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  I seek for silence and the night in order to weep.




  Pierre Corneille, The Cid, Act III, scene 4.




  Night hanging over towns and waters,




  You who watch mankind with your starry eyes,




  Behold my leaping heart, swaying drunkenly like a ship,




  Which had its mast snapped and sails ripped by the wind!




  Behold my heart more worn out, heavier and more bitter




  Than the rough net that night fishermen




  Raise up, full of fish, seaweed and seawater




  In the soaking wet mist, agile and taciturn




  Anna de Noailles, Ode to the night




  It must have been around « midnight », although officially the term no longer existed.




  Véïane had stopped on the bridge, leaning on the railing and watching the river below. How she had once loved the peace and quiet of the bridge at this hour! Now, however, there was no more silence anywhere. While the river, which seemed so mysterious when shimmering in the night, was now nothing more than just a river like any other. She looked up at the moon, which was increasingly difficult to make out. The stars, of course, were a distant memory; the moon still held out, but for how much longer?




  She believed she could still hear her twin’s teasing laughter, from back when they used to go to the riverbank together, Zwane with her huge medical textbooks and Véïane with her drawing equipment. They would occasionally spend an afternoon there, smiling while watching swans move majestically towards them. Sometimes, when they were really lucky, they even caught a glimpse of a coypu or two dashing into the water. Then gradually the ducks and swans had died out.




  Now that she thought about it, it was then that she should have done something, rather than simply feeling slightly ill-at-ease and listening to the soothing words of reassurance from the government, which regretted what it called this “unfortunate consequence”. No, no, she had said and done nothing. She had not even protested, instead making do with watching other people’s demonstrations, events which had become increasingly rare over time. Why had she not joined environmental activists who took to the streets, hurling the bodies of dead bats at the police? Or, later on, the exasperated people who chose to lie down on tramlines and roads in order to block traffic, wearing pyjamas and waving pillows, yelling “we want to sleep!” She still remembered the way Zwane used to shrug her shoulders and change the channel whenever scientists, referred to as “backward” by their eminent colleagues, expressed their opposition to the idea of abolishing nighttime.
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