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	“Look all around you...
Where you see nothing but chaos, disorder
and vagaries, I see a Superior Logic, something
that makes everything converge towards the only Great Destiny that is waiting for us: The End.
That is what entropy is.”

	A tiny personal reflection I've been making to
myself since I was six, Edouard B. W., 2020
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Your Legs Really Suit You

	Chloé. Chloé! Chloé!!!

	She is the love of my life. That little lady is amazing! I have no idea what came over me, but yes, I felt crazy in love with her.

	I am going to make a great sacrifice tonight. I no longer need to do anything to prove my love for her, but I cannot help doing it anyway. For her. She asked me to do it, and I know it will make her so happy.

	Just thinking about it makes my heart beat like crazy.

	Oh, but wait, I have to tell you how it all came about!

	

	I will turn seventy-one in a little less than two months, but I prefer to say that I am seventy.

	Chloé is a little younger than I am. She will be twenty in about a month, but she likes to say that she is already twenty.

	We met chatting on the Internet. It was the classic story: a stranger with the screen name 42HaveAllMyTeeth posted a question on a brand new forum—this is an important detail, because otherwise, I would have quickly realized what the average level of the users was—because he had met a woman who was ten years older than him. His parents did not want them to meet, and things were starting to heat up between them. The poor things. He was forty-two (and still had all his teeth) and she was fifty-two, but their parents were always on their backs.

	The young man wanted to know if he should listen to his parents; he was obviously lost.

	I answered right away, taking their side. I told him that it was high time for him to cut the cord, and that they should be free to love each other.

	The poor guy! It was a new forum, but it had already been taken over by punky teenagers who knew everything about everything. He got roasted; so did I, for that matter. We were two old creepers with our old people problems and had no business in their forum. “THEIR” forum. What a joke!

	Things had really gone downhill after they showed up. Now most of the topics involved girls who had been “dumped” after two days by “the love of their life,” or else “some girl looked at me; I think she’s a lesbian, which is great, because so am I,” or “Hey guys, I have my new smartphone that cost $999.99, but all the apps cost $.99; this sucks, what a rip-off!” I will not bother to tell you what the even younger kids were posting.

	So, I was ready to unsubscribe from this warped place when Chapter joined our conversation. Chapter: what a strange username. Was she someone else who wanted to turn the page? Haha! 

	So there we were, the three of us, no longer talking about 42HaveAllMyTeeth’s problem, but about this invasion of bed bugs that were sucking the life out of the forum and would probably move on to infect another place with their nothing ideas, their bad spelling, and their sentences that made no sense whatsoever because there was no punctuation.

	While we were cursing them like the old fogies we were, 42HaveAllMyTeeth ended up leaving us after a few days. He had told his parents to shove it and was living the perfect love story with his precious sweetheart, having discovered how nice it could be to live without them on his back.

	Chapter and I stayed to talk a bit on the forum. I finally gave her a personal e-mail address that I use on the Internet when I have to. Our talks had become more personal and did not belong on the forum.

	I unsubscribed, then started watching for a message from Chapter.

	One day.

	Two days.

	Three days, and still nothing, except for a bunch of annoying spams. All those messages that say we are receiving them because we have clearly requested it on a form, when I know very well that I have never “checked the box.”

	Then I got a message from a “Chloé,” who said, “Hey, you! This is Chloé! You asked me to contact you, so here I am. :-)” 

	I was furious! It had not even gone into the spam folder. I cleared out my inbox, then I went to bed upset.

	The next day, I went back to my PC. No, still nothing, except a message from this Chloé person, saying that she thought I would answer her last night, that she was a little disappointed, and she hoped everything was OK.

	It was a fairly odd message, for a spam e-mail. Could Chloé be Chapter?

	Well, I wanted to see. I answered with a simple, “Ummm... Who is this?” 

	The answer came quickly: it was her, Chapter! My heart leapt. I hardly expected it to be her, and I was the first one—and the only one, since I was all alone—to be surprised!

	Some kind of excitement, maybe even palpitations, woke up inside me.

	I was genuinely happy that she had answered me. Maybe I was going to have a new friend. A virtual friend, but a friend nevertheless, whom I could talk to about serious and silly things, somebody who wrote beautiful sentences, with clear language and an open mind, always ready to discuss and argue over subjects where we disagreed.

	You have no idea how happy I was.

	

	The one little problem was that she lived far away, so there was little chance of seeing each other, even though these days, I could be at her house in less than three hours, after taking a short flight. In less than ten hours, in fact, if I count the traffic jams due to permanent construction and the taxis that no longer hesitate to blow past the cars of people who bother them—it creates absolute chaos!—the time to go to the airport parking lot, to do manual check-in because my tickets are usually only recognized about half the time, and to wait at a gate where there are so many smartphones that it would be sweltering hot without the air conditioning. A real microwave oven, too! As soon as I go in, I get a pain in the temples, and judging from some of the other travelers’ pained expressions, I must not be the only one.

	Oh, right, I was at the gate. Then there is still boarding, the flight, getting off the plane, etc.

	But I am getting ahead of myself. At that time, we were chatting, philosophizing, and discussing latex clothing fashions.

	I liked “Catwoman” headwear a great deal; she liked “Batman” headwear a lot.

	Sometimes, our messages crossed. I was sending her a message that answered a question she must have sent at the same time, a question that I received just after I answered it.

	That happened fairly often. Or else she guessed that something was wrong just by reading my messages: a shaky morale, a hidden anguish, a masked sadness. It surprised me a lot in the beginning, but I was doing the same thing with her.

	She and I were like two shapes that fitted together perfectly; it was astonishing. We had a lot of things precisely in common, and when we had a difference of opinion, one of us complemented it perfectly. It was a bit like two people spooning while they sleep: the torsos are parallel, but the legs draw the same line, so there is no space between them.

	In other words, “we were a good fit!” 

	We laughed a lot and were always in a good mood when we spoke. And if not, it never lasted long. We would exchange a couple of e-mails and things would be back on track!

	And one day, I realized I had fallen absolutely head over heels in love with this woman.

	I only knew two things: that she was a redhead and she had dark eyes. But I was charmed by her whole being: her character, her intelligence, her quick mind, her thoroughness, and her respect for others.

	

	“I think I love you, too. I think of you all the time, so much it hurts!”

	“Oh, Sweetheart <3”

	That was it; we were goners. For a while, we no longer talked about anything other than our love for each other, which then transformed into discussions about “our love,” a single entity that was as strong as a mountain.

	We were getting a little carried away, and I knew it. That is somewhat—or even especially—the pitfall with long-distance relationships. Feelings are heightened.

	But I loved it, and I felt alive again. My wife had passed away almost sixteen years before; cancer had taken her in one fell swoop.

	And it was excruciating. I had told myself, “Never again!” 

	And I kept my promise until I realized that I loved this woman like crazy.

	Deep down, I already knew how much I liked her when we were talking to each other on the forum and things had turned more personal.

	I felt so alive again with this Chloé that it hurt, to use her own word.

	And what if it actually went wrong between us in the end? What if, as time went on, she no longer liked me, or she realized I was not worth it?

	And what if she ended up meeting someone, man or woman, who lived near her?

	I would have been absolutely sick over it, of course.

	But I thought it was worth it to try to make it work. Because even if it ended in failure, I would have been the happiest man in the world for the second time (the first being the day my daughter was born), and I would have felt alive. Alive!

	

	“By the way, how old are you?”

	“Oh...Ummm... I guess we could have asked that question a little sooner. I may be a little old for you. I am seventy. And you?”

	I waited over five minutes for her answer. I generally got her replies withing thirty seconds.

	I remember feeling me stomach in knots like it had never been before!

	I remember that I started to tremble, felt my heart palpitating (at least it was working), felt my lower lip tingling, and my skin went cold.

	“I am twenty.”

	Ouch! Her message had finally arrived. I can still feel the shivers running down my spine.

	Twenty years old! Damn it, what a mess! We had spent all this time discussing, winning each other over—even if it was unintentional —only to come to a dead end.

	Damn it all to hell! How did I not see this coming?!? I was frantic!

	Of course, I had gotten used to the idea that it might not work out between us in the end, but not so quickly, not for such an obvious reason!

	I had no idea what to say to her. I was in a panic. I was having trouble breathing. I felt that I was getting emotional and it would not be long before I was crying like the complete idiot I was.

	I got another e-mail.

	“So, what should we do?”

	It had been over half an hour since I had received her last message and I still had not responded. In fact, I had not even thought about it. I was lost, unable to think.

	I finally replied with something by default. Or, I should say, out of frustration.

	“I think you know the answer to that. I am terribly sorry. It was going so well between us, it never even crossed my mind that you could be so young. :’(  I am at a loss now; I need to collect myself.”

	“It was a shock for me, too, you know. But I thought about everything we said to each other over these past weeks. We will surely never see each other, but can we keep chatting?”

	I needed a minute before I answered.

	“No, it will not lead to anything anyway. I am doomed, and too in love to continue like before, when we were “only” friends! Again, I am truly sorry about this sudden ending, but we have to stop, it will be better for both of us.”

	Then the hammer fell a few minutes later.

	“Yes, I know you are right. It hurts, it hurts so much. I am crying! I love yoooouuuuuuu! Goodbye, my Silverfish!”

	I did not tell you. Chloé called me her “Silverfish”; I never knew why.

	I reread that little nickname a good fifty times, the time it took me to absorb the truth, that it was over between us—not that it had ever really started, but it hurt even more because of that—and I broke down on my keyboard, crying my eyes out.

	

	I was going around in circles. I was no longer eating. I was only drinking water. Like a very passé French comedian said, I had become “a human wreck.”

	That went on for three days.

	

	“Romain, we have to talk. I am not feeling well at all!”

	“Romain.” That was the first time she had called me by my first name when she sent me a message.

	I realized that she was also extremely distressed.

	If I wanted to sum up our subsequent discussion, it would go something like this:

	“What’s wrong?” It was very awkward, but I was on the defensive, protecting myself.

	“What do you think is wrong? I feel terrible, dammit. I love you, I am in love with you, and I miss you too much!!!”

	“You know that we have to stop, right? You agreed.”

	“I know, but everything’s worse when you’re not there. The two of us are like soulmates, I already told you that lots of times. If we stay apart, I will do something stupid. We have no idea where that would have led us, but we never even tried. I’m absolutely crazy about you!”

	Believe me, I was really in a state. I was “absolutely crazy” about her, too, whatever that meant.

	The wall that I had built around my mind to protect me from what was eventually going to happen suddenly crumbled.

	“I love you, too, Sweetheart! You have a point. We should see where this might go.”

	I had few illusions about what the destination might be, but I decided to let my feelings flow.

	I had never lied or even tried to lie to Chloé, and she admitted the same to me.

	The fact that we did not live under the same roof at least allowed us to be “real” with each other. In a way, there was nothing to lose, just the possibility of a major romantic disappointment, but I doubted that would ever happen. We already knew a lot about each other, and it was working very well that way between us.

	I was confident.

	“And you know what? When we talk to each other, I never have the impression that there is any age difference between us, so we should not think about it anymore. Never do that to me again, OK?”

	“No, Sweetie. I promise! I was really unhappy, too. You have no idea!”

	“I love you, my Silverfish! <3 <3 <3”

	I reread the words “my Silverfish” at least fifty times. Then I started to cry, but they were tears of joy. I had never realized that happiness could be as painful as sadness, but it was.

	No, my sweetheart, I will never leave you again.  “But what about you?” I thought, “Will you leave me one day?” 

	

	After a night with very little sleep, as we had talked until dawn, avidly telling each other stories that had still remained secret, as if we had not talked to each other for several years, Chloé sent me her address—I hope you’ll excuse me for keeping that to myself—along with these simple words:

	“Send me something that belongs to you. I need to smell you. ;-)”

	

	I got up, still a little stunned by this totally unexpected request.

	What could I send her? Something that was fairly small would certainly be best for this delicate task.

	“Smell me.”

	I snickered a bit thinking about a pair of socks, but I could hardly send her socks worn all day with any dignity. Besides, the smell of my feet was way too childish. Even stupid!

	In the end, I went and got a t-shirt that I put on directly against my skin after my morning shower. A little roll-on deodorant and my favorite eau de toilette: Concerto from Fragonard. It was not too hot, so there would be no sweaty smell at the end of the day.

	That very evening, it was perfectly folded and put in a big envelope, which I would mail the following morning.

	

	After sending the envelope—it was a Monday—I decided to send my Firefish some statistics. I had to give Chloé a little nickname, too, like all lovers do, right?

	I found the message. Here is what it said (I corrected a small grammatical error in the transcript):

	
Hello, my Firefish!

	 

	I checked the number of emails that we have exchanged since the beginning. We have been writing to each other (by email) for 12 weeks.

	We have reached 22,118 messages between us, for an average of 1,843.17 messages per week or 263.31 messages per day.

	That is a good start, is it not? ;-)

	Your Silverfish

	

	The following Tuesday.

	Chloé was sick.

	I must have sent her about twenty links to a popular site with funny images to cheer her up, as well as some photos of wedding dresses I found on Bing. Chloé loves wedding dresses!

	The ones that have always impressed me the most are those that require climbing a tall ladder (because there are no stilts high enough) to avoid dirtying the several-meters-long train that will pick up any dead leaves in its path. The poor thing does not know yet that this is the perfect representation of marriage: it looks great, but in the end, it is an extremely uncomfortable illusion.

	

	The following Wednesday.

	I was listening to The Vampyre of Time and Memory2 when I got a new message from Chloé.

	 

	She was feeling a lot better and had completely recovered after she got the t-shirt.

	She wrote that she knew that was what I was going to send her— “We are soulmates!” she said again—and that she loved my scent.

	She was sorry that she had not gotten back to me Monday (I am not counting the message where she told me she was under the weather) or Tuesday. In fact, she explained, she was so stressed that she had not felt well at all. She preferred to stay in bed and sleep as much as she could to make up for our overly short nights. She was afraid that I would send her something inappropriate or in bad taste, like a pair of socks (!!!) or boxers, which had never even crossed my mind.

	She was also afraid that she would not like my smell, but in the end, it turned out to be just like she had imagined it.

	From what she knew about my personality, she had first thought that I was would use something like a Cartier eau de toilette—which I do when I travel, but I did not tell her that—but in the end, was convinced that I would wear something a bit more artisanal, a brand that was less “banal,” less “mainstream.” She had been right about both.

	So, she was completely reassured. Good! I have to admit that I also felt better then.

	All those emotions had worn her out.  She asked me to forgive her, she needed to sleep some more, with her “new snuggly.”

	There is no need to tell you that I slept not a wink that night. I imagined myself in the bed with Chloé, acting as her snuggly. Well, no, not exactly. I was not in her bed with her, it was my spirit, transported in the t-shirt she was using as a snuggly.

	Oh, how I love you, Sweetheart!!!

	I rolled onto my right side.

	I rolled onto my left side.

	I still could not fall asleep. As soon as I felt my brain fading, I started thinking about her again, and at once I opened my eyes, lacking oxygen, and thought, Dear reader, please go back a few lines to ‘Oh, how I love you...’.

	I finally decided to get out of that vicious circle, and to get up and go online. A bit like I used to do as a child with the family encyclopedia in the time of paper, I launched Bing and typed a word at random, and from the many results, I jumped from subject to subject until tiredness overtook me.

	That was when a small notification let me know that I had received several new e-mails.

	I clicked on the notification and started off by deleting two newsletters I had subscribed to (without realizing it, but that was what it said in the messages) and then saw a message from Chloé:

	“My little Silverfish! Sleeping with you beside me has done me a world of good. It has been a long time since I felt so relaxed (and not only relaxed, by the way :-P). I was stupid and threw away the envelope. If you want a little something back from me, hurry and send me your address! I love you! Your Firefish .”

	Ummm... How can I say this? That guaranteed me a sleepless night!

	

	I sent her my address two days later. I speculated about where that was going to take us. I was afraid.

	I wondered if that sweet little Chloé was playing me. What was she going to ask for? Was she getting her hands on me so she could ask me for things in a few weeks that I would not be able to refuse?

	It was possible, but was it probable?

	I decided to stay on my guard for a while, to put myself into an observation period, because I did not want her to be able to exploit my temporary weakness to hurt me.

	Had I “fallen for it”? That was what I wanted to know. But the question remained unanswered because my feelings were so strong that I felt incapable of activating every part of my brain. There was a whole area that remained inaccessible; even though I was making every effort in the world—in my world!—I could not break through the barrier. But in the end, did it really matter?

	Carpe diem, as some people say. It was difficult to imagine applying that kind of philosophy in this long-distance relationship, but that was what Chloé and I had agreed to do. Or at least to get as close to it as possible. So, from then on, I was going to restrict myself to a restrained, controlled carpe diem, to see what was waiting for me around the corner.

	I had sent my address on a Tuesday morning at about 8:00. I often woke up around 5:00, as soon as my brain started working a bit again, and I forced it to take me to my keyboard to type my first e-mails.

	I received her envelope two days later, around 10:00 a.m.! It was a simple black tank top, with narrow straps. And her smell!

	A slightly flowery scent, mixed with that of rice powder. A very strange combination, but so sensual! I breathed it in as deeply as possible for several minutes with my eyes closed, letting myself be engulfed by the exquisite fragrance which was only slightly muddled by the smell of the kraft paper envelope in the background.

	I thanked her immediately afterwards with a message that was difficult to type: my eyes were misty with the overflowing emotion that had just overwhelmed me.

	Her answer surprised me; she had worn it for most of the day but had no idea where the fragrance came from. Not her detergent, not her perfume, either, because she did not wear any. Then was it the scent of her skin? The thought of that skin in direct contact with the fabric made me a little dizzy, but I held on and was able to get myself back together.

	We started a long series of exchanges about our respective smells, what they brought to mind, why we liked them.

	I knew that the restraint I had wanted to establish to keep my composure had exploded as soon as I stuck my nose in this clothing to smell it. I had a twinge in my heart but decided to accept this weakness.

	But is a weakness still a weakness once one decides to embrace it? I also decided it was not. So that was my strength: being able to open up and reveal everything, hiding nothing, not lying. In any case, I had nothing to lose.

	I opened up to my beloved sweetheart, and she told me it was an excellent idea. And we decided to become a couple, certainly atypical because of our age difference and our distance, but probably also because of the hyper-fusional relationship we had.

	And that was just the very beginning!

	

	One evening, my beloved told me that she just had a slightly crazy idea, that she was unsure if I would agree to it or not, that it was not serious if I said no, but that she still wanted to talk to me about it.

	Well, go ahead, she knew she could tell me anything, that we had no taboo between us!

	It does not seem like much now, since we have shared so much since then, but as I relate these events from the past, from a past that is still recent, at that moment, I was dumbfounded for some time.

	Chloé had just asked me to send her a pair of pants, a shirt, a pair of socks, and some boxers.

	“Well...ummm... What are you going to do with them, Sweetie?”

	“I can’t take this distance anymore and we can’t see each other. I need you and your presence, my Silverfish. I want to be able to touch your clothes, to caress them, to lay them on the bed next to me, as if you were stretched out beside me. I told you this was a crazy idea, you know! :-s”

	Well. OK. I was afraid that she herself might be a little crazy, not just her ideas.

	Was she going to wear them? Was she going to stuff them with straw and pretend the scarecrow was me?

	I decided to rely on the blind faith I now had in my soulmate; otherwise, she would no longer be my soulmate, since I had faith in myself. This little idea that looped endlessly made me smile. Until I wondered if I really had blind faith in myself.

	So, I quickly put the idea out of my head and prepared the package for her.

	

	“I have a slightly crazy idea.” That was the subject of a new message that I received a few weeks later.

	She had not stuffed my clothes with anything, nor had she put them on. She had sent me a photo of herself. Chloé was a little blurry, but I could see her lying next to the clothes. She was sleeping on the right side of the bed and the clothes were placed on the left. The focus was on the shirt. I saw that it was clean and looked like it had just been ironed.

	In any case, Chloé confirmed it; she explained that she had just washed and pressed the garments because she sometimes slept with her head on my shirt and stroked the clothes. They were rumpled, and she wanted to show me that she was taking good care of them.

	I had a little pinch in my heart when I zoomed in on Chloe because she was blurry and it was hard to make out the details, but I could see very clearly that she was holding my hand. I mean, that she was holding the hand of the imaginary me beside her.

	I was incredibly sad not to be able to take hers, to caress the top it with my thumb, to breathe in her fragrance without using the tank tops that she sent me once a week, clean and always filled with her bewitching scent.

	I was also sad to see my clothes laid out like that. They reminded me of those old films from the eighties, where the vampires killed by the story’s brave heroes disappeared in smoke, leaving their clothes as they were, but empty.

	These scenes, which I had seen a number of times, suddenly seemed much less ridiculous, because I was playing the role of the vampire here. I was in these clothes as the camera zoomed in on me, then in the next shot, my body had disappeared, leaving the clothes sagging in on themselves, in a cloud of smoke, of course.

	I could not hold back a sob, but I kept it from Chloé, my so beautiful, so sweet, so sensitive Chloé!
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