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Let us be happy while waiting for happiness... 
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I could be original and start this book with : my 

name is Laure, Mathilde or Élodie but I am not 

original. I will start by simply by talking about a 

comet, this comet that has crossed my life at the 

speed of light. As a sign of fate, it brushed against 

me, touched me at a strange moment in my life. 

This comet has brought so much to my life : 

meaning, but also beauty. For my friends, it's just a 

shooting star, an invisible and inaccessible pile of 

dust, one star among many. My incipient feelings 

surpass any human being, any logic.  

Twenty-five years is not only my age but also the 

space-time between him and me, it is the time 

between two beings, two lives. I could have closed 

my eyes, let the comet go away, run away, not try 

to hold it, just watch it melt into the darkness, into 

the past, make it a simple memory, a simple regret. 

I could have, but I vowed to possess it, to make it 

mine, no matter what the weather, no matter what 

the years that had already separated us. 

 

It was much more than a comet... 
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~ An earthly life ~ 

One day, I too was fifteen years old when I was a 

young teenager with a bad feeling about myself. 

Shy little girl, too old to go unnoticed, too complex 

to take responsibility, constantly focused on her 

faults. A brunette with blue eyes, I was desperately 

trying to hide behind large dark glasses, my eyes 

masked under a thick, dark wick. Too thin for my 

age, I remained camouflaged under tall, wide, 

floating clothes, mechanically wandering without 

knowing who I was, where I was going...   

 

On the school benches, with a pencil in my hand, 

my head in the stars, I am a dreamer. Dreamy, but 

intimidated by these men who teach me their 

knowledge, authority, life quite simply. Minutes, 

hours, years contemplating them, imagining their 

lives, their dreams, their defeat. What are these 

men dreaming of ? I wonder how I will be able to 

attract their attention, make them pay attention to 

me, make them see me as a young woman in my 

own right and not as a child. Am I the only one 

who needs their eyes to grow up ? How long can I 
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keep this secret ? What if I hurt myself by loving 

these men hermetically sealed in my youth ? Too 

many questions for the little being I am. I hide, 

look at them with innocence, without admiration, 

because it seems that it is not okay to be attracted 

to men of your own father's age.  

In a small field college, four years have already 

passed, four years during which these men were 

part of the my life. For some, they are just teachers, 

but for me, they are much more that they are 

models, gods. The time went by without my 

realizing it. I'm going to have to leave these places, 

leave them, relearn to build myself alone, without 

their eyes, without anyone knowing that during all 

these years, to me, they have been much more than 

that.  

 

The bell rings for the very last time in this English 

class. With my heart in slow motion, I enter this 

room which seems so dark, so sad, wishing to 

immortalize this moment forever. I know this place 

better than anyone, every little detail, that smell of 

perfume that paralyzes my mind every time I walk 

into this room, this clear space, these traces of 

chalk on the board, these aligned tables, this 
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window giving me for a moment, the chance to 

escape my eyes in the void thinking about what we 

could have been. Pieces of paper found at the 

bottom of my kit, my hours of laughter, my 

teenage fantasies...  

 

I sit at the back of this class, fear in my stomach, 

he is there, in front of us, waiting for this hubbub 

to disappear, for silence to come. With my eyes 

fixed on this face marked by time, I catch myself 

dreaming of a story, why not us ? Why don't you 

believe in it anymore ? Am I that transparent ? 

What if I tried to forget for a moment that this man 

is a family man, happy and married ! Perhaps one 

day, I will end up forgetting those brown eyes, 

those tired man's hands, that look surrounded by 

wrinkles, that charming being, that reassuring and 

familiar presence by my side. Maybe one day, but 

not today. Now I want to live this last hour as the 

last hour of my own life.  

  

With a tight heart, I see the minutes passing by,  

I am completely helpless, the end is coming closer, 

my end is coming closer. Now I have to get up, 

take my courage in both hands and go talk to him, 

tell him that it has been four years since time 
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stopped for me, four years since I have eyes only 

for him, that he entered my life in all transparency, 

gently. I have to get up, but it is too late, the bell 

marks the end of the session, the end of this time, 

the end of a dream, the end of all hope. My end.

  

Middle school is now over, the years have passed, 

high school has passed, time, life has resumed its 

course, the ordinary life of a young girl full of 

dreams and doubts. I'm the one we left by the side 

of the road, this girl with strange tastes and weird, 

this twisted girl attracted to middle-aged men. 

During all this time and in spite of myself, I 

decided to remain silent, to deny my desires, to go 

back to the norm. I thought that by forcing myself 

a little, it would work, that I would be able to 

convince myself.   

 

How does it feel to feel normal again ?  

 

February 2013, new start, new job, new city. Here I 

am taking possession of it, getting to know its 

inhabitants, its customs. I learn to live differently, I 

live at her pace, with her. In this big apartment 

somewhere in Brittany, I lead the normal life of a 

young woman twenty-three years old. In recent 
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years, I have discovered life with a man of my age, 

a man far too young for me. Everything could have 

been perfect, it could have been, but where does 

this emptiness, this lack come from ? Why does 

this teenage body reject me so much ? What will he 

bring me from his youth ?  

 

Life seems to me banal, routine, meaningless, 

without any charm, I no longer feel in my place,  

I am lost, lonely. Why does this impression come 

back to me so late ? Why am I still looking for 

these wounded, mutilated, but alive faces ? Yes, 

I've been normal for the past few years, unhappy, 

but within the norm. I fought against myself not to 

make a wave, to be and remain transparent, to 

satisfy all these views, to be suitable for a 

merciless and uncompromising society. How long 

have I been lying to myself ? I have just opened 

my eyes, understood and realized who I am, 

everything I have denied for all these years.  

 

I decide to close my eyes, no longer on my desires, 

but on these prejudices, these what will be said.  

I want to live for myself now, I am more than ever 

in search of these protective glances, these men full 

of experience and certainties. Over time, I thought 
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I would find my place with my generation, why 

can't I forget them ? Is that normal ? I'm holding 

on. For too long, I lied to myself...  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                 Too long, until the day when... 
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~ A new glow ~ 

May 9, 2013 is not only my first day of work, it is 

also the day I met the comet. This unexpected, 

unexpected and so sudden encounter. A voice 

would change my destiny, a man's voice, a deep 

and reassuring voice.  

 

A sound, a jolt, I turn around, remains frozen, 

frozen, inert in front of this stranger who seems 

familiar to me. I listen to it, I look at it, we have 

nothing in common, everything separates us : we 

are light years apart, and yet I am there, impassive, 

present, but elsewhere. The sound of his voice 

rocks me, transports me, I am no more than a 

shadow of myself, I am no more than a floating 

body.    

 

It's almost eleven o'clock, I don't yet realize what's 

happening to me, what's going to happen to me 

afterwards. I don't realize that at this very moment, 

without my really wanting to, my life changes 

irrevocably.   
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A breathtaking physique, in his fifties, tall, sturdy, 

all dressed in black, shirt in his pants, freshly 

waxed shoes, pepper and salt hair. I look at him, he 

has an assurance, a presence that makes any 

woman tremble. And what about this face ? A face 

wounded by life, marked by trials and tribulations, 

yet beautiful and smooth. Large green eyes hide 

behind tiny rectangular glasses, a smile that will 

make all hearts turn upside down. Immediately, 

questions come to my mind : why this attraction ? 

Why him ? Why him ? Why now ? Why now ? 

Why this click ? And why would he look at me ? 

Why me ? Why me ? I could be his daughter, he 

could be my father...  

 

 

 

But why... why... why... why not...  

 

 

"In the hollow of his wrinkles, I tripped,  

it hurts my stomach, his beautiful face  

broken like a livid star, about to fall"  
(Christophe Maé) 
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So many questions, so many misunderstandings,  

I had forgotten this feeling for many years. I now 

remember this feeling, that of having a reassuring 

and protective body at my side, of having a 

benevolent look on me. I'm just a child, but what's 

he going to do with a child ? I know that his gaze 

will never cross mine, never will he look at me.  

I have to forget this idea right now, close my eyes 

before it is too late, before I can no longer go back. 

I can't expect anything from this man, letting him 

go, watching him disappear, it's more reasonable 

like that. I have to come to my senses, but...  

 

Something magical is happening. I leave the 

mainland, I am in another world, between heaven 

and earth, I feel untouchable, I sail among the stars. 

Before my eyes, a spectrum appears. It is distant, 

almost unreal, I can't grasp it ; it shines, dazzles 

me. I open my eyes : it looks like a comet. I don't 

know anything about her, I don't know what she's 

going to do with my life, but I know that when she 

walks in there, like a tsunami, she's going to sweep 

everything away. This phenomenon is about to 

collide with my universe, to make sparks, but also 

to make me stronger, more beautiful, more alive 

than ever. But I don't know all this yet.  
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The days go by slowly and look alike, every day, 

going to work, every day hoping that he will be 

there. I jump on every little opportunity for him to 

notice my presence, I try to attract his attention, I 

trick you with tricks to be able to even for a 

moment approach him, tame him : "I'll buy you a 

coffee ?", "Are you off this weekend ? ", "Are you 

working tomorrow ? "And at what time ? ", "Do 

you live far away ? ". Unfortunately, I admit to the 

evidence, his answers are brief, my questions are 

irrelevant to him, I am invisible. In my head, 

thousands of questions arise, I am aware that he 

has never looked at me and yet his presence 

reassures me. I need to know him close to me, a 

few meters away, a few centimeters away and 

sometimes, when I no longer expect him to, he 

approaches me, is interested in me and his gaze is 

on mine; I feel an osmosis, an adequacy between 

us. I look forward to the following days, those 

moments when the comet will appear again.  

 

I show myself, hide myself, attract him, repel him, 

constantly looking for a way to reach him, that he 

sees me, stares at me, that he wants to possess me 

forever. Sneaking around, her schedule in front of 
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me, I count the days that will bring us together and 

separate us in the week. Those days of hope when 

"work" does not rhyme with "despair". But, little 

by little, a suffering settles in, this feeling of lying 

to me and lying to others. I don't let anything 

appear, I mask my joy, I trivialize his first name, 

which is nevertheless anchored in my head day and 

night. For fear of being misunderstood and judged, 

I don't talk about it, I keep silent. I would never 

want to hear from loved ones :  

 

"Forget about him, this man is not for you.  

He doesn't expect anything from you, it's nothing, 

it's just a fling. Tomorrow, without realizing it, you 

will forget him, he will come out of your thoughts, 

he will only be a name and then you will love 

another man, a different man, a younger man, 

because this man is too old for you, he could be 

your father, you have no future together...".   

 
 


