
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Her name was Aurore



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 – The Awakening
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I open my eyes to a harsh white light that hits me like a slap in the face. Everything is blurry, everything is foreign. The walls, the ceiling, the light falling in silver streaks through the blinds. Sounds are muffled, distant, as if I were watching the world from behind a cotton curtain.

A steady beep haunts me. Beep... beep... beep... My breath quickens. I try to move an arm, a foot, but an unknown heaviness holds me back. My whole body is trapped in this room that smells of disinfectant and cold metal. I shiver.

A female voice approaches, soft, cautious. "Leo... can you hear me?" 

I look up. A woman in a white coat is leaning over me. Her lips are moving, but I can only hear muffled sounds. Yet her face seems vaguely familiar, like a memory you feel on the edge of your lips but can never pronounce.

And then the word comes, clear and sharp in my mind, like a flash of lightning in a stormy sky: Aurore . 

I repeat it softly, almost whispering, to test its solidity. Aurore... 

The name flows over my lips, strange, luminous, and painful all at once. Who is she? Why does this word burn my absent memory?

My hand is shaking. I'm looking for something, anything, to write it down. A piece of paper, a pen. I grab whatever's within reach, and with a clumsy hand, I scribble: Aurore . The word is hesitant, wobbly, but it's there, tangible, real. I feel an invisible bond forming in my heart, a tenuous thread that I can't undo.

The woman in the scrubs clears her throat. "You had an accident, Leo. You were unconscious for several days..." 

I look at her, but her face slips before my eyes, elusive. She talks about amnesia, trauma, rehabilitation, but all I hear is the word Aurore echoing in my head.

Something pulls me toward her. I don't know why, I don't know how, but I feel like my life depends on that name. My whole body shivers, as if I'm coming back to myself for the first time in a long time, or maybe for the first time at all.

A noise makes me jump. Someone enters the room. A woman with brown hair, tired eyes, a face marked by sleepless nights. A sister? I nod, unsure. She says my name, Claire... Claire. She smiles, but her eyes are worried. She squeezes my hand, tries to guide me back to reality.

I look at my fingers in his, and I feel nothing. Nothing but a deep emptiness, an abyss that passes through me, icy, visceral. And yet, Aurore burns in my head. The emptiness cannot contain this name. It pushes it back, makes it vibrate, like a lighthouse in a storm.

I close my eyes. And suddenly, a fragment of memory crosses my mind: the sound of laughter, light, crystalline, echoing at the water's edge. A hand I've never touched, yet somehow familiar. A smell of salt and sand. Dawn... 

I raise my hand to my heart, as if to hold onto this fragile memory. But it slips, it slips away.

The woman in the scrubs continues talking. Words: “accident,” “head trauma,” “partial amnesia.” I nod automatically. I know I should listen, understand. But all I want is for her to exist. For her to be real. For her to reach out and remind me who I am.

I pick up the notepad from the bedside table. My hand is shaking. I scribble again: Aurore . The letters are jagged, slanted, almost frightened. But they're there. They breathe. They live.

A tear rolls down my cheek. A single, fragile tear, but it contains everything: fear, loneliness, the absolute love I have yet to understand. The name, the letter, the emptiness... and the feeling that I must go and find it, whatever the cost.

The beep of the machine punctuates my thoughts. Beep... beep... beep... As if the whole world were focused on this word, Aurore , on this obsession that runs through me, that burns me, that keeps me alive.

I don't know who I am. I don't know what's waiting for me out there. But I know she exists. And I know I have to find her.

I breathe. I straighten up, despite the pain, despite the uncertainty. The world is white, cold, strange. But the name engraved on the sheet is warm, vibrant. I take it in my hand, like a talisman. Aurore...

And in that pristine white, I silently promise: I won't lose her. Not this time.
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Chapter 2 – The White Room
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The room was still, but everything in it was moving. The white walls, too white, seemed to draw closer to me, to enclose me in an icy embrace. Every breath made the silence vibrate like a distant echo, and I felt tiny amidst the whiteness. The beeping of the machine reminded me that I was not dead, but instead, suspended in an indefinite space, neither alive nor dead, only there, between two worlds.

Claire entered without knocking. Her soft footsteps echoed through the room like a sad melody. Her eyes, filled with fatigue and worry, sought mine. She sat on the edge of the bed, placed her hand on mine, and I felt a mixture of anchor and pain. She watched me as one watches a ship in distress, waiting for me to respond to her signals.

“Leo... I’m here. It’s okay,” she whispered. Her voice trembled slightly, as if she were trying to contain an inner storm.

I didn't answer. I just stared out the window. Daylight streamed in in small silvery streaks, caressing the white walls and my dazzled eyes. I tried to remember something, anything, but my memory was nothing but a desert. An icy void where even my own name seemed foreign.

A doctor then entered, notebook in hand. His words were gentle, precise, almost mechanical:

"Mr. Leo, you have suffered a severe head trauma. You are suffering from partial amnesia. Some recent memories, and some older ones, are currently inaccessible."

I nodded, not fully understanding. The word Aurore continued to resonate in my chest, like a secret, imperceptible beat. The name was more real than anything the doctors could say, more tangible than the visceral emptiness that inhabited me.

Claire spoke again, more gently this time, trying to ground me in reality.

“You had an accident, Leo... we were all scared for you. But you’re here now. And I... I’m here.”

I looked at her hand on mine. I knew it was my sister, I knew her face, but everything seemed distant. As if I were looking at a painting, a blurred image of a world I no longer inhabited. The sounds, the smells, the light... everything was foreign and yet all too familiar.

The silence fell again, heavy and oppressive. I felt both alive and detached, as if an invisible thread was keeping me from falling into nothingness, but without giving me any certainty about who I was. My fingers clutched the sheet of paper where I had written Aurore , as if the mere presence of that word could fill the void, make it less frightening.

I closed my eyes for a moment. The world faded, leaving a fleeting fragment of memory: the breeze on a shore, the taste of salt on my lips, a light laugh that seemed to come from elsewhere, from another me, or another time. And then, as always, the name: Aurore .

I wanted to speak, to ask Claire who she was, why I felt so empty, but no sound came out. My lips moved, but only silent syllables were lost in the air. The emptiness was swallowing me up, and yet that word persisted, a fragile beacon in the storm.

Claire, worried, brought her face close to mine. "Leo... do you recognize me?" 

I shook my head, unable to say anything. And yet, I felt that she was there for me, that she had always been there, and that, despite everything, she would support me.

The doctor continued, trying to be reassuring: "Your memory may return gradually, but you have to be patient. Don't be discouraged, Leo. Every little memory you regain is a victory."

I nodded again. But inside, another voice beat, insistent, irresistible. It was stronger than any logic, more real than the emptiness gnawing at me: Aurore...

I took a deep breath. The cold breath made me shiver. The light coming through the blinds danced on my hands and the sheet of paper, as if to show me that the world went on, that I wasn't alone. I crumpled the sheet of paper slightly and held it close to my heart. This name, even incomprehensible, anchored me to something that resembled life, love, hope.

Claire looked at me, her eyes misty. "You'll get through this, Leo. I promise we'll get through this together."

I wanted to answer her, to tell her I believed her, but my lips remained silent. I just stared at the word Aurore , to draw from it the strength to breathe again. The white room, the harsh light, the emptiness inside me... everything could wait. Everything except her.

I stood there, motionless, feeling the world recede and return, oscillating between emptiness and the fragile thread that connected me to life. The name engraved on the sheet pulsed in my chest like an invisible heart.

And in that silence, I understood that my only certainty, my only refuge in this sea of confusion, was her. Aurore.

I didn't know anything else. But it was enough to make me want to get up, move, and search.

Soon I would have to leave this white room, face a world I no longer recognized. But for now, I remained still, letting the breath, the light, and the name Aurore envelop me.

And I knew, deep down, that I would do anything to find her, to understand, to come back to myself... to her.
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Chapter 3 – The Dream of the Sea
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Night fell in the hospital room like a cold blanket, and the real world gradually faded under the shadow of sleep. My eyelids closed in spite of myself, and the shadow of nothingness enveloped me.

And then, always, the sea appeared.

I stood on wet, cold, slippery sand, my feet sinking into the dark material, as if the ground might swallow me up with every step. The wind whipped my face, laden with sea spray, salt, and lost promises. And there, before me, she was.

Aurore. The name finally materialized, in all its light. Her red hair captured the setting sun and the splashing sea. She smiled, light, elusive. And that laugh... that crystalline laugh, fragile, yet capable of making my heart vibrate like a string stretched to the limit.

I moved forward, trembling. Every step in the sand seemed to take me further away from her or closer to her, and I never knew which. The world around me existed only through her gaze, her gestures, that presence that was both fragile and imperious.

And then I saw the necklace. A small silver jewel, fallen into the damp sand, glinting faintly in the last rays of the sun. I bent down to pick it up. My fingers trembled as I touched it. A shiver ran through me. I knew, without knowing how, that it belonged to me. Or that it belonged to her. Or that, somehow, it was a symbol of us.

She moved away, light as a feather carried by the wind, and I ran after her. But the sand slipped away from under my feet, and every time I came close to reaching her, she disappeared, leaving behind the smell of salt and the world.

I woke with a start, my heart pounding, my breath short, tears streaming down my cheeks. The white hospital sheets were cold against my skin, but I could still feel the wind on my face, the sand sliding beneath my feet, Aurore's laughter still vibrating in my chest.

I sat down, my forehead against my trembling hands. I saw her, I felt her, but she didn't yet exist in the real world. And yet, I knew she was there, somewhere, and that I had to find her. My whole body screamed her name. Aurore...

The next night, and every night after that, the dreams returned. The sea was different every time: sometimes rough, sometimes calm and silent, but it was always there, always waiting for me. I woke up with the taste of salt in my mouth, my hair wet with sweat and emotion, unable to detach my mind from these fragments of existence that my subconscious offered me.

One morning, I found myself speaking aloud in my sleep, calling her name, repeating the word like a prayer, a mantra: "Dawn... come..." 

The night before waking, Claire looked at me with concern and tenderness. She didn't understand why my obsession consumed me so. But she couldn't know. I, too, had no rational certainty. I had only this fragile and burning bond that connected me to a being I hadn't yet met, but whom I already felt was my reason for living.

Every day, I searched for details: a smile in the reflection of the glass, a trace of perfume in the hallway, a red color in the light. Everything reminded me of that dream. Everything was a sign, even if no one else could see it.

I got up that morning, my eyes red, my body exhausted, but my soul on fire. The sheet of paper on which I had written Aurore remained within reach. I took it and held it to my heart, as if to convey to her my despair and my love simultaneously. She was all I had, all that would one day connect me to reality.

And while the doctors talked about memory exercises, patience, and rehabilitation, I knew I wouldn't passively wait for life to offer me answers. I had to look for it. I had to find it again. And I had to start by understanding what that dream, that laugh, that necklace... and that name that continued to burn my lips and my mind meant.

The real world, cold and sanitized, was an obstacle, but the sea, the sand, and her laughter resonated within me with an intensity nothing could deny. At night, she called me. At night, she waited for me. And each awakening was a cruel and splendid reminder that I was not yet near her.

I sat on the bed, the sheet in my hand, my eyes closed, listening to the silence of the hospital, and I imagined her laughter one last time, crystal clear and unforgettable. I knew it would guide me, that every dream, every image, every breath of wind would bring me closer to that name: Aurore .

And in that white room, with the walls and the silence as my only witnesses, I promised my heart that I would let nothing, neither time, nor memory, nor fear, separate us. Aurore existed. And I would find her again.
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Chapter 4 – The Departure
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Morning crept into the room like a timid caress, and the sun hesitated to pierce the blinds. I stood, my fists clenched on the sheet of paper where I had written Aurore . The light blurred the contours of the room, making it seem like an unreal place, suspended between dream and reality.

Claire came in, her face lined with worry. "Leo... don't do this. You're not ready to go out, you have to stay, you have to..." Her voice trailed off, carried away by the wind blowing through the half-open window.
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