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  Fourth Episode




  





  




  Summary:




  




  While surveying Place des Vosges in order to verify how much of Albert Galan’s nightmare is based on reality, Donald and Rachel met Victoire, a young woman who works at the Centre of Contemporary Jewish Documentation on the destruction of European Jews during the Second World War.




  As the tall blond man did indeed cross the square at the appointed time, Rachel decided to approach him. His name is Bartosz and he is the director of a Polish publication called ‘Living Liberty’.




  




  





  Seventh Phase




  




  Albert was happy. He had won a battle. Sitting on the ground floor of the hospital building, he was waiting to sign his discharge and for the secretary to finish filling in the paperwork. He breathed a sigh of relief.




  ‘Really !’ He said to himself, ‘Just because I’m old, that doesn’t mean I’m senile. No-one has ever interfered in my life and they’re not going to start now. I’m aware of the state of my apartment; that’s unpleasant, but I’ll cope, I always do. They found nothing, that’s the important thing and they’re not about to find it. Ha! Ha! I’ll prepare a little welcome of my own for them.




  First of all, I’ll call a clearance company to come and take away everything that’s been destroyed. Then I’ll see what I can do about the apartment. I don’t need it anymore.




  It was important to her. For my part, I don’t care. Women need certain things in order to be happy. They see them as evidence of love. A fine home, jewels, being taken out. Ah, she loved all of that! I loved her mischievous air when she was happy. What I loved most was when we came together, the great reunion, as she called it. It has to be said that she knew how to show her love for me in that way. I was lucky to have known her. What a happy chance, after all that, I didn’t want to believe it. He had needed to be patient with Violette. Violette, how could anyone not be an angel with a name like that? Violette, such poetry! A woman named Violette lends an air of sweetness, of paradise, to the world. What women give to men, if only they knew! Humanity comes from them. They had no need to spell it out, they knew it and that was enough. We have to think about it in order to let it in. For most of them, it’s obvious.’




  His head resting against the back of his chair, Albert saw himself plunging his head between his wife’s breasts, lying on her stomach, staying there, like that, encircled by warmth ; that was happiness, plenitude.
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