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God bless Lindsay and Rosie...


Anthony
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On the way to Venice Beach...




On the dark and endless road my cat drove at ease. The desert escape had begun. Blues to my soul. I was looking for a place. I called it « VENICE BEACH » I had time to think about these things. I said : « You are unprejudiced, and this is wonderfully rare. Especially in the chicks. Very good life. You're going to have to do what you're doing.» I had written to Marlene that when I was dead, her father would scatter my ashes on a desert land, or at the foot of a lonely tree. I'm 48, I hope to get to at least 60. This gives me time to do more car rides, breakaways like this ... to be worth in parallel to the movie « Paris, Texas ».


This little english book is my will, or rather a door to the ten years I have left to live. I thought of Lindsay and Rosie as my little cousins. America is a long way off. And Venice Beach was perhaps the beach where they surfed. In Le Havre, above my head, in the sky pass clouds. Is it possible to sculpt one of them and see it hovering into the eyes of the girls of Los Angeles? I've never seen Lindsay and Rosie since that famous day when they dumped me saying « Loosen up » Yesterday, I got my mind back and my nervous breakdown ended. This book is for them and it would be a shame if I died : among the dead I would never know if they would find this lost book in the web.


The city bathes near the warm blue coast. Many surfers spin on the waves, crisscrossing the bay like seabirds, and the house, very remote, far from the hustle and bustle of Los Angeles, stretches out into a residential neighborhood, ray the Californian sun. In a white pavilion, Lindsay and Rosie's house, near tall trees. It is a modest house, with white walls, and an ivy-covered attic terrace. A small courtyard where shrubs grow, some flowers, an arbor, and where the two students relax. A wall to fence the property. Lindsay is at her duties, and her sister, at the door, is thoughtful and plans her still uncertain future. A few glimmers of hope shine in his eyes. A little sister, the youngest, in front of Rosie, leaning against a chair, makes a finger of honor, and already taunts since the morning. This kid listens in her headphones to music squirting from her cell phone. The parents do not live in the house, only the two students manage the daily life and pay the rent at the end of each month. Silence reigns. There is only the shiver of the trees that stirs in a discontinuous way, because of the warm wind. A small dog stands on the terrace, sniffing the ambient air in search of a smell. Small flies that flutter and especially the high towers of Los Angeles as if darting towards the sky. Rosie looking for a look at the terrace suddenly speaks: « Lindsay! » The twin sister replies: « What? » Here comes him again. They have been anxious for an hour, here is a man spots the house and the address. A guy who seems to be asking for something. They noticed it when they inadvertently went to get the mail. He was in front of the house, his back leaning against a fence, smoking a cigarette. Then, when they went out into town, they met him again there, staring at them.
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