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A father, a daughter, an image, sometimes a very sad reality ...


"... The most important thing a father can do for his children is to love their mother. ...."


(Théodore Hesburgh)
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"Nathanaël,


I have read several of your books. You like to explore the female psychology.


This is a rare thing in a man. Your observations are pertinent, I may say sometimes destabilizing. I want to tell you my story.


Let's make a date to tell you with my words and my voice, what I would like to tell you.


You will listen to me, any notes.


Make a free interpretation of what I'll tell you. Make yourself happy. I will read you. I promise you that. Sincerely.


Roxille"
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My name is Roxille.


I won't tell you my age. It is not important.


I was born into a middle-class family of an ancient lineage, whose members have almost all held important positions in the city.


My father belongs to the fourth generation. He is an elected official (from a young age) on the city council, with several municipal mandates to his credit.


My mother is the daughter of a prominent man who ran a large law firm and consequently became a lawyer whose victories made her a feared advocate in the legal world.


I have a brother (my mother's favorite), who describes himself as a painter.


He only gets to work when inspiration strikes him without warning and mobilizes him for entire evenings during which the household must stop breathing for fear of disturbing what I call my brother's "artistic ramblings".


Some might say that I don't have a strong artistic sense or something like that. But in my opinion, if my brother is a painter, it would be known.


In saying this, I hope I don't come across as a bad person.


His paintings, as rare as the leaves on a tree in late autumn (his moments of inspiration taking longer and longer to come to him), have all ended up on the walls of my mother's room, and she wants to have them in front of her eyes at night before she goes to sleep.


To this day, I still don't know how she can sleep with these horrors in front of her.


Each painting made by my brother is widely publicized, and systematically leads to a reception organized by our mother to unveil in front of the town's notables, the work whose meaning escapes anyone who wants to understand said masterpiece.


But what does it matter, as long as the champagne flows freely with the sweets that go with it, and that the drunken guests are ecstatic in front of the aforementioned painting, rapt with admiration, commenting in learned terms on the genius of the painter who, wandering from one guest to another to collect the laurels, ends up in the arms of our mother who can't help but believe that her house shelters through this magnificent son, the reincarnation of Picasso.


She seems to forget that at the age of 14 Picasso had passed the entrance exam to the Barcelona School of Fine Arts and that, his virtuosity had allowed him to represent his country in the Spanish section of painting at the Universal Exhibition in Paris.


Probably for her, this is a point of detail that does not take away the supposed talent of her son, a talent sublimated by flashes of light that illuminate the world of art, and make her drunk with happiness.


As for me, Roxille, the graduate of a great school, occupying an important position in a multinational company, I don't represent much in her eyes, not being a painter, and failing that, a lawyer (even a shabby one) to honor and perpetuate the tradition in the family.


She has always considered that I am a dull person, almost insignificant.


Because, what defines me above all, it is my calm, my serious and pondered nature. I don't make noise. I don't draw attention to myself. I don't create buzz by using a current expression.


Simply put, I'm a failure, a disappointment, just a girl to marry.
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As a child, I remember that my days were all punctuated by my walks in my parents' domain.


Each tree had a name of my own invention, and an involvement in the very closed circle of my "friends" of the plant kingdom to whom I spent my time talking and confiding.


In autumn, I was sad to see them lose their leaves and become destitute. I was afraid they would be cold and I could do nothing to warm them. I felt extreme grief. I couldn't talk to my mother, who spent all her time in her office, and who certainly wouldn't understand my stories of "bare", cold trees.


I was not the center of her preoccupations and my elucidations had no echo in her heart.


With hindsight, I can define her as a cold, calculating person, devoid of any sensitivity (except in front of the genius of her son).


Indeed, the only emotions that can reach her are those that emanate from the events staging people who are committed to her cause, which reflect back to her this image charged with a not insignificant dose of her love of herself and her satisfaction of having engendered a genius.
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