

 

The servant waits for me in front of the door to
help me bringing it all inside.

 

Still the same obsequious one.

 

He points at my canapés and asks: "what is
this?"

I answer, without laughing: "French pate". He does
not say anything and helps me put the food (all the puffs and
canapés) in the room planned for the reception.

 

After that, I get back home.

 

Since I have done a tremendous job and am quite
proud of myself, I stop at the Seven/Eleven to buy a six pack. I
wander around the place to find my favorite brand. Passing by the
fridges that are stuffed with meats, I give glance at it and see,
deep inside, sausages that look very much alike the one I found
only half of at my client’s.

 

This one is whole.

 

Curious, just to see, I take it.

I turn it over.

I read.

Under the mention: "how to prepare", I read: "pork
sausage" and under it: "cooking instructions".

 

Epilogue

Sipping at my beer, my back near to the fireplace, I
spent the evening laughing my head off. Thinking of all those poor
guests who ate my famous raw pork sausage
canapés…

Maybe even outdated!

And I made them believe that it was French
Pate…

I imagined the ballet of helicopters and ambulances
that would run on and off to get all those victims of food
intoxication and wash their stomachs…

And the American lawyers that will pat my
backside…

That wasn’t as funny.

 

Ten days later, I received a letter from my first
(and last) client.

She congratulated me for the good work done and
joined an extra ten dollars.

This time I didn't laugh on the wrong side of my
mouth.

 

But, seriously thinking of it, I am not going to
cook on.

I will get hired by the next (French!) restaurant,
around the corner…

 

And I will become…

…gray energy,

for black economy.

 

It's less risky!

 

Zorro

 

Because of your thin mustache, your brown eyes and
this very British imperceptible way of being nonchalant, I
nicknamed you "Zorro" (in my private thoughts
only).

 

When I came back to mom’s after the failure of my
first marriage, you were my first boss, here in
Switzerland.

 

I won't even mention this very incompetent
architect, sad comet in my professional sky, with whom I only
stayed for three weeks.

 

- I still remember you, Zorro.

 

On an autumnal week-end, I was dabbling into the
pool of the Thermal Baths, when you confirmed to me on the phone
that you hired me.

 

As soon as my probation time was over, Dad, Mom and
I were calling you "Zorro". See, you were
adopted!

 

One day you told me that you had built up your
fortune on a poker deal. Leaving at the same time the comfortable
"International Bubble Machinery" to run your own
business.

 

After all, your dad was a banker.

 

Chairman and CEO of an International Holding, that
suited you quite well (even if ‘International’ only meant business
between Switzerland and France at that time!).

With two or three lucky friends like you, and most
often "son of…", you would play it the "Bill G." or "Donald T." CEO
way…

 

Depending on your fluctuating
mood!

 

I was to take off their coats and serve them
coffees.

As for the rest of the time, I was bored to death,
peaking with a concupiscent eye over the beautiful leather couch
that stood in the lobby. The girl I was replacing showed me where
she had hidden her pillow, in a closet. For when you were
away…

 

I didn't dare to get that far. It was a matter of
respect. Maybe did I still keep a remnant hope to do something
useful of my time? To deserve my salary? That you increased quite
fast indeed, in despite of my small work volume. It just needed a
hint!

 

After that, well, I did it like the others
employees, pretending to work, faking interest. I put your 19 banks
account on my computer, I made fantastic diagrams with your
workmanships. Of extreme rationalization!

 

For Christmas Eve’s gathering of the Holding, you
invited me at Beau Rivage Palace. And I remember that I cried
because I had nothing nice to wear… My mother found me so
ridiculous: I was so pretty anyway!

 

You were already there, along with your associate
and your accountant (a lady). After I refused a glass of Champagne,
you all kindly laughed at me because I did not drink any alcohol.
While continuing to giggle at me, you spent the evening to tell
about your small ethylenic experiences. Your accountant, who
boasted to distill pear alcohol in her garage. Your partner who
took such binges that he forgot his name. And you who thought,
naively, that I had never succumbed to alcohol. And would have
loved to initiate me…

 

And during all that time, in the depth of my
shame.

I remembered…

 

This incomparable, and unforgettable bottle of
"Château-Something", antediluvian, which we enjoyed, acknowledging
our luck, in huge crystal glasses at the rear of a black
front-wheel drive. And the friend who shared it, Peter, was a
wonderful Jazz man, car (he had seven!) and wine (that he bottled
himself) collector.

 

And I dreamed away…

 

This bottle of "Dezaley" that we shared, my first
husband and I, in this Palace above Montreux, when my twenty years
old were dressed up in a single pearl necklace.

Fake… but so beautiful!

 

And I thought…

 

About this other bottle of "Dezaley" which had
filled up our eyes with stars… on the very top of the famous "Post
Office Tower" in London.

 

And that other nectar, at last, that I had ordered,
with my new lover, during an ecstatic night, in the bar of the most
famous hotel of Beijing, while the Chinese jazz orchestra played
for me : "on a slow boat to China".

 

It was just before Tienanmen.

 

And then, sometime later, my entire life sank, body
and soul, and to survive I had to stop, imperatively, diving in my
glasses of whiskey.

 

That's where I was in my life when I met you and
your associates. Just starting anew. Of course, incognita… I was
not going to cut the branch on which I was
sitting.

 

On August 15th, you thought about my birthday. To
spot the occasion, you invited me at the Hotel de la Paix, in
Lausanne, and I did not refuse the glass of red wine you ordered
for me. Thus, I only bathed my lips into it.

I was to stay sober, against all
odds.

 

Besides, they can confirm that point to you at the
Alcoholics Anonymous!

 

Finally, the only time I really had fun at your
place, was when I had to seek for my replacement.

I had decided to become a self-made woman for a
change!

 

However, we received an enormous number of
application letters. At least a really humanly stimulating
job…

Just for tha,t I would have been willing to stay
longer, but no, I stood stoic and sorted things
out:

Among the one who refused to wake up under seven
thousand swiss francs per month…

And the one who came to her job interview, in the
twilight with laddered stockings…

 

Finally we found "her".

 

But the happy choice, who wrote everything by hand,
had not yet met a computer. I had to train her entirely. And it
took time.

 

During all this time, my own private life was a real
mess.

 

The judgment for my divorce was
pending.

My mother was lying on a hospital bed once
more.

I rushed to save in-extremis a Parisian friend of
mine from the clutches of alcohol and had her admitted into a
private clinic here, in Switzerland (courtesy of my bank account!).
And then, becoming a self-made woman was much easier said than
done.

 

This is why I did accept the last glass you offered
me, at the Palace this time, … and drank it!

What was next? Well, afterwards…

It was the beginning of the end.

And I rushed into the wall.

We call it a…

…relapse!

 

Oh, an angel!

 

Three days without the children, who went off to
have fun.

Three days for us, just for us.

Three days of an eternity.

To love each other.

Three days of our trinity:

You, me, us…

 

We prepared, premeditated, foreseen, anticipated,
expected them.

We looked forward, in the midst of our hard times,
to the obligatory festivities.

Soon freedom!

Soon quietness!

 

We've had it all organized. Oh, it was not
much.

You, me.

Me, you.

Antiques shops, second hand movie tapes, classical
music records, books, movie shows, and
restaurant.

Everything, just concentrated in these few
words.

 

And, in between, for a playtime, coffee in bed,
"making whoopee!"

As the song says, as Ella sings.

Making whoopee!

It tells so well what it means.

Making love, merrily, simply, in a burst of
laughter!

 

And here we are. On our way, well wrapped, well
muffled, in the rain of January.

In the snow, against winds and tides… Yes especially
tides, aren't we in Switzerland!

 

For a start, the City of Calvin
(Geneva).

We are on Wednesday, there are antiques sales in the
main square of the town.

Alas, almost nobody’s there.

We are looking for our second hand movie
salesman.

In vain!

It is also the third of January.

A little early to begin the year!

 

Somewhere else, other shops open now. The one with
the English comics books, coming directly from the States. Then the
other shop with very special records, ancient and
original.

 

And we collect them!

And we harvest them!

Cartoons, books, records.

 

Hey, even a pair of shoes on the
way!

 

Tomorrow we'll leave the famous Geneva fountain area
for the benefit of the main city of the County.

 

We find the complete "Tex Avery" works… a
jewel!

All the Marilyn Monroe at once, just like
that!

What treasures, what wealth!

 

We stop for a sandwich. No time for a restaurant
this time.

We go to the theater. It’s a very rare movie, taken
from a marvelous cartoon we both cherish.

 

Out of there, we head for the train
station.

To get back home.

In the warmth.

With our gifts.

With all those pictures, those
souvenirs.

The station, underground.

Ahead of us. A pair.

Two men.

Holding hands.

Jackets, nice coats, topknots, nothing
aggressive.

They stop, we out-pass them.

 

A smell of waffles assails us.

This time, we fail.

Longtime gone are the sandwiches of
noon.

Our hands are full, our pockets too, wide
open.

Your wallet is too visible and reachable in your
pocket.

Just in front of us, across the street, a newspapers
shop.

We browse around, we go out.

Always the same newspapers, without a
soul.

Just before us, a young lady.

Who crushes her cigarette on the
floor.

Who lifts her eyes.

And sees what she shouldn’t have
seen.

A hand in a pocket that is not
hers.

 

And way up this hand, two eyes, a look, very dark, a
mouth, arrogant, that shows, silently,
imperatively:

‘NO!’ (don't tell anything).

But the young lady does not
accept.

She refuses.

 

Comes to us, shy, almost shameful instead of the
other man, the thief, she whispers: "watch out Sir, he just stole
your wallet"!

 

You turn around.

 

The other one, the big man, the thief, already has a
parade. He gives you your wallet back and says: "it had fallen on
the floor, Sir. Please count your money, Sir, and count it
well…"

 

And while we check it up discreetly (we’re not going
to show him what he missed…)

He glances, over our shoulders.

A devilish look,

To our savior angel.

 

Under the shock we quickly left.

With, still in our heads, all the pictures of the
day.

The movie.

And in our hands, the waffles.

We did not even say thank you!

 

When she found us, a little later,

Surrounded by her nice blond-red
hair,

Glittering with all her piercings

Radiant in her youth,

Her love for life,

She never wanted our thanks

Nor the little bank not folded in
four.

 

"Such action must be free"

Did she tell us in a smile.

 

"It's better for my karma!"

 

Menopause 2, the
come-back

 

I have problems with my personal
heating.

Temperature regulation one will
say.

Cold, hot, hot, cold.

Goosebumps and sneezing.

Sweet and sour.

Piss & vinegar.

 

It's a quite a difficult age, the
fifties.

After the roarings of the forties.

Where am I going?

Supposing that I am going
somewhere…

Breasts falling, neck wrinkling.

Mood changing, insomnia…

I’m telling you…

It's like being a teenager.

Turned upside down.

Total contraflow.

 

But the worst part is to come.

It's still those heating problems.

One foot inside (the bed).

One foot outside.

Blanket.

No blanket.

You put it on, you boil.

You take it away, you freeze.

Convenient in wintertime to put the trash can
outside.

An eternity that I haven’t had a
cold.

With this built-in heating.

Optional.

With all the accessories.

The problem remains, that I have not yet
found,

the thermostat.

 

So, in the meantime, I take advantage of my
insomnia,

to write over my lucubrations.

I take advantage of my moods
swings,

to assert myself.

It's almost time, at fifty years
old!

I go so far as to take liberties…

… in my clothing.

Licentious clothing, who cares?

I take advantage of my insomnia,

to learn foreign languages.

And, most of all, I learn to laugh
again.

At me, at us, at everything.

And the pleasures of love?

Wrinkled or not, my skin remains
soft.

And it allows every caress.

Over thirty years of experience,

should not be overlooked!

For a minimal investment:

no more children to raise,

it brings a maximal profit:

triple ration of cuddles!

No, frankly,

I really don't see,

What you can blame,

This amenorrhea for!




Coma

 

I wander in a dream.

I am roving on a liner.

As usual, there are three classes.

First, second, third one.

At the moment I am in the third
class.

I see images of a total decadence.

Like in those horror movies.

Dr. Jekyll and M. Hyde.

The fall of the Usher House.

Greatness and decadence

The basic color is red.

Blood red.

Nothing but firewater.

That tears off your mouth.

I almost get bumped off.

 

Suddenly, by I don't know what sleight of
hand,

I find myself in the second class.

Here, everything seems quieter.

A glass of wine in my hand, I stroll along the
corridors.

Behind the closed doors, I only hear mating noises :
screams, groans, sighs.

Except from that, just boredom.

Tepid, tasteless, dull.

 

After some never ending time, I finally reach the
first class deck.

I continue my walk. Invisible
audience.

Nobody pays attention to me.

Here one drinks Champagne.

It is still alcohol, does it make
sense?

Everything around is luxury and
refinement.

Cheerfulness, gentleness,
shimmers.

Spirituality.

Even though, looking after him I don't see God
nowhere.

Never mind, I believe I found my
paradise.

 

So, I open my eyes on Life.

Dream or nightmare?

Rebirth.

Two heads are leaning over me.

In a still very dense mist, I
hear:

- ‘Finally, she opens her eyes!’

- ‘You scared us you know!’

- ‘Nine days that you are
unconscious!’

But my eyes refuse to stay open any
longer.

 

I would so much like to be back on my
liner.

On the first deck where I can drink
Champagne.

But my two guardian angels don’t mean it that
way.

I feel them moving me, touching me, tumbling me.
They wash my hair, my body.

 

I groan a "thanks" barely audible with my
long-not-used-voice… My vocal cords are a little bit rusty… I
mentally take due note of telling my husband, when he will come to
see me, to bring some good chocolate for those two sweet angels.
Alas, just before they leave, they introduce a small pipe for
oxygenation in my nose.

 

It hurts terribly.

I don't like it at all.

 

As soon as I am alone, I tear everything off. Little
by little. Millimeter after millimeter. Suffering like hell. As if
one would peel slowly the inside skin of my nasal partition and my
esophagus. But I still manage to do it. After a terribly long and
painful time.

 

Afterwards I try to go back to sleep. Until the
doctor arrives. The head chief did not appreciate at all my
initiative. And he heavily insists. Very, very heavily, to
reinstall all this gear where it was at the first place… I yell, in
a surprisingly weak voice, that I’ve had enough, that I’m fed up,
and I want to leave this place, now, right now!!!

 

And that if he disagrees with it, I will call my
lawyer!

 

He finally gives up and, while explaining to me what
they have done for me as of now, he puts, with an extraordinary
dexterity, the pipe back into my nose. And this time it does not
hurt me anymore. Even when he leaves it there. Congratulation! A
big boss who, for once hasn't stolen his degree.

 

After that, he leaves. And, since I will be out as
well today, they send me the psychiatrist in the same row. I have
to fill up the form. In this country, committing suicide is
illegal. It is not the first time that I fail, I know the procedure
by heart. And I answer to his questions with good
will.

But I do not promise not to try
again.

After all, what do I risk…

Death penalty?

The psychiatrist takes notice and
leaves.

 

Finally my husband arrives. He brought me here. I
have to force myself to be nice with him. Maybe I am upset that he
saved my life this time? After the usual greetings, I ask him to
get some chocolate for the nice nurses, pointing out that tonight I
will be transferred to the nice small clinic, which is close to our
house. You know, the one where all those pretty black and white
sheep graze under the windows.

 

The ambulance is booked. It will pick me up in the
late afternoon. The ambulance attendants are very nice. They are
not shy to share their cigarettes with me. Despite the bottle of
oxygen that stands at the head of my stretcher. They even follow my
direction to get to the clinic. Well, it took us two more hours
because we got lost… Finally, at 7pm they grab a sandwich at a gas
station’s, right after we exited the highway, just before it
closes. When we arrive the night has fallen since
long.

 

My husband who opens the door of the clinic. He was
on the leave, tired of waiting for us. He was tempted to drive the
way to the opposite direction to find us. An ambulance is lost…
it's a poem!

 

Then the nurse in charge arrives.

Of course, given the time… the kitchen are long
closed.

But I refuse to die of hunger and,

After long negotiations,

I am still given a yogurt!

 

 

Menopause

 

I did not have the courage to split
honestly.

A real coward was I.

I preferred the anonymity of a telephone
booth.

While the phone rang, at home, I was frantically
searching for a cigarette, deep down in my
handbag.

I announced my departure in a cloud of
smoke.

But you were the one coughing.

And you did not make it easy for
me.

You refused to understand the
obvious.

Why? Why? Why? Were you repeating
steadily.

Why now, precisely now, when everything is getting
better and all hopes are allowed again?

 

Because, my dear, my future ex-love, if I want to
survive, I have to do it without you.

How can I make you understand
that?

I have just returned from much too
far.

A few minutes later and I'd say hi to Saint
Peter.

Nine days of coma.

Nothing more.

Plus one month to relearn how to
walk.

And another one to get clean.

 

Thirteen years of hesitation to
leave.

I knew, however, that you don’t built up a new love
over old ruins.

After a lot of procrastination (without the distance
we'll still be at it) and with the promise that I would not take
any decision before you return (count on it, you fool!) you finally
let me hang the phone up.

 

I ‘m still shivering.

 

And I rushed to take the train for
Paris.

Since you were stuck in the
countryside…

I profited from the situation to fill up my
trunks.

Without letting you any time to make me change my
mind.

 

I had to be reasonable.

I knew too well your grip over me.

The power of your blue eyes.

Coming back to you was signing in for
death.

Next time I won't fail upon me.

 

I still thought about taking back the small silver
spoon that my parents had offered to us as wedding present. They
have to stay in my family. Absolutely.

 

I also called my boss.

I quit.

He expected it.

He was understanding.

He invited me for lunch.

He really understood my point. I believe he did not
like you very much in fact.

After that I went back to my mother’s. In the city
of my childhood. I found a job. I contacted a lawyer and initiated
the divorce proceeding. I was the plaintiff, thus I could choose
the place of the court. I started to study my civil
code.

When you really understood that it was over. You
started a meticulous work of undermining. A sly and laborious
assassination attempt.

 

I had screwed your pride, you attacked my
femininity. And, perfectionist as you were, you took your time. You
pretended that one cannot split "like that" you asked me to write
to you. At least to answer your letters. Just for a
time…

 

Why not after all? I did not risk anything anymore.
On the paper I was your equal. I accepted. Played it all right. A
little, a lot, epistolary…

 

At first, you pretended that you missed
me.

You dreamed to hear the sound of my little footstep
down the stairway. You tried to sound desperate and thus, I had to
comfort YOU!

 

I heard later that at that precise moment, you
already had replaced me…

 

Nevertheless; in each one of your letters, just
after the chapter where you were crying on my absence, you
described the new conquests you just made. Oh, of course, they were
far from being as good as me, but still, you explained, it was
necessary that someone, a sort of modern times hero (and why not
you, then?) devoted himself to satisfy all those poor forty years
old women, still pretty, so smart but so lonely, and apparently
paving all the streets.

 

Too happy to have recovered my freedom, I did not
yet suffer from my solitude. Finally one day, you saw that the
little silver spoons had disappeared. But you still sent me my
trunks. That was fair! Nevertheless, considering that "I had fallen
so low in your esteem" you saw no need to insist any
longer.

 

And this time you were the one who gave
up.

You’ve always liked to have the last
word.

 

As a farewell gift, just before closing the door
definitely (no mail, no phone calls!) you wrote me a last letter.
You explained for the last time: "you see, divorced ladies, in
their forties, you find them everywhere, each one as beautiful as
the other, men only have to lean down to get them, they are so
desperate without a man… don't even think about getting remarried
one day. As for having children, you can give up dreaming because
for you it's over. O-v-e-r! You are simply too old. T-O-O
O-L-D!!!"

 

No kidding?

So, I,

In my fiscal paradise.

Where the one coming back are welcomed with numerous
tax form…

 

I,

I took due note.

At thirthy five years old.

Without a husband.

Without children.

 

AND NO HOPE OF EVER HAVING ANY

 

Since it is so …

Happily, lets start a new life.

Lets think a little bit of me…

Lets travel, get some instruction, go to the opera,
the theatre, to the movies.

Lets have training courses about:

"How to feel healthy"

or, "How to approach my forties with
happiness".

 

Thus, a few years ahead of my biological clock, but
joyous, free, serene and without ANY regret…

 

I announced all around me,

That I was entering…

…into menopause!

And the funniest of all is that I really believed
it!

 

The moral of this story…

Is that for this as for many other things, it is
fortunately not us who decide about it all.

 

And this goes for Love as for everything else and
this is why, after this great decision that had changed my life
(entering menopause) I remarried twice and gave two beautiful
children to two different father (divorced in their
forties…).

 

My third and last marriage was the most
beautiful.

But that's another story.

Nevertheless,

I am today the happiest woman on
Earth…

…and still very far from my
menopause!




Someone waited for me
somewhere

 

We met in the elevator.

You were scaring me.

It emanated from you such an impression of manly
power.

Animal like.

Scared of you or scared of me?

We started with being friends.

Without challenges, without pretense, without
fake.

 

I was expecting the child of another
man.

You just started a new life of
solitude.

With us, my husband and I, your only
friends.

My story was over before you started a new
one.

 

We finally found ourselves,

At two am in front of the sink.

The place where all the real things
happen.

And you kissed me for the first
time.

 

Finally.

 

Six months that I’d been waiting for
that.

 

I was hung on to your lips every time you talked. No
one around you could compare to you.

 

You brought me everything.

I had found diamond in the rough, and for a while, I
didn’t know how I was going to make it mine and keep it for myself.
My only fear, my only obsession was that someone else would take it
before me.

 

Luckily, nobody had this bad idea.

My entire life would have been so totally
different!

 

Then.

Before the sink where it all
began…

You made me read Stevenson.

RLS for the connoisseurs…

There, I understood,

By reading "Olalla"

That you were made for me,

And I for you.

 

And then, you did not run away when I made you face
the truth.

You answered a clear and loud "YES" when I asked if,
in other circumstances (should I have no child, no husband) you
would have been able to love me…

 

You even went to change your windshield
wiper.

Just to be sure to see things
clearly!

 

In addition to being young, beautiful and up to
one's eyes in debt, you had a great sense of
humor.

And I sure needed that.

And my newborn daughter with me.

One day, finally, when you where sure that I would
not regret anything, you took my hand to climb up the stairs to
your eagles nest you so nicely arranged.

 

On the way, we undressed.

 

I shall say, we mutually tore off the few clothes we
were wearing. And, half-naked, you got to the third floor. I will
never forget the softness of your skin under my hand on this very
day!

 

Well, you sure wanted to… but you could
not.

 

You were too honest and I, just a little too
married.

It was just postponed.

Because on the very following day, after our three
usual coffeepots and our four hours of applied philosophy, you
finally decided to make abstraction of all unnecessary cases of
conscience, we went back to the stairway path.

And I don’t suddenly can’t remember , who climbed up
first!

What I do remember, however, it that you took my
hand, before taking the rest…

We got along so magnificently that the earth quaked,
that the world stopped turning…

 

So, we were born to one another.

 

Later, as I lost all restraint.

As I was murmuring, amazed: "Oh my
God!"

As I was groaning, shameless: "Oh my
God!"

As I screamed ecstatically: "Oh my
God!"

 

You asserted yourself, confident:

"No… I, am Jean-Paul"!

 

And it all burst into a thunder of
laughters!




Egg, o my
egg !

 

The theme of the drawing course was "Taming the
perfect shape of the egg". I must admit that, at first, I was quite
impressed. The word "perfect" tickled me. I was so far from
it!

 

Anyway, since I don’t feel very gifted in drawing
(the training was offered and gave me a chance to meet my friends!)
I thought that I could at least write about you to compensate.
Ideas weren't lacking as you will see…

 

I said "write about you" because "describing you"
with your shaved face and your bald skull already used my whole
vocabulary…

 

I said "write to you", because "feeling you" or even
"smelling you", is physical to me; it makes me immediately want to
eat you!

 

You and me, oh, my egg, it’s an old story. Almost
half a century of relationship. A tremendous amount of emotionally
strong sensations (lets go for adjectives!) very different,
sometimes complicated, often luminous.

 

Until I left my parent’s home as a grown up, they
would, episodically, tell me story of their neighbor, in Geneva,
who hung himself. According to my parents it was because this man
only ate hard-boiled eggs, since he was not able to cook anything
else!

 

My parents loved this story and used it as an
example to explain, confirm and prove the damages of
cholesterol.

 

I remember this hen house too, of which I
inadvertently left the door open of while I went searching for some
eggs, for the farmer's wife. I'll never forget this "holiday at the
farm"! At least I learned to get the hens back into their house!
Was I ten years old then? Maybe…

 

And long before I’ve been able to appreciate the
different manners of cooking you, I had many opportunities to taste
you.

 

The eggnog that Mom gave me when, feverish, I was
lazing about my bed, surrounded by a bulwark of feathers… I
even tried to swallow you raw just to see. Well, I saw! And didn't
like it at all!

 

Oh my egg, you followed me through my culinary
experiences, my victories in the kitchen, and if I did sometimes
lose my (self) control - I, fortunately, as a cat with his nine
lives, always fell back on my "l'eggs"!

 

Nevertheless, I always bear in mind the memory of
some of your brothers, always evocative of satisfaction and
pleasure.

 

As this charming pub, in the heart of Manhattan with
its giant American bars, and high stools with red moleskin. The
young chef who orchestrated the cooking of the eggs immediately
suggested: "sunny side up?". Sunny side up… what could be more
optimistic to start a new day! I loved, I was loved and your silky
softness illustrated quite well the way I felt.

 

My memory jumps again. I am in London now. If
England has not been elected like France got by the Gods (happy
like God in France say the German!) it still deserves an award for
its eggs. And those are so delicately scrambled at lunch time that
I did very voluntarily dedicate myself as a
tester…

 

I did have hard times though, while cooking in this
French restaurant, in America.

Alison, the day cook was pregnant.

Bridget, the night cook, was
pregnant.

And I broke eggs on a massive scale, all day long,
because I had this brilliant idea to initiate our customers to the
joys of "Famous French pancakes" and "Quiche
Lorraine"!

 

We really made it all, remember, oh my egg. I could
do everything, create everything with you. Always you were there to
help me, to accommodate me, discreet, creamy, tasty and light but
also bright of inflamed whiteness…

I dream of those Norwegian omelets coming from some
distant fairyland made of ice and fire with you, my egg, in the
middle!

 

You also knew how to be comforting. You are so
talented beyond your humility.

 

It happened that you would fall… at my
feet.

Clumsiness, perhaps, but more importantly: symbol of
my fragility.

 

And in the glare of this sun, which explodes each
time anew, I venerate the come back of theses moments, fugitives,
full of grace, when the joy overflows, deep inside
me.

 

Oh, my egg, how many times did I envy your
plenitude, before being finally, at my turn, rich and
full…

…like an egg!

 

 

Moon Burn

 

You were the guide of this package
tour.

 

This morning, at Zürich Airport, you told
us:

- ‘Forget everything you are, everything you
believed in as of today, forget the old Europe.’

- ‘You are going to live in another world for the
next thirty days…’

 

And we flew to China.

 

It took us eighteen hours of flight, with a stopover
in Bahrain, in the Emirates, before arriving at noon in
Beijing.

 

And, as we had paid for it, we had to put away with
the entire "forbidden city" as soon as we stepped off the plane.
Hardly time to leave our suitcases in our hotel room and eat a
bit…

 

We were so tired of course, that we could not even
enjoy the visit. No big deal, Mao Tse Tung slept for all of us in
his mausoleum, just across the square.

 

After Beijing, we went to conquer the Great Wall.
Then we visited some graves. Plenty of graves. And some temples,
plenty of temples. And plenty of pretty Chinese
girls…

 

We became lovers in Guiling.

After a boat ride on the Li River. The river of the
pearls… On the other side of the shore, a boy pushed a guard in
front of him, using a thin rod. I can see it before me as if it was
yesterday. It was so… immutable!

 

We danced, just you and me alone in the world on the
pier of this small wharf. Our Chinese hostess let us choose a
program on the radio. We finally found some tangos. They must have
been, those tangos, as strange for those Asian people as their
Chinese melodies were for us. Later on that evening, two other
couples tried to imitate our steps. So clumsy though, neither you
nor I were able to dance that correctly anyway. And I was somewhat
ashamed to transmit such imperfection. But, regardless, I started
to fall in love with you…

 

This very night we exchanged kisses under the stars
of eternal China and everything was perfect.

 

After that we returned to
"civilization".

Hong-Kong. The "Peak", the harbor with its pagodas,
the rich Chinese with their cars registered "88888888" (it brings
luck), the luxurious hotels without the 4th floor (it
brings misfortune), but with entire gardens in their lobbies and
extraordinary fountains everywhere.

 

We escaped aboard a double-decker bus, due to the
British sovereignty, unscrupulously leaving the rest of the tourist
herd.

 

Toward the end of the trip and before returning to
the cold Helvetia we made a detour to visit the "pearl of
Asia".

 

Bali is located on the Indian
Ocean.

I tried to kidnap you for a midnight bath, but you
weren’t keen on it. You were, without any doubt but with reason,
somewhat afraid of the sharks. I understood much later that in
fact, you didn’t swim very well.

Later on, you didn’t fear to love me under the
stars, dragging your mattress on your balcony, surrounded by
magnificent and perfumed pink mangroves which made a perfect and
discreet alcove.

 

How good at that you were!

 

And, in the aftermath of that divine night, as we
waited in the lobby, behind a grumpy customer who loudly complained
about misplaced sunburn, you whispered at me within a
smile:

…"beware the moon burn ! "

 

 

Horse Fire

 

I do not understand.

The year of the Fire Horse was not last
year?

In 2006?

A great year, after the Chinese
calendar.

Maurice wrote that.

In his: "Memories of Wild"

Among writers, we understand each
other.

You don't know who he is?

Everyone knows him!

He owns the biggest shopping Centre of Paris, a
radio station, half of the city…

You know? And he is Elise's
father…

She does write as well, quite well in fact. Very
philosophical things, somewhat feminisms… I bought all her books. I
will lend them to you if you wish. Well, all this did not prevent
her from making a wonderful marriage. All of Paris was there. I
mean everyone that is "worth it". Her husband is a very famous
lawyer. A very important man on the Parisian scene. Sometimes he
writes as well, but not as much as she does. It’s understandable,
he has too much to do.

 

You still don't see who I’m talking
about?

Yet, he had made quite a name for himself; when he
was fighting for desperate cases.

 

Well, I am not going to tell you
more..

… I have a holy horror of kitchen's
gossips.

I think it‘s gross!

All of that to say that Maurice claims in its book
that all people born during a "Horse Fire" year (1906, 1956, 2006
etc.) have, in principle, an extraordinary
destiny.

 

Thus, I came to the deduction that, since he was
born in 1906 and I in 1956, and since I started writing in
2006…

The figure speak for itself doesn’t
it?

The conclusion is inescapable…

The success should no longer be a vain
promise!

 

To sum up:

I wrote my shorts stories for a whole
year.

I sent them to all the people I
know.

So they are to be read.

Inevitably.

Therefore, I just have to wait for the
results…

 

Sometimes, the reward is
immediate.

I gather the compliments, seldom the criticisms
(always positive though…) very quickly.

But still with some distance.

Even if I should lay open to criticism, there is no
reason to suffer from it.

My ego must stay protected.

No ego, no inspiration.

The death of the writer I pretend to
be!

However, most of the time, my readership is acquired
to me. I am much too cautious to take any risks…

 

Sometimes however, I have to wait for this famous
reward.

Even though those friends, exactly like I am, are
artists, or even intellectuals.

 

They should know now!

How important it is for ME.

Their opinion.

But they don’t.

They keep me waiting.

It may take a long time.

And I suffer (silently)

I dare not to call them.

A remnant of pride prevents me.

 

The other day, I still went up to ask, in a great
effort upon myself, to this "friend" if she, at least, had "read"
my prose!

‘Of course’, she answered.

Of course.

 

I-m-m-e-d-i-a-t-e-l-y!

 

But she did not even think of telling it to
me.

Neither giving me her so valuable
opinion.

 

I'm boiling.

 

I'm shuddering.

 

That one thinks so little of ME.

Who so desperately needs to be
loved!

To be praised!

To be recognized!

 

So… About you.

What are you waiting for?

To react.

More than my life, it is my soul that I offer you at
lost.

You.

 

I am here languishing.

Waiting…

For a sign.

A word.

A glance.

 

Today, confident.

Tomorrow, full of doubts.

Anguished.

Lost.

 

Who am I?

What am worth of?

What is the meaning of my very
life?

 

Please reader, tell me, please…

 

 

Shining through

 

A studio on Blainville' street. Fifth district of
Paris, France.

Tonight, I have a date with you.

You'll be playing with your jazz band in a smart
place.

I'll really have to look
beautiful.

In addition to that, you come back from a business
trip, thus, you'll go there directly.

You already have your clarinet with
you.

We'll meet there.

Three weeks without seeing kissing, loving each
other.

I am mad with joy at the idea of finally see you
again. I cleaned up the entire apartment, removed all traces of my
ephemeral lovers (three weeks is a long time without you), I filled
up the refrigerator, changed our sheets and so
on.

First, a wash.

A wonderful bubble bath.

Reminds me of Cleopatra.

With less mare milk!

But so soft and sweet.

 

Then, the make up. I stay naked; it’s too warm in
the small studio. The night’s falling. It's twilight. We call it:
"between dog and wolf", except that the wolf is not here
yet…

 

Some applications of make-up foundation later, it’s
now time to get dressed.

The way you like it.

Nice bra, pretty lace bodice, Gypsy skirt,
Sequins.

And, under the gypsy skirt, the main
course.

Garters and silk stockings.

With a small silk pants on top of
it.

You do enjoy the contact of rare silk under your
hand.

And especially, the sweetness of that thin band of
flesh between the two silks. The silk of the stocking and the silk
of the pants, just above the thigh. The skin is so frail, almost
transparent, and it makes you melt.

 

As for myself, I do love the ritual that proceeds to
the pulling-on of stockings. One by one, taking support, one foot
at a time, standing on the chair.

 

In front of the window.

 

It is dark now, time to light up my small
lamp.

First (as Mom taught me), I "make the fist"; I
insert it in my stocking, up to its extremity, opening the way.
Then, I roll the stocking all the way up. It is recommended to wear
gloves if it is a fine silk.

 

Afterwards, I meticulously install the bottom, with
all the required delicacy, until the small toes find its place into
the reinforcement part, the heel follows then in its natural curve
to be set up deliberately. Finally comes the pure pleasure in its
complete essence.

 

It means rising up very carefully the stocking along
the calf, knee-length. It is permissible (even recommended) to
touch cleverly the pretty bulging calf in order to verify its
sensual attraction. This divine moment gone, all that remains is to
close the casket by raising the bottom to the top of the thigh to
finally enshrine in the garter. Mission accomplished. None has spun
down, I checked.

 

Jesus! Time is running out so
fast!

A little bit more and I'll be
late.

Quick the pants! Quick the skirt! Quick the
bodice!

A last look at the make up, hairstyling, everything
is perfect.

 

For more caution, I am going to close the window.
Anyone could climb in my absence. I notice, by the way, that they
still play the "Children of Paradise" in the small cinema across
the street.

 

My gaze back along the illuminated sign. Until a
nice little balcony facing our studio on the other side of the
narrow street. In the shadow, a tiny red dot catches my attention.
The incandescent end of a cigarette.

 

Hey, I hadn’t noticed that we have a new
neighbor.

 

But he, on the other hand…

 

Cancer

 

For weeks have I seen you going your way underneath
my office's window.

Every Thursday, one step after the
other.

And I am there in my office.

In front of my computer.

Counting numbers.

Elaborating scientific diagrams.

Tickling my mouse.

Taking care of nineteen bank
accounts.

 

And you walk by…

 

Managing four construction works.

 

And you walk back, once more…

 

My office is located on an avenue.

On the one that you drive down to the general
hospital, standing up there.

With its chimneys.

Are dead people burnt there?

 

And I, as every time that I get bored with my bank
accounts and my good health, have the time to watch you walk by, to
scrutinize, to study you.

 

You know nothing of it, of course.

Of the fact that I am interested in
you.

Of the fact that I love you a bit, within the
distance.

I saw your hair disappear.

Replaced by a lovely scarf.

I've been with you through your
battles.

You lost weight.

Then put some on.

And lost it again…

 

And I wondered, quite angrily, what I was doing
there. With my damn accounts, my unnecessary graphics, my poor
little interests, so materialistic, so sadly superficial, finally
so derisory.

 

That had nothing, but really nothing to do
with:

Essential.

Spiritual.

Truth.

 

Then, the useless fury left me.

While you, humbly, were still
fighting.

And summer came and left.

And fall.

And winter.

 

Ineluctable.

 

And finally, in spring, your scarf
fell.

A little fluff took over.

I knew you were saved.

 

And I quit my job…

 

Bad timing, but good
start

 

It started badly.

 

I was born in 1956 when, honestly, I had "Versailles
time" in mind.

1956.

Pathetic!

Oh… yes, they discovered "the contraception pill"
that very same year.

Too late for me…

In fact, it would have been of no use in that
particular case of pregnancy because, anyway, I was only the
pretext to the annexation of a man, my father who, because of me,
had had to make my mother into an honest woman.

 

After that she accumulated debts, sent him to jail,
and since she was the poor innocent victim of an irresponsible
husband… she divorced! (She couldn't stay married to someone in
jail could she?).

 

Four weeks later she met my
stepfather.

 

Thus, I grew up anonymously, on the shores of the
Geneva Lake. A small girl without history, without victories. I
remember those hours of boredom on the sidewalk, in front of the
house. While I had to leave step-father and mother "quiet" during
the afternoon. Have I warned bicycled tires for the sake of
Aphrodite, Goddess of Love!

 

Finally my brother came to life, five years
later.

Totally useless, given the age
difference…

 

I don't remember most of the ground school just
around the corner. I only was there shortly. However, the
elementary school, down the avenue, still stand alive in my memory.
That much, that when I happen to walk by today, its smell jumps to
my nose : ink, chalk and urine mixed together. Equally
characteristic as to the smell of old porridge in the entrance of
the girls' institutes!

 

My teacher had hair in his nose and yellow stuff in
his ears. But he still kept the power of giving me "A"! He didn’t
do it often. Alas!

 

Some mornings, I could see the sun rising over the
French Alps, on the other side of the lake, while going down the
path, on my way to school. It was so beautiful that I gasped while
it enlighten the peaks, one after the other with its magic
paintbrush (I just love that old cliché, don’t
you?).

 

And, the same way it lit everything it touched, I
felt the sap of life growing up in me. So was the place where I
lived my very first moments of grace and gratitude. At eight years
old, I thanked my luck of being born in a free country. I felt very
patriotic. It's over now.

 

Fortune did not smile the same at my
parents.

 

My stepfather was from a third generation of Italian
emigrates. His father taught mathematics at the University of
Lausanne. Keeping up with his family, only by the virtues of
logarithms. His mother was a cantankerous female, frustrated and
sadistic in the very tradition of Nero, and drove her younger son
to suicide. He was not twenty at the time… Sometimes fate strikes
generously!

 

On my mother's side only details
change.

Once upon a time… our family owned three hostels in
Bavaria. Gambling debts swept everything off.

Two whole lives, the grandparents’ one, were
afterward spent into mutual reproaches. Mother, at 18, had never,
ever, been through a single meal without the sound of
recriminations, without contempt. She was at good
school!

 

And if all of them escaped from World War II, they
suffered no less bitter frustrations!

Getting back to Lausanne, around
1963.

Kennedy had just been assassinated and, in 6 short
years, USA would be flying to the moon.

 

Waiting for something to happen in her life, mom was
bored at home. She gave a son to her country but it did not keep
her busy enough. Dad was selling "human flesh".

In the after-war precariousness, a new activity had
risen: temporary agencies. Bosses who could no longer guarantee a
lifetime job at the factory, thus they hired people on a weekly
basis. It was just during the economical boom that we, European,
called the "thirty glorious years". After what we had "May 68"
(student’s revolution) followed closely by the "baby boom" and as a
consequence, today by the "grand-daddy-boom" (third age). But to
our satisfaction, national retirement plans had already been
organized… and controverted!

 

My childhood went by.

From country to country.

From school to school.

After the Swiss primary school, the Belgium
convent.

After the high mountains, the flat
country.

Then, thanks to a very welcome inheritance (a Swiss
Aunt), the entire family moved to the French
Riviera.

 

During their Belgian years, my parents had tested,
in certain boutiques of Brussels some arts and crafts selling that
an old friend of theirs had taught them once. It paid quite well at
the time. It was a nice occupation, but make a living out of
it…?

 

In Cagnes-sur-Mer, a small town close to Nice, they
started with working in the sector of beauty products, but they got
viciously framed! So, as a last resort, they got out of their
drawers former prototype of that art and crafts, they bought a
small stock of material, created a brand new collection and dad,
dressed in his finest suit went prospecting in the shop. He got
them all.

 

Bingo! Their striking success insured to them ten
long years of prosperity. Each of them with two months of holidays.
They had got their ticket to the self-made craftsmens
paradise!

 

On my side, after the boarding school, the ‘Little
Sister's school’, then my first steps at the Waterloo-Gloomy-Plain
high school and my final steps at the Cagnes-sur-Mer's one… I
wandered through Antibes' streets, nibbling the strawberries I had
bought at the old town market.

 

To my great despair, at 16, I looked like I was 14,
and thus no one of the "interesting" gender would pay any attention
to me! I started an apprenticeship at my parents' and so, one day
per week, I would hike up the hill, where my school was, and meet
all the other futures hairdressers and fashion designer (more
likely dressmakers) waiting, as impatiently as I did, that real
life starts…

 

I loved the view from the ramparts of Antibes with
the old fort down its feet's.

I loved to read Pearl Buck and Jean Hougron and was
already dreaming of uncertain Asia.

I was shocked by "East of Eden" and cried over
Steinbeck's "Of Mices and Mens".

I loved to pretend playing harmonica on the
sea-side, regretting at the same time not having a broken hart to
throw over some very tortured landscape, my long hair ragged by the
northern winds…

I loved the first sun of spring, still shy but
already conqueror, who fondled my bosoms with a mischievous and
disturbing ray.

I loved the stolen kisses of my too rare, but still
existing, suitors in the tiny waiting rooms of our countryside
railways stations, under the one and only dusty palm tree, between
two cigarettes, stolen in my mother's supply.

 

After that, I had to leave… and grow
up.

 

Mystic

 

Three weeks, that I suffer in this
job.

Three weeks already.

This is hell.

 

You and I just got married. I want a baby. You too.
I am not that young anymore, we have to decide quickly. Thus, I
look for a proper job to pay for this operation. Job indemnities,
maternity leaves and all that…

After weeks of prospection (it's hard to find a new
job at 37), I finally find the right place. The perfect boss. I
realise that this is not really honest but still, in 1993, in
Switzerland, I don't have any other choice but lie. No boss would
hire me if I get to him et say: "Hi, I want a kid, you hire me, you
pay me until I get pregnant and then you replace me for my 8 weeks
maternity leave while paying me at the same time etc." See what I
mean ?

 

I find my nesting place at an interior designer's
office.

It is the right-hand lady of the she-boss who hires
me.

We immediately establish a very good
contact.

It is a very charming lady, quite
discrete.

This is a family business.

The husband is the big boss.

A big paternalistic teddy-bear.

He manages the art designers and the
salers.

Her spouse manages the administrative
sector.

 

The problem, the killing detail is that they don't
have any computer. They never had any and they don't want any
because it frightens them.

And, besides, it would be expensive wouldn't
be?

As for me, I am a wreck as a
typewriter.

I make bunch of mistakes. I lose time. Worse than a
beginner. I had told the she-boss' acolyte that I doubted I could
succeed with a typewriter, since I was used to computers… that it
was certainly no winning ticket and that, one day, we will have to
to switch to modernism! And I immediately proposed to bring my own
computer into the wedding corb… She wanted so hard to find somebody
"suitable" that she answered: "maybe"…

 

And now every morning the same story’s on and on
again. I start an estimation quote, I make a typing error, I get
irritated, the anger rises… Imagine, they don't even have any white
corrector! Because no one here ever makes typing
mistakes!

 

To calm down, I go walking the dog sucking after my
cigarette like mad. And I work overtime at night to compensate. My
pet hate in fact, is the she-boss. At the beginning, I thought we
would only be two working at the office : the other nice lady and
I. Instead of that, we are almost always three. Because the other
one’s always around. She doesn’t miss a single one of my failures.
She’s constantly on my back and the more she supervises me, the
more I sink. She is sharp, sarcastic, and contemptuous. Sometimes
they’re the two of them: she calls her husband to show him my
incompetence.

 

I've sold myself so well during my job interview
that they don't understand why I am so worthless for such the huge
salary they pay me…

 

Where is the great America and my wonderful résumé?
Where is the time I used to juggle with millions of dollars? The
time I bawled after the magnates I felt
incapable?

 

Sometimes I even doubt that it all existed once. And
"they" who thought they made a good deal, find themselves with an
inapt who does not even know how to use a
typewriter!

 

Well, truly, it's been more than twenty years now
that I work with computers…

 

Then comes the day they start to hate me. Impossible
to go turn it over. Thus, I offered, once more, to go and get my
own computer. So that we could, at least, make a trial. But this is
useless. They want me to be first able to do without it and then,
only then, they might accept that I work with it!!! Such a
nonsense! How can one be so stubborn? It’s visible that those
people never got out of their village!

 

Some evenings still, we are alone, my nice colleage
and I, and we talk. Or more exactly, she talks. She tells, bits
after bits, the story of this tough lady. Whose son just died of a
cancer. At 33. She also tells me how this though lady just got out
of the clutches of some so-called believers, who tried to take
advantage on her fragility. She really understands, however, noone
not gives me a single chance. And without going so far as to defend
me, she sincerely pities me.

 

But these moments of peace are rare, and the rest of
the time, I suffer from the situation.

 

One day, as a last chance, they finally allow me to
bring my own computer. To make one test, did they say without
meaning one word of what they said. Of course, just bringing it is
not enough. For it to be effective, all the informations have to be
entered. It's done once and for all, but it takes time. You have
nothing for nothing. And I have little time to convince them that
they made the right choice.

 

And it goes not fast enough for
them.

They are disappointed once more.

Ma situation becomes untenable.

Then, it’s the rupture.

Dumb and rough.

What a waste!

 

I, who had a professional life so
full.

Who had served so many people.

Being thrown up that way.

At 37years old!

Already useless!

It really hurts.

What a reconsideration!

I'm having nightmares.

I have anxiety attacks.

What will I become?

 

One night I have this dream.

My soul is wandering.

Locked in a bubble.

In the galactical vastness.

It is an absolute darkness among billions of
stars.

My bubble moves in total silence, except, sometimes,
for the wheezing caused by a flying comet.

 

I feel good, so good inside my
bubble.

 

Suddenly, it's the collusion.

With another bubble.

And, in this other bubble.

Another soul.

 

My tormentor!

 

And it is the inevitable clash.

Of our souls.

A meeting.

Worse.

A fusion.

During one femtosecond

(one billionth of one millionth of a
second)

Paradoxaly, an eternity.

I am her soul.

She is mine.

 

And I know.

And I perceive.

And I feel.

(deeply, oh, so deeply)

Her suffering.

Her distress.

Her grief.

Her madness.

The infinity of her sorrow.

 

As long as you haven’t walked into someone’s shoes,
you don't know anything about the way he/she
feels.

 

It is so totally true!

 

A few days later, while my trial is ending, I am
still shattered by this dream. Nevertheless, if my aversion has
become compassion, it is still too late to turn back the clock. The
lady saw and understood how a computer works. And she asks: "how
comes the estimations came out so perfectly well and right today?"
But her pride, that "bloody" pride, will prevent her, once more, to
reconsider her decision.

 

So, we close the door one last time, my helplessness
and I, without a single word of farewell.

 

Sometimes,

When it's too hard,

We must let God assume…

 

Ethyl, my friend
(?)

 

Ethylic does sound good.

Like "amblematic" or "scientific".

Much better than alcoholic anyway.

It's almost as pretty as paracetamol or even
miscellaneous from the Anglo-Saxon' point of vue. Anyway, it is
more digestible than ethanol which has consequences far most
serious when ingested.

 

Ethyl is a nice name… That can take many smpathetic
forms.

A glass of scotch to celebrate a contract with the
big boss.

A bootle of white wine with a plate of seafood on
the seaside with a lover.

A bootle of dark, bloody, red wine in north Africa
during a holiday.

A bootle of rum for a Ti-Punch near the swimingpool,
in Martinique.

A bootle of vodka for a Bloody Mary in the land of
the Apalaches.

A bootle of champagne to party!

 

So many memories.

More or less good.

Depending…

 

I started our love affair, Ethyl, with returning
empty bottles for my mother. A drunkard offered me the staggering
sum of a quarter to have the right to put a kiss on my
well-nourished little girl cheek. Back home, I told Mom who slapped
me and treated me as if I was irreparably tarnished. That evening I
almost ate the entire spinach dish, because my mother had told me
that the iron in it helped to renew the blood. Thus, I hoped to get
regenerated!

 

At 15, I would often go to the supermarket to pick
up, for Mom again, some bottles of scotch. I did not realize that
the cold of the following day, that would keep her in bed all day,
was due to it.

 

At 17, I owe you, my friend Ethyl, one of the
biggest fights ever registered on the banks of the Ardèche river.
From the top of a bridge I was admiring my job when a nice
accomplice came to me and asked me what how I felt about being such
an efficient agitator.

 

Some time later, while I getting langage practice in
the German part of Switzerland; not only happy to become skilled in
the ingestion of different variety of tasty cocktails, I quicky
learned, in my temporary job as a waitress, that the double scoch
was of better yield and I would use and abuse of my success to fill
up my nest egg through all the glasses of different things that
were offered to me.

 

Our love story has lasted a long time, Ethyl. And I
owe you more than I can repay for your help in many
occasions.

 

Without you, I would not have lived my most
beautiful parties.

I would not have dared my most brilliant
achievements.

I would not have survived my greatest
sorrows.

 

One day, Ethyl, you betrayed me.

From one day to the other you became my worst
enemy.

Our honeymoon was over.

And my hell began.

 

I needed you more and more often.

And yet, when you were there, you messed up
everything.

No longer did I want to celebrate.

I didn’t know how to dance
anymore.

I didn’t like to work anymore.

If you came with me, at the beginning everything was
fine, then suddenly I wanted to sleep.

On the next day, I had forgotten
everything.

I said stupidities and made a fool out of
myself.

I cried all the time.

I was never satisfied anymore, nor happy, nor
joyful.

 

So often during this time did I try to leave
you.

Thousands of times I broke up, thousands of times
you came back.

I wandered from failure to
failure.

There was nothing to do.

Each time you reappeared where I did not expect
you.

Tenacious and inavoidable.

Not a meeting without your
presence.

No family gathering.

No evening with friends.

A communion, a baptism, a burial.

Everytime and everywhere you where
there.

You made me lose friends who refused to come if you
were not there.

I even stole you and got dishonest in order to get
you.

I took pointless risks.

I could have killed somebody.

Because of you.

So, when I saw, finally lucid, in the midst of all
the horrible extent of my desperation, how deep down I had fallen,
I decided to be up with you once and for all.

 

And since I could not eliminate you, I would
eliminate me. And believe me, I put all the chances on my
side.

 

It’s a miracle that it didn’t
work.

 

Just like you, God is everywhere.

Thus, looking down the abyss,

He gave me a hand.

He gave me the strength to climb
up,

He gave me my dignity back.

 

Slowly, painfully, sorrowfully.

And what I thought was unthinkable, became possible,
without even missing you.

 

Living, loving, dancing… I go over the
details.

These are aspects of my life in which you have no
more access granted.

 

Today, Ethyl, I cross your life very often, along
the way. So long after our breaking up, it happens that you try
yet, one last time, to tempt me. Sometimes I smell your scent, just
for a rememberance, then I answer: "no, thank you" with an
accomplice glance, I think in silence "without
rancor"…

…and I go back to my writting.

 

Mom

 

Mom died this morning.

 

Died.

Yes.

The same old one.

Blond hair.

Blue eyes.

Walking on the beach front.

Palms trees in the background.

Eating an ice-cream.

Laughing out loud.

Looking at all those fat ladies.

Passing by.

Look at me!

I’m alive!

I just love life!

 

Mom died this morning.

 

Standing above my bed.

Have you got fever?

Hot milk and cookies.

White sheets and colour pencils.

Draw something for me, will you?

We'll hang it on the wall.

 

Mom died this morning.

 

Endless laughing in the garden.

Pearl Buck, we read.

Chinese women, giving birth in the rice
fields…

While us…

…spoiled minx,

had it all so easy.

 

Mom died this morning

 

Tchaikovsky.

Mozart.

Rossini.

Yes.

Especially William Tell.

A Gallop.

I'm rushing from school.

It smells so good.

What's simmering?

 

Mom died this morning.

 

What a nasty chorus.

That's life.

As one would say…

Sorrowful, me?

What for?

She wouldn’t want me to be.

 

A love story

 

I've started a new temporary job.

 

At the Union of the Heads of Free Educational
Establishment. The offices’ve been settled in a former school. They
are old and it emanates from them an outdated and reassuring smell.
Soon I meet my new "bosses for one month".

 

Brother John, a Marist priest from the Congregation
of the Brothers of Mary - Mother of Jesus - all of whose members
are employed in various sectors and give their salaries in exchange
for shelter, food, clothing and so on. Their vow of obedience do
not allow them to choose their workplace.

 

Miss Lagardère, an adorable old lady, nicely
unpredictable, who broke her leg a couple of months ago and walks
with a plaster and a walking stick.

 

Sylviane, a beautiful young Caribbean woman, just
returned from maternity leave and still under the shock of this
great upheaval in his life.

 

I am there to make up for the delays. And there are
many, with all those events!

 

 

Our job is to bring together school leaders and
teachers. We have to receive the candidates (Father John’sjob),
take the registrations forms from the leaders, the applications
forms from the teachers and put all these people in
touch.

 

In order to help us, we create a small directory
that we send to everyone that asks and pays for it. We have an
important mailing list. There is a real lot of work. "Super Temp’
Girl" It’s me! I feel useful and important, I
exult.

 

The building is located on St Jacques Street, in the
5th district of Paris. It's a ten minutes walk from my
home, and stands right in front of the "Val the Grâce". This is
where all the funerals ceremonies for the highest military members
(like Charles de Gaulle in its time) take place. But they are not
buried there of course. Sometimes the wind brings us the sound of
the trumpets. We respect the seriousness of the
moment!

 

On that very spring, the weather is so beautiful, so
warm, that for a bit, facing Sylviane, I feel like I was in the
Caribbean! To make the illusion perfect, it would just take to
replace the chestnut of the court by banana
trees…

 

At noon we meet in the canteen. All the three of us.
Miss Lagardère, Brother John and I. It's cute and it's good. From
time to time we get invited to a cocktail party in the building.
There are many other offices besides ours. Mr. Brother is a real
live wire. We make a fine team. They love a good laugh and so do
I.

 

In the morning, I am always the first one there. I
enjoy the shade under the courtyard, just for the pleasure of
feeling the smell of the dew on the wet stones. Then comes M.
Brother who is the only one to have the authority to open the
door.

He invites me in.

At first we stay silent.

We evaluate each other.

It’s a taming game.

Then he opens the door of his
office.

We sit, facing each other.

His face being in front of the
window.

So, I cannot see all his mimics.

Its better this way.

He asks me questions.

Essentially about religion.

But I don't have any of them.

This was the time where I was an
atheistic.

Where religion, for me too, was just good enough for
poor people. I do not want to hear about it, much less succumbing
at it. I am a big girl now, I am doing it alone, without those kind
of crutches…

 

One day, however, he insists more than usual. He
really wants to know where I stand. We don’t play hide and seek any
more. I do resist a little anyway. Just for the principle. I try to
have him talk first. Attack before defense, it sometimes
works!

 

I cast to him: "and so, what is a Marist Brother
after all? He explains his way a little. There was his brother and
him in this big family house, somewhere in the north of Paris. They
were from the French upper middle class. At age 7 the boys were
sent in a Jesuit monastery where they stayed until their majority.
During their stay, they both felt a mistic call, and decided to
become priests. They wanted to belong to a spiritual movement and
thus renounced to everything that MAKES life. Money, love, sex,
freedom. All of that. Nevertheless he kept in a small corner of his
memory plenty of questions without an answer like: did I do
right?

 

I can see too that he tries to understand what might
well happen in my head. He does "believe", he has "faith" and it
suits him. He no longer needs to ask anymore questions. I have some
kind of faith. Vague reminiscence of my Catholic years in a
boarding school, but still seeks to explain it (I ignore that this
is not required yet).

 

And all this does not prevent me to cultivate, since
I know how to think (and also since I have been caught stealing a
chocolate bar) certain values of life that I have summarily
borrowed from the Ten Commandments (Hollywood way). But out of it,
I don’t want to hear anything about God or his
Saints!

 

I don't feel it necessary to stick labels everywhere
and I pretend that if I do not belong to one particular church, it
allows me to belong to all of them. Isn’t it better this way? I
find it very convenient to be able to make my spiritual shopping
one day at Buddha's, another one at the Muslims’ and the following
day among the Christians’ and/or Catholics’… The way I
feel.

There are everywhere basic values that I can
respect. And as for myself it is God that I thrust, not the
religion. Fortunately the lattest has not yet succeeded into
destroying Him!

 

Brother John understood all this quite well in fact,
since one day after what became our usual morning meeting he told
me: "see, even if you pretend you don’t belong to any specific
religion, it does not prevent you to act like a good
Christian!".

After that day, he stopped boring me with
it.

 

Once my job is over, he would call me from time to
time, when I am alone, to invite me to some small restaurant. Just
to keep on our conversation.

 

It lasted for about twenty years.

 

At the beginning, while I lived in Paris, we we went
to all sorts of small pubs, Greek or Italian, in "Saint Germain des
Prés". John was curious about everything, and he never ceases to be
interested about the "real world" that surrounded us. He asked: how
is love? How is falling in love? What efforts do you have to do to
stay together as a couple? And so on…

 

For my part, I learnt about Mary of Magdalena. It
fascinated me; I do not know exactly what she accomplished in her
life, but the mere fact that she was entirely forgiven had my
attention. I was just beginning to imagine unconditional
love!

 

Much later he came to spend a few days in Los
Angeles, where his congregation has its headquarters. He told me
that they had rented for him a convertible car and that he was very
proud to drive it in the streets of the city. He told me that when
he came to see me, on his way home, in the small house we rent in
West Virginia, where I lived for a few years. I saved for him, at
his request, a few moments in a church so that he can say his
masses each day, and I was there each day, listening to him. Then
he went back to Europe.

 

Then I went back to Europe too. When my first son
was born and I wanted to have him be baptized quickly because I
knew he was sick, I rushed up to the Bordeaux region, home of the
so famous "Château Yqiem" wine, cradle of the Toulouse Lautrec
family. John lived there in a very nice small
community.

 

We were sharing a meal together. In the middle of it
comes a Brother who launches: "Hey, the baker of the next village
just committed suicide… we will give him a decent burial anyway
shall we?"

 

When our child died, we turn to him, my husband and
I, to seek some comfort and he will celebrate a mass, just for the
three of us.

 

I divorced a few years later. I went back to
Switzerland and we wrote to each other. As usual, we resumed the
conversation where we had left it. Whatever I said or did, there
never was, between us, the slightest notion of judgment. Always he
would have for me the empathetic gaze of a true
friend.

 

The last time we met was before he has me sent the
announcement of his death by a colleague. It was in Toulon (near
Marseilles), the land of cicadas.

 

He still had the same funny smile.

The same mischievous look.

He took us for a walk (I came with my second
husband) and explained to us with all the details, on a small
promontory overlooking the city, what it takes to "make" a
boy.

One year later you were there… my
daughter!

 

Shame

 

Writing is my thing. It came to me when I was small.
At my Boarding school in Belgium. We were bored at the end of the
year, after the exams. So, I took a pen and a sheet of paper and
started to write. Mainly detective short stories, filled with
suspense. I was very quickly followed by a few others friends, who,
writing better than I did and, perhaps, with less spelling
mistakes, quickly stole my few "customers". Since I was only paid
with sweets, I guess all that I lost was a liver
crisis…

 

Now, thanks to my parents who move a lot, I am in my
12th school year. French, spelling, these are the school
subjects that I am really good at. Inevitably, being constantly on
the move, I practically never had other friends than my books! For
mathematics, that's another story. One time modern, the next one
classical, it’s a miracle if I graduate at the end of the year. I’m
probably not that stupid!

 

Thus, usually, I remain a head of class for
everything that is related to dictations and "French compositions",
nice name given to those dreaded "essays". This is my personal
little revenge. Thus, each time, the teacher reads my prose in
front of the whole classroom.

 

Almost each time… except today.

 

Today, she turns to another comrade. A bland, even
insipid boy who, on top of it has the bad enough taste to wear the
antic name of "Henri"! Tall, thin, not very smart, we often make
fun of him who, unbelievably gentle, does not even have any grudge
on us.

 

So, now the teacher, with a tremolo in her voice
that we had never heard from her, tells him: "this time Henri,
you’re the winner. I gave you an A. however, I will not read your
text out loud, you understand why right?"

Henri acknowledges, crimson.

 

Now, this really is too much! How come? Why? This is
unfair! I am paralyzed by this injustice. Not only does he steal MY
place but we won't even know why! During the 10 am break I bring
the girls together. We won't let such a thing happen. Our curiosity
is way too stung to the quick. After a quick meeting, we get
organized. While two of the girls are in charge of keeping Henri
busy, my faithful friend and I will get the incriminated document
from his school bag.

 

It takes some time. Henri is not that easy
corrupted. Why, he seems to think, are all those girls showing me
interest when, as of today, they used to ignore me totally and
none, ever, reacted to my approach attempts?

 

It was near thing when I finally slid my hand into
his bag and retrieve the text. A beautiful A distinguishes it from
the others. I slide this sheet in the middle of a few ones
belonging to me and get back to the group of girls. By the time he
finds out its disappearance, the copy will be back in
place!

 

In the girls toilets, useful refuge as well as
discreet, we are piling on top of each other to decrypt as fast as
possible the intriguing story. The style could be better but is
still understandable. Then, the more I progress into my reading,
the more I feel myself becoming scarlet. From the
hairline to the base of my neck, an unpleasant pricking sensation
tickles me. Never before did I feel so intensely
ashamed.

 

My eyes accede to a universe that is so sordid that,
in despite of my reading, I totally ignored. A story worthy of
Victor Hugo, Balzac and Emile Zola all together. Two pages telling
the unbearable reality of the sad life of his poor people. A cruel,
desperate world. The words that Henry uses are simple, his langage
sober, efficient.

 

And then, he writes in a conclusion, at the end of
the long dark tunnel, lits up the small light of hope. Tiny. The
father is offered a new job. It will allow him, his wife and their
five kids to leave the sinister slag heap, up there in the north,
and go down south, to the warmth, to the sun, at
last.

 

The entire family piles up in the first train to go.
Direction Marseilles, then Toulon and finally Cannes, Nice. Under
the dazzling sun of the French Riviera, happiness is there,
accessible.

 

Every hope is allowed.

A new life, the promised land.

They get ready to disembark.

Mom’s asleep, we have to wake her
up,

She's been sleeping long enough.

She needed it so badly, the poor
thing.

With all those emotions, the moving, and
all.

But then, Mom doesn’t wake up.

She'll never wake up again.

 

Mom is dead.

 

Depletion won, her heart dropped.

A few steps ahead of the red teppish of Cannes, she
entered the Paradise, leaving five orphans and one lost
husband.

 

Henri,

 

Rare are the pitfalls of life that I managed to
avoid.

 

However, I have learned some lessons from my
(in)experiences and never, I promise you, will I forget this
intrusion into your secret garden.

 

Since that day, whenever I hear a confidence,
whenever someone whispers a secret in my ear, I apply myself to
remain an anonymous and, most of all, mute…

…depositary!

 

 

Lolita

 

Dad and mom are moving.

 

They cannot take me with them. However, they can
take my brother.

 

I am twelve years old and I cannot miss school,
then, once more, they are sending me in the German part of
Switzerland, at my Aunt Maria’s who will "provide for". Aunt Maria
is our providence when it comes to finding someone to watch over
me. She has a huge family with as many kids and that makes a very
generous breeding-ground for me in exchange of a modest pension or
some domestic help.

 

Therefore I definitively leave Belgium, on a bright
morning of August. In a few days, the moving truck will take our
things and bring it down in a warehouse, somewhere on the French
Riviera, on the Mediterranean coast, where my parents decided to
settle.

 

This is a life-long dream for them, even if they
never shared it with us because we were "too young to understand".
And now that they just inherited from Aunt Lucy (another
"providence" Aunt!) who was the owner of an apartment building very
well positioned in Vevey (Switzerland) to be shared among all her
heirs, they finally have the money to leave!

 

 

They still have no plans, nor any work in
sight.

"We'll see!" says Papa, who is a great adventurer
and who lived so many experiences. And Mom follows him,
delighted.

 

I arrive in Basel and, as expected, I am welcomed by
Uncle Walter and Aunt Maria. At the begining, I will spend a few
days with them, who I truly like (they are so sweet!), and then,
they will lead me in my host family for a few months. Just the time
that my parents get fully settled and able to greet
me.

 

Basel is the city where I was born. Of course, I was
a baby when I left, but it always feels good anyway each time I
come back. My Uncle and Aunt live in a tiny apartment that
overlooks a street in "asse" (str asse = street) I don’t manage to
remember more. They never had children. Mom told me that it was
because her brother is so selfish that he won’t bother with brats,
but I have the impression that it is much more complicated than
that. Sometimes, when she looks at me, I find that my Aunt has very
sad eyes.

 

As usual, we start by visiting the Zoo, and then,
the next day, we get ready to go on vacation "to a camping place."
The site is located very close to Germany, and it’s a peculiar
place as it is one for "naturists". I like it too. Everyone wanders
naked all day and it gives me a sense of freedom that I do not feel
otherwise. Most important, each time we go there, Aunt Maria
prepares her famous potato salad which is the best in the entire
world! I could get damned for one of her salads!

 

The days come and go. We read in the sun, we play
cards, we sleep in the caravan where a corner is especially booked
for me. In the morning, I follow my Uncle up to shower that he
takes ice cold. He laughs at me, calling me coward… but I can never
take it as cold as he does, even if I try hard! After that, either
we prepare lunch on the barbecue, either we get invited by friends
at a place or another of the camping place.

 

Mid-August comes and with it the time to get back
“home”. Soon will be the beginning of school in German-Swizerland.
Not like in Belgium or in France where it starts only in
mid-september. By the time that we repack our things, return to
Basel, we are en route to Riehen, where I will be staying at the
"M"family.

 

The reception is quite warm. I have the impression
that Mrs. M will lose her denture the way she’s smiling, trying so
hard to have one ear joined by the other one. As for her husband,
he’s losing his hair seemingly. They don't have (any more) children
but (to make up for it?) a very small dog. Dad would call it a
"legged sausage". He is really nice, and Mrs M. promises me that we
will walk him on the next morning. We supper together, Uncle,
Auntie, the M and I, then my family leaves us and drives back to
Basel. Tomorrow, my Uncle will have to go back to work, and next
Monday school starts for me. I am a little afraid of this school of
German Swizerland even though I know so little of the
language.

 

The next morning we walk the dog very early in the
morning, as soon as Mr. M. has left to work. Mrs M. is walking
fast, and I find it very difficult to follow her. I fact I have
grown quite fat (potatoes salad?) lately and some physical
activities would do me no harm. Walking every day make me get good
legs indeed, and lose my "baby fat" as mom would call
it.

 

From the first day on, everything goes well at
school. The children here are quite well manered and, well, since I
am not able to understand the nasty things they could tell me, I am
quite well protected.

 

What pleases me most is that not one single day
starts without the entire class singing a song or two. They are all
in tune and it’s so beautiful. I am very frustrated not being able
to sing so well and not knowing these songs, and sometimes I feel
angry at our Belgian teacher for not teaching us any. Anyway, I
listen and enjoy this opportunity. For the rest, I manage the best
I can. Calculation is not too hard, French amuses me and in all
other disciplines I flounder. I did find a couple of French books
in the attic and that makes me life much more pleasant. However,
Mrs M. refuses by all means that I depilate my eyebrows as I used
to do at home following Mom's advices (otherwise I quickly look
like a monkey). So, I have to hide a little to do it. But what, at
war like in the war right?

 

One day, Mrs M. has to go to the hairdresser’s. We
get there all together, with Mr M. driving the car. While her hair
is being taken care of, Mr M. takes me for a walk. We walk on very
nice little path in the country side. It's very beautiful and the
weather’s nicely warm too. I take off my sweater. He takes me by
the hand. Later he sits at next to a tree. He asks me if I am not
tired, if I am not too hot, if I don't want (really not?) to remove
my little top. What’s the matter if I am half naked in the sun?
Anyway, nobody comes around here, nobody could see us. I refuse. I
am not too hot; it was just nice to take off my jacket. He insists;
I refuse again.

 

Then he opens his wallet and takes out an enormous
coin. He shows it to me. He says, laughingly: "If you sit on my
knees and let me kiss you, you will get it,
okay?"

 

I jump on the money, grab it, put it in my pocket
and say, laughingly too: "I don't feel like sitting on your knees,
I don't feel like letting you kiss me, but I feel like keeping the
money and if you protest I tell it to your wife ok? He blushes and
doesn’t answer.

 

It's funny; I had never seen an adult blush
before.

 

It is time to walk back to the car, get Madam and go
back home.

 

On the next day, with my very bright beautiful
piece, I went to the grocery store. I bought two large packages of
chocolate cookies. One for her and one for him. I put them on their
respective pillows. To make them a surprise.

 

We never went for a walk again.

Too bad.

 

 

Cutter

 

From a parent-less child, one says an
"orphan".

But a childless mother what is it?

They say that one should not point out the
"unbearable"?

But the "unbearable", what is it?

My arms hugging emptiness?

 

Come on, I decided, LIFE will win!

I am going to have it, this obsessional baby. I
swear it.

Artificial insemination they call it. One does a
"ivfate" (in vitro fertilization and embryo transfer), and nine
months later…

 

All of this because I can't, fearing the baby’ll be
getting a terrible disease, have a baby with my own
husband.

 

In the meantime what a complicated
journey!

To start, there must be a male
"giver".

The husband of my best friend will do fine, not for
me of course (though he may not have said no), but to compensate
what I will take into the common pot if I can say so… a sort of
liquid sponsorship. It is a mandatory first step.

After that we have to wait for 18 more months (the
duration of two whole pregnancies!).

Just to be sure, absolutely sure, that this is what
we want.

That we are not going to divorce in the
meantime.

That we really completed our first
mourning.

Of course, during all this time we have several
appointments.

We talk, we explain, we warrant.

 

Then, after those 18 months, we finally get the
green light. Our application is successful. As I took my
temperature every morning to monitor my ovulation, as soon as it is
there, I phone the clinic nearby to take an appointment and drink
three pints of water on the way. In the waiting room, I wait and
wait again. This is an unspeakable cruelty. Complaining is
impossible. Didn't I want it? My stomach will burst when I finally
get to the ultrasound. The intern checks, without an ounce of
sentimentality, that my egg is there and ripe… The result being
good, I have to get to the Necker Hospital, in the center of Paris,
first thing in the morning. It is the only Parisian hospital
specialized in this kind of "exercise".

 

I like Necker. They welcome you on the
4th floor, under the roof. It is full of nurses. A lady
doctor comes, once in a while. Everybody is cheerful. It seems that
they never get tired and still find it fun to "make" babies (it is
what comes afterwards that is complicated…).

 

The young hostess is named Claire. She is charming.
She has a beautiful smile. Since we always chat a bit when we come,
with my husband, she knows that he plays jazz. She will come and
listen to him once.

Her dad works into alternative medicine. At a very
high level, it seems.

 

But today, I am alone. An ovulation doesn’t wait and
the future father is busy at work. So, I wait, standing in front of
the office and I look on the wall pictures of all the children who
are "successes".

Claire has completed the file.

She shows me the waiting room.

It is almost empty.

 

Finally the nurse arrives, ith her with. I settle on
the bench and she instils, at the right place, the few drops,
essential to my happiness. Girl or boy? We laugh. Fifty-fifty. I
rest a few minutes before getting up and rush to the underground. I
would like him or her to be well hooked this
time.

 

After six month of this circus without any result, I
seriously begin to despair. The laughts are not so francs anymore.
They seem false. Slightly tainted with irritation. As if I would
empty the sperma reservoirs just by myself! Then I can't stand it
anymore. After an ultimate failure, I decide to stop
everything.

 

Starting with my own life.

 

Tonight, on my way home after work, I buy a bottle
of Champagne. My husband is on a business trip this week. He
teaches on a training course somewhere in Austria. I am alone at
home with his daughter (from a former wedding). A "sweet 16" with
whom, alas I have no affinity. However, I will first have a nice
bath and while it get ready, I prepare my bottle of Champagne. I
put it into an ice bucket and install glass, cigarettes and ashtray
near it.

 

I also put a magnificent music. Classical to change
from the thirties’ jazz I usually listen to. I choose a requiem…
It's now or never! Then I dive into my bath and stay there for an
eternity (terrestrial). It will be the last one anyway. I add hot
water several times and I drink my champagne sip after sip. I smoke
like a firefighter too. One cigarette after the other… It's
good.

 

Then, I end up being fed up (the bottle is empty)
and have enough courage to move on to serious things. I get out of
the water. I dry myself up. It is time to prepare everything. I
carefully clean up the bathroom. I go down to the kitchen. I want
to choose a knife in the drawer. Something sharp, for a fast
cutting . I am suicidal, not masochistic.

 

I can not find a knife.

 

I check up the other drawer. No knife either. Where
is my briefcase of professional cook? The one with all my knives? I
‘m starting to be scared. I don't understand. I open every closet.
I become frantic, almost hysterical. I search everywhere. But where
are they? Not in the living room, not in the kitchen, nowhere in my
husband’s office nor in the bathroom downstairs or the garage. But
where? I had so many. Of any kind. For meat, for fish. Big, small.
All well sharpened. This really is incredible! I’m close to losing
my drunkiness, regain my consciousness and that’s the worst that
could happen to me now, because there is nothing left to drink in
this house and I am just right in the focus. NOW. Drunk enough to
know where to cut without feeling anything.

 

Fifteen minutes later I still haven't found
anything. As if a mysterious thief removed all the sharp objects
from the house. But who? Why? Why can't I find them tonight? I
climb in my workshop. Sawing machine, computer… I might find a
blade here. Or, at least, a pair of scissors. I dig. Yes, there,
lost in corner, a tiny cutter with some blade left. It will do for
this time. So armed, I grab my bath towel. It's my favorite one
because it is indigo blue, and the blood won’t be too visible on
it. Finally I go down to my bedroom.

 

Laying on my bed, I put myself at
work.

 

Damn! The phone rings.

 

I have to stop my work. It's only a scratch yet,
nothing too serious that I can't hide. My stepdaughter has not
moved yet, she has seen nothing, heard nothing, yet her door is
ajar… I answer the phone, it's a friend of my husband, looking for
him for a concert. I answer politely, friendly as usual, note the
message and then I hang up and go back to my
occupations.

 

This time nothing will interfere. I start to cut
deep (but not the right way). Alcohol does not anesthetize me as
well as I though it would. I still feel as I was in a cocoon of
cotton. I cut, I cut, and finally appears a tiny trickle of blood.
I start with the other wrist. I start again. It's strange; it seems
that the blood doesn’t flow hard enough. Bah, never mind, it will
come. After all, I am not in such a hurry. I can afford the luxury
of emptying myself slowly since my husband does not come back
tonight.

 

A note! I must leave a note! I was forgetting the
most important part! To prevent everyone from getting harassed by
the police. I get up again. Go back into my office, take a sheet of
paper, a pen and spit out a few sentences rapidly, to say that I
can't take it anymore. Nothing but classical banalities in fact.
There’s no fuss to do about it, right? It’s no big deal. Since the
time he’s been seeing me unhappy, my man will read between the
lines. Also I have to be carefull not making too many spots with my
blood. It's untidy. I finally get back to bed. For good, this time.
I am still bleeding but I still cut a little bit more, just for the
principle, and I feel asleep thinking that I forgot to cancel the
appointment I have tomorrow for this new job…

 

The next day, I wake up.

The house is empty.

My stepdaughter is already gone.

I look at my wrists.

A crust is getting formed, on more than superficial
cuts.

A glance at the clock.

Seven thirty.

I can still get there.

I put discreet plasters over the
cuts.

I get dressed.

Long sleeves despite the heat.

I ignore my hangover.

And I go to work.

 

Fogs

 

This morning I got a phone call from my car
insurer.

A complaint has been lodged against
me.

I don’t know why.

I don’t understand.

At all.

 

The insurer says that I ran into another car
backwards with mine.

That I broke the headlight and bent the
bumper.

That it happened that day, at that
time.

And, in addition, although the other driver had
yelled me to stop, I kept on my way.

Just like that. As if nothing had
happened.

My insurer is very upset.

I could have my driving license
withdrawn.

But, worst of it is that I don't remember a
thing.

I make him repeat the story twice.

Of course I take the phone number of the
complainant.

I promise to call him immediately.

 

Which I do.

They are very nice, those people.

But still a bit tensed.

We'll its understandable.

It is not a way of acting.

They have been afraid.

And then, financially, they really thought they
would have to pay for it all.

I pour in apologies.

I apologize for apologizing.

I can't stop apologizing.

But I still do not understand what
happened.

Finally, I inquire about the tastes of the little
family.

Some flowers for the mother, some Champagne for the
father and some music for the son.

I will have it deliver.

To be forgiven.

And, of course, the repair costs are on my
charge.

Send me the police report, see my
insurance.

 

Finally rid of these routine chores, I
ponder.

What day did it happen again?

Ah, yes, the one when I went to Paris, early
morning.

I had an important meeting.

With a friend-lover, who promised to make me a
child. Just for me.

This was my very last chance.

Before I get too old…

 

Unfortunately, to keep my courage, I stopped on my
way to, how to say: "put some oil in the mechanism". And, from beer
to beer, no wonder that when we finally met, he did not recognize
me very well, my friend-lover.

 

We first met at Saint Anne.

It is an asylum for lunatics.

In the very heart of Paris.

My therapist had me admitted there because she
found me: "psycho-manic-depressive". Such a big name just for
me! I was quite proud to deserve such a label. In the department,
along with me, there was a young man who committed suicide by grief
of love, an older man suspected to be a little schizophrenic and a
third one (who became my friend), I no longer know what he had. But
it was not quite serious. Nothing that would impede a
paternity.

 

For two months, while I was going through all the
tests to see if I was well supporting the lithium treatment, we
played table tennis all day and cards almost all night long. And
every morning, as soon as I got dressed, I opened the entrance
door, greeted the Chief Doctor coming in and went out up the street
to the nearest bakery to get some "croissants" for everyone, in a
total freedom.

 

It is true that we all were in a "semi-liberty"
department. This did not prevent us from going into the gardens to
look surreptitiously inside the pavilions where the "real" insane
persons were staying. They had such fancy faces you should have
seen! You could die of laughter just looking at
them.

 

Thus, Yann and I became acquainted. And I told him
all about my life. My incommensurable desire of maternity. My
bewilder quest. My despair. For pity's sake he said he would help
me.

 

On the day of our release which, by mere chance, was
the same for the both of us, we went into a hotel before I took the
subway to go home. It was a very nice hotel, very expensive too.
Right in front of the hospital. And we tried to make love, just to
see if it would work between us. The deal being successful, we
agreed to meet again during the ovulation time, when I will be
ready.

That's it.

I am here.

In front of him.

He suddenly starts to talk.

Non-stop.

Frenetically

At a stretch.

 

He tells me that he thought it all over. That he
changed his mind. That you don’t make a child just like that. That
life is not that easy. And also, what will happen to him once I
will have his child?

 

In other words, he wants a child all right, but he
also wants the mother. And that, of course, I can not offer him. I
do not want to divorce. I just want a baby. The father, I already
have. Except for the fact that we are genetically incompatible. But
only to make a baby.

 

So, I throw my glass into the face of my
friend-lover. The traitor. And I start my long way
home.

 

Visiting all the pubs.

The bastard, the bastard, the
bastard.

The infamous, the ignoble, the
unfair.

Yes, especially the unfair!

Did he, a single second, realize that he’d just
ruined my life? Did he?

 

That he took out from me, the abhorrent executioner,
any chance to be happy some day?

 

I wake up in the subway.

End station.

Now, I am going to take my car.

I will go back home.

And get drunk!

It must be where I crashed into…

…the other car!

 

Nemesis

 

Oh yes, I did lay my egg!

Oh yes, he is beautiful, very
beautiful.

Oh yes, he is intelligent.

What do you think?

A little too much even, sometimes.

But, after all, this is quite
normal.

I, see, am not at all half stupid…

So, obviously, is the result of our
love!

We tried to do our best to raise
him.

From the bottom to the top.

As they say.

Even though it is not that easy.

It doesn’t always works "just like
that".

We tried just as the book says.

From "A"ngel to "Z"ebra.

Food, instruction, health, all
that.

And violence?

Ah, yes, violence as well.

It’s a big topic, this violence.

In our times, see.

With Bush, Iraq, Iran, Korea,
everything.

And then, we must admit that …

He’s sometimes a little bit arrogant, our gifted
child.

That doesn’t help to make friends.

Consequently he is a little bit lonely at
times.

But however, we still insisted.

You will not tease your
schoolmates.

You won't react.

Just protect yourself the best you
can.

Without answering back.

You show your left cheek.

Although it did not exactly work that well for him,
the other gifted child, up there.

On his cross.

He refused to answer violently.

So, the bad guy got him.

Too bad.

Well, it doesn’t have to be the same for
you.

Nevertheless, life is not easy.

See, the other day…

His own father was on the phone.

With a bore that was wasting his
time.

He doesn’t dares hanging up.

Accidentally, he casts a glance through the
window.

He sees his son on the floor.

With a boy sitting on him.

Who hounds in punching him.

For God's sake!

His heart leapt into his mouth.

He cuts off. He hangs on.

He goes out, he rushes, he flies.

He howls.

Mostly he howls.

In the entire district.

"Wait! You won’t get away with
it!"

"Come on and let’s talk about it!"

"Come on to see the police!"

You bast……d

The big teenager runs away.

His mother gets him back.

She has seen everything, without
reacting…

The kid, our kid, stays there.

On the ground.

He shivers, he cries, he's afraid, he's
hurt.

What is this world?

What is it?

No, we don’t want any violence.

No, we don’t want to have to defend
ourselves.

At least, not violently.

We try to live differently.

We are tired of this wild world.

An eye for an eye, tooth for a
tooth.

We cannot go bail for this.

There must be other ways.

Even if we don’t live with each other, we must try
to understand each other.

To analyse his motives.

We must be able to exchange.

To communicate.

To LOVE.

Yes, to LOVE.

With love anything’s possible,
right?

It is never too late to bring up our
children.

We must break the chain.

Break the vicious circle.

Do you understand?

Yes, yes, of course, I understand.

All this theory is nice.

It's almost convincing.

I would love so much to believe
it.

Nevertheless.

Even if I understand everything you want me
to.

The next one daring to hurt my
kid,

As simple as that…

…I kill him!

 

Weddings

 

In West
Virginia.

In Gainesville to be more precise.

Pleated skirt. White sweater.

We brought the car at a garage’s to be
fixed.

It made a "strange" noise.

We brought our shoes at the
cobbler.

To be repaired.

 

And, til our shoes are ready,

We pay a small visit to the judge.

For five minutes.

We had an appointment of course.

At this wedding, no witnesses, no party, no
flowers.

No rings, just a certificate, a bloody blood
test.

Just him and I, let's not be
hypocritical.

Already four years that we live
together.

This wedding is nothing to be especially proud
of.

It's only a formality. Cold. Without
Emotion.

Only for the papers. An allowance to stay, to
work.

To earn money.

It has nothing to do with ethics.

The both of us are standing in front of judge.
Without unnecessary witnesses, we face a massive black
chimney.

I have a crazy nervous laugh, he pinches my
hand.

Yes "I do", but not like that. I had wanted it
differently.

A celebration, a tiny party what harm would have it
done?

We already had a few friends here to be with
us.

Worthless, ridiculous!

To Him we were wedded since long.

Before God but not before men.

It happened in a unconsecrated
church.

In an abandoned village, somewhere in the
countryside

On the French Riviera.

Illioul was the name of the
village.

And so, in between the forge and the
brothel.

We said "I do" forever.

The rain had filled the holy
stoup.

The grass was soft where we laid
down.

He was right of course, a thousand
times.

No white dress, no flowers, all
right,

But… just two or three friend and some
music?

Who would be bothered, hm?

Who?

 

This wedding doesn’t mean anything, he answers
coldly.

Drinking up the Champagne offered by our missing
friends.

Do not take it for granted.

It was just a formality.

I cry.

He goes back to work.

End of the first act.

 

****

**

*

 

 

 

Marriage in
Lausanne

The City Hall is superb

It overlooks a beautiful place.

Sad September. It’s raining cats and
dogs.

Rainy marriage, happy marriage.

As they say as an excuse.

The weather is cold, I shudder.

Despite the false fur coat over my sober
outfit.

 

The whole family is there.

Upper middle class.

Well, don't exaggerate, let’s say middle
class.

Traders, that's all.

I titube on my heels, way too high(6 inches!).

The groom is so tall!

And I am so small.

And still not pregnant.

Yet that is the reason why I get
married.

To become a Mom, legally.

I hope it will work this time.

In the meantime my feet hurt
badly.

 

Our witnesses have come from far.

But they are not the ones planned at
first.

The other ones haven’t been able to come at this
date, at the end.

Due to the delights of our heavy
administration!

So, there are my parents, and his.

Plus two or three friends.

One hidden photograph (to be sure we stay
natural)

And flowers, tons of flowers.

My dress is "almost" white.

I am too old for those "laces and pearls"
things.

But we went bankrupt for our
alliances…

Too much ambition does not pay

They throw plenty of rice.

Brings luck as they say.

Means we will always have enough to
eat.

We take magnificent pictures.

What a beautiful day!

 

Tonight we'll celebrate.

In a very expensive restaurant.

His parents buy, mine are too poor. We are 12
people, sitting there in such a way that I won't be able to see my
"new" husband of the whole evening. Once again my mother captures
all the attention by having a fight with "her"
husband…

 

I’m just waiting for the time to go
home.

Taking off my shoes, slipping in my
bed.

We won't even make love, we'll be too
tired.

Anyhow, who makes love those days, during their
wedding night?

 

 

****

**

*

 

 

 

Marriage at the Castle of
Aigle

Old stones, battlements.

Paved court, turrets, moats.

Fairy tale.

You are my knight of Love.

No white horse, only your long dark
hair.

No carriage, no witch, no distaff.

We won't let this love fall
asleep.

We will make it live and grow and
magnify.

No solid gold alliance, but the extraordinary
strength of your confidence in our future.

Oh! How deep do I love you!

 

Finally whole, radiant,
harmonious.

My step in yours, my hand in
yours.

Ready to rebuilt it all.

Provided that it is with you.

Never mind the rest of the world.

 

Pregnant up to my eyes or almost.

Our two bellies telescope each
other.

Our arms are not long enough.

You may kiss the bride…

…At last, if you can reach her!

 

No four stars restaurant, no party, no
orchestra.

Just a modest meal in a wooden
cabin.

Just a private wedding in total
intimacy.

Family, closest friend, it really is
enough.

A few iridescent balloons, some candles and, with an
old phonograph: Music Maestro!

Happiness does not need more.

A small celebration,

That's all.

 

Morality

 

My first one was a very
successful mess.

 

My second one failed too,
but never mind…

 

… since my third one
filled me up for life!
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