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	Felipe Corvo is a multifaceted writer, known for creating captivating narratives that explore deep and universal themes. His sensitive and engaging writing emotionally connects with readers, leading them to reflect on life, love, and the meaning of existence. With works ranging from fiction to self-help, he demonstrates versatility and creativity on every page, inspiring and transforming lives. Furthermore, his dedication to readers and the literary community makes him a respected and admired name in the contemporary literary scene.



	




	Attention!

	 

	There may be in the narrative of this book; family conflicts, obscene words, loneliness, etc. If you feel any aversion to these topics, it is recommended not to continue...



	




	My Sweet Vietnamese girlfriend

	 

	I get up from the armchair and notice that the heat is still scorching outside, with the trees in the main square in Cassis — on the Côte d'Azur in the south of France — only occasionally swaying back and forth; and, it seems, perhaps striving to get in tune with the noise of a branch that insists on molesting the side of the window.

	 

	 “tick... tick... tick" — it's the annoying sound the palm leaf makes.

	 

	Soon the freezing air coming from the already turned-on air conditioning gradually adds to the scarce summer breezes — intrepid summer breezes — which also don't give up trying to force their way in through the invisible gaps in my house. Outside, the waves are starting to get strong. Excited surfers stand eagerly on colorful surfboards waiting for what they call the big wave, which will put them on the surfing map. In the sky, apart from a few clouds, various seagulls fly over the sand, land quickly and take off again; and, as it seems, feed on food scraps unwisely left behind by the unwary.

	Then I go into the kitchen, pour water into the kettle, and turn on the stove. Soon the bubbling sound of the water rises gently, slowly, sending my thoughts traveling far away, to the countryside of Vietnam. Meanwhile, my eyes remain fixated on the tiny bubbles rising from the almost boiling water. A thought suddenly springs to mind, but I immediately suppress it, so that after ignoring it, I go to the cupboard and open the top door. There I take out a small packet of tisane — I gently place it in the cup with the boiled water — and suddenly a mixture of scents such as lavender, basil, rosemary, thyme, fennel, and mint gradually rise into the air in simple fragrant fumes.
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