
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Alternative worlds

––––––––

-Based on a true story


Synopsis

According to an ancient theory, a man will be truly in harmony with the world and an actor of his time, only through three existences: the plant soul, the animal soul, and the soul of reason.  

At the dawn of the 21st century, with many individuals still to find their place under the sun but still having hopes, Niels, a young Greek architect haunted by myths of his past, is admitted to a psychiatric hospital due to what specialists describe as a "thunderclap in a serene sky." Niels turns this diagnosis into love at first sight for a complete stranger, Stella, whom he hopes to re-conquer by implementing the soul game initiated by a florist. Only by having dialogue with his soul, will he be able to look in the same direction as his alter-ego and remake the world in its diversity.”

Love at first sight...

––––––––
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In his dark room he craved for sleep. 

Unaware of how long he would wait, drowned in a dream, he rubbed himself against the door and released himself from his lethargy. Shortly afterwards, the door creaked and opened wide enough creating a silhouette in the room. Nyx wished it should turn out to be his former roommate’s cat visiting him: the cat stopped for a while, motionless, arched on its hind legs, and leapt on its bed before curling up against its legs. 

But the presence of the nurse, above him, brought him back to reality. The latter sent his hand into a pocket of his open jacket and directed his torch beam into his sleeping eyes. Then the nurse on duty walked away, closing the room he had unlocked with his bunch of keys.

Long minutes went by. Yearning for sleep, he closed his eyes again, with numb muscles and heavy eyelids, and took refuge in his memories. Far, far beyond his hospital walls, on Marseille.

He decided to stop feigning sleep and got up from the bed. The cat meowed in protest, stretched languidly, and went back to sleep.

Nyx lit the lamp, put on his dressing gown from the wardrobe, tied his belt, and then relieved the room of its stifling atmosphere.

Carefully, he peered into the rows of doors behind which his brother and sister were sleeping. He paused, hesitating, and walked step-by-step through the floor.

It was a large, old flat on the ground floor to which the three of them had moved in the Vauban district. Their parents lived far away from the city, in a Sormiou cottage.

He quickened his pace and crossed their co-location’s common room, immersed in a serene darkness, which would come alive again at dawn around the living-room. 

When he reached the courtyard, he sat down in one of the garden chairs, and pulled a lighter and cigarette out of his pocket. He tilted the staggering flame until his cigarette end rolled into an incandescent red, raised it to his lips and drew a puff. A thick volute of smoke vanished into the warm, dry air. Sitting still in his armchair, he probed up the sky. So many virgin spaces, existences unknown to man, which immersed him in the constellations... revealed only by the deep night, as the surrounding hills slept.

Nyx finally stared at the moon, which gave out a dull white halo through the fine mist.

In ancient times, astronomers interpreted these obscure plains as water basins, and those land folds as canyons or mountain chains. 

Others later remarked that the conception we have of our environment could have been faster if the celestial object had begun to turn instead of showing the same face, suggesting a sphere and not a circle, and the extension of this observation related to the Earth, then considered flat and at the centre of the universe.

Nyx was quieter than usual. The surroundings were calm.

He thought that if the world were to disappear, it would not be due to lack of wonders but rather due to lack of appreciation. 

He was not unaware that men had explored the last virgin lands, built large cities where all that had existed before was forest. Men had manufactured cars, planes, and high-speed trains.

Every corner of the planet had been mapped, fashioned, exploited, defiled, and filmed by Hollywood, for anyone at the time in quest of knowledge, dignity, and status. Yet, according to him, there was no greater and last miracle than this boundary of the visible of the invisible.

What was happening in a place where you could not see anything? When young, their father had shown them, his brother, his sister and him, all kinds of interesting things: a dog shadow, an imaginary constellation, a plastic bag dancing in the air, foliage movements...He watched in silence. "Look again", he said to them: "There is always more than meets the eye"... 

That evening, in the moonlight, and through the play of shadows, objects metamorphosed again to take on supernatural appearances: 

The spectre that floated from the outdoor chair suggested a skylight with broken bars, the lamp post put out, a flying and hovering saucer. At that moment, he felt alone with his shadow, alone with a breeze blowing beneath his feet and coming back later, like a caress. 

He walked to his room and gently climbed the spiral staircase.

When he got back and slid into the bed, he pulled the sheets up to his chin and went to sleep. 

Nyx did not really get up until about seven o’clock, when he was thrown out of his dream by a cold breath, preceded not long by a shower from the open window. 

He had to wriggle himself out of the clutches of his sheets before feeling the bare touch of the tiles beneath his bare feet. Hardly had he closed the window opening onto the pouring rain than a lightning flash dazzled briefly in the heavy dark clouds overhead. He swept a circular look at his room décor in yellow canary tones: a removable bed, a wall cupboard, a small desk, and behind a side door, an independent bathroom. 

Judging from these familiar voices and the slamming of the door, the patients were on their way to the common room, as was the case every early morning. 

Nyx went upstairs, and joined them below the ward, sitting squarely around the television. The news, as often, was replete with surprises:

In India, two young women from the caste of the untouchables had just been raped and the international community had reacted indignantly. A back-to-school file calculated the changes in the RSA or pension fund, and further, a shipwreck involving migrants off the Mediterranean coast.

With each of the reports on migrants-Europe having witnessed massive waves of immigrants for several years - he felt bad about such disorganization. As such, he felt that there were two possible arguments: the one by which all the world’s misery could not be allowed in and that it was better to follow the example of Australia which, in the face of the influx, closed its borders pushing back the clandestine immigrants. And the other important argument that it was our duty to look into the situation of people fleeing violence, war, in search of a better life. As an expatriate himself, he was better aware of this quest by aggrieved people. All things considered, without necessarily having an idea on how many the territory could accommodate, he considered that having witnessed the same bitter experience of war and persecution in the preceding century, Europe, by refusing to help, was itself undermining its founding values of union and solidarity. 

The presenter’s studio rocked and a channel broadcast looped rap and electro-pop music spots. Nyx thought about screaming.

He lingered a moment before a British clip titled “Patience in the blue”

The camera focused on the singer’s azure look, and then his eyes revealed the features of another planet turning on itself. The one discovered by his illustrious brother, shortly before his accident.

When it was not the goddesses Nyx, or Korah, the young man even discovered bonds of resemblance to Atlas. Son of the titan Lapetus and at the head of the other titans, he fought Zeus in an endless war. Zeus condemned him to carrying the world and the sky on his shoulders. 

“Breakfast!”, Kevin, a medical student, whose internship in psychiatry was being prepared, invited them. Like one man, his companions stood up from their adjoining armchairs, and queued up in two lines in the corridor.

Breakfast was charged as part of hotel nights, and residents sat down and were not obliged to help themselves from the buffet, as they had staff at their disposal. Of course, his psychiatric hospital lacked the stuff of a five-star hotel, but Nyx half-amused and half-serious, had no other to challenge this one.

Before returning to the refectory, he cast an eye at the court, strewn with rain-streaked puddles, and a distant such day came alive in his mind. 

That morning, he was about to do his job search on the net when the deafening crackle of lightning sounded. And soon after, water puddles scattered up down the courtyard where bicycles were sheltered. 

He hurriedly put on his jacket, lowered his hood, ran to the shelter where he pulled his bike out of the weight of the other bikes, and straddled it by clinging to the handlebars. A few cars went by, furrowing with the water sheaves underneath. He went down Boulevard Notre Dame, followed small streets, and came out at the old port. On the pier, pleasure boats were being paddled here and there.
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