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You will have lived If you loved
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First of all,



 



 



 



I just want to say that I’m so proud of being able to share my
literature with you.



 



Thank you for reading this book, thank you for spreading love.



 



I wish you a great time with me.



 



 



And please, don’t forget that :



 



#LOVEISLOVE



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



— I have pain !



— Ah yes, I suspect it otherwise you would not come to see me.



— Good doctor, we have to find a remedy my heart terribly hurts me
!



— Ah, wouldn't a pretty girl hide behind that pain ?



— Doctor ! It's serious, you know !



— Thomas, Stop ! Of course I know it's serious, that at any moment
your heart can stop beating, I know, but it can't hurt you. It's in
your head, it's precisely the peculiarity of your illness, it is
painless.



— How dare to speak about "sickness", you use this term while you
are not even able to know what I actually have, to know what it is.
Nobody knows anything nobody knows me.



 



Thomas gets up and leaves the office. The attractive brown
young man in the rebel air, an earring in the straight ear, a
roguish smile and a cold and distant air roams in the street. He
wanders without knowing too much where to go. He thinks about so
many things as he is not even capable of
finding the coffee in which he made an appointment with his meeting
Tinder. Maeva, charming 26 years old Parisian, smiling blonde
everything to please. Thomas does not like him. He suspects, but
you never know. He wants to know love at all costs before he dies.
He is not fooled, his illness will kill him. But when ? Tomorrow ?
In an hour ? In five minutes ? He knows that on the chessboard of
life he is only a pawn. He's beautiful, he knows it and he plays
it. In appearance he has everything to annoy, but basically it is
only a mere appearance. Still, an hour later he has recovered his
mind and is facing the beautiful Maeva. They look at each other,
she loves him, he gets up and out. He doesn't want to hurt her, he
wants to get better, but not to hurt. He knows for a fact that she
loves him and that's what bothers him. He doesn't like her. Thomas
is a perfectly contradictory young man. He wanders down the street
looking silly, without really knowing where to go After all he has
nothing to do, so wander. He's passing the Eiffel Tower. « That
it's romantic,» he said before letting a laugh escape. « Romantic,
what is romantic ?» Where is the romance ?



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



Except for in the books, I ever saw some “. He sits down in front
of the Tower Eiffel while Paris is made the trunk. The City of
Light dies out little by little, the city which never sleeps
gradually starts to close its eyes. The tourists return to the
hotel while the Parisians, residents of the romantic city return
home, they seem to seek their abode, In fact they are looking for
romance. Thomas closes his beautiful hazel eyes and leaves towards
the world of his dreams. The lively heart, he would live happy,
peaceful surrounded with a dog and of … Of a question mark. Yes, a
question mark, even in its dreams love has no name, no smell, no
face.



His face wakes up, it opens of new the eyes, in a heartbeat
the night gave way in the early hours morning. He
stretches, smiles, stops smiling, frowns and sets off
. He roams slowly in the Parisian streets up to
a subway station, he goes down steps and sinks into the underground
hole. He sits down and waits his subway. He has his eyes closed, he
puts on his headphones, his little heart beats, he beats slowly,
but beats. Her pretty lips loosen up, its hands relax. He gets
carried away to the rhythm of the music. At this moment he is well,
he is alive, he feels his heart beating, he feels powerful. His
eyes are emptied of all anger against life to leave room for
emotion, he lets himself be carried away and enjoys the stroll,
from treble to bass, from piano to guitar he gets carried away.
Nothing disrupts him, he lives. The last note sounds, his heart
fades away little by little, the embrace which tightens the heart
to him serves it again. His body stiffens, his eyes darken. A young
man sits next to him Thomas does not deign to raise his eyes to
look at who is the undesirable who sticks it much too closely. He
smells good, that's all Thomas holds back. This odor bewitches it.
The subway arrives, he gets up ignoring to perfection the person
who sat down at her sides a few seconds before. He climbs the
subway, he still smells the delightful smell that had once
bewitched him a few minutes before. On the other hand, having spent
the night outside was not supposed to smell the rose. Some stations
later he leaves the metro he goes up the stairs and as every time
he leaves the metro he has the same thought. « Once again I came
out of the earth, enjoy my old, because one day you will stay
there.» He arrives in his apartment throws his keys and lengthens.
Its belly indicates to him that it is the hour to yield to the
temptation of a good meal ... Pasta ... As a cook specialist in the
pastes: Bolognaise, carbonara, tomato sauce, pesto ... Everything
goes well. Last recipe dated Nutella pasta. Thomas is not the kind
of very pleasing boy, but he gladly invited the homeless guy he met
each morning to taste his excellent pasta. For a certain time, he
does not see it any more. He never invites anyone to his home, it
is too personal, but he was allowed to enter. After filling his
stomach Thomas calls Manon, her larger friend on Paris. « This
evening it is no limit ! We are going to burst my girl » says
Thomas of a decided tune to her friend. He hangs up and leaves to
get ready. He leaves, without artifice, he does not need it. Uber
waits for him below he jumps into the car and it left ! Direction
the end of the night.



 



On Sunday eight hours, the alarm clock goes off. The remedial
course math does not wait.



Theo must already certainly be ready to undergo the numbers and
calculations imposed by Thomas.



Our young particular professor rises, runs, brushes his teeth and
leaves quickly to find his young pupil. He is eighteen, he is in
scientific terminale. He was a prodigious student until the month
of January when he completely derailed and his results were close
to zero.
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