


Sice everything Wad burned ..




—furaiture, mother...
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and the photographs of mother—



it immedistely meant o lot of work. .



so much ash and mourning,

few ome,

runaing around
shopping malls
to rastock.



All Too quickly, Fabre found something lass enormous:




two rooms with
interchangeable
functions

beneathh 8 brick semokestack whose shadow told the time.



It Wad the advantage of being
near the Qua de Valmy.




Evenings after dinner,
Fabra would tall faul
about Wis mother...

—thet is, Paul's mother;

sometimas even
during dinner.




As they o longer owned 5 single likanass of Sylvie Fabre,

We wora Wirmsel out
trying to dascrive \er,

aach time more accurately:




Wolograms sprang to life
it The middle of the
Kitchan,

deflated by the
sligltest imprecision.

siqhed Fabra, laying o and on before discouragement
Wis forehead, over Wis eyes, rocked Wim to sleap.



Often it was vp o
faul to fold out the
convertible couch,

transforming things into a bedroom.



On Sundays and
cartain Thorsdays,

they would take the Quai de Valmy toward they went to see
Rue de Marsaille, Rue Diev; Sylie Fabra.



She watched them €rom on Wigh, Weld out to them
3 bottle of Piver, Fonvil perfume...

seniled in Cictean Yar&s of blve gown,



