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Their hands touched like twins, two delicate hands, 

of the same kiln…





I

T H E  S K Y  AT  H I G H  T I D E

this story began under a summer sun, a year ago, on the
roof of Julie O’Brien’s building, where she was lying like an
abrasion, a term she used to describe her relation to her skin,
russet and fair, that came from Ireland if you followed it down
from the third generation on her father’s side, and that wasn’t
equipped, she told herself that day, to fight the burning sun that
poured down and stung the nations of this world with its rays. 

The roof of the building where she lived brought her closer to
the sun and its needles. She imagined that day that this
closeness was a match made to fail, that russet and blonde were
lethal genes that couldn’t survive the growing desertification of
the world. She had another thought as well: that this world was
a house and you had to be free to leave it if you wanted to stay.

The eight-storey building was full of people who didn’t want
anything to do with any of this, not because they lacked the heart,
but because of what she’d thought about on the roof. The world
was an oven opening onto hell, it was the assembly of billions of
lives one on top of the other like a planetary neighbourhood, a
harassment of opinions and demands, differences and denun-
ciations, with its news reports and accounting of the dead, its
pressure you had to avoid and its bedlam you had to flee, its in-
cessant manifestations you had to repel if you wanted to live. 
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Julie had turned thirty-three that year, Christ’s age as she
liked to say, but that age was the only thing she’d shared with
Christ. She had few friends who were growing ever more distant.
There was that couple who just had a child, a little girl whose
name she could never remember, a couple who used to be so hip
and deliberately left downtown to build a life in the suburbs,
choosing to send another soul to the stake, cast onto the global
pyre. Her friend Josée left to live in New York for the opportuni-
ties it provided her career as an unemployed fashion model, and
there she joined her New Yorker, a real Yankee who would give
her American citizenship when they married—Josée whom she
hadn’t seen in years and certainly couldn’t imagine having a child
in New York, a roiling city of greenhouse gases, a city threatened
by terrorism. 

Julie was at the age when life pushed friends in different
directions and children separated those who tried to stay close.
This wasn’t a problem for her, it wasn’t even a shame, it was just
the way things were and nothing more, she thought without
irony when she thought about it at all. 

It was noon and Julie had been tanning for an hour, burying
herself deeper in her thoughts to endure the burn that, she
hoped, would make her beautiful. In these days when success is
the be-all and end-all, she told herself, slathering on a second
helping of cream on her already burning skin, in these days
when success shouts from every rooftop and age indicates the
proper amount of success at every level, it’s important to get
your age out there. She never missed a chance to share her age:
I’m thirty-two going on thirty-three, the age of Christ, I’m thirty-
three going on thirty-four, she admitted with some chagrin, not
wanting to let go of Christ. Julie gave out her age the way some



people hand out their business card, it was the best way to solicit
pity or stir envy, in her world where age was everything and
nothing, a blessing or a death sentence, it was the most impor-
tant thing of all.

She was of the age, she thought, when lacerations left by love
had to be left in the past and when you had to think about
children, to determine once and for all whether, yes or no, you
could be a mother, and if, yes or no, the child would have a father.
No, Julie wasn’t a mother, and if by some misfortune—she told
herself to instill both fear and reassurance—if one day she were
to have a child, if one day her uterus found a way not to have its
due ripped away in an abortion clinic, there would have to be a
father to take care of it. 

Thirty-three years old and she’d already written a number of
documentaries, a few of which had been produced, and one of
which had known a measure of success due in part to the title
she’d given it: Children for Adults Only. The script featured the
common yet undetected pedophilia of ordinary parents who
can’t let go of their children, who inspect them like a possession
that can be turned inside out like a glove, children like handbags,
with parents who make them live in a bell jar away from the
world, to stave off bacteria and vexation, all for their own good,
unable to leave them even for a moment. Julie trained the
camera on parents who had become perverse through fear and
precaution. They accused doctors, teachers, even the surveillance
conducted by their cherished technologies of negligence, abuse,
and violation of their children’s right to remain intact through
the vagaries of life. The documentary had a measure of success
but didn’t change social realities. Despite the convergence of the
media when the movie was released, the documentary hadn’t
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calmed the paranoia of pedophile parents and Julie didn’t want
a child just to put her principles into practice. When she
considered that around the unstable nucleus of the world was
an indefectible, unmovable aura, when she thought that beyond
human mutation there was the homogeneity of cosmic law,
inalienable, she was reassured, and she slept in peace. The world
was hard-headed despite its upheavals; it never completely split
apart, even if it went in every direction at once. 

In any case, changing the world was not a concern of hers
anymore at that point in her life, it hadn’t interested her for some
time, ever since she had lost her heart, or her soul if you prefer.
She cared even less for the fate of her world that was bursting
into flames all across the planet ever since she had killed the
man who had wanted to give her a second chance and whom
she believed she loved. That was Charles whom she would steal
from Rose as a game at first, out of a desire to amuse herself,
Charles whom she pushed into madness without much
intention, Charles whom she killed without any motive—or
hardly at all—almost an accident, through a plan unexpectedly
fulfilled, and Julie almost guilty, with Rose as accessory. 

This is what Julie retained from the event once it was over,
since interpretations would differ. The rooftop was a starting
point but there were others: for Rose Dubois, the starting point
was found well before, and as for Charles Nadeau, he would
never have the chance to tell the story of his own death. There are
as many starting points in a story as characters in it, but the
plurality of beginnings means nothing when the end result is
the same. What counts, in truth, is the foundering, the location
of its defeat, the moment when chance can no longer play a role,
so strong are the movements that gave the story meaning that
they hold it in thrall, pushing it toward its predestined end. 


