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	Three sisters reunite at a notary’s office after a long separation caused by a family dispute. Their late aunt has left them a conditional and rather unusual will that leads them on a journey into the past.

	Will they have the strength and courage to see their investigation through to the end, despite their differences and often clashing personalities?
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	What if time no longer mattered—only what we choose to do with it?
When a simple accident on the street brings together two damaged souls, an extraordinary human adventure begins.
Alison has just learned she’s suffering from a rare, incurable genetic disease. Hugo has been trying for years to outrun a personal tragedy that shattered his life. Nothing should have brought them together—let alone made them care for each other. And yet...

	Driven by a fierce desire to (re)find meaning in their lives, they decide to create a bucket list—ten dreams to fulfill together, for as long as time allows.

	From the shock of their first encounter to the breathtaking landscapes of Israel, through raw confessions and quiet moments, this novel explores the power of resilience, the urgency of living, and the blossoming of a sincere love between two drifting hearts.

	A poignant novel about healing, unexpected love, and the fragile beauty of moments stolen from eternity.
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1

	The Awakening

	 


Simon opened his eyes. His eyelids felt like they weighed a ton. He was trying with all his strength to keep them lifted, but it took a superhuman effort. Everything around him was blurry. There was light, but it was far too bright. Every beam of that intense brightness felt like pain piercing into his mind. He closed his eyes again and tried to gather strength. He wanted to emerge from this state over which he had no control, but it was a painful struggle. He felt like he was fighting death itself just to return to life.

	Shadows moved back and forth, creating a sort of veil that danced before him. It was as if he were floating, suspended between sleep and reality.

	Suddenly, he heard sounds. They were distant, barely perceptible, as if coming from another world. Slowly, the noises became clearer. He realized someone was speaking to him.

	"Sir… Mr. Simon, wake up, sir."

	He struggled to understand where he was. Was he sitting? Standing? Lying down? His body felt immersed in something viscous that he couldn’t escape from. He was unable to move freely. His limbs were heavy and aching, and a tingling sensation coursed through his arms and legs, as if his muscles and nerves had forgotten how to work.

	He wanted to respond to the voice calling him, but he no longer knew how to speak. He felt disconnected from something fundamental, lost in a world he no longer recognized. He was scared—more and more scared.

	The voice kept calling him.

	"Mr. Simon, it’s time to wake up. Open your eyes, Mr. Simon."

	Little by little, without knowing how much time had passed, he managed to keep his eyes open. The images became clearer, and he felt someone place a hand on his arm and gently shake him. Life slowly returned to him. His thoughts were becoming sharper. He was lying down—that was it—lying on a hospital bed. But why? What had happened?

	A wave of panic took hold of him, and the rush of adrenaline helped him break through. He managed to turn his head toward the voice that had been speaking to him and saw a woman dressed as a nurse. She was smiling at him now and speaking more softly. A man stood at the foot of his bed. He had a stethoscope around his neck and held a tablet in his hands.

	Simon wanted to move, to sit up, to speak, but his body was out of sync with his will and refused to obey. Finally, after multiple tries and with great effort, he managed to say, “Why?”

	The energy it took to say that single word completely drained him. He gave up the fight and sank once more into a deep sleep.

	“That’s very promising,” said Dr. Ferlont. “I didn’t think it would happen, but now I believe we’re on the right track. Keep a close eye on his vitals, because he might wake up again in an hour or two—just enough time to recover.”

	“Yes, doctor,” said the nurse. “I’ll check in on his room regularly.”

	 

	Simon Verneil had been in a MCS (Minimally Conscious State) for twelve months, ever since the car accident that had claimed the life of his wife, Agathe. Dr. Ferlont had tried several times to bring him out of it, but none of the treatments had shown any results. The patient's condition remained stable, without the slightest sign of improvement.

	In the first few months, he had received quite a few visits. His brother and children had taken turns at his bedside for weeks. But over time, the visits had become less frequent. The lack of communication with the patient and the fading hope that he might ever wake up led to weariness. His brother Max hadn’t come at all in several months. His daughter, Mélanie, had visited one last time in August. She was about to leave for Canada to study and had come to say goodbye, unsure whether he would still be alive when she returned.

	His son, Michel, had been more consistent, visiting his father every day. He was agitated, hoping for a sign of awakening so he could finally unleash all his anger. To him, his father was responsible for the accident that had taken his mother. Gradually, Michel had fallen into alcoholism and drug use. The nurses had, on several occasions, been forced to remove him from the room and call security to escort him out of the hospital, as he would show up shouting insults and knocking over anything in his path.

	 

	Twelve months after the accident, Simon finally woke up. No one came to visit him anymore, and no one asked about him. It was disheartening to see how quickly family, friends, and neighbors could abandon you when patience and perseverance were required, Dr. Ferlont had thought.

	In the days that followed, Simon slowly began to recover. He emerged more and more frequently from his deep sleep and was starting to say a few words. It was clear that he remembered nothing. At no point had he asked about his wife or children. The doctor had explained to him that he’d been in a car accident, but Simon hadn’t asked a single question about the crash or about any possible other victims. The information remained vague and hadn’t yet reached the deeper levels of his consciousness. He hadn’t been able to connect the past to the present because, at this stage, he had no awareness of the past.

	 

	Simon’s rehabilitation lasted for many months. Physical therapists took turns guiding him through daily exercises to restore his motor skills, as he had difficulty walking and grasping objects.

	Simon struggled to concentrate, so a cognitive rehabilitation program was created to help him regain basic skills like reading and writing.

	Little by little, Simon began to remember his family, his home, and his profession. When a police officer arrived three months after he had woken up, he informed him of his wife’s passing. The shock was devastating for Simon. A torrent of memories resurfaced, along with the painful realization of losing the woman he had loved more than anything and with whom he had truly been happy. For several weeks, he fell into despair, regretting not having died with Agathe the day of the accident.

	Nothing seemed to tie him to life anymore, and he gradually sank into depression, until another memory surfaced in his mind. It was more like an image… On the meal tray that had just been brought to him, there was a small dish of olives, and as he looked at them, he had a vision of a long gravel driveway leading to a beautiful Provençal house. Olive trees were planted all around the house. There were hundreds of them, in bloom like a vast garden covered in a white blanket. It was his house, his garden, his olive trees!

	This image gave him a renewed sense of purpose. He wanted to fight. He had to— not for himself, but for them, for his olives. It was his land, his life, his olive trees, his olives. He had to heal, he had to find them again. No one could take care of them like he had, throughout his life.

	 

	This realization pushed him to want to communicate with his children. He asked if he could call them. The nurse brought him the cell phone they had found in the wrecked car. She had taken care to charge it.

	"Hello… Michel… it’s Dad!"

	"Dad?"

	"Yes, it’s me. I’d really like to see you, son."

	"Are you awake, Dad? That’s awesome. I’m coming."

	He hung up before Simon had a chance to say more. Turning to the nurse, he asked,

	"Have my children been told I’ve woken up?"

	"Mr. Simon," she replied, "you should know that your daughter left France several months ago to study in Canada. We haven’t heard from her since she left, but before she left, she came to say goodbye. She was really sad."

	"I remember now that she’d been talking about a study program in Quebec for a long time. Oh, so much time lost in this hospital bed."

	"I must also tell you, Mr. Simon, that your son Michel was very present at your side for many weeks, but… how can I put it… he became a little… well… let’s say nervous."

	"What do you mean?"

	"It’s difficult, Mr. Simon, but you’ll see for yourself when he comes."

	"No, please tell me. I need to know what to expect!"

	"Well, let’s just say that alcohol and him don’t mix very well. On a few occasions, we had to ask him to leave."

	"I see," Simon said sadly. "Have you heard from my brother, Max?"

	"Your brother came very often during the first few weeks after your accident. He took care of your wife’s funeral. He came almost every day. We haven’t seen him in a few months now."

	Simon took his phone and tried calling his brother, but to no avail. He left him a message.

	"Hey Max, it’s Simon. I’ve woken up from the coma. I’d really like to see you. Thank you for everything you’ve done for me. Call me back, I’ll keep the phone close."
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