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	Somewhere in Vladivostok


	Harcèlement (éd. BOD)



	Harassment (éd. BOD)



	Acoso (éd. BOD)



	Neith (La mystérieuse Nubienne) (éd. BOD)



	The Nubian (The mysterious Neith) (éd. BOD)



	Les macarons (éd. BOD)



	La veuve PLYNN (éd. BOD)



	Instants ultimes (éd. BOD)



	Que dire de plus? (éd. BOD)



	Cousine! (éd. BOD)



	Tu n'es pas la femme de l'homme que je suis (éd BOD)



	The day after in London (éd BOD)



	Londres : le jour d'après (éd BOD)



	Ma dernière nuit en Sibérie (éd BOD)



	My last night in Siberia (éd BOD)



	Faces (éd BOD)


	Facettes (éd BOD)


	GESICHTER (éd BOD)


	The fragrant book (éd BOD)


	Le livre parfumé (éd BOD)


	Que veux-tu entendre que je ne t'ai pas dit? (éd BOD)







« Life must teach us to read the unspoken in the other's eyes. »


(Patrick Louis Richard / 1958)
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In the early afternoon of a gray and rainy autumn day, the horn of a car resounds in front of a building in the street Soufflot, in Paris.


Myriam rushes to the window.


- « My cab arrived. » she said calmly.


From the window, she signals to the driver, and asks him to wait.


With a nonchalant step as usual, she goes back into the bedroom. A few moments later she returns to the living room, her raincoat and her bag in one hand and in the other, a travel bag containing her first necessities, one or two pairs of pants, two or three sweaters, two pairs of shoes.


Just the bare essentials. She will send for the rest of her things when she has found a place to stay. That's what she promised Arthur.


For the time being, Bintou, her childhood friend, her companion in trouble, has agreed to take her in.


During this morning that preceded the moment when she prepares to say goodbye (a farewell that will not escape the atmosphere of sadness that usually accompanies separations on a train platform or in the middle of a living room), Myriam thought for a long time one last time about her implacable decision to leave.


She wipes away a tear while continuing to sort through her belongings accumulated over the past three years in this apartment where she had made her mark.


She has to clean up. She must leave the place in the state in which she had found it when she arrived in Arthur's life.


For her, there is no other alternative than to leave without looking back.


The main thing is to know how to put on a good face, to keep a certain dignity, a certain prestige. After all, no one is kicking her out. She leaves the place on her own free will.


Therefore, it is no longer possible for her to turn back. What would she look like, she, the woman with the remarkable head bearing, she, the woman with the royal posture?


She is not acting. She's not telling him: I'm leaving, hold me back.


Too proud to play this game of girlie.


However, she does not ignore what her decision to leave could cost her, in particular, her inevitable return towards a certain precariousness, towards difficult tomorrows knowing that, Arthur proposed to her to reconsider her decision.


One thing is certain: as soon as she crosses the threshold of the apartment's front door, she will find herself alone, even if Bintou will do her best to surround her with her affection.


She will be rescued by her friend, but in what state?


A state of psychological decay that does not guarantee her the slightest chance of bouncing back in good conditions, even if Bintou's wise advice will help her get back on track without too much damage.


How many, following a deep despair, have taken the step without having succeeded in escaping the vertiginous fall into a black hole with smooth walls that make it impossible to climb back up to the blue sky, and that are capable of disabling the most fierce wills?


There is no time for regrets.


When you think about it, how can she dwell on a past that has no future, or no more future?


Myriam decided to leave a hundred and fifty square meters in the Sorbonne district, for a tiny studio of twenty square meters located in the northern suburbs of Paris.


A regression that was made necessary, in the name of safeguarding her self-esteem.


But never mind the promiscuity.


She has decided to leave, and this is the first time in her short life that she has made such a turn when on the surface everything seemed to be going her way.


Too good to believe, she said to herself in the end.


However, she believed in it for almost three years.


Three years of her life that she now considers totally lost forever.


A real mess.
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An encounter by chance in the Luxembourg Gardens in Paris.


She, a nanny in the service of a bourgeois family, walking a baby in a baby carriage.


He, a professor of classical literature at the Sorbonne, making a detour through the garden before returning to his apartment, on a particularly sunny summer day.


A encounter too ordinary to be considered a sign of destiny.


Thousands of people walk through this multifaceted garden every day, which is host to a multitude of sculptures created by illustrious sculptors.


Foreign tourists, Parisians, provincials of all ages.


And among them, that day, Myriam's path crossed that of Arthur.


Generally discreet, Arthur did not resist the urge to say "good evening".


It was just in front of Aimé Millet's sculpture in front of the orangery, on the south side, paying tribute to Phidias.


When she looked up, she saw the face of the man who had just said "Good evening" to her.


Apart from the members of the nanny brigade that she meets daily in this place, and with whom she has a cordial relationship, she had never benefited from the slightest attention from anyone who crossed her path, since she is in charge of this baby.
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