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The Breakers (2011)




What is life? It is the brilliance of a firefly in the night, it is a buffalo’s breath in winter.


It is the little shadow that runs through the grass and vanishes in the sunset.


INDIAN SAYINGS




It was still the calm of morning. Dustbins. The first métro. The concierge in the street across the way was opening his shutters. The upstairs neighbour had just come home. Anna and the girls were still asleep.


A morning like any other. I had just got up a little earlier. Because it was the start of the holidays.


I drank my coffee. Elbows on the table. On the refrigerator door were the girls’ most recent drawings. Flowers on the wallpaper. Daisies with white petals, eight petals per flower. A repeating motif. To infinity.


Anna always said, there’s something reassuring about the repetition of things.


We were going away. Like every summer. Our two months in Normandy. Our cases were ready in the passage, swimsuits, boots, swim rings in a box with board games, total sunscreen and rakes for collecting cockles.


What had we forgotten?


You always forget something.


After the dustmen, it was the seven o’clock bus and the woman who had the bistro downstairs taking out her chairs. She made a scraping noise with them. I had told her a dozen times, if you would lift them up, they wouldn’t scrape.


She lifted them for a day or two and then the noise started again.


Anna wanted to move away. Too noisy. Too many neighbours. Too much of everything.


Or not enough. Depending.


She wanted to buy a house. In the suburbs. With a garden. She said it would be good for the girls, the air was better.


She said we could also ask to be transferred and go even further, to Dijon or Provence. Dijon I could understand. But Provence, no less. Anna was asking too much.


I did not want to leave Montreuil. I did not want to buy a house here or anywhere. I do not know what I wanted. The thought of the holidays frightened me. Like Sundays. Rainy Sundays, worse than anything. How endless the morning hours seemed. There was so much to do. I did nothing.


I made some more coffee.


Anna was in the shower. I could hear the water running.


Pruners in the street a bit further up. They were cutting the branches that touched the façades. Which meant a lot of branches. I opened the window and shouted, how will we manage without the birds if you cut all the branches!


The birds – titmice, a few robins. In winter I hung balls of fat from the bars on the balcony. I would wait by the window. It made me late for the lycée.


The upstairs neighbour worked a night shift. Guard at the Louvre. He did not like it when I shouted like that, just as he was dropping off.


A young woman in the building across the way. Little flowered curtains. Pink, as light as lace. She was watching the pruners. When she saw me, she gave a little wave. Her nightgown looked as if it was the same fabric as her curtain.


It was July.


It was already hot in the flat.


In the bedroom next door the twins were still sleeping.




Our house, La Téméraire, overlooked the sea, a few kilometres south of Dieppe. We bought it just after the girls were born. Love at first sight, said Anna.


We took out a loan for ten years.


In winter, La Téméraire weathers every storm. We never come in winter. Only summer. And a few weekends in the spring. We find tree trunks and lifebuoys in the garden. Sand, planks, the corpses of seagulls. It takes us days to clean it all up.


It was raining when we got there. I stopped the car as close to the door as possible. The twins took their things and went straight up to their room. They had been good the whole trip, filling up their holiday notebook. Girls’ things. With boys it would have been different.


“Different how?” Anna said.


I did not feel like explaining.


We opened the shutters and began to unload.


At noon we ate sandwiches. The girls found some old Martine books in a box in the attic. Anna did not want them reading Martine so the girls read them in secret, at school or when they went to the neighbourhood library.


By afternoon it had stopped raining and Anna took the girls to the beach. I stayed out on the terrace. It was low tide. I could see the girls running. They went a long way, right down to the water’s edge.


They were hungry when they got back. Anna made some crêpes. The girls went and sat outside, at the white table on the terrace.


While they were having their snack, Anna went into the bedroom and put on a new dress. Her breasts, beneath the light fabric. They were round, full. I said, you should make a nightgown with the kitchen curtains. She shrugged. After that she went to the supermarket. I looked after the girls.


The next morning, Anna stayed with the girls and I went for a drive in the 2 C.V.


It was like that all the first week, calm.


In the morning, the first one up made breakfast. Coffee. Toast with yesterday’s bread.


The girls woke up at ten and then it was their turn for breakfast. Afterwards we went for a walk along the beach, then a swim, and then back home again at lunchtime.




The shutters were weather-beaten. Every year, because of the salt, they had to be repainted. Green, chromium oxide, it never changed. It’s easier to touch up, said Anna.


The tyres on the 2 C.V. needed changing as well.


I went to Dieppe. The shop assistant mixed the paint there in front of me. He added the brushes. Sandpaper. It was the beginning of the holidays, I took it all without arguing.


It was the girls’ birthday as well. Anna asked me to bring a kilo of strawberries for the cake.


I bought the paint, changed the tyres. I also bought a bicycle pump, but I forgot the strawberries, and yet, before I had left the house Anna had said, be sure you don’t forget the strawberries, and I said, I won’t.


I was nearly home by the time I realized. I had seen a green-grocer’s van parked a short way behind me, by the side of the road. I reckoned that with a bit of luck he would still be there and have some strawberries. I turned around.


The van was there. I pulled over onto the lay-by. The green-grocer had already lowered half of his awning. When he saw me he stopped what he was doing. He asked me if I wanted something and I said, yes, strawberries, a kilo. He raised the awning. He put the strawberries in a bag. A brown paper bag. And as the strawberries were deep red, luscious, I asked him to add an extra handful.


I went back to the car. A muddy dirt path led away into the trees. An old woman was walking away down the path. She was carrying a basket. She took one step, then another. Her basket was full. She had to keep putting it down, changing hands.


“Would you like some help?” I said, following her down the path.


She stopped. She scrutinized me, scrutinized the 2 C.V.


I picked up the basket.


“What have you got in here that’s so heavy?”


“Five kilos of pears, for jam,” she said. “And the sugar.”


She had a deep drawling voice.


I followed her for a hundred metres or so along the dirt path. More mud than dirt. She stopped outside a gate, an iron grille partially overgrown with ivy.


There were no other houses after that. Just the path which grew even narrower, and then the trees.


She opened the gate.


Behind it there was a garden. Flowers. And a long, low house with a thatched roof and irises growing all around. A path of white gravel.


We walked on.


There was a conservatory built on to the house, a sort of glass cathedral, and when I came closer I saw there were more flowers inside.


Behind the house a row of trees acted as a windbreaker. The cliffs were not far from there. You could hear the sea.


I remember thinking, if the girls were here, what lovely bouquets they could make.


The old lady stopped outside her door.


“You can leave the basket on the table,” she said, pointing to an iron table outside the house.


She took a pear from her bag. She held it out to me. For your trouble, she said, but then added that if I took the pear she was giving me, Clémence would not have the right amount for her jam, and it would certainly cause a problem.


“Clémence is my sister. She makes jam as if we were to live another thousand years.”


She waved her hand, as if to say that it was something she could not understand but that was just the way things were, and sometimes you just had to give in without trying to understand.


The pear was in the palm of her hand. She kept it there for a moment then closed her fingers round it one by one and put it back in the bag.


“Besides, jam pears are never very good. You bite into them, they’re dry, a bit tasteless and they don’t smell anything like Williams. But Williams are too expensive for jam, Clémence won’t have them.”


She held out her hand.


“My name is Alice, Alice Berthier.”


She had a strong, authoritative handshake. She hesitated for a few seconds as if she still had something to say, then she turned her back on me.


“Just pull the gate shut behind you when you leave.”


She headed off down what looked like a long passage and vanished inside the house.




When I got back, the girls were playing on the terrace. A game of wooden skittles I had never seen and which they had found, rummaging in the garage.


I went over to them. It was their seventh birthday.


I said, “You’re seven now!” I hugged them. They laughed. A marvellous laugh, from inside, spreading across their entire faces. I told them not to move and I ran to get the camera, but by the time I got back it was too late, they had started playing again and even though they were still laughing, it was not the same laughter. I took the picture anyway.


I went to Anna in the kitchen.


Anna, her hands in soapy water.


The window overlooking the sea was open wide. A breeze brought with it the smell of salt and brown seaweed.


Anna said, “Can you make the cake?”


The recipe was on the table. The meringue cake. I knew how.


I switched on the radio.


I poured flour into a salad bowl, broke the eggs, yolks, whites, put the yolks in with the flour. The girls were shouting. I could see them through the window. They had left their skittles and were playing with the water hose. Anna went out to hang up the laundry. Reaching for the line. Her arms held high. Her dress riding up her thighs. She had got a tan.


I added the sugar, melted butter, yeast.


I spread the batter in the pan.


Then I whisked the egg whites until stiff and since we did not have a mixer I had to do it by hand. I added the sugar, a hundred grammes, and then went to look for the strawberries and could not find them.


I went to look in the car.


The girls were on the swing and Anna was pushing them. I smiled to Anna and she smiled back. There were a hundred metres between us. The red laundry basket in the grass. The scooters.


I waved, nothing, everything’s fine. The strawberries were not in the car. I must have forgotten them at the old lady’s. When I put the basket down on the table.


I closed the car door. I thought, it’s eleven o’clock, I have time to go back, but then I looked at the dashboard and saw it was nearly noon and I had no time at all.


I went back to the kitchen.


In the place of the strawberries I put some peaches in syrup, a can Anna kept in the cupboard just in case. I covered them with the egg whites and placed the cake in the oven, forty-five minutes on the lower rack.


When Anna sliced into the cake, she could see there were no strawberries. She did not say anything. Neither did the girls.


They looked at me, all three of them.


The girls’ eyes. The same as Anna’s. Caramel-coloured.




After the meal the girls went up to their room. A nap, Anna’s idea.


Even if they did not sleep.


I was outside on the deckchair. I could hear them. Blue sky through the lilac branches. Their voices lulled me. My daughters’ laughter. I tried to guess what they were doing. What they were telling each other.


Anna wandered around the house and then came over to me. She sat down on the edge of the deckchair. She placed her hand on my ankle. Her nails were covered with a pink film. No rings, just the wedding band with our names engraved inside.


It was low tide.


Seagulls shrieking.


Anna said, do you want to go for a walk? I shook my head. The girls must have fallen asleep. I could no longer hear them.


I closed my eyes and Anna went back inside the house.


I stayed there until three. Then I drove off in the 2 C.V. I wanted to go for my strawberries. Ten minutes there and back, I thought, and then we will go to the beach.


I parked on the lay-by. The little path. The ground, too much in the shade. As if it were soaked. There must be springs not far from there, higher up.


I went up to the gate. The letter box was shaped like a bird’s nest, with the two names painted on, Alice and Clémence Berthier, and I thought, I should make a letter box for La Téméraire.


The girls would like that.


And then I remembered that we never got any post at La Téméraire. We had put our subscriptions on hold, Le Monde, Télérama.


I rang the bell, and as there was no answer I rang again, leaving my finger a bit longer on the buzzer. I waited. No-one came. I went through the gate.


Alice was in the conservatory. In a rocking chair, a plaid blanket over her lap. She was reading. A cat lay on a wicker armchair next to her.


“I’ve come for my strawberries,” I said.


She looked up and over her glasses.


“Your strawberries …”


“I rang the bell.”


She shrugged. She pushed her blanket aside and stood up.


A door led directly from the conservatory to a pretty room that served as a sitting room. Two windows. One gave on to the garden, the other to the rear of the house.


“Look at this! She’s shut the window again. Anyone would think it bothers her to let Voltaire come and go as he pleases.”


She opened the window then turned to me.


“Voltaire is the cat you saw.”


Two armchairs had been drawn over to the window. Hand-made cushions. Cross-stitch. Cat hair clung to the fabric.


Against the wall was a large cast iron radiator. A low table with a game of solitaire.


The cat came into the room. He looked at us, first Alice, then me, then he went to rub against Alice’s legs.


“He’s a good cat,” she said.


The cat was purring, going from one leg to the other. His back arched.


“But you can’t trust him, he’s a killer. Grasshoppers, butterflies, anything that lives in the garden … He catches moles, too. Cats can be so terribly violent sometimes.”


She sat down in one of the armchairs by the window.


“Do you like cats?”


“My strawberries,” I said. “I forgot them here this morning …”


She took a packet of tobacco from her pocket. The packet was flattened. Amsterdamer.


She pointed to the game of solitaire.


“Would you like a game? Well, that’s to say, I shall go first, then you.”


She placed her tobacco on the table next to the game.


“Your strawberries … of course …” she said, moving a first peg.


When she won a peg, she removed it from the board and placed it on the rail around the edge of the game.


At one point, I recall, there were a dozen or so pegs still on the board. In bad spots. She could not win now.


She looked up at me.


“We ate them,” she said.


That was all.


She had not finished the game.


Beyond the windowpane, it had begun to rain. We could hear the first drops on the roof of the conservatory.


“Bloody summer!” she said. “It’s going to be a rotten one, that’s a foregone conclusion.”


She held out her packet of tobacco.


“Would you like one?”


I shook my head.


“You’re angry about your strawberries, is that it? What can I say … There they were, in their bag, so tempting … I never thought you would come back for them. And to be honest, they weren’t all that good. They looked good but they didn’t taste that good, I assure you … We had to slice them down the middle and add sugar, and believe me, even with the sugar, they were anything but delicious. Let’s go and ask Clémence to make us some tea. Will that do, some tea?”


She picked up the cat and held it against her.


“Unless you don’t care for tea; she can make you something else.”


She glanced at the clock.


“Clémence eavesdrops behind doors, she can’t help herself. She’ll be here in five minutes with the tray, believe me.”


She pointed to the armchair across from her. On the other side of the little table.


I sat down.


“We’ve got out the extra leaves for the table. My nephews are coming. They’re on holiday. They always come here on holiday. They ring us and say, we’re on our way, and two days later, here they are.”


She was stroking the cat with the palm of her hand. The cat was purring.


“People become such creatures of habit …”


She adjusted her shawl around her shoulders.


I put the pegs back in their holes.


Outside, it was still raining. A shower, thick drops splashing against the windowpanes. I thought that because of the rain, I did not have to go home just yet. I began to play. Alice was looking out at the garden. Puddles. Plants bowing to the rain.


“They tell me I ought to go and live in the south. What on earth am I supposed to do in the south?”


She turned to face the other door, the one that gave on to the corridor.


“Clémence won’t come now. She can’t have heard you. You’ll have to come back for tea another time.”


She put the cat down on the floor. She went to close the window; rain was running down the wallpaper.


“And in any case, Voltaire won’t want to go out now.”


She looked at the cat. And then she looked at me.


She held out her hand.


“You’ll come back tomorrow. Clémence will make tea, as promised, and she will also buy a few grammes of strawberries to make up for yours, the ones we ate.”


She said that with the offer of tea and a fresh bag of strawberries, well, we would be quits.




We were settling into our holidays, Anna and the girls and I. We spent our days running and playing on the beach. The water was cold but we bathed all the same. We ate mussels and shrimps, and all sorts of fish that we bought straight off the boats.


One morning we took our bikes and headed inland. The weather was fine. We had a picnic in a field, cows grazing just next to us. One of the cows had a calf. We offered it a slice of bread and butter; it was not interested.


The girls took their dolls and fastened them onto the luggage rack. At noon they served them lunch on their plastic tea set. It drove Anna crazy to see them doing that. She said she was going to burn the lot, the toy tea set, the dolls, the Martine books. Burn the girls as well if they went on playing that way.


Then the dolls dozed off and we had to be quiet.


People always give dolls to girls.


And if our girls had been boys?


The girls went to look at the calf.


Anna lay on her stomach on the plaid blanket; she wanted me to massage her back.


I said to her, people should do just the opposite, give dolls to boys and lorries to girls.


I began to massage her.


I told her it would be nice to have a cat.


She said, keep doing that, it feels good.


The girls came to fetch their dolls, and went off again to see the calf.




The next day when we got up it was raining. The girls went to rummage in the garage. They found some earthenware pots. They wanted to paint them. We let them. Then they wanted to varnish them. We found some varnish in an old bottle, a sort of paste that was impossible to use. I said I would go and buy some. That is why I went past Alice’s place again. I stopped. It was still raining. I sat in the car for a moment, watching the windscreen wipers go back and forth.


I rang the bell and went straight in. Alice was in the sitting room. Turning the pages of a big book that was there on the table in front of her.


“I was expecting you,” she said, when she saw me on the threshold.


And it must have been true, because there on the table, in addition to the book, was the tray with the cups.


The table leaves were against the wall.


“I can’t stay …”


She looked down at my shoes, a long gaze. The tracks of water I had left on the floor.


I went to dry my feet on the mat in the entrance.


She got up.


“I’ll go and fetch the tea.”


I glanced at the book she was reading. A biography of the painter Roman Opałka.


“I’ll explain,” said Alice upon leaving the room.


I already knew. Anna had been mad about him. Before the girls were born. She had pinned reproductions of his work onto the bedroom walls. Infinite suites of numbers. Going from one to the next. From one canvas to the next. The last number on one canvas linked to the next one. And on it went, with all the numbers. His entire life devoted to painting them. One day Anna even put up a photograph of him. You don’t mind? I thought it was absurd. I did not say anything. Until the girls were born, we had Opałka on the other side of the bed, gazing at us.


I pulled out a chair. The cat was sleeping on it. Curled into a ball. I took another chair.


Directly opposite, up against the wall, there was a large cupboard. With thick doors. Solid walnut. At the very top was a bouquet of dried flowers. Blue hydrangeas.


The window that gave on to the back of the house was open.


Alice came back with the tea.


It had a strange smell.


“Must you ring like that every time?” she said, setting the teapot down on the table. “It makes such a noise … And you rang twice, as well … As if once were not enough. There must be another way to let one know you’ve arrived.”


“Another way?”


“A more silent way.”


“I don’t know …”


“You must think about it, if you plan to come again.”


With the tea she had brought a plate filled with a dozen or so little dry biscuits she told me were snaps.


She pushed the plate over to me.


“Are you hungry?”


“No …”


“Of course you are … At your age, it’s normal. Besides, Clémence made them herself. Everything Clémence makes is delicious, of that you can be sure.”


The snaps were orange-flavoured. When I bit into them, the taste spread through my mouth. Delicious.


Not a sound. Only the ticking of the clock. The smell of cold ash. The fireplace. There was one log in the hearth. Next to it, more wood in a box.


“It’s very quiet here,” I said.


I said nothing more. Nor did Alice. I looked around. Paintings. Engravings. A reproduction of Braque’s “Les Oiseaux”.


Alice was looking at me. Over her glasses, while she drank her tea. Then nothing more. It was becoming awkward. Heavy.


I told her I was here on holiday. My house, La Téméraire, a bit further north, after Varengeville.


She knew it.


I told her I had a wife and two daughters.


“My wife’s name is Anna.”


She did not reply.


I took another snap. This visit was too complicated. I looked out the window. It had almost stopped raining.


I got up.


“I must go.”


She did not move. I thought she had not heard me. Or had not understood.


I put my chair back, and placed my cup on the tray. I went to the door.


“What were you expecting?” she said abruptly.


I turned around. She was sitting with her hands curled around her cup, looking at me.


“Well, what were you expecting? That we’d talk for hours, as if we’d always known one another? But what would you know about getting to know people …”


She made a face.


“You haven’t even finished your tea.”


That was true. The cup was half empty. The liquid slightly green. The spoon next to the cup.


“I don’t care for tea.”


The book on the table. Still open.


“I don’t care for Opałka, either.”


“Who’s asking you to care for either? Just be glad to be here. To be doing what you’re doing. That would already be progress, don’t you think?”


“I’m on holiday.”


“And so what?”


Her voice, suddenly unpleasant. I had no desire to hear it anymore. It was just then, as I was turning away from her, that I saw the statues on the cupboard. At the very top, hidden in the shadow of the bouquet of hydrangeas. There were three of them. Their shadows against the wall.


I walked over to them.


“You have kachinas?”


Alice looked at me.


“You know about them?”


“Yes …”


She shrugged.


“I don’t believe you. No-one knows about kachinas.”


The cupboard was too high for me to reach them.


“Native American art,” I said. “An Indian tribe, the Hopis, they live in Arizona … Kachinas are thought to incarnate spirits. They give them to children, to familiarize them with the gods.”


Alice got up and came over to me.


“They are not thought to incarnate, they do incarnate.”


And then she turned to face me. Both arms crossed over her chest.


“How do you know about them?” she said.


“My father … He had an art gallery in Paris.”


“Paris is a big city.”


“On the rue du Bac. May I see them?”


“You may, but I’ve never seen Clémence do any cleaning up there, it will be dusty.”


I pulled a chair over to climb on.


“Not that one, please!”


She put the chair back.


“Go and fetch the stepladder that is in the conservatory, and be careful on your way not to break any pots because then we’d never hear the end of it.”


The floor was uneven. The stepladder wobbled. Precarious balance. Alice watched as I climbed.


“If you fall, I won’t know what to do with you, or how to pick you up, or even who to call to notify of your fate.”


The kachinas were there, at the very top of the cupboard, side by side in the dusty shadow of the hydrangea blossoms. Three wooden fetishes adorned with feathers and paint. One of them was made of earth, probably a Mudhead. I was not sure about the others.


“May I take them down?”


“If you like.”


I handed the kachinas to her. One after the other. Such light wood. Hardly touching them, afraid I might rub off some of their precious colour.


“My father didn’t have enough room in his shop,” I said. “He piled everything up in my bedroom …”


I climbed down the stepladder.


I was troubled. These kachinas reminded me of my childhood.


“Fertility, fetishes … There were hooks on the wall in my room where my father hung the masks. I remember one Inuit mask, when I woke up, it would be staring at me, it was terrifying … There were kachinas, too …”


Alice came closer.


“They’re impressive, aren’t they?”


One of the figures had feathers on his head. A mouth in the shape of a beak. The other one had a black face, horns on either side. Protruding eyes.


“Superb.”


“Clémence despises dust traps. If she could have reached them she would probably have burnt them. She is quite capable of it, you know.”


She adjusted her glasses.


“These kachinas belonged to my father. We weren’t allowed to touch them. No-one but he could. And he used silk gloves that were kept carefully in a cardboard box.”


She went back to sit down.


“And your father, besides kachinas, what else did he sell?”


“African art, rare books … People came a long way to see him. Do you know about the Dogon people of Mali?”


“Do you think I’m stupid?”


“I didn’t say that.”


“Your question implied that you did.”


I was overcome with a powerful emotion. A moment of sudden happiness. Finding them like this. Looking at them. One of the horned kachina’s feet was broken. The other kachina, with a beak-like mouth, had teeth like a saw. His eyes were black. Lively. He looked alive.


“I remember a book written by an Indian from there. I can’t recall his name, just the title, Sun Chief.”


“Don C. Talayesva.”


“Sorry?”


“The Indian who wrote the book you mentioned.”


“Talayesva? Yes, that could be …”


Alice went to get her packet of tobacco, which had remained on the armchair, near the window.


“Not ‘could be’. It was.”


She rolled a cigarette.


The cat seized his chance to jump onto the table. He sniffed the cups. The biscuit crumbs.


Alice followed him with her gaze. His attentive movements, so careful not to knock anything over.


“This cat does whatever he pleases with me. Comes in. Goes out. Sits down. His Majesty. Of course it means no end of quarrelling with Clémence … You never answered my question, do you like cats?”


“I don’t know.”


“You must like them. I’m not saying that because I do, but because it’s important.”


She looked at me.


“Have you got a car?”


“Yes.”


“Well the next time you come, we shall go and have a glass of wine at the Grand Hôtel.”


“The one in Cabourg?”


“Naturally, the one in Cabourg. Where else do you expect the Grand Hôtel to be?”


She got to her feet.


“Now that you’ve had a good look, they must go back where they belong.”


I put the kachinas away on top of the cupboard. The stepladder in the conservatory.


“I’ll see you out.”


She walked with me to the gate. And after the gate she took my arm and went a few steps further.


“We shall drink some Loupiac. If they don’t serve it by the glass, we’ll have a bottle, with salted peanuts and those little crackers they always serve you. We shall look at the sea. With a bit of luck, the weather will be fine. And if we are still hungry, we’ll order some prawns. Or fillet of mackerel. It’s excellent, fillet of mackerel, especially when it’s prepared with raspberry vinegar.”


She stopped there, in the middle of the path.


Held out her hand.


“You’ll see, there’s nothing better to do in this heat than to go to Cabourg for a drink.”




I was back in the car. Hands on the wheel. I did not feel like going home. No explanation to give.


I just did not feel like it, that was all.


It happened in Paris, too. After class. I would take the métro. Go to Vincennes to give bread to the ducks.


Vincennes was too far away. I went to the beach. There were never any ducks on the beach. Only seagulls. The tide was coming in. I walked along the water’s edge. I could hear the pebbles rattling. Like in Fécamp, along the breakwater that leads to the lighthouse. The sound muffled by the thickness of water. Thousands of pebbles.


I sat on the beach.


A couple arrived. They were walking. Arms around each other. The girl, not even twenty, wearing shorts and tennis shoes.


The boy with her body in his hands, hardly daring to touch her. They slipped behind the rocks. I followed them. They hid there, in the hollow of a cave, as if in the depths of their own prehistory.


Two lianas, I thought.


I wanted to be them.


The boy slipped his hand under her T-shirt. The girl’s hips, as if they were dancing. Her naked arms. I used to reach out to Anna. In the beginning. The beginning is always so beautiful. When she desired me, she showed it, standing on the bed, her legs spread, look, I’m raining! Drops of her desire on the white sheets of the bed.


When was that, when was before?


I thought about the girls. I told myself that some day they might come here too. With boys. How would they manage? They were twins. For twins it is even more complicated.


I told myself we would have to keep them away from the rocks. Maybe sell La Téméraire.


I thought about all of that.


I retraced my steps. I heard someone calling and turned and saw it was the girls, they were here, on the beach.


In their swimsuits. So frail. Their legs like a grasshopper’s.


My kids, I thought.


I started walking towards them. Anna had stayed behind on the terrace. The girls ran to me. I embraced them both, held them very close. Anna was watching us. I did not want her to say that I never hugged the girls, so I squeezed them even tighter.


They smelled of salt.


I remember when Anna told me she was pregnant. She said, a baby on its own doesn’t grow properly, then just after that, there are two of them.


She talked about a small house, and a garden, and the dog we could get, and the girls’ school, a school they could go to on foot.


It was evening. At the dinner table.


In December.


She took my hands and held them against her belly. There were strings of Christmas lights in the street. Hanging from one façade to the next. The lights twinkled, all different colours, all shining and sparkling and coming to rest against the wall of the flat.


Reflections on the ceiling.


On the tablecloth. Between us.


Anna had made meatballs. They were on my plate. I put one in my mouth and chewed. For a long time. After a while Anna said, swallow, and I swallowed.


Two more meatballs.


The lights outside. I had a headache. I would have liked to get up. Close the curtains.


I no longer knew how to eat. I was going to die. To die from not knowing any more. These things happened.


People have died for less.


Anna said, we could put the dog’s kennel by the door, and hang a swing from the apple tree.


What dog was this? We did not have a dog. Or an apple tree.


I thought you were on the pill, I said.


She came and sat down again. She looked at me. It will be fine, you’ll see.


I almost said, the table’s too small for four.


I went out. I remember there were people in the streets. Only a few days until Christmas. I walked. Aimlessly. I thought about Anna’s burning belly. Anna had lost her virginity all by herself. With a tampax. There are girls who do that. It had made me laugh.


“You don’t believe me?”


I believed her. Anna never lied. Ever.


She had wanted a child. She would be having two.


My mother used to dream about Africa. A great journey. My father bought her the ticket. A return ticket. She never used the return. The last time I saw her was at the airport. She was supposed to stay for a week. She fell in love with a Bushman out there, in the great African South. She never came back. I am told I have half-brothers who run barefoot through the savannah.


I thought about all that, women, daughters, mothers. I went on walking.


Night-time. It was cold in Montreuil.


At one point I turned around. There was a dog following me. I thought this must be the dog Anna was talking about. I did not want this dog, or a house, or what Anna had in her belly. I did not want anything. I began to walk faster. I ran.


And then I stopped running. The dog was gone.


The girls were born in July.


We still live in Montreuil.




The next day, with Anna, we made the most of the good weather, and took the girls pony riding.


The stables were out in the country. There was a beautiful view.


We booked the two-hour package.


We sat on the terraces and watched them go round and round. Their backs straight. Their riding caps on their heads. Proud daughters.


At one point Anna took my hand.


“Stop it!”


I was clicking the nails of my thumb and middle finger. She hated it. Already in the car, when I was driving.


“You don’t even realize,” she said.


And then, “Is something wrong?”




I do not know why I went back to see Alice. I never even asked myself the question. I took the car. Found myself outside her gate.


I went in. Without ringing.


There was a hut to the right, immediately after the gate. An assembly of boards and sheet metal partially hidden by the vegetation. I thought it was a tool shed.


Alice was inside the hut. When she saw me, she knocked on the windowpane.


“Perfect timing,” she said, rubbing her hands against her trousers.


Because of the dust. A white dust, like plaster, covering everything.


She was wearing a black jumper and on her jumper was a very unusual piece of jewellery, a sort of enamel disc held around her neck by a leather braid. On her face was some of the white dust.


A table filled the entire space. On the table there were tiles. Some made of red earth. Others enamelled. There were sculptures, too, a curious menagerie made of strange heads. Misshapen. Against the wall shelves were sagging under the weight of tins filled with powdered paint. From floor to ceiling the same light film of dust. Spider’s webs, as if they had been painted.
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