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To all the women of my family

who came before me, 

lighting the path with their strength,

my great-grandmothers,

my grandmothers,

my mother.

To my daughters,

and to all the women yet to come,

may your flakes of light guide those who follow.

With Love,

L.
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Some encounters don’t knock. They wait between coincidence and choice until you are finally ready to notice them.

Clara had always believed that life spoke in whispers.

Through sudden certainties. 

Through sensations that brushed the skin before reaching the mind. 

Through intuitions that felt like a quiet yes deep in the body, signals that made no logical sense, yet felt undeniably true. 

Over time, she had learned to trust that inner voice. The one that never explained itself, yet was never wrong.

What she didn’t know was that, this time, Paris was listening too.

It began with a feeling she couldn’t explain.

A gentle, persistent pull. 

The need to leave Milan and spend the entire month of December in Paris.

Her life felt suspended — caught in a pause where nothing was wrong, yet nothing was moving forward. She had known these moments before. Times when something was waiting to be met. 

Years earlier, London had called her the same way. She had followed that signal... and lost her heart in the process.

This time, the call returned. 

Deeper. Almost intimate.

“Here we are again,” she thought.

Another journey she hadn’t planned.

Another invitation wrapped in uncertainty.

At night, her dreams repeated the same images.

A package. A woman whose presence lingered like a memory she had never lived, and the unmistakable sensation that someone was waiting for her, someone she had not yet met, yet already recognized.

Clara sometimes wondered if she possessed a peculiar gift for finding herself in the middle of such stories. But it hardly mattered. As long as life felt vivid, meaningful, alive — that was enough.

Paris revealed itself slowly. 

In the glow of winter lights. In reflections on wet pavement. In coincidences too precise to ignore. Each step felt guided, as if an invisible thread were drawing her closer not only to a truth, but to an encounter that would change her...

Because nothing meaningful ever arrives by accident.

Clara was finally ready to listen.

“After all, ...” she said to herself “Paris is Paris, the most luminous and romantic city of the world.

Who ever refuses to go to Paris?”

So here she was, a train ticket in her pocket, curiosity in her heart, and a familiar excitement rising beneath her certainty. She didn’t know exactly what awaited her but she trusted herself enough to know one thing:

She needed to be there. 

At that precise moment. 

She didn’t need answers yet.

They would reveal themselves in time.

Because when you listen carefully, life leaves signs everywhere.

For the time being, this was more than enough to start her trip to Paris...
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Clara felt her heart tremble even before the train came to a stop. Through the window, Paris’s Christmas lights shimmered like tiny miracles waiting to happen. December carried a magic all its own — the kind that gently mends what the rest of the year has broken.

She hadn’t run away from Milan, not really. She had run away from a part of herself. She didn’t know whether she had come to Paris to find herself again or to lose herself once more. But she felt it deep beneath her skin: this city would reignite something within her. What she didn’t yet know was that Paris would welcome her with far more than a sparkling backdrop of lights, scents, and festive whispers. With quiet grace and mystery, it would lead her toward an awakening she had never dared believe was possible.

A strong, inexplicable feeling told her that this journey would change more than just her December. Perhaps it would change her heart forever.

She stepped off the train, pulling behind her a small suitcase she had packed carefully the day before. It still carried the soft scent of talcum powder and vanilla, the same comforting fragrance as her favorite nightgowns.

Ahead of her, the station opened like a portal between two lives. She crossed the vast hall of lost footsteps, where the echo of her own steps mingled with those of other travelers — lovers and dreamers alike. Everyone was passing through. Everyone was searching for something. It felt as though she were walking through the life she was leaving behind.

She had always been this way: trying to escape herself, yet unable to resist being captivated by details. Above her, the station’s towering glass-and-iron vaults trapped the light in warm amber reflections. A monumental fresco depicted distant cities — Marseille, Nice, Venice — like a poetic farewell to the past, just before she crossed into the city that, she sensed with the same insistent intuition that had brought her here, would transform her December.

The automatic doors slid shut behind her with a soft hiss, symbolically sealing away everything she was leaving behind. Outside, the sharp winter air kissed her cheeks. A cold breeze carried the sweet scent of roasted chestnuts, vin chaud — hot spiced wine, a favourite of Christmas markets in Paris — steaming in paper cups, and spiced cookies drifting from nearby bakeries.

Every sound, every aroma felt like a quiet welcome — a silent invitation to be held.

Clara hadn’t come to Paris merely to change places.

She had come to change her frequency.

She slipped on her gloves and turned up the collar of her coat.

The sounds of the city — the rolling of suitcases, the muffled train announcements, hurried footsteps on the polished pavement — all vibrated in the familiar pulse of urban life.

Suddenly, a sentence caught in passing from a man speaking on his phone struck her straight in the chest.

“Oui, tout à fait, ma vie est... métro-boulot-dodo.”

She translated it instinctively: routine, work, sleep.

In that instant, she felt the full weight of the year that had just ended — identical days, measured hours, no jolts, no sparks. She needed to unplug, to breathe in a different rhythm, to feel her heart beat for something other than duty or habit.

Perhaps that was why she had chosen the Ville Lumière, where even shadows carried a hint of beauty, and the Haussmann façades reflected dreams and possibilities. Here, life pulsed with art and ambition, as if the spirit of the Sun King Louis XIV had whispered a promise of eternal splendor suspended into the air. Every street felt like a salon, every balcony a small stage, every lamppost a candle lit in the gardens of Versailles. Even nostalgia became a kind of art — regret transforming into longing, melancholy shifting into inspiration. Wounds became brushstrokes, waiting found its voice in melody, and every crack in the heart opened a passage for light to slip through.

She adjusted her scarf, as if trying to trap some of that new breath within its folds. The lampposts of Place Louis Armand were draped in strands of golden lights, while nearby Rue de Bercy shimmered with the lively flow of taxis and pedestrians.

Clara stopped beneath a solitary lamppost that cast a timid circle of light onto the sidewalk, like a small lighthouse. She inhaled deeply — a habit of hers whenever she wanted to fully savor a precious moment. And then she felt it: a subtle inner shift, like the soft click of a soul falling into place. It wasn’t just anticipation or desire, the vertigo of something about to begin. She knew she had arrived in the place where her heart would learn to believe again.

A taxi pulled up beside her with a faint screech of tires. She sank into the back seat and, for the entire ride, watched Paris glide past the window: boulevards glowing like rivers of light, trees adorned in Place de la Concorde and along the Champs-Élysées, shop windows overflowing with decorations and golden stars.

Every corner radiated a promise, a possibility.

When the taxi turned toward Montmartre, traffic slowed, the streets narrowing, growing more intimate. It stopped on a small side street off Rue Lepic.

Clara paid the fare, stepped out, and stood still for a moment, her suitcase beside her, gazing at what would become her new home.

A ginger-and-white cat trotted toward her, tail held high, as if it had been waiting just for her to offer a proper welcome. It sniffed her suitcase, brushed against her legs, then darted ahead, as though eager to show her the way.

In the inner courtyard, enclosed by stone walls and climbing plants, silence and intimacy reigned — as if the world were holding its breath before switching on the lights of Christmas magic. 

Clara inhaled deeply, almost to steady herself.

She had arrived.

The cat accompanied her to the door of the apartment she had rented for the month, booked on a whim. She had found it at the very last minute through word of mouth — a detail her friends had found suspicious. Clara, however, had felt she could trust it. And besides, she hadn’t found anything better, and she was determined to spend all of December in Paris, whatever the cost. 

On paper, it had everything she loved: a small, authentic duplex in the style of an artist’s atelier. What no one had mentioned was that it had just been reopened after years of abandonment.

She found the key under the doormat, just as the confirmation email had instructed, and opened the door. The apartment seemed to breathe in its own time. The scent of closed rooms mingled with that of wood, candle wax left behind on the table, and a faint trace of lavender.

Clara set down her suitcase and stood perfectly still. 

It was love at first sight.

She looked around. A rolled-up rug revealed an old parquet floor, and in one corner of the living room a lamp cast a soft, amber glow — signs of a recent presence.

On the table, she found a welcome note. The owner apologized for not having had time to clear away the belongings of the previous tenant and promised to take care of it as soon as possible.

“Alright then. And what do you think?” she asked the cat, who had followed her inside and was now settling comfortably on the sofa, as if it belonged to him. 

“I have the distinct feeling you know this place very well.”

She unrolled the rug in the entryway and straightened a hand-painted picture — an abstract canvas signed “CBN.”

She wondered who the artist might be, the signature as enigmatic as the painting itself. She opened the windows, letting in fresh air and light. A simple gesture — yet something inside her unfolded. As if she were restoring balance not only to the room, but to her own life.

She sat down on the sofa with a cup of hot tea and gazed outside. The December sky was a soft gray velvet, and across the way the first Christmas decorations were beginning to sparkle.

Clara smiled. After all, she had done the right thing by coming. She knew Paris would suit her, as it always had — chic, romantic, inspiring. Perhaps she, too, would learn how to shine again.

She decided to go out right away for her first walk. She didn’t want to wait to meet the city. She wandered aimlessly until she reached Place des Abbesses, where the Christmas market was already glowing with magic: fairy lights woven through the trees, wooden stalls, a carousel of painted horses spinning in circles, children laughing with cheeks flushed from the cold. A feast of lights, scents, and sounds. The stalls offered everything one could wish for — Christmas ornaments in every shape and color, scented candles, cotton candy, sweet crêpes, wooden toys, handcrafted jewelry, leather gloves, mugs with French sayings...

Paris smiled at her to the rhythm of a distant jazz saxophone.

For the first time in a long while, she smiled back.

Flakes of Light

Sometimes a journey is not an escape,

but a return to that part of you

that longs to shine again —

to that light that waits

only to be recognized.

Every space you live in tells your story,

reflects your inner world.

When you bring order to what surrounds you,

something within gently realigns as well:

thoughts, emotions, energies, forgotten dreams.

Allow your home to be more than walls and furniture.

Let it be both your refuge and guide:

open its windows, let in air and light...

and open those of your heart as well,

welcoming with the same breath

everything that longs to be reborn, to bloom, to glow.
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Clara walked among the Christmas market stalls, her cheeks rosy from the cold, eyes wide with wonder, and heart light. Every step revealed small surprises and quiet magic: the scent of vanilla candles, the softness of cashmere scarves, the gentle tinkle of handmade earrings...

Then a small table, tucked between two stalls, caught her attention as if it had called out to her. Draped in an indigo cloth sprinkled with silver moons, a flickering candle sat at its center, playing with the reflections of crystals arranged around it, creating an almost hypnotic sparkle.

Seated in the lotus position, a woman with amethyst-colored eyes watched her with a smile that seemed to already know her. A deck of cards slid gracefully between her fingers, adorned with silver rings set with stones that shimmered in the candlelight.

"Viens, ma chère," she said, her voice warm and velvety. "The cards were waiting for you."

Clara smiled, both surprised and slightly embarrassed. 

"Really? I don’t think I booked a reading. I don’t need one, thank you..."

"Oh, no one ever thinks they need it. You don’t book what’s already written in the wind," the woman replied, gesturing to the chair across from her. "The universe only calls those who are ready to listen."

Perhaps it was the Christmas atmosphere, or perhaps the magnetic calm that wrapped around her senses, but Clara found herself sitting down without even noticing. She rested her hands on the table and, for a moment, felt her mother’s presence beside her — just as when, as a child, she would ask her to draw a card from the deck for fun, seeking an instant answer to a life question.

"Cut the deck with your left hand — the hand of the heart," whispered the woman.

The first card revealed itself: The Moon.

"You are on a journey, my dear, not just outward, but within," the reader murmured. "You have left behind what held you back. Now you walk toward a new balance. A new phase begins. Follow the moon: it will guide you through shadow and light. It invites you to trust your intuition, especially when you fear something."

The second card followed... The Devil.

A flicker of light danced in the candle flame. The woman smiled enigmatically.

Clara stiffened. "It’s not very Christmassy..."

"Ah... but the Devil isn’t only evil, my dear. This is the card of fire that cannot be tamed, the other side of desire, of attraction that stirs the roots, of passion that ignites the soul when you least expect it. An encounter will soon shake what you thought was stable. Someone will enter your life, and you’ll feel an irresistible impulse to let yourself go. This card speaks of attraction, of magnetism, but also of a test: will you be able to tell the call of the soul from that of illusion? A fire awaits you — you’ll have to decide whether to warm yourself or get burned."

Clara bit her lip, fascinated and slightly unsettled.

"Seems... intense," she murmured.
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